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CH A PTER FIRST.

4Maiden with the dark-blue eyes,
In whose orbs a shadow lies,
Like the night of summer skies.

"Standing, with reluctant feet,
Where the brook and river meet,
Womanhood and childhood fleet."

THE cold 'Wind of early March was sweeping ragged
clouds across the sky; but the cheerless' aspect of the
evening was little heeded by the guests whoI thronged
Mr. Conant's4 brilliantly lighted"mansion, to witness the
marriage of his daughter Julie, a young and beautiful
girl, the pet and pride of the-village.

In the seclusion of her ovn chamber the bride was
receiving from her attendant bridemaids the. finishing
touches which made her toilet complete. Having care-
fully adjusted the folds of the bridal veilone of them
stepped back, and, surveying her work with admiration,
said gayly,-
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THE PREPARATION. 9

",There, now, Julie, you look like a little beauty,

and I shall expect special thanks for my artistic skill.

Isn't she perfect, Mrs. Conant? " she added, address-

ing that lady, who was placing a delicate spray of myrtle

flowers among her daughter's silken curls.

The mother's eyes grew dim with a sudden gush of

feeling, and before she could command herself to answer,

the door opened and two ladies entered.

"Helen insisted I should come and see Julie, before

she went down to be admired and kissed by every body;

and so I am here," said one of them, glancing towards

hef companion, a tall, queenly-looking girl, who added,

"Yes, indeed, I told Mrs. Avenel she could not half

appreciate you in'the bustle and crowd down stairs, and

as I wanted one more look for myself, I brought her

with me."

"We are very glad to see Mrs. Avenel," replied Julie

and her mother, speaking together; and then, after the

criticisms on her dress were finished, the former added

with a sort of timid earnestness that suited her soft,

childlike voice, "Is there~ really such a crowd down"

stairs? O, dear, what shall I do! "

" Submit to your fate, my dear; which is, to' be the

bright particular star of ihis evening," said Helen Du-

pr6, laughing.* "It is said not to be so very disagreeable

to be admired, when one gets used to it ; so summon

your philosophy, and don't faint or shed any tears.

Nobody must cry this evening, -for there .is no need of it
here, and I dislike to -see tears at a wedding."

" And having come so far to attend this one, you mean
to have things tll your own way/"' rejoined Mrs. Avenel.

"I don't know but I shall disobey you," said MrsAI@o-
nant with a smile, and a voice slightly ti-emulous, "for I
feel already somewhat in 'the melting mood.' , Are not
mothers always privileged characters on these occasions?"

"Perhaps so; but really I think you haveno occasion
now for weeping," said Helen "Is not Julie as happy
as she can be ? And beside- you are about to gain a son,
instead of losing a daughter. Think what it would be if
she was going away."

At this moment there was a rap at the door, and when
Helen Dupr6 had opened it, her brother entered. He
was a dark, handsome man; and when she saw him, the
little bride sprang to her feet, with a smile and a blush
vivid enough to tell in what relation he stood to her. He
looked at her a moment in silence, with an expression of
overflowing-tenderness and delight; and then assuming
a gay tone to hide his deeper feelings, he asked, .as he
came towards her,

" Are the arrangements. completed, at last,? Is the
bride presentable ? Our rosebud looks as if she was
wrapped in a snow wreath, with all this cloud of white
about her." .

"Don't you like it ? Don't you think it pretty?" ex-
claimed several voices in a. breath.
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EDDIN G.

" Like it? of course I do," he answered. " And this

ample veil can be made available, too. Draw it around

you, Julie ; it is large enough to hide you and your

blushes, through the whole evening."

As he spoke, he seized it playfully, and would have

drawn it over her face; but Julie was no longer blushing

or smiling, and at that moment something in her face ar-

rested his hand, even before his sister sprang forward to

seize it, and prevent the disarrangement he would have

carelessly effected.

"What is it, my pet? " he said in a low tone, as he

noticed the sudden paleness, and the large drops that

trembled on her lashes, as her eyes were still fixed on his

face. " What is it, Julie? Did I hurt you? You must,

not be sad to-night, my little beauty."

"0, no, Charles," she answered, in a tone which called

forth a smile and a tear from almost every one of the

group around; "you did not hurt me - it is not that.

But I am so very, very happy. It almost frigh]enas me to

think how happy I am."I

Charles seized her hands, and pressed them to his lips,

as he bent down and whispered something in her ear;

and just then a noisy summons came 'o them from Mas-

ter Ned Conant, the only son of the family, who, gliding

through the half open door, exclaimed, -

" Why don't you come down stairs? Every body is

waiting, and the minister is here. Julie, you look first
rate. Whats the matter? Yo. o needn't be so frightened.

You'll only have to five minutes, and Mr. Blank
will marry you'st as easy!"

The comical drawl with which the last word was spoken
seemed very persuasive; for with an instant change of
mood, the whole party moved to the anteroom, where the
groomsmen waited, and after a few moments' conversa-
tion, arranged themselves for the walk to the drawing
rooms. As the escort passed down stairs, Ned who

lingered beside Charles and Julie, whispered encour-
agingly, -

"Don't tremble so, little sis; you'll find you're mar-
ried before you know it. Charles, couldn't you whistle
'Old Hundred,' or some other lively tune, to keep up her
spirits till it is over?"

"What! really packing Your trunks? -I half hoped
they woi persuade you to remain longer," said Mrs.
Avenel, as she opened the door of her friend's chamber, a
few days after the wedding, and saw the array of dresses
and boxes that gave token of departure.

" No," replied Helen Dupr6, looking up from her la-.
bor with a glowing face, "necessity admits of no persua-
sion, and . having accomplished my mission here,. and
helped transform my little Julie into the prettiest bride in
the country, to-morrow I- depart for the pleasant south
land,

Where skies are bright, and flowers are fair.'

10 11CAs8TRe.
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Her voice was full and clear as a nightingale's, and the

warbled strain with which her words ended seemed to

gush forth as naturally as song from a bird.

You are enthusiastic," replied Mrs. Avenel, smiling,

as she threw off her bonnet and shawl, and began folding

some of the articles that were spread on the sofa near -

"very enthusiastic you are, Miss Helen. Even for the sake

of hearing you sing it, I wouldn't have you add the next

line of the song, -

'For 0, I pine, I perish here.'

"Indeed, I hope not," added a gentle voice by her

side, " for by and by, when we go to housekeeping, I

shall insist on having Helen come and live with us."

"IHear the child," cried Helen, laughing ; "it has been

two days married, and it gives itself airs already,- and

talks of the dignity of a householder."r.

"Hear the old maid," retorted Julie, half pettishly;

"she pretends to be so much in love with school keeping

that she won't promise to leave it, even to please her

brother, who loves her so well."

"Or little Julie, whom she loves so well," replied

Helen, throwing her arms around the slight, girlish -figure

of her young sister-in-law, and half smothering her with

kisses. Julie extricated herself, blushing and laughing,

and with her golden curls all dishevelled; and then,

turning appealingly to Mrs. Avenel, she said, "Isn't

she obstinate ? She will go, in spite of all our persua-
sious, and she knows we had so much rather have her at
home."

"Don't appeal to her, for she knows my decision is
right,," said Helen cheerfully, but firmly. "You and
Charles must be satisfied with each other for a while at
least, and leave the schoolmistress to return to her voca-
tion. It is a pleasant vocation, though you do not think
so, little Julie, and I am far happier there than if I were
spending my time in idle dependence on my brother."

"But why not pursue your vocation nearer home;" said
Mrs. Avenel,'"since your friends desire it so much?"

"'Perhaps I may, at some future time, but now I have
really io desire for change. It is pleasant to be here, but
my brother needs me less than ever, now he has a wife,
and I have been so long with Mrs. Warner that my home
there has grown dear to me, and little Emma Warner is
the loveliest child you ever saw."

"She was named for Mr. Avenel'a mother," said Mrs.
Avenel. "She and Mrs. Warner have always been
intimate friends."

'Yes," replied Helen, "and I think the child is like
her namesake. What a gentle, lovely woman she is!"

'She is, indeed, and the last time she visited us, she

seenied nore cheerful than I had seen her before for many
years. Now she has recovered from the first shock of
her husband's sudden death, she is recovering also from

2
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SHE REMAINS OBSTINATE.

the petrifying influence he used to exert over her. You

did not know him? "

" I only saw him once, two years ago, when I first went

to Mrs. Warner's -he came there with his wife to dine

one day. But they say Mrs. Colonel Bell is just like him,

and she is a perfect incarnation of pride and selfishness."

" She is still very beautiful, I suppose?" asked Mrs.

Avenel, musingly, while the shade of sad or disagreeable

recollections passed over her face.1

" Beautiful! yes, but so haughty and cold. I shall

never forget how astonished she was, to find that Mrs.

Warner intended to regard the governess of her grand--

children as an equal and a friend. She is obliged to treat

me civilly when we happen to meet at her mother's, -

where I go very often with Mrs. Warner, - but she takes

good care to let me see that she is condescending to do

so, and I take equal pains to make her understand that I

consider myself fully her equal, in every respect. You

smile, Mrs. Avenel, but this is not pride in me; it is only

a commendable self-respect."I

"There is a difference, I admit," replied her friend.

"Nobody,would venture to affirm that Helen was

proud," said Julie, with an arch glance from her blue

eyes; "no, she is neither proud nor obstinate, in adher-

ing to her decision to leave us."

"True, 0 most wise Julie," answered Helen. "Call

it firmness and independence of character, and you will

get the right words in which to describe' this marvellous
decision. Listen, little sister, and urge me no more," she
added, smoothing the soft curls that were nestling by hei
side. "Charles is younger than I, and having been but
a year in business, before lie was foolish enough to marry,
-- for wi6,tobe sure, I don't blame him, since he had

so strong temptation,-I want him to get more firmly es-
tablished, and what we Yankees call 'ahead in the world,'
before he has any beside his wife to support. By and by,
when the children come, and these two little hands find
themselves failing to supply the demand for care and com-
fort, it will be .time for me to return, for then I can really
be of use."

"Nonsense," replied the young wife, blushing violently;
as if I wanted you for the work you'd do! I tell you it

is only for ornament we want you; nobody thought of
your being of any use."

'Thank you; then I won't come," said Helen, with a
smile of fond admiration, as she met the mischievous look
that accompaniedthese words.

'But then," continued Julie, "it is* likely you'll be
married to some one of your rich southern admirers."

"Nonsense," cried Helen; "rich southern gentlemen
don't bestow much admiration on Yankee schoolma'ams.
It is only in story books you find such a consummation to
their toils."

"0O, but you are no common schoolmistress," persisted

I
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Julie. "You, so beautiful, so accomplished-you'll find

your beau ideal one of these days, fastidious as you axe.

Or, perhaps, some of my romantic visions will be fulfilled,

and you'll find your unknown relations. Don't look sober

now, and shake your head at me, for this hope is the only

thing that really reconciles me to your sojourn in that far-

off land."

" Dream no dreams, little sister," said Helen, her gay-

ety of tone and manner vanishing as she spoke ; and just

then some one calling Julie, she hastened away, with the

quick-springing step of a child.

Helen looked after her, thoughtfully, for a moment,

and then, leaving the trunk she had been filling, she sat

down in the window recess beside h friend, and said

sadly, " I wish Julie wouldn't talk much upon that

subject. She is a thoughtless little creature, and does

not seem to imagine that, if the mystery which excites

her romantic brain were solved, the knowledge we should

acquire might be more painful than ignorance."

"Have you then no curiosity to penetrate the secret of

your birth and parentage?" said Mrs. Avenel.

"Very little," replied Helen, "and that little accompa-

nied by a painful, shrinking dread, which I wonder- at,

though I cannot conquer. Charles does not feel so, it

may be because he has none of the vague recollections

which haunt me."

"Have you, then, any remembrance of your child-

hood," asked Mrs. Avenel, with great interest. "I have
often wished to ask you, but you rather avoided the sub-

ject."
".I confess I don't like to talk about it," replied Helen,

"and yet I can hardly tell why. I have indistinct memo-
ries of living in some tropical climate, in rooms gorgeously
furnished, and of twod persons whom I used to call papa
and mamma; but there must have been some trouble or
sorrow in that home, wherever it was, for I have impres-
sions of dread and fear connected with it. The first thing
I remember distinctly, is living with my little brother in
a small cottage, under the care of an old black woman.
Then we must have travelled for some distance by water,
for I have confused images of vessels and the ocean; and
then we were left at our. home in C-, in Mr. Evans's
family."

"Did the person who brought you give any accou.
of himself to you, or leave any clew by which he could
be traced?"

"None," replied Helen. "He said he wished to place
us at that school, and paid a year's tuition in advance.
This of course excited no particular inquiry; and Mr.
Evans told me, he did not notice until 'after thd stranger
had left, that he gave no address and expressed no-wish
o hear of our progress. Supposing, however, that a le't-

ter would soon arrive and remedy this oversight, he felt
no uneasiness; but month after month rolled away, and

E 2 *
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nothing was hea1 from the stranger, until the, year had

passed, and then came a remittance sufficient to cover ex-

penses for another year. And so it went on until it came

to be a matter of'course, and Mr. and Mr.s. Evans began

to look upon us as their own children, and to care for the

forsaken orphans with a tender kindness which we can

never repay."

"And since you were eighteen you have heard nothing

from your unknown friend, I think you told me," said

Mrs. Avenol.

" Nothing since then. At that time, instead of the

usual remittance, there came three thousand dollars, and

a few lines, saying no further aid could be expected. As

Charles was two years younger than myself, I persuaded

.M;r. Evans to reserve the most of this sum for his benefit,

- to educate and set him up in business, - and my share

he is to repay when he gets rich," she added with a faint

smile. "Part tf the money Mr. Evans spent in travel-

ling and making such inquiries as he thought advisable;

but thpy elicited nothing. We had no clew to guide us,

for the money had been sent, sometimes from one cit

and sometimes from another, though always from the

south. I wanted him to go, and he went at my sugges-

tion; but I was almost glad when he came back as igno-

-rint as he went."

- What is it that you dread?" said Mrs. Avenel,. after

a short pause.

Helen's eyes fell beneath the kind but cuious gaze of
her friend, and she blushed violently as shei replied,

"I am almost sure that my parents did not live happily
together, and sometimes I fear there was sin as well as
unhappiness."

"Dear Helen, don't distress yourself with such ideas,"
exclaimed Mrs. Avenel, repenting the curiosity that had
elicited this unexpected reply. " Whatever may have
been your parentage, you have won our love and -esteem;
and your purity and nobleness of character contradict the
supposition of the evil you dread. Rely upon yourself
and your friends, and don't let your feelings become mor-
bid, and imbitter the happiness life might otherwise
bring you."

"I do try to prevent it," said Helen, making an effort
to speak cheerfully ; "and since I always grow sad in
dwelling on the past, you see I am wise in seldom refer-
ring to it. Let us talk of something else, now Julie

and Charles, who are such an innocent-hearted pair of
lovers, that to be with them gives one a glimpse of the
lost joys of paradise or your husband and children, and
your own happy home."

"Here comes my husband now," said Mrs. Avenel,
laughing, "and so I have no time to stay and talk of any
body else; for he will call for me, and both he and his
horse have their, full share of the masculine impatience

that never likes to wait."

APPREHENSI os. 1918 C A STE - 19
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" And, after twelve years of matrimony, you indulge

your husband in that same lordly impatience! Quelle

folie!"
" Twelve years! My dear, what difference does time

make!" cried Mrs. Avenel, as she hastily donned her

shawl and bonnet, and ran down stairs- to meet her hus-

band.

" What difference, indeed! " thought Helen, as, having

bade them good by, she stood looking after them as they

drove away.
"'Time but impression deeper makes,

As streams their channels deeper wear,'

and has no power to cloy the happiness of that true

marriage." With a sigh, almost of envy, Helen turned

away to finish her preparations for departure. Full as

she was of hope and courage, her own life seemed for a

moment too barren, too incomplete, in contrast with the

rich fullness of blessing that crowned her friend.

The conversation which we have related has disclosed

much of the life of Helen and Charles Dupr6, and little

more remains to be told. Mr. and Mrs. Evans, who had

been the guardians of their desolate childhood, were

teachers of a family school in one of the towns of central

New York. Here they had remained until the time re-

ferred to by Helen, when, in her eighteenth year, they

received intimation that the supplies which had hitherto

supported them would cease.

She was then well educated,. and accomplished far be-
yond the usual school-girl standard, and, being naturally
endowed with strength and energy of character, she deter-
mined that the money which accompanied this intimation

should be kept as a reserved fund, and from that day she
had labored for her own support. At first she assisted
Mr. Evans in his school, and then taught in other schools
in the vicinity, gradually attaining more and more experi-
ence and reputation, until she was invited to take care of
the female academy in. the town of . Mr. Avenel's
two eldest children were among her first pupils, and as
Mrs. Avenel always endeavored to be well acquainted
with the person who was to have a teacher's influence
over the young minds committed to her guidance, she
soon found in Helen a congenial friend, for whose welfare
her generous nature exerted itself in every possible
manner.

Charles Dupr6 had, decided to be a merchant, and it
was Mr. Avenel's influence that procured him a situation
in the flourishing establishment of his friend Mr. Conant,
who gave him a home in his family, and afterwards, when
the young clerk had proved himself reliable, permitted
him to woo and win the little Julie Conant to be his wife.

Two years' before the tim our story opens, the widow
Avenel had written from South Carolina to her son in be-
half of her neighbor and friend Mrs. Warner, who was
in great want of a governess for two grandchildren left
in her care.

20



ji. Moreover, Mrs. Warner wanted a companion and friend

to aid in beguiling her lonely hours; and if a combination

of these desirable qualities could be found, no sum of.

money would be considered too great to repay such

services.I

Mrs. Avenel knew comparatively little of Mrs. Warner;

but she remembered her as amiable and kind hearted,

and she was the bosom friend of her gentle mother-in-

law, and so she did not hesitate to urge Helen Dupr6 to.
accept the invitation.

Helen was fond of excitement and variety, and the in-

vitation came at a time when Mrs. Evans's death and

Mr. Evans's failing health had induced the latter to break

up his school and go to spend his declining years with his

sons, who were married and settled in New York city.

Her old home thus destroyed, she had less reason to

regret the change of locality, and had 'spent two very

happy years at the south; and -now, after assisting at her

brother's wedding, she was about to return thither.

Mr. Avenel was one of those noble sons of the south,

who, in the face of a host of prejudices, and contending

against innumerable difficulties, have been true to the

convictions of duty with regard to the unfortunate beings

which the laws gave them the power to deprive of the

rights of freemen.I

In executing his philanthropic designs, Edgar Avenel

was much assisted by his generous and high-hearted wife,

who shrank from no sacrifice, and cheerfully endured the

privations attending their -altered circumstances, when for

a few.years he was obliged to depend upon his own exer-
tions for the support of his family. The slaves to whom

he had given liberty constituted nearly all his available

wealth. He had inherited them from- his mother, who

died when he was very young, and his father was so much

incensed at what he was pleased to consider Edgar's

childish and unpardonable obstinacy, that he sternly.for-
bade him ever again to enter his doors, and destroying in
his presence a will formerly made, informed him that
henceforth his sister Clara, the child of a second marriage,
should be sole heiress of the family estates.

This sister, a haughty and selfish girl, had no sympathy
with his. feelings, and little pity for his trials, which she

deemed a legitimate punishment for the visionary folly to
which he had yielded himself; and the disinherited man
would have left his father's house hopeless of any futures
reconciliation, had it not been for the kindness of his
step-mother, who, though she doubted the expediency of

his conduct, had the. warmest admiration for its -self-
sacrificing heroism. Mrs. Avenel was a silent and timid

woman, and had little courage to oppose the fixed preju-

dices which her husband expressed so loudly and bit-
terly; but she hoped to influence him through her
daughter, whose nature was more congenial with'his-own,
and whose lightest wish he had from, infancy indulged
without restraint.

I

K

THE COST OF DOING RIGHT.22 8sT E*& 23



4.THE BOTHER AND SIsTER.

I
This hope was vain. Clara was secretly too well pleased

with the additional wealth and importance thus acquired

to plead very earnestly for her brother, and unmoved by

her mother's anxiety for Edgar, but jealous of the affec-

tion it evinced, she covertly widened, instead of lessening,

the breach which had so entirely divided the family.

Thus years passed on, and *t length Mr. Avenel died sud-

denly, a few months after ho had given his daughter in

marriage to a millionnaire; and though in life's last hour

there was a natural relenting of geart towards his only

son, it came too late to allow of any change in the dispb-

sition of his property, the greater part of which had been

devised to Clara, and her mother in vain besought her to

allow the will to be set aside.

But Edgar Avenel had removed to a large and flourish-

ing town in the interior of New York, drawn thither by

the persuasions of a friend of his college days, and in-

duced to remain by the natural beauty'of its location, and

the facilities it afforded for business. Establishing him-

self as a lawyer, he speedily acquired reputation and in-

fluence, and at length, by a series of fortunate investments,

he was placed in such a position, that this final disappoint-

ment of his faintly-cherished expectations was not so hard

to bear as it would once have been. Nis father had lived

to know that by his personal abilities and exertions he

had acquired wealth, and his children were not bCggarl y

dependants on his sister's bounty, as she had sneeringly

A.

4

prophesied when they parted ; and when he was told that

his father had forgiven and blessed him before he died, he

felt an honest pride in assuring Clara that he needed and
asked for nothing more.

But the mother was pained and mortified ,-at -the dispo-
sition which her child had manifested. Her genero
nature was unable to comprehend the heartless selfishness

that induced Clara to take possession ot estates w ch
should have been her brother's, and her remonstrances
were so earnestthat she was never fully forgiven for them,
but from that time forward was treated with reserve and
coldness by the child on whom she had lavished only
too much affection.

Helen had nearly finished her preparation, and was
strapping her trunks, when the door opened again, and
Charles Dupre entered, with his wife clinging to his arm.
Between the brother and sister there was a striking like-
ness, and as she rose to meet him, they might have, been

taken for models, of masculine and feminine beauty.

There was the same erect, graceful'figure, rather taller in
each than the medium size of the sex, the same clear,
dark Complexion, and large, soft, black eyes. Only the
masses of raven hair waved above Helen's broad, low brow,
and over her delicate little ears, falling in a few loose
ringlets from the gathered braids behind; while Charles's
classic head was crowned with a profusion of short, silky

3
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curls ; and the lines of the mouth and chin which, on her

face, were firm and finely cut, on his were more full and

rounding, betokening a more facile disposition, and a spirit

less easily moved to anger.

There could not have been found a greater contrast to

these two, than the young creature who stood looking up

in their faces by the flickering firelight. She had hardly

numbered eighteen years, and she looked even younger,

for her figure was small and delicate, her complexion pure

as a lily, and her golden eurls, soft and fine as floss silk,

fell over mild blue eyes, that hid beneath their lashes if

one sought to gaze into them; and her facewas so innocent

and childlike in its expression, that while looking at her,

one experienced an involuntary desire that a being so pure

and so helpless should never be called to encounter the

storms of life. Little besides sunshine had she known

through the summer holiday of her existence. Every

body called her "little Julie," every body petted and

loved her, and -to all her family it would have seemed a

strange and incongruous thing to have seen tears in her

gentle, smiling eyes, or sadness on her brow,

CHAPTER -SECOND.

'Her eye's dark charm 'twere vain to ten;
But gaze on that of a gazelle,
It will assist thy rancyweli
As large, as languishingly dark
The soul beamed forth from every spark
That darted from beneath the lid.

On her fair cheek's unfading 'hue,
The young pomegranate's blossoms strew
Their bloom In blushes ever uew."q

THE next morning, Helen left her brother's home.
The gentleman in whose care she travelled; accompanied
her as far as Wilmington, and from there she was to go
on alone. ,but in these days, travelling has been reduced
to a system, and to, the initiated,-even though she be a
solitary female, there is little cause found for annoyance
or fear, save in those "unavoidable" accidents Which

often preclude the necessity of any further journeying in
this world.

Therefore it was with a quiet heart that Helen bade
farewell to her fellow-traveller, whose business called hin
to another part of the state, and having secured the good
graces of the immense specimen of colored humanity Who
presided over the ladies' cabin, and made arrangements
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for the time when old ocean should assert its prerogative

to torment the body and try the soul, she took a book,

and ascended to the outer air. It was a sunny morning,

and the dark forests which fringe the low shores of the

river had just been making their annual abortive effort to

clothe themselves with a brighter shade of green, in honor

of the advancing summer.

, As the rheumatic old boat creaked and trembled on its

way, Helen watched the smoke of the turpentine facto-

ries lowering along the horizon, the fish leaping here and

there above the surface of the river, as if anxious to es-

cape from its muddy depths, the skeletons of dead trees,

that rose in ghastly whiteness over the reedy shoals, and

wearying at length of the monotony, which even the clear

air and the glowing sunlight could not enliven, she estab-

lished herself in a shady corner, and dropping her veil,

gave herself up to the charm of the romance she was

reading.
As she changed her seat, a gentleman who had been

leaning dreamily over the railing at this side of the deck

turned to see who approached, and catching a glimpseff

her face before the thick veil had hid it, started suddenly,

and half changing his position, fixed his eyes on her with

a prolonged gaze that scrutinized every article of her

dress, from the crown of her .bonnet to the sole of her

shoe.
With a half sigh, as if some sad memory had risen

before him, he recollected himself at length, and turned
back to his =listless watching of the passing water; but
again and again his furtive glance sought Helen's still
figure, and every moment he seemed to grow more per-
plexed and uneasy. He was a tall, well-formed man,
with an ordinary-looking, but not unintelligent face0and
there was about his dress an air of carelessness that mde
him look almost untidy, though the materials were unex-
ceptionable and scrupulously neat One would have said
he was a- achelor,.of middle age, who had ceased to care
for appearaces, and was content if /comfortable.

Attentively as he had watched er, Helen had. been
unaware of his notice, and quietly continued her reading,
until the shrill whistle of the boat gave token ofiits ap-

proach to Oldtown. Then raising herveil, she was about
to watch the passengers hurrying ashore, when her atten-
tion was arrested by a faint exclamation nearher. She
looked around, and for the first time met his look, so ear-
nest and piercing now as almost to startle her.

For one moment he stood like one lost in painful
amaze, and then, raising his hands slowly, he exclaimed
aloud,4" My>God ! it is herself--her very self!"

These words, which were uttered in a voice of sharp
distress, completed Helen's terror, and caused several of
the passengers who were promenading the deck -to pause
and look on with extreme curiosity; and onel of the gen-
tlemen, whose venerable years and kindness of expres-

I
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sion entitled hm to confidence, seeing Helen's confusion,

stepped forward and offered her his arm, saying,
"Do =not be alarmed. Do you know this gentleman,

and will you~ speak to him, or would you like to retire to

your state room?"
She took his arm, but did not reply, or move to go

towards the cabin. She was fascinated by the wild, dark,

glittering eyes, which were still riveted on her face, with

a magnetism that agitated her, she scarce knew why.

Thus they stood, until the stranger, arousing from his

trance of emotion, noticed the curious eyes bent upon

him by those around, and with a powerful effort at self-

control, which could not entirely quell his perturbation,

he said, confusedly, "Pardon me -- I know I am rude,

bat this lady looks so much like one I knew and lost!

Who is she ? What is her name ? Do you know, sir ? "

he asked, laying his hand eagerly on the arm of her self-

constituted protector,
He turned to her an inquiring glance, and, she whis-

pered, "Miss Dupre." He repeated it to the stranger.

A peculiar expression, almost like a convulsion, passed

over his face as he heard it.

" Helen Dupr6? " he asked in smothered tones.

She nodded affirmatively.
"And you are going to the south to reside?" he con-

tinued, in a tone that was more an exclamation than a

question.$7

L1~
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Again she nodded, and was-about to express: her Sur-
prise at being known to him, when he turnedsuddenly

away, and shut himself up in his ,state room, which was
one of the range that opened on the- deck where they
were standing.

His abrupt departure astonished them even more than
his previous manner. :Weak and tumbling, Helen"re-
leased the arm to which she had clng, and dropped into

her chair. The stranger's kind face expressed only sur-
prise, but she was beginning. tofeel very much annoyed

at being thus- forced into public notice
"It is very unpleasant!" sh said "What dan -the

man mean?"
"It is very strange," replied heIr friend- , Have you

ever met him before?"
"Never, that I remember; and. yet-" she added struck

by a sudden recollection, "he knew my name, and so he
must have seen me before., D2)o you know him?"

"I do not I would make inquiries, butI must hurry

on shore, for I leave the boatlefe~.~ I hope you will have
)Io further trouble; but if you: do you had better speak
to the captain, who will protect you. The man may be

*crazy."

So saying, he bade her a courteous farewell, and with
regret she saw him go away, She pondered in amaze-

ment on this strange incident during the, rest of the
morning; but her mysterious: interlocutor did not again
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appear, and she had somewhat recovered from her excite-

ment when the, whistle again sounded, and the boat drew

up to the solitary wharf of the quiet little village of Smith-

town.

They were at the mouth of the river, and sweeping far

away to the horizon the ocean lay before them; but their

further progress was stayed. They must wait for that

which waits for no man; fo the tide was out, and the

sand br could not be cro sed. There was the usual

amount of impatience an scolding among the passengers,

and then they scattered hither and thither, in groups,

sauntering along the shore or through the sandy street,

where barren desolation was relieved by a few noble live

oaks - the only things in the town which seemed alive.

Helen stood looking out over the scene, when a hand

was laid lightly on her arm, and a voice spoke her name.

Even before she turned to see who was beside her she

recognized that voice, and her heart sent the warm blood

with a telltale quickness to her cheek, and her eyes

sparkled with a joy that convicted the quiet coldness

of her manner, as, after the first involuntary start of sur-

prise, she said, "Ah, Mr. Hubert - this is unexpected!"

An expression of disappointment clouded his brow at

this reception; but when he had cast one quick, searching

glance into her face, it passed away, and he answered, -

"Entirely unexpected to me, I assure you. It was by

the merest chance that I hurried all day yesterday to get

through with the business which brought me here, so that

I might take the boat to-day; for I hadn't the slightest
idea you were any where in this -region."

His manner was such an exaggerated imitation of
hers, that Helen could hardly help laughing,; and in her
confusion she asked, him what was the business which
brought him so far from home.

"I hardly like to confess it, but I came here to fight a
duel," he replied, gravely.

"To fight a duel.!" exclaimed Helen, incredulously.
"Yes. The worst enemy I ever had has been annoy-

ing me past all endurance, lately; and after having sev;
eral encounters, in which I was always worsted, we ap-

pointed a meeting beyond the bounds of the state. He,
avoided me for a while, when. he saw me' so determined
on vengeance; but yesterday we met on board the United
States cutter, in whic one of my friends persuaded me to

7accompany him fro Wilmington to this place, ande after
we arrived here e had a meeting, which was fatal to
him."

"What are you telling me? Can this be true?" said

Helen.

"I am sorry to say it is but sober truth," replied he.

"I have suffered much on account of it, but it is ,ver
now."

"And you have killed him?"
"Ihave killed him!"

4
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Helen looked at him with surprise and distress, uncer-

tain of the truth of this narration, and yet half convinced

by his manner.

At length she asked, " Did you meet him alone? Were

there no witnesses?"

" We had our seconds, of course. Every thing was

conducted in the most honorable manner. His friend's

name was Light - a Mr. Light, commonly called Sun

Light, who enabled my opponent to hold his own for

many hours against me. My friend was a Mr. Hope."

"0 Hubert," exclaimed Haen, "you are quizzing

me. Who was your opponent?"

" It was a French gentleman -M. Le Temps," replied

Hubert, the gravity he had hitherto maintained giving

way to a most comical expression. "I have met him be-

fore, but he never proved himsdf such an intolerable bore

as during the last six , six what ? Is It months or
years that you have been gone?"

The rich bloom of Helen's cheek deepened, but it was
impossible to resume the reserve and coldness out of
which'she had been so skilfully drawn; and after a mo-
ment's effort she yielded, and joined in the hearty laugh
which her companion could no longer restrain.

"Come, now," he continued, "you are glad to see me;
you know you are; and I have come some distance to see

you; so why can't we enjoy the pleasure of our meeting,
a little while, without taking thought for the future?

Friends shouldn't quarrel the first thing,. who have been

separated six months."

"Six weeks, you mean," said Helen.

"It do't- make much difference what one calls it," re-

plied -he. "I am prepared to believe in any unlimited

quantity of time having elapsed since I saw you last; and.

the moment I heard that your friend was to leave you at

Wilmington, I started to meet ypu there, for I don't think

it is proper for ladies to travel alone."

"How did you discover so much about my plans?" she

asked.

"How? Don't you believe in magnetism? Don't you

believe in clairvoyance? Don't you believe in spiritual

communion, or inlittle birds that fly throughthe air to

tell secrets?"

"No, I haven't a particle of faith in either," said

Helen, laughing and shaking her head, incredulously,.

"Well, then, don't you .believe in little children,,'

dear, innocent, artless little angels that they are - who

are always playing about, with such apparent uncongiQu-

ness, while their elders read letters and make reinarks,

and yet retain a perfect recollection of all that is said,

and are so easily induced. to impart tJeir knowledge when

sagaciously tempted by one who ku. ws them.?"

He laughed as he said this ; but Helen looked grave,

and after a -pause said, with some embarrassment of

reanner,

I
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"I have not yet inquired for your mother and the
family. Are they well?"

"All well - elders and youngsters, white and black;
and sent all sorts of messages and greetings, which you
will please take for granted, since I have forgotten every
one of them."

"Then they knew of your coming," said Helen, her
-face brightening.

"Yes, and approved of it entirely - which I presume
you wanted to be satisfied of," he added, with another of
his penetrating glances, that always divined her thoughts
in a moment. "Come on," he continued; "let's sit down
here and have a chat, while the boat is waiting. Tell me
what you were thinking about, that you looked so very,
very grave just before I spoke to you. If I had not
watched you for a moment then, and seen how your face
changed when yo,4 heard my voice, I should have been
entirely disconcerted by the manner you saw fit to assume
in greeting an old friend."

The gentle reproachfulness of these last words thrilled
through Helen's soul, with a power which, in spite of her
self-control, for the moment utterly confused her; and
glad of any escape from her embarrassment, she eagerly
seized upon his first suggestion for relief. Leaning over
the railing of the boat, as they seated themselves, she
pointed out over the waste of sand bars, which lay spread
between them and the ocean.

"I was thinking," she said, "how well this place has

been named ' Cape Fear; ' for a more desolate and terrible.

looking place can hardly be imagined. See how the ocean

vexes itself into madness against the further boundary,
and how the crawling, cruel, hungry-looking waves are

gliding. swiftly through all the shallows, and gnashing
their white teeth at us from behind the sandy barriers."

"I see," said her companion; "but to me the waves

seem-only bent on a hurrying, scrambling frolic, to prove

which shall first)cover this level waste. This fresh

breeze which caps them with foam, and the bright sun-

shine that glitters over them, exhilarate and enliven me:,

why do they bring to you only images of terror ? I think'

it is grand, glorious."
" I thinkit is horrible!" returned HelenI it'h ; shud-

der. "I have np sympathy with the, odean, a d the very

sight of it depresses me' Its mysterious 'depths,-filled

with slimy, shapeless creatures, the hoarse, distressful

voices that murmur in its undertone, the tesistless- force

with which it lifts itself up against whatever opposes it,

fill me with an unspeakable dread. If I were a heathen,

I should worship it with awful sacrifices, as the personifi-

cation of remorseless, relentless Fate."
"What a mood you are in!" exclaimed her friend.

"No wonder you looked grave, if you were bi-ooding over

such fancies. . Something must have happened to annoy

you. Wha t is it?"
4
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" Something did annoy me," replied Helen, "but that
had nothing to do with what you call my fancies. They

always arise at the sight of

'Old ocean's gray and melancholy waste.'

Of all the poetry which has been written, that line seems

to me most truly descriptive of its object, and others must

have the same opinion, for many images of overwhelming
sorrow and destruction are connected with the sweep of
the billows."

"The real cold salt water is something to be afraid of,

I grant you," said Hubert, "and woe betide the unlucky

sailor caught on these shoals in a storm; but as to these
imaginary seas, I~ believe people are seldom drowned in
them. The conceit is often more than the reality."

"Yes," said Helen thoughtfully, "I know it is often
so. We see the waves plunging onward, rising and swell-
ing with a force that threatens destruction when they

shall reach us, and yet when they are past we find our-
selves riding triumphantly upon the surface, or at worst
only partially submerged."

"In other words," said Hubert, with a mischievous

smile, "if I may place common parlance beside your met-

aphorical language, people don't often die of grief unless

some other disease sets in. Am I rude to say this, after

your pretty bit of poetic imagery?"

"No," said Helen, laughing and blushing, "it does
Pegasus good to be compelled sometimes to trot with

common ponies; and since you are determined I shall not

be sentimental this morning, let me tell you of a. little

adventure I have had."

"I am determined you shan't be gloomy," replied he;

" so turn your back upon the sea, and tell of your adven-

ture. It, annoyed you, you said."

1"Only a little, and perhaps no harm was intended," she

said. "There was a gentleman on board awho appeared

to recognize me, and yet seemed so surprised and agitated

that he almost frightened me. There he is now," she

added, suddenly lowering her voice, as the person referred

to opened the door of his state room and came out.

He did not appear to be coming towards that part of

the boat where they were sitting; but when he saw him,

Hubert exclaimed, "That gentleman! it is Colonel Bell,

our neighbor;" and hearing the sound of his voice, the

stranger looked around, and recognizing him, came for-

ward to greet him, and was presented to. Helen. She

looked at him earnestly as he pronounced her name-; but

whatever had caused his excessive emotion, all traces of,

it had now disappeared, and though her manner was

somewhat confused, he was calm, as if he saw her then

for the first time.

She could - not understand it, and began to doubt the

evidence of her senses, when he gradually joined in the

conversation, that ensued, with an ease which gave no- in-

dication of the storm of feeling that had swept over him.

She might indeed have concluded it had been the result

'K N:
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of some mistake, of which he was now convinced, and
that his mention of her name was a mere -coincidence,
only she noticed how adroitly he led her at length to
speak of herself, her past life, her present prospects, and

of her brother and his beautiful young wife.. His manner

was deferential, and the tact with which he elicited all he

wished to know, and yet told her nothing, amused, while

it provoked her. She was glad when. the boat left the

wharf, and she could make the dread of sea-sickness an

excuse for leaving them. Comfortably located in her

berth, she had leisure for thought and self-examination.

Her impressible nature had been much excited by the
various scenes and events of the day, and her proud, pas-

sionate heart had been stirred to its depths by her unex-
pected meeting with Hubert Warner.

Although she had been two years an inmate of his
father's family, her acquaintance with him had been re-

cent. He had ldt home soon after her arrival there, and

during the few days they were together, amid the new
scepes and faces surrounding her, she had hardly thouglit

of him. But even then, her dark, splendid beauty im-

pressed him so deeply that he did not forget her while

absent. Returning three or four months previous to this
time, he had found his admiration fixed and augmented

by the more full acquaintance which the freedom of' do-

mestic life allowed, while her warm, quick feelings, that

threw an exquisite gentleness over her natural dignity of

manner, and her poetical temperament, keenly alive to the

aspirations of' nature and art, awakened emotions warmer

and more enduring than mere admiration.

But Helen was proud, and though treated with respect

and affection, and almost with the familiarity of' a daugh-

ter, by Mr. and Mrs. Warner, she knew too well that her

position as governess was considered one of inferiority by

the aristocratic families around, and that it, was thought
an act of condescension in them to allow her the place in

their regard ,to which she considered herself' entitled.

She had no vulgar ambition to attain a position among

those who fancied themselves her superiors, and she

shrank with disgust from the suspicions and innuendoes

which began to reach her in various ways, as soon as Hu-

bert Warner's return was known, and steeled her heart

against him as the remote cause of that which had an-

noyed her. Perhaps her reserve, and .the indifference,

which he saw was unfeigned, only piqued him to more

assiduous attention, and made her society more attractive.

Opposition was pleasant to a man of his strong will and

energy of character, and he made it a study to find out

how to interest her, and compel her love.

The affinity which exists between certain contrasting

qualities aided him in this, respect. His calmness gave

him power over her excitable temperament; his social,

mirth-finding, disposition opposed pleasantly t tendency

to sadness inherent in her own; and his str ng common
4.3
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sense strengthened and refreshed her, though it often au-
daciously dissipated her day dreams; while in intellectual
culture and asthetic taste they found many points of
sympathy.

Yet he had talked little of love. Satisfied with the
enjoyment of the present, he had not dared risk his hopes
for the future, until he had more secure'hold of the secret
springs of thought and feeling ; and Helen had left him
to attend her brother's wedding, without hearing the
words which she expected and half hoped for, as a means
of release from her embarrassment. She had intended to
reject him, and had an opportunity occurred, she would
probably have done so, without at all realizing how much
the hope and happiness of her life were bound up in him.
But with'absence and change came other emotions -mor-
tification that she had mistaken him, and the sting of se-
cret pain, in a fear that she had betrayed the expectations
his manner had raised, and that he had been amusing his
vanity at her expense, mistaking the feelings with which

she regarded him.

But what then !/ Why should she care for his opinion?
Ah, there ws the keenest stab of thought. In her inmost

heart she realized now how she had deceived herself, and
she awoke to the chagrin of knowing that the hours of
her careless girlhood, the calmness of her proud heart,
had passed away, leaving in its place only the trembling
and the shame of an unacknowledged affection,

42 16 C A STEz

I

A

A14

jX

She struggled against it,-she -put it bravely down, she

ignored it, and longed impatiently to return-to -his home,

that she might convince him also how little she cared for

him. She had pictured to herself how co]lly and pod-

ly she would meet him; and now his -unexpected com-

ing, hig quiet assumption of their old friendshp, had

baffled all her plans. But what could she do in this del-

icate dilemma, and what reason could she give him for

coldness and reserve?

Wearied with these thoughts, at length she fell asleep.

The beams of the rising sun, glancing along the ceiling of

the dusky cabin, first roused her from her slumbe's; and

as she lay dreamily listening-to the confused noises around

her, she was sensible of a dark form which obscured all

the little space before her berth, and a large, hard hand

passed slowly over her face, resting upon the eyelids with

a weight that would have crushed out sleepiif sleep had

been lingering there. Starting back with a faint exclal-

mation, Helen drew aside the curtain, and saw the pre-

siding genius of the cabin, Aunt Rose -i coal black

Rose" she might have been called with truth, for she

was a perfect mountain of ebony, and her immense hands

and feet were only in proportion to her burly figure. A

bright red turban bound her brows, and beneath it her

small round eyes were twinkling and peering, and her

face had a ludicrous expression, as she exclaimed,

"Thank de Lord! she done woke up at last. See

43.
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here, miss; .your husband up star dere, he want you
mighty bad."

"-My husband! I have no husband," said Helen, in
amazement.

"1Well, den, your beau he must be one or toder, he
so despit onpatient. He been at me dis half hour, ~
'Aunt Rose - Aunt Rose' - till I's 'plexed out o' all pa-
tience myself. . Come, miss, do get up, and I'll help you
dress."I

"I doa't want to get up yet," said Helen, much amused.
"Go tell the gentleman I'll come by and by."

Aunt Rose gave an impatient shake of the heal, and
twirled her mountainous form completely around on one
heel, with an ease which would have done credit to a
dancing girl. Then seizing Helen's hands in one of hers,
as if about to drag her out of bed, she exclaimed, " Now
don't, 4as - don't send me back wid dat word ;- for he's

jest ravin', and dere's no knowin' what he'll do to you
when he do get hold of you, if you don't come now.
You ]now what de men is- when dey's in a hurry - dey
do kick up boberations."

Hei- gesture of warning was so comical that Helen
laughed outright. "There is no need of hurrying," said
she; "we are not yet over the bar."

"cNo, miss, but we's mos' up to it; and besides, he
wants you; and you know, miss, dese men, when dey
wants any thing, 'pears like dey mus' hab it, and all de

I

women hab to stadi round till dey gets it. Come, miss,

tain't no use waitin'.

"What does he want of me?" said Helen, risinglazily

on her elbow ty look at her watch; "is there any thing

along shore to look at?"

" Now hear de woman! jes' hear her!' exclaimed

Rose, throwing up her artns, and fidgeting though all

her huge frame with a vehemence that threatened serious

consequences to the fastenings of her scanty cotton dress.

"Hear dis woman talk! Got a',ieat up stair to look at,

and axing me what dere is to see ! Bless my soul i's

done beat now!"

This burst of pathos was irresistible, andi, helpless with

laughter, in which she was joined by several of her fellow.

travellers, Helen alloWed herself to be raised from the

snug- little berth, and Rose assisted her in dressing;

fuming and fidgeting a1 the ime at "dat impatientest

man," whose loudcheerful call, penetrating a length the

depths of the cabin, assured her that Rose was not mis-

taken.

"That stupid nigger!" was Hubert Warner's first ex-

clamation, as she came into the saloon where he awaited

her ; "I ,:thought I never should make hei understand

which lady it was I wanted. There has been such a

splendid sunrise, and I was determined you should s~e it

but she didn't get you up soon enough."

"I thought you must have beehp more thaii sually
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impressive," replied-Helen, "for she seemed to be pene-
trated with the idea that I must be got up, whether I

would or not."

" It took something more material than an idea to

penetrate her thick skull," said Hubert, laughing. "I
gave her a shilling to be sure and find you, for I didn't

know that she would try otherwise."

They went out on the deck together, where they were

soon joined by Colonel Bell, and some other gentlemen

with whom Hubert had formed acquaintance.

The morning was fine, and when they had passed the

bar, the low, verdant islands of Charleston harbor

breathed a welcome from their palmetto groves, in balmy,
fower-scented airs that are more than ever delightful to

one coming from the chilly winds of a northern spring.

Colonel Bell sought to converse with Helen, and his

manner evinced a tender -regard for her, and a deference

to her opinions, which almost disarmed her of her preju-
dice against him. He talked well of the world of letters

and the world of men, both of which he had studied

much, and unconsciously she was led to express many of,

her own ideas and feelings, to which he listened with an
eager interest, quite unlike the usual careless courtesy of

a passing acquaintance.
Before they left the boat, he found an opportunity,

amid the bustle of landing, to speak to her unheard by

others. Taking her hand, as if to bid her good by, he

said in a constrained manner, looking father anxiously
the while, as if to. read her thoughts, " You must have
thought my words and my actions alike strange, during
our first interview yesterday niorning."

"I was ,surprised, indeed," replied she, " but supposed
you had mistaken me for 'some One else."

She spoke in an inquiring tone; and he cast down his
eyes, and answered in an absent, hesitating manner, like
one in deep thought. "I could explain it to you if
it were best but not here -not tiow. -You must not
let what I said trouble you. Think it- is all a mistake,
and forget it."

"I shall be glad to do so," said RelenH foi- if4
thought it any thing but a mistake, I should be ihe
troubled. You seemed so much in earnest, that- I don't
know but I ought to demand an-explanation, at aty rate."

"No, no; think nothing of it,".he replied, harriedly.
"I have a nervous manner when any thing coies suddenly,
and you reminded me so vividly of the past--but Icdan-
not explain now. Mr. Warner is coming for you, andI
see the carriage waits. Probably we shall nieet again
soon, and theni.-.--"

Whateyor he might have said firther -as lost in the
loud roar of the escaping steam, and in 'anotherLmoient
her hand was drawn through Hubert's arm, and she found
herself amid .the hurrying crowd 'on' the wharf. A Yat-
tling, racing drive brought them to the depot just in time
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for the cars, and after a ride of several hours, they

stopped at the station where a carriage was waiting for
them.

It was a heavy, old-fashioned coach, that had evidently

done good service through one generation at least; but it

was capacious and well preserved, and the family would

as soon have thought of discarding the roof that sheltered

their infancy, as of exchanging it- for a more modern ve-
hicle. Upon.the box sat the coachman, listening with an
air of conscious dignity to the various remarks made by
a group of idlers, who were examining the silver-mounted.,#

harness, and speculating upon the good points of the

pair of powerful horses, whose impatience could hardly
be restrained by his occasional word of command.

When he saw his young master and Helen getting out
of the cars, he left his elevated seat, and came forward,
followed by the footman, who had been loitering among

the bystanders.
"How d'ye, John ?a Rafe, how d'ye ? All right at

home, I suppose," said Hubert, holding out two fingers

of each hand to them, as they approached. Rafe grinned,
and pulled awkwardly at his old cap; but John made an

elaborate congse, and replied with slow, pompous gravity,
"Our folks all has dere health bery well, Mass Hubert,

and say tell you how d'ye for every body."-
"Well, bustle about, and get the luggage on, and we'll

be off," said Hubert, cheerfully.

Nel
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With a gesture -of authority--worthy of an utocrat,
John directed Rafe's attention to the-trunkson" , e plat-
form behind himi, and then returning Helen's pleasant

greeting by a dignified -bow,he walked before them to the
carriage, and opened the door for her to enter. But. at
that instant, a diminutive form, starting suddenIy through
the window, alighted, apparently on his head, and turning
a somerset, stood quietly before them, cap in hand; made
one or two little bows, and then crossing his arms behind
him, gave a slight sigh, and said demurely, e"Icorned
over.

"Cesar Augustus! I should think you did," exclaimed
Hubert, laughing. "What did you come for?"

"Dem two niggers coaxed me,",replied the mite of a
fellow who owned this highPounding nameolling u is
eyes, and ducking his head at John, who stood hding
open the door, and, now; vexed beyond measure- at teis
unexpected allegation, exclaimed, "De liar;" then toneh-'

ing his hat deferentially to Hubert, he added,"Massa
knows dat I never wouldn't hab allowed no sich - neber
- and dat chile, for a small boy, do tell de most extenSiie
lies-"

"No matter, John," said Helen, smiling, "we all know

what Flibertigibbet is."
"If I had my way," pursued John, "dat are chile

should be larnt some manners. He neber did behave one
5
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minute since he was born, and he don't hab de leastest

respect for his betters."I

As he spoke, he shook his fist at the boy slyly, while

Hubert assisted Helen into the carriage; but the child

spun around several times, with comical gestures of defi-

ance, made .a succession of somersets, and then diving

between the horses' legs, reappeared on the other side,

and with one bound perched himself on the top of the

forward wheel, as cool and unbreathed as if he had not

moved a muscle.

He was so small, so black, with such quick little move-

ments, and such a funny little round head, that at first

sight one hardly knew whether to think him one of the

human race.

The trunks were strapped, the footman had taken his

stand upon them, and the coachman had mounted his box;

but still Cesar Augustus sat composedly striding the

wheel, and chattering through the window to Helen of

various household news, until the moment when the

horses started. "Take care! " cried Hubert, as he saw

the preliminary gathering of the reins.

" De debil looks out for dat boy," muttered John, with-

out turning his head, and off the horses started; while

the event served to justify the belief in supernatural pro-

tection of some sort, for the boy at the same instant

caught at the loops by the windows, swung himself from

his dangerous position, and clambered to the -top of the
carriage with the agility of a monkey.

"Not there! not there ! come in here with us." Helen
had called to him unheeded, and .now Hubert repeated
the command in a more peremptory tone, as he remem-
bered how unsafe was the smooth, unguarded place where
he had perched himself.

But a great shout had arisen from, the group of idlers
around, as they witnessed this last feat; and, chuckling
with gratified pride, the boy cried out, "0, -neber you
mind, massa; I's comf'ble 'nuff.

"Get off that, you monkey,". persisted Hubert, half
laughing and half vexed.. 1 "You'll fall and break your
neck, and I won't run therisk of it."

"Neber you mind, massa," shouted Gus; "neber mind
'bout runnin' any risks. I can hold on 'zactly the same
ef you don't run any."

"Don't be scare, massa," added Rafe ; "dat Gus am
sure 'nuff monkey. He neck neber'll break fallin'."

a
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A SOUTHERN MATRON.

CHAPTER THIRD.

A man of consequence and notoriety;
His name, with the addition of 'esquire,'

Stood high upon the list of each society,
Whose zeal and watchfulness the sacred fire

Of science, agriculture, art, and learning,
Keep on our country's altars bright and burning."

MRs. WABNER was one of those busy, cheerful, ener-

getic 'women, who always carry about with them the

atmosphere of a warm spring day, breezy and bright; and

if she had her clouds and her showers as well, nobody

liked her the less for them. With a practical mind and

steady common sense, that supplied the place of deep

thought or intellectual acquirements, she acquitted her-

self well in every situation, and managed all parts of h'er

domestic menage with a decision and skill worthy of

admiration, accomplishing every week an amount of

work that would put to shame the dolce far niente, and

the dissipated idleness of many northern dames in her

station of life.

Mr. Warner was much like her, aiad the business of

the plantation was conducted in the same prompt, liberal,

cheerful mainer which marked the household arrange-

ments.
(52)
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All their children had married and settled at a distance

from home except Hubert, who for that reason had long

since been dubbed the old bachelor of the family.

The death of one of their sons, who had been some

years a widower, had thrown his children under their pro-

tection, and been the occasion of Helen's introduction

into the family, where she soon became a favorite with all.

Mrs. Warner was not superior to the prejudices of her

class, or free from the trammels of early education, and

had agood share of the respect for "family" that seems

inherent in southern blood ; but her heart was full of kind-

ness, and when- she chose to step over the established

barriers, she had sufficient courage to jdo it. She liked

Helen from the first, and seeing her real superiority, de-

termined that she should be received in society as an

equal ; and failing in that; had sustained her all the more

zealously in the home circle, where she ruled supreme.

Since she had been absent, she seemed more necessary

than ever; and if, the .young lady had known the

thoughts which passed through Mrs. Warner's mind as

she stood at the door to receive her, she would probably

have replied less coldly to Hubert's very original remark

about the shortness of the drive - a reply which'caused

that gentleman to meet in a most ungracious manner the

congratulations of the family upon his return.

"Come out into the kitchen with me and see the new

cook," said little Emma Warner to Helen, as they

r.
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arose from the tea table, which had been awaiting her

arrival.

. "The new cook! Where's the old one?- Where is

Queeny?"

" O, she's gone!" said Emma. "I didn't care much,

she was so cross. She never would do what I wanted

her to."

"I've exchanged cooks with my daughter Ellen," said

Mrs. Warner, as she met Helen's inquiring glance. "El-

len has always insisted that no food ever tasted like that

Queeny cooked, and so I let. her go. She took her

youngest child with her, and was willing enough for

the move."

"Come, let's go see them - they all want to see you,"

said Emma; and with little Angie clasping her ~other

hand, Helen crossed the large paved court and entered

the kitchen.

Half a dozen of the servants were collected there to

greet her, and she was introduced in due form to the

cook -a tall woman, who looked as if she might have

been originally made of wood and painted black, but had

now become a sort of grizzly gray from exposure to the

weather.

"What did you say her name was?" Helen asked

Emma, in a low voice.

" Kentucky," said the child, laughing: "ain't it a fun-

ny name ? That was what I wanted you to see her for."

4'
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"How came you to have such a name.?" said Helen,

perceiving by the shining rows of teeth, displayed in the

dark faces around her, that Emma's remark had been

overhedrd.

",Why, miss," replied the. cook , good naturedly, "you

see, my mammy she's raised in Loizany; and so, when

her fus' chile come, she name him arter de ole state, for

de sake ob de 'lations she lef' dere. Well, de nex' one

she name Mississippi - dey calls him Sip. Den, when

de new' one come, she ax massa for a name, and he laf

and say, 'Go it, gal-keep right on wid de states, and

when you gits em all in your family, I'll gib ye your

time.' So ebery chile come she ax massa what name

next, and he tell her."

"Did she get all the states in the family?" asked

Helen, much amused.

" Well, miss, dey come on bery well till they come

to me. Dey done name me Kentucky, and dey habmighty

tight time getting me raised; and arter dat de picaninnies,

somehow dey all die. 'Pears like it's so cold up dare in

dem states dey was name for, de children was born wid

ager chills."

" Did your mother get her 'time,' after all ? ". asked

Helen, smiling.

"Yes, miss," saig the woman, ind her face grew sad;

" arter good many years she got her time, wid de good

Massa on de old plantation up above."



" Has your husband been to- see you since I've been
away ? " said Helen, turning to a trig-looking- mulatto
woman who stood near.

" No, miss," she answered; "I'se done 'spected him
ever since, but he ain't come yet. I dono what to tink
'bout it. He send me word he come sure 'nuff 'bout dat
time, ef Probidence permitted and de weather was pleas-
ant; and I-dono what de reason, I ain't seen him. He lib
twenty miles from hyre, you know, miss," she added,
apologetically.

" Yes, that is almost too far for him to be able to send
you word what has detained him," said Helen, "and I
reckon you'll see him before long."

" Thank'ee, miss," said the girl, evidently pleased with
her sympathy. "Sometime I'se scare, p'raps he sick."

"You needn't be scare o'dat," said one of her com-
panions, a little roughly. "He send you word what de
matter is."

"He didn't - dat all a lie," exclaimed the other,
turning quickly, while her eyes filled with tears of min-
gled grief and anger.

"What is it? " asked Helen.
"Nothin', only Michel send Kissy word.he done gib

her up, and she might get n'oder husband, apd she won't
b'lieb it."

"He didn't neber send no sich - I know he didn't.
He good honest boy, and I'll see him yet," persisted
Kissy, vehemently.

'4

"0 laws what de good of a wife twenty miles off?"

said her antagonist. "Michelwon't neber eat no more

hoe cakes ob your makin'."

But Kissy, vith tears running over her face, refused to

give up the faith of her woman heart, or believe in the

fickleness of 1er lover; and leaving them in the midst of

a storm of words, Helen turned away.

Kentucky had all the time been standing bel ad the

others, and seeing to convey some information by making

the most grotesque, gestures while they were taking,

pointing at Kissy, rolling her eyes till only the whites were

visible, and shaping silent words with distortions of the

mouth awful to behold; and now she followed Helei as

she stepped outside the door, and with a significant jerk
backwards, which almost dislocated her neck, she whis-

pered, "De true fac' is, misst dat Michel is sold."

",Sold! O, dear! What will poor Kissy do'when she

knows it?"

"Dat jes it, miss; we links it'll come nigh to kill her,

and so we'se preparing' her mind, 'fore she hears it."

"How?" asked Helen, in perplexity.

"Why, miss, don't ye see. We tells her dis, and she

feels so shame, and so mizzable, to tink he done forsook

her, and den when she find out de troof, 'pears like she'd

take it easier. Kase ye see, miss,'de second strouhle dat

comes aint neber so hard to bar as de first."

In spite 'of her sympathy with Kissy's misfortune,
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FAMILY CARES.

Helen cQuld not help smiling at this specimen of primi-
tive philosophy, and as Kentucky went back to the kitchen
she followed the two little girls, who had gone to the
other side of the yard, where, under a spreading tree,
stood a table, on which were large pails of milk. A
short, roly-poly looking negro woian stood beside it,
dealing out the foaming whiteness to .a troop of little
urchins, of all possible shades of black and tawny yel-
low, who came from the distant quarters of the field
hands; each carrying a tin cup of half-pint dimensions,
which was',presented to the presiding genius of the milk
pail, and eagerly drained when she had filled it. Milk is
healthy food for all young animals, as Mr. Warner knew;
and this was one of the established customs by which his
live stock was kept in good order.

It was funny to see the little creatures as they came
around the table, some o the older ones leading the
" wee toddling things," that could hardly walk alone';
some boldly marching up to claim their portion, and some
shyly hanging back till called; and all casting furtive
glances at Mrs. Warner, who stood by to keep order
among the otherwise unruly group.

"Still at my old post, you see," she said, as Helen
joined her.

"I was just thinking how picturesque the scene is,"
replied she. "You look so placid and cheerful, - the
very goddess of benignity, in a white sun bonnet,-and

(

Emma and Angie flitting like white doves -among' the

darky group, that turn up their queer little round heads

at you, with a sort of worshipful air acknowledging

their allegiance. Then there is Aunt Ann, looking like a

good-natured gnome, whom you have invoked"to do your

bidding."

"What -mought dat be you called me?" interrupted

Aunt Ann, in a tone which showed she half suspected the

comparison was not very complimentary to her; and Mrs.

Warner added a laughing rejoinder.

"0, yes, it is very picture-like to a young lady of vivid

imagination, and I've no doubt you enjoy loolging at it;

but only think what it is to do. I've stood he~te tolife

the milk given out to the mothers and fatherS Qf these

little ones, when they were no higher than their children

are now, and every night since then, when I'v6 been at

home, I've had this to attend to. Put that stern reality

beside-your fancy piece, Miss Heleif."

"Look on this picture, and on this," said Helen, taking

a theatrical air. "If we must descend to realities, pray

why do you do it, since it is a burden?"

"Because it is 'my business,": replied Mrs. Warner:

"If I were not here to keep order, the timid and weak

would. be overpowered by the strong and greedy; and

besides the amount of quarrelling which would ensue,

half the children would go unfed."

" Why don't you let their mothers feed them?"

r
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" Mercy, child; you don't know any thing about do-

mestic management, or you would never ask that," said

Mrs. Warner; a ligle impatiently.
"I know the result of the present system of manage-

ment is, that either the mistress is overburdened with
cares, and taxed with disagreeable and tiresome duties, or
the servants are shamefully neglected," replied Helen.
"I should really like to have a change of laws and cus-

toms, that would set these people in families, as the Lord

created man to be."
" It would be of no use," said Mrs. Warner; "you

have lived here long enough to see- that they can't take
care of themselves."

"What can you spect ob um, when dey ain't raised

to do it ? " interrupted Ann again.
"I don't expect it," replied her mistress, kindly. "I

am not complaining. I expect always to be in, place of a

mother to my people."
"Maybe you find your 'count in it, too. Dey makes

better servants when dey don't know nothin'," said Aunt

Ann, curtly and half aside, with a quick glance at Helen

that almost startled her, from its intensity of meaning.
Mrs. Warner looked at her -with surprise, but the re-

proof she was about to utter was arrested by a child's
voice calling and crying at a little distance ; and at the

same moment, Gus appeared in the gateway, dragging

after him a negro baby, who, being hardly able to walk,

had been left behind in t IAfield by the child to whom it
had been given in charge. Once within theyard, us
chopped the arm by h ch he had pil the totering

footsteps, and running forai-d, exclaimed,
"Dat ar little nig egme mighty nighlosin' he supper

Done loss it altogerer, ony I totedhim'long."

"Whee you done found hin?" asked Auat Ann.
"Down dir indaoinc oly,"1he replied.

We le, t ke 4i ad ," said An, poir

ing a dipper full of milk, and placing it in his hand

"0, don't let him carry it, :he ,won'tget it safely

across the yard," said Mrs. Warner

" Time he begun to be some use. Go 'longwid e,"

persisted Ann, doggedly, tapping his head with her spoon,
to hasten his-movements.

He went off quite carefully and demuirely, until he
reached the spot where the child sat on the ground, and

then, with a motion so'quick it was dilflcult to tell whether

it was designed or accidental, he poured the milk all over

the dusty wool and the begrimmed face upturned for the

expected draught.

The "little nig" caught its breath, and r'nswed its

cries, and Ann sprang forward to avenge the mischief with
summarypunishment. He stood still until she had nearly

touched him, and then suddenly darting underhe out-
stretched hands, tooki refuge at Mrs; Warners side, and

clung to her dress for security.

6
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" You little mizzable monkey " Ann said, vehemently,
following him to his retreat; but he with well-feigned

innocence looked pleadingly to his mistress, exclaiming,

"0, now, Ma'am Ann! what d-e use? Miss' say I

couldn't neber tote it safe! You s'pose I could tote it

arter dat ? S'pose I make miss tell a lie'?"

Mrs. Warner released her dress from his grasp, and

reproved him, for piling the milk; but he persisted in,

declaring it an accident, and she was so much amused by

his ready wit, that she was not very severe with him.

When this dispute had been settled, and the children

sent away, the ladies went into the house. Aunt Ann

looked -after them, as she slowly gathered up her pans,

and shaking her head sagely, she muttered, with a sigh,

" Lord help dis poor ole nigger. I b'leeves- dere is as

much difference in folks as dere is in any body! Ef I

was ole missis, I wouldn't spend all de 'dulgence on one

little brat like dat - I'4 save some for somebody dat it

'ud-do some good to. As for dat ar Gus," she continued,

" de Lord -knows who his mammy was, but I b'leeves

Sam* was his daddy."

On resntering the parlor, Helen found Hubert and his

father its sole occupants; the latter reading a newspaper

by the dim twilight, and the former sauntering round the

room with an air of ennui.

" How ng you have been gone, mother! " he said, as

*Satan.

she entered with Helen. "I hope you found the people
in the yard interesting."

"Very much as usual. Why didn't you come out with

us, if you were lonesome here without us?"
"I was afraid of intruding. My modesty pr nted

me from following either you or my inclinations."
His mother had been lighting a candle, and now she

held it up within a few inches of his face,-saying archly,

"Let's see how you look when you are modest., I never
knew before that you were troubled with that disease."

"You can't see it now; it is under my whiskers," he
rejoined.

"Perhaps it is of the kind which bluess unseen,'"
Helen suggested.

"That's it, exactly, Miss Helen, 'and wastes its sweet-,
ness on' - persons 7who don't appreciate it," he replied,
with a glance that, spite of herself, called to her cheek
the blushes that were lacking on his.

"Come on, Miss Helen," called Mr. Warner, thro ing
down his paper-; "let's have 'some singing Ive heard
nothing fit to be called music since you went away

"Except the birds," Helen said, smiling ,as she seated
herself at the piano.

"Pooh! birds don't sing; hey only whistle and
having given utterance to this heresy, he leaned bck in
his chair, and icompose4 himself for the enjoyment ex-
pected in hearing Helen's voice.

I
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MOTHER GOOSE S DISCIPLE.

CHAPTER FOURTH.

"Feed him with the sigh that rushes
Twtsweet lips, whose muteness speaks

With the eloquence that flushes
All a heart's wealth o'er soft cheeks;

Feed him with a world of blushes,
And a gllnce that shuns, yet seeks."

"Busy as ever," said Helen, as early the next morning
she entered the sewing room, where Mrs. Warner was
standing by a long table, covered with piles of work,
which she was cutting and fitting together. Her delicate
hands looked hardly strong enough to wield the immense
shears, giants of the genus scissors, with which she shaped
garments from the coarse osnaburgs and the heavy wool-
lens; but she plied the steel with a dexterity and swift-
ness that showed she was familiar with the business.

" Busy as ever," echoed the lady, M a cheerful tone.
"Sit down, child, and let me look at you. The children
monopolized you so entirely last night, that nobody else
had a chance."

" I was going on to the'^school room, to see if all was
ready for .the children to commence their studies to-day.
It wants but an hour to school time," said Helen, looking
at her watch.

(64)

"School must begin late this morning," answered Mrs.
Warned, "and your presence isn't needed there just now.
We have had the room papered- and painted, and the.
workmen were so delayed, that they didn't finish it till

last night. The matting was to be put down, and the
chairs and tables carried back, last evening; but I left it
for Ann to do, and she was cross and lazy, and so it wasn't

done, and your school must wait an hour ortwo."
"And Miss Helen am li

'De man in do moon, come down too soon,
T' inquire do Wmay to Noledge,'"

said a little voice near them. They did ot need to turn

to the open window, on the sill of w ch he sat cross

legged, in order to be sure who it was t at uttered this

pert rejoinder, for every body in the ho ue- knew that
' Mother Goose" was, to the boy "'Gus," alias esar

Augustus, an unfailing fund of maxima and illustrations
. which he dispensed liberally on.all occasions.

"You hit it more nearly than you imagine,-with your
barbarous pronunciation of the good old English town,"
said Helen, laughing, as she -vent towards hii. "- What
a little monkey you are, Gus! What have -you been

doing since I've been gone?"

"Dono, miss. Spect T'se been growing. T does grow
most le time," said the child, gravely.

"6You must have been mighty little when you began,
6
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if that is the case, for you ain't bigger now than a four-
pence setup edgewise."

" , yes, miss, I'se bigger'n dat," replied he, shaking
his head .-with a sententious air. "I'se bigger'n dat
when I began. I'se de bery idencatle chile dat you read

about inle book.

'I was a little fellar, no bigger dan my thumb;
Dey put me in de coffee pot and dere bid me drum.'

My mammy's got de bery coffee pot now- makes her tea
in it ebery night - and if I hadn't a been bigger'n four-

pence I'd done got loss in de nose ob it;" and he looked
up in her face with an earnest air, as if sure she must be
convinced by this lucid argument.

0 you monkey, what shall I do with you?" said Mrs.
Warner, when their laughter had subsided.

"I ain't a monkey," said Gus, pouting his lips, as if he

felt very much slandered.
"What are you, then ? You act like one," said Helen.
" I don't, nudder," replied he; "monkeys is lazy, and

keep dere mouth shut, and pertends dey don't know
nothin, case dey's scare, fear white folks make 'em work.
Now, Miss Hlen, I ain't daf*lazy; I works."

"You*work!" exclaimed Mrs. Warner, "I should

like to know what you can do?"
"0 , I'se done did heaps! I sees ter ebery ting 'bout

de house."
" I give you credit for telling the truth there," replied

THE COURT FOOL. 67

his mistress. "You do see to things sure~y. I don't

think any thing can be done in the housed out of it,

without your knowledge, you little Paul Pry.-
"Miss all de time calling Gus names -- eberg body is,"

said the child, rolling up his eyes and sighigibith the

air of a martyr.

"Well - go away now with your nonseseI' said

Mrs. Warner, laughing again; and obedient to the word

Gus sprang to his feet and dropped out of the dow so
lightly and quickly that one could hardly tell w40ther he
went up or down, but in an instant he reappear._ climb-
ing a magnolia tree,.that stood at a little :>e its
brown trunk was densely covered with ivy twist-
ing vines afforded a ladder, up which th g,,b.y ran
swiftly, pausing now and then to itmitate th 0 noises
which a mocking bird was amusing hime aking,
as he sat perched on the topmost bough.

Mrs. Warner suspended her work O fte he boy,
and her face had the expression with wbP one catches
the gambols of a pet animal. It was th he regarded
him. Such pets are often found in southet es, and

supply to our republican aristocrats the p let vacant
by the court jesters of the ancient regime.

"That boy has a wonderful genius dij.limbing, and
develops powers of imitation thatare m 0d 1 I tell
Mr. Warner that when he gets too large e played
with' if that time ever comes we can iet him go to

(
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some circus rider, for he certainly will never be fit for,

any thing else."
So said the lady, -carelessly, as she turned back to her

cutting, and then added, in a kindly voice,-
"I have a hundred questions to ask ybu about your.

visit home, and your brother, and his pretty bride."

"I have one question task you first," replied Helen,

suddenly recurring to the subject whikh had puzzled .her

the previoti day. "'Do tell me what sort of a man is

Colonel Bell ? "
"Have 00u never seen him0? , no, I remember now

-he has been- absent most of the time for the last two

year, an-4hen at home he went very little into society;
and-youhia ever been invited there."

"No," repliedd Helen, with a curling lip, "Mrs. Bell

does not enadegend so far."
" I wo#Ier what does make the colonel stay away from

home so much, lately., Can it be true that they don't
live happily together," pursued Mrs. Warner, without
seeming to heAe&this interruption.

"Happily V ?ejaculated Helen; "I'd as soon import
an iceberg fronw the north pole to sit by my fireside -
nay, sooner; for that would meltiunder a proper degree-
of heat, but I don't believe she would."

" It is said sl can flash and glow with a very uncom-
fortable kind offire," replied Mrs. Warner, laughing.

"0 , that is biit a fitful,.meteoric light, befitting an ice-
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berg. .It frightens instead of warming and cheering
one."

"And sometimes, I reckon, it strikes like the light-

ning," added Mrs. Warner.
"Yes, on the defenceless I dare sayit does. ;.nBt we

are getting quite too grand and. 'fanciful over a bad tem-#
per. I- want to know about Colonel Bell."

"What about him?"
" Who is he, and whq was he ? Tell me something

of his history."
"He cultivates his patrimonial acres, and rej oies in

his wealth. He is of very good family -- indeed,Ibelieve
his mother was connected with some noble Engli4mil.
They are descendants of the old Cavaliers, as mayof
first families are; I never knew him very intimately e
married his first wife in Alabama, aiid she left-hir
immense plantations there, when she -died-Poor. , a

the-y said she died of a broken heart."
"Washeunkindtoher?"
"It was owing to that one thing which makes so

unhappy families among us. He became bewitched th

a handsome quadroon, and there was no more peace n
that household."

"Was the woman in his own family?"
"She was at first -she had been other, before his

marriage but Mrs. Bell soon scented he out, She
wasn't so patient under the affliction as some poor uls
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70Lare, anid made 6uch a fuss that the whole thing came,

out."

"How could such a thing be borne!" exclaimed
Helen, indignantly.

"Su6hAlin have to . be borne very -often -and in
silence ted; fofths sake of the children, for whom a wife
desires,'of core, to keep a father's name unsullied.
Mrs. B6ll had no children. My patience!" added she,
snapping her shears energetically, "it makes my- blood
boilto thnk of some things I've known; this negro race
re the ruin of our husbands and our sons artful, un-

principled areatues."
ar friend, you certainly don't -think they are

wholly to blaAe;" said Helen, whose love of justice

reelled against this sweeping censure.
0 It is hard to tell who is most to blame: they are

ignbrant, and-well-yes, I suppose a good znany of
t6en would be virtuous if --they could. But society is
gbting into a shocking state; and when I think of that
sil of the subjecet-I aminialmost tempted to be an abo-
lit *t myself. Not but what I think slavery is good
en h for the negroes no doubt they are better off

fort -but it is hard that we must be sacrificed for
thetgood.'"

'hut Coleinl Bell -what did he do?"
" Voul& yft'believe it? -he sen the girl away to a

sm cottage on another plantation, -and though I do

CA STE.
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really believe--"e.tried tobehave him self a1 awhile, he
finally deserted his wife altogether, and used to spend his

time partly in travelling, and partly with that girl.
There were several years he didn't come home atall,
except for a few days when businessmade it-unvidable.
He was quite young, not more thanetwenty whn hoewas
married, and his wife was older thanke and really not
a veryinteresting wonan.; but he treated her shame

fuly.
"What was the end of it?" asked Her, as she

paused.
"Well, Mrs. Bell lived there alone, and bo --her sor-.

rows 3 she could, until ,at last the girl died, and he came
home, almost crazy withgrief; for, wicked asit-washe
evidently loved her with all his heart and soul."

"And his wife- what did she do then?
"It was the greatest instance I ever knew of owmiian's

proverbial soft-hearted. forgiveness of injuries They
said she thought it was her duty. Duty indeed! - as if
it could be duty to forgive such thngs!"

The poet says,

Hell hath no fary like a woman soone;i '

but all women scorned are not furies. Only think what
Mrs. Bell must have suffered from desertiougif she loved
her lhusband sa wel -that she tound forgive hin" said
Eelein, in tone of pity-

d
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"I don't nderstand any thing about such love," said
Mrs. Warner, tearing a piece of flannel violently. "Id
have gone to the cottage, - they say he fitted it up like a
palace in muniature, - and I'd have stabbed her, and
choked the children, and then taken my husband off home,
and made him behave himself."

Helen.. smiled, and then suddenly a thought flashed
through her brain, which made her whole frame quiver as
with a twinge of nervous pain, and she started forward,
exclaiming, " Did you say they had children?"

"They had one, but it died before its mother did. My
husband says he has seen the place where they are buried.
Colonel Bell put a white marble monument over them.
There were no bounds to his extravagant passion for that

girl."
"And his wife forgave it all! How she must have loved

him !" said Helen, musingly, as the color slowly came
back to her face, which had been so white for a moment.

"She had become religious, while she was living there
alone, and joined the Methodist chuych; and I suppose
it was partly a sense of duty that induced her to forgive;
but then she did almost idolize him. Poor woman, she
only lived two years after."
SHow long after her death was it he married his pres-

ent wife0"

"4O,a goomany years. I wondered a little that her
mother was so much pleaded with the match) even then,
for she knew all his past history."

"I imagine Miss Clara and hef ather arranged that

match," said Helen. "I have heard something about the

cirumstances from Mrs. Avenel."

"Clara and her father quarrelled with young Avenel, I

believe, on account of his foolish antislaverynotions,"

said Mrs. Warner.

"They treated him most cruelly," replied Helen. "His

father relented at last, but you know he wasill only a

few hours, and Mrs. Bell refused to give up the property

which had been left her, though her mother says she is

sure the -will would have keen changed,.if their father had

lived an hour longer. Fortunately, he does not need the

wealth she withholds so unjustly.- His home isa perfect

paradise, and their present happiness repays them for all

past trials. He is totally unlike his sister, for his gen-

erosity is onlybounded by thedlength of his purse.

"And she is totally selfish," said Mrs.-Warner. "Her

marriage was thought to be wholly from mercenary mo-

tives. Colonel Bell is many years older than she is, and

there has never seemed to be much sympathy between

them.:, She was a very brilliant girl, and fond of'society,

and he is quite the reverse." Then, after a pause, she

added, "How happened you to think of asking me about

Colonel Bell,? Have you met him ?"

"He was on the boat with me, coming from Wilning-

ton, and something in his appearance attradte& my atten-

tion-"

7
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"He is very much changed since the days I spoke of.

He was very handsome then, and very animated and- bril-

liant; but of late years, he has grown so quiet and grave

that I can hardly believe he is the same person."

"1I didn't know him, of course, until Mr. Hubert told

me his name," said Helen.

"Who honors Mr. Hubert by talking about him?"

interrupted a pleasant voice outside the window. "Ah,

Miss Helen, it is here you have hidden, behind my portly

mamma and her immense work basket; which are cer-

tainly some relation to Solqmon's three monsters, that

continually cry, 'Give, give.'"

",They, would fulfil their mission better, if they cried,

'Take, take,' said Mrs. Warner, cheerfully, "for, not-

withstanding your sneer at them, mamma and her work

baskets are quite necessary to the comfort of a good many

about the place."

"1Did I sneer? " exclaimed her son; "did I even seem

to sneer ? No, mamma, I respect you and your baskets,

as 'wisest, discreetest, best,' beyond all that orators have

said and poet& sung, and I only ask that you won't en-

tirely hide away, and bury Miss Helen, when I am looking

for her, as now, to go with me. For I have sought her

all through the house, to come and see a fine collection

of yellow roses, which have opened for the first time this

morning, in the garden."

"I cannot go, for I am engaged with the children, It

is time we were at study now," said Helen, gently, but

with evident coldness.
He looked at her a moment, with a puzzled air, and

then replied, "But they are not here; and Iwill detain
you only a few moments. Can't you come?"

"They will be here in a moment'; I hear their voices,"
said Helen, glad to find she had so good an excuse for
avoiding a tete-d-ti te; and as she spoke, the door opened,
and Emma and Angie rai in, followed by Aunt Ann, who
simply said, in very gruff tones, "It's done did now for
ye," and stamped out of the room, slamming the door
after her.

Mrs. Warner's face flushed, and she half turned to the
door, as if to recall her servant; but upon a second
thought, turned back'again, saying carelessly, -

"I think I must have a talk with Aut Ann; she has
been cross long enough for this time, and she is getting a
little too impudent."

"It is fortunate she is generally so- good-natuied," said
Hubert, "for when she -does get riled, she.is the most

impudent nigger on the place. I went to the school room
where she was, just now, to inquire for Miss Helen, and
she told me to go look for her myself, if I wanted her,
as of course I do," he added sotto voce, with a meaning
glance.

, Whyto tell the truth, I have been cross with her,
and we have all been dissatisfied together. Her brother

AN IMPUDENT CHATTEL*
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John, coachman, thinks he is very much abused be-

cause Mr. Warner would not sell him his freedom. He

wants to follow his wife and children, who have gone off

with our neighbors, the Mellens, who have recently moved

to Texas. It was rather hard for him, and we offered to

buy the woman and the youngest child, when we found

how he felt about it, for we could not think of letting

him go, it is so important to have a coachman one can

trust,-and he is such a faithful fellow. But Mr. Mellen

wouldn't sell the wife, and so they were separated."

" Poor fellow," said Helen, " no wonder he felt badly

about it. No doubt he was very fond of her."

" Perhaps he was; and I didn't wonder that he looked

blue for a while, but he has gone beyond all reason about

it, and so has his sister. They have scolded and sulked,

till I am out of all patience. He ought to remember how

much trouble it would be for us to get a coachman as

good as he is; and then, too, one would think he would

want to 'tay with us, for he was raised on this place, and

we have always treated him in the kindest manner. I

promised him he should have his freedom, if he would

only be contented to stay here as long as I lived, and he

had the impudence to tell me he didn't reckon it would

do him much good if he waited for me to die. I was

provoked at that, and told him if I had any more trouble

with him, he should have something worth fretting about.

How annoying such things are!"

" Some of my friends would say this was one of the

evils inseparable from the system," Helen beganto say,

but Mrs. Warner interrupted her, in a tone half. chiding
and half good-natured, -

"Don't begin to talk in that way, I beg. You know

you are not an abolitionist; -so don't pretend to be. We

must take things as we find them, and make the best of

it. John will be sober till he takes a new wife, and Ann

will be cross because her brother is sober; but when it is

over, I'll make each of them a handsome present, and that

will smooth matters po they'll grow pleasant again. - I

never shall think so much of John as I have, but I shan't

let him know it, and we shall jog on as easily as ever.72

"That's it, mother," said .Hubert; "you've expressed

it exactly; and a good sound philosophy it is we act upon

in this region. Don't remove the cause of the disease,

but put on a plaster that will heal over the outside of the

wound, and, no matter how much the splinter festers and

rankles within, send away the doctor and his probes! -

we don't need them! Isn't that what you say?"

"I say you are a saucy boy, and had better- try and

learn manners," replied his mother, menacing biig with a

savage snap of her shears. She was no philosopher, and

now. that her momentary vexation had spent itself, his

words fell lightly on her ear, and she began cheerfully
talking with him about something else, in which Helen

joined, after a few moments of thoughtful silence.

7
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These things did not seem to her exactly as they did to

her friends; but yet Mrs. Warner was right in saying she

was not an abolitionist._. She was educated by persons

whose feelings had never been enlisted on this vexed
question, and she held no definite opinions about it when

she entered this family; which was certainly not the best
place-in the world to see the dark side of slavery.

Every thing seemed so orderly and cheei-ful, and the

proprietors of these human beings seemed to take such
real interest in them, and such unwearied care of them,
and there was so much to amust and interest in the
development of negro character, that, at first sight, she
was completely fascinated. By degrees the illusion had
been wearing away. She was too clear-sighted not to
perceive there were evils that no kindness could pre-
vent, and sorrows which seemed deeper and darker for

the very pains taken to. overcome them; but she was
yet .a dweller in the shadow of that lofty mountain

range of ifs, which hides the fair land of freedom from
so many, who have not the courage or the patience to
climb their rugged sides.

After a little while the childrenrgrew tired of listen-
ing to the conversation of their elders, and drew Helen
away to the school room. A sudden recollection arrested

her as she stood in the doorway, and she turned back

to say,-

"1I meant to tell you, when you were speaking of Colonel

78 CASTE.
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Bell, that he evidently knew me before I met him, when
we were on the boat. He seemed to know my past
history too. How do you account for that?"

"Easily enough," replied Mrs. Warner; "for one day,
when I visited there, Mrs. Bell inquired something about

you, and I spoke of you and your brother. The colonel

was present, and might have heard us, or she might have
told im afterwards."

"True," said Helen.- "How strange that I did not
think of it before!" And she closed the door and went-

away quite satisfied.

Mrs. Warner went on, gathering into bundles the work
she had been cutting; and her son, after a few-turns on
the- piazza, lighted a cigar, and stretched himself on a

bench under the window, with his head at an angle that
commanded a view of the interior of the room;. he re-

mained for some time silent, and looking very much at

his ease.

His mother watched him a while, in the pauses of her

work, as the servants came and went, receivMg orders

and giving messages ; and at length, when they were
again alone, she said abruptly,

"What ar'e you waiting for? Why don't you speak?"

- He started slightly, and after gazing at her a few mo-
ments from the corners of his eyes, removed- the cigar,
from his lips 'and ejaculated,

"Who
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Mrs. Warner replied by giving a toss of the head
towards the corner of the house used as a school room,
and then added, -

" In my time men did not stand shilly-shallying so
long."

Her son puffed a while in silence, and then replied,

"I am not impulsive."

"Impulsive! that you never were; and I begin to
think you are not very much in earnest."

" Then you are mistaken," replied he with more

warmth; "but to tell the truth I am afraid of her. When
I get within a certain distance she holds me off, with a
power as invisible as it is invincible."

"She wouldn't be worth asking for, if she did not,"
returned Mrs. Warner. "What I particularly like in
Helen is, her pride and her independence. But you act
like a man that don't know his own mind."

"Don't slander me, mother.I was a little less de-
cided I might do better,; but I am not the man to say
' Will you?' more than once, to any woman ; and being
undecided what she will say, and tolerably sure that a
negative would make me feel like patronizing the first
railroad accident, or steamboat explosion, or any other
speedy and genteel method of shuffling off this mortal
coil, I have been waiting -"

" Like a coward! Fie, for shame!" interrupted his.
mother, laughing. "You know the old verse,

4

'Either his courage is but slight, or his deserts are small;
Who dares not boldly tell his love, he does not love at-all.'

"I know. Seems to me, mamma, this is a new trade

you're taking up -- this trade of match making!"

"Ungrateful boy! You will find me a match breaker,

if you don't take care. I am not goingohave. my pro-
tagee played with and teased, to suit your laziness."

" Play! It is real sober earnest, to me, whatever it

may be to you, indifferent spectators, or to Miss Helen,

who alternately clills and fires me. But I have my re-

venge, nevertheless. I enjoy this state of things, strange

as it may appear. I am not like 'Billy the Greedy,' in

the story books, who ate his cake all at once.y I like

this suspense that is half hope and half fear. I like to

study her character, and peep covertly into the pages of that

fresh young heart, which is so slyly, sometimes so uncon-

ciously, opened for my inspection. I am so much older

than she, and, so much more hackneyed in the ays of the

world, you can't think how she charms me with her guile-

less nature. So impassioned and yet so easily chilled,;so

full of poetry, and yet not repelled by the plainest com-

mon sense. I declare I am getting poetical over it my-

self," he added, suddenly changing his tone. "We

have been having" quite a sentimental conversation for two

old folks, mamma. Please hand me another cigar from

the closet."

"Sentimental, indeed! you have no more heart than a
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puff ball, and I'll tell Helen I think so too," said his
mother, pulling his whiskers as she put the cigar between
his lips.

"0, don't-! please," he exclaimed, making up a wry
face, and sauntering slowly away as the two seamstresses
entered the room and seated themselves to work. i

CHAPTER FIFTH.

"A pathway, like as a thoroughfare,
Printed all-over confusedly,
As thousands of thousands had gone by,
The foot of the hi1d in the step of the old;
The print of the timid, the'wary, the bold."

Two or three days passed, during which Helen studi-

ously avoided Mr. Hubert; and when they chanced to

meet she was so politely indifferent that, though he ex-

erted himself to an unusual degree, he failed to elicit the

least manifestation of interest in himself or his conver-

sation, or to call forth one of those impassioned bursts

of feeling which were wont to -throw her off her guard,

and give his cooler temperament the power to sway her

according to his will.

This was not acting - if it had been'he would have

smiled at it, -as a pretty little feminine wile'; for his calm,

clear gaze not even love, could blind. He heard her

quick, elastic tread through the halls and piazzas, her

frolics with the children, her merry voice in converse with

his mother, and the gushing tones of her melody as she

sang to his father ; he saw her gay, cordial, fascinating as

ever, apparently untouched by any secret discontent, and

(83)
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unchanged to all but him. Startled out of his indolence,

he began to regard her less as an interesting psychological

study, and was conscious -of a nervous anxiety and rest-

lessness that every day rendered him more unable to con-

trol either himself or her.

He had taken'a certain delight - the Sybarite -in

gazing at this luscious fruit, and calculating the degree

of force he must exert to reach it and make it his own;

but now an unseen hand seemed slowly drawing it beyond

his grasp. He had taken pride in his power over her;

and now he awoke in astonishment to find that power

gone.

For it was gone. She thought he had been mocking,

her - amusing himself with her most sacred feelings and

most cherished thoughts; winning her to open her heart

to his gaze, careless whether its bloom and its fragrance

might not exhale in that exposure, like the strange,

delicate flower, which grows snow white in the dense

shadow of the forest, but loses its purity and beauty if

any hand parts the boughs above to let in the sunlight.

Her pride and dignity revolted against such treatment,

and the reaction of feeling filled her with a singular

calmness, so that his voice, his glance, his touch could no

longer thrill her nerves or excite any mental emotion.

On the afternoon of the third day Mrs. Avenel, who

lived four miles away, drove over to see Helen and hear

from her of the welfare of her children at the north.

I

-4

When she went away, she invited Helen to go home with
her, and spend the next day; and, as the evening was fine,
she consented. As she was going to get her bonnet, Hu..

bert remarked to Mrs. Avenel,

"You need not send Miss Helen home to-morrow, for
I will do myself the honor to come and escort her."

Heler overheard him, through the half-open door, and
beckoning little Emma from her play on the piazza, sent
her to ask her grandmother for permission to go with her.

Mrs. Avenel eagerly seconded the request, and Helen re-

appearing, shawled and bonneted, added her voice, and

the permission was given. Mrs. Warner was highly
amused by this manceuvre, which she understood quite

well ; but her son was not a little vexed, and as he helped

the ladies into the carriage, he said, in. no very amiable

tone, "I hope you will find Emma less trouble than she
usually is. These children are indulged entirely too

much."

Mrs. Avenel smiled, and said something about "bach-
elors' children," and with Helen's light laugh ringing in

his ear, he watched the carriage drive away.

Helen's visit to the Pines (for so Mrs. Avene#'s place
was named) passed very pleasantly and quely; and in

the afternoon, just as they were expecting EHubert to take
them home, a carriage came driving in great style around
the curving avenue, and drew up before the front door.

"It is uncle Hubert," little Emma exclaimed, when
8
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she first heard the sound of wheels; but she drew back

with a child's shyness, when she saw the splendid equi-

page, and Mrs. Avenel said, with a flurried look, "It is

the Colonel and Mrs. Bell."

The gentle little widow went forward with some trepi-

dation to meet her magnificent daughter. She was sen-

sitive and easily disturbed by any contretemps, and she

knew Clara did not like Helen, and was not quite sure

how the colonel would meet her. But the colonel, ordi-

narily so reserved and silent, was, on this occasion, affable

and even talkative. Perhaps he noticed the haughty nod,

which was all the salutation his wife vouchsafed Helen,

and which, to tell the truth, was met by an inclination

that might have befitted an empress; for Miss Helen had

both pride and temper of her own; perhaps he saw Mrs.

Avenel's anxious glance, and wished to relieve it. How-

ever- this may be, he was so friendly to his mother-in-law,

so polite to her visitor, and so caressing to the child, that

his wife stared at hm with unfeign d astonishment, and

the others were entertained and delighted. He did not

at first allude to their meeting on the boat, and therefore

Helen was silent about it; but in the course of conversa-

tion, he spoke of it to Mrs. Avenel, and added, "Have

you ever thought that Miss Helen very much resembles

some of my famiy

Mrs. Avenel looked, and shook her head-negatively.

"I believe you were not acquainted with my elder

1k
sister," he continued, "yfor shewas married beforeyout were
much acquainted with our family. Ydur friend reminds
me of her so much that when I first saw her I was- quite
startled."

"She died some time ago, I believe," said Mis. Avenel.
"She did. She was lost at sea with her two children;

and if we had not received good evidence of their death
froni those who survived thd wreck, I should be' almost
tempted to believe that this night be her child."

"I am an orphan, and a-voyage at gea is among my
earliest recollections,' said Hielen, tremulously; btt Colo-
nel Bell did not seem inclined to pursue the stubject, and
although Mrs. Avenel remarked upon the coincidence, a
few moments' reflection convinced Helen that she could
not be his sister's child.

As they rose to take leave, a light covered buggy drove
to the door, and little Emma ran out to meet her uncle,
and assure him that she had been no trouble at all A
few compliments passed betvneen the new comer and the
departing guests, and then the colonel and his wife en-
tered their carriage, the liveried footman closed the door,
and mounted to his place, and the swift horses dashed the
white sand from beneath their feet, as they sped away.

They do say," said Mrs. Blell, leaning forward to look
at the group on the piazza, " they do say 'that-' Hubert
Warner is in love with"that pert governess. Do you sup-
pose he can mean to marry her?"

A GLEAM OF LIGHT.
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"0," exclaimed the colonel, "I hope it is so.".

"But do you suppose he will marry her?" repeated

the wife.

"Why not, pray ? She is a splendid girl. By Jove, I

hope he will." And he looked quite excited and earnest.

"For mercy sake, what is it to you? What do you care

about her? What has come over you to-day, colonel?

I never saw you come so near being agreeable. You

really talked almost as well as common folks."

But the colonegdid not reply; and without seeming to

hear his lady's sneering words, leaned back on the velvet

cushions,.with a half smile on his lips, apparently absorbed

in pleasant' revery. She looked at him a few moments

with an expression of curiosity, which gradually gave

place to one of vexation; then with a yawn of weariness

she turned away, and neither of them spoke again during

their drive home.

Meantime Helen and little Emma were also on their

way home. Mr. Hubert held the reins, and though his

horse certainly could not 'have required all his attention,

he did not seem disposed to talk. Helen, on the con-

trary, was full of gayety, and chatted incessantly, some-

times to him, and oftener to the child, whom she seemed

bent upon amusing with stories and riddles. When they

had accomplished more than half the, distance, Hubert

turned aside from the main road into one of the winding

woodland paths.

I

" Where are you going?" said Helen. "Do you know

this road?"

"Perfectly well; it will lead us homeward through th6
pines ; and now the sun is low, it throws lengthened

glances between the trees, lighting, their dusky recess
with a strange beauty, which I know will please you."

" That will be fine," said gTelen. "I love the woods
at sunset."

"The air is very soft and still to-night. But pray keep

that chatterbox quiet, and condescend to give me a little

notice. -Do you know you have hardly spoken to me
since we started?"

"Do hear that, Emma," said Helen, laughing. "You
are not to talk any more, but mustpay constantt attention

to every word your unclesays,"

But Hubert did not laugh,;, and when she turned

towards him, she met such a strange look, so grieved, so

indignant, that the smile faded from her lips. The words

had evidently vexed or woungled him.
"I did not ask the child's attention," he said, at length;

" why do you continually p something or somebody

between you and me? Are we never to have any more

of th se tite-d-tates which I, at least, used to enjoy so

much? "

." You address me in a very Indignant tone" said Helen,

lightly; " pray what have I dpne, that I am to be scolde4
8*



so ? How can you have a heart to- be so disagreeable,

this delightful evening ? " '
"Am I cross? I beg -your pardon. Suppose we

'make up,' as- the children say, and 'be good to each

other;' and as he spoke, he turned towailds her, and held
out his hand. She gave hers with instant frankness, but
his clasp was close and lingering, and she was astonished
to feel his hand tremul6us and icy cold, and to see that
his face was pale, and his lips- quivered. He was not
mocking her now. She felt it, and her heart thrilled
with a tumult of secret joy and fear. Her eyes sank
beneath his gaze, and she drew away her hand. He

yielded it reluctantly, and for a long time neither spoke,
until at last Emma remarked innocently, that she did not

see why she 'and Miss Helen could not talk, if he did not
want to; then he said, "Did you know that next Friday
is the time for me to leave home, if I am to take the next
boat for Cuba?"

" I remember it now, but I had forgotten it was so

soon," Helen replied, overcoming her embarrassment.
" What if I should tell you I had some. thoughts of

postponing my departure a fortnight longer?"
" I should be glad, if your business does not require

your presence; for your mother will be quite lonely when

you are gone, and-I don't know whom your father will
have to supply your place as a political opponent, when

he gets excited over the newspapers. You are invaluable

in that department."

" Suppose*I should tell you -it is not because, of my
business, for that requires me immediately-, or. for

any extraordinary filial devotion, though that might be

praiseworthy,- but for -a-very different ,eason'I am tempt-
ed to remain at home. Suppose it were for the .sake-of
somebody who has caused- me more disquiet than any
earthly thing,: and I was conscious the while that my

only chance of safety was in going away, and that a few
more days would fix my disquiet incurably. What should
you say, then?"

" What are you talking- about, uncle Hubert?," ex-
claimed little Emma. "I am paying all the attention I
can, and you use such long words I don't--know what you

mean."

"Bless your heart, I don't mean you shall,",said "EIu-
bert-; and it was a great relief to Helen to laugh with
him at the child's naive remark.

"You have not ghren me your opinion" he urged a
moment after.

" If I must give it," replied she, mischievously, " IL will

borrow from Flibertigibbet's philosophy, and tell you you

are like the sapient gentleman whose exploits he takes

such delight in recounting; for if you-willingly run into

such awful danger, how are you-better than he? And
she sung gayly,

I
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"'There was a man in our town,
And he was wondrous wise,

Hejimped into a bramble bush,
And scratched out both his eyes,'

prolonging the strain by extempore trills, and fugues, and

repetitions, which would have made Mother Goose open

her eyes in surprise, as the clear, bird-like tones were
warbled through the woods.

Hubert listened, delighted; but when she had ceased,
he said eagerly, "You have it exactly; I am like that

gentleman of renown, for you will please remember

how he was cured.

'lHe jumped into another bush,
And scratched them in again.'

"I understand about that, and I can't sing it, but I can

say it," exclaimed Emma, joyfully.

"What a woman Mother Goose was! I think /she must

have been a female physician, to have instituted such an

active treatment. What oculist of the present day would
dare advise such a mode of cure? What opathy do you
suppose she professed? " said Helen, laughing.

" I don't know, and care less," replied'Hubert, smiling.

"I am only interested in the fact that the man was cured

by the same plant which caused his cruel blindness, for

my only hope lies in using the same remedy. 'Simia

similibus iurantur.' For'the present, I am a homeopa-

thist, with the man of Islington."

14f

"0, smell the jasmine.! " exclaimed little Emma, clap-
ping her hands as a faint puff of wind, sweeping through
the trees, suddenly filled the air with rich odors.

How sweet it is! and, speaking of bushes, see there
is a sparkle-berry bush, all covered with jasmine; " and
Helen pointed to a knoll a short distance away.

"Will you take the reins, while I go and get some- for
you?" asked Hubert.

"Drive on a few rods, till we come to yonder tree;
where you can tie your horse," Helen replied, "and I
will run down into the hollow, by the spring, and get
some of those laurel blossoms. They are unusually
fine."

"Won't it be wet there ?I can get both for you."
"O, no, let mhe get them - please."
He did as she desired; and with Emma following,

Helen ran down to the spring. It was in a deep dell,
with narrow, steep banks, thickly covered with bushes,
and shadowed by a grove of -young trees, ,whose bright-
green foliage, tinged with a golden glory by the setting
sun, contrasted vividly with the sombre stateliness of the
pines around. But the trees, leaning towards each other
and interlocking their branches, made such-ideep -shadow
in the dell below, that the little stream was hardly visible
as it flowed, silently along its worn channel. 1Asrthey de-
sceided towerds it, there was such a perceptible change in
the air that Helen feared the child would take cold, and
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bade her remain on the bank above while she went for
the flowers.

Running down the path, slippery with sand and fallen
leaves, she came to the spring, where some provident
hand had placed a barrel, which now overflowed with
the bubbling water; and a board across the brook, a
rude bench, and a circle of stones, bearing the marks
of fire, showed that some " mauma" or "aunt" had
been using this beautiful little temple of nature for a
wash kitchen.

tUsing a large oak leaf for a cup, Helen tasted the cool,
sweet water, and then ran lightly up the opposite bank,
where a thick cluster of laurel bushes, covered with their
delicate pink blossoms, seemed to cast a faint light amid
the shade. She had picked two or three bunches when
she thought she saw a slight movement among the leaves,
and on parting the branches to see what\ bird or squirrel
was hiding there, she encountered two keen, bright eyes,
glowing like fire, and a suppressed breathing, as ifosome
wild animal was about to spring at her. Sudden terror
deprived her of the. power to move or speak; but as she
stood helpless and trembling, fascinated by that strange
glare, a human voice faintly pronounced her name, and a
hard, black hand stretched imploringly towards her.

Somewhat reassured to find the object of her fears as
much frightened as herself, she leaned forward, and now
she saw a negro crouching among the thick branches, that
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would. have effectually concealed him if his involuntary
motion had not arrested her attention.

" Who is it? - what are you doing here?" she asked,

somewhat authoritatively.

"0, Miss Helen, don't you know me?" said the voice.

"I'se Kissy's husband -I'se Michel."

"What are you doing here? We heard you were

sold!" she said, quickly.

"0 miss, don't tell -for de good Lord sake don't

don't call any body. only wants to see my wife, and

then I'se gwine right bac .

" You know you're not telling the truth," said Helen.

"You have run away fr your master, or you would not

be hiding here,"

"0 miss, don't tell don't! , 1 begs you for

mercy ! on'y tink all we poor niggers has to bar yer

don't look like you'd be so hard on a poor feller."

The agony of his voice and gesture no words can por-

tray , and Helen hastened to relieve the fear which 'her

momentary asperity had awakened.

" Poor fellow," she said, kindly, "you need not be

afraid of .me. But you are not safe here."

"I know it, miss. I'se ony hidin here to-day, case'

'pears like I must see Kissy once more. When dark

comes, I'se gwine ,up dare, and ef you'd ony tell her to

meet me down by de blast' pine, de Lord knows how I'd

bless yer."
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"I'll certainly tell her. But, Michel, you run a gza.at

risk. Any one else might have found you as easily as
I did."

"I knows it, miss ; but if any body catches dis chile
arter dis, dey catches a dead nigger; " and he drew from
his sleeve a rude weapon, formed apparently of the point
of a carving knife, inserted into a wooden handle, and
drew it across his throat, with a meaning gesture.

At this moment they heard Mr. Hubert calling Helen
nearer, and Michel exclaimed in terror, -

"Go -0, do go! Don't let him come here, miss, for
I does want to see Kissy once more 'fore I die."

Giving him one more assurance that she would send
his wife to meet him, Helen hastened down the bank,
and found Hubert at the spring.

" How few flowers you have," he said, astonished to
see only the two clusters she had first picked, and uncon-
sciously retained.

"Flowers0! , yes, I took only the perfect ones.'Z
"Could you find no more? I think I see some fine

ones up there ; shall I go get them for you?"
"0, no, I was up there - I have enough," said Helen,

hurriedly. "Let us pick some nearer home."
"As you please," he answered, wondering at her ex-

cited and abstracted air; and then he added, with a
manner as excited as her own, "Let me speak. to you
one word - only one word, Helen!"

Btut, as if she had 'not heard him, she said hastily,
""It is chilly here, and damp; let us-return to the car-

riage." And he saw that she shivered all over ind be-

came very pale. As she sprang up the path she slipped
and nearly fell. He raised her, and as he assisted her

to gain the level road, he said, fervently,-

"I have a strong arm, Helen; you may lean on it now

and evermore. It will support you over all the rough
places of life, if you will only allow it. 0, will you?"

But Helen, frightened at her own strange joy, and
overcome by so much varying excitement, disengaged
herself from his arm, and leaning against the trunk of a
tree, burst into tears.

"What have I done!" he exclaimed-" what have I

said to distress you?"

"Don't talk to me now-I am excited-I can't un-
derstand you," she said, hurriedly, and almost running
away from him, sprang into the carriage. But once there,

with Tmna safely in her arms, a change came over her

spirits, and she laughed, -talked with the child inces-

santly, and every now and then burst out with some

snath of a song, that awoke the' echoes of the silent
woods. Never since her return had Hubert seen her so

brilliant and so full of mirth, and he hardly knew whether
itboded hiin good or ill.

When they reached home, they found the parlor full

of company, and tea waiting them; and it was not till that

9
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was over that Helen found time to glide away unnoticed

to the nursery, where Kissy, who was Angie's maid, was

undressing her.

The child looked up as she entered, ahd said, earnestly,

" Please, Miss Helen, tell Kissy not to cry. I heard her

crying in the night last night, and she's been crying all

day. There, she's crying again ! Please, Kissy, don't ;

Angie loves you!" And she wiped the dark face, and laid

her own cheek tenderly against it.

Poor Kissy tried to say something, but broke down in

the attempt, and gave way to a fresh fit of weeping.

Helen took the child from her lap, and having quietly

finished undressing, laid her in bed, and bestowed the

good-night kiss, she beckoned the maid to follow her, and

went to her own room.

When the door was shut she said, kindly, "I know

what your trouble is, and am sorry for you; but you must

try to bear it; perhaps it won't be so bad as you fear."

"0 miss, does ye know 'bout it? 'Twan't true wh/at
dey say dat tiine 'bout Michel. He ain't neber took no

new wife, but he's sold. 0, my poor feller ! he, massa

done sold him. 0, dear ! 0, dear!" and she wrung her

hands and groaned.

"Do you know why he was sold?"

"0 Miss Helen, I reckons 'twasn't he massa 'zacly,

sold him, but he missis, Miss Clara ; she hard one, and

dey all hab streakin time dere. 'Pears like she got mad
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case my Michel done comes home 'fore he time out; dey
hires him out dis year past'; and she say it all Michel

fault, so as to be near me, and she sell him. Dey tuck

him clear off widout neber let him come say good by to

poor Kissy: O0 Miss Helen, you don't know nothing what

a pain I has here -eber since I find it out." And she
laid her hand on her heart.

"Kissy," said Helen, impressively, "listen to me. Can
you keep a secret? Can you be silent and never tell any

one what I am going to tell you?

"0, yes, you may trust Kissy," said she, growing
calmer.

"Listen then -- I have seen your husband to-day."

The girl uttered a faint exclamation, and leaned forward,

with her whole soul looking out front her eager, anxious

face. Helen went on.

"I have seen him; he was hiding in the woods near

here, where we stopped to gather flowers. e'has run

away from his master. I had no. time to ask him ques-

tions, but he told me to tell you to meet him by the

blasted pine tree after dark."

" I11 go," said the girl, almost breathless from excite-

ment. "He was sold to go to Georgy; and now I reckon

he's run away. 0, i must go quick, or some of dese yer

niggers will see him, and may be dey'1l tell. 0 Miss

Helen, less ye. 'Pears like my heart's dat light now,

wid de thought o' seeing him again."
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She seized Helen's hand and kissed it fervently, as she

spoke, and then hurried away. After she had left the

room it occurred to Helen that perhaps she might share

her husband's flight towards. the north star;.and for a

moment she was alarmed. "But," she added, half

aloud, "I don't blame her if she does go; and if Mrs.

Warner .suspects me of instigating her to escape, I shall

tell her what I have done, and see if she will dare say I

have not obeyed the requirements of humanity and jus-

tice." And with this heroic sentence on her lips, she
went down stairs, where she was soon engaged in an ani-~

mated discussion of the weather, and various other equally

novel and important matters.

I

I

CHAPTER SIX TH.

"The morn is up again-the dewy morn,
with breath alincense, and with cheek all bloom;

Laughing the clouds away with playful scorn,
And smiling as if earth contained no tomb,
And glowing into day."

IT must be confessed that Helen felt not a little re-
lieved the next morning, when she saw Kissy engaged in
her usual household duties. She looked anxious, and
somewhat sad, but her "how d'ye' to Helen wag accom-

panied by a grateful smile, that told she had seen her hus-

band, and there was no opportunity to ask more.
After breakfast, Helen called the children, and shun-

ning the parlor, where she suspected Hubert was waiting
to see her, she went out by a side door through the garw
den, into the grove of pines, which skirted that part of
the estate, and extending back for a quarter of a mile,

mingled hare and there with oak openings, and the hard
wood growth which springs up along the watercourses,
formed a dividing line between "the great house" and
the plantation that stretched away many an acre from its
farther verge. Here the children loved to walk with their
teacher, who often brought their books thither, and who
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knew a thousand ways of combining instruction and
amusement.

But this morning the books had been left behind, and
Miss Helen seemed too much preoccupied even to talk to
them; and so, when they had walked a while, she sat down
on a fallen log, and they left her to her revery.

Busy with their play, what cared they for the flight of
time? And busy with a multitude of untold hopes and
fears, and secret, trembling joy, and bashful, half-ac-
knowledged love, how should she know she had sat there
for more than an hour, in nearly the same attitude? -her
white sun-bonnet thrown back, exposing the glossy raven
hair, from which the sunshine seemed to slide off, to
touch with new brightness the large eyes gazing dreamily
downwaids, the rich bloom of her cheek, the. coral-tinted
lips, half parted with a smile, and the small, white hands,
that lay folded in her lap.

More than an hour she had been there, when suddenly
a hand was laid firmly, almost heavily, on her shoulder.
She started, and looking up, saw Mr. Hubert gazing down
upon her.

"Ay, you had better blush," he said, abruptly, as he
noticed the gl.ow of her cheek. "You knew I was wait-
ing for you, and so you stole off here through the garden.-
0 Miss Helen, as Gus says about himself; you are cer-
tainly 'up to capers,' demure as you look at times. Do
you know I half believe you are coquetting with me?- If

4

I should tell the truth now, what do you spposo I should

call you?"

"If you should tell the truth! 0, pertineutri for. a

man of your habits," said Helen, trying to speak care-

lessly.

"0 , impertinent miss! But if I should?"

"Perhaps you'd call me a-bramble bush," said Helen,

and then grew more than ever epnfused, as she saw how

eagerly he seized upon the thoughtless allusion.

"You remember that! you understood me, th n!" he

exclaimed, seating himself beside -he. " 0 Helen, you

know, then, that you have torn my heart out of my body,"

"Nay,t' said she, striving to rally, "it was the eyes,

and not the heart, which we talked about."

" It is the heart I must talk of now, at any rate, _fr

this suspense I cannot bear," he replied, passiouately, " I

lay iny heart beneath your feet. You may trample .Qn it,

and spurn it .if you will, but its latest throb will be for
you. Will you take it?"

" Nay," said Helen, tremulously, "if that gift is mine,

do you think I will not prize it ? "
He took her hand courteously, almost reyerently, and

pressed it to his lips. "Helen," he aid, simply and
earnestly, "I love and honor you above all mortal beings,

Will you be my wife?"

" But your mother ! -your family!" she murmured

almost inaudibly.

1)
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" Proud Helen! they love you, too, and they know of
my love for you. The question rests only with yourself.
Will you be mine ? "

She looked up with a shy smile, and laid her other
hand on that he still retained. .He grasped it eagerly.
There was no need of words.

At length the children were seen running towards them,
Emma leading little Angie, who was half crying.

"What is the matter? " 4Helen asked, as they came
near.

" Angie is frightened," said Emma. "We heard a
noise down there in the hollow, and it keeps growing
louder, and she thinks it is a bear coming to catch her."

Hubert was about to laugh at the children, and send
them away again, when a faint sound reached his ears, and
he stood up and listened intently for a moment. Helen
saw a shade of anxiety on his face, as he turned to her,
saying, "It is the baying of hounds, and I think we had
better go home, as they may come this way. There
would be no danger if they were.well trained, for in that
case they would not touch any thing but the prey they
scent; but there is a man in the neighborhood who keeps-
some savage dogs, which are so badly trained that they
are quite dangerous. I heard of a white man being badly
torn by them a few weeks ago, as they came up with him
in the woods."

They were walking on while he was speaking, and now,
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as the noise came nearer, they hastened their steps, Hu-
bert carrying Angie in his arms, and Helen- leading her
sister. For a little while they hurried on without speak-

ing; and then, looking back, Helen exclaimed, "I see

them; they are coming after us; do you suppose they
see u?"

Hubert looked in the direction she indicated, and there,

the ground being level for .a long distance, he could dis-

cern through the trees three dogs bounding furiously
towards them.

"Hurry! " he exclaimed; " they do seem to be on our

track, but I think we may outrun them."

They hastened on breathlessly, and were within a feg
rods of the garden gate, when he cast one more glance

over his shoulder. The dogs were close upon them, their

great red mouths foaming, and their white fangs glistening

savagely, while the air rang with their hoarse baying, as
if a thousand open throats were menacing destruction to

the fugitives.

" Run, Helen, -save yourself, -I will .defend the

children," Hubert exclaimed, in the sharp, quick tones of

extreme anxiety.

"We are almost there; we will share the danger to-

gether," she answered, almost calmly; and as she spoke,

she caught Emma in her arms, and went on, panting, fly-
ing, though thus burdened,, till the gate was reached,-was

closed and fastened, and they were safp. '3ut so narrow
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was their escape, that one of the dogs snapped at Hlubert,
and tore a large piece from his coat, As it shut in the gate.
The gate was high and close, and smooth on the outside,'

so that the furious animals could not spring or climb over

it, and howling madly, they ran along the hedge, nosing

the ground, and trying to break through; but fortunately

the array of thorns was firm and sharp, and, foiled in

every attempt, they came back to tl gate, which they

bit, and scratched, and leaped against with frightful

force.

Hubert had hastened to the house for his pistols; but

Helen, who had been so strong and calm through all the

danger, became weak as an infant when she found herself

safe, and sank down on one of the garden seats, faint
with fatigue and alarm. Mrs. Warner, when she found

the children were not hurt, hastened to her, and soon

Hubert appeared, with his pistols loaded, and walked rap-

idly to the gate. Mounting on the inside beam, he looked

over at the furious creatures, who, when they saw him,

made renewed efforts to reach him, and was just taking

aim to shoot them, when a loud voice called him to stop,

and a man appeared, coming swiftly along.

"Call off your dogs, or I'll kill them," Hubert shouted.

The man endeavored to obey him, but they were un-

manageable; and seeing that one of them had nearly

broke a hole through the hedge, he fired, and the dog

fell to the ground, in the agonies of death.
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"What do you mean,. shooting my best dog!" ex--

claimed the man, angrily, drawing a pistol in his turn.

"Put up' that! Two can play at that game,". said

Hubert, angrily, pointing his remaining weapon at the

stranger.

The man lowered his arm, but repeated, "He was my

best dog - what did you shoot him for?"

"You miserable Yankee scoundrel, Isdat did your dogs

chase us for ?" exclaimed Hubert, thoroughly enraged.

"I am not a Yankee ; I am the son of a Kentucky

gentleman," retorted the man, drawing himself up as if

he had received a great insult.

"Your father must be proud of you!" said Hubert,

surveying him from head to foot, with great scorn.. " Call

off these howling devils, and muzzle them, or I will kill

them both," he added, peremptorily. The man, fearing

the threat would be fulfilled, complied with the command,

and, after a good deal of trouble, succeeded in muzzling

and tying the dogs to a tree which stood not far off.

He was a tall, wiry-looking man, about forty years old,

with light hair, and dull, gray eyes; and his face, hands,

and dress gave unmistakable e dence that cleanliness, at

least, was not among his virtues.

Having secured the two dogs, he came again to the

gate where Hubert still remained, and, doubling his fist,

declared, with auoath, he would have satisfaction for ,he

death of the animal which lay on the sand.
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"You Yankee scoundrel, leave this place," said Hu-

bert, sternly; " you may b6 thankful I didn't put a bullet

through your head, as well as the dog's."

"I am not one of those miserable pie-crust Yankees,"

exclaimed the man, "and I won't be called so."

"What do you look so much like one for, then? Men

of your stamp generally are Yankees."

"I can't help my looks, but I won't be called names

by any body, big or little," replied he, in churlish tones.

" You are in Yankee business, any way," returned Hu-

bert, carelessly. "Hunting niggers is a dirty piece of

work no gentleman would soil his hands with; and that,

I suppose, is your business here; but why don't you

teach your dogs to know a white man from a nig-

ger ?

" I'm a southern gentleman myself, and I despise the

Yankees as much as any body," replied the man, drawing

a little nearer, and speaking less angrily ; "but I'll say

this much for them, if nobody kept niggers, nobody 'd

have to hunt 'em. What do you say to that?"

"I say that people who can't treat niggers so they

won't want to run away, have no business to hold them;

and those that hunt them and carry them back, always

give them back to hard masters, and no decent man would

dirty his fingers with such business. But I don't stay

here to bandy words with you. I just give you warning

that your dogs are a nuisance, - our ladies can't walk in
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the woods for fear of them, - and if you don't take them
out of the district before twenty-four hours are over, they
shall be shot as dead as that carcass yonder."

"Bless you, they ain't the least mite dangerous, only
to niggers," said the man, earnestly.

"Impudence! do you tell me that! 'when here is a
lady and children who might have been torn to pieces by
them?"

"They wouldn't got hurt, nor you either, if you'd only
stepped r one side, out of their way. It wasn't you they
was after. They was on full scent after a nigger they're
hunting; I thought most likely I'd find him up here to
your place, for his wife belongs here."

"Whom do you mean?"

"It's a fellow named Michel. He used to belong to
Colonel Bell; but he was sold about a month ago, and
when they was taking him to Georgy, the black villain
slipped his leash, and got off. So the fellow that bought
him sent to me. I hunted round with the dogs till they
got on the track, and since then they have comeright on
a bee line, all this morning and last night. I'm clean
knocked up, I'm so tired, and I left my horse down here
a piece; but I tell you 'twas pretty to see the critters
go; "* and the man looked back to his hounds, his eye

kindling with professional pride.

Hubert bit his lips, and looking down at his mother,
10
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I,who had stood near him in the garden, and out of sight

of the man, he said, -

"Did you know about this? It is Ki sy's husband,

isn't it?"

"Yes," replied she; "I heard of it some time ago, and

I believe Kissy knows it now, for she has cried most of

the time for the last two days. He can't be here,

though!"

"I am not so sure that he has not been here," said

Hubert, thoughtfully. "Those dogs certainly acted as if

they scented their prey."

"Come! what are you talking about? " the man called

out, impatiently. "Open the gates, and stand out o' the

way, and just see how splendidly the dogs will nose him

out. I won't unmuzzle 'em, so they can't hurt any body;

and I know if he ain't here now, he's been here, and the

critters act as if they smelt him pretty near. See how

they jump and spring."

Hubert gave a long, low whistle. "They'll jump a

while longer before they.come into these grounds. What,

man! do you suppose any gentleman would have you

hunting through his estate with your infernal dogs?"

"I know some gentlemen that do it," said the stran-

ger, tauntingly, "and I reckon I'll find out some Way to

do it, if that nigger is here, if I have to stay round the

place a week."

A SEARCH P-ROPOSED.

"You remember what I told you about getting the

dogs out of the district! I'll shoot them if you stay."
The noise of the dogs, and the firing of pistols, had

aroused the whole household, and by degrees they had
collected within the garden, nearer and nearer to the spot
where this loud conversation was going on; and now Mr.
Warner, arriving at the house in the opposite direction,
saw them through the open doors, and came -to find out
what was happening.

A few words passed between father and son, and then
Hubert stepped down, and his father, op-ning the gate,
passed out, and began questioning7 the man. Hubert
went to Helen, who stood a little apart from the rest, and
was startled to see her looking so very pale and anxious.

"Don't be alarmed; your fright was too much for you;
come into the house, and rest yourself," he said, tenderly,
drawing her hand within his arm, and leading her away.

But she clasped both hands over his arm, and looking up
in his face with tearful eye, said imploringly, "It is Kissy's
husband ; she saw him last night, and I fear he may-be
there now. Will your father let the man in here to search
for him? Cannot we save him?"

"Father may consent to have the out-buildings
searched; indeed, he cannot very well help it. Do you
know where he is?"

"No;, but look at Kissy; she must know he is in dan-
ger."
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Hubert looked towards the piazza, where the wretched

wife stood alone, leaning against a pillar. They could not

see the expression of her face, but her attitude betokened

the most intense anxiety. Hubert looked down thought-

fully a few moments, and then his whole face lighted; and

placing Helen on the garden seat, he said, cheerfully, "I

will save him," and walked rapidly to the house.

From her position Kissy had seen his conversation

with Helen, and her gestures, and meeting his kindly

glance as he came up the steps, she sprang forward, and

crouching at his feet, she cried, "0 Mass Hubert, he is

here. 0, for de love of Heaven do save 'him."

"Where is he ? Get up, girl; somebody will see you.

Where is he ?"I

" In de barn - I done hid him. 0, don't let him be

found," she said, wringing her hands as she rose to her

feet.

" Go, get him - quick - you have not a moment to

lose - and bring him to my room."

She sped away, and in a few moments reappeared with

Michel, who was able to cross the yard without being

seen, as all the servants were in the garden.

" Massa's too good1" said the poor fellow, gratefully,

as he saw Hubert waiting in the upper hall to receive

him.

"We'll, talk by and bf," said Hubert; "come here,

now; and you, girl, go down stairs, and look calm as you

lik

can; and keep your mouth shut, for I don't. want old
massa to know of this till I tell him myself'

He drew Michel into the chamber. His bed stood in -a
recess, and he rdered the negro to creep under and be-
hind it, and or his life not to move or speak till he gave
him leave,; and when he had seen his :orders obeyed; he
returned to the piazza, just in time to see his father and
the stranger o through ,the yard, to the servants' apart-
ments. Hele joined him there. She did not ask what
he had done with Michel, but one look at his face assured
Iher of safety, and her softly spoken thanks and her glad
smile would have repaid him for a much greater effort,
Presently Mr. Warner came back, looking weary and
annoyed, and he muttered, as he threw himself into a
chair, -

"That is the greatest brute I ever saw."

"You won't let him come into the house?" said.Hu-
bert, inquiringly.

"I suppose I must."

"I don't see the necessity."

"He threatens me with a search warrant if I don't;
and I don't want to quarrel with such a low fellow as
that. - Let him look, and woe betide him if he comes
again on such an errand."

Hubert, who had been walking along the piazza, with
Helen at his side,. took two or three more turns insilence,
and then said,-
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"If he must be admitted, let me go with him. I will

take care he does no harm."

"As you please - he isn't a very agreeable companion,

I assure you."

"I suppose not. Here he comes the rascal! I

wonder if I shall be able to refrain from kicking him

down stairs after I have gone up with him."

The man now approached, snapping his riding whip,

and with a malicious air he pointed it at Kissy, who stood

near, and said, -

"Is that the nigger's gal?"

Mr. Warne1 nodded assent.

He strode forward and attempted to take her by the

shoulder-; but she shrank, trembling, from his touch, and

took refuge behind her master's chair.

"Look here, you wench -where's Michel ?" he said,

shaking his fist at her; and then looking at Mr. Warner,

he added, -

"I've looked in every hole about the premises, and I

can't find him any where; but if you'll only let me tie

that gal up and give her some, I'll soon get out'of her

where he is.".

",Sir," said Mr. Warner, stiffly, "I don't like such

talk. You have looked till you are satisfied, and now

the sooner you go away the better I shall like it."

"I don't know about being satisfied," replied he, with

a cool impudence.

I
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"Come, then,; the sooner we are-doine with you the
better," said Hubert, impatiently ; and he- stepped for-
ward to lead. the way. The man turned to follow him,.
and then, for the first ,time, his eyes fell on Helen, who
had been half hidden behind a high stand of plants, in the
shadow of the vines that grew, over the piazza. He
looked at her at first carelessly, and then, with a sudden
start, he stopped and gazed earnestly, his dull eyes gradu-
ally opening wider and wider, his lips half parted, and his
whole face settled into an expression of the most intense
astonishment.

"Ten thousand devils !" he exclaimed, at length, the
words dropping slowly from his tongue, as if it had been
paralyzed; and I then, with a long whistling breath he
added, "If this yer ain't, the most extrodina'ry likeness I
ever did see - or elseit is herself -come back again.
Who on airth mought that young woman be ?"

Iis tone was so familiar and insolent, that coming after
so many provocations, it -quite overturned what little pa-
tience was left in the two gentlemen who heard him. Mr.

Warner started up, saying,

"What do you mean by insulting a young lady in my
house? "

Hubert did not speak a word, but with one powerful
kick -sent him down the piazza steps; so suddenly and
forcibly, that he fell forward on his face, and lay sprawl-
ing on the ground.
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It is said there vre some men to whom being knocked
down is a salutary discipline. However it might have
been in this case, the man's whole manner was changed
when he arose. For a moment he stood irresolute, and
then ascending the steps, he motioned to Hubert to guide

him through the house; but he did not look in his face,

except in sly, sidewise glances, and he did not speak.

Once he looked towards the place where he had seen

Helen, but she had gone, and he followed Hubert into

the house. When they reached the upper hall, this latter
gentleman turned to him ind said, sternly, -

" Hark, fellow; I'll go before you and open the doors

of all the rooms, and you may stand and look in; since you
seem to think we hide niggers in them, I suppose this form

must be gone through with - but if you presume to dese-

crate one of these rooms by stepping your feet inside the,

doors, I'll shoot you as I would a dog."

The strange, dark shade on the man's face lowered still
more gloomily, but he did not seem to resent being thus,

addressed, and made no reply. He followed the direc-

tions implicitly, not attempting to enter the rooms, as one

door after another was flung open, and. closets and ward-

robes revealed their contents beneath Hubert's impatient

hand. Poor Michel trembled in-his hiding-place, but was
unseen and unsuspected. When all the rooms had been

seen, except Helen's and Mrs. Warner's, the man went

down stairs without a word, and so out to the piazza and

116

IL

I

'1

I

i

MO THE R-I N -L AW. 117

through the garden, and closing the gate -softly behind

him, went away.

Only when he saw the dead hound, that still lay on
the sand where he fell, he paused a moment, and a spasm
of emotion disturbed the stony calmness of his features.

He lifted up his arms and shook both fists towards *the

gate behind him, and with a muttered imprecation untied
his dogs, and leading them, disappeared among the trees.

That evening, as Helen sat in her own room, the door

opened softly; she eard a quick step behind her, and two
firm though gentle hands pressed her face, drawing back
her head so tha a cordial kiss could ,be placed upon her

lips.; and Mrs. Warner said, in her own hearty tones,
without the least prelude,-

"I am glad of it, my child; you- are a.little too good
for that lazy boy, but still I believe he'll try to make you
a good husband."

In her heart.:Helen thought, "Ah, proud mother, you
would not think the Queen of England too good for your
son;" but she only said, "You make me too happy;"
and kissed the hands she had taken.

After this little "ice breaking," Mrs. Warner went on
with her usual business-like promptness to discuss the
details of marriage. Helen had not yet thought of these,
and she shrank bashfully from the subject, half sorry to
have her dreamy. revery so disturbed. But Mrs. Warner

persisted.
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"It is necessary to talk of it," she said, "for Hubert

must leave us soon,- and he cannot go till all is arranged;,

His first desire, rash boy that he is, was an immediate

marriage, and to take you with him to Cuba. But I soon

reasoned him out of that. You would be exposed to the

acclimating fever, and it would never do; then there is

always more or less cholera there in the summer. He is

used to it, so there is no danger for 4 Am; but for you it

would be dangerous. Besides this I have plans for you

this summer. I can't let him monopolize you yet. We

are all going to the springs this year, and you must go

with us. I can't get along without you; so don't think

of making any objections. When he comes home in the

fall you can be married. It will 'be much the best time."

"I must go to my brother's, and be married there,"

said Helen.

"Nonsense ! you will do no such thing - you will stay

here, and we will have all the children come home and

have a grand time. Hubert is the last one, and he has

been something of a prodigal'son, in keeping away from

home so much; so we will kill the fatted calf, and eat,

drink, and be merry. The children haven't all been at

home together for a good many years, and they will en-

joy it."

Thus she talked on, in her earnest, hopeful, practical

manner, and Helen listened, realizing dimly that it was her-

self for whom all these plans were projected -she, who

had all her life been an orphan, and so long self-depend-
ent, but who now was taken to the centre of a mother's
heart, and received by a numerous family; and half con-
scious that with her sober, waking eyes, she was looking
down this golden vista of the future, so bright' that ii
seemed to belong only to the land of dreams.

I
t

'Vr

a

41
14

118

St

C A S T E . 119

.0- A



RIGHT oR WRONV? 121

CHAPTER SEVENTH.

"And nowhere was there discontent,
Or pride, or scorn, or argument;
But all things, in that golden weather,
Seemed only to lve and love together."

SwIFTLY the days sped on. 0, happy days! Golden

sands, dropped sparkling from the glass of Time, to gleam

forever brightly amid the coarser and darker grains of

common life.

The lovers were almost constantly together, for now

that the treasure he had coveted was his own, Hubert

grew miserly, and wished to monopolize every word and

look.

His mother had no longer any occasion to call him slow

and cool, for never was the most impulsive youth more

exacting or more devoted. And Helen, happy beyond all

her dreams or hopes, gave herself up half fearfully to the

enjoyment of her new bliss, yielded gracefully to his lov-

ing tyranny, and perhaps liked him all the better that he

persisted in watching over and waiting upon her, as if she

had not been all her life independent and self-reliant.

Nothing more had been heard of the slave hunter or

his hounds; but Michel had remained for a day or two

(120)

secreted in the barn, partly from policy, and partly from
reluctance to bid his wife farewell. When she first met
him at the appointed rendezvous, it had been her interi-
tion to run away with him ; and it was that she might pre-

pare herself for the journey he had conseiited to encoun-
ter this risk of discovery; but after Hubert's kindness to
him on that eventful day, these simple souls came to the
conclusion it would not be right for Kissy to steal herself,
and in a prolonged and tearful discussion it was agreed
that Mchel should pursue his journey alone, and if he
reache the land of freedom,, he should earn mQney
enough to send and buy her from Mr. Warner.

Hubert had asked no questions about him since the
night he dismissed him from his chamber, and Kissy wisely
kept her own counsel, so that few, even of the, servants,
suspected he was near. In truth, when the excitement
of the moment was past, Hubert was not quite sure his
father would approve the part he had acted in-regard to
Michel; and though there were few deeds of his life for
which he had less cause to blush, there were none -to
which he would not rather have said, Peccavi, before a

mixed audience of his friends and neighbors. Such is the
force of public opinion. Thus strong is the influence of
education and habit.

May day had come and past; and in that country May
is, above all other: months, the season of flowers. Then
the earth, not yet reduced to sterility by the summer heat,

I
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awakened from the short repose of winter, which is here

a sleep, and not a death, as in colder climes, arrays her-

self in gorgeous robes of vivid green, fluttering every

where full and free, crowns herself with roses, perfumes

herself with delicious odors, and looks up exulting, to lay

her flowery tribute at the feet of her lord, the sun.

It was on one of these afternoons, such as might have

been in paradise before the fall, when the family were

sitting together in the pleasant shade formed by the

climbing roses that thickly covered the trellis work before

the north piazza. Mrs. Warner and Helen were busy

with some light work, while the children had been silently

making wreaths, with which they had crowned every one

present, not excepting Hubert, who was readingaloud, or

his father, who had leaned back in his chair, with his

handkerchief over his head, so comfortably asleep that his

wife signed to Emma not to disturb him, and the wreath

was dropped carefully over the handkerchief, where, as

Angie whispered, laughing, " It did look so funny!"

The reading was ended, at length, and- the moment the

book was closed, both children exclaimed, " Now may we

talk?" and forthwith began an indefinite amount of chat-

tering.

"Why, the little tongues ! how they gallop, after their

long rest!" said Hubert, when he had listened a few mo-

ments.

"You know we wers still, though you said we couldn't

be," Emma cried, in triumph.

It was an active sort of stillness ; you weren't- quiet
one instant."

"Quiet-? 0, yes, you mean we moved about. Well,
we had to, to get our flowers. See, I made that wreath.
Don't Helen look pretty in it?"

Very," said 'Hubert, emphatically; "only I think a
myrtle wreth would look better,"

"0 uncle! myrtle isn't half so pretty As roses."
"Your uncle has a particular reason for preferring ,uyr-

tle just now," said Mrs. Warner, with a sly glance at
Helen, whose face glowed with a richer bloom than the
damask roses which crowned her shining hair.

"Uncle, uncle, you know what you promised us,if we
would keepstill. A drive," shouted Angie.

"And you think you've earned it! What an instance
of juvenile presumption!"

"I think we've all earned it; or, if we haven't, it Wi
do us good," said Mr. Warner, rousing, and uncovering
his face. "Go order the carriage, my son."

"How can we? There isn't room for all of us, for
uncle says he don't like to ride three on a seat" said
Emma, pausing thoughtfully, with her finger on he lip.

"He can stay at home, then," replied her grandfather,
demurely; "or, stay! I have a better plan. You, children,
and your grandmother and uncle Hubert can go in the
carriage, and Miss Helen and I will go in the buggy.
Won't that do?"

DRIVE 'P.R0#08ED. 123
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"We can all go that way, only-" and the child hesi-

tated, and looked in shy perplexity from her uncle to

Helen.-

Only what? " asked Mr. Warner, much amused.

"Only I don't believe uncle will like you to drive Miss

>ielen," she answered, diffidently.

"See the feminine acuteness! " exclaimed Mr. Warner,

clapping his hands. "See [the womanly instinct! The

dear little souls can see through a millstone before they

get their eyes open. And what do you suppose Miss

Helen would say? Would she object to it, Emma? "

But Emma, a sensitive, bashful child, was by this time

so embarrassed by the mirth which she but dimly under-

stood, that she was nearly as much relieved as was Helen,

when Hubert came to the rescue.

"Child," he said, with mock gravity, "I honor you;

you have discovered a degree of insight into the fitness

of things for which you deserve all praise. You are at

once an example and a reproof to your venerable ancestor.

Since he has shown himself so incapable of managing this

expedition, Iwill take the direction of affairs into my own

hands. Come, let us go find John," and he held out his

hand to her.

She drew a long breath, and looked up, her honest

little face scowling with the effort to understand him, and

said, "0, uncle does use.such long words!"

A MUSICAL P3UOPESSOlR. 1-25

"They axe all in the dictionary," replied he, "and I
know the meaning of every one of them."

-' Do you? she said, in innocent wonder at such a vast
amount of erudition, for her daily spelling lesson was the
one trial of her life; "how long it must have taken you
to find out the meanings

Quite a long time. See that you never get beyond
your depth in the dictionary," replied he, his gravity
yielding, as he watched her sober face.

I will go with you, said Helen, "for I want to see
Kissy about some muslins she was to starch for me;" and
they went into the yard together.

On the steps of the kitchen, the boy Gus was sitting,
between the knees of an old negro, whose white head
and appearance of general decrepitude showed him to be
a retired private, no longer in active service with the ormy
of servants, but well cared for in his honorary idleness.
Between his stumps of teeth he held a jewsharp,-on which
he was performing with great earnestness, and Gus, biting
desperately at a similar instrument, was endeavoring to
imitate him, with his queer round head twisted sidewise,
and his eyes nearly rolled out of their sockets in the vain
effort to look at his own mouth and uncle Noll's at the
same moment.

"Well, Gus, how do you come on with the fine arts ?"
said Hubert. "Is he an apt scholar, JncleNoll ?"

Uncle Noll released his buzzing instrument, and hold-
11 * I
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ig it tenderly between his thumb and finger, looked

thoughtfully at the boy, and answered, with a consequen.

tial air, as if his opinion was of the utmost importance, -

" Well, massa, he apt do good many tings - dat boy

-but dis nigger ain't clar 'bout he gettin' edicated; I

speck he won't neber niake an Orfus."

"A what? " said Hubert, laughing.

".A Orfus. Now, massa, don't go making fool of ole

nigger. Sartin Mass Hubert know 'bout dat feller. He

use play on de jewsharp."
" You mean David," said Helen; "he used to play on

the Jews' harp; " but the old man shook his head nega-

tively, perplexed, yet obstinate.

"Do you mean Orpheus? " said Hubert.

"0, yes; I know massa know dat feller. I hear Miss

Helen tell de chillen 'bout him."

" What did she say?"

"4I don't zackly 'member what she say, but he great

singer up dere where she raised -play on de banjo, too."

" Good," cried Hubert, laughing. "Miss Helen must

be getting out a new classical dictionary. What tune

were you trying to teach Caesar Augustus?"

"I'se tryin' lan him long syne."

"Long syne ? " said Helen, inquiringly.

"Yes, miss," replied he; "ole long syne - de ole

fellar."

This caused such a burst of laughter that Noll looked

up astonished, unconscious of having said any thing
funny.

"Well," said Hubert, " if you can keep Gus still long
enough to complete his musical education, I hope you'll
do it; for nobody else can keep him out of mischief. He
never learned any thing before "

"0 Mass Hubert," piped Gus's shrill voice, for he had
been fidgeting with impatience to get into the conversa-
tion, " I'se de whole time larnin' -I larns heaps."

Hubert replied carelessly, and turned awayto speak to
Rafe about the horses, while Helen went into th kitchen.
When she came out, Gus was still sitting on the steps,
but old Noll had gone to see the horses harnessed; for
he was once coachman, and seemed now to consider the
stable and all its contents as his own property, which he
magnanimously allowed Mr. Warner to use,-and Rafe,
with his compeers, to take care of.

The carriages were brought round to the front door,
and in fine spirits the family disposed themselves for a
drive. Helen and Hubert went in the buggy, of course;
and as he gathered up the reins, John asked respectfully
where they.were going.

"To Old Granby," Hubert said.
"'That is too far," interposed Mrs. Warner.
"Not a bit of it, this fine afternoon. I want Helen to

see it. A deserted village is quite in her line; she'll
write us a poem upon it."
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"Well, then, on these conditions we'll go," said Mrs.

Warner, as Helen made a hasty disclaimer.

"En avant -go it, John," cried Hubert, and the car-

riages started.

The road lays through the pine woods, past lonely

plantations, into hollows where the air was heavy with

perfume, from thickets of flowering shrubs and trees;.

and every where the sunshine glorified the landscape,

and the songs of birds seemed answering to their own

gleeful voices; for on this unfrequented, way there was

nothing to restrain their mirth, and they talked, they

laughed, they sang, they bandied jokes and repartees from

one carriage to another, with such occasional quiet as made

the gayety refreshing. And there were such episodes of

sentiment in the single carriage as might be expected, when

John drove his horses too fast, or the winding road for a

time isolated them, or the hollows shut them from sight.

In all the party there was but one face that wore no

smile, but one pair of eyes t which the sunshine looked

dim but one heavy heart; and he - who thought of him?

Who cared that, as they -passed a certain deserted planta-

tion, John looked up the lonely avenue with a smothered

groan, and dropped his head upon his breast to hide his

tears? It was so unreasonable in him to care that his

wife and children were gone from him forerer !. It was

so ungrateful in him to prefer any thing to his master's

wishes!
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They came out at length on a flat and somewhat ele-
vated plain, divided by broken fences into fields which
were bare of trees and grass, but supported a scanty
growth of broom sedge, and the thorns and weeds which
indicate worn-out and uncultivated land. At a little dis-
tance, near the river, stood three or four buildings, which
had evidently once been'used for stores; and along the
silent, sandy streets, that stretched away from this spot,
were situated a number of houses in various stages of
dilapidation and decay.

A few old and half-dead fruit trees grew in the gardens

attached to some of them, and every where the flowering/
vines and shrubs, which careful hands had once planted,
now ran in wild luxuriance over the broken fences, and
through the wmdowless casements, and even to the tops
of the broken chimneys.

Here," said Hubert, as they drove slowly along,
heree is 'Old Granby.' At the time of the revolution
it was a considerable town, and the scene of quite a skir--
mish in the week succeeding the battle of the Cowpens.
But ' Ichabod' is written on its walls; its glory has de-
parted long ago, and now there are few to do it rev-
erence."

" Is it entirely deserted?"

"Entirely. Goldsmith never dreamed of one so ut-
terly forsaken of human beings. Nothing lives here now
but ghosts - and 'tats and mice, and such, small deer.'

129r
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" And memories of the past," said Helen. "0 that

those walls could in some way make known %their own

histories! "
" I'll tell you what could be done," said Hubert.

" Some of the 'mediums' so plenty nowadays might be

brought here to interrogate the ghosts who constantly

'revisit the glimpses of the moon' about these old houses.

If we may believe the negroes, it would be a grand place

for a 'circle.'
" Pooh!" replied Helen, with an expression of disgust.

"The spirits they raise are all either vulgar or nonsensi-

cal. But what grand and stately ghosts would glide over

these barren fields in the still moonlight, and pace those

dusky halls, and look out those vine-shaded windows ? I

declare there is one now!" she exclaimed, grasping his

arm, with a sudden start of terror, and pointing to the

upper window of a house they were just then passing.

"Where?" said Hubert, wondering at her abrupt

change of manner.

" In that window. It has gone now, but I declare I

saw a face there. I know I did.".

" Shall we sap and pay our respects to his ghostship ?

This nuust have been quite a respectable mansion in its

day, and if that was the owner, no doubt he would be

polite enough to answer any inquiries you might wish to

make."
"You are laIn at me; yet- I did see a -face

A

A FREE~ PAS8J-NGERO 131

there. But drive on, for now your father has left the
carriage, and is beckoning to us."

They rode forward accordingly, and joined the rest of
their party, who were now standing by the roadside.
But what was H4ubert's surprise, on alighting, to see
Master Gus quietly getting down from, behind the buggy,
where he had enjoyed the drive, unknown to any one.

"You young scamp," exclaimed Hubert, raising his
whip, "what business had you to come without leave?"

But the boy, lifting his hands deprecatingly, and open-
ing his eyes wide in pretended fear, hastened to exclaim,
"0 , now, ials Hubert! I didn't! I'ain't seen single
thing you's done !-- I donno nothin' what you been talking'
'bout! 0 Mass Hubert!"

His insinuation, and his attitude, together, were en-

tirely too comical, and in the peals of laughter that en-
sued, the child, as usual, escaped further chiding for his
impudence.

They walked on over a wide field, to the place -where
once the village church had stood. Not a vestige of it
remained, for the negroes from the neighboring plantations
had confiscated this church property to their own use,
and taken the bricks of which it was compoed to build
the chimneys to their huts. - But in the graveyard th't
had been placed behind it, the trees and rosebushes
which were once .set there by the loving care. of those
who mourned for the departed, had grown to a thicket,
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which was literally impenetrable, because of the briers

and vines thattwined around the stems, and, -running

along the ground, stretched their arms in every direction,

as if to guard the repose of the ancient dead.

Mourned and mourner were long since forgotten; the

eyes that slept and the eyes that wept were turned alike

to dust; but silently, year by year, had nature been build-

ing up, with ever renewed vigor, this green and beautiful

mausoleum over her children's graves. The thoughtless

little ones were chasing each other about the field with

shouts of glee, and their grandparents, leaning on the

fence, were trying to decipher the inscriptions on the

nearest stones, and recalling to mind such of their ac-

quaintances as were descended from these old families-;

but Hubert and Helen wandered away arm in arm to the

river bank, and sat down in the shade of the trees.

There was something weird-like in the soft sunshine

and quiet of the deserted spot, and the sound of mirth

and human voices seemed to desecrate the hour and the

place.,
There are times when natural sights and sounds e a

strange power over the soul, isolating it from the present,

and opening long vistas into the dreamy, unknown future,

or the scarcely less shadowy past. Then vague memo-

ries stir in the heart, and feelings long ignored reassert

their existence. Then the rushing of the waters, and the

sighing of the winds, seem no longer the sounds of

I
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material things, but spirit voices full of prophetic mean-
ings, or solemn echoes from years that are fled.

Mournfully out of the past these voices call us mourn-
fully, and ever more and more faintly as the years roll
by; voices from that happy time when life was so fresh
and full of hope, when those walked by our side and
clasped our hands who are now far parted from us by
mountains and seas, or by a narrow coffin lid and six feet
of earth. Well is it for us, if forgetfulness and .a change-
ful heart have not been to us more fatal sunderers -than
distance or the grave. Well for us, if those hands would
now grasp ours with the warm pressure of other days,-
and those eyes light up with the sunshine of early fiiend-
ship; for in this shifting and tumultuous world iany a
meeting has been sadder than partings can be. From
such reveries as these Helen was aroused by Hubert, who
laid his hand on hers, saying,

" You are sad1; I see the shadow in your eyes."
" I have been listening to what the river, is saying," she

replied. "IDo you not hear an undertone-in-its murmiur,
telling of all that was thought, and felt, and known, by
those who once lived busy lives in this spot, so quiet now;?
How strangely the ceaseless whirl and rush of the Waters
between these high banks contrasts with the entire repose
of their last resting-place!"

"There-.is a sacredness in human life," said Hubert,
"which we involuntarily acknowledge, by the veneration

I -
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with which we regard old places, and the melancholypleas-

ure we take in surromuding ourselves with memories of the

departed. The earth is centuries older than any thing

upon it; but mother earth gains from us not one tithe of

the fond respect with which we regard edifices built by
human hands, and through which for many years the

stream of mortal life has flowed."

"Is it so?" said Helen; "do we not rather reverence

death than life ? Do we not make demigods and heroes of

men when dead, to whom, when living, we should apply far
more prosaic terms? And is it not because, looking at them

through the soft and solemn light that shines from out the

portals of the grave, we see them transfigured and glori-

fied, and all commonplace and trivial acts are heightened in

consequence of their influence upon the soul's progression

through the grand and mysterious eternity?"
"Perhaps you are right," replied Hubert; "but still I

think it is our humanity, linking us as it does with all the

past and the future, which invests these places with such

peculiar interest. It may be, also, that the mind ever

seeks to -escape from the present, which is so often dull

and tame, to revel in romantic ideas of the past. The

people whose names are on these gravestones, and those

who lie in nameless graves, may have been, many of them,

very stupid and uncouth, and the history of their lives

one uninteresting series of commonplace events; and yet

we, sitting here this afternoon, are not at all inclined to

4
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think so, but are wishg we could have, known them,
and looking with envy upon the old walls, which, though

they may have had 'ears,' certainly hae no tongues."

"Yes, indeed," Helen said, "all& the men who lived
here were knights sans peur et sans reproche, and all the
women beautiful and true. Row bravely they sent their
heroes forth to war! how anxiously they looked for their
return! how eagerly they welcomed them if they came
unharmed! how proudly, if - covered with, honorable
wounds!"

"Yes," said Hubert, with a sly smile, "and' how amia,
ble and wise they were! They never scolded the servants,
before folks, or let the children go dirty, or left their hus-
bands' clothes unmended, or the buttons off their shirts, or
allowed the bread to be sour, or the beef roasted to rags
- in short, the women who lived in the: days of yore never
subjected their families to any of the minor miseries of
human life."

"Scoffer," said Helen, suliling in her turn, "you deny
your own theory, that it is our common humanity which
invests this place with interest; for surely, 'to err is
human.' What if they did do all that? They were grand
and heroic, nevertheless; and how dare you cast dust upon
the white garments -of their immortality ? Again- I say,
o that those walls could be made to reveal the secret of
those lives, and the history of those events."

"If there is any truth in the theory that the different



186 ~CATE.THID HAUTI*TZD--HOUSEG 131

waves of sound have different forms,.why could not walls

be so prepared that the transitory touch of air can imprint

itself, as the shadow does upon a daguerreotype plate?

The process of preparation may be a little difficult to dis-

cover, but it would not be much more strange than that

by which pictures are made of shadows."I

" I am afraid the invention would not meet with equal

favor; for who would dare to talk," said Helen, laughing,

"if conscious that every word would be preserved?"

"People would have to put their heads in a box, when

they wanted to tell secrets," replied Hubert, "and then

burn the box."
"Kindling wood would be plenty, I fear," said Helen.

".But hark! your father is calling us, I believe."

They went back to the place where the family was wait-

ing them, and after a little social chat over a luncheon

which Mrs. Warner had provided, they proceeded to the

carriages. Gus was ordered to take a seat with John,

which command he obeyed with many an antic and grin,

and Hubert waited till they had started, so as to be sure

that this time, at least, they were free from espionage.

As they drove slowly along the sandy, turf-grown street,

Helen said she wished she had taken some flowers or

leaves as a memento of this delightful afternoon. ,

"It is not yet too late," replied Hubert, "for yonder is

the house where you saw that veritable ghost, and we will

gather-a bouquet of wild roses from the garden."

" That will do nicely," she replied; and when they
reached there, Hubert tied his horse to the broken fence,
and helped her from the chaise.

The gate was gone front the front garden, but the paved
walk to the door was yet visible, amid the wilderness of
weeds and thorns that had covered the beds; and they
trod lightly over it, uncon ciously subdued by the entire
stillness and desolation aund them.

"It seems uncanny -I declare I am half afraid to be
here," said Helen, in a low tone, as they paused before
the front door, and Hubert commenced pulling down the
roses that clustered over it.

"I feel the ghostly chill, unsusceptible as I am," re-
plied he; "but it is a sort of a stimulating horror, and I
have a strong inclination to enter and beard his ghostship
in his den.

"Hodw many years do you suppose it has been since
these heavy shutters were unbarred? by mortal hands I
mean, for of course these 'airy sprites' let in the moon-
light when they please."

As he spoke, he shook the lock of the doer, and it gave
way in his hands so suddenly that he nearly lost his
balance.

"Why, really, this-wood is more decayed than I sup-
posed," he said, as he examined the casements whence the
rusty iron bolts had beeu so easily withdrawn "Howpile
you look, Relen! G6ie, let's see whattherei inheree"

12 *
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He took her hand and drew her into the hall. It was

a large, square house, and the lofty ceiling, the heavy
cornices and carved wood work, showed that it must have

been inhabited by persons of wealth. Broad' stairs as-

cended on one side to the second story; and through a
large window in the upper hall, now without glass or

shutters, the setting sun was casting long rays of light

along the dusty air. Cobwebs blackened the walls, and

the dust which they had disturbed flew in clouds a und

them. Cautiously pushing open a door at the foot of the

stairs they looked into a large, empty room, and on the

opposite side of the hall was one of similar size.' From

this a door opened into anotheroom; and as they entered

it, Helen grasped the hand she held with a faint exclama-

tion. Hubert started at the same moment.

"Hush! do you hear something? " said he.

"I certainly heard a footstep," she whispered.
They stood still and listened, and had nearly concludeiI

they had been mistaken, when it came again. It was a,

sound in the room over them, as of a person stepping bare- .

footed across the floor. Again they looked at each other,,

and Helen was so pale that Hubert said, -

"You do not really believe in ghosts?"

"No, but what can it be? Nobody has walked these

lower floors for a long time; forI noticed particularly*
that there -were no tracks in.the dust."

"Tue," said -Hubert, struck with the fact; 4and yet

it must be some human being, or perhaps it is a dog."

"It was not like a dog's step; and you rem mbei that

face I saw at the window."

It may be a negro, only I never saw a negro who

would dare go into a house that had the reputation of

being haunted. I will go with you out of this dusty

place to the open air, and then examine for myself what

this mystery may be."

At that moment they heard the step once more, but

farther away than before, and then instantly a crash and

a heavy fall, which was answered by a thousand echoes

from the empty rooms. Thete was something to, thrill

the stoutest nerves in such a sound, heard in that dusky
light, in that lonely spot; and, grasping Hubert's arm,

Helen hurried him with involuntary speed out of doors;
but when there, he- disengaged himself, and, laughing at
her panic, bade her remain there while he returned for an
explanation. In a few moments he reappeared in the

upper hall, and called Helen to coie to him.

From one of the chambers a door opened into an en-

try, from which stairs descended to a back door, that
stood slightly ajar; and over these 'a step-ladder had been
fixed, by which to ascend to the garret This, untrodden

for years, had brokenfroia ,its fastenings by a suddn
weight, and carried with its fall the unlucky negro who
had attempted to ascend it* He lay on' the stairs,as if

dead, when Hubert found him; but having dragged-him

with some- difficult into the chamber,he saw that-he
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began to breathe faintly, and show signs of returning

consciousness.
Helen, with a woman's pity, loosened his neck hand-

kerchief, and then, as he turned his face to the light, she

started back, exclaiming, "It is Michel! How came he

here ? "
" Confound that Michel! he is always falling into my

hands," said Hubert, with good-natured impatience.

" liou surely don't regret what you did for him," said

Helen, looking reproachfully at her lover.

" No. Helping runaway niggers isn't the business I

should choose, generally; but this fellow's circumstances

were peculiar, and the man who hunted him had placed

us in an awkward and perilous position; and moreover, it

was the first request you made me, and it would have

been a bad precedent not to have granted it. But what

has possessed the fellow to linger around here so long?

and why need he up that ladder, which he

might have known would fall ? is a wonder he didn't

break his neck; and now if he has broken any of his

boner, what shall be done with him? If the negroes get'

wind of the affair, it will get out, and we shall be in an.

unpleasant position, unless we return him to his owner."

"You surely won't think of doing that," interrupted
Helen.

0 I don't want to; I won't; but how amI to take care

of him here? You- know I must leave home in a few

days."

"We must try and manage some way. Poor Kissy!"
"She must not know of it, unless she can keep it from

father and mother; and she can't do that. You know it
would not do, as they are situated, for them to counte-
nance such proceedings as we contemplate. No, the mat-
ter is in my hands, and though I don't think I wag ex-
actly cut out for a philanthropis.t, I will try and act the
'good Samaritan'.for this once."

"Perhaps he isn't hurt so badly as you fear," Helen
said ; and so it proved. Michel had been completely
stunned, and it was some time -before he recovered his
senses, :but no bones were broken, and at first he thought
himself unhurt; but when he attempted to walk, he ex-
perienced such an intense pain in his right foot ,that he
sank to the floor with a groan.

Hubert examined it, and found the ankle bruised and
strained, and a bunch which indicated a dislocation of
some of the smaller bones. of the foot. .His knowledge
of surgery was very slight, but he manipulated and bound
up tVe suffering member as well-as he could, with the aid
of Hplen's scarf. Michel looked, on with -a face of the
nIost intense anxiety, and when they had finished he
again attempted to walk, crossed the room once or twice,

limping badly, and then sitting down on the floor, covered
his with his hands, and burst into tears.

Fo words had hitherto -passed between them,' for they
had all p-n too anxious and hurried for convereation ;but
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now, touched by his sorrow, Hubert laid his hand kindly

on the negro's shoulder, and said abruptly, "What, Mi--

chel! Are you such a baby as to cry for a little pain?'"

"0 massa, 'tain't de pain," said Michel, in dejected

tones; "ef it 'ud ony done broke my arm, now, I

wouldn't cared; for 'pears like a feller's arms ain't no

'count, much, when he's walkin'; but how's I ever gwine,

git away to de free state wid dis yer foot achin' so, and

ony t'other foot to tote me ? 'Pears like there ain't nothin'

I can do now. I mought as well die as any thing."

Hubert and Helen looked at each other in dismay; for

it was plain enough that Michel could do no more walking

for some time, at least ; but after a little pause, Helen,

said, compassionately, -

"Try and keep your courage, Michel, and we will help

you as far as we can. Can't you remain here till your

foot is better? How long have you been here?"

." Thank'ee, miss; I ain't been here so bery long but

what I bought stay longer; for I reckon dere ain't so

many folks wants to come here but dere's room left for

me," said MicLel, as a grim smile flitted over his face.'

" But de massa ob dis house don't gib his boarders

nothin' to eat, and I dopo how I'se to get any thing more

when I done eat up what Kissy gib me."

"We can send you something to eat," said Hubert;

"how long will your provisions last?"

"I reckon I can make 'em last two, three days longer."

"How long have you been here?"

"Ony since night 'fore last."

"Why did you stay so long at one place?" said Hu--
bert, a little sternly. "I thought you had left a -weA
ago."

"0, please, massa, ebery day I think I'd go, and Kissy
she'd coax me powerful to stay one day more; and 'sides
dat, massa, dere ain't half de danger o' being' catched
when I does get started, if I stay roun' here a while, till
dey gets tired lookin' for me. Dem dogs runs ,like de
debil, and dere ain't mighty little use tryin' to get away
from 'em. De safest way is to hide, and I know'd dey
neber would look for me here."

"So you staid with Kissy till you were afraid to stay
longer, and then came here?"

"Zactly, massa," said Michel, who began to be in better
spirits, as he saw his friends intended still to assist him.

"Are you not afraid to stay here alone? "asked Helen,
half smiling.

"Well, now, miss, I can't zactly say I ain't 't all scare,"
he replied, glancing timidly around; "but den, what's a
nigger gwine do4? I must go somewhere, and if dere be
sich tings as dey tells 'bout here, I'se in hopes dey won't
tetch me. I ain't neber done 'em, no harm, and least
ways I neber did hear tell dat dey eber toted niggers back
to dere massas, like live folks does most allers. So you
see I jist makes up my mind I'm safest here, any way."
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"Plato, thou reasonest well;" exclaimed Hubert,
laughing. "I didn't give you credit for so much sense,

and I am pretty sure you won't find any thing here worse

looking than yourself."

"Well, massa, ebery ting was still nuff last night."

"Then if you will stay here, where they will never

think of looking for you, I will try and devise some meats

of helping you away. If I can, I will buy you, and take

you with me to Cuba, next week. You won't be able to

walk much for a long time, probably, and if you should

try to travel in the woods, your foot would soon become

so much inflamed that you could not use it at all. If I

can get you to Cuba, where you can have a doctor attend

to it, you may soon get well enough to go to workand

hen we will make some other arrangement."

0 O massa, I won't neber run away from you," said

Michel, eagerly.I

" I 4on't mean you shall; for you may arrange matters

to suit yourself. You are a brave fellow, and deserve to

be free. I will send John, to you in a day or two, for I

think I can trust him; and meantime, you can keep quiet

here, and mind you don't let any body see you. Don't

speak to any stray nigger that may come along." -

"I'll be careful, massa; and you don't know how I

thanks yer for what yer done, and what you'se gwine do.

I hopes some time I ken show yer how I blesses yer - I

can't neber tell.".

"Well, keep up a good heart, and you'll come out of
this scrape, in spit&gof your lame foot," said Hubert, giv-
ing him his hand, which the poor fellow pressed to his
lips, with tears of gratitude; and after a few more words,
his friends left him, for the short twilight was now fading,
and they were anxious not to be too far behind the rest
of their party, lest their absence should be noticed and
commented upon.

"That Michel is a fellow of mettle," said Hubert, as,
having carefully closed the door, he joined Helen at the
carriage. "I saw his heart sank within hm, as we came
away.; but there he will remain, though no doubt he ex'
pects to battle with the powers of darkness. If he can
do this for the sake of being free, he deserves his free-
dom, and he shall have it. To appreciate his courage,
one pmust know how devoutly the negroes believe in spir-
its, and how mortally they fear them."

"I shouldn't like to stay there alone," said Helen,
looking back, as they drove away. "Nothing less than
the evils he dreads"could induce ne to remain there in
utter darkness and loneliness; and I fear his foot will be
very painful; such injuries are apt to be."

" Poor fellow! between his fears and his pains, he will
have a hard time," said Hubert; "but I don't know that
we can do any better for him. His Qlly safety lies in
concealment.

13
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CHAPTER EIGHTH.

"E1bstence may be borne, and the deep root
Of lIfb and sufferance makes its firm abode
In bare and desolated bosoms. * * * *
But ever and auou, of griefs subdued
Thore comes a token like a scorpion's sting,
Seseseen, but with fresh bitterness endured-"

Dump hidden in a shadowy nook of the forest stood a

lowly cottage, overgrown with vines, and surrounded by
a small garden, where straggling weeds and bushes grew
together, covering the ill-kept beds, and obtruding their
tangled branches into the grass-grown walks. A winding
footpath, evidently little trodden, led from the county
road half a mile away, to this lonely dwelling, inhabited
only by an old negro and his wife, who, infirm and half
blind, were content to vegetate here,

"The world forgetting, by the world forgot."

They were seated together on the doorstep, silently
smoking their pipes, and basking in the sunshine of this
warm May afternoon, when they saw a traveller on horse-

back slowly approaching through the trees.
"Somebody done loss dere way, I reckon," said the old

(146)

man, sententiously, as he removed the stump of his pipe,
and stared at the unwonted appearance.

"Don't see nothing," replied his wife, blinking through

the smoke with her dim eyes.
"You! yer old blind nigger! who specter yer did

see ?- Dere somebody comic' by, though; com' here,

too; done got off he horse. By de Lord," added the old

man, starting up with sudden vivacity of tone and man-

ner, "I 'clare for goodness, I believes it am massa."

He hobbled towards the gate, where the traveller was

now dismounting; his wife followed as fast as her

rheumatic limbs would allow of locomotion ; but the

horse was hitched, and the gate opened, before they could

proffer their services, and Colonel Bell - for it was he

.. advanced towards them, and holding out a hana t6

each, spoke n a cordial and cheerful tone; to which they

responded by repeating a dozen times, "Bres you colo-

nelmassa; you done come back see de ole place once

more; how d'ye, massa, dis long tine thow d'ye, no.w
Ole place look pretty well, 'sideri'; we does bes' w

ken, but we'se gettin' ole, massa."

"You have been getting old this some time past," said

the colonel at length, with a sad smile, as they Went up
the walk together. -"You are comfortable here, aren't yoU
The overseer keeps you supplied from the plantation?"

"Yes, massa, we'se comfor'ble, but we'se getting ole.

Aunt Hepsy here, she mos' blind, and I'se lame, but

we'se comfor'ble -0, yes."

J1
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"O,-yes, we'se comfortable " chimed in the ld wife, and
they both'shook their gray wool, and sat - againn -on
the doorstepover which their master had passed into the
house, casting a thoughtful glance at each other, and a
compassionate one back at him. He noticed it with a
sigh, almost of envy, at the contented old age, of this
humble pair, They heard the sigh, and thinking it was
given to the memories that had drawn him thither, the
negro said respectfully, -

" De key am hangin' in de ole place, massa. I knows
ye don't neber feel like-taldkin' when yer comes here now;
but we'se powerful glad to see yer, and so we keeps chat-
tera'. De ole woman takes de key wunst in a while, to
see dat ebery ting am right in de rooms; but she don't
neber tetch nothin'."

As he spoke, Colonel Bell turned towards a door at the
opposite end of the little room where he stood, which
was fur shed in the most simple manner, and evidently'
served for parlor, bedroom, and kitchen, to its inhabitants.
Beside the door hung a key, which.he took from its nail,
and, turning it in the lock, entered the adjoining apart-
nent. . There were no shutters to the windows, but the

lugnpiant vines formed a screen without, and within white
milin -urtains, overhung with damask draperies, let in
the softened light. This little parlor was one of a suit-
of roomsall tiny in their proportions, but furnished with
such exquisite taste and luxury, that to enter them from

(

4

the rude anstechamber, -seemed -like stepping from the

every-day world into a fairy palace. But dust-lay on the

precious things, and the-air was close and heavy, as if 'for

many years its stillness had been unbroken by any breeze

fromthe outer atmosphere.

Colonel Bell stood still, and, looking about him, yielded

himself entirely to the recollections which thronged every

moment more rapidly, and finding -a melancholy pleasure,

even in his pain.
In one corner a fanciful case of ebony held some choice

books; here and there chairs of curious device invited

him to rest; a few pictures on the walls led the eye away

into shadowy valleys, or, smiling, sunlit plains; on the

table stood a workbox, inlaid with pearl. It was half

open, and in its velvet compartments lay a hsndkerchief

of linen cambric, 'with a tiny gold thimble carelessly

caught in its folds, just as it had been left when the busy

worker was summoned hastily away to fold her hands in

death. A guitar case hung over the mantel-piece. He

opened it, and the faded pink ribbon attached to the-in-

strument fluttered down and fell on his face with a earess

ing touch, that thrilled him like a welcome -froin soie

living thing. He -struck a few notes, but they sounded

like a requiem, and he closed the case with a- smothered

groan, and went his way, paying with stealthy steps
through the apartment, and thinkingtiew every ing that
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met his eye was connected with-hopet happiness, and
love, which had gone from him forever.,

In the innermost room, where, from a silver arrow fas-
tened to the ceiling, clouds of lace fell down to saroud a
bed whose snowy whiteness mortal form should never

press again, several pictures hung upon the walls, hidden
by curtains from the light and dust. He raised the dra.
pery, and looked at each successively. They were simple
drawings, done in crayon or colored chalk, and betokening
more genius than culture. Why were they so muchomore
valuable than the paintings in the parlor, which were gems
of art? 0, he remembered the still, green places, where
a laughing face had looked up to his, as he guided the un-
skilled fingers in the mysteries of design; and he smiled
sadly as he seemed again to. hear the piquant utterance,
the flashes of mirth, the eager anxiety to please him, and
the delight in his approbation that had inade those draw-

ing lessons treasures which no money could purchase.
It was a strange thing, this one love of his life, which

could survive time and the grave, and even now sway
with warm impulses a heart the world had indurated and
worn out. Before the last picture he paused longest. It
was a portrait of himself, when -he was much younger
than now, and a far different man; but it was not at his
own face he looked, though that might well have made

him thoughtful. Behind his fae another was drawn, as
if looking over his shoulder; faintly -drawn, and left-

i

unfiVhed; but thesehadowy lineaments 'had power to

move him to tears. It was the picture of a girlish beauty,
with siniling lips, and deep, thoughtful eyes. God had

been merciful to her, and she had died young
After an hour spent thus, Colonel Bell unlocked a side

door which opened into the garden, and -getting over the
low fence, bent his steps towards a monument of white
marble, which gleamed through the shining green of the
oaks that grew around the little knoll where it stood,
just visible from the house. Walking slowly along,
wrapped d in reveries of the past, he hardly raised his eyes

from the ground until he entered the circle of trees; and
then what was his astonishment to see, in this -place which

he had expected to find so solitary, a stranger seated on the

turf, with his-head resting against the mable!
At the sound of his footsteps the man looked up, and

with, a faint exclamation-rose to his feet and held out his

hand. Colonel Bell barely touched it, with a colcivilty,
and then first finding words for his surprise, he ejacu-

lated,*-
"Robert Bernard4 {here?"
" To be sure," replied the man, rather testily Jo

you suppose nobody comes here but yourself?"
Colonel Bell, leaning his elbow against the 'monumeit,

looked at him a long time, dreamily andsadly,aifhe
was striving to separate the imSges f the patffrn tie
harsh realities of the present, towhieh 'this voie nn
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figure had recalled -him. Presently he said, not un-
kindly, -

"It is several years since I have been here. I supposed-
every body else had quite forgotten her. Do you come
often?"

"Not very; it's too still and ghostlike here. But I
saw something t'other day that made me want to see, with
my own eyes, if this yer stone- stood square and firm
where we put it."

"Why ?,"

"Because I half expected to see it pushed askew,
and the hole underneath empty; for, William Bell, I
saw her very image, face and form, living and breath-

"You must be mistaken," said Colonel Bell, uneasily.
"Mistaken! Do you suppose I don't remember Co-

rilla ? Do you suppose I shouldn't know her again!"
" What do you mean? * People are often very like each,

other when there isn't the slightest relationship."
" But here there was relationship. Wi1am Bell, them

two children didn't die as you told me they did. I sus-
pected it.then, a d I know it now; and you know it too.
I see it in your face." -

"You are talking the most perfect nonsense," said
Colonel Bell, trying to disguise his inquietude. " They
are dead;. she is Aead; every body is dead. Come, let
us comeway from here."

j~i
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They walked away in a direction-that led from the cot-

tage, but Bernard still persisted.

"If you really think so, you are mistaken. Corilla's

child is living at Mr. Warner's, and passes for white. If

you don't believe me you can go there.and see."

"How came you there?" said the colonel, with some

asperity.
"No matter how," replied Bernard, a blush of shame

crossing his sunburnt visage. "I went there, and I was

insulted, and I mean to be revenged. At first, I was

ready to kill young Warner -he treated me like a dog
- but when I came, to reflect upon it, blood is hard to

keep hid, and no man likes the set of a hemp cravat ;s and

besides, I hung round there till I found an easier way of
making him smart. He'll take care nekt time-how he

kicks me, I reckon."
"What do you meal to do?" asked his companion,

anxibusly.
"I findhe means to marry. that girl .Hubert don't

know-who she is, and I reckon she-don't know either.

I was; just coming over here to see you about it, forI may
need your testimony, as I suppose they'd bring it into

court, befre they would give up that she was a nigger.
Jiggoes! won't I humble their pride ?-won't Imake my
gentleman squirm?"

"-Bernard, do you forget that if your suspcionT istrue

she is my child also?" said the colonel; in a-tone that

I
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made his companion start, and look at him with a puz-

sled air.
"Yes, I know. But you gentlemen don't generally

make ;uch count of th kind of children.; except to
ask a high price for the7 sometimes on account of the
breed," he added, with a brutal laugh.

-Colonel Bell suppressed his disgust, and replied- calmly,
"But you cannot think I would take the pains you sup-

plse me to have taken, if I did not intend that these chil-
dren should never know of their obscure birth."

"Well, now," replied he, hesitating, "I know you did
really like Corilla, and no mistake, and you seehied pow-
erfully cut down when she died; and so for her sake I

suppose you do have a different sort of feeling for her
childee from what most men would have. But then I
thought you wouldn't carry it so far as to spite an old

friend; and my heart is set on this business, colonel. The
girl can't be half so much to you as my plan is to me.
Come now, say you will stand by a fellow, for the sake
of old times." Bernard's butter brutality and obtuseness
disamed the anger they provoked, and yet his companion
remembered with a shudder, that a word, a breath, from
this depraved creature, could blast his dearest hopes; and
a cold sweat gathered on his forehead as he walked on,
without replying.

At length, with a total change of manner, he said, "It
is at least a dozen years since I saw you, Bob. What

have you been 4oing with yourself all this time? 'You

don't look quite in the trim you used to, when we were

schoolmates and cronies,"

"No," replied\ the other, with an oath, "my father

wasn't made of money, and my wife didn't 'die and leave

me five or six plantations ; and so while you have been

swimming, I have sunk."

"And now (excuse me -- you are poor?"
"You may well say that - hJob was a fool to me for

poverty."

"Where do you liveH? ave you been staying in this

part of the country?"

"Lately I have. I've seen you sometimes *hen you
haven't noticed me"

"Have you? Where werl you? What is your busi-

ness now?"

"Well," said Bernard, looking down, "my business

ain't exactly' what you aristocratic gents like to keep

company with; though, hang it, if I can see any differ.-

ence between hunting niggers and keeping em to be

hunted. I keep dogs."

Almost involuntarily Colonel Bell shrank from him,

,exclaiming, "is it possible you have come to this'? You,

the son of a gentleman!"

"6Well, now, what is the harm of it?' said the man,

with a bravado air. 'Your#niggers run away, you send
me after 'em with my dogs, and catch 'em. What right

(
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have you, and the ike of you, to stick up your noses

at me?"

"I disapprove of such things altogether," said Colonel

Bell, seriously.

"If you do, your neighbors don t; and, by the way, it

was one of your niggers I was after when I went to Mr.

Warner's, and so happened to get sight of that girl.

Hang me, if I didn't think it was Corilla herself. I

never was so struck up in my life."

"I have sold none of my servants lately. You must

be mistaken about that," said the colonel.

" Your wife has, then - a fellow by the name of Michel.

Mr. Warner owns his wife, and the dogs tracked him

there, and I should have got him if they hadn't protected

him."
"My wife! " murmured the colonel. "Ay, I'll war-.

rant there can be no mischief to me that she hasn't a

hand in."
"What's that you're saying?" asked Bernard.

"Nothing. But tell me, would you not rather be

rich, and live at your ease, and be received in the society

you used to frequent when we were so intimate, than to

live as you do now?"

"To be sure I would. I ain't a fool. But when a

man once gets well down, he can't get up again very

easy.

"But suppose a friend should help him up, and set
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himu og. his feet. goseI, who have more r oney than
I know what to do with, shouW1 give yo. tho surplus,. and
itroduqe you Ito sgpiety."

The man looked at him askance a moment, and said,
with a leer, "Out of pure friendship, of course?"

"Yes, and bqause a gentleman .at have more honora-

Wle revenge upon one who has ofgended him than by tra

ducing and insulting a defenceless girl."
" But don't you see tit I couldn't call him to account

for this offence, without losing all my new-found respecta-

bility; and it is for this I want to get him under my feet
-I wenAt to tveyh im in the tenderest place. He would

rather fight fifty duels than see her belong to me; and
hang it if I dou't buy her the minute she's in the markett"
he said, snapping his fingers, with a savage grin.

A luid gleam shot like lightning athwart -his com-
panion's face, but he restrained himself by a strong- effort,
and replied, IfYet the revenge will be soon over, and per-,
haps he would thank you after all for saving him from the

disgrace of a marriage with one of the inferiorage."

"RHang it ! so he might. I never thought of that,"
exclaimed Bernard, with an expression of chagrin.

"Nothing is more likely," replied the colonel, pursuing
this unexpected advantage; "for if your suspicions are
correct, it would only be an act of friendship to tell him
of them."

1 4 3
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bg mn with ll this talk about suspicions, and the' like

of-that," -said Bernard, suddenly, after a short '!pause.

"For some reason or other you want me to keep, this

secret.- Now tell me what you'll give me to hold my

tongue."

-How much will- you take?" replied he, infinitely

relieved to find his companion had no scruples of delicacy

with regard to being purchased.

"Let me see. Say five thousand dollars down, and the

rest we can agree about six months hence. I can't

quite conclude in a minute what I shall do with myself,

and so -I can't tell how much I shall want. You'll be

liberal, of course?"

"-Any thing in reason. Your present terms I agree to

willingly, and you will bind yourself for these considera-

tions never to breathe to any mortal your suspicions re-

speeting this young lady."

"For that matter, I reckon my word is as good as my

bond," said Bernard, with a short laugh; "but we are

old friends, and I'll play fair with you. But now tell me

honestly, what can induce you to make this bargain if

you don't Inmo I can prove that girl to be Corilla's

child?"
"Because it would be very unpleasant for me to be

drawn -into such an affair with a family so respectable as

the Warners, and I like this young lady so well that I

abid1b: 00ry to havuerrannoy-d. Itwold ,be in

4
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some sort, a disgrace, though you could prove. nothing,
and there are always ill-natured persons who are ready to
believe any scandal, however unfounded."

"01 humbug ! how disinterested we are!" said Ber-

nard, with a side glance. "If that's all, I don't think, it

will pay to sell out. I reckon I'll stick to my revenge."
"As you like," replied Colonel Bell, coldly.

His companion looked at him earnestly, but could
make nothing of 'the expression of his-downcast face;
and they walked on in silence, a struggle going on- be-

tween hatred and avarice,.in which the latter proved vic-

torious. He said, at length, stopping as they reached a
turn in the path,

"I'll come up to your place and see you about this
business ; and you will be t ready to shell out, in ease I
conclude to give up ny suspicions? "

"Certainly ; come at any time; but meanwhile be care-
ful what you say, for the winds carry such matters, and if
you whisper it in a corner I shall hear it."

" I'll be mum as a coffin lid," r plied the other, with a
laugh.

"You couldn't coine down now with a little of the yelo.
low dust, by way of premium, could you? "

Colonel Bell drew from- his pocket his purse, which
was heavy with gold and silver, and poured the pieces
in his outspread hand. Bernard clutched them eagerly
but seemed at the same- time to be half ashanted pn4

/
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*h -n he had triAfeed the to his 6wn -pocket; mur-

nifred mkhinetg abonf beehig the- colonel in a fe days,
and turned abruptly away, with a hasty gobd by.

Colonel Bell looked after him with an expression of

surprise, mingled with strong disgust. "Is it possible?"

he afd, half aloud,c" that this vulgar wretch was once my
friend, my cofiidant, the sole companion to whom I gave

the entrW of the paradise where'I lived with Corilla! "

And then, as that name recalled the sweet and tender

thdughts he had been indulging before he met Bernard,

his face gradually softened, and, with doWncast eyes and

a ineditative Air, he retraced his steps to the cottage.,

The old servant was waiting at the gate; for e had

watched his master go towards the tomb, and was sur-

prised to see him approach from another direction.

"Hope massa find ebery ting all right," he said, a little

anxiously. "Done gone on tree year since niassa here

'fore, and Hepsy and me, we'se gittin' ole."

"Every thing is right, so far as your care is concerned,"

replied Colonel Bell, giving him the keys. 4AYou must

try and hold on as long as you can, Martin, you and

Hepsy; for it would annoy me to have any new hands

about the old place," he added, with a slight sigh. "I

shall have to burn it down when you go."

"Yes, massa," said Martin, cheerfully; "Massa may

'pend on us. We'll hole on to de bery las' bref, an' den

I

ill
ill
'Ii

Ill

"You shall have every thing you need to make you
comfortable," continued the colonel, "and if I go away,
I will leave you in the care of a competent person, who
will supply your wants. Good by, now, and take care
of yourselves."

"iGood by, massa," replied, the negro.; and as, his
master rode away, he added, with a sorrowful shake of
the head, "It's 'mazin' -strange, but 'pears like massa has

. smoked out all he 'bacey, an' broke he pipe;" and this
metaphor, which expressed more fully than any other
image old Martin's idea of utter destitution and loss,
portrayed the colonel's situation with a fidelity of which

his simple soul could hardly conceive.
14-
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CHAPTEl NINTH-

"If, ladies be but young and fir,
They have the gift to khiw it."

* * * *

"0, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful
In the contempt and anger of her lipI"

* * * *

RHow oft the sight of means to do ill deeds
Makes ill deeds done1"I

AT the same hour that Michel was left alone in the
deserted village, the haughty and beautiful wife of Colonel
Bell was pacing with a slow, languid step across the gor-
geous carpet which covered the floor of her drawing
rooms. The fading daylight came in through the lofty
windows, shaded by damask and lace of the costliest tex-
ture, and all the furniture of the apartment was in a cor-,

responding style of elegance and luxury. The house had
been originally a square stone building,'constructed for
defence as well as for shelter, and bearing yet, in. some
places, the marks of battle.' For in the bygone days the
Indian war cry had made its inhabitants tremble behind.
their barricaded doors and windows; and later still, those
windows had been pierced with loophole, from whence
Marion and his sharp shooters had -=at bay the merpe-

nary troops of the ferocious Tarleton; when, for three
(162)

days, the house was a besieged fortress, and the lead of
the clock weights, and the pewter dishes, and at last even

the silver, had to be cast into bullets, before relief came.

But it was the pride of its owners, that it had never

passed into the hands of the enemy-; and in the more

fearful years that succeeded, one generation after another

had improved the grounds around it, and added wings

and outbuildings, in more ornamental styles of architec-

ture, to relieve its massive gloom. The windows had

been enlarged, and the rooms thrown together by folding

doors and arches, and now the whole was furnished

with all of ease, and embellishment, which wealth could

procure. Rare statuary, and articles of virtue, were :scat-

tered around with lavish hand; picrTes, that betrayed

a master's toueh, hung on the walls; and large mirrors,

artistically arranged, multiplied all this tasteful magnifi-

cence.

Through these rooms the lady wandered ; and as her
eye fell on each familiar object,s she glanced in each

mirror to see the reflection of her own queenly bonuty,

clad as she was in robes of silk, and decked with jewels,

the expressioxo-of enui that clouded her brow :grew more

intense, andk -pausing iat last with a gesture of:impatience,
shd exclaimed, "Bah! what use is it to have: all this?
Thoe is iobodyin this coer :ef7the worlfbrwhamit

is dVb te d ma~how; thesimple :fools dnit
46- adne isaf nQneWO

i eMot

I

163A PLA NTER S HOUSE.-

I i

a



HAND WITHOUT- HEART.

Envy me," she added, sighing, after another pause;

" they would be still greater fools if they did. I might
as well be Bluebeard's wife, for any enjoyment I have.

Miserable simpleton that I was to marry him! If my poor

father had only taken me to England himself, instead -'of

sending me trammelled with a husband - good heavens!

to think what my beauty might have been worth to me

there!"
She wrung her jewelled hands, as these broken sen-

tences fell from her lips, and sinking into a chair that

stood near, seemed for a long time lost in reveries of

ng edpain and pleasure. When the thread of thought
brought her back to the present hour, she found herself

sitting in darkness; and rising with a yawn, she rang the
bell, and having ordered lights, went up stairs to her own

boudoir-.
Every thing here, too, manifested artistic taste and ele-

gance; but the mistress of this sumptuous retreat re-

garded it with the same weary indifference with which

she had walked through the rooms below. There was no

soul in all this wealth. It was not the gift of one loving

heart to another. It was not the reckless profusion of au

affection which would win the choicest gifts of earth to

deck the home of its idol. It was mere ostentation, and

she knew it; and, little as Clara Bell could have repaid

to Iowe, she would still have been abundantly gratified by

such homage; and, though she almost hated her husban4k
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her craving vanity was pained in remembering, as she cast
her eye over this array of fiches, that all had been ar.
ranged without one reference to her wishes or her fancy.

Ten years had passed, since Clara Avenel, in the pride
of her youth, and in her peerless beauty, had given
her hand to Colonel Bell, and gone forth under his
protection from the quiet of her country home, to achieve
those triumphs among the gay and fashionable, for which
she panted, and enjoy those pleasures which she thought
her wealth and personal fascinations could not fail to
secure.

Colonel Bell was a blase man of the world, selfish, and
in some measure hardened, as all such are; but he was
proud of his wife, and would have loved her if she had
allowed lini. It needed but few months of matrimony
to convince him of the mercenary motives with which she
had married, and that, for any warmth of heart, or any
earnestness of principle, he might as well have purchased
a marble statue, and endowed it with his name. No
children came to unite them by ties of common hopes and
interests; and so, as time went by, they grew more and
more estranged, until now they dwelt together in this
luxurious home, with hearts as cold, and as immovably
separated, as are the frozen regions of the extreme north
and south.

Ten years. Clara Bell had been looking back over
them, and foun-d' ldt o-cheer in the etrospct Her
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father had died; her early friends were alienated. The
golden apples she had thought worth the price of a life's
happiness had proved themselves, too late, fruit that
mocked the hunger of her soul. The grapes of Esheol,
for which she had longed, had turned to bitter ashes and
dust upon her lips.

A light burned in an alabaster shade, before her toilet

glass, which was upheld by two Cupids, exquisitely

carved, and, pausing here, she gazed long and fixedly at
the image before her; and, as she gazed, the fretful ex-

pression faded from her face, and, raising her hand, she
smoothed away the slight wrinkle which her daily frowns
of discontent had caused. Then with an irrepressible

smile of triumph, she said, softly, "I must not think so

much. They say to much thoughtmakes one look old,
and at thirty I cannot afford to begin to fade. I will
commence reading, and see if there is really any thing in

books to charm away this ennui which is devouring me.
Literary ladies are the fashion nowadays, and I may as
well get what good I can out of this imprisonment, which
I don't mean shall last much longer."

So saying she turned away, and passing to the end of
the hall, went through a long wing which extended from
that side of the mansion, and descended into the library.
This was a large, lofty room, built in the Gothic style,
and almost entirely detached from the rest of the house.

A young negro girl was placing lighted candles on the

table as she entered, and in answer to her mistress's in-

quiry, replied, -

" Massa say he want 'em here ebery night, whether he

home or not."

"Very well," replied Mrs. Bell; and then, as her eye

ran over the books in one of the alcoves, she bade the
girl bring her a certain set, which occupied one of the

high shelves. She brought the book ladder, and pro-

ceeded to obey ; but there were'several volumes indicated,
and in taking them down, she accidentally let some of

them drop. In her anxiety to pick them up before her

mistress should see them, she sprang too hastily from the

ladder, and, in so doing, knocked from the table a* small

writing desk of mahogany, elaborately carved,' which

struck a heavy oaken chair as it fell, and was so broken

that its contents were scattered ov.erthe floor.

Mrs. Bell, who had been looking over some papers at a

distant table, turned when she heard- the noise, and saw

the accident at a glance. She was in a mood to be etas-

perated at a trifle, or she would have cared little for-the

destruction of any article which belonged solely to her

husband ; but now she was glad of an excuse for an- out-

burst of passion-glad of an object on which to wreak

the vague anger and impatience that filled her soul. Fire

seemed to flash from her blue eyes, and crossing the room
with a quick step, she unfastened from her side a-small

cowhide which she always wore hidden beneath hershirt,
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and seized with no gentle hand the terrified girl, who

stood looking with helpless distress at the mischief she

had caused.

"You careless hussy," exclaimed the mistress; and then

came a shower of heavy blows, every one of which left

livid marks on the face and the bare neck and'arms of her

servant ; but she knew too well the penalty of the slight-

est resistance, and without-the least effort to escape them,

remained crouching at her feet, writhing with pain, but

striving to stifle her sobs and groans ; for this delicate lady

never allowed her servants to trouble her with outcries.

At last her arm grew weary, and, qs she paused to take

breath, she commanded the girl to pick up the things,

and restore them to.their places. Wiping away her tears,

she tried to obey; but it was in such nervous haste, that

after she had left the room Mrs. Bell saw a small morocco

case, which had fallen from the desk, lying on the floor

beneath the table. She took it up and opened it, care-

lessly, at first, for she thought she had long ago exam-

ined every thing in that antique desk, which had stood

for years in the same spot, containing gementoes of the

colonel's early days, letters from his brothers and sisters,

all of whom were now dead, and miniatures of his par-

ents, painted on ivory in stiff and prim old fashions-.

But this !-none of the Bell family had ever borne

the face which looked up at her theb ; and, at the first

glagee she started violently, a deep c)lpr fidshed her

cheeks, and a wild, vague expression gleamed in her eyes.

Going n~earer the light she examined the case, which was

old and worn, as if by much use, and then, more closely

than before, the miniature it contained.

"It is herself," she niurmured. For Mrs. !;ell had

been so much 'alone for the last two years,,that she had

contracted a habit of talking to herself when excited. "It

is her face, and yet it is different. The same black hair,

the same coral-red lips, the same style"of beauty, and yet

there is a difference - what is it?"

She remained a long time absorbed in thought, with

her eyes fixed on the-picture, and then her brow lighted

with a sudden memory. "I have it," she exclaimed,

smiling triumphantly, and then, as if- overwhelmed with

her own thought, she grew a little pale, and catching her

breath said, in a low tone, " Good heavens, what a time

there will be! and to think I should have found it out!"

Then she returned to the desk; for she was curious to

1now where this secret had been kept; and in turning it

round she discovered that it had a false bottom, in which

a shallow drawer had opened, concealed by the carving

, of the wood. The spring of this drawer must have been

broken by the shock of falling, for now it was pushed partly

open, and could not be shut; but a paper remained

within it, in which was enclosed a long ringlet of glossy

black hair, and two shorter curls of flossy si k, that had

evidently been cut from a child's head Mrs. Bell touhed
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them daintily, with a strange, mocking smile on her face,
and laid them back in their pla ; but the miniature she
put'carefully in her pocket; and taking a book returned to
the drawing room.

As she passed through the hall she met one of her hus-
1band's valets, and as he bowed respectfully and stepped
aside, that she might pass, she stopped and asked him when
his master was expected home. Although Colonel ell
treated his wife with the most elaborate courtesy w en--
ever they appeared together in public, in the privacy of
home life their conduct to each other was marked by a
studied indifference, which could not be disguised from
the servants - those'spies of domestic secrets. So the
man stared with unaffected surprise at this question, and
at the eager manner, which she could not wholly repress.
He replied that the colonel, who had been absent some
days, would return late that evening, and then went his
way, to wonder what could have occasioned such ai un-_
wonted interest in his master's movemenj.-

The next morning Mrs. Bell woke early, for a new ex-
citement of feeling had broken the monotony of her life,
and rendered sleep impossible. She touched the spring ,
of a sniall silver bell, and before the sound had died
away a maid appeared from the anteroom, where she
waited .

"Open the curtains, and then call- Manse. - I * be
dressed iow" said her mistress.

"So early as this, Miss Clara ?" replied the astonished
servant, pausing, as she looped up the lace drapenes.

"Yes. Open the shutters! there, that's far enough.
Now call Marise, and bring the coffee."

Th6 girl went.out to obey the order, and then Mrs. Bell
sprung up in bed and leaned forward,,until through the

window she could see the wing of the building in which
the colonel's suit of rooms was situated, The shutters
of his chamber were fast closed, but"the window of the
anteroom was open, and ar servant was leaning out to chat
with a pretty mulatto girl, who was gathering flowers in

the garden below.

"He has returned," she murmured, "for there is that
perfumed popinjay he carries about with him every where.
How he can sleep with their chattering in his ears I don't
see ; but I believe he indulges his servants on purpose to
make it more difficult for me to govern mine properly."

A step was heard approaching; she sank back onthe
pillows, and the maid reentered, followed by another
who carried a silver waiter containing a French roll, and
coffee which sent up its fragrant steam from a precious
cup of Sevres china. The girl knelt beside the bed and
held the,waiter, while her mistress regaled herself with
its contents.

When she had withdrawn, Marise entered. She was a
favorite servant who-had accompaniedker mistress oad,
and been apprenticed in Paris to hairdeser, un she
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was perfect in her art. She studied her mistress's, pleas-
ure, and had contrived to make herself so nebessary to

her, that Clara treated her with unusual consideration;

and she, priding herself upon her position and education,

refused to associate with most of the other servants, and

was envied and feared by them even more than their

mistress.

The process of dressing consumed some time, for Mrs.

Bell, having nothing else to do, amused herself with

making elaborate toilets, and ifs as carefully dressed for
a solitary breakfast in her room as to entertain a large
company of admiring guests. She had such a passion for

her own beauty, she could not -see it dressed otherwise,

than in jewels and fine raiment ; and she studied every
effect of color, and drapery, and position, with a patient

assiduity worthy of -a higher end. She even tried, at
times, tomontrol her temper, because she learned that the

indulgence of strong emotion .anticipated the hand of

Time in making unsightly wrinkles on the face; but in

this attempt she was tiot always successful.
After she was dressed, and breakfast had been served,,

she hesitated whether to wait until the dinner hour, when
she usually first met her husband for the day, or to ven-
ture into the library, where he spent his mornings, while
at home, in looking over and arranging various matters

of-usiness. But she was too impatidht, too much excited,
t6 defer the sclaircissement-which was to give her ank

a hold on him.

For months he had compelled her to remain. in that
country solitude,.far from the dissipation for which she had
a natural craving, and which habit had made almost a
necessity, of her existence; and in a thousand ways he
had made her feel that she was in the power of one who
cared little for her anger or her tears. Now she would
humble hin. Now she would force him to comply with
her wishes, and give her the sanction of his presence jn
those journeyings and gayeties for which she had longed.
so wearily.

Full of these thoughts she wandered through the gar-
den, where the air was heavy with the morning perfume
of a thousand flowers, and passing thence through a glass
door into the library, she took a book and seated herself
at the table.

She had long to wait, for Colonel Bell had reached
home late at night, and his slumbers were progsged by
fatigue. When at length he sauntered into the room, he
lifted his eyebrows with a negligent surprise to see it thus
occupied; but although he had been absent a week, no
other salutation passed between them than a cold "good
morning," haughtily given and as haughtily returned.
Then followed a few commonplace remarksupon the sea-

son, and the weather-; the colonel secretly- wondering
why his wife should seek him, and she gathering her
courage. for what she had to say; for she, who feared
nothing else in .heaven or earth, feared him. He had

15 *
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never been violent, rarely abrupt, but there was something
in his voice and look that made her tremble; ftmagnetism

in his eye before which her own proud glance was quielled;

a hardness and sternness of character, and a quiet obsti-

nacy of disposition, against which the foam and fury of

her storms of.passion dashed themselves only to fall back

wasted and broken.

Now, as in walking listlessly around the room, he

glanced over her shoulder at the book she was reading,

his lip curled with a sarcastic smile, and he said, in a

careless tone,

"Wonders will never cease! Mrs. Bell reading, and

not reading a novel! Pray, are you taking to literature,

as some ladies take to devotion, on their retirement from

the world?"

"I have not retired from the world," said his wife, lay-

ing down the book, and turning towards him with a de-

fiant air.

"You have not? Ah, well ! there are different degrees

of retirement. I should call it rather lonely here."

"Lonely! yes; but I shall stay here no longer. I

shall go to the springs this summer, and you can go with

me or not, as you please - perhaps we shall each enjoy

ourselves as well apart. A short separation will make it

more delightful for us to be together during our journey

in the autumn."

"6Our journey where?"

"To Europe. You say you are going there in the fall, and

I must go with you. I cannot stay here another winter."

There was a pause, during which* they looked steadily

at each other, she flushed and determined, and he with a

languid surprise, as if he would not :take the trouble to

be curious at her excitement of manner.

At length she repeated, "I say I Will not stay here

longer alone."

His voice took a deeper tone, and his eye grew more

commanding,; but he only said, briefly," You will not?"

I will not."

"Madam, you will."

"Who shall compel me?"

"I will. We have talked enough on this subject in

other tinies, and you know that I choose you shall stay

here; it is the only place left for you, for never will I

introduce you into society as my wife."

It is difficult to describe the manner in which he said

this, there was in it so much quiet power, and yet it was

so scornfully -easy and careless; but she, trembling with

rage, clinched her hand and raised it, as she cried out, in

reply, "Who are you that, say this? What are you, that

you pretend to be ashamed of me?"

"Woman!" he exclaimed, fixing his eyes on he- With

a lightning glance, " will you force -me to recall thd past ?
Will you compel me to speak your shame? Renibmber

the last winter in London! Remenbertyour giddy dissi-

pation, your vaiity, your imprudence! Remember the

-j
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Marquis of Owersby, and your infatuation, that came so

near ending in exposure and disgrace -for us both. If

you could have made me a laughing stock, you would

have cared little for the rest; but my plans were laid

very quietly. Nobody knew that I was the person

who outwitted that dissolute lord, and disappointed the

false wife who was willing to share his forced journey

across the channel."

She shrank back in her chair, and turned very pale

while he had been-speaking, but she would not turn away

her eyes ; she would not seem to yield to the load of dis-

honor he was heaping upon her. A desperate courage

nerved her, and she dared to brave him even yet.

"Few men besides you would have taken such things so

quietly," she replied, tauntingly. "A man of spirit would

have been divorced from a wife who had treated him thus."

" Do you think so? " he said, with a sardonic laugh.

"Do you not see that this is the very gist and pith of my

revenge? You are rich, you are beautiful, you are un-

scrupulous. If you were freed from the chain that binds.

you to me, you would soon surround yourself with pleas-

ures, and make life a holiday. You would find friends

ready to believe you had been wronged and slandered,

and perhaps you might marry again, for there are enough

brainless lords, who, with the reality of your beauty, and

the fiction of your wealth, might be induced to marry

even a divorced wife. I knew this, and I knew that

when you had attained this end, you would care little for

the means by which you, reached it; and do you suppose

I would be foolish enough to allow you thechance of this

triumph? That would have been no -punishment; but

this - to dress yourself elaborately, and have no one to

admire you; to know that your youth is fleeting, and

your beauty waning, and no chance remains of improving
the time still left in bringing conquests to your feet ; to

have a house full of fine furniture, and no opportunity to
display it; a wardrobe of fine dresses, which none see or

envy you the possession of- this is a daily, hourly tor-
ture, which, paltry as it would seem to a womia of any
mind or heart, is, to one of your character, almost too

great for endurance. This solitude wearies you intolera-

bly ; this unsatisfied vanity grows retenous, and feeds upon
your most precious possession - your race. I see it, and
I rejoice over it. This house is a prison, but- you shall
remain here while the laws of the -land give a husband
power to fix his wife's dwelling-place."

His face had grown almost fiendish in its expression of
relentless hate and revenge, and he was going on to say
more, when she, stung to madness, cried out, "Look
here !" and held the miniature suddenly before him, at
arm's length above her head. He knew it at, a glance,
and if that fair young face had been Medusa, armed with
all her terrors, he could not have been petrified with a
more stony amazement; he could not have grown more
ghastly pale and faint, or gasped for breath more piteously.

Then came a swift reaction. aava you been playing
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the spy? Are you thief, s well as wanton? " he hissed
out from his clinched. teeth, with a fierce impetuosity,
such as, in all their miserable life together, he had never
shown before; and she sprang from her chair with a faint

shriek, for at that moment he looked as if he would have

-murdered her.
He seized her with a grasp of steel, and placing her in

her chair again, forced her to resign the miniature, though
she struggled to retain it. Then, thrusting it in his bo-

som, he stood with one hand on her chair, and for a little

while not a word was spoken between them. Both were
endeavoring to regain some degree of self-control. Pres-
ently he said, in his usual calm voice, "Where did you
get this picture?"

" I picked it up as it laid on the floor in this very room.

One of the servants knocked your desk down by a' care-
less movement, and as it was broken, this fell out. Now,
sir, I hope you will reflect with satisfaction upon the very
gentlenianly epithets you have applied to me."

He bit his lip, and turned away to see if she spoke the
truth; and when he saw the condition of the desk, a flush
passed over his face, and, without looking up, he asked,

"Do you know whom the picture represents ? "
- "It is a miniature of your mistress, Helen Dupr6."

There was a malicious triumph in her tone, as she re-
plied, and her eyes gleamed with a keen light, for she

knew those venomous words had poisoned alike his dear-
est memories and his fondest hopes.

He regarded her with that strange magnetic gaze be-
fore which, until now, her own had ever fallen, and said,
in a slow, lingering manner, as if trying meanwhile to
read in her face the full extent of br knowledge,

"You say what you 'piow is not true. That young
girl is pure as the light of summer. Her name must-not

be spoken by such lips as yours. This is not her min-
iature."

"It looks like her," said Mrs. Bell, willing to prolong
her pleasure in his perplexity.

" Not exactly ; though there is a similarity that I my-
self noticed, and which is quite remarkable in an entire
stranger. Still there is a difference. Miss Dupre has
larger eyes, and her hair does not curl."

" But her mother's did!" interrupted his wife, with a
loud, exulting laugh. "0, immaculate piece of perfec-
tion that you are, I have found you out-; you arel in my
power now!" I

"What do you know,?" asked Colonel Bell, quietly ;
and his voice only grew more deep and stern.

" What do I know? Have I not heard of your early
insanity for that mulatto girl? Do I not find in her min-
iature an exact resemblance to my neighbor's governess?
Do I not find in your secret drawer hair that might have
been cut yesterday from her head, and three names
Corilla. Helen! Charles! Yes, sir, you may well turn
pale-., Did I not hear you say that you -iecogniz&daher
at a glance? Do I not see your iterest in he ? Did 1

t
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not hear her speak of her brother? And cannot I put all

these together, and conjecture whatgI4o not know? "

"1What do you conjecture?" he asked, with the same

unmoved manner, in the same low, terribly calm fones.

"I conjecture tb6.t you.have contrived in some way to

make every body believe these children died - for so I

have always heard; that you sent them to the north,

and have managed to have them grow up and be educated

with the belief that they were vhite. I know that you

now will do almost any thing keep the secret, and allow

your neighbor to marry that base-born girl. I know that

you, who are so hard-hearted, are fool enough to love this

child of a nigger, for her mother's sake, and intend to

impose her on the community as if she had a right to be

received as an equal, You prate about honor! This is

yours!"

"And what do you intend to do?"

"We may as well understand each other. If you will

grant my wishes, and treat me as I ought to be treated,

I will not interfere with your plans; I will even cul-

tivate an Acquaintance with Mrs. Hubert Warner. Per-

-haps some consideration is due from me towards the

child of my beloved husband," she added, with a jeering'

laugh.

- "And if I do not?" he asked, gloomily.

"Then I will thwart you, and this girl shall take _her

-proper place as a servant," she answered, with haughty

determination.

His gaze fell from her face to the floor at his feet, and
he stood absorbed in thought, the purport of which his
wife endeavored vainly to read in the rigid lines of his
stern countenance. Then he said, slowly, "I shall ask
no promises fro you, for I learned, long since, that your
promises are but empty breath. I shall think of what
you have said, and if I consider it best to yield to you in
some degree, I shall do so. But this I do say, and you
will do well to heed me. Clara Bell," and here he spoke
louder and quicker, going close to her, and looking
straight into her eyes, "if that young girl suffers in act
or thought through any word of yours, I will shut you up
in a prison, from whence it will not be as easy to escape
as from this."

His wife shrank away from him, terrified at his savage
words and manner ; but still her beautiful lip curled with
an incredulous smile, and she said; faintly,

"What do you mean? There are no Bastiles in this
country, in which to shut up refractory wives.

"There are other places, though. There are pleasant.
little retreats where women are sometimes sent, when
they haven't sense enough to know how to behave. Some
people call them madhouses."

"You cannot! You dare not!" she cried, starting
away from him in horror.

"Tempt me, and see if I dare not !. Try me, and see
if I cannot!" And with these words he left the room.
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CHAPTER TENTH.

"In glowing health, with boundless wealth,
Yet sickening of a vague disease,
You know so Ill to deal with time,
You needs must play such pranks as these."

WHEN Clara Bell sought her husband in the library,

her thoughts had been fixed solely upon advancing her
own wishes by means of the new ascendency she im-

agined herself to have acquired over one whom she feared

almost as much as she hated. She had determined to

restrain her temper, to be quiet and persuasive, and obtain

from him a promise that, if she would not interfere with

his plans, he would take her back to the gay European

life she had enjoyed so much.

But as usual, he had angered and outwitted her, reviled

and taunted her, mocked at her power and dared hero

* use it; 'and now her whole frame throbbed and trembled

with an uncontrollable rage, and the most intense desire

to revenge herself. Yet how? Wary even in the midst

of her wild passion, she racked her brain for means by

which to thwart his cherisheft scheme, without compromis-

ing the faint hopes of his compliance which she still held,

or provoking the anger w ch she dreaded. It would have

(182)-

been wiser in him to have promised the indulgence she

craved; but having already denied it, his pride refused'

submission to her attempted coercion. When a man's

foes "are they of his own household," it is hard for him

to conduct the battle with coolness and skill.

But the mockery, the mask of life, must be kept up;
for, severed in every other feeling, they were united in the

pride that shrank froiar exposing their domestic unhappi-

ness to the gossiping curiosity of society; and guests had

been invited to dine with them. Clara had forgotten it

until reminded by her maid that it was time to dress for

dinner; and then, though the servants had shrunk all the

morning from her flashing eyes and her loud voice, she

dressed her face with smiles, and toned her words to their

softest cadence ; and robed with royal magnificence, she

descended to play the hostess to some dozen 'gentlemen,

who went away envying Colonel Bell, and, in the fulness

of after-dinner satisfaction, praising equally his cook and

his wife.

The colonel had accompanied his guests to their car-

riages, and after they drove away he retuned to the

drawing room, hoping to find Clara; for prudence whis-

pered it would be well for him to pretend to more friend-

liness, for a little while at least, in order to be secure from

her machinations until he had settled matters with Bernard.

She was standing .before one of the mirrors, but the

hard and bitter expression of her face told that, for once,

she stood thus without thinking of her own beauty,



US ELES WEAITIH. 185
184 C A sT E.

when she saw behind her the reflection of her husband

advancing, with a scornful smile on his lips at the position

in which he found her. She turned quickly, and drew

herself up with a defiant air; but he came nearer, and

carelessly holding out to her a flower which he had

plucked as he came* along, made some remark upon its

delightful perfume.

Without deigning any reply she struck at it with a

swift motion of her delicate little hand, and the broken

stem fell to the floor.

" Is it thus you treat it? " said Colonel Bell, in a low

voice. "I meant it for a peace offering."

She looked down upon it, and her lip curled proudly

as she answered, "Yes, truly, it is a fitting peace offer-

ing! Do you know the language of that flower?"

"No. I am not versed in that nonsense," said the

colonel, in surprise at the question.

"It means 'concealed:hatred '- truly, a fitting peace

offering to pass from you to me!"

As she spoke she- stooped to pick up the flower, and

then, crushing it with a strong grasp, she threw it at him,
and passed out of the room. He caught it as it fell, and

holding the crumpled petals in his open hand, regarded

them silently with a face that grew every moment sterner

and paler, and then laid them carefully within the leaves

of his pocket book. "Concealed hatred, I accept the

omen," he murmured aloud; and, with a sigh, he turned

away, and sauntered forth into the garden.

Clara, seated at the window of her boudoir, looked after

him with a scowling brow. Ah, what availed to that

miserable pair all the wealth and beauty around them,

or the delicious air of that summer day, golden with

sunshine, and filled with bird music, and redolent with

perfume of the countless flowers in that garden where

no " heart's-ease-" grew? The chain that bound them

together was galling them almost to madness; and Clara

felt its weight most- heavily at this moment, because

she reflected, that in her passion she had rejected the

first slight overture of reconciliation'; and knowing his

stubborn pride, she doubted if it would ever be re-

newed. No real peace or harmony could ever be be-

tween them; but for that she cared little, if the hollow

semblance could b-qt release her from the solitude of

the splendid mansion, where he had for two years kept

her an unwilling prisoner.

As she watched him, with her cheek leaning wearily on

her hand, "chewing the cud of fancies" that had no

sweetness mingled with their bitter, she noticed a person

approach and accost him;- and then a very earnest conver-

sation occurred as they paced slowly 0ip and down the

sandy walk.

She was wondering with an idle curiosity who the

stranger could be, when the little maid that stood fanning

her said, suddenly, "Dat ar am de bery man came here

t'oder day see massa."

16*
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"0, no, child; that was a very common person: this

gentleman is well dressed."

"He done bought he clothes since, den, for I mem-

bers him bery well, he so bery anxious see massa."*

Mrs. Bell made no reply. She remembered the man

referred to; for happening to be on the terrace she* had

heard him inquire for the colonel, but she did not notice

him as closely, or remember him as well, as the child did,

and would have given the subject no further thought, had

not Marise, who entered soon after, remarked carelessly,

as, standing by the window, she noticed the direction in

which her mistress's eyes were gazing,.-

" That gentleman and the colonel are having a mighty

long talk."

"I see they are; I wonder what it is all about," replied

Mrs. Bell, languidly.

"I was on the piazza," replied the maid, "and they

seemed so much excited that I really felt some curiosity,

and so I happened to remember that I left my handker-

chief in the arbor, down at the bottom of the walk, and

so I was obliged to pass them."

She paused. Her mistress made no reply and mani-

fested no interest, but she knew she was held as a sort of

spy on her master's actions, and therefore went on.

"You ktiow* Miss Clara, I never listens. I scorn it.

But then sometimes a body can't help hearing; and as I

pass d the first time, they was talking about money, and

when I came back they was talking about some woman.

I ca't be positive about it;' but I suspect that I heard the

name, and if I did it was Millar, or Rillar, or some such."

"Rillar! was it Corillai?" exclaimed Mrs. Bell, start-

ing from her languid attitude, her listlessness all gone, and

her manner so eager and excited, that Marise opened her

eyes in astonishment at this change from the affected in-

difference with which her communications were generally

received.

",Perhaps it was," she answered; "they noticed me,
and so I had to hurry by."

Mrs. Bpll bit her lip till the blood left it, and 4 ed
her hands in sudden impatience, while she cast a more

searching glance than before at the two, who, still in ear-

nest conversation, walked up and down between the flat,
broad-spreading garden beds, that afforded no chance of
eavesdroppings. 0, if she could hear what they were

saying! If some fairy gift would only make her invisible

till she had learned that secret! At length Colonel Bell
and his companion went into the library together, and
then Clara rose suddenly and left the room. She had not
spoken since the last exclamation of surprise, and now
the maid and the child looked at each other with wonder-
ing eyes, and the former, stepping to the door, opened it
gently and peeped out. "I thought so," she said, .and
turned back with a 'smile.

"'Pears like somepin done come over miss,"'said the
child ; "dis mornin de want no sich ting as pleasing

186
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her, and now she don't mind ef I hain't fanned her'more'n

half de time."

"How you do murder words!" said Marise, giving

herself a grand air, d la Madame Bell. "Why don't you

learn to speak correct, child? Your mistress is absorbed."

",I dono whether she's 'sorbed or not, but she mighty

eurus dese two days. 'Pears like she crazy," replied the

child, subdued by her companion's manner, and yet cling-

ing to her freedom of thought.

It has been said that the library was nearly detached

from the house, touching it only at the extremity of one

of the wings, where a door opened at the foot of stairs that

led from Colonel Bell's apartments. Into this part of

the building Clara rarely went when he was at home; but

now she trod with light, swift steps along the narrow

entry, and down the stairs, beneath which a small closet

had been constructed, where fishing and hunting imple-

ments were kept.

Into this nook she crowded herself, and shutting the

door as nearly as she could, was secure from observation;

for it was quite dark in the passages. Then cautiously

removing some rubbish, that with apparent carelessness

was piled in one, corner of the shelf, she revealed a small

aperture through which one might look into the library.

Alternately applying her eye and ear, she looked and

listened ; but still her burning curiosity was but partially

satisfied; for, instead of being -in his usual place by the
table, at the end of the room, near her hiding-place, the

Hi
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colonel was standing before the secretary, inan opposite

corner, and his companion, with his hands in his pockets,

walked about, looking at the books, and occasionally

making some remark about them.

Once he came so near her, and remained so long

gazing in that direction, she thought he must have dis-

covered the hole through which she was peeping; but he

passed on without remark, and she breathed -mere freely

again.

At length, however, Colonel Bell closed his -secretary,

and, coming towards the table, beckoned his companion

to sit near him. But few words passed between them

after this. The stranger seemed to be in high spirits, and

once or twice attempted a joke; but the colonel was grave

and taciturn, and in silence counted a pile of bills, which

he afterwards gave to the other, who counted them in his

turn, and transferred them to his porte-monnaie. Then

pushing back his chair, he said, as he arose,

a"Well, now this matter may be considered as settled,

and your pretty Helen may sleep in peace--so long,-as

the cash lasts."

"Berniard, I depend upon your honor as a gentleWai,"

replied the colonel, gravely, and with a slight uneasiness

of manner.

"Soine folks would say it.was rather poor depen4ence,"

said the stranger, snapping his fingers carelessly.' " Ivy

been i some queee places since you w kewamecoloue;

places where it would have-heennratheratightsquee to

-1
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earry much of a load of honor. However, I know which

side of the hoe cake the 'lasses is on, and I'll be fair with

you. You say you are going to Charleston to-morrow."

"Yes, I shall be gone a few days. You go to Colum-

bia, I believe."

"Yes, I'm going up there a while, and when I come

(back, may be I'll call in and dine with you some day. I
want to. see your wife. They say she's devilish hand-

some."

"Devilish handsome! She's all that," replied Colonel

Bell, with an irrepressible emphasis on the adjective,

which did not escape the quick ear of his companion;

and as they stood in the waning light from the high win-

dow, Clara saw him turn with a half whistle and a side

glance, saying,-

" Ah! termagant, is she ? Wears the breeches?

Makes the colonel stand round? "
"No. I am master in my own house, and always in-

tend to be," was the stern, emphatic answer which reached

Clara's ear, as they moved towards the door.

She waited to see no more, but leaving her hiding-

place, rushed breathlessly to the boudoir, where Marise

was waiting her return; having sent away the child, that

there might be no spy upon her mistress's motions, save

herself. Yet though she expected something unusual,

she was unprepared for the vehemence with which Mrs.

Bell seized her hand, and drew her towards the hall, ex-

claiming, in a suppressed tone, --

BERNARD IN DEMAND. 191

"Run! fly! follow that stranger, and find -ut where
he lives."

"Me, Miss Clara! How can I ? He don't live in these
parts, I reckon," said Marise, hesitating, and half trei-
bling before the wild light in the eyes fixed on her.

"Overtake him, then," she answered, huriedly; "go,
quick; lose no time, then; for, though lie walked here,
he may have left a horse somewhere near."

"I can't, miss; it's dark now; I can't go in the dark,
alone."

"You must," replied her mistress, stamping her foot,
and pushing the girl forward. "If you overtake him, I
will give you that satin dress you wanted. -Here he goes,
now. Follow him, that's a good girl, and I will pay-you
well for it."

Marise looked out the window, and seeing the stranger

disappear through the garden gate, she said, in a molli-

fled tone, " If I can come up with him, I will. What
shall I tell him?"

"Tell him to come -here to-morrow afternoon. Say-
that I must see him before he goes to Columbia. Fly,
child, or you will lose him in the darkness of the wood."

But before she had finished speaking, the prompt, quick-

witted servant glided from the room, and a moment after,
Mrs. Bell saw her flitting through the shadows of the
hedgerow, in the direction Bernard 'had taken.

It was an hour before she returned; for sheik divining

some mystery, had taken the -precaution to- follow'titil
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she was sure her own steps could not be traced by any

one from her master's side of the house, before she ac-

costed her unconscious companion, who was quite startled

at her sudden appearance, and not a little surprised at

the message she brought.

Colonel Bell and his wife did not again meet until the

next morning, when he joined her in the drawing room,
where she was trying to amuse herself with the piano.
Her faultless hands and arms showed well in such a posi-
tion, and therefore she liked to keep herself in practice.

Each was coldly polite to the other, and a few remarks
passed between them, in quiet tones. No allusion was

made to the occurrences of the previous day. The storm

was over for this time, and the colonel was so unusually
gracious that he even told her of his intended trip to

Charleston, and begged to know if she had any com-
mands; and when the carriage was announced, to take

him to the railway station, he bade her a courteous fare-
well, and hoped -she would enjoy herself till his return, in
tones which tried not to sound sarcastic. She smiled

calmly in reply. But 0, what a world of bitterness was
in her heart! Sheounted the hours, the minutes of that
weary day, and was beginning to fear the stranger would
not come, at her call, when the servant announced Mr.
Bernard, and he entered. The business for which she
desired to see him was one requiring some diplomacy; but

Clara possessed the advantage of beipg herself perfectly
unscrupulous, and of knowing that her companion had

f

been once bribed; and a few minutes' studyof his face
convinced her the operation might be repeated with en-
tire safety.

Bernard was indeed much changed since the time when,
in the heyday of youthful pleasure, he had been the boon
comrade of Colonel Bell; but it was the legitimate change
from a frolicsome, unprincipled youth, to a coarse and dis-
sipated manhood. Then there was little apparent differ-
ence between them, except that one would :have said
William Bell was of a finer and more sensitive organiza-
tion than his chosen friend; and it may be that he was
only saved from a similar ruin by the one deep grief
which, for a time, broke off his intimacy with- the jolly
fellows of his set, and the influence exercised in that dark
hour by the piety and forgiving love of his neglected wife,
After her death, he went abroad, and thus his, early ac-
quaintances were in a measure forgotten; and, thoughhis

after life was far from being blameless, he had never re-
sumed the tendency towards low dissipation in which
Bernard had squandered his fortune, and lost respectabil-"
ity and friends. The latter would probably have been a
hard and rough man, even had he tried- to pursue the
paths of honor and virtue ; and the depth to which his
original nature had become callous, may be known from
the fact that for some months-past he had been-the keeper
of a pack of bloodhounds, with which he hmited runaway
negroes, enjoying the business as much as the savage
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beasts whose unerring scent he followed. Human nature
can descend to no lower degree of depravity.

Too brutal to be in any wise able to understand the
nature of the love his early friend hal entertained so long,

he regarded Colonel Bell's affection for Corilla's -child as
a wayward freak, similar to those which, in old times,
used to furnish food for many a good-natured jest ; and

as the laugh which he bestowed on this was somewhat
more sardonic, he had very little faith that it would prove
a persistent humor, and had accepted his offer of money,
repeating to himself the old proverb, "Make hay while
the sun shines." Added to this was his hatred of Hu-

bert Warner, and an habitual recklessness, which hard

drinking had not tended to diminish, and a shallowness

of brain which made it easy for a skilful tongue to confuse

his ideas; so that it was no wonder if Clara Bell found in

this man a tool ready fitted for her hand.
Still he hesitated long between the present advantage

of the bribe she offered, and the hope of more prolonged
benefit from his power over Colonel Bell; and his curi-
esity was aroused to know why the wife was so full -of

eagerness to further that which the husband was as eager

to avoid.
To the latter inquiry she gave slight answer, but upon

the former she exerted all the force of art. She had, by
a few questions, drawn from him the outlines of Corilla's

history ;aand now, she -pretended to coincide with the sug-

gestioi which he uinwarily hazarded, that Colonel 'ell

was always full of whm, and-that this would probably
pass away as others. had done. "At any ate,'- she
added, "you cannot suppose he would be willirig to ad-
vance money many Snes ; it is easy enough to promise,
but it is easier to change one's mind, when the promise
draws on the purse strings."

"I don't know about that; a man will }leed pretty
freely when his temper is up," replied Bernard.

"6A man so calm and cool as the colonel don't often
let his temper hurt his interest," Clara said, sarcastically.

"That may be; but when he has once shut my mouth,
it will be for his interest to keep it shut," he answered.

"You are mistaken there. lie has deceived you," re-
plied the lady. "Next fall we are going to Europe, to
remain several years; and of what consequence will the
opinion of our neighbors be to us then? What shall we
care for their gossip? And as for Mr. Hubert Warner,
he has lived principally in Cuba for five years, and when
he is married, will take his bride-there, and then they
will be quite out -of the reach of any thing you may say
or do. What hold will you have then on ColoInel Bell?
and how can you be so, foolish as to believe that he will
think it necessary to repay your silence with money?"

"If that ia true, I shall be left out in the cold, and, in
six months from this, if I should want to remind him of
this neat -little bargain of ours, he can afford o0 let me
go to the dogs. I know him of old. A fellow might
as well try to whistle up hill at a, mark, as to expect to
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get any thing out-of him, when he takes a notion against

it; -and I don't think he likes my meddling in his affairs

very -well."

"You may make sure he doeqp't," replied Clarm.

" Did he say any thing to you about going to Europe? "

'kHang it ! no, not a word. Zounds! if he has been

humbugging me, he'll find I'll have a slice of that private

pudding of his yet, I reckon."

"Don't your own common sense tell you that it is as

I say? " returned Mrs. Bell. "If by any means he can

keep this matter secret a few months longer, there-will

afterwards be no danger of having it divulged. It will

only occasion a little gossip, at which the happy pair can

afford to laugh, and which Colonel Bell will not even hear

of, unless you very kindly take the trouble to inform him.

He will doubtless be much obliged to you for the infor-

mation, but I. suspect he won't pay you a great deal for it."

" Hang it!" said Bernard, coarsely, "you needn't

laugh at a fellow. How much better will you lo .for ,

me?. I reckon you'll want me to chew your secret in

t'other side of my mouth, won't you?"

All the pride of Clara's soul revolted against the air of-

vulgar familiarity with which this was uttered, and with a

hauteur that was intended to abash him, she answered,---

"Of course this business is private, and it will be for

your-interest as much as mine that Colonel Bell should

not know who instigated you to the deed, and showed-

you how hehas been imposing upon you. But I do not
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care so very much about it. If you choose to rely upoir
him, you may do so, and find yourself disappointed.
These jewels I offer you are worth far more than you will
ever get from him."

As she spoke, she opened a morocco -case, from the
velvet lining of which a set of diamond ornaments flashed
out brightly. Bernard's eyes glistened, as he held out
his hand for them; but she retained them, saying, "Not
now; there must be something done to earn them, be-
fore I give them up."

"How much might they be worth, now?, How do I
know they are not all sham?"

"Sham! Do you think I would wear paste?" ex-
claimed Mrs. Bell, with an indignation which convinced
him that her jewels were what they seemed.

" They can't be worth less than twenty thousand dl-
lars! " he exclaimed; "a bird in hand is worth two in
the bush, and I'll be hung if I don't think Im a fool if I
don't trade with you. oohet me look at them a minute."

Reluctantly she surrendered them, half repenting her
offer when she thought of their value, yet half glad to
be rid of ornaments which had been presented to herun-
der such circumstances that she never dared wear them,
and the very sight of them tinged her cheek with a blush
of shame.

Bernard held them to the light, and their prismatic
sparkle soon conquered his lingering reluctance. He
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replaced them in her outstretched hand, and, with the oath
that always would come when he was very much in ear-
nest, said,

"It's a bargain. Now tell me what you want done."
"Get a warrant, and have that girl Helen arrested as a

free person of color coming into this state from the north.
You can do it legally.; and she will be compelled to go
to jail. When ytu have done this, come to me for your
reward.".

She spoke hurriedly, with suppressed breath, and a
look of fierce determination. The hardened wretch be-
side her looked in her pale face with a sort of savage
admiration, and replied,

"Hang it! you are a trump! That just jumps with
my inclinations, and I'll do it, I vow I will;" and he
went on to tell her the abuse he had received from Hu-
bert Warner, and the venomous desire for revenge, which
he had stifled when his interests seemed to require it, but
which now blazed forth with renewed fire. Their busi-
ness was soon finished; for this siren, who had lured
better men to forget honor and truth, found little diffi-
culty in drawing Bernard along, until he scarcely knew
whether it was her will or his own which prompted
him. He left her, promising to bring from Columbia,
whither he was going immediately, the warrant which
would complete her husband's vexation, and overwhelm
the unfortunate Helen with distress and infamy.

She stood a long time absorbed in thought in the
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centre of the room where he had left her, a keen, cold

glitter in her eyes, her small hand clinching the jewel

case, and every line of her face set in bold and rigid de-

termination. An approaching footstep aroused her, and,

starting, she turned -away, saying, half alond, "If I fail,

I can scarcely be in a worse condition than now; and if I

succeed,"- she drew in her breath trough her shut

teeth, and her nostrils dilated, "I ,shall be amply re-

venged on the man I hate."



LOVE OASTETH' OUT FEAR.

CHAPTER ELEVENTH.

I---.But God above,
Deal between me and-thee. * * * * *
They have tied me to the stake; I cannot fly,
But, bear-like,I must fight the course.
There is worse death than dying - that is mine,
If now I kill thee not.-

Tuz evening after their return home, Helen and Hubert
had much discussion respecting Michel, and the best
means of taking care of him. At first, they thought they
could depend upon John; but when he was cautiously
sounded the next day, he utterly refused to go to Granby
alone in the night, or even by day, saying that nothing
could tempt him to run the risk of seeing the sights and
hearing the sounds which had frightened some of his -ac-
quaintance nearly out of their senses. Perhaps he did-
not suspect the errand on which they wished to send him,
and perhaps the slight sympathy which the family had
apparently accorded to his own trials had so soured the
milk of human kindness in his nature, that the coagulated
liquid could no longer flow for the relief of his fellow-men.

There was no resource left but to inform Kissy; and
knowing the superstitions which she shared in common

* (200)

with the other negroes, Hubet had expressed a doubt if

she would be willing to remain there with her husband,
even if some way were devised by which she could be

allowed to do so. He wrouged her womnly heart. Her

lips indeed turned white, and het soft eyes dilated with

fear ; but without any hesitation she beggedi to be sent to

nurse him, and, when Helen asked if she wag not afraid,
she said, simply, "I ain't scare nothing' so much a havin'

Michel dare alone."
But some management was required before she could

be sent to him. The distance was too great for her to go
and return during the hours of darkness, and consequently
her absence would be known to her mistress ; and no one
could expect the oWners of such property tolook with
help or favor upon the escape of a slave. Still something
must be done, and Helen, with considerable care, broached

the subject as she sat in private conference with Mrs. War-

ner, and having interested her in Michel's -triali, and in

Kissy's sorrows, at length ventured to reveal the dilemma

in which she was placed.

Mrs. Warner owned that she could not blame Micheli
who had been sadly ill treated- by the brutal miAter -to

whom Mrs. Bell had hired him, and she dwelt _with pecu
liar satisfaction upon the fact that Kissy did-not runaway
with hini, although she might have done so; arguingwith
a strange but not uncomnuon self-deusion,4hat it was af-

fection for her which had kept her servmnt froraandering.
"Kissy is a good girl," she said, "and I believe really

I
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1s grateful for all I have done for her; and after Johns
actions I hardly expected that from any of them. But,
Helen, my dear, you see it is impossible for me to allow
her to go to her husband. It could not be done without
some of the servants getting knowledge of it; and the
name of the thing would destroy all one's authority over
them. Mr.-Warner would never consent to it."

" He needn't know any thing about it," Helen answered.
"He must, for he writes all the passes; and he will

miss her, and inquire where she is gone."
"Couldn't you get him to write a pass for her to go

somewhere else, and then let her go there. I declare, that
is quite a good idea," continued Helen, her face brightening.
"It will relieve you of all perplexity, for even you need
not seem to know any thing of the real state of the case.

Kissy must think of some relations she wants to visit,
and come to you for permission. You can consent, and
ask Mr. 'Warner for a pass for her, and then I can arrange
the rest."

"A fine lesson in deception you will teach my ser-
vants," Mrs. Warner replied, with a smile ; but she finally
agreed to this plan, and Helen retired to talk with Kissy,
Fortunately she had some relatives in Cojpnbia whom she
had visited once before; and having been duly impressed
with the idea that she was on no account to betray to her
mistress her real destination, she was sent to beg the
requisite permission.

With apparent reluctance Mrs. Warner consented to

her absence for a week, which she must be sure not to

exceed, and gave her a few written words, with which she

went to her master's office for a pass.
She returned to Helen with the precious document, too

full of joy to be able to express her gratitude otherwise

than by tears and prayers; and the next morning, before

the earliest stars had set, she stole from her room when

all the rest were sleeping, laden with provisions which

Helen had managed to "secrete there during the previ-

ous day.
When he found she had gone, Hubert laughed at his

mother and Helen for their jesuitical proceedings, and
declared he should always be on his guard against them,
after having discovered such a genius for deception. But

Helen defended herself on the principle of choosing the
least of two evils, and retorted by inquiring how he could

defend and uphold a system which required the exercise

of so much artifice, before humane persons could enable a

wife to go to the aid of a sick husband.

His defence was rather lame, and hardly quieted the

secret reproaches of her conscience for the countenance

she too was giving to the system, by marrying a slave-

holder.; but he ended the discussion by bidding her be-

ware how she uttered seditious language -- he could have

the vigilance committee order her to leave town, and then

she would be compelled to go to 'Cuba with hAm.

Kissy found her way without f0ff116yto the 1nely
house where her husband lay, feverish and groamng with

I
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pain and thirst, for there was no water nearer than the

iver, and he had not wet his lips since the morning of
the day on which the accident occurred which disabled

him from walking.

Braving the danger of discovery in being seen by any
chance traveller, the devoted wife took the pail in which

ahe had brought her provisions, and went to the river for

water, with which she happily returned without meeting

any one. The refreshing draught was like nectar to the
parched lips of the sufferer, and wet bandages constantly

applied to his bruised and swollen limb reduced the inflam-

mation so much that in a day or two the tormenting pain
had nearly subsided, and he was able to hobble about the
rooms by the help of a crutch, which he contrived to

make from a piece of the fence which Kissy brought him.
It was necessary to keep carefully coifcealed in the day-

time, for though the vicinity was without inhabitants,
the county road ran through it, and' travellers often passed
that way. The miserable elay eaters plodded to market
with their scanty bundles of fagots, behind shadowy carica-
tures of horses, or skeleton mules, so starved and weak that
they seemed to be leaning for support against the thills,
rather than exerting any force to draw the slight dray on
which the load was placed. From such creatures there was
nothing to fear. - They were too stupid to think, and too so-

perstitious to dre, any invasion of the-haunted premises.
But pleasure psttiep sometimes drovd by, waking the

echoes with their mirth, and stopping to gather bouquets

from the flowers which still flourished "where once 4

garden smiled " and others, less familiar with teplace,
cast, curious glances at the closed windows, and sometimes
peeped into the silent dwellings.

But at evening and early morning the fugitive and his
wife could ventwe forth securely ; and when a little expe-
rience had abated their fears of visitors from the unseen
world, they grew cheerful and happy, and again and again
blessed the kind young hearts that had provided for them
this asylum.

Several days had passed thus, when, as they sat together
at the window -of an upper room late one evening, they
saw a carriage approach and stop at their gate; and
through the starlight gloom Kissy recognized " Ma-Ham
bert," as he descended from it and entered, the house.
She lighted a candle - for they had-not dared to keep one
burning - and went down to ,how him the way up stairs

He was standing at the hall door which e haad pushed
half open, and was about to Pall her, when he saw the
gleam of the candle dimly lighting her dusky face, as she
shaded itwith her hand from the draftofairandhe smiled
to think that she looked as weird and gnome-like as any
of the inhabitants with which fancy had invested the place

"Hillo, Kissy ! how d'ye? The ghosts ha.ven'ocarried
you. off yet I see," he said, a-he came near.

"0; ',Mass' Huberty bless yol, 1ey Ain'*pn sicheleast
ways, dey ain't aoa here," she aswere with a heldnese
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that surprised him. "How be Miss Helen and de rest?'

she continued; "I hopes you brings good newt, massa.

Michel says, 'pears like he ought to be gettin' 'long, 'fore

long."
"He is better then, is he?"

" Olaus! yes, Mass' Hubert-heap better - most well,

on'y he can't walk 'thout a crutch. Come up and see him

-take care de broken step, Massa."

She led the way up stairs, and Hubert followed, to

receive from the grateful negro a welcome so garrulous

and warm that he was fain to check it, by entering upon

some explanation of the arrangements he had made for-

Miohel'e further escape.
- The light of the candle, shining out the window, caught

the eye of a traveller, who at that unwonted hour was

coming alone and on horseback from the city of Columbia,

not far distant. It was Bernard, who, after several days

of wilo1 dissipation, had now set out on his return home;

bringing with him the papers which Mrs. Bell had com-

missioned him to obtaiA. He checked the rapid pace with

which his horse was bearing him along the silent street

that gave back no sound to the footfall, and looked again.

Yes, he certainly saw it; a dim but steady light, shining

out into the darkness which shrouded the fields and

houses, and for a minute his heart throbbed quickly, and

with a sudden impulse of fear he shut his eyes and urged

his horse forward in another direction. But second

thought arrested his headlong career;: and, pausing, he

looked back, and at length -turnedhis hoe and gided

him :slowly towards-the light.
"I've heard all sorts o'stories about. this place," he

muttered to himself, "and sometimes I've thought I s
lights 'round the houses, but it was most always the moon
shining on some pane o'glass, or something o'that kind,

but there ain't -any moon to-night, and there's certainly
the steadiest light I ever saw, and I should like to know
if there really is such goings on here- as the niggers tell
for. Hang it!" he exclaimed, in a whispery as coming

nearer he saw the orse-and low buggy standing at the
road .side, not far from the house. "Hang it!. if I ever
knew before that ghosts came up from the other world
with a real horse and carriage. -_I always thought-they
were like cherubs, all head and shoulders, with white
sheets, perhaps, but no particular conveniences for sitting

down; much less for driving horses. These must be
newfashioned kind o'fellers, and hang ,me if I 4on't take
a peep at 'em."

So saying he dismounted, and leading his horse inoLthe
field where the shadow of an outbuilding securedhim
from observation, he crept cautiously along till he reached
the back door, which was directly under the window from

which the light still gleamed, and which, the hinge being
broken, stood-always partly open.

Listening here, he heard the~faint sound of voices, and be-
ginning to believe that they proceeded pom mortabandnot

spiritual beings, he silently ascended, till he could see the
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on th~e wall three shadows, which were certainly cast by

something as substantial as flesh and blood. Chuckling

inaudibly at his discovery, he slipped off his shoes, and

crept on tiptoe along the entry and behind the door,

where he could hear all that was said, and through the

crack get a glimpse of the persons present.

Kissy was just gathering her things together, in prepa-

ration for departure, and Hubert was giving some last

directions.

"'Pears like I'll be powerful lonesome here to-night

arter you go," said Michel. "Couldn't Kissy stay till

mornin' ? "

"I could walk home, you know," Kissy added, looking

up at him, as she paused, with her hand on her husband's

shoulder.

"No, you had better come with me now. Michel

must leave here early in order to get to the depot in sea-

son. You understand, Michel," Hubert repeated, "just

how you are situated; for, if questioned, I 'don't want

you to say any thing that I can't verify. I went to, see

Colonel Bell about you, but he was not at home ; and I

have written to your late owner, offering to buy you run-

ning, since that scoundrel who was after you suspected

me of concealing you. I have received no answer, but

as he will doubtless accept my offer, I have no hesitation

in saying that you belong to me, and in taking you with

me to Cuba.' You know what time the train comes along
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tomorrow morning, and you had better plan your walk
so as not to wait there long. You have been advertised;

so the less attention you attract, the better; but if any
one should recognize and arrest you before I get there,
you can show the paper I have given you, and insist upon
being kept there till I come. They won't think of -dis-
puting my word, of course.; so you will be perfectly safe;
only be sure to let nothing hinder you from-being on
the spot at the moment, for th cars wait for nobody. I
wish there was some way for you to ride; but that can't
be done without letting some one else into the secret,
which would not be advisable."

"0, neber mind 'bout dat, massa. I can walk on de
scrutch bery well dat far; de Lord bless you for all de
goodness you'se showed a poor 'flicted nigger. One dese

\days, massa, when I gets well, you'll see you won't be
s y," he added, drawing his form to its utmost height,
and ratingg his chest as if to express the swelling emo-
tions that filled his heart.

"Well, I don't know as I object to the Lord's blessing,
and you must try to do as well as you can," said Hubert,
trying to speak carelessly, to hide his own feelings, which
were much effected. "Come, now,"- he added, " it is
tinie to be off. I will give you just two minutes to say
good by, and then Kissy must come with me."

He walked into the entry,'and waited till Kissy came
out. For a little while, he stood so close t6 his mortal
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enemy, that it was only by a strong effort the latter sup-

pressed his desire to stab him to the heart. Nothing but

the hope that he was reserved for greater suffering, and

more exquisite revenge, saved the life of Hubert at that

unguarded moment.

Presently Kissy came, wiping away her tears, and fol-

lowed by Michel, who hobbled along to hold the candle
for them.

" Be sure you put the light in that corner, where no-

body can't see it out doors," said Kissy, looking back to

where he' stood at the head of the stairs.

"That is a wise precaution," added Hubert; " for the

night is dark, and a light shows a good way. Take care

of yourself, boy, and be sure and meet me at the depot."

"Yes, massa; by t'ee, Kissy; you'll har great tings ob

me, one dese yer days," Michel cried, cheerfully, and

turned back to his solitary room.

They had shut the door in going out, and the perfect

silence that succeeded had in it something appalling. He

had placed the light in a shaded corner, where its dim

rays hardly lit the intense darkness of the lonely place,

but yet caused flickering, tremulous shadows, that seemed

instinct with life. He placed himself near the window,

as if in the touch of the outer air was some communica-

tion from his fellows; but the darkness and loneliness

- oppressed him even more than before ; he grew nervous

and excited, and could not help fancying he heard the

sound of suppressed breathing, and felt a consciousness
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of some one near. Unable to endure his terror, he deter-
mined to go down into the garden, where he had slept
the first night that he came to this place, and, talig the
light, had nearly reached the stairs; when he stumbled
over the shoes which Bernard had left behind him. Put-
ting down the lamp to examine them, Michel uttered an
exclamation of dismay.

"De Lord preserve us. Somebody done been here dis
night 'sides us ; and now may be ebery ting is lost, and
Mass Hubert got heself into strouble."

"That he will, you rascal, and you, too," said a voice,
while a strong grasp seized his coat.

Michel's heart stood still with mortal fear, and he re-
coiled and shrank together like one stricken with palsy,
weak and trembling in every limb. He had not heard
Bernard following him, and for a moment he thought
Satan, whose domain he half believed himself to have
invaded, had suddenly appeared to claim his victim. ' But
when his captor, shaking him roughly, bade him get up,
and threatened alternately to have him whipped to death
the moment he got him to his master, and to cut his
throat if he did not quietly consent to accompany him
there, the negro began to recognize the. satanic humanity
into whose hands he had fallen; and as he recovered his
scattered senses, and gradually rose to his feet, despera-
tion took the place of fear.

Since his first exclamation, he had not replied a word to
all the brutal tirade poured out upon him, or made any
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resistance to the kicks and cuffs which had been so-freely

administered; but now, as he stood face to face with his

captor, what thoughts swept through his brain! what vis-

ions of the happiness that had seemed so near, only to
make his disappointment more profound and hopeless !
The dim light shone over his 'companion's face, but his

own was in shadow; else perhaps Bernard would not so

recklessly have left him free. The latter was armed only

with a bowie knife, which he had drawn and held to Mi-

chel's throat in the first moment of the seizure ; but .his

craven fear was so obvious, and his submission seemed so

entire, that, no longer apprehending danger or resistance,
he now stood carelessly holding it in his hand, and look-

ing about him, said, talking to himself,

"Ain't there a rope in all this cursed hole? I must

have something or other to tie your hands with. How

I'm going to get you away from here I don't know. It

will take you all night to hobble on that lame foot. Hang

it, if I don't mean to tie. you up, so you can't crawl into

any hole to hide, and leave you here till morning; I
could if I had a rope ; ain't there any about here? Tell

me quick, if you don't want your throat cut."

He held the knife up with a threatening gesture, but

held it still carelessly, expecting the mere sight of it to

intimidate his crippled and unarmed captive.

But with a sudden blow of his crutch Michel struck

the knife from his hand, and sprang upon him. It went

whizzing far out of reach, and the next instant they
dosed in deadly conflict.

Bernard was. the taller and larger man, but Michel's
muscles had been strengthened and hardened by a life of

toil, so that he was a match for his 'antagonist. Not a
word was spoken; only their hard breathings broke the
silence, as they grappled, and- strained, and panted. Both
knew that the struggle was desperate; one fought for life,
and one for more, far more than life, and every nerve was
tense, and every sinew strong as steel.

For a long time the issue of the combat was doubtful;
but at length Bernard stepped with his whole weight
upon Michel's wounded foot, and the exquisite pain caus-

ing him to relax his hold an instant, Bernard was able to
get his hand under the handkerchief that was tied loosely
round his neck,. and twist it to choking tightness. In
vain he struggled ; the grasp was like that of a vice. He
felt himself growing weak, gasping, suffocating; his head
reeling, the blood surging to his brain; when, in that
moment of nature's agony, his hand, falling powerlessly,
grasped at his coat, and pricked itself against the point of
the rude knife which he wore there, concealed in a pri-
vate pocket. It was strange he had not thought of it
before; it was stranger still that at this moment of be-
numbing torpor, this lightning thought should flash across
his mind, nerving his dying hand to one more effort. He
seized the knife, made one quick thrust, guided by his
dim and glazing eye, and then fell helplessly to the floor.

A DEATH. STRUGGLE. 213
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A faint shriek reached his dull ear; he felt some one

fall beside him, and the strangling pressure on his throat

relaxed. The light was extinguished, and it was many
moments before he could so far recover the life which

had nearly fled as to be able to raise himself upon

his elbow and listen. There was no sound; the air was

hushed, the darkness intense; of all the world, he

seemed to himself at that instant the only living thing.
Where, then, was his enemy?

He reached forth his hand, and it touched a face of clay,

warm, indeed, and slippery with blood, but motionless.

He laid it on the breast, and knew that the heart had

ceased to beat.
A oold sweat covered him; a trembling and horror

seized him; it was the recoil -of nature from blood, from

murder, even though it be involuntary, and in self-defence.

To be thus alone, in darkness, with the corpse of the man

he had killed - 0, horrible! He raised himself, and, in
doing so, his hand fell on his crutch ; and, grasping it,

he groped his way hurriedly down the stairs, and out the

back door into the garden. But once safe under the

kindly starlight, breathed upon by the free air, other

thoughts came to him; and, remembering the awful peril

he had escaped, and the good he had secured, now beam-

ing more brightly than ever before his mental eye, a stern

sense of triumph entered his soul, a vengeful joy that

nerved and thrilled him.
He returned to the house, and, having found the candle,

succeeded after some effoi-t in lighting it, with matches
which fortunately he happened to have in his pocket. It'
had been lying in a pool of blood, and the wick sputtered
and smoke a while, before it could burn clearly enough
to allow him to see distinctly what he had done.

On the floor Bernard lay stretched upon his back.
Apparently he did not move a muscle after he fell, for
his arms were thrown out wide, and the knife was still
sticking in his eye, through which its keen point had
pierced to the brain, and caused instant death.

Michel gazed at him a long time; he wiped away the
blood which covered the dead face, and then first he re-

membered those features, and recognized the person he
had killed. "It ain't no sin to kill dat yer. I'se seen
y1ou," (shaking his fist at the corpse,) "I seen yer, wid de
dogs, arter de niggers; and de Lord knows how many
poor souls 'sides myself I'se saved from worse dan death
dis night. You can't do no more harm now, an' it be
some time afore any body finds out how 'twas de debil
tookye."

Here a sudden thought struck him. What if some one,
knowing Bernard was coming this way, should miss him
from his accustomed haunts, and track him here? What
if Massa Hubert had been seen coming this way and going
thence, in this same night? Michel knew that they had
quarrelled at Mr. Warner's about him, and if the quarrel
was known, might not the circumstantial evidence point
suspicion to his friend? He knew little'of the forms of

it
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law, but his own sagacity told him it would be better for

all if the murdered man was never found.

But how to hide him! He had no tools to dig a grave,

even if he could carry the body down stairs, which would

be difficult; and then a grave would be easily discovered

in that soil, and here were traces of blood, which he had

no time or means to efface. As he rejected one plan after

another, his eye fell )n the candle, which was burning

low, and in an instant his determination was fixed-

The pieces of the broken step-ladder which had occa-

sioned his accident still lay around, and he piled them

together in a spot where the draught of air from the door

and window caused the candle to flare most violently.

There were some broken shutters, which he could tear

from the windows, and one door that was off its hinges.

He placed these around in such a way as to catch the

flame, and then taking the bowie knife, he cut off his own

wristbands, which had been stained with blood, and,

thrusting them under the pile, tipped the candle so that

the flame caught them, and left it thus upon the floor.

All was as dry as tinder, and the little flame leaped,

and curled, and sprang up higher to seize the larger bits

of wood. He waited to see that his work was sure, and

then went down, through the garden and away into the

fields, looking back now and then to note how the flame

grew larger and brighter, and sprang from room to room,

flashing through heavy hangings of cobwebs, which it

had taken years for time to spin, and licking the dust
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from the quaint mouldings and carvings -- a zealous puri-

fier, that destroyed what it cleansed.

When he was'at a safe distance, he paused, and leaning

on the fence near, watched the conflagration. Around

him was the night, now at its most hushed and witching

hour; but though he had formerly suffered so much from

superstitious fear, the stern realities of the present had

calmed him and made him bold. The air was heavy anA

oppressive in its stagnant quiet, and the darkness seemed

almost tangible, like a veil floating between the earth and

the millions of stars that shone in the blue ether. The

crescent moon hung over the horizon with a faint, ghastly

light, as if she sickened of the sights .she might see in

the world across whose zenith her path lay.

Clearer and brighter the flames shone out through the

windows, and the cracks of the closed shutters, and

smoke and sparks poured out of the chimney, with a roar

as if renewing again the old times, when festive voices

made merry music around the hearthstones, and the house

was illumined for nights of Christmas cheer.

Glowing every moment more vividly, the blaze swept

from room to room; and at length it rushed from the

windows, it pressed out through the roof, it wrapped the

chimneys, it ran along the scorched and dying vines, scin-

tillating, flashing, irradiating with its glare all the murky

landscape- around. Then the roof fell in, the walls

dropped away, the burning frame timbers stood up like
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fiery skeletons above the ignited mass, and the flames, no

longer sparkling, leaping, and coruscating, rose in long,

steady tongues of fire, that gradually grew feebler and

lower, until all was consumed which could give them

vitality; their life and vigor went out, and when darkness

and the night resumed their silent reign, nothing remained

to tell how Robert Bernard, the slave hunter, had per-

ished from the earth.

Ut

CHAPTER TWELFTH.

"A whisper broke the air,
A soft, light tone and low -

0, might it only perish there I
Nor farther go."

HUBERT WARNER departed, taking Michel with him,

unquestioned and unsuspected. If any one at the depot,

where they waited for the cars, noticed that the "boy"

answered to the description in the advertisement which

was posted on the wall near him, his fearless air and his

master's presence satisfied them that all was right.

When they arrived in Cuba, Hubert procured medical

attendance for him, and he soon recovered from his lame-

ness, and set himself at work, full of hope and courage, to

earn his own freedom, and then to lay up sufficient money

to buy his wife; and XKissy, hearing through Helen of

his well doing, continued so cheerfully in her unrequited

toil, that Mrs. Warner was more than ever satisfied of

the policy of the judicious indulgence of servants.

After Hubert had gone, Helen made another effort to

go north for the sununer; but Mrs. Warner pleaded so

earnestly, and at length, anticipating her maternal right,

so playfully commanded her to yield to their wishes and
(219)-
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accompany them on their tour to the springs, that she
consented ; and her consent once given, she entered with
zest into the arrangements which were now being made for
a prolonged absence from home.

She was no longer a governess; in her present con-
nection 'th the family that could not for a moment be
allow 4 ; but the children were attached to her, and she

cont ed to give them many lessons without books; and
conscious that in her care for them she was useful to Mrs.
Warner, she felt no degree of irksome dependence in
receiving from these kind friends the pleasures they were
so glad to bestow.

They visited the various springs and places of summer
resort in the Carolinas and Virginia, and the attention
and admiration which Helen every where received de-
lighted her chaperons, who, honest souls, plumed them-
selves not a little upon having their own sagacity approved
by the public voice. Helen had never before been thrown
into circles of fashion and gayety, and she enjoyed the
novelty, the noise, the excitement, and the free social life

of these crowded places, as youth and health must ever
do ; but the true delight of this most delightful summer
was in the secret chambers of her own soul, whose quiet
the world could not for one moment invade ; in the letters
that came constantly from Hubert -paper argosies, bear-
ing the priceless wealth of a manly heart ; and in the
hope of the time, which every day brought nearer, when
they should no longer be separated. For she was not a

person to do or suffer any thing by halves. She had not

loved easily, she had been hard to win; but once won,

no miser, gloating over his golden hoard, ever held it

more supremely precious than she the heart for which

she had exchanged her own; no slave, eade such by af-

fection as well as birth, ever gave up his own will with

more entireness, or studied more eagerly to please and

serve, than she sought to obey his lightest wish, and in

every action to keep before her hidden thought the care

for his approbation were he near ; no miner, chained for

years in the cold darkness of the subterranean world, ever

basked in the soft sunshine and warmth of upper air with

more intense delight than she revelled in the ever-present

consciousness of the new life she had attained. _ From

place to place our happy party journeyed, as inclination

prompted; and after the summer heats grew intense they

often found themselves in company with Colonel Bell and

his lady, who spent the latter part of the season in the

same manner. Helen was a little surprised at the change

she noticed in each of them with regard to herself. The

colonel, who at first had been so kind, and evidently so

much interested in her, now seemed to avoid her when-

ever he could do so-without apparent effort; and his man-

ner was cold, and sometimes she caught his eyes fixed on

her with a troubled, dreamy expression, as if he were

looking less at her than at the vague and remorseful mem-

ories her face awakened. Had she been less happy, less
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preoccupied, she would have wearied herself with vain

conjectures as to the cause of this ; but now she gave it

little thought, and was less affected by it than by Mrs.

Bell's sudden and extreme politeness and sociability.

This annoyed her, for she had an instinctive repugnance

for the lady, which could not be conquered by her appar-

ent friendliness; and she never heard the soft tones and

honeyed words with which she was now addressed, without

a wish to raise her hand and pull away the fair mask

which that face seemed to wear.

Cunning dissemblers were Colonel Bell and his wife;

and none suspected the loathing and hatred which were

concealed beneath their bland and courteous manner to

each other. For hidden as it was, and unexpressed, the

strife between them had grown desperate. The one

crowning virtue of his life was becoming a sin to him, in

the unholy and murderous thoughts it occasioned his per-

plexed brain. The one green and fertile oasis in all the

barren desert of his existence was being overgrown with

poisonous plants, whose very fragrance pained and sick-

ened him.

What had become of Robert Bernard? This question

haunted him night and day. To his presence, to constant

and life-long annoyance from him, he had resigned him-

self; but his absence, his silence, harassed him with a

constant fear, that at any moment the cherished secret of

his soul might be betrayed to gratify a brutal revenge.

He had cautiously made inquiries ; but though he could

WE

learn nothing of him, he dared not hope that he was

dead. The man had no near relatives, and few friends,

and even had search been made for him there was no clew

by which to trace him; for Michel had wisely kept the

mystery locked in his own breast, and no other mortal

knew what became of hitn after he left Columbia.

Bernard's strange absence puzzled Mrs. Bell no less-

than her husband, whom she could not help suspecting

privy to it; and sometimes surmises crossed her mind, so

dark and horrible that they made her cheek blanch, even

while they thrilled her with a strange -desire to know the

truth, if it were so. Once she had dared, in a moment

of conversation, to mention his name; but the colonell

flashed upon her such a glance from beneath hi bent

brows, that she hastened to pretend a reference t some

of their chance acquaintances. Once, too, in a pa xysm

of sudden anger, she had spoken in his ear that rd -

murderer. But there was no starting, no shrinki g, no

sudden recoil at the sound, and she could not tell w'tether

his calmness was the result of innocence or hardiho-Nd.

As the season advanced, however, there had Lnen a

change in the colonel's manner towards her. If not more

kind, he was more complaisant. Their tour to the springs,

where she had exhibited her magnificence to the envy of

competitors, had been a gratification to which he acceded

without the least objection-; and when she spoke of ac-

companying him to Europe, though he did -not consent,
he, no longer sternly and decidedly refused. - Why then

A FRIGHTFUL SUSPICION. 22-222 C AS T R.
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could she not be content to leave him unmolested, and
allow the claim which he apparently recognized, though
he would not acknowledge, to procure for her what she
had so long desired and could not otherwise obtain;
for, if there were no other reason, her father, who had
lordly ideas of man's supremacy, had left the property
she inherited subject to her husband's will. Why should
she hazard her fondest ambition? to gratify her spite?
Why? Ah, who can tell how blinded, how enslaved,
how helpless a person is, who for years has yielded to the
sway of bad passions, and broken one by one the restraints.
of virtue and truth ? It becomes so easy to betray the
secret malice, that one does it often, unconsciously ; and
the constant presence of Helen Dupr6 skug6-ested a temp-
tation too strong for Clara Bell to resist. She hardly
knew when and where the first insinuation was made, the
first whisper hazarded. She dared do nothing openly ; but
this only made the exercise of a secret power more irresist-
ibly fascinating to her. Beautiful serpent that she was,
she stung in the lair where she had hidden, with a double
zest, because she knew that if she was seen, the heel she
wounded would be raised to cr-ush her.

It is a frightful thing to reflect how little we really
know of the thoughts and opinions which those with whom
we associate may really hold in regard to us, and how a
rumor that involves the dearest interests of our lives
may circulate from lip to ear, through the whole circle of
our acquaintance, and we all the while be unconscious that
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the faces we look upon are studiously hiding what ii

would shock us to know. It is amazmg that these fatal

words can be uttered and reuttered, and become trite and

old with all w'ho know us, and we be the last to hear.

Thus it was in this case. Through one company aftel

another the baleful whisper floated, and they whom it

most concerned walked on unperceiving; like the travel-

ler who, peacefully journeying, knows not that his way is

along the utmost verge of a precipice. The disgrace was

too overwhelming, the consequences to Helen too terrible,

for any to dare lightly to mention it to the family with

which she was connected; and thinking that after all it

might not be true, for few knew certainly whence the

report proceeded, partly from the fear and partly from the

pity of their friends, they remained ignorant.

But, by degrees, hints and suspicions began to reach

the ears of Mr. and Mrs. Warner. People they met com-

plimented Helen with an air of mental reservation, asked

mysterious questions about her birth and parentage, sug-

gested the possibility that she might be of Spanish or

Indian descent, - certainly not American, - and the im-

portance of being able ,to trace one's family. It was

a long time before even this aroused any doubt or mis-

trust; and when at last the repeated mquines excited curi-

osity, it was still more difficult to gain from any one a

reason for the questioning. The story fled before pursuit,

as a morning vapor curls backward and vanishes when

the sun's rays dart upon it. No one liked to assume the
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responsibility of telling the bad news, with proofs and

vouchers, and it was not until, as they were returning

home in October, they met an old friend and neighbor who

had heard it, that Mr. Warner first knew definitely what
was said.

They were then within a day's journey of their home,
and, shocked and distressed beyond measure, Mr. and
Mrs. Warner determined to say nothing about the matter
to Helen until they had satisfied themselves that what

they had heard was correct. This could only be done by
a personal interview with Colonel Bell, who had returned

a few days in advance of them.

It was painful to meet Helen the next morning, to see

her cheerfulness and her enjoyment of every moment.
She had become very dear to them, and they knew that

to their son she was the one precious thing which made

the joy of life; but if this report should prove true, they

must send her away from them, that her separation from

him might be more complete and final. All their friend-

ship and admiration for her shrank into nothing before the

idea that she was tainted with the blood of the abject

race over which they lorded. They could hardly treat

her as they had done while even the suspicion attached

to her; and yet to inform her would be too cruel while a

doubt remained that the charge was true.

Divided between their fears and their pity, they had

passed nearly the whole night in conversation and conjec-

tures, not unmixed with tears from Mrs. Warner, and

ejaculations from her husband of thankfulness, that if it

should prove as they feared, the discovery had been made

before a marriage had complicated affairs still further, and

brought the scandal and disgrace more entirely into the

bosom of their family.

Unused to concealment, it was hard for them -to hide

their perturbation during the next day's drive; but when

Helen noticed the loss of their usual cheerfulness, they

excused themselves by talking about the hard beds and

the musquitos of the previous night, and made desperate

attempts at gayety with the children;-with Helen they

could not laugh. When they stopped at the country inn

to dine, they were all glad,to see a familiar carriage be-

fore the door, and within it the pale, sweet face of Mrs.

Avenel.

She was equally pleased to see them. She had been a

short distance for a visit of a few days, and was now

returning homeward. She, too, had heard the rumor re-

specting Helen, for the friend whom she visited had been

at the White Sulphur Springs when the Warners and

Colonel Bell were there ; and her unworldly heart swelled

with a stronger love for the unfortunate, from whom other

friends were ready to drop away.

- " Come and ride with me,; I am going by Mrs., War-

ner's, and will set you down there," she said to Helen,

when they were ready to leave after dinner, and Helen

willingly consented,
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"When do you expect Hubert?" she asked, as soon as

they had started.

" This is the first day of October," she Answered,

blushing, "and he writes me that he shall sail from Cuba

on the twenty-fifth."

So long ? I hoped he would have been here sooner,"

Mrs. Avenel said; and she tried to look at Helen, to see

if she suspected why she wished it, but her eyes filled so

with tears that she was obliged to look down to hide them.

Helen wondered a little at her words and manner, but

her friend was often-sad, and without seeming to notice,

she replied, "Yes, in four weeks he will be here, and

then - " She paused, looking up half shyly, half

archly, but Mrs. Avenel only said,

"True: what then? Who can tell what a day may

bring forth? Dear Helen, do not hope too much."

"I try not to," she answered, saddened and affected by

the tremulous tones and the air of gentle sorrow; "you

seem in low spirits to-day, dear Mrs. Avenel. Why is it?

What has happened?"

" Nothing," said Mrs. Avenel, growing nervous, and

hesitating; "that is - nothing has occurred to me per-

sonally; but one is sad sometimes for one's friends, you

know."

"Yes, I know; but you must be glad now for me. My

life is as bright as this sunlit afternoon," said Helen, try-

ing to cheer her.

" But the future is very uncertain. - I am glad you are

A

A

happy now,,dear, and I hope and pray you may never be
otherwise; but you know trouble may come, and I hope
you will try to be prepared for it, if it should. I have
lived longer than you, dear, and have seen so many bright
hopes go out in darkness, that'it almost makes me trem-
ble to see any one so very joyful and happy. Trouble
always comes after it. I don't want to frighten you, but
I do hope you won't be . too sanguine about the future.

All is uncertain in this life."

Helen was impressed by her earnest manner, but with
the perversity of her exulting happiness, she could not
understand it. How could sorrow touch her? Was she
not beloved? Had not a strong hand torn away the veil
from the future, into which she was wont to look some-
times with foreboding glances, and shown her the home
of joy which awaited her? She could admit the truth of
that trite saying, she could even poetize uponi sorrow as
a vague abstraction, but she could not think that the
phantom would take form and substance, and seize her
with an iron grasp, and press out her heart's life-blood.

Therefore it was, that humoring her companion's mood,
and musing with dreamy carelessness upon the thought

presented, she went on - poor victim! - playing with the
knife that was to sacrifice her.

"What you say is true," she said, caressing the thin,
white hand which the widow had laid in hers. "Some-
times it quite startles me to think of the sudden surprises
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that meet us every where in life; of the abruptness with

which the monotony is broken. For a time one day goes
on like another, and there seems no reason why the rou-

tine should not continue; and then, hey! presto ! change!
and we wake up to realize that all our thoughts and plans

are turned into a new channel; but when the shock is

over, and we catch our breath again, are we not as happy
as before ? nay, often far happier."

She smiled softly to herself as she spoke. It was easy
to see whither her thoughts had flown. But Mrs. Avenel

said, with a quiet sigh, -

"Ah, Helen, sometimes we lose life and breath together

in the shock."
"Sometimes - yes. I was thinking of this subject the

other day, and I'll tell you what it seems like to me. It

is like those vast plains, of which travellers in the west

give account, where, as one passes on, the eye looks for-

ward over what seems an unbroken level, growing bright-
er and greener in the distance, and ever smoother as the

inequalities disappear in the golden haze with which the

atmosphere invests remote spaces. The traveller dreams

not of change; but suddenly, in the midst of his secu-

rity, a chasm yawns at his feet, steep, and with rugged
sides, down which he must plunge in pain and peril, and

along the rocky bed of whose swollen streams he must

wander, the fine prospect all shut out, his wide horizon

reduced to the narrow limit of those precipitous .banks,
until, after infinite difficulty and no little loss, he finds

some place where he can scramble up again to the level
plain above. Thus, do we look forward unsuspectingly
over the fair prairie of life, and thus do we descend into
the caiions of disappointment, defeat, and sorrow, before
we can continue our onward journey."

Mrs. Avenel looked at the bright young face beside
her, and again tears filled her eyes as she essayed to
speak. Helen saw them, and glancing at the widow's
mourning dress, she added, softly, "And sometimes those
who went down with us into those gloomy passes return
no more to the sunshine and floWers of upper air. The
stream at the bottom of the gorge is to them the River
of Death."

The. tears ran down over the widew's pale cheeks.
"Alas," she said, "how many fall thus! how lonely the
journey becomes as years roll on! how sudden is always
the sense of loss!"

"Yes," replied Helen, "though all things on earth are
continually repeating that stern lesson that death is, of
all things, the one sure and inevitable, there is in human
nature such an antagonism to it, that we always meet it
with a shock. And no wonder! How beautiful is life!
how the heart rejoices in it, even after experience has
taught us of the yawning gulfs which lie' hidden beneath
the smooth surface of the plain! God meant us to be
happy, or else we should not have this gushing fountain
of hope, this capacity to forget past pain, and find enjoy-
ment and occupation in the present. Try to do this, dear

HAPPY, IGNORANCE.
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Mrs. Avenel, and to be happy. You have lost much, but

you still have much left."

To see her thus unconscious was more than Mrs.

Avenel could bear. "0, dear child," she exclaimed,

"you know little of sorrow, if you think death is the

worst foe to happiness; " and leaning back in her car-

riage, she gave way to tears she could no longer restrain.

HIelen was surprised at her emotion, but she tried to

soothe and divert her by talking of other things, and she

partially succeeded; but she was sad all the afternoon,

and asked Helen many questions about her early life, try-

ing to make her talk of herself, and to arouse in her

mind some sense of the danger which hung over her; and

when, after sunset, the carriage stopped at Mr. Warner's

door, and Helen gave her a hand at parting, shp kissed

her tenderly, and said, with an emphasis so marked that

it could not fail to arrest her attention, -

"My dear Helen, I love you, and will always be your

friend, whatever happens. If trouble comes upon you,
remember this, and come to me."

"1What do you mean?" exclaimed Helen, in some alarm;

but there was no time for reply, for at that moment the

carriage door was opened, and a clear, happy voice said,

"Welcome home, Helen, welcome home!"

Mrs. Avenel gave a faint exclamation of joyful surprise;

but Helen, paling and then flushing at the sound of that

well-known voice, uttered not a word as she -surrendered

both hands to the quick, strong hands that grasped them,

A JOYFUL SURPRISE.

and, if the truth must be told, her lips likewise to the lips
that demanded of them tribute.

"Now it is my turn to say how d'ye, and a warm wel-
come to you, Mr. Hubert Warner," said Mrs. Avenel,
smiling, as she held out her hand. "How happened you
to return just at the right time, when we were wishing
for you, but did not expect you?"

"I found a weak place in the serried ranks of business
engagements, and I broke through vi et arms. But were

you wishing for me ?- was she?" nodding towards Helen.

"Has she been a good girl since I've been gone ?"

",Mighty good - excellent. Be sure you treat her
well, now you have returned."

"I don't know about that. It depends upon how she
behaves. I used to find her mighty hard to manage,"

Hubert said, laughing.

"And we are to have a second 'Taming of the Shrew,'
I suppose. Poor Petruchio, I pity you."

"Thank you for your pity, but - she hardly looks as
if she'd be 'a graceless traitor to her loving lord,' now,
does she ? " he added, as his eye followed Mrs. Avenel's
glance, which rested on Helen's smiling and happy face.

"Appearances are deceitful, but still I think I should

trust her," rejoined she, as Hubert helped Helen from the

carriage, and then, as the servants came crowding around
with their noisy welcomes, their "how d'yes," and " bress
de honey, she done cone back," Mrs. Avenel laid her:hand
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on his arm, and added, earnestly, "Remember what I told
you -be careful that you value your treasure aright."

He looked at her with some surprise; but she meant to
stay for no explanation, and giving the word to her
driver, nodded a good by, and was off as fast as two fleet
horses could carry her.

" Has Mrs. Avenel gone? " said Helen, looking round.
"I meant to have invited her to come in and take tea with
us. Why did you let her go so soon? what was she say-
ing to you? what makes you look so sober? "

"What a string of questions! Curiosity, thy name is
Helen," Hubert answered, smiling away his momentary
annoyance as he led her into the house.

" But I really want to know what she said to you.
There has been something peculiar in her manner all the
afternoon."

"Very likely,' he answered, carelessly; "ladies always
get full of whims and fancies when they live alone as
much as she does." '

" But she intimated that some evil was about to befall
me of which I was unaware, and I believe she has been
trying to hint something she had not courage to speak,"
persisted Helen.

" Evil befall you! nonsense ! what can happen to hurt
you now. Am not Ihere ?2" And being now in the parlor,

with the door shut, this veracious historian must record
that he folded his arms about the graceful form beside
him, and pressed his lips to hers with a prolonged em-
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brace, from which he was startled by a slight noise at

the window. Turning, he saw the round head and twin-

kling eyes of Coasar'Augustus thrust eagerly through the

khalf-open shutter, his mouth working and. his lips smack-

ing from sympathy; and finding himself discovered, he

called out with a naivets that would have deceived one

who knew him less.

"Ki! Mass Hubert, 'pears like dat ar mus' taste

good!

"This is unendurable) " Hubert exclaimed, wrathfully,

making a spring to catch him; but he ran round the cor-

ner and down the steps with the swiftness of a hare, and

when he had reached a safe distance, they heard hi

singing,
< "Charley loves good cake and ale,

Charley loves good brandy,
Charley loves to kiss the girls

As sweet as sugar candy."

Mrs. Avenel's carriage had so far out-travelled the large

and heavily-laden family coach, that the lovers had been

half an hour engaged in quiet and delicious converse be-

fore the renewed commotion among the servants gave

token of its approach. Hubert heard his father's voice

giving directions about untying the trunks, and his moth-

er's hearty tones as; she answered and asked questions,

and responded to -greetings, in the same breath, while the

children were being half-smothered in kisses and caresses.

"Come, let us go to meet them," he said to Helen ; and

they went out together, at the very moment-when a dozen
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voices uttered, simultaneously,." Mass' Hubert done come

las' night." Hubert, stooping down to catch up little

Angie, who had at the first glimpse' sprung to meet him,

did not see the expression of blank dismay that over-

spread the faces-of both his parents at the sound of his

name, or witness the glance which passed between them;

but Helen noticed both, and her heart beat with a wild

and sudden fear. What was it that could cloud these

brows, wont to beam with such unchanging good nature,

and make these parents fear to see their son? Faint and'

pale she turned away, longing to ask these questions, and

yet dreading the answer that might be given; and she

watched with nervous anxiety through the evening for

some solution of the fearful mystery. But Mr. and Mrs.

Warner left them alone, alleging household affairs as an

excuse for absence ; and Hubert laughed at what he called

her fancies, and tenderly chid her for unreasonable gloom

at an hour when her joy should be absorbing and entire.

"Have you sent word to Colonel Bell?" inquired Mrs.

Warner of her husband, as they retired to their chamber.

"Yes, I wrote a note after tea, and despatched a boy

with it, asking him to come over to-morrow. I say, wife,

if he has known this all the time, and it is true, he has

been most shamefully imposing on us. By gracious!

I've known duels fought for far smaller offences. Think

of trying to palm a girl with negro blood in her veins on

us as a white person, and -allowing our son to marry her.

It is outrageous."

"My only hope is, that the story is not true," said his

wife, in a tone as faint as her hope was. "If I hadn't,

heard so much, at the time it happened, about that girl

who bewitched Colonel Bell, I should say it could not

be true. But there is no telling what a man may do, who

went so far as he did;" and she sighed heavily.

"I declare I want to, horsewhip him-! - How much

trouble it will make! And we have thought so much of
Helen! Poor child, it will be hard for her."

"It will, indeed. I can't bear to think what she will
suffer; but then there is no alternative. Of course Hu-

bert must give her up."

" Certainly, there is no question about that. He is so

fond of her that I believe nothing else would induce him

to break off the match - not even illegitimate birth, if

she were only white - but lie cannot do any thing else

now."

They spoke sadly, but with a certain degree of calm-

ness. In spite of all their former appreciation of Helen,

and affection for her, they had, from the moment they

admitted the strong suspicion that she was of negro
lineage, insensibly and unconsciously held their, sympa-

thies'a little aloof from her, removed her a little way over

the line which separated them from the lower race. So

strong was the force of prejudice, so rooted the habit of
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regarding the sensibilities of such as blunter, the feel-
ings less keen, than their own, that they could no longer
think of her as enjoying or suffering as she once did.
They cared nothing for her poverty, little for the uncer-
tainty which hung over her early days; all that would
have moved some minds had been nobly disdained by
them, so long as they considered her entitled to the sym:

pathy which was so freely accorded by them to any of their
own race. But this unlooked-for, unthought-of knowl-
edge presented an obstacle which could not be overcome,
and changed at once the whole current of their thoughts
and feelings-

CHAPTER THIRTEENTH.

U She was a form of life and light,
That, seen, became a part of sight,
And rose wherever I turned my eyo,
The morning star of memory."

"I grant my love imperfect, all
That mortals by the name miscall;
Then deem it evil, what thou wilt,
But say, 0, say, Aers was not guilt."

THE evening was waning. There had been company

to dinner, and as they had not long been gone, Mrs. Bell

still remained in the drawing room, leaning back with

stately gracefulness in the depths of a cool but luxurious

cane chair, whose light meshes did not hinder her enjoy-

ment of the mild breeze' that sighed through the apart-

ment. She was dressed in white muslin, elaborately em-

broidered; jewels decked her hair, confining a coifure

of delicate blacklace, which contrasted with her glossy,

golden hair, and falling down to her shoulders, height-

ened the dazzling whiteness of her'neck, and the delicate

bloom of her cheek, where a faint roseate light seemed

shining through the transparent complexion. Two or

three bracelets encircled1 her arms, which the loose sleeves
(239)
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falling back left bare nearly to the shoulders, and a neck-
lace with pendents of rare device rose and fell with the
white curves of her bosom.. Behind her stood a young
girl, whose plain attire and dusky hue served as a foil
for this regal and radiant beauty, from whom her ever-
waving fan of gaudy peacock feathers kept the musquitos,
and the too oppressive heat of the night.

At a little distance from her, Colonel Bell was lounging
on a divan, reading a newspaper. For a few days an
unusual harmony had. prevailed between these married
foes. Hearing nothing from Bernard, and nothing of
him, the colonel was beginning to hope that some un-
known accident had fortunately taken him out of the way,
and it had occurred to him that, this being the case, it
would insure the safety of his darling child to remove his
wife from this part of the country ; and to do this, the
most feasible plan was to accede to her desire for a Eu-
ropean residence. Therefore he had been cautious to
avoid offending her; the sarcastic remarks which used to
enrage her had entirely ceased, and the servants wondered
to see them polite, and almost kind to each other.

Mrs. Bell was good natured, for she thought her tri-
umph over her husband was complete, and with pleased
alacrity she had commenced her preparations for an early
departure. The thought of her perfidy towards him only
troubled her as the fear crossed her mind that the rumor
she had put in circulation might reach his ear before the

4fi

time fixed for leaving; but even in that case, she trusted
to the difficulty of tracing the report to her.

A light footstep approached, and a servant, bowing ob-
sequiously, handed the colonel a letter in a shallow basket
of silver filigree work. He took it, inquiring if any an-
swer was requested, and being informed that the servant

who brought it had gone immediately, he laid it aside
until he had finished the article he was reading.

Then sitting up, he opened it with a careless expression

of wonder as to which of his neighbors had been writing
to him; but the words were arrested on his lips, as he

glanced at the signature, and even by the dim light which

pervaded the room, Clara saw that, as he read, his face

grew pale and paler, until its whiteness was ghastly, and
a cold sweat stood on his brow. Then came the dark, the
terrible expression into his eyes, and around the rigid line
of his mouth, - the expression from which she always
shrank, and rising suddenly, the letter crushed in his

hand, he crossed over to where she sat, and seizing her
shoulders in a strong grasp that left marks on their pol-
ished surface, he shook her slightly, with a conVulsive

motion, as if he could-have torn her to pieces, and, bend-

ing down, hissed in her car, -
"4Woman -liar-- you have betrayed me!"

It was a frightful moment; and the servant dropped
the fan with a. cry of fear, as she saw the action and the
look ; but though she trembled before it, Clara's self-
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possession did not desert her. Meeting the fury of his

glance with a timid air of injured innocence, she said, in

deprecating tones,

"Indeed I have not. Why should I ? Have you not
done all I asked of you? "

" Why do you shrink and tremble so, then ? You

know you are lying to me."

"I am not; pray, believe me; but you hurt me; your

nails are piercing my skin; see there!" and as he removed

his hand, she held up the smooth shoulder, livid with his

strong pressure. His manhood blushed at the idea of

physical cruelty to a woman, and, as he murmured some

indistinct apology, she took courage, and added, -

"Who has accused me of this? What reason can I

have for wishing to injure you?"

She had gone too far in her mock humility, and his lip

curled in scorn as he replied, "What reason, indeedD! Do

you think me a fool? Remember the flower you gave

me ; I have it yet. Remember its meaning - concealed

hatred. Yes, you hate me; I know it; and if it were

otherwise, there is that in you which would make you

rejoice to trample in the dust one who was weaker than

yourself. Clara Bell, I know you well, and if you have

been the cause of this disappointment, you shall rue the

day in which you dared my power."

That little word if gave her hope, since it showed he

was not quite certain of her perfidy, and she answered

It
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calmly, and with enough of her usual hauteur to give

what she said the semblance of sincerity, -

"Since you are determined to regard me as an enemy,

and to deny me the least possible kind feeling, pray con-

sider, Colonel Bell, that I should lose every thing, and

gain nothing, by betraying your secret. However foolish

and unjustifiable I may think your course, still, so long

as you choose to pursue it, I have an advantage over you,

which I should- indeed be a fool to throw away for the

sake of any. pitiful spite against that girl. Don't you

every day acknowledge this power? Has it not led you

to grant me that which you had sworn should never be ?"
"It is true," he said, with a change of manner, too

much occupied with his own thoughts to notice the tri-

umphant tone in which her words ended. Then seeming-
for the first time to recollect the presence of the servant,

he picked up the letter, which had fallen on the floor, and

abruptly-left the room.

As he disappeared, the whole expression of Clara's' face

altered. She raised her clinched fist, and shook it after

him, exclaiming aloud, "Fool ! fool! I have outwitted

you,"'and then broke into a long, mocking laugh.

Colonel Bell entered his library, and, locking the doors,

paced the floor with hurried step and scowling brow,
His passions, always violent and ungovernable, now hur-
ried him on headlong; a fierce light glowed upon his face
like the lurid glare of the pit. His brain reeled with the
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excitement, and his nerves were alternately rigid and pow-a

erless, with the desperation of his soul.

Again and again he read the letter. It was very short

and simple, stating nothing of hiow the report had reached

Mr. Warner, but mentioning it in brief terms, and calling

upon him by the honor of a gentleman to appear and

refute or confirm the story. His position was indeed

trying. All that was good or evil in his nature combined

together to urge him to denial and concealment. The

undying love of his youth prompted him to brave all

things to save Corilla's child from suffering and shame.

His pride and obstinacy of character forbade him to yield

his own wishes to the force of circumstances, to subject

himself to the gossip and blame of his neighbors, or,

more than all, to allow his wife a triumph so complete.

And if he acknowledged e truth, what would be the con-

sequence? Would he not be indignantly censured for

allowing Helen to be considered as a white person, and

to mingle in society as an equal? He knew the feelings

of his acquaintances on this subject. To be the father of

colored children was not esteemed dishonorable; but to

recognize the paternal relation, and fulfil paternal duties,

was to brand one's self with everlasting disgrace. And

pursuing this thought farther, how could he ever meet

the torrent of indignation which would be poured forth,

if the truth were now concealed, and Hubert Warner

should be allowed to marry Helen, and afterwards dis-

cover that he had been deceived ?

He shrank from even the imagination of the disgrace
such a combination of circumstances would throw upon
him; for the selfishness of a whole lifetime was not to be
braved and set aside in a moment, and every man feels
most keenly that which in the opinion of his fellows most
affects his reputation He began to ask himself what it
would avail to continue a struggle by which he would
only involve himself more and more. Now he could
explain and apologize; but if he once denied, upon his
honor, the truth of the rumor, he would be committed to
a course from which he might at any time be driven, with
unutterable dishonor, by the malice or the revenge of
Robert Bernard. If he could only have believed that
man dead, he might perhaps have stifled his innate repug-
nance to the deliberate falsehood .he was so strongly
tempted to speak. But people do not often die so oppor-
tunely, and he could risk nothing on that hope.

Reluctantly he resolved to confess all ; and then, in the
midst of a terrible vision of Helen's dismay and grief,
came a sudden-thought which cast a gleam of mournful
pleasure across the anguish of his heart. If she were
conscious of her birth, if she were deserted by all former
friends, to whom could she cling for protection, to whom
could she look for comfort, but to him? He stopped short
in his hurried walk, and stretched out his arms as if
towards her. "If that could be," he said, in a low, fer-
vent tone, "there would be yet one drop of comfort in
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this bitter draught. We would go together to some for-

eign land, and there she would grow content, and learn to

think of me as a father; and 0, to have Corilla's child

lean her head upon my breast, and look up to me with
her mother's eyes of love ! what happiness! what blessed

joy! "

Mrs. Warner had suggested that it would be best to

receive Colonel Bell in the office, as they would there be

less liable to interruption, or to be overheard by the ser-

vants; and it was important that if their fears were con-

firmed they should have time to consult together, before

informing any other member of the family of the pain-

ful facts.

Accordingly, when Colonel Bell appeared the next

morning at the door, the servant, in obedience to previous

directions, guided him to the place where they awaited

him. It was a small building, at some distance from the

house, containing one room of considerable size, where the

business of the plantation was transacted. To reach it

the colonel crossed the garden, and went into an enclosure

planted with fruit trees of various kinds, and some grape

vines, which were trained beside the high fence, across

a lattice work. At the farther end of the enclosure

stood the place he sought. He found Mrs. Warner with

a pale, agitated face, which bore the traces of tears, and

her husband at his desk nervously cutting slips of paper

with his penknife, and pretending to be writing, when in

reality he was looking through the open door for the ap-

proach of the dreaded guest.

An embarrassed salutation passed between them, while

the servant placed a chair and withdrew. Then, closing

the door, Mr. Warner said, hesitatingly, --

"You will understand, sir, how painful a situation this

is, in which we now find ourselves. Excuse my sending

for you, but you see it is necessary for us to know - "

"6I will spare you further explanation," interrupted

Colonel Bell, looking deathly pale, and speaking with

great difficulty; "I will confess .the truth to you. The

story you have heard is true."

" And you have known it all the time?" they both ex-

claimed, at the same moment.

" That Helen was my daughter? Yes, since last

spring I have known it."

"0, poor, poor Helen, what will become of her! And

to think how we have been introducing her every where

into society, and been so fond of her! What will the

neighbors think of us?" and Mrs. Warner burst into

tears of mingled grief and mortification.

"Then I must say, sir, that you have treated us'very

unhandsomely, and are very much to blame," Mr. Warner

said, warmly.

Colonel Bell looked from one to the other with an air

of sullen gloom, and replied,-

"Allow me to explain to you the- peculiar circumstances
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which have led to these results, and then perhaps you will

not regard me as an unpardonable impostor. It is not a

very long story, and will not tax your patience too se-

verely." He paused, and for a few moments seemed lost

in thought, from which he was aroused by Mr. Warner's

rather impatient "Well, sir ! "

" Excuse me; I was thinking where I should begin my

tale."

" Begin at the beginning, sir, and tell the whole, sir,"
AQ1

said Mr. Warner, in a tone of asperity.

A momentary flash of anger shot from his eyes; but it

passed away, and he proceeded in a low, calm voice.

" When I returned from college to my father's house,

I found a young girl, whose peculiar and wonderful beauty

at once attracted my attention. She, with her mother,

had been purchased during my absence. I think, though

the mother looked like a full quadroon, there must have

been Indian blood in her veins ; for the child had the clear

dark complexion, the fine soft hair, and the Spanish style

of beauty, which the ,union of *ese two races often pro-

duces. The same type of face, still further Anglicized,

appears in Helen, whose fatal resemblance to her mother

has been the cause of this sad discovery."

"I beg you to understand, sir," interrupted Mr. War-

ner, "that we do not regret a discovery which has saved

our family, from an intolerable disgrace. It is painful, sir,

but the regret is, that we did not know it sooner."

"Perhaps you don't regret it," retorted Colonel Bell,

" but I do ; I loved Corilla - I love her child - I meant

she should never suffer for the shame of her birth."

" You did very wrong, sir, very wrong. Your affection

for such a child should not have made you forget- the

claims that others had upon you, sir."

" Hush, father! don't interrupt him," said Mrs. War-

ner, in a fidgety, anxious manner. "I am afraid some-

body may come to interrupt us before he gets through

with the story. I remeraber, Colonel Bell, hearing a

great deal about that affair of yours in the time of it,

and I must say it was very little to your credit."

" Perhaps so," he answered, dryly. " I confess that, at

the time, I thought my love for Corilla, and the care and

tenderness with which I treated her, almost the only pure

thing in my life. Certain it is, I have never lived five

years in which I can remember so much happiness. But

I must not forestall my story. I told you how I found

her. We were of course very much in each other's soci-

ety, for she was my mother's favorite attendant ; and I will

swear to you that, young libartine as I was then, the

purity and modest dignity of that young girl won from

me a respect which made me blush for an unholy thought

in her presence. One day, on entering my mother's sit-

ting room, I found Corilla reading aloud. This was a

great surprise, and in reply to my remark upon it, I

learned that she had been carefully raised by her late mis-

tress; and having naturally uncommon capacity' for learn-
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ing, she had eagerly improved every means of instruction,

and was really as well informed as half the young ladies

one meets. Of course her reading had been desultory,

and her mind was undisciplined, for she had chiefly

read such books as an invalid. mistress wished to hear.

But I never saw any thing like the child's thirst for knowl-

edge, and I never took such delight in any thing as in

reading to her and my mother, and hearing the remarks

she sometimes ventured to make in a moment of forget-

fulness. She was never forward or obtrusive; but seated

with her work at my mother's feet, I have watched her

face change with succeeding emotions, and her large black

eyes raised suddenly with such a flash of intelligence as.

almost startled me."

"I wonder your mother allowed you there so much,"

said Mrs. Warner.

"She seemed at last to awake to the conviction that I

was becoming very fond of reading to her, and of staying

in doors; or, rather, my father did; for one day I heard

him say, it appeared to him I staid in her room too much,

and asked if it would not bp well to send Corilla away when

I was there ; but she answered, 'Pooh ! there is no dan-

ger. I like to have him read to me; and as to Corilla,

I would trust her virtue as quicl as I would my own.'

They did not seem to think for a moment that her very

virtue and delicacy was what refined and fixed my boy-

ish passion.

" However, for a few days she heeded my father's

advice, and Corilla was banished from any room where
I chanced to be. But then her mother, to whom she
was much attached, died, after a short illness; and in her
overwhelming grief my kind mother could no L longer
refuse her the dccupation and amusement which alone had
any power to comfort her for her loss. She wa admitted
again to our morning readings ; iand then I grew bolder,
and pretended to have weak eyes, that I might get her
allowed to read in my presence. What a pleasure it was
to me to hear her low musical voice, and -see how quickly
she caught the inspiration of the page over which she bent!
Then I pretended to criticize her reading, and make her
repeat certain passages again and again, that I might force
her to look at me and talk to me, and thus put myself into
communication with her; for all this time, such was her
innate delicacy, and her obedience to what she afterwards
told me were her mother's instructions, that she would
hardly ever remain with me a moment, or look at me,
except in my mother's presence. The chamber of my
mother was her inviolable sanctuary. My father, coming
in one day, found me thus teaching her to read sone pas-
sages from Shakspeare, and put a stop to the business
by sending her abruptly out of the room. Nothing was
said to me; but the next week I was sent away from
home, and on various pretexts of business or pleasure
kept away three months."

He paused and added, bitterly, "It had been well if

4'
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I had never returned if the death which made me an

orphan had taken me instead. In an imprudent summer

journey to Charleston, my father tok the fever, and died.

I heard of his death, and came home in time to close my

mother's eyes, and hear her farewell words. She had

been long an invalid, and grief killed her.

" My sister returned to her home in New Orleans,

from whence she had come to the funeral, and left me

alone in the desolated house. It was necessary I should

remain there, for their sudden deaths had left all business

unfinished, and there was much which claimed my atten-

tion. Corilla was there, shy, modest, and pure as ever,

but grieving deeply for the death of her beloved and

kind mistress, and sympathizing so deeply with my trouble.

that all barriers of reserve were soon broken down.

" What could be expected of two young creatures

brought together under such circumstances? We loved

each other deeply, wildly; but we could not marry, for

she was the child of a slave. 0, sir, I ask you, I ask

you, madam, were we, was she, to be blamed for what fol-

lowed? If there was any fault, it attached to me; for

when she had once acknowledged her love, she had no

longer power or will of her own. I believe she adored

the ground I walked on. She looked up to me with a

humble reverence that was bewitching, and esteemed my

college smattering of Greek and Latin the height of all

human knowledge. I taught her to play the guitar, and

t
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to sketch, for which she really had great talent. Ah,

those were happy days."

"But for all that, sir, you were very much to blame,"

said Mr. Warner, impatiently. "Please proceed to the

facts of the case," he added, with an emphasis that showed

he had little patience for the indulgence of sentiment.

" I will hasten," said Colonel Bell. "I have lingered,

because I dislike to come to that part of my life of which

I am ashamed."

"Pray, sir, and are you not ashamed of that part of

which you have told us?" interrupted Mr. Warner.

" No, sir, I am not," said Colonel Bell, looking up

boldly. "My love for Corilla was the only pure affection

of my life; and if sin or shame resulted from it, the blame

rests with the laws of society, which dro*e us into a false

position. I would gladly have married her if. I could."

"But you had a wife at the very time," said Mrs. War-

ner, indignantly.

"Not then, but afterwards. I confess my marriage

was wrong, and I have always wondered how I allowed

myself to consent to it. It was one of those things men

sometimes do by the suggestion and help of others, with-

out realizing what they are about, until it is too late. My

father had proposed the alliance before his death, and my

sister insisted that I. should fulfil the engagement he had

made for me. I gave the matter little thought, taking it

for granted I must marry, and thinking the lady proposed

would do as well as any one.
22
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"The bride was willing, the prelinn arie ere all ar-
ranged by my sister, and I was sent for to go and act as

bri soom. Then first I told Corilla of my intentions,

and asked her to remove to a small cottage I had fitted

up for her on a distant part of my estate. She, poor

thing, was dreadfully shocked."

"The impudent-" began Mrs. Warner; but a fiery

glance from his eyes checked her, and she added, in a
milder tone, " I must scold a little, for it proVokes me to
see how completely that girl deceived you."

" You mistake; it was I who deceived her. In the

innocent simplicity of her heart she had believed my vows
of eternal constancy meant what they said, and that I

considered her as holding the relation of a wife.

"No doubt it should have been thus, but few men are
wiser than their generation; and though I loved her, re-

spected her, - ay, as I have respected few women since, -

I had never viewed our relation as she had done. When

she found herself degraded from the position of wife to

that of mistress, a great * change came over her, and she

was never after happy as she had been.

" She submitted *o my wish, and removed to- the cot-

tage. I shall never forget her looks when she first

stepped in the door, and saw the fanciful elegance with

which I had furnished her apartments. Her eyes were

very expressive; she could throw all her soul out through

them at times; and she gave me then one quick glance.of

gratitude and pleasure, and with a grace all her own she
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took my hand and kissed it. Then she clasped her
child, little Helen, to her bosom, and sinking on the floor

at my feet, and leaning her headl against my knee, burst

into tears.

"I understood the gesture, and no words coVld have

so moved me as did those silent tears. But she never.

reproached me, or complained. She was humble and

grateful, and after a little while she strove to be cheerful

when in my presence, and we returned to our old pursuits

and enjoyments ; but I could see there was a weight upon
her spirits, and I have since been told by her servants,
that in my absence she spent whole days in tears.

" We had then two children, Helen and Charles, and
their prattle amused her, and the care of them. occupied

her; but they were nevertheless a source of great anxiety.
As her maternal feelings developed, she grew thoughtful

and careful for the future, and sometimes even proposed
that I should give them all free papers, and send them

away; for she feared something unforeseen might expose
them to a life of ignorance and servitude; and I grew
half jealous of the children, who seemed to divide her

care and love for me.

" Men are selfish wretches, and I was no better than
my kind. I meant to do right -by fhem all, but I never
aroused to the necessity for placing her wholly at ease,
until she had gone to the world where anxieties cease.

When Helen was four years old, and Charles was two,
their mother died suddenly, - died in agony ; the cholera
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penetrated even to the home where I had hidden her:

there was no time for farewells."

His voice had been growing weak and husky for the

last few sentences, and now it became inaudible; and

after a momentary struggle, he yielded to the keen feel-

ings his story had recalled, and they saw tears dropping

from beneath the hand with which his eyes were shaded.

In spite of their prejudices, his hearers, too, were affected,

and for a short time there was entire silence.

Colonel Bell recovered himself with an effort, and look-

ing up again, said, sadly, "There is little more to tell, for

I will not trouble you with my grief or my remorse. I

determined to revenge upon myself the negligence which

had caused her pain, by separating myself from the chil-

dren of my love, and to satisfy the spirit of the dead by

placing them in a position that suited their father's race.

I had them conveyed away, and persuaded the few who

knew of their existence to believe they were dead. Then

I carried them to New York, made inquiries which in-

formed me where they would be well treated, and left

them there. 'I managed to convey a yearly remittance for

their education, until they had arrived at the, age when I

thought they would be likely to make some attempt to

discover where the money came from, and then I sent a

certain' sum, with a letter, stating that no more would be

remitted. I thought it better for them to depend upon

themselves for a livelihood, rather than to run any risk

I

of learning the secret of their birth ; and I intended to

watch over and help them, when it seemed necessary.

"During all these years I had not seen them; most of

the time I had been abroad; but then I left directions

with my banker to transmit the money, though he knew

not to whom it was sent, or why it was sent so privately.

"After my last return from Europe, I went to the place

where I left them, but found the school broken up, and

the person who had charge -of them removed. I dared

not make much inquiry, lest I should excite curiosity, and

therefore was unable to get such clew -to their location as

would enable me to find them, and knew nothing of their

situation until I met Helen on the boat last spring. I

knew her in a moment, from her likeness to her mother

- the beautiful, the nobli girl. Can you wonder that I

shrank from turning the morning of her life into midnight

gloom? -that I could not inform either her or you of

the fatal truth which would curse her days

At this moment they were startled by a noise outside

the window, and immediately Hubert's voice called loudly

for help.

22
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M ORE THAN WAS SOUGHT FOR.

4

"0, agony! fierce agony,
For loving heart to brook

For one brief hour the withering power
Of unimpassioned look.

0, agony ! sharp agony,
For heart that's proud and high,

To learn of fate how desolate
It may be ere it die."

SOME time after Colonel Bell entered Mr. Warner's

office, Hubert and Helen were returning from a morning

ramble through the woods. Notwithstanding her joy at

his return, and his efforts to cheer her, she had passed a

sad and sleepless night, and descended to the breakfast'

table, looking so low spirited and pale, that he had insisted

she should go out into the open air, and let the sunshine

dissipate her vapors.

His medicine had been so far successful that she en-

joyed her walk, and was returning in a much more cheer-

ful mood. As they came along the path beside the high

fence which had been built to keep thieves from the fruit

garden, Hubert, looking up, saw some fig branches shang-

ing down from the top of the wall, and made an effort to

reach the fruit. They proved to be half ripe, and throw-

ing them away, he said, -

(258)

"Let us go in ak the gate, and get some from the other

side. I used to like the figs that grew on this south wall

better than any I ever ate, and we will see if they still
retain their flavor."

Accordingly, when they reached the little gate near the

office, Hubert opened it, and went in, while Helen stood
in the gateway, waiting for him. As she waited, she

spied some very fine ones growing against the side of the
office building, and seeing that Hubert was having poor

success in his search, she went to' gather these herself.

They were a little above her reach, and stepping on the
crotch of the vine-like tree, she clung to the tough branch,

and, reaching up, was about to grasp them, when her

attention was arrested by a voice within the window near

which her ear was brought by this sideway position. She
listened an instant thoughtlessly, as one might do to rec-

ognize the voice, and then she heard her own name, and
then By degrees her hands grew rigid, her limbs

grew cold, and like one petrified she remained clinging to

the branches.

Hubert, having secured his prize, came near, and, seeing

her strange posture, said gayly, with slight surprise in his

tone, "What are you doing, Helen, -listening? Don't

you know listeners hear no good to themselves?"

But she turned towards him a face so ashen white, so

sharpened and changed by sudden agony, that he uttered

an exclamation of fear. She held up her hand as a signal

for silence, and for a few moments he waited impatiently,

Ii
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with occasional questions, in a low voice, to which she re-

turned no answer, and seemed not to notice. The shut-

ters were closed, and as he stood on the ground, he could

hear nothing but a low murmur, or now and then an in-

distinct word; but she heard all the last pait of Colonel

Bell's sad story - heard it with a quick chill of appre-

hension, and a conviction of evil that left no room for

doubt or question.

" What is it, Helen? You frighten me. Come down,"

Hubert said, at length, peremptorily, pulling at her dress.

She yielded, and fell into his arms rigid and pale as a

corpse. Her eyes were open, and her breath came with

faint gasps. He spoke to her in terror, and pressed her

to his heart. Then consciousness returned. She strug-

gled feebly to release herself, threw up her arms with an

hysterical sob, and fainted entirely away.

Hubert's loud cry for help brought them all to the door.

When she saw Helen's position, Mrs. Warner uttered a

groan.

"0 , dear! " she said to her husband, "I always heard

that living trouble was worse than dead trouble, and I

begin to believe it. That poor girl has overheard us.

What in the world shall we do with her? "

Colonel Bell had sprung forward to assist Hubert, who,

when the door was opened, carried Helen into the office,

and laid her on the sofa there ; and now his mother

joined him. They were so much alarmed at her death-

like aspect, that for a few moments not a word was spoken,
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or a question asked, as they bathed her face and hands

with water, and strove to recall the life which fluttered so
faintly, and seemed about to expire.

But at length she opened her eyes, and Mrs. Warner,

seeing she was out of danger, bade them go away and
leave her ; for she dreaded the result of excitement in the
first moments of consciousness. Then Hubert recollected
the mystery which attended this sudden illness, and turn-
ing to his father, said, "What is it? 'What did she over-
hear ? What could you say to affect her thus?"

Mr. Warner drew him to the farther side of the room,
and whispered in low, reluctant tones, -

"You must calm yourself, my son. We have learned
something from Colonel Bell which pains us exceedingly,
and will make you feel even worse than we do. Your
plans are most sadly broken up. You. cannot marry
Helen."

" Why not, pray ? What do you mean?" interrupted

he, impatiently.

"Because, my poor boy, she is of negro descent; she
is the child of a slave."

" It's a lie !'" exclaimed Hubert. "Show me the man
who dares say so. What, Helen! my Helen! Impossi-

ble! It is a base lie."

" Be calm, my son," repeated. Mr. Warner, himself

trembling all over with excitement. "It is a dreadful

thing, I know, but I fear it is true."
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" I tell you it is a lie ; I will never believe it. Who

has so imposed upon you? Is it Colonel Bell ?"

" Colonel Bell has acknowledged reluctantly what I

had heard before from other sources. There is no doubt

of it, my son; you must believe it."

"Believe it! never! Colonel Bell, what do you mean

by daring to say such a thing?" Hubert said, turning

fiercely to the unhappy man, who stood at a little dis-

tance, with eyes fixed on Helen, and a face scarcely less

pale and distressed than her own. At another time, he

would have resented the tone of this question; but now

his spirit seemed broken, and he replied, humbly, -

"I have only told the truth. I cannot repeat the

story; but your father will tell all. She is m child

my unfortunate child."

" You lie, sir! " cried Hubert, almost distracted. "Do

you realize what is involved in this slander ? I tell you

it is false."

Even this did not rouse Colonel Bell. He only an-

swered in the same sad tone, "Alas ! it is too true. Why

should I say it, if it were not? Look at me. Do you

think I suffer less than you? Do you think it is nothing

to me to blast hopes that were dearer to me than life?

to ruin the happiness of my beloved daughter? Look at

me, Hubert Warner, and see if I look like a triumphant

slanderer."

His quiet air, so unlike any thing ever before known of

him, staggered Hubert's obstinate incredulity more than

I
thousand proofs written with pen of fire. He struck his
forehead and groaned in desperation.

" Who calls me daughter," said Helen's faint voice;
and she tried to raise herself and look around. "Orphan
so long, and homeless, who claims me now? who comes
to take away my Iupiness?"

These pitiful- .accents moved them all to tears. She
gazed from one to the other with a vague, bewildered air ;
for her recollection was indistinct, and she was conscious
only of some great and sudden sorrow. But as she read
their faces, and her thoughts grew clear, her voice took a
stronger tone, and a wild, fearful light came into her eyes.

"What did I hear?" she exclaimed; "what was it
Colonel Bell was saying? tell me. I heard part; what is
it?" Her face pleaded even more touchingly than her
words; but none answered her. Who could be the first
to tell such news? At that moment Mr. and Mrs. Waf-
ner could forgive Colonel Bell for what they had before
deemed his treacherous silence.

He nerved himself at length to the task, and seating
himself near, took her hand.

"Helen," he said, "do not curse me. God knows I
did not mean that this should ever be. I thought I could
save you from sorrow. But our sins follow us forever,"
he added, with a groan; "even from the grave they rise
to pursue us relentlessly. I wronged your mother, and
this is my bitter punishment."
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" Who was my mother?" Helen asked, in a hard,

nervous tone.

" She was Corilla."

"A servant! a slave girl !"

"Yes; but, 0 Helen, my child, do not hate me, do not

spurn me," he added, beseechingly; for she had with-

drawn her hand quickly, and a strange, defiant, disdain-

ful expression had settled upon her face. " All others

will turn from you now; you have only me ; do not hate

me for this trouble that I could not help."

" I do hate you," she exclaimed; "go away! I hate

myself. What right had you to say I have no friends-

that I must be dependent upon you? I have a brother."

* " And you have me too; I will not give you up, Helen,"

said Hubert, who, after the first shock, had been standing

in gloomy silence ; but now every generous impulse of

his soul was roused to aid his love for her. "I will not

leave you," he repeated, and took both her hands in his.

She looked up with a grateful smile, but when her eyes

fell again on Colonel Bell, her expression grew hard and

He shook his head, with a mournful and incredulous

aspect, murmuring, "Alas, poor child! you cannot help

trusting him, and yet he will not be above the prejudice

of his race. You will only have one more' pang, in find-

ing yourself deceived."

"I am not deceived," Helen said, quickly. "He is

kind and generous; but I know how it must be. Yes,"

I
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she added, clasping his hands tighter, while her voice
grew slightly tremulous, "I knew from the first moment
that this would part us; and if- I cling to him now, it is
only because I know it is but for a little while. But you,

do you suppose I will turn to you? Sooner would I
beg from door to door, You are the cause of all my
misery."

She shrank still farther from him as she spoke;
for in this moment of tumult and anguish -of heart, all
thought of the bitterness and shame of her lot seemed to
merge themselves in an unreasoning and revengeful dis-
like to him, who, in giving her being, had forded upon her
so much sorrow.

" Is this all you can say to me? " he answered, in a
stifled voice -,-" to me, who have thought of you so many
years with such interest, and, since I have known you,
with so much affection? Do try to forgive me. I did
not mean to cause you sorrow. 0 Helen, you are your
mother's image -- your mother, who loved me so well."

" My mother, whom you wronged so deeply!/ " Helen
replied, in stern and cutting tones; and Colonel Bell, too
deeply pained for words, went out of the room to hide
his emotions.

Mr. Warner was about to interfere, and put an end to
this interview, which he had watched in silent anxiety;
but Hubert took the place Colonel Bell had vacated, and
still pressing her cold, trembling hands, he said, earnestly,

23
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"A SEA O F TROUBLES."

" Helen, even now I cannot believe this. There must be

some mistake: mistakes are easily made. Tell me what

you know of your childhood. I have heard you speak of

it as a vague memory; but can't you think of somethmg

which can refute this slander? Do you believe what this

man has said?"

She grew excited now, and tearful; but she struggled

to retain her self-possession. "I cannot deceive you,"

she said, "you or your dear mother and father, who have

been so kind to me. I know how you will feel - I know

what you will think, but I cannot deceive you. There

have been indistinct recollections in my brain, on which

his words have thrown a sudden light; then his evident

interest in me from the first-when we met on the boat

- and his agitation. 0 Hubert! 0 Mrs. Warner! If

it is true what will become of me? And, Charles! my

poor brother! 0, it is too much, too much !

Her words were lost in sobs and tears that soon became

convulsive and hysterical. Hubert was unwilling to leave

her; but his father forced him away, and his mother in-

sisted that only by being left alone could Helen regain

the calmness and strength necessary to enable her to re-

turn to the house without revealing the secret, which

she was desirous of keeping from the family as long as

possible.

They found Colonel Bell walking in the garden, just

before the door. He had still much to say, and Hubert

had many questions to ask. With reckless and unsparing

hand he probed the old wound, inquiring into all the mi..
nutiO of evidence, and examining all the details of that
sad story; and in satisfying himself df Helen's identity
with the rumor which .his father had heard, he unwit.

tingly drew from Mr. Warner the fact of Mrs. Bell's com-
plicity with the affair.

The colonel started when he heard this, and the sub-
dued, grief-stricken expression of his face became strangely
mingled with one .harder and more bitter; but he made no
reference to what he thus learned. It was long before
Hub t could yield to the terrible conviction, against which
he fought with a strong and wilful scepticism; and when at
length he could not help believing, no words can describe
the perplexed and angry feelings that mixed themselves
with his distress.

Before Colonel Bell left them he wished again to see
Helen; but she was unwilling to admit him, and he was
obliged to be satisfied with leaving kind words for her
with Mrs. Warner -words from which she turned indig-
nantly away. She had waited. impatiently for their long
talk to be ended. She longed for the solitude of her
chamber, and she felt it impossible to go through the gar-
den while they were there. Realizing every moment
more and more of what this dread discovery entailed upon
her, she shrank from meeting any eye, from hearing any
voice, that could, by pity or by wonder, remind her of the
ithange it made in her condition.

With passionate bursts of tears, and restless, impatient
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motions, she paced tho floor, now giving herself up to.

the full power of her fears, and now clinging to a hope,

which even then she felt was mockery - the hope that

Hubert, who would never yield to less than an entire cer-

tainty, might find some escape from this pitiless doom.

Poor girl ! how she watched him ! how she hung upon

his gestures, as standing beneath the trees he questioned

Colonel Bell and his father! and how her heart thrilled,

when once he mado a few rapid steps towards the office,

as if coming to seek her.

At length Colonel Bell took from his pocket book a

paper, which Bernard had given in exchange for the five

thousand dollars which had been paid to secure his

since ; worthless indeed, except as a most fearful proof

that another besides the Colonel had recognized Helen

from her resemblance to her mother. Then, through the

office window, she saw him take from his vest pocket a

small case, which apparently contained a miniature. She

saw Hubert take it, look at it a few moments, and then

dash it to the ground and walk hurriedly away. It was

Corilla's miniature-a last, convincing proof, against which

his whole soul rebelled, even while it sank confused and

overwhelmed.

Then her senses seemed to fail, and for a moment all

things vanished from before her eyes, and the sunlight

was darkened. The last faint spark of hope went out.

'The curse of the old law was upon her, and the father's

sins must be visited on the child.

Hubert had heard all; and he was forsaking. her!
She had known it must'be so -known it dimly and

passively, as we think of death, the common doom of all.
But to have the moment come so soon- to.see him turn
away without a word or look, smote her soul with a keen
agony too mighty to be endured. She stretched out both
arms towards his receding form with a wild, ringing cry,
and then sank down on the sofa, crouching together as if
convulsed with bodily pain.

"4What is it ? Ilelen, poor child! " said Mrs. Warner,
striving to raise her bowed head.

"He is going -it is true - the story is true, and he
is going to leave me," and she clasped Mrs. Warner's
hands, and looked up piteously.

It was a very painful moment to that lady, but she
thought it was better that the worst should be known at
once, and so she answered in a kind but hesitating tone,

"You must not wonder at it, Helen. If he believes
the stories, he must feel that he cannot see you now.
Perhaps it will be better for you both if you never meet
aoain."

"Never meet again! 0, can you mean so! " she spoke
slowly, pleadingly, and her cold hands dropped like lead
by her side. If she had rebelled, if she had been indig-
nant, it would have been easier to reason with her, easier

. to remind her of the fatal barrier which had suddenly
arisen to shut her out from all she had loved or hoped
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for; but to see her thus was. heartbreaking; and Mrs.

Warner wept as shb said,

"Do not think about that now, and do not blame us,

Helen. We will try to do right; but it is dreadful for us

all, and hard to know what to do."

"4I don't blame you," Helen said, with something of

her old manner, gently putting away Mrs. Warner's ca-

ressing hand. "I have no complaints to make. I don't

wonder that you scorn me -that you are ashamed of me.

I scorn and despise myself." She wrung her hands, and

added, passionately, "How can this be ! It is too dread-

ful ! How can I bear it! O0, why cannot I die!"

" Hush, Helen, dear, hush ! It is wrong to talk so."

" Wrong I it is all wrong I all one piece of wickedness!

I the child of shame ! I one of the servile race! 0,

horrible!" and shuddering, she burie& her face in her

hands,

" Don't talk so; don't!" said Mrs. Warner, making a

faint attempt to comfort her. "It is a shocking thing to us

all ; but then you have many friends, who will always be

interested in you, and it might have been a great deal

worse for you."

" Worse! How? 0, I know what you mean," she

added, with a look before which the stereotyped consola-

tion seemed to shrivel on the lips that spoke it, like parch-

ment touched by fire. I know what you are thinking of.

I am a slave! the child of a slave mother. Why don't

they take ine to mai ket and sei1 me? They sold my

mother, and I am no better than she was. Why not treat
us all alike? " And she laughed so wildly that Mrs.
Warner feared she was losing her reason.

She was indeed nearly distracted; but when she saw
the apprehension which her companion's face expressed,
she made a great effort to be calm and quiet, and, in a
tone far different from that she had just used, she begged
to be told her mother's history, the details of which were
yet unknown to her.

Mrs. Warner complied briefly, for the subject was dis-e
agreeable to her. She was anxious to avoid wounding
Helen's already lacerated heart, but she could not look
upon the matter as Colonel Bell had done; she had no
knowledge of Corilla's refined and delicate nature, which
had redeemed her in the eyes of her lover from the infamy
of her position, and she could not give the story the col-
oring he had given it. The unhappy girl felt while she
listened, that notwithstanding her pity, Mrs. Warner
looked upon her as even then sharing some portion of her
mother's shame.

The garden was vacant at length, and Helen could
reach her room unnoticed. She was thankful to be alone,
and when she had fastened the door, she threw herself
down upon the carpet, her face buried in her arms; and
making no longer any effort at. self-control, she lay moan-
ing and writhing, while all the waves of misery and de-
spair swept over her. It was not wholly for herself she
mourned, though the heavy grief which crushed her might
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well have made her selfish. From her childhood her

brother had been her pride and her idol, and his happi-

ness her first care ; and now amid the horrors and dark-

ness which surrounded her, his face came before her men-

tal v'ion like the face of an accusing spirit, and again

she heard Julie's gentle voice, urging her to remain with

them. 0, if she had but heeded their request! If she

had but refused to return to her southern home, perhaps

this miserable truth might never have been known, and

they at least have been happy. How should she ever

meet them? How could she ever endure to tell the

secret of which they were now so unconscious?

Poor Helen! what years of agony she lived in that one

day; alternately calm and passive with exhaustion, or

restless, half frantic, and raving wildly with passionate

struggles and tears, she wore away the long, long hours.

Mrs. Warner came and went, urging food and rest; -but

such entreaties seemed a mockery; and, worn out at

length by the contest between her pity and prejudice,

which led her at one moment to long to give Helen the

only comfort that could be bestowed, by assuring her she

should be held by them in the same light as before this

discovery, and the next moment made her repel that

idea as something impossible, she was almost glad when

at nightfall Helen requested that she might be left alone

until morning.

Hubert also had passed the day alone, in a frame of

mid hardly more endurable than that of his unfortunate
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betrothed. It is rarely that a man's love is capable of the
generosity and self-forgetfulness which characterize a wo.
man's, even though the emotion itself be as intense in
one heart as in the other. The idiosyncrasies of different
characters of course modify this distinction; and there
are selfish and heartless women, as there are men, who
have

1e eetmed the worli well lost -and all for love.

4j

But when a man has lived thirty-flve years, as Hubert
had, before experiencing a sincere passion, he is perhaps
less likely to be carried away by enthusiasm, and careless
of the world's opinion, than he -could be if long habit had
not led him to consider that opinion as an irrevocable sen-
tence, from which there is no appeal. I

But the strong love with which Helen had inspired
him wrestled with all the habits of his thought, and the
education of a lifetime, now armed and fighting against it.
Until the last moment he had refused to believe she could
be one of the race whom from infancy he had looked upon
as created only for the use or amusement of their lordly.
superiors.

He had risked something to aid Michel; he had been
uniformly lend to his father's servants, and was beloved
by them; but it had all proceeded from the disposition
that made him once shelter a terrified pig, which the dogs
were worrying, and feed those'same dogs, and pet them,
when thoy fawned upon him'. Perhaps he had never
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once, even in thought, admitted the colored race to a hu-

manity equal with his own. But Colonel Bell's appear-

ance, and the clear and simple proofs of the truth of his

story, agreeing as they did with what Helen had previ-

ously told him of herself, forced him at length to yield;

and then came the question, the struggle, that racked his

very soul. To marry her seemed impossible; to give her

.Up, and with her all his dreams of bliss, seemed equally

impossible. His hesitation and doubt were pitiable, and

generosity and affection sometimes shrank, convulsed and

trembling, within the serpent coils which prejudice had

wound about his soul.

As he walked the room thus perturbed and excited, he

heard some one rap at his door, and, when he had opened

it, his father entered.

I
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CHAPTER FIFTEENTH.

a tre 6ternal, rassemble autour de moil'innombrable foule de mes semblables;
qu'is 6coutent mes confessions, qu'ils g6missent do mes indignItes, qu'ils rou-
gissent de mes miseres I Que chacun d'eux d6couvre & son tour son coeur au pied
do ton tr8ne, avec le meme sincerite, et puis qu'un seul to dise. sii loseje fa,
mezileur que cet homme Id.n - RousSAU.

MR. WARNER met his son's inquiring glance with an
air of embarrassment, and took one or two turns across
the room, before he could find words to say. Then he
only uttered the commonplace phrase, "I'm sorry for
you, Hubert; this is sad business.

"Sad!" ejaculated Hubert, with secret impatience,
which he tried to conceal under his habitual calmness of
manner.

"You must try to bear it like a man," Mr. Warner
added.

"I do; don't I ?" said Hubert, irritated by this well-.
meant attempt at consolation. His wound was too sensi-
tive to endure handling.

"I hope you will. You will suffer at first, of course;
but it is all in a lifetime. We get over every thing, if
we live long enough."

"I think I heard you give the same consolation to
(276)



Angie the other day, sir, when her kitten died," said Hu-*

bert, frowning slightly.
"Don't think I am unfeeling, my son," replied Mr.

Warner, coloring a little at this remark. "If I tell you

the same things to-day, it is only because these common

sayings come to one's lips when one don't know what else

to say. I'm sure I don't know what to say to you now."

The old man's voice trembled, and Hubert, repenting

of his irritability, said, more kindly,

"I know you feel badly, father, but you must excuse

me. There are things .about which a man don't want to

be condoled with."

"But Hubert, I must say one thing; I shouldn't have

intruded upon you only for that." He paused, hesitated,

and then added, " You won't forget yourself, and do any

thing rash - you won't feel yourself now bound by obli-

gations you assumed under a totally different state of

things?"
He spoke interrogatively; but Hubert made no reply,

and in a few moments he continued, with increasing em-

barrassment, -

"1Of course it was well enough for you to tell her that

you would never give her up; it may be as well to let

her think so till she gets back to her brother, or wherever

Colonel Bell may see fit to send her ; for I suppose he

will take charge of her now. But then you can't seri-

ously mean it?"
"It is no matter how many lies I tell her now, I sup-

pose, since she is discovered to. be only about seven
eighths white," said Hubert, mockingly.

"Hem! ha! why, I don't mean that, of course," .re-
plied his father; "but you can't possibly marry her now."

"Why not?"
"In the first place, it is against the law of the state -"
"Law! 0, yes, nice laws they are," interrupted Hu-

bert, "but more honored sometimes in the breach than in
the observance."

"What do you mean? You are wild, boy," said Mr.
Warner, beginning to be alarmed. "Beware how you

scorn my advice. I only seek your good, and you are too
much excited now to know exactly what you ought to do.
You may do something you will be sorry for."

"Very likely I shall," said Hubert; "it won't be the
first time, if I do."

"Don't be rash, my son. Don't throw away your rep-
utation, and disgrace your family, for the sake of a head-
long fancy you will regret by and by."

"I am not apt to be Quixotish ; I think I shall keep
cool," Hubert answered. But the next moment, he
turned around so fiercely that his father was startled, ex-
claiming, "I don't believe one single word of this story;
it is all a lie an infernal lie ; and I'll call out Colonel
Bell, and make him pay for it with his blood."

"You won't help the matter any, if you do," replied
his father. "The report came from his wife, and I be-
lieve she has taken pains to spread it every where."
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"She is a Jezebel," said Hubert, vehemently.

"No matter for that ; people will believe her; and now

the story must be generally known, and you could never

marry any body who was even suspected to be tainted with

negro blood. Think of the disgrace it would cast upon

your brothers and sisters, and what all the world would

say about it ! They would think you either crazy or a

fool, and you would be ashamed of it yourself by and by.

No, no, Hubert; be ruled by us for once, and go away

somewhere until we have settled this business. It is bad

enough as it is, and will only be harder to manage, if you

meddle with it. You are no longer a boy, and you ought

to have sense enough to help you bear your disappoint-

ment, and be thankful you discovered the secret when you

did. How do you suppose you should have felt, if, after

you had been married a few years, you had found out

your wife was partly a negro?"

"Father," exclaimed Hubert, growing very pale, "it is

my opinion that the less we talk on the subject, the better

it will be for us. I have my own thoughts, and I shall

do as I think best. If you would like to stay here, you

are welcome to use my chamber as long as you wish. I

am going to take a walk; " and, making a low bow, he

took his hat, and went out.

Helen had been an hour or two alone that evening.

She had heard the children's voices, as they passed her

door, hushed to a low whisper, for they had been told she

was ill; and then their merry laughter and prattle in the

I
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A MISSIVE.

nursery at the end of the hall, as they were being un-
dressed. Then the servant's steps and voice died away,
and the house became still, except the sound of an occa-
sional word, or the shutting of a door in the distance,
and the low mrmur of conversation between Mr. and
Mrs. Warner, in the parlor beneath her chamber.

A small lamp burned on her table, and she stood read-
ing by its light a tiny note, which she had just discovered
on the sill of her door. It contained these words: -

"Beloved Helen, - dearer now than ever, - meet me
in my sanctum at the end of the piazza, at eight o'clock.
I shall wait'for you, and by your love I conjure you, do
not disappoint me."

No name was signed, but she knew too well who traced
those lines, and she pressed them to her lips, and blessed
him. She knew also the place to which he referred. It
was on the 'same floor with her own chamber, and she
could easily reach it by going around the house on the

upper piazza, which extended along the wing of the build-
ing, at the extreme end of which a small room had- been
appropriated to Hubert's sole use, as a smoking room, and
place of deposit for his guns and fishing rods, and his few
books and papers.

It was a whim of his to choose this place for them,
since he declared that when they were kept in his cham-
ber, he could never find any thing where he left it, in
consequence of the inveterate propensity his mother and
the maids had for sweeping and dusting. Into this bach-
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elor's den, however, no servant was allowed to enter, and

he was permitted to keep it in as untidy a condition as he

pleased.
Helen hesitated a few moments after reading the note.

She had been compelling herself to look calmly at her

desolate state, and consider how she should meet its

trials. She was not of a meek and quiet temper. Had

she been possessed of less good sense, or less thoroughly

learned to control herself, hers would have been rather a

turbulent and stormy nature; and as it was, she had quick,

sensitive feelings, easily aroused, and not so easily quelled,
great dignity of character, and something of the aristo-~

cratic pride belonging to her father's family. But she

was generous, warm-hearted, and full of delicate sensibil-

ity; and though she haid seen much of the world, she had

not adopted its selfish maxims, or believed in its philoso.

phy. Never for one moment doubting Hubert's faith and

love, clinging to those brave words, "I will never give
you up," as her only safeguard from insanity, she could

yet see that his mother was right, and it was best they

should never meet again. Never should he have cause to

blush for the wife of his bosom. Never should child of

his share the shame which she inherited. Never should

he for her sake be an outcast from his family, and face

the sneers of the world. And 0, more than all, never

should he, in any future time, regret that his noble heart

had been offered to one whose narrow gaze could not

take in the future, in which she might be a blight and

I
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a mildew on all his hopes and aspirations. Better a
lonely life for them both; better that he -should forget
her than that this should be.

She had resolved to arrange with Mrs. Warner that she
might be sent to the cars the next day, without his knowl-
edge ; for the very bitterness of shame whfch she endured
at the thought of herselkmade her more than ever un-,
willing to accept the aid Colonel Bell had offered, and
she longed to go where none would know her, and no eye
could mark her sorrow. But those few simple words un-
nerved her resolution, and filled all her soul with a resist-
less yearning to see him, to hear his voice once more, to
be clasped in his arms again, - and then to die.

She looked at her watch. It was a little past the hour.
The note had been there some time before she saw it.
She approached the window, opened the shutters, and,
trembling in every limb, stepped out into the moonlight,
and then with slow, hesitating footsteps, uncertain if she
was doing right, she walked to the corner of the piazza.
The moment she reached it, she saw Hubert standing in
the angle of the buildings, a few feet distant.

"I knew you would come; I knew you could not refuse
me," he said, and heid out both arms as he came. towards
her. Cold, agitated, fainting, she fell upon his breast.
0 the mingled rapture and anguish of that moment, and
the long, long embrace which followed, wherein Hubert
carried rather than led her along, until they. had reached
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his sanctum, and were seated together on the sofa, which

was the sole resting-place its confined limits afforded.

His arms were around her, her aching, tear-worn head

rested on his shoulder, and his lips, hovering over hers,

murmured low words of fondness that fell on her heart

like balm. For a little while she gave herself up to this

blissful time of quiet repose, between the storm which

had wrecked her hopes and the tempest whose waves

would overwhelm her when she had parted from him for-

ever; and from the very excess of her love and gratitude,

her soul grew strong for the sacrifice she contemplated.

"It is happiness, it is bliss to be here, but it is for the

last, las4 time," she said, with mournful calmness, as she

raised herself at length from her resting-place.

"The last time! 0, no," he answered. "Have we

not tried living apart, and found it impossible? What

day this has been - to me! Has it not been long .and

terrible to you? "I

She shuddered, and sighed deeply, but could not speak.

" I am afraid you wondered why I did not come to you,"

he continued; "but they insisted I should not."

" They were right; and yet I could not deny you this'

Ias, interview, though it may be improper. I could not

deny myself the pleasure of telling you once more how I

blessed you for your affection, and what a comfort and

support its memory would be to me when we were sepa.

rated." -

"Why do you talk so, Helein? Can you live without

me? Can we live apart?"

"We must, Hubert."

' "We must not. I will not give you up."
Her voice and manner had a dreary calmness, but his

was tremulous and excited, and, as he spoke, he drew her
head down to its place on his shoulder."

She yielded a moment, and then rising, she gently and
with a dignity that enforced obedience, removed herset'
from his arms.

"Hear me," she said, gently. " We must meet no
more. To-morrow I shall leave this house,id you must
not follow me. Through the few short days that may
remain to me in the world, I shall live upon the thought
of your noble and generous love ; I shall bless you for it;

I shall remember it night and day. I don't know where
my days may be spent, or what will become of me; but I
believe I am d~ng now the only thing that can give them

peace, since thus you will never blush for the woman you
have loved."

"You are determined, then! And I, what am I to
do ?" he asked, almost sullenly.

"I do not tell you to forget me," she answered, in
quivering tones; "but 0, if you cannot otherwise be
happy, it were better that you should."

" You say so, -you! And you pretend to have loved
me !

She could not bear ilhjs sharp reproof.
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"Love you!" she exclaimed; "you never knew, you

never thought how much. But, loving you thus can I

consent you should sacrifice- your family, your friends,-all

your prospects in life, and brave the frowns of the worldip

for me? For I know how it will be. I know how the

world looks on such as I am, - cursed from my birth!

No; never shall you sacrifice yourself to marry me."

Hubert drew nearer to her, and there was a gloomy fire

in his eyes, as he grasped her hand, with a strong pressure.

" Helen," he said, in a low voice, "suppose that had

not been, and I had a home, a fairy-like home, by the

side of a silver lake, embowered in trees, in a land wher5

it is always summer, and the skies are serene as our lives

would be ; suppose you lived there, and I was with

you most of the time, but present or absent, ever true to

you, living only for you, our brief separations only mak-

ing our meetings more full of joy; suppose you lived

there, with books, and flowers, and birds, - could you

be content, even though you seldom saw any neighbor, or

had any company except mine ? "

"Why do you ask me this? Why do you picture hap-

piness that can never be ours? " she answered, half fear-

fully.

" Because, 0 Helen, let us fly together to some, such

home, and forget this miserable world, that turns its back

on you."

She shook her head with a faint, sad smile.

" You must not talk so," she said. "This is no time

to unnerve our souls with dreams. Even in the home

you picture, we should hear the voice of thissame scorn-

ful world; you would hear it; and perhaps you might

repent."

He shrank from the clear light of her eyes, for he was

secretly conscious of a hesitation and dread which, even

in that moment of excitement, was not wholly forgotten.
I

He blushed to own it to himself, but he felt it, neverthe-

less, and his voice was fainter, as he replied,

"But what can you do, Helen, if you will not let me

protect you? Your education, your accomplishments, can

no longer find you a support, and you will be self-de-

pendent, unless you consent to receive the aid you reject-

ed this morning from Colonel Bell. What can you do?

I shudder whei I look to the future. 0 Helen, we have

loved so well; you are my' soul's idol; why must we

part?"

But she felt the hesitation - the dread. Through all

his anxious protestatiom of love, her sensitive nature rec-

ognized the jarring of that weakness in his soul, and she

said, still more coldly and sadly, "Poverty, destitution,

the lowliest lot to which fate may bring me, would be as

nothing in comparison with the fear that you might regret

the sacrifices yqu must endure to make me your wife.

O Hubert, dare you tell me even now that you would

not blush to have it known you married me? - that you

do not at this moment hesitate between love and pride?"

She withdrew her hand from his as she -spoke ; and as

I
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F A R E W E L L!

her piercing gaze met his, he colored, and half turned his
head from her. She could not know all the thoughts that
struggled in his soul, but she was not mistaken in the
intuition which had revealed to her what he dared not
speak, and her proud soul was roused and stung almost
to madness.

" You dared to ask if I loved you," she exclaimed, ris-
ing suddenly, and standing before him; " you, who have
never known a love so strong that it could bear self-sacri-

fice. Do not speak; I saw your thoughts in your face.
0, I never imagined, when I used to study its varying
expression, that the day would come when I should read
there any scorn of me. I needed only this to show me I
have indeed fallen low."

"Helen, you mistake; you judge me harshly ; you do
not read me aright," he cried, in shame and anguish. "I
love you - love you dearly."

"Love me ! yes, but how?" she answered, bitterly.
"0, why did I come here only to discover this - to lose
the last comfort left me in believing you stronger, better,
more noble than those who will pursue me with cold pity
and feeble sympathy, harder to bear than scorn? 'Why
did you send for me ? Had you not been all day bal-
ancing between your compassion for me, and the worldly
policy that made your mother say it was best we should
never meet again?"

TIer words were too true ; and when she paused, in-
quiringly, the denial he would have spoken faltered on his
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tongue. Yet he threw himself on his knees at her feet,
and tears no bodily torture could have wrung from him
dimmed his eyes.

"I never meant you should know it," he said, humbly
and fervently; "but since you force me to confess it, will

you be implacable, and deny me any pity or forgiveness ?
I can never cease to love you. Helen, my heart is bleed-

ing now, and torn with grief. .0O, such a miserable day as
this has been! Consider in what a channel my thoughts
and feelings have run from childhood, and do not hate

me. If we must part, at least let us part in peace."

-" Part - yes, it'is time we parted," said gIelen, wildly,
pressing her clasped hands on her heart, with a frantic

gesture. "I do not hate you; 0, no, no! that can never

be! But it is as Colonel Bell told me - you cannot rise

above the prejudices of your class - and this is no place
for me. Farewell, Hubert! farewell forever!"

She was gone. He caught at her dress, but she drew

it from his hand as she vanished. He called her name;
she heard him, but answered not, and fled in breathless

haste to her chamber.

Yet, once there, alone and in safety, 4he repented. 0,
strange -woman's heart ! she repented that she had left

him with those last words. The love, the passionate wor-

ship she had cherished for so many months, rose up in
wild rebellion against the fate which had overthrown its

idol. His kneeling figure, his features distressed and

ghastly in the pale moonlight, his beseeching gesture,
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came before her mental vision, and she could pardon the

selfishness she had so angrily resented.

She longed, with intense yearnings, to return to him,

to comfort him; nay, in that moment of insanity, with

her reeling brain and her fainting heart, she longed to fly

with him, and forget the world and the miseries with

which it menaced her.

Then came a swift reaction of feeling and thought, that

made her cry out for human help and sympathy. The

loneliness of her quiet room oppressed instead of sooth-

ing; and she glanced around with a restless pining to

hear some voice speaking words of comfort, to throw her-.

self upon some strong arm, which could shield her from

herself and Hubert; and more than all, to escape to some

spot where she should never again see him who had so

cruelly disappointed her confidence in his love.

At that moment, for the first time recollected, came tho

gentle, warning voice of Mrs. Avenel, and her earnest

manner, as she said, "I will always be your friend. If

sorrow comes upon you, remember this, and come to me."

"I will go; this very night I will go. The roof that

shelters Hubert is now no place for me. God only knows

what I shall do; but I cannot remain any longer alone,

for my brain is growing wild."

Thus Helen said to herself ; and without pausing to

think of the distance or the hour, she threw a light shawl,

over her head, and going along the piazza, in an opposite

direction to that she had before traversed, she came to a

V

flight of steps which led to the ground. None heard her
light step as she flitted past the windows. None saw her
as she stole away amid the shadows. The air was balmy
and still, and the moonlight fell over the landscape, clear
and calm, like a soft white hand, laid gently upon the
feverish heart of earth, to hush its throbbings. But the
hush and repose of nature had no power to, soothe the
loud tumult of despair and apprehension which quickened
Helen's steps to breathless haste.

The two houses were not more than four miles apart,
and she had sometimes walked the distance ; but now she
ran, she flew.; an invisible power seemed upholding and
urging her forward, without rest or pause. She met no
white person on the lonely road, and the few negroes who
were strolling about hid themselves, quaking with fear, in
the dim shadows of the huge old pines, and told after-
wards, with distended eyes and suppressed breath, how,
on such a night, a ghost had glided swiftly by them,
along the sandy road.

It was late in the evening ; but Mrs. Avenel had been
reading, as she sat alone in the old-fashioned square par-
lor, where once at this- hour she had not been alone -

where once she had looked up from her book to meet
kind eyes gazing fondly on her, to hear many a childish
question, to -sympathize with many a youthful feeling,
and to feel herself the centre of the home which was then
so happy.

25
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Where were they now -all those, who Were wont to

gather in social converse around that table, whence now

the lamplight cast her shadow lonely on the wall? Alas!

they were dead, or distant, or - bitterest of all to real-)

ize -unloving and estranged from her, the widowed

mother of an only child.

But she had become accustomed to her loneliness, and

habit attached her to the spot where she had known much

joy and no little grief; and she led a dreamy life; the

monotony of which was not unpleasing to her sensitive

and somewhat feeble organization.

Closing her book at length, she arose and went to the

window. The vines, clustering over the latticed piazza,

glistened in the radiance that pictured their airy tremble

in masses of light and shade upon the floor, and made the

white sands of the avenue look like snow, as it stretched

away between its dark lines of trees. She was about to

close the shutters and fasten them, when she perceived

something which caused her to look more earnestly, and

pass her hand across her eyes to satisfy herself she was

not dreaming.

Even while she looked it drew nearer - a rapidly-mov-

ing yet staggering, tottering figure, that waved to and

fro with wild, uplifted arms, and hair falling like a black

veil over the light dress which fluttered as it sped onward.

"' Heaven preserve us! what is this ?" said Mrs. Avenel;

and she stood divided between curiosity and fear.

A HIvE-NOT TOO SOON.

On it came, struggling, panting, as one in the last throes
of exhaustion, yet never pausing until it was near - was
opposite the spot where she stood spell-bound; and then it
seemed to see her. The arms were reached out towards
her, the colorless face was turned to her.; a voice so
changed, so agonized, that she did not ,4ognize it, cried
out, "0 Mrs. Avenel, save me! save me and Helen
Dupr6 fell senseless on the steps she was trying to ascend.
Startled and shocked as she was, Mrs. Avenel instantly
divined all that could be told, and sprang forward to aid
her friend. She put aside the shrouding hair, and raised
her face, speaking kind and tender words to recall her
senses, for she dreaded to let any of the servants see her
in this condition. But her desperate flight had drawn too
powerfully on the springs of life. With the first gasp of
breath came a choking, gurgling sound, and a dark stream
of blood flowed over her pallid lips.
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CHAPTER SIXTEENTH.

"Thou wast that all to me, love,
For whicifmy soul did pino -
A green isle in the sea, love,
A fountain and a shrine.
All wreathed about with fairy flowers;
And all those flowers were mine.

"Ah, dream too bright to last 1
0starry hope, that did arise
But to be overcastI
A voice from out the Future crios3
'On I on! '-but o'er the Past,
(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies,
Mute, motionless, aghast! "

COLONEL BELL had expected mortification and suffer-

ing in making his confession, and in witnessing its effects

upon those who heard it; and he had nerved himself to

endure calmly and manfully this penance for the sins of

his youth. But he was himself unaware how strong was

the hold which Helen had taken of his heart, or how

acute would be the pain of seeing her utterly prostrated,
and writhing beneath the blow his hand was compelled to

give ; and still less was he prepared to see her turn with

anger and contempt from the protection and love he

offered her, and which he had for a few hours dared to

hope would ultimately bring her consolation, and be to

hun a means of peace and happiness, such as he had not
(292)
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enjoyed for years. Intense, almost unendurable, was the~

chagrin with which he had left her alone in her sorrow.

He had gone thither in his carriage, intending to bring

her away with him, and carry her to the little cottage

where his happiest days were spent, until he could pre-

pare a better asylum; and then, if, as he expected, Hu-

bert Warner shrank from making her his bride, he meant

to croas the ocean with her, and establishing himself

there, make her theidol of- his declining years.

Vain dreams! His bitterest enemy could have wished

him no more torture than the desolate disappointment with

which he sank back on the cushions, and gave the order

to drive homeward.

Clara was watching for his return with a degree of

anxiety that, had it been less selfish, might have passed for

sympathy. If he did not discover that she had dated

reveal his secret, if the Warners did not know from whom

the report proceeded, she could laugh at Fate and take

courage. But he proceeded through the garden directly

to the library, and locking himself in, gave orders that he

should be disturbed by no one.

He did not come out to dinner, and she grew fearful

and troubled ; but when the tea hour came, he joined her

for a few moments, and though he made no reference to

Helen, and was very pale and quiet, he seemed more sad

than stern, and she began to hope again.

After tea he retired immediately. Lights were burning
25
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on the library table, and it was covered with papers, as if
he had been examining and arranging accounts, prepara-
tory to leaving home. He glanced at them with a wearied
air, as he took his seat again before them, and after a few
moments of thought, pushed them in a heap together
away from him, and, taking a sheet of paper, commenced
writing - commenced and -recommenced, wrote and re-
wrote, often tearing up and throwing away what seemed
nearly finished. But at length he seemed hopeless of
satisfying himself, and dashed rapidly along until a sheet
was covered, and he leaned back in his chair to read what
he had written. It was as follows:

" Helen - child of the lost Corilla - my child - I
have covered a dozen sheets of paper in trying to tell you
what she was to me, and what you are. But words are
vain; or perhaps I can talk better than I can write; for
the written words seem cold and tame, but when I speak
them,'when I call your name with words of endearment,
here in my solitary rooip, they burn on my lips like fire.
0 Helen, I am a miserable man. Your mother was my
wife by a spiritual and holy mrnriage which her own pure

nature sanctified, and her early death redeemed forever
from being elassed in my thoughts with common and vul-
gar connections of the kind. I know what I say may

shock you; it is well it should; but I must say it, to ex-
plain why I have cared so fondly for you and your brother,
and tried so hard to raise you above the disabilities of
your birth. Your mother was pure. ^ only was sinful'
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and false. It was this -I meant When I said I wronged
her. Do you call this sophistry? Perhaps it -is, but I
cannot endure the memory of your last scornful look. I
must redeem myself in your eyes; I must redeem her.

The proud woman who now bears my name is not worthy
to be her successor.

"Helen, you must love me. I know not what unnat-
iral hate possesses you, to turn from me as you did this
morning. Have you been with me so much this sum ,er,

and yet never felt the strong magnetism of affection, that
should have attracted you to me? riever known why I
watched you so closely, and rejoiced in your beauty atnd
happiness, or been conscious of the thousand times wen
I have longed to take you in my arms and bless you-?
.Helen, you must love me.

"I suppose by this time they have told you all the de-
tails I had told them; or perhaps you overheard all,
instead of part of my story. I have been trying to tell
-it over again, but I cannot write it. You must hear it
from my ownlips. When shall -I come to you? 0, how

my heart yearns for you! You spurned my love this
morning, but it must be that after so many hours of

thought you have grown calmer, and can appreciate my
reasons. for not sooner manifesting an interest in you.
You must see. now that my silence, my apparent des'ertion,
was but a proof that L loved you with a true, unselfish
affection, which was willing to deny itself for the good of
its object. It may be, poor child, that by this time you
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see also some other loves forsaking you! some other

friendship failing! 0, if it be so, come to my heart, and

find there a wealth of love which shall never cease.. I

entreat you, let me protect you. Let me assume a father's

right over you, and be your support and comfort. I am

so humbled, so crushed in spirit, that I dare not insist

upon this, unless you give me permission; but with my

whole soul I beg it of you, as a man dying of thirst

would beg for water. Do not scorn my prayer. Do not

hate me for the unintentional evil I have caused you.

"0 Helen, you may have thought me a quiet and stern

man. I know I seem so. I know I am called cold

hearted. I do not wonder that people thus regard me,

for I am cold to most; stern, perhaps, to some. But it

seems to me sometimes that the very hardness of the

crust which years have gathered over my heart, layer by
layer, thickening and hardening, has only kept the deli-

cate fibre within more sensitive tlyan that which beat in

the breasts of other men. If you could know how it

thrills and aches to think of -the words you spoke this

morning, you would recall them, and allow me to hope

that you will one day learn to love me.

"May I come and see you? 0 my child, if others

forsake you, we two will be all the world to each other.
We will go to foreign lands, where these heathenish

prejudices are not rife, and men will not sneer at you for

the rich darkness of your cheek. You and your brother

and I! How happy we might be together-! I am weary
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of a house full of ill -nature, and strife, and long for-

peace and -quiet. My only hope is in you. Can you not

pity me?"

He had written thus far, vhen he read it over; and

again he proceeded.

"I have been reading this letter; and how cola and lan-

guid it seems in comparison with the warm emotion of my

soul! It is incoherents too, but it may be that will only

convince you how much I am in earnest. If you will let

me protect you, if you will bless me with your love, send

me word, that I may come to you. But if, when you have

read this, it awakens no emotionof affection, if you still

turn from me in proud disdain, I pray you send me no

message, no word. I could not bear another syllable of

unkindness from you. It would break my heart. In that

case, I shall provide for yogr temporal wants as it be-

comes a father to do for his child, but I will never attempt

.to see you again. You cannot annul my obligations to

you, though you may deny me the sweet and tender

recompense of filial love."

He signed the letter, and folded it ; then, placing it in

an envelope, directed and sealed it. Weary, yet hopeful,
he sank back in his chair. "Surely this will move her,"

he said to himself. "I have seen her quick sympathies

so often aroused by far less than this. Now that the first

stunning shock has passed, she cannot fail to pity me.

A dreamy revery succeeded, from which he aw6ke at

length to realize the lateness of the hour, and that he did

ii
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not sleep any the previous night. He rang the bell, and

a sermnt entered, to whom he said, --
"Here is a letter which I wish you to take to Mr.

Warner's to-morrow morning. I am fatigued, and may
sleep late; but you will be on your way so early as to be
there by the time the family are at breakfast. The letter

is to Miss Dupr6, a yodng lady who lives there, and you
must be sure she receives it, for it is of great importance."

"Shall I wait for an answer, massa?"
"Yes, certainly; that is, I expect she will return an

answer, and you must not come away until you are cer-
tain there is none to be sent."

The servant took the letter, bowing respectfully, and
was about to withdraw, when his master called him back.

" Stay," he said. "I think the letter is safest here
until morning. You may lose it if you carry it with you.

I will lock it in the table drawer, and lay the key here on
my desk, behind this book. Do you see?"

"Yes, massa; nobody can't steal him there."
"You will know where to find it; and I hope you will

be able to return so as to give me an answer when I
awake."

" Trust me, massa; I'll hurry," said the servant, and
went out, followed in a little while by his master, who
extinguished the lights with his own hand, and turned
the key in the lock, as he shut the door, and with a slow,
thoughtful step retired to his own room.

Hardly had the glimmer of the candle he carried dis-

appeared in the darkness ofthe loungihalltha the door
of the closet adjoining the library wasi silently ptilied
open, and a form so muffled in dark robes as to be indis-
tinguishable amid the- shadows, felt it way slowly the
stairs, and along the walls, until the door of Mxs. Bells
boudoir was reached ; and,, opening it cautiously, the fig-
ure entered. It was Marise.

Mrs. Bell was reclining by the, open window half asle p
on the silken cushions of her lounge; but at hernaid's
entrance she started up, exclaiming -languidly,

"Well, what now?"
"He has gone to bed," replied the girl;-A andI declare

I am glad of it, for I am tired to death watching through
that little hole. I don't wonder your back has been most

broken sometimes, Miss Clara."
" It is inconvenient, but it was the best we could do,"

said her mistress; "and it has served some" good purposes

for you and me. I think now we are pretty sure-f ea1v-
ing this hateful place-; and yourmy good Marise shall
see the garpon who was so in love with you atAix three
years ago if he hasn't forgotten you.'"

"There's plenty more if he has, I reckon," replied the
girl, with a toss of her head.

"But have you nothing to tell me?" asked Mrs. ell.

"Has he been doing nothing all this evening I wish
that- closet was where we could get at it inthe daytime."

"He's been writing a letter, that'he took' a powerful

..
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heap of pains about, and Jim is to carry it to Mr. War.-

ner tomor"ow..

"NHa! IMarise, I must see that letter."

"It is easy enough to get, by and by; when they are all

safe asleep. He was going to give it to Jim, but he

didn't. He locked it up in the table drawer, and put the

key behind a book. I laughed to myself when he did;

and says I, Them that sees things hid knows where to

find, 'em"

" True enough! It would have been difficult to get it

if he had given it to Jim."

"Jim's hard to manage, but I'd made sure to get it

some how. Wouldn't Colonel Bell kill me if he knew

about that hole-? I tremble when I'm there sometimes.

I can see him so plain, it seems as if he must see me."

"Pooh!" said Mrs. Bell, carelessly.

"But 'spose he should go to the closet, some time, and

find it-out."I

" He won't. - He never goes there."

f' All his fishing rods are laying there, and his guns."

"He never uses them, except when he has company to

hunt or fish, and that hasn't been for these two years.

He is getting too old to enjoy it, I suppose."

An hour later, when all the house was still, the same

dusky figure, bearing a tiny taper, whose gleam looked

like a glow..worm in the dark, might have been seen bend-

ing over the desk- in the library, unlocking the- drawer,

and bearing away the letter Which Colonel Bell had
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thought so ,securely-placed. Ie had some suspicion that

his wife watched him, and he had known,-instances-in

which she had attempted to bribe his servants, who v/ere

generally faithful to him ; but lie had no idea how father

espionage extended, or to what a system it had been

reduced.

Clara Bell took the letter from her servant, and after a

long time, and careful pain taking, she succeeded in open-

ing the envelope without breaking the seal. It was not

the first time she had accomplished the same deed, but

never before in the presence of a witness-; and, as she

looked up and met her servant's gaze, she was conscious

of a faint sensation of shame.

"He is my husband, you know, after all, and I have a

right to know his secrets," she said, apologizing,-half to

herself and half to her servant, for the meanness of her

act. "I must know'what is in the letter,brIcannot tell

what he means to do with her. When I have read it I

can seal it up again; so there Nvill be no harm done."

"Law, Miss Clara! I wouldn't care. Don't he.abuse

you shamefully? I'd undermine him if I could,t said

Marine, who perceived that Mrs. Bell needed lite en-

couragement. She would have been surprised, and -her

mistress would have. considered herself insulted, had any

one asserted that she exerted a strong influence overone

who seemed so nc above hr. But yet such is the

power of evil association that much of the petty ety

26
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and 9aliep of which Clara Bell had been guilty, had been

instgted.and augmented by the ply and bold wickedness

of thisfavorite maid.
As Clar& read, ber fair cheek reddened with excitement,

and a fiance, exulting light dilated her blue eyes. Helen

had scorned him then -had rejected his love with 64-

tempt. Ah, she knew too well how deeply that would

wound him, for her experience had measured the sacrifice

wi&b bis pride was willing to make to his affections.

But when she came to the end, and saw the plans he had

formed,.she laid down the letter, and sat for a while in

deepand perplezed thought.
"This letter must not be sent; it may spoil every thing

if it gets to her," she said, at length, to Marise,

"$ama letter must be sent," replied the girl: "that

boy Jim would go through fire and water before he would

leave 4ingany thing his master told him to."
"What can we do?" asked Mrs. Bell, pondering.

" A, I have it! Instead of this, something must be sent

to-Qen&Ier,-to widen the:breach between them."

"Z If iss Clam could white something to 164o like this

u4timg, .suggeated Manse.

" Lean't-you know I can't," said her mistress, shortly.
I couldtell the difference myself, and if he should ever

ee it I4hol, be ruined. I've got on nicely so far, and
I won't spoil every thmg by bunghng with counterfeits

Again she read the letter, and it was with a feeling of

mingled pity and disdain that she hild it:forth theA
candle and saw it curl and hla&e, as it slowly coilsumed

"Poor old fool!" she said; "if he had been little
less overbearing to me, I don't know but I should have
let him have what oimfort he could in' that chid oi.
But it will never do now to let them make it up;and go
away together -I should be more in his power thau ever,
and I was nothing but a slave before."

Why, Miss Clara! 'pears like you was beginning to
pity him, said Marise, who had overheard this soliloquy

"I can afford to, child, for I see my way clear to fri

umph over him," replied the mistress; and the cod glitter
returned to her eyes, and her lips grew white withj the
determined contraction of their muscles.

"What are you goMg to do? Somehow I feel uneasy,
while that drawer is left open."

"I'll show you what I will do. Bring me the box
from my dressing table."

The girl obeyed; and Clara taking some -bank notes
from a secret drawer, placed one on a sheet of prpye arid
the rest in her purse; then folding the note in the lank
paper, she maerted it in the Onvelope, and dextrously
sealing it with a little gum arabic, handed i to arise
with a triumphant flourish.

" Why, Miss Clara, I-tbought you was gA;6g to t to
offend heir said she, with an atonshed sir.

"So I am, you ninny. That will touch missy's priae;
I can see her eyes flash now ! Sbh is asproddas Lucifer."

a
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"What, sending her two hundred dollars.? Lud! I

wish somebody would try to make me mad that way."

"It wasn't two hundred dollars ; it was twenty dollars.

Don't you see what a mean thing it would seem to be in

Colonel Bell to send her such a pittance-as that, without

any word of inquiry or explanation?"

"Lud ! yes, indeed. Trust you for thinking of things!

I thought it was more, or I'd have seen at once what you

was up to.'

"Well, take it now, and put it where you found it. I

defy any body to tell that it has been meddled with. Be

quick, Marise, and then come and undress me, for it is

late, and I did not sleep well last night."

There seemed to be a spirit of unrest in the mansion

apparently so silent that night. Colonel Bell turned and

tossed on his bed, vainly striving to sleep. The gentle

goddess was coy and hard to win ; and when at last she

touched his eyelids, she laid upon them the spell of fright-

ful visions, from which he awoke with a struggle, and

called impatiently upon Jim, who slept on the matting

outside his chamber door.

"What is it, massa -daylight ain't come yet," said

the boy, springing up at the first word, but rubbing his

eyes to keep them open.

"No - I know it is not daylight -it wasn't for that I

called you. I have had a dream, so vivid that I cannot

compose myself, unless I know it is only a dream. I

dreamed I saw somebody at my table, taking that letter
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out of the drawer. Light a candle, and go see if it ii
there, and if so bring it to me."

The boy complied, secretly trembng at being sent
Cane through the empty rooms, in obedience to a warn-
ing conveyed in dreams, but too full of devotion to his
master to allow him to discover his reluctance. Colonel
Bell's apartments were in the wmg .of the building, at
the end of which the library was built, so that he had but
a few steps to go from the anteroom, where he slept, to
the stairs which led to the library door. As he reached
this place he fancied he heard a slight noise; and as he
paused, he saw for one brief imstant a spark, like a free-
fly, only larger and more brilliant, glmmer in the dark-
ness below.

It was only an instant. He looked again, and all was
silent and full of gloom. It might be that the light he
held had dazzled his eyes, he thought, and, taking courage,
went down to the library. All seemed exactly as his
master had left it the key behind the book, the letter
in the drawer; and with glad heart he seized it, and has-
tened back without stoppmg to lock either drawer or door.
Had he looked behind, as he rapidly ascended the stairs,
he would -have seen Mainse, as, shrouded in her dark man-
tie, her noiseless footsteps guided by the light he held,
she glided at safe distance behind him, and, when he had
closed the door of his master's room, hastened on to re,
late her escape to her mistress. She had just locked the
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library door when she saw the gleam of his candle, and in

a breath extinguished her taper, whose- small flame only

illrynined -a few inches of the space around it, and slipped

into the angle beneath the stairway:

"Did you find it'? "- asked, Colonel Bell, anxiously, as

Jim entered.
" Yes, massa- all right -- here he is."

Colonel Bell took the letter from his hand, and after

examining it, to assure himself it was the one to which

he referred, placed it beneath his pillow, with a -sigh of

relief.

"I will never again be affected by a dream, since this

proves untrue," he said, in a low tone, and .then added,

aloud, "' You can lieown now and sleep, and at sunrise

awake me, if you c ot get the letter in any other way."

Helen's hemorrhage had not been very severe, and the

simple remedies which Mrs. -Avenel knew how to apply

had soon checked it ; but the physician ordered entire

rest and quiet, and there was little fear that his directions

would be disobeyed. Utterly exhausted in body and

mind, she lay motionless and almost lethargic on the bed

where the affrighted servants had borne her at her friend's

command," with scarce enough of life, or the power of.

thought, to realize what had occurred to bring her there,

or4vhyit was that at times the wish arose in her soul that

she might never, never again return to strength or health.

I'
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Mrs. Avenel had spent-the night beside her, andwas

going to her own room for a; little repose, when she saw
Colonel Bell's servant standing at the hall door. She

stopped to accost him, and he gave her the letter, with a

strict charge to deliver it into Helen's own hand.
"She is ill, and'I think had better not be disturbed

this morning," said Mrs. Avenel, hesitating.

"She must hab dat ar, miss, if she be sick. It, ob

de greatest importance, mass colonel say. I must make

sure she hab it."

" Is there an answer requested?" she asked.

"He say he didn't zackly know; he 'spec so," replied

the boy.
Still she hesitated; but Jim insisted upon thd impor-

tance his master attached to the letter, and- uncertain

what she ought to do, but unwilling to risk Helen's wel-

fare in any way, and hoping the letter might contain some-

thing that would be of comfort to her, sh at length

concluded to take it- to Helen, and be guided by her

wishes with regard to it.

"Helen, dear," she said, bending over the pale face

that lay on the pillow, "here is a letter to you from Colo-

nel Bell. Don't speak ; it will hurt you; but pressmy

hand, if you are willing I should open it and see what it

contains. There may be something here which it would

be well for you to know."

Helen gave the desired assent, and Mrs. Avenel broke

the seal, nd to6k from the envelope what.seemed to be a

I
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letter; but she could not restrain an exclamation of cha-
grin when, instead of the words of interest and cheer she
expected to find, she saw only blank paper, and the bill
for twenty dollars, which slipped out, and fell upon the
bed.

" What can this mean? " she said,*her gentle nature

aroused to indignation, as she saw the faint flush which
suffused the face of the sick girl. "If I had dreamed

that this was what the envelope contained, y u should
never have seen it."

"Is there nothing else? Not a word? " said Helen's
feeble voice.

" Nothing," replied her friend, examining the paper

anew. "I should think it might be an imposition, only

that I am certain this is the colonel's writing on the en.
velope. His style is peculiar, and could not be easily

imitated. This is his seal, too. I don't understand it."

"Probably I offended him yesterday," said Helen.

"What did you say ? But no, don't tell me now. You
ought not to talk." 4

" I don't know whatSaid, but he evidently means to

retaliate by this insult. I said something harsh, I re-.

member."

"0O, I can't think it. And yet Clara says he is a

strange man. I was always a little afraid of him, and I

think she is. Perhaps he might do it, if yo-u offended

him; and yet it is too cruel."

There was a pause, for Helen was too much prostrated
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for violent feeling,'and too weak to talk, and she closed
her eyes, and turned away her head wearily. After too.

many blows, the heart as well as the body becomes§ be-*
numbed.

Mrs. Avenel gathered up the paper and the money, and
returning them to the envelope, ras about to leave the
room quietly, when Helen, hearing her move, opened her

eyes, and beckoned her to return.
"Is the messenger waiting?" she whispered.

He is."

Helen took the envelope from her hand, and with her
trembling fingers, deliberately tore it, with its contents,
into minute pieces, and gathering them together, gave
them to Mrs. Avenel. g

" Tell the boy to take these to his master," she said,
faintly.

Mrs. Avenel nodded acquiescence, ana glided: away.
She approved of returning this answer, but its decisive
boldness was so foreign to her own timidity, that before
she descended thi- stairs, she began- to waver respecting
its judiciousness, and to think it might be better for Helen
not to do any thing further to provoke the anger of one
who should naturally be her protector and friend. There-
fore throwing the bits of paper out of the window, she
told the boy that the message he brought required no
answer, and he departed, eager to relieve his master's
anxiety.

I
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He found Colonel Bell lingering over a late breakfast

in his oWn room.

" Wasn't I gone smart, massa?" he said, exultingly, as

he entered. -

The colonel smiled anxiously, and answered, " You

have done well. I hope you bring some message."

The boy shook his head negatively. "No, mass colo-

nel, Missis Avenel say dere ain't no answer."

"Mrs. Avenel! I told you to go to Mr. Warner's.

You have made a mistake, you stupid boy."

"No, massa, I ain't made no 'stake. I went clar way

to Mass Warner's, and when I get dere, I meets Missis

Avenel's Josh, jest done come over to tell Miss Helen

was over to his house.' Dey was jst gettin' mighty scare

over dere to know what had come ob her, for 'pears like

she done lef' 'em mighty suddent; so den we race over

dere togerer, and I sees Missis Avenel, and gives her

de letter."

" What did she say?"

" She say Miss Helen sick, and fust 'pears like she

didn't mean to give her no letter no how. But dey don't

put dis chile off dat way, mass colonel. When I sticks,

I sticks like a tumble bug, and dere ain't no gettin' red o'

me. So I 'sisted 'pon it, till I made her go to Miss,

Helen's chamber."

"And they returned no answer!" said the, colonel,

growing very pale. "Was she long gone?"

"Yes, massa, mighty longtime-; when she come back,

she say dere ain't no answer, and so I come away."
Colonel Bell arose suddenly from his chair, -and walked

to the window. Jim thought he heard a smothered

groan, and when, a moment after, he turned to bid him

leave the room, the affectionate boy was startled to see

how haggard and care-worn he looked,
"I hopes, massa, I ain't done nothin'," he began .to say,

in an anxious tone; but' the colonel interrupted him.,

"Go," he said, waving his hand; "you have done well

enough, Go.

The boy retired, full of alarm and curiosity; but he

consoled himself by saying, "It's some o' missis' doin's.
She's allers cuttin' up and plaguing massa; " and forth-
with proceeded to the kitchen, to obtain his .long-deferred

breakfast.

Colonel Bell remained a long time alone, trying to over-
come the shock of this bitter disappointment. In propor-

tion as Helen rejected and shrank from him, his pity and

love for her increased. He could in some sort appreciate

the feeling with which he thought she regarded him, and

have patience with it, and excuse it to himself. Irritable

and impatient of opposition as he had often shown him-

self, his whole nature seemed changed when he thought

of her, and he could no more have been angry with her,

even then, than with the lost Corilla, whose image had

been so long shrined in his heart's holy place. But when

the absorbing hope of winning Helen's love had failed
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him, his old enmity and dislike to his wife returned in full

force, and called more loudly than ever for vengeance.

His eyes flashed, and his teeth clinched together as he

thought of her.

" Had she not wronged me enough before? Had she

not made my home a hell? - that she must now go so

much farther, and blight the fame and happiness of one

who never injured her, simply to wreak the hatred she

feels for me! Why should I spare her any longer? Did

I not warn her what her fate would he, if in sheer malice

she braved me thus? And now shall she be allowed to

exult over my miserable failure, and mock me with her

jeering laugh of triumph? Ah, Clara Bell! Clara Bell!

you have reached the length of your chain: you shall

rue the day you did this deed !"

CHAPTER SEVENTEENTH.

"Knowest thou the hate-
That maddens with its own intensity,
And burns the heart worse than a living fire-
Such is the passion set within my breast,
Til I avenge her.

I " 1C0, that human love
Should be the root of this dread bitterness!"

COLONEL BELL secluded himself in his library during all
the day after his cruel disappointment with regard to the
letter he had written his daughter. One of his overseers
came upon some matters of business, and was admitted;
but with this exception he did not allow himself to be
seen by any one. Late in the afternoon he ordered his
horse, telling Jim to have lights and tea ready in the
library when he returned. Just as he was setting out,
Clara returned from her daily drive, and as he passed
slowly, their eyes met. She recoiled before the glance
he gave her; but recollecting herself, she assumed an
air of innocence, and beckoned him to stop. He checked
his horse at the carriage window, and she asked, in the
most musical tones, "Why do you keep so secluded?
I have not seen you for two days."

"And you are anxious about me? loving wife that
you are."

I

I

26 (318)



)
314 CAST E.

She would not notice the sneer, but replied, "I should

have been anxious, only I inquired and learned you were

not ill."-

" And Tet I think I can remember the time when you

could endure existence several days together without

seeing me," he said, with a sardonic smile.

"But you have favored me with so much of your com-

pany lately, that I am quite lonely without you now."

"I commiserate your case, Mrs. Bell, and will try and

procure you other company," he answered; and there

was something. ominous in his expression, which made

her heart beat rapidly, while its scornful sullenness exas-

perated her.

"I hope it will be equally agreeable' and amiable," she

said, adding, in a low tone, "perhaps it may be some of

your own family."

He caught the indistinct words, and his face flushed

crimson. "Clara Bell," he said, sternly, "never dare

allude to that again, as you love your life;" and spur-

ring his horse, he dashed rapidly away.

It was nearly dusk when he arrived at Mrs. Avenel's.

She saw bim from the window of Helen's chamber, as he

came up the avenue, and descended, to the parlor to meet

him. He entered with an agitated manner, and declin-

ing to sit down, said, in a low, embarrassed tone,-

" I have called to inquire for Miss Helem. 1My boy

said si was ill at your house."

" She is quite ill; though the physician thinks she
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only needs rest and freedom from excitement. The
hemorrhage was not very seVeie,"

"Was it so serious as that?" exclaimed he, -" a

hemorrhage! Was it occasioiied by excitement?"

"Partly, and partly by over exertion. She walked,

or, rather, I should say the ran, the whole distance here,
last night; she was nearly distracted. When she reached
here she dropped down senseless, and for a little while
I thought she was dying. 0- Colonel Bell, it is dreadful
to see her suffer so much."

Mrs. Avenel had spoken with a cold dignity, and taken
pleasure in thus punishing her hearer for his strange con-
duct in the morning; but when she saw him suddenly
sink into a chair and bury his face in his hands, with
a stifled moan, she becatbe perplexed, and scarcely less
agitated than himself. A fpw courageous words spoken
then would have relieved him of much pain, but his
companion was too nervous to ask for the explanation
she longed to hear; and after a pause, he collected him-

self, and rising again, said calmly,

"It is very sad- very dreadful. There are no words
in which to speak of it. But, deserted as she evidently

is by those to whom she clung most nearly, she rejects
all my offers of kindness, and I cannot ,intrude further."

"But you could not expect an answer to the letter
this morning," she ventured to say.

"Perhaps not," he answered sorrowfully; "and yet I
did expect it. I thought she would accept my assistance.
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I hoped for a word- a message; but she refused it. I

deserve it, doubtless, and yet I hardly supposed her so

proud. But it is useless to talk of it. Command me in

any way, you please for her. It will be my greatest

pleasure to serve her, if she will allow it."

He waited a moment; but Mrs. Avenel was so much

surprised and confused, that she did not know what to

reply, and bowing courteously, he bade her good evening,

and went away.

Returning home, he found the parlor lighted, and

merry voices told that guests had unexpectedly arrived.

He pleaded indisposition, and spent the evening alone.

The next morning he arose early. As his valet was

assisting him to dress, he learned that his wife's com-

pany intended making a visit of several days.

" That is fortunate; for I shall be absent for a week

or two, and Mrs. Bell will not be lonely."

The valet was accustomed to these sudden departures,

but he had so seldom heard Mrs. Bell's name from her

husband's lips, that he opened his eyes in astonishment.

" Shall I go with you, sir?" he asked.

" No, I sball not require any servant; but I shall take

Jim a little way along with me. Tell him to have horses

ready when I have finished breakfast."

The order was obeyed, and when Colonel Bell descend-

ed to the hall door, he found Jim awaiting him, in a high

state of self-gratulation, at the honor of being selected

to accompany his master.

4
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When they had ridden a mile or two at a rapid pace,

the colonel checked his horse at a point where a forest

path entered the main road, and calling Jim to his side,

he said, impressively,

"Do you know, Jim, why I have taken you with me

this morning>"

" Dono, massa; 'thout 'pears like its kase you wanted

company. Dese yer woods roads is lonesome," replied

he, with an embarrassed grin.

His master smiled sadly at the simple vanity, and re-

plied, "No, it was not for your company, valuable as

that may be, but because I believe I can ti-ust you, and

I have something important for you to do.

The boy's eyes shone now, not with vanity, but with

an honest pride in this praise, which was in truth well

deserved.

"Trust me, massa!" he said, ducking his head with

an attempt at an obeisance; "I'se all eyes and dars 'bout

massa's business."

"Use your eyes, then, and notice the path we take, so

that you could find it again without any mistake; -for I

may want you to come this way alone."

Colonel Bell rode forward as he said this, and Jim
dropped into his place, a few yards behind. They went

on, over level and hollow, keeping in a straight line, but

not adhering closely to any of the varying paths which

crossed their track. , As they passed any conspicuous ob-

27%
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ject, a fallen or broken tree, or any thing else which would

be easily recognized, his master turned a little and pointed

to it, and Jim stored the image in his memory for future

use. At length they reached another road, which seemed

to run in an opposite direction from the one they had left

a mile behind. Proceeding more rapidly now that they

were clear of the underbrush, which had somewhat im-

peded their progress, they soon came to a spot where the

road divided, with branches going in opposite directions,

and the corner thus made was shaded by a large persim-

mon tree, now loaded with fruit. Beneath this tree the

colonel paused, and as the boy came up, he said,

" Here, Jim, is the end of your ride."

Jim's hitherto beaming face assumed an expression of

blank 'disappointment; his importance seemed to have

suddenly collapsed as these words met his ear, and

staring about, he answered, a little sulkily, -

"What for massa want to fool dis chile ? Bring him

all dis way to get dese yer 'simmons. Plenty o' dem nigh

by home."

" You foolish boy, you needn't pout. I am not fooling

you: I have very grave business in hand, and I brought

you here because I have tried you, and I find you can

keep a secret, without asking any questions about it;

and I don't know another fellow in the place that can."

Thus restored to his self-conceit, Jim's eyes and ears

were on the alert to know what would come next, and

he said, humbly, -

"Pardon, massa! [ know I'se -fool; but I'se been
-spectin' all along we was coming' to somewhere,"

"And you call this nowhere.?"

"Dis yer, dis am ony out in de woods, massa-; I don't
see nothin' else; " and he looked curiously around, for
something in his master's manner aroused his attention.

"Exactly; we are in the woods, and this, is all you
will see. You remember I told you I selected you for
this affair, because I didn't want any questions asked."

"Yes, massa," Jim replied, beginning to comprehend
the significance of the compliments he had received.

"Listen, then, to what I say; and understand you are
not to tell of it to any living being, either now or here-
after, and you are not to seek to find out any more than
I choose to tell you. If you are careful, and follow my
directions- faithfully, I will reward you so that you will
have cause to remember it all your life."

"Massa needn't be scare 'bout dis chile bein' faithful,"

said Jim, earnestly. "-Dey won't get it out o' me -no,
not if miss tell me she cut my tongue out if I don't."

"Did she ever tell you that?" asked the colonel,
sternly.

"Yes, massa, yest'day; 'bout dat ar' letter,; but I didn't
tell nothin'."

Colonel Bell sat pale and thoughtful for some time, be-
fore he spoke- again. Arousing himself at last, he con-
tinued his directions,
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"You see this-tree, and you have noticed the way we

came here. Could you come again alone?

0, yes, massa -easy."

The colonel took from his vest pocket a three-cornered

piece of paper, sealed and directed to himself, and gave it

to the boy. ..
" Take this," he said, " and when you get home, put it

in a place where no one can find it but yourself. Those

ladies who are visiting your mistress will remain, I hear,

until next Monday. If I come home before that time,
you will have nothing further to do ; but if I am still ab-

sent after they leave, you must watch your mistress--"

"Ki! won't I? " exclaimed Jim, to whom this business

was, for various reasons, quite agreeable.

Without heeding the interruption, Colonel Bell went on.

" The first time she goes out alone to visit her mother,

and you are certain she intends being gone from home

more than three hours, you take this note I have given

you, and come as fast as possible to this place. Here you

will find a person on horseback. You must say to him,

'Are you waiting for any thing?' and if he answers,

'Yes,' you may give him the note, and then go home

again. This is all you have to do - except to ,control

your curiosity."

By this time Jim's face was actually distended with

inquisitive amazement. He understood what was required

of him, but the mystery in which Colonel Bell had en-

veloped this little plot - seeming to trust him with a

I

4

matter of so much importance, and yet telling him noth-

ing that could give him the least insight into it stimu-

lated his prying propensities to the utmost dgree, and

his master's concluding hint could hardly restrain the

questions trembling on his tongue. He gulped them

down, however, with a choking sound, as if the interro-

gation points stuck in his throat, and answered, submis-

sively, -

"Yes, massa; but how's I gwine diskiver I cotched de

right feller here? 'Pears like mos' any nigger settin'

here on horseback 'ud say he's waitin'."

"I will take care of that," said -Colonel Bell; " you

have only to follow my directions, and I will assume the

responsibility of failure. Are you sure you understand

exactly what you have to do?"

"Yes, massa," replied Jim,. turning the tri-cornered

paper over and over in his hand; "I'se to bring you dis

yer, any time Miss Clara drives out arter de company's

gone."~

"You have it in brief," said the colonel; and having

repeated his commands, with additional. charges to faith-

fulness and secrecy, he dismissed his servant, who rode

slowly away, often looking back to where Colonel Bell

sat, quiet as an equestrian statue, beneath the persim-

mon tree.

When he had been some 'time out of sight, Colonel

Bell left the spot, and pursuing one of the roads, which

seemed old and but little travelled, half an hour's ride
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brought him to a high brick wall, at one corner of which

stood naUanl and unpretending porter's lodge, beside a

estriagtr door seti rely fastened. These were all which

gae evidence of human habitation in hat vicinity; for
no house or plantation was visible for circuit of miles

through the forest, and the buildings inside the wall were

completely hidden by the tall trees which grew around.

It was a pleasant, yet lonely spot. In the still sun-

shine, the insects h mihed and chirped ; the birds darted

fearlessly about, busy, now that their days of love and

song were over, in gormandizing upon ripe fruits and

berties; occasionally, a rabbit, startled by some sudden

noise, sprang over the rustling pine leaves carpeting the

sand, to find a new hiding-place; or a covey of partridges

rose whirring in their heavy flight to the low oak branches.

Colonel Bell looked thoughtfully upon the beauty and

bounty of -nature, and as he dismounted from his horse,
and rang the bell, he sighed to think how it contrasted

with the gloomy desolation of his own heart.

He was obliged to wait some moments before the door

of the lodge was opened; and then, when he had made

the necessary inquiries, and given his card to the servant,

he was united to enter and be seated for a little while;

and the door communicating with the grounds shut with

a spring lock behind the man, as he passed through to

deliver the message.

Soon he returned, aconpanied by a riddle-aged gen-
tleman, whose erect figure, and placid, benevolent counte-

nance, at- once spoke kindness and dignity . At first
one would, have noticed only the gentle and amiable ex.

pression of his face; but a closer examination revealed

lines of power and firmness around the lips, andan irre-

sistible magnetism in the gaze of the full, dark eyes,

Now, however, those eyes expressed only welcome, and
a slight surprise, which deepened into, anxiety, as_ he no-

ticed the worn and dejected aspect wherewith Colonel

Bell arose to. meet him. They were evidently old-friends,

for a cordial greeting took place, and then-the new comer

said,

SYou may have wondered at being compelled to remain

here until your card could be sent to me; but it isagainst

our rules to allow any one to pass-this inner dxor without

my permission, and, we are obliged to be impartial in en-

forcing the order."

"I suppose so. I remember I waited here onceZbefore

to see you, some years ago. How I pitied you then for

the life you had chosen; and yet. this isolation front the

world cannot have been so irksome as. I supposed, for you

have changed very little. I have more 'crows' feet'

than you, my dear doctor."

The two gentlemen stood looking, at each other for a

minute, and then the doctor replied, with a thoughtful

smile, -

"6I cannot believe it is ten years since I last saw you.

Tolated4 a. we. are herejyou perceive we haven't heen

driven to conjugating the verb s'ennuyer, for time has

322 CASTE.

I

823

'I

I

I
I



24 CASTE.

sped so swiftly, it seems but yesterday since I parted with

you on this spot -I to return to the absorbing duties of

my profession, and you to roam over the world after

pleasure, with your bride, the- beautiful Clara Avenel.

Really I have been very ungallant not to have inquired

for her. I hope'she is well."

"It is of her I came to speak with you. Can I see you

in private?"
An expression so fierce and painful appeared on the

colonel's features as he uttered these words, that his

friend, .growing alarmed, hastened to lead him into the

park, where a small office stood a few rods distant from

the gate; into which they entered, and, closing the door,

remained an hour in conversation.

When they appeared again, both wore a meditative air,

and Colonel Bell was much agitated. Pausing on the

doorstep, the doctor said, as if in reply to some question, _

"No, I do not think it unjust, and though severe, it is

perhaps the best thing left for you now. Faithless!

Malicious! My poor friend, you must allow me to pity

you!"

" You may well do so," replied he. "On all God's

earth there walks not a more miserable man than myself.

Truly,
'Our pleasant vices are made whips to scourge us;

and no matter how long we may skulk the floggmg, it

iimust come at last. I begin to believe in Shakspeare
and the Catechism."

A pause ensued, during which they walked to: the en-
trance of the lodge. As they reached itthe doctor said,-

"This conversation was of course necessary; but I must
forget it from the moment she enters here, and regard her
only as a singular case of monomania; and seriously; he

added, "I am not certain that a mind so warped and dis-
torted can be called perfectly sane. There is 'method in
the madness,' toy be sure, but it is hard to tell where lies
the dividing line beyond, which reason reels. You ivill
be here again on Monday?"

'' I will; and I think it will not be many days before
we receive the message I spoke of. I preferred the plan-I

have detailed, as I think it wiU, accomplish our object
with less difficulty than any other.; and also because I
wish to keep the matter quiet, and to have none of my
servants discover their mistress's retreat, for a few weeks,
lest some rumor should reach Mrs. Avenel before I have
time to prepare her to realize that, her daughter is
insane.

"That is important, and I agree with you in wishing
to keep as quiet as possible about this affair. Itmay be
right for a man to do certain things, which it would not
be wise-for him to talk about."

"I think I can satisfy the few inquiries that will be
made," said Colonel 1ell, "and I.have no scSuples of
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conscience, on this point. Punishment for wrong doing

and prevention, of further evil cannot be ,a sin, for it is

part of the economy of religion and nature. I have not

told you- I cannot tll you -half she has done to move

me to this step. But I am trespassing upon your time,

and I will take my leave; I shall return in a few days."

They opened the door and went into the lodge, and as

its lock 'clicked in shutting, the colonel added, with a

grim smile, -

"You have things arranged very securely here."

"'Eternal vigilance is the price of' - security," re-

plied his friend.

" But not of liberty, in this instance," rejoined the

colonel, as he sprang into the saddle. "Farewell; per-

haps you may have me for a patient one of these days."

" I should much prefer receiving you as a guest," said

the doctor, "though, when you have remained with us a

few days, and find how pleasantly we live, I don't know

but you will envy me my 'lodge in a wilderness.' "

"Nous tverrons," answered Colonel Bell,- and with a

friendly good by they parted.

The colonel retraced his steps to the persimmon tree,

and then hesitated which route to pursue. In one direc-

tion the road led towards the woodland cottage, and he

had nearly turned his horse's head that way, when he

checked himself with a heavy sigh.

"'Not there! not there!" he said ; "I will not pro-

fane Corilla's grave with the warring and revengeful
I

passions of thy soul ;" anu as he spoke,he iode slowlyin
the opposite direction, wher soie ten ortwelve miles
distant, a small ton was sitted" in which hremain
several days.

At the appointed timb he returned to the doctor's
lonely retreat.

As they met again, the colonel-said, inquiringy -

"You have sent some one, as I desired?"
" I have- a trusty servant. Did yu not see him

there as you passed? I sent him sonie hours ago."
" I saw some one, and supposed he mightbe from here.

Now, then, we have only to wait the course of vents."
"And meantime I must show you my house and

grounds, my family, and my entomological bainet. I
have some rare specimens, I assure you."

"In both departments, I suppose," said the c6loel,
smilin - "So you amuse yourself by- studying bui a-as
well a brains

"A~ Id both very interesting and exciting" replied
the doctor, with professional ardor. "Colonel Bell, if you
had been a poor man, and obliged to work for v living, as
I did, you would have been far happier than you noware."-

"If, f- _ What a world this world would be if there
were no ist in it P' said the ed1onel, bitterly.

While they had been talking, theywlked-a(th1 broad
avenue that led to the doctor's hoie,whicfstood* 4few

rods from the hospitaI but within sight and hearing of its
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inmates. Colonel Bell was introduced to the doctor's

wife, an educated, intelligent lady, as much interested in-

the study of mental disease as if she had received diplo-

mas from half a dozen medical colleges. During the two

days he staid with them; he learned the secret of his

friend's contentment in his hermitage, and as had been

prophesied, almost came to envy him a life which was far

from being either solitary or monotonous.

On the afternoon of the third day of his visit, the

servant, who had been sent to wait at the persimmon tree,

made his appearance, bearing the three-cornered note.

Colonel'Bell and the doctor, who were amusing them-

selves with chess, looked at each other in silence ; and it

was hard to-tell which of them was at that moment the

palest.
"The time has come," said the latter, at length. "I

will go and order the carriage. But why don't you read

your note?"

"There is nothing in it to read. I used it simply.as a

token which could attract no particular attention, if by

any accident it was lost, and yet be intelligible to me.

But we must lose no time now. How soon can you be

ready?"

"Immediately. Come with me."

They went out together; and soon after, a carriage, with

four servants outside, drove rapidly down the avenue,

to the large door by the lodge, which was opened for

them to pass out.

" What is the distance we have to go?" asked Colonel
Bell, as they entered the road.

"From here to the point where we intercept e road
leading front your house to Mrs.- Avenel's, is about eight
miles."

" And yet I doubt if any of the famies along there
think you are so near. You have secreted yourself so
entirely, that, although every body knows of the exist-
ence. of your retreat, I don't remember ever hearing it
spoken of."

"That only shows," said the doctor, "how-readily our
neighbors will forget us, if they have no opportunity to
make use of us."

Two days had elapsed since Mrs. Bell bade adieu to
her guests, and the uncertainty which hung over her pros-
pocts for the future added not a little to her Present
loneliness. After her last interview with her husband,
she could hardly hope for a continuance of the friedli-
ness that for a few weeks had existed between them; but
still his conduct was not what she expected,.in case he
discovered how wilfully she had thwarted him ; and
knowing how irritable he was when disappointed and sor-
rowful, she tried to attribute his harshness to that dause.
At first she would not leave the house, lest he should
return in her absenas ; but growing weary o watching
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and having some curiosity to know how Mrs. Warner

would appear, and what Hubert intended to do, in their

unfortunate circumstances, she determined, on the morn-

ing of the third day, to take an early dinner and spend

the afternoon in making some neighborly visits.

This was not a very common thing with her. Her

haughty contempt for the dull domestic life which satis-

fled her neighbors had been so openly expressed, and her

manner was so arrogant, that she was very generally dis-

liked, and except when she entertained visitors from a

distance, she was left mostly unsought in the wearisome

solitude of her splendid home.

Now, as she came forth, richly dressed, to take her seat

in the emblazoned carriage, which was particularly her

own, she noticed, without further thought, that her hus-

band's favorite boy, Jim, stood close beside the door, and

looked in her face with an eager, inquisitive air.

"Drive to Mr. Warner's place, and then on to Mr.

Blank's. As I return I will stop at the Pines," she

said to the footman, who repeated the order to the coach-

man, and the carriage darted away; but before it had

reached the end of the avenue leading to the road, Jim

went by them on horseback, galloping at headlong speed.

It was nearly sunset before Clara Bell reached her

mother's home. They had not seen each other since the

day of Mrs. Avenel's return; and now she met her daugh-

ter in an embarrassed and agitated manner, that could not

I
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fail to attract attention, and which, instead of arousing

sympathy, seemed to chafe Clara's unamiable mood.

" Dear me, mother," she said, "how fussy and fidgety

you are growing!" and then, half ashamed of her petu-

lance, she added, with a careless laugh, "What in the

world makes you look so dolorous just now?"

"My child, I thought you would feel sadly, too. I

dreaded to see you after this expose, which has made so

much trouble for all of us," replied her mother, with gen-

tle reproach.

"0, bah! don't begin to talk of that,'' said Clara, im-

patiently; "and pray be a wise woman, and don't distress

yourself about that girl. I don't see why every body is

making such a fuss about her. If she had been all she

ever pretended to be, she would not be worth the shed-

ding so many tears as I see you have been pouring forth-;

and Mrs. Warner could not speak of her this afternoon

for weeping. By the way, why didn't she stay. there?

Why should she come here to bother you?"

" Dear Clara, don't talk'so. I can't think you really

have no sympathy with Helen's misfortunes. - She is no

trouble to me, and I am glad to have her here."

"It provokes me," continued Clara, "to think how

easily all this scandal might have been saved. If Colonel

Bell had only kept these children at home, in their proper

places, as servants, they would have been happy, and no-

body else would have suffered. But he must needs carry

out his romantic notions, and this is the consequence."
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" Do you think so?" said Mrs. Averiel. "I should have

said the painfulness of this case proceeded from quite

another cause. Certainly you cannot blame your husband

for his generosity and kindness."

" I do. They were entirely misplaced, and it only

shows, that it is of no use to try to raise these people

out of t% position they were intended to fill. : When

they are there we get along well enough; but if they

are any thing but servants, they make us a world of

trouble."

"I do not think so," said her mother; " and even if it

is as you say, can you think we are placed here, Clara,

simply to seek our own selfish interests? What would

this earth become, if no one was willing to make any

sacrifice for his neighbor's good?"

" There are precious few persons who attain that pitch

of perfection, at any rate," replied Clara, "and I've no

desire to be one of the number. Making sacrifices isn't

Ey forte, and I advise you to have as little as possible to

do with the business. Leave It to the philanthropists,

who can't make themselves famous in any other way, and

so they try this method. It don't pay for private indi-

viduals. For instance, here are you, looking so pale and

woe-begone about this Helen, that it almost gives me the

blues to stay with you. Now, if you would only exercise

a little philosophy, as I do, it wouldn't affect you thus.

What is the use of fretting about the misfortunes of

I
I

another? I'm sure we all have enough of our own to

make us old and wrinkled-before our time."

Deeply pained at her cold and flippant manner of talk-

ing, Mrs. Avenel changed the subject of conversation by
inquiring, abruptly,

" Do you still intend embarking for Europe-on the day

fixed when I last saw you?"

"4I can't tell; I haven't seen Colonel Bell since last

week, and he is so capricious, he may have changed his

plans"

"Haven't seen Colonel Bell! What do you mean?"

said Mrs. Avenel, opening her eyes in amazement.

"No. He has been absent from home more than a

week. Why are you so surprised?"

" Because I have received a daily note from him, in-

quiring for Helen's health."

It was now Clara's turn to look astonished; and after

a moment's thought, she answered, -

"This is very singular; he certainly has not been at

home during the interval. Did you notice who brought

the billet?"

"1I have never happened to see the messenger, as I sit

with Helen most of the time. He must be in the neigh-

borhood."

"Where can he be? I never knew him to-make a

neighborly visit before, and I can't see his object in doing

so now'; neither can I imagine which of our acquaintance

he is visiting."

333WHAT DOES IT MEAN?
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Clara spoke slowly and thoughtfully, and sat for a while

in deep revery. This information made her very uneasy,

and as she recalled her last interview with her husband,
a vague foreboding of evil arose in her breast, and would

not be shaken off, although she tried to disguise it from

her mother.

She lingered longer than usual, and talked in.an amia-

ble and pleasant strain, to which her mother afterwards

looked back with delight; and when she bade good by,
moved by an unwonted impulse of tenderness, she threw

her arms around Mrs. Avenel's neck, and kissed her.

This simple act, so rare with Clara, called forth quick

tears of joy from the loving heart that her coldness had so

often chilled, and warmly returning the caress, her mother

said,

"0 my child, I wish we could live together; I am very

lonely here sometimes."

"Well, if Colonel Bell concludes to go to Europe again

without me, I will get divorced, and come here to live'

with you," replied Clara; and with another kind farewell,

she entered the carriage.

It was some time after sunset, and quite dark in the
woods, but in the level, open spaces, there was yet suffi-

cient light to distinguish objects at some distance. Colo-

nel Bell and the doctor had been walking to and fro, as

they waited beside the Mtersection of the two roads, their
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carriage hidden by the trees, a few rods away, while they

gazed eagerly in the direction leading to Mrs. Avenel's

house.

"What if she had returned before we reached here?"

said the doctor, after a long pause.

"We will wait here a reasonable time, and make sure

that is the case, and then we will drive on to my house.

Some stratagem can be devised to meet that emergency.

I wished to save her the mortification of having to call on

the servants to aid her against me, or of having them

know she went with us unwillingly. If she has not re-

turned, this delay is favorable, since in the darkness she

will not so easily discover where we are taking her."

"May she not have taken some other path homeward?"

"I think not. She likes to drive rapidly, and this is

the best road. Look! I think I see the carriage now."

It came swiftly along, and as it approached, Colonel

Bell placed himself in its course, so as to attract the

coachman's attention, who checked his horses upon recog-

nizing him. Meantime the doctor had stepped into the

shelter of the bushes by the roadside, from whence he

reappeared, at the right moment, with two stalwart men.

Colonel Bell, going close to the coachman, commanded

him in a low voice to descend from his seat; and he in-

stantly obeyed, full of wonder at meeting his master thus,

which he was prevented from expressing by a peremptory
order to call the footman, and tell him to come and help

him a minute. He called as directed, for it was not the
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first time he had received orders he did not comprehend,

and the colonel, who was an indulgent master, was much'

beloved by his servants.

Hearing his voice, Mrs. Bell put hei- head out of the

window to know what was the matter. When she saw

her husband, she uttered an exclamation of surprise, and

almost of alarm.

" Open the door for me," said Colonel Bell, in a sub-

dued tone, to the footman, "and then both of you stand

aside, and remain here until I return. Do you under-

stand ? "

" Yes, massa," they said at once, staring at him and at

each other with the utmost perplexity.

" Come here instantly, Robert; tell me what is the

matter,," said irs. Bell, sharply and loudly.

The footman obeyed, and, as he opened the door, Colo-

nel Bell entered, and without giving time to reply to her

questions, said, coolly, as if he met her after a few hours'

absence, "An accident has left my friend and myself on

foot here in the woods. You will please allow us the

privilege of a drive home in your carriage."

Those words the footman heard, and then, in one con-

fused moment, he felt himself thrust aside; another gen-

tleman entered the carriage after his master, and closed the

door ; a servant sprang into his place behind, and a strange

coachman mounted the box, seized whip and reins, and,

whirling the horses into the cross road, disappeared with

the whole equipage, leaving him and. his fellow-servant,
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bewildered and half frightened, to conjecture what these
strange proceedings might mean.

All had been done so rapidly that they did not think
of following until it was too late ; and seeing no speedier
way of satisfying their curiosity, they concluded to wait
their master's return, as he had ordered. Stretchin
themselves under the bushes, they were soon fast asleep.

Mrs. Bell was not less confounded than her servants at
this sudden change. For a short time she could not

speak, and the undefined fear of which she had been con-
scious from the minute she heard her husband was in the
vicinity, increased to terror, as she saw by the deepening
shadows that they had left the highway, and were pro-
ceeding in an opposite direction. She-could not see the
faces of her companions; but their silence was ominous,
and convinced her that therexcuse they had given. for en-
tering the carriage was a ruse to place her more com-
pletely in the power of the man she had so repeatedly
exasperated.

She called wildly to the driVer to stop, and perceiving
she was utterly unheeded, she tried -to open the door and
spring out. But her hands were seized with a grasp of
iron, which forced her back into her seat, and Colonel
Bell said, in a voice terribly calm and stern,

- Why are you so excited? What do you fear?"
"Order the .carriage-stopped, if you mean no harm

to me. -WhyC do not my servants obey mne? What right
29
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have you to give them orders? " she replied, trembling,

yet courageous.

",You asked once, 'Why should I seek to harm

you?' I repeat tht question to you," said the colonel,

bitterly. "Madam, beware! Your guilty fears betray

you.."

"Where am I going?" she exclaimed; and again she

screamed to the servants to stop; but her cries came back

with a mocking echo, and the swift motion continued.

"It is useless to call; your servants are far behind.

We have another coachman now," said her husband, and

we shall not stop until we arrive at the house of my

friend."

" Who is he.? -Why have you not introduced him to

me ? "

" You will know soon enough. Do not fear. No

harm is intended, and you are going where you will be

safe, and can be happy, if you will."

He still held her hands, and finding she could not re-

lease herself, she scorned to struggle, or make any plea

for pity. Hers was no weak spirit, to be broken with

the first blow, and she had not braved him so often to

consider all as lost because of this apparent triumph.

She knew he dared not take away her life, even if he

wished, and she trusted that her servants wodld raise the

alarm, and her mother would seek her out, in whatever

place of concealment her husband had provided. A thou.

sand thoughts and schemes flashed like lightning through
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her brain, as she sat silently beside him, and the doctor
could not help admiring the dignity and self-possession
with which she controlled all further expression of her
apprehension.

The lodge was reached at length; the gate opened; they
drove up the avenue, and paused before a large building.
Colonel Bell sprang out first, and held the door open
for his wife to descend. An immense lantern hung over
the entrance to the building, and a servant stood near
with a candle, by the light of which she could scrutinize
the faces near her. Her own became more colorless than
before, as she met her husband's gaze, and drawing back
a little she motioned to the doctor to pass out.

"I await your movements, madam," he replied, with
great politeness.

"I shall not leave the carriage," she said, quietly, but
firmly.

"I beg you will. It will. be very unpleasant for us all
if we are obliged to use force," he answered, gently.-

"You will not dare use force - I am a lady," she said.
"There are several ladies here, and they were quite un-

willing to enter," the doctor answered, in the same soft,

pleasant voice,

" Were they compelled to come?" she asked, quickly.
"They are here," was the reply.
Clara looked around her. The night was dark, and the

light of the lantern illumined only a small portion of e
building. Though she had never seen it, -for visitor

I
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were not admitted here, -she began to have someidea of

its locality, and the purpose for which it was used, for

she had often heard of its existence. It required all her

strength of mind to keep from bursting into ears d

crying out for help; but she.could not endure to give her

husband the satisfaction of seeing her thus humbled.

Turning to the doctor she said, proudly, -
"You will tell me, at least, where I am."

"With pleasure, madam," he answered, kindly. "This

is the Glen Retreat, where I hope you will find much to

interest you."

"IAnd you are Dr. Monteith?"

"I am: shall I have the pleasure of assisting you

from the carriage?"

"I have told you I shall not leave it, doctor. I am

sure you are a gentleman, and I appeal to you for protec-

tion against the cruelty of that man," - pointing to

Colonel Bell. "If he has said any thing to make you
think I am a fit subject for this institution, he has lied;

and I entreat you,. by your honor, not to detain me here

against my will."

"Certainly not, madam. How could you suspect me

of such a desire. Only have the goodness to come in

and take tea with us, after this long drive."

His smiling, unmoved face was more hopeless to look

upon than even that of her husband-lowering and stern

with its burning, angry eyes. She sank back in a dark

corner of the coach, and for a while no one spoke.

4
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" Come, Clara," said her husband, presently, "we have
waited long enough."

"cI will not' come," she cried, vehemently; "I will
never enter those walls."

"As you please," he said, gloomily; "I would have
saved you this indignity."

He stepped aside, and three strong 'men appeared, one
of whom had a straight jacket in his hand. Clara glanced
at them, and exclaiined, as she grasped the doctor's arm,
with a shudder, "Don't let them touch me - doctor, you
cannot- it is.too shameful."

"Certainly not; there is no need of it. You will allow
me the pleasure of leading you into the house," he replied,
in those bland tones which seemed to indicate entire un-
consciousness of any attempt at coercion. As he spoke
he waved his hand, and the men vanished, while her hus-
band resumed his place by the carriage door.

She now saw that resistance was indeed vain; and since,
for the present, she must submit,- she resolved to do it in
such a way as would convince the doctor that he had been
imposed upon, if he had been made to believe she was
insane. -Addressing him with a calmness and dignity
that touched him, notwithstanding his prepossessions
against her, she said,

"From the high praises I have heard of yourself .and
your institution, I cannot, suppose you would aid a scheme
so nefarious as this, and I know' you must have been

29

*

11

I

SHE CHANGES HER MIND.



WHAT ROBIE' THINKs. 343

deceived by Colonel Bell. He hates me, and hMis even

threatened my life. Is it not so? Did you not expect

to see a mad woman, and don't you see how calm I am?"

" My dear lady, don't oblige me to take part In a family

quarrel," said the doctor, deprecatingly; "and pray excuse

me if I remind you again that supper is waiting. I am

sure you must be hungry."

Her features quivered with a spasm of despairing dread

as she turned from him; but collecting all her strength,

she composed them again, and slowly stepping to the

ground, with the haughty grace of an empress, she al-

lowed the doctor to lead her up the steps. As she passed

her husband she said, half aloud, -

" I will see you once more, sir, where justice shall be

done me."

" It is for that you are here," he answered; "to -receive

justice. My face you will never see again."

She started and trembled violently, for something in

those cold, sinister tones made her feel as if she was en-

tering a door which, like the gate of Dante's Inferno,

excluded hope.

But without another word she went on, and disap-

peared within the hall.

His gaze followed her until the door was closed, and

then he threw himself into the carriage, saying to the

coachman, -

" Drive back as fast as you can."

I

"But de horsOs, xnassa -. 'pears like dey won't stand

it no way. Dey come like streak ob lightnin'."

"Let them go home the sate way, then," was the

reply, As they passed out the gate they met the doctor's

carriage, which had juat returned. When they reached

the place where he left his own servants, he signed for

the carriage to pause, and called their names, loudly,

hardly expecting any reply; but the sound aroused them

from their sleep, and greatly. to his satisfaction they came

crawling out from their leafy lair. He then dismissed the

doctor's coachman, liberally rewarding him for his ser-

vices, and reinstating his own driver, bade him proceed

homeward.

When he arrived at his own house, the servants were

astonished to see that he was alone, and Robert and his

companion exchanged significant glances, which told of

surmises too frightful to mention. The colonel noticed

them, and assuming a carelessness and ease of manner he

was far from feeling, he said,

" Did you think I was a great while gone this evening,

boys? I hardly expected to find you there, on my re-

turn; but as you did so well I must give you something

to pay you for it, a when your mistress comes home

she will give you ore, perhaps. I left her at a large

party, andhardly think she will return to-night. If she

don't, I shall call for her to-morrow. So go, and be sure

the horses are well taken care of, for they have had a

hard drive."

I
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The negroes took the ioney, with tokens of satisfac-

tion; but as their master went into the house, they
pointed at him slyly, and with a wise shake of the head,
Robert said,

"Keep de eye open, Sambo, for all dat. Somep'n C HAPTER EI HTE E

powerful queer 'bout dis yer."

"IAd nwheaumltandexes
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As silver star did touch with star-
The kiss of Peace and gaghteousness,

Through al things that are done."
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was a handsome, well-dressed, bright-looking mulatto
boy, who, happening to be the last of the group, and
running with his arm locked around one of his comrades,
was pushed a little roughly against one of his elders,

who stood in the doorway. The boy turned with a

glance of apology; but his smile was answered by a

frowning brow, and his half-uttered words interrupted
by a sudden movement, that snatched the cap from his

head, and sent it whizzing far away into the street.

" Take that, you nigger, and don't be crowding before

your betters, next time."

The mulatto boy looked at him an instant, and invol-

untarily his fist clinched, and half raised itself to avenge

the insult; but there was no time to be lost -then, and

he darted out to regain his property.

"That was too bad," said one of the boys who stood-

by; "now he'll be late, and have At6take one."
"I don't care how many marks he takes," replied the

first boy, sullenly; "he's an impudent nigger."

"You don't like it .because he's above you, I guess,"

whispered another, laughing, as they moved on to the

school room.

The boys had all been seated, and the first class was

called, when the mulatto entered, and moved with quick
step to his place. His brow was flushed and his face

clouded; and when he sat down he shaded his eyes with

his clasped hands, and bent over his book, to hide the tears

that would fill his eyes, though he suffered them not to

TYRANNY OF CASTE.
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fall. Again and again he tried to fix his mind L his
lesson and to calm himself enough to understand ; but
the painful thoughts still asserted their power in spite of
all his efforts to forget, and he was thankful that his reci-
tations for the day were over, for he knew that to speak
one word would overcome him entirely. When school
was dismissed, he lingered until some moments after all
had left the hall, and then, gathering his books together,
he slowly followed them. He did not look up as he
passed the desk where his teacher was still busy, and
when he took down his cap he drew it over his brows,
without heeding the mud that covered it, and crossing
the play-ground rapidly, had nearly reached the gate
before he was noticed by his schoolfellows.

"My eyes ! what a looking cap! " cried one.
"Hillo ! Hen, your cap's muddy," said another, good-

naturedly.
" What a load of books you always carry home ! you

don't catch me digging that way, I guess," said a third,
mischievously snatching at the strap which bound the
books, and jerking them from.his hand as.he passed.

"Let him alone," said another boy, who sat on the
fence, whiting; "let him alone; he's in the right of it
to study. It takes. considerable larnin' to make a pro-
fessor of boot-blacking."

The words were spoken with a boy's thoughtless love
of teasing; but they seemed like a premeditated taint to
the lacerated spirit. already smarting with a sense .of
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wrong, and stooping to pick up his books, he swung
them round his head, to give greater impetus to the

blow, and then, with flashing eyes and an inarticulate

cry of vengeance, he sent them full at the head of his

tormentor. The boy fell senseless from the fence; but

he who gave the blow had hurried away without pausing
to see its effects, and ran towards home at full speed, his
heart heaving, and a hot, stifling sensation in his throat

that nearly stopped his breath. He reached, at length, a

large, handsome house, situated in a retired street, and

surrounded by gardens. This was Mr. Avenel's resi-
F

dence, and this boy was an orphan who had been for

some years under his care.
Among the servants left him by his mother was one

whom she particularly recommended to his care, on ac-

count of her faithful services beside the bed of sickness'

and death. This woman refused to leave him when he

offered to locate her in a home of her own, and came
with his family to New York accompanied by her

young grandson, the only relic left of her once numer-

ous family. But her aged frame was unable to with-
stand the .inclemency of an unusually severe winter,
which followed their removal. A sudden cold induced

congestion of the lungs, and she died, confiding the boy,

for whom alone she wished to live, to the care of those
who had been so kind to her. The sensitive orphan, who
had been thus given to their care, became very dear to

them, as well as to all their family ; and when, with

advancing years, his health grew firm, and his nature,
ever -docile and affectionate, began to develop noble traits
of character, and intellect, of no common order, it became
a serious question how he should be treated, and what
degree of education he should receive. The plan they
adopted was one that involved much anxiety and labor.
Neighbors pronounced it Utopian and Quixotic, and
even Mr. Avenel was so far biased by early prejudices
that he gave at first but a reluctant consent to his-
wife's entreaty, and prophesied to her no little trouble
in the result.

But she, true to her usual unselfishness, and gentle
as she was firm, won him. at last to a hearty coGperation
with her. "We must do what we can individually to
raise this down-trodden race," she had said; "else how
can they ever attain that position of equality to which we
are willing to accord them the right, when they have the
capacity to fill it? If Henry were a white child, thrown
thus upon our care, we should not think of making him a
servant, or even of giving him a trade, while he shows such
decided marks of intellect, that the highest attainments
seem possible to him. Why, then, should his color make
any difference in our treatment of him ?" And thus it
was decided that the boy should be sent to school, and
occupy in the family the saie position as if his skin were
white as theirs. Thus situated, and treated with a pro-
tecting kindness that won his almost adoring gratitude

30
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and love, he was, during his earlier years, exposed to

very little annoyance; but his protectors were too wise

to continue this care too far. One so situated must,

in the present state of society, early learn to "endure

hardness," or he will be good for nothing; and soon

after his tenth birthday, he was sent to the public

school, and left to the discipline of character acquired

by unreserved contact with all sorts of boys.
Every body who understands the prevailing disposi-

tion of "Young America " may imagine the nature of

Henry's trials after this change in his life ; but he had

been so educated, and was himself of such a noble and

ingenuous nature, that he was slow to learn the exact

meaning of, the rudeness to which he was sometimes

subjected; and as he had the power of making many
friends among his comrades, and was a great favorite

with his teacher, it took him some time to discover that by
all, friend as well as foe, he was considered as belonging

to an inferior grade of society, from which no personal

merit could wholly raise him. Then, indeed, the "iron

entered his soul; "' and though he had each week become

increasingly unwilling to speak of his wrongs, Mrs. Ave-

nel had seen, with sad forebodings, that he brooded over

them in secret, and that for several months he had been

growing suspicious and excitable, and imbittered against

those who would be- his friends. At the end of two

years he had been promoted to the academy, with high

honors and many praises; but since then he had been

''
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often more gloomy than before, and it was painful to
zee how that cheerful and generous nature was wearing
away beneath the irritability caused by the consciousness
of his position. He had often come from school, and sat
down to his lessons with a weary, listless manner, which
betrayed a secret heaviness of heart, that hardly yielded
even to the caresses and the winning gayety of the. young
children, whom he regarded with an enthusiastic fondness
passing a brother's love.

On the piazza two of these children were now playing,
who clapped their hands in joyous greeting, and ran
towards him as he came near; but he avoided them, and,
entering the house, passed through the rooms till he came
to a small library, where a lady sat by the window,
reading.

When he saw her, he hesitated a moment, half turning
back; but she looked up, and the expression of her face
seemed to dissipate his slight accession of reserve; for he
sprang forward, and casting himself on the carpet beside
her, covered his burning face with his hands, and rested
them on her knees, trembling all over with emotion.

Startled and surprised, she bent over him, laying her
cool 'hand on his throbbing temples, and exclaiming,
"6Henry! my dear boy! what is it? What .has hap-
pened?" The gentle, pitying tones of her voice broke
down the last barrier of self-restraint, and all the long-
suppressed anguish and passion of his soul burst forth in
tears and sobs that were almost convulsive; while to her



repeated inquiries he answered, at length, only with wild

cries and incoherent murmurs.

Mrs. Avenel's eyes filled with tears of painful sympa-

thy ; but she was not wholly unprepared for this explosion

of feeling. Through many months she had been noticing

the gathering of this storm over the mental horizon which

her watchful love had for so long a time kept free from

clouds. And now, she bent over him, listening to that

exceeding passionate and bitter cry, "I can't bear it -I

can't ! I wish I was dead! I wish I had never been

born! I would lie down this minute, and have every bit

of skin taken off, if it would only make me white.".

How could she comfort him? Her own heart was

swelling with pity and indignation, but her power to calm

and soothe him seemed failing -her. He moved restlessly

beneath the gentle pressure of her hand, and at length

threw himself down on the carpet, exclaiming, "Why

don't you let me go away and be a shoe-black or a chim-

ney-sweep ? That's all I'm fit for! Why didn't you

bring me up to be a servant? Why didn't you leave me

in the country where I was born? I should have known

my place then, and been happy."

"Henry," said Mrs. Avenel, in a low, sad tone, "could

you have been happy as a slave ? "

The boy's loud cries ceased suddenly, and he shuddered

all over. He could seldom bear to hear this subject al-

luded to, and Mrs. Avenel was frightened for the result

of the words that had escaped her almost unconsciously-
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She sat down on the carpet beside him, and lifting his
head in her lap, tenderly wiped his tear-wet face. "0

my poor boy," she said, "I pity you;, yours is a hard lot;
I have long dreaded the time when you should realize all
its sorrow; but, Henry, remember, it is not the worst
thing that might have been."

Again he shuddered, and, throwing his arms around her,
buried his face in her dress; but the sudden shock of
her first words had calmed him, and after a few moments,
he said, " No, no, I didn't mean that; I was ungrateful;
any thing is better than that. But the boys are always
telling me I'm out of my place, and sometimes I think
I am."

"Your place is the highest which you haie the capacity
to fill. Why shouldn't you aspire as high as any body?
Don't you think you are capable of any greater work than
blacking shoes?" she added, patting his cheek play ully.

"Yes," he answered, half smiling; "sometimes I have
such grand thoughts, such beautiful thoughts; I can' tell
exactly what they are, but my mind seems full of t m;
and I used to be so proud to think what I would be
when I became a man; but now," he added, despondingly,
"6I can't think of any thing but the ugly speeches the
boys are always making, and the way they treat me.
Even when they seem to be kind, they think they're con-
descending, to use me well."

" The boys are very unkind, and I have no doubt you
30%-
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have a great deal to bear," said Mrs. Avenel. "When

you were younger, I used to tell you to forget it; but now

you are thirteen years old, and it is useless for you to shut

your eyes to the trials which you will be continually meet-

ing, in one form or another, through all your life. We

must look the trouble full in the face, and seek at the

right sources for help to endure it. In the first place, we

won't think we're in any worse case than we really are.

All the boys don't abuse you? "

"0 , no," replied Henry; "there's only two or three

that abuse me, - that seem to dislike me, I mean, - and

those I don't care for, for I know it is envy because I'm

ahead of them in the classes. But they all have a manner

as if they thought I was beneath them. There ain't

many of them that play with me exactly as they; do with

the others. Some avoid me altogether, as if they thought

I wasn't good enough to speak to, and they make remarks

I know they mean I shall overhear; and some of those

whom I really think like me, are always teasing me, and_

calling me names."

" So you have an uncomfortable time of it," said Mrs.

Avenel, deeply touched by his sad tone, but trying to

speak cheerfully; "are you sure it is not a little your own

fault? Aren't you too sensitive? and don't you some-

times take offence when none is intended? What do they

call you?"

"They call me a nigger," he replied, hesitatingly, and

with a fresh burst of silent tears.

"Well, and so you are," she answered, calmly.

"0 Mrs. Avenel !" and he raised himself to look in

her face reproachfully, and with great surprise.

" It is true," she replied; "and the only question is,

whether that is to be considered a term of reproach.

Every thing else being equal, is not a negro as worthy of

respect as a white man?"

"I suppose so," said he, " but they ain't considered so."

"We're not talking now of things as they seem, but of

things as they are. It is a great thing to be sure we

have a right to respect ourselves; and let me tell you, my
dear Henry, it is because this quality df self-respect is

generally but feebly developed in your race, that they

have. been so little respected by others, and so easily kept

in a menial position. Other circumstances have combined

to aid, but this has been one great thing. Now, the name

is nothing; it is only the ay you take it, that gives it

power to wound. I knew a boy who was very much en-

raged because another called him a 'lexicon.'"

Henry laughed, and sat up, interested, in spite of him-
self. "I shouldn't mind being called a lexicon, but -- "

" But you mind being called a nigger, child. You

must conquer this. It is nothing to be ashamed of, that

you belong to a different race from your schoolfellows.

When they see that it no longer teases you, they will ,no

more think of using it as a term of reproach, than they

would -now think of calling you an Indian, to vex you.
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Accept it as a fact, and they will cease to apply it as an

insult."

" I suppose it is so," said he, thoughtfully, after a long
pause; "and you are all so kind to me that I don't sup-

pose I ought to be unhappy. It isn't many white boys
that have such a pleasant home as I have here, and plenty

of books, and every thing," he added, looking up in her

face with a grateful smile.

" Dear child," said Mrs. Avenel, " you have it in your
power to make us very proud and happy. I know it will

inspire you with fresh courage, and a new motive for ex-

ertion, and so I'Owill tell you that some of our neighbors,

whose conduct has wounded you, regard our treatment of

you in the light of an experiment, and are waiting to see,
by your success or failure, whether it is really proper to

treat a negro boy on terms of entire equality. If you

become a learned and good man, I shall be more grateful-

than I can express."

" I will try," said Henry ; but the thought brought

back the sting of his recent sorrow, and the next moment

he threw himself down, exclaiming, in tones of despair,

"0 , dear, dear, what is the' use, after all? What is the

use of trying to study and get knowledge? What is the

use of being wiser or better than others ? I shall al-

ways be looked down upon. I shall never be able to use

what I know. I shall never be treated as if I was white."

"Henry," said Mrs. Avenel, passing her arm around

him, and speaking in a low, impressive tone, " there was

One, who had all riches, and power, and knowledge, at
his command; one who for eighteen centuries ha§ exerted
a wider influence, and received more devoted love and
veneration, than any being who ever lived on earth; and
of him it was said, 'He came not to be ministered unto-,
but to minister.'"

"That was our Lord, the Savior," whispered Henry.
"It was ; and all that was noble, all that was attrac-

tive, all that was inspiring, was centred in him, and ex-
emplified in his life. What if your best endeavors cannot
win you that esteem and popularity which you desire; is
it no motive for exertion, that you can imitate him? The
circumstance of your birth will indeed, for no fault of
yours, subject you to much that is painful, and cut -you
off from those ambitious aims that seem highest in the
eyes of the world; but it enables you to work most
effectually in the cause which now enlists the sympathies
of the philanthropic all over the earth. You can do more
than ten white men to solve the problem that has per-
plexed and distressed the nation. Perhaps I am using
language beyond your years ; do you understand me?"

He shook his head dubiously.
"I am trying to give you a hope and an object in life.

I have seen how discouraged you felt lately, and I did not
wonder, for it is hard for such young shoulders to bear
the cross; but, Henry, your mission is to your own people,
and there you can do a great and noble work, even by
simply educating yourself; for-every negro of intellectual
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ability and attainments furnishes an unanswerable argu-
ment to the friends of your race. They are oppressed

and despised, but their help must come from themselves;
they must demonstrate their fitness for equality."

"But it is very hard," sighed the child. '

"Yes, dear, it is very hard; but you know, the greater

the effort the greater the glory ; and He of whom we

spoke 'was despised and rejected of men, a man of sor-

rows and acquainted with grief.' His friends deserted

him in the hour of his utmost need, and his enemies per-

secuted him even to death; but he bore it all that he might

be the Savior of man."
But the boy persisted, despondingly, "He could bear

it -he was God."

" And therefore he is still our ever-present Helper.

Therefore all power is his, in heaven and on earth, and he

can comfort you with the fulness of an entire sympathy,
and aid you with divine strength. You can be brave, and,
strong, and self-reliant, with such help."

"1I will try," said the boy, catching something of her

enthusiasm. "After all, it is grand to overcome difficul-

ties, and it is kind of mean-to want to get along always

the easiest way."
Just then they were interrupted by a clear young voice,

that called his mother's name; and the oldest son, Charley

Avenel, came bounding into the room.

"0 mother!" he began; and then, seeing Henry, he

turned to him, eagerly -" 0 Henry, is it true that you
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knocked Ned Conant down, 'cause he called you names.
Tell me, do ; I shall be so glad if you did."

"Hush, Charley," said his mother's gentle voice, and
she looked at Henry inquiringly.

"I threw my books at him," said he, in a penitent tone,
"but.I didn't know it knocked him down. I felt as if I
should die. I thought I would never look into my books
again, or try to be any body."

"Good !" shouted Charley, throwing up his cap, heed-

less of his mother's reproving glance, -" good again!
I'm glad it knocked him over. He's always plaguing
you. If I was big enough, I'd lick him myself. No
matter; his cousin, little-Sam Conant, is coming to our
school by and by, and won't I take it out in plaguing
him!"

"You foolish boy! Henry don't need you to fight his
battles," said Mrs. Avenel, who could not help smilingg at
the young champion. "How was it, Henry? Tell me
about it," she added, turning to him.

"Yes, tell us about it," said another voice and Mr.
Avenel appeared in the doorway, with one ittle girl
clinging to his coat, and another "wee toddli 3 thing"
perched on his shoulder, steadying herself there -by clasp-
ing her chubby arms around his forehead. His ay looks
fell as he saw, by his wife's attitude and Henry ' swollen
eyes, that something serious had occurred; and It checked
the-chidren's mirth to listen to Henry's simple and hon-
est statement of the events of the afternoon. "I hope
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he is not hurt," said he, in a subdued tone, as he closed

his recital. "But I felt then as if I could murder him.

Who told you it knocked him down, Charley?"

" The boys said so," replied Charley, "and I do declare

I'm glad of it; I am, and father looks as if he was glad,

too, though you do shake your head, mother."

"I don't know, but I do think it served him right; and

Henry shan't go to school to be insulted," replied Mr.

Avenel, whose indignation, for the moment, got the better

of his judgment.
"0 , I think there will be no trouble," said Mrs.

Avenel, cheerfully; "I think Henry can take care of

himself."

" Yes, Henry, take care of yourself, - that's the talk

- go at 'em and knock 'em down when they plague you,"

cried Charley, eagerly.A

Mr. Avenel laughed. "I don't think that is exactly

what your mother meant," said he. "You know she

don't go in for knock-down arguments -she isn't a fight-

ing character."

" Yes," said Charley, "I know she's a great peace

woman; but it won't do all the time, I tell you."

" A soft answer will go a good ways, though, in turn-

ing away wrath," said Mrs. Avenel, smiling.

"rNow, mother, I tell you, you don't know about that,"

said Charley, eagerly. " Soft answers may do for some

boys ; but the only way to do with such boys as Ned
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-Conant is to pitch right into 'em, and make 'em real
afraid of you, and then they'll behave themselves."

Mrs. Avenel smiled, but pursued the subject no further
at that time; and the children seized the moment of silence
to resume the frolic in which the twilight hour was always
passed when their father was at home.

Escaping with some difficulty from the noisy group,
Henry seated himself in the bay window, and remained
quiet and thoughtful; but when lights were brought and the
family gathered around the table, it was easy to see, by his
calm and happy face, that the dark cloud had rolled away
from his soul. It may be he did not then fully under-
stand all that Mrs. Avenel had said; but her words had
given a new turn to his thoughts, and a definite object of
aspiration, of which no adverse circumstances could de-
prive him; and they remained in his memory, until, with
advancing years and knowledge, he could appreciate the
noble lesson they conveyed.
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CHAPTER NINETEENTH.

"iA merry-hearted childhood, running wild
With pranks, and quirks, and jests, and oddities,
And bearing still a promise rare and rich
Of noble manhood in the after years."

NED CONANT was one of those boys who seem pos-

sessed by an irrepressible love of teasing, to the effects

of which both friend and foe, were exposed indiscrnm-

inately ; and therefore there was some variety of opinion

among his schoolfellows, as they witnessed Henry's sud-

den assault and its unexpected result. The blow had

struck his forehead, and for a few moments completely

stunned him; but he was not really injured, and in a little

while he recovered his senses, and sat up. At first he

hardly knew what to make of his sudden change of po-

sition ; but the anxious faces around him, and the various

exclamations which he heard, soon recalled the facts.

"The little fellow aims well," said he, with a rueful.

face, as he sit holding his aching head.

"Straight as an' arrow," said one of the boys; "and

served you right, too, for you're always tormenting him."

"I'd pay him for it to-morrow, if I were you," said

another.
(362)
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"Ignust go home, then, and get this crack in my skull
sewed up, or I shan't be able to," replied Ned, rising
slowly to his feet; and the group scattered in various
directions to their homes, after indulging in a few more
comments on what had happened.

When Ned entered the family sitting room, his mother
was alarmed at his extreme paleness, and anxiously in-
quired the cause.

"My-head aches shockingly," he said, as he, threw him-
self on the sofa; "-I got a fall that hurt it."

His mother went for some cold applications, and his
sister threw down her work to arrange the pillows for
him; for Ned, being an only son, was a person of some
consequence in the family. "Here is quite a swelling on
your forehead,"-said his mother, as she was bathing it, a
few moments after.

" The fact is," replied Ned, "that little Henry Lane
threw his books at me."

" And knocked you down? " exclaimed his mother.
"Prone to the ground at once, as butcher felleth ox,"

replied he, quoting from the First Class Book.
"The little scamp!" said Mrs. Conant; " tpat's what

Mrs. Avenel's model child has come to - is it?"
"Well, I don't know as he was to blame," replied Ned,

"for I was teasing him. I didn't mean any -harm, but
I've given him a good many rubs, and he don't like me
very well."

Little Nelly, who was sitting by the fire warming her
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doll's feet, looked up, as she heard these words, exglairn-

ing, " I shouldn't think he would! Any body must be.

terribly forgiving to like you."

A general laugh greeted this naive expression, and the

child added, by way of explanation, "He does tease any

body so !"

" Nelly hasn't - forgotten the emetic I gave her doll,

and made it throw up all its sawdust," said Ned. "Hold

on, mother; don't drown a fellow with that water."

" Hold back your head a little, and then it won't run

into your eyes. What did you say to make Henry so

angry?" asked his sister Julie.

"I hinted to him about being a professor of boot-black-

ing -and he is very proud of his scholarship."

" And a very good scholar he is, too. 0 Ned, you

shouldn't do so," replied Julie.

"I can't help it -he is so thin skinned," said Ned.

He's a thousand times more ashamed of himself than any

body else is of him."

" And because he is sensitive and timid you delight in

oppressing and making him miserable. That is certainly

a noble disposition, Master Ned, and I should think you

would be proud of it," said Julie, indignantly.

" Why don't he stand up for himself, then? He's as

good as any body if he only thought so," he answered,

bluntly.'I'#

"You know very well he can't, while you all unite to

taunt him and try to keep him down. You boys are real

4
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tyrants," :said Julie. 'Hit him again " he ,hasn't any
friends!' -that's what they say. I've 'heard them a
hundred times."

"Come, little Julie, don't cry; I ain't half so wicked
as you think I am," interrupted Ned.

"I have no idea of crying, but it makes me angry to
have you do' so; it is a shame l' said -Julie,flushed and
excited, but unable to make herself look much more fierce
than a white dove does whel its feathers are ruffled.

"Angry! you angry!" shouted Ned. " Come, now,
that's a good one! I should 'ike to see you real mad,

just for once, Julie'; we'd mark down the day with blue
chalk - wouldn't we, mother?"

Mrs. Conant smiled, and Ned, seeing in her face 'an ex-
pression rather different from that with which his sister
regarded him, added,*

"My head is better.; I guess I've had enough of cold
water. Stop bathing now, mother, and tell us if you

think I'm such an awful 'sinner, just for a little bit of
fun."

"Well, as Julie says, it don't seem kind of -you to
tease him if he feels badly about it;' but then -" and
Mrs. Conant hesitated, for she had not quite forgiven the
blow, respecting the effects of which she still felt anxious.

"That's right, mother; you be on my side. Say you
think he ought to stick up for himself," said Ned,
coaxingly,
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"I don't think he ought tofight ; he ought not to have

knocked you dowi.".

" 0, that was an accident - the knocking down. The

books happened to hit my forehead, and down I went. It

was fair play; I don't blame him."

" That is one good thing in you, Ned; you don't bear

malice; you are not revengeful," said Julie, in a mollified

tone.

" Revenge! I scorn it !" Ned said, throwing out his

arms with a gesture that threw off the . cloths his

mother had laid over his head. "Don't cover me -up
with those wet rags, or I shall think I am dead and

buried; as well as knocked down."

She desistel at his request, and as she removed her

hydropathic array, she said soberly to Julie,

"I shall go over to talk with Mrs. Avenel about this.

She thought she was going to have a piece of perfection

in that child; but he seems to have a horrid temper, and

she ought to know it, and not persist in sending,him

among children that don't want him for a playmate."

"0O, nonsense, mother," Ned broke in earnestly; "don't

you do any such 4hing. He would be a fool if he didn't

get mad, once in a while, with the way the boys rowel him

sometimes ; and all I blame him for is, that he don't get

mad oftener. He is a real fine little fellow, and I'm

going to turn right about and- stand up' for him. This

last knock-down argument has convinced me, and little

Julie shan't have to cry over my wickedness any more.

I
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So, Mias JuHe, you see what a magnanies felow I am
-ain't I now? -to own up at this rae

"Yotu are you have quite redeemed yourself in my
opinion," she answeredsniling. Ten trying to her
mother, she added coaingly, "Please don't. say any
thing about it to Mrs. Avenel. That poor little fellow
must have a great deal to bear, and do pity him.
Those large eyes of his have a sad, timid look, that goes
to ny heart, And then Mrs. Avenel is sneh a nice lady!
I'm afraid you'll hurt her feelings."

"0, he'll tell her himself; he tells her every thing "
said Ned, carelessly, "and niy head is like old china-
least said, soonest niended."

"Well, well just as you please, children," replied
Mrs. Conant, as she left the room; and the subject was
not again renewed until after tea. As Ned lay on the sofa,
while his mother and sister sat near busy with their sew.
ing, there was arng at the door bell,, and -Mrs. Aveel
entered.

The color burned 'brightly onthe boy' s cheeks, which
had until then been very- pale from -the effect of his
accident, and as he'met the -gate of het mild, dark eyes,
he started from his couch with an uneasy feeling of guiIt,
which did not escape her quidk observation; but without
appearin to notice it, she hastened to dispel all embar-
rassmenty jthe gentle and quiet grace-with hich, after
the usual halutations had gassedjshe added,

"I could not be conented to wait until morning without
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coming to know if Master Ned was much hurt by his fall.

Henry will say what he pleases in apology for his share

of the injury; but I must express my own sorrow that it

should have occurred. Ned has taken an invalid's posi-

tion, I see, but I hope he does not suffer much, Mrs.

Conant."

"0, it is nothing; I shall be all right to-morrow:

my head is so soft that it don't crack easy," said Ned,

hastily; and his mother added her assurance, to dispel

Mrs. Avenel's fears. But, still retaining a little of the

feeling to which her own alarm had given rise, she could

not resist the temptation to lecture her friend a little upon
a course of conduct that seemed to her so injudicious, and
perhaps to indulge

"That last Infirmity of noble minds" -

the desire to say, "I told you so."

Thus actiated, she added, after a momentary pause, "I
must say, my dear Mrs. Avenel, this is only what I have

always expected and prophesied. If you have trouble

with that child, it won't be for want of advice about the

way you have educated him. I told you it would just
riake him unfit to stay where he belonged, and you

would never be able to get him into a higher class. I

wonder you don't see it now, and take the child away
from a place, where, if he is -sensitive, as Ned says he is,
he must be continually having his feelings wounded; for
I don't suppose Ned is the only one who plagues him."

O-NLY FIT .F OR SRVANTS.

Mrs. Avenel'a face flushed, but she answeeid, gently, -
"We encourage him to persevere, andkeep mat the

school, on the same principk4 that you acted the other
day, wheni you made Nellia have her tooth extracted --
the old principle of enduring a little present pain for the
sake of great future good. It applies to a child's tooth-
ache, but it has made heroes and.martyra as well."

"But you make yourself so much trouble," rejoined
Mrs. Conant; "if you had never attempted to do -so
much for him, he would have been entirely satisfied with
being well situated as a servant, and that is all I believe
the negroes are fit for."

"Your opinions would siit some of out southern
friends," said Mrs. Avenel, dryly.

"0, I want them to befree; there is no need of keep-
ing them in slavery if they are servants," rejoined Mrs.
Conant quickly.

"With, regard to Henry, we have only done what we
considered our duty," replied Mrs. Ave el, recovering
from her momentary irritation. " Exose nwehut a cow-
demnation of slavery comes with a poor grace from the
lips of a person who has no sympathy vith efforts to
raise the colored race."

"You are severe, Mrs. Avenel," said Mr. Conant, who
had entered while she was speaking, and no stood
warming himself at the fire.

"I did not mean tobe severe," -said she, mote gently
"but if you could see how impossible it is for those who



live among slaves - ignorant, degraded, and indolent, if

not vicious to realize that any of that race can be

intended by the Creator to occupy a higher position than

that they have always held,'in this country at least, you

would not wonder that I speak earnestly."

"There is a great difference, however, between keep-

ing them as slaves and employing them as hired ser-

vants," said Mrs. Conant.

" Certainly there is. But persons who have been born

and raised in slaveholding states have an obliquity of

vision on this and every other point connected with

slavery, which is inconceivable to those who have not

witnessed it - a mental strabismus, in comparison with

which any bodily cross eyes, however extreme; fail to

astonish, and which nothing will ever cure except ocular

demonstration that the negroes can not only take care

of themselves physically, but can become educated, re-

fine4, and intellectual. Let people at the north, who

want slavery abolished, set about trying to accomplish

this object, and they will work with some prospect of

successs"

" I did not know you abolitionists held such views,"

said Mr. Conant, in some surprise'at her earnestness.

" I don't know that all do," she replied, smiling; "but

I certainly consider 'the prejudice' against color which

prevails at the north a more serious obstacle to the

accomplishment 'of 'our wishes than any thing at the

south"

"You don't, consider the prejudice greater here than

there !" exclaimed Mrs. Conant.

"No, not greater -perhaps not so great.; but in-
trenched behind more impregnable barriers," and harder
to be conquered."

"What has occasioned this conversation?' asked Mr.

Conant, abruptly, not much-liking the turn it had taken.
"'I occasioned it," said Ned. " All the blame and all

the books fall on my offending head, and I haven't much

doubt but I deserve them, both."

"For my part," said Mr. Conant, "I approve of each
person looking after his own affar'. The southerners ate
competent to 'manage theirs, and I believe iniletting them
alone. If every body took care' of number one, all the
world would .be taken care of. Let a man look out for
himself and his family, and leave others to do the same.

"Like the man that prayed, 'God bless me and my
wife, my son John and his wife, and my half of Pete, the
nigger,' " suggested Ned, slyly.

His father frowned, but, could not help laughing, the
next moment, at the boy's comical commentary on his

words.

"I don't pretend to know what ought to be done in
every case," said Mrs. Avenel, after a pause; "but I
assure you that, however politicians may talk at Wash-

ington, to, frighten the doughfaces, there is class among

the slaveholdrs, who realize the evils of their ,position,

and would not agree with your opinion that they are
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competent to manage, without oid from their neighbors,

this complicated business in which they are, involved.

Such persons re looking anxinusly to see how far theory

acor4s. with practice, and if the free blacks are becoming

more enlightened and self-sustaining, ifter years of free-

dom, or whether the proclivity downwards continues as

strong as ever. . .They. watch silently, however, for no

body dares say openly what would offend the multitude."

", I approve of educating the negroes ; certainly I do.

But something is due to the prejudices of society also;

and I never noticed that a man got along any easier for

disregarding what society demands," said Mr. Conant;

adding, with a smile, "Mrs. Avenel, excellent as she is,

is.a little too much inclined that way, -a little too much

of an enthusiast, - and so are all her family."

" Do you think so ?" replied Mrs. Avenel, returning

the smile ;ad after a little more conversation on topics

of general intexest, she took leave of her neighbors, and

returned home.

-Mr. and Mrs. Conant were very nice persons, very
respectable persons, very excellent persons; fond of their

children, kind to their neighbors, 'conducting the busi-

ness of life with the utmost propriety, .andra great degree

of peeui4ary ;success,; bUtalthovgh they Were totally

unaware of it, their idWad and AhopeA traversed a very

narrow rango, bound&by7averthigh wall of prejudices,.

an& theystood im awed Mrs,-Grundy" to an extent

372 C A 8 T E 0 RE O NO II I AT I olN . 373

painful to be witnessed by persons -of any independence
of character.

Yet there are so many similar to them, that persons of
this class generally run smoothly alongthe race course of
time, keeping the ring without difficulty, aiAattaining
the goalthey have set up for themselves, -smiling, the
while, at the folly of enthusiasts, and cherishing a holy
horror of isms, as traps set to catch the unwary.

When Henry came near the academy, the next morn-
ing, he saw Ned Conant leaning over one of the posts set
in the entrance to the play ground, surrounded by a
small group of boys, to whom he seemed to be talking
very earnestly.

"I wonder what he will say to me," thought Henry.
"No matter what it is; I will have courage to do what
is right; the boy's laugh shan't frighten me into disap-
pointing Mrs. Avenel. But I wish it was over."

At this moment Ned saw him approaching, and called
out,

"Hilo, little 'un! I hope you don't mean to make mne
pay damages on -those books that got their -orners

knocked off, last night, against my head. - Therecan't

be one of 'em fit to use again. I am sure there is full
half the Latin Grammar in my -noddleanow, though the
folks at home were busy all last evening picking,-the
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pieces out of mny skull. We-sent out and bought a gross

ofshippers, and used 'em up, and got out all the bits

except-the Latin; that's there still: I was saying bonus,

oa-r, all night"
"I should think you had been saying malus, -a, -uM,"

said Henry, joining the laugh the boys had raised. "I

ought to be ashamed of myself for throwing the books

at you, and I am."
"Y ou feel as well ashamed as you do any way, don't

you?" said Ned.

" No, I don't, either. The fact was, I was mad, or

what you said wouldn't have made me so fire-ocious.

One of the boys threw away my cap, at recess, and I was

fool enough tobe angry about it."

" He meant to make you mad," said one of the by-

standers.

"I know he did," -rejoined Henry, " and for that very

reason I was the more a fool for feeling as I did."

"What are you talking -about? Is Hen making a

speech?" asked a boy who came up just then, with two

or three others.

" I ain't, but I am going to ; for I have about ten

words Iwant you all to hea," he replied.

6* HearI heart'a speech Irom little -Hen 'Lane," shout-

ed one of them.
Astump speech, 'thout no stump to it,", said an-

"Who says I haven't my stump? Here's one from

the tree :of knowledge,"Henry said quickly,dthrowing
down his bundle of- books,;and stepping onit.

The boys seized. the idea, and a generaltbling of

books succeeded, until the young oratorwas-elevated on

a pedestal, which, though-a littleunsteady, anduAnot ad-
mitting of many gestibulatory -ourishes-- served'to elevate
him above the crowd which had gatheredround.

There was a momentary bashful pause, and -then he
began,

"'You'd scarce expect one of my age
To speak in public on the stage.

But, ha-hum!" clearing his ,throat, boldly, "here goes !
Since I have been in the school; some sof you bays have
somehow got an idea that- Fm nigger -pickedrup out
of a sand bank - and you have taken particular pains to
inform me of the fact. Now, I just want to tell you that
I remember where I was born as well; as you do, for I
was there first, and upon serious reflection, I have come
to the conclusion that I am a nigger, and probably always
shall be."

"No, you'll be a colored gentleman* by-and--by,"
interrupted One of his hearers.

"Interruptions not allowed. I claim'the stump. Mr.
Chairman, please preserve order," said Henry, turning to
Ned, who proceeded to shout "Order," and was echoed
with such zeal by a dozen other voicesthat order was

some time in being restored. When they were still he
went on.

I
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" If any-of you think I'rMI ashamed of not being white,

you are mueh mistaken: I don't 'think my color is any

disgenets at -al, and I'm sure it'is very becoming to my
style-of beauty I2So you see the more you;kick me, the

higher I'll-rise-; for I can't help it if I am smarter than

the -rest of you; and I hope you'll try not to. feel bad

about it.. If y.kik me too hard, I may go up so

high thgt. I shall never come down again,-like the

football that lodged in the belfry. Gentlemen and ladies,

I'm done finished, and I thank you for the stump."
He jumped down as he uttered the last words, and

Ned, throwing up his cap, called loudly for three cheers

for " Hen, the boy that wasn't ashamed of himself."

The air rang with acclamations, and then Ned, holding

out his hand to him, said, cordially, -

"My fine fellow, you've done just what I wanted you

to, and I'm proud of you;~ and from this day out, if any

body abuses you more than you can manage, just send

'em to me, and see if I won't give 'em fits,.- that's all."

Henry grasped the proffered hand, and they went into

the school house together.

This incident, unimportant as it seems, affected all his

after life. The last bitter drop, instead of overflowing the

cup, changed the whole draught into something healthful

and almost pleasant. The new light upon the dark past,

the opening of new hopes and aims in the future, the con-

viction of the possibility of strength and endurance, which

the evening conversations had afforded his earnest and
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thoughtful nature, never afterwards . forsoo him,; 'and
from the time of his boyish declaration'of ' dependence,
his schoolfellows treated him in a mann quite different
from that they had hitherto' shown -They were some-

times petulant and rude, or teasing, a&sboy;will, always
be.; but a different, spirit pervded aliketheir, quarrels
and their reconciliations; andwithNed for hi chai-

pion and friend, he had' little caus 'complain of the
others.
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CHAPTER TWENTIETH.

"DeathI what Is deaP A locked and sacred thing,
Guarded by swords of fire -a hidden spring -
Ahbled fruit-that I shoUld tins endure
As if the world around me held no cure!
Wherefore not spread free wings?"

""WIT is it you are saying about Miss Helen? Tell

me, Kissy," said little Emma Warner, pulling at her nurse's

sleeve with childish impatience, as she stood talking in

low tones with a fellow-servant, the morning after Helen

had left the house. "Tell me what it is. What makes

them all so sober? " she urged, as her words seemed un-

heeded.I

"0 , little pitchers! " said Kissy. "Go to your play,

child. 'Tain't none o' your business."

But this reply, as might be expected, only stimulated

Emma's curiosity, and she repeated, with the petulance of

an indulged child, "Tell me- I will know -what did

she go away for?"

" Go ask your grandma, if you want to know," said Ken-

tucky, the wooden-looking cook, who stood by.

"She won't tell me if I do ask her. She'll only say, 'Lit-

tle girls shouldn't ask questions.' -That's what she always

says. Just as if being little was any reason why any body
(378)
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shouldn't want to know about things!" she added indig-
nantly. "You tell me, Kentueky - won't you?,"

"Ki! " said Kentucky, shortly. "Let 'em tell you
dat's done did it, if dey ain't 'shauted ol it De true fac'
is, Miss Emma, dey's found out in dare," she added, point-
ing to the breakfast -room, where the fanmilywei' -itting,
"dat black is jest, as good as white, till dey sees what
color 'tis, and den 'tain't good for notlin'.

This oracular utterance did not tend to appease Emma's
excitement, and opening her eyes in still further perplexity,
she was about to demand an explanation, when Gus, who
was sitting astride a limb of the tree beneath whose shade
the group was standing, shouted in his shrill, clear
tones,

'"I know one ting,
An' I knows two;
I bet a nigger boy
Knows more'n you

"Do you know?" said Emma, looking up at him. "0
Gus, now do tell me if you know."

"Ki! bress die chile! i i Emma, dat ar' Gus dono
how ter tell de troof, if he knows odor tings; so don't
believe one word he gwine say," said Kentucky, impa-
tiently, contorting her arms and body, in a vain effort to
make signs behind her back, which might induce Gus to
be silent, while Kissy added coaxingly, "Come now, Miss
Emma, I'se gwine in de house you come too."

"I won't stir a step till you, tell ,Me. I know there's
something to tell, and you think 'Gus knpws it, and you

N
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don't want him to tell me; and that is just the reason I

want to know," Emma replied, placing herself resolutely

against the tree.

"0 , you ain't good, Miss Emma," said the nurse, in a

reproving tone.

"I don't care if I ain't good, just this once," replied Em-

ma; "I get tired of being good all the time. Now tell me,

Gus, do."

" Gus, ef you do tell, you'll get a floggin', sure 'nnff;

for miss say she didn't want de chillen told nothin' 'bout

it - say so perticulur," remonstrated Kissy.

Gus paused. He knew his mistress was in earnest in

this request, but his love of mischief struggled with his

fears. Presently he sang out again,-

"'We'se all in de dumps,
For diamonds is trumps,

De kitten is gone to St. Paur,
De little chillen is bit,
An' de ma'am's in a Mt,

An' somebody's house done got built widout walls.

" Ha, ha!" laughed he, delighted at his success in

adapting this old ditty, to suit the occasion-"ha, ha ! I

reckons dat somebody was Mass Hubert. He house done

tumbled down."

"Gus, Gus, you'll cotch it!" said Kentucky, menacing

him; but he only shouted louder,-

"'One time I courted a handsome lass
As eber your eyes did se-e-e ;

But now she's come to such a pass,
She neber will do for me-a -e."

" Gus, you done cotch it now, sartin," cried Kentucky,

maldug an effort to get .hold of him, which he eluded by

springing to a higher branch, exclaiming,

"Who scare? I ain't. Reckon somebody got to cotch

me 'fore I kotch it. Dis nigger am mighty spry little fel-
1 r, Kentucky; " and he snapped his fingers in her face.

'O, don't go, don't! Tell me before you go, .l'41
give you something," pleaded Emma, as she saw him means

uring the tree with his eye, and apparently preparing'to
ascend to its topmost bough.

"iI will tell yer, Miss Emma, jest to plague dat ar ole
black fool," he answered, pausing, with one foot raised.
"De true fac' is, dat yer Miss Ielen am nothin' but a nig-
ger, and Colonel Bell done bought her, and toted her o1.
Dere now!" and with a triumphant whistle he disappeared
among the foliage.

"What does he mean? Miss Helen a nigger! " exclaimed

Emma, horror-struck at the idea; and in another minute
she burst into the room where the family still lingered
over their scarcely tasted breakfast.

"Grandrmother, is it true -is it? Has Colonel Bell

bought Miss Helen and carried her away?" she asked
breathlessly.

"There now! Gracious goodness! who has been telling
that child about it?" cried Mrs. Warner, shrugging her
shoulders, and fidgeting in her chair, as was her manner
when excited.

"How did you hear that, Ehima?"

.1
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" Gus told me," she answered, abashed by the displeasure

manifested in the faces around her.
" Gus shall have one good whipping then, before he ia

a day older," said Mrs. Wirner angrily. "I'll see if I can't

be obeyed in my own house."

" Don't whip him, please: it was I that coaxed him to
tell me; he didn't mean to, only I made him," said the
child, emboldened by her innate sense of justice. "But
0, do tell me about it -is Miss Helen a nigger?"

"Hush, child - you drive me crazy!" cried her grand-
mother, shrinking at the sound of that word. But Emma
persisted, and yielding to an irresistible necessity, Mrs.

Warner looked doubtingly at her husband, as if to say,
SShall I tell her? " and replied in a calmer tone,

"Perhaps you may as well be told about it, and that

will stop your questions. It is true that Miss Helen be-
longs to Colonel Bell, for her mother was his servant;
but you mustn't talk about it any more. We did not know

it till yesterday."

" Why, how can she be!" exclaimed Emma. "I thought
servants didn't know as much as white folks, and couldn't
take care of themselves, and we always had to take care
of them. Why, grandmother, Miss Helen knows ever so
much - more than any body else in the house; and she
can take care of herself ever so well. How can she be a
servant?

"Circumstances make a great difference. You can't
understand how it is now, child."

382

"Why don't we always have these-kind of circumstances
the .I rrupted Emma. "I'm sure it is a great deal

p easanter. Miss Helen was so good and so handsome, and

taught us heaps of nice things;, and you never scolded me

for any thing she told me, like you do for what the servants
tell me. How funny that she should belong to Colonel

Bell! I can't make it seem right, grandmother. I thought

you said it was never proper for servants to know so much

-how to read, and study, and play the piano, and every
thing;" and the fair face was lifted in innocent wonder.

"Hush, child - do for mercy sake hush! You don't
know what you are talking about. I wish I hadn't told

you a word of it," exclaimed Mrs. Warner, in perplexity.
Emma stood beside her silently a short time, and then

asked, -

"When will Miss Helen come back ?"

"She isn't coming back again. Run and play now, and
don't ask questions."

"But I must ask questions, for I want to know. Why
isn't she coming here again? Is she going to live with

Colonel Bell, and didn't she want to go; and was that what

made her sick yesterday, and makes you all so sober this
morning?"

"She has gone to stay with Mrs. Avenel-she wanted

to go. You mustn't talk about it any more."

"But may I go and see her ? Perhaps she is ill, and
would like to see us. May I go with uncle Hubert when
he'goes? Will you take me, uncle?"

I
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As she spoke, she ran to the window, where Hubert sat
with his face turned from his parents. He had been talk-
ing with them when she entered. Her words stung him
almost to madness, and at this moment he rose to leave
the room; but she caught his hand, and repeated her en-
treaty in a gentle tone, that arrested his steps.

"So you want to go see her ? " he said, bitterly; "your
first thought is not to cast her off. Some of your elders
might profit by the lesson."

He glanced at his parents as he said this, and his father
answered, quickly, - .

" What can that child understand of the bearings of
this delicate question? Of course she loved Helen; we
all did ; but if she were older, she would see that our
feelings should not lead us to overlook grave social dis-
tinctions."

Hubert made no reply, but sighing heavily, walked
slowly from the room, accompanied by Emma, who still
clung to his hand. When they reached the piazza, he
saw that her eyes were overflowing with silent tears. He
sat down, and took her in his arms. "What is the mat-
ter?" he asked.

" I feel so sorry about Miss Helen! I don't know what
has happened to her; but I don't believe they will ever
let me see her again, and I loved her dearly;" and the
child hid her face on his shoulder, unable longer to con-
trol her sobs.

Hubert bowed his head till his face was hidden in her

I-
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curls; and when he raised it again, bright drops like tears

glistened there. Here, at last, then, he had found sym-
pathy; and though he made no reply, his little niece felt

instinctively that from him she should :meet with no re-

pulse, and that her word's-had pleased him.

Presently the servant brought his horse to the door, as
he had previously ordered, and kissing Emma, he placed
her on the floor.

"Where are you going? to see Miss Helen?" she asked.

He nodded assent.

"Stop till I give you some present to take her. I love

her. Here, take this; she always said it was pretty."
She detached from her necklace a small cornelian cross,
and laid it in her uncle's hand as she spoke; but he gave
it back to her, saying, sadly, -

"No, that is an ominous present. She has crosses

enough now to bear. Send some flowers, and I will give
them to her; she likes flowers, you know." And as the

child went to gather them, he said to himself, "I meant

that her path should always be strewed with roses ; but

now, Heaven knows, there seem to be nothing but
thorns."

When he arrived at Mrs. Avenel's, Helen was sleeping;
and Mrs. Avenel having retired to her room to gain a

,little repose, he was obliged to wait sonie time before she
joined him in the parlor. She was deeply affected at the

sight of his haggard and disturbed countenance;- but she

33
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steadily refused to allow him to see Helen, whose life

depended upon being kept quiet and free from excite-'

ment. When he became convinced of this, he ceased to

urge her; but he shuddered. to realize how dreadful must

have been the suffering which, in so short -a time, de-

stroyed that high health, and those buoyant spirits, and

brought her to the verge of the grave.

Hardly had he left, when his mother made her ap-

pearance, full of anxiety and pity for the unfortunate girl,

but pitying herself very nearly as much for the mortifica-

tion and perplexity of her own position, and fixed in her

purpose to prevent her son from again meeting one whose

power over him was still so strong. Indeed, on this day

and those which followed, Mrs. Avenel found herself

poorly fitted for the part she was forced to perform. Gen-

tIe, and too tender-hearted to endure giving pain to those

she loved, and strongly moved by Hubert's passionate

appeals, sle was often inclined to espouse his ce.use, and,

heedless of the future, insist that Helen should allow him

one more interview. Yet when, in listening to his moth-

er's arguments, she remembered the voice of public opinion,

and sympathized in her intense fear lest Hubert should

rashly brave that dread tribunal, her feelings were swayed

in the opposite direction, and she would agree with Mrs.

Warner that it was best on every account the lovers

should be henceforth entirely separated.

And, kind as she -was, and full of tenderest care for

Helen, Mrs. Avenel was not exactly the right person to be

STRUGGLES WITH DESPAIR. 887

her sole companion -in this hour of trial. Her meek and
timid spirit cowered helplessly before the wild and reckr.
less expressions of intense, despair, which became more
and more frequent as the invalid slowly regained bodily
health ; and her feebler nature could hardly understand
the strength and power of those warring and tumultuous
emotions, which exhausted themselves in- paroxysms of
tears, and moans, and fierce cries of anguish.

Yet her compassion never 'wearied; and though she
yielded where another might have controlled and guided,
her softness and quietness were sometimes inexpressibly
soothing to the unstrung and tortured nerves that would
have quivered beneath a harsher touch. She had a. true
womanly tact and delicacy, and she contrived in many
ways to convey to Helen the messages, and letters, and
flowers, which Hubert was continually bringing to her,
without directly speaking of those subjects which she
knew were too painful to be made the theme of conversa-!
tion. She could not quite understand the firinness with
which Helen refrained from returning any answer to these
tokens of love; and one day, at Hubert's urgent request,
she ventured to entreat something more than, the simple
thanks with which -they were usually received. The ,un-
happy girl listened in silent agitation, and aftera little
pause gave, her a message, which- Hubert received with
bitter anguish; and afterthat he same there.o _more.

Three weeks hads elapsed, An&-oneeday Helen wasre-
clining listlessly o--oher couch, with her face towardsa-#
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window, and Mrs. Avenel thought from her silence that

she was sleeping; but at length she asked,

"Who are buried in that little enclosure I see yonder

through the trees ? There seems to be a gravestone

within it."

" Have you never noticed that before? It was there

I buried one very dear to me, and who had suffered

much. Some time I will tell you her history. She was

the only person I ever knew who seemed to me as unfor-

tunate as you, my dear Helen," said Mrs. Avenel, in pity-

ing tones.

"And she found rest after a while. The unhappy do

die sometimes, then!" Helen replied, with dreary calm-

ness.

" She found rest before she died," said Mrs. Avenel,

gently. "She was a sincere Christian, and her religion

sustained her even through those dreadful trials which I

thought at first would certainly kill her. She seemed for

the last two years of her life almost as happy as. I ever

knew her; and her death was triumphant."

"Can such deep wounds close without a scar? " said

Helen, musingly. "Is it possible to forget? "

" She did fiot forget 0-O, no ; but she was happy, be-

cause she was resigned. When one has perfect faith in

Gad, it is easy to submit to his will. Eternity seemed so

real to her, that it was not hard to endure patiently a few

yearsaof sorrow,-as preparation for ages of unending hap-

piness. He who sends these afflictiont'has power to heal

the wounds they make. Do you not -believe this,

Helen?"

"I used to believe it," she said; "but now I see that

it is not so. There are some wounds which no power can

ever heal. The only hope is, that the heart will at last

slowly bleed to death."

"My poor sister used to say, 'Though he slay me, yet

will I trust in him,' " replied Mrs. Avenel, in tones of

gentle reproach.

"Ah, if he would but slay me!" said Heln, ith sud-

den energy; "it would be so easy to die! But now he

rolls his thunders over me, but his lightning will not

strike."

"Dear Helen, you frighten me," said Mrs. Avegel,

shrinking timidly from the wild light in her eyes.

"You needn't be afraid; I will not hurt you. I know

you think I may go crazy, and perhaps I shall; hut even

then, I could not harm you, my only friend," said -Helen,

more gently.

"But I fear sometimes you may hurt yourself," said

Mrs. Avenel,.nervously.

Helen smiled -bitterly, and snkin down on her pil-

lows, closed her eyes, as if indisposed for further conver-

sation. But she thought to herself-how strange it was,
that any one could speak of death as ifitscoming would

harm her, when she- had so longed, so panted to rest irn

the grave; and then a strong-iimpulse spise &%e teo ke
Stag-ipus
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Wto her owa hands the issues of life and death, and boldly

to force the iron gates, which would not open to her prayer

of desperate grief. Theidea had before crossed her mind,

to be, harbored for a moment, and then shrink away before

the light of conscience, and the innate love of life which

the first shock of sorrow could not break. . It was strange

that Mrs. Avenel'p. timidity should have been the first

thing which provoked that impetuous nature to indulge

the awful thought, and dwell upon it, until it took shape

and form, and grew into a strong temptation. Yet so it

was. Never until now had she realized how easy it would

be to rid herself of these weary days and nights ; and

then she smiled again, as she remembered how carefully.

every thirg with which she could hurt herself had been

removed from her room during her illness. Her mind,

warped-and bent beneath the weight of her misery, awak-

ened to-a perverse desire for what was so fearfully with-

helgpnP experienced a fierce delight in scheming, and

planning opportunities to do the deed from which, in mo-

me9ts Qt perfect sanity, she would have recoiled with

horror.

All the aftepoon she thought of it, and all the evening,

until her senses yielded to the anodyne which Mrs. Ave-

nel, ad!pin4e an 4 when she awoke the next morning,

the idea ret-ned in still more attractive guise. It Pc-

curred to her that if she were to die now, before -her

br gw~ ]ppw s.nj hg.f what had befallen hershe,
might leave such requests and argumentsas would prevent

SLEEP WITHOUT WALKING. 391
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her friends from telling him the secret which would wreck
his happiness as it had hers. She could not help, could
not save him, if she lived ; but if she died, might not com-
passion and dread lose every mouth? and would they
not, in pity to her, leave him in blessed ignorance of the

woe which had killed her. Ah, yes, it'ust be so. From
the crash and ruin which had overwhelmed her she would
save that beloved brother, to enjoy long years of calm
happiness with the wife of his youth.

She knew where the medicines: were kept, and she
knew the key had been left on the mantelpiece for the
use of her attendant, in case she -siould need any in the
night. In the dim morning twilight, she arose without
waking the servant from her sound sleep on the cot beside

her bed, and with the key in her hand she draw around
her a loose wrapping gown, and stole softly down -stairs.
Her tare feet made no noise on the matted floor, and- as
the servants were still in the: yard, she met no one.

When she returned, she had in her hand a large bottle

labelled " Laudanum," which she hastily secreted; and
then, overcome with fatigue at the unwonted pxertion, she

lay down upon her bed; and when the serant awoke she

feigned to be asleep.

When Mrs. Avenel-entered, with herkind morning in-
quiries, she was surprised to find Helen half dressed.

My dear child," she exclaimed, "you are surely exert-

ing yourself too much. You ha ve hardly walked ress
I
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the room yet, and you should not try to be so very smart
as this!

"I am better this morning. I have more strength
than you think."

"Are-you really better i You don't look much better.
Let me see your

She threw open the shutters, and Helen turned her
face to the light, with a wan smile that brought tears to
the eyes of her gentle hostess.

"I am really better," she said, "stronger than I have
been before since my illness; and to-day I must write
some letters."

"Will you? Your brother must surely be anxious on
account of your long silence. I would have written, but
you were so unwilling."

"I was unwilling. What he must know I prefer to tell
him myself. I have other letters to write, too. *After
breakfat will you send me some writing materials ? "

"Yes, dear ; but don't try to do too much. It is dan-
gerous for you to make any fatiguing -effort."

After breakfast the servant appeared with paper and
ink followed by Mrs. Avenel, who herself arranged the
table and wheeled the easy chair to its place. .She was
glad to see in Helen these symptoms of reviving anima-
tion and interest in something beside her own thoughts;
but she was still nious lest this feverish energy might
lead too far, and she repeatedlher cautions.

"Do not fear," said Helen, in a tone more cheerful

I
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than she ha& used, for a long time. Andhthen as hr
friend was leaving her, she took her hand, and added
earnestly, "Tell me Mrs. Avenelifyou should receive a
letter from one who had died after it was written, before
you read it, would it not seem to youlike a voice from
the grave? Would it not impel obedience, like aA.inti-
mation from the spirit world?"

"I think it would. But why.do you askthis' replied
she, suddenly alarmed.

"0 , for nothing. OnlyI think that possibly I-may
not live a great while- perhaps not so long as these
letters will be in reaching their destination."

"But you tol&me you felt better-this morning."
"So I do. Why do you look so alarmed? This is nly

the passing whim of a moment.- Go awaynowany dear,
kind friend, and leave me to- write my letters,"

There was -nothing strange or excited in heromanner,
and after another scrutiny of her. face, lgrs Avenels o-
mentary fear vwas allayed,:'and she left her alone.

Helen speit a long time in writingfirst tonColonel
Bell and then to Mrs. Avenel, whom she begged, with all
the arguments ishecould devise,1to keep from herbroter
the knowledge of his parentage, or. the causeof the sudb
den illness and death wbiPh shehintd-would overtake
her before these pages met theireys. henshenpened
a, long, affectionate, and cheerfIdltett her broth,
disguising, with loving hyporisy he troubleand t r
of. her soul; and. then, with many tears and frquent
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pauses, she wrote a few lines to Hubert, in which were

poured forth all her passionate love and anguish, and be-

sought him also to keep the fatal secret from her brother's

knowledge.
She was deathly pale, and every nerve quivered, when

she had finished, but her purpose did not falter; and

when, after a few moments, she placed the letters where

they could readily be found, and brought the bottle from

its hiding-place, her laud. did not tremble as she poured

its contents into a cup which had been left upon the table,

containing some beverage she was accustomed to drink.

She put. the bottle aside, on a shelf in the closet, and
then, locking the door, sat down with the cup before her.,

One look she gave at the familiar objects around her, and
the blue, cloudless sky which overarched the sunny land-

scape without her windows, and then, shutting her eyes,

she raised it to her lips.
At that moment there was a tapping at the door; the

lock was turned, and finding it fastened, Mrs.:Avenel.said-,
in an agitated voice, "Helen, your brother is down

stairs!
She opened her eyes again, -and set down the fatal

draught. Alook of deep disappointment came into her

face, ax4with a groan she murmured,,
"He has ce!, Well, then, we can drink the cup of

oblivion together,. Poor boy! Why did he come so
soa" o

THE hazy lights and the purple shadows of ai Octo-
ber afternoon lay softly on the hills,aid glified ih
melancholy beauty all the Efdinglandsape aroud er
home, and the-woodbine from he viniidow cast-brigh re-
flections from its gorgeous leaves, over the cuch where
Charles Dupr6's young wife lay sleepuig. Veryfai she
was, but- the delicatee bloom of heceflek headed and
the girlish grae of her in&m asgione ; yet iiever had
she been so dear, sohbeaufulsnow, tooneiihad
entered the room softly, and stood earnestlyregardig
her; for theJromise of a coming joy had ivestedher
with the sacredness of woman' h noieat df6itiis.

Presently he stooped downadsi d her softl e-
tween her eyes; and then how quicly thoe bIe eyes
openedand two white arms, clasped tightarbud iMs
neck, kept him prisoner till he was forced to -kneel beside

(395)
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"There are some happy moments in this lone
And desolate world of ours, that welirepay

The toil of struggling through it, and atone
Voimany a long sad night and eary day.

They come upon ;the mind like some 'wild air
Of distant music."
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her! Then, drawing himself back a little, so as to watch

her face, he said, -
"Little Julie - guess!"

"Guess what?" she answered, smiling.

"Guess where I'm going."
"Going ! going away to leave me?" and the smile

faded from her lips.
" No - not going away to leave her - going for the

sake of coming home again. It will be so nice to get

home! " he answered, caressing her. "Won't you be

glad to see me ?"
" I'm always glad to see you - you don't need to go

awayfor that," she answered, in her soft, childish voice.

"iEvery time I hear your step on the stairs I am all of a

tremble with joy, and when I wake in the night I long

for the light to come, so that I may see you."

" Silly little Julie! " said her husband, fondly; "why

don't she light a match then, and look at him.",

"She would, only she's afraid of waking him, and.--"

"It is too much trouble," added her husband, laughing.

"You needn't laugh at me, sir. I am glad when the

daylight comes. Don't go away," she said, in a coaxing
tone, that was almost irresistible.

"Dear little Julie, I am afraid I must go.; I have half

expected it for several days, but didn't tell you, because I

hoped to sendmy partner instead ;but this afternoon I

have received letters which will compel me, to go-to

Charleston."

CHARLES GOES SOUTHwARD. 397

"So far!" exclaimed Julie, piteously.
"I shan't be gone more than three weeks, and if you'11

be a good girl, and won't cry, I'll bring home-what
should you like best? "

"I know what you mean - Helen!" she answered,
her face brightening a little.; but it lengthened again, as
she added, " But three weeks is such a long timely and I
don't believe she'll come if you do go for her."

"0, yes, she will," said he, cheerfully. "I must go and
see her, you know, when I am so near; and she'll be sure
to come when I tell her how much we shall"want her
by and by." The young wife hid her face on her hus-
band's breast, and a warm blush mantled her nleck" and
shoulders, half revealed through their white drapry.
Then their talk turned on other things. He-was to leave
the next morning, and there seemed so much to be
thought of, so many things to say, before this first separa-
tion. They talked of the past, lived Oer again its hopes,
its- fears, and its delights, and wondered how there ever
could have been" a time when thdy did not love each other;

and into the future they glanced with rapid, half-breathed

words, dreaming dreams that were even more entrancing
from the faint idea of uncertainty and pefil which ing
over them.

Twilight had gathered round thiemi when the summons
to tea broke iM upon their sweet reveries, and they-de-
scended to join the family. Thente news f hisbrief
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absence was communicated, and elicited various exclama'

tions and remarks. Mr. Conant had some matters of

business, that might be advanced by this journey. Nelly
insinuated that the promise of a very splendid addition to

her family of dolls would tendto reconcile her more en-

tirely to his departure; and Ned suggested that perhaps

a string of southern onions would enable her to cry for

joy at his return.

"As for Julie," added Ned, "you had better take her

with you, if you don't want her to cry her eyes out while

you are gone."
"Take her with him, indeed! " said Mrs. Conant, her

maternal plumes ruffling at the bare idea; "she managed

to live sixteen years without-him, and I guess she won't

be such a little goose as to cry about an absence of three

weeks."
Julie ate her supper with a very suspicious diligence,

uttering not a word. She looked very much as if she

wanted to be just such a little goose, in spite of her

mother's cheerful negative ; but she, restrained herself.

"I suppose you will go up to sed Helen, when you are

so near," said Mrs. Conant.
"Certainly ; I have promised to bring kter home with

me, to pay Julie for being a good girl while I am gone,"

Charles replied, secretly pressing his wife's little hand

under the table.

rYou unreasonable man! You can't expect to keep

such a promise. Isi'tshe t6 he M erried this mnih"
said Mrs. Conant.

"Thatwas the expectation; but the time mentioned'has
nearly arrived, and as T have teeivedno invitatinato the
wedding,I conclude it is deferredfor some reason; She

wouldn't of course be so impolite as to be married with-
out reciprocating the gra conipliment we paid her last
spring," he answered, gayly.

"It would be rery strange'for the edding to be de-
ferred. Don't you feel anxious lest-somnething unpIeasant
may have occurred ? When did you hear from her?"

" I have had no letters for nearly a month. When she
last wrote, she was on her way homeward, with the War
ners. It is a little strange that I have no further inform.
mation; but I supposed she was very busy, and having
other things to occupy me just now, have not realized
that there was any cause for anxiety."

"I should be anxious, if it Was my- sister," said Mrs.
Conant.

"I shan't be; I never found[ being anxious didany

good. It may be that letters have been lost. We don't
believe in worrying; do we, Julie ? " Charlessaid,'care.

lessly. "Ill news flies fast enough; and as I shall see

her soon, it is hardly worth while to anticipate any thing
very dreadful."

When Charles returned that evening frot is counting
room, he found hiswife sitti ng 4nmth& iP dise'Ojslte
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attitude, before an open valise, which was heaped with

clothing far beyond its capacity; and with a rueful face,

she looked up and met his smile. "Was she tiring her-

self out trying to put five things in four places? " said

he, lifting her in his arms, and placing ger in an easy

chair, while he went on with the packing.
"Mother wanted to do it, but I wouldn't let her," said

Julie ; ." for as it was the first time, I wanted to put up

your things- myself. - But I believe I don't understand

the art, for you see how poorly I succeed. I never was

good for much," she added, with a little sigh.
"You! you know how to make home happy, and that's

worth every thing else in a woman."
" There, you've finished now," said Julie; "how nicely

you have done it! Come and let us sit by this window a

little while, in our favorite seat ; I have been sitting there

alone this evening, thinking how very, very lonesome I

shall be while you are away."
They sat down together in the oriel window, at one end

of their room.'I The harvest moon showed all the lovely

landscape around, in a softened, shadowy light, mofe,

beautiful than day, and as its radiance fell over Julie's

golden curls and pure, pale brow, her husband gazed upon

her with an admiration not unmixed with fear ; for that

delicate and ethereal beauty seemed almost angelic.:

"Are your wings growing, Julie?" he whispered, as he

drew her still closer to his breast. "You look so spirit-

ual in this white moonlight that, I am half afraid you will
fly away from me."

"0 , never ! " she murmured; "if God takes !me, -
and sometimes I think he will, Charles, by and by, if he
takes me away from you, he won't make me stay in

- heaven all the time, and leave you here alone."
"Dear child, don't talk so," said her husband, his eyes

filling with tears.
"I must; I want to now, Charles, because you are

going away, and if any thing should happen, it would be
a comfort to know that I had told you. Even now, when
we are parted, when we cannot se each other for some
hours, our bodies cannot imprison our souls so that they
shall Jaot commune together .constantly; and how much
closer their communion would be if one of us was
purely spiritual ! Death cannot part us, darling; for
when I am an angel, I can always be with you, wher-
ever you are."

"Death shall not part us," said her husband, with ve

hement earnestness; "but 0, Julie dear, be a woman
still. Don't be-an angel."

With a burst of weeping, she laid her head, on his
breast, and for a long time there was silence.

"Don't cry any more, dear; you know it is not good
for you," said Charles, at length, as he wiped away her
tears.

4A long sob heaved her breast utehe turnedhersweet
-84 *

TRUE UNION ETERNAL. - 441400- CA 8 sTonE.



402 CASTE.

face to him with a submissive smile, and, as a child might
say it, she said, "I will be good."

" That's right, Julie," he said; "and you know you'll

be so glad when I come home, that it will atone for the

lonely hours of my absence."

" Perhaps so," she replied, more cheerfully;, "I know

I ought not to complain, for we have been so very happy,

and this is the firsi cloud that has overshadowed us."

" And even the clouds have silver linings, you know.

See how the moonlight penetrates and glorifies the one

that lies yonder."

Julie looked at it a few moments, as it slowly sailed

along the midnight sky, and then she said; "But we

never see the silver lining of the clouds until the storm

has passed."

Charles did not speak for a little while, and then it was

thoughtfully, as if rather communing with himself than

replying to her.

"That is because we hide ourselves, and do not look

up to the sky. If we would-come out of -the dark places

where we seek shelter from the storm, and dare lift up

our heads amid its fury, we should perhaps see light in

the darkness, or at least we should see the earliest gleams

of brightness, that now are lost -to us."

" Yours is a cheerful philosophy ; but, dear Charles,

when the tempest beats upon us, how can we help bend-

ing.ourselves. to the ground, and- bowing our heads, and

shutting our eyes?"

F
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"It is hard to avoid it, I know, Julie; and .sometimes
we do not open our eyes again when the fury of the storm
is over, and'so we do not see the bright prismatic colors

- that are a token and a promise to us from our covenant-
keeping God."

Julie laid her head gently down again on his shoulder,
and patting his face with. her soft little hand, she whis-
pered reverently, "You are so good!"

"It is getting late, little Julie; let us say-our evening
prayer."

They knelt together, and the still night threw her man-
tle over them like a benediction. 0, in that far-off heaven,
whence the solemn stars looked down so calmly, were
there no angels, whose strong arms might turn aside from
that hapless pair the sword of doom, even then uplifted
to smite?

' Alas ! inscrutable are the ways of God. Let us veil
our faces before his omniscience; for without faith the
heart grows faint, and shrinks- back from- the vicissitudes
of human life, hopeless and horror-,stricken.

When Charles Dupr6,- a fortnight-after this, arrived at
Mr. Warner's house, henoticed certain eagercouriosity
in the manners of the servant who ushered him into Mrs.
Warner's presence, and Ief behaviorwas so coldand

constrained,-so -unlike what it had been when on a-former
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occasion he had visited his sister, that when she told him

that Helen was with Mrs. Avenel, and advised him to

seek her there, he felt sure -that something unpleasant

had occurred to separate her from the family where she

had lived so long. He left the house full of anxiety,

which he did not feel at liberty to express, and which was,

increased by Mrs. Avenel's paleness and agitation, when

he introduced himself, and inquired for his sister.

" What is the matter? What has happened,? " he

could not help asking, as she hurried from the room; but

she felt wholly unable to tell him of the sorrow, which

involved him as well, and hastened to inform Helen of his

arrival. When she opened the door of her room, at the

sound of her friend's voice, her face had a ghastly pale-

ness, and with her long black hair hanging in dishevelled

masses around her, she appeared like a mad woman.

" Tell him to come up here," she said.

"Not while you are looking so; you will frighten

him," replied Mrs. Avenel, entreatingly.

"Tell him to come up; I want him here," she repeat-

ed, in a low, hoarse tone; and turning away without

shutting the door, she sat down by the table, leaning her

head on her hand. Mrs. Avenel lingered a few moments,

but her gentle ministrations were unheeded, and bewil-

dered and fearful, she returned to the parlor, and gave

Charles his sister's message. He arose immediately, and

followed her up stairs. "You will find her in great

trouble ; I am very glad you have come; we were about

sending for you," she found 'courage to 'say, just-before
they reached the door of Helen's chamber a;and then she
turned away. dreading to witness that meeting.

Helen had. crossed her arms on the table, and leaning
forward, with her face hidden in them, her hair unbound
and sweeping the floor, she remained motionless until he
came close beside her, and laid his hand on her head.
Then she looked up, and he started back with an excla-.
mation of terror. That death-like- face, those pallid lips,
those sunken, glaring eyes! Could this be his, bright,
beautiful Helen ?

"Myrsister, what has happened?" he cried. "Is Hu-
bert dead? But no; I saw his mother. Is it worse than
that? Is he false?"

The blood that had seemed to be congealed about her
heart rushed like a fiery flood over cheek and brow, and
she answered, in a sharp whisper,

"Don't speak of him, -- don't. But it is not he; it is
something worse than that. I could have borne it, if it
were that alone, and never told how I was -suffering."

"'What then? 0-Helen, tell me! It is dreadful to
find you thus!"

But she seemed not to hear him. An expression of
bewilderment and anguish passed over her features, and
she arose slowly to her feet, holding back with both hands
the long tresses which fell like a veil around her face, and
gazed at him so earnestly, so mournfully, that he was
more than -ever appalled. When she ,had :stood, thus a

DREADFV-L'-'SECRETO



moment before hm, erect and breathless, she sank down

again, murmuring hoarsely, -

"And you, too - you - and Julie 0-O God, was .,ot

one enough? Why must he suffer also? Why must he

live to bear this woe?"

He heard her but indistinctly ; yet her wild gestures

told how suffering had unsettled her reason, and aroused

an awful fear in his heart. Bending over her with en-

dearing words, he pressed his lips to her cheek, which

was white and cold as the cheek of the dead. "Helen,

darling, why was I not sent for? " he whispered.

"0 , I should rather ask why you are here now. My

brother, my poor brother, go away and leave me. Why

should you be involved in this curse ? Go away, and

never ask the cause of my misery; never seek to know

my fate. Go ; and then, perchance, you may be happy."

She withdrew her hands, and turned away, beckoning

him to leave her; but increasingly shocked and surprised,

he followed her to the lounge where she had thrown her-

self, and sitting beside her, he said, anxiously, "You do

not mean this, Helen. You cannot dream that I will

leave you in this condition, or ask no explanation of its

cause. Tell me about it. Who should share it with you,

if not your brother? Perhaps I can help you. It may

not be as bad as you think."

"0, you cannot help me," she groaned. "Poor boy,

you cannot help yourself."

Still he persisted in his inquiries; and almost impatient
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in her misery, she sat up, exclaiming, "You don't know

what you ask. You cannot bear to know this secret,
which concerns you-as much as it does me. ,I meant you
should never learn it. I would have died, ttat it might
be buried with me; and you have come so unexpectedly.
Now you have seen to what it has brought me, be warned,
be wise, and leave me."

Charles turned- very pale, and for a moment he did

not reply. In his anxiety for his sister, he had not
before fully heeded her assurance that the trouble which'
had come upon her would affect him with equal force.

But when he spoke, his voice was firm and his manner
calm.

" If it is as you say, Helen, it is your duty to tell me.
Any thing which can bring such consequences must be
known sooner or later; and even if I was willing, it
would be useless for you to send-me away in ignorance.
Do not keep me in suspense, for that is worse than all."

"It will part you from your wife - from Julie. Can
you endure that?"

"From Julie! It cannot be! She is mine now ---my
wife; no earthly power can part us," he cried, starting
forward, and then clasping his arms tightly over his
breast, as if to hold her there forever.

"But they will separate you. Theft will never let you
have her when they know all -- never! never! when
they know your history and your lineage.',

I
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"What! what is it? " he exclaimed, as she paused;

"for Heaven's sake torture me no longer. Tell me all."

"You are a mulatto. Judge if Mr. Conant will own

you for a son-in-law! We are mulattoes; our ancestors

were negroes ;- our mother was a slave, and our father

was -her master."

She spoke rapidly, and her manner was abrupt and

stern, as if every nerve and muscle, so long strained to

their utmost tension, had hardened into stone. Even

when she saw him stagger and sink back, like one bereft

of life, she did not move from her rigid position, but sat

watching him, without a word, as, after that momentary

faintness, he gradually roused himself to realize the truth

of what she had told him, and all which that fatal

truth involved. He shrank in dismay before the thoughts

which came trooping through his bewildered brain. His

very soul seemed crushed and dying within him, and a

wild, desperate determination possessed him to awake as

from a nightmare dream, and find all this woe a vision.

Standing up, he paced the room with rapid, uneven steps,

wringing his hands together with a strength that almost

dislocated them, and striking his head with his clinched

fists. At length he paused suddenly before his sister, and

looked fixedly in her face. She had not moved or spoken

through it all, and now she returned his gaze with one

that gave no token of sympathy or pity.

"It is no dream," he said wildly, as he met those eyes

whence reason seemed to have fled. "It is no dream -

I

Al

it is true; you must have been sure it was true, before
your strong soul would have yielded thus. It is true;
and 0, tell me, Helen, tell me, how shall we escape?
what shall we do?"

He seized her cold and rigid hands, and with an im-
passioned gesture, drew her to her feet. Her stiffened
lips worked a moment convulsively, before she could
speak; and then she said, with a ghastly smile, -

" I was just opening the door of escape when you
came; I waited for you. Come with me, brother. There
is room in the grave for both."

She led him to the table, and he yielded unresistingly;
but when she took the cup, and turning again with. that
awful smile, held it to his lips, the spell of horror which
had bound him was broken. He clutched it eagerly, and
then there came a sudden reaction of feeling, and terrified
at the murderous temptation, he fell on his knees and
burst into tears. The cloud cleared from his brain; the
religious faith antl hope which was the habit of his. life
returned, and with a shuddering cry, he called on Heaven
for aid.

His sister still held the cup, and looked down on him
for a while with the same frozen glare;, but by degrees
the sound of his low, distressful moans, and his half-
uttered words, seemed to pierce her dull ear, and rouse
her to a sense of pity. She sat down in a chair be-
side him, and drawing him towards her, laid his head
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on her bosom, and smoothed back his dark hair with

the same caressing touch that used to calm him when

a boy.

" Dear Charles," she said, at length, in a softer tone

"poor brother, you cannot bear it ; I knew you could

not. It is too hard. There is no room for us in all this

world. There is no need of us. Let us hide our shame

in the grave."

As she spoke she held the cup again to his lips ; but

now the first overwhelming shock of this woe was past,

and he was conscious of a strength his sister had not.

It was the strength of submission - the courage of faith.

He took the cup gently from her hands, and still holding

it, he said, " Helen, do you know what you are doing?

This is murder."

"1It is escape - it is rest ; rest from this weary pain.

o Charles, why should we not drink it ? It is so dread-

ful to live! Born of the despised race, -the accursed

race, - what hope is there for us in this world ? Cast

out, to be trodden under foot, - the Pariahs of the earth

from its creation until now, - where did our race ever

find sympathy or help ? Where can we find it, any,

more? "

Her voice was low and faint, and she dropped her face

wearily on her brother's head, which still rested against

her bosom. He clasped his arms more tightly around

her; and she needed his support, for she was sinking with

exhaustion.

"0, to sleep! to sleep!" she murmured; "to sleep,
and not to dream, and never more,,to wake! This life is

too dark - too cruel for such as we are : there is no hope

or refuge left for us."

"God is our refuge and strength - a very present

help in trouble," said Charles, solemnly repeating the

words which the voice within his soul had been whis-
pering through all the tumult of his thoughts, with a

power to sustain and cheer. But Helen only answered,

more hopelessly than before, -

" God has forgotten us-he mocks at our misery - he

cares for us no more."

"0 Helen, hush!" said her brother, roused almost

to forgetfulness of himself in his desire to comfort her.

" Dear Helen, God is good. He has permitted this to

come upon us, and he will give us strength to bear it.

Like yourself, I shudder to look into the future, for we

cannot tell what is before us; but I know -I know our

Father in, heaven will not forsake us. His hand will

lead us every step of the way, and if we lean upon it, it

will guide us safely through.- We maybe cut off from

all happiness or help in this world, but in the world to

come is our everlasting portion; and our joy, our help,

our comfort will come from God."

But Helen only shook her head with a sad smile, and

again held out her hand for the deadly draught. This

sublime faith - this hope not born of earth - found no
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echo in her soul. He saw it, and had recourse tp other

arguments. He spoke of the meanness of thus cowardly

escaping from life and its burdens, and the glory, and

strength, and stern joy of the courageous soul which

triumphs over circumstances, and turns the course of

destiny; but it was in vain. The thoughts which once

would have stirred her like the trumpet call to combat,

had now no power over her crushed spirit. But when

he spoke of himself, and the trials and struggles of his

future life, - when he referred, in brief, tremulous words,

to the dreary loneliness of his lot, should Julie be forced

to leave him, and entreated her to live for him who

might henceforth have no other earthly friend, - her stern,
desperate grief yielded to the gush of early recollections

and the love which had from infancy been the strongest

passion of her soul. Her bosom heaved convulsively, and

her glazed eyes grew moist as she threw her arms around

him, exclaiming,

"0 Charles, if you must live, I will. For .your sake

I can do any thing."

Her brother folded her close in his arms, and she

felt his tears drop on her lips and brow.

" Promise me," he whispered, " that you will never

do this again - you will never yield to this temptation

of death."

" I will promise," she answered in a submissive tone,

and for a moment lay quite still upon his breast. Then,

suddenly springing, up, she seized the cup, flung it, with

its contents, far out the open window, and throwing

herself at full length upon the sofa, broke into a pas-

sionate flood of tears - the first she had shed for many

days.
85 *
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SECOND.

"So fade, fade on ! Thy gift of love shall cling,
A coiling sadness, round thy heart and brain,

A silent, fruitless, yet undying thing,
All sensitive to paint

And still the shadow of vain dreams shall fall
O'er thy mind's world, a daily darkening pall."

Mus. AvENEL heard the sound of Helen's low sobbing,

and fearful that excessive emotion might induce another

hemorrhage, ventured to intrude upon the brother and

sister in their solitude. But the tears, which fell like

rain, seemed to soften and relieve the oppressed heart of

the unhappy girl, and her brother's presence enabled her

to realize that she was not wholly desolate and without

protection. She, being older than Charles, and in some

sort the guardian of his youth, had never before thought

of him except as a sharer in her sorrows, and an additional

cause of grief in that he shared them.

But now he was the sustainer, the comforter; and she

began to feel that the sole thing around which the tendrils

of her womanly love could cling might be also a support

in this hour of utmost need. She could not understand

rightly the source whence his courage sprang, and she

smiled piteously when his pale, quivering lips essayed to

(414)

CHARLES HEA-RS OF HIS MOTHER. 415

utter words of hope and cheer; but it was something to '

know that his vision could discern a light in the distance,
glimmering through the darkness, which seemed to her

Cimmerian; and that, amid the hiss of scorn from a dis-

dainful world, which had been for days sounding in her

ears, he could distinguish a voice speaking of encourage-

ment and honor.

By degrees her sobs grew less convulsive, and her face

lost the expression it had worn of a hard and wordless

misery, which had nearly destroyed her reason. Charles's

first wish was, of course, to know the particulars they had

learned respecting his birth and his early days, his mother

and his father.

Mrs. Avenel told the story; but so tenderly, so deli-

cately, with such consideration for the strange: and pecu-

liar circumstances which had led to this catastrophe, that
if Colonel Bell had heard her, he would have blessed her
with a grateful heart. She was naturally full of senti-

ment, and her compassion and sympathy were not confined

to her own class. There was much to blame, but there
was more to pity, and the latter was far easier for her to

do than the former.

Helen found her hatred and anger against her father

subsiding as she listened ; and Charles, when he could

command himself enough to speak, asked, in a tone almost

affectionate,

"Where is this Colonel Bell ?. I should like to see him.
He seems to-have had right intentions, though his plans
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for our good have failed so unfortunately. Does he come
here to see Helen? "

"He has been here several times since her illness, and
expresses great anety about her, but he has never asked
to see her since ----. "

"Since when?" Charles inquired, as she hesitated.
"Since the first day Helen came here. I must own that

there is something mysterious about his course; and
though I cannot help being moved by his haggard face,
whenever I look at him, I cannot justify him."

" What has he done?"
" The truth is this," said Helen, abruptly. "That first

day, in the first shock of hearing this, my whole soul
revolted against the expressions of affection which he
used. I saw that he felt sorry for me, but I could not
believe his sorrow was genuine. It seemed to me that
he came there and stretched me on a rack, and then stood
by pretending to pity my sufferings. I couldn't see why,
as he had kept the secret so long, he could not then deny
the report, if he really cared for me. After committing
so many sins, one sin more wouldn't have signified much.
I see you smile, Charles. Of course I know he could not
deny, when asked directly, as he was by Mr. Warner; and
by what he told Mrs. Avenel I suppose he knew the
secret was in other hands, which would not have held it
tight, if his did; and so denial was useless. But then-I
was unreasonable in my misery; and I think I was harsh
to him, and let him see how I hated and scorned him, and
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that I wished never to see him more. -He was offended, I
suppose; for the next day he insulted me."

"0 Helen, after taking all this trouble for us, could

he be so hard-hearted1!" exclaimed hbr brother.

"I cannot help thinking there was some mistake or -

something worse -about that letter," said' Mrs. Avenel.

"The more I think of it, the more I am at a loss to rec-

oncile it with his conduct since. I must explain to you,
Mr. Dupr6, that the morning after Helen came here,

Colonel Bell's servant brought a letter, which was di-
rected to her, at Mrs. Warner's; but finding her here, he
brought it over. When we opened it, we found nothing

but a bill for twenty dollars, without word of any kind on

the paper which enveloped it. Of course we could only
conclude that he was angry, and intended to signify he
would give her that pittance and leave her to take care

of herself, as she had intimated to him she intended

doing ; and we resented the insult. But that very even-

ing the colonel rode over here to inquire for her, and
was so sad and agitated, that I had a great mind to ask

for some explanation. Still, as he inquired about the

letter without making any, I hardly liked to do so. In

fact, I did not know what I ought to do - I am not fit to

manage these affairs;" and she sighed, gently.
"Poor Mrs. Avenel! you will be glad when we are

gone; I have been a great care to you, I know," said

Helen, in a tone of self-reproach.
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"0, no, dear! only I am afraid I haven't managed just
right about this matter," Mrs. Avenel replied, eagerly.

"You have been my only friend; I can never repay

your kindness," said Helen, mournfully; and again her'

tears flowed-

"1But I may have made a mistake here. Do you think
so, Mr. Dupr6'? " said Mrs. Avenel, wiping her eyes.

"I think there must have been a mistake somewhere,"

he answered. "If Colonel Bell had intended to insult

you, or even to show anger, he would not have manifested

kindness since then; and his previous conduct hardly

makes it probable. If he has any real affection for us-

for you, whom he knows better than he does me -he
must suffer inexpressible mortification and pain in think-

ing of all he has brought upon us ; and we must not refuse
to pardon him," he added, with a deep sigh and a faltering
voice. "I must see him when.he comes again, Helen."

"I fear you cannot see him at present," said Mrs.
Avenel, "for he has not been here this week; and yester"-

day I received a letter from him, dated at Charleston,
stating that he had been obliged to go there on business,
and Clara had accompanied him. They have been away
together most of the summer. He inquires for you, too,
Helen, dear. Here is the letter."

Helen took it, and when she read the warm expressions
of interest in her, she was as much puzzled as her frigd
had been to reconcile what seemed so contradictory.

Then they talked of themselves, touching lightly on

the future, whiehr might prove so painful, but lingering on

their present situation, and consulting as to what it was

best for them to do. Charles was anxious to return im-

mediately, and take Helen along with him, to the, north,;

and still he hesitated. He dreaded to have any rumor

reach his wife or her family which might cause them to

think he had withheld the truth, and yet he feared to

have Julie excited and troubled in her present state of

health; and if she saw Helen's grief-worn face, she must

know what had happened. Mrs. Avenel -could not con-

scientiously urge Helen to remain with her, for, under-

standing that her marriage with Hubert was impossible,

she thought it best for them both to be widely -separated;

and, as his severe illness would detain him a long time in

the neighborhood, she must leave it, if she would regain

any degree of calmness and peace.

And Helen was eager to leave. She begged her brother

to start for home the next morning, assuring him she would

be ready, and that journeying was the only-thing which

could improve her health, either of body or mind.

" Julie need not see me," she said -" need not know

that I went back with you. You can leave me in New

York. It is uncertain where you may yourself be, when

you have seen Mr. Conant and told him all."

"Why need he be told? why need any thing be said

about it at present?" suggested Mrs. Avenel. "4 Why

not wait until the announcement will not, at least, be

attended withLdanger."
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An expression of intense pain crossed Charles's face,

when he heard their words; but now he replied, -

" That cannot be. I might hide it from Julie, if it

were thought best; but I cannot deceive her parents while

I live under their roof. They must know it, and I will

be guided by their counsel in regard to their daughter.

I must retain my own self-respect. I could not bear to

feel that I was imposing a false character upon them, and

receiving consideration which might not be given if the

truth were known."

" No," said Helen, "we are low enough now. We will

not be impostors."

"I can't think any body will respect you less than if

your circumstances were different. You know, -

9 A man's a man for a' that,"'

said Mrs. Avenel, making a faint attempt at encourage-

ment.

"Nobody ought, perhaps -but every body will," said

Helen, bitterly. "It is useless to try to shut our eyes to

the fact. You know how widely spread and how deeply

rooted is the prejudice against color. You know how

every one shrinks from the least taint of the dishonored

blood ; how at the north, as well as here, people with

dark skins are despised, if the shade is taken from the

negro race: if it comes from'*the Spaniard or the South

American it does well enough. It galls me to think

of it, but yet I have no right to blame others. I

have felt so myself, and because I once felt so-nay,

because I feel so at this moment - I know how we shall

be scorned wherever we are known. 0, why, why were we

reserved for this misery? Were there not unhappy beings

enough on earth before?"

"Hush, Helen," said her brother; "mourn, if you

will, but do not repine."

"I ,will repine, I will rebel," she said, vehemently.

"There is no right nor justice here -none, at least, for

us. Don't think you can deceive me, Charles. Your

very patience is more pitiful than if you sobbed and

moaned as I do; and I know how the slow heart-breaking

will wear you down. You do not realize it now ; it is too

new. Wait till you have borne it for three long, long

weeks - borne it alone and helplessly."

"6I shall not bear it alone," replied her brother, fixing

his sad eyes on her face with an earnest and solemn ex-

pression.

"Do you think I can help you? 0, if I could, this

sorrow would bei robbed of half its weight. Do .you

hope to have Julie with you?"

"I was not thinking of you, nor of her; yet I shall

have help," he answered, in a strangely quiet tone, though

his lips trembled as he spoke of his wife.

" Who will help you, then? " she asked, wonderingly.

" God."

The word came reverently, yet with a confidence that
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told how entire was his faith, and how strong was its

power to uphold.

Helen's passionate murmuring was quelled, as this con-

viction passed into her soul; and with an inward prayer
that help and comfort might be given to her also, Mrs.

Avenel stole gently away, and left them together.

Helen had been silent respecting Hubert, and Charles

could not bring himself to ask any questions which it

might pain her to answer. But as he sat with Mrs.

Avenel that evening, after Helen's worn frame had found

repose in sleep, he ventured to make the inquiry which,

from the first, had been waiting for utterance.

Mrs. Avenel shook her head, thoughtfully. "I cannot

quite make it out," she said. "Hubert Warner has been

here again and again, begging and praying me to allow

him an interview with Helen, and talking willy of re-

morse, and a desire to obtain from her some word of par-

don. At first, she was too ill; and since she became

strong enough to bear the interview, she has steadily de-

nied it; though I confess I urged her to see him, for I

feared it would end as it did."

"How did it end?"

"He is very ill with brain fever. For several days

they considered his case critical, and even now he is not

out of danger. I suppose it all arises from his excite-_

ment and distress."

"Does Helen knowv it?"

"She does not. I had no courage to tell her. I knew

1~

it might produce an agitation which would* be fatal.* It
was easy to keep it from her, for she has never left her
chamber, and makes no inquiries."

"But does she not wonder that she hears nothing from
him? - that he has given her up so easily?"

"I think not; several notes passed (between them, and
the last time he came here, when he had read one she gave
me for him, he broke out into such an incoherent strain
of self-reproach, and protestations of love for her, that I

grew almost frightened, and insisted she should see him.
But she was more decided than ever, and at length said
to me, 'Pray don't mention this again, if you would not
see me more than ever miserable.'"

"'What shall I tell him, then?'" said I.
"'Tell him I will forget every thing but our early dream

of love, which seemed so true; but I cannot see him. I
have not strength to look upon his face, and hear his
voice.

"I cannot tell you the expression of her face as she
spoke," continued Mrs. Avenel. "There was something
in it which convinced me I did not understand all the
mystery that passed beneath my eyes, and I determined
never to urge her again in his behalf. It was noble in
Helen to. be so firm, since she knew it was best they
should not meet again; but I could not help regretting
the suffering it caused her lover. He went away like a
man distracted, and the next morning they found him in

a raging fever."
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"She always had great decision of character," said
Charles, thoughtfully; "but why do you suppose that

Hubert uttered so many expressions of self-reproach ?
He was not to blame for this trouble."

" But at the first, you know, he might have shrank
from her, in the dismay of this discovery," she answered,
hesitating and blushing; "and perhaps his late repentance
could not heal the wound a sudden word made then."

Charles did not reply, for the train of thought her
words had awakened tortured his inmost soul. Why did
Hubert Warner shrink from one to whom he had sworn

such deathless love? And why must even gentle Mrs.

Avenel think it was best the lovers should not meet
again? Ah, it was then as Helen had said. She was an

outcast; and he, her brother, shared the doom which cut
her off from the sweet household charities, the loves, the
joys, the hopes, which had been the delight of all their

former days. And Julie -he did not wrong her so much

as to suppose she could, leave him; but would not she,
too, be compelled to share the scorn and insult of his lot,

if she remained with him? or might she not be torn from
him by the strong and ruthless hands of those who would

scorn him? He thought of her father's often expressed
prejudices, and groaned aloud in anguish of spirit.

Mrs. Avenel had little to offer of hope or consolation;
but her Christian sympathy was soothing to one who
could as well as herself look beyond the trials of this life,

or the secondary causes which seem to produce them, to

the sovereign hand which ordains aU things, and can
uphold while it chastens; which holds the balances of
good, and evil, and has the inconceivable riches .of eternity

wherewith to recompense for the transitory treasures of
time. But his heart was very, very heavy, and full of
anxiety, and racked with pain, and no sleep came to his
weary eyelids.- The gray dawn, as it broke dull and
slowly in the cloudy sky, found him still at prayer, wres-
tling, as he had wrestled aU night, with this strong Angel

of Sorrow, who would not, alas! depart with the morning
light.

But Helen awoke much calmer than before, if not less
sad. The crisis of dangerous excitement had passed, and
her eyes had lost the unnatural glare which looked like
insanity. She was very weak and pale, but .she insisted
upon immediately commencing her journey; and as
Charles was anxious to depart, Mrs. Avenel did not .op-
pose her desire.

She would have accompanied her, but Helen would not
allow it; for she was, uncertain where she might think it
best to remain, and she felt that the presence even of ta

friend would be irksome. She declared she was well
enough and strong enough to take care of herself, and,
with many misgivings, Mrs. Avenel bade her a weeping
farewell, and watched the carriage as it drove off to take
them to the railway station.

Few words passed between them uring the journey
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to the city; bt as the cars sped along, they saw the pine

forests whirl by as in a dream; for the thoughts of one

were far away in the happy home, where soon the shadow

of grief must fall ; and the other recalled, with an aching

regret and a mocking pity -for her own blindness, the half-

formed hopes and dim visions which had flitted through
her mind when last she passed that way.

When they arrived at C , the wind was rising,

and the clouds, that had all day obscured the sunshine,

were growing heavy and dark. Charles left his sister a

few moments, while he went to -look after the luggage,

and when he returned he found her leaning against the

window, looking very pale and much agitated.

" I don't know that we had better take the boat to-
night," he said; "there is every indication of a violent
storm."

But apparently she did not hear him; for, without

replying, she grasped his arm nervously, and seemed

endeavoring to direct his attention to a gentleman who
stood near, with his back towards them.

"What is it? " said Charles, not understanding her.

"Look ! that gentleman! it is Colonel Bell," she an-

swered; and low as were her tones, they caught the ear
of the person to whom she referred. He started, turned
quickly around, and though he could not see Helen's face

through her thick veil, he recognized her, and knew who-

was her companion. There was a moment of.painful in-
decision, as he and Charles looked fixedly on each other;

and then involuntarily, almost unconsciously, Colonel.Bell

held out his hand to his son, but without moving from

the pillar, against which he leaned as if rooted to the spot.

His paleness and visible agitation attracted the atten-

tion of two or three in the crowd that was hurrying

through the spacious saloon, who half paused to give him

a second glance; and a newsboy, thinking he wanted a

paper, thrust one into his hand, with the stereotyped cry,

" Thrip, sir; only thrip, sir; two for fourpence." This

roused him to remember where he was, and in another

instant he was calm and self-possessed, and his hesitation

gone, in the resolve to make one more effort to win- what

he had well nigh lost.

He came forward with his usual manner, and grasped

the unresisting hand of each.

"This is Charles - and Helen," he said. "Where

were you going?"

"We are on our way home," Charles replied.

"Don't go any farther to-night; a storm is approach-

ing, and your sister has been very ill. Come to my

hotel until to-morrow."

He looked at Helen anxiously as he spoke, for she was

leaning back against the wall as if fainting, and the next

instant her brother caught her lifeless form, as it was sink-

ing slowly to the floor. The fatigue of her journey, and

the agitation of this unexpected meeting, had overcome

her enfeoblea frame; but it was not long before she
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revived sufficiently to be able to enter a carriage, which

drove to the hotel Colonel Bell had named.

They had no choice now about continuing their jour-

ney; for during their delay the boat had left the pier, and

they silently acquiesced in the arrangements which had

been made for them.

The colonel did not ride in the carriage with them, but

in another, which arriving before theirs, they found him

waiting to receive them on the steps of the hotel. He

said very little, but his courteous and respectful manner

had in it an anxious tenderness, which told far more than

words. Helen soon retired to her own room, and with

great delicacy he refrained from intruding upon her in any

way; but Charles, who desired an explanation and an

acquaintance as much as his father did, found a note from

him on the table in his chamber, when he went thither,

after taking iea with his sister. An interview between

them followed, in which all misunderstandings were made

clear, and the father and son grew into a thoughtful and

sad, yet friendly cognizance of all that each wished to

know of the other.

But it was towards Helen that her father's heart turned

most fondly. Her extraordinary resemblance to the. lst

Corilla invested his affection for her with much of the

enthusiasm and romance which attended that episode in

his life, and clothed the thought of her with something of

the sacred fervor wherewith he had, so long worshipped

the memory of the dead. The circumstances under which

he had met her after many years of absence, the dread
he experienced lest the catastrophe which had occurred
should happen, had augmented his interest in her'; and as
he saw more and more of her genius and accomplishments
during their summer tour, he had been conscious of a
warmth of admiration and affection which made her hap-
piness the chief desire of his life. This he had failed to
secure - miserably failed; and his poignant regret and
anxiety had deepened the furrows in his brow, and scat-
tered the silver hairs more thickly amid his thin locks;
but the suffering he -endured only served to make her
dearer. When Helen saw him the next morning, she
was surprised to notice how old and care-worn he appeared,
and she could no longer refuse to believe that he also had
been involved in a strange net of circumstances, from which
there was no escape, and that he had grieved scarcely less
than herself over the wreck of her life's happiness.

It was a calm but very mournful party who met in
Helen's chamber that morning, and their talk was low and
broken by frequent pauses; for Helen was too hopeless,
and Charles too anxious, for many words;- and Colonel
Bell, as he held his daughter's hand, and watched' the
passive despair of her wan face, seemed to feel all the
weight of past and present sorrow pressing together upon
his heart. Yet they were all thankful to know there was
no unkind feeling, no cause foA resentment, to add to the
trials of this dreary time; and the colonel had. a gloomy
esaisfaction in reflectiArg upon the summary revenge he
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had taken upon the beautiful but malicious woman who

triumphed in their misery. If any misgivings had previ-

ously been admitted with regard to the justice of the course

he pursued, they disappeared forever when he discovered

Clara's artifice respecting the letter ; for he could have

no doubt whose hand it was which had made him seem to

insult one to whom his whole heart went forth in sympa-

thy and love. By that last act his wife had sealed her

doom. No prayers, no tears, no entreaties could win

from him one emotion of pity, one relenting thought,

after he learned that bold and cruel piece of wickedness,

by which she had so nearly cut him off from the only

comfort he might hope to enjoy in his declining years.

They parted at length, - those three so sorrowfully

united, - for it seemed best on every account that Helen

should be taken to other scenes, where new thoughts

might occupy her; and if it had not been so, she could

not have consented to leave her brother. Now that all

was explained and forgiven, her father could endure to let

her go, with the hope and the half promise that she would

eventually acquiesce in the plans he had formed for their

future life.

Little reference had been made to Charles's situation.

In the uncertainty which hung over his prospects, it was

' theme too delicate for discussion.

The sea was high, from the gale of the preceding night,

and as the waves glittered and leaped in the sunshine,

and broke in create of foam upon the low islands of the

harbor, they seemed to Helen colder and more cruel than

ever; as if their bounding play mocked her with the

memory of the hour when she recoiled before, the phan-

tom of grief, and, crowned with a wreath of happiness

and love, had dared to think she could measure the might

of sorrow.

They arrived safely in Wilmington, and Charles was

glad to find that the change and excitement of a rough

night at sea had forced his sister out of the dull iteration

of one routine of thought, and that bodily discomfort had

in some measure, for a little while at least, abated the

mental malady. She took more interest in what passed

around her, and during the rest of the journey she was

quiet and uncomplaining, never referring to her own case,

and striving to rally and divert her brother from the ex-

treme depression which gradually stole over him, as they

came nearer home. Sometimes it seemed as if it would

have been better if both had continued self-absorbed and

unobservant, for several incident occurred which touched

them rudely. Conversations took place around them, and

remarks were made to the servants, who, accompanying

their mistresses, often sat near them, which reminded

them of the light in which their fellow-countrymen held

the race from whom they were descended. This might

have been expected; but after they came into .the free

states, they were compelled to notice the manifestation of

a kindred sentiment. The servants were no longer slaves,
but free people of color were not treated with the respect
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to which, in the Southern States, a slave is entitled by

virtue of his-master's right.

When they entered the cars; at one point of their route,

they noticed a middle-aged, neatly-dressed mulatto wo-

man, with a bright little boy beside her, occupying the

seat near the door, which, extending around two sides of

a square, afforded room for four persons. Gradually the

car filled with passengers, and the train became crowded

beyond its capacity. Every one had, from the first,

avoided the front seat, which was nearest these persons;

but at length, after a disdainful glance, and a hesita-

tion that brought a deep flush over that dark face, two,

who esteemed themselves ladies, condescended to occu-

py it.

No other seat was then vacant, except those beside the

little boy, who, unconscious of his 'mother's embarrass-

ment, was chatting as he looked out of the window,

with occasionally a merry laugh. Still one person after

another entered the car, walked to the end in search of a-

resting-place, and then, with angry and scornful -glances

into the woman's face, and muttered words of discontent,

remained standing, rather than take a seat beside her.

Helen watched the mortified and distressed expression of

her features, till she could endure it no longer. She

touched her brother's arm, and whispered, -

" Have you noticed that woman by the door?"

He nodded assent. .7

:n

"It is thus they would treat us, if they knew who we,

were," she added, fiercely,

"Let us go and take those seats," said Charles, start-

ing suddenly. "Would you dislike to? It would relieve

the poor woman's distress ; or, if you choose, I will go

without you."

"No, I will go, also," said Helen; and as the seat was
not far, the remove was easily effected, and the position
they vacated instantly occupied.

Helen took a scornful pleasure in watching the faces of

those who observed this simple deed. Surprise, slight
self-reproach, indifference, contempt, ridicule, appeared
by turns as her eyes moved from one to another; but
when she looked at the woman whose claim to the com-
mon equality of a public conveyance she had thus recog-
nized, she received a glance of tearful gratitude that made

her own eyes moist. Still their troubles were not over,
for two or three remained standing, whose murmuring it
was not pleasant to hear; and when the cars stopped
again, a young and very pretty girl, dressed in the height
of fashion, entered trippingly, and stood with a slight

.- frown at seeing the crowd before her.
Charles Dupr6 arose, and invited her to take his seat.

Helen's face was hidden by a thick veil, and perhaps the
lady did not know that she was not as dark as the mulat-

to beside her, for she elevated her dainty little nose with a
toss of the head which shook all her curls and ribbons.
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" You may keep it yourself, sir," she said, in no gen-

tle tone; " I don't choose to sit with niggers."

Charles gravely resumed his seat without a word. The

woman, who keenly felt her situation, had taken her boy

in her arms; and now she bent down her face, and her

tears fell on his curly hair. Presently she looked up, and

said timidly, -

"1I would stand and let the young lady sit down, but I

am lame and cannot."

" Don't trouble yourself, madam," replied Charles,

respectfully ; "you have a much better right to the seat

than the young lady has."

She overheard him, and coloring slightly, murmured

something in which the word abolitionist could be dis-

tinguished, and moved away to the otfer end of the car,

where a gentleman resigned his seat to he, which she

took without a word of thanks.

Another person who stood near Charles Dupr6 heard

his remark, and replied impatiently, -

"You may be correct about her having a right to the

seat if she has paid for it, but I don't understand what

right the conductor has to give her a ticket for this car.

I think there must be some mistake, and I've been wait-

ing for him to come along and put her in her proper

place. I believe they don't allow niggers in the first

class cars, on this road -hope they don't, at any rate."

This amiable conjecture was verified when the con-

ductor came 4 sh6rt time after, and the woman was angri-

ly and rudely ordered to take her child and go into the

inferior car, although she showed him tickets which enti-
tled her to the place she occupied.

" There, now, we've got rid of the nuisance, and can
take some comfort," said a large, coarse man, who took
his seat beside Helen, and occupied himself in showering

tobacco juice out of the window during the rest of the
morning.

Helen drew a mental comparison between him and the
neat, pleasant-lookingevoman and child whose place he
had usurped, and groaned in bitterness and anger at the
injustice she had witnessed.

Helen was very weary when they reached New York city;
and as her brother's courage had utterly failed him to tell
the painful news he brought, they determined to remain
there a dayjwhich would give Charles an opportunity to
write a letter that would reach Mr. Conant a few hours
~before his own arrival home.

With deep dejection. and forebodings of evil growing
every hour more fixed and tangible, this purpose was
accomplished. The story of his birth was. simply told,
with a noble candor which should have won for it a kind
reception, and at the close of the letter a few pathetic
sentences revealed what the effort'had cost him. When
he had finished, Helen proposed that he should go to
find- their old friend, Mr. Evans, who resided with his
son; a little out of the city, in one of the great avenues
by which New York is attaching her overloaded island to
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the spacious main land; and glad of something that might

make him forget himself, Charles consented, promising

to bring her teacher to see her.

"Perhaps his kind, familiar face will bring back the

thoughts of those old days when we saw nothing in the

world but pleasure and success; and any thing would be

delightful which could for a moment raise us out of the

dead horror of the present," said Charles, sighing, as he

rose to go.

" If it did not make the present more gloomy by con-

trast," replied Helen, echoing the sigh.

After a long drive in the crowded omnibus, and then a

walk along a street where seemed to reign unmolested

all the quiet which had for years been banished from the

bustling localities he had left, Charles found the house he

sought, and experienced the disappointment of hearing

that all the family with whom he was acquainted were

'absent from home. After a short rest he retraced his

steps, and having at length reached the region of such

conveyances, established himself again in an omnibus, and

took his seat in the farther corner, fatigued and dis-

heartened.

Several persons entered after him as the carriage wend-

ed its slow way, and the seats were nearly filled, when

some part of the harness broke, and the driver descended

to repair it. During the momentary delay a colored

gentleman, who had for some time been waiting on thn

sidewalk, came and opened the door, and pausing on the
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step, said to the lady who sat nearest, "Shall I come in?

Is there room?"

The lady moved along with rather an ungracious air;

but the gentleman entered, and seating himself, gave one

rapid glance at the row of faces opposite him, and then

folding his hands on the top of a stout, ivory-headed

cane, evidently made for use, he leaned forward a little

with his chin resting upon them, and his eyes fixed on
the floor.

He was apparently a gentleman in the best sense of
the word. His dress and manners indicated refinement
and a respectable station in society, and his clear, bright
eyes and intelligent face betokened cultivation of mind
and goodness of heart. The carriage -rolled on, and he
sat, still looking downwards. Did he purposely take
that position? Had experience taught him that thus
only he could escape looks which would be like dagger
thrusts

Alas for the Utopian dream of liberty and equality!
Alas for this proud land, which vauntingly invites the
criticism of a, world! The plague spot is within its
heart; the leprous defilement is upon its face. The toils
and struggles of our fathers, theIprovidence of God, seem
to have raised it up only to be a mighty Tropagandist of
slavery, and a dead weight upon the nations in their
onward march to obtain freedom, and fraternity, and jus-
tice for all!
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Thus thought Charles Dupr6, as he watched the rising

discontent visible in the faces of most of the passengers,

as minute after minute passed, and he who was so cause-

lessly obnoxious retained his seat among them. There

were whisperings from one to another, and remarks in-

tended to meet his ear, but inaudible amid the clatter and

confusion of the street; and at length three or four pulled

angrily at the check strap, and flaunted out with a manner

which spoke volumes of pharisaical pride. The gentle-

man appeared carefully to avoid seeing them, and when

they had gone resumed his first position. Then sev-

,eral persons beckoned the driver to stop; but when they

had opened the door and looked in, they closed it abrupt-

ly, and motioned him to pass on. Charles could imagine

the reason for this, and at length the driver suspected

that something was amiss, and twisting his eyes to get a

view of the inside, he called out, -

"What's the matter in there? You ain't full, are ye ?"

"Not full, but there's one too many," replied a bluff-

looking fellow, with surly good nature.

" What's the matter? " said the driver again.

There was" a momentary pause, for the omnibus was

"stuck " in a jam of carriages, and the half dozen passen-

gers who were left looked at eazh other, uncertain who

should speak first ; but the hesitation was terminated by

a vinegar-faced woman, with a squeaking voice, sounding

as if it had sharpened itself to a point with constant scold-

ing, who exclaimed, "'here is a black nigger man in h± e,

NOT IN TH I SB"US. 439

and I don't suppose nobody want's to get in. I wouldn't

myself, if I hadn't got my baby with me; and I can't lug
him through the streets."

"A nigger ! Who is it? How came he there?" said the

driver, in an irritated tone, bringing- his mouth to the

hole. "Look here, you,,get out o' that!"

The gentleman had raised himself from his fixed pos-

ture as he heard this conversation, and now 'moving a

little nearer the centre of the coach, he said, in a digni-

fied yet beseeching voice, -

"I beg you to allow me to remain; I am not well,
and it is nearly impossible for me to walk -"

" When did you get in without me seeing you?" inter-

rupted the di'iver.

"When you stopped to fix your harness. I had been

refused several omnibuses, and I t the liberty to get

in here without asking, hoping no -bjection would be
made. - I had walked from the lower part of the city to
visit one of my parish, who is sick. I am a minister ; I
am not able to hire a carriage, and being very much

fatigued and not well, I hoped to find some omnibus that

would take me in."

",This ain't the one, no way, then, for -1 don't take
niggers into this bus. So fork over and get out. You've

stole your own ride, and regular cheated me out o' half a
dozen others: pretty minister you are," -said the driver,
gruffly.

The gentleman looked harassed and extremely troubled.

/
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At first he made a motion as if about to go, and then

turning to the passengers, he said,-

"I appeal to you if this is not very unjust. What

reason is there why I should not have a right to take ad-

vantage of the delay as I did, and use a public vehicle as

any other man would, paying my fare when I leave it? I

am a citizen of New York and a minister of the gospel,

weary with pastoral duties, and unable to hire any other

means of conveyance. I appeal to you if I shall not

remain here."

No one replied except Charles, who gave an instant and

cordial consent, expressing his surprise that it should be

needed ; and the man.who had first spoken said, in his

rough but hearty tones, -

" He's a very decent nigger. I don't think much'

black will rub off of him, marm, [to the vinegar-faced

woman,] if he does stay a while longer. Go ahead, driver;

we're all right."

" I don't move till that feller gets out," said the driver,

with an oath; "and if he don't stir his stumps I'll find a

way to get him out."

The gentleman made no further remonstrance, but paid

his fare and left the omnibus in dignified silence.

"Do you know who that is?" asked. Charles of a

lady who had sat through all this, silent and expression-

less.

- I'm not certain, but I believe it is the Rev. Mr. P.,"

was the reply.
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" Why did he not tell his name? Surely it would have

commanded respect," he exclaimed, astonished and indig-

nant.

"It would have made no difference" said the lady,
carelessly. "I have several times seen him refused a seat

in the omnibus."

"0 , shamet" Charles could not help saying. "It is

enough to make one blush for his country."

The lady smiled coldly, and made some reply, of which

he heard only a few indistinct words, about " distinctions

of society;" for the "jam," which had detained them, sud-

denly gave way, and the carriage rattled on. But, as he

caught that phrase, he remembered -0, with what revolt

and sickening of heart! that he also- mu t feel the with-

ering blight which these unchristian and inhuman ideas

of caste threw over the most remote descendants of the

children of Africa.

Long before daylight the next morning, the train

started that bore Helen and Charles to the inland town,

whither in all former journeyings his thoughts had turned

with a sense of joy and security, as to a haven of perfect

rest, a paradise which would ever remain blooming, though

all the world beside should become a wilderness.

But now an angel stood at the gate of this paradise,

armed with a flaming sword, beneath which he knew not

if he might pass in safety'; and like the first exiles he

strove to turn his despairing eyes from its cold and fatal
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glare. In vain ! his thoughts would fly there still, even

from the inward prayer whereby he sought to keep them

stayed on Heaven; picturing the home he had left so happy,
now shrouded in gloom, for his sake; and Julie's sweet

eyes no longer smiling, but filled with tears of mortifica-

tion and distress. Those four miserable hours 1 Years

afterwards he recalled them sometimes in dreams, and

woke quivering in suffocating agony, as if a strong hand

had grasped his throat.

Yet, even in that dreadful time, his faith and his sub-

mission were not in vain; and in the midnight darkness,

over the storm-tossed waves of feeling in which he was

sinking, helpless and hopeless, came the radiant form of

that Divinity whose feet once walked over the angry

waves of Galilee, which grew hushed and calm beneath

his tread.

The sun rose brightly in the clear and chill November

sky, showing the trees stripped of their summer glory,

and the fields brown and bare. Three weeks had made a

great difference in all the familiar landscape about his

home, and he felt the contrast between the autumn's

resplendent wealth and the dumb poverty wherein Nature,

stripped of all her treasures, awaited the fall of snow that

was to cover her death. Ah, why could he not have

seen, in the brightness of his own expectations three

weeks ago, a foreshadowing of similar destitution and

loss !

The train rushed on, through hill and over valley,

through -town and hamlet, whizzing, clattering, scream-

ing, as if it rejoiced to know how relentlessly it bore him

onward to the dreaded hour. Then its -speed'slackened,

the bell rang, the steam shrieked franticly, the tram-

ping of .horses (nd hum of-voices became audible, and a

crowd of faces ked in at the darkened windows. They

had reached their destination ; and with limbs that trem-

bled, and veins cold as ice, he gave his arm to Helen, and

stepped out upon the platform of the station.

Immediately a friendly hand grasped his, and cordial

tones of welcome sounded in his ears. He could hardly

see the faces around him for the mist that came before

his eyes ; but he recognized the voice o-f Edgar Avenel,

and heard. his sister sobbing in Mrs. Avenel's arms.

This kindness was so unexpected, and accorded with such

delicacy and simplicity, that it instantly raised them from

their despondency, and without hesitation Helen accepted

her friend's invitation to go home with her. Having seen

her thus provided for, Charles turned to go in an oppo-

site direction. He preferred walking, that his arrival

might be as quiet as possible; for he felt utterly uncertain

concerning the reception which awaited him, and, divided

between fear and impatience, the way seemed longer than

ever before.

But the house was reached at length. He glanced up

at the window of his chamber, but the face that always
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watched there for him was not visible. He could not

know that Julie, on her knees, was begging strength from

Heaven for them both, and his heart stood still, as pale

and faint he leaned against the door.

Had they all deserted him? He must know the worst

at once; and with a desperate rousing of all his strength,

he passed into the hal.

CHAPTER TWENTY-T H-IRDI.

"Mi me!1 for aught that ever, I could read

Could ever hear by tale or history,
The course of true love never did run smooth.

PERUAPs Charles did not, in his letter, use sufficient

circumlocution to prepare his father-in-law for what he

had to tell; and perhaps, in any event, his indignation

and amazement would have revealed the secret. Certain

it is, that having taken his letters from the office at the

coming in of the evening mail, he stepped into the store

of " Davis and Dupr6," to read them before going home;

and, in the sudden shock of learning such news, prudence

was forgotten, and all around became aware of his mis-

fortune.

"Impossible!" "It can't be true!" "Horrible!"

"Infamous!" were the exclamations which followed;
and the -half dozen gentlemen, who chanced to be pres-
ent, clustered around him to hear the whole of the astound-

ing letter.

"Shameful! my poor children! We -shall never re-
cover from this disgrace," said Mr. Conant, as he closed
the letter and put it in his pocket, with the most extreme
agitation.

(445)
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"You will sue for a divorce immediately, of course,"

remarked one of his friends.

"0 , certainly! but poor Julie -to have married a

quadroon!. 0, horrible! " and he groaned aloud.

" It is too bad! It will break up our partnership -

poor Dupre, it is hard for him," said Mr. Davis, who had

till now been too much astonished to speak.

" Yes, you couldn't think of being connected with him

now. But won't it be inconvenient to dissolve?" asked

another.

" Very - but it must be done, of course -it wouldn't

do at all to be in business with a colored person," he

replied, with a blush of shame at the very thought.

" Why not," asked Edgar Avenel, who stood near.

"In what has Charles Dupr6 changed since three weeks

ago, when you were ;roud of his acquaintance, save in

the noble courage to tell the truth at all hazards.'

There was a momentary pause; and the gentlemen

looked at each other, until one said, with a bow, half

deferential and hilf scornful, "We all know your peculiar

ideas, Mr. Avenel ; but public opinion - the usages of

society - every thing, forbids such a notion. Poor Du-

pr6 ! it is a wonder no one ever suspected it."

" I have often thought the lower part of his face was

slightly negrofied," said another; "but his complexion

and hair axe more like the Spanish blood, and then he is

so intelligent and, agreeable! Who would have thought

it
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I ought to have been iore careful in examining into
his early life," said Mr. Conant; "but then there was'no
evidence-; they tried once, and couldn't get any clew to
their birth. And to think it should have turned up now,

when it is too late! 0 heavens ! what have I done, that
such a horrible disgrace should -come upon my family?
We- shall never get over it."

"Don't feel too badly, my friend," said one of the
company, soothingly; "it will be a nine days' talk; but
after the divorce it will soon be forgotten. Every body
knows you were not to blame, and 'misfortunes will occur
in the best-regulated families.'"

"No one will think any the less of you," said another,
"but it is hard for your daughter."

"I declare it's a shame -a clear case of obtaining
goods under false pretences," said another, carried away
by his sympathy for his neighbor.

"Dear Julie - it makes ie crazy to think of her,"
groaned Mr. Conant. "flow shall I go -home -and tell
them? And yet I must, .for he says he shall be -here to-
morrow. The scamp-! " he added; for his trouble 'was
fast making him angry with its cause -- e" the scamp I I
don't believe but he must have known something of this
before! It is clear imposition."

The exclamation was followed by various surmises and
conjectures of the same nature among -the group, until

Mr. Conant was half convinced that they were tte. Mr.
Avenel had vainly tried to soften their feelings, and de-
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fend the absent. They regarded his views as utopian;

and he perceiving that they were too much excited to see

their own injustice, turned away, merely saying, as he left

them, "I beg, Mr. Conant, that in this painful affair you

will remember you have always heretofore considered

Charles Dupr6 the very soul of honor, and that he loves

your daughter more than his life. And you, gentlemen,

consider that he is no less a man, because of the accident

of his birth, and that your conduct towards him has

power to wring his very soul."

He bowed to them, and passed out; and this appeal,

which was not made dictatorially, but with a sad earnest-

ness, for a few moments changed the current of their

thoughts. But Mr. Conant was one of that class of per-

sons whom perplexity and grief make angry, and it was

with no very tender feelings towards his unfortunate son-

in-law that he sought his own home.

When he entered the parlor, his irritated, fidgety man-

ner at once assured his wife that something unusual had

occurred; and Julie, raising her eyes to ask for a letter,

received such a snappish reply, that she shrank back in

wonder, and resumed her work.

That delicate little piece of work! Nelly had been

told it was a short gown for the cat, and had innocently

wondered that sister Julie should take such pains to em-

broider it, when pusay would be sure to tear it off imme'-

diately, as she always did the doll's clothes, in which she.

was sometimes dressed; and Ned, the teasing, inquisitive

Ned, had been shown how all the corners would fit toa
gether, and be a complete night capWith the addition of
some part yet to be cut out. But Julie alone. knew how
many flowers of fancy had been. woven into that fine
embroidery, or how many hopes and 'wishes night be
counted for every stitch of that dainty sewing.

"'What is the matter with you, Mr. Conant? " said his
wife, at length, when he had remained some time looking
moodily into'the fire, without speaking.

"I have heard some bad news," said he, in a low tone.
His wife glanced anxiously towards Julie, and made a

sign for him to be silent; but her quick ear had" caught
the meaning of his words,'and she exclaimed, -

. "Bad news! -O father, is it about Charles? It is -1
know by your looks. Is he sick-?' is he,- -" She
could not speak the fatal word, which died 'on her lips,
but she sank back in her chair, so faint and tremulous,
that her mother said, in alarm, "1How could you be so
thoughtless, Mr. Conant? Do tell, now, for suspense is
worse than any thing."

"He is not sick, or dead," said: Mr. Conant, with a
sigh; and he moved uneasily in his chair, with his eyes
fixed on his daughter.

"But something has happened some accident; it is
about him, I know, or you would not look at ie so"
and as she spoke, she 'ldsped her hahnd, besedchingly.

"No, there has :been no accideia;" I have had a letter
- -38*
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from him, and he will be here to-morrow. Dear child, I

don't know but it would be better for you if he were not

coming," said her father. The poor man was almost dis-

tracted with apprehension, and his strange manner fright-

ened her even more than his words.

" Do speak, and tell what the matter is," said Mrs.

Conant, anxiously. "You will put the child into fits, if

you keep on so. It can't be any thing very dreadful, if

he is well, and will be here to-morrow. How oddly you

act! Was the bad news'in his letter?"

He looked at her gloomily a moment, for her tone of

vexation annoyed him, and then he answered, -

"Yes, you may as well know it first as last. He has

found out all about himself since he has been down there,

who his parents are, and all."

"Who are they? " exclaimed both his listeners, in one

breath.

"That is the misery of it. I don't know how you will

bear it, but you must try and- be as calm as you can."

"I don't care who they were," cried Julie; "it won't

make any difference to me."

" Poor child, you don't know - you will never imagine

the shame and the disgrace of it. I don't know how to

tell you. His father was a gentleman, but his mother -

their mother, for Helen is really his sister - was a slave."

" Mercy," screamed Mrs. Conant, grasping his arm;

" you don't mean a real slave, a nigger!"

1.

"Yes, a ,mulatto. woman; ain't it dreadful?" And he
buried his face in his hands, with aedeep groan.

"Poor Charles! poor Helen! how badly'they nust
feel!" said Julie, simply; "that is the reason I haven't
had a letter since he left Charleston. Dear Charles! I'm

glad he's so near home."

"You little ignoramus," said her father, starting with
indignation to see her receive these tidings so differently
from what he had expected; "you needn't go out of your
way to pity them. There's your father, andmother, and
your whole family, disgraced- forever; and you, poor mis-
erable girl how will you ever dare look any body in the'
face again? I expected it would almost kill you."

"I am sorry, very sorry," said Julie, with gentle ear-
nestness; "for I see you and mother are so annoyed, and I
know it will be a sort of mortification to the children, when
they first hear of it; people may laugh at them about it."

"I hope you didn't tell any one of it," interrupted her
mother; "we might keep it hushed up, and nobody.will

know it."

"Unfortunately, I was so astonished I let the secret
out before I thought-; so it is too late for that," said Mr.
Conant; and his wife turned away with an exclamation
of distress.

"Why should it make any difference?" urged Julie;
"people won't think any less of him, though they, may
be sorry for him."

"You little goose," said her father. "You poor child,
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are you really so simple as not to see the difference it

will make?'1 When did you ever see a mulatto received

into-good society, and treated as an equal?"

" But Charles is not like them," said Julie, blushing,

with tearful eyes, at this allusion to her husband. "Every

body knows Charles, and likes him; and he is so hand-

some, and so good, and so intelligent. 0, it can't make

any difference."

" My poor child, you'll find it will make all the differ-

ence in the world," said her mother, sadly. "It makes

it no better that he has always been thought white, for

people will be ashamed to think they have been imposed

upon. No, it is an awful misfortune. I don't know what

we shall do."

" It is a misfortune because you feel so about it," said

Julie, coloring still more deeply, while her blue eyes

flashed, and her whole face assumed a look that was al-

most defiant. "But I don't care about it - I don't ,: my

husband is his own noble self, and never imposed upon

any body. Just as soon as he found this out, he told

of it, though he might have concealed it, and I honor him-

the more for it ; and I don't care what the world says or

thinks; he's as good as any body, and I love him better

than ever, and I'm glad he's coming home to-morrow, that

I can tell him so."

" No you won't, child," said her father, interrupting

her; "do younsuppose he is going to continue a member

of my family? No, he has disgraced us enough already.

You, poor child, will never be able to-hold up .your head

again, after having had a quadroon husband, anda child

with his blood in its veins;" and he groaned again as he

thought of it. "But I won't have the disgrace and the

curse continued, to be a lasting reproach to your little

sister, and blast your brother's prospects

"Hush, husband: you have no consideration," s id

Mrs. Conant, placing her hand over his mouth, wi a

warning gesture; for Julie had become so pale that she

feared a fainting fit. "Don't mind him, Julie, dear; and

you had better go up stairs and lie down ; you're getting

too much excited," she added, as she poured out a glass

of water and held it to her daughter's lips. But she put
the glass away, and though tears were running over her
cheeks, and she trembled in every limb, her voice was
firm, as she said vehemently,

"You are cruel!. you are unjust! but you can never
make me ashamed of him never -- never. He is my
own dear, noble husband, and God has joined us together,
and I will cling 'to him till death parts us,"

"Hush, darling, hush: you will make yourself sick.
Go up stairs and keep quiet;" and as she spoke Mrsf
Conant drew her to the door, and -went up with her to her
own room.

"I had rather be alone, now," she said, in a choked
voice, and her mother kissed her tenderly and went away.

Alone! Ah, in. that chamber whepe she had passed so
many, many happy hours with Charles, she could not be
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wholly alone, for the tokens of his presence were always

near. There were his books, - one on the table, open

at the place where they were reading together the day

before he left, - and on' the cushion of the oriel window

where they sat so long together, that last happy evening,
was his dressing gown, just where he had thrown it when

he took it off; for she had not allowed it to be removed.

Her eye rested on it now, and she flew across the room,

and fell down beside it, gathering it to her bosom with

gushing tears.

'0, darling, precious husband," she cried, " they shall

never make me leave you; you are my own -mine

always! God, pity us ! -help us!" and her sobs

and tears came thicker and faster, till, exhausted with

emotion, she found relief in sleep.

Mrs. Conant returned to the parlor, where her husband

was pacing the room in an agitated manner, and throwing

herself into an easy chair, she wept silently for a long

time.

"This is a most distressing business," said her hus-

band, pausing at last, and seating himself beside her.

"It is, indeed," she answered; "what shall we do?"

"Do! There is but one thing to do; we must get them

divorced as soon as possible, and then we can move away

from here. In a new place the other children will not be

taunted with poor Julie's misfortune."

" But then, to think of her situation - to think of what

is coming!"

"Death may relieve us of that addition to our troubles,"

said Mr. Conant, moodily.

"Why, husband," ejaculated Mrs. Conant, "your own

child! can you wish her dead?"

"'No, not my child, but hers. G heavens! how will

she ever bear such shame and sorrow. She is but a frail

little creature at best, and she will have every thipg to

endure at once."

"It does seem too bad. Why couldn't you have kept

it to yourself for a while? and then we might have ar-

ranged things quietly by and by."

" It is no use to blame me for that now. I regret it

as much as you do, but I was so confounded that I told

the whole before I knew what I was. doing. Here is the

letter."

She read it, and then laying it down with a sigh,

said, " Poor Charles ! he has acted nobly about it, and it

is enough to break one's heartto think of him and his

sister. What an unendurable thing it is for us all!"

"I suppose I am unfeeling," replied her husband, "but

it makes me angry to think of him.. It seems. as if he

might have known; he certainly couldn't have forgotten

every thing about his childhood - nobody does."

"He was very young when he came north, and after

that there was nothing to keep alive early memories,"

said Mrs. Conant, gently. "What are you going to do
to-morrow, when he comes?" she added, after pause.

SAd him avay *fast and as far as possible," replied

454 C A 8 T E 0



CONSULTATION*

he, with stern determination. " I suppose I may have

some trouble, but he shall not have any thing more to do

with Julie."

"1It will kill her," said his wife, anxiously.

"Well, let it. Yes," he added, as she made an ex-

clamation of horror, " I believe I had rather follow her to

her grave than have it known openly that she was living

with him. Think of it, wife! It is amalgamation!

Think what a disgrace it would be to the other children.

It would entirely spoil their prospects in life. For their

sakes we ought to prevent it, let it cost what it may."

"6But Charles is so handsome, and has so little negro

blood in him," pleaded his wife.

" He has enough to damn him," answered Mr. Conant.

"No, wife, I tell you it won't do. The gentlemen who

were talking about it this afternoon all agreed that this

was the only thing I could do. It seems severe'now, but

it will be best in the eni, and we must consider the other

children. Where are Ned and Nelly ? "

"1He took Nell over to Melton to see my sister, and

said they shouldn't be at home till to-morrow night. I,,

am glad they are gone just now.".

"So am I. I wish to-morrow was over. When you take

up Julie's tea you must talk with her, and try to get her

to take a sensible view of the matter. Tell her how wrong

such marriages are, and what a curse and trouble they

always bring. Of course she will feel dreadfully at

first; but I think after a time slg may become calmer

about it,; and she knows nobody loves her more than you

and I do, and we will devote ourselves to making her

happy.

More conversation of this kind followed. Mrs. Conant

felt less bitterly towards Charles than her husband did,

and had some misgivings about the necessity of the stern

measures which he considered the only alternative ; for
her heart yearned towards her daughter, and sympathized

in some degree with her unhappy love; but still her pride
was deeply wounded by the thought of what the virld
would say at this discovery, and she blushed to think
that her child should, even innocently, have made such a
misalliance. When Julie's tea was carried to her, Mrs.
Conant followed, and tried to fulfil her husband's wishes,
in convincing her that his views were correct. The young
wife heard all in silence. She was calm enough now,
but very pallid and sad, and there was something in her
face which made her mother feel that all her words were
wasted.

She allowed herself to be undressed, and went unresist-
ingly to bed, but when urged to permit some one to sleep
with her, she begged so earnestly to be left alone, that
Mrs. Conant at length consented, and went away with a
heavy heart.

Minute after minute, hour after hour, that slow night
lagged along its course, and still that white form lay
motionless, those small hands crossed, and, those blue

39
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unsleeping eyes wide open; and ever and anon the angels

who watched around her heard her say, in her sweet,

childish voice, "I must be very calm and patient, for to-

morrow Charles will be here, and I shall need all my

strength to help him."

The morrow came. Charles Dupre stood face to face

with the father and mother of his wife, and for a moment

the stern mortification and anger of the former were sub-

dued by the sight of his sad face -pale, agitated, and yet

lighted by a certain loftiness of purpose, that involuntarily

claimed respect. They were all so much excited that for

a time neither spoke. Then Charles asked, in a tremu-

lous voice, "Where is my wife?"

" Julie is up stairs," replied Mr. Conant, in a tone which

he in vain tried to render firm; and her mother, out of the

pity of her heart, could not help adding, -

" The cars are in early this morning. She did not

expect you so soon."

Charles made a quick step forward, and grasped her

passive hand, - trembling so much in the reaction of

feeling that he could hardly stand. He thought he had

mistaken the coldness of his first reception. Julie did

not mean to desert him -they did not intend to dis-

own him!

Mr. Conant read the meaning of the light which broke

over his face, and as he was turning away to seek his

wife, rose suddenly, and stood between him and the door.'

" We pity you, Charles," he said; "we have appreci-

ated the nobleness of your conduct in this painful matter';

but I am sure you must feel that you cannot possibly

expect to stand on the same footing you have hitherto in

my family."

Charles leaned heavily against the mantel-piece, near

which he stood, and the faintness returned as these cold,
ominous words met his ear. But he rallied after a mo-

ment, and said, calmly,

"I suppose I ought not to expect it. I know the

prejudices of society against the unhappy race with which

I am connected through my unfortunate mother; and I
hardly dared hope that even the habit of years, and your

perfect knowledge of me, could overcome your horror of
this blot. I am ready to go far hence, where I can never be
known as having been honored with your friendship. But
Julie : I must know how she feels ; I must see her first."

"Julie is a mere child; she don't know what is best
for her; and in her present situation I cannot have her
excited, as she will be, if she sees you."

" Not see her! not see my wife," exclaimed Charles, in
a sharp, agonized tone. " This passes my worst fears.
You cannot mean to be so cruel."

We have said that Mr. Conant always became angry
when his feelings were excited by grief, and now he was
in the mood to be exceedingly irritated by this reply.

" No, sir," he said, sternly, " you shall not see her;
and what is more, you shall leave this house directly,
never to enter it again; " and he pointed to the door.
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" Does she know of this ? does she wish it? " asked

the miserable man, in a low voice. But before any one

could reply there was a quick step in the hall, and through

the half-open door Julie flitted into the room, silent and

white as any snow wreath, in her loose muslin dress, and

without a word cast herself into her husband's open arms.

For a few moments none of that group spoke or moved.

Mrs. Conant buried her face in her hands, with a low cry.

Charles's face was bowed down and hidden in the golden

ringlets that lay on his breast, and his arms clasped close,

close, as if they could never again relinquish that quiver-

ing, sinking form.

"Charles, dear Charles, I love you better than ever; I

will never leave you," she whispered at length.

" God bless you, Julie," he murmured, and the hot

tears fell upon her upturned face.

Presently her father stepped forward, and laid his hand

on her arm, which was around her husband's neck. His

grasp was gentle, but firm, and though his voice was

husky it was very stern.

" Julie, this must cease. Go to your room, my child."

She turned her face to him, and he was startled to see

how the childish look was gone. It was a woman's face,

dignified and determined, and slightly worn with this

sudden pressure of care.

" Father," she said, in a voice decided as his own, " you

must not say that again ; you must not tell me to leave

him. I am his wife'

N
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"I deny it; he married you under false pretences;

1 will procure a divorce this very month ; and if there is

the honor of manhood in him, he will be satisfied with the
misery he has caused, and the. disgrace he has brought
upon us all, and take himself away where his base blood
won't be a continual reproach to us."

"Send him away if you will," said Julie, recoiling a
little before her father's angry' eyes; "but wherever he
goes, I go with him."

"Hear me a moment, I pray," exclaimed her husband,
as Mr. Conant was about to reply; "I came here fully
resolved to submit to whatever fate might be ordained for
me. For myself I feel not one atom less of self-respect
than before this secret of my birth was known; but I
remembered your prejudices, I knew the injustice of
society, and I expected to find you overwhelmed with
inortification. I thought you might desire me to remove
somewhere else, that my connection with you might be
sooner forgotten. But I did not expect to be received more
in anger than in sorrow; I did not expect to be insulted
for my misfortunes; I did not expect. that you could at
once forget I had been to you as a son, and had honored
you as a father. If Julie had shared your feelings, if she
had even for a moment been ashamedof me - I would
have left you in silence. But now that I know her heart
is unchanged, I must try to defend myself from these ex-
treme measures. I appeal to your own generosity and
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kindness, whether they are not too hard. In what am I
changed? .Have I not the same form and face, the same

heart and mind, the same affections and passions, as if I

were indeed the white man you thought me? What

right has this Moloch of public opinion to demand that

all I hold dear shall be sacrificed to its burning hate? If

the blood of my ancestors is of moment, why should not

that I received from my father's side count for some-

thing ?0, mockery of justice ! that robbed my mother

of a woman's right, a woman's honor, and curses her

child for the stain!"

He paused, overcome by emotion, of which his flash-

ing eyes and crimson cheek gave token ; and Mr. Conant

replied, more calmly than before, but not less peremp-
torily, -

" I see that you are unfortunate, but I cannot see the

injustice. The laws of social life are right upon the

whole, though they press hardly in some cases. You are

a sensible man, and you have seemed to regard the wel-

fare of my family. Now, you must know that we cannot,

without eternal disgrace, acknowledge you."

" I do not ask to," replied Charles; "only do not

drive me away ith anger and contempt. If Julie will

go with me, let us go in peace; and we will honor you
with love and gratitude all the days of our lives, but we

will never trouble you again."

"And what should I say to those who asked me where

my eldest daughter was? Do you suppose I will allow

the other children to be disgraced by countenancing such a
marriage-? Do you suppose your children shall ever call

me grandfather? Never. I don't see where your affec-
tion for Julie is, that you even think of taking her from
such a home as she has here, to share such a life as: yours
will be. You must be very selfish."

" If I had known this before I was married -before I
was engaged to Julie - I would sooner have died than
propose such a thing," said Charles, with strong emotion.
" But now, God knows, I would not' drag the star of my
idolatry down to my own dark sphere, did I not feel as-
sured that I can be more than all the world beside could
be to her. I am not penniless, and we will go where
nobody shall taunt her with her husband's birth, and live
secluded and happy. 0 Mrs. Conant," he added, "plead
for us; I know you must pity us. If your husband will
only consent to this, all may yet be well."

Mrs. Conant, who still sat with her face bowed on her
hands, looked up as she heard this passionate appeal, and
tried to speak; but her intense excitement caused such a
paroxysm of weeping that shp was unable to utter a word.
Her husband also was affected, and for a moment his reso-
lution wavered. But then there came the phantom sound
of " the world's dread laugh," the recollection of what
had been said the night previous, and his own deep-rooted
prejudice against the colored race; and determined to end
the scene, he said, in a quick, harsh tone, -

"You have said enough. You may go."
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" And Julie?"
" My cause shall cling to her forever if she, goes with

you," exclaimed Mr. Conant, seizing his daughter's hand.

Trembling and horrified she left her husband's arms,

and sank helplessly at his feet, still holding his hand with

both of hers, and crying, "0, no, father - you don't mean

that - your poor little Julie! You don't mean those

dreadful words!"

" Will you leave him?

"I cannot-I must not -but, 0 ther "-her voice

died m a convulsive sob; and now her mother came for-

ward, exclaiming, -

"This will never do - it will kill her. Charles, you

must go for the present, certainly : Julie, dear, you will

let him, won't you?I"

Charles had raised, and was half supporting his wife,
still clinging to her father's hand, her agitation becoming
every moment more intense. He saw that it was danger-

ous, and said, doubtingly, -

"Shall I go, dear ? Had I better go?"

"No, no. Not without me. They shall never, never
part us."

" Come with me, then," he said, and bore her half

fainting to the hall.

But as he stopped to wrap a shawl about her, Mrs.

Conant followed, and her father interfered.

"Charles," he said, "your wife is a mere child, and.
don't know what is best, and I have had no time to

I.
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explain to her my wishes or my views. You will be doing

a great wrong if you take her away now, in the first pas-

sion of this discovery, when she has had no chance to

count the cost of the sacrifice she makes ; aud I cannot

sent to it. If she goes now, she goes with a father's

anger clinging to her. But if you will leave her till I

have talked with her, and am convinced that she will

really be happier with you than we can make her here,

why, then you may come and take her; and though I will

never see you again, I will not curse her for the disgrace

she brings me."

Charles looked at the poor child he held in his arms,

already too much exhausted by the scene she had endured,

and after a little pause he yielded his wishes to his fears

and his sense of right.

"Will you stay, darling?" he whispered.

"Must I?" she said.

"I am afraid you ought," he answered, reluctantly; and

after a slight struggle with herself, she consented.

"But you will come back to-night," she added.

"To-morrow is Soon enough," said Mr. Conant.

"0, no,. to-night -I can't bear another such night as

the last was," she pleaded, growing very pale.

"Well, well! Any thing, if you will go now," said

Mr. Conant, impatiently.

As Charles bent over his wife, with a lingering embrace,

she whispered softly in his ear, "Don't be afraid -

ivhen you come, I will go away with you ; " and then, as
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he raised himself, she said aloud, with one hand lifted

to heaven, and a strange awe on her fair young face,

" May God do so to me, and more also, if aught .but

death part thee and me."

How often they had chanted those words together in

other days! How little they had thought ever 'to hear

them spoken thus!

Charles gave his hand to Mrs. Conant, 'who clasped it

warmly: he then turned to her husband; but he stepped

back, exclaiming, sternly, "Never, sir! " and when

Charles had gone, he closed the door, and locked it.

May God forgive him; he only meant to separate them.

As Mrs. Conant was going up stairs with Julie, he

called her back, and said, " Be sure the child don't come

out of her room to-day. He shall never see her again in

this world; so help me Heaven!"

In his excitement, he spoke louder than he intended.

Julie heard him, and without word or sound fell senseless

on the floor.

When Charles Dupr6 left the house of his father-in-

law, he went first to inquire for his sister, and having

spent a few sad moments with her, went to the hotel,

whither his baggage had been sent. It was an hour when

many of his business acquaintance were On the street,

and he perceived by the constraint of some, and the pity-

ing looks of others, how rapidly his secret had become

known. Only two or three greeted him with a manner

which- showed that though they knew all, they valued him

not the less.
Soon after his arrival at the hotel, Mi. Davis, his part-

ner, called over to see him. He Was embarrassed, and
hardly knew what to say, and was infinitely relieved when
Charles told him that although then he was not at liberty
to attend to business matters, on the morrow he would
see him, and that he wished the partnership between
them dissolved, as he intended to leave the country im-
mediately.

Davis assured him their affairs could soon be settled,
and added, "I think it is the best thing you can do to
leave town, my dear fellow; it might be awkward for you
to stay here, you know."

"It might be awkward for some of my summer friends,
who stand in awe of 'Mrs. Grundy,' " Charles could not
help saying. Mr. Davis blushed, and stammered an apol-
ogy, and went away with the enviable feeling which a
man has after saying just what he didn't intend to say.

Charles remained in his room all day. He had no more

fear. of being separated from his wife, and her beautiful

devotion shed a warm gltwv of happiness over his heart;

but he trembled for the effect of so much excitement and

suffering, and he cast an anxious glance into the future,

now that all her plans were so distressingly overthrown.

The hours sped slowly, and as the setting sun gave warn-

ing that the day would soon be finished, he threw aside
some papers and business calculations, which for a little
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while had absorbed him, and commenced slowly pacing

the room, thinking of Julie, and longing for the moment

when he might fly to her. But as the lingering bright-

ness faded out of the west, a shadow seemed to fall sud-

denly over his spirit, a "horror of great darkness," as if

the light of his life was quenched forever.

Startled by this unaccountable depression, fancying

himself growing nervous and excited, he sat down again,

and strove vainly to fix his thoughts on the lines of fig-

ures before him. His mind seemed to have no power to

act, and in the gathering twilight the figures appeared to

change into a strange cabalistic writing, fraught with the

spell of a fearful doom.

As he sat leaning thoughtfully upon his hand, a slight

sound, or consciousness that some one was near, made

him look up. He gazed intently for a short time, and

then grew very pale, and pressed his hand tightly over his

eyes, imagining himself the victim- of some optical illu-

sion. But when he looked again, Julie yet stood there,

mute and still as in a dream, with her tender eyes fixed

on him, her silken curls floating over her shoulders, a

loose drapery around her, and wrher folded arms, pressed

caressingly against her bosom, she bore a little babe;

while from her whole form a faint light shone out into

the gray darkness of the room.

Charles arose slowly from his chair, made one step

towards her, and with a shivering thrill of uncertainty

and fear, he uttered her name. The pale lips parted with

I
a celestial smile ; raisig her hand, she pointed upwards,
and the vision disappeared.

He was no longer uncertain; all was plain to him now.

Seizing his hat, he rushed into the street, and heedless of

the attention he attracted, ran with frantic speed till he
reached Mr. Conant's house. Thie door was not locked
then, for one had entered in before him, at whose ap-
proach bolts and bars fall asunder.

He went directly to Julie's chamber, and when he saw
the group there, he gave one faint, despairing cry, and
sprang to the bedside.

She was lying deathly white and still, as he had seen
her in the vision; and beside her, with one feeble arm
thrown over as if to shield it, lay a tiny babe. His wife!
his child! Were both gone ? both dead-? Ah, no. That
loving spirit could not pass away till it had- given one last
precioustoken of -affection, oneassurance, to span with a
rainbow bridge of hope the fathomless gulf of death.
- For many minutes only a fluttering around her heart
had given sign of life; but when she heard her hus-
band's voice, the closed eyelids quivered, and. she * moved
her hand towards him. The nurse and the physician
stood near, and at the foot of the bed her father knelt, his
face buried in the curtains.- Her mother, unable to be-
hold her sufferings, had long since been carried fainting
from the'chamber.-

Charles threw 'himself down beside his wife, and the
40
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pressure of his arm, his palpitating caress, his fevered

breath, pouring forth in words the passion and agony of

his soul, seemed to -warm even the chill and torpor of

death. She opened her eyes, and tried to smile. The

physician poured a few stimulating drops between her

lips, and she soon revived enough to speak in a low whis-

per -so low that he held his breath to hear.

"I wanted you so much, dearest; I am going away for

a little while. Did you hear me calling you ?"

"0 Julie ! 0 precious one ! live for my sake," he cried;

and all his frame wavered and shook wit a tremor of pain

and rapture, to hear her voice once more and to hear it

thus. Her lip quivered with a grieve expression, and

two large tears gathered slowly be th the long lashes,

and rolled over her cheeks. Then she raised her hands,

as if begging to be taken up ; and Charles, seating him-

self on the bed, lifted her so that she lay in his arms, with

her head on his breast.

When she felt herself there, she nestled down, clinging

feebly to him, and smiled again as she looked up in his

face, with a contented and happy air even more touching

at that moment than tears. It was so like her natural

manner, it brought back so vividly the memory of the

many, many times when his heart had throbbed with ec-

stasy beneath its light burden, that it took from him all

strength or fortitude, to think how forlorn he should be

when that bright head was pillowed in the grave.

But with a mighty effort he hushed his tumultirous

I

grief. Gently all her life had passed, and, gently should
she be hushed to her last repose. He knew'it was the
last, for theface which smiled on him wore that strange
look one sees but once on the face of any friend. He bent
down and kissed her lips softly and reverently, and she
whispered in broken accents, nestling close to his heart as
she spoke,

"We are going to heaven, dear- baby, and I; God
has called us. You remember what I told you that night.
It is true ; I shall be a strong, beautiful angel, to shield
you from every thing evil, to comfort and bless you. You
will see us again, dear, by and by; I will teach baby to
love you, and when you come to -us, there will never be
any more parting. Say you are willing, dear. I cannot
bear to die if you are not willing. Don't cry, darling.
God calls me ; tell me I may go."

"0 Julie, Julie, I am willing ; but it breaks my heart,"
he.,ated.

The .clear blue eyes grew dim, and a faint shudder
passed over her. "It is better so," she murmured.
",When I am gone they will pity you.' Peace I leave
with you - God's peace."

Again there was a shudder, and a long, gasping breath,
.as higher and higher rose about her the icy waters of the
river which winds around the eternal shores.

"Julie, little Julie, speak to me once more," he cried.
Above the surgings of that river, above the songs of

waiting angels, she heard his pleading voice, and her spirit

0
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leaned back to answer. Her eyes brightened, and her

face assumed an expression so joyous, so radiant, it

showed that she had passed forever from out the shadow

of earthly woe.

" Darling, I love you," she whispered; and with these

words she died.

41

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOURTH.

"God keeps a niche
Inheaven to hold our idols! and albeit
He brake them to our faces, and denied
That our close kisses should impair their white,
I know we shall behold them, raised, complete,
The dust shook from the beauty, glorified,
New Memnons, singing in the great God-light."

DURING most of the day previous to her death, Julie

had been insensible. After the birth of her babe, one

fainting fit followed another, and it was not until they al-

ready considered her dying, that she revived and became

conscious of her situation. Her first inquiry had been for

her husband, and she entreated he might come to her; but

when her father was informed of it, he peremptorily refused
to-send for Charles.

Still the physician hesitated and urged compliance say-
ing she ought not to be excited or troubled in any way.

"If you tell me you think it will save her life, I sup-
pose I must send for him; not otherwise," replied Mr. Co..
nant. "I do not admit that he has any right to my child."

"I cannot conscientiously say it will save her life," said
the doctor; "but surely you will not deny her any thing
in her dying state.

Mr. ConanJ looked down thoughtfully for a short time,
40, (473)
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and then answered decidedly, "We will tell her that

Charles Dupr6 will soon be here. It is the truth, for he

was to return this evening, and it is now nearly dark."

With this equivocation they satisfied 'her. She pressed

her father's hand to her lips, with a smile of gratitude that

pierced his heart like a dagger, leaving a wound which

could never heal. But he knew it not then. He only

knew he could not bear the gaze of her mild eyes, and

kneeling at the foot of the bed he buried his face from sight.

Then she asked for her 'babe - the helpless being that

had only breathed to die; and when it was brought she

clasped it to her bosom, and seemed to sink to sleep, her

pulses growing fainter, and a cold sweat upon her brow.

"It is death," said the physician; and removing the

babe, he laid it on the bed beside her, supposing she would

not notice it; but to his surprise a troubled expression

shaded the repose of her features, and one hand followed

his movements, and was laid caressingly over the little

form. At that moment Charles Dupr6 entered the room.

For a long time after all was over, and the beautiful form

he held had grown chill and rigid, he whom she had loved

so well kept her pressed close against his breast, her chosen

resting-place, and gazed into her face until its peace and

quiet joy entered into his soul, there to abide forever.

Forgetting himself, his thoughts followed her to the'

world where she had gone, and he could bless the mercy

L4

THE HOUSE: OF .:MOURNING. 475

which had appointed for her so brief a trial, so glorious,,so

safe a shelter in "the arms of almighty love. No tears fell

on her face, as he laid her down, and crossed the white

hands on her bosom. Her last promise,-was being fulfilled;

and even then he realized that the true Julie, the bride of

his heart, was still his spirit bride, and though he 'must
leave the form behind him, ste would be ever by his side.

Yet, O,-the precious, precious dust, through which'the

beauty of the inner life has been manifested! How we
cling to it, how we Xve to look upon it, how we loathe to

give it up to the destroyer! Charles returned, again and
again, for one more look, one more embrace, until he saw,
by the faces -of those around, that he might stay no longer.
His eye fell on- her work basket, whiph stood upon the
little table near; and taking from it that last delicate piece
of work, and a tiny pair of scissors, he cut off some-of the
long bright curls which had been his pride,*and wrapping
them up:together, slowly left the chamber.

When he had gone, Mr. Conant; who had until now re-
mained motionless, lifted up his head, and looked long
and earnestly at his daughter's face. Upon his own was a
dreadful expression of sorrow and. remorse. Staggering
to his feet, he bent o r her, pressing his lips to her hands

and brow.

"0 Julie, my child," he murmured, "I loved you-it
was not my fault - I did not mean to kill you."

I1
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It was a cold, dark night, and as Charles Dupre walked

to his hotel, the keen wind made him shiver, and with a

sort of dread he remembered the dark, cheerless room

which awaited him, so different from the home he had lost

-the lonely room, where there was nothing which her

presence and her touch had made sacred. What was his

surprise, on arriving there, to find lights and a fire, and to

see his sister sitting by the table, her head leaned thought..

fully on her hand !

" My dear Helen!" he exclaimed, "were you not afraid

to come out this stormy evening, after your fatigue last

night?"

" What is.my life worth, except to minister to you," she

said. "I heard an hour ago that Julie was very ill- dy-

ing -and I could.not rest till I had come to you. How

is she?"

He had taken her hand, and now his eyes met hers with

an expression she could not understand - solemn and yet

not sad, as if a light was shining over his face, reflected from

some celestial sphere. Presently he said, impressively,-

"He giveth his beloved sleep."

She looked at him anxiously. "Sleep !- do you mean

the last sleep ? 0 Charles, is she gone ? and can you bear

it thus? "

Charles seemed to hear her, and yet his eyes were raised

and fixed, as if he gazed earnestly on some far-off object,

and his voice had a dreamy tone, like one in a revery, as

he said, "Why should I mourn her? Would I not have
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laid down my life to shield hers from sorrow? and yet
how powerless I was! And now- 0 the happiness of
the life-on which she has entered'! From the doubt and
gloom,-from these wearisome days, and these nights that
bring no peace, she has gone to perfect joy, to the vigor
of immortal powers, to the light of endless day. Blessed
be God for the gift of his dear Son, through whom we
have hope beyond the grave! Blessed be Christ, the great
sacrifice, through whose death we live!"

Helen watched the expression of his features as he said
this. Her lips quivered, her eyes filled with tears, and
with a quick, nervous motion, like one imploring relief,
she held out her hands towards him.

"How can you feel so?" she cried in a distressed-voice.
"Tell -me, Charles, how is it? I cannot comprehend it.
You have a tender heart, and you loved her; and now you
have lost her -you have lost every thing- bankrupt in
hope and happiness, even as I am- and yet you do not
murmur or rebel; you suffer, but not as I do. I came
here to give you comfort, and I find you calm and almost
joyful. 0, tell me where to find this peace, this courage,
for my soul is dark."

"Dear Helen!" said her brother, seating himself beside
her; -and now for the first time his voice faltered, and he
mingled his tears with hers. .His strong, pure heart was
very tender, as she had said, and her trouble moved its
deepest sympathies, and disturbed its lofty 'calm.

b



"fDear ielen," he repeated, "seek it in prayer. It is

the gift of God."
"The gift of God?" she replied, hopelessly. "Alas!

even he has forsaken me. I cannot submit to his will.

I cannot be reconciled to this sorrow. And my suffering

is worse than your - far worse. I was mistaken in

thinking you he4 reached, at last, my level. You have

that lovely image ever before your memory, with all its

hallowed associations around it, unsullied, as a sanctuary

whither you may flee from the coldness and hollowness of

the world without. But I.- what have I ? Nothing but

corroding recollections, that eat my heart like poison. It

is no pleasure to look back -there is no hope in looking

forward."
"My sister, there is hope, there is happiness, if you will

accept it. Hear the promise which says, 'As one whom

his mother comforteth, so will I comfort you.' These

thorny that wound you so cruelly have deep in their centre

a. healing blm, and if you ca be patient and submissive

to bear the pain, its cure will come speedily. There is an

almighty Friend, who waits, even now, to give you such

blessed rest and peace as will almost make you forget

your WOOS."
She sighed heavily, and answered, " No, that cannot be.

Neither you nor I will ever forget. To those who have

truly loved forgetfulness is impossible.. AlLelse fade away,

but the name of the beloved is graven on the soul with

letters of fire, and must remain there to purify and enlighten,
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or to burn and scath it forever. But I am- saddening
you, instead of comforting. .Speak to me now of Julie';
or, if you cannot endure that, let us be silent; and I will
bear my miserable thoughts alone."

" Helen, there is your mistake. Hard as is the fate
which has overtaken us, we axe not called to struggle and
to suffer alone. Like a burst of song from the celestial
choir comes that evangel, 'I will not leave -you com-
fortless ; I will 'come to you. Let not your heart be
troubled, neither let it be afraid.' Take these words to
your own heart, and pray for faith to believe them; and
thus you may have part in that legacy which Christ, left
his disciples." He paused, and added, in a lower tone,
"That legacy which Julie left me when she died-.
'peace, not as the world giveth.'"

Can it be? Is resignation possible? " she asked,
doubtfully, in a calmer tone.

"Why should it not, be possible?" said Charles.
" What are we, that we solild claint exemption from toil
and sorrow in this life, when we have all eternity for tun-
interrupted felicity? Is not God stronger than all these
things which seem to be against us? and can he not con-
trol them? Is not God wiser than we ? Or if he chooses,
for his own glory, even to make us monuments' of suffer-
ing, shall we 'defeat his :purposes by rebellion?.I Only
think how groat is the honor of-being petitted to glo-.
rify God. Before it, how mean appears every other mo
tive that actuates us, every other result bf our existenee!f"
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His eyes kindled, and his cheek glowed; and as she

watched him, Helen murmured, "It is a reality, this re-

ligion which you professed years ago, and which'has been

strengthening so silently and humbly within 'your soul.

But I cannot grasp it now. It is an enigma. I cannot

solve; and yet I am thankful, Charles, that you are thus

supported. Perhaps in time I may learn this lesson.

Can you tell me of Julie and the child?"

"She took it to heaven with her," replied Charles,

solemnly, "and I shall join them there when it pleases

God."

Helen staid at the hotel with her brother until the day

of the funeral. The extraordinary elevation of mind

which had so steadfastly sustained him on the' night of

Julie's death continued with but little change. His cares,

his fears, his perplexities, had been chiefly for her; and

in removing her, sonte supernatrI power seemed to have

removed him at' the same time from the sphere where

they had ranged, into one where he held daily and hourly

communion with heaven - a communion in which he

learned more fully the meaning of the discipline he had

endured, and gathered strength for the toils and duties of

his after life. If there were moments when his loneliness

became too intense, when memories of the past caused

his heart to throb heavily, and his eyes -to. overflow, they

brought with them no bitterness of grief, and no unchris--
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tian rebellion; and often he was as surely conscious of
Julie's presence as if he had felt her soft hand in his, and
heard her whispering of peace.

He -did not leave his chamber, and admitted few visit-
ors; though many, who might otherwise have held them-
selves aloof, were melted by his last misfortune, and eager
to express their sympathy. 3ut from the house that had
so long been his home there came to him no token of
remembrance or pity, and he could not intrude himself
within its doors until the hour appointed for the funeral.
Then, alone, and dressed. in deep mourning, he bent his
steps towards it. A great crowd were collected within
and about it; but his face was buried in his cloak, and he
saw not the compassionate glances which followed him as
he passed among them.

In the parlor, at the right side of the hall, he saw the
coffin standing upon a table; and approaching, he looked

once more on that dear face, which was wont to flush with
joy at his coming. Ah, never, never more, through all
the weary years,. should his heart thrill to meet that
glance. Beautiful and beloved as she was, the icy repose
of the grave was on her now, and all the passion and
power of human love could not move its calm. Never
had he felt so utterly alone, so widely separated from her,
as in standing beside her there, in clasping the hands
which lay so white oi- her bosom, and gazing on the se-
rene lovelinessof the coffined dead.
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And yet he could not tear himself away. In this house

there seemed now no place for him, except that which

her presence sanctified from the entrance of worldly and

evil thoughts. The family were assembled in a room

adjoining; but when one of the neighbors invited hinIto

enter there, he quietly refused, and remained leaning on

the coffin until the services were over. Then with his

own hand he closed the lid, and bending over it in silent

prayer, breathed low and deep a last farewell, and fol-

lowed it from the house.

No carriage had been provided for him, but Mr. Avenel

offered his. 'He entered and took his place at the head

of the long procession; and when the rural cemetery was

reached, he stood as chief mourner by the grave.

Mr. Conant had not intended this should be. In his bit-

ter anger, in his sullen stubbornness, he would have ig-

nored Charles's right to be numbered with his family; but

the quiet dignity wherewith the proceeding had been

conducted compelled him to silence.

The coffin was lowered into the grave, and the proces-

sion moved away; but Charles lingered long beside it.

The shadows of evening lowered around him; the fitful

breezes whirled the dead leaves in rustling wreaths, that

fell over his feet, and into the open chasm, as if hastening

to hide the treasure he had laid there. Through the

naked branches of the trees he looked- up and saw the

stars come out one by one, keen glittering in the frosty

air. 'How far off they seemed ! how unapproachable in

.
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their glory! how their unsympathizing brightness mocked
the desolate,'cheerless spot to which his life was bound!
Tears blinded his eyes as he gazed, and he prayed that
he too might die.

At that moment a sharp, rattling sound struck his ear.
It was the first earth falling on the coffin; for the sexton
had grown weary, and commenced filling up the grave.

With an irrepressible moan of anguish, he turned
away; and as he did so, Ned Conant stood before him.

"You are here still; I hoped * I should find you; I
hurried back, for I noticed you staid behind," he said, in
an excited tone, and so rapidly that Charles hardly knew
whether the greeting was friendly or otherwise. But
while he hesitated and looked at him inquiringly, the im-
pulsive boy threw himself upon his arm, and burst into
tears.

" Let us come away from here, Ned -- from these
dreadful sounds," said Charles, struggling for composure.

They walked on a short distance, and presently Ned
recovered himself, and began talkingin a broken, embar-
rassed manner.

"I ran away; I was determined I would see you; we
are all of us most dead about it. Father has acted like a
brute," he added, vehemently.

"Hush," exclaimed Charles; "I. don't want to think
about that now."

"But I must tell you Charles, or you would think I
joined in with the rest of 'em. I don't see what possesses
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'em all. If you had been a real black fellow, there might

be some sense in making a fuss, for black ain't -a very

handsome color on the face," he continued, bluntly, his

unconquerable love of fun gleaming out even here. "But

being as you are, I don't see how you are any worse for

having ancestors that lived in Africa some hundred years

back. I say, Charles, it's a mean piece of business to

treat you so. And little Julie! 0 Charles, the house

seems like a tomb without her; " and again the boy burst

into tears.

Charles hardly knew how to reply to him; but without

any reference to himself, he tried to calm and soothe.

When he had in some measure succeeded, Ned said, more

quietly, "I feel better, now I have seen you. I always

liked you, and felt as if somehow she would be glad to

know that I told you so now. I don't know how far off

heaven is, but she must be changed a good deal if they

are able to keep her from taking an interest in knowing

what we are about down here ; aud it'll take as much

as one angel to comfort her, if she finds you are unhappy."

" My dear boy, it is a great comfort to me to know your

feelings are unchanged. You are right, too, in supposing

Julie would be glad of it. Do you know what some of

her last words were?" he added, tremulously.

" No. They said she whispered so low that nobody

could hear."

"I heard her.; She said, They will be kind to you

when I am gone."

I

He broke down utterly in repeating these words, and
for some time could not speak again.

"Poor little Julie, what a darling she was! " said Npd,
mournfully. "I must tell father of that," he added, after
a pause; "for, Charles, I'm afraid he won't be kind to
you. He seems to hate you- as if you could' have
helped it ! And he has forbidden* us to speak to you any
more."

And yet you are here," rejoined Charles.
"Yes, I was bound to have a talk with you, at any

rate; and I'll come and see you as often as I can, without
letting him know. I believe mother would be glad to see
you, if father wasn't so shocking angry."

"No, Ned, you must not come to see me, if your fathe--
has forbidden it," replied Charles. "Your duty to him
is superior to any you owe to. me;, and now I know you
feel kindly, I shall not think your heart is changed
towards me because your condit must be."

"I don't think I am obliged to obey such an unreason-
able command," said Ned, resolutely.

"I do," answered Charles; "and since Ican never
.forget how kind your father once was to me, I should be
very sorry to have him think I encouraged you in any act
of disobedience, even if it were not wrong."

"Well," answered Ned, thoughtfully, after a long
silence, during which they had reached the gate of the
cemetery, "I think you are a little bit too -awful good;
but if you say I mustrmnd,X Isuppose I must But I am
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not obliged to think as he does,-and I won't. There's no

rhyme or'reason in the way he goes on."

"I am going away soon, and time and absence may

soften his feelings towards me," replied Charles. "But

if not, do not let me occasion any trouble between you.

I would rather perish than be the cause of strife or sep-

aration in. your once happy family. You can adhere to

principle without mentioning personalities."

" What shall I do, then?" asked the boy; " I want to

be of use to you, in some way."

"You can remember these scenes, though you never

speak of them; and when you are a man, act in reference

to these subjects as you think Julie would approve, in

the pure and peaceful home from whence she bends to

watch over us."

" That I will," said Ned, earnestly. "I feel ever so

much better for having this talk with you; and if I don't

have another very soon, you'll know the reason. Good

by, now, for I must get home before it is dark."

His good by was returned by a prolonged clasp of

the hand, and with repeated assurances of friendship they

parted; and Charles returned to the hotel, sincerely

thankful for the kindly impulse which had prompted this

conversation.

Weeks and. month passed away. Before the' "old of

bd e rie wthhd 1e, iiAd buried bill and
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valley beneath drifts of snow, Charles Dups settled. the
affairs of his copartnership, and went to study theology
with an old clergyman, in the town where his boyhood
had been spent. Helen wished to accompany him; but
she could be of no service in this preparation for a life of
labor, and Mrs. Avenel insisted that she should remain
with her. For Helen was in that state of mind when all
her friends knew it was not best she should be much alone,
and at liberty to brood over her own wretchedness. She
made no complaints, and she shrank haughtily, almost
defiantly, from expressions of pity or sympathy; &--but the
severe melancholy of her pallid face told how deep and
keen was the suffering she endured in such proud
silence.

With Mrs. Avenel, whose kindness had never for a
moment failed, she could not be otherwise than gentle;
but she was so quick to read the meaning of an involun-
tary word or look, so prompt to resent a cold civility pr
an intended slight, - and there were dome persons \cTuel
enough to award both to her changed social position,
that her soured and misanthropic feelings became daily
more fixed, and life more than ever worthless and pur-
poseless. Even her brother's affection* and Colonel ,Bll's
unwearying solicitude failed to elicit any strong emn on,
or awaken energy or h6pe. All the strength of her
nature was a.bsorbed in doing battle with the memories
which would not be driven or ciarmed away

She did notknow thA Huiehid been theic o

4
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a long and dangerous illness ; for she had never men-

tioned his name, and recoiled so sensitively from any allu-

sion to him, that from delicacy, as well as from a desire

to spare her anxiety, those who knew of it had refrained

from informing her. She thought he had quietly accept-

ed her command to leave her ; and though it was sincere,

though she would have forbidden him to follow her, she

was, by a natural contradiction of feeling, disappointed

that he could, so entirely and with such apparent willing-

ness, obey; that he could leave her, ill and perhaps

friendless, without one token of recollection, if not of love.

She scorned herself that she could not scorn him; she

fought with desperate passion against the yearning of

her soul. No iconoclast ever raised his hand against an

idol with more vengeful purpose than she uplifted hers to

smite from her heart's altar the image she had worshipped;

but the old idolatry was too strong, and the blow ever

changed to a caress, and the struggle ended in weakness

and prostration. At times her moods were wildly gay
and brilliant, and full of feverish mirth and energy, that

made her talk and laugh; and generally, when with the

family, she made an effort to be cheerful, that she might

not cast a gloom over the domestic circle; but they all
noticed that she never sang, and always left them when

music was introduced, as if it was linked with associa-

tions too painful to be borne; and when alone with Mrs.

Avenel, where she knew no disguise was necessary, her

uniform dejection and quiet told of the bitterness within.
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Her brother often came to see her"; for after the scene
of frantic excitement which he alone had witnessed in her
chamber at the Pines, he was apprehensive that the con-
flict of emotion might end in insanity; and he earnestly
desired to impart some of the precious consolations which
made it possible for him to be content, and even happy,
notwithstanding his altered circumstances and his lonely
lot. But the grace of submission would naturally have
been more difficult for Helen than for Charles; and having
lived so long in utter thoughtlessness of religious truths,
it was now doubly hard for her to feel their force amid
the exasperation and impatience that daily convulsed her
soul.

It was during one of his visits, when he had left her
after a protracted conversation, that she sat a long time
silent, with her eyes fixed on the fire, and her counte-
nance expressing deep thought and perplexity. Mrs.
Avenel did not disturb her revery, and the slight rustling
of her sewing and the crackling of the blazing embers
alone broke the silence. Out of doors, the snow was
sinking softly, in large flakes, though a still hazy atmos-
phere, which made the clouds seem so very low that the
children said the sky was falling.

"I cannot comprehend it," said .Helen, at length, ad-
dressing her friend. "Do you n(t think Charles's state
of feeling very remarkable?"

"1 do, and yet it is but that simple and c'l.dlike mind
wherein the Scriptures bid us 'cast all our care upon



Him who careth for us.' When one does this truly,

sincerely, the burden becomes light, because of the Al-

mighty hand which aids us to bear it."

"But the ability to do this constantly, without reserva-

tion or misgiving, cannot be gained in a moment. What

would I not give if I could now, for one hour only, feel

as Charles does, and be rid of the weary heart-aching

that, night or day, sleeping or waking, never leaves me!

How he loved his wife! and yet he can speak calmly of

her death. How bright his prospects were! how sud-

denly they were blighted! and yet he refers to them

without repining, and sometimes becomes quite animated

in looking forward to a life of toil and self-denial. When

he first began to talk thus, I thought it was the effect of

excitement, and would not last; but now, three months

have passed, and he seems even stronger-hearted than at

first. Can it be delusion of fancy which serves him in-

stead of solid happiness? or does he really have the peace

of mind he seems to enjoy ? Overwhelmed with the

same misfortune, I find myself in a case so different,

that sometimes I cannot believe in the reality of his

emotions."

"I think you need not doubt. Did not Christ prom-

ise that those who were entirely devoted to him, giving

up all worldly good, should receive 'a thousand fold in

this life,' as well as life eternal in the world to come?

Now, this 'thousand fold' must of course refer to spirit-

ual blessings, so great as to entirely fill the soul, and be a

source of happiness, like tangible objects. If this- is prom.
ised, it can surely be granted ; and your brother is one
proof among many others, that these words are true."

"Charles was religious from his boyhood," replied

Helen, thoughtfully; " but I never realized how very good
he was until now."

"We cannot always estimate the growth of divine
grace in the soul. Sometimes those who seem to have
the most of it faint and fail when the hour of trial comes;
and there are others who live on humbly and quietly from
day to day, hardly conscious themselves how closely they
guard their spiritual being, until suddenly the beautiful
plant, which has grown unnoticed among meaner flowers,
is crowned with such splendid and perfect fruit as to
attract the gaze of all."

"I am afraid there has been nothing but weeds grow-
ing in my heart's garden, and now the fruit is poisonous,"
replied Helen, smiling sadly. "0 Mrs. Avenel, so rich
as you are in husband, children, social position, -every
thing that makes happiness,--how can you appreciate the
terrible desolation of my condition? You have had trials

you have made sacrifices ; but still there was one on
whom all your faith and hope was cast, who could say,
'I am thine; I will go with thee ; thou shalt be to me
instead ofhome and friends.' But how different to be

- forsaken, to be cast out, like a flower torn from the
blessed wreath of household charities, to lie broken and
fading on the ground, and be trodden under foot! I

I1
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know it is vain for me to struggle or rebel, biutI cannot

help it. The soul will writhe and quiver, as it feels the

pressure of its chains. If I could see clearly -if I

knew perfectly - it might be easy to live. But to grope

thus amid thick shadows, to weary myself with vain toils,

to pant thus for the fountain whose cool waters may never

lave my brow or lip - 0, why do I live? Many far

stronger and happier are cut down, and the earth covers

them. Would I, too, could die!"

Her voice failed in broken sobs, and she buried her

face in her hands. Mrs. Avenel left her seat, and kneel-

ing beside her, laid one arm over the. bowed neck, and

-with her cheek pressed to hers, said sadly, -

Ah! well is it for us, weak creatures of earth, that

there is, beyond the skies, an infinite love, alone sufficient

to fill the infinite capacities of our nature. Dear Helen,

can you not believe in it, and accept it?"

" How can I? How shall I ?" said Helen, looking up.

"Here is my favorite author; let him teach us," said

Mrs. Avenel, smiling gently. "He was a man of large

spiritual experience, and I can almost always find some-

thing here that expresses my thoughts better than I can

do; " and taking up a small book, which lay on her work

table, she read a few passages aloud:

"'My son, forsake thyself, and thou shalt find me.

"'For greater grace shall be added to thee, the moment

thou dost fully resign thyself, if thou dost not turn back

to take thyself again.
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"'Give all for all - seek nothing, require back noth-
ing; abide purely and with a firm confidence in me, and
thou shalt possess me; thou shalt be free in heart, and
darkness shall not tread thee down.

"'Let this be, thy whole i endeavor; let this be thy
prayer, this thy desire -that being stripped of all selfish-
ness, thou mayst with entire simplicity follow Jesus only,
and dying to thyself, mayst live eternally to me.

"'Then shall all vain imaginations, evil perturbations,
and superfluous hares fly away.

Then, also, immoderate fear shall leave thee, and
inordinate love shall die.'"

Helen listened earnestly, and when her -friend had
finished, took the volume and read them again silent-
ly but she made no reply, and not wishing to urge
the subject too far, Mrs. Avenel left her to the revery
which followed, and soon after stole quietly from the
room.

There was one member of the family whose whole
heart glowed with a desire to be of some service to the
unfortunate girl. This was Henry, who had watched her
varying moods with a painful sympathy and comprehen-
sion beyond his years. Now, seated quietly with his
book in the recessed window, unheeded or forgotten,-he
had heard the conversation we have related, and, trem-
bling all over with excited feeling, he could not refrain
from gliding to Helen's side, after Mrs. Avenel had left

42
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her; and seating himself on the floor at her feet, he said,

in a choked voice,

"I know just how you feel. 0 Miss Helen, I used

to feel so too. I used to think I would giveall the world

if I only could be different from what I am. I, used to

feel as if I should die when I saw how negroes were

treated by most folks, and thought that never, never, in

all my life, cbuld I help being black. When I looked at

other boys, and saw how much better off they were, I

used to be real angry 'vith God, and feel as if I hated

every body else."-

Helen had been at first startled by his sudden appear-

ance, and then she became interested and aroused by his

earnest manner. Child as he was, he had penetrated her

impotent rebellion, her despairing grief, and pressing the

hand he had laid timidly on her knee, she said,-

"You don't appear to feel like this. One would think

you were happy."
" So I am, now - most of the time: sometimes I get

wrong, somehow, and then things trouble me again. It

was Mrs. Avenel helped me at first. 0 Miss, Helen, if

you would only submit to God! That makes every thing

easy."
"I do, ehild," said Helen, proudly, and half impatiently,

"I do submit. What else can I do? I must submit -I

can't do any thing else."

"0, that isn't submitting -not while you feel so,"

replied Henry. "That is only fighting and, getting
beaten."

A sudden light flashed through Helen's soul; a that
had been said had failed to uliveil herself to her mental
vision, as did these -few childlike- words. Ier cheek
crimsoned with a quick rush of emotion, and dropping
his hand, she gazed on him in surprise. He feared she
was offended ; but presently she said, in a quiet tone,

" What is it, then, to be submissive?"
"I don't know as I can tell exactly," he said, "but it

seems to me it is to be real glad we can't have our own
way, and that God governs us all the time, and makes
every thing happen to us just as he thinks best."

"How long have you known this?" asked Helen.
"I've known it a good while, for Mrs. Avenel told xe;

but I didn't reallyfeel so until about a year ago." And
then he went on to tell her of his unhappiness and trials;
and how, shut up in his heart, they had burned like fre;
until at length, unable to endure them, he had revealed
them to his protector, Mrs. Avenel. He told of her ad-
vice, of the new and holier life that opened to him as she
spoke of the honor of humility, of the happiness of self-
sacrifice, of the nobleness of living for holiness instead
of pleasure. Helen listened, astonished at the develop-
ment of heart and mind his words evinced; and as she
heard this boyish experience of struggles so nearly akin

to her own, she realized that the faith which sustains and
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cheers was no fiction of the imagination, no unattainable

abstraction, but something which a child can grasp; and

for the first time she caught a glimpse of the distinction

between the sorrow that elevates and purifies, and "the

sorrow of the world, which worketh death." 4

PERsoNs- sometimes undergo a change of thought and

feeling to which human language can do little -justice.
In the simple and forcible words of Scripture it is called
"the new birth;" and perhaps this figure, better than
any other, expresses the sudden dawning of light upon

the hitherto darkened mind; and the thrill of life which
runs through the nerves with the first breathing in of the
divine influences, which are henceforth to be the indis-
pensable support of spiritual existence. This change
Helen had experienced -this change, somighty, so mys-
terious, that none can understand, and few can even fully
believe in it, except those who have individually realized
its power. She scarcely knew howto. comprehend the
profound calm which soothed and upheld her spirit, as a
mother lullsthe babe on- her bosom, hushing itto a
deeper rest betauseof::its former i g

Olt
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"L 1itTive and love,
Doing both nobly because lowlily.
Live and work stronglyf because patiently
* * * And thence with constant prayers
Fasten your souls so high, that evermore
The smile of your heroic cheer may float
Above all floods of earthly agonies-
Purification being the joy of pain."
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Gone was now the stormy and turbulent grief which t

had dashed against her soul, wave after wave, benumbing

and hardening, as the freezing waters of the arctic zone

dash on their shores of ice; gone the sullen despair

which had wrapped her about as a pall. Filled with

wonder and gratitude, she had submitted to the rite

whereby we are commanded to signify the death to sin

and the resurrection to holiness, and in the liquid grave,

where she had been laid, all the past years seemed buried,

and she raised thence to a new and hallowed life.

Her circumstances and prospects were the same as

before ; nothing had changed since the hour when self-

destruction seemed the only good. What, then, was it

which gave her strength and courage to look calmly at

the future, to think of the past with a resignation which

made it easy to remember suffering, and to bless the

Providence which had stricken from her hands all the

precious things she held so closely, that they might be

filled with treasures infinitely satisfying and eternal?

Could this be fancy - the delusion of an excited brain?

Ah, no! A man blind from his birth may deny the

existence of light; but what argument, however lucid,

however plausible to him who utters it, can be convincing

to one who has beheld the glory of the sunshine? and

there are emotions which strike the soul with convictions

as definite and immovable as any evidence addressed to

the senses. Unhappy he on whom t spiitu al ho

never dawned.

It was the close of a warm Sabbath in: early spring,
and a Sabbath stillness seemed to brood in the clear light
which filled the valley, and pushedd the, silver cloudlets
in the west with rainbow hues, as the sun sank below the
horizon. From the blue river course the hills -stretched
away, lifting themselves in tree-crowned undulations.
Banks of snow lay beside the fences, and in shady nooks
and hollows, and along the furrows of the ploughed
fields ; but through the groves a faint, uncertain tinge of
green was brightening, in sunny spots the grass was
springing, and the water was draining slowly from the
swollen brooks and the meadow lands.

The Avenel family were assembled in their cozy parlor,
where every thing breathed an air of home comfort. The
children, seated behind the curtains in'the bay windows,
were bending their eager little heads together, and whis-
pering low over a book of colored engravings, while their
elders were listening silently to the- music which floated
through the room, as the organ gave out its deep, rich
tones beneath the touch of Helen's fingers. She had
been playing some of Beethoven's inspired airs; but as
the daylight faded, and the firelight began to cast its
flickering shadows, the notes glided dreamily into a simpler
strain; and in a voice slightly tremulous with emotion,
she sang words humble and yet triumphant, which told
whence came the serene joy that tested on her face, and
gleag.ed softly fromhefeyes, antedd with a faint

I
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glow the cheek that had been so white with the stain

of her rebellious tears.

"Earth may trouble and distress me-
'Twill but drive me to thy breast;
Life with trials hard may press me -

Heaven will give me sweeter rest.
0, 'tis not In grief to harm me,
While thy love Is left to me;
0, weree not in joy to charm me,
Were that joy apart from thee." t

A hand was laid gently over her lips, and Charles said, --
"We must deny ourselves the plet4sure of hearing you,

Helen, for you know the doctor has forbidden you to

sing."

She smiled, and turning away from the instrument,

placed herself beside him on the sofa, where Cblonel Bell

was also seated ; who, accompanied by the elder Mrs.

Avenel, had arrived in town a few days previous.

" Your voice is almost as strong, and fully as sweet as

ever; and if it were not for that hacking cough, which

sounds its warning now and then, I could hardly believe

that you are in any danger, you look so much better

than when I saw you last," said Colonel Bell.

" She looks happier, and that makes a very great differ-

ence," said Charles, gazing fondly on his sister.

"I am happier - I was very, very wretched then," she

replied, tranquilly.
" And I am so selfish, that I am glad to have you a

little ill," said Colouel Bell, since otherwise I should

have been hardly able to induce you to take this journey,
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in which I hope to enjoy so much. Now we will cross
the Atlantic, and if the sea air does not restore you, as I

hope it will, a summer in Switzerland and Germany will

assist your cure, and an Italian climate. complete it."
"It will be very pleasant," said Helen, "and if I am

to live I shall be glad to be well and strong again, and be

able to enter upon my life work.

"What do you mean," replied her father, anxiously.

"You surely do not intend to accompany your brother to

Liberia."
"I am not going to Liberia," said Charles.

"I thought you told me yesterday that you should de-

vote your life to a missionary work."

So I shall- but it is to my own countrymen, in my

native land. There is much to be done here, before it

can be of great use to colonize Liberia."

"Ah," said the colonel, a little puzzled, "I did not un-
derstand your views."

They are these. It seems to me that the attention
of those who desire to overthrow the monstrous system

of oppression and injustice which disgraces this country
should be directed, in a great degree, to the work of edu-
cating and elevating the negro race residing in the North-
ern States. The force of prejudice and circumstance
has hitherto kept the mass on a level which was only
elevated above that of the well-kept servant of the south,
because it was on the vantage ground of freedom an
inmense difference ini reality, as is proved by the heroic

MISSIONARY GROUND.
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efforts made to attain and hold it, but with such apparent

similarity that slaveholders are continually pointing to

our colored population as proof of the incapacity of the

race for self-support and self-guidance. Helen has told

me of this, and I have seen something of it myself;

but I never realized until lately how strongly and bitterly

the minds of northern men were tinctured with the idea.

of the white man's supremacy, and how coldly and dis-

dainfully they look on when one of the oppressed people

is struggling to rise."

He spoke with much feeling, and the color flushed

Helen's face as she listened; for both remembered many

disagreeable evidences of the prejudice against color

which they had already experienced, and deep in the

heart of each lay a thought too painful to be lightly

uttered, yet well understood by their companions.,

-"If this is the case," said Colonel Bell, after a pause,

during which no one had spoken, "why do you ry to

fight against it? Why not -agree to my proposition, claim

your right to be called one of the superior race, and go

with your sister and me to those countries where it will

not be contradicted or disputed. If there is this hatred

between the races,-- and I believe there is - it will be

much better for philanthropic people to send the negroes

back to Africa for if they liye together one must be

depressed."
" -thought so, too, at one time," said Mr.. Avenel.- "I

was a great friend of the 'Colonization Society,' and

looked with much hope on the republic of Liberia. But
I am less sanguine now, and it seems a less hopeful
enterprise to send ignorant, half-civilized beings among
a horde' of savages, who could readily teach them barba-
rism, but would be slow to learn or appreciate the,re-
straints of civilization. If a great work is done here, in
America,.first, that colony republic may be the regenera-
tion of Africa ; but if crude- and imperfect materials only
are furnished from these shores, how can we expect to
find there the tools necessary to fashion them into a
glorious and perfect temple of Christianity and free-
dom?"

"It may be as you 'say," replied Colonel Bell; "I have
never thought much about it. Indeed, until recently, I
have never considered it worth much thought."

"And then it is utterly impossible for the coldred pop-
ulation of this country to be expatriated in any considera-
ble numbers,"continued Mr. Avenel, "and it is idle to
talk of it. For better or for worse, they are here, and

must always remain our countrymen ; and ILdo not con-
sider it any evil, There are some fine traitsin the Afri-
can character, which more favorable-,circumstances will
develop to the admiration of the world, and in agreeable
contrast to thei antagonistic vices ofA the Anglo-Saxons.
There need be no slavery, either of law or of-public opin-
ion, in consequence of this occupation of the country.
When both raees. become more -lightened, iore Chris-
tianized, -they can live together-as peaceably, and with a
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much mutual profit, as, in other countries, races as distinct

and less intermixed have lived and flourished."

" But will that time ever come ? " said Helen, a little

despondingly. "I am willing to work for it; but in think-

ing of the past and present, I confess my faith is hardly

strong enough to overcome my fears."

"Yes," replied her brother, - and his clear eyes lighted

with that earnest enthusiasm of hope which seemed like

prophecy,-" yes, that day will come; and though you

and I will not live to see it, we can rejoice to know that

this tearful seed time shall then produce such glorious

and abundant harvest. We are working for it, and our

reward is in the grand future of eternity; for the feeblest

effort is never lost."

Colonel Bell looked at him with surprise and some per-

plexity. These philanthropic aims and struggles were so

different from the tenor of his own life, that he could

hardly understand them, or the motives from whence

theysprang.

"iThis, then, is your work," he said, thoughtfully.

"You mean to try to elevate this miserable people, whose

condition has certainly been the most soothing considera-

tion for the awakened conscience of a slaveholder. I

think you are right in supposing that if it could be done

- if the negroes could become refined, educated, thrifty

it would be the most fearful blow ever struck at that

southern institution, which I have cursed and hated as

bitterly as you do, though not as unselfishly. But,

t
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Charles, I tell you it will be labor thrown away - this
project of yours. Never was a gown-trodden race ele-
vated except through their own efforts; where they rely
upon others, they only change masters. Their help must
come from themselves."

"You are right," said Charles; "the struggle, the toil,
the victory must be theirs, but they can be encouraged and
incited to effort by the labor of others. Nobody can do
their work for them, and until they see its importance, and
enter upon it resolutely, patiently, and with a persever-"
ance which no obstacles can overcome, the day of their
redemption will be delayed; but others can furnish them
with tools for their work, with arms for their warfare."
He paused, and then added, earnestly and with dignity,
"Linked as I am with both races, yet cut off from all
that once bound me to regard the prejudices of the one,
I give myself to the claims of the other. My labor will
be humble, but it will not be in vain. Some have already
entered this field, and more will follow; and Americans
have' such ,a propensity to admire people who struggle
and conquer, that slowly but surely public opinion will
change, and they, we,-who have been the jest and
scorn of our countrymen, will come to be respected far
the worth and power which we shall develop,"

"And when that day comes the death-nell of slavery
has sounded,'i said Mrs. Avenel, her dark eyes kindling.
"It is for this work I wish Henry to be educated."

(
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Colonel Bell had not replied to Charles, for he could

not fully sympathize with his enthusiasm, and he was not

pleased that his son persisted in reminding himself and

them of his connection with the people for whom he was

to labor; therefore, when Helen said;. playfully, in reply

to Mrs. Avenel's remark, "What a missionary trio we

shall be! What an amount of good we shall accom-

plish! " he rejoined, almost sharply, -

"Why do you say we? What do you expect to have

to do with it?

"0, I shall keep school, and try to make myself use-

ful in various ways," she answered, smiling, "besides the

very important primary use of being mistress of a home

for my brother, and a confidant of his cares."

1"Please yourself with such visions if you will," said

Colonel Bell, watching with a jealous pang the affection

which beamed from her beautiful eyes, as they looked up

to Charles- "but I hope to have you both in a far pleas-

anter home than the one you have pictured, before many

months have passed."

"You must not tempt me too strongly to a life of

indolence, for employment is the best thing for both of

us," Helen replied. "Active benevolence is the only sure

preventive against vain regrets. We shall become un-

happy if we are idle."

" You have promised to be contented with my plans

for you until your health is restored-; and by that time I

hope. to have made myself as necessary to you as you

now are to me," replied Colonel Bell, in a low voice,
pressing her hand; " when your play time is over will be
time enough to talk about work;" and unwilling to en-
counter further opposition, he was glathat the summons

to the tea table just then put an end to the..conversation.
During the time which intervened between this even-

ing and the time fixed for their departure, Colonel Bell
tried every available argument to induce Charles to
accompany Helen and himself abroad; but Charles was
anxious to enter upon the labor to which he was self-
devoted, and firmly declined the -tempting offer. Helen
would not have consented to leave him; but her health
was much worn with the long agony she had endured,

and the physicians ordered change of'scene and climate
as indispensable to her recovery. Her father's kindness
and generosity, so delicately proffered, could not fail to
excite her gratitude, and gradually won for him some
return to the affection he lavished- upon her ; but she
lung to her brother& with an ardor, which made separation
doubly painful to them both. To be with him, to cheer
and comfort his hours of loneliness, to share his labors,
seemed now the only pleasant lot on earth; and she
could hardly conceal her lack of interest in the glowing
schemes of amusement which Colonel Bell delighted to
bring before her mind.

But he was patient. He was determined to wi her
heart, and in his correspondence with her through the
winter, and now inhias daily intercourse, he watched her

)
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assiduously, and strove to assimilate his tastes to hers, to

become familiar with the subjects which most interested

her, and to gain command over the subtle springs of

emotion and thought. To the Avenels, who had known

him only as a quiet, stern, and latterly as an anxious

and care-worn man, it was strange to see how, in Helen's

presence, he seemed rejuvenated - full of the long-for-

gotten enthusiasm of his youth, and eager to please her

lightest wish. By degrees they were all coming into a

chastened and healthy state of feeling. They had cour-

age now to look calmly at their bitter disappointment,

their cruel adversity; to realize all it involved, and yet to

see some happiness left in life, and to think of their fel-

low-men without impatience or misanthropy. With the

children this was the result of religious faith, and the

germ of that heavenly peace over the growth of which

the mutations of time can have no power. With the

father it was the consequence of new hopes and plans,

wherein he expected a more entire satisfaction than in

those which had been overthrown - expectations that

years might prove as unstable and uncertain as their pred-

ecessors.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIxTH-

"Know you what it is when anguish, with apocalyptic nzeve,
To a Pythian height dilates you, and despair sublimes to power-?

It plucks UP the social fictions,-bloody-rooted though leaf-verdant,-
Treads them down with words of shaming -all the purple and the gold,

And the I'landed stakes'I and I'lordships,'- all that spirits pure and ardent
Are cast out of love and reverence, because chancing not to hold."

HUBERT WA nZR arose, weakened in constitution and
with nerves all unstrung, from the long and dangerous
fever, which, although perhaps, contracted before he left
Cuba, was tensely aggravated by the distress and ex-
citement of those first days after his return. At the time
Helen left the neighborhood he was raving wildly in
delirium, and when reason returned, and they were
obliged to answer, his repeated deniands for her pres-
ence by telling him of her departure, the news came
near causing a relapse that would have been fatal.

But as he slowly recovered, a moody irritability took
the place, of the impatient longing he: had felt for her;
he ceased to speak of her, and silenced the children who
had been delighted because -in; his chamber they were
allowed the privilege, nowhere else* enjoyed, of talking
endlessly of their dear and; never-to-be-forgotten liss
Helen. Old feelings, old -thoughtse were reasserting

4,*. (OPY,
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their dominion. He was trying to make himself believe

that he could perhaps live without her ; that it was a

folly unworthy of his manhood.to throw away every thing'

for love; that she had shown a wilful pride, inconsistent

with any deep affection for him, and an unpardonable cold-

ness of heart, in leaving him at a time when his life trem-

bled in the balance between death and recovery. Mrs.

Avenel could have removed this last conviction, which an-

gered and pained him intolerably, because it bore some

semblance of truth; but he was too feeble to be master

of his own actions, and by a very skilful series of manou-

vres he was prevented from having any private conversa-.

tion with one who.alone could have told him Helen was

ignorant of his situation, then and afterwards. Thus he

was left to brood over this thought - tq contrast her con-

tinued silence with the warm anxiety he had manifested

concerning her illness - and to persuade himself that for

a being so cold, so implacabl , so haughtily independent,

it was not worth his while to sacrifice the earnest wishes

and cherished prejudices of the family who were so ten-

derly devoted to him,

Occasionally it occurred to him that he was acting over

again the old fable of the wolf and the lamb, and that his

anger was unreasonable; and there were moments when,

recalling her sensitiveness and delicacy of feeling, he

forgot to wonder at her apparent want of interest in his

danger, and blamed himself more than her. Once he

exerted himself, until he was'exhausted, in writing a letter

to her, and for days after waited in feverish impatience
for a reply, unconscious that those who .were deter--
mined to make his union with Helen impossible had
destroyed his epistle without a single misgiving. It was
midwinter before he recovered sufficiently to leave home -
and at that season he was assured a journey northward
would certainly be fatal to him an assurance in which
his own reason joined. Embittered and weary of life, he
acceded to the advice of a physician, and the entreaties
of his family, and embarked for a voyage to the Mediter-
ranean.

From Genoa he wandered through Italy, noting, with-
out enthusiasm, its thousand appeals to an all-absorbing
interest; though the air of melancholy and desolation
which hangs over this "Niobe of Nations" accorded
pleasantly with the vague, half-acknowledged conscious-
ness of loss and defeat which continually accompanied him.

If Helen had died loving and knowing herself be.
loved, he could have borne it; perhaps in time he might
have loved again. But to lose her thus, to know she was
still living, and that a few days or weeks might bring him
to her side, and yet never more to- see her, never to hear
her voice, or the sound of her light footsteps, but to be-
haunted ever by the memory of their last-intervieW, t
know that she deemed him recreant, false, and failing in
the hour of trial,:incapable of the generous solf-dovotion

she had expected, and which e could have miet with a
1ob1e ron icitiou h-MWa he t gaded hi i
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santly, and moved him with irresistible heart yearnings,
over which distance and the lapse of time had no power.

Yet the journey which abated his mental disease so little

quite removed the physical malady; for it is a fact that

the sensitive muscle called the heart can, under certain

circumstances, endure a great deal of suffering, without

interfering very much with the action of the digestive

organs, or the secretions of the adipose tissue. As spring

advanced he turned his steps towards Paris, intending to

return thence, through England, homeward.

The day after his arrival in this city of the world, he

was sauntering through the gardens of the Tuileries,

when his attention was attracted by a group sitting some-

what apart from any other, in a shady and quiet nook.

It was a lady of middle age, whose fair and placid face,

deeply touched with sadness, hardly needed the green

ribbon which bound her eyes to tell she was blind; for

beneath the forced repose of. her manner were seen that

quick starting at any sound, and that expression of the

intense vigilance of every other sense, which distinguish

persons bereft of sight. At her feet sat a beautiful young

girl, with one hand clasped in her mother's, while the

other held a book, over which her face was bent with an

air of deep interest, as she read aloud.

There was something so attractive in this tableau, con-

trasting as it did with the vivacity of the butterfly groups

in the background, that Hubert angered a moment to

watch them. The girl Wa s readig that exquisite story

of Picciola, and as he passed, her clear voice reached his
ear, with these words,

" Scence, esprit, beauty, jeunesse, fortune, tout -ici bas
est impuissant a .donner le bonheur."

" Teresa ajouta, 'Sans l'amour P
"It is true," he murmured, audibly, as he walked on.

"Have I not proved its truth ? Six weary months I have
struggled vainly to find contentment in whatever the
world had of pleasure, without Helen. I have denied my
better nature, of which she was the good angel, and fried
to believe I could at last forget her. It is in vain; and
now a child's lips echo the whisper of my own heart, and
warn me that without her there is no hope of happiness.
I will go to her, and if she can forgive -- the world is
wide enough, and we can find a home."

Wrapped in such musings, he wandered on, and found
himself at length before the Louvre. He entered, and
for a while yielded to the pleasure of recognizing the pic-
tures which had excited his admiration during a visit some
years previous. An hour or two had elapsed, and as he
was standing before one of Rubens's masterpieces, he was
aroused from a revery by a conversation between two gen-
tlemen beside him.

"Is it not perfect, as I told you?" said one enthusi-
astically, continuing a remark of which Hubert had lost
the first sentence. "Notice the contour of her head and
shoulders, and the chiselling of her feature.- I wish her

hat was removed, that you might see her hair -- it is



magnificent. She is too thin, as all American women

are, but otherwise she is faultless."

" You are right," said his companion; ." and yet the

charm of that beauty is not in feature or form, so much

as in expression. I should like to know that woman;

she must be one of the noblest of womankind, one of

great purity and strength of character, capable of enjoy-

ing and suffering much. And if I mistake not, she has.

suffered. There is more than ill health in the tender

pensiveness of that face."

. Hubert's eyes followed the direction of theirs; his,

heart gave one mighty throb, and then stood still, and for

a moment all grew indistinct about him. But in that

throb it shook off forever all the selfishness and worldly

pride which had trammelled and palsied its workings, and

rose up free and pure, a. true and noble heart, stronger

and better for the conflict it had endured.

Helen Dupr6 was at a short distance from him, seated

before Murillo's picture of The Assumption. Entranced

in thought, her attitude reminded him of the morning he

had found her thus absorbed, in the green shadow of the

forest ; but the face which then was bent downward was

now raised a little, as her eyes were fixed on the painting,

and in the light which fell from above, over cheek and

brow, hd saw that though the freshness and bloom of that

morning had departed, she had gained in its -stead an

ethereal loveliness,-delicate and holy;,and the expression

which her features wore made her seem the living: coun-
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terpart of the picture upon. which she gazed. To Helen
it spoke volumes, that figure of the Virgin, rising &mid
floating clouds of glory,. angel faces around her, angel
hands sustaining and- beckoning her upward. She who
had been the Mater Dolorosa, bowed with anguish, - she
to whom it had'been said in the first blessedness of ma-
ternal love, "A sword shall pierce thine heart," where

wer' the traces of her sorrow and her tears? Her strug-

gles and pangs were over now; she 'understood the pur-
poses of God in that keen heart wound,- and if some lines
of chastened grief still -lingered round her mouth, the
glorious upturned eyes overspread them with the light of
perfect knowledge and unending joy.

Deep into Helen's heart sank this foreshadowing of
spiritual triumph,.of the 'blessedness of those who enter
heaven "out of great tribulation;" and she was unaware
how long she had been left alone, when Colonel Bell re-
turned to her side, accompanied :by a gentleman whom
Hubert instantly remembered, having formed a very pleas-

ant acquaintance with him during the few--weeks-he had
spent in Rome. He was also known to the gentleman
who still remained near Hubert, and who now said to his
companion,

" Ha! there is Clarendon ! I thought he could not be
far away. Colonel Bell evidently favors his suit,

"And he is enamoured as evidently," replied the other.
"Head over heels -heels over head.. He's done for
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this world, if he don't succeed there," said his friend,

laughing.

" He hasn't made a very great impression yet, howev.er.

I see it in her expression. What a face she has! Can

you introduce me?"

" I should hardly like to take the liberty, upon the very

slight acquaintance I have as yet established with their

party. I have only admired at a distance; but I mean to'

know her better, and then -"

" Since I am a married man, you will not be afraid.

Well, I will be patient;" and the two moved away.

Hubert knit his brows as he met the frank, prepossess-

ing appearance of the younger stranger, and glared with

furious eyes upon his quondam English friend, who was

moving along the gallery by Helen's side, talking to her

with a manner which would have convinced a less acute

observer of his ultimate intentions. To lose her was bad

enough; but to see her wooed, and perhaps won - to be

so near, and know she was utterly unconscious and unex-

pecting -it was enough to justify any act of madness;

and for an instant he was tempted to thrust aside the

crowd, and upbraid her openly that she could smile so

calmly, and listen with so much interest, or that she dared

receive from any other man the homage it was once his

right alone to bestow. Clarendon was one whom any

woman might be proud to love, and Hubert had heard

woman's heart is often caught in its rebound from an un-

happy attachment.
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Yet he could not speak to her there for the first time.
The words with which he should meet her no ear but
hers must hear; and he followed at a distance, himself
unseen, until they descended to their carriage. Then
entering another, he promised the driver a large reward to
track its predecessor to a dwelling-place; and after a lono
drive, he had the satisfaction of seeing Helen and the
colonel enter the court of a spacious and elegant hotel.
A few words to the coachman induced him to enter the
porterie, and acquire a little further information.

"Do monsieur and mademoiselle reside here?"
"They do."

"How long will they remain?"
The porter could not tell.
"Are they at home in the evenings?"

"Monsieur sometimes goes out, but mademoiselle
never."

This was sufficient, and driving back to his hotel, Hu-
bert made himself ready for an evening visit.

When, a few hours later, Hubert entered their hotel,
he inquired first for Colonei Bell. But he was absent;
and not wishing to shock Helen by appearing too sud-
denly before her, he sent up his card, but followed close
behind .jthe servant, and waited . while he went in.
Through the half-open door he saw her rise sudden-
Iy as she read the name, exclaiming, in an agitated man-

;ner,--.

44
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"Where is he? Where did you find this? Who

brought it?"

"Monsieur waits," said the servant; but before he had

time to utter more, Hubert was at his side, and he with-

drew silently.

Helen stood with her hand pressed against her heart.

She desired to receive him calmly and proudly, to be self-

collected and assured; but the effort was vain. Her

hand dropped powerlessly, and pallid and speechless, she

sank down upon the sofa. Scarcely less faint and trem-

bling, Hubert knelt at her feet, and pressed that cold

hand to his lips.

"See me in my old place," he said; "hear me ask you

again the boon I entreated then - the boon I have longed

for since. Tell me, have you forgiven me?"

For a little while she did not reply; and her eyes,

fixed on him., expressed only such stony surprise and dis-

tress, that he was alarmed; but slowly these yielded to

the sway of gentler emotions, and tears, gathering un-

heeded, rolled over her cheeks, as he added, earnestly,

"Speak to iig Helen ! Will you not even speak to

me ? Do you, then, utterly hate me?"

"0, why are you here? " she murmured, incoherently,

withdrawing her hands from his, and clasping them to-

gether; "why did you come ? I thought the worst was

over; I thought I had suffered all; I was beginning to

be less miserable; and now it is all to be endured. again

-the struggle, the torture, the terrible pain of parting."

F
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" Then you have suffered! 0 Helen, I feared you had
learned to live without me! You love me still, or you
would not be thus strongly moved. We will never part
again; the whole world is to me as nothing without you.
Look at me, dearest; speak to me; remember all the
weary months I have pined to hear your voice."

He spoke rapidly, passionately, scarcely knowing what
he said; but his tone, his gesture, his- beseeching eyes,
aroused in her soul a fearful excitement, before which all
the barriers of her strong determination were swept away.
Her veins throbbed wildly, and her frame shivered with a
feverish chill.- The past and the future were alike forgot--
ten in the exquisite joy which succeeded the first shock
of that unexpected meeting.

"0 Hubert, Hubert!" she said, slowly, holding out
both hands to him. The words fell from her lips uncon-
sciously, while her face beamed with an entranced and .
ardent love.

But when, seating himself beside her, he seized those
hands, and would have pressed her to his heart, she re-
pelled him, struggling feebly for a momentary firmness;
and as she turned away her head, she said, in broken
murmurs, "0, no, this must not be. Go; leave me; it
is all in vain; other ties, other duties-

"\What can you mean?" he exclaimed, vehemently.
"What duty can separate us? Helen, tell me," and
his voice grew colder, --"6have you formed other ties?
Rave I endured so many pangs, so many conflicts, only
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to be trifled with and scorned at last? Have you dared

to make new vows? 0, what do I say? Do you, can

you love another?"

"0 , never! never!" she cried; and in sudden aban-

donment she threw herself upon his breast. Close in his

arms he clasped her, and with caressing and gentle words

he soothed the tumult of her heart and brain.

" How you frightened me, Helen, dear, when you spoke

of other ties, other duties! " he said, at length. " For

a moment I thought that in rashness or despair you had

made some engagement which would separate us. Now

we will never again be parted."

She was calm then, and made no effort tor rise from her

resting-place, but her voice was very firm in its low, pa-

thetic tones, as she answered, -

" Do you then dream such happiness can be ours? It

is enough to have seen you once more, to know that my

confidence in you was not misplaced, to hear again words

warm and earnest, like your first words of love, and to

be able henceforth to forget that fearful time, when even

you seemed to forsake me. 0 Hubert, to forget it as if

it had never been, and through my lonely days to wear

your image shined within my heart, -I thank God for

this; now it will not be so hard to part

"Why do you speak only of parting? - of separa-

tion ?" said her lover. "Your calmness and sadness

terrify me. Helen, I tell you you are mine, and no power

on earth shall tear you from my arms."

"It is vain," she replied, with a melancholy smile.
"You are noble and generous; but we must part. And
now, Hubert, it will be easier to bid you go, to tell you
we must not meet again, now that I have this blessed
hour to look back upon, and to live over, and to bring
before my mental vision, as men who are starving are said
to picture to themselves the most delicious fruits and vi-
ands. And I haye other support, too, which I had not
when I last saw you. Hubert, all the trials of this life
appear to me far easier to be borne, since I have trusted
in God and hoped in heaven. To the life which is to
come I look forward with ardent longings; and I tell you
this, that you may know, when you leave me, I am not
left alone."

"Dearest," he murmured, with a choking of the voice,
and his eyes were suffused with' tears as he pressed her
yet closer to his heart. Then, moved by a sudden
thought, he asked, -

"Was it not of this you were thinking this afternoon,
when you sat before the picture of The Assumption?
I could hardly understand your expression then, but now
I know what it meant."

" Did you see me? " she exclaimed, in surprise.

" I did; I was with you all the afternoon; I followed
you home," Hubert answered.

"0 , spy! and I knew nothing of it!" she said; and
her face lighted with one of the bright, flashing smiles

44*
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which had made his pulses leap a thousand times

before.
He was charmed to have surprised her into forgetfulness,

of her settled grief, and continued, with his eyes fixed

tenderly upon her, -

" No, you did not know it. No intuition told you I

was near, and my heart bursting with jealousy. 0,
naughty Miss Helen! I was ,not so unconscious when

you were near."

"Jealousy ! Pray tell me what could, stir that pas-

sion."
" I was jealous of Clarendon. He loves you, Helen;

but he must hope no longer, for you are mine now - my

wife."
He spoke in an assured, joyous manner; but the shad-

ow fell again over Helen's face, and she shook her head,

sadly.
"Do not say that word again; it cannot be. We must

part, and it is time these sad, sweet moments were ended.

You know I cannot be your wife."

" Why not ? "
" Why do you ask? " she replied, with an expression

of deep pain. "The same objections which existed once

exist now. We could not live in peace in our native

land."
" Let us live elsewhere, then. I tell you, Helen, your

gentler n&tu saal not be er . xed be t this iron load
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of duty. And for myself, you know I am not a man to
protest and swear, but I say simply, I cannot and I will
not live without you. The ideas that might call for such
a sacrifice .do not obtain in these countries - do not pur-
sue one to the outer edge of those distinctions which sep-
arate races. Even if your origin were known, no one
here would scoff at you, and men would only envy me for
the good fortune of possessing you. Helen, mydarling,

we can be happy here. You will find quite a different
tone of public feeling from that you left across the At-
lantic."

"But your home, your parents, your family,".persisted
Helen.

"'They are mine no longer, since I cannot have both
them and you. They have their prejudices -prejudices

which I have shared, and therefore cannot blame them for
holding so exclusively, and which I candidly admit I con-
sider generally well founded, and entitled to respect.
But you, my peerless, my beautiful, you are an exception
to all rules; you make it right for a man to forsake all
former opinions, and literally to obey the Scripture in-
junction, to leave father and mother, and cling to, the
wife. Before I found you in the Louvre this afternoon, I

intended to return home immediately, and find you, and
tell you what I have told you now. I have lived six

months without you, I have tried what time could do, I
have heard all -agumeats, and to thisresolve Iad come,

'A
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deliberately. You love me ; I hoped, I believed it still,

i spite of your coldness in leaving me so ill, and in re-

fusing to answer my letter."

"Your letter! I received none! Have you been

ill?"

"Did you not know it? 0 Helen, I am glad! That

was all I blamed-you for! " he cried, with eager joy. "I

was very ill at the time you left Mrs. Avenel's, and for a

long time after. I could not wonder you accompanied

your brother, bu-I was surprised you should never send

to inquire for me, or reply to my letter. They told me

there was no message from you."

" There was none," said Helen, sadly, "for I received

no letter, and was not informed of your illness. They

were determined to separate us, and knowing this, can

I, ought I, to accept your love -to allow this sacri-

flce ? "

"There is but one thing which can be a sacrifice to me,

and that is, to give you up. 0, my best beloved, you are

more to me than kindred or home, more than life itself.

There is no joy but to be with you, no sorrow which you

cannot lighten." And as he spoke, he caught her again

to his heart. She yielded. Her womanly nature could

not but yield to the force of that earnest, manly love;

but when gazing earnestly into the fond eyes bent upon

her, she murmured, hesitatingly,

" Can this be right? 0 Hubert, if you should live to

regret it!"
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He quelled the lingering doubt and fear, by answering,
playfully, yet earnestly,

"If it never was right before, and never will be again,
we will make it right for this once. I will be to you the
beau ideal of a husband, and you shall be to me such a
wife, that no mortal, in witnessing our perfect happiness,
shall dream of whispering, in his most secret thoughts,
that word regret."

Ta
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"0 thoughtless lassie, life's a faught;
Tho canniest gate, the strife is sair;

But aye fu' hau't is fechtin best,
An' hungry care's an unco care;

But some will spend, and some will spare,
An' wilfu' folk maun hae their will;

Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair,
Keep mind that ye maun drink the yfil."

Ix the southland the ,summers come and go, the

flowers bloom and fade; and during the sleep of na-

ture, the brown leaves fall before the rushing rain; and

slowly, steadily, surely, the unchanging .pulse of Time

throbs onv rd to its death hour. But in that land of

sunshine lives one to whom, through day and night, the

hours seem to falter and stand still.

She lives in a stately mansion, situated on the slope of

a green valley, surrounded with fruits and flowers, and ex-

tensive pleasure grounds, and paths that lead through shady

places to pleasant bowers ; and all which can delight the

eye or charm the sense seems gathered there. But the

house is of stone, and the windows have heavy gratings;

and though the doors stand ever open, and no word of

restraint is breathed to any of its inmates,',the moment

any one steps outside its walls another person joins her,
(526)
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walks beside her, follows her untiringly, with a quick eye to
mark each motion, and a strong arm to prevent escape from
this espionage; and should these pleasant paths be followed
to their bound, one would find a wide level space between
the trees and a high brick wall, which encloses all the do-
main. Inside the house are books in profusion, musical
instruments, rich furniture and paintings, all that culti-
vated and refined life demands ; and the groups who move
through the halls or loiter in the rooms, singing, chatting,
or engaged in some light, feminine employment, might ap-
pear at first glance to be happy in their retreat from the
world. One almost wonders what should cause the alert,
watchful expression in the eyes of those of them who
seem to play the part of host and hostess, and the half-
concealed unhappiness andsecret fear which a little atten-
tion can discover in the faces of their guests. But listen
and you will find that mirth fitfil and unintelligent, that
conversation babbling wildly through the most contra-
dictory and absurd ideas, and the gloom and tears 'Which

often follow equally causeless and unnatural; and in
some countenances the fierce look of determination which
indicates a dangerous insanity. These are they to whom

the most constant vigilance is directed, and who often dis-

appear from their companions behind a strong iron door,
that shuts off a distant part of the house; from whence
sometimes wild shrieks or muffled cries are heard, or yells
and curses that chill the listener's blood with horror.

But she who curses oftenest curses silently. She marks
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the sun rise and set behind the circling forest, from whose

dark bound her weary eyes turn, loathing the light, which

reveals the barrier that shuts her up in more complete

solitude and isolation from the inhabited world.

Yet when the night omes darkling over the gardens and

the lonely house, and one by one the lights go, out in the

various windows, y deeper gloom, a more intense desola-

tion, broods over her spirit, and she waters her prayerless

couch with tears of despairing rage. She mingles little

in the society which the family affords, and takes no inter-

est in the fancied joys or woes that overcloud the diseased

minds of her fellow-sufferers. She smiles in bitter scorn

at their puerile cares and fears, and thrills with shuddering

dread at the gibbering cries which sometimes reach her

ears; for there is a dark foreboding in her soul that she

may one day pass behind the bolted door into the corridor

of the iron-furnished cells.

Yet haughty and unyielding as ever, she will do noth-

ing to avert such a fate. She talks but little to the kind-

hearted matron, who pities and would amuse her; and she

will not go often into the garden or the parlors, for only

in her own room can she hope to be alone. She is quiet

now, and yields a sullen obedience to the rules of the

house, so far as they are enforced in her case, and troubles

no one with outcries or complaints; yet there was a time,

when she first entered this mansion, she spared them no

means of annoyance, and used every argument, every

entreaty, every wild aAd desperate endeavor to escape.
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But when, at length, she came to personal violence, and
really, for a time, insane with fear and anger, attempted
the life of her attendant, she was brought under the
strict regimen of the hospital: her beautiful hair was
shaved, her limbs confined in a strait jacket of strong
silk, her food was prison diet, -- none the more pal-
atable that it was served on silver and china from her
own dwelling, -and for weeks she wore around her
delicate wrists bracelets which denied her the use of her
bands. They had been provided by Colonel Bell, when
he was told of her unhappy state, and as if in mockery
of her love of ornament, they were of gilded iron.

Her cha mber is furnished magnificently, and- her ward-
robe complete as if she were. daily receiving crowds of
visitors. New music and new novels, as they appear in
the market, are sent to her; even new dresses, and laces,
and sets of jewelry arrive from time to' time by her hus-
band's order. He says it is from a desire to afford her
every indulgence consistent with safe keeping,; but if he
meant it for a bitter sarcasm, he could not devise one that
would be more deeply felt. Sometimes, when these gifts
are opened, she spits upon them and tears them; some-
times she sends them back, or bids them be packed-again
and put away until she leaves her prison. But she is
growing less and less hopeful that that time will ever
come, and she is losing. her interest in dressing herself '
finely, and trying to preserve her beauty. Her hair hai
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grown out thin and coarse, and wrinkles are becoming

indelible on her brow and cheek. Poor Clara Bell !

From the Bible her mother sent her she turns away in

proud and unbelieving rebellion; and what other hope

or comfort is left for her in life!

In their pleasant home, Edgar Ayenel and his noble

wife enjoy all of happiness which this world can bestow.

If there are anxieties and griefs in that home, if there are

heart achings and tears, they are only such as are insep-

arable from humanity - soft summer showers, which,

though they cloud the sky a little while, are necessary to

moisten the soil which too much sunshine might render

hard and sterile. Honored and beloved by all, their lives

flew on serenely, in unostentatious goodness and charity

towards all mankind.

Thank God, ther9 are many such families scattered up

and down among the hills and valleys o' our native land,

the sum of whose daily existence, unknown and unre-

corded of Fame, it takes not many words to tell; yet

from them shall go forth sons and daughters, whose

influence in the "good time coming," shall be powerful

to shield our country from the ruin with which it is men-

aced by the deeds of evil men.

Sometimes there is seen by this fireside a quiet gentle-

man, the expression of whose features, slightly touched

with'melancholy, and his raven locks sprinkled over with

gray hairs, tell more of sorrow than of years. Yet it is a
gentle and holy sorrow, not obtrusive and complaining,
but worn rather as a shield against the evil and folly o

the world -a sacred amulet, the gift of one who has
passed beyond the skies.

To the oppressed children of his mother's race Charles
Dupr6 is at once an example and a missionary. To some
his life work seems humble ; but he has studied the sub-
ject in its true bearings, having in view not what these
degraded people are, but what they are capable of be-
coming; and in devoting himself to the labor of raising
them, through religion and education, he cares not for
the scorn of those who have neither the capacity to un-
derstand, nor the feeling to appreciate his motives. He
has had many trials even Ifom those for whom he labors
-- there have been moments when his heart has fainted
within him; but he has found also good and true helpers,
noble men who have bid him Pod speed, and given him
substantial aid-*for his schools And his churches; and in
watching the slow development of the ideas he is implant-
ing, he experiences a quiet joy, and for his reward he

looks to the great future of eternity. Of Julie and of
har early death he' never speaks, but his silence is not
sullen or misanthropic. In the secret chamber of his
soul there is a veiled image, clothed in saintly white, be-
fore which the flame of an undying love burns bright and
clear; and to none but the compassionate eye of God can
his hand ever open the portals of that sacred shrine.
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There is another home, in which Charles Dupr6 is ever a

welcome guest. Directly opposite Edgar Avenel's man-

sion, so near that the glad young voices can, in summer

be plainly heard there, and in winter the cheery firelight

almost casts its glow upon the window, stands a small

but elegant cottage, within whose quiet bounds his step-

mother has established herself, to spend the remainder of

her days. With her pliant and trustful disposition, it was

easy to convince her that her daughter was really in the

unfortunate condition which Colonel Bell had alleged, as

a reason for her sudden disappearance ; and when she had

gone with him to the retreat he had provided, and heard

the physician's opinion of her case, she made no further

opposition to their refusal to allow her an interview with

Clara.

Indeed, after her first dismay and distress had subsided,

it was almost a relief to think that the strange and malicious

traits which she had noticed in Clara's character were the

result of a diseased brain, rather than the outworking

of a depraved heart. The coldness and unkindness of

word and deed, over which she had privately mourned

when manifested towards herself and those in whom she

was interested; the bursts of anger and cruelty towards

her helpless servants, which were beginning to be known

and commented upon -in the neighborhood, and through

her own domestics had reached her ears ; the vanity and

selfishness which every year seemed to strengthen; the

scornful repugnance to religious truth -all the poisonous
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and hateful weeds which, overgrowing the soil of Clara's
heart, had choked the seeds a mother's hand once im-
planted there, she could now think of with sorrowful and
pitying excuses, for the' mental malady"had warped a
nature that might otherwise have been pure and lovely.

For some months she remained in her old home, going
occasionally, and sending often, to inquire for her daugh-
ter's health ; but the report continued unfavorable,~ and
she was never allowed to see her; and at length beginning
to believe her case was as they reported, incurable, she,
with the submission which had become a habit, resigned
herself to the direction of others.

Mr. Avenel had for many years been urging her to
give up the establishment at the Pines, and locate herself
near them, if she did not choose to accept a home in his
family. She wished to retain the servants who had spent
their lives with her, and with these she removed to the
cottage which was built by her desire. Her husband's will
had been such that all the other human beings belonging
to the estate passed into Clara's possession at his death;
and Colonel Bell with alacrity aided the widow to settle
her affairs in the south, and prepare for a residence near
her other children. He had been uniforpnly polite to her;
and now he seemed so kind, so sympathetic, and anxious
for her comfort, that she reproached herself for having
allowed Clara's representations to prejudice her against
him. His conscience reproved him somewhat for the
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deception he was practising upon her simple-hearted cre-;)

dulity; but he excused himself by thinking that with'

Edgar and his family she would be far happier than she

could be if left, in her declining years, to the scanty

kindness which was the utmost Clara's nature could

bestow.

And in fact this is 'the case. The mother's heart can-

not forget her child, and she writes constantly to Clara,

and thinks of her daily, with pity and with prayers. But

Edgar had been to her from childhood scarcely less dear

than Clara, and always had repaid her love with more

affectionate regard; and now, after years of separation,

her tenderness, so long repressed and chilled by those who

should most have cherished it, -her husband and her

child, - flows forth to find itself welcomed and blessed

by hearts as warm as her own. The children, who are as

much at home with her as in their father's house, call to

her face such smiles as have not lingered there since the

happy days of her girlhood; and'amid such tender and

watchful affection she is repaid for many an hour of anxi-

ety and trial.

Ned Conant is growing up, mirthful and fun-loving as

when a boy; but his free and manly nature scorns the

trammels which will make his father all his days a slave

to worldliness. If he is too independent and somewhat

reckless in his exuberant youth, it is a comfort to know

that
"E'en his failings lean to virtue's side,"
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and are but the rebound from the maxims of timidity.and
time-serving which his childhood heard.

Mrs. Conant never recovered from the shock of Julie's
death. Her husband has grown bitter and more desper-
ately prejudiced against men of color, and will not allow
Charles Dupr6's name mentioned in his presence; but
she contrives to hear of him through Ned's constant friend-

ship, and sometimes sends him, secretly, little tokens of
her interest in his welfare. But she has not courage to

espouse the cause in which he is engaged, or even to

speak of him; and she wears always a sad and troubled

expression;- and not even Nellie's gay young life can cast

any joy over -hers, as she sits in the'shadow of the tomb
where her favorite child lies buried.

By the shores of the tideless sea, beneath the purple
skies of Italy, Hubert Warner has made his home with
the bride he won so dearly; and never has he regret-
ted that for her sake he relinquished-his father's house and
his native land. Years have proved that she who could
inspire this devoted affection possessed the still greater

power to retain it, with its enthusiasm undiminished, its
delicate bloorm unfaded, amid the cares and uses of. com-

mon life. For it is thus that love is tested. In this

daily friction of minute events the true diamond is but

polished to a clearer lustre; the false jewel becomes

defaced and dim, and at length is worn away.

A N ITAL N HOME.
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Happy in each other and their children, they seldom

care to leave their grove-embowered villa; but old friends

now and then find them out in their seclusion, and a

gradually-widening circle of . congenial and cultivated

families are ever ready to welcome them when they visit

the neighboring city. There Colonel Bell has fixed his

residence; but in reality he spends most of his time in the

villa which he purchased and presented to Helen on her

wedding day, and where he delights to surround her with

all that can minister to her comfort, or gratify her love

of the beautiful. He finds much, also, to interest him in

the literary labors wherein Hubert employs himself, and

there is a prospect' that their diligent researches may

result in some valuable contributions to antiquarian lore.,

They see few Americans, and seldom refer to the land

they have left; partly because then only does a frown

gather on Hubert's brow, and a deep sadness, not unmixed

with stronger and harsher feelings, overspread the features

of Colonel Bell, and partly because, like all persons really

contented and absorbed with their surroundings and occu-

pations, they live in the present, and the past does not

often intrude itself upon their thoughts. Once or twice

Charles Dupr6 has rested from the wearing duties of his

life, in beholding his sister's happiness, and for a few

years they have had occasional visits from young Henry

Lane, who, being unable to obtain admittance to the best

colleges of his native country, was obliged to come to the

old world in order to gain the advantages o'f education
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which he desired. His early manhood is rich with prom-
ise, and all who know him are astonished at the purity
and strength of character, and the keen, comprehensive
intellect which every year develops more fully.

It has been his intention to return to the United States
when his studies are completed ; but recently he has re-
ceived letters urging him to go to Liberia, where scien-
titic and thoroughly-educated physicians are much needed;
and as he is fitting for that profession, his presence there
might be of inestimable value. Probably he will accede
to the request, and locate himself there for a few years,
even if he should not decide upon a permanent residence.

The Warners still live in comfort on the "old planta-
tion," managing their domestic affairs in the same easy and
cheerful manner that distinguished them of old. Hubert

' is to them as one dead, and his name is rarely mentioned.
But time has somewhat healed their first deep mortifi-
cation at his marriage; and since his absence causes him
to be forgotten by their acquaintance, so that his rela-
tives are not annoyed by being continually reminded of
his disgrace, they can afford to mingle a little pity with
the acerbity of tone wherev/ith they sometimes, in the
home circle, refer .to "poor Hubert," who -so foolishly
threw himself away. The early ies which bound him to-
his- brothers. and sisters had for years been somewhat

loosened, as, one after another, they married and removed
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to new scenes and interests ; for, absorbed in their own

families, they had little time to think of him. Mr. and

Mrs. Warner have other children, who are the pride and

blessing of their declining years, and numerous grand-

children, to whom the old home is the Mecca of an an-

nual pilgrimage; beside Emma and Angie, who, beautiful

and affectionate, richly repay the care lavished upon their

infancy. -In such a large family the loss of one is but little

felt, and the only thing which might remind an observer of

these leaves they would so willingly tear from the record

of their lives, is the constant violence with which Mr.

Warner inveighs against educating persons of color, and

the significant shrug and the impatient exclamation where-

with his wife receives the intelligence that any of her

neighbors employ a northern lady as governess.

Clara Bell is represented to all as hopelessly insane.

Colonel Bell, having determined to remain abroad, leased

his patrimonial acres to his sister's children, who would

inherit them, and sold all his other property. Mariso,

Mrs. Bell's maid, thus brought under the hammer of' the

auctioneer, was bought by a Florida planter, and her after

fate is uncertain. Jim, in consideration of his faithful-

ness and affection, received his freedom and a present of

money sufficient to establish him in trade, and he is

now settled in Baltimore, doing a flourishing business in

candy, gingerbread, and peanuts.

Michel, being left in possession of his own freedom

when Hubert Warner gave up his connection with his
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father's mercantile affairs in Cuba, soon succeeded in
amassing a sum sufficient to purchase Kissy, and together

they removed to Hayti, where they now live in opulence.
The diminutive 'Gus, having turned out- to be a veritable
dwarf, continues an inmate of his master's family; and
having, by this kindness of nature, escaped the doom of
labor, 'he leads a merry and useless existence, unless,
indeed, he may be thought to earn, as Mrs. Warner says,
"the salt to his potridge " by the good he does in the
hearty laughter his pranks often occasion. The spice
of malice in his disposition strengthens with increasing
years ; but he acquires, also, sufficient wisdom to reserve
it for those on whom it can be safely expended. To the
white members of the household he appears only as a
nimble, docile, and grotesque pet, and if others dare
complain of him he always triumphs in the contest, and
then repays the daring by the most provoking piece of
mischief he can invent.

"Mother Goose " still supplies him with an unfailing
fund of proverbs and stories, which he brings forward and
dispenses- as lavishly as of yore; delighting the "little

nigs," and the juveniles of a higher grade, with a desnrip-
tion of the detection and summary punishment which befell
"Tom, the piper's son," after his thieving attempt upon
his neighbor's pigsty; or the history of "Jack Horner's "
Christmas dinner, when, like many another selfish mortal,
he uttered a vainglorious boast, as if he had accomplished
something praiseworthy in appropriating to himself the
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biggest plum in the family pie; or the wonderful tale of

the three philosophers of Gotham, who, venturing to sea

in a vessel of novel construction, were drowned; proba-

bly, if one may judge from the rashness of their last act,
without having effected any life assurance for the benefit

of their disconsolate relatives.

But his favorite among these immortal poems is that

of the old woman - doubtless some reputed witch of the

times of Chief Justice Hale or Cotton Mather - who,
being tossed with her broomstick in a blanket, "seventy

times as high as the moon," showed how a brave soul can

take advantage of circumstances, and answered the hoot-

ings of the mob by a prophetic assurance that she would

"sweep the cobwebs out of the sky."

The children laugh at the joke and heed not the alle-

gory; but he who looks thoughtfully down the vista of

the past can see how, one by one, the ideas that dark-

ened the mental firmament have been torn away, and the

closed nooks, where dust and cobwebs gather, laid open

to the light of truth. Yet, alas! the old woman sweeps

slowly. Heaven speed her work!

II
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