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CHAPTER I.

VICTOR.

Life! life! Oh, graut~himthis!
Togazeatwillon God's 1\rightsun,
To see the moss-marged sti~amlet run,

To feel the wind's soft kiss;
To meet loved eyes where pity g1ows~
To hear kind words t~ soothe his wqes.

Life! life! Oh, Uea~ven, for thisi
~CHEL~

"ITICTOR HAUTMAN! Stand up. Look upoit
V the jury."

- The speaker was the Clerk of Arraigns..
The scene was the crowded court room of the City

Hall.
The one addressed was the prisoner at the~ bar-a dark,

slim, boy of about twenty years of age. He arose to his.
feet, and stood grasping the front rails of the dock,, while
he turned his pallid face and wild dark eyes toward the
twelve men who held his life upon their lips,

The clerk spoke again:
"Gentlemen of the jury, look upon the prisoner."
A dozen of as conscientious citizens as ever luing human.

being for horse-stealing, fixed their eyes upon the poor
creature whose doom they were about to decide.

(28)
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24 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND.

5' Gentlemen of the jury, how say you? Do you find
Victor Hartm~,, the prisoner~ at the bar, guilty or not
guilty of the wilful murder of Henry Lytton?"

There was a pause, in which nothing could be heard, in
the deathly stillness of the crowd, but the quick, low gasp
of the agonized criminal; as, in the.' crisis of his fate, he
clutched the raili~igs before him.

"We find him guilty," solemnly replied the foreman of
the jury, in tones that were distinctly heard throughout the
breathless assembly.

And all eyes were bent upon the doomed boy to see
how he would receive these words. But only those who
were nearest to him could detect the quiver of his blood-
less lips as he quickly covered his face with his hands and
sank back upon his seat.
* There was a moment's silence still, and then a low mur-
~nur of approbation ran through the crowd. For this one's
&ime had been the most heinous on record, and had been
abundantly proved upon him. And public sentiment had
'demanded his conviction,' and now rejoiced in it.

But the prisoner shrank a little at this demonstration.
And then the voice of the crier was heard, commanding

order to 1e observed in the court, and dire6ting the pris..
oner to stand up.

He obeyed.
And then the venerable presiding judge arose and said:
"Victor Hartman! What have you to say why the

sentence of the law should not be pronounced upon you?"
Thewretched boy thus addressed, lifted his large wild

eyes appealingly to the judge's face, and replied:
"Not much indeed, your honor. I did kill Henry Lyt-

ton, my benefactor, I never denied it, your honor. And I
would have pleaded guilty to the charge when' I was ar.
reigned, only' I was instructed not to do so. And besides,
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I did not feel so guilty as the charge made me. out to be;
for' it said, 'With malice, aforethought.' There was no
malice, your honor. There was only the Whiskey and sud.
den anger.' A great many witnesses have proved~ that I
murdered Mr. Iytton, your honor. And a great many
have sworn that I went out to quarrel with him. And
many more have testified that I was an idle, good-for-noth.
ing vagabond, oftener drunk than sober. And mostly, they
have spoken the truth, your honor. I have nothing. to say
against them. ~Nor yet against the jury that have con.
evicted~ me. But still, though I am guilty enough to be
wretched all my life, even if 'I were permitted to live and
reform, still I am not so guilty as they have all made me
outto he. No one in the world hut myself knows the
facts-the whole truth I mean-about that murder. And
I, even if I should tell it, should not be believed, for I
could not prove'my words. Still I would like to say some-
thing more for myself now, your honor, if I may have leave
#7' 050.~

"Prisoner, the court is prepared to hear anything you
May have to say in your defence," somewhat curtly re~
sponded the judge.

The doomed man Wiped the cold sweat from his fore*
head, nerved himself; and continued:

"Your honor, when I got out of my poor bed that
morning of the m~irder, I had no more idea of the deed
I should do before night, than the youngest child that said
his daily prayer at his mother's knees. I am soon to die,
your honor, and to die an ignominious death. I have not
a hope in the world; for I have not a friend in the world.
And so I wish to speak the truth.

"I wepto~ut that morning innocent of the thought of
doing an~~ng, far less of doing murder. I l~ad had no
breakfast, and I was very hungry. I sought work, that I

3



26 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND.

might get money and food. I found no work, but I found
a comrade, who asked me into a dram shop to take a drink.
I was half fainting from fasting; I was only too glad to
accept his invitation. I went in, and took not one drink
only, but two and three; and upon an empty stomach.
Then my comrade went upon his way, and I on mine.

"I went to Mr. Arnott's wood yard, and asked him if
he wanted a cart driver, and told him that I would work at
lower wages than any other man he could get. Other
men, I knew, got a dollar and a quarter a day. So when
he offered me seventy-five cents, I accepted the offer, and
the matter seeme~l settled, when Mr. Lytton came in. Mr.
Lytton had dealt a good deal with Mr. Arnott, and knew
him well. Mr. Lytton had been my benefactor, and of
course knew me well. As soon as he saw me he turned to
thewoodinerchant and said:

"'Are you thinking of employing that fellow, Arnott?
"And Mr. Arnott said 'Yes.'
"'Then don't do it.. He is an incorrigible drunkard,

said Mr. Lytton. 'I have tried him time and again, and
always found him false to every promise.'

"Your honor, it was too true. Many an in
promise I had broken to Mr. Tiyttou, because. e love of
drink had beguiled me and made me unfit top form them.
But still I felt as if he used~ me hardly in ing. to pre-
vent me.from getting work to earn a meal's victuals when
I was starving. I now know th~t he said and did what he
believed to be right, though it caused his destruction and
mine. As, soon as he had told this, Mr. Arnott turned to
me and said:

"'You may go, my man. I do not think that we shall
want you.'

"I expostulated, and promised better things. In vain.
I was dismissed, and upon mj protestation against what I

V I C T O R. 2

considered gross in I was instantly ordered to leave
the office.

"Then it was that I turned to Mr. Lytton and shook
my fist at him, and said, 'You shall pay for this '-p--the
words that help to hang me, though I attached but little
meaning to them then.

"Your honor, I left the office and walked up and down
the streets, homeless~, penniless, friendless and starving. If
even a dog had licked my hand that day, it had not after-
wards been dyed with blood.

"I met many people in my wanderings.-..people whom
I knew from repute to be really and truly good Christians;
but they shrank from such ~i one as I; so that I did not
even dare to ask one of them for the help that might have
been my salvation. I have since thought that they must
have forgotten that Christ came to call 'not the righteous,
but sinners, to repentance.'

"All God's people passed me by, and I them. I do not
blame them for it; I was a wretch unworthy of their
iiotice.

"But by and by when, exhausted and despairing, I sat
down on a curbstone near a dram shop, several 6f the
devil's people came out in high glee. I did not know
any of them. But they must have recognized me as a
brother in sin and misery, for one of them, seeing me,
said:

"'Poor wretch! let's give him a drink. He'll not be
any the worse for ~

"And they took me into the shot and gave me a driuk
of rum. And then, being half cr~iy from drinking on an
empty stomach from morning till afternoon, I told them
all my troubles and my real or imaginary wrongs, and es-
pecially the wrong that Henry Lytton had done me, in
* depriving me of the chance of work.

t'21
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"And they all sympathized with me, in a reckless and
rollicking sort of way, and said that Lytton was a brute,
and that if they were in my place they 'would give him a
licking,' and so forth. And they gave me two or three
more drinks, and laughed at me and left me.

"They went their way, and I mine.
"I was all on fire with rum. I knew not where I went;

but my feet carried me out of the city by the river road.
It was growing dark; I knew not, cared not, where I
should sleep that chilly March night. I was crazed with
want of food, excess of drink and sense of bitter wrong.
But no thought of violence, still less of bloodshed, was~ in
my mind."

"I walked on rapidly toward-nowhere.-until, being
very weary, I sat down by the side of the road to rest.
On one side of me were the high rocky banks of the river;
under my feet the river road; on the other side the river
itself. I sat there and might have fallen asleep, but that

'the sound of coming steps aroused me.
"I looked up and saw Henry Lytton walking briskly

and gayly onward. I knew that he was coming home from
the city, after his day's business, to his pleasant suburban
villa. And my heart burnt with anger against him, but
not with 'bloodthirstiness,' as the Prosecuting Attorney
said. ~"

"He drew near me, and as I thought of the contrast in
our situations-he going to his pleasant rural home, and I
homeless, penniless, and starving by the roadside through
his means---I lost all self-command, and staggered to my
feet and threw myself in his way and accosted him. What

r I said or did afterward, I do' not clearly remember; for, as
I said before, I was quite mad from the effects of hunger,
drunkenness and what I considered bitter injuries. He,
Mr. Lytton, then treated me with contempt and ignominy

well deserved, no doubt. But then I lost the last remn~int
of my reason. And I have no clear remembrance of what
followed. All is dim. I have a vague impression that I
picked up a heavy fragment ~ rock and struck him down.
with it.

"All I remember after that, is waking up the next
morning in the station-house, and being told that I was
arrested for murder.

"And all I wish to irnpr~ss upon your honor is this-
that there was no forethought and no malice in that murder.
If T were to tell your honor that there was no consciousness
of it either, I should tell no more than the tru1~h. Heaven
knows there was none.

"I do not hope that my poor words will have the least
effect. But I must speak them, and add this-.-that since I
did that deed, I have had no peace of mind for a single
conscious moment of the day or night. An utter wretch-
edness of spirit, incomprehensible to the innocent, has
made life such a burden to me, that I would willingly
seek the peace of the grave, if I might. If my death.
could restore to life the slain man, Heaven knows how
gladly I would die. My death cannot restore his life.

"But my life might atone for his death. Therefore I
do so much wish to 1iv~. And if my life could but be
spared, darkened and burdened and most'wretched. as it is
now, and must ever be, my future should be devoted to
atone for my past.

"I know of course that my life cannot be spared. It is
forfeited, and most justly forfeited, to the broken laws of
the land. I must submit to my fate.

"But there is one thing for which I devoutly thank
Heaven. I have not friend in the world to mourn my
d.oom. Your honor, I l~ve done."

And here the wretched boy bowed and stood with de.



30 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND. VICTOR. 31
pressed head waiting to receive the awful sentence of the
law.

No one in that court-room believed one word that he
had said in extenuation of his crime. A murmur of in-
credulity and contempt passed through the crowd. It was,
however, speedily stopped by the voice of the crier:

"Let there be silence in the court, while sentence of
death is pronounced upon the prisoner."

And a stillness as of the grave fell upon the whole
assembly.

The venerable presiding Judge then arose and addressed
the prisoner.

"Victor Hartinan, you have been found guilty, after a
careful and impartial trial, by a jury of your peers, of the
awful, crime of wilful murt er-a crime, in your case, ren-
dered even more atrocioi~s by the circumstances under
which it was committed. This murder was perpetrated
upon the person of your benefactor, for whom it has been
proved you laid wait, and whom it is known you basely
assassinated.

"You have endeavored to palliate your dreadful deed.
It is needless to say that you have not succeeded in doing
so. There is scarcely any one in the sound of my voice
who does not concur in the verdict that has just been ren-
dered, and look upon your deed .as the premeditated crime
of an assassin.

"Young in years, but old in sin, you have terminated
your career of vice by the capital crime, which ;~ill place you
on the scaffoVd. And it becomes my duty here to warn you
against the entertainment of a~ay vain hope of pardon or
respite, or even of commutation of punishment; for there
is not a chance in this world for you. And I here,, exhort
and entreat you to use wisely the short time that is yet left
you on earth in reflection upon your past life, repent1ance

for your past' crimes, and prayer for pardon to that All.
merciful Lord from whom alone pardon may be sought and
found. And now, nothing remains for me to do but to
pronounce upon you the sentence of t;he law."

And here the Judge slowly put ai the black cap, and
spoke the dread words of doom that consigned the pile
boy before him to an ignominious death.

With pallid cheek and quivering lips he heard his fate,
and sank to his seat.

The order was given to remove the prisoner, and tJ~e
court was immediately adjourned.

Two policemen took charge of the condemned. One
snapped the handcuffs on his wrists; the other arranged a
short cloak over his shoulders,, and then they led him out
between them.

They had some trouble to get him through the crowd in K
the court room that still lingered to see him pass. And
even when they had led him from the building, they fouiA
another crowd on the outside waiting to see him brought
forth.

And many were the wounding words bestowed upon the
prisoner as he passed. And he deserved th~m alt, nd doubt;
but he was not able to bear them any better on that account.

"Is that Illartinan? He looks like a murderer," whis..
pered one woman in his hearing. -

"I am glad a jury has been found at last to convict a
murderer. Things had come to such a pass' that no one's
life was safe from the villains," said a man.

"And' this Hartman was a most atrocious villain-
always was. Anybody might have known that he would
have come to this-only look at him!" remarked another.

"Yes; he looks like a gallows bird."'
As he passed on between the two policemen, hearing

these bitter but well-deserved reproaches, and hearing no1~
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one merciful accent, he bowed his head upon his breast
until he came to the corner of the street leading to the
prison, when suddenly a sWeet, compassionate voice stole
upon his ear.

'!Why, ,is that Hartman, the murderer. they talk so
much about-4hat poor, poor boy! Oh, I do feel so very
sorry for him!" murmured the musical voice.

Hartman raised his bowed head, and saw standing by
the palings of the City Hall Park a fair young gii'l of about
fifteen ye&rs of age, with golden ringlets shading a snowy
forehead, and tender blue eyes full of compassion. She
was neatly dressed in a light blue gingham suit and a white
straw hat. She carried in her arms a pile of school books.
And she was accompanied by other children, also carrying
books. She was only a school-girl, but her sweet compas-
sion ~iched the broken-hearted prisoner, and brought the
tears to his eyes, as he faltered, in passing:

"I thank you, Miss, for your kind words. Pray for the
poor 8inful prisoner, for the Lord will' hear you."
mu~ YesIwilt pray for you, poor, poor soul! And you

yourself too, for the Lord will hear you just
as soon as He will hear me, or anybody eke. And maybe
sooner too, because you are in such heavy sorrow," said the
fld.r girl, as he pas~ed~out of her hearing.

"I shall die within a few weeks; but if I could live to
the age of threescore and ten, I should never forget that
young angel's face," muttered the prisoner tQ himself, as he
was led into the jail yard.

He was taken at once to his cell, and locked in. It was
a very bare den, with whitewashed wall and grated door,
a narrow cot bedstead, and a stone jug of water-nothing
more, for the prisoner had neither friends nor relatives to
supply him with such comforts as were not provided by
the prison.

He sat down on the side of his cot, and, buried
his face in his hands, feeling unspeakably desolate and
wretched.

Suddenly something jumped upon his lap, and began
purring and singing to him. It was only a little white kit.
ten that he had found forlorn and starving, and picked up
out of the gutter, and put into his bosom that day upon
which the magistrate had flj~st committed him to prison to
await his trial.

He had kept and fed the kitten ever since. It was the
companion of his' cell, and it slept on his cot at night.
And now it had jumped upon his knees, and was purring
and singing to express its innocent affection and pleasure.

"And I said I had not a friend in the world. And
there is a child that pities me and a dumb creature that
loves me still," murmured the condemned' boy, as'he gen.
tly caressed his little four-footed companion.

The door was now opened by a warder, who brought
bis kipper of rye coffee and brown bread, served in a tin
cup and on a tin plate.

He sat the eup and plate down on the cot beside the
prisoner, and said:

"The governor of the jail wants to know if you would
like to see a minister of the Gospel to-morrow?"

"Yes-no. I don't know yet. I haven't had time to
think about it. But, John, look here: you have heard what
h~s been done to me to-day?"

"Yes," said John shortly and sadly.
"Well, it can't be helped. I'm a goner. But after I'm

gone, you ill not let poor Mopsy starve, John?" he
asked, stroking his kitten's fur.

"No, I won't. I'll feed the cat. I'll take it home to
mother. She dotes on cats, she' does."

"Thank'y, John. Do so; take her home 'to your mother.
2
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Ahi thank Heaven, I have no mother to break her heart
for in~! Alit that a man should come to such a pass as to
thank Heaven that he has not a friend in the world except
a poor little four-footed creature who cannot know his fate,
and whose 'ignorance i~ bliss!"' sighed Hartman.

"I wish you'd see the minister, I do," was all that the
good-natured young warder found to say.

"Well, then, if you wish it, I will see the reverend gen-
tleman any time to-morrow," said Jllartman.

"And won't you. just try to eat a little bit of supper?"
pleaded John.

Hartman took up the tin cup' and drank the coffee, and
then he broke off a piece of the rye bread, and gave it to
his hungry kiVten. Finally be pushed away the cup and
plate.

"There, I can do no better than that now. Don't
worry about me, Johu. I'm not worth it. And any way
it can't be helped," said the poor fellow a little inconse-
quently.

"No, I s'pose it can't," sighed the warder, as he too1~c
the cup and plate and left the cell, locking the door after
him.

Hartman threw himself down upon his cot, and tried to
pray; but the words of prayer came slowly and awkward-
ly to his unaccustomed lips.

"Some one must teach me how to pray," he said. And
then he thought of the blue-eyed girl, and he added:

"She bade me pray. She could teach me how. She
will pray for me to-night, I know. And I would rather
have her prayers than a bishop~s.~~

He folded his hands and closed his eyes. And Heaven
had pity on him, for he slept, and dreamed of his child-
hood's home.

CHAPTER IL

THE CASTAWAY.

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft.-0owPEn~

\TOW a few words as to the antecedents of this poor
.-LN guilty wretch, who was doomed to end a brief life of
vice and crime by an early and ignominious death.

Victor Hartman was the only living son of a 4eceased
farrier, who once lived upon a small A~nted farm in the
vicinity of the city.

In his early childhood he lost his mother and several
sisters and brothers.

At the 'age of ten years he was presented with a young
step-mother, with whom he could not agree, and against
whose authority he constantly rebelled.

He was therefore sent to a public school in the city~
where he soon became equally noted for his quickness at
learning and at all sorts of mischief.

He remained at the public school, three years, making
extraordinary progress in his education.

At th6 age of thirteen years, however, he grew tired of
the routine that he had really never liked, and he ran away
to sea, and went as cook's boy on a whaling vessel bound
for the Antarctic Ocean.

He soon grew tired of the whaler, and took the first
Opportunity of deserting from her. While she was at ~

chor in one of the most southerly of the South American
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ports, he managed to make his escape and conceal himself
~n board of a brig bound for San Francisco.

His hiding-place was not overhauled until the brig was
well out to sea. Then he was dragged out, half smothered
and half starved, and made to meet the fate of a "stow-
away." He was well rated by the first mate, and com-
pelled to work hard during the remainder of the voyage.

After landing at San Francisco, he led a vagrant life in
the city for several months, and then made his way to the
gold diggings, where he was moderately fortunate.

He passed two or three years in California, and then
tiring of that life, as he tired of everything, he made a voy-
age to China and Japan.

He deserted again at Yokohama, concealed himself un-
til his ship sailed, and then he enlisted on a British mer-
chantman bound for Sydney, Australia. As he had shipped
only for the voyage, he left the ship as soon as he reached
Sydney, and started for the gold fields of Australia.

He was not so successful here as he had been in Califor-
ida. He was soon reduced to such a state of destitution
that he was compelled to work his way to the nearest sea-
port, where he shipped as seaman on the first homeward-
bound vessel.

As he approached his native shores a great homesick-
ness seized him. He was possessed with a longing desii'e
to revisit once more the scenes of his childhood-,to see the
old farm, with its antiquated farm-house, its quaint garden,
its apple orchard and corn-fields, to meet his father, and
the two old negroes, and even the horses and cows.

But seven years had passed, an~ he had twice circum-
navigated the globe i~ that time, an~ had not once seen or
heard from his home, since he had left it.

What changes might not have happened there in these
years?

In due season his ship reached New York. As soon as
lhe crew was paid oft; he started for tke South.

In due time he came to the village near which' his 'fa-
ther's farm stood.

He stopped at the little country tavern to ~get supper
and ,make inquiries before talkingg out to the farm.

But aM' ~h~t ~6fr6wfhI 'new~&"here ~n~t the prodigal
son! There was no father to welcome hi~ return. That
father had departed this lif~ six years ~b~fore. The farm
had passed into other hanAs~ Phd stock and i416~ments
and household furniture had been sold, and sea~te~a far
and wide. His step-mother had niafriea again, an~ was
now living somewhere in Minnesota with hei~ n~ hui~band.

The effect of this news up6n' his mind wa~ fatally: ~
pressing. He had now no desire to yisit 'the ~ Th~m.
His half-formed resolutions of amendment ~r~re iiiterly de-
stroyed. The father for whose sake he might hav~ ~
formed had passed to another world. The home to which
he meant to have returned was in the hands ~bf str~aug~rs.

So, instead of walking to 'Beeuhwood Etirgi, as ~h~" had
intended that night, he remaineA5l 'in the' countyy ~iavern.
roor wretch! he found hin~se1f home1es~ and fri6iidl~ss,
not in a foreign land, but in his own country; aiid all thi'oii~b
his own fault. . ' .

Tustead of the returned prodigal's most 16vilig ~velcoihe
and joyous feast in his father's house, lie 'had his in
the dull vil1ag~ tavern, 'with the meiitory' of his 6%i'
and his Ihther's broken heart for company.

He could not bear .the situation. He r~s6i'ted't~ the
only comfort he knew-the treacher6us aiid ~fatal &/iiifort
of the bottle.

After deep potations, he went to bed, and fell into a
heavy sleep that' lasted long into the next morning. lIe
arose about noon, and after breakfasting, he took' the next
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stage.coa~ch that passed, and went back to the city-that
city so soon to become the scene, of his crimes'~ and his
punishment.

For a week or two after his arrival, h~ rambled about
the. town, living here and there lii the ow st ublic-houses
until he, had spent all his sailor's pay. And then it became
necessary for him to seek employment, in order to obtain
food.

But his wild and wandering life, his idle and reckless
habits, had totally unfitted him fbr any but the humblest
manual labor.

Occastonally he obtained a ~ob to puI~ in wood or coal,
to drive a~ cart or to carry a heavy parcel. And the pit..
tanee gained by these labors would be oftener spent in
rum than infood.

Ohauce threw him' in the way of Mr. Henry Lytton, a
busy lawyer who had his, office in the city and his residence
in a beautiful suburban vjlla.
* Mr. Lytton employed him first to sweep and dust. and
build fires in Ids office. For a few days Hartma~n performed
hi~ di4ies. faithfully. But the demon of drink had got too
fast a hold uponhim. Soon he began to jieglect his work.
LBs employer often came to the office in the morning, and
found it closed, cold' and comfortless, and his porter miss-
ing. Mr. Ii.ytton soon discovered the cause of' his ~boy's
dereii~Vioxi, and he~ expostulated with him. But in vain;

for. aW~ugh~Har~man ~ou1d aiw~ys promise to reform he
never did so, and his habits grew worse and worse.

Mr. Lytto~ii dtseharged him.
We know the sequel to that sad story.
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CHAPTER III.

THE HOME OP THE VICTIM.

A splendid villa in the Greci&i~ style,
Upon the green banks of a noble river,

Whose waters seem deliciously to smile,
Like loving friends who linger, loth to sever.

Jpm~ Dam.

A BOUT three miles south of the city, and upon a small
hilly point jutting out into the river, stood the pretty

villa known as Highsight, and once owned by the murdered
lawyer Henry Lytton, if indeed a house so heavily mort.
gaged could be said to be owned by ~he nominal proprietor.

Henry Lytton was first a self-made, and then a seII
marred man-a conjunction not at all uncommon.

He was the second son of a southern planter, of good
family, but of reduced fortune.

As the law of primogeniture had continued to be the
rule of his family long after it had ceased to b~ a statute
of the Commonwealth, Henry Lytton, the younger brother,
could not hope for an interest in the dilapidated mansion
and exhausted acres of the old plantation, which was sure
to. be the sole inheritance of the eldest son.

Thus, seeing that he had his. own way to make in the
world, and being a very keen-witted young man, h~ re-
solved to give himself to the study of ~he law, and he per-
suaded his father to send him into the office of a city law-
yer, where he could read law books and attend the lectures
of the law college.

(39)
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This was a serious expense to the impoverished father,
who, however, willingly took upon himself the new burden.

And in due course of time Henry Lytton graduated,
and was called to the bar.

"So far so good." He made an excellent barrister.
He was gifted with a very* handsome person, a very ex-
pressive countenance and a most winning address. Thus
he possessed' great power over the minds of other men,
and could at any time "make the worse appear the better
cause."

He rose rapidly in his profession, and made much money.
He purchased an estate and built a beautiful country

seat on the banks of the river, which, from its elevated
position and extensive prospect, he called "Highsight."

He married a famouss city beauty of old family and no
fortune, and he s~t up housekeeping with ' her? in his new
country seat, in a style more in accordance with his pride
than his purse.

This was the commencement of his ruin. He enter-
tained company very frequently, and very expensively.
lie kept race-horses and foxhounds, and a pleasure boat.
And, worse than all, he gambled.

And thus it followed that although he made a great
deal of money, he spent a great deal more than his income,
and as the years went by he became more and more in..
evolved in debt..

Two children were born to him-a boy and a girl.
Bt(t even 'the birth of these children failed to inspire him
with any sense of a parent's responsibility. lie continued
his reckless pursuit of pleasure.

When his boy and girl were respectively four and two
years of age, his beautiful wife died. And then he became
more reckless than ever, as if he would drown grief in dis-
sipation.

THE HOME OF THE YrOTIM. 41

He did not marry or seek to marry again. He took a
housekeeper to overlook his servants.

And he gave more dinners, suppers, card parties, etcet-
era, than ever before.

In all this he did not neglect his~' professional business,
but he made it the minister of his pleasures.

He was perhaps the most popular man in hi~ own large
circle of acquaintances. And he was generally 'believed to
be as prosperous as he was popular. No one knew how
deeply he was involved. No one suspected that the great
lawyer was on the very brink of bankruptcy.

it was when his son was seventeen years of age, and
his daughter fifteen,, that his sudden and tragic death re.
vealed the true state of his affairs.

When the coroner and jury with their attendant officers
had left the house, and the dead to the undertaker and his
men, it was discovered by the heart-broken boy and girl
that there was not ready money enough tQ meet immediate
and pressing demands. Some watches and jewelry were
sent out and sold. And a telegram was dispatched to
the grandfather, old Able Lytton of Lytton Lodge, near
Wendover, to tell him of the death of his younger son.

The grief-stricken old man came without delay, and
reached Highsight on the morning of the day appointed
for the funeral.

He had seen very little lately;of his son or of his grand.
children. The busy lawyer, equally devoted to his profes-
sion and his pleasures, had found little' time to visit, his

*aged parents. In fact, from the time that he established
himself at Highsight, he had never once returned to his
old home.

But the old man, at rare intervals of three or four years,
had come up to the city to see his son. Now, however,
five years had passed since his last visit. And the son

0
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that he had last met in the full vigor of life and health, lay
mutilated and dead in his coffin; and the boy and girl he
had last seen as blooming children of twelve and ten years,
were now a pale and sad youth and maiden of seventeen
and fifteen year's. And to add to. his trouble, their de-
ceased father, whom he had believed to be so prosperous
and wealthy, had died on the very brink of bankruptcy,
and left an estate mortgaged to its full value, and debts
that could scarcely be paid by the sale of all his personal

property; and thus left his son and daughter destitute.
On the day after the funeral, which was a grand and

costly pageant, more in accordance with the late lawyer's

expensive style of living than with his orphan children's
destitute circumstances, the house being restored to order

and quiet, old Able Lytton called his grandson and grand-

daughter to, him, and said:
" My dear Alden and Laura, I must remain here for a

few weeks to settle up your poor father's affairs as well as
I can, for there is no one else but me to do it, I think."

The mourning youth and maiden made no answer, but
clung to each other in their desolation. The old man went
on to say:

"But you see, my dears, that it would be worse than
vain to stay here an hour more than needful. The sopner
we have a sale and pay off the debts, and leaveft1e place,
the better."

" I only want to stay near town long ejiough to see my
father's murderer hung!" exclaimed the youth, his fists
clenched, his lips trembling and his blacks eyes flashing fire.

His sister clung to him, hid her face in his bosom andJ
sobbed:

" The murderer will meet with his due, that is certain.

But you will not see it. You would not like to see it,
would you, my boyY" asked the old man .

T HE' HOME OF THE .VICTIM.

" I WOULD! I would give my life, my sou1, to see that
man hung !" exclaimed the youth fiercely, grinding out the
words between his clenched teeth.

,"Hush, my boy, hush ! The man will be hung', but you
will not see it. -Lord forbid that you should. The au-
thorities will never let a boy behold an execution, even
though it should be of the murderer of his own father.
Lord forbid that thiey ever should. Now let us talk of
something else," said the old man solemnly.

" You may talk of what you please. I shall think only
of the death of my father and the execution of his mur-
derer," gloomily replied the boy.

The old man wisely refrained from replying to these
dark words, and then went on to say:

" When *e leave this house, I shall take you both liome
with me, for the present, to the old plantation. And so
long as you -shall need it, my home will be yours, of course.
It will not be an elegant and refined place like this, but it
will be -a home of love and, peace and grace. Your old
grandmother, whom you have seldom seen, will welcome
you with much affection. She would have come with me,

.but the sudden news of her son's death prostrated her too
much to permit her to make the journey. I hope to find
her better when we get home."

But I was to have gone to the University of Virginia,
at Charlottesville, at the commencement of the next term,"
said Alden, with a sigh.

And I was to have been sent to the Ladies' Academy
at Mount Ascension, but it is impossible now. And it
does not matter muoh," added Laura in a. tone* of resig-
nation.

" Ah, my poor children, I am truly sorry for your dis-
appointment as well as for your greater trouble. But pa-
tience ! Better days may come," replied the old man.
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"I do not see when or how they can come," sighed the
boy.

"Nor I, my lad; but that is no reason why they should
not come all the same," said Able Lytton.

"~Oh, grandpa," sighed Laura, speaking for both herself
and her brother, "if only we had our father back again, we
could bear our disappointment about the schools. If we
could only have him, we would not mind if we never should
go to school, or learn anything."

And her large dark eyes overflowed in tears.
The old man soothed her as well as hc~' could.
And soon after he left the house, a went to the city

to ,take the necessary legal steps toward settling up the
very much embarrassed affairs of his deceased son.

A few weeks from this time, the house and grounds
were sold under the mortgage; and the household and
office furniture, together with a valuable law library, were
disposed of at public auction for the beneilt of the creditors.

There was nothing left for the heirs of the deceased,
not even enough to pay their travelling expenses from the
city.

Their grandfather, old Able Lytton, as their nearest of
kin, and their natural guardian, took the burden of their
support upon himself, and resolved to convey them for the
present to his plantation near Wendover.

In leaving the bright honie of his childhood, young
Alden L~ton had but one consolation-a very grim, re-
vengeful ~ne-that Victor Hartman had been convicted of
murder in the first degree and condemned to death.

He would gladly have stayed in the city for a few days
longer, to be present at the execution, or at least to be as
near the scene as possible; but his grandfather, for the very
opposite reason, the anxiety to escape the sight or hearing
of the coming public tragedy, hurried their departure.

CHAPTER IV.

MYSTERIOUS MISSIVES.

Why-what are these ?-SHAKSPEABE.

A FEW days after the conviction of Hartman, the
Governor of the State, on retiring to his ~bedroom

late in the evening, found upon his dressing-table a letter
directed to himselfin a strange handwriting.

Surprised at the incident, and curious to know what it
might mean, he opened the letter, and with increasing as~
tonishment read these few mysterious lines:

"To His EXCELLEI~CY THE GOvERI~roR-..Sir: Victor
Hartman has been convicted of the wilful murder of Henry
Lytton, and has been condemned to die for that crime.
Sir, Victor Hartman did not kill Henry Lytton. And if
they hang him they will hang an innocent man. You alone
can now save his life, and you must do it, or repent not
doing it to the last day of your existence. Believe this
as the true statement of

Oi~rE WHO Ki~rows."

The astonishment of the reader passed away with a
smile of scorn, as he tore up the letter and threw it into
the grate, saying:

"The shallowest and most transparent device to obtain
a pardon that I ever heard of in all 'my life."

And so he dismissed the subject from his thoughts, as
too contemptible to be worthy of a moment's attention.

But in a few days he found another letter under his

(45)
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plate at the breakfast-table. The handwriting, the en~
elope, the note paper and the style of composition were
all entirely different from those of the first; but the sub..
ject matter was the same, namely, to the effect that Victor
Hartman was guiltless of the death of Henry Lytton, and
that if Victor Hartman should be hung, his death would
not be an execution, but ~a murder; that the Governor
must save him, or never cease to deplore not doing so.

This letter met the fate of its predecessor. But the
matter was not treated with quite so mui~h contempt.

On the contrary, his Excellency closely questioned the
members of his family. They were, besides himself, his
aged mother1 his widowed sister, and his young daughter.

But neither graudmamma, auntie nor Emma knew
anything about the strange letter. They had not even
seen it until papa 4rew it out from under his plate.

The Governor next called up his servants and put them
individually and collectively, under examination and cross-
exam.in~tion, But each and all denied knowledge of the
letter.

And so the subject was dropped for the time b~ing.
Five days after this, the. day being the Sabbath, the

Governor, with his family, attended church, and there, on
the cushion of his pew, he found a third letter, entirely dif-
ferent from either of the other two in appearance, yet
written for the same purpose.-.the saving of Victor Hart-
man from the scaffold:

On his way hom~ that noon, the Governor tore up the
letter and scattered its fragments to the winds. But he
could not so easily drive the thought of it from his mind,
especially when, the next morning, as he entered the ~tate~
house, an unseen messenger stole up behind him, thrust
another letter into his hand, and vanished before his Excel-
lency could wheel around to 'detect him.

This fourth letter, differing from all the others in all
otherparti9ulars, was identical with them in the one feature,
reiterating' he innocence of 'Victor Hartman, and insisting
upon his reprieve from death.

The Governtr was extremely annoyed, especially as tho~
mysterious affair had somehow or another found its way
into the newspapers) and was giving occasion of much wit
and merry-making among tEe penny-a-liners.

Of course neither the Governor no~ any one else be-
lieved for one instant In the truth of the assertions ma4e in
these anonymous letters relative to the innocence of Victor
lfartman.

On the contrary, they knew that his guilt was entirely
established, not only by the testimony of others, but by the
confession of the criminal himself.

Victor Hartman had never denied that he killed Henry
Lytton. On the contrary, he had freely confessed in open
cOurt that he had done so, pleading only that he had not
done it with malice aforethought; and so the newspapers,
in speaking of these strange letters, took c'are2 to remind
their readers-..a needless precaution, since eveiy one per-
fectly remembered the pathetic self-accusation of the con-
demned man.

There were many theories afloat concerning the un-.
known writer or writers of these letters.

'One was that they came from some~relative or friend of
the criminal upon this "forlorn hope."'

Another, that they were from some morbid~ humanita-
rian opposed to capital punishment, who took this 'eccentric
means to try to save the guilty man.

And still another, that they were written by Hartman
himself, who procured them to be conveyed to their desti-
nation through bribing so~ne one among the subordinate
officers of the prison.
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* But not one of these theories would bear the test of a
moment's examination.

He had neither relative nor friend to care for him.
There were no opponents to capital punishment in the

city, which was singularly conservative in its thought.
And lastly, he had no money to bribe the lowest official

to help him.
Meanwhile the Governor appointed the day of execu-

tion and signed the death warrant.
And Victor Hartman, without the shadow of a hope,

spent all his time in trying to prepare for death.
The Rev. Mr. Lyle was his spiritual guide and instructor,

and passed many hours daily with him in his cell, reading
and expounding the Scriptures, and praying with the
penitent.

I said the ,condemned man was tr~,4ng to prepai;e for
death, but he was not resigned to death. He was possessed
of a passionate longing to live much greater than might be
explained by the natural love of life. On this one point
alone his pastor could not influence him.

The day of the execution drew very near.
The Goverpor continued to receive the mysterious let-

ters, iterating and reiterating the' writer's positive knowl-
edge of the condemned man's innocence, and urging and
insisting upon a full remission of the sentence.

They still reached their destination in the strangest
manner-one being drawn from his pocket with his hand-
kerchief, another found in his hat with his gloves; one
dropped from the folds of his umbrella, and another laid in
his path as he walked before his own door.

The utmost vigilance of the police failed to detect the
~Writer.

Three days before the one appointed for the execution'
of Victor Hartman, Governor Cavendish with his family

left town for his country seat among the Blue Ridge Moun-
tains, where it was his custom to spend a few weeks of the
midsummer of each year. Only on this occasion he left
town earlier than usual in the season, and it was said, and
not without some good reason, that he went' to be out of
the way of the public tragedy to be enacted the next day.

He went by train to Wendover, a picturesque mountain
hamlet, where his own travelling carriage met him. by
appointment, to take him and his party to their home.

'7- .

CHAPTER V.

THE 1~IGHT VISIT.C ark deed, my masters I-FLETCHER.

THE ancie t colonial mansion known as Cliff Hall was a
large gray stone building situated at the base of the

Blue Cliffs, a spur of the Blue Ridge. It had been in the
possession of the Cavendish family from the first settlement
of the country.

The road from Wendover to Cliff Hall wound through
a beautiful wood for about seven miles. It was late in the
evening of the second day's journey when the car4age with
the travellers reached Cliff Hall.

The widowed sister of the Governor was there to re-
ceive them, and all things wer~ prepared for their comfort.'

"You are down a month earlier than usual this year,
Charles," said Mrs. Wesley~ as she welcomed her brother.

"Yes, Susan; there are some parts of my official duty I
never can perform without much pain, and-."

"I understand. Signing a death warrant i~ one of
them."

3'
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"Yes. And to be frank with you, I have come down
here to be out 'of the way. of seeing or hearing of the ex-
~cution."

"What about those mysterious letters that the newepa-
pers report you are constantly receiving?"

"Touching the innocence of the prisoner, and &the pro-
piiety' of his pardon? Yes; I have been getting them
almost every day. Some monomaniac whem we have failed
to detect writes them, I presume. They produce no other
effect upon my mind than annoyance. The condemned
man is guilty, even by his own confession."

"It is strange," said Mrs. Wesley.
"It is strange; but let us not talk of' it. I came down

here to get rid of the whole subject," said Governor Cay..
~ndish. And he took up his light to go to his room, to
change his dress for supper.

He made a hasty toilet, and then went down to the
dining-room, where he found his venerable mother and
his young daughter already dressed and waiting for him.

/ 'The were soon joined by his sister. And then the
whole party sat down to supper.

The meal was scarcely half way through, when a loud
knock was heard at the hall door. Now, if this knock had
come to the street door of the city mansion, there would
have been nothing strange or unusual in it. But coming to
the door of that remote mountain home, at that late hour,''
and upon the first night of the master's arrival, it was, to
say the least, rather startling.

All looked up from the supper-table to gaze at each
other inquiringly. But before a question could be asked,
Jerome, the hall waiter, 'entered and put a folded slip of
paper in his master's hands.

The Governor opened it, read it, and changed color so
quickly, that his mother anxiously inquired:

"What is it,. Charles?"
Without answering, without even hearing tlie venerable

lady's question, the Governor turned to the servant~ and
said hastily:

"Show the visitor into my study,. and say that I wiTh
meet him there immediately."

The servant bowed, and went out with his message.
"W'ko is it, Charles.?" inquired his sister.
But Governor Cavendish hurried from the room with.

out seeming to know that she had spoken.
"Well, that is queer too!" said the old lady, in sur~

prise.
"Very queer, I think," added the younger one, in some.

pique.
And they sat and waited with impatient curiosity" for'

the son and brother's return.
Half an hour passed,' and the study bell was then so

sharply rang, that the haiL footman ran in haste 'to an-
swer it.

Both ladies simultaneously arose from the table and
went to the door that led from the dining-room to the hull.
And. there they waited anxiously, until the footman came~
out from the study and hurried past them.

They called after him in suppressed tones:
"What is the matter, Jerome?"

~- "I don't know, ma'am. Master has ordered the car-
riage with fresh horses to take him all the way to Wend-
over, to meet the midnight train," answered the man, as he'
hurried out on his errand.

"Good gracious, is he going back to town to-night?"
exclaimed Mrs. Wesley.

"What on earth caii take him there?" inquired old
Mrs. Cavendish.

Both questions were partly answered by the appearance
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of Governor Cavendish himself, who came out from his
study looking pale, anxious, and in fact more profoundly
agitated than they had ever seen him.

"Charles, is it true that you are going back to town to-
nightQ?" inquired the old lady, as he was rushing past.

"Yes, mother; I am called there by the most impera-
tive duty," he answered, as he hurried up the stairs.

"That's the strangest thing I ever knew him to do in.
my life," complained the old lady.

." I suppose in fact that this visitor has brought some
important news, that makes it necessary for him to go,"
observed the younger one, as they still lingered near the
dining-rdpm door.

The sound of the carriage wheels was heard rolling up
to the hail door. And at the same moment Mr. Cavendish
came aown the stairs prepared for his sudden night jour-
ney, and followed by his servant carrying- his portmanteau.

He stopped first at the study door, knocked, and said:
"I am ready."
The mysterious stranger came 'out.
Both ladies looked at him. But they could see nothing

of his face, for his coat collar was turned up around his
cheeks, and his hat brim was pulled down over his brows.
He passed them very quickly and went out. And the next
moment they heard .the sound of his horse's hoofs galloping
away.

Governor Cavendish approached his astonished rela-
tives. He was pale and agitated, yet he strove to conceal
jiis emotion under a commonplace manner, as he said
hastily:

"Good-by, mother. Good-by, sister. Take care of
Emma, and expect me back in two or three days."

And before they could express their amazement he was
gone.
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As the sound of his carriage wheels died away in the
distance they returned~ to the drawing-room, where their
attention was immediately drawn to Emma.

The fair girl was sitting at the marble centre-table;
with her arms resting upon its top, and her head bowed,
until all its light ringlets drooping veiled her face.

"And what ever can be the matter with that girl?
She has been moping all the evening. I am afraid she is
going to be ill," said Mrs. Wesley, gazing fixedly at her
niece.

"Come here, Emma. Let me look at you, my love,"
said the old lady, as she sank down into her easy-chair.

Finding herself noticed, the young girl would willingly
have escaped from the room; but at the command of her
grandmother, she lingered. /

1 "Come, my child. I want to look at you," repeated
the old lady.

Then Emma came and stood at her side, with eyelids
drooping and bosom heaving.

"What ails you, Emma? Are you ill ?"
She shook her fair head, but her lips quivered.
"Then what is amiss?"
"Oh, nothing, gi~indma? Nothing with me-only-it is

very foolish, but I cannot help it." And she burst into
tears, and sobbed convulsively.

The old lady drew the girl closer to her side, as she
said tenderly:

"Now I know you never weep without a cause, Emma,
for you never were hysterical; and I insist on your telling
me what troubles you."

"Oh, dear grandma, never mind me," sobbed the girl.
"So you won't tell me, then?" ' -,

"Oh, yes, I will. But it is so weak and Tholish of. me
to- But I cannot help it.' Oh, grandma! it is about that
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wretched boy who is going to be-executed to-morrow!
What a nigh~this must be to him! Oh! oh!"

And the girl dropped her head upon the old lady's
shoulder and sobbed afresh.

"What nonsense, Emma! The wretch is nothing to
us," said Mrs. Wesley.

"I know it, Aunt Susan; but I am so sorry for him."
" And murderers ought to be hanged, for the protect

tion of society."
"I know it; but I am so sorry for him."
'The old lady bent over her and caressed her, d soft

ly inquired:
"Why do you feel so much pity for this particular man,

Emma? You felt none for Burke, who was hung last
winter."'

"No. I never thought about him. And perhaps I
should never have thought about this one either, only I
saw him once.~~

"You saw him, Miss Cavendish? That was very
shocking!" exclaimed Mrs. Wesley.

"Yes, Aunt Susan. I was coming ho~e from school
that afternoon, aiid I passed by the City Hall just as they
were bringing him out, after his sentence. And when I saw
his poor pale face and wild, distressful eyes, I pitied him,
and I said so to my companions. And he heard me, and
turned his poor eyes on me, and thanked me for pitying
him, poor soul! as if there was any merit in doing what I
could not help. And he asked me to pray for him. And
I promised to do so, and I have done so every day since.
And oh, grandma!" she added, turning to her best friend,
"this is his last night, this awful night, and I 'can do noth-
ing for him!"

"Yes, my child, you can still pray for him," said tho
Qid lady kindly.
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"Young people should never hear of such dreaaful
things," said Mrs. Wesley warmly.

"They will all have to go out of the world then. For
all who are in it, young and old, tender or hard, must hear
of such things. But come, Emma. You and I will go
and pray for the poor soul6 Yes, and hope for him too;
for, after all, we do not know What to-morrow may bring
forth."

CHAPTER VI.

WHITE PERCH P0I1~T A~TD ITS MYSTERY.

And oftentimes, when all are fast asleep,
This water doth send forth a dolorous groan; -

Some say because a murder has been done,
And blood cries out for blood.

Wo1uY~woRTH.

1 T was, absolutely necessary for Mr. Lytton and his
grandchildren to exercise the closest economy in their

travelling expenses. So instead of going by the railway
train, that would have taken them across 'the country to
Wendover in twenty-four hours, they embarked on board
a small river coaster, on which by day they shared the
narrow deck with the captain and the hands, and by night
were cribbed in the close cabin below.

After nearly a week of beating down stream against a
head wind, they were put o~ shore at a plAIce called "Wbite
Perch Point," distant about tLirty miles from Lytton Th>dge,
and about twenty from Wendover.

On the extreme 'end of this point was ~ light-house, now,
strange to say, kept by an old woman and a girl.

And a few hundred yards further inland, out of the reach
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of the waves, stood the neat white cottage occupied by the
two wOfl\efl.

On the same side of the river, about an eighth of a mile
from the light-house, and the keeper's cottage, stood a clus-
tre of white buildings, looking like a small village. But
they were only the White Perch Point Hotel, and its vari-
ous outhouses.

This point was once a very popular resort for excur-
sionists, amateur fishermen, and other pleasure seekers;
but now it had fallen from its ancient prosperity, and
presented rather a dilapidated and neglected appearance.

The small row-boat from the schooner lauded our trav-
ellers at the broken and decayed wharf, and then returned
1;o the vessel.

"I remember, my children, when this used to be a very
fashionable summer resort, frequented by all the best fam-
ilies of the neighborhood, for salt-water bathing, or for
fishing, or for pici~4cs, and' even for balls," said Able Lyt-
ton, as he walked with his young people up the long grass-
grown road leading from the wharf toward the house.

"And such a beautiful place as it might be made! Why
has it fallen into such decay?" inquired dark-eyed Laura.

"Well, my darling, the fact is, old Fanning and his seven
sons, who used to keep the place, were their own best cus-
tomers in all the most expensive and delusive pleasures of
the place, especially in wines, liquors, cigars, cards and so
forth. We know the end of theso things. The father died.
The sons scattered. One went tc~ Texas, another to Califor-
n~a, another to sea. Each took his separate road to ruin,
and doubtless arrived there. The eldest retained the house
here, and runs it after a fashion; for when he had paid his
brothers and sisters the legacies left them, and had dish
charged the debts of the estate, there was very little left to
carry on the business, even if Fred Fanning had ever pos-

sessed any business capacity. His wife-strange to tell,
a lady by birth and education--is no better as a landlady
than he is as a landlord. And you see the result."

By this time the party had drawn near the house, and
were met by a loitering old negro man, who touched his
hat and stood as if waiting orders.

"Well, Uncle Adam, how are all your folks?" kindly
inquired Mr. Lyttori.

"Lor', Marse Able, how you 'spect dem gwine to be?"
asked the negro, scratching his head.

"Why, nothing wrong up there, I hope?" inquired Mr.
Lytton. "There' is mostly something wrong there, how-
ever," he added, in a lower tone.

"Why, br', Marse Able, an't you hearn?" asked, the
man, opening his eyes wide with astonishment.

"Heard? What? I've heard nothing. You forget
that IF haven't been down this way for the ia~t five years."

"Lor' bress my poor ole soul I I thought as all the worl'
must o' hearn," said Adam, still scratching his head.

"What's amiss? .Has there been another flood, an-
other fire, another levying, or what?"

"Oh, Marse Able, sir, worsen all that'put together-a
'bopement, sir.

"An elopement! Who's eloped, in the name of wonder?"
"Miss Ivy, sir.
"Ivy! that child! Nonsense!" /
"Truth I'm telling you, sir; 'deed it is! Miss Ivy was'

at boardin'-school in de city, an' dere comed a letter down
to Marse Fred from de schoolmistress, axin' had she comed
home to us maybe, and telling us how she was a mission'
from de school-house ebber sence the night before, and dey
didn't know what had comed of her. Didn't Mistess faint
dead away on the spot? And didn't Marster go to town
a hopping ? Umpli-hum! I tell you."
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~C For Heaven's sake! when did all this happen?"

"Why, 'bout two month's ago, Marse Able, sir-~jes
about-may be little more."

"And what has become of the unfortunate girl? She
couldn't have been more than fourteen or fifteen years old."

" She was fifteen last May; but that forward of her

age-umph-hum !-.-I tell you."
"What has become of her? Where is she now? Why

did she leave her school? Who enticed her away?"
"Lor's a massy upon me, Marse Able! I couldn't be.

gin to memberr half the things you ask me. Lemme see.
Marse ~~rent up town a hoppin'-umph-hum !-I tell you.
He took two bowie knive~, and a pair o' wolwers-"

"A pair of what ?"

"Woiwers / wolwer8 I-little pistols as keep on a
shooting , you know."

"Oh, revolvers! go on!"
"An' he went up town a hopping. "
"Well?"
"Arter a week, he came back looking like death."
"~Yell, what then?"
"Nuffin."
"XYhat?"
"Dat's all."
"But the girl?"
~ Don't know muffin 'bout her. Ef Marse 'an, Mis' do,

dey keeps it to derselves close 'nougli-umph-hum !-I tell
you. It's my 'pinion, Marse Able, as dem two nebber
mentions ob dere darter's name, eben private 'tween der-
selves. 'Cause why? you axes. 'Cause dere's my darter
Rosy; she as used to be own maid to Miss Ivy, ebber
sence dey bofe could run alone, till Miss Ivy went to dat
cussed infunnelly city boardin'-school as has been her ruin-
ation. Well, my darter Rosy hasn't done nuffin but pine

'I

'I

and pine ebber sence her young mistress run away, nobody
knowed Where. And she have got a dreadful crik into her
neck, which it's my' firm belief as she got it all along o' twist~
ing round her head to put her ear to the key-holes, to listen
ef she could hear anything 'bout her young Mistess, when
Marse and Mistess was 'lone togedder. But she nebber
heard nuffin. I knows it. 'Cause ef she had she'd a sure
to 'a told us. 'Cause why? you axes ag'in. Why; 'cause
she is a leaky vessel, aiA can't keep nuffin in. Which is
do reason why I knows as Marse and Mis' nebber talks ob
Miss Ivy-no, not eben when dey is 'lone togedder. Now,
Marse Able, souse me for talking' to you so long; but you
know how it is yerseff. What you tinks 'bout, dat you
talks 'bout."

"I know, Adam. 'Out of the abundance of the heart,
the mouth speaketh."'

Now, iviarse Able, i's here to 'ceive your orders, sir.~'
"Well, Adam, I would like to have- Oh, dear me,

all this ,is very dreadful. It seems scarcely right to in-
trude on the family, or to give one selfish thought to our
own interests," murmured Mr. Lytton, breaking off from
his intended orders.

"fly! What you talking' 'bout, Marse Able? Do worl'
got to go 'long, ef de hebbens falls, an't it? Which I
mean to sa~ as de pot's got to bile, let alone who runs away
or who stays home. Which Marse and Mis' hab got to
'tend to dere business and entertain sich trabellers as come
'long, whedder or no.. So, Marse Able, gib me your orders,
sar."

"My orders are simple enough. Just send some one
to the wharf to bring up the trunks and carpet bags."~

"I'll send down my son Wash. Here, you Wash?"
cried 'the negro, calling a duskj youth who was seated on
the ground mending nets.

t a
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"And then we~ shall want dinner, and afterward the
carriage to take us home."

"Lor', Marse!" said the 61d man, "you can hab de din-
ner all right 'nough. But as for de carridge-- Well, you
could hab dat 'too, only dere an't no horse to draw it.
Marse Fred he done gone 'way on de horse, and dere an't
no kndwin' when he gwine to be back. Wash," he added,
addressing his son, who had just run up to the spot, "you
get de big wheelbarrow and go down to de wharf, and
wheel up de gentleman and lady's baggage. You hear me
good iLow, don't yer?"

"Yes, daddy," answered the lad, running off to obey.
The old negro led the travellers up to the house, through

the long piazza, and into a large, airy, barely furnished par-
lor, where he invited them to be seated, while he went to
inform his mistress of their arrival.

"This ought to be a very pleasant, cheerful place, grand.
pa," said Laura, as she walked from front to back of the
long parlor--" a very cheerful, pleasant place indeed! Sun-.
ny, breezy, with the sea on one side and the woods on the
other. But somehow or other, I find it very gloomy and
depressing. What makes it seem so?"

"I don't know, my child. I feel the influence also, but
without being able to account for it," answered Mr. Lytton.

At this moment the door opened, aud a lady of great
beauty slowly advanced into the room.
* She was taller than the usual height of women, and very
perfectly proportioned, with a carriage at once stately and
graceful. Her features were of classic regularity. Her
complexion was very fair and clear, yet her, eyes, eyebrows
and hair were jet-black. She~ wore a black silk dress,
rather rusty, and neat white linen collar and cuffs. This
was Mrs. Fanning, born ~avendish, the beautiful younger
sister o~ Governor Charles Cavendish.

She who, tears before, had stooped from her own high
estate to wed ~Fred Fanning, the wild, handsome son of
the landlord of the White Perch Point Hotel, and who by
that rash act had opened an impassable gulf between her-
self and her proud family.

She came slowly into the room, and as she drew near,
Able Lytton noticed a look of profound melancholy, almost
of despair, on her beautiful pale face.

"Mr. Lytton! Is this ya?~? I had not expected-. They
did not tell me- Ah, Heaven!" she cried incoherently,
and sank trembling upon the nearest seat.

Extremely surprised at the strange effect his presence
seemed to have upon this lady, AbLe Lytton stood bowing
and embarrassed.

Mrs. Fanning recovered her composure with an effort.
"Pardon me," she said; "pardon me, sir. You must

think this emotion very singular; but in fact my nerv~
system has been severely tried of late, and-.--I did not
pect to see you here."

"Is this lady insane," inquired Able Lytton of himself~
Then speaking soothingly to her, he said:

"Pardon me, rather, Madam, if my arrival is untimely
or inconvenient, and permit me to depart at once."

"Depart? Where would you go at this hour, and with..
out horses? There is no place that you could reach on foot
before midiiight. Besides, you have young people with
you. You must remain where you are. Your visit, I as-.
sure you, is neither unwelcome nor inconvenient. It is
my nervous system that is out of order.. Pray do not
mind it."

Then turning toward Alden and Laura, she smiled, and
said interrogatively:

"These young people?"
C~ Are the children of my late unhappy son. I am taking
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* them to Lytton Hall, which is to be their home for the
present," answered Able Lytton.

~ And then he was again surprised and shocked to see
the lady start, tremble and cover her eyes with her hands. 0

In another moment, however, she controlled herself;
smiled and 'nodded to the youth and maiden, and then rang
a small hand bell that stood upon the table near her.

A neat mulatto girl answered it, and stood courtesying
in the door.

"Show these two gentlemen to the large front chamber
over this, and the young lady to the small hail chamber
adjoining."

Rosy, the mulatto girl, courtesies again and stood
smilingly ready to attend the guests when' they should
please to move.

The mistress of the house, with a grave bow, passed
silently out of the room.

"0, grandpa!" whispered Laura, as soon as the lady
had gone-" Oh, grandpa! don't let us stay here. Let us
go away-somewhere! anywhere!"

"There 'is nowhere we can go to sleep, my dear, unless
Mr. Fanning should return very soon with the horse, so
that we could get home," replied Mr. Lytton.

"Oh, grandpa, we could sleep in a negro's cabin. In a
barn !-anywhere rather than here."

"Don't talk nonsense, my child," said the old gentle-
man, rising to follow his guide to the bedrooms.

Up stairs the travellers found the same signs of poverty
and neglect. The bedrooms, though clean, were very scan-
tily and plainly furnished, and though there was~ plenty
of water, there was a very limited supply of soap and
towels.

When the travellers had refreshed themselves with a
better wash than they had been able to ii~idulge in on the

schooner, Mr. Lytton eame out of his room and rapped at
Laura's door, and said:

"Come, my love.. If you are ready, we will take a w 1k
over to the light-house. There~ is plenty of time to go
there and return before ~ur dinner will be ready. And
we have been cribbed up in the schooner so long, that a
walk will do us good. Don't you think so?"

"Anything is better than staying here, grandpa. I
know now what's the matter with the house. It is not
really the house, but the lady! That. lady gives me the
horrors, grandpa," said Laura, as she made her appearance
in her black bombazine dress and black crape hat.

They were next joined by Alden.
"How empty this great barn of a house seems!" said

* Laura, as they all went down stairs and out upon the lawn
without meeting a souL /

They went down to the beach,. and then along the
beach toward the extremity of the point where the light-
house stood.

"And now," said old Able Lytton, "I wish to show
you a real heroine of humble life. Look at that light-house.
If is kept and tended by a girl of eighteen."

"A girl of eighteen!" echoed' both his hearers.
"Yes, my children, strange as it seems."
"But would such a one be trusted with such a respond

sible duty?" inquired~ Alden.
"She is, at all events. I will tell you .ho w it happened.

The light-house was kept for years-twenty, at least, I
should think-by a man of the name of Taylor. He lived
at the light-house cottage, with his wife ~rrd his orphan
niece, Mabel. As the man grew infirm, th~ child used to
help him with his duties. And as the years passed) grad-
ually the whole onus of the duties passed from the~failing
old man to the growing young girl. At last Taylor 4ie~,
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His widow petitioned to be left in charge of the light.
house. And having satisfactorily proved that she was ca-
pable of taking care of it, or rather that Mabel was, she re-
ceived the appointment."

"And you say the girl does all the duties?" inquired
Laura.

"'Since that time, which is over two years, Mabel has
done all the duties. And they are attended with more
difficulty and danger than you would suppose. Look up
at the light-house."

"We see it."
"Now look M the light-house cottage."
"Yes."
"They are some hundred yards apart. Yet every even-

ing at sunset, in all weathers, sick or well, that young girl
goes and climbs to the top of that tower and lights the,
lamp. Every night, on all seasons of the year, in all states
of the atmosphere, whether it be a bright moonlight or
starlight night in June, or whether it be a dark and stormy

\night in January, that young maiden goes alone at mid-
night to the top of that tower to feed and trim her lamp;
and every morning at sunrise, winter and summer, in fair
orJoul weather, she goes the same road t~o put out her lamp."

"A brave girl! ~ said Alden.
"A brave, bright, cheerful girl as one would wish to

meet in a day's journey. Nor isher hard duty at the light-
house all she has to do. She does the whole work of the
cottage for herself and her aged relative, and keeps herself
and home beautifully neat and clean."

"I should like to know her," said Laura musingly.
"You shall know h~,my love. We will call at the

cottage and rest, and wdit until sunset, when we may go
with her to the light-house and see her light her lamp," said
the~old gentleman kindly.

CHAPTER VII.
THE LIGHT-HOUSE LASS.

THEY now left the stunted copse wood that bordered
I-the shore below the hotel, and ca~me upon the long

sandy point where neither tree nor shrub was to be seen,
only the glare of sunshine upon the barren shore and, blue
sea, and the tall white tower of the light-house, and. the
long, low cottage of the keeper.

The cottage was of one story, with a steep roof. 'It was
surrounded by a piazza, and enclosed within a fence., And
house, piazza and fence were whitewashed. Neither vine
nor flower grew in the barren lot. The only relief to the
eye from the glare of light was to be found in the dark
green color of the window-shutters.

A little white gate admitted the visitors to a narrow
gravel walk that led up 'to tlie house, wl~ere, under the
shade of the piazza, sat a neatly dressed old lady, knitting.

She glanced keenly through her spectacles at the visitors,
and then arose quickly to welcome them, ~xolaiming gladly:

" Dear heart, Mr. Lytton, is it you? The sight of you
would cure blindness. Sit you down here where we get
the breeze. It is cooler here than in the house. Andy
dear me! these young people.are never yours?"

They are my grandchildren, ma'am. Alden and Laur~~
this is Mr& Taylor, the keeper of the Perch Pohit~ ~ig1it.
house, of whom you have heard me speak," said~h~ Iqtton,
as he seated himself upon the 'plain ben0h of the pia~za.
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The youth and m~4den smiled~ and came up to the old
lady, who shook hands with them kindly, and said:

"Yes, the keeper, my young gentleman and lady, but
not the tender. Mab does all the work," explained Mrs.
Taylor, as she pointed to seats for her young visitors.

"Where is Mabel ?" inquired Mr. Lytton.
"Just this moment gone in to get her hat and key to

go over to the light-house."
At that moment the door opened, and Mabel came o
Alden and Laura had expected to see a fine, tall, st ong

-tell, an abZe-bodied girl; that is about the word.
And now they saw a delicate, slender little fairy, with

a snow-white complexion, large clear light-blue eyes, and
flying hair so fair that its hue was between silvery and
golden. This fairy was clad in a light-blue gingham dress,
with a white muslin apren~i4a~white straw hat.

She smiled when she saw visitors, and then recog-
uuizing Mr. Lytton, she went up to him and offered her
hand.

"Ahi h~w do you do, my dear?" heartily exclaimed
the old gentleman, cordially clasping her hand. "An4
here are my grandchildren come to call On you. Laura
~id Alden, this is Miss Mabel."

She shook hands with her two young visitors, and then
looking at their grandfather, smiled and pointed significant-
ly to the low-descending sun.

"'Alit I see I Ye8, your duty is imperative. You'must
go and light ~yoiir lamp, and as the sun sinks below the
horizon the flame must rise above the tower. So go on,
my dear; and if you will permit us, I and my young folks
#11 go with you."

"Certainly, I 'shall be really glad to have you go.
Only I should tell you in honesty, that the light-house, like
some other things, is seen better distant than near, and
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better without than within. But come," she said, leading
the way, with a smile.

They went out of the little gate, and walked through
the deep sand out to the extreme end of the point, where
the light-house lifted its slim white tower to the sky.

Mabel was right. It was beautiful to behold. from the
outside, but it was dingy, smoky an4 greasy within.

They wound up a narrow spiral staircase of some hun-
dred steps that took them slowly to the top floor, from
which a movable ladder arose to the lantern.

Mabel went up this ladder alone, and filled, trimmed
and lighted her lamp. The others stood below at its foot,
and watched her.

In a moment the light streamed up from the top of the
tower. And then Mabel closed the door of her, lantern,
and came down.

"And you come in all weathers, morning, evening and
midnight, to tend this lamp!" said the old gentleman,
when they found themselves at the foot of the tower
again.
- "Yes, sir; it is my business," answered Mabel.

"But, my child, are y&u not afraid to come here alone,
especially at Smidnight?,~~ he inquired, as they walked on
toward 'the cottage.

Mabel opened her blue eyes wide with surprise, and
simply echoed, the word:

"Afraid?"
"Yes, especially at midnight, and more especially in

dark, stormy winter weather?"
"Why, no, sir, certainly not.. Why ev~r should I be

afraid?" inquired the girl.
"Because' you are but a slight young creature, and the

way to the tower by night is dark and lonely, and the
tower itself is very dismal, especially at midnight."
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"I know; but why should that make me afraid?" in-
quired the young heroine.

"Whe-ew I I'm sure I don'V know, if you don't; but
then fear is like jealousy: fear is not ever fearful for a
cause, but' fearful that it is fearful!"

Mabel's soft silvery laughter broke upon the air like a
bird's carol.

"That reminds me of auntie," she said.. "Auntie does
not like to be left alone at midnight, when I go to feed the
lamp. She always tells me to hurry back like a good girl,
and adds,' Not that I'm afraid to stay yere alone, Mab.
I'm not afraid of anything. I'm only afraid of being fright.
ened!"'

The two young people laughed at this "bull," and had
scarcely time to compose their features to decent. gravity.
when they reached the cottage gate.

Auntie whom they had been laughing at, was standing
at the gate ready to receive 'them. She invited them to
come in and stay to tea; but Mr. Lytton excused himself
and his young people, and they took leave of the old lady
and the brave girl, and turned their steps toward the hotel.

CHAPTER VIII.

THE LAI{DLORD'S 1LETUR~T.

"~IJ'AS your master returned with the horse?" in-
IL quired Mr. Lytton, of a colored boy whom he

met in the front yard.
"No% sir, he haven't. We dem dunno what de na~ne 0~

sense keep Marse Freddy 'way so long. He an't use to
staying' way so long, 'deed he an't," replied the boy.
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Mr. Lytton and his young party went on to the house,
and found their dinner awaiting them.

After dinner they sat out on the piazza watching the
moonlit sea, until quite a late hour. Then they separated
and retired for the night.

Laura, in her little room, soon fell asleep. So did Al-
den, who had a bed in his grandfather's spacious chamber.

But as for old Mr. Lytton himself, he could not sleep
well. A strange restlessness and depression possessed him.
If he fell into a fitful slumber, he soon awoke with .a start.
and with a strange sense of pain and, peril. So he con-
tinued all night.

Near morning he heard the sound of horses' feet gal-
loping up to the door, followed by loud knocking, and by
the hurrying footsteps of the awakened servants, the
opening of the door, and the voice of the master as he
entered.

"Fanning has come in at last. I am glad of it. I shall
now be able to take my young people home early this
morning," said Mr. Lytton to himself, as he turned over
and once more tried to sleep.

He was just sinking off into unconsciousness when the
sound of voices in the next room fully aroused him.

His own bed was against the partition wall between the
two rooms, so that he could hear quite distinctly.

"Who did you say had come ?'~ asked the voj~e of the
man Fanning.

*" Old Mr. Lytton and his two grandchildren," answered
the voice of the wife.

"Good Heaven]"
This exclamation was uttered in a tone of dismay,

almost of horror. And then the voices sank to low painful
murmurs, that were quite inaudible until that of the ma~
broke forth with some excitement:
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"I cannot see them! I cannot see them! Why in the
name of perdition are they here at all?"

"Fred, it could not be helped. They landed from
a schooner, and walked up to the house. Rose, who did
not know them, came and told me guests had come. In
our circumstances customers are not to be neglected. I
went down into the parlor to see them. Judge my horror
when I met the old man and his grandchildren?" moaned
the wdman.

"I wish you had not taken them in at all."
"They were already in."
"Then I wish you had sent them away."

* "My poor dear, how could I? They were indeed most
anxious to continue their journey, but there was no convey-
ance.' They were forced to stay here, and I to keep them."

"I will not see them! I will not see them!" groaned the
man.

And then again their voices sank out of hearing.
Able Lytton was much astonished by what he had in-

voluntarily overheard. That they should both be deeply
grieved and distracted by the fate worse than that of death
that had befallen their young only daughter, he could easi-
ly understand; but what' had he or ~his grandson and daugh-
ter to do with that, that their presence in the house should
produce a panic?"

It was quite in vain even to 'try to comprehend the
cause.

While perplexing himself over the question, he fell
asleep; and having waked and watched so long that night,
he' now slept so soundly that it was broad day before he~
awoke.

He got up and opened the front window, and looked
out upon the broad expanse of water before him, and upon
the distant point, with its light-house.
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On the lawn before the window he saw Laura and
Alden walking and talking together. He tapped upon the
window-pane and beckoned Alden to come up.

And when the boy came into the room, he said:
"You were asleep when I arose, sir; so I dressed niy.

self and went down very softly, 56 as not to 'awaken you."
"Good lad, you were right. But. now we must get

away from here this morning, as soon as possible," said the
old man gravely.

"Oh, yes, sir! It is a very beautiful place indeed, and
would be a very delightful one if there were only pleasant
people living on it. But oh, my goodness! if the mistress
of the house is a handsome ogress, the master is a horridly
unhandsome ogre," said the youth.

"He didn't use to be," muttered Mr. Lytton, reflecting'
upon the night's strange conversation that he 'had overheard.

"He is now, you bet."
You have seen him, then ? '~

"I just have. I was walking round the house, 'pros-
pecting,' and I come upon him in the barn-yard. Oh, my
gracious! Didn't he glare at me as if he would. like to
'have my marrow to butter his bread,' only he didn't dnre
to touch me. And then he turned off' short, and walked as
fast as he could in another ~d~ect~on."

"He must have changed greatly since I saw him last.
Now, Alden, while I am dressing I wish you to go down
and say that 'we would like breakfast immediately, and also
like to have the carriage at the door, that we may c6m-
mence our journey as soon as breakfast is over. Go now,'
my boy. Ali, ~res," he continued, after Alden had left the
room. "Fred Fanning must have changed 'greatly from
the jolly dog I once knew him to be. And perhaps the
loss of his daughter may have deranged his mind. Heaven
knows it may well have done so."
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So saying, Able Lytton began to dress himself.
As soon as he was, ready he went, down stairs, where,

in the front hall, he met a negro lad who told him that
breakfast was on the table.

He went into the breakfast room, where he found his
young people already awaiting him. There was neither
the host nor the hostess present to receive them. They
sat down to the table. And Rose, the pretty mulatto girl,
waited on them.

The breakfast 'in itself was excellent, but a 'nameless
gloom hung over the place that somewhat spoiled the ap-
petite of the old man. Nothing but repletion could ever
affect that of the young people, who were at the age to
lose, their appetites only "presently after dinner."

When their morning meal was over, they went up stairs
to get ready for their journey.

On coming down again they found the carriage at the
door, with their luggage strapped on behind.

But neither host nor hostess were there to see them off.
Only the coachman was in his seat, and a negro lad was in
attendance.

~flere, you sir!" said Able Lytton, calling to the lad.
"W~h~it is your name, sir?"

Taters, Marster. Don't you 'member me ?" inquired
the boy.,

Able Lytton burst out laughing.
"Oh, yes, I know you," he said.. "You are Mithridates.

How do you do?" And he shook hands with the boy.
Then turning to his young folks, he said, still laughing:
"This youth is a godson of mine. I stood sponsor for

him when I was here some years ago. I gave him a fine
nanie---Mith-ri-da-tes -. and lo! after their manner, they
have curtailed it and corrupted it until it has' come to-
'Taters!' Well, Taters, I have been looking all over the
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house for your master or your mistress, and I can find
neither~ I want to~ pay my bill before I leave. Go get it."

"If you please, master, my mistress told me to tell you,
if you axed for it, as how there wasn't no bill ag'in yer."

"No bill I nonsense! This is a hotel. Where is your
master?"

"In the bar-room, sir.
"No, he isn't. I was in there looking for him."
"I know he wasn't then, sir, but he's just gone in. You

can see him through the windy, if you look."
Able Lytton lifted his eyes and saw Fred Fanning

standing before the counter, with his 'back turned toward
the window.

He immediately went into the house, and through a
side door into the bar-room, and clapping the landlord on
the back, exclaimed heartily:

"Hallo! my fine fellow; is this the' way you treat aui
old friend?"

Fanning started as if he had been shot through the
heart, and glared into the face of Able Lytton, with terror
and amazement in every feature 'of his own.

"Good Heaven, man! what is the matter with you?"
exclaimed Mr. Lytton, gazing with surprise and grief upon
the fearfully changed aspect of his old acquaintance, whom.
he remembered as the heartiest and merriest young land-
lord in the whole country side. Now the once stout~ form
was wasted to a skeleton; the fair, ruddy complexion was
blanched to marble; the laughing blue eyes were wide
open, and glaring as with the fire of insanity.

"Yes, the loss of his daughter has certainly turned his
head, though why his insanity should take the particular
form of horror of me is' more than I can tell," thought
Able Lytton, and then he repeated his question more kindly~

"Why, Fanning, what ails you, man'?"
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"1-4 thought you had gone!" faltered.the landlord.
"Gone? I'm not in the habit of going without paying.

my score. Come, collect your senses, and-collect your
bill. I am here to pay it."

"I-I have no bill against you. I cannot take money
of you."

"Stuff and nonsense! You always did, you know.
There!" said Mr. Lytton, laying down a ten-dollar bill.
"That must be something like the amount. If it's over,
give the surplus to the servants; if it's under, let me know
the deficiency at your leisure. Good-bye. Give my re-
spects to madam."

And Able Lytton frankly held out his hand.
But the unhappy man shrank from it, muttering hastily:
"I cannot ouch your hand! I cannot touch your mon-

ey! Take i~ up, and go." And he pointed frowningly to
the note.

"Mad! mad as a March hare!" said Able Lytton, and
leaving the note lying upon the counter, he walked out of
the house.

"Has your master been long in this condition?" he
asked abruptly of the lad, who was still in attendance
near the, carriage.

"Sar?" inquired the boy, puzzled.
"Has your master been crazy long?"
"Lor', no, sar! Marse Fred an't crazy."
"'What's the matter with him, then?"
"Nuffin an't de matter wid him, let alone he's wrong

in his head all along o' a fretting' arter Miss Ivy," answered
the boy opening his eyes.

"Oh!" muttered Mr. Lytton, as he stepped into the
carriage.

"Take the Wendover road," he called to the coachman,
as he closed the door.
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The man turned his horses' heads from the water view,
and drove around the house to the back of the premises
and through a back gate and out into a private road lead-
ing to the Perch Point and Wendover Turnpike.

This road led duly from the coast to the interior of the
country, passing for the first dozen miles through a thick
wood now verdant with the freshness of early su~nmer.

A drive of four hours through this sylvaA scenery
brought them to the village of Wendover, on Red 'Rock
River, at the Red Rock Pass.

It was noon when they drew up at the "Reindeer," th?
principal hotel of the little town.

"I think we will stop here to lunch and rest before
going further. So you may put up your horses, Cyrus,
and take your ease," said Mr. Lytton, as he alighted from
the carriage, followed by Alden and Laura.

Mr. Lytton was about as well known at the "Reindeer"
as the landlord himself.

So he had no sooner entered the parlor with his young
people than mine host came bustling in to welcome him,
exclaiming, as he held out his hand:

"Ali, ha! So you're back again! How do you do?
How do you do? Hope you mean to stop, with us a
while."

"We wish to get home this evening. I shall send back
Fanning's carriage from this point, and take one with fresh
horses from you to convey us on to the Lodge, thank you,"
said Mr. Lytton, cordially grasping and shaking the offered
hand' of his host.

"Oh, but you will stay and dine? We have some of
the finest trout ever drawn from a mountain brook," ex~
claimed the landlord.

And under other conditions I should enjoy then~ much.
But I want to get home to..night. We will, however, have
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some luncheon and a bottle of wine. And I hope you will
join tue over the wine," said Mr.~ Lytton.

"That will I, with pleasure. For I have lots of news
to hear, no doubt, and also some to tell."

"Ali!" smiled the old gentleman a little sarcastically-.
"News to tell 1-as to whose cow has calved, whose pig
has. died, and so forth."

"Nothing of the sort to tell, though plenty of the sort
has happened. No; but really the village has had a, sen-
sation."

"You don't say so. Some woman has twins ?"
No, I say! Let me order your luncheon, and then I'll

come back and tell you all about it," said the landlord, as
he hurried out of the parlor.

"The greatest gossip in the Commonwealth, my dears,
is our old Hezzy Greenfleld. Hezekiah his name is," ex-
plained Mr. Lytton.

In a few minutes a waiter entered and set the table for
luncheon, and spread upon it bread, butter and cheese, cold
meats, pastry, fruit and cakes, with a pitcher of milk and a
bottle of light wine.,

"Now sit down, Greenfield; sit down and join us. I
want you to begin at once, and tell us what is the nature of
the village sensation," said Mr. Lytton cordially.

"All right," said Greenfield.' "Now prepare to be
astonished."

(

CHAPTER IX.

THE LA1~DLORD'8 STORY.

'~\7ESTERDAY morning," said Hezekiah Greenfield,
.-. L"our little community was somewhat startled by"

the sudden arrival of Governor Cavendish's travelling car-
riage, with the news that it~ had been sent to meet his Ex-
cellency, who had telegraphed to his people at Blue Cliff
Hall that he.. would reach Wendover by the afternoon
train.~~

"Not much in that to startle any community, I. think,"
said Mr. Lytton smiling.

"No; but when the Governor telegraphs suddenly that
he is coming down, some five or six weeks before his usual
time, to a little hamlet like ours, where every event out of
routine is a subject of wonder, you will understand it.
Well, he and his family came on the train by which he was
expected, and after dining here, got into the tra~relling car-
riage,' and went home to Cliff Hall."

"Nothing 'very surprising in that."
"No; that was only the beginning. Now listen! Re-

member, the Governor passed through here, on his way
home, yesterday afternoon.

~C Yes."
"And of cou~s~ he had gone home to stay until the

meeting of the Legislature should call him to town again.
And one wrn4d judge too, that he wouhi be pretty tired
of his journey, and' willing to rest a bit. Neverth~ies~,at

(77)
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half past eleven o'clock last night, we were all roused up
out of our beds by the arrival of Governor Cavendish, to
meet the midnight train to the, city."

"Indeed."
"There! I knew I should surprise you at last. Yes,

indeed. First he went to the telegraph office. Of course
the operators had gone; but he left in the night box a
sealed telegram, to be dispatched at the earliest possible
moment in the 'morning. Nobody on earth knew what
was in the telegram, or where it was to be sent, except
the operator, and he won't tell. ~All the satisfaction he
gives a' body is, that maybe we may know something
more about it when the evening's mail comes down from
the city."

"Some political move, I suppose," said old Mr. Lytton,
who was fast losing his interest in the case.

"Well, if it was a political move, I'll tell you what, it
was as much as a life was worth. At least one would judge
as much by the looks of Governor Cavendish. I tell you
that when he came in here to wait for the train, after leav-
ing the sealed telegram, he looked as white as a sheet. He
did nothing but walk the floor with his hands behind his
back until the train came. Then he went up by it. And
I was as much relieved by his departure as if he had been
the ghost that he looked," said the landlord, nodding with
emphasis.

"I ~ee nothing ~in 'all this but some political crisis.
Politics ~nake the life of a public man like Governor
Cavendish."

"If you had seen his face; you would have thought it
was something more than politics that troubled him," said
Greenfleld.

Never guessing that he had the slightest interest at
stake in the troubles of Governor Cavendish, the old
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gentleman turned the conversation by saying to his grand
son:

"Alden, my boy, while we wait here, I wish you would
step over to the post-office----it is just across the street-
and inquire if there are any letters or papers for me. You
would never believe it, but, this is the nearest post-office to
Lytton Lodge, my lad. And you'll think yourself out of
the world, when you get so far away from-from any-
where."

Alden 'laughed, said he thought he could stand it, took
up his hat and went his errand.

He soon came back, bringing letters and papers.
Mr. Lytton looked over his letters first.' Upon one of

them he paused in deep thought. Then raising his head,
ne said to the landlord: /

"Mr. Greenfleld, I' think we shall have to remain here
to-night, if you can accommodate us."

"Why, of course I can. Why not?"
"This letter that I hold in my hands is from my factor

in Baltimore. It is dated two days ago, but in it he prom-
ises to write to me the next day-that was yesterday. I
shall wait here to get his letter, which will probably come
to-morrow morning. That 'will save a day, as I can answer

mail the letter before we go home.~~
"All right. I am sure I am very glad to have you,"

said the landlord, Who immediately left the parlor to order
rooms prepared for his new guests.

The evening train came in and brought the city's morn..
ing papers. And these papers were diligently' searched by

/the villagers for some item that might explain the strange
move of their Governor. But though they found rather
more than usual of sensational, political and police news,
they found nothing particularly connected with the Gover-
nor, except perhaps the article r&ninding the public of

I
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what they were not likely to forget-that his Excellency
having refused to commute the sentence of Victor Hart-
man, the condemned man would suffer the extreme penalty
of the law that day at i~oon.

Mr. Lytton read that item with a sigh of sorrow given
to the memory of his murdered son, and of pity and for.
givene~s for the doomed murderer.

"Heaven have mercy upon him!"

CHAPTER Xe

A TELEGRAiE.

By noon to-say

Thou must be made immortaL-BXnON.H IS last hour had come. All the visitors that business
or curiosity had brought to his cell that fatal morn-

ing had gone-some to secure stands near the scaffold,
which had been erected in the prison yard, where the ex-
ecution was to take place.

Victor Hartman was alone with W~ spiritual guide. He
had requested to be taken out soon 4fter eleven o'clock, as
he said he had something he wished to say to the people
before he should die.

It waS now a few minutes after eleven, and he was in
momentary expectation of the Sheriff and his officers.

"Is there any last word you have to say to me in
private, Hartman, before they come for you? Is there any
commission you can give me to do for you?" kindly in..
quired the Rev. Mr. Lyle, as he sat beside the prisoner on
the edge of the cot bedstead.

'KNo, sir; you have done all you could for my soul by

your instructions and prayers; and you have done all you
could for my poor body by giving me a clean shirt and a
decent suit of clothes to die in. I thank you, sir. I would
bless you, if the blessing of such a poor wretch as I could
serve you. You will go out with me, and see the last of
me?"

"Yes, of course! I promised that Be~ides, it is our
duty, and we always do it. Here they come," said Mr.
Lyle, as a little procession of four men approached the cell
door. One of them opened it, and all entered.

The Sheriff, a grave, middle-aged man, held a parch-
ment in his hand, and addressed the prisoner, saying:

"Victor Hartman, it is my painful duty to r~ad your
death warrant to you. Are y~u ready to hear it?"

"Yes, sir," meekly replied the doomed boy.
The Sheriff unrolled the parchment, and read the death

warrant through to its signature-" Charles Cavendish,
Governor of-~---."

'K&ow, Harbman, you see what we have to do;" said
the Sheriff

"Yes, sir," assented the prisoner. "And I am ready."
The sheriff made a sign to ~~wo of the officers who ac-

companied him, and they we an took the handcufTh off
the condemned. And then they would have taken his
arms to lead him forth to executiQn between them. But
the Rev. Mr. Lyle said:

"Let me walk with him. He will be perfectly secure.'~
"The Sheriff assented with a silent bow. And Mr.

Lyle drew the boy's arm within his own.
And the mournful little procession was formed-the

Sheriff of the county arid the Warden of the. prison walk-
ing first, the prisoner attended by the clergyman next, and
two officers of the prison behind.

As they emerged from the building into the yard: Vic'
5

dl
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tor 3artman raised his despairing eyes to look rorkhe
last time out upon the world from which he was about to
be cast forth in ignominy.

The tender bright blue sky of May was over all. A
thin, silvery white doud passing before the face of the sun
softened the splendor of his rays. The trees upon the side-
walks and in the city gardens wore their freshest and ten.
detest green foliage. And among their branches the birds
were singing blithely, filling all the sunny~ air with raptur-
ous music. It seemed hard to die, in any way, upon a day
like this. But to die as he wa~ doomed to die! A shud-
der passed through his slight frame, and gave the report-
ers, who stood with pencil and note-book in hand, an item
to the ,effectthat the prisoner seemed much agitated when
he was led gut. He dropped his glance from the blue
skies and verdant trees, and saw under them and around
himself a fearful contrast.

The scaffold was erected in the corner of the prison
back-yard, with a temporary railing around its foot, guard-
ed by a detachment of policemen. The yard itself was
half filled with a crowd of well-dressed men, invited to be
spectators of the "private" execution. The stone fence of
the yard, the tops of the sheds, the roofs of the houses and
the windows of their upper stories were all laden and
crowded with people, and more than: ten thousand pairs of
eyes were eagerly fixed upon the prisoner.

Victor Hartman shuddered and dropped his eyes
again.

"Do not look upon them, my poor boy. Do not think
of them. Think of the Redeemer's words: 'Verily, I say
unto you, this day-' You know the rest. Repeat them
to yourself, Hartman," whispered Mr. Lyle, as they ap.
preached the foot of the scaffold stairs.

The Sheriff and the Warden went went up first. The
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clergyman and the condemned man followed. And the
the two Sherift"s officers brought up the rear.

When the six men' stood upon the platform with the
l)risoner in the midst, the latter turned to the Sheriff and
inquired if he might then be permitted to speak to the
l)eople.

The Sheiiff assented. And the condemned boy step-
l)ed forward, and once more looked around upon the
multitude of faces turned upon him: some from the ground
below and around the scaffold, some from the prison grat-
ings, some from the edge of the yard Wall, some from
the tops of sheds, and the roofs and windows of dwel..
Jing houses.

There we~re many brutal, many curious, but there were
also some compassionate faces among them, for these lat-
ter mentioned could not look upon the dying boy with his
pale emaciated face, and wild, mournful eyes, without pity.

He noticed this, and after having been in doubt how to
presume to call the assembled people, he took courage, and
addressed them as "friends."

"My friends," he began, "I have something to say to
you; but not much that will try your patience.

"I know that I have incurred the death penalty, and
that I must die. I know my doom is just, for my crime,
was very great-so great. that even if I were permitted to
live I could never' enjoy a moment's peace of 'mind, and
life would be a heavier doom than death. When I hav~
waked up in the dark, still watches of the night and re-
membered my crime, my soul has suddenly sunk into a hell
of horror and despair not to be described by me, never 'to
be understood, I hope, by you. Yes, friends, it has been,
and would still be so with me. It does not need the death
of the body to plunge the soul in hell. One great crime
will do that, while the body still lives on.
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"Biit Nature never made me for a murderer.-never
meant that I should be one.

"In a moment of madnes~-.---the double madness of rage
and drink-"-I rose up and struck down my foe. The mo-
ment before I struck I had not thought of striking at all.
The moment I struck I did not think of killing. The kill-
ing ii~as unintentional, almost accidental. Nevertheless it
was the result of the blow I struck in my blind fury. And
the law says I must die for the death. And the law is just.

"But I am not resigned to my doom; no, not even now
that I stand on the very brink of eternity. I am not re-
signed to die; not that I fear death, for well I know that
there is pardon through the Redeemer even for such 'a
wretch as I. But I long with an inexpressible longing to
live-not that I love life. I have told you what a burden
it has been and would be to me. But I long to live even
this painful life, because I would not die and leave behind
me nothing, 0 friends, but the record of vice and crime,
the life of a fool, 0 people, ending in the death of a felon!
I would live, to blot it all out! I would with the future
try to redeem the past.

"I am scarcely twenty years of age. If I could be per-
mitted to live out man's natural terni of life of threescore
years and ten-if I could be permitted to live to be seven-
ty years of age, I Would-yes, Heaven knows I would !-
atone by fifty years of good endeavor for the twenty
wasted years of vice and folly."

Here he was interrupted by a voice in the crowd cry-
ing out:

"Not twenty years of vice and folly!' You were scarce-
ly a criminal at ten years ofage, poor fellow!"

"'Well, let that pass. I did evil early enough in my
life, Heaven knows. And for the evil that I have done,
well do I know that I never can atone to the Almighty.

Only the Redeemer can do that for me. But I might atone
to man, to society, and, most of all, to' the boy and girl my
rash hand has made fatherless. Friends, I have done. But
I am not resigned."

The condemned man stepped back. The clergyman
said:

"Let us pray."
And all stood with uncovered heads while the short

and fervent prayer was offered up.
Then the clergyman shook hands with Hartman, and

commending him to the mercy of Heaven, 'took leave of
him, and left the platform.

At a sign from the Sheriff, two officers came forward
to pinion the prisoner.

And now many that had looked on the proceedings tip
to this point with hard eyes, turned away their heads.
Some even ran in at the open doors of the prison to get
out of the way of witnessing the execution.

These ran against an officer of the jail who was hurry-
ing through from the front or street door of the building to
the back door leading into the yard, where the execution
was proceeding to its final act. He was very much excited,
and bursting thi~ough the opposing crowd, he waved a
white cloth to attract instant attention, and shouted:

"Stop! stop !-for the Lord's sake, stop!"
And breathless with excitement, he ran up the stairs of

the scaffold, and thrust a folded paper into the hands of the
Sheriff.

That officer made a sign to his assistants to stay pro-
ceedings, while he opened and read the paper. He stared
atit for a few moments in silent surprise, while the assem-
bled spectators on their part stared at him in anxious ex-
pectation.

Then he raised his voice, and said:
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"The condemned man is respite for one week, by
order of the Governor.~~

There was a short pause, and then a loud and jo~rous
cheer arose from the cr&wd. They had come to see the
spectacle of Victor Hartman's execution with anticipation
of satisfaction; but to the credit of their human nature be
it written, they heard of his respite with rejoicing.

CHAPTER XI.

RESTORED TO LIFE.

~rpHE prisoner has fainted dead away, sir," said one
... L0 f the Sheriff's officers, as he supported the almost

lifeless form of the reprieved criminal.
The Sheriff turned around to examine the subject of

these words.
"The s~ock has been too much for the poor fellow. lie

was prepared for immediate death, not for a reprieve," he
said.

"This reprieve at this moment is almost cruel unless
followed up with a commutation of his sentence," sighed
the clergyman, as he rubbed the pulseless hands of the un-
conscious man.

"Smith and Martin, lift him between you and bear him
back to the cell," said the Sheriff, addressing his two officers.

They raised the light form of the poor wretch, and care..
fully carried him down from the scaffold, and through the
cheering crowd that filled the prison yard, and so conveyed
him back to his cell and laid him on his cot bedstead.
And there he lay, more dead than alive, having' suffered all
the, bitterness of death without attaining its repose.
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He was slowly returning to consciousness and to pain.
He opened his eyes and rolled them around the walls of
his cell with a look of dull surprise.

The Rev. Mr. Lyle bent over him, laid a hand upon hi~
forehead, tried to catch the gaze of his wandering eyes and
gently spoke:

"Hartman, my poor boy, how is it with you?"
"I don't know.. I thought it was all over with me,'r

slowly answered the young prisoner, with the same look
of dull surprise.

"Do you know where you are, Hartman?"
"I ought to, but I'm not sure. 'I thought it was all

,dver with'me. Why isn't it ?" murmured the prisoner con-
fusedly, as he passed his hand over his eyes, and then lifted
them wildly to the face of his reverend friend. /

"Hartman, don't you know that you were reprieved on
the scaffold?" inquired the clergyman, who began to fear
for the reason of the sufferer.

"Reprieved ?-.-I thou I was-I thought something
dse had happened. Reprieved, you say ?" inquired the
prisoner, as an expression of strangely ~blended joy, pain
and perplexity convulsed his pallid features.

"Yes, Hartman. Almost at the last moment, when you
were about to die, you were reprieved, and you fainted.
Don't you remember?"

"Yes; now I do. Reprieved? Oh, Heaven !" exclaimed
the poor wretch, bursting into tears and sobbing as if his
heart would break.

"This is cruel, unless this reprieve is to be followed up
by a commutation of the sentence," muttered the clergy-
man, apart to the Sheriff.

"It probably will end in a commutation," replied that
officer.

Hartman, with dosed eyes and folded hands, was* evi-
/
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dently returning thanks for his respite from death. Soon
he raised those wild, dark orbs to the face of the Sheriff;
and asked:'

"Who, sir, besides the Lord, have I to thank for this
undeserved mercy?"

"I do not know, llartm~n, unless it be the Governor
himself."

"The Governor would never of himself have ,granted
me a respite."

"He may have been moved by the letters of your anon-
ymous advocate, suggested Mr. Lyle.

"He was said to have been moved by them indeed, but
only to scorn and anger. No; it could not have been the
influence of those letters that gained my respite."

"Hartman," inquired the Sheriff, "have you any knowl-
edge of the writer of' those letters?"

"Sir," replied the prisoner solemnly, "I tell you now,
what I told Mr. Lyle even when death was staring me in
the face, that I not only have no knowledge, but that I
have not the least suspicion of who the writer of those
letters can possibly be."

"It is very strange."
"And why any man should persist in writing and de.

daring that I did not kill Mr. Lytton, when I know per-
fectly well and confess perfectly freely that I did kill him
-though unintentionally-.-I cannot imagine," added Hart-
man1 with a look of profound perplexity.

"Nor can I. It is a mystery that time only can elucidate,
if even time can do it," mused' the clergyman reflectively.

"And taken in connection with the Governor's sus-
pected action in granting this respite at the last moment,
the mystery grows deeper," muttered thd Sheriff.

These last words between the two gentlemen were
spoken in a low tone, and somewhat apart from the prisoner.
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And they were now interrupted by the opening of' the
cell door and the appearance of the turnkey, who put a
letter in the hands of the Sheriff

The latter opened and read the missive, and then left
the cell, signing for the clergymuin to follow him.

Mr. Lyle paused only long enough to shake hands with
the prisoner and take leave of him, with the promise to re-
turn the next day. And then he joined the Sheriff, whom
he found walking up and down the hall with the open let-
ter in his hand.

"Mr. Lyle you must know that the telegram that res-
pited the prisoner and surprised us so much this morning,
came from Wendover, the nearest telegraph station to Blue -

Cliff~, the country seat of the Governor.~~

"Well, this note informs me that the Governor has just
arrived in town, and has sent for me to meet him imme-
diately at the Executive mansion. I think this summons
is connected with Victor Hartman's fate, and that I may
have news to tell you on my return. I only waited to say
this to.you. And now I am going right off."

"I truly hope it may be so. Without any of that dan-
gerous morbid sympathy with criminals that is much too
prevalent in this age, I certainly feel deeply interested in
this poor boy, and earnestly wish that his life might be
spared for better things," said Mr. Lyle.

"We cannot expect anything better than a commutation
of his sentence from death to perpetual imprisonment," re-*
plied the Sheriff.

"Well,, even in a prison a repentant man may do much
to redeem his past life," concluded the clergyman.

And then the two gentlemen left the place together,
the one to wait on the Governor at the Executive mansion
and the other to return to his own house.
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CHAPTER XII.

MORE MYSTERIES.

T HE crowd that had come to witness the execution of
Victor llartman, and had gazed upon the pallid com-

plexion, the emaciated form and the despairing eyes of the
doomed boy, and ~ad heard his pathetic self-accusation,
cheered when the unexpected reprieve by telegram deliv-
ered him from immediate death.

But as they dispersed and spread the news of the res-
pita thrqpgh the city, they were met 'by murmuring of
surprise and disapprobation.

The general public had never looked upon the con-
demned boy, and felt no pity for him. But they had heard
or read all about his crime, and they thought he ought to
have been punished with the utmost rigor of the law, and
promptly too.

The afternoon newspapers came out with leaders, and
severely commented on the conduct of the Governor in
granting this unsolicited respite.

"Who ha'I asked for it?" they inquired.
"Not even the condemned boy himself. It was an ut-

terly uncalled for interference with the course of the law,
dangerous to the community, and cruel even, at that late
hour, to the criminal."

The Governor's course in this matter was characterized as~
weak, frivolous, reckless. And it was said to be unfortw
nate that his term of office had but just begun. But it was
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prophesied that a magistrate so' regardless of the laws he
was bound to execute, need never hope to be reflected.

These editorial leaders in the afternoon papers, so cen-
sorious of the Governor's course, coming into the hands of
the people, and; being read by them, greatly fostered the
general feeling ~f discontent.

It was not only the respite of the condemned man that
displeased the public mind, but the strong probability that
this respite was only intended to prepare the way for a
commutation of the sentence. And if this man's sentence
should be commuted, life and property would no longer be
safe, they argued; men wQuld have to go armed to protect
themselves, if the law would no longer protect them from
the dangerous classes-for imprisonment had no* terrors in
it to restrain criminals.

- Through the murmuring city the Sheriff took 'his way
to the Executive mansions

The house itself wore a deserted aspect. The window
shutters were all closed, and dust had gathered thickly
upon the portico.

The front door was opened to the visitor, not by the
smart footman in livery that usually attended there, but by
the red-headed and bare-footed boy, Tim Dooley, son of
the widow who in the absence of the amily took care of
the house.

"Where is the Governor?" inq ired the Sheriff.
"In's office. P11 show yer," swered the boy, closing

and carefully locking the front door, and ther\walking be-
fore the visitor to lead him to the presence of the Governor.

The Sheriff found Governor Cavendish in the large
back room that opened upon the garden, and was 'used as.
library, study and Executive chamber.

The room was in 'much disorder-books, papei's and
maps loading the tables and chairs and strewed upon the
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floor, and thick dust covered everything. The room had
not been set to rights after the family's departure for the
country, and so was not prepared for the master's unex-
pected return home.

But in this "chamber of desolation" the most desolate
looking object was the Governor himself.

He sat in his dust-covered arm-chair, with his elbow
* resting upon his disordered table, and a general look ojf
sorrow and self-neglect upon his face and person. Bj~s
iron-gray hair was uncombed, his sallow face unwashed,
bis dress loose, sooty and travel-stained.

The Sheriff looked at this chief magistrate 6f the State
in astonishment and pain, for, as he afterward confided to
*a friend:

"A more disreputable looking man for a respectable
middle-aged gentleman and a State's Governor, I never
had the ill-luck to meet."

"Leave the room, boy, and close the door after you,"
were the first words of the Goyernor, addressed to the red-
headed little "Mercury 1"

When the, lad had retired, and the two gentlemen found
themselves alone, the Governor, whose manner was some-
what distracted, pointed to a chair and said:

"Pray sit down, Mr. Middleton. I sent for you on
1~~~~~'

utwiness. /

He had not greeted his visitor with the usual polite
"good-morning," nor had lie even stirred from his attitude
of preoccupation andsorrow when he made this request.

The Sheriff took a chair, dusted it off carefully with
his pocket handkerchief, seated himself, and then said:

"I hope I find your Excellency well this morning?"
"Yes," said the Governor absently.
And his visitor waited for him to explain the object for

which he had summoned him.

"I relieved you of a very painful duty this morning,
Mr. Sheriff," at length said the Governor.

"Yes, sir, an4 I was very happy to be so relieved,"
answered the Sheriff.

"Yet I believe that my course has given very great
dissatisfaction to the public mind. Is it not so? You
have been out in the city and can tell me. Speak plainly."

"Well, then, your Excellency, I regret very much to
~ay that your clemency has given much more offence to the
community than such a simple act as the respite of a con-
demned criminal for one short week could possibly justify."

"Yes; but you see, Mr. Middleton, that the condemned
boy has no friends, while the murdered lawyer was about
the most popular man in the city."

"I know that, sir." /

"Consequently you see that even so much mercy, or rather
so tittlemercy, as may be found in a week's respite from death,
of Lytton's supposed murderer, would give great offence."

"$upposed murderer, your Excellency!" exclaimed the
Sheriff, in surprise.

"Supposed murderer," repeated the Governor emphati-
cally. "How do we know that he is the real murderer?
Granted that he confesses himself to be such. Men have
before now confessed crimes that they never committed."

"Your Excellency has been influenced by those anony-
mous letters that have been written to you, insisting on the
condemned man's innocence."

"Not in the least degree. I quite despised those weak
devices. Yet I repeat to you that the greatest proof we
have of Hartman's guilt is his own confession. And men
have before now voluntarily confessed crimes they never
committed. Read some of the last chapters in 'Russel on
Crime,' It would open your eyes, I think. But enough
of this. I come back to the subject of the great offence
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the community have received at my act of this morning. I
presume there was not an individual, with the exception of
the reprieved man himself, who did not condemn my course."

"Pardon me, your Excellency. There were some hum-
ble individuals-the clergyman who attended Hartman, the
officers of the prison, and myself among the number-who
sincerely rejoiced in the respite of Hartman. Even the
crowd assembled to see him executed heartily cheered at
his reprieve, though many of the latter may have changed
their minds after reading the afternoon's papers."

"I think that quite likely. There was a great deal of
vim in those leaders. However, I am grateful to the few
who felt with me in this matter, especially as that unpopu.
lar act is to be supplemented by a still more unpopular one:
the respite is to be followed up by a-"

The Governor paused, and looked wistfully at his visitor.
"Commutation of his sentence?" added the latter, finish.

ing the interrupted words.
"By a full. pardon," continued the speaker, looking

straight in the face of his hearer.
The sheriff stood aghast.
"Governor Cavendish, it will be the most unpopular

act of your whole administration!" he said.
"It will be my political ruin; but it must be done. It.

has cost me a severe struggle; but it must be done, and
promptly too! So long as I hesitate to do this, I am un-
worthy tc~ hold office as Chief Magistrate of this State, for
every hour that Victor llartman remains incarcerated he
suffers a gross and cruel injustice," said the Governor, with
much emphasis.

"Your Excellency's words astonish me beyond measure.
Your Excellency must have received some information,
unknown to others, and that urges you to these words and
acts," answered the bewildered Sheriff.

The Governor did not reply to these words, but
presently said, in continuation of Ihis discourse:

"The act of pardoning llartman will bring political ruin
on my head. Thctt I have made up my mind to meet. But
I fear it may bring disaster also on the head of the man IL
would save; for if he should be pardoned ana released
from prison in the open day, in the present excited state
of the public feeling, he would fall victim to mob violence1
and suffer some death more cruel and protracted than
hanging. It is about this that I. wished to speak to you.
The pardon is made out and signed. Here it is. But I do
not wish you to act upon it until night, nor to let it be
publicly known until to-morrow morning. Discharge the
prisoner from custody to-night. And tell him of the
state of the public feeling, and the danger he would inmu~'
by remaining in the city; and~ advise him to quit it to-.
night, so as to be far away before to* morrow, when the
fact of the pardon shall be publicly made known, and when,
should he be found here, his person would be in imminent
peril."

And .here the Governor placed. a rolled parchment in
the hands of*the Sheriff, and arose from his seat and stood
with his~hands on the back of the chair, as if waiting for
the departure of his visitor.

Sheriff Middleton, in much surprise and perplexity of
mind, received the document and took leave of the Governor.

In the outer hall he found waiting the red-headed lad,
Tim Dooley, who opened the front door for his exit, and
afterward locked it carefully behind hi~m

The Sheriff left the Executive mansion revolving strange
thoughts in his mind.

That Governor Cavendish, the least impulsive, the most
self-controlled of men, should, without any apparent cause,
suddenly by telegram at the last moment, arrest the exeon-
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tion of Victor Hartman, and should then hurry up to town by
forced journeys, and without the shadow of a seeming
reason, grant a full pardon to the condemned criminal, was
strange enough.

That he, the most ambitious of politicians should do
this, in the full conviction that it would be his political ruin,
was stranger still.

But that after all this, he, the most independent of all
rulers, should, as it seemed, be afraid to protect the man
he had saved, was the strangest of all!

If he saw fit to pardon' Victor Hartman, and had the
moral courage to do so in the face of popular prejudice,
could he not also have had the courage to protect the man
he pardoned? If he foresaw a riot, could he not order
out the militia to quell 4he riot?

If Victor Hartman deserved a pardon, did he not also
deserve protection? Why should he be pardoned, and
then sent out by night to fly from the city before the fact
of that pardon was made public?

It was all an inexplicable mystery.
"If any other man under the son had done this thing,

except Mr. Cavendish, I should have lost confidence in him;
but I e~nnot lose confidence in Charles (Javendish," said
the Sheriff to himself, as he walked rapidly on toward the
prison

Su~Idenly he thought of the minister who had attended
Hartman during his long imprisonment, and he determined
to call at his house and tell him, in confidence, of the un-
expected and unxeplained action of the Governor, in grant-
ing a frill pardon to Hartman.

"It will all be. known to-morrow, and the only motive
for keeping the secret to-night is the safety of Hartman,
and that safety cannot be endangered by imparting the se-
cret to his friend 'and pastor, Mr. Lyle. Besides, Mr. Lyle

would like to take leave of Hartman before the latter leaves.
the city. And Ilartman assuredly would like to take leave
of Mr. Lyle before going."

So reasoning, the Sheriff turned into the street leading
to the minister's home.

He reached the modest house, and rang the bell.
The summons was answered by a neat parlor maid, who,

in reply to Mr. Middleton's inquiries, said that Mr. Lyle
had gone out to make sick calls, but that he would be home
to his te,~a.

The Sheriff took a card from his case, and wrote upon
it a request that the minister would meet him that eve~g,
at seven o'clock, at the house of the Warden of the city
prison. /

He gave this card to the parlor maid, with a strict in-
junction that she should carefully deliver it into the hands
of Mr. Lyle as ~oon as the latter should return home.

And having received the little maid's faithful promise to
do as he direc1~pd, he left the parsonage, and turned his
steps toward th~ prison, where he soon arrived.

CHAPTER XIII.

A I~IGHT rLoT.

HEY were about to close the prison for the night.
ny other visitor would have been turned away, but

the Sheriff was, of course, admitted at once.
He asked for the Warden, and was shown to the

office.
"I am a late visitor, Mr. Caton, but the importance of

my business is my excuse," said the Sherifi; as he entered
N'
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the presence of the Warden, who was seated at his desk,
busily engaged with his account-books.

The Warden arose, bowed politely, sat a chair for the
Sheriff; and then stood, as if waiting for some coinmuni-
cation from the latter.

"Read this, if you please, and tell me what you think
of it," said Mr. Middb~ton, pu1~ting the pardon of Hartman

* into his hands.
Mr. Caton unfolded and read the document, and then

fixed his eyes upon the face of the Sheriff; and stared in
blank astonishment.

"Well?" said the Sheriff "What do you think of that?"
"I am perfectly amazed I Upon what possible pretext

could this pardon have been granted?"
"I do not know. I am quite as much in the dark as

yourself."
"But you were wi1~h the Governor when this pardon

was granted? Tou received it from his own hands?"
"Yes, and I know that it must be acted upon; and that

is all that I know about it."
"Then we may just as well go now to the cell of the

prisoner to inform him of his good, fortune, and to dis-
charge him from custody."

"No, not so fast. There were some verbal instructions
concerning the time for~ discharging the prisoner from cus-
tody, which, taking into consideration the state of the pub-
lic feeling, were most judicious."

"And they are "

"To the effect that we are not to act upon this docu-
ment until night, when we can discharge the prisoner,
and let him pass through and out of the city under cover
of the darkness."

"Lord bless my soul alive! Does Governor Cavendish
fear the effects of his own action?"
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"Upon the safety of the prisoner, yes. He fears, and
with reason, that if Hartman should be set at liberty dur-
ing the day, SQ that he should be recognized in the city, he
would be mobbed and put to a more cruel death than the
law had adjudged him."

"There is something in that. Yet, should not the Gov-
ernor protect from lawless violence theman he ventured to
pardon? Protect him, if necessary, even by force of arms?"

"At first thought, one would say so; yet where, after
all, would be the wisdom of provoking a riot to be put down
by force of'arms, which always means bloodshed, and often
many deaths? Would it not be better to avoid all such
trouble, by quietly getting our man out of the city to-night
before promulgating the pardon to-morrow?" /

"Perhaps so. But the whole thing is so veiy inexplica-
ble, that it is impossible to judge," answered the Warden.

And before another word could be said, an officer of
the prison entered and laid a card on the table before the
Warden, saying:

"I told thp~minister, sir, that the doors Were closed for
the night, but he rather insisted I should bring you his
card, while he waited outside."

"The Rev. Mr. Lyle," said the Warden, reading the
card. "Yes, admit him at once. Stay though. Ask him
to walk around to the private door. Let him in that way.,

"Yes. I left word at his house that he should meet me
here," explained the Sheriff

The prison officer went off to do as he was directed.
And in a few moments the Rev. Mr. Lyle entered the

office, and looked around with a face full of inquiry.
"Well, sir, I have had my interview with Governor

Cavendisli. And I presume you would like to know the
result?" said Mr. Middleton.

"I should indeed," assent~d the ministers.

A
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"It was to put you in possession of that result that I
left a message, requesting you to meet me here. I should
have waited at your house to see you, but for reasons that
yoiz will presently understand. Mr. Caton, will you favor
me with that document for a moment?"

The Warden complied with the request. And the
Sheriff passed the "pardon" over to the clergyman, who
glanced at it, and then exclaimed fervently:

"Thanks be to the Lord!__"
"Amen," responded the other two gentlemen.
"tut how came all this about? What possible influ-

ence could have been brought to bear upon Governor
Cavendish to procure this full pardon of the: criminal?"
inquired the min~ter.

"We do not know. We are both entirely in the dark
on that subject," replied the Sheriff.

And then the three discussed the mystery, without com-
ing to any satisfactory conclusion about it. Finally the
Sheriff informed Mr. Lyle of the verbal instructions that
accompanied the pardon, and that were to the effect that
the prisoner should be discharged from custody that night,
and the pardon promulgated the next morning.

And as it is now quite dark, we may as well go to the
cell of the poor wretch 'and gladden his heart with the
news of his restoration to life and liberty," said Sheriff
Middleton.

The Warden assented. And the three gentlemen arose
and went up stairs to' an upper ward, where the Warden
summoned a turnkey to precede them and unlock the door
of' Victor Hartman's cell.

CHAPTER XIV.

FREED!

]~/[EANWIIILE the condemned man had been many~
..LV.J... hours left alone in his cell, or with only his bitter
reflections for company.

He believed himself to be still under sentence of death.
True, he had been respite for one week, and had received
that respite with a sudden, impulsive gush of joy. He
knew also that this respite probably pointed to a c'ommuta.
tion oP his sentence, from death to perpetual imprisonment.

But upon reflection, was this what he wanted at all?
Would perpetual imprisonment be any better than death?
Would it not be much worse? Would it not be a daily,
hourly death of many years? Truly he longed to live, but
not the comparatively useless life of a prisoner. He pas-
sionately desired to expiate his crime, but not in penal
suffering that would benefit no one, not even his poor self.
Now that he had life, he longed for liberty. He felt that,
bound or free, his life must be for ever darkened and bur-
dened by memory 'and remorse-that bound or free, it must
be a life of expiation; but he longed to make that life use-
ful, and that expiation beneficial-especially to those still
living; whom his 'crime had the most bereaved. And how
~uld he do this in prison?

While he was still groaning in spirit over his criminal
past and hopeless future, the cell door opened, and the
three gentlemen entered.

(1~l)
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lie looked up wearily, then arose from his s at on the
side of his cot and greeted them politely, but with some
surprise, for he now slowly remembered that this' was a
very unusually late hour for their visit.

"I told you this afternoon, Hartman," began the Sheriff
"that when I was sent for by the Governor, I hoped to
come back to you with good news."

"Yes, sir," answered the prisoner, in a low tone, ex-
pecting to hear that his sentence was commuted from death
to perpetual imprisonment.

"Well, I have brought you good news, very good news,
better than we could have expected-~---the very best news,
in fact,~~ said the Sheriff remembering~ how the sudden an*
announcement of the respite had overwhelmed the enfeebled
prisoner, and cautiously preparing to tell him of his full
pardon.

"Yes, sir," again replied Ilartman, looking now a little
more hopeful, as he was beginning to think that the com-
mutation was not to be to perpetual imprisonment, but
only perhaps for' a term of years.

And now the Sheriff took the folded document from
th~ hand of the clergyman3~ who held it, and said:

"This morning, Hartman, I had to do the most painful
duty, of reading to you your death warrant. Now I
have the pleasurable task of reading another sort of
document."

"Yes, sir." The poor broken creature seemed inca-
pable of ~varying his replies from these two little syllables.

The Sheriff then began and read the pardon to the end,
even to the signature of the Governor. And then the
three gentlemen looked at the pardoned man to see how
he would take it.

He took it very calmly, and even stupidly. He looked
from one to the other in silent bewilderment.

"You understand this, Hartman, I hope?" inquired the
Warden.

Hartman passed his hand across his eyes, and then
looked up at the speaker piteously.

"He cannot realize it. His mind is almost totally bro-
ken down," whispered the clergyman. Then taking the
hand of the young man, he said calmly, "Hartman, the
Governor has granted you a full and unconditional pardon,
with an order for your discharge from custody this very
night. Do you understand now?"

Hartman looked wistfully up into the face of his friend
and then suddenly, as the truth became clear to him, lie
clasped his hands with energy, exclaiming:

"Ohisitso? L7anitbeso?"
"It is so, Ha~man. You are fully and unconditionally

~pardoned," reiterated the Sheriff..
"You are a free man from this moment. I hope that

is plain, intelligible English," added the Warden~
"And may Heaven grant that you may use your re-

stored life 4nd liberty well and wisely," said the minister'
earnestly.

"Life I liberty! Oh, thank Heaven for this! I thank
Heaven for this great mercy!" exclaimed the pardoned
boy with an outburst of tears and sobs.

As soon as he was a little calmer, the Sheriff explained
to him the conditions of his discharge. It was necessary
for him to leave the prison within a few moments, and it
was advisable for him to leave the city the same night.

Upon hearing this, Victor Hartman fell into a tremor
of joyful excitement that ma him almost insensible, for
the time, to the deep remorse eveN1~ preying upon his heart.
He ~began to make up his little bundle-little enough it
was-consisting only of a Bible, a few tracts, a change of
linen, a comb, and the old suit of clothes that he had left

/
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off when the minister gave hiip.. a new suit to die in, and
which he now wore.

While he was making these few preparations, the gem.
tiemen talked apart. When he had completed them, he
turned respectfully toward. the Warden and said that he
was ready to go.

"We 'will join in prayer first, if you please, friends,"
said Mr. Lyle.

The others willingly assented, and they all reverently
knelt and returned thanks for the prisoner's unexpected
restoration to life and liberty, and offered up prayers that
1y~ might use these blessings in the service of God and
m&~, by devoting the remainder of his earthly existence to
repentance and good works.

After an earnest Amen from the pardoned man, they
all arose from their knees, and the Sheriff inquired:

"Where will you. go when you leave the city to-night,
Hartman?"

"First, sir, to my native village, and to the church-yard
where my father's and my xhother's graves are. I will
take a last farewell of them, and then leave the country
forever," replied Hartman, and he held out his hand to bid
the Sheriff good-by.

"No, I am going out when you do," said the latter.
And then the. whole party left the cell together, and

went down stairs, the Warden taking them into his own
private apartment.

"You had better go out by my street door. Your de..
parture will then attract less attention," said Mr. Caton.

They took his advice, and took leave of him at the
same time.

CHAPTER XV..

Mi ADVENTURE O~T TIlE ROAD.

TXTHEN the Sheriff, 'the clergyman and the released
VI' prisoner found themselves outside the prison walls,

the town clock was striking ten.
The night was mild and clear. The stars were shining

brightly~ ~But the street in front of the prison was al-
most desert - /

The thr~ walkedd on together until they reached
the corner. Then three other men, 'walking from the op..
polite direction, approached them. The new-corners were
talking loudly. One of these said to the other two:

"This* is the prison where Hartrnan is confined. He
was to have been hanged this morning, you know; but
the Gdvernor reprieved him for a week. See, there is the
top of the 'gallows, above that north-east corner of the wall.
It is standing yet; so if you should remain in town until
the end of the week, you may chance to see the execution."

"But," said the second man, "they do say the Gover-
nor will pardon him, after all."

"Yes," added the third man, "my brother and I heard
that at the 'Patrick Henry,' where we are putting up."

"I'll tell you what it is," exclaimed the first speaker, in
a loud and angry tone: "if the Governor does turn that
murderer loose on society, tjie murderer will be lynched~
will be torn limb from limb by the people, and the Gover~
nor will lose his next election."

(1Q5)

'I
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Thus loudly threatening, the citizen, with his two coun
try friends, passed the three men, little suspecting that he
had actually brushed against the poor wretch whom he
was so fiercely denouncing.

Victor Hartman shuddered.
"Oh!" he groaned, "all this does but show me the

darkness of my guilt! I see myself reflected in public
opinion as in a glass."

"All this, as you call it, does but show me the immi-
nent necessity of your getting out of the town as speedily
as possible. Which way are you going?" inquired the Sheriff.

"This way. This street leads out into the country road
to my native village," replied the young man.

"Then we must part here. I am going in another di-
rection. So good-bye, my poor fellow. May Heaven be
with you."

And with this the Sheriff took a final leave of the liber-
ated prisoner, and then bade good-night to the clergyman,
and went his way.

"I will go on with you a little further," said Mr. Lyle,
as he continued to walk beside Victor Hartman. "And
now tell me, my poor boy, what you really intend to do
with yourself," he added kindly.

"I am going first of all to my mother's and father's
graves, to take a last leave of them. I shall try to work
my way to the nearest seaport, and go as a common sailor
aboard some ship bound for Calif'rnia. I shall only en-
gage for the voyage out, as I wish to get to the gold fields
again. I think I see how money is to be made there. And
I. do want to i~ake money so much."

"My poor, poor fellow, how sorry I am to see your soul.
so set on worldly things! I had cherished better thoughts,
higher hopes for you," said the clergyman rebukingly.

"Oh, sir! do not judge me hastily or harshly. If you
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knew why t am so anxious to make money rapidly, you
would not blame me, you would approve," said Hartman
piteously.

"Perhaps so. The Lord only knows the heart," sighed
the minister.

"You will know mine, sir, if we both live, and I sue.
ceed as I wish. Meantime, sir, will you give me leave to
write to you from where I am going?"

"Yes, indeed, Hartman; I shall be very glad to hear
from you often, and to keep trace of your life."

"Very well, 'sir; it is a bargain. And I thank you very
much."

"And now, Hartman, what means have you for your
journey?"

"None whatever, sir. But I calculate to work my way
to the seaport, and then work my passage out to Cali-
fornia."

"We thought as much," said the minister compassion-
ately, as he drew an old porte-monnaic from his pocket and
put it into the hands of the young' man; adding,' "The
Sheriff, the Warden and myself .have made you up a little
purse to help you on your way. It is not much ; only
fifteen dollars."

"I thank you and them sir, very much. It will be
enough to take me to New York. From that port I shall
easily get a berth on board some ship bound for California.
I take this gratefully as a gift now, tQ be returned as a loan
tenfold, if I succeed."

Then, with renewed expressions of good-will from the
minister, and of gratitude from the released prisoner, the
two parted.

The traveller left alone, went on his solitary way. The
road presently entered a thick wood, lying about three
miles east of the city. It was now nearly midnight. There~
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was not a living creature to be seen. Under his feet was a
grassy bridle path, crossed here and there with little pebbly
brooks; on each side of him thick trees; over his head the
starlit sky. It was a very solitary but very soothing scene.

Suddenly the traveller was startled by the 1 under of a
horse's hoofs galloping behind him.

He drew to the right side of the road to let the rider
pass.

But in another instant the horseman suddenly drew up
before him, leaned over his saddle, and called in a whisper:

"Victor Hartman/"
"Yes! who wants me?" impulsively answered the

young man, who, nevertheless, the next moment regretted
his indiscretion in answering to his name at all; for he
rapidly thought this man might be the leader of a mob
who had somehow gained intelligence of his pardon and
liberation, and had come to lynch him.

He withdrew a little from the horseman, and resolved,
on the slightest appearance ~of danger, to plunge into the
thick wood, where certainly the pursuer could not follow
hii~i.

"Don't be shy of me, man! I am not a law officer ~in
pursuit of you; and if I were, you are not a fugitiVe from
justice. Dash it, no! A fugitive from injustice, I should
say. Come here 1" said the stranger.

Reassured by the tone of the speaker, Victor Hartman
went to his side, feeling now only curiosity to know who

I he was, and what he wanted.
"Hartman, you never intended to kill Lytton, did you?"

inquired the' stranger.
"No, as Heaven' is my witness, I never, did! That is

the only thought that saves me from insanity, the only
comfort I have in this world," said Hartman earnestly.

"Take another comfort then: You never did kill him I"
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"WHAT!"
"You neve1~ intended to kill him, and you never did

kill him. Somebody else intended to kill him, and some-
body else killed him!"

"What is this you are telling me? I know better! Are
you mad?"

"I am telling you the truth. I know even better than
you do. I am not mad."

"Who are you?"
"Never mind. Here, hold out your hand."
In amazement, Victor Hartman held out his hand.
The stranger dropped a small, heavy packet into it,

saying:
"There! there are two hundred dollars in gold eagles.

Take them. They are your right. Go to California, or-
to the other place! But go with a clear conscience, for
you are guiltless."

And with that, quiA as lightning he wheeled his horse.
"But who are you; that come to me with such strange

words, and-" began the bewildered traveller;* but before
he could finish his sentence the mysterious horseman had
thundered out of sight and hearing, leaving Victor Hart-
man alo~ie in the wood, with his hands full of gold!

CHAPTER XVI.

A SE1~SATIOI~ AT WEJ~DOVER.

Here village statesmen talked with looks profound,
While news much older than their ale went round.-GoLDSMITH.

~ Y this mo~'ning's papers we shall get a full account
i' of the execution of Victor Hartman," said the

landlord of the* Reindeer, to his circle of customers who
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had come into the bar-room to get* their morning mint
juleps, while waiting for the arrival of the mail train.

But the sensation loving visitors were doomed to dis-
appointment.

The morning mail brought the papers indeed, but they
contained no account' of the execution of Victor Hartman.

On the contrary, they announced the astounding news
of his full pardon, accompanied by the severest censure of
the course of the Governor.

When old Mr. Lytton came down stairs he found the
public room full of men who, with the papers in their
hands, were criticizing the course of the Executive. They
could not see why the Governor should have pardoned
Victor Hartman, and they were talking over the affair in
great excitement-naturally also connecting it with the
sudden night journey of his Excelle~ncy.

Apart frOm all the others stoo&Alden Lytton, looking
so grim, pale and resolved, that his grandfather at once
spoke to him, inquiring:

"What is it, my lad?"
"Governor Cavendish-may the Lord judge him for

the outrage !-has pardoned the murderer of my father;
but I vow, by.all I hold sacred on earth and in heaven,
to devote my whole life to avenge his death upon his de-
stroyer!" said Alden, grinding the words from between
his teeth, as he turned perfectly livid with rage.

"Alden! Alden, my boy! pray against such a spirit as
that, for such a spirit tempts to murder!" replied the old
man seriously.

And the men who were discussing the news seeing the
man who might be supposed to be the most interested in
it, crowded around him with words of condolence.

"It was shameful," they said; "it was abominable; it
wa~ unpardonable in Governor Cavencli~h."
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"My old friends," answered Able ]4tton gravely, "I
thank you very much for your expressions of sympathy.
But I differ with you in regard to your judgment of the
Governor. I have myself that confidence in Charles Cay-
endish, that I do not believe he would do anything dishon-
orable. As he has fully pardoned this young man, there is
no doubt that he had good and sufficient reasons for doing
so-reasons which we shall know in time. As for myself;
I am well pleased that the criminalhas his life giveahim for
repentance and amendment. His execution could not have
restored the dead to life, nor comforted the living for death."

And so saying the old man passed out of the room,
leaving his hearers in astonishment, and in some division of
opinion as to himself~

"There goes a good Chri~ian," said one. /

"I call him an unnatural father," said another.
"Here's a youth that don't sympathize with his gran4-

father's sentiments, at least," said a third, pointing to Alden
Iaytton, who stood there with his eyes gleaming like fire-
balls from his marble~white face.

"~To, I don't! And henceforth I devote my life to the
punishment or my father's murderer, and the avengement
of my father's death!" spoke Alden between his clenched
teeth.

"Good for you!" said number one.
"Bully boy 1" exclaimed number two.
"Spoken like a man," added number three.
And so they all encouraged the youth in his revengeful

passions.
In the mean time old Mr. Lytton went across the street

to the post-office, where he found. the letter that he was
waiting for.

lie returned with it open in his. hands. lie looked
grave and anxious.
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"I hope you have no bad news there, sir," said Alden,
meeting him at the door.

"It is not good news, at least my boy. But let us go
in to breakfast. We must not keep Laura waiting."

They joined Laura at the breakfast-table that had been
laid for the three. But the old man could eat but little.
Both his young people saw that something unusual had
occurred to disturb him.

After breakfast he told them to go out and take a
walk, as he himself had some letters to write.

"How long may we walk, grandpa? The mountain
scenery is very beautiful her~e but we would not like to
be beguiled by it into keeping you waiting for us," said
Laura.

Mr. Lytton put his hand to his head in a bewildered
manner, seemed to try to collect his absent thoughts, and
then inquired:

"What did you say, my dear?"
"When shall we come back, grandpa?" inquired Laura,

varying the form of the question.
"Oh, come back to an early dinner-two o'clock. I

shall not be ready to continue our journey until after that,"
he answered, still with an. air of abstraction.

The youth and maiden went out for their walk, strolled
far into the fastnesses of the mountain, collected interesting
mineralogical and botanical specimens, and when the sun
had just passed his meridian point, discovered that they
were in danger of overstaying their time, and then hastened.
back to the hotel.

"It is a quarter past two!" exclaimed Alden in vexa-
tion, as he glanced at the parlor 9look.

"Grandpa will have been waiting for us. I must run
aud tell him that we are here," added Laura; hurrying up
the steps and into the old man's room.

CHAPTER XVII.

A SHOOK.

T HE next moment a piercing shriek from Laura brought
Alden running into the chamber, followed by the land-

Lord, landlady, waiter and chambermaid.
They found old Able Lytton sitting back in his arm-

chair, white and stiff as a statue, or a corpse; and Laura
down on her knees before him, rubbing his hands, and
calling wildly on his name.

"Oh, what is the matter with him? what?" she cried,
rising to her feet and appealing to the new-comers.

They drew near in awe.
"When I came in and 'saw him sitting so still I thought

he was. asleep. I called him, but he did not answer. I took
up his hand and it was deadly cold. And see,! when I let
it go, it falls from mine like lead Oh, see!" she said, and
she raised the old man's hand,, and let it drop a dead
weight.

The landlord came and felt his pulse, and examined his
eyes, and listened at his mouth, and then looking up with
a sigh exclaimed:

"rm 'fraid he's gone!"
"Gone?" wildly inquired Laura.
"He's dead," said the landlord.
"Oh, no! oh, no! not dead! not dead! don't say that!

It's only a fit, maybe! Oh, send for the doctor!" ex-
claimed Laura, throwing herself again upon her knees be-

7(113)
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fore the corpse, and beginning eagerly to rub its fast stif
fencing hands.

"Yes, the doctor ought to be sent for certainly," said
the laiMlady.

"Where can I find one?" hastily inquired Alden, who
had not spoken until now, but had remained gazing in silent
grief and awe upoll the life-like corpse.

"At the east end of this street-Dr. Hamilton. You
will see his sign," answered the landlord.

And Alden seized his hat and ran out.
"Is there ~ny hope? any hope?" piteously demanded

Laura, looking from the landlord to the landlady.
"I'm afraid not, Miss," said the landlord.
"But the doctor?"
"Oh! he can't do anything, honey! Only he ought to

be sent for whether or no, and the coroner too, for anything
I cau see;" said the landlady.

"The coroner?" echoed Laura, with a shudder, as she
was reminded of the inquest on her father's dead body;
an~I she rubbed the cold hands more zealously than before,
as if she tried to rub them back to life. "The coroner, did
yoiisay? Oh! Ihope not!"

"Well, honey, we'll see what the doctor says about it,
when he comes. It will be for him to decide in this case
whether an inquest will be necessary."

"Oh dear! oh dear!" wept Laura, still rubbing away
with all her might.

"It's no use to keep on tiring of yourself over them
dead hands, honey; for you might's well try to rub life
into a stone statty," said Mrs. Greenfield.

"Oh, grandpa! dear grandpa! dear, good, gentle grand-
pa I Only friend! Oh! oh! oh!" wept Laura without
control.

In the midst of her weeping Alden returned and entered

the room, followed by the doctor, who came hurrying up
to the side of the dead man, asking many questions as he
proceeded to examine his pulse, his cheBt, his eyes, etc.

"When was he attacked? Who was with him? Had
he sustained any shock? Had he complained- of illness
previously?" etc~

He was told, in reply, that Mr. Lytton seenied perfect-
ly well when he arose in the morning; that he had received
letters from the post-office which so discomposed him as to
prevent him from eating breakfast with his usual appetite;
that he had retired to his room to answer letters, and had
sent his young people out for a ramble over the mountain;
that at two o'clock Miss Laura Lytton, having returned t~
the - house with her brother, Mr. Alden, went to the room
of her grandfather to call him to dinner; and that ~he
found him in this condition, and immediately gave the alarm.

"It is-a plain case of apoplexy," said the doctor, after
he had completed his examination. -

"Will there have to be a coroner's quest? thats what
I want to know," inquired the landlord.

"Not at all. It is a perfectly natural death. The old
gentleman has died of apoplexy. I will give a- certificate
to that effect."

"Oh, thank Heaven, that horror is spared us, at least !"
fei~vently breathed poor Laura.

"My Uncle Lytton should be informed of this at once,"
said Alden, who immediately saw that it was 'his duty to
take upon himself the conduct of affairs. "Can you, Mr;
Greenfield, send a messeng&on horseback at once, to take
a note that I shall write to my uncle-?"

"Certainly, Mr. Alden. I'll go now," said the landlor4.
"And will you, Dr. Hamilton, kindly call on the under-

taker, as you return, and send him here for orders?" in~
quired Alden, appealing to the physician.
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(C Willingly, my dear sir. You and your sister shall
have my best services," said the doctor, taking up his hat.

Alden sat down at the very desk where his grandfather's
unfinished A letters lay, and wrote tire note to his Uncle
Lytton informing him of the sudden death of his Lather at
the "Reindeer Hotel," Wendover.

Having sealed and directed this letter, he took it down
stairs to send it by Mr. Greenfield's messenger to Lytton

~L9dge.
As soon as he\had left the room the landlady turned to

the weeping girl and said:
* "And now, honey, you must let me take you away out

of this, and send people in to-to---to-well, to do what
ought to be donc~, you know."

Laura kissed both the cold hands she had been chafing,
and was now about to relinquish, and then arose and fob
lowed Mrs. Greenfield from the room.

An hour after this the remains of Able Lytton were
decently laid out on his bed. And Laura and Alden were
sitting by the bedside, with their hands clasped together,
watching the corpse, and weeping bitterly.

Three hours later still, Mr. John Lytton, the elder, and
now only surviving son of the deceased, arrived at the
"Reindeer."

Alden and Laura were called to receive him.
* They hurried down stairs, anxious to meet the uncle,

their father's. elder and only brother, and now their own
sole guardian, but whom they had never seen before.

They found him in the public parlor. But oh! what a
contrast to their father and~eir grandfather! He seemed
scarcely of the same race.

Their grandfather was, a stately old gentleman, with
silver hair and clear complexion, neat in his dress and
polite in his address.,
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Their dark-haired father was a model of manly beauty,
grace and dignity.

This man was tall, long-limbed, awkward and uncouth
in form, with coarse features, tanned and freckled face,
rough red hair and stubble beard.

Could this possibly be their uncle?
They doubted it, until he came forward holding out

both hands, and calling out in a big, hearty voice:
"How d'ye do? How d'ye do? Fine young people!

Pale though. That will never do. Put some color into
your cheeks when we get you to the' farm, feeding the
chickens and milking the cows, eh?"

"Oh, Uncle John! grandpa-poor, dear grandpa I "cried
Laura, bursting into tears.

"Yes, I know. Don't cry. It can't be helped, you
know. Just what might ,have been expected.' Over sev~.
enty. Dear me, yes! There now, don't cry any more,"
said "Uncle John," brushing the tears from his own eyes,
as his voice broke down with emotion.

"He is n~t so heartless as I thought, after all," said
Laura to herself; as she wiped her eyes, and raised her
head to receive the kiss this awkward and ignorant giant
was offering her.

"Ah, you're like your father, my dear; but he and me
never was a bit alike. He took after the old man. The
old man was college bred, you know-a graduate of Wil-
liam and Mary, Williamsburgh. But things went wrong
with the farm, and when Harry 'and me grew up,. there'
wa'n't money enough to send both of us to college; so, as~
I was the oldest and would have the farm, the old man he
sent Harry to college, and gave him a profession. So, you
see, that's the reason why your 'father was a'seholar and afine
gentleman, and your uncle is only a plain country farmer."

"Did you want to* go to college also when you were

(
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young, imole?" inquired Laura, with much sympathy in
her eyes and voice, for she thought what a pity it was that
this man should have grown up in ignorance.

"Me! Bless you, no! And there was another differ-
ence between me and him. lie took after the old man,
and loved laming; I took after the old woman, who pever
read anything but the Bible and the Cookery Book. Na-
ture's nature all over the world. So I'm not a city bred
scholar like your father, and you'll find me rough., But I'll
tell you what it is. I'm John Lytton, your uncle. I'm
Harry's brother. And just so long ,as John Lytton's got
a shed over his head, or a crust in his cupboard, Harry's
children are welcome to share it with him and his. And
now Alden, boy, show me what's left of the old man," said
"Uncle John," brushing his cuff across his eyes.

Alden arose to lead the way to the room of death.
Laura raised and kissed the rugged hand that was held

out to her, and the three went up stairs together.
The son bent over the dead body of the father with a

grave, sorrowful countenance. Then he covered up the
cold face and turned away.

"Where is that letter, Alden, that was thought to
have excited the old man so much ?" inquired" Uncle
John," turning to his nephew.

"Here, unele. I put the letter and the half finished
answer both intQ this envelope," answered the boy, handing
a paper parcel to Johp iLytton.

The farmer sat down and reid the letter and its half-
finished answer, and then said:

"Yes, this is ill news, but not so bad as to have has-
tened the old man's death, nor do I believe that it did it.
It oiily n{eans that we shall have to sell another slice off
the land, boy, in order to lift the mortgage off the house.
1t'~ jean going, little by little, this long time; so that I've

left off calling of it ,a plantation, and have taken to calling
of it a farm. Goodness knows whether there'll be as 'much
as a market garden of it left, by the time I'm ready to leave
it to my son. I reckon by that time Charles Cavendisli
will ha' got; the last of it, as he's got the fust."

"Was Governor Cavendish the purchaser, sir?" inquired
Alden.

"Aye, lad! He buys all the land that comes into the
market adjacent to his own. They do say that some of it
he helps into the market o' purpose that he may buy it.
He' has a 'land hunger,' he has; so I guess in time his
daughter Emma will be about the wealthiest landholder in
the State."

"Is Miss Emma his only child then?"
"Yes; his only child and heiress. She'll be a spec

some o' these days, you bet. Well, Laura, my good girl,
be at little woman now, and go and see the landlady, and
ask her if she can prepare two bedrooms-one for the Qld
woman, and one for my wife Kitty. They'll be here in the
gig to-night."

J~aura left her uncle and her brother together in the
death chamber, and went in search of ~Mrs. Greenfleld,
whom she found busy with her domestic affairs below
stairs.

"So the widow and daughter-in-law are coming to-night,
are they, honey~?" said the landlady, when she had heard
Laura's sI~ory. "Well, there's no one stopping here now
but yourselves, ~o you see there's plenty of empty bed-
rooms, and you may choose any two you like £o~ your
graiidmother and aunt. Come along."

And so the landlady led Laura all over the house. And
the young girl selected two pleasant front rooms on the
first floor, with windows commanding a fiu ~ mountain view.

Between sunset and dark that evening, a large, old-



120 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND.

fashioned gig, containing two women, drew up before the
door.

The younger one, who drove the gig, alighted and
handed out the elder. And then the two women leav-
ing the gig and horse in charge of the hostler and stable
boy, entered the hotel.

John Lytton, with Alden and Laura, were at the door
waiting to receive them.

"Now, brace up! brace up like a woman, mother!"
said John, as the old lady dropped her head upon his
shoulder and burst into tears.

"Oh! it's so sudden, John! It's so awful sudden!"
sobbed the widow.

"I know it is; but then the suddenness had its advan-
tages too. It saved him from sickness and pain. So long
as he had to go to-day, an't you better satisfied that he
enjoyed J~. his lif'e and health up' to the last minute, and 1~hen
wer~L off in this easy way?"

"Well, yes, I suppose I ought to be; but1~'s such a
shock!"

"So it is. But now here are Allen and Laura, who are
going to be a comfort to you. Speak to them."

The old lady lifted her head from his bosom, and gave
her hand first to Laura, and then to Alden, saying:

"Poor children 1 How you've growled, to be sure!
It's more'n five years since I've seen you. I've growled,
too, 's well as you; but' the difference is, you've growled
up, and I've growled down, or growled old, which is the
same thing."

While the widow was renewing her acquaintance with
her grandchildren, ~Tohn Lytton was speaking ap~wt with
his wife.

"Yes, Kitty; that's so, old girl! The man won't renew;
so there's nothing else for me to do, but to follow the ex-
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ample of my father and grandfather before m~ and enter
upon my inheritance by the forced sale of a good part of
it. Never mind! Here, speak to Laura and Alden. They
are to live long of us, poor children."

Mrs. John Lytton' kissed her niece and nephew, and
cried a little oyer them,

And then, leaving Alden in company with his Uncle
John, Laura took the two women up to their rooms,

And there, while they laid off their bonnets and shawls,
Laura for the first time got a good look at them.

Mrs. Lytton the elder was a woman of about sixty-five
years of age, very fair, very fat, with blt~e eyes and gray
hair. She was very commonly dressed, in a light calico
gown, white muslin cap, straw bonnet and brown shawl.

Mrs. Lytton the younger was about thirty-five years
old, a tall, well-formed woman, rather thin in flesh, with
rich black hair and fine dark eyes. She wore a rusty black
silk dress and mantle, and a straw bonnet, with a green
barege vail.

Laura thought her new relations were very ordinary'
looking people indeed. And then she blamed herself for
thinking so, and redoubled her attentions to them.

The weather was very warm. The distance to Lytton
Lodge was long. The parish church and church-yard, and.
the family graves, were all here at Wendover. Here too
was the undertaker, who could get up. the funeral, the
mourning and all things needful for the occasion, on a short
notice. So, after due consideration, it was decided that
the funeral should take place at Wendover church, on the
third day from the death of the old man.

In pursuance of this plan on the Saturday noon follow-
ing, the remains of old Able Lytton were laid in the grave.

On the afternoon, of' the same day, the family' started on
their homeward journey to Lytton Lodge.

4'
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CHAPTER XVIII.

LIFE AT LYTTOI{ LODGE.

A1 VERY pleasant road, through a deeply wooded vale
£I~L lying between two lofty mountain ridges, led from
the village of Wendover to Lytton Lodge.

Our party travelled in the large old family cariole, or
"ca4yall,"' as they called it, which would comfortably seat

sons, though there were but five now, even countingsix per
the driver, who was no other than John Iiqtton himseli

The sun was scarcely an hour high when they turned
out of the public highway into a private road leading first
through pine woods, then through wheat fields, then
through apple and peach orchards, and finally through a
thickly shaded yard up to a long, low, steep-roofed, old-
fashioned house, with many out-houses clustered about it,
from which issued negro men and women, negro boys and
girls and babies, and any number of dogs-mas.~iff, spaniel,
hound and "cur of low degree," all-bipeds and quadrupeds
.-.-.vociferously, aftertheir kind, welcoming their master home.

"Oh, dear me! Down, Rose~ St6f it, Frisky! ]3ehave
yourself, Jack," cried old Mrs.' Lytton, twitching her black
bombazine skirt first from the muddy paws of a puppy, and
next from the sticky fingers of a piccaninny as she climbed
down from the carryall and w~,ddled into the house.

"My dear Alden and Laura," said John Lytton, "I
welcome you both home 'to Lytton Lodge, where your
forefathers have lived two hundred years or more, on this
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spot, if not in this very house, which has been rebuilt two
or three times since its foundations were first laid. And
goodness knows it wants rebuilding again, for it's a poor
place after your fine suburban villa, niece," added Uncle
John, as he helped Laura Lytton to alight.

"I like it ever so much, uncle," said Laura, gazing at
the old house, with its steep roof, small windows and long-
roofed porch.

"I'm glad you do. And I'm glad to have you here.
And so's Zuother, though she's trotted into the house with-
out stopping to say so. And so, I think, is Kitty here,
though she don't say anything either," said Uncle John,
with a sly look at his wife.

"Jacky, you know I'm glad to have 'the children here.
Sure, if there's but little money, there's full ~.nd plenty of
everything to eat and drink," answered Kitty.

"Take care, Laura. There's Potsy with her little
muddy paws onyour dress. And I declare, if there an't
Ad with his hands all over molasses grabbing your veil!
Down, Potsy! Clare out, Ad! I swear one can't take a
step here without tumbling over a puppy or a baby 1" ex-
claimed John Lytton, drawing his niece's arm within his
own and taking her into the house, followed by Kitty and,
Alden.

On the threshold they were m~t by a 'very large, fat old
lady-so large and fat that she might have been taken for,
the proverbial alderman, in "female apparel."

"Ah, Molly! how do, old girl?? called John, in 'his big
voice, as he heartily shook hands with the fat woman.
Then turning to his niece and nephew, he explained, ~"This
is my sister-in-law, Miss 'Molly Moss. Molly, these are
Harry's children, you know. Shake hands with them."

Miss Molly put out two fat hands and grasped ~nd
shook those of Laura and Alden, saying kindly:

*1
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"How do? I'm glad to seej you both. Used to know
your father onst,~hen I was a young 'oman and he a
young man. Come in now, and take off your things. Tea's
all ready."

"Where's Charley ~" inquired John.
"Oh, he's down in the wheat field, helping to stack."

." And where's Octy and Ully?"
"Oh, they're both in the garden, picking strawberries

for tea. They'll be in all right by the time we're ready to4.

sit down," said jolly Miss Molly, as she beckoned Laura to
come into the best bedroom on the ground floor, to take
off her bonnet and wash her face and hands.

The best bedroom was very plainly furnished; the walls
were whitewashed; the floor was bare; the front windows
were ~shaded ,by simple blue paper blinds; the bed was
covered with a blue and white checked counterpane, and
adorned with pftlows white as snow. A pine dressing-
table was c ered with a neat white cloth and surmounted
by a small 1 oking-glass in a black walnut frame, decorated
with a sprig o asparagus. There ~was one arm-chair with
a blue calico c ver, and there were three chip-bottomed
chairs and a corner washstand with a blue basin and pitch~
er. That was all.

"This is our best spare room. You can take off your things
here and get ready for tea. After tea I~will show you your
own room. It is up stairs," said Mis~olly hospitably.

Laura thanked the old lady, an~ quickly made her
slight toilet. And then Miss Molly offered to show her
the way to the table.

Laura followed her conductress, not into any dining-
room, but straight through the bare hall andN out at the
back door, to the grass-grown back yard, where, under the
delightful shade of a wide-spreading old horse-chestnut
tree the tea-table was set.

A
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It was a large round table, covered' with a clean coarse
linen table-cloth. And besides tea, it was loaded with the
rustic luxuries of sweet milk, rich cream, home-made bread
and cakes, fried spring chickens, and strawberries and
currants.

There was quite a large family party around the table-.
nine, I believe, in all. For there, in addition to the other
members of the family, were the three children of John 'and
Kitty Lytton; first Charley, a lank, awkward, red-headed
and freckled-faced boy of seventeen,' "the very image of
his father," and Octavia and TJlrica, two little girls of ten
and of eight years, thin, brown and black haired like their
mother.

"Come, now, sit down and make yourselves at home.
And Laura, what shall I help you to, my dear?" said John
LyttGn, at the same time sticking his fork into half a fried
chicken and transferring it to her plate, while old Mrs.
Lytton filled a h~rge cup of tea and sent it down to her by
the bright-eyed, jet-black negro girl, who waited on the table.

The hospitality was embarrassing. Yet Laura thought
she had never in her life seen anything half so pleasant as
this tea-table under the horse-chestnut tree.

"Do you always take tea out here?" she softly inquired
of her next neighbor, Cousin Charley, who blushed crimson
up to the edges of his curly red hair, at being addressed
so suddenly by this fine city young lady.

He mumbled something in reply, of which Laura
caught only the words:

"--Fine weather."
"Don't be so bashful, Charley," spoke out John Lytton

in his big voice. "It's your own cousin, you know, and you
mustn't be 'feared of her. Yes, Laura, 'we always take
breakfast and tea both out here in the summer time. Don't
we, mother?"
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"Yes, it's cooler. And it helps to keep flies out'n the
house," answered the old lady, who was busily pouring out
The tea.

"I think it is perfectly delightful. Don't you, Cousin
Charley?" said Laura, smiling on her neighbor.

Charley smiled, flushed up, mumbled something that
sounded like:

"Very much so indeed," and wished siletitly that his
pretty dark-eyed' city cousin would not talk to him just
yet a while.

The sun set while they were at table. And when the
pleasant meal was over, they all arose and strolled, in the
after-glow, about* the grassy yard, among the great trees;
while Laura made acquaintance with~ her two little girl
cousin~, ~md Alden accepted a shy invitation from Charley
to walk down with him to the cow-pen, or "kuppin," as he
called it.

CHAPTER XIX.

PRIDE AI~D POVERTY.

L AU RA canie in with her two little cousins, and sat on
the old porch, in the twilight~ watching a phenome-

non: from the hole in the peaked gable end of the steep roof
darted a dark bird, that flapped its dusky wings and sailed
slowly away to the distant woods; in half a minute an-
other; then another and another, at regular intervals until
Laura had counted about thirty. And then she turned to
her little cousins,. and said:

"I thought birds went to roost at night; but look there!
there's ever so many of them flying out."

"Oh, them's bats," said th~ little Ulrica, pitying her
city cousin's ignorance. "iBats is night birds, you know;
so's owls, and turkey-buzzards too sometimes, when they's
out after chickens. Our white hen was left out somehow
or other, t'other night, and the turkey-buzzard caught her
before morning. AndPop sent Black Bob out with a gun
to shoot the buzzard, but he couldn't find her. She hides
herself in the big woods there."

~ think~"~ said Laura, "I have counted at least a half
hundred of those dark birds, and they're coming out still.
How many there must be!"

"You bet!* They live in the roof up there. I reckon
there's more'n a million of 'em," said Ulrica, speaking with
childish exaggeration. /

"And then there's swallows. They builds in the
chimneys where we don't have no fires. They wakes
me up every morning a twittering and a, fluttering in
and out."

These were trifles, but very pleasant trifles to the city
bred girl, to whom this wild, rude sylvan life was so de-
lightful a novelty.

As twilight deepened into darkness, and night glittered
with its millions of stars, Laura still sat there listening to
the little girls' Prattle, and enjoying the dewy freshness of
the scene, and inhaling the rich aroma of the swamp mag~
nolias, whose white flowers gleamed from tha thicket ~t
the foot of the hill in front oft porch.

"Our milk house is down there, built over the brook.
The water goes right through it. So the milk and cream
and butter is all set in stone crocks, and put down in the
running water to keep cool," Octavia explained.

"How very nice! It s all so very pleasant here!" said
Laura,

"Think so? Pop thought you wouldn't like it at all,
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a-coming from the city. Is the city very fine, sure enough?"
inquired the child.

"For those that like to live in it, yes. But I don't; es-
pecially since I have seen this," said Laura ~incerely.

"Oh! an't it so good you do like our house, after all!"
exclaimed Ully, cuddling her little hand into that of Laura,
as she added confidentially. "And Pop was so 'feared you
wotildn't. But you an't proud a bit, are you, now?"

"I trust not, my dear. Pride would be very much out
of keeping wWh my circumstances," smiled Laura.

"I'm. so glad! To-morrow morning I'll take you down
to the kuppin to see Maudy milk the cows. And I'll show
you the mountain cherry-tree and the mocking-bird's nest
and Black Bob's house, and heaps o' things."

Laura's heart was going out to these kindly little girls;
but she was surprised and grieved to see how very igno..
rant they were. Many laborers' children in the city, going
to the public schools, were better, much better taught than
these children of the poor country gentleman.

"Don't you go to school at all, Octy and Ully?" she in-
quired.

"No," they answered simultaneously.
"We used to go7" exclaimed Octy. "But our shoes

wored oub~ and Pop couldn't buy us new. And 'sides, the
Easter holidays was coming, so Pop said we needn't go no
more till they was over.~~

Laura's heart sank within her. Had she and her brother
come to be an additional burden to a family who were so
straitened in circumstances that they could not afford to
buy shoes for their children to wear to school? And
then a strange contrast struck her, between, on the one
hand, the good house, the rich land, the abundance of
everything to eat and drink, and on the other hand, the
lamentable lack of proper furniture, of proper clothing, and

of money to buy either. While she was wondering at this
inconsistency, little Ulrica's next words solved the mystery.

"If Pop would send his butter and eggs and fruit and
garden truck to market, like farmer Goldsmith does, he'd
have heaps and heaps of money to buy us shoes and things."

"Why doesn't he?" inquired Laura, naturally enough.
The little girls opened their eyes wide and stared at

the questioner, while Octavia answered:
"Why, Pop's a gentleman, if he's ever so poor, and so

he can't do such things. But farmer Goldsmith, you see,
he's only a low person, if he's ever so rich; and so it don't
matter what he does. Pop says if he's got more garden.
truck and things than he wants for his own people, he'll
let any body else as wants have it for sending, and for
nothing; but he won't sell it, 'cause none of his aunt-si~ters
never did,"

"His aunt-sis- Oh! you mean his ancestors!" said
Laura, correcting herself, with a smile.

"Yes, I said that," agreed Octy.
And now old Mrs. Lytton called from the house:
"~Children, come in. It's time to go to bed."
"Time to go to bed at half-past eight o'clock!" ex-

claimed Laura, as she consulted her little gold watch
by the light of a dip candle in a tin candlestick that
stood on the hall table.

"Why, yes. Oh, what' a pretty watch! We are always
in bed by nine, every one of us. Where did you get it? Is
it rale gold? Will it go ?-Yes, granny, we're coming
now," said Octy,' speaking a little at random, for she was
dazzled and bewildered by the splendid little gold, toy in
the hand of her city cousin.

Laura put the watch in her hand, and went on to where
Miss Molly Moss stood with a lighted candle at the foot
of the stairs, beckoning to her.

8

A-



130 A BEAUTIFULL FIENt~.

Laura kissed her grandmother, and then, attended by
her little cousins, followed Miss Molly.

pare floors and bare walls met her on every hand. But
the neatness and cleanness of the whitewashed walls and
well-scrubbed floors quite compensated for their want of
carpet and paper.

"Miss Molly led her up stairs to a broad central hall,
immediately oveer the one below, and with a front and back
window, corresponding to the front and hack door of the
house. Two or three old oak chests and a disused spin-
ning-wheel were set aside in the different corners of this
h4all, and bags of cotton and wool hung upon the walls.

Miss Molly opened the door on the right, and let Laura
into a large room with sloping roof, and with a large win-
dow in the gable end.

In this room were two white beds, in the opposite' cor-
ners, to the right and left of the gable-end window. There
was an old-fashioned mahogany chest of drawers, with a
sloping lid, in the third corner, and a triangular washstand,
with a cracked white basin and pitcher, in the fourth cor-
ner. And two wooden chairs and a three-legged stand
completed the furniture.

"There, my dear, this is the girls' room. You will
sleep in one bed, and Octy and Ully in t'other. But you
must take your choice," said Miss Molly.

"Which have you been used to sleep in ?" inquired
Laura, with a smile.

"Oh, either. Sometimes one, and sometimes t'other,
just as we pleased," said Octy.

"Yes, they had the room all to themselves, and did as
they pleased in it. But I am sure they are quite delighted
.~o have you for a companion," said Miss Molly.

"Yes, indeed !" exclaimed Octy heartily, while Ully
went up and kissed Laura by way of comment.
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Miss Molly stood the dip candle on the top of the chest
of drawers, and bid the young people good-night, and wad.
dled out of the room and down the stairs.

Laura found her trunk and travelling bag at the ~foot of
one of the beds. And she knelt down to open her trunk
to take out her night-clothes.

Full of interest and curiosity, Octy and Ully squatted
down beside her.

"You don't mind our looking at your pretty things, do
you, Cousin Laura?" inquired Octy, while Ully looked
pleadingly in her face.

"Not a bit. But there is not much that is pretty to be
seen. 'Look!" said Laura, lifting the lid and showing her
mourning outfit of bombazine and crape. and her very plain
white under..clothing.

The children were disappointed. B~it when ~he lifted
two deep trays from her trunk and took from under them
a malachite jewel casket, an ivory dressing-case, a mother-
of-pearl work-box, a paper macha writing-desk, they broke
out in exclamations of surprise and delight.

"Oh! oh! oh!* And you said there was not much that
wa~ pretty!" cried Octy, clapping her hauds.

"Well, these are pretty, certainly. And to-moirow I
will show you the inside of them, which is much prettier
than the outside. But not to-night," said 1~aura, as she
replaced the boxes and the trays, and locked her trunk.

And the little girls kissed her and undressed them-
selves, said their prayers, went to bed, and soon fell asleep.

In a few moments Laura also retired to bed. She had
put out her candle, but the clear starlight night shining
through the little uncurtained window, dimly Jighted up
the room; and the fluttering in and out of bats in the roof:.
softly broke the silence; and the novelty of her situation
excited her mind, so that she could not sleep.
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While she lay there wide awake she heard her Cousin
Charley and her brother come noisily up the stairs to go to
bed.

Charley, who seemed to have recovered himself in
Alden's company, was saying aloud:

"That 'over there's the gal's room. It's right over the
spare bedroom that's down stairs, you know. And this
here right opposite is the boy's room, where you and me
have got to sleep. It's right over the front parlor. You
an't been in the front parlor yet. All the family pictures is
in there. Well, come along.".

And they went into the opposite room and shut the door.
And although she still heard the sound of their voices, she
could not catch the sense of their words.

And now Laura's own reflections kept her wide awake.
"To think," she said to herself; "that Alden and I

should have felt so discontented because we could not go
to boarding-school and college to complete our education,
when here are our own dear cousins without even the rudi-
ments of an education!"

And then Laura thought she saw .her own way clear to
becoming useful and happy in the family.

"With such an abundance of food and no market for it,
my board will be no expense to them. While, if they will
let me, I will be the teacher of these little girls, and so be
a benefit, instead of a burden."

With these good resolutions Laura fell asleep, and slept
soundly until the dawn of day, when she was very pleasant-
ly awakened by the twittering of what seemed ten-thou-
sand swallows fluttering in the roof, in the chimney, and in
the branches of the great horse-chestnut tree that stood
opposite the gable-end window.

CHAPTER XX.

12T THE COUI~TRt

Ever charinin~, ever new,
Will the landscape tire the view?
The fountain's fall, the river's flow,
The wooded valleys, warm and low;
The windy summit, wild and high,
Roughly rushing on the sky;
The pleasant seat, the light-house tower, /

The naked rook, i~he shady bower;
The church and village, cot and farm-
Each give to each a double charm

DyER'S GRO~?GA1I HILL.

T~. AURA sprang out of bed, and went and threw the
~J~-4 window wide open.

A score of birds, perched among *the foliage of the
horse-chestnut tree, flew startled~ and twittering away.

Under the broad shade of the tree, the breakfast-table
was set.

A scantily but cleanly dressed negro boy, with a branch
of locust in his hand, was brushing off the chance fly that
now and then lighted on the clean linen table-cloth.

The grass, the flowers, the bushes and the ~tree~ on the
lawn were all sparkling in the light of the morning sun.

Beyond the beautiful lawn were orchards blushing
with ripe fruit, and fields glowing with golden grain.

Beyond them again arose the azure summits of the
Blue Ridge.

But the breakfast-table was set, and so Laura knew
that she must dress quickly and go down.

(133)
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She drew in her head just in time to hear a merry com-
motion, and see the two little girls that shared her room
jump out of their bed.

They ran to her and threw their arms around her with
kind morning greetings, and then hastened to dress them-
selves.

A negro girl came into the room with a bucket of
fresh spring water, to fill the ewers.

"What is your name?" inquired Laura.
"Calline, Miss," answered the dusky maiden, smiling,

and showing all her fine teeth.
"Well, Caroline, please to tell your mistress~ not to

wai~ breakfast for me."
"Marse John an' Miss Kitty they teller me tickler to

tell you not to hurry of herself, case they wer a gwine to
wait for you," answered the smiling girl."

"course they are. An't you company?" said Octy
decisively.

So Laura hurried all the more because she was told not
to do so. And the three were soon ready to go down
stairs.

They found the froiit and back doors of the hall wide
open, and the fresh morning breeze blowing through the
house. Also on each side of the hall were two doors,
making six in all: the two opposite doors nearest the front
of the house, opened respectively into the large parlor on
the right and the large dining-room on the left; ~nd the
two doors nearest the back opened, the one into old Mrs.
Lytton's apartment, which was behind the pa4or, and the
other into Mr. and Mrs. J/ohn Lyttot~'s chamber, which
was behind the dining-room.

The floors of all these rooms were bare, and the walls
were whitewashed. They were very scantily furnished,
but had a free, airy, pleasant aspect, much enhanced by

the freshness and verdure of trees, shrubs and vines seen
through all the open windows.

In the hail the family were waiting for Laura.
Laura noticed, with some surprise, that the women had

laid aside the new black dresses, and were clothed in
cheap, clean, fade&calicoes.

As she came down her uncle hailed her in his big voice,
and gave her a hearty good-morning. And when she
apologized for being late and keeping him waiting, he
boisterously assured her that he was willing to wait half
the day, rather than she should be hurried, or he should
miss the pleasure of breakfasting with her.

Then old Mrs. Lytton, who stammered a little, seeing
Laura in her neat black bombazine dress, with the fine
linen collar and cuiifs, exclaimed:

"La, child! What, what, what makes you wear that nice
dress every day? Do-do-don't you know as you'll sp'ile it?"

"It is the plainest dress I've got, grandma. This is
nothing but bombazine without trimming. My best dress
is a lastreless corded black silk, trimmed with double black
crape;" said Laura.

"Well, well, Well, I don't won-won-wonder poor Henry
died a bankrupt, to bring his children up to sich extrava-
gance," said the old lady, holding up both hands.

"Dear grandma, it was nobody's fault that my outfit is
too good. When our mourning was ordered, the dress-
maker was left to her own discretion, and got what she
thought fit. She knew no better," said Laura, apologetically.

"There, mother, don't hurt the girl's feelings. Never
mind grandma, Lolly. She means no harm. And now let
us go to breakfast," said John Lytton noisily, rising to lead
the way.

On the lawn she found Alden Lytton ~nd his Cousin
Charley, with whom he had struck up a great friendship.
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They all sat down to the table, where delicious coffee,
sweet milk, rich cream, wheat rolls, Indian corn bread, fresh
butter, spring chickens, and fresh trout caught that morn..
ing from the mountain streams, awaited them.

After enjoying this breakfast with excellent appetites,
they all got up to go about their daily business.

"Uncle," said Alden cheerfully. "I want you to set
me to work."

John Lytton stopped and stroked his full red beard,
while he looked at his nephew a whole minute before an-
swering.

Then he laid his hand on the youth's shoulder, and said:
"Now look y'here, Aldy Lytton! You're my dead

brother's son, and Lolly's his daughter; and consequently
I'm your own uncle. And not the cruel uncle of the babes
in the woods. I can't educate you. I can't send you to
college, n6r to boarding-school. I can't do that for my own
children. It takes money. And money is just what I
haven't got. But I can give you just what I give my own
children-a roof over your heads and a bed to sleep in, and
full and plenty to eat and drink. And what is better than
all that, my boy and girl, I give you your liberty in my
house and on my land. You're to do just exactly as you
please, and nobody shall gainsay you. Do you understand
me now?"

"Yes, yes, Uncle John. And we thank you very
much," said Alden.
* "And what we would like to do would be to please you,
uncle," added Laura.

"So, as I was about to say, Alden, if you really do pre..
fer to go out into the field, and help to stack wheat along
of me and Charley, why, we'll be glad of your company;
but if you prefer to stay about the house and study your
book, why, just you do it. You're your own master."

"I would rather go out and help you to stack wheat,
Uncle John-a great deal rather," said Alden.

"All right. Come along, then," said John heartily.
And the three, Mr. Lytton, Charley and Alden, went

out to the field.
Old Mrs. Lytton and Miss Mot(y Moss stood by the

breakfast-table, washing up the cups and saucers-old china
that had been in the family half a century, and was too
precious to be intrusted to the careless hands of servants.

"Won't you let me do that for you, dear grandma?"
inquired Laura, beginning to turn up her sleeves.

"What, what, what! in that nice dress ?-which it
couldn't be put in the wash-tub and washed, if it was ever
so dirty! No, child, o' course not!" replied the old lady.

"I wish I had a common calico to work in. Can I do
nothing to help you, grannie?"

"Hi, no, child! What can a city girl like you do ?"

"Oh, many things. I never was idle and lazy."
"Yes, honey; play the pianny, paint picter~, and read

books. That's about all you - can do, I reckon. I don't
blame -you, child. It's the way you have been fotch up.
Butt, however, there's no piannies nor books nor sich here,
for you to go to work on," said the old lady, diligently
wiping her china cups..

"Grandma, I can sew very neatly," persisted Laura.
"Ah, well! empty pusses make idle needles. There

an't nothing to make up in this house, nor likewise any
sewing to do, barring it's a little patching, which it would
be too coarse for your fingers. Octavia Anna, can't you
take your cousin and show her around the place, to amuse
her?" inquired the good woman, breaking from her dis-
oourse to Laura, and turning to her other granddaughter.

"Yes; you said you would go with me to the cow-pen,
to see the cows milked," said Laura, smiling.
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~C To see the cows milked, at seven o'clock~ in the morn-

ing! Oh! oh! That's a good joke! Why, the cows are
milked every morning before sunrise, as soon as ever it is
light enough to see to do it. If you had got up early
enough I would a took you, but now you'll have to wait
till sundown," replied Octy.

" But we can show you the mountain cherry-tree and
Uncle Bob's house," added Ulrica, snatching her sun-bonnet
from the grass, where it was lying.

So Laura allowed the little girls t~ lead her wherr~ver
they wished; and first of all, to a log cabin on the edge of
the wood, where "Uncle Bob," the patriarch of the planta-
tion negroes lived, and raised a few chickens, and culti-
vated a few vegetables; and then to the mountain cherry-
tree, that the children valued more than all the orchards of
the place.

They came back to the house before nine o'clock. They
found the three women of the family collected in old Mrs.
Lytton's own room, and sitting at a quilting frame "quilt-
ing a quilt."

Laura asked the little girls to show her their school
books. And they gladly complied with her request, and
displayed with pride their well-worn "Webster's Spelling-
Books," and "Murray's English Readers."

And Laura heard them read, and set them lessons.
And tl~us quietly she glided into her selfassumed office
of teacher.

At twelve o'clock noon the dinner-table was set in the
front din1ing-room. And "Calline," the pretty, dusky
house-maid, went out on the lawn and blew the horn for
the master to come in.

Apd soon John Lytton, with Charley and Alden, came
in frohi the field.

* And Laura wae just a little shocked-and blamed her'

self for being so-when Uncle John threw off his jacket,
tossed 0it into a corner, and sat down to dinner in his shirt
sleeves.

J3ut he looked so clean, fresh, healthy, and cheerful, and
was so cordially kind and hospitable, that Laura tried her
best not to draw comparisons between him and his late
brother, her own accomplished father.

After dinner, Uncle John and the two boys went out
to work again, much to the surprise of Laura, who had
been used to see people rest after dinner.

"I always thought," she said, "that the colored people
did all the farm work."

"So they do, honey, wh-wh-when there's enough of 'em,
as there is on the rich plantations. But we have only
Uncle Bob and John Brooks. And Uncle Bob is too old
to do much. And John Brooks can't get in the whole
crap by himself, you know. And we an't able to hir~
hands; so John and Charley do have to go into the fields,"
said old Mrs. Lytton.

"Oh, then Alden can be of some use, can't he?" ex-
claimed laura gladly, foi' she felt very anxious that both
her brother and herself should do something for their own
maintenance.

"He can be a heap of use, if he is only willing to work,'
replied the old lady sententiously.

"We are both willing and anxious to work, and I
only wish you would give me something to do," smiled
Laura.

"Well, well, well, then sit down here at the quilting
frame, and I'll learn you how to mark off a pattern and
quilt," stammered grandma.

Gladly Laura took her seat., And attentively she lis.
tened. Being a skilful needlewoman in plain and fancy
work, and an apt and willing pupil in the art and mystery
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of quilting, she goon learned to quilt as well as her in-
structress.

"I see plain as you an't gwine to be no burden," said
Miss Molly Moss, with a jolly laugh.

"How, how, how could poor Henry's childun be con-
sidered of burdens any how, Molly? I reckon as they got
as much natural right to be here as John's has," grumbled,
their grandmother.

"Course they have. And I think as it's a great credit
to 'em to be both willing' and able to be so helpful," agreed
Miss Molly.

"Yes, indeed, I think so too," added Mrs. John Lytton.
And the four women, two on each side of the quilting

frame, worked harmoniously together until "Calline" came
in with her wooden bowl to get flour to make biscuits for
supper.

That broke up the party.
The quilting frame was lifted from its supporting chair

backs and leaned sideways up against the wall.
Old Mrs. Lytton went into her "store-room" to give

out flour, tea and sugar for supper.
Miss Molly Moss went out to set the table under the

shade of the horse-chestnut tree.
And young Mrs. Lytton took her sun-bonnet from its

nail, and called Laura and the two little girls to go with
her to the cow-pen, to see the cows fed and milked.

Calline, after taking the provision into the kitchen to
the cook, came out again with '~a little niilk-piggin in one
hand, and a large milk-pail in the other, and walked before
her young mistress.

The path led through the brushwood, down to a little
glen through which a narrow stream ran. The cow-pen
was simply a quarter of an acre of ground enclosed in a
rough wooden fence.

Six fine cows were already driven in there by a negro
boy who tended them. And Calline went in with her pig-
gin and commenced operations, while Mrs. John Lytton and
the three girls leaned over the fence and watched the work.

They remained there until the sound of the horn sum-
inoned them~home to supper.

On their way back to the house they were joined by
John Lytton, Charley and Alden, who were returning from
the wheat field.

The well spread supper-table was waiting for them
under the horse-chestnut tree.

It was but a repetition of the pleasant scene of the pre-
ceding afternoon.

When supper was ovex~, the whole party went on to the
piazza in front of the house, where theysat talking over the
affairs of the farm, while Laura watched the bats flying out
through their hole in the roof and sailing away upon their
nocturnal depredations, until the twilight faded into night,
and brought the early bedtime of the family, when they
had prayers in the hall, led by Aunt Kitty; after which
they all bade ea~h other good-night and retired to rest.

I have described this one day at the farm at some
length, because it was a fair example of many days that
followed it.

CHAPTER* XXI.

FARM LIFE.

~LTJ the summer long the family arose at dawn of day,
breakfasted at sunrise, dined at noon, si~ped at sun-

set, and retired to rest soon after nightfall.
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* Every day the men and boys went out m the fields to
work, and the women and girls employed themselves
in the house in quilting, carding, spinning, weaving, or
making up garments for the household.

And as long as the summer and the novelty lasted,
Alden and Laura were busy and happy-..Alden working
with his uncle in the field, and Laura helping her aunt in
the house, or teaching the children.

Autumn brought some little change. The crops were
all gathered into the barns. There was not much work to
do in the fields.

And John Lytton often had a day's holiday, and took
his son and nephew, and his dogs and gun with him, and
went shooting on the mountain. And as often they re-
turned laden with game.

These holidays were days of delight to the boys.
There were no more pleasant breakfasts and suppers

under the shade of the great horse-chestnut tree.
The tree had changed its summer dress of green to an

autumn dress of burning crimson and gold, and a carpet of
the same hue lay around its foot.

In the house, bright wood fires were burning in the
wide fireplaces; and around the largest o.f these, in the
common sitting-room, the women and girls of the family
were daily gathered, engaged in some domestic occupa-
tion-sewing, knitting, carding, spinning, i:eeling, and some-
times even weaving; for at that day, in that part of the
country, many domestic manufactures went on.

On some days these occupations were varied by pre-
serving and pickling fruits and vegetables, and making
cordials and catsups,, when old Mrs. Lytton, notable house-
wife that she was, would spend the whole forenoon be-
tween her store-room and kitchen, paring, coring, weigh-
ing, seasoning, stewing, potting and bottling, assisted by

her cook Cassandra, or "'Gassy," and Gassy's two pretty
dusky daughters, Caroline and Amanda, otherwise "Galline"'
and "Mandy."

On Sunday the whole 'family crowded into the big
carryall, and went to the Wendover church, often taking
luncheon with them, and staying over to the afternoon
service.

On Sunday only, the elder women of the family wore
their neat black dresses; on all other days they wore their
cheap faded light calicoes.

Laura and Alden still made themselves very useful; so
that their presence in the house was felt to be a benefit, in-,
stead of a burden.

Alden kept his uncle's accounts, which had always been
a sore bother to poor John, and he helped him with any
woi'k that he had on hand.

Laura taught her ignorant little cousins the art of read-
ing, writ~ug and ciphering, and was toQking forward to the
time when she should lead them through the intricacies of
grammar, geography and history.

Besides this, Laura made all old Mrs. Lytton'~ and Miss
Molly Moss' caps, and helped Mrs. John Lytton with the
Liliputian wardrobe she was preparing.

Once in a while, a neighboring family would come and
spend the afternoon and take an early tea with the Lyttons,
and go home before night.

And occasionally the Lyttons, with Laura and Alden,
would go out to return such a visit.

Were our young people happy then?
Ah, no!
Life at the farm-house was really monotonous, ~and be-'

sides, they were starving for mental food.
There were no books. The Bible and the "Virginia

housewife" comprised the whole library at Lytton Lodge

I
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There were no newspapers taken in the family since
the ~death of old Mr. Lytton, not even the local paper, the
W~ndover TThtchman.

A useless expense, and a great waste of time, John would
have considered the taking and reading a newspaper.

Laura and Alden felt not only that they were making
no progress in their education, but that they were really
losing ground.

At length one day Alden said to John Lytton:
"Uncle, a school for boys is very much wanted in this

neighborhood. ~on't you think I might do some good,
and make some money to pay my own college fees, by
keeping a school this winter, while I have so little else to
do?'~

John Lytton looked aghast.
"Nephew," he began, with comic solemnity, "do you

want to break my heart? Do you want to bring my gray
hairs-"

John's hairs were as red as fire, and he was in the prime
of life; nevertheless he was so affected by the picture that
he drew, as to break down in the middle of his sentence
and actually shed tears. Then he went off into a towei~
ing passion, and roared forth:

"No LYTToI~r, since the world was made, ever got his
living by teaching a paltry country school. And no Lyt-

ton, while the world lasts, ever shall do so with :~i~ con-
sent. While I have a roof to shelter me, or a crust to
nourish me, you shall share it! But you shall not put me
to open shame by keeping of a school !"

And with this he struck his broad-brimmed hat upon
his head and stalked out of the house, leaving his aston-
ished nephew to reflect how little John really meant when
he had promised to give Alden that which was better than
lodging, food or clothing-liberty of action! And leavifl$

Laura to compare his present conduct in objecting to the
keeping of the school, with his past conduct in refusing to
sell his surplus fruits and vegetables, and to conclude that
they were consistent with each other and with him..-41heir
great ignorant, bigoted, blunder g, but good-natured uticle.

"I am growing very impatient under all this, Laura,"
said Alden, turning to his sister.

"I am not only not getting on with my education, but I
am falling back. I like Uncle John, but I do not wish to
degenerate into a mere animal. I know that if it were not
for his prejudices, I could make money enough by teaching
to pay my college fees; or I could go back to the city, and
through my father's friends I could get some situation
where I could make money enough to pay for a col~ego
course."

"Uncle Jacky would never consent, Alden," sighed
Laura.

"Don't I know it? He's as stupid and as stubborn as
one of his own mules," said Alden bitterly.

"Oh, don't say that Aldy f He is so generous and
kind-hearted."

"Oh, that be-blamed ! His generosity and kindness
is going to ruin all my Prospects in life, combined with. hiw
stupidity and stubbornness. If he were less generous and
kind-hearted, he would turn me out of the house. If he
were less stupid and stubborn, he would let me go, with
his blessing. In either case I should be the gainer. For I
know, with the edu~cationaL foundation that I have already
got, I could go on and succeed. But I'll tell you what,
Laura, if Uncle Jack does not consent to let me go and do
something for myself, I must go without: his consent," said
Alden decisively.

"Oh, no, no, do not do anything like that! No good
would ever come of it," said Laura, in a~i~bt.

9
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"Sister, ~QU7 welfare as well as my own demands that
I should try to get on in the world. But there now, don't
cry I I'm not going to break away this winter, any way,"'
said Alden with a smile.

"Well, I'm' glad of that, at all events. Something may
happen. before spring! " exclaimed Laura, with the hopeful-
ness of youth.

CHAPTER XXII.

HOW LAURA RAISED MO~XEY.

T~ AURA was embarrassed also. Her shoes were all
Li worn out. And she was wearing slippers about the

house, and keep g herself within doors except in very dry
weather. She ~ad no money to buy a pair of shoes,~nor
did she wish to. make her wants known to the impo~r-
erished family. She was thinking of taking her pretty
writing desk and work-box to Wendover, and leaving them
at a fancy store to be sold on commission for whatever
they might bring, and of devoting the proceeds to the pur-
chase of a pair of shoes for herself and boots for Alden;
but she really did not know 'how to manage the matter
without it coming to the knowledge of John Lytton and
shocking his "family pride."

At length accident favored her. She lost or mislaid
her little bunch of keys. And then she took her boxes and
told "Uncle Jacky" that she wanted to go to Wendover
to get keys fitted to them.

And John, to whom his "dead brother's daughter's~~
wishes were always commands, ordered Brooks to harness
the brown ~OD~ to the gig and drive the young lady to the
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village. And then, at the last moment, Laura thought she
would take her jewel casket and dressing-case also. And
she brought them out to the gig and put them under the'
seat.

A pleasant drive through the autumn woods brought
her to the mountain, gap in which Wendover was sit.
uated.

She directed Brooks to drive up to Bastian's fancy store,
and to hand in the boxes and leave her there to do her bus.
mess, and to go himself with the gig to the Reindeer Ho.
tel, to feed and water the horse, and then to return for her.

In this manner Laura got rid of a witness to her com-
mercial transactions.

She told Bastian, the fat shopman, that she wished him
to have keys fitted to her boxes. And after he had prom-
ised to do that, sh~ added that she wished him to sell them
for her on commission, as they were all quite new, never
having been used.

"How much do you expect to get for them, Miss ~" in-
quired Bastian.

".1 don't know. I don't even know their first cost.
They were presents to me, from friends, last Christmas,"
said Laura, striving, and not in vain, to keep back the tears
that were rising to her eyes.

"Well, I am a fair judge of these articles, and I 'should
suppose they would bring from twenty to thirty dollars
apiece. Indeed, this malachite casket must have cost
more," said the man, critically examining the elegant toy.

"Well," said Laura, "I should feel quite satisfied with
twenty dollars apiece for them. Perhaps, as they are quite
as good as new, never having been used, as I said, and as
this is near the Christmas holidays, you may be able to dis-
pose of them."

"I will do the best I can for you, Miss," said Bastian.

.4

0
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"And, of course, you will have the usual commission,"
added Laura.

Bastian bowed, and removed the boxes from the coun.
ter to the shelves.

And Laura stood at the door, waiting for Brooks to
come with the gig to take her home.

She had not long to wait. John Brooks soon drove up,
and Laura bowed to the shop-keeper, who, however, gal-
lantly came out and helped her into the gig.

Laura returned home much elated, for she thought that
she sold her boxes for twenty dollars each, after pay.

ing Bastian his liberal commission, she would still have
seventy-two dollars, a large sum in Laura's present circum-
stances; enough to buy boots for her brother, shoes for
herself, and Christmas presents for her cousins, and to
leave a little surplus to lay away.

. * *~

CHAPTER XXIII.

LAURA'S CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

TT was about a fortnight after this, being just three days
.L before Christmas, that old,: Mrs. Lytton ordered the
carryall to be got ready to take herself to Wendover,
where she wished to make a few purchases for the holidays,
and to bring them home, with her.

"Will you tak~ me with you, grannie I"' inquired Laura,
who was anxious to know the fate of her boxes.

"Cour-cour'eourse you can go, if you. want to, honey.
There's roo-roo~room enough. Nobody's gwine but me
and John Brooks. And we an't a gwi-gwi-gwine to bring
nothing back but some tea and coffee and sugar, and a bag
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'0' salt. So get your hon-hon-bonnet and shawl, and come
along," the old lady stammered good-humoredly.

Laura was soon ready, and seated. by the side of Mrs.
Lytton, in the carryall. And they started to drive through
the woods to Wendover.

~The trees were now entirely bare of leaves, and the
ground was covered with snow; but the day was clear and
bright, and the air fresh and bracing, so the drive was a
pleasant one.

When they reached the village, they drew up before
the grocery store kept by Mr. Clove.

Old Mrs. Lytton and Laura alighted.
The old lady went into the store, but Laura walked a

short distance down the street to the fancy shop where she
had left her boxes for sale.

Bastian came forward to meet her.
"Well, Miss, I have sold them all," he said with a smile.
"Oh, indeed; I am very glad!" exclaimed Laura.
"Yes; and the curious part of' it is, that I sold each

box secretly to a different member of the same family."
"Yes?"
"Yes, indeed.. First came Governor Cavendish, who

is down to j~eep Christmas at Grey Cliffs. 'Bastian, have
you anything suitable for a Christmas present for a young,
lady?' he asked. And I took down the malachite casket.
'The very thing,' said he. And he bought it on the spot
and took it away with him."

"So that went first," said Laura.
"Yes. Next day came old Madam Cavendish. And

said she, 'Bastian, I'm looking for what I can't find in a
Country town, I'm afraid. I'm looking for an elegant work~
box.' Down I took your papier~~mache~ box and set it be'-
fore her. She was delighted with it, and no further."

"And that was the next to go," 'said Laura.
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"It was. Well, and yesterday came Mrs.. Wesley, and
said she, 'Bastian, I'm in a quandary. I wish to find some~
thing really worth offering to my niece.. I don't know
what to get in this place. Everything is so cheap and
common.' I took down your ivory dressing-case. 'Oh!'
she exclaimed, with a gasp of delight, 'how ever did you
come to have such an elegant thing on hand? Did you

'ever expect to sell it hero?' And she purchased it imme,
diatel ."

"And that was the third sale."
"Yes. And now for the last. As you came into the

village, you might have met a young lady on a white horse
in a blue-cloth riding-dress?"

"No, I never saw a horse in a blue-cloth riding-dress in
all my life," said Laur solemnly.

Bastian corrected himself.
"A young lady* a blue-cloth riding-dress, on a white

horse, and attended by a groom."
"Oh, yes; lac owledge the young lady."
"That was M s Em Cavendish. She had just left

this store, havin ased your rosewood and pearl
writing desk, which was the parcel her groom was carry-
ing before him."

"So that was the last sale."
"That was the last. And now for a settlement. Let

me see. Sold malachite basket for thirty-five dollars, papier-
mache work-box for twenty, ivory dressing-case for thirty,
and rosewood and pearl writing desk for twenty-five, mak-
ing altogether one hundredand ten dollars; and deducting
ten dollars for my commission, I hand you ov~r just one
hundred dollars, Miss, even money-which is what I aimed
at in setting the prices, and which I hope meets your

~views.
"It more than. meets them," said Laura delightedly, as
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she received the money, "I thank you very much, Mr. Bas-
tian," she added.

And then, before leaving the storelshe bought two dolls
for Octy and Ulky, a large coffee cup and saucer for Uncle
Jacky, a four bladed Sheffield penknife for Charley, a work
basket for Aunt Kitty, and lastly some cheap toys for the
little negro children. These articles cost her but twenty
dollars, so she came out of the store with eighty left in
her pocket, and followed by a shop boy, who brought all
her purchases to the carryall, and packed them under the
seats for her.

Old Mrs. Lytton was still in the grocery store, making
her purchases. And Laura had not yet concluded hers; for
she went into a drygoods store, and bought two stout 1~lack
alpaca dresses for Mrs. Lytton and Miss Molly Moss, and
bright-colored head handkerchiefs for each of the negro
women, and flaming red or yellow pocket handkerchiefs
for the negro men.

Then she went into a shoe store and bought boots for
Alden, and gaiters for herself.

All these purchases she succeeded in stowing away under
the seats; and she took her own place in the carriage
before her aged companion came out of the grocery store.

"Kept you waiting, honey, didn't I ?" inquired the ~ld
lady, as she made her appeai'ance, followed by the grocer's
young man, with his arms full of paper parcels. "Well, you
see it do take a time to look at things, and pick and
choose so as to get the best you can for the least money,
which one is obliged to do when times is so scarce. Now,
young man;" she said, turning t6 tile shopman who* attend-
ed her, "you jest put all them things ~inter the bottom o' the
carriage, and help me up inter my seat, Thanky'. Good-
by," she added, as the shopman, after assisting hei~ stood
bowing in the shop door
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'"Now, John Brooks, whip tip your horses and make
'em travel; f6r it's late, and we've got a long ways to go.
And, Lord! an't it cold? And it's getting colder ever~
minute. What a night it's a gwine to be! I always think
of that poor girl at the light-house on such a night as this.
Think of her having to go at midnight all the way from the
cottage to the tower, to feed and trim the lamp at the top
of it," said Mrs. Lytton, as she gathered her large black
shawl closely around her and prepared to face the' cold
blast.

Apparently the horses were as anxious to get home as
their mistress, for they went with a will, and soon passed
over the ground that lay between Wendover and Lytton
Lodge.

It was growing dark with clouds as well as with the
gathering shades of night, as the old carryall rolled into the
yar~1 and drew up before the door.

"'Uncle Jacky," came out of the house to help his
mother from the marriage.

"It's coming on to snow. I'm glad you've got home,
mother," said John Lytton, as he carefully assisted the old
lady to alight, and then began to take the parcels ol pro-
visions from the carriage.

"I'm thankful myself. I was afraid of getting caught
in the storm;" said the old lady.

"Sit where you are, Lolly. I'll come back for you when
I have taken mother and her bundles in," hallooed John
from the door.

"La! Uncle Jacky, I can help myself out, I reckon, if I
am a good-for-nothing city girl," laughed Laura.

And as soon as her grandmother and uncle had dis-
appeared in the house, Laura turned to the driver and said:

"Oh, John Brooks, do help me to get my parcels into
the house without any one seeing them, I don't 'mind tell-
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big you; but they are Christmas gifts for the family, and I
don't want anybo~Iy to see them until Christmas morning,
you know. Now d~be quick! 0 dear, it's too latel Here
comes Uncle Jacky for me."

John Brooks, delighted at being taken 'into the young
lady's confidence, grinned and hastily whispered:

"Nem-mind, Miss. You go long o' Marse Jaeky. I'll
get these here up into your room, and nobody none the
wiser."

"Not even Mandy or Calline, John?"
"Hi, Miss Laura, who you think fool enough to tell

them blabbering niggers? Not John Brooks!"
"Come, Laura," ~said Uncle Jacky, lifting his ~niece

bodily from the carryall. "Run up stairs now, and take
off your hat and cloak quicker than you ever did anything
in your life; Supper's on the table,, and mother's perishing
for a cup of hot tea after her cold drive."

Laura ran up to her room, took off her hat, gloves and
wrappings, and then ran down stairs into the sitting-room,
where she found the great roaring hickory fire in the broad
fireplace, the large round table set for slipper, and all the
family waiting for her.

"Come and sit round here by the fire, ~child. You
haven't had a chance to thaw yourself out, I know," said
Aunt Kitty kindly, as she placed a chair at the warmest
side of the table for the haWfrozen girl.

The meals at Lytton Lodge were always cheerful, and
often merry.

" Day after to-morrow is Christmas-day!" exclaimed
Octy, announcing the fact as a new discovery..

"And Charley have promised to make us a sledge for
a Christmas gift," added Ulky.

"And a trap to catch snow-birds," said Ooty.
"I nev-nev-never kijew Christmas to be so scarce," said
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old Mrs. Lytton, by no means in a grumbling mood, but on
the contrary, in a cheerful, explanatory manner. "It's too-
too4ook nearly all the money I had to buy the groceries.
And pri-pri-prices was so high; which 'pears to me the
sca'cer money is, the more things costs. And- this is the
sca-sca-sca'cest Christmas as ever I did see."

"How can you say that, mother? Times is no sca'cer
now than they always was," said Aunt Kitty, laughing.

"But, child, I did wa-wa-want to get a stout calico
gownd for me and Molly, which them we wear now for
every day is wo-wo-wore to cobwebs, and won't hardly
bear to go into the wash-tub once more. Hows'ever, let's
thank - the Lord we are. all alive, and be contented," she
added cheerfully.

And then how glad Laura felt at the thought of the
stout, serviceable black alpaca dresses that she had bought
for her kind and self-denying old friends; only she fore-
boded, that according to their economical instincts, they
would think these dresses too good for everyday wear, and
so bury them deep in ~he bottom of their "big chests," the
sacred receptacles of all their most cherished treasures.

As soon as tea was over Laura stole' away up to her
room, to see if John Brooks had kept his promise and
conjured her parcels thither.

She found them all piled up in a corner of the room.
She made haste and opened her trunk, took out her dresses
to make room, and locked up her presents in it.

Then she hung up her dresses around the room, osten-
sibly "for an -airing," as she told her little room-mates
when they came up to bed.

CHAPTER XXIV.

GLIDI~TG SPIRITS OF CHRISTMAS EVE.

F~HE next day was spent by old Mrs. Lytton in the
I kitchen, where; assisted by her handmaids, she was

busily engaged in making pies and cakes for Christmas.
So when evening came, and the family were gathered

around the great wood fire in the sitting-room, keeping
Christmas eve over a bowl of egg-nog and a basket of
mixed cakes, the old lady declared herself to be "fairly -

fagged out."
"Who's for church to-morrow morning ?" inquired

Cousin Charley. "I want to know, so I may tell John
Brooks to-night."

"Yes, who?" also inquired Uncle Jacky; "because, if
all the family's going, we'll have to rig up the long wagon."

"I don't see it, Jacky! And we don't wanV to show
ofi' at church on Christmas-day in the farm wagon. The
carryall will carry us six females, and you too, if you will
sit in the driver's seat and drive. And surely the two boys
can ride the brown pony and the bay mare. And as for
the darkeys, if any of them want to go, they may jnst rig
up the ox cart, which will take a dozen of them," sug-
gested Mrs. John Lytton.

"Calline and Mandy and John Brooks can go, but
Cassy and Bob will have to stay home and mind the
hotwe and cook dinner," added old Mrs. Lytton.

"Well, I don't see but what all that's a first-chop plan,"
(155)
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said gooci-natured John, draining, and then refilling his
glass.

"Jacky, you're taking, more egg-nog than is good for
you,~' objected his wife.

"Well, Kitty, this is the last," replied John, tilting 'up
the bowl to show her its emptiness.

"And thank goodness, it is. And now let's go to bed.
Children, don't forget to hang up your stockings," said their
mother.

"You bet we won't!" exclaimed Miss Octy, speaking
for herself and her sister.

And so the family circle separated for th~ night.
When the three girls reached their rooms up stairs,

Octy and Ulky went to the old-fashioned chest of drawers
where they kept their clothing, and they each picked out
the largest pair of stockings in their possession, and hung
them up, not exactly in the chimney down which Santa
Claus was expected to come, but on each side of the broad
Ai~eplace.

"Now hang up your stockings. Oh, do, Lollyt You
don't know what Santa Claus might put in them," coun-
selled Octy.

And Laura, to please the children, hung up one of her
stockings.

"Oh! ~do, please, hang up both stockings, like we do!"
urged Ulky.

Laura complied.
"And now," said Octy, as they got into bed, "we mean

to lay awake all night and watch for Santa Claus."
"Yes, so we will," agreed Ulky. "Cause we've never

set eyes on Santa Claus yet! And I'd a heap leifer see him
than a show, any time."

This was dismaying intelligence to Laura; who had caP
cul~ted on watching until the children should go to sleep,
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and then getting up to slip the doll babies into their stock-
ings.

However the little eyes, watch as they might for an
hour, afterwards gradually succumbed, and cLosed in a
sleep that was all the deeper for their long resistance.

Then Laura arose softly from her bed, and went and
unlocked her trunk, and took the dolls and slipped them
into the little girls' stockings.

She took the boots she had bought for her brother, and
put her card with his name on it in one of them, and went
and set them outside of his door.

She laid the two parcels containing the alpaca dresses
at the door of the. room jointly occupied by Mrs. Lytton
and Miss Molly.

She crept down into the dining-room, where the fable
was set for breakfast, and she placed the handsome cup and
saucer upon her Uncle Jacky's plate, and the Sheffield pen-
knife. under Charley's. And on her Aunt Kitty's own
especial work-table she set the capacious work-basket.

Then she came back to her room and got softly into
bed, and being' very tired with her watching, soon fell fast
asleep. Veryfast asleep she must have been indeed, not to
have seen or heard the mysterious visitor who glided in,~
bearing a dimly lighted taper, which she put down upon
the chest of drawers, while she softly stepped about the
room, stopping here and there and making motions, like a
witch at hcr incantations. After which she silently glided
from the chamber, carrying away the light.



CHAPTER XXV.

CHRISTMAS AT THE FARM.

Well our Christian sires of old
Loved when the year its course had rolled,
And brought blithe Christmas back again,
With all his hospitable train.
Domestic and religious rite
Gave honor to the holy night.
On Christmas Eve the bells were rung,
On Christmas Eve the hymn was sung,
The damsel doan'd her kirtle sheen,
The hall was deck'd with holly green.

Sm WALTER SCOTT.L AURA was awakened early on that Christmas morn-
ingby the noisy ecstasies of the two little girls, who

had got out of their bed and found their well-filled stock-
ings, and were now rejoicing uproariously over them.

"Oh, Lolly! look here, do! What a splendid doll
baby! And Ully's got one just like it, only mine is dressed
in blue silk and Ully's in red. And we've got lots of
sugar-candy too!" exclaimed Octy, exultingly displaying
her treasures.

"And here's your stockings full up to the top too, dear
Lolly! An't you glad we shadedd you to hang 'em up?"
cried loving little Ulky, carrying Laura's black hose to th~e
bedside.

Laura kissed the child, and began to examine the con-
tents of the stockings, wondering that she should have got
presents at all, in a family that was so poor. She did not
know that love is always rich enough to give.

The gifts that she received were two pairs of long, soft
(158)
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white lamb's-wool hose, such as could not be bought in the
shops at any price, for they were home-knit, and she ~knew
that They must have been presents from old Mrs. Lytton
and Miss ~Molly Moss, for she now remembered having seen
both those old ladies knitting that sort of stockings all
through the fall; then there was a pair of fine black silk
gloves lined with Angola wool, which Laura correctly be.
lived to be the gift of Aunt Kitty; a curious needle-case,
pin-box and scissors sheath carved from bone by the cun-
ning hands of Cousin Charley, who was an adept in the art;
and lastly a. small vial of otto of roses, probably Uncle
Jacky's offering.

Tears of grateful love filled the orphan's eyes. She was
so glad now that she had sold her boxes to provide love~
tokens for those who had lovingly wrought for her.

"Oh, get up and dress, Laura, do! And let's go down
stairs and show our gifts, and see what the others have got.
Do!" said Octy impatiently.

And Laura sprang out, of bed and dressed herself as
quickly as possible, while a disturbance of another kind.
arose out in the passage.

It was made by Alden and Charley, who were hammer-
ing at the door with fists and feet, and vociferating at the
top of their voices:

C~ Christmas gift! Christmas gift, girls! Come, out
with you! Hurry up! Hurrah-ah-ah for Christmas!"

"Oh, make haste, Lolly, or they'll beat the door down!"
exclaimed U"lky.

And Laura put the last touches to her simple toilet by"
buttoning her white linen cuffs, and then went and opened
the door.

She was instantly caught in the arms of her rough Cousin
Charley, who gave her a tight hug and a hearty hiss-for
Christmas; while Alden chased the two little girls down

/
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the hall, to catch them and give them a like salute. So, in
a noisy, joyous tumult, they all ran, tumbling over each
other, down stairs into the "big parlor," which, in the
earlier and more prosperous days of the family, had been
called the "long drawing-room," where, in honor of the
day, all the old family portraits that hung about the walls,
as well as the long dim. looking-glass that leaned from the
mantle-piece, were decorated with holly; and where a roar-
ing fire of hickory wood had been lighted.

In the middle of the floor stood John Lytton, presid-
mg over a steaming bowl of hot egg-flog; for it was the
barbarous custom of this neighborhood to commence the
festivities of the day in this manner.

With him stood his wife, mother ana aunt, all in their
Sunday clothes, for they were going to church.

There were more merry Christmas greetings, and then
old Mrs. Lytton caught hold of Laura's hand and( kissed
her, and being more than usually moved, stammered worse
than ever as she said:

"You do-do-do-do too much for me, child. You're too-.
too-too good to us. Now hush, don't say a word, 'cause I
know-know-know-know it was you as bought them beauti-
ful black allerpacker gowns for me and Molly; though
where you ever could a got so much mon.- But that an't
polite of me," added the old lady, correcting herself.

"And just look here, what she laid at my door," said
Alden, putting his well-shaped feet together and displaying
his shining new boots. "I say Lolly has found a mine
somewhere!"

"Fairies!" answered Laura, laughing.
"Come now. We have been waiting for you young-

sters long enough. Come and be helped. Here, mother,"
said John Lytton, filling an old battered silver goblet with
foaming egg-nog and passing it to the old lady.

CHRISTMAS AT THE FARM. 161

"La, John, if I drin-drin-drink all this, it will getinto
my head," she said.

"Mother's drank her Christmas morning egg-nog out'n
that there goblet every Christmas for fifty year, and always
makes the same remark. A mere matter of form," John
explained, as he filled a small glass tumbler and handed it
to Laura:

"Indeed, Uncle Jacky I'm afraid of it; before break.
fast too," pleaded the young girl, shrinking.

"And that's your formula," nodded Uncle Jacky, as he
proceeded to fill the glasses.

"Grandma, I thank you and Aunt Molly very much
for the nice lamb's-wool stockings you knit for me; for I
know they were your own work, and I could not get such
good ones anywhere," Laura found the opportunity of saying.

"Fid-fid-fiddlestick, child! They're well enough, and.
the best we had to offer now, when ti-ti-times is so sca'ce;
but they an't nothing to your presents. Lord knows where
you got the mon-. But that's not polite," answered the
old lady, again correcting herself.

"Halloo, Charley! If you've got through with your.
egg-nog, just go to the front door and blow the horn for
the niggers to come ~up and get their Christmas dram," ex'
claimed John Lytton, setting down the goblet that he had
drained.

"Lord, John, what-what-what-what have we got to give
the poor niggers, now times is so sca'ce 1'" inquired poor
old Mrs. Lytton, stammering as usi~al when disturbed.

"A hearty 'Merry Christmas!' if nothing else, mother!
But I guess there's enough of this nog left to give the wo-
men a little glass all yound. And I reckon a sip of some
of your home-made peach brandy an't a going to hurt the
men for once in a year. BLow 'EM ALL UP, MY BOY!"
exclaimed John Lytton.

10

4
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And Charley took the horn and went to the front door,
and blew a blast that the poor negroes understood well
enough, for they came trooping up to the house-men,
women and children, boys and girls, all wearing joyous and
expectant faces, and all crying out:

"Christmas gif', Marse Jacky I Christmas gif', ole
Mis8ess! Christmas gif', chillun I"

"Hush your bawling, and come along and get it I"
roared John Lytton.

And they trooped into the porch, and into the h~dl.
And John ladled out the remains of the egg-nog to the

women, while old Mrs. Lytton gave a sip of her peach
brandy to each of the men, all of whom wished "Ole
Mis~ess and young. Marse, and young Missess and de chit.
lun, merry Christmas, and many of 'em."

And. While all this was going on among the men and
women, Laura took pity on the little negroes, who were
standing staring at the "treat" as good naturedly as if they
were sharing it, and she ran up to her room and brought
from its hiding-place her bundle of candies and cheap toys,
which she immediately began to distribute to the children.

And then there was clamor and wild delight, as if an
infant Bedlam had broken loose. They danced and skip.
ped and screamed, and waved their trophies in the air.

"Halloo! what the deuce is th~ matter with the young
ones? Charley, Charley, get your horn and BLOW 'ENt
DOWN I" vociferated John Lytton, holding his ears.

"It's all Lan-Lan-Laura's doings. Though where on the
face of the. yeth she~ ever got the-. But that's not polite,"
explained the old lady.

And to her further surprise, Laura pi~oduced a bundle
of gay dry goods, and gave a bright red ~or yellow pocket
handkerchief to each man and boy, who received the gift
with a bow and a broad grin; and then a brilliant plaid or
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flowered head handkerchief to each Woman and girl, who'
took it with a smile and a ~ourtesy.

"There, now; that will do! Three cheers for Christ-
mas, and then off with you!" bawled John Lytton.

And amid the "HOORAYS" of the delighted darkeys,
honest John shut the hail door, and led the way in to
breakfast.

The fan~iily were poor enough in money, but their
Christmas breakfast, for the variety, excellence and abundance
of its viands, might well have been the envy of a wealthy
epicure. The coffee, cream, bread and butter, the first
essentials for a good breakfast, could not have .been sur-
passed. Then they had chickens from the farm-yard, game
from the forest, and oysters from the river.

And above all, they had John Lytton, with his j~ibilant.
good spirits.

"Halloo! My eye! what's that?" said John, lifUng the
gorgeous blue and gold cup and saucer that stood by his
plate, and then reading the inscription, in gold letters, 'k7or
a good I~oy.' That's me! If I ain't a good boy-yes, one
of the best of boys, i'd like to form the acquaintance of
the better one. So it's for me. But who gave it? You,
mother?"

"Now-now-now-now, John Lytton," stammered the old
lady, "you know I hadn't got no money to heave away on
fancy cups; and times so sca'ce too. It's Laura, there's
who it is. Though where on the face of the yeth she-.
But never mind. Help to them fried oysters, John. Uncle
Bob he got they ji, fresh from the Perch Point Banks yester~
day morning."

"So you g we me this, Laura, did you? Well, I de-
dare! Thank you, honey. Mother, give me my coffee iii

this cup; and after Christmas I will put it away, and only
keep it for high days and holidays."

9'
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At tkis moment Charley drew his handkerchief from
his pocket, when out fell something that rattled down upon
the floor. He looked astonished, and stooped and picked it
up. It was a four-bladed Sheffield penknife, with a tortoise
shell handle.

"Hurrah! Just the thing I was longing for. I wonder
who put that in my pocket?" exclaimed Master Charley,
looking'from one face to another around the table..

"Laura! Who else should it be? No, no-nobody's
got any money to heave away, except 'tis Laura. Though
where- But never mind," said old Mrs. Lytton, whose
curiosity was deeply excited as to the ~ource of Laura's
wealth.

Shyly and awkwardly, though sincerely enough, Char-
by thanked Cousin Laura for her useful present.

The breakfast was prolonged until at length old Mrs.
Lytton got up saying:

"Who ever's gwine to church to-day had better get
ready, because the carryall will be at the door directly."

All arose from the table.
In leaving the room, Mrs. John Lytton happened to pass

close by her work-stand in the corner. She sjiw the nice
new work-basket for the first time. She caught it up and
looked at it.

"How pretty and convenient this is! I never saw so
good a basket. Whose is it? Yours, Laura?" she inquired.

"Itis yoAr8, dear Aunt Kitty, if you will please to ac~
cept it; and I am very glad you like it," answered the
young. girl.

"For me? 0 you good child!" exclaimed Mrs. Kitty,
kissing her niece. "But, Laura, honey, you must have rob-
bed yourself very much to give us all these things," she
added deprecatingly.

"No, indeed," said Laura laughingly, as she ran out of
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the oom. In the hail she passed by the old lady, who
was putting on her gloves and muttering to herself;
"Th ugh where on the face of the yeth, she did get the
money from, when times is 80 sca'ce, is more than I can
tell."

"Grandma," said Laura, laughing, "if you will never,
never, never tell Uncle John, I will tell you how I got the
money."

"Why-why-why don't you want John to know?" stain
mered the old lady, in vague alarm.

"Because he is so ridiculously proud, Heaven bless him!
Now stoop down here, and I'll whisper to you."

And the old lady bent down her ear and heard the story
of Laura's commercial transactions.

"Lor!" she exclaimed, in comic surprise.
"Do you think I did wrong?"
"No, you did right. You've got a heap more sense

than John. He'd be for getting on his high horse, if he
knowed you'd done sich a sensible thing. And now, honey
run and put on your bonnet, quick."

Laura hurried up stairs, and soon returned dressed in
hat, cloak, and sable furs, relics of her richer days.

All the other women and children were in the carryall.
And Uncle Jacky stood by, ready to help Laura up to a
seat among them.

Uncle Jacky and the two boys rode saddle horses.
And John Brooks drove the carryall.



CRAVEN KYTE. 167

CHAPTER XXVI.
C1~AVE1~ KYTE.

A NDso the cavalcade started to church.
On the road they overtook, or were overtaken or

joined by other families in carriages or on horseback, all
going the same way. And many cheerful Christmas greet-
ings were exchanged.

And in due time they reached the old-fashioned church,
that stood a little out of the village. The church-yard was
like a winter grove; for now all the trees were bare and
the ground was covered with snow.

Vehicles of every sort,, and saddle horses, and even
mules, were standing under the trees. Ax~d the little
church within was crowded.

The services were already commenced when our party
entered their pew. But then they had had a long way to
come.

Laura noticed that Governor Cavendish and his family
were in their handsome crimson damask ~lined pew. She
thought that the Governor looked' haggard, careworn, and
even aged, since she had seen him last. All this she ob-
served involuntarily in passing, and then she concentrated
her attention upon the services, and would not permit her
eyes or thoughts to wander until after the benediction had
been pronounced.

As the congregation were going out, old Mrs. Lytton
pulled Laura's arm and whispered:

(166)

"I want y6u to look at that 'oman-that one in the
black silk gown and red meriny shawl and black velvet
bonnet. She's Mrs. Fanning, the landlady of the White
Perch Point Hotel; She was the o~iiy sister of the Go~i-
ernor's wife, and one of the greatest beauties in the county
she was, about seventeen year ago. But she went ~nd hey
herself away on to that good for nothing Fred Fanmng.
And her family cast her off and now see what she has come
to! She an't had nothing but bad luck ever since. And
just about a year ago her darter-' like mother like darter,'
~\u know-her darter, which was at boarding.school in
thk city-and I never did approve of sending gals away
~om~me to get their dedication among strangers-..-welI,
her arter, only fifteen year old last July, 'loped away from
sdiool with some 19w-life fellow or other, and, far as I can
hear, an't never been seen nor yet heard~n from that day
to this. Her pappy, Fred Fanning, he went up to the city
when he heard the. news; but he come back without his
darter, and looking ju~t like death."

"Yes, grandma,. I know. I heard about all that. And'
I saw both Mr. and Mrs. Fanning when we stopped for a
night at White Perch Point," said Laura.'

"Oh, yes, to be sure~ I, f6rgot."
"And I thought theyboth looked crazed with grief,

and as if something much worse than death had happened
in their family," murmured Laura compassionately, as her
eyes turned again on the beautiful dark face of the unhappy
woman.

But by this time they were all out of the church, and
everybody was seeking his or her carriage, cart, horse1 or
mule, as the case might be.

John Brooks the man came up with the carryalL
John Lytton the master was about to hand his zuother

into her seat.
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"Stop-stop-stop, John? Hold on! Don't let the horses
start till I get in. They're callers in sich a hurry when they
know, they're going home," cried the old lady nervously.

"Now, mother, which John are you talking to? John
master or John man? Laura, it is the plague of my life that
I and my man bear the same name! And it's all owing to
my i~urse, who, when I was two years old, had a baby boy,
whom she did me the doubtful honor of naming after me.
It is the source of endless misunderstandings and incon-
veniences. For instance: we are all at work in the field-
master and men. Well, mother suddenly wants one of us;
goes to the door and blows the horn to attract atten-
tion, and then using it as a speaking-trumpet, vociferates,
'JOHN!' Now who's to know what John she means?"
solemnly inquired Mr Lytton, as he handed Kitty, Laura
and the little girls into the carryall.

The drive home 'was as pleasant as the drive to church.
Onry that, when the carryall had got a little way on the
rci~&d, old Mrs. Lytton perceived that the squad of three
horsemen, consisting of John Lytton, Charley and Alden,
that had accompanied the carryall to church, was now in-
creased to nine, the additional six being named by the old
lady:

"Tom, Dick and Harry; Tag, Rag and Bobtail. Which
I do believe, Kitty, as John have invited of 'em all home to
dinner!"

"John will do as he ple~ises, mother! And it's no use to
say one word," said Mrs. John, between a smile and a sigh.

"Who be they then, any way, as he has along of him?"
inquired the widow; adding," You've got younger eyes'n
me to see with."

"Well, mother, there's Bastian, the fancy store man
and .there's that young Craven Kyte, the salesman in Pop
lin's dry goods store."

"Two-two-two-two men as nobody knows nothing about,
and never ought to have been invited to our house, espe-
cially that Craven Kyte, which John ought to be ashamed
of himself to have anything to do with him, after all as has'
been said!" cried the old lady.

"Mother, perhaps it is because of all that has been said,
that John does invite 'the poor young fellow!"

"You do-do-do-do-don't believe as John believes it?"
"No, mother, I don't. But whether John believes it or

not, or whether it be true or not, John does right in taking
friendly notice of the poor boy. For if the 'story be true,
then Craven has quite as great a claim of relationship on
us as Alden and Laura has. If it= be false, then he has as
great a claim of indemnification from us for the injustice' he
has suffered in having his name connected so unfortunately
with ours."

"Bless the woman! Don't preach! I hadn't got nothing
against the young man personally, only people saying as he
is my poor, dear dead Henry~s own

"Hush, mother, for Heaven's sake!" whispered Mrs.
John Lytton, glancing at Laura.

"Well, there, I have done! But I don't like his com-
ing, that's all. Who be the others?"

"I don't 'know~them, mother. They are too far behind
for me to recognize them," said Mrs. John.

And then they drove on in silence, Laura wondering
what the ill report could be that connected the name of the
young shopman with that of her deceased father, and feel-
ing a curiosity to see Craven Kyte.

Presently old Mrs. Lytton's fear of having two large a
company to dinner was abated. For a~ the Cross Roads,
four of the cavalcade took leave-two going off to the
right and two to the left; while, two, Bastian and Kyte,
came on with John Lytton and his boys.
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There thank goodness, we'll only have a couple of
outsiders, akter all!" said the widow, much relieved.

"Oh, you inhospitable Christian!" exclaimed Mrs. Kit-
ty, laughing.

"I know I am, honey; but I can't help it, times is so
sca'ce"

The horsemen struck into a narrow bridle path, that
cut off a considerable portion of the distance between.
Wendover and Lytton. So that when the carryall reach-
ed the house and drew up before the front door, there
stood John Lytton, the two boys and the two guests to
receive them.

Laura looked toward the two guests. The elder of
theses Bastian, the fancy-store keeper, she knew very well.
The other one she had never seen. And now, at first
sight, she w~s struck and almost confounded by the very
extraordinary likeness young Kyte bore to her deceased
father, and also to her only brother. While she was stand.
ing staring in amazement, she was suddenly brought to
her senses by the abruptness of John Lytton saying bois-
terously:

"Hullo, Lolly! *Here's a beau I've been and brought
you. Mr. Craven Kyte, Miss Laura Lytton !"

The young man raised his hat, and bowed with much
politeness.

Laura returned the bow. And then the young man
'was civilly welcomed by the other members of'the family.

Dinner was already on the table. And no one, to
have seen the rich and abundant feast to which the Christ-
mas party sat down, would ever have believed that thre
were any grounds for old Mrs. Lytton's perpetual com-
plaint, "Times is so sca'ce."

The Christmas-day was spent pleasantly. In the even-
ing other visitors dropped in, and the night closed merrily.

CHAPTER XXVII.
4

O1~E SATURDAY I~IGHT.

HE next day happened to be Saturday. ~ow Satur-
day morning was always devoted by old Mrs. Lytton

to the domestic duty of clearing up house; and Saturday
evening was always consecrated to the pious work of teach-
ing the little negro children their catechism.

On this particular Saturday evening old Mrs. Lyttoa
had about half a dozen of little imps, from four years old.
to seven, gathered around her hearth in her own bedroom.
She was teaching them verbally, for not one of them could
read. Laura came in and witnessed a 'strange scene.

Adam; son of John Brooks, was the youngest child
present. He was scarcely four years old, and had never
been to catechism class before. Now he stood up before
his mistress, feeling both proud and shy.

"Now, Ad, take your fingers out of your hair and
speak up 'like a man, and~let Miss Laura hear how well you
will learn your catechism."

' ,,
"Esm.
"That's you! Now then, 'Who made you?"
"Ole Marse," promptly answered the little one.
SLAr! fell the hand of the old lady upon the cheek of

'~her pupil, and she said to the howling child:
"There! that's to lar-lar-larn you ~not to give such

foolish answers! It's for your own good, and you ought to
thank me for doing of it. Stop bawling now, and listen
while I tell you who made you. (171)
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The child being duly instructed upon that point, then
came the next.

"Now hold up your head and listen."

"What did the Lord make ~you for?"
"To pick cotton," sobbed the child.
SLAP! fell the ready hand again, as the old lady said:
"No, sir; 'to serve Him."'
"'To serve Him,'~~ sobbed the child.
"Now stop bawling, and listen to me. It's all for your

own good. You ought to be thankful. You-you see how
I have to beat it inter 'em, Laura. Now, you little fool
you!" said the instructress.

But before she could put another question, John Lytton
entered the room in a state of considerable excitement,
exclaiming:

"I say, mother, here's a go!"
"For-for-for the Lord's sake, John, what is it?" stain.

mered the old lady, starting up in alarm.
~"' Oh, it's nothing bad. It's a letter."
"A letter!"
"Yes. Come in the parlor. You too, Laura, for it

concerns you also. You see, Craven Kyte happened to be
at the post-office at Wendover this morning, and the post-
master told him as this letter had been waiting there a
week, and might wait a month before it was taken out,
because we very seldom came near the post-office; and so
young Kyte asked if he could not bring it over. And the
postmast& trusted it to him. And do you think that
young man hasn't rode all the way from Wendover, to do
us the favor of fetching our letter. He must sleep here
to-night, and have an early breakfast to-morrow morning
before he goes back."

"Course the boy must. But what on the ~ce of the

yeth is the letter about? And that anybody should ever
write us a letter ~" muttered the widow, as, with Laura;
she followed John Lytton into the parlor.

"Wait till I sit down and fetch my breath," answered
John.

The old lady greeted young Kyte with unusual kind-
ness, thanked him for the trouble he had taken, and. then
settled herself to listen to the letter.

"Hem-rn-rn! It's fi'orn a city clergyman, and here it is,"
said John, clearing his throat and commencing to read:

"To. Joui~~ LYTTOI~, Esq.-Dear Sir: I have received
* a letter from a correspondent who 'desires to remain tin-
known for the present, inclosing a check for five hundred
dollars, drawn in my favor, but to be applied to the use
of Alden and Laura, heirs of the late Henry Lytton. I
'have endorsed the check and made it payable to the order
of Alden Lytton. But the money must be equally shared
with his sister. Please acknowledge this by return mail.

"Respectfully yours,
"STEPHE1~ LYLE."

"And sure enough, here's the check!" said John Lyt-
9

ton, when he had finished the letter.
The check was passed around for inspection.
"Well, now, if this don't beat all !" exclaimed the

widow.
"And an't it in good time!" cried Mrs. John.
"Hush, honey~. I never had half as much money as

that in all my life," chimed in Miss Molly.
"Whip your horses! An't you and Lolly rich?" cried

Charley.
"And you can buy everything in the world," said Octy.
"And, oh, Lolly! now you can go to school; only I'

shall cry my eyes out when you are gone," said Ulky, put..
ting her head in her favorite's lap.
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"I think the letter should be answered immediately,"
modestly suggested Craven Kyte.

But no one seemed to hear him. All were too much
absorbed in the contemplation of the mystery of the money.

Alden remained thoughtfully standing by the fire, with
his elbow on the corner of the mantel-piece and his head
on his hand-the only silent member of the party.

"Who can it possibly be that has sent this money to
you, Alden?" inquired John Lytton, looking up from the
open letter and drawing his bushy red eyebrows together.

"I have not the slightest idea, Uncle John. Some
wealthy man whom my father has befriended, probably,"
answered the youth gravely.

"Have you any no-no-no-no-notion, Laura?" inquired
the old lady.

"Not the least, grandma," replied the girl.
"May be some one owed him money, and takes this

way to pay it," suggested Mrs. John.
"Or some one as lie went security for," murmured Miss

Molly.
"Or a client as he won a lawsuit for, with a sight of

money in it," put in Master Charley.
"Well, we must wait and see. In the course of time

we shall know, 1> s'pose," concluded John Lytton, folding
the letter.

"In the mean time let me suggest that the letter should
be answered as soon as possible. It has already lain in the
post-office several days, while the writer has, no doubt suf-
fered much anxiety for the fate of the endorsed check,"
again counselled young Craven Kyte.

"That's so," said John sententiously. "And let's see!
What o'clock is it now?"

"It's just six," answered Laura, after consulting her 11t.
tle watch.

"And there's a mail goes out at midnight. T might
have time to write and send the letter by John Brooks, 50

as to catch that mail," said John Lytton, scratching his
red head.

"There's no need of that, sir. I shall be going back in
an hour's time, and I will take it," said young Kyte.

"You go back to-night I Not if I know it," exclaimed
John, while the women all chimed in with a storm of
opposition.

Young Kyte waited until it had subsided, and then
quietly answered:

"I thank you very much, but I have to sleep in Mr.
Poplin's store every night to guard it. I am on a few
hours' leave only, and I promised Mr. Poplin to be back
by eleven certainly. So write your ter, Mr. Lytton, and
give me the pleasure Qf posting it."

John Lytton and all the family expressed their regret
that they should so quickly lose their guest. And then
they thankfully accepted his offer to take the letter.

And while John Lytton with difficulty got his scattered
writing materials together, and sat down to a side table,
laboriously to compose his answer to the clergyman's let-
ter, Mrs. Kitty prepared refreshments for their guest.

And a few minutes after seven o'clock, Craven Kyte
took leave of the family, mounted hi8 horse and set out to
ride to Wendover, carrying the letter in his pocket.

On the following Monday, Alden Lytton went to Wen.
dover and cashed his check.

Laura was to receive half the money. So when he re.
turned to the farm-house, ho put two hundred and fifty
dollars in his sister's hands.

Much consultation then ensued as to how this capital
was to be invested.

Laura and Alden were both generously desirous ot
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dividing it with the family who had sheltered them. But
not one of the domestic circle would consent to that.

Then the brother and sister did a generous, foolish deed.
They went to Wendover and spent a large proportion of
their money in buying staple dry goods and groceries for
the use of the household. And when these purchases were
brought into the house; old Mrs. Lytton cried and scolded,
and Mrs. John expostulated, and Miss Molly groaned; but
it was too late to prevent the donation now. The articles
were bought and paid for, and there was nothing to be
done but to keep them hidden away from John LyttoN's
sight, sinOe that worthy, if he had known of the transac-
tion, would have raved about his dead brother's children
thinking it necessary to make any return of. that sort for
the care that had been bestowed upon them; ~nd talked
about his gray hairs being brought down, et center.

"But no~ poor Alden, what becomes of your college
scheme? I was so in hopes that you would consent to
take my share of the money and go to Williamsburg," said
Laura, when the brother and sister found themselves alone
together.

"Never mind, Laura. I really could not -see the kind
women want for good tea and coffee and white sugar, or
for tight water-proof boots and comfortable wraps-any
more than you could, my dear. But I have ordered some
books from the city, Which I will pay for with a part of
the money. And I can study at home these long winter
nights."

"Bless you, dearest I you deserve to get on, and you
will do so," said the sister.

She also afterward sent for some books from the city,
for the use of herself and her little cousins.

And the youth and maiden spent the winter in helping
the family with the farm and house work, in teaching their
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ignorant young relatives, and in reading and studying for

their own intellectual advancement.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE UNKNOWN BENEFACTOR.

Unequal fortune.
Made me his debtor for some courtesies,
Which bind the good more ftrmly.-BmoN.P LEASANTLY passed the winter and the spring at

the farm-house. Nothing more was beard from the
Rev. Mr. Lyle concerning the secret friend of Alden and
Laura Lytton until, one Saturday evening early in June,
when all the family ivere sitting out on the piazza in front
of their house, enjoying the balmy fragrance of the air, a
horseman rode up and drew rein under the great borse~
chestnut tree.

"Why, it is Mr. Craven Kyte!" exclaimed Mrs. John,
recognizing the visitor.

Mr. Kyte dismounted and tied his horse to a hook in
the trunk of the tree, and walked to the house.

"I have brought you a leiAer from the post-office. It
has not been left so long in its box as the former one. It
came only this morning. Here it is,"' he said pleasantly, as
he handed the letter to John Lytton.

"Thank you. How do you do? Thank you very much
indeed. Pray take a seat. Have you had supper?" said
John, taking the letter, and shaking hands cordially with
the visitor, while the other members of the family also came
forward to welcome him.

"Well, I'm blessed! It's another letter from Parson
Lyle," exclaimed John, staring at the envelope.

11
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£t Read it! read it, John !" exclaimed the old lady.
"Wait! I want to know first if Mr. Craven Kyte has

had his supper," said hospitable John.
"Why, of course he wasn'tt, Jacky. He must have

started from Wendover long before supper time, to have
got here now. Octy, go and tell Mandy to set the table
and prepare supper for Mr. Kyte," said Auni~ Kitty.

"Oh, do read the letter, John!~~ impatiently exclaimed
the widow.

"Yes, mother. Whe-ew! Nephew and niece, here's
news! Listen!"

"Joii~r LYTTo1~r, E~Q.-Dear &r: I have had placed
in my hands, in trust for the benefit of the son and daugh-
ter of the late ~FIenry Lytton, the sum of two thousand
dollars, to be devoted to their maintenance and education
for the school and college year commencing the first of
September, proximo. I am given to understand that the
same sum will be paid annually into my hands for their
benefit, until their education shall be completed. It is
necessary that I should confer personally with yourself and
Mr. and Miss Lytton on this subject. I shall therefore
either expect to see you with your nephew and niece here,
or I will make you a visit at your own home,-at your pleas-
ure. Waiting your reply, dear sir, I remain

"Yours truly, STEPHE1~ LYLE."

"There! What do you think of that?" inquired John.
"The laws a messy upon my soul! I'm dumbfounded!"

exclaimed old Mrs. Lytton, who thereupon began and
poured forth a torrent of conjectures truly miraculous in a
"dumbfounded" woman.

"Two thousand dollars a year for two young people!"
cried Mrs. John.

"Did ever mortal soul hear the like?" put in Miss
Molly; while the young people were equally voluble in
expressions of wonder and astonishment.
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"Now who can it be as is going to all this here expense
for poor Harry's chillun?" piteously inquired Mrs. Lyt.
ton who was suffering pangs of curiosity. "Alden and
Laura, surely you two, or leastways one on you, could give
a guess," she added, appealing to the young people.

"Indeed we cannot, grandma," answered Laura and
Alden in a breath.

'C~Te shall hear all about it when the parson comes
down, for that's the way it must be. As there's three of us
here and only one of him there, you see, why of course he
must come o us, rather than we go to him; besides, it
would be n~oi~e hospitable to invite him down here, than to
offer to go~ and see him there," concluded old-fashioned
John, foldin~ up the letter and putting it into his pocket.

"When will you answer that, uncle ~" inquired Alden
I

seriously. /

"When~ ill I answer it? Stay; let nie see. This is
Saturday~i~ht, isn't it? So if I don't answer it to-night, I
can't ans~~ i~ until Monday, can I? For though I don't
set up to b~J much of a saint, I can't answer letters on Sun
day, that's &~rtain. So I reckon I'll write to-night. And
we can drop the letter in the post-office as we go to church
to-mQrrow."

And with these words John got up and went in search
of writing materials, and after some difficulty got together
a half dried up inkstand, a stumpy quill pen and a few
whity-brown sheets of paper, and then he sat down at the
table in the hall, by the light of a, tallow candle, to write
his letter to the minister. Writing was always a sore trial
to honest John, and it wa~ well that it was not imposed ~n
him more than once or twice in the course of a year. At
length, after having spoi1.ed several sheets of paper, the
task was satisfactorily completed, and the letter was read
aloud to the family, with no little pride by its author.
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"There! Now I think that will do," he said, as he pro-
ceeded to fold and seal it.

His work was duly applauded, and then the yawning
family, who had been kept up much beyond their usual
hour of retiring, and theii' tired guest, bade each other
,good-night and went to bed.

The next day being the Sabbath, they all went to church.
On their way through the village, 'John Lytton stopped
and dropped his letter into the night box, of the post-office.

Several days passed before the reply of the minister
came. It was satisfactory. Mr. Lyle proposed to leave
town by the early train on Monday morning, and hoped to
reach Wendover on Monday evening.

"We must s~nd the carryall to meet him at the station.
And I rather think that I or Alden, or maybe both of us,
had better go ~with it. It would be showing respect like
to t~ie stranger," said John Lytton. And his family all
agreed with him.

Accordingly on Monday afternoon John Lytton and
Alden set out in the carryall to go to the Wendover sta-
tion to meet the Rev. Mr. Lyle; while old Mrs. Lytton and
Mrs. John went into the kitchen 'to look after the prepara-
tion of an excellent supper for the expected visitor.

The uncle and nephew reached Wendover an hour
before the train was expected to arrive. John stopped at.
the "Reindeer" to feed and water his horses, and while
the animals were . taking their refreshments, their master
walked into the bar-room for. a draught of ale and a word
with the landlord.

John was an inveterate male gossip, and could not have
kept a secret even if its disclosure should have hanged him.
So presently he astonished Mr. Greenfield by telling him
the nature of the business 'that had brought himself and
his nephew to Wendover.
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"To meet a reverend clergyman, sir, who comes down
to us as the agent of a wealthy party who wishes to send/~
Alden to college and Laura to boarding-school at his own
cost; who, in fact, proposes to pay, through the hands of
Mr. Lyle, two thousand dollars a year for their support and
education until the boy gets his profession, and the girl her
husband. I do not more than half like the idea. of my
nephew and niece being under obligations to a stranger;
but still I can't, stand out against the interests of poor
Henry's children, especially as, I rather suspect that this
money will be, after all, the payment Qf some debt that the
debtor does not wish openly to acknowledge," said John,
with a knowing wink.

"IA fact, restitution-~-conscience money," put in Mr.
Greenfield.

"Yes, that's what X mean. Conscience money," said John.
"But you don't suspect who is a paying of it or what it

is for?"

"Well, I do4"
U Lor!" said John, opening his round blue eyes.
"Yes, I do. I think it's Governor Cavendish, and no-

body else."
"Whe-ew-ew!" said John, with a long whistle, as he

fell into deep thought.
"Now I'll tell you why. Governor Cavendish pardoned

out the murderer of their father, without any reason any-
body knows anything about for doing so. And now it's
my belief he is secretly making it up to the children. And
just see how able he is to do it too. Why, what's two
thousand dollars a year to Charles Cavendish, with his in-
* come of two hundred thousand?"

"To be sure not much. But, no," 'said John, wisely
shaking his red head,. "I can't think it. It is not Governor
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Cavendish. :N"or blest if I know who it is! There's the
whistle!" he suddenly exclaimed, as the shriek of the ap-
proaching engine was heard.

And. he started up, b~de a hasty good-morning to the
landlord, and went out and jumped into the carryall,
where Alden was already seated, turned the horses' heads,
and. reached the station just as the train thundered in and
stopped9

40 ~

CHAPTER XXIX.

WHO IS HE?

T HERE was but one passenger for Wendover, and that
was a~little fair-haired young man, in a dusty suit

of black cloth, whom John easily identified as the Rev.
Mr. Lyle.

While the minister was looking about, himself in some
uncertainty as to his next step, John walked up, raised his
hat, and said:

"I have the honor of speaking to the Rev. Mr.
Lyle?"

"That is my name, sir," replied the traveller, bowing,
and slightly lifting his eyebrows in surprise.

"All right! My name's John Lytton, and this youth
is my nephew Alden, of whom you wrote to me."

"I am glad to make your acquaintance, Mr. Lytton,"
answered the stranger, taking John's offered hand. "And
yours too, young sir," he added, shaking hands with
Alden.

"Now I've got a conveyance here all ready; horses rest-
ed and 'fres)ied, and will take you to the Ledge in a jiffy.
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This all your luggage?" said John, laying hold of a carpet
bag in the hand of the traveller.

"Thanks; this is all, but do not trouble yourself with
it. I could not possibly permit you to carry it for nie,"
objected Mr. Lyle.

"Oh, nonsense You're~ my visitor, you know. This
way, sir, if you please," said 5ohn, forcibly taking posses-
sion of the little preacher's carpet bag, and sturdily trudg-
ing on before him.

"You are very kind I'm sure," said Mr. Lyle, following
with a deprecating air, until they reached the spot where
the carryall was waiting.

"Get in, sir, get in," said John, politely helping his
guest up into a comfortable back seat, and then putting the
carpet bag under the box.

The little preacher returned thanks, and settled himself.
John climbed to a seat beside his visitor, and then said

to his nephew:
"Alden, you may sit op the *~ont seat and drive. I'm

g~ing to sit along 'o the parson to talk to him."
Alden mounted the driver's seat, and started, the horses.
But it was not until they had left the village behind

them and entered upon the forest road that Mr. Lytton
turned to his guest and.said:

"I left my coachman behind o' purpose. I drove the
carryall into town, and let Alden drive it home also o' pur-
pose. Iwant to have a cQnfidential talk along of you here,
where there an't no women nor niggers to be ov&r-hearing
of us and telling tales. And now I want you to tell me
confidential who is this party that wants to undertake such
a heavy job as to pay for the ,~genteel 'support and college
education of these two young people?"

"I am not at liberty to disclose his name, but I may
say that I believe he will perform~ all that he has promised

4,
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to do, and that his motives for keeping himself in the back-
ground of his good works are justifiable," replied the little K
preacher.

John Lytton shoved his big red hand up under his fur
cap, and scratched his head reflectively, and then he grunted
forth:

"Hum, I You know him yourself though?"
"Yes; I know him very well."
"He an't-Governor Cavendish?"
"No, he is not Governor Cavendish. But there, you

see, I must answer no more such questions as that; for if
I begin to tell you who he is not, you may soon, upon the
principle of' exclusion,' as the doctors call it, find out who
he is. And it is expedient that his name should be a
secret, at least for the present," said the trustee gravely.

"One more question, and then I have done, sir," said
John, with a sort of rude self-respect.

Mr. Lyle bowed.
"You will see yourself, sir, that it is due to my honor

that I should ask and you should answer it."
"Put y6ur question, Mr. Lytton, and if I can properly

reply to it I will," said the parson.
"Then, Mr. Lyle, as you know all about this party,

will you tell me whether he is a man from whom a faith-
ful guardian could with honor permit his young wards to
receive so heavy an obligation?"

".Yes, sir, he is. And, moreover, neither you nor I,
~or any other person, could prevent him from setting apart
this yearly sum for the support and education of Henry
Lytton's children. He will place it in bank for them. He
wishes it to be used for the purpose specified. If it is not
so used, it will still be placed there and left to accumulate~
principal and interest, until the young people shall be of
age. For this man feels that in doing this he is discharging

* a sacred debt that he owes to the children of Henry
Lytton."

John slapped his own leg exultingly, exclaiming:
"Conscience money! Iknew it! Conscience money!

Is it not, now?"
"If you choose to call it so."
"Well, but an'titnow~"
"In some sense, yes.
"In that case, I suppose that, without detriment to

their honor, my nephew and niece may receive this
assistance ?"

"They assuredly may," answered the trustee.
"Alden! jWhat the deuce are you a doing of, boy!

Going right over that bank! Do you want to break all
our necks?" exclaimed ~John Lytton, suddenly starting up
and taking the reins from the hands of his nephew, who,
while too intent upon the conversation that concerned him.
self' so nearly, had let the horses swerve from the middle
of the road in dangerous proximity to the edge of the prec-
ipice, as they were going down the side of a heavily
wooded hill.

Alden smiled, gave up the reins, and as soon as the
carriage was righted, willingly changed seats with his un-
cle. And so John Lytton drove for the remainder of the
way home, where they arrived at about dusk.

All the women of that house dearly loved a~ minister of
the gospel, and so they had done their best to receive him
with honor.

An excellent supper was prepared. And the women
and children and servants were all in their Sunday's best
clothes.

And John introduced the visitor to his wife, mother
and aunt, and then took him off to a bedroom, where there
was a plenty of fresh water and clean towels, wherewith to
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refresh himself after his dusty, smutty and smoky railway
ride.

As soon as the traveller had washed, combed and
dressed himself, he went down to the big parlor, where
the family were gathered to receive him. And in a few
minutes supper was announced, and he was shown into the
sitting-room, where an ample evening repast awaited him.

After supper, the family and their visitor adjourned to
the "big parlor."

They had no entertainment to offer him-no music, no
books, no pictures, except the time-smoked family portraits
on the walls, and it seemed tacitly understood that there
was to be no business discussed until the next day. So
conversation flagged. And the women, deprived of their
usual evening occupations of knitting, sewing, etc., laid
aside in honor of their guest, found time hang heavily on
their hands, and sighed and yawned audibly and visibly.

At length, after an hour or two of dullness, John Lyt-
ton summoned Cassy the cook, and called for cider, spices,
sugar and ice, and proceeded to brew a bowl of sherbet,
which he afterward passed around in large, generous glass-
es. And then, as the hour was late and the guest fatigued,
John offered to attend Mr. Lyle to his room.

The women all seemed deeply shocked. Honest John
had been guilty of a breach of etiquette, which old Mrs.
Lytton hastily sought to repair by stammering, in much
trepidation:

"May-may-may-may be the Reverend Mr. Lyle will do
us the kindness to stop first, and lead our family worship?"

"Certainly, certainly, said the minister, reseating himself.
John ~tared. Family worship had never been an insti-

tution at Lytton Lodge, where each one had always done
his or her own individual praying, by metaphorically enter-
ing his or her clo'iet and closing the door.

However, he soon recovered himself; and mumbling
something or other about:

"If Mr. Lyle would be so good," he sank back upon his
seat.

The minister opened the Bible that old Mrs. Lytton
had placed on> a stand with a lighted candle by his side,
and began the evening services by reading the first portion
of the Sermon on the Mount.

Then, after prayers, they separated for the night.
After breakfast the next morning, all the family being.

assembled in c6ncl~ve in the "lAg parlor," the great ques-
tions were taken up, as to what college should be selected
for Alden, and what ladies'boarding-school for Laura.

Now honest John Lytton and his simple family knew
about as much of colleges and ~schools as an Esquimaux or
a Hottentot. So the decision of the question was left to
the Rev. Mr. Lyle, subject only to the will of the young
gentleman and lady w~ho were expected to become candi-
dates foraseholastic honors.

The trustee, w1~o was influenced by a great reverence
for antiquity, chos~for the young gentleman the old seat
of learning, the University of Virginia. And for the young
lady he recommended the celebrated Christian Ladies'
College of Mount Ascension.

He advised that they should both make arrangements
to enter these at the beginning of the first senn-&nnual
term, which would be about the first of September. And
he wrote a check for two hundred dollars each, for their
necessary outfit, and offered the use of his own bachelor
house, should they decide to go to town to do their. shop-
ping.

All these matters being well arranged, the minister bade
them all good-bye, and set out for the city.
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CHAPTER XXX.

I A CHANGE.

T HERE came a spell of fine cool weather late in August.Taking advantage of this, Mr. and Mrs. John Lytton,
with their nephew and niece, set out for the city to give
the two young people proper college and school outfits.

Through the agency of Mr. Lyle, th~ found cheap
board in a private family for the few days they intended to
remain in town.

Alden's necessities were the first to be attended to.
The Rev. Mr. Lyle managed the business correspondence
with the authorities of the University of Virginia~and ar-
ranged that Alden Lytton should enter that celebrated in.
etitution of learning at the commencement of the ensuing
term, early in September. And Alden himself saw to the
purchase of proper clothing, books, stationery, and so forth.

So about the fifteenth of the month, Alden, being quito
ready, set out with Mr. Lyle to Charlottsville, where he
was duly entered.

Meanwhile Mrs. John Lytton, with her niece Laura,
was very busily engaged in shopping.

They had the Mount Ascension School circular before
them, embellished with a steel frontispiece 'of the school
buildings and a vignette likeness of the founder. And be-
sides the history, constitution and by-laws of the school,
programme of classes and studies, and list of professors,
teachers, officers, graduates and pupils, there was a regu-
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nation list of articles every young lady was required to
bring-in which every article of linen was to be provided
by the dozen, except in the item of pocket handkerchiefs,
of which there were to be six dozens.

How to get the best possible outfit with the least pos~
sible money, was the problem "Au~it Kitty" puzzled over
from day to day, until the return, of Mr. Lyle from Char-
lottsville obliged her to hasten the completion of her
purchases; for Mr. Lyle was also to escort Laura to

~Mount Ascension.
As for Laura, she would have expended a large portion

of her pecuniary allowance in buying presents for her little
cousins. But Aunt Kitty would by no means allow this.

"If you have any money left after buying all your
things, child, you just keep it. You'll want every cent of'
it at that expensive~ school. Don't I know? They'll have
there the wealthiest people's daughters, all well supplied
with pocket money; and you wouldn't like to seem a
pauper among them, would you?" said Aunt Kitty.

"Ah, aunt! am I much better than that?" sighed
Laura.

Now though her auntie would not allow Laura to spend
any of the money that had been given to her for her own
school outfit, in presents for' the children, yet Laura was
not without other means to gratify her affection and benev-
olence. She had a little reserved fund which her aunt
knew nothing about.

And so Laura took an opportunity, while Mrs. Lytton
was ~heapening flannels at one end of a dry goods store,
to step away to the other end and surreptitiously purchase
two pretty crimson merino dresses, and some nice white
linen aprons and lhie white stockings for her favorites.
Afterward, by a similar device, she bought for them two
pairs of red morocco boots. All these articles she got

189
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home among the other parcels, without exciting the sus-
picion of Mrs. John.

And it was not until the day of their separation, when
Laura's big trunk was packed for school, and Mrs. Lytton's
little trunk was packed for Lytton Lodge, when it was too
late to reject the presents, that Laura put the bundles in
her auntie's hands,' saying:

"Give these to my darlings. I really could not make
up my mind to go away without sending them something
pretty."

"Oh, Laura, what is this?" inquired Aunt Kitty, un..
rolling the parcels.

When she saw the pretty dresses, aprons, and shoes,
she looked half reproachfully, half gratefully at her niece,
as she said:

"Oh, you very extravagant girl! What do, you mean
by this? You'll spoil my children and ruin yourself."

"No fear of either, auntie," said Laura.
And she hastily kissed her friend good-bye, for the car-

riage was waiting at the door to take her to the steam-
boat landing, and Mr. Lyle was waiting in the hall to
escort her.

John Lytton drew her arm in his own, and took her
out and put her into the carriage, and kissed her and cried
over her, and made her promise to write to him every
week, on condition that he would answer her letters once
d r twice a quarter, "though not mi.ich of a writer himself,
no how," as he assured her.

Finally, as Mr. Lyle hinted that they might 'be too late
for the ~~boat, John shook hands heartily with her, prayed
the Lord to bless her, and retreated and made way for the
reverend gentleman, who, having given the driver his
orders, entered the carriage and seated himself by the side
~f Laura.

The carriage, started for the steamboat wharf, where it
arrived in time to catch the boat.

John Lytton wejit blubbering into the house, where he
remained until it was time to take hi~ wife to the railway
station.

And in an hour John and Kitty were rushing across
country to their home at Lytton Lodge. And Lanra and
Mr. Lyle were steaming up the river to Mount Ascension.

CHAPTER XXXI.

iEOU~T ASCE~SIoi{.

?fl HERE are some places on this earth so paradisiacal in
~L their beauty, that one, gazing upon them, is tempted

to doubt that he yet treads the earth,~ and to dream that
he has passed into the world of spirits.

Such a scene, so heavenly fair, was Mount Ascension, a
hilly and wooded island in the channel of the upper river.
The river widened around it like a lake, and the banks on
each side arose into lofty forest-clothed mountains, whose
encircling ridges and green shadows gave to the scene the
sweetest, deepest air of quietness and seclusion-.not of
stillness and solitude, however, for there millions of birds
made music morningg and evening, and myriads of leaves
rustled in the forest, and streams rippled through the '~rocks,
and woods and waters sung together day and night.

The scene was always delightful; but it was most de-
lightful at sunrise and at sunset, when the crimson, golden,
or purple. horizon, and the deep green and dark gray moun.
Lain banks were reflected in the clear, deep river with
a richness of coloring that made almost a surfeit of beauty.
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It was late in the afternoon of a clear September day,
when Mr. Lyle and Laura Lytton stood in the bows of the
boat, looking up the river; for they were approaching their
destination.

Before them the river widened, or, as it were, opened
its arms to enfold a most picturesque and beautiful island,
that arose like a wooded hill from the bosom of the water,
while on either bank lofty, forest-crowned cliffs towered,
overshadowing the scene. Before them, still further up
the river, the sun was sinking to the horizon, and flooding
all the sky and water with a golden glory.

"The sun shines all day long, whether we see it or not;
but twice in the twenty-four hours he SMILES! Did you
ever notice that, Mr. Lyle?" softly inquired Laura.

"Notice what, my child?"
"The sun's divine sniiles over the earth, morning and

evening.
"No, my dear."
"Then looli now, Mr. Lyle. See how like a heavenly

smile the sunset is. How like a smile of the Lord, blessing
His children, it seems! If I were not a Christian, I should
be a sun-worshipper."

"There are thousands of people who pass through this
world without ever looking at the most glorious object to
be seen from it," said Mr. Lyle dryly.

"Passengers for Mount Ascension please to get ready
to land?" vociferated a boatman, at the same time ringing
a bell to attract attention.

"Your trunk and travelling bag are up on deck ready
t~ be landed, my dear; and if you have any more prepar-
ations to~ make, you had better hurry," said Mr. Lyle.

* "I have nothing to do, but to snatch up my little bag
and parasol. I can do that in a minute. And I don't wish
to miss a ray of this sunset. I am a sun-worshipper though
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a Christian also, Mr. Lyle. And why not?. Is not the
sun the most glorious object we see in nature :~ Is not the
sun a symbol of the Lord? Is not the sun the light and
life of the material world, as the Lord is of the spiritual?"
asked Laura, her countenance beaming with enthusiasm.

"You-are~on~dangerous~.ground~.my dear. Bet.
ter be careful how you talk and think," said the preacher
uneasily.

While he spoke, the steamer came to an anchor in the
middle of the channel, and a long row boat was lowered
on the larboard side, and manned to take the passengers
and their luggage to the landing-place at Mount Ascension.

"We are the only passengers, I do believe," said Mr.
Lyle as he handed Laura down, and then followed her.into
the boat.

"No, there is a young lady coming," whispered Laura,
as a slight and graceful girlish figure, di'essed in deep
mourning and closely veiled, came forward and let herself
be helped down into the boat by the oarsmen.

Mr. Lyle and Laura were the more astonished, because
neither of them had seen this young lady during their voyage
on board the steamer. She must have purposely secluded.
herself while there. And now she was closely veiled, as if
to avoid recognition. They only knew that she was youth-
ful by the light and graceful movements of her slender and
supple form.

The boat was shoved off from the side of the steamer,
and headed toward the Island.

When it came to within a few yards of the landing-
place the lady lifted her heavy black crape veil, revealing
behind it a ~widow's cap, encircling the most bi~witching
child-like face her fellow-~as8engers had ever seen. Her
features were small and perfectly moulded. Her complex-
ion was a rich, ripe brown, brightening into a deep crimson
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bloom upon her cheeks and lips. Her hair, eyes, eyelashes
and eyebrows were all black as night. She did not seem
to be more than fifteen years of age. And yet her lovely
face was encircled in a ~widow's cap!

While Laura was admiring, wondering over and corn-
pa~sionating the beautiful, child-like '~yidow, the latter turn-
ed and spoke to her, in the sweetest voice the girl had ever
heard:

"You are going to Mount Ascension, I presume ?"

"Yes, madam," answered Laura, feeling how strange it
was to ~address that childish creature by sucli a matronly title.

"I also am going there. We shall be acquaintances,
and I hope we shall be friends," said the little lady.

"I thank you, madam. I should be very much pleased,"
answered Laura softly. And then she ventured to add,
"But you are not one of the pupils ?"

The youthful widow smiled faintly as she answered:
"Oh, no; not one of the young ladies. I am to teach

drawingvand painting. That is almost my only accomplish-
ment, and I must turn it to account now," she added, with
a slight sigh.

The boat touched the stairs leading up to a little land-
ing-house. Mr. Lyle got out first, and with a very kind
smile ~nd bow reached~down his hand to help the child in
widows 'weeds out of the boat.

With a glance full of sweetness she thanked him.
Laura followed.
And the three left their luggage to be landed by the

boatmen, and walked up the wild, rocky pathway leading
up the wooded hill to the school grounds and buildings
that occupied the central and highest part of the island, and
that now came into sight.

A white freestone palace with many verandas and bal-
conies, and elegant outbuildings, a verdant lawn with ter-

races and marble stairs, parterres of flowers, groves of
trees, vine-clad arbors, clear ponds, marble statues, and all
else that could contribute to the health, beauty and delight
of the scene.

"Oh, what an enchanting place! I wonder if I have
died and come to heaven?'~ exclaimed Laura in a sort of
rapture, as she gazed. "It will be happiness enough only
to live and breathe here, will it not?" she inquired, appeal-
ing to the youthful widow.

The child-like face changed, the soft dark eyes filled
with tears, the tender lips trembled, but the young crea-
ture did not answer.

And Laura understood that no scene of brightness
could ever bring real gladness to that bereaved and inourn~
ing young heart.

They were now walking up the marble steps leading
from terrace to terrace up to the white mansion which was
to be their future home. Parterres of the most beautiful
flowers enamelled the green grass. Two crystal fountains
played in white marble basins, the one on the right, the
other on the left.

Passing between these, the party of three went up the
broad stairs leading to the principal door of the building.
There was no need to knock, f9r the door was wide open,
revealing the whole length of the central hail to another
open 'door at the back, with other steps leading down into
a beautiful garden.

A comely middle-aged matron, who seemed to be the
fortress, arose from an arm-chair where she had been sit-
ting embroidering, and stood ready to receive the visitors.

"We wish to see Mrs. St. John, if you please," said the
minister.

"Madam is in the grove, with the young ladies just
now, but they will be in in a few moments. Walk into the

0



MRS. GREY. 197.196 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND.

receiving room, if you please, young ladies. And be so
good as to give me your card, sir," said the fortress, as she
opened a door on the right hand, leading into a large, airy
room with many windows, through which the pleasant
prospect of woods and waters could be everywhere seen.

Mr. Lyle gave his card to the fortress, and then fol-
lowed his two female companions into the delightful wait-
ing room.

CHAPTER XXXII.
MRS. GREY.

T HE youthful widow sank wearily down upon one of
the settees. Mr. Lyle seated himself beside her.

Even Laura could see that her clerical guardian was "smit-
ten." She left them, and walked about from window to
window, gazing forth upon the woods and waters and the
distant mountains, all now fast deepening into darkness
under the gathering twilight.

'As she gazed, presently her attention was attracted by
the light pattering of many feet, and the sweet mingling
of many voices, as the young girls came into the house
fPom their sunset walk.

She heard them ascend the broad staircase leading to
the story above. Soon after the door of the receiving
room opened, and a lady entered-a lady of such an aspect
and demeanor of majesty and sweetness, that Laura's heart
was drawn in love dud reverence to her.

As a guide and teacher of young womanhood, she had
a world-wide fame. By her young charges she was almost
worshipped. As she crossed the room and came nearer,

Laura, looking at her with respectful interest, saw a tall,
fair, blue-eyed woman, of perhaps sixty years of age, whose
only sign of advanced life was her snow-white h~iir, that
was arranged in puffs around her forehead, 'under a rich lace
cap. She wore a plain gray silk dress, with collar and
cuffs of lace.

Mr. Lyle and his two young companions arose to
receive her.

"The Reverend Mr. Lyle, I believe," she said, with a
smile.

"The same, madam. And I presume I have the honor of
speaking to Mrs. St. John~?" sald the little minister stiffly.

'~' Yes, sir; I am glad to see you. 'This I presume is
your young ward," she next said, holding out her hand to
the young widow.

"I beg your pardon, madam.' That lady is Mrs. Grey,'
said Mr. Lyle, who, in his late 't~te-~.-t~te, had learned the
youthful widow's name.

"Ah, I am glad to see you, Mrs. Grey. I was expect~
ing you with anxiety. Please take a seat," said the lady
gianoing with surprise at the~hildish face and the widoW's
cap that she had not observed before.

The young creature bowed and sat down.
"This is my Ward, Miss Lytton," said Mr. Lyle, pre'

seating Laura.
"How do you do, my dear? I am very happy to web

come you to our house," said the lady warmly, shaking
hands with the young girl, and leading her to a seat.

Laura bowed and blushed, and took the seat that was
offered her.

But could Laura have seen thc~ look of new and intense
interest with which the youthful widow heard her name
announced, and with which she still regarded her,' she would
have Deen much surprised, and perhaps vaguely alarmed.
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Mrs. St. John and Mr. Lyle also sat down, and the
conversation, led by the lady, became easy and pleasant,
though not of sufficient importance to be remembered.

At length Mr. Lyle, for a purpose of his own, said:
"Your place here, madam, seems to be a paradise in a

wilderness, shut in from all the rest of the wicked world.
There would scarcely appear to be a farm-house, much less
a village or a church,, within a hundred miles of you,."

The lady smiled, and answered:
"This only seems so. It is true that we are shut in by

the river and the wooded mountains; but beyond them, all
around us, is a very rich and populous country. And
Green Mount, our post-office, is only one mile further up
the river, at the foot of the mountain.

This was just what the minister wished to find out.
"There is a village, I suppose?"
"Oh, yes; a very thriving village, with a population of

several hundred persons, which is quite doubled in the sea-
son, for it is a favorite summer resort."

"Ah, then it has accommodations for strangers.
"Yes, sir," said the lady, smiling, as she perceived the

drift of the parson's discourse.
"But if you have any personal interest in the question,

let me set that matter at rest at once by assuring you that
we cannot permit you. to leave us~ this evenin~g. We shall
claim you for our guest.- And as to-morrow is the Sabbath-.
day, we shall hope that you will kindly conduct divine ser-
vice for us, in the schoolroom."

"Most willingly, madam, and with thanks for your
hospitality," answered Mr. Lyle, as a great weight was
lifted off his mind; for in truth the good parson had no
relish for a night tramp over the rocks and through the
woods, in search of a supper and lodging.

The lady then rang for lights.

A negro man-servant came in and closed all the shutters
and lighted the gasalier.

"Why, you have gas here!" exclaimed the minister
with more surprise than politeness.

Mrs. St. John sr~iiled.
"Yes, sir," she said, "we have gas even in this wilder-

ness. We find it so much safer, as well as more coiiven-
icut, than any other artificial light, that we manufacture it
on the premises."

When the outside view was shut out, and the interior
lighted up, Laura saw what a delightful, home-like room
this spacious apartment was, after all. It was not the libra-
ry, nor the picture gallery, nor the museum, nor the music
room of the institution, where leach art and science had its
separate apartments. But many choice pictures adorned the,
walls; cabinets of shells, fossils and minerals stood in the
corners; books in great variety lay upon th~ tables; a piano
stood between the front windows, with a harp and a guitar
near it;~ and an aquarium stood between the back windows.

Any one compelled to stay in that waiting room need
not have passed a single weary hour.

"I have another young lady from your neighborhood,
my dear Miss Lytton," said Mrs. St. John.

"Yes, ma'am," answered Laura, looking up.
"She is a Miss Cavendish-Miss ]3~mma Qavendish of

Blue Cliffs. She arrived on Monday last," said Mrs. St.
John.

"Oh, yes, ma'am ~ I know who she is. My uncle's place
is quite near her papa's. But I ~not know- her person-
ally at all," said Laura.

"I hope that you will soon know and like each other,
for you will share the same room for the present, but not
for any length of time, if the arrangement should p'ove to
be inconvenient to either of you. And. now, my dear, I

198



200 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND. EMMA CAVENDISH. 201

will show you to your room, where you may take off your
hat and prepare for tea. Mrs. Grey, will you come with
us? Mr. Lyle, a footman will attend you to your apart-
ment immediately. Tea will be ready in half an hour.
Come, young ladies," said Mrs. St. John, smiling, and lead-
ing the way, followed by the youthful widow and Laura
Lytton~

CHAPTER~ XXXIII.

EMMA CAVE1~DIS1I.

A beautiful and happy girl,
with step as soft as summer air,

And fresh young lip and brow of pearl,
Shadowed with many a careless curl,

Of unconfrn~d and flowing hair:
A seeming child in everything,

Save thoughtful brow and ripening eharm~,
As nature wears the smile of spring,

When sinking into summer's arms.
Jom~ G. WmTTIE1~.

~NVRS. St J~hn led Laura and Mrs. Grey up stairs to a
...LV~L spacious~hall lighted by a skylight, through which
the moon poure a flood of silver radiance, and from which
many white doors on all sides opened into the chambers
occupied by the young girls.

She knocked at a door on the right.
A very sweet voice invited her to enter.
She opened the door, and led her two companions into

a pretty bedroom, in which everything was white, pure and
fresh..0

A fair and most beautiful girl of about fifteen years,
with her golden hair flowing freely over her white robe,
advanced from the bedside to meet the visitors. This

I!
K*

was Emma Cavendish, to whom Mrs. St. John introduced
the two strangers, and then leaving Laura with Emma as
her room-mate, she conducted Mrs. Grey to a room on the
opposite side of the hail, told her it was to be her room,
and then took her leave.

Mary Grey laid off her black crape bonnet, with its
deep crape veil, and then went and stood before the dress-
ing-table, and gazed at her reflected image in the glass.

"Yes," she said to herself, "I am beautiful enough and
clever enough. to make my own way and do my own will
in this world. There are gates of entrance and paths
leading to the highest places. And only the highest place
will suit me. I might make my fortune on the stage, but
fortune is not all that I want. I want POSITIO1~. .And
I will have it. Nothing else will satisfy me. And to attain
position, I must climb from perfectly respectable and unim-
peachable base: that of an humble boarding-school drawing
mistress; humble enough indeed, but so perfectly respect~
able and unimpeachable! And the only way in which I
can get hold of the heart of some young heiress and climb
over her head to some high seat! But ah, fate ! My

greatest difficulty will be with my own heart! Can I
always keep down its strong affections and silence its
cries? Yes, I can, and I will 1" she said grimly, setting
her teeth.

"Now let me look once more at these testimonials,
before I show them to Mrs. St. John," she murmured, as
she went to her travelling bag and took from it a packet
of letters. She sat down with them and examined each
one carefully in turn.

"Perfect! perfect! she murmured, smiling strangely to
herself. "Nothing could be better counterfeited. ilere
my one gift of imitation, or fac-similes manufacture, comes
into play. The magnates whose letters these purport to

/
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be, and whose signatures they bear, would be almost
forced to acknowledge them as their own, or be suspect.
ed of falsehood."

Here the young schemer was startled by the ringing
of the tea bell.

She hastily put her papers into her pocket, went to the
glass and smoothed her raven black hair, and put on a
prim little widow's cap, ~whieh, by the way, was extremely
becoming, however inappropriate to her childlike beauty.

In the hall outside she met Emma Cavendish and
Laura Lytton, just issuing from their room. Rind greet-
ings passed between them, and they walked down together,
and as they went, they were joined by other young girls
issuing from their chambers, all dressed in white muslin,
which was the summer evening uniform of the school. But
though the dresses were all alike, the trimmings exhibited
individual tastes; for some of the young creatures wore
blue sashes and hair ribbons, and others pink or green, or
mauve.

Only Laura Lytton, who was still in second mourning,
wore a black sash.

As the young girls trooped down stairs many eyes
wandered toward Mary Grey in amazement, to see such
a childlike creature, who might be one of themselves, in
widow's weeds.

"Who is she?" inquired some, in audible whispers.
"The new drawing mistress," answered others in simi-

lar tones.
"How interesting she. is," murmured many of the young

girls among themselves.
And the youthful widow smiled slyly, as she saw the

impression that she made.
After tea, the young girls had the freedom of the

house and lawn for twQ hours. And, some strolled in

0
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parties of two or more out into the moonlight; and some
went into the dancing room, and had little quadrilles among
themselves; and others adjourned to the drawingroom,
where they amused themselves with various quiet games.

On one sofa sat Emma Cavendish with Laura Lytton
by her side. She was kindly endeavoring to entertain, the
newly arrived young girl, and to make her feel at ease.

On another 'sofa sat the young drawing mistress, with
the Reverend Mr. Lyle seated near her, and all but too
evidently devoted to her. And thod~h the poor, true-
hearted minister of the Gospel was not the sort of game
this beautiful fortune-huntress meant to alin at, yet she
could not but see and delight in his admiration of her
beauty, nor refrain from indulging in a little demure, cleri-
cal flirtation.

But the poor preacher was in dead earnest; nothing
but a sense of propriety prevented him fr&m proposing
marriageto heron the spot.

At half-past nine o'clock the bell rang for evening
prayers. The young girls all gathered in the drawing
room, and the Rev. Mr. Lyle led the devotions.

After these were over, the pupils in orderly rotation
each bade their teachers good-night and retired.

The Reverend Mr. Lyle soon followed their example,
and withdrew to the chamber that had been assigned him.

There was no one left in the drawing-room, but the
lady Principal and the new teacher.

"I have lingered here, Madam, to present those testi-
monials of which I wrote to you. As this is Satnrday
evening, and no business can be done on Sunday, and it
would be long to wait until Monday, I judge it best to
submit them to your inspection to-night," said Mrs. Grey,
withdrawing her packet of papers from her pocket and lay.
ing them upon a stand beside the Principal.'
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"'It is not really necessary to enter upon this matter to.
night, Mrs. Grey. It is quite sufficient for me to know that
you have these high testimonials to Which you referred in
your letter," said Mrs. St. John courteously.

"Nevertheless I should be pleased if you would look
at them, if I am not asking too much of youj~ time," urged
the new teacher.

The lady Principal bowed and took up the papers,
glanced at each in turn, and made her comments.

"From Dr. Ross Butler; good, very good. From
Prof. Knox, unexceptionable. From the Reverend Smith
Jones; quite satisfactory. From Mrs. Senator Poinsett;
excellent. From Mrs. General Montgomery; nothing could
be better. From the Right Reverend Bishop Wheatfield;
most satisfactory. Mrs. Grey, my dear, your testimonials
are of the very highest order, and as such are perfectly ac-
ceptable. And though I greatly value those furnished you
by the reverend clergy and the learned professors, yet I
mo8t value these given you by ladies of rank and piety,"
said the. Principal.

"Yes, Madam. And I also prize the esteem of ladies
much more than the-admiration of gentlemen," added the
youthful widow, demurely casting down her eyes as she
told her hypocritical story.

"Quite right, my dear. And it is now with much pleas-
ure that I welcome you as one of our happy household at
Mount Ascension," said the P4noipal, holing out hei~ hand.

Mary Gray took it and raised it to her lips with much
grace and tenderness, and then, arose ~and courtesied her
"good-night," took up her papers, and withdrew.

That night some seventy souls in all reposed peacefully
in the mansion of Mount Ascension. And among them
was one fair angel and one beautiful devil. And it is with
these two, as principals, that our story now has to deal.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE 'SERPE~frTT I1~ EDE1~.

T HE next day being the Sabbath, there was divine ser-
vice held in the largest class-room.

The Reverend Mr. Lyle officiated in the morning. In
the afternoon he went to a negro meeting-house, three
miles off on the main-land, and preached there. But he
returned in time for the school tea. After which he com.
pensated himself for ,his laborious ~Sabbath ~day's duties by
sitting on the sofa with Mrs. Gray, and talking to her all
the evening. On Monday morning he took his .departui~e.

That Monday the ~ehool was organized for the autumn
and winter term. Emma Cavendish and Laura Lytton
were placed in the same class. They sat side by side at
the same double desk. They read, wrote, drew, danced
and played duets together. Out of school hours, they took
long walks all around the island and beach together, and,
they talked of their relative home lives.

One afternoon they sat together on a rock at the south
end of the island, looking down the river, now clear, as a
mirror, and reflecting in its deep bosom the hilly and green
wooded banks, and the burning red sunset sky.

They had been silent for a long time, looking at the
beautiful scene. Then Emma spoke.

"This is a lovely place-a heaven on earth. And I
should be very happy here if it were not for thoughts of
my dear father."

(205)
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"lie is well and prosperous, I hope," put in Laura.
"No, neither. By one noble, but unpopular act, he lost

muqh of his popularity. That was very depressing to a
just man, who would do no wrong deed to conciliate pub.
lic favor, and also very mortifying to a great statesman,
whose whole life lay in his ambition. The election foF
governor comes off again this autumn, and it is supposes
that he will certainly lose it."

"It seems very hard that the Governor should lose
place and power for doing right."

"My dear Laura, the more I observe and reflect, the
more clearly I perceive that it is nearly impossible for a
conscientious man to become a successful politician. 'My
kingdom is not of this world,' said the highest authority
on that subject.

Laura found nothing to answer to this. She only
pressed Emma's hand in sympathy.

Miss Cavendish resumed:
"Disappointment for the past, anxiety for the future,

affects my rather's health. Though not yet sixty years old,
I can see that he is failing very fast. And now that, more
than ever, he needs the solace of domestic life, his family
is dwindling away from him."

"His family dwindling away?" echoed Laura.
"Yes; my widowed aunt, Mrs. Wesley, who used to

live with him, has married a Baptist missionary minister,
and gone with him to China. And I have come away to
school. And my grandmother, who is over eighty years
of age, now keeps her chamber altogether. So my father
is very lonely in his home."

"Yes, indeed. Is he in the city now, or in the coun~
'try?"

"He is at Blue, Cliffs. But he will go to the city, at
the meeting of the legislature. Then he will be more lone~

ly in his domestic life than ever, for my grandmother will
not accompany him, She is not able to bear the journey."

"But you will go to him at Christmas, for a few
weeks?"

"Yes, my dear, most assuredly. And I mean to entreat
you and Mrs. Grey also, poor little beauty! to go home
with me to spend the holidays, if you will do me so
much kindness."

"Thanks, dear Em; I should be ever so much pleased,
I am sure," said Laura throwing her arms around the neck
of her friend, kissing her fondly, and thus frankly express-
ing the delight, she felt at the prospect of accompanying
Emma Cavendish to the city, and being a guest at the
Executive Mansion for the Christmas holidays.

"But-I wonder who Mrs. Grey really is. You are so
much more intimate with her than I am, Em; perhaps you
can tell me," said Laura, after a while.

"Yes, poor little thing! she seems to take to me most
strangely. I do not know why. She has told me all about
herself. She was left an orphan at an early age, in the
care of an uncle. That uncle died. In less than two years
the uncle's widow married again. The second husband
showed that he was not disposed to support the niece of
his wife's first husband. You see the poor girl's miserable'
position?"

"You will not wonder, then, that she accepted the first
eligible offer of marriage. It was from a young clergyman,
who, soon after the wedding, took his youthful bride to
Mobile, Alabama, where he was called to the charge of a
small parish. This was only last spring a year ago."

"Yes. Well ?"

"Ah, dear! In the summer that followed, the yellow~
fever, broke out with great virulence in the city. The
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young minister, William Grey, devoted himself to the sick
and dying in the alms-house and the hospitals, and-of
course, you can guess the end."

"He took the fever."
"Ah, yes; he took the fever, and died within live

months after his wedding-day, leaving his young wife a
widow at sixteen."

"How very sad!"
"Is it not? And she is so beautiful! She might marry

again easily. The Rev. Mr. Lyle is pleased with her. He
has written to her three times since he left here. And all
our professors are 'smitten.' But it is easy to see that her
heart is buried in the grave of her husband."

"But she has a very good appetite," said Laura, a little
incredulously.

"Yes; she is such a child! And children, you know,
cry and eat, eat and cry. You never knew grief to ,take
away a child's appetite," answered Emma.

"Well, and then she dresses so richly and tastefully
though in the deepest widow's mourning," objected Laura.

"A child also loves pretty things, and loves them not
the less because she is in grief."

"You are an angel, Em! You live in a sphere of good-
ness and beauty, and can see afid feel nothing else. But I
advise you not to invite this fascinating 'child' widow,
who is making such havoc among the hearts of even our
reverend clergy and learned faculty, to your widowed
father's house, unless-you want her for a step-mother!"

"Oh, Laura! What an idea! I am very much shock-
ed. My dear father is faithful still to the memory of my
angel mother who went to heaven when I was but a babe.
And Mary Grey looks forward to nothing but a reunion
with her sainted husband, who has won the crown of mar-
tyrdom, and awaits his bride in glory."

"And meantime she may have tO live some fif1~y years
in this wicked world, and satisfy her appetite ana her van-
ity as well as she can. Nonsense, my dear. A pretty little
penniless widow who loves good dimiers and fine dre~se~ as
well as Mary Grey does, will not wear the willow ver~y long."

"Oh, Laura, how hard y6u are! '~

"I am a lawyer's daughter, da~'ling. And perhaps I
have inherited some of my father's hard legal acumen.
And I give you the benefit without a retairiin~ fee; Em."

"Let us return to th~ house. The sun has goiie down.
I feel as if it had gone down in a double senSe. You chili
me, Laura; dear! But promise me this. If ever you find
out that you have been unjust to Mary Greg, you will a~
knowledge it."

"I promise that, on my sacred honor, dear Em," an-
~wered Laura, and the two girls walked back to the house~

Laura went to the music room to practise a solo.
Emma noticed Mrs. Grey standing sadly apart, and she

went to her and put her arm within hers, and said:
"Let us walk up and down the piazza a little while4

It is so pleasant here."
The young wi4ow smiled assent.
"Emma, dearest," said Mrs. Grey, as they walked arm

m arm up and down the long piazza, "you never had a
sister?"

"No, nor a brother. I was an only child. My mother
died when I was but a few months old."

"Poor little girl! But perhaps you have cousins who
are like sisters to you."

"Ah, no! I have but one cousin; and her I have never
seen."

"Indeed! That is strange. But perhaps she was born
arid reared at a great distance from you, and that would
account for your never having seen her."

18
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"No, indeed! She was born and reared within twenty
miles of my father's country house.. And yet, lonely as my
motherless and sisterless life has been, and much as I have
lo~ged'to know my cousin, I have always been forbidden
to see her."

"That was very strange. But perhaps there was some
good reason for such prohibition."

"There was a reason. The story is so well known in
our neighborhood, that you might as well hear it."

"Yes, dear; for all that concerns you, however remote..
ly, is deeply interesting to me. Tell it."

"Well, then, my dear, sainted mother once had a half-
sister 'the flower of the flock,' the pride and the plague of
the family; for she was as beautiful as an angel, and as
~ilfal as an imp. She might have chosen among the best
young men of rank in the country, for they were all her
suitors. But when she was eighteen years of age, she ran
away and married one Frederick Fanning, the son of a
hotel-keeper, whose acquaintance she accidentally and im-
properly made, while her family were stopping ~or a few
days at his father's hotel, at White Perch Point. You
know the place?"

"I have heard of it."
"Twenty years ago, as I have been told, it was a very

prosperous place of summer resort. But this Frederick
Fanning was a handsome, wild, reckless young man, and
soon sqruindered the property his father had left him, and.
thus he brought his bride to 'comparative poverty,' as it
was called, if you know what kind of poverty that is-I
don't," smiled Emma..

"Nor I. I only know what positive poverty is," sighed
Mrs. Grey.

"Her family would do nothing to help them. They
had utterly discarded her on her imprudent marriage.

I
'Fortunately,' it was said, the reckless pair had no children
.-.-only one child, a daughter, the cousin of whom I speak."

"Her name, I have heard, is Ivy-Ivy Fanning. As I
told you, I was never permitted to seek her acquaintance,
however much I might have desired it. And at ~ne time
I did desire it very much. I have never even set eyes on
her, and now I know I never shall," said Emma sadly.

"Why?"
"Why? Poor Ivy! They say that she was beautiful,

exceedingly. But I suppose a sea-side public-house, like
the White Perch Point Hotel, is not a proper place to
bring up a young girl in. Be that as it may, when Ivy was
about fourteen years of age they sent her away from home,
to a boarding-school in the city. She remained there some
twelve or fourteen months, and then---and then- I can tell
you no more, murmured Emma, in a very low voice, as
she covered her face with 'her hands and wept.

"'How shall woman tell
Of woman' sin~nd not with tears ?-Slwfdt.

Was it not so, my darling?" softly inquired the widow.
Emma bowed her head and wept.
"And-.---her unhappy parents! What of them?"
"I have heard that her father, when told of her flight

from school, went up to the city t~ try to find and recover
her. But he returned without his daughter, and forbade
her name ever to be mentioned in his hearing again."

"And then?"
"The story got abroad, and was rehearsed with many

variations and exaggerations, n~ doubt. Low as the Fan-
nings had fallen, they couljl not bear that dishonor; and so
last spring they left the neighborhood."

There was silence between the talkers for a time, and
then, in a low, tremulous tone, Mi's. Grey inquired:
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~" t~o you know .where they have gone?"
"Some say, to California."
Mrs. Grey made no further remark just then, but after

a few minutes of silence, she inquired:
"And is there no means of reclaiming this unhappy

girl ?"

"None that I know of."
"An& have her friends no clue to her whereabouts?"
"None whatever, I believe."
"Miss Cavendish, if ever you were to find this erring

girl, and And her penitent, and helpless in her penitence,
what would be your course?" gravely inquired Mrs. Grey.

"I have thought of that contingency often. Well, if I
shoulA find her now, I would do every good thing for her
that my father would permit me to do; for I am still in
subjection to my father. But if in future years I should
had her as you say-penitent, and helpless in her penitence
-I should take her to my bosom," said Emma gravely and
sweetly.

"But you might then have a husband who would
object,"

"I might have, but I do not think I shall," answered
Emma.

And just then tl~eir attention was drawn by the signal
whistle of the steamer.

"Som& one is going to land," said Mrs. Grey, stepping
upon one of the porch benches to look over the shrubbery
to the beach below.
* "Can you see anything?" inquired I~mma.

"Scarcely, it is growing so dusky. The evenings are
shortening. I ~an scarcely make out, the steamer, and the
little boat like a speck putting off from her side. It
is coming toward our landing-place. I wonder who it
can be."

"I think I can~ guess. It is your clerical admirer, my
dear Mrs. Grey," said Emma, with an arch smile.

A deep blush tinged the young widow's cheek, as she
murmured:

"IDo not mock me, dearest! You know that my heart
is buried in the grave of my dear husband."

"Oh, pardon me! pardon me! my words were very
thoughtless!"

The widow put her arms around the maiden and kissed
her, for all answer.

"The boat has landed," said Mrs. Grey.
And as sh~ spoke a crunching step was heard through

the brushwood. And presently, sure enough, the slight
figure of the Rev. Mr. Lyle was seen rapidly approaching
the house.

He came up the terrace, and up the steps leading to
the porch, and then paused before the two ladies.

He bowed to Miss Cavendish, and shook hands with
her first. And then he turned and offered his hand to
Mrs. Grey, who received it with grave and gentle courtesy~

"I hope you are both quite well," he said.
"Quite; thanks," answered En~ma.
"And you?" inquired the widow, with tender glance

and pathetic tone, that in no way belonged to the heart
that was buried in the grave of her husband.

"1i-Ah!" sighed the minister with a meaning look.
"Mrs. St. John is in the drawing-room. I will go and

let her know that you are here," said Miss Cavendish,
bowing and retreating iI37to the house.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

THE WIDOW'S LOVERS.

A S soon as the minister and the widow were left alone,
he took her hand, and looking earnestly into her

beautiful face, murmured in a faltering voice:
"You ask me how I am / Ah, Mary! how can I be,

with this agonizing uncertainty torturing my life?"
"Hush! hush!. There need be no uncertainty if you

would take my first answer once for all. You know what
that was: 'My heart is buried with my husband; I cannot
love again,"' she answered.

"Yes, yes; but you are so kind and good as to add
that you liked, and even esteemed me. And I urged you
by that liking and esteem to give me some hope, however
slight, that at some time, however distant, you might give
me the blessed privilege of wiping all tears from your dear
eyes, and devoting my life to making yours, if not loving
and happy, at least sheltered and peaceful. For without
such hope, I felt that I should die. And what was your
reply, beloved?"

"Weakly and miserably I answered that, at some
period of the far future, if I should live so long, and if I
could so school my broken heart, I might possibly give you
my poor empty hand. I am sorry for it now. I implore
you to forgive ~

"And upon th~~t hope I have lived, but suff'ered-oh,
how intensely! The suspense is becoming intolerable. I
beseech you to end it."

(214)

"I can end it in one way. I can tell you that I can

never, never be your wife."
"Oh, not in that way! not in that. You would not

kill me!" murmured Mr. Lyle, turning deadly pale, and
sinking upon the bench.

"Listen, Mr. Lyle. You must be brave and patient, and
give me time to rally from my present state."

"Time, beloved! I would wait any time. Aye, as
long as Jacob served for Rachel would I serve for you,
if I could but be sure of possessing you at last. Give me
that ASSURANCE, Mary!" he passionately implored.

"I wish I could. But how can It? I can only give
you hope. But if I cannot be sure of myself, and if you
cannot be sure of me, at least you can trust in Providence-
the best assurance of all."

"My comfort and my hope, I will try to do that. But
-I may die in the trying!"

"Not so. You will live," she murmured, putting her
hand in his.

He pressed it ardently to his lips and to his heart.
And she did not attempt to withdraw it, but she tenderly
whispered:

"I will give you this one promise at least-to marry
you, if ever I marry at all."

"Heaven bless you for these words, dear love! With
this I will try to be content," he said, again fervently press.
ing her hand to his lips.

The nexV day in the morning, Mr. Lyle preached in the
school-room to a well-pleased young congregation. In
the afternoon he went and preached to the negro missktp
church, three miles up the country. He returned to a late
tea, and spent the evening in the drawing-room in conver-
sation with Mrs. Grey. On Monday he took the down
steamer to the city. And the young girls said among

ft
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themselves what ~ pity it was that "Mrs. Grey's heart
was buried in the grave of her dead husband," when poor
dear Mr. Lyle was so good and so nice, and so devoted
to her.

Mr. Lyle was not the only victim of the childlike wid-
dow's charms. The old French master, the middle-aged
German master and the young dancing-master were all
stricken. These poor gentlemen did not reside within the
walls of the school, but had lodgings in the village, a mile
inland, whence each caine twice a week to give lessons.
No two of them came on the same day. Monsieur Le
~ompte came on Mondays and Thursdays; Mynheer Von
He~el on Tuesdays and Fridays; and Signor Balletini on
Wediesdays and Saturdays.

Thus it happened that they never met at the institution.
And while each one was the devoted lover of the beautiful
young widow, he was unsuspicious of the pretensions of
the other two,

Mary Grey flirted secretly and demurely with each one;
told each, with tears in her beautiful eyes, that her heart
was buried in the grave of her husband; but that if ever
she should be able to rally from her deep despair, or marry
qny one at all, she would marry 1dm.

Thus, while falsely dealing and cruelly trifling with the
honest and manly love of her suitors, she contrived to re-
tain their confidence and esteem.

Little old Monsieur Le Compte, the French master, was
the first to grow je~logs-.-not of his confreres in the school,
however, but of th~ Rev. Mr. Lyle.

It happened 1~' this way. The little Frenohn~an was
just 0nterin~ th~ house to give his French lesson on that
Monday morning, when he chanced to witness a very ten-
der leave-taj~ing between the minister and the widow; He
bowed with vast politeness in passing the pair, but then

went into his class-room fiercely champing his grey mug-
tache. Presently his pupils entered 'under the charge of
the youthful widow, whose duty it was to attend the young
ladies while they were receiving lessons from their mas-
ters. It never entered into the mind of the lady Principal
that the beautiful young widow needed quite as much
watching as any giddy girl under her charge.

The old French master performed all his duties on this
trying morning in the most unexceptionable manner, only
occasionally half betraying his intense inward excitement
by fiercely devouring his grey. mustache.

But when the lessons were over, and Mary Grey mar-
shalled her young charge to march them from the room,
Monsieur Le Compte made a most profound bow, and with
the utmost politeness, said:

"One moment with you, madame, if you please."
Mary gray bowed and smiled sweetly, waved her hand

to the young ladies as a signal that they should go on to
the general school hall without her, and then return*~d to
the class-room.

With an excess of courtesy that suggested sarcasm,
Monsieur Le Compte conducted her to a seat, took a chair
beside her, and began:

"Excuse me, madame, but I was one witness to the
adieux most tender of Monsieur le Cure."

"Ah, yes!" sighed Mrs. Grey, with perfect self~posses-
sion. "Dear Mr. Lyle! I respect him very much. And
he pities me deeply. He was a very dear friend and class-
mate of my sainted husband."

"E4 bien! And he would be like to be life-mate of
the sainted husband's widow," snarled the old Frenchman
through his gray mustache.

"AhI but that, you know, is quite impossible."
"I know not that. lie is one lover, madame. One
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suitor to your hand! And you smile on him-you! Now
then, madame !" said the little old man, working himself
up into a passion, "when I lay my hand, my fortune, my
talents, my ancient name, one of the most noble in la Bre-
tagne-when I lay them all at your feet, 'what say you to
me? You say in effect, 'My heart it is buried in de grave
vis my husband. But if I ever dig it upIgive it to you,
Monsieur Le Compte!" Is this not?'

The widow's lips twitched with the smile that it took
all her art to turn into a sigh, as she answered:

"Something like that I said to you, Monsieur. And
here I repeat it. I shall probably never marry at all. But
if I ever marry any one, I will marry you."

"Then why you s~ni1e upon my rival, why? I will have
the 'satisfaction of Monsieur le Cure. I will go to de
cite a.nd find him, and have one grande satisfaction,, I 1"
said the excitable little Frenchman, jumping up and gestic-
ulating.

"Monsieur! Monsieur!" crie4 the beauty, in a coaxing
tone, "you frighten me! You will frighten me away from
the school and the neighborhood, if you talk and act in this
way. Listen to reason."'

"I vill not listen to de reason! I vill have de satisfac-
tion!" exclaimed the little man.

"Will Monsieur Le Compte reflect that he is now
threatening and terrifying a poor woman?" said Mrs. Grey
rather coldly.

"Mon Dieu, yes! I am one villain! Mais my brain
is on fire! Pardon! Pardon! belle Marie! And tell me
once more "

"If, I ever can bring myself to marry any one, I will
marry you, my dear and honored friend," said Mary Grey,
extending her hand to him.

He seized it and kissed it rapturously, exclaiming:

I2~
I:

"Angel! angel! angel.! I vill live on your sweet
promise."

"And now I have to give my lessons. You will ex-
cuse me now ?" she murmured, gently withdrawing her'
hand.

And the little man instantly changed back from the ar-
dent lover to the conventional gentleman, as he made her
a profound bow and withdrew.

The beauty smiled to herself with intense satis-
faction.

"If I have so much power over so many, men of differ-
ferent ages, characters, temperaments and professions, what
may I not do for myself? If I can utterly subdue to my
will first a grave, hard lawyer, next a stern, ascetic pas-
tor, then a little withered French refugee, then a solemn
German philosopher, then a volatile Italian boy, so that
each one is ready to ~1ie for my sake, why may I not con-
quer some conqueror who will be able to lift me to a high
seat in the land? Ah! these poor fools of parsons and
professors! They are very goo4 to practice on, to
keep my hand in. But how can either of them ever
imagine that I would throw myself away' upon him?
Bah!" class-roLm,

And so she sauntered on into the where
her pupils awaited her.

The next day, Tuesday, she had a scene with~ her phleg-
matic German adorer.

He came as usual to give his lesson to his class. But
having given it, in the presence of Mrs. Gray, he still lin-
gered. She bowed to him and marsh ~lled her girls out,
yet he still lingered in the deserted clas~ -room.

Mrs. Grey tdok her young charges to their recitation-
room, and then, being off duty for a few hours, she walked
up and down the piazza.
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While she was thus refreshing herself, a little negro
page came to her and said:

"Please'm, Mr. One Haydel say please he wants to
speak to you one minnit, if you come to where he is."

"Mynheer Von Hegel\Where is he?" asked Mrs. Grey.
"Please'm, he is in the same room where he larns de

young ladies."
"Oh, yes>jGo back and tell the Professor that I will

come directly," she said as with a conscious smile she
arose and followed her little messenger.

Herr Von Hegel was a stout, black-haired and full-
bearded man, of middle age. He stood in the room in a
firm attitude, and with a very resolute expression of coun-
tenance. He placed a chair, and motioned Mrs. Grey to
take it. She sat down smiling.

"Frau Grea," he said very calmly, "there ish a report
in the village vere I lodge, and vich I find confirmed here
in the school vere I teach, to dish eflibct. S'all I dell you
dis report?"

"Certainly, Mynheer, if it interests you," smilingly an-
swered the beauty.

"It is, then, that you are-what you call. it ?-financ~e
-betrothed to a parson. Is dis true ?"

"Oh, Mynheer Von, Ilegel! How can you ask me such
a question, after all tl~at I have said to you?" inquired
Mrs. Grey reproachfully.

"It is a common report what I tell you," persisted the
Professor.

"A common report! And you can give heed to a
common report, after all I have promised you! You must
have forgotten it."

"Nein. It is written on my heart! You promised,
if ever you marry at all, to marry no man but me. Yah.
It is written on my heart," said the Professor, laying his

TflE WIDOW'S LOVEl~B. 221

ER

hand upon his left vest pocket, but speaking as stolidly! as
if he had said, it is written in my account book."

"Then have faith in the word of a gentle-woman, Herr
Von Hegel, and pay no attention to idle reports."

"I will not! I will not! I only wanted the word of
the Frau to reassure me," said the Professor, bowing.

"And now pardon me, and permit me to go to my
pupils, who await me," said Mrs. Grey, and with a courtesy
she gracefully withdrew from the room.

"My power! * My power! Oh! how shall I turn it to
my profit?" said the widow to herself, as she saimterad on
toward her class-room.

But the trials and triumphs of her beauty and coquetry
were not yet over, even for the week.

On the next day appeared her third professional admirer,
Signor Balletini, the dancing-master. It was his usual day
for giving a lesson. But he came into his class-room looking
the very reverse of a dancing-master.. His face was pale
and haggard; his black hair rough and neglected, his dress
as shabby and as dowdy as he dared to have it, his manner
languid and careless.

"I hope that you are not ill, Signor," said Mary Grey
kindly, as she met him, with her pupils.

"Signora mia, I kill myself. with the grief! I am in
despair! I kill myself with grief unless' you tell me now
to live for your dear sake!" he muttered in a low tone,
close to her ear.

"Hush! hush! you will set the children to wondering.
Talk to me after the lessons are over," murmured Mary
Grey, in a tone too low to reach the ears of any but the
man to whom they were addressed.

He bowed, and seemed to try to control himself. And
he began to give his lessons; but he made so many mis.
takes that even the youngest pupils tittered.

A
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The dancing lessons were over at last.
And as these were the last lessons of the day, the pupils

were dismissed.
Then the young professor turned to the drawing-mis.

tress, and said:
Speak now! Ah!. carissima mia! Tell me it is a false-

hood! Tell me it is an invention of il diavolo!"
"What is, Antonio mio?"
"This report-this story that you marry with the Pro-

testant padre."
What nonsense, Antonio, miol If I ever marry at

all, I marry only with Antonio!" sighed the beauty, hold-
big out her hand with a tender smile.

"Ah! Maria! Angela! Bellissima! Carissima! You
make me so happy again! They are lies, then, these
stories?"

"All lies, Antonio mio. Believe this, if I ever marry
man, I will marry you!"

"I do believe it, carissima! bellissima! dearest! most
beautiful!" exclaimed the ardent Italian, covering her hand
with passionate kisses.

"And now, Antonio, you must not linger here longer,
to get the poor drawing-mistress talked about," she said.

"No, no! not for 'the world! not for Heaven! Good-
night! good-night! Good-night, sweetest, dearest, most
beautiful !" said the young professor, seizing and pressing
her hand to his lips, to his brow, to his breast.

Thus the unprincipled'~beauty, to satisfy the cravings
of her insatiable vanity, trifled with the honest love of all
her suitors,

U m CHAPTER XXXVI.

THE GOOD A~T THE EVIL GE~TIUS.

We like not most, what ost, to self, is twin,

But that which best s plies the void within.- 5i~.&~s~An~.

'''XXTHAT is the matter, darling?" softly' inquired
VI' Mary Grey, a he entered Emma Cavendish's

chamber and found her with her head bent upon the centre-
table at which she was sitting.

Emma looked up, and smiled through her tears as
she pointed to an .open letter upon which she had been
leaning.

"No ill news, I hope, sweetest?" asked the widow, in
caressing tones.

"No, no very ill news, and nothing more than I expect-
ed. Yet, indeed, I feel disappointed and saddened. My
father has lost his reelection," said Emma quietly.

"Ah, I am so grieved!" murmured Mary Grey, in
deeply sympathetic tones.

"And my dear father is so wise and good a man, so
pure a politician!" sighed Emma.

"Oh, I feel so sorry, so sorry!" murmured Mary
Grey.

"It is not really worth sorrow or regret. And if my
dear father could only be made to think so, I should not
feel either," said Emma. "As for myself, I do not regret
that this will be our last winter in town. I do not like
city life or public life. I love rural life and rural work.

(223)
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And now come out with me, and let us take a walk down
by the river side."

"Yes, love. Let me get my hat," agreed Mrs. Grey.
And she crossed the passage to her own room, and soon
emerged from it with a pretty little crape hat perched
upon the top of her shining black hair, looking altogether
very beautiful.

They went down stairs, and found Laura Lytton prac-
tising her music lesson on the harp.

"Come, Laura. You have already been at that in-
trument longer than the regulation hour. Come out and
walk," said Emma Cavendish.

And Laura gladly lef1~ the harp, took up her hat, that
was near at hand, and joined her companions.

They walked out upon the lawn, where they saw many
groups of their young schoolmates, some sitting under'
the trees, some in the arbors, and some by the fountains;
for it was their evening recreation hour.

The three friends passed all these, and took a narrow
path leading through the gayly tinted autumn woods down
to the river side.

The sun was near his setting when they reached the
banks, and sat down upon a heap of dried leaves.

"Can anything be more gorgeous than this scene in
autumn? Here is almost a conflagration of colors!" said
Emma, throwing her eyes in delight over the glorious
scene. "'Fire-works!' What fire-works ever ~equalled
these magnificent and splendid corruscations?" she added
reflectively.

And indeed the scene was illumined to a height that no
words could reach.

The sun was setting in a blaze of crinion light. The
western horizon was piled with crimson, golden, purple,
orange, scarlet and salmon colored clouds. The woods on
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the island, and the forests on the mountainous banks of the
river, were all clothed in the brilliant autumn hues of gold-
en, purple, orange, deep green and glowing scarlet. Aud
all their gorgeous leaves flamed as if on fire, with the daz-
zling rays of the sinking sun.

And the girls sat in silent adoration until the sun sank
below the horizon, and the "after glow" gradually changed
into deeper and richer hues, and darkened into twilight."

"Let us return to the house now," said Emma. "I
could sit here all night, to watch the stars come out and
the moon rise; but Mrs. St. John's rules are as the laws
of the Medes and Persians, never to be changed or diso-
beyed."

And so saying she arose, followed by her two friends,
and went back to the house, which they reached just a~
the tea bell was ringing.

That evening Emma Cavendish spent in writing to her
father, sympathizing with him in his late disappointment,
but at the same time using every argument that her young
wisdom could suggest to convince him that it was much
better for him to have a rest from public life for a year or
two, and predicting that he would certainly be called from
his retirement to take a seat in the Senate of the United
States, or in the Cabinet at Washington. Finally she asked
his permission to join him, for the Christmas holidays, in
the city, and to bring with her two friends from the school
whom she had already, in anticipation of his consent, taken
the liberty to invite.

Within three days afterward, Miss Cavendish received
an answer from her father,. thanking her for her sympathy
and condolence; assuring her that no political disappoint-
ment could ever seriously affect his happiness, so long as
ne had hi~ wise and loving little Emma to console him, and
finally telling her to bring as many young friends as she

14
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pleased from the school, as he should welcome them aJ.
And this being the last winter of his official residence in
the city, he should make the most of his time and opportu-
nity in conferring as much benefit and pleasure as possible
upon his daughter and her young guests.

Emma, in delight, showed this letter to Mrs. Grey and
to Laura Lytton, who were very much pleased with the
cordial invitation.

"But, my dear, you actually invited us before you had
asked your father's leave to do so," said Mrs. Grey.

"Oh, as for that, my asking him was only a form at
last. If I were to take a dozen young friends to the house
unannounced, he would only be the more surprised, and
not the Thss pleased. And just see what he writes," said
Emma, reading from his letter. "'Bring as many young
friends as you please. They shall all be cordially welcome.'
And now, Mrs. Grey and dear Laura, I have a mind to
add one more to our Christmas party, if you have no ob-
jection."

"Why, of course we have no objection, dear Emma.
What possible right have we to make any objection to any
guest you may choose to~ invite?" said Mrs. Grey, raising
her beautiful .eyebrows.

"You have the right of members of the party; and so,
if the newly-proposed member be 'not agreeable to you,
you have the right of voting her down," replied Emma.

"Being nominated by you, she will be sure to be agree-
able to us," observed Laura.

"I don't know. You must hear who she is first," sug-
gested Emma.

"Let us hear then," laughed Laura.
"Electra," answered Emma softly.

* "ELECTRA I" simultaneously exclaimed both her com-
panions.

ELECTRA.

K ~
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"There, I thought I should surprise and perhaps dis-
gust you. Never mind. I can leave the child out this
time, and perhaps invite her on some future occasion," said
Miss Cavendish gravely.

"You mistake us very much, dear Emma. We are sur-
prised indeed, but so far from being disgusted that we are
delighted," said Mrs. Grey earnestly.

"Yes, indeed. It is perfectly delicious to think how
that poor friendless girl will enjoy herself with us!" eager-
ly exclaimed Laura.

"And it is so lovely in you, you good, brave girl, to
think of inviting her. No one but you would venture to
do so," added Mrs. Grey, caressing Emma.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

ELECTRA.

T HIS Electra, whom Emma Cavendish kindly intended
to invite to spend the Christmas holiday with her at

her father's house, was a child of mystery, if not of sin.
And this is all that was then known of her.
A few days previous to the conversation related in the

last chapter, on a very cold day, the down steamer stopped
at a landing opposite the island for fuel) as those steamers
often did.

While there she sent off a boat with two passengers,
and a quantity of luggage, whom she landed on the island.

Then came up to the house a venerable elderly gentle-
man, with a commanding figure, white hait and a long
white beard, and dressed in a suit of clerical black.

He had in his charge a young girl, with a very dark
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complexion and very black hair and eyes, and who was
protected from the weather by the richest sable furs.

*He sent in his card and afterward introduced himself to
Mrs. St. John as the Rev. Dr. Jones, and presented his
companion as his ward, Miss Electra, the daughter of de-
ceased friends, and explained that he wished to place her
under Mrs. St. John's charge.

He apologized for bringing her so near the end of the
current term, instead of waiting for the commencement of
the next ensuing one, by saying that he was on the eve of
a voyage to Europe, and wished, before his departure, to
leave his young charge in a safe and permanent home.

He then paid in advance for a year's board and tuition
with all the "extras," and placed an additional sum of mon..
ey in the hands of Mrs. St. 'John, to be used at her discre-
tion for the incidental expenses of Miss Electra, explaining
that, as he would be absent for at least eight or ten months,
he considered it best to leave ample funds in the hands of
the Principal for the benefit of her pupil. And then he
suddenly started up, saying that he had to catch the steam-
er before her departure from the wood-wharf opposite, and
that the rowboat was waiting for him at the island landing.

And he kissed and solemnly blessed Electra, gravely
bowed to the lady, murmuring that he would write to her
from the city, and hurried-away before Mrs. St. John could
recover from her astonishment.

Before her sat the dark young girl, in the rich sable furs.
My dear, are you fatigued ?" inquired the lady.

"Not at all, madam. The voyage on the boat was
very pleasant, and I feel quite fresh," frankly answered the
dark girl.

"Then perhaps you had better join your future com-
panions and make their acquaintance. They are playing
croquet on the lawn. Would you like to go there?"

I
"If you please, madam."
Mrs. St. John touched the bell, and the little page

made his appearance.
"Go out to the lawn, William, and ask Miss Lytton to

be so good as to come to me," she said. "And here, go
also to the porter and tell him to bring up the trunks and
other luggage that he may find at the landing.~~

The boy vanished, and his disappearance was soon fol-
lowed by the entrance of Lsi~ura Lytton.

"My dear Laura," began the Principal," this young lady
is a new pupil, just arrived at the school-Miss----Miss 1~c-
eleson," she said, hesitating for a moment, as if to recall
the name. "And Miss Eccleson, my love, this is Miss
Laura Lytton. She will be your angel and introduce you
to your new companions," she conclude , lacing the han~1
of the new-coiner into that of Laura Lytto

Laura smiled on Electra, and to~okhe from the room
and out among the young girls on the oquet ground.

Mrs. St. John then looked at the heavy roll of bank-
notes in her' hands, of between two and three thousand
dollars. But she did not feel quite contented.

"I never concluded any business of such importance so
suddenly in my life," she said to herself.

And then she remembered that she had not asked for a
reference, nor had Dr. Jones offered to give one. Nor had
he asked for a receipt for the large sum of money paid into
her hands, nor had she tendered one.

"There was never business done so suddenly or irregu-
larly before, I do believe," she murmured uneasily.

The respectable and even most venerable appearance
of the guardian, and his liberal and even munificent ad-
vances of money, might have satisfied her; but somehow
they did not. She walked uneasily about the room until
she paused near a side-table Qfl which lay Electra's sable~
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muff and morocco bag. With these lay a small sealed
packet, which she took up, and found directed to her-
self:

"MRS. ST. JOHIiT, Principal, Mount Ascension Academy
for Young Ladies."

She opened the, packet, expecting perhaps to find some
note or letter of further explanation, addressed to herself.

But she found only a bunch of keys carefully wrapped
up, and with an oval-shaped silver label attached to the
ring and inscribed with the single name:

"ELECTRA."
"Electra!" said the lady; "that, after all, was the name

he introduced her by. But Electra is a baptismal name. I
wonder what her family name is! Strange that her guar-
diam should have omitted to mention it."

And so saying, she took the bunch of keys that had
been directed to her care, and went out into the hall, where
she found the porter waiting with two large trunks and a
travelling bag.

"Take them up into the wardrobe room, and send the
wardrobe waitress to me," she said.

A quarter of an hour after this Mrs. St. John stood in
the school wardrobe room, with the wardrobe room wait-
ress in attendance upon her.

The trunks, locked and strapped, were upon the floor
Defore4them. Each trunk and the carpet-bag were labelled
with the single name, "Electra."

"Open the trunks, Sarah, and unpack and put away the
clothes in proper order," said Mrs. St. John, as she sat
down and watched the process.

The woman very carefully unstrapped and unlocked
the trunks, and. began to remove the dresses that lay folded
in the trays upon the top. These dresses were in the uni-
form colors worn by the pupils of the school, but were of

the finest and richest materials. They were carefully
shaken out and hung up in the wardrobes.

Another tray contained a priceless camel's hair shawl, a
fine black lace ditto, and Roman scarfs and sashes., And
under these, in the body of the trunk, were quantities of
the finest linen, trimmed with the rarest lace.

All this exquisite linen, as well as all other articles of
under-clothing, were marked with the one single name:
"Electra."

The second trunk being opened, displayed more costly
dresses and more fine linen, all marked with the same
strange name. They were carefully unpacked, and trans-
ferred to wardrobes and bureaus.

The third trunk was found to contain an elegant dress-
ing-case, work-box, and writing-desk, a casket of jewels, a
case of school silver, and an assortment of books and sta-
tionery, every 'article of which was stamped with the
"strange device," "Electra." But there was no' other
name, or clue to a name.

Mrs. St. John was perplexed, and in her perplexity she
sent for her favorite assistant teacher, Mary Grey.

And when the assistant entered the room~ the Principal
dismissed the waitress and sat down with the widow for a
t&e-~.-t&e consultation,

"But where does this Reverend Doctor Jones come
from?" inquired Mrs. Grey, when she had heard the whole
story.

"There! He never told me. And I never thought to
ask him. Everything was hurried over so quickly. But he
said he'd write from the city. I hope he will do so, and I
hope he will also give me all the information he omitted in
his hasty departure."

"He did go off in the boat then?"
"Ohyesl"

/
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"Perhaps you may never see or hear from him again.
I have read of cases where children have been palmed off
upon unwary teachers, before now," said Mrs. Grey.

"Oh, I am not afraid of anything like that. The age,
appearance and profession of the man place him far above
suspicion. And besides, my dear, he paid me fifteen hundred
dollars in advance for board, tuition and extras, and placed
one thousand dollars in my hands for incidental expenses."

"Oh, indeed!"
"Yes, really. And he forgot to ask for a receipt, which

I also forgot to offer him. But then the whole transaction
was so sudden and unexpected, and was hurried over so
rapidly. You see, he wished to catch the boat, which of
course would not wait for him."

"I see!"
"But what I wished to speak to you about is the

strangeness of one other circumstance, the strangest of all."
"Yes, well?"
"The Rev. Dr. Jones introduced this young girl as

'Miss Electra.' I understood him at the time to say
'Eccleson' but I Was mistaken. It is 'Electra.' And she
seems to ~ave no other name. All her under-clothing,
which is of the finest material, trimmed with the most cost-
ly lace, and all her school silver, which is of the most ruas-
sive and elaborate workmanship-I mention these circum-
stances, my dear, not in the spirit of gossip, but merely to
show you there is wealth in the~ case-all these personal
effects, I say, of fine linen and heavy silver, are marked
with the simple, single name, 'Electra!' Now what do
you~think of that?"

Queer," said the widow sententiously.
"What would you advise, my dear Mary?"
"Send for the young girl, and question her kindly."
"Just my thought. Will you go for her, my dear?"

"Certainly," said Mrs. Grey, and off she went on her
errand.

She soon returned, bringing Electra with her.
Mrs. St. John now took a good look at the girl.
Electra was about fifteen years of age, tall, slender and

perfectly formed, with an elegantly shaped head, set upon
a stately, gracel~ul neck. She had lustrous blue-black hair,
eyebrows and eyelashes, and intensely brilliant blueblack
eyes, that flashed with every glance. She had glowing
crimson cheeks aii4 crimson lips, and gleaming white teeth.
And every time ~e spoke or glanced, the simultaneous
flash of her e and gleam of her teeth had something
startling in their expression.

"Sit down, my dear. Do not be afraid," said Mrs. St.
John, conscious that she was about to put the young orphan
stranger under a severe cross-examination.

"I am not afraid," flashed Electra, taking her seat.
"I think, my dear," began the lady, slightly wincing

before this keen maiden-" I think your guardian omitted
to tell me your family name. He introduced you simply
a~ 'Miss Electra,' did he not?"

"Yes, Madam; for I have no family name, and no fam~
ily, as far as I know-at least none that acknowledge me."

"Mi~s. St. John was struck perfectly dumb. But Mrs.
Grey came to her help by asking sweetly:

"Will you tell us then, my dear, where you were
brought up ?-if you have no objection, I mean."

"Oh, no, I have ~o objection at all. Indeed, I mean to
tell you all about myself so that I may not stay here under
false pretences," gleamed Electra, so vividly that Mrs.
Grey shut her eyes for a moment before she said:

"Go on then, my dear."
"Well, then, I never knew my father 'or my mother, or

my real name. When 1 first knew myself I was a very
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little child, very thin and pale, half naked and half starved,
all eyes and hair, like a famished bird that is all feathers."

"What a comparison! But where did you live?"
"In a miserable open sewer, miscalled a street, in the

Fourth Ward of New York-.-a place of rags and filth and
putrescence; of drunkenness, disease and famine; of swear-
ing, fighting and thieving; a place full of sickening smells
and horrid sights and fearful sounds-a hell on earth."

"Electra! Electra! you must not use such strong lan-
guage!" exclaimed Mrs. Grey, stopping her ears.

"I cannot tell my~ story without it. But of course I
I can be silent," flashed the girl.

"Go on, child! Go on!" said Mrs. St. John in an agi-
tated voice.

"I lived in a cellar, dark, damp, filthy, musty, and in-
fested with rats, mice, roaches and centipedes. But I lay
as often in the gutter outside as in the mud inside. I lived
there with a red-nosed swearing woman, and a one-eyed
fighting ~

"Not your parents?" said Mrs. Grey, with a shudder.
"Oh, no, not my parents; for every time they sent me

out to beg for them and I came in without pennies enough
to buy them whiskey, they relieved their feelings by beating
me, and calling me a 'beggar's brat."'

"Hush, hush, Electra! Those are shocking words,"
said Mrs. Grey.

"I told you I could not tell my story in 800tliing ones,"
said the girl.

"Let her tell her story in her own way. Proceed,
Electra," said Mrs. St. John.

"One night," continued the girl, "the thieving, drixk-
ink, swearing and fighting performances in the sewer mis-
called a street, were varied with a murder, The one-eyed
man in a drunken frenzy killed the, red-nosed woman. He

was dragged off to -the Tombs. She was buried iii the
pauper graveyard; and I was taken to Heaven."

"To Heaven?" echoed Mrs. St. John and Mrs. Grey
in a breath, both looking at the strange girl as if they
thought her insane.

"To Heaven," repeated Electra emphatically. "Indeed,
without a metaphor, it seemed to me to be Heaven. There
used to be a young man, in a black coat and clean face and
hands, who used to come down to our sewer, miscalled a
street, and preach to us on Sunday afternoons, and tell us

about Heaven and how to get there. He generally lost his
pocket handkerchief, and anything else that might be in his
pockets, but the people seemed to gain nothing. Indeed,
they were too much engaged in thinking how to live on
this earth from day to day, to care much about how they
were to get to Heaven. But as for me, I gained an idea
of the Better Land that may be best expressed in Watts'
beautiful hymn."

"Yes, I know it," said Mrs. Grey. "It was my dear,
departed, sainted husband's favorite hymn:

"'Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood,
Stand dressed in living green;

So to the Jews fair Canaan stood
While Jordan rolled between.'

Was not that it?"
"Yes, madam, that was it. So you may judge, there.

fore, that when I was taken away from the horrible sewer,
miscalled a street, and put on board a fine boat and carried
down a beautiful broad river to where a lovely island
lay 'beyond the swelling flood,' and 'sweet fields' stood
'dressed in living green,' I thought I had crossed death's
stream and come to Heaven!"

"What place was it really, dear?" inquired Mrs. Grey.
"Oh, it was only the Infants' Nursery on Randall's
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Island; in East River, New York. But I was a four-year.
old child taken out of a cellar in a sewer, miscalled a street,
and I thought it was Heaven!"

"Poor baby!" sighed Mrs. St. John.
"And oh, I do not think that the change can be much

greater, to an ordinary infant taken out of an average
home in this world, and conveyed by angels to the gardens
of Paradise, than it was to me, taken'from the sewer mis..
called a street, and transferred to the Nursery on Randall's
Island. There I found out, for the first time, the delights
of a clean skin, clean clothes, clean bed, and clean food
and drink; of kind faces and kind words; of sweet com-
panionship with other children of my age; of play out
under the green trees and the bright sky; of the music of
birds, and the fragrance of flowers. Later on I tasted the
pleasure of acquiring knowledge. I went regularly to
school. I learned the story of the strange earth on which
we live, and of the nations who inhabited it. I learned music
and drawing and elocution. I led a happy life on the
Island until one day, when I was about fourteen years of
age, I was notified that if I were not soon claimed by some
one who could show a better right to me, I shQuld be
bound out to service by the Commissioners of Charity."

"Poor child!" murmured Mrs. St. John.
"It was a terrible hearing for me. I did not believe I

had a friend in the world outside the Island. I had no
reason to believe so. The woman who had been the
tyrant of my infancy was killed. The man who had killed
her was in the State prison for life. There were regular
visiting days on the Island, when the children's friends, if
they had any, came to see them, but no one ever came to
see me. I had therefore no hope for any escape from the
dreaded binding out, until one day there came a visitor me."

CHAPTER XXXVIII

A CHA1~GE OF FORTU~TE.

" A H!" said Mrs. Grey, with a sigh of relief.
£11. Yes," continued Electra, "and a visit to me

was a very surprising event, and not altogether unalarming
either; surprising, because, in all the years I had passed
on the Island, no visitor had ever come near me; and
rather alarming, because the people that came on the reg-
ular visiting days to see the other children, and occasiofl-
ally to claim them and take them away, mostly resembled
the denizens of that open sewer, miscalled a street that I
remembered so, well as the home of my infancy. And I
always thought such dreadful people carried the children
away from the pleasant Island to just such dreadful
places."

"That ought not to be allowed," sighed Mrs. Grey.
"But about your visitor, my dear?"

"He was not one of that sort. When I was taken
down into the matron's parlor, I found waiting for me this
Rev. Dr. Jones, the same old gentleman who brought me
here."

Now Mrs. St. John drew her chair nearer to the young
speaker, and listened intently.

"When I saw the gentleman, my fears took another
direction. I thought he had come to get me bound to him
as a servant; but he looked very kindly at me, and held
out his hand, and called me to him by a name I had never

(237)
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heard before; Electra. And of course I did not under-
stand, and so I stood still until he said again:

"Electra! come to me, my child."
"Then I went to him. And he took my hand and drew

me closer, and gazed long and silently into my eyes, and
then at length inquired:

"'ElectEa, my poor child, why did the Commissioners
give you such a strange name as ~ara1i KiddY'

"'Because, sir, I never had any name of my own.'
"' How was that, poor child?'
"'Because in R~t Alley, where the Commissioners

found me, I used to live with a woman named Sal, and the
people there -used to call me Sal's kid, meaning Sal's
child. They never called me anything else but Sal's kid,'
I think that was the reason the Commissioners called me
Sarah Kidd,~~ I said.

"'Of course that is not your name. Your name is
Electra,' hetold me, putting his hand under my chin, and
gazing ~wistfully into my face.

"'Electra-.--what, sir?' I then ventured to inquire.
"'Nothing,' he answered. 'You have no other name

-can have no other until, at some future time, when
it shall please Heaven to provide you with a good husband.'

"I looked down, feeling very much troubled indeed;
for I knew very well what having no name meant. And
here Was this kind old gentleman justifying the affronts
that used to be put upon me in Rat Alley. He did not
notice my trouble, but soon looked at me very kindly, a~d
asked:

"'Electra, how would you like to leave this place witL
me, and enter as a pupil into some young ladies' boarding-
school, where you could be educated in the higher branches
of knowledge, and trained in the more elegant accomplish-
ments?'

"Oh, I should like that above everything in this world!"
I answered with perfect truth.

"'Then I will take you away to-day,' he said.
"The necessary arrangements were soon completed.

He sent over to Harlem and got for me a very neat cloth
cloak, that nearly covered my coarse asylum dress, and also
a pretty felt hat and a pair of kid gloves. Then, with some
tears, I took leave of the friends of many years, and left the
Island with my guardian. We crossed the river in a ferry-
boat and took the Second Avenue cars to the city.

"At Fourteenth street we left the car and walked to a
flue hotel, where my guardian had rooms already engaged.

"As I had once mistaken Randall's Island for the king-
dom of Heaven; so now I took the hotel for a magnificent
palace. And oh! how my guardian enjoyed my surprise
and delight!

"A waiter showed me to a pleasant room, where I
could rearrange my dress. And there, on the bed, I saw a
large parcel, directed to 'Miss Electra.' I opened it and
found a crimson corded silk dress, ready-made, and a set
of lace under-sleeves, collar and pocket handkerchief. In
another parcel there were a pair of neat gaiters and silk
hose.

"I assure you, madam, the whole affair reminded me of
the fairy story, 'Beauty and the Beast,' only that I was no
beauty and my venerable~uardian no beast. But I under-
stood at once what I was expected to do, so I began to
dress myself."

"And did the dress fit you,~ though you were never
measured for it?" inquired Mrs. Grey, lifting her black
eyebrows.

Electra's dark face flashed and gleamed with mirth as
she answered:

"Of course not. My dear guardian had ordered it by
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guessfor a girl of fourteen. So it was a little too large in
the waist, and a trifle too short in the skirt. But I man-
aged to draw it in and pull it down, until, with the addition
of the lace sleeves and collar, it looked very nicely indeed.
The gaiters were ever so much too large for me; but they
were neatly made; and they looked well on my feet.

"Altogether I scarcely knew myself when I looked in
the glass. I was soon called to dinner. My guardian and
I dined in a private parlor. What a feast that dinner was!

"I cannot tell you how enraptured I was. It was all
like fairy-land to me. And while I was sitting there be-
side my guardian, I could not help thinking what sudden
changes had happened in twenty-four hours."

"It was enough to have turned her head, poor child,"
said Mrs. $t. John, with a sigh.

"Go on, dear," said Mary Grey inipatiently.
"Well, when bedtime came, I went to* bed and slept

soundly all night. And when I awoke late in the morn~
ing, I had forgotten all that had happened to me. And at
first I looked around in astonishment at the richly furnish-
ed bedroom. And I could not tell where I wag, nor how I
got there! But in another moment memory came back to
me with a rush. And I was as much astonished and de-
lighted at my good fortune as if it had all just happened."

"Of course," smiled Mary Grey.
"I arose quickly and dressed, and went down to our

private parlor, where I found my guardian waiting break-
fast for me. After breakfast he took me shopping. And
as my guardian told me I need not consider the cost, of
course I took him at his word, and selected the very best."

Yes, dear; and perhaps you have no notion what mints
of money they cost," put in Mrs. Grey.

"No, I haven't. My guardian told me not to think of
the cost, and so I didn't. Well, from the outfitters we

went to a splendid marble palace up town.. There was no
name on the building, .so I haven't an idea whose establish-
ment it was. But I only know it was a marble palace, and
it seemed to contain all the treasures of the world collected
together for those who might be able to buy them. I
wanted a shawl. I thought I could get the best shawl in
the world for about ten dollars. Bless you! they showed
me shawls from two hundred dollars up to almost any price
you like to think of."

"They were probably camel's hair shawls," said Mrs.
Grey.

"That is what they called them. Well, I selected the
richest square shawl I could find. I did not somehow
fancy a long shawl."

"Oh! what did it cost? I never even saw a real cam-
els' hair shawl in my life. And I have no idea what the
price of them is,"1 said Mrs. Grey, clasping her hands.

"Indeed I have forgotten; but I think it was about
eight hundred dollars."

"Oh! think of that, for a young girl's shawl!" exclaim-
ed Mrs. Grey.

"After I had got my shawl, I selected some silk
dresses, some point-lace collars, cuffs and)anAkerchiefs~
some Roman sashes and scarfs, some kid gloves, and
so forth, and so forth!"

"And where next?" inquired eager Mrs. Grey.
"Oh, to a furriers on Broadway. My guardian told

me this was the best establishment of the sort in the city,
and then he charged me to select the best articles they had~
for sale, adding that the best were always the clieapest.

"I took him at his word, and bought a seal skin sack,
muff and hood, for common ,use, and a set of rich Russia
sables for occasions.

"Happy girl !" exclaimed Mrs. Grey, forgetting, in her
15
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passion for fine dress, the grave role of the disconsolate
widow that she had so long assumed.

Mrs. St. John looked at her in mild astonishment ~that
was felt as rebuke, for Mrs. Grey instantly remembered*
herself, sighed and added:

"~3ut, after all, these things do not constitute happiness.
But go on, my dear Electra."

"After that my guardian took me 'sight-seeing' for a
few hours, and then we returned to our hotel. All the
fine purchases had been sent home.

"While we were waiting for dinner, my guardian took
from the mantle shelf a half dozen or so of thin pamphlets,
and sat down with them, saying:

"'Electra, my child, these are the prospectuses of sev-
eral of the bQst young ladies' boarding-schools in the coun-
try. I read their advertisements first in the newspapers.
Then I wrote for their prospectuses. They have arrived1
Here they are. They all seem to be excellent, and each
claims to be the best. You shall look over them with me
and select the school of your choice.'

"I drew my chair near to his, and we examined them
together. It was as my guardian had said.-all were ex~
cellent, and each was the best. Now, dear Mrs. St. John,
can you imagine why I selected this school ~"

"No, my dear; for though I hope that this is a good
one, I have not the vanity to think of it as the best," said
the Principal.

"Then~ dear madam, I chose the Mount Ascension
Academy because it was on an island in a river! Up to
that day, the happiest days of my life had been passed on
an island. And [love islands dearly. So we laid away
all the other little pamphlets and studied the prospectus of
Mount Ascension Academy.

"'I have only one objection to it,' said my good guar-

dian. 'It is so far oft'. This is Tuesday. And I have to
take the steamer for Liverpool on Saturday.'

"'Oh, dear guardian, we can hurry up,' I said, for at
the hint of an obstacle my anxiety to 4nter this very
school was excited to fever heat.

"'Very well, my dear, we must hurry then. There will
be no time to arrange for your entrance by letter. I shall
have to take you there without having written. We must
go out again after dinner and get your school dresses, and.
other school properties that are required.' And he rang
the bell and ordered the waiter to serve our dinner, and to
engage a carriage to be at the door immediately afterward.

"Well, madam, we dined and went out in the carriage
and did a wonderful.sight of business that afternoon. We
went to a ladies' bazaar, where I selected dress goods of 7
the uniform colors worn in this school, but of the finest
materials, and I was measured for a dozen that were 46 be
made up and sent home within twenty-four hours. Then
we went to a silversmith, where my guardian hiniself see
elected for me the goblets, spoons and forks of tbe' ~ie~viest
make. He directed these to be engraved with my name
and sent in the next afternoon. We then called at a book'
store and selected the class books; and lastly to a trunk
maker's, where I bought three trunks. Then we went
home, or rather to the hotel, to supper and to bed.

"The next day, Wednesday, I spent in packing my
trunks, as fast as the goods came in. The dresses came
last of all, so they were put in the trays, on the top.

"That afternoon my guardian settled the hotel bill, and
we took the evenin~ train to Washington, connected with
the morning train to Richmond, where we immediately
took the down steamer to Mount Ascension, where we ar-
rived this Thursday afternoon. My guardian was obliged
to hurry off in the way he did, in order to return to New
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York in time to secure the steamer that sails on Satur
day, for Liverpool. That is my story, Mrs. St. John," con-
cluded Electra.

"There is one thing I would like to understand, my
dear. You speak and behave more like a young lady quite
accustomed to good society, than like a child brought up
in an orphan asylum," said Mrs. Grey.

"I do not know whether I do or not, ma'am. I mean,
I did not know until you told me. But I have had better
advantages than most orphan asylum children. I was
much with the Warden's family, and with the Chaplain~s.
They liked me. And because I was fond of reading, they
used to lend me books and papers to read in my leisure
time. I tried to improve myself."

"Ah, that accounts for it all," said Mrs. Grey.
"And now, my dear," said Mrs. St. John very gravely,

"Mrs. Grey and myself will respect the confidence that
you repose in us, and will never speak of the wrongs and
sufferings of your infancy. And I would earnestly counsel
you also to maintain a wise reticence toward your young
companions. They have not had the same experience that
you have had, and they may misunderstand and misinter-
pret you. Do you understand me?"

"Yes, dear Mrs. St. John, I understand you, and I will
be a~ reserved'about my life as I possibly can be with truth.
But if I should be obliged to speak at all, I must always
tell the truth," said Electra.

"Certainly, certainly, my child."
" For-do you know the only moral axiom my guardian

gave me at parting? "

"No-what was it?"
"'Always to think, speak, and act the truth.' All

other good deeds would follow of necessity."
"A wise rule, my dear. And no~v you may rejoin your

coinpaniorre. The tea bell will soon ring. Then Mrs.
Grey will bring you to our own table. This is the rule
of the house with a new pupil until she is classed."

Such was the introduction of Electra into the school.
Upon examination, she was found to be too deficient in

education to be placed in any but the lowest or first class-.
the highest being the third. Consequently, though in age
she was so near Emma Cavendish and Laura Lytton, while
in attainments she was far from them, she was assigiied a
class-room in another part of the Academy, and a bed in a
dormitory in the opposite wing of the house from those
occupied by our two young friends.

She soon became a general favorite with her school
fellows, and also with the professors, who admired her
more than they admired any other inmate of the ~house,
always excepting the general fascinator, Mrs. Grey.

But very often her companions, with the curiosity and
confidence of school-girls, asked her home questions about
herself, as to, first:
* "Where did you live before you came here to
school ?"

"In New York city," would be Electra's true reply.
"Do your father and mother live there now
"I do not remember my father or my mother. I lost

them both when I was but a baby."
"Oh, how sad! Who took care of you after they died-

grandmothers or gran4fathers, uncles or aunts ? ";
"Neither, I had neither. Strangers took care of me.

But I had a guardian, the Rev. Dr. Jones. He put me to
school here," truthfully answered Electra.

"Well, you must be a very rich heiress, and he must be
a very indulgent guardian, anyhow, for you have ,a hand-
some outflt.-~oh yes; indeed a much handsomer outfit than
any girl at this school-than even Emma Cavendish, the
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governor's daughter. Do you know how much you are
worth now?"

"Indeed I do not," Electra would answer.
"Just think of that girls! She is so rich she does not

know what she is worth I)'
At which all the young pupils looked at Electra with

the deepest wonder and admiration.
Upon which she spoke up and said:
"I do not know that I am worth one dollar of my own.

My guardian pays all my bills and supplies me with
money.~~

"Oh, oh, oh, oh!" exclaimed the school-girls in chorus.
"Her guardian pays all her bills and supplies her with

pocket-money, and furnishes her with silks and satins, and
seal-skins and sables, and camel's hair shawls, and yet, bless
you, she doesn't know whether she is worth a cent !-a
likely story!" said the first inquirer, laughing.

And all the other girls joined in the chorus of mirthful
incredulity.

~But at length some curious school-girl noticed that
the new pupil was never called by any other name. than
Electra.

And so one day during the recreation hour, when all
the school was assembled in the lawn in front of the build-
ing, this girl suddenly inquired of the new pupil:

"What's your name besides Electra? I never hear any
one call you anything but Electra, or Miss Electra. What's
your other name ?"

"My guardian never gave me any other name," an-
swered the girl, flushing crimson.

"Oh! I don't mean another Christian name. I mean
your surname, your family name, your father's and mother's
name, you know. Everybody has that, of course. Now
what is yours?"

"I do not remember my parents, as I told you. My

guardian calls me simply Electra, and nothing else," an-
swered the girl, with burning cheeks.

"How queer!" exclaimed the curious young daughter
of Eve.

But from that hour Electra~s companions, with the

thoughtless cruelty £ school-girls, neglected and avoided
her.

They had many ingenious theories about her, to account
for her want of a surname. But the favorite theory was
that she was the daughter of "Redbeard," the notorious
pirate, who had been executed in New York the pre..
ceediug winter.

And, you know, being his child, she couldn't keep her
family name with any credit. And that would account for
hei~ being so rich too. For of course, although he wa8

hanged, he must have had mints and mii~ts of hidden
money"'

CHAPTER XXXIX.

~TBW FRIENDS.

~UIN~DING Electra so cruelly neglected by her school-
±' mates, Emma Cavendish and Laura Lytton. took her

up from kindness, and Mrs. Grey patronized her upon
speculation.

"She is a brave, true girl, and I love and esteem her,"
said Emma earnestly.

"It is a burning shame for the other girls to snub her
so," added Laura Lytton.

"There's money in her1 whci~ver she may be, or wherever
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she may have come from. And gold fields are the only
hunting grounds Icare for," thought Mrs. Grey to herself'.

Mrs. St. John, the lady Principal of the school, of
course had her secret liking and disliking, among so large
a number of pupils; and it was inevitable that this should
be so, since it was impossible to love equally well the for..
ward and stupid, and the gentle and intelligent. And
Electra was one of her secret favorites; but nothing of this
preference appeared in her manner. She treated all her
pupils with equal justice.

Great, however, was her surprise, when one morning
Emma Cavendish came to her and said:

"Mrs. St. John, if you please, I should like to invite
Miss Electra to ~ home with me to spend the Christmas
holidays."

"My dear I why, what are you thinking of?" ex.
claimed the lady, completely thrown off her guard.

"I hope there is no objection, Madam," said Emma
respectfully.

"I cannot say. I do not know. The young lady is
under my sole charge, both in school terms and vacations,
duringg the absence of her guardian in Europe; but-"

"I hope that you have no objection to my having
Miss Electra for my guest at Christmas?" said Emma, as
the lady did not finish her sentence.

"'fl~at depends, my dear. But what would your father
say to this proposed visit? He does not knot, you do
not know, much about this young lady."

"Will you please glance over this letter, Madam, and
see for yourself what my dear father says?" answered
Emma, putting the' governor's open letter into the hands
of the lady.

Mrs. St. John looked over it and smilingly commented:
"He gives you the largest liberty to carry out your
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h6spitable designs. You are to invite any or as many as
you please, of your fellow-pupils, to spend the Christmas
holidays with you at his residence in the city."

"Yes, Madam, my dear father permits me to do as I
please," respectfully answered Emma. "And now I do
hope you will ~*low Miss Electra to go home with me."

"I must think about it, my dear. The case of Miss
Electra is rather a peculiar one. I will think about
it, and let you know this evening," said Mrs. St. 'John
gravely.

And Emma was forced to submit to the delay, yet she
had very little doubt as to the result; and therefore she
was more pleased than surprised when Mrs. St. John sent
for her in the evening,' and said:

"My deai', I have decided to accept for Electra your
kind invitation to Richmond."

"I thank you, ,Madam," *said Emma very demurely, and
the interview ended.

The early winter continued very fine,, the woods retain
ing much of their gorgeous autumn foliage late into the
month of December. But a few days before the school
broke up for the holidays, the weather suddenly changed;
a storm of wind and snow arose; the last lovely crimson,
golden and purple.leaves were furiously whirled from the
forest-trees, and the ground was covered deeply with snow,.
and the naked branches of the trees were sheathed with
ice. The river froze over.

And what, a few days before, had been a beautiful flow~
ing river, banked by forest crowned mountains and dotted
by lovely islands, seemed now a wintry snoW-covered val-
ley between two glaciers.

There was a panic in the school; for the river being
closed and the steamers stopped, there were no means of
conveyance to the city except by distant stage coaches and
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railway trains; and no means of reaching eVen these ex-
cept by private carriages.

However, as this was not the first time the school had been
in such a dilemma, the Principal was not unprepared for it.

A self-appointed deputation of the girls called upon her
111 Consternation, exclaiming:

"Oh, dear Mrs. St. John, whatever .shcdl we do in this
world? The river is frozen over and the steamers have
stopped running, and we are ice-bound here for the winter,
and shall have no Christmas holidays at all."

"Take comfort, my dears," said the lady; "this is not
the first time this has happened, and we are i~ot without
resources. As the river is closed, so that we cannot travel
by water, we must even take a lesson from the 4rctic ex-
plorers, and. turn our little rowboats into sled~7Iy put-
ting them upon runners, and so travel over the snow.
Now what do you say to a grand sleighing party from
here to the railway station at Wendover-..--a distance of
only thirty miles-where you can take the train for Rich-
mond? And from the city you can all of you reach your
homes, north, west, or south."

"Oh, that sleighing party will be delightful, and I am
glad now that we are ice-bound!' exclaimed the young
spokeswoman of the party.

"Oh yes! yes, indeed! assented all the others.
And the preparations for departure went on rapidly.
A messenger was dispatched over the ice to the near-

est village, to fetch a skilful workman to set the little
boats and the carriage bodies upon runners. And the
girls packed their trunks.

A considerable number of the pupils, however, lived
within thirty or forty miles of the school. And for these
young ladies comfortable sleighs were sei~t from their own
homes to fetch them.
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And they were the first to leave.
It was a brilliant, sparkling winter day, when at length

four capacious sleighs, well furnished with woollen rugs and
hot bricks, stood before the foot of the lowest terrace
waiting for the party that were to go to Wendover. There
were nineteen young ladies in all belonging to this set.
Emma Cavendish and her three guests occupied one sleigh
together. And the other fifteen girls were equally distrib-
uted among the remaining three sleighs.

They set oft; accompanied by the merry ringing of the
sleigh bells and the waving of pocket handkerchiefs. And
after a most exhilarating and delightful ride,, or rather
flight, over the silvery-frosted snow, they reached the Wen-
dover railway station in good time to secure the up train.

~

CHAPTER XL;

THE GOVERNOR AND THE CIRCE.

From the glance of her eye
Shun danger, and fly;
For fatal's the glance.-LADX MoRGAN.

IT was quite late that night when the train reached the.
city.

In ~the crowd that thronged the platform of the station,
several of the pupils recognized the friends who had come
to meet them.

But Emma Cavendish looked in vain for her father
until the train came to a dead halt, and ~he was in the act
of stepping from the car, when a pair of strong open arms
received her, and folded her in a warm, hearty embrace,
with the cordial words:
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"Welcome, my dearest daughter!"
"My own dear father! I am so delighted to see you!"

exclaimed Emma.
"Now show me your friends," said Mr. Cavendish,

hastily releasing her, and preparing to assist her compan-
ioiis to get out of the car.

And as they appeared, Miss Cavendish named them in
succession:

"Mrs. Grey; Miss Lytton; Miss Electra."
Mr. Cavendish shook hands with each young lady in

turn, cordially welcoming her to the city.
"And now the carriage waits, ladies. Permit me the

pleasure of taking you to it," he said, with, stately courtesy,
as he offered his arm to the beautiful widow.

"Thanks, sir; but I fear that I shall have to let you go
on without me. I have here in charge several young lady
pupils whose friends have not yet appeared to claim them.
So I am forced to remain with them until they shall be
taken off my hands by their proper guardians," answered
Mrs. Grey with a sigh, and a smile of suffering patience
that was very touching.

'Governor Cavendish raised his brows in surprise. He
now appeared to observe the speaker attentively, for the
first time. And his look plainly expressed what he was
too polite to utter 'in a~ many words:

"Why, you are but a child yourself to have the charge
of children ! And a very beautiful child you are also'! Too
beautiful to be left unguarded in a railway station at
night."

So spoke his eyes, 'fixed upon her lovely face in intense
admiration. But his lips said very gravely;

"Then you must permit me also to remain and share
your charge, my dear Madam. This is scarcely a proper
place or hour for ladies to remain unguarded."
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"Oh, thanks. But indeed I would not trouble you so
much for the world," answered the youthful widow.

"Nay, but would you deprive me of a great pleasure?
I will put my daughter and her young friends into the car-
riage and send them home. And I will remain here with
you and your charges, until you are relieved from them."

"But, my dear sir-" expostulated the pretty widow.
"Oh, dear Mrs. Grey, pray let papa do as he pleases

without opposition. Our old coachman can take me and
my friends home with perfect safety," smiled Emma
Cavendish.

"I yield to your better judgment, sir," said Mrs. Grey
very sweetly, as she bowed gracefully to the Governor.

The old-fashioned gentleman bowed with suave stateli-
ness in return, and then offered his arm and led 'her, fol-
lowed by the whole party, to the waiting-room.

Then he left Mrs. Grey and her young charges, while
he took Emma and' her companions to the carriage.

"Take these young ladies home very carefully, and then
return here for me," he said to the coachman, after having
seen the girls seated.

The coachman touched his hat and drove off.
Mr. Cavendish returned to the waiting-room where he

had left Mrs. Grey and her pupils.
Here he found an arrival-an old lady who was the

aunt of one girl, and a young gentleman who was the
brother of another.

Mrs. Grey was. just transferring her charges to their
rightful guardians, when there came in a handsome middle-
aged gentleman in search of his two daughters.

And thus, in a very few minutes, Mrs. Grey was re-
lieved of her last pupils.

When they had kissed her and left her, she sank down
on the cushioned bench with a sigh of fatigue and relief.

fit
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i~P. Cavendish sat down by her, full of genuine com-
passion and sympathy.

"You are really a very youthful and very delicate wo-
man to have so heavy a responsibility as the charge of
these young girls put upon you," he said, in a tone full of
respectful tenderness.

"The burdens of life fell upon me at a very early ate,"
sighed the beautiful creature. "But then I try to bear
them bravely," she smiled.
* And Charles Cavendish did not know whether her sigh
or her smile were the most bewitching.

"I feel very sure you do bear your burdens bravely and
cheerfully," he said, looking kindly on her sweet face.

She half arose from her seat.
"Shall we go now?" she inquired.
"Not yet," he answered gently. "There are no hacks

loft on the stand, and we must wait for the carriage that I
have ordered to return for us."

"Oh, thanks. How kind you are to me!" she said
sweetly, as she sank back on her seat.

"Not at all! I have to thank you, dear lady, for all
your kindness to my child while she was at school. And
especially for this last kindness in coming home with her,"
he answered, keeping his eyes, still full of admiration and
compassion, fixed upon her face.

"Ah! but it is so delightful to come! The benefit is
all on my side. Ihad no home to go to, you know. I am
alone in the world!" she murmured, in a tone so pathetic
and appealing that the tears came into the Governor's
eyes.

"That is very, very sad at your tender age. But my
daughter loves you very much. You can never be quite
alone in the world while you have her affection; nor home-
less while she has a home," he said; and he would have
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spoken for himself as well as for his daughter, l~~ad not deli-
cacy forbidden him to do s&then.

"Ah, yes!" sighed Mrs. Grey. "She is. a sweet, dear
girl, and would do anything for her poor friend. And I
am indeed very deeply grateful to her, and to you. And I
ought to be very happy in such friends. And indeed I will
try to be," she added. And with a smile like a sunburst,
and a look full of childlike grace and frankness, she~ sud-
denly turned and placed her little hand in his.

And he caught and pressed it to his lips, before he well
knew what he was about.

"And we will try to make you forget all your sorrows,
sweet lady," he said respectfully, as he recollected himself
and released her hand.

It was very well that just at that moment a porter
came in with a message from the coachman, to the effect
that Governor Cavendish's carriage was waiting.

Mr. Cavendish got up with courtly grace and offered
her his arm, and took her to the carriage, where they were
soon seated side by side, engaged in a t~te-~-t~te that was
equally agreeable to the designing young beauty and the
fascinated. statesman.

The coachman droye slowly, for the distance between
the railway station and the Executive mansion compre-
hended4he whole length of the city; and the horses in
first coming, then going, and again returning to the station,
had already passed over this ground three times, and were
tired.

Thus the drive was long and the t~te-~-t~te protracted.
And before tke carriage turned into the handsome

grounds surrounding the Governor's residence, the beauti-
ful young widow felt that she had made a deep' impression
upon the heart of his Excellency.

When the carriage stopped before the* door, Mr. Caven.

[1
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dish got out and with great courtesy assisted his guest to
alight, and took her into the house.

Emma, who had already changed her travelling suit for
an evening dress, received her friend in the hall, and at
9nce conducted her to a spacious and handsomely furnished
chamber, warmed by a register and lighted by gas.

"Now, my darling," said Mrs. Grey, throwing herself
into a gold-colored brocade lounging chai ,"do not let me
detain you from your other guests; for I noticed as I passed
up that the drawing-room was nearly full."

"Oh no, dear Mrs. Grey," laughed Emma; "not half,
nor quarter full. It was only papa's usual evening circle.
Here is your trunk. It came before you did, you see."

"Yes, darling, yes. Thanks. Now go down. I shall
be able to find my way to the drawing-room alone,"

"When ~r2 ~ come down, papa will meet you at the foot
of the stairs and take you in," said Emma, as, smiling and
bowing, she left the room.

As soon as she found herself alone, Mary Grey opened
her trunk, and began to make her evening toilet. She se-
lected a rich black corded silk dress, trimmed with black
crape and black bugles, and collar and cuffs and widow's
cap of the sheerest white tulle. And very beautiful she
looked as she surveyed herself in the glass.

"I've hooked the old fish," she said to herself; for when
she was quite alone, she always fell into the slang in which
she was born and brought up. "Yes, I've caught the old
cod, as I knew I should in the first five minutes of our ac-
.quaintance. And I mustn't let him go. I must land him.
Andso I must not go it too strong with him about the dear
departed. It was all well enough to tell the stuffy old
professors who each wanted to marry me right out of hand,
that my heart was 'buried in the grave of my sainted' et
cetera; but now here is the Governor of the State whom 1
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want to marry, which is quite a horse ~f another color..
So I mustn't go it too strong upon the dear departed.
Your young widow's old lovers don't approve of such fIne
sentiments. I must tell him another tale-how I was let~t
a penniless orphan at an early age; how I was cruelty
treated by an uncle and aunt, who grudged the expense of
my board and education; how I was forced to marry a
man whom I never really loved and who died a few weeks
afterward, leaving me a penniless widow, and so forth, and
so forth. I must show him my testimonials as a mere mat-
ter of business too, asking him if, after a sufficient acquaint-
ance with me, he could venture to add his own distin-
guished recommendation, which I should value more than
all my other papers taken together. Then seeing my testi-
monials, he would be convinced that all my other merits
are as superior as my beauty. Aha! it was a happy day
when I won your affections, Miss Cavendish."

And so saying, the young adventuress put the finishing
touches to her toilet, and went down stairs.

Some one must have been on the watch for her ap-
proach; for when she was near the foot of the stairs, Gov-
ernor Cavendish came out and met her, and with much
kindness and courtesy conducted her into the drawing-
room, and seated her on the sofa beside his daughter.

There were about thirty ladies and gentlemen present.
Some were seated on sofas conversing, some were standing
around tables examining illustrated volumes, and some
were promenading through the rooms.

Mrs. Grey was much interested in observing the living
panorama that passed before her eyes.

"This is very informal," said Emma, "but after Christ-
rnas my father will hold his first reception, and then regu-
lar weekly receptions, when you will meet the most inter-
esting people in the city, and whichI think you will like."

16
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"I like titis. I think this interesting," answered Mrs.
Grey sweetly.

At that moment Governor Cavendish approached,
bringing with him a tall, distinguished looking gentleman,
whom he presented to his guest as the Right Rev. Bishop
Wentworth.

Horror! he was a man whom Mrs. Grey had frequently
quoted as one of her most valuable references, and she had
never seen his face before! She was half i~elieved to re-
member that she had never quoted him to Governor Cay-
endish. And she could only hope that they would never
discover her forgeries and falsehoods.

All these thoughts passed quickly through her mind as
she arose and gracefully received the dignitary of the
church.

Governor Cavendish treated his beautiful guest with
great distinction, bringing to her acquaintance the most
agreeable people in the rooms.

At the early hour of eleven, as this was a very informal
reception, the guests retired.

The Governor and his small circle remained a few miii-
utes longer in the drawing-room, during which time he
said, addressing equally his daughter and her young com-
panion:

"It was rather unfortunate, my dears, that so many
people should have dropped in the very first evening of
your arrival. I fear that your fatigue is very much in-
creased by helping tc~ entertain them."

But the young people disclaimed all sense of weariness,
and declared that a very exhilarating ,winter day's journey
had been succeeded by a very delightful winter evening's
comp~ay.

And so saying, they wished their kind host good-night,
and attended by their young hostess, retired to their rooms.

CHAPTER XLI.

UNDER THE 8YBE~T'S SPELL.

"lu beauty baleful still-a Serpent Queen."

~flHE next few days were clear, cold, and brilliant, with
-I-splendid sunshine and sparkling ~snow. The sleighing

was perfect, and Governor Cavendish had in his carriage
house two handsome sleighs, one a capacious vehicle capa-
ble of carrying a party of half a dozen persons, and the
other a snug little t~te-~-t~te jumper that would accommo-
date but two, the driver and his companion. These sleighs
were both well'provided with rugs and. afghans.

Every morning the youthful party at the Government
House went sleighing-first thro ugh the city, where they
would stop at some art-gallery, museum, library or lyceum,
and spend an hour or two in sight-seeing, and then re-enter
their sleigh and resume their joyous fight over the snow,
far into the country9

It often happened that Mrs. Grey shivered and com-
plained of cold, and deplored her own sensitiveness to the
frost, and declined to accompany the youthful party on
their sleighing frolics. And always on these occasions
Governor Cavehdish also remained indoors, cheerfully de-
claring that his daughter and her young companions would
be quite safe under the care of old Jerome, his veteran
coachman.

The young people would always return in time for the
late dinner, when there was almost always one or more
guests to be entertained.

(~59)
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Although the Governor's daughter was still only a
scnool-girl of sixteen, spending her holidays at her father's
house, many ladies and gentlemen called on her and her
companions, and left cards for them, and invited them to
dinner and evening parties.

And to these entertainments Mrs. Grey always accom-
panied them as their chaperone.

They were all very beautiful young creatures, though
so different in their styles of beauty. But Emma Caven-
dish was certainly the most beautiful of the quartette. At
sixteen years of age her form was perfectly developed, tall,
well-rounded and well-proportioned. She had a Grecian
cast of features, a fair, clear, pearly complexion, with a
brilliant bloom on cheeks and lips, large, soft, bright violett
eyes, and splendid golden hair. In dress she preferred the
pure white, or the most delicate shades of blue, pink, green,
or mauve.

Next her in point of beauty was her opposite, Mrs.
Grey, with her perfect figure of medium height and size,
and her exquisite face, with its small features, its pure, pale
complexion, and deeply fringed jet-black* eyes, and closely
rippled jet-black hair. In dress she affected rich black
lustres, and fine black lace, with soft white tulle cuffs and
collars, and bewitching little widows' caps.

The third in beauty was Electra. She was slight and
~'ather thin in figure, yet with a peculiar elegance of car-
riage. Her complexion was dark, very dark, but with a
deep, vivid crimson flush upon her chee!~s and lips; her
hair was bluish black; her eyes were intensely dusk, but so
full of fire that it was next to impossible to tell their color;
her teeth were very white and beautiful; and when she
~smiled or spoke, the simultaneous flash and gleam of eyes
and teeth had something startling in the effect. Electra.
wore the very richest dresses-dresses much too rich for a
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girl of her age-and she loved the highest and most bril-"
liant colors, and the costliest materials, such as ruby vel-
vets, maize moire-antiques, and purple satins. And these
became her unique style of beauty rarely.

Last comes Laura Lytton, who had less pretensions t~
beauty than the other three. In form she was rather short
and stout, with a very handsome bust and shoulders, and a
firmly set head covered with a profusion of dark brown
hair, which she wore in heavy braids. Her eyes were
large, soft dark brown; her features were ~regular, and her
complexion clear, with a good healthy bloom. Laura being
in second mourning for her father, wore either gray, or
black and white.

This party of four were always very much admired, at
every entertainment where they appeared. And every~
where the attentions of the Governor to the' beautiful
widow were ol~served and commented upon.

Besides their pleasant evenings out, they had pleasant
evenings at home, delightful evenings when there happened
to be no other company present to disturb the perfect har-
mony of the home circle.

Mrs. Grey exerted all her talent to entertain and amuse
her host.

She read with a power and pathos that proved her
capable of success in the highest walks of dramatic art.
And this was the gift of nature, rather than of education.

She was not an accomplished mnsiciaii, but she played
and sung the old-fashioned songs of Charles Cavendish's
childhood, which he declared he loved more than the finest
operatic music he had ever heard.

And whether she read from the poets, or whether she
played and sang, he listened to her, spell-bound and de!
lighted.

At length even the frank and guileless young lady of

I
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the hpuse began to suspect what the lawyer's practical
daughter had long ,known that her father was in love
with the beautiful widow.

One morning, before they went down to breakfast, the
three young girls were lingering in Laura's room, and
talking confidentially of Mrs. Grey and the Governor.

"You know I always felt a great deal of sympathy for
her sorrows, Laura, and I always did what I could to alle-
viate them. And I admired her too, in a measure. But
indeed I do feel surprised to see how much my father
thinks of her! Truly she is beautiful and fascinating; but
then there are other beautiful and fascinating women whom
my father has met season after season in this city, and who
have made no sort of impression upon his heart. Why
should this one have done what the others did not?"

"Perhaps because the others didn't want to, and this
one did," flashed Electra.

"Ah, but I know better, darling. There was more than
one young widow, and more than one young lady, who
aspired to 'rule the Government House," smiled Emma.

"Yes; but you see they were not domiciled in the
house with your father. He did not see either of them
every day at the breakfast-table, and ever-y evening at his
fireside. Besides, they were not 'alone in the world>,' as
this pretty young widow pathetically declares herself to be.
This, all this makes a great difference in the widow's favor,
my dear. Emma. A wiser woman than either you or I will
ever be, has written that 'propinquity makes more matches
than any other means.' And a wiser man th ~in even your
honored father, has written that 'pity is akin to love.'
This widow is not only beautiful and fascinating, but she
is with her admirer in his home, at his breakfast-table, at his
evening fireside. She appeals to his compassion; studies his
character, flatters his tastes; entertains, amuses; and, above
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all, interests him. C Beauty in distress!' Bali! It need not
take a lawyer or a lawyer's daughter to see the result. You
know I warned you, Emma, not to invite the pretty widow
to your house unless you were longing for a step-mother."

"I know you did," said Miss Cavendish, with a sigh.
"And I wish I had followed your advice. But it is too
late now. And besides, I feel that there is a certain impro-
priety in our discussing this subject. Let us say no more
about it, dear girls. My honored father is wise enough to
judge for himself."

"No old man in love with a young woman is wise!"
flashed Electra, so vividly that Emma started.

"Hush!" said Laura, nudging the speaker
"Come, dears, let us go down to breakfast," said Emma,

leading the way.
In the hall they were joined by the subject of their late

discussion, looking lovely in her simple morning toilet.
d then they' all went down together to the breakfast-

room, where the master of the house was awaiting them.
"What is the programme for to-day, my dears," he

inquired, after he had cordially greeted each one, and they
were all seated around the table.

"The snow is melting too fast for the sleigh; so we
thought we would stay in-doors and keep you company
until twelve o'clock, and then order the carriage and return
some of the calls that have been made us," answered Emma.

"Quite right, my love," said her father.
"Will you go with us, Mrs. Grey ?" inquired Emma.
"No, dear; you must pardon me. lam so susceptible

of atmospheric changes. I dare not go out in damp
weather."

Emma was silent, but her father said quite seriously:
"Your charming friend is a very delicate exotic, my

dear Emma, and not a hardy damask-rose like you."
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"Will you go with us, Govern~'?" quickly inquired
Electra.

" No, dear; I rather think not. An old gentleman like
myself would scarcely add to the liveliness of your youth-
ful party. And it is not necessary. Emma can take my
card case with her," said Mr. Cavendish.

Electra and Laura Lytton exchanged glances. Emma
looked very gravely down into her plate.

"I hope you are not disappointed, Em?" said the
Governor.

"No, dear father. I wish you to consult your own
comfort first of all," gravely answered the girl.

And her father in some manner perceived more mean-
ing in her reply than the words seemed to express, for he
sighed, and said:

"I always consider your happiness, my dear child."
And then, similarly, Emma perceived more in her

father's remark than his words seemed to c9nvey.

CHAPTER XLII.

A GREAT SURPRISE FOR LAURA LYTTo ~.

A FTER breakfast the youthful party separated for a
short hour, each going about her own business.

Laura Lytton went to her room to make up a package
of Christmas presents to send to her little country cousins,
Octavia and Ulrica. She meant to send them by express
to Wendover, to the care of Craven Kyte, whom she felt
sure would willingly take the trouble to convey them to
Lytton Lodge.

Laura had scarcely completed her task when Emma

A GREAT SURPRISE. 265'

Cavendish opened the door and came into the room, bring-
ing a letter, which she gayly tossed into Laura's lap as
she, smiling, explained:

"Just brought by a messenger-a private messenger-
from the Planter's Hotel, my dear. Is it a love-letter?"
she archly inquired.

In some surprise Laura opened the envelope.
"Is it a love letter?" repeated Emma.
"Oh, yes, it is a love-letter-a love-letter from a true

lover-my dear only brother!" exclaimed Laura gladly,
as she unfolded the paper. But the instant after her face
became very grave.

The letter was as follows:

"PLANTER'S HOTEL, Wednesday.
"My BELOVED SISTER: I have just arrived here from

Lytton Lodge, ~whither I went immediately from Char.
lottesville, and where I expected to meet you and to spend
the Christmas holidays in your company. Imagine my
disappointment when I was told that you was not there,
and not even expected to come. Imagine, if you can, my
astonishment and mortification when I learned where you
were spending your Christmas-under the very roof of the
man who outraged all justice and defied all public opinion
by pardoning the murderer of our honored father. Oh,
Laura! oh, my sister! if you have any veneration for the
memory of our murdered father, any affection for your only
brother, I implore you, by that reverence and that affec-
tion, to leave the Government House this day, and come
to me at this hotel, and let me take you home to Lytton
Lodge. It is for this purpose that I have come to the
city. I would go to the house also to fetch you out, only
I cannot endure to approach the home of him who pardoned
our father's mure~Jerer. But I will send a carriage for you
this afternoon, giving you only time to pack your effects;
and then I will await you here.

"Your affectionate, but deeply wounded brother,
"ALDEI~ Ln~To~."

ii
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Laura was in despair. This passionate letter had come

like a blight to all her comfort, and all her plans of pleasure.
She had never shared her brother's bitter resentment

against Governor Cavendish. And lately she had learned
to love his daughter, and to venerate him. She found in
them the most congenial companions. -She earnestly
wished to remain with them. Yet she could not bear the
thought of shocking and wounding her brother. What
should she do? She would temporize. It is not only the
weak that wish to temporize, the wise often do. She re-
solved~ that she would not leave her dear Emma so
suddenly, any way. And at the thought of her dearest
friend she looked around for her, but Miss Cavendish had
left the room on some errand of kindness-.

Laura opened her writing-desk and began a note to
her brother, in answer to his angry letter.

She wrote as follows:

"GOVERNMENT HOUSE, Wednesday Morning.
"MY DEAREST BROTHER : I am delighted to know

that you are in town; or rather I should be entirely so if
I were not too deeply pained by your letter. I am here
as the guest of Miss Cavendish, the dearest girl friend
that I have in this world. She loves me entirely, and is
exceedingly kind to me. I cannot distress her by the
abrupt departure you require me to make. Besides, dear
Alden, my intuitions assure me that you are utterly mis-
taken in your judgment of Governor Cavendish. He is a ,
good, honorable and conscientious man; and whatever he
has done has been done from the purest and highest mo-
tives. When you send the carriage for me I will go to
you; but only for a visit.. Then, in a few days, when I
can find some fair excuse, that will not pain Emma, for
sortening my visit, I will return with you to Lytton
Lodge. Your loving sister, LiAUR."

Miss Lytton folded and sealed her letter, and then
rang the bell.

A page answered the call. She gave the boy the let-
ter, with orders to take it immediately to the Planter's
Hotel.

And when the lad was gone, poor Laura sat down and
cried with vexation.

But in the mean time she had a good friend at work
for her.

Emma -Cavendish, on leaving Laura Lytton, had gone
immediately to her father's study, where she found him
not very particularly engaged over the morning papers.

-" Papa," she said, " what do you think ? Laura Lytton's
brother has just come to the city. He has been. at the
University, you know; but now he is here for the holi-
days, and to be near his sister, I suppose."

" Yes, dear, most likely."
"Papa, love, will you do something for me ?"
"Anything, my girl."
" 'You promise? "
" Certainly, my love."
" What! blindly ? Without knowing what I am going

to ask you to do for me?"
" Yes. I have as much faith in my dear daughter as all

that."
" Oh, you dearest dear papal I do hope the Lord

may remove me from this world if ever, in His omnis-
cience, He may see that I am to disappoint or pain you!"
said Emma fervently.

"You will never be likely to do that, my darling girl.
But what is it that you want me to do. for you?"

"I want you to go to the Planter's Hotel and call on
Laura's brother, and invite him to come here and make
this house his home during his stay in the city. I know.
Laura would be so delighted to have him. Will you do
this for me, papa, dear ?"
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"Certainly, my child. It is a very natural and proper
thing to do; and one which I certainly should have done
even without your kind and thoughtful suggestion."

"Thank you, dear papa, said Emma, kissing him.
"Is that all you wish me to do for you?"
"Yes, papa."
"A very small favor."
"A great one, papa. It will make Laura so happy to

have her brother here."
"And it will make Emma so happy to see Laura so,"

said the father, caressing the fair head of his daughter.
"So happy!"

~

CHAPTER XLIII.

GOYER~TOI~ CAYENDISH A {D ALDEI~ LYTTO~.

Away! address thy prayers to Heaven.
Learn if thou there caust be forgiven;

Its mercy may absolve thee yet!
But here, upon this earth 1$eneath

There's not a spot where thou and I
Together for an hour could breathe. BruoN.

G OVERNOR CAVENDISH, in compliance with thewishes of his.beloved daughter, ordered his carriage
and drove to the Planter's Hotel.

He inquired for Mr. Alden Lytton, and being answered
that the young gentleman was at the. house and in his
room, sent up his card.

In a very few moments the messenger returned, bring-
ing back th~ visitor's card and a most discourteous mes-
sage, to the effect that:

I

"Mr. Alden Lytton declines to receive Governor Cay-
endish."

"Oh, he does!" murmured the Governor, with an
indulgent smile. "I can well understand the reason."

Then he~ took the rejected card from the messenger,
drew a pencil from his pocket and wrote this line;

"I think that you will see me, and be pleased after
having done so."

And he gave back the card to the messenger,
saying:

"Take this to Mr. Lytton. I shall follow you."
Up several flights of stairs, and along several long pas-

sages, the usher led ~he way, the Governor' following, until
he opened a door at the end of the last passage.

Governor Cavendish followed him into the room.
Alden was seated at a small table, writing. He looked

up, and seeing his visitor, started with surprise, flushed to
his temples, and exclaimed

"I thought I ordered the waiter to-"
"Decline my visit, in your name. Yes, young sir, you

did. And the man faithfully obeyed your orders, yet I am
here," said Mr. Cavendish, composedly advancing to the
table.

Alden Lytton turned white with anger, and his line
dark eyes flashed. He could not speak.

"You may retire," said the Governor, with' a dignified
gesture, to the usher, who immediately withdrew and shut
the door behind him.

"Since you are here, as you say, will you do me the
honor to be seated, sir ?" said Alden Lytton, with freezing
hauteur, as lie placed a chair for his unwelcome visitor.

"Thanks, yes; for I have walked up four pairs of stairs
and through three long halls," answered the Governor,
with a smile, as he took the offered seat.
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"1 wait to be told, sir, what has procured me the unde-
sired honor of this visit," said Alden coldly.

"My dear young friend, leave formality and sarcasm,
if you can. I came here to make acquaintance with the
son of my old college mate and friend, Henry Lytton.
You know, I suppose, that your late father and myself
were friends?" inquired Governor Cavendish smilingly.

"Yes, 8ir. And I think it so much the more inexplic-
able-to use no stronger term-that you should have
pardoned his murderer."

"My good young friend, I never pardoned his mur-
derer."

"SIR!"
"I never pardoned your father's murderer, and never

would have done so," solemnly repeated the Governor.
"Oh, Governor Cavendish! Really, really your fine

intellect must be somewhat obscured, or you must imagine
mine to be so! I can refer you to the printed copy of the
pardon, and even to the original parchment, which is no
doubt preserved in the archives of the State House or the
prison," replied Alden, with bitter and scornful incredulity.

"You can show me my official signature to the pardon
of poor Victor Hartman, but not of your father's assassin.
Poor Hartman never committed the crime for which he
was condemned to die," said the Governor solemnly.

Alden Lytton laughed sardonically, as he replied:
"The. old plea, the old excuse, the old story! The

anonymous letters declaring his innocence, which even the
criminal himself laughed to scorn! Why, the m~n con-
fessed the crime!"

"He confessed it, because he thought he committed it!
Such false self-crimination has occurred before. Many
such cases are on record," said Governor Cavendish.

Alden Lytton made a gesture of utter incredulity and
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contempt. But the Governor had patience with him1 and
continued calmly:

"Of course you read the trial ?"

"Every word of it is indelibly impressed upon my
memory.

"Then you may remember that in his short address to
the court, before the passing of his sentence, the poor con~
damned man, while confessing that he did kill his benefac-
tor, pleaded that he did not intend to do it."

"I remember."
"Well, he not only did not intend to do it, but he did

not do it. He was as guiltless in deed as in intention."
"Ugh!" exclaimed Alden, in incredulous disgust.
"Mr. Lytton, I do not wonder at your scornful incre-

dulity.' I will not ask you to believe in Hartman'.s inno
cence until you shall have heard my story through. I will
not bind you to secrecy. But I think that when you have
heard what I shall confide to you, your own sense of honor
will bind you to keep the communication, or a part of it, to
yourself. Will you listen to me

"I am constrained to do so," answered Alden coldly.
"Then I will tell you what really did happen that fatal

night. When the wretched man, fainting from famine and
crazed with alcohol, attempted to strike his benefactor ~he
utterly missed his mark, and fell forward on his face, and
speedily became insensible~ Meanwhile Mr. Lytton, after
administering a kick to the prostrate and unconscious form
of his assailant, walked on his way, followed by one who
had really determined upon his death-one who -had, or

~thought he had, a deeper wrong to avenge than any real
or fancied injury suffered by poor Hartman."

Here Alden Lytton started, and bent eagerly and
breathlessly forward.

"Mr. Lytton walked on nearly a quarter of a nail6 from

*1
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the ~pot where he had left .Hartman. And his steps were
tracked by the assassin until they came' to a lonely and
murky part of the road, when, with one fatal blow from
behind, falling upon the back of his head, Henry Lytton
was struck down dead~ You know that the testimony of
the physicians at the inquest proved that his death had
ensued instantly from the single blow."

"Yes, yes. 0 Heaven!" groaned the young man, cOy
ering his face with his hands.

It grieves me so to reopen all your wounds, my dear
Alden; but justice to the innocent obliges me to do it."

"Pray go on, sir! This is a most unexpected revelation."
The murderer dropped his club, and went on his way

unsuspected.''
"W~ho was he? WZwct was his name?" fiercely de-

manded Alden.
"Patience, for one moment! The name was not that

of Victor Hartman; although within three hours after the
tragedy, when the dead body was discovered, Victor Hart-
man was arrested on the charge of the murder, and lodged
in jail."

"W/u was the real murderer? W'hat was his name?
Has he met with punishment?" energetically demanded the
son of Henry Lytton.

"To answer your last question first-if to suffer, day
and night, the keenest pangs of remorse be punishment, he
is most severely punished."

"And is that all? Is he-has he-0 Heaven! he has
not expiated his crime upon the gallows, and my father'&
blood still cries from the ground for vengeance! while his
murderer still lives-still, perhaps, goes at large unsus-
pected! His name, Governor Cavendish-his name?"

"I cannot give you his name. Believe me, I would do
~o if I could."

"Wiycanyou'not?"
"Listen patiently, and I will tell you.'~
"~Vell, well ?"

While the boy, Victor Hartmau, lay under sentence
of death for the murder of Mr. Henry Lytton, and was be..
lived by~ ~ery'one, eVeli by hiffis~l to he guilty, the real
murderer' walked at large,' unsuspected by man, but awful-
ly tortured by remorse. He felt~ that the execution of
Victor Haitman would bring upon his heavily ladeii soul
the burden' of another murder~ And yet the man was a
coWard, and dared not come fori~ard 'and~ confess the mur-
der, and save the innocent."

Here Alden Lyttozi 'raised his~ clenched fist arid ground
his teeth, but' did~ not in any other nuuiner interrupt the
speaker, who pzoc&ededtd say;:

"Goaded by remorse and fettered by~ fear, the man
took the middle / course of writing anonymous letters to
the Executive, 'declaring the innocence ofYictor Hartman.
I paid nO s~rt~of attention to these repeated letters, which
annoyed without impressing me. So time went on until
the 'day of the execution was near at hand. Then I signed'
the death warrant; and left 'the city formy country home."

"It was said, to avoidseeing 'and hearing too much>of
the impending execution," put in Alden.

"It was truly so said. I reached Blue Cliffs 'on 'the
night of Thursday before the execution, which was to take
place on Friday noon. 0~i the v~ry'night of my arrival at
home I' was surprised by ~the' arrival 'of a visitor, who sent
in a card without a' name, and bearing on its face 'only
these words:

"'The writer of the' anoi~mous letters.'
"I went to my study and sent for the visitor. Name-

lessly he was shown in by the servant, who immediately
closed the door and' retired.' I arose to receive him, and

17
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saw before me, as I supposed, a perfect stranger; but he
lifted his hat and turned to the light, and I recognized
him."

"You knew him!" burst forth Alden.
"Unfortunately I knew him, and knew but little good

of him. But he was then so pale, haggard and suffering,
that I pitied him. I made him sit down, and gave him a
glass of. wine.. He seemed terribly agitated and hurried.
He repeated that he was the writer of those anonymous
letters, and that 'Victor Hartman was guiltless of the mur-
der of Henry Lytton, and 'that he himself could prove it
to me.'

"I told him that he must prove it to me most posi-
tively, before I could interfere 'to arrest the course of
the law. Whereupon he groaned and wrung his hands
in agony. At length he said he wished to make a commu-
nication under the seal of secrecy, a communication that
would clear Victor Hartman from suspicion. I gave him
the promise of secrecy to some ex1~ent. And then, Alden,
he told me a tale of real or fancied injury, most hideous to
hear. And then confessed himself the assassin of Henry
Lytton, with so much particularity as to time, place and
circumstance, that he enforced* perfect- conviction of his
truth on my mind."

"And you failed to arrest him on the spot!" exclaimed
Alden indignantly.

"My first impulse was to do so. But I remembered
the promise by which I was bound, and to which the man
held me. There was absolutely nothing that I could do
with the guilty man but' leave him to the retribution of
Divine 'Providence. But I could save the guiltless one!
~3o I allowed my strange visitor to depart. And I myself
set out that same night to Wendover, and telegraph&!
from the station to the Sheriff in the city to 'suspend the

execution until further orders. And they I took the mid-
night train to the city, which I reached in the afternoon of
the next day. You know. the rest. I saved the innocent
convict, and lost my own popularity by that one act of
pardon. Now, my dear young friend, you perceive that I
never pardoned your father's assassin. And now you see
also, how the seal of secrecy closes my lips, so that I can-
not divulge the name of the real criminal. I too have suf~
fered from this secrecy. I have lost my reelectio~i. At
the end of my term I must go out of office for what public
opinion has denounced as a gross abuse of the pardoning
power.~~

"Victor's case seems the hardest' one of all. And you
cannot tell me the name of the real criminal i"'

"You must see that I cannot."
"I see; but at least you may tell me the provocation

that this miscreant imagined he had received."
"My young friend, I would rather not speak ~5At. It

would but give you deep pain," said the Governoi gravely.
"Yet let me hear it. Tell me plainly the nature of the

provocation this man received, or imagined that he had
received, at my father's hands," insisted Alden.

." A ruined daughter," solemnly answered the Governor.
Alden started, and clutched the edge of the table at

which they sat together. Every vestige of color fled
from his face; he gasped for breath.

"Alden! my good young friend 1" bear up. Do not
let this affect you so much. The man was probably a mo-
nomaniac, crazed perhaps by the loss of his child, and as
ready to charge that loss upon one man as upon another,"
said Governor Cavendish kindly.

"I know whom you mean now, Governor Cavendish!"
he said, in a choking voice. "I know whom you mean,
as well as if you had named the murderer!"

I
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"You knowl" exclaimed the Governor, in great sur-
prise.

"As well as if I. had received his confession!" groaned
the young man.

"For Heaven's sake! How .do you know?"
"From the nature of the supposed provocation! I ~say

of the supposed~ provocation, for I will, never believe that
my honored father could- have given a~ real one-.of that
sort! 'From the nature of the supposed provocation then,
taken in. connection with other: circumstances that have
eome to my knowledge) and that were inexplicable at the'
time, but are perfectly clear now."

"Then I. have utterly betrayed confidence-without' in.
tending to do so," said Mr. Cavendish gravely..

"Not so. It is I who have made the discovery' by
piecing~ evezits together.. But .do not disturb yourself; sir.
The secret of this m~,n~s name shall .be as safe with me as
iflyou: had: entrusted it. to m~ in. confidence, under- the
sacred seal 'of secrecy. And' besides, if I have been rightly
informed, the. wretched 1 man and. his family are far enough
beyond' the reach of the law."

"I believe..theyare. 'But, thank Heaven, I know noth-
ing ~whatever. of their whereabouts," said the Governor.

'~Mr. Cnvendish," then began Alden,. very gravely, "I
have to express to you the real sorrow I feel for having so
long misunderstood aiid misjudged you, and' to ask your
pardon for .my 'stupidity and presumption."

"There' is nothing for me. to pardon, my dear Alden.
I came. here. to' be reconciled to you. I am glad to have
effected my purpose. ~Give' me your hand, Alden," said
the Governor, holding out his own.

Alden Lytton cordially pressed the .offered hand, as he
said:.

"But, Governor Cavendish, you have been equally mis-

I',
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understood and misjudged by public opinion. Pray for-.
give me for suggesting that if you had given the same
modified explanation publicly, that you have deigned to
give me privately, you would have received more justice,
and consequently more honor."

"You thi~~k so? Ah, my young friend! sitting here
with you face to faceeye to eye, I may tell you a true story,
which, however strange, you, looking into my face, meet~
ing my eyes, will believe. But to print and publish such
a story would be -to expose myself to -worse misunder-
standing and worse misjudgment even than I have yet
suffered-to unbelief, to contempt, and to 'the charge of
falsehood and of treason; The lightest thing they would
have said of me must have been, that I failed in 'my duty
in not causing the immediate arrest of the ~confessed
assassin; not remembering that a man's promise should be
hel4 sacred, eyen when surprised from him by a criminal.
No, my young 'friend. By 'my own act I placed 'myself in
a false position, and have to bear the consequenceS. But
now, my dear Alden, let us forget all that we cannot rem.
edy. Let us turn 'to pleasanter topics. I said that I had
come here to be reconciled to you. But that was only a
necessary preliminary to my second object. I come here
also to ask you to return with me, and make my house
your home during your stay in the city. Your sister, you
know, i~ my guest, and my daughter's dearest ~iAend.
Come, what do you say? Will you trove that you -are
truly reconciled to me, and will you make us all happy by
joining our Christmas -party'?"

"With the greatest pleasure, and with many thank~,
Mr. Cavendish," frankly replied the youuig man.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

ALDE'.

Handsome as Hercules ere his first labor,
And with a brow of thought beyond his years,

In answern yo<'urs. BYRON.

MEANWHILE Laura Lytton shut herself up in her
room, and fretted over her disappointment and

distress.
Her brother's letter had come suddenly upon her in

the midst ,of her enjoyment, blighting her pleasures as a
spring frost kills early blossoms-. .

-He demanded that she should leave the roof of Gover-
nor Cavendish, part from her dear friend Emma, forego all
the anticipated delights of the Christmas holidays at the
Government House, and go down in the depth of winter to
a dull farm among the mountains, to spend weeks of weary
monotony.

.Nor was that the worst. -That was a great disappoint-
ment; but--she would have to tell E ma. How could
she account to Einma for the rudeness' of her departure
without telling her the exact truth about Alden's hatred of
Governor Cavendish? And how could she ever bring
herself to tell that ?

That was distress-.
While she was thus fretting her soul, the little ormulu

clock on the mantel shelf struck two, and warned her that
(278)

,1'

she would very soon be summoned to luncheon. And her

eyes, still red with weeping, she feared would betray her
feelings. So she got up and bathed'them, and continued
to bathge them until she heard a rap at her chamber
door.

Then she hastily wiped them, and went and opened the
door

Emma was standing there, looking very lovely in her

pretty home dress of pale blue challie, with embroidered
cambric chemisette and under-sleeves, and with her golden
hair looking still brighter in its golden net. Her face was
all smiles as she accosted her friend with:

." Come, darling ! We are waiting luncheon for you.
Didn't you hear the bell? And papa has brought a visitor
home with him:' a gentleman he met this morning at 'the
Planter's Hotel. A rival for himself, r am afraid, and a
new victim for the pretty widow, who has already 'eyed'
the unhappy youth !"

-While Emma rattled on in the gayety of her heart,
Laura found time to recover her composure. She then

joined her friend, and they went down stairs together.
.Luncheon was usually served in the cozy crimson parlor

in the left wing of the mansion. A hall servant in attend-
ance opened the door, and the two girls passed in.

The first things that Laura noticed were, of course, the
elegant little luncheon-table, and the glowing sea-coal fire.
And the next the beautiful face of the young widow, who
was seated in the embrasure of the bay-window, talking to
a gentleman, who was beninag over her in an attitude of
the deepest devotion.

As the young girls crossed the room toward the fire,
this gentleman raised his head and turned around, reveal-

ing to the astonished eyes of Laura the face of her dear
brother Alden.

III /
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At the same instant a soft peal 'of silvery~ laughter
broke from the beautiful lips of Emma Cavendish, as she
said:

"I thought I should surprise you with this unexpected
Christmas gift from dear papa!"

"Yes, my dear Laura," added the Governor, rising from
his easy-chair by the fire," I have brought your brother a~
the most acceptable Christmas gift I could think of offering
you. He has consented to make us all happy by spending
~he holidays with us."

While the Governor yet spoke, Alden drew his sister
to his heart and greeted her with a brotherly kiss.

Laura looked from one to the other, too much aston-
i~hed and delighted to be able to answer one word.

"Come, let us take seats," said Emma smilingly, ad..
dancing to her place at the head of the table.

"Dear Alden, I am glad to see you !--You must explain
all this to me by and by.-And, oh, Mr. Cavendish, I do
thank you so much! You have made me so happy!" said
Laura, as soon as she found her voice.

And then the general party gathered around the lunch-
eon-table to partake of the delicacies with which it was
bountifully supplied.

After luncheon was over, kind and thoughtful Emma
~Caveudish, knowing that the brother and sister would like
a t~te-A-t~te after so many months' separation, so managed
matters that they were left alone together in the back
drawing-rooni.

Then Laura, who could scarcely conceal her curiosity
and impatience, plumply inquired of her brother:

"What had wrought such a wonderful change ~ his
sentiments toward Governor Cavendish, as not only to alter
his views about 4e~ visit to the Government House, but also
to induce himself to become her fellow-visitor."

Alden. did not wish to tamper with the trust the Gov.
ernor had plitced in him by confiding to Laura any part
of the strange story told him by Mr. Cavendish, so he
merely replied:

"My dear sister, the Governor condescended to give me
an explanation which, comprised such good and sufUcient
reasonS for the course he took, as not only fully exonerated
him from all blame, but raised him so high in my esteem
as almost to hring me to his feet for forgiveness ofmy rash
and presumptuous misjudgment of him. That is all j can
tell you, my dear Laura."

"And all I wish to hear. And so you had 'to :have a
lengthened explanation before you could believe what I
knew from simple intuition-that Governor Cavendish is a
wise and good man, and all that he does must be right,"
said Laura mischievously..

"Too true,,! But then, you see, it is certain that
you girls know truths by instinct that we young men have
to learn from experience. 'Laura !"

"Well Alden?"
"What an angel Miss Cavendish is!"
"Oh, you have found that out by instinct certainly, for

you haven't known Em ma long enough to learn it from
experience," said Laura slyly.

"Surely one would need to see her bu1~ once to perceive
her angelic nature!" said Alden enthusiastically.

"You are quite right. Emma is an angel, if ever one
lived on earth in woman's form. But-what do you think
of Electra?"

"A galvanic battery of a girl! She gives me a distinct
shock every time sh~e ~la~hes her black eyes and white
teeth at me."

"That is the effect of her swift glances and ~miles.
You'll get used to them."

"II



282 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND.
ALDEN 283

"Get used to them! Get used to being struck by
lightning? For that's just it. I feel as if I were struck
by lightning every time she looks at me!"

"Ah, well, and the third beauty, Mary Grey? How
do you like her?" archly inquired Laura.

"Oh, a lovely lady! The most interesting woman I
ever saw in my life. And to think of her being a widow!
Why, she does not look older than you, Laura!" said
Alden, with a very serious change of manner.

"She is not many months older, I believe," said Laura
gravely.

"And only to think of her being a widow at her tender
age! Why, she is like a child! But she told me she was
almost compelled to marry when she was but fifteen years
of age. And that her husband was a clergyman, who a short
time after their marriage was called to a parish in Mobile,
where he fell a victim to his devotion to the sick, during
the prevalence of the yellow-fever."

"So soon!' She told you all this so soon ?" meaningly
inquired Laura.

"She is such a child, you know, dear-such a mere
child! She has all the confiding frankness and simplicity
of a child, which is, I think, one of her greatest charms,"
said Alden earnestly.

"Humph! Did she tell you her heart was 'buried in
the grave of her husband?"' sarcastically inquired his
sister.

"No! why, no! of course not! Why did you ask?"
questioned Alden, in surprise.

"Only for information. It used to be buried there
but I suppose she has disinterred it, none the worse for its
long planting, to bestow it on the widowed Governor."

"Why-what do you mean, my dear?" anxiously in-
quired Alden.

"I mean, that I think it very likely the pretty little
widow means to become Mrs. Governor Cavendish and
mistress of the Government House. There!"

"What! that lovely young creature marry a man old
enough to be her father, or even her grandfather? You
deeply shock me, Laura," anxiously exclaimed Alden.

Laura looked keenly at her brother. His face flushed
and paled, and flushed again.

"Why, what under the light of the sun can it be to
you, dear Alden, whom the little widow marries?" she in-
quired.

"Oh, nothing," he answered, with effected carelessness;
"only one hates to see youth and age united so."

But Laura was not deceived. She saw that the beau.
tiful and most dangerous coquette had already, even in
that first interview, brought the whole battery of her fas-
cinations to bear upon the, susceptible heart of the hftnd-
some inexperienced youth, and had even in this brief space
succeeded in making a deep impression, if not a lasting
one.

Laura looked earnestly at her brother, and. thought how
very attractive he also had grown in the time since she had
seen. him last..

He was tall, well-proportioned, and stately in person,
with a finely set head, covered with curling black hair;
regular features, large, luminous, dark-grey eyes, a Grecian
nose, and a beautifully moulded mout adorned with a
slight dark mustache. In manner he was very gentle and
graceful, and was besides gifted with a melodious voice.

"If that woman does fall in love with him, she will
marry him in spite of fate!" thought this partial sister, as
she gazed upon her brother.

"Now, Laura, my dear," he said, rising, "I must go to
my room and write a letter to the good people at Lytton

*1
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Lo4ge, to tell them not to expect us down this Christmas,
and to ask them to forward my trunk."

And he left the drawing-room for the purpose.

CHAPTER XLV.

THE COQUETTE II{ A DILEMMA.

-A living, guilty thing,
Whose every passion Was a sting,
That urged to guilL BnIoN.

A LDEN LYTTON, a pure-minded, warm-hearted,
£11- high-spirited youth of twenty years, was just at the
age to be charmed, dazzled and bewildered by the circle of
beauty aroimd him.

Had he been left in freedom of' choice, he would natur-
ally and properly have fallen in love with the fair young
daughter of his distinguished host, for Emma Cavendish
was the most lovely, not only in person, but in mind and
manners, of all the young beauties at the' Government
House. But she was also adorned with graceful maidenly
reserve, that held her youthful admirers all at a reverential
distance. And Alden Lytton at this time, 'much as he ad-
mired Emma Cavendish, would as soon have thoi~ght of
aspiring to the affections of a princess royal as to the
regards of the 'Governor's beautiful daughter.

And on the other hand, Mary Grey allured him, with
all the witching wiles of which she was the perfect
mistress.

And he yielded to the spell.
For the first time in her short life, the selfish, sensual

and designing woman really loved !-loved with one of
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those sudden, unreasonable, irresistible passions thatisome-
times kindle at the first meeting of the eyes. And she felt
that she must have his love, or lose her own life!

And yet, even supposing that he should love her as she
desired and determined that he should, how could the poor
young student gratify those ambitious aspirations for for-
tune and position that had been the' dream of her life?

No one but' Governor Cavendish was able to' do that~'
for her.

Ah! why had not Governor Cavendish the youth and
beauty of the poor student; or wh~ had not Alden tytton
the wealth and positiOn of the great statesman.

One night when the Governor's family circle and guests
were assembled in the drawing-room, she allowed the grey~'
haired magnate to sit by her side and whisper graceful
compliments into~ her ear, but-to use Emma's quaint
expression-she," eyed" young Alden Lytton across the.
room until, between the witchery of her bewildering glances'
and the jealousy excited by the Governor's marked 'atten-
tions, the young victim nearly lost his senses.

That night Alden Lytton went to his room disturbed
by the first passion of his young life, and haunted by~ the
vision of' dark, melting eyes, and the echo of sweet, pene-
trating' tones.

I~'hat night Mary Grey went to her room to pace the
floor in more raging 'excitement than famished and ftiriou~
tigress ever paced her den. She was torn between the
madness of he~ life-long ambition, and the madness of her
sudden and violent passion.

"'I could have either," she said, proudly erecting her
head-" I could have either the love of the beautiful and
beloved youth or the wealth of the distinguished statesman.
But I cannot have both!" she exclaimed, smiting her breast
-" I cannot have both! Why cannot I have both-the

'I
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love of the boy and the wealth of the man? Why cannot
I have all I want in this world, if I am willing to take the
consequences?"

She paused in her raging walk and stood still, while her
Ibce grew at once livid and fiery, like a burning coal cover-
ed with white ashes, and her eyes shouldered and flashed.

"I will have both," she said-" I will have both the
love of the boy and the Wealth of the man. Yes, though
I pay down the price of my soul for them!"

And so saying she went to bed, not to sleep, but to
plot-and plot-and plot.

The next day was Christmas-day. Nowhere in the
world was the great Christian festival of the year kept with
more enthusiasm than in this city, and nowhere in the city
was it kept with more ~clat than at the Government House.

The family attended divine service in the morning, and
in the evening the Governor entertained a select circle of
friends at dinner.

The Governor's fair young daughter, chaperoned by
Mrs. Grey, did the honors of her father's house and table
with such exquisite grace and dignity as to call forth the
most respectful admiration.

Christmas week was even unusually gay and lively.
Every evening there was a dinner or dancing party

somewhere in the upper circle of society. And to every
one of these parties the young people of the Government
House went.

The Governor said, as their time was so short, he should
impose no prudential restraints on their pleasures, such as
he should feel constrained to do if they were to spend the
whole winter in town. But his owh health was failing,
so that he could not always attend his young people to
their parties.

On some of these occasions, Mrs. Grey, who usually ac-
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companies the young girls as their chaperon, would say,
with her pretty air of childlike frankness:

"Do, Mr. Cavendish, let me stay home, and be 'daughter'
to-night, and read to you."

Whereupon he would lay his hand caressingly on her
graceful head and answer kindly:

"No, dear child; I cannot be so selfish as that."
"Ah, but you will be so lonesome here, all by yourself:

Do, please, let me stay."
"No, dear; I would not keep my own daughter away

from the natural and proper enjoyments of her youth, and
do you suppose that I could be more unkind tQ you than
to her Y No, darling," he would answer, passing his hand
fondly over her shining dark hair.

"Ah, but it would give me so much pleasure to stay.
Do let me! Do, please!"

"What! have you really no desire to go into these gay
scenes?"

"No; none whatever. They are so bright and dazzling,
so bewildering and confusing to me! And I would much
rather sit here on this cushion at your feet, and lay your
favorite volume upon your knees, and so read to you all the
evening. That would be so nice!"

"Yes; so nice!" he echoed, with a sigh.
"Do let me! do, please!" ~he pleaded, with her dark

eyes raised and fixed upon his.
"You sweet child! you sweetest child, don't you seo

that you must go with the young girls? You are nothing
but a child yourself, and a very silly little pet, I sometimes
think-not half such a woman as my self-reliant daughter
Emma-but still you happen to be a widow, and so you
have to go and chaperon these girls. They could not go
without you. It is absurd, but it is conventional."

"And must I go?"
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~' Yes, darling; and as the girls are all in their rooms
getting ready, you had better go and prepare to attend
them."

"And must I go?" she repeated.
"Yes, dear child, you must go and matronize the young

ladies, who are ten times better able to take pare of them-
selves than you are of yourself. It is absurdity, but it is
-etiquette."

"Well," she sighed, "I will obey you. There is some
comfort in obeying, even though you send me away from
you," she added softly, as she arose and left the parlor.

These little scenes, with some modifications of course,
took place every evening; and always with the same'
result.

Every evening, when the girls retired to dress for the
ball or party to which they happened to be going, Mary
Grey would ,linger' behind them, and as soon-as she found
herself alone with the Governor, she would sit down at
his feet and plead for permission to stay home with him
and be daughter for that one time.

And every evening the Governor would play with her
pretty black ringlets, and decline 'to accept her offered
sacrifice.

And she would get off in time to make an elaborate
and bewitching toilet.

Of course she knew how the scene would end.
And thus every evening ~he took care, by her blandish.

ments, to rivet the' 'chains of her elderly lover, before she
went off to the ball or party to practice her fascinations
upon her youthful admirer.

At these entertainments she played the part of youthful
matron and chaperon with charming piquancy.

Childlike, beautiful and' bewitching 'as she was, she kept
her seat like any faded wall-fiowei~ And grave men smiled
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to hear the young, pretty creature solemnly counsel her
young lady charges in something like this way:

"Now don't overheat yourself with dancing, my Emma.
No, Electra, I don't approve of round dances. You must
not engage in one of them. Laura, my dear, don't venture
on an ice now. Wait until you are cooler."

"How funny it is, and how charming, to see her taking
~care of girls no younger 'tham herself. And she so baby-
ish!" said one to another.

Now, why did the beautiful young siren prefer to keep
her seat and play "wall-flower?"

First, because she could not dance as well as some
others. Secondly, because she was in becoming widow's
weeds, and she thought it was pretty and graceful, piquant
and interesting, to sit~here in her childish loveliness and
play matron. And thirdly, and mostly, because handsome
Alden Lytton, sat by her side, looking love to her from his
eloquent dark eyes.

At length it was not only with his eyes that he made
love to her.

One evening in the Christmas week, when all the young
party from the Government House were at a public ball
got up for benevolent purposes, and Mrs. Grey was there as
their chaperon, and Alden Lytton was there as their escort,
while the three young ladies were 811 engaged in dancing,
and Mary Grey and her young ~adorer were seated together
on a side sofa, Alden worshipping her with' his eyes, he sud.
denly whispered:

"Do you know I have been very happy all this week?"
"Have you? I am so glad to hear you say so!" her

lips answered, but her eyes said ten times warmer things.
"Very, very happy! Have I not been by your side

every evening? Every most blessed evening?" he mur-
mured fondly.

18



290 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND. -1

She dropped her eyes under the boy's ardent gaze, and
really blushed; for this time she was really in love, and
not only pretending to be so.

"Does that make you happy?" at length she murmured
very softly.

"Does that make me happy? It makes my heaven!
Oh, May! Ah, forgive me. I did not mean to be so free
as to call you 'May.' But then-but then-I always think
of you as 'May,'' sweet May,"' he murmured.

"I love to be called 'May.' No one has ever called me
May since my mother died," she whispered softly.

"Then let me do so, for I love you, May! I love you!"
he panted, keeping his eyes fixed upon hers, which fell be-
neath his fiery glance.

"You are not angry with me! 'she breathed, trying to
look in her face.

But she turned away her he~id and drooped her face.
"You are not angry with me?" he pleaded.
Without looking up, with her head still turned away

from him, and her face still drooping, she slipped her hand
into his, and whispered softly:

"No, not angry, but so surprised, and oh, so happy /"
He started with a joyous shock; he pressed her hand

ardently; he longed to press it to his lips; he wished him-
self and her a thousand miles from the crowded ball-room.
LIe whispered softly, yet almost fiercely:

"Then you love me! you love me! A million of bless-
ings on your head for the words! Oh, sweet May! Oh,
sweetest, sweetest May!"

"flush I here comes Miss Cavendish on the arm of her
partner," whispered Mary Grey, lifting her head and trying
to recover her composure.

Alden also looked up and endeavored to resume his
usual aspect. But he was too young to dissemble, and
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his handsome face beamed with a radiant joy that almost
transfigured him to angelic beauty.

And fair Emma Cavendish as she came up caught his
radiant smile, as a flower catches a sun ray, and thought-
Never mind what, for he had no eyes for Emma then..

The youth was in the power of the fiend.
He got up, however, and, with a bow, resigned his seat

to Miss Cavendish.
Emma smiled her thanks and. sat down, while Alden

stood hanging over the end of the sofa on which his "divin-
ity" sat.

Emma Cavendish, however, did not remain seated; she
was full of youth and health and gayety, and she was very
fond of dancing; so when a gallant young Colonel of cav~
airy came up and respectfully claimed her hand for the
next quadrille, she arose and permitted him to lead her to
the head of tlie set then forming.

Alden immediately took the vacated seat by his siren.
"Dearest May! sweetest May! You permit me to call

you, May?" he whispered softly.
"I love to hear you call me so," she murmured, in

reply.
"Dearest May! My happy week was ushered in by one

miserable night of love, jealousy and torture. Do you re~
member it? It was the night we all stayed home, and
Governor Cavendish sat by you the whole evening. Do
you remember it?"

"Oh, yes! I was bored almost to death! Did you not
see that I was?"

"No. I only saw that the Governor was devoting him.
self to you. And I was perfectly wretched."

"What! jealous of that old gentleman?" she said,
with a light laugh.

"Ab, May! they told me you would marry him."
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"Marry kim! Why, he's old enough to be my grand-
father!" she said, lifting her beautiful slender black eye-
brows, with an air of consternation.

"Then there is no truth in it, dearest May?"
"No truth in what?"
"In the rumor that you are going to be the mistress of

the Government House?"
"Not one bit," she softly answered, stealing her little

hand in his.
Again he pressed that small hand ardently, and wished

himself and her a thousand miles from the crowded ball-
i~oom.

"You make me so happy!" he muttered. "Oh! I
~bless the day that brought me to the city~and to the house
where I first met the angel of my life."

"There.--.hush! here comes Laura," she whispered, as
Laura Lytton approached them.

"The best people are all going away now. And Emma
thinks ~we had better .retire as soon as this quadrille is
over," said Laura.

"I think so too," agreed Mrs. Grey.
And as soon as Emma and Electra joined them they

went to the cloak-room to put on their wraps, while Alden
went to order the carriage.

In half an hour they were all at home. Governor Cay-
endish had gone to bed.

The young girls, tired with dancing, soon went to their
:rooms.

Alden found an opportunity to say a few words to
Mary Grey before they parted for the night.

"You love me! Say so again, dearest?" he whispered.
"I love you," she answered, softly.
"And you will always love me, and some day you will

be my wife?"

"I will always love you. And if I ever marry I will
marry Ofl~L

1 Y"

"Bless you! bless you, dearest !." he ardently whis-
pered, kissing her hand; "bless you, dearest! you have
made me so happy!"

CHAPTER XLVI.

THE 5OEOEI~E5S.

A serpent queen

In beauty,.baleful still. Ow~ i~rn~

"T HEAR strange rumors of my lovely gues1~-4hat at
.1. all the balls and parties where she appears, and

which she adorns, the beautiful Mrs. Grey is a perpetual
and voluntary 'wall-flower,' taking no part in dance or
waltz or promenade, scarcely indeed even going to the
supper-table," said Governor Cavendish, one morning after
breakfast, when he found himself alone in the parlor with
the pretty widow.

She looked up in his face, and smiled with childlike
frankness.

"Is this true?" he inquired.
"It is true," she answered.
"But why do you deny yourself the pleasures suitable

to your youth?"
"In the first place, dear friend, as I told you before, I

have no taste for them. A youth like mine has been-a
youth disciplined by adversity-is cured of all such vani-
ties," she answered, with that sweet blending of a smile
and a sigh that always so deeply touched her lover's com-
passionate heart.

293292
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He looked on her with eyes full of admiration and ten~~
derness, as he answered again:

"Ab, but such a state of mind at your age is most un-
natural. I would that I could restore you to your lost
youthful zest for innocent youthful pleasures."

She smiled on him, and shook her graceful head as she
archly replied:

"Ah, but, you see, it is not only the loss of my taste for
gayeties that keeps me in my seat all the evening; it is my
responsibilities as a chaperon-duties that are as incum-
bent upon me at seventeen as if. I were seventy. And just
now my responsibilities are somewhat complicated," she
added significantly.

"As for instance ?" inquired the Governor, elevating
his eyebrows.

"As for instance, I have now a young man in my party."
"Well?"
"A very handsome, very poor, and consequently a very

~ ineligible young man, from whom it is my duty, as chap..
eron, to guard my young ladies."

"I don't understand. Why is Mr. Alden Lytton ineli.
gible?" inquired the Governor, elevating his eyebrows.

"Ah, you never were a mother !-I ri~ean, a chaperon!"
said the widow, shrugging her shoulders.

"No, I never was," meekly confessed the Governor.
"Or you would understand that Mr. Alden Lytton,

however amiable and accomplished he may be, is a very
ineligible acquaintance for young ladies, because he is both
very handsome and very poor. Now do you understand?"

"Not a bit."
"0 dear me! Well, then, to put it more plainly: this

handsome youth, with his big black eyes and winning ways,
might, if he had too free access to her society, have the
presumption to fall in love with Miss Cavendish. Now then."

"Well, but I don't see where the' presumption comes
in. 'A cat may look at a king,' or at' a queen even."

"But if he should have the-misfortune we will call it,
to fall in love so far above his degree, why, young ladies,
even such rare young ladies as Miss Caven4ish, are human,
and she might possibly return his affection. There now."

"So she might. It would be quite natural," coolly
observed the Governor.

"But you would never like him for a son-in law!" said
the widow, in perplexity.

"Why not? He is young, handsome and accomplished
enough to please my girl; and talented, high-principled,
moral and religious enough to satisfy me."

"But he is poor-absolutely penniless," said the widow,.
in amazement.

"What of that? Emma will have enough f6r both."
"You don't mean to say that you would accept as a

son-in-law a penniless young man?"
~' If he were such a young man as Alden Lytton, and

were accepted by my daughter, he certainly would not be
rejected by me," said the Governor.

"I am amazed," murmured the widows
"That is because you really have misjudged me, my

child. And so you kept your seat, and kept Alden Lytton
tied to your apron strings every evening, and all the even-
ing, to prevent him. from falling in love with Emma Caven-
dish and winning her affections?"

"Yes, sir, I did."
"But what if he had fallen in love with ~,ou, and won

~,,our affections?" archly demanded the Governor.
"Fallen in love with an old widow like me / Non..

sense! You are laughing at me, Governor! With an old
widow like me!"

"Old widow of seventeen! Yes, you lovely child! It
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would be the most likely thing in the world that he should
do so, and win your affections to boot!" said the Governor
gravely.

"Oh, no !" responded the widow, shaking her pretty
head, "he could never win my heart. I could never love
one so much younger than myself'

"Younger than yourself; my child? Why, he is not
younger than you! Quite the contrary! You are but
seventeen; he is almost twenty-one."

"Is that so? "

"Of course it is."
"Ah, but then I !eet ever so much older than he is!

And one thing I know, I never could marry any gentleman
unless he was a great deal older than myself and he was
one I could rest on, look up to, esteem, ho4r, and almost
worship!" she said, in a low, earnest tone, lifting her dark
eyes to his.

He gazed down upon her eloquent, false face with fond
admiration.

"Ah, what man is there on earth," he whispered, "who
could deserve such sentiments from you? I would I were
that exalted man, sweet Mary!"

In the crisis of a sentimental love scene, there is often
a ridiculous interruption. Just as Mary Grey lifted her
long lashes and fixed her dark eyes on those of the Gov-
ernor to convey the flattering answer that she coUld not
utter with her lips, a ringing voice was heard outside, ex-
claiming:

"I'll ask him. I dare say he will !" And the door was
thrown open, and Electra sprang in-eyes and teeth flash-
ing and gleaming.

"Well; my dear, what can I do for you?" inquired the
Governor, endeavoring to recover his composure.

"Let me have 'Blue Blazes' to ride this morning? The

girls have all such, splendid mounts except me! And me
-they wish to put off with 'Swansdown.' Why, I had as
Jief ride a sofa cushion!" exclaimed Electra indignantly.

"But, my dear, what is it? I haven't heard. What's
up this morning?"

"My temper's up for one thing!" spitefully rejoined
Electra.

"Ha! ha !-I mean what's afoot?"
"Nobody's afoot; they're all a horseback, except m~.

And I am to put up with 'Swansdown,' unless you l~t~ me
ride 'Blue Blazes."'

"Ah! Does Mr. Alden Lytton accompany you?"
"Oh, yes!"
"And what does he ride?"
"'Snapdragon."'
"Ah! a more dangerous beast than 'Blue Blaies.' And

Miss Cavendish, my dear, what does she ride?"
"Oh, 'Spit'fire!"'
"Whe-ew!" said Mr. Cavendish, with a long whistle&

"And Miss Lytton?"
"Oh, she puts up with 'SuBy Brown."'
"Prudent girl! I recommend you to follow her ex-

ample, and put up with 'Swansdown."'
"I'd as lief ride a muff."
"As you please, my dear. And now, where are you

all going to ride, this frosty morning?"
"Out to the Lunatic Asylum."
"Oh! Ah! Certainly! To be sure! flow stupid of

me to ask the question, when I might have knoWn the
manifest destination of so crazy a cavalcade!" said the
Governor, as he arose and rung the bell.

A footman answered the summons.
"Go to the stable and tell the head groom to have the

two horses, 'Spitfire and 'Blue Blazes,' put back into
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their stalls, and on no account to allow them to be taken
out. Tell him further, to saddle 'Swansdown' for Miss
Cavendish, and to send to Martin's livery-stable for two
safe horses for the two other young ladies."

The footman .bowed and retired. And the Governor
turned to Electra.

"You see, my dear, I cannot permit you and Emma to
take these wild Mazeppa rides. But as for Mr. Lytton, if
he pleases to venture on 'Snapdragon,' why, I will not in.
terfere with his free agency."

Electra tossed her head defiantly and darted out.
"Ali, my child! I can see what trouble you have with

these other children! these wilful children! and you only
a child yourself!" sighed the Governor, with a fond glance
at his companion.

"You must excuse them. They have not been discip-
lined by sorrow as I have been," she answered, so sweetly,
so patiently and cheerfully, that the infatuated man was
again about to speak the irrevocable words, when again
the door suddenly opened, and all the young equestrian
party burst in, looking bright, happy and bewitching in
their piquant riding habits and hats.

The Governor arose, with a sigh. This was indeed his
regular day for receiving visitors on official business, and
he was already a few minutes behind tim6.

"Do you not go and ride with the others?" he inquired
of Mrs. Grey.

"I! Oh, no! They do not need me, and I prefer to
remain here," artfully answered the siren.

The Governor smiled. He was pleased, as she knew he
would be, for now he would hurry through with his official
business and soon rejoin her, and inevitably speak the
words that she thought would seal her brilliant destiny.

"Well, young ladies," he said, with a bow and a smile

that made him seem twenty years younger, "I wish you a
very delightful ride. I shall hope to see you at dinner."

"Thank yo~u, sir," said Laura, speaking for the party.
Mr. Cavendish bowed aga)n, and left the room.
And the girls went dancing out into the back hall to

get their little riding-Whips that were standing in the hat.
rack there.

In one moment Mary Grey found herself alone, and in
the next Alden Lytton, booted and spurred for his ride,
stood by her side.

"You are not going with us, my darling ?2' he whis-
pered sadly. 1" she sighed.

"No! Ali me
"But why? Oh, why can you not accompany us?"
"Ah, dearest, you know I am only a poor dependent.

I must not even accept all the favors that are offered me,
lest I.wear favor out. I must stay here to-day, and make
myself useful. In a word, I ~must pour out the old gentle..
man's cocoa at his luncheon time. It is his daughter's
duty, of course, but I must do it."

Now this was a falsehood; for Governor Cavendish
never took luncheon on cabinet days, but contented him-
self with a biscuit and a single glass of sherry, which was
brought to him in. his office. But of course Alden Lytton'
did not know this; so he breathed his whole noble and
loving heart in the aspiration with which he said:

"Ah, darling May! would to Heaven the time were
come when I might rescue you from all this! Dear May,
I am studying very hard. I shall study harder still for
your sake. In a year I hope to graduate in law. Then I
shall be called to the bar. With the prestige of my father's
great name, and with the diligent use of such abilities as
Heaven has bestowed upon me, I hope soon to get into a
lucrative practice, and even to rise high in my profession.
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Then, May, I shall claim this dear hand. You will wait a
year or two for your toiling servant, sweet May?" he mtir-
inured, caressing her hand.

"I would wait ten years-twenty years for you, my
best beloved, my Only beloved!" she said, gazing tenderly
into his earnest, honest eyes.

And at that moment she almost meant what she said.
"Oh, May, my only' joy! how happy you mak& me!

Repeat those words, dearest dear!. Tell me again I am
your 'only beloved,' that I may know I am not dreaming!"
he breathed, drawing her still closer to his side.

"My only beloved," she sighed, in tones that thrilled
him through, and remained with him all. that day..

The musical laughter and the pattering feet of the young
ladies were heard as they were returning.

"They ar~ coming! " he murmured, as he snatched one
fiery, impassVoned kiss. "Oh, May! oh, sweetest! I shall
not enjoy thi~ ride at all without you!"

"Oh, yes~ hope you will," she answered. "For I like
to see you enjoy yourself even though I may not be able
to share your pleasure. For, ah me! I must stay here and
attend to the old gentleman to-day; for he is very infirm,
and needs some care besides that of his hired servants.
But do you go and, take your ride, through this fine frosty
atmosphere," she added with a patient smile that went to
the youth's heart.

"You are an angel, May! Oh! when will the time come
when I may take this angel to my bosom!" he sighed.

"If you please, sir, the hoses is at the door," said the
ball footman, making his appearance.

"Come, Alden. We are all ready," called Laura from
the front hall.

"Good-by! good-by, dearest one! I am leaving you
for a few hours, and I feel aa though I were leaving
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you for years~" he whispered in a low voice, as he left the
pretty widow.

And thus it was that Mary Grey managed to retaih the
love and confidence of both her suitors, although they
were both under the same roof with her. She contrived
never to see both at the same time unless there were sev-
eral other persons present to divide attention.

When alone with Governor Cavendish she spoke slight-
ingly of Alden Lytton, as ~ peevish boy much too young
to be thought of as a lover by her.

When alone with Alden Lytton she spoke with half
contemptuous pity of Governor Cavendish, as an infirm old
man whom she could never dream of as a possible suitor.

And she succeeded in making two distinct impressions
upon the mind of each; firstly, that she was an angel; sec-
ondly, that this angel loved and esteemed only him to
whom she wa~ then speaking.

CHAPTER XLVII.

A GRAND NEW-YEAR'S RECEPTION.

rpHE great event of the season was the Governor's levee
on the first of January. It was to be his Excellenoy's

last New-year's reception. He was to retire from office on
the first of the ensuing March.

On the morning of the last day of the year, while the
young ladies of his family circle were in their rooms, en-
gaged in devising the most elegant toilets for the pageant-
ry of the next day, Governor Cavendish sent a message
to Mrs. Grey, respectfully soliciting her presence in the
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drawing-room for a private interview on business, for
a few minutes.

Mrs. Grey arose and looked into the mirror, smoothed
her shining black hair, which was smooth enough already,
settled her coquettish little cap, which was well enough
before, and went down into the drawing-room, where she
found Mr. Cavendish alone, and walking up and down
the floor.

He paused in his walk, came forward and took her hand
and led her to a sofa, and seated himself beside her, say-
ing softly:

"Dearest friend, to-morrow will be a rather trying day
to me; for to-morrow I shall have to hold my last New-
year's reception."

"Yes, I know," answered the pretty widow, in a sym-
pathetic and respectful tone.

"And to-morrow some thousands of gentlemen and
ladies, and of men and women who are not gentlemen and
ladies, and of males and females who do not even deserve
to be called men and women, will present themselves to
me; and every one of their hands, fair or foul, clean or
soiled, will have to be shaken."

"Hew dreadful!" murmured Mary- Grey.
"Such, sweet friend, is the character of a chief magis-

trate's New-year's reception. That is not the worst.
Some lady must be by my side. Heretofore I have had
my aged mother and my matronly widowed sister with
me, to add feminine grace and dignity to what would
otherwise seem, to me at least, a most ungrateful and
undignified position. Now, however, I have no one.
My aged mother is too infirm to leave her home in the -

country. My sister has married a missionary, and gone
to India. And here is my young daughter, who is too
youthful to assist me, unless countenanced by the presence
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of some matronly friend. Now, though you are probably
but little if any older than my Emma, still you have been
married, and you are widowed, and you bear a matronly
title-' Mrs. Grey.' I would, sweet one, 'that I could
persuade you to change that name! But I will not tease
you about that just now. You are very good to me,
as it is. But now I wish to know whether you can aid m~ -

in my embarrassment."
"Command me, Mr. Cavendish. You know it w0uld

give me the greatest delight to serve you," she answered
earnestly.

"Nay, but I would not like to ask you to do anything
for my sake which would not be in itself, and independent
of me, most agreeable to you."

"Tell me then. What is it?"
"I wish you to stand with me and my young daughter

to receive the public to-morrow."
"Why, of course, of course I will do it, with the grest.

est pride and pleasure," eagerly assented Mrs. grey; an~
this time, for a wonder, she spoke the truth.

"I thank you from my heart, dear lady; The task you
assume so kindly will be a wearisome and 'disgusting one,
but, thank Heaven, it will continue but for a few hours,
and it will be the last! Now, sweet friend, I will not de~
tam you from your graceful feminine avocations longer,"
said Mr. Cavendish.

And Mary Grey, not at all unwilling to leave her el-
derly lover, smiled and bowed and withdrew from the
room. Mary Grey had told Charles Cavendish the truth
when she said she would assist at his New-year's reception
with the greatest pride and pleasure. And I set it down
to her account, because she so very seldom spoke the truth
that when she did she ought to have full credit for doing so.

She went to her chamber thrilled with delight at the
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prospect before her. To be a central figure in the ap-
proaching pageantry! To stand between Governor Caven-
dish and his young daughter, and with them receive the
homage of the city, of the State, of the nation-yes, and
through its foreign representatives-of the whole world
To see her name paraded before the public, in .the next
day's papers, something after this fashion:

"Governor Cavendish and Miss Cavendish, assisted by
their friend and guest, flie beautiful and accomplished Mrs.
Grey, did the honors of the Executive Mansion, with their
accustomed grace and dignity," etc.

You see that Governor Cavendish, the time-worn poli-
tician and worldly wise man, and Mrs. Grey, the pretty
little artful, but inexperienced adventuress, looked upon
New-year's "Tomfoolery" with very different eyes.

Governor Cavendish saw in it a necessary, but an ex-
ceedingly wearisome and somewhat vulgar farce. Mrs.
Grey viewed it as a high court pageantry, in which the
Governor, herself, and the young ladies of the family circle,
were to figure almost as king, queen and princesses receiv-
ing the homage of their subjects.

She immediately began to look over her wardrobe, and
to select the most becoming dress she owned. And she
really possessed a very rich* and beautiful wardrobe, the
costliness of which was rather inconsistent with her con-
tmued professions or complaints of poverty and destitution.

She spent the last day of the old year in arranging a
magnificent dress of black velvet, black satin and black
Brussels lace, and black marabout feathers, in which to
play her "queenly" part the next day..

That New-year's eve there were, as usual, many gay
parties and balls arranged for the purpose of dancing or
singing, eating or drinking,' or otherwise frolicking the old
year out and the new year in.
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And the Governor and hi~ family had received invita-
tions to several of the best entertainments. But they ac-
cepted none. A deep, sincere, religious vein in the Gov-
ernor's mind led him to regard the close of the year with
feelings of peculiar solemnity.

"It is a time," he said, "for selfrecollection, and not
for distraction; a time for reflection, not for frolic. Be
gay as you please to-morrow, on the glad new year; but
watch with the dying year to-night."

His young people heartily agreed with him, and very
sincerely declared that they had no desire to go out that
night.

So the family spent the evening alone, in the smaller
drawing-room. They passed the hours in cheerful conver-
sation, in appropriate reading and in music. A little be-
fore midnight, they joined in a prayer suited to the
occasion, and led by Mr. Cavendish.

As the clock struck twelve, they sung a beautiful New-
yea~" s hymn, to welcome in the year. And then, with
mutual good wishes, they separated for the night.

"I wonder where I shall be this time next New-year?"
asked Mary Gray of herself, as she stood reflected in her
toilet mirror. I know who I shall be, at least," she added,
proudly-" Mrs. Governor Cavendish, or Mrs. Secretary
Cavendish, or perhaps even Mrs. President Cavendish! for
this game of politics possesses glorious chances!"

The grand New-year's reception at the Executive man-
sion came off the next day. It is not necessary to de-
scribe it.

All official New-year's receptions, in every capital of
the Union, and every year of the century, are exactly alike,
and have been described by the reporters ad nausearn.

One short extract from a long description in the chief
morning paper of the next day, concerning only the imme-

19
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diate circle of the Governor, is all that I need give you. It
is this:

0

"The Governor seemed somewhat worn and harassed,
probably by the cares of his office. He will, no doubt, be
glad to retire from public life at the close of his present term.
His Excellency was assisted by his fair young daughter,
Miss Emma Cavendish, a beautiful and blooming blonde of
'sweet sixteen.' She wore a trained dress of pale blue silk,
with an overskirt of rich cardinal point lace, pearl jewelry
on her neck and arms, and white rosebuds in her golden
hair.

"She received her father's guests with all the grace of
girlhood, and yet with a dignity that seemed beyond her
years. She was charmingly supported in her onerous du-
ties by the brilliant little beauty, Mrs. Grey, who was ele-
gantly attired in a trained dress of black velvet, with an
upper skirt of black satin, trimmed with black Brussels lace.
She wore jet jewelry on neck and arms, and the starry
white flowers of th~fragrant Cape jessamine in her dusky
hair."

There was a great deal that preceded and a great deal
that followed this paragraph; but it was all very much in
the same style, and need not be repeated.

In another part of the same paper, under the head of
"FAsHIO1~ABL~ INTELLIGE TcE," was- this item:

APPROACHING MARRIAGE~ fl~ HI~H LIFE.--It is ru-
mored that our illustrious chief magistrate will soon lead
to the hymeneal altar the beautiful and accomplished Mrs.
Grey, now ttie guest of his daughter at the Executive man-
sion."

CHAPTER XLVIII.

RUMORS.

T HE appearance of this paragraph created quite a consternation in the Governor's family. As it happened,
each one of them read it apart, as the paper chanced to fall
into his or her hands, and for some hours not one spoke of
it to another.

The first that broke silence on the subject was Emmt
Cavendish.

With the paper in her hand, she went into her father's.
study and laid it before him, and with her finger on the
paragraph, inquired:

"My dear father, is this true?"
The sexagenarian statesman blushed like a school-girl,

as he answered:
"My dear daughter, it is true, and yet not true. I hope

to make it entirely true; but I have not yet spoken very
definitely to the lady, of whose favorable response I am, of
course, as yet uncertain. But, my beloved child, now that
this subject is broached between us, let me know how ~/ou
feel about it. I would not, even to secure th~comfort of
my declining years, give my daughter one moment's unea-
siness. So come, my child, tell me your thought. Are you
willing to receive this sweet young friend and companion
of yours, so near your own age too, into a still more inti-
mate and permanent relation?"

Emma burst into tears, and wej~t and sobbed -historie-
(307)
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ally, and tried to control herself; and suppress her feelings,
but utterly failed.

Come, come, my darling! If this is going to distress
you so much, let it drop. I am not in any way, as yet,
committed to this lady. I can, now, withdraw with honor.
And I will do so, r~itLLer than distress you," said Mr. Cay-
aidish, drawing his daughter upon his lap, and pressing her
to his, bosom.

She threw her arms around his neck, and embraced
and kissed him with a daughter's pure and earnest love.
And t~ien she said:

"No, no, dearest papa, do not withdraw !from any act
that is going to make you happy. Dearest papa, I only
desire your happiness. I have no thought or wish beyond
that."

"But I had hoped that even you, my beloved child,
might be made much happier by my marriage with Mary
Grey."

To this Emma made no reply.
"How is it witty you, my child? Tell me your inmost

thought," said the , Governor.
"Dearest papa, I have told you my inmost thought.

It is for youi' happiness alone." -

"But in regard to Mrs. Grey, my dear."
"Dear papa, just now I have not confidence in that

lady," sadly replied Emma.
"My daughter, you shock me beyond measure! Upon

what ground have you lost confidence in Mrs. Grey?"
"Dear papa, I cannot tell you, for I do not know."
"What cause has she given you for this distrust?"
"No cause whatever. By no look, word or act has

Mary Grey justified my doubt of her, which I think is a
true instinct, or intuition but which certainly may be
nothing more than jealousy and prejudice. Dear papa, do

not mind me at all. I am no more than a foolish, inexpe-
rienced girl. 'You are a wise and experienced man. Judge
for yourself, and your judgment is sure to be just," said
his daughter, as she kissed him and withdrew from the room.

At this same hour, while Governor Cavendish and his
daughter were talking over the newspaper paragraph, in
Which both were so much interested, Alden Taytton, pale
with jealous rage and despair, was pacing up and down the
drawing-room floor. He had just read the paragraph,
every word of which had struck like a dagger through his
heart.

As he paced, he struck his clenched fist repeatedly
upon his chest, and clutched his dark hair, gesticulated
wildly, groaned and sighed, and muttered maledictions
through his set teeth-behaving altogether more like a
lunatic than a sedate law student.

But then he was only a boy, twenty years of age, pas.
sionately in love for the first time, and now nearly mad
dened with jealousy.

"It looked like, it! I declare before Heaven it looked
like it! Yesterday at the reception, as she stood, there at
his side, beautiful and beaming, gracious and fascinating, in
her courtly robes and with her courtly manner, receiving
with him the homage of the world, I declare it looked as
if' she were already his idolized wife, sharing with him all
his affections at home, all his dignities abroad.

"Oh! I shall go mad! "-with another clutch at his
raven ringlets-" I shall go mad! I know it must be so!
How his face beamed on her! with what a claiming and
*posses~tng smile, as if he were proud and happy to know
that she was his own, and wished all the world to know it
too!

"I shall kill myself or him! "-with a violent blow
upon his own chest.
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"She has deceived me; has made a fool of me; and is
laughing at me now! I will have an end of this! I will
confront the false siren, and have the truth from her own
lips once for all! And if she has been false to me-"

He ground his teeth together as if he would have ground
them to powder, and then went and rang the bell with a
jerk that brought the hall footman hastily into the room.

"Go to Mrs. Grey and give my respects, and ask her if
she will do me the favor to come down here and speak
with me for a few moments."

The footman bowed, and went on his errand.
"Now for it! This would really be fun if it were not

just a little bit dangerous. But, however, the peril only
gives the play a little more piquancy," said Mrs. Grey to
herself, as she received this message.

Then she glanced at the mirror, smoothed her hair, ad-
justed her bewitching little widow's cap, and descended to
the drawing-room.

Alden was still pacing up and down the floor, a prey to
the most stormy passions.

But as he saw Mary Grey gracefully floating toward
him, he controlled himself by an almost superhuman effort,
and went to meet her, took her gently by the hand, and led
her up before the front window, through which the light of
the morning sun shone full upon his own pale, agonized
brow, and upon her beautiful, false face.

They stood thus gazing on each other in silence for a
few seconds, and then he raised the paper that he held in
his hand, pointed to the paragraph, and with a voice deep,
melodious and singularly steady and gentle, considering his
strong agitation, he said:

"One word! Is this statement true, or false?"
* looking him full and fondly in the face, she answered

clearly and firmly:

Cc FALSE!"

He believed her. Dropping the paper and clasping his
hands, he raised his dark eyes toward Heaven with a look
of relief, thankfulness, and joy unspeakable.

Then she broke into a peal of soft silvery laughter,
which ceased suddenly as she turned grave, and with comic
solemnity gazed into his face, and shook her head, saying:

"Oh, you bad, 6ad boy! To doubt me, me! Why,
what an awfully jealous mind you have! What a tyrant
you will be when we are once married-"

"When we are once married!" The words, the thought
thrilled him With such sweet rapture that he let her go no
further; he caught her to his true heart, and kissed her
again and again with the pure, passionate fervor of a true
boy's first love, breathing flute-like all the while the music
of her name:

"May-May-May-May!"
"There, dearest-there, beloved, that will do. You

take poor May's breath away. Besides, some one might
come in. There, darling, let me go," she said, gently ex-
tricating herself. "Oh, but I did not mean to call you pet
names eithersir! You don't deserve them one bit! You
are an awful young man! A perfectly awful young man!
A regular young Othello! To doubt me-me!" she said,
relapsing into burlesque gravity and solemnly shaking her
head.

"Forgive me, May! Sweetest, dearest May! For how
could I help it? Recall the scenes of yesterday. To have
seen you, standing by the Governor's side, helping him to
receive the world-he looking down upon'you with such a
smile of conscious and proud proprietorship; you looking
up to him with such confiding and. respectful affection! I
tell you, sweet May, it nearly drove me crazy yesterday;
although I hope I hid my sufferings so successfully that no
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one saw them. And this morning to see that paragraph !-.

the announcement of your approaching marriage with the
Governor. Oh, May, can you wonder that I was driven
nearly mad?" he pleaded, with his eyes on hers.

'~No; Iwonder at nothing you can do, for you are a
horrid young man, a dreadful young Othello! I shall ex-
pect you to 'smother me with pillows in a jealous fit, some
day, once we are married."

"Once we are married!" Again the thought was too
much* for his self-possession. He caught and pressed her
to his faithful heart, and kissed her in a sweet delirium.

"Promise me that you will never doubt me again, dar-
ling," she whispered, as she gently released herself.

"I never will, so help me all the angels!" he said, sink-
ing on one knee at her feet and bowing his head over her
hand, as if to give more solemnity to the vow.

And at that moment the door opened, and Governor
Cavendish entered the room, and stood gazing upon them
in amazement.

CHAPTER XLIX.

THE BEAUTIFUL FIEI~D.

Oh, your sweet eyes, your low replies:
A great enchantress you may be;

But there was that across his throat
Which you had scarcely eared to see.

TENNY5O1~.

G~YERNOR CAVENDISH stood just within the
oor of the drawing-room, petrified with amaze-

ment, as he gazed upon the group before him-Alden

Lytton kneeling at the feet of Mary Grey, who was smiling
down upon her youthful lover.

Alden Lytton, with his back toward the door, and his
eyes fixed in fond adoration on the face of his beloved, did
not perceive the presence of the intruder behind him.

Ililary Grey, with her face toward the door, saw the
Governor without seeming to see him, with one quick and
quickly withdrawn glance.. But she did not lose her pres-
ence of mind for an instant. Smiling as sweetly' as ever
upon her young adorer, she took his hand and said:

"Rise, foolish boy!' You may utterly trust me to do
all that I can to promote your happiness."

And she looked up smiling; but the Governor was gone.
She ~saw that he had withdrawn without having been

seen by Alden, and also without having perceived that he
had been seen by herself. She felt much relieved by this
fact. It would help her to smooth the affair over the more
easily. She scarcely heard her young lover's earnest, im-
passioned reply:

"I do trust you, May, my beloved, I trust you utterly!"
The chime of silver laughter and the pattering of light

feet announced the approach of their youthful companions.
And soon the 'door opened, and Emma, Laura and

Electra came in.
"The three Graces !" exclaimed Mrs. Grey, as she held

out her hand hypocritically to welcome them, as if they
had come from a long journey, instead of from the upper
rooms of the mansion. "The three Graces 1"

"And Venus! The group is complete!" added Alden
gallantly.

"Really, Alden, you.have grown to be quite a court
ier," said Laura.

"Since I have been at this Court of Beauty, yes," re-
torted the young man.
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And so they chattered away, with all the gayety of
youthful spirits.

Mrs. Grey drew on one side and looked thoughtfully
out of the front bay-window, seeming to contemplate the
snow-covered ground and the snow-crowned evergreens
that adorned the front lawn; but in* reality she was think-
ing of the false position into which her double-dealing had
brought her.

~Pm in a fix now," she thought. She always thought
in slang. "I'm in a deuce of a fix now; but I reckon I'm
clever enough to get out of it. I must go now and smooth
down the rumpled feathers of my old bird. But I must
have some excuse for intruding on him in l~iis study. I
must not let him think that I have come to make an expla-
nation or an apology for the scene he witnessed, or even
that I suppose there is anything to explain or apologize for.
Let me see. Let me see. Oh, I have it! I'll pretend I
want to borrow the little close carriage to-let me see now,
oh, yes ?-to visit a poor family whom I wish to relieve!
That's it."

And with these thoughts Mrs. Grey slipped from the
room.

Meanwhile Charles Cavendish, with his arms folded and
his fine head bowed upon his ample' chest, walked slowly
and thoughtfully away to his library and sank down into his
study chair, dropped his head upon his open hands and
sighed heavily. A blow like death had fallen on him.

"I have been a fool in my age, and am properly pun~
ished. I over sixty, and she under twenty! It was folly
to love her, and madness to hope that she might love me
in return. Oh, life! oh age! that leaves us the anguish of
loving, while it takes away the power of winning love!"
He bowed his head upon his hand, and groaned.

There was a light tap at the door.
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He looked up and listened, wheeled his chair around so
that his back was against the lighted window and his face
on its shadow; for he would not have any visitor see the
agitated state of his countenance. Then with an effort to
steady his voice, he said:

"Come ~

CHAPTER L.

ENCHANTRESS AND ENCHANTED.

You know so ill to deal with time,
You needs must play such pranks as these.

TnNNYSON.*

T HE door opened and Mary Grey floated grac~fdly
in to the'room, and in the most childlike and confiding

manner drew a low chair and seated herself near him.
He was profoundly shaken by her unexpected presence,

in his present state of mind. He could not speak. It took
all the force of his soul only to keep still.

She spoke in a sweet, truthful tone, looking up in his
face with her bewildering smile. Luckily his face was in
the shadow. She could not see its agonized workings.

"Will you do me a little favor?" she asked.
Still he could not speak. He could only keep down

his rising anguish as he gazed on her beautiful, treacherous
smile.

"Will you lend me your little close brougham for an
hour? I, who am nothing but a beggar myself, have to go
to see a family of beggars whom I have promised to help
to-day. And it is so cold and the snow is so deep, that I
dread to expose myself. You know what a poor, shivering
soul I am. I cannot stand the cold. So I would like to

I
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borrow your comfortable carriage for an hour. Please,
will you lend it to me?" she coaxed.

While she had been speaking, Mr. Cavendish had had
time, in some degree, to recover himself and answer her,
though in a broken and faltering voice.

"Yes, my child; yes, my tender flower! Heaven forbid
that you should be exposed to the weather in your chari-
table missions. Command my brougham. Command my
purse, too. Both are at your service for the benefit of
your poor.~~

"Oh, thanks! thanks! I knew you ~would say that! like~
your noble self!" she exclaimed with childlike eagerness,
as she caught and kissed his hand.

He shuddered and gently withdrew it, and said:
"But, May, dear, I would like to speak with you for a

few minutes. Is there any immediate hurry about this
charitable mission of yours?"

"Oh, no; not for an hour or two," she answered
sweetly. "In fact, the appointment was for the after-
noon," 8he added, smiling fi'ankly, though every word she
spoke was false.

There was a pause, during which she looked up in his
face with an expression of innocent expectation on hers,
while he passed his hand once or twice over his corrugated
brow, in troubled thought, and'then he laid the same hand
in benediction upon her beautiful head, and murmured:

"May, my child, I was an unwilling witness for an
instant, to a little scene in the drawing-room this morning."

He paused and sighed profoundly, while she looked up
at him in surprise and expectancy, for it was no part of her
policy to let him know that she knew of his entrance into
the drawing-room at the critical moment of which he spoke.

"May," he continued, "I witnessed that little scene
under circumstances that rendered it peculiarly painful to
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me. You saw the notice in' this morning's Standard con-
cerning you and myself?"

Mary Grey bowed slowly, and then droppedLher head
and blushed, or pretended to blush.

"Dear child, I wish, if it had been Heaven's will, it
could have been true. Yes; and I so longed that it might
be true, that I went down to the drawing-room this morn-
ing to entreat you, May, to make it true!"

She bowed her head slowly again and again. And then
she softly slipped her hand in his.

He pressed the little soft hand once, and then relin-
quished it, as he continued:

"For I had dared to love you! dared even to hope for

a return of love! Yes, May! I, a veteran of sixty years,
with gray hair, and a grown daughter, dared to love you
and to hope that you in all your youth and beauty
might possibly return my love! It was folly' and pre-
sumption."

"No, no," she murmured in tender tones-." Not so!
Not so! It was a great honor intended me!"

He shook his head, with a melancholy smile.
"Folly and presumption, my child !-folly and presump-

tion; of which I became convinced as soon as my eyes
were opened, by witnessing the scene I saw in the drawing-
room this morning," he added, with a heavy sigh.

She looked up at him with an expression of childlike
curiosity and interest, as if she did not quite understand him,
but wished very much to do so.

"I went down, as I told you, my child, with the inten-
tion of asking you then and there to be my wife, madly
hoping to transplant you, you beautiful exotic flower! to
the wintry garden of my life, to be the pride and delight of
my declining years.~~

Again she slipped her hand in his, and poured a whole
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flood of love and veneration from the glory of the dark
eyes that she lifted to his face.

Again he pressed the little soft hand and dropped it,
his bosom heaving with suppressed emotion as he did so.

"But I saw there at your feet a lover, young, handsome,
enthusiastic ~! One personally, morally and mentally worthy
of your love."

Again deep sighs shook his frame. But this time she
not only slipped her hand in his, but held his hand fast
between her own, and gazed in his face with well-feigned
amazement, as she said

"Why, what do you mean?"
"No blame to you at least, sweet child. No, nor to

him either. It was perfectly natural, right and proper that
he should love yoi~, and that you should return his love.
You are both young, both beautiful, both poetic. It is
inevitable that you should love."

"Oh, but indeed you were mistaken 1" she exclaimed
with rervor, clasping his hand within her own.

"Don't do that, dear child. It is-too trying!" he
said in a choking voice, as he withdrew his fingers from
her clinging elasp.

"But you were mistaken," she exclaimed, opening wide
her dark eyes.

"I know I was mistaken, dear May," he said, misappre-
hending her meaning. "I know I was bitterly mistaken in
supposing that your kind, gentle conduct toward me meant
anything more than friendship and benevolence. It was
madness in me to mistake it for a return of the deep love I
bore you. Do not think I blame you in the, least degree,
fair child. I thank you, and shall ever thank yoa, for
your goodness and loveliness, that have made the last few
weeks of my life so happy; for it was no fault of yours,
sweet one, that they led me into an egregious error."
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"Oh, dear! you won't understand me!" she breathed
resignedly.

"Dear child, I do understand you! I understand and
approve you. And, as I cannot be your husband, I must
be your father," he said, laying his hand as if in blessing
upon her bowed head.

She dropped her face into her open hands, and seemed
to sob.

"Do not grieve for me. Listen to me. The young
man who seeks your hand is quite worthy of your love. I
would willingly accept him as my son-in-law, the husband
of my only daughter, did he and Emma love each other.
But they do not; so there is an end."

Mary Grey shook her head and sobbed.
"Don't grieve. Hear what further I have to.say. it

may be years before Alden Lytton is in a position to marry.
But I thank Heaven that I have it yet in my power to
shorten the term of his probation, by putting him into some
honorable and lucrative Government office, which will ena-
ble him to marry and settle. And thus, dear child, if I can-
not make you my wife, I can at least have the privilege of
making you happy as the wife of your chosen lover."

"BUT I HAVE ~T0 LOVER!" she exclaimed passionately,
as she raised her face, flushed and tearful, like a red rose
sprinkled with morning dew.

"EA ?" he breathed, in a half-suppressed, hushed tone,
as if he could scarcely believe but that he was dreaming,
and was afraid of waking himself up.

"I HAVE i~ro LOVER," she repeated, with as much energy
as before.

"May! May! for Heaven's sake ~ay that yet once
more!" he entreated, breathing bard.

"I have no lover but ~,'ou / Oh, dear and honored
frielid, how could you so mistake 'May?' May has no
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other lover but you. She knows no other love but yours.
She knows that you love her, and she has known it from
the first. And she is proud, happy, yes, delighted in this
love!"

And she laid both her hands in his.
"Come to my heart! You are my wife! my' wife! the

joy, the comfort, the blessing of my days!" he breathed in'
deep, hurried, impassioned tones, as be folded her to his
bosom.

He believed her utterly. He had never doubted her
truth, even when he supposed that she loved and was be.
loved by Alden Lytton. And now he did not doubt her
love. He did not in this happy moment even think of ask-
ing an explanation of the scene he had witnessed, which, if
it did not mean mutual love between the actors in it, must
have seemed quite inexplicable to him.

He pressed her to his heart for a moment in silence.
And then, as he held her there, he raised his eyes toward
heaven, and earnestly thanked the Lord for bestowing
upon him in his latter days this great and unexpected
happiness.

"And now you have not asked me what the silly boy
wanted when he was down on his -knees before me," she
archly said, as she gently released herself from his embrace.

"No; I have not. And he was not making a declara-
tion of love to you then?"

"Oh, yes, he was, though," she said archly, shaking her
head.

"I thought you said you had no lover but me-your
old foolish one."

"Yes, I said that."
"But he was making a declaration of love to you!"

said Mr. Cavendish, lifting his brows. "How may that be,
lady mine?"
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"He was making a declaration of love to - me, I said,
not for me."

"AhI those little pronouns make the greatest deal of
difference. With whom, I pray you, is the' ingenuous
youth in love? I am so happy now, dear. May,, that I will
still help him to a wife, if he wants one."

"Can you not guess? Oh, you did' guess long ago,
only the absurd scene of this morning being the mystery to
which you had not the right key, threw you off the true
scent. You even foretold this, and Ifeared it."

"Ah! I know now. He has lost his foolish boy's heart
to my girl?" said Mr. Cavendish, smiling.

Mary Grey nodded.
"And doubtless lie was begging your intercession with

me to favor his suit?"
She nodded again.
"Silly fellow! Did' he take me for 'the conventional

cruel parent' of the comedies?"
"Yes.?'
The Governor laughed outright, in the glee of his heart.
"I am so happy now, that even if I had ever had any

objections to that match, I should waive that objection.
I could not have the heart to make two young lovers mis-
erable, being myself so blessed in your love. "' But how
does Emma like the young man?"

"I do not think she cares for him at all."
"Oh, she is too young to think of marriage yet. But

when the proper time shall come, I think she might do
worse than except this young man. He positively lacks
nothing but money, and she, I thank Heaven, will have a
sufficiency of that."

"Will you hear a woman's counsel on tfiis?"
j' Certainly, my love, 1 will hear yours."
"Then I advise you, since you do not disapprove the

20
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suitor, not to notice the suit in any way. I think-but it
is only a woman's thought-that interference in these mat-
ters is always injudicious."

"But, my dearest, since lie has asked you. to intercede
for my favor of his suit, I wish at least to express my ap-
proval of it."

"Express it through me. Let me hint to him that his
pretensions will not be frowned upon by you, and leave
the rest to Providence."

" Quiteright. And now, my darling, I have but a few
words more to say to you on this subject. He asked you
to intercede for my favor of his suit, and you have done so.
And I have authorized you to convey to him my approval.
This is all very well. But, May, my darling, I trust that
he has not asked you to try to influence Emma in his
favor."

"Oh, no, he has not done that. Nor should I have
consented to do such a thing."

"Certainly not. Such a course would have been very
wrong. My girl must remain uninfluenced in her choice.
No young woman should be persuaded into marriage by
any one except the man who wishes to marry her; else she
might be led to marry one whom she could not love."

"I feel that. I shall be very careful not even to praise
the young fellow in Emma's presence."

"That is right. Leave her unbiased and perfectly free.
And now, my darling, it is very, very sweet to have you
here; but I fear that I am selfishly keeping you from that
charitable mission upon which your heart is so set. Here,
my child; you must let me contribute to aid your poor,"
said Mr. Cavendish, as he put a well-filled purse in her
hands.

"Oh, thanks! thanks in the name of the widow and the
orphan, the aged and the sick!" warmly replied Mary

Grey, as she received the purse and put it in her
pocket.

Then she performed a voluntary on his speaking organ.
She stooped and kissed him.

CHAPTER LI.

MRS. GREY'S CHARITIES.

]\{ARY GREY hurried to her room, took the purse
from her pocket and greedily counted the money,

for money was very scarce with her~ and she loved it with
more than a miser's love-she loved it with a paper prod..'
igal's love!

"OnQ hundred and ninety-eight dollars! Oh! Ah!
Here is a splendid stroke of business made by accident,
for I never designed. this, though it is a first-rate hint for
f~tture operations. Oh, my poor! Oh, my widows and
orphans, my sick and aged, my maimed and blind of the
city, whom I have never seen, and never mean to see, you
'will tax other people, but you will be a princely revenue
to me! When I want a set of pearls or point lace or
sal)les, a silk dress or a Cashmere shawl or a French bon-
net, I have only to get up a poor widow with eleven small
children, or a motherless and fatherless family, with a blind
grandmother, all down with the fever, or a sick mechanic
owt of work, about to be turned into the street with hi~
filmiLy because he can't pay his rent, or some horror of that
sort, and I shall have all the funds I need for their relief
and-my adornment," she said exultingly. She counted
the money over again, to be sure that she had counted~
right. And then she~joyful1y exclaimed:
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~ Now I; can buy that rich set of pearls at Senzeneye's!

They were two hundred dollars, but he told me I could
have them, as it was after Christmas, for one hundred and
ninety-five. I will get them this very evening; for oh! I
am so tired of wearing jet, jet, jet, all the while. And
though it is real Whitby, it does look so much like dollar
jewelry as to disgust me. And pearl will look lovely with
my second mourning. I hope Senzeneye has not sold the
beautiful set. I will go at once and see." And she rang
the bell and ordered the brougham to be at the door in
half an hour.

Then she dressed herself. foT her drive and went down
stairs, entered the carriage, and drove off.

"Why, where is Mrs. Grey going-alone ?" inquired
Emma Ca'vendish of. her companions, who were all, with
herself looking from the front bay-window of the parlor.

No one could, inform her.
"She is going on an errand of mercy. Therefore she

goes alone. She 'let's not her left hand know what her
right hand does,"' answered the Governor, who had silent-
ly entered the room and overheard the question.

The girls looked around with faces that betrayed some
little incredulity; but they said nothing.

Meantime you may depend on it Mary Grey went on
no errand of mercy. She ordered the coachman to drive
her to Senzeneye's, the great jeweler on Main street.

And there she purchased the beautiful set of pearls,
consisting of ear-drops, brooch and bracelet, for Which she
gave little less than two hundred dollars, though now they
could scarcely be, bought for twice the sum. Then, to de-
ceive the coachman, lest he should possibly be questioned,
she drove to ~& poor quarter of the city, and left the carriage
and ostentatiously entered two or three hovels, at each of
which she gave a few pence to' the poor children. At
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length she reentered the' carriage, saying with a sigh to 'the
coachman, who let down the steps:

"Jerome, how distressing to see so much poverty! Oh,
how I wish I was rich enough to relieve it all."

"Yes, Miss, sartainly," Jerome answered, touching his
hat as he closed the door on her and remounted his box,
doubtless thinking to himself, "Miss Mary is an angel sure
enough."

Jerome, called the childlike widow "Miss." He scarcely
recognized her as a grown-up woman, still 'less as a matron
and a widow.

Soon as Mrs. Grey was reseated in the brougham,
she opened her casket and 'began to gloat over her
pearls.

"Oh, how 'exquisitely beautiful they are!" she said,
actually pressing them to her lips and bosom. "How
lovely I shalt look in them! I shall wear them this very
evening. But oh, what will the girls think? Even if they
should be too polite to ask questions, how they will won-
der and speculate as to how I could manage to get them.
I must make up some story. Oh, I will tell them I sacri-
ficed an old diamond ring that had been an hair-loom in
my family, but which was too large and old-fashioned for
me, and so 'on," she mused, as the carriage rolled on toward
the Government House.

That night the young ladies, attended by Mrs. Grey,
and escorted by Mr. Cavendish and Mx. Alden Lytton,
went out to see the New-year's pantomime.

Mrs. Grey wore her beautiful pearls; but as her head
was muffled in a swan's-down opera hood, it was not~ until
they had all reached their private box, and had taken their
seats and laid off their opera cloaks 'an~dI"hoods, that she had
the pleasure of displaying her new treasures to the adujir-
ing eyes of her young friends. They glanced at her and
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her new ornaments with as much surprise as good breed-
ing would permit them to betray.

And how she enjoyed their wonder! until at length the
curtain rose, and all were soon engaged in watching the gro-
tesque humors of the pantomime.

After they l~ad all got home that night, and had par-
taken of a light supper, and ascended to their bedroom
floor, Mrs. Grey said laughingly:

"I saw you all looking at my beautiful pearls. Now
don't you wish you knew how I got them? What will
you give me to tell you?"

"I won't give anything, because I know already. Gov-
ernor Cavendish made you a present of them! Pearls are
the very things for a gentleman to give to his betrothed,"
said Electra bluntly.

"Indeed, no! You are very much mistaken, my little
love! Governor Cavendish knows no more where I got
these pearls than you do. Guess again.

"Indeed I can't. You didn'tt steal them?"
Every one laughed at ~is saucy jest which, though they

did not know it, came so n~ar the truth.
But Mrs. Grey replied good-humoredly:
"No, dear, I dIdn't steal them. What do you think,

Miss Cavendish?" she inquired, turning with a smile to
Emma.

"I did think they were presents to you from papa.
But since you say they are not, I cannot tell what I think."

"And, you, Laura, will ypu hazard a guess as to how I
got these jewels ?" she ventured to ask of Miss Lytton.

"No, Madam; for I am not in the detective business,"
roughly replied the lawyer's daughter.

"So you all give it up? Well, then, I will tell you. I
sacrificed my grandmother's diamond i~ing! I dare say it
was worth double the price of these pearls; but the dia-

monds needed to be recut and reset, and to have that done
would have cost a great deal of money, and after all it
would only have been a ring. And now you see I have in
its place a full set of the most beautiful pearls," said Mrs.
Grey, telling a falsehood so plausible that she herself hail'
believed it.

"But I would not have parted with my grandmother's
ring if I had been in your place, Mrs. Grey," said Emma
Cavendish gravely.

"I think it was a good exchange," put in Electra.
Laura shrugged her shoulders and said nothing, and so

they bade each other good-night.

CHAPTER LII.

~TEW ARRANGEMENTS

F~ HE Christmas holidays were drawing to a close.
L The gay young party was soon to break up.

Alden Lytton was the first to depart. He was required
to be at his college on the Monday after New-year.

So, after securing a private interview with Mary Grey,
and taking a very tender leave of his false love, in which
the most impassioned and solemn vows of eternal fidelity
to each other were mutually given and received, and prom-
ises of frequent and punctual epistolary correspondence
exchanged, he bade adieu to the Governor's hospitable
family, kissed his sister, and departed.

The young ladies were not required to be at their
boarding-school until the fifteenth of January, when the
new term would open.

I
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They had therefore about ten days longer of grace, in
which to enjoy the hospitality of the Government House
and the pleasures of the city.

As, however, the days passed, Goverpor Cavendish
grew very uneasy~at th~ approaching separation of himself,
and his "darling May."

He even urged her to resign her situation in the board..
mg-school, and make him happy by naming an early day
for their union.

But as she felt quite sure of her conquest, she played
coy. She put him off. She told him that two years must
reidly elapse from the time of her late husband's death be..
fore she could with propriety marry again. In the spring
the second year would be completed. And after that she
would name an -early day for the marriage.

This "propriety" was her ostensible reason for the
delay. But to have a longer time for a sentimental flirtation
and correspondence with Alden Lytton was her real reason.

Her suitor was forced to submit, although he expostu..
lated with her on the unreason and unkindness of her fiat;
setting before her the fact that he himself was no longer a
youth, with a long time before him, but a man in the de-
cline of life, who ~t most had not very many years to live
and enjoy the society of his young wife.

And for all this she expressed' her sorrow and sympathy
with tears and with kisses. But notwithstanding, she re.
mained firm in her decision. And she wrote to Alden
Lytton every day, and every day she received a letter from
him.

Governor Cavendish dreaded the time of separation as
it drew nearer.

The last ~ay came at length. It was Friday. They
were to leave Richmond on Saturday mor~iing, so as to
be at Mount Ascension for the opening of the school on

Monday. Their trunks were all packed and ready. And
on this Friday morning they were all going out in the open
barouche to make some parting calls upon their friends,
and also to do a little last shopping in the city.

Up to this time they had had very fine weather. And
this morning also the sky was clear.

Emma Cavendish was standing before her dressing-
glass, tying on her hat, when something like a white cloth
passed between the window and the sunshine so suddenly
that Emma turned to see what it could be.

It was snow.
Emma could scarcely believe her eyes.
A moment before, the sky had been bright with sun-

shine. Now it was snowing fast. So suddenly did the
greatest snowstorm of this century arise.

"It will soon be over," said she, as she laid her hat off
and went down stairs into the drawing-room, where her
companions, all ready for their drive, were waiting
for her.

"Emma, dear, the barouche has been at the door these
ten minutes," said Mrs. Grey.

"It is snowing. We shall have to wait a few minutes
until it is over," said Miss Cavendish.

"Snowing!" exclaimed all the girls, in chorus.
"Come to the window and see," said Emma, as gne

went and drew aside the rich crimson velvet curtains of the
bay-window, and bade her companions look.

It was snowing faster than ever, now.
"I never knew a snow-storm to rise so suddexily. i~i a

clear sky before. But it cannot last long. We shall have
to wait until it is over, however."

"What a bore!" said Electra.
"I wonder how long we shall have to wait?" inquired

Laura
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"Oh, not long; twenty minutes, perhaps. It is only a
passing gust of snow," replied their young hostess.

And so thought many others besides Emma Cavendish.
But they were all mistaken. Faster and faster came

down the snow. The girls waited and waited, while the
sky thickened and thickened with fast falling snow.

At length they reluctantly gave up their drive. The
carriagQ was ordered back to the stable. And they all

~went up staii~ and laid off their hats, mantles and furs' and
concluded to spend this last day quietly at honie.

"If you will each give me lists of what you intended to
buy to-day, I will leave them with papa, and he will pur-
chase the articles and send them to us. So our shopping
will be provided for. And if you will give me your cards
I am sure papa will send them around to our friends. So
our leave-taking will be accomplished. And upon the
whole, all will be right. And as for myself, I am not sorry
that we shall spend this last day with dear papa, ~ho seems
so very sorry at the thought of losing us," said Miss
Cavendish.

And all her companions, with more or less sincerity,
agreed with her.

And but for the thought of to-morrow's parting, this
would have been one of the happiest days they had spent
at the Government House.

But it snowed fast all day. And when night closed in
it was still snowing.

As this was to be the last night of their stay, they sat
up very late7 loath to separate.

At one o'clock, before bidding each other a final good.
night, Mr. Cavendish opened the window shutter to look out.

It was still snowing fast as ever.
"This will be a very deep snow, I think," he said, as he

closed the shutter.

CC And who would have thought so this morning, to see

how suddenly it came up!" Emma remarked.
"We shall have to rise very early in the morning to

catch the train; so we'd better retire," observed practical
Laura.

"Don't be alarmed,, dear, Everything is ready~ Our
trunks are strapped, and brought down into the hall. The
breakfast-table is already set. The cook has orders to put
breakfast on the table at seven o'clock. And the coachman
has been directed to bring around the close carriage at
half-past. So we may sleep till a quarter to seven-when
Sarah has orders to call us-and we can afterward dress
in a hurry," said her young hostess.

And so discussing the business of the morning they re-
tired for the night.

And they slept until they were roused up by the loud
knocking of Miss Cavendish's own maid Si~rah.

It was still quite dark.
"What sort of a morning is it, Sarah?" inquired

Emma Cavendish.
"I don't know, Miss. Xone o' the windows an't opened

yet; though Jeemes is just unbarrin' o' the breakfast' room
uns," answered the girl, as she lighted the gas in her young
mistress' room.

The' young ladies arose in a hurry, and, dressed in a
hurry, and went down stairs to the breakfast-room, where
the gas was lighted, and where the early morning meal
was already laid upon the table awaiting them.

Governor Cavendish came forward to meet them.
"Oh, dear papa, II am so sorry you turned out of your

bed so early to see us off;" said Emma regretfully.
"My darling, what else could II do?" he tenderly in-

quired.
But if the truth must be told, it was not only affection
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for his daughter, but passionate love for his "darling May,"
that brought him there to see the youthful party off.

They all sat down together to breakfast, consulting
their watches from time to time, to see how long they
might safely linger over it.

At length Laura Lytton consulted her little time.
keeper, and exclaimed:

"Dear me! It is twenty minutes to eight o'clock!"
"And the carriage was ordered at haWpast seven, and

it is not yet announced. Papa, dear, the bell is at your
elbow," said Emma.

Mr. Cavendish rang the bell, which quickly brought in
the hall footman.

"James, see if the carriage is at the door," said his
master. -

TJ~e man bowed, went out, and soon returned with the
answer:

"No, sir.,~
"Go see why it is not then, and hurry the coachman.

The young ladies may miss the train."
The man went out a second time, and soon returned,

followed by the coachman.
"How is this, Jerome? Were you not ordered to have

the carriage at the door at half-past seven?" sternly de-
manded his master.

"Yes, sir. And please, sir, I were up at Six o'clock so
to do. But please, sir, the stable and the carriage-house
is~ both snowed up to that extent as 'I hey a been a tryin'
to dig ~'em out and open ~he doors for an hour or more,"
answered the man.

"Good Heavens! and it is now nearly eight o'clock!
The young ladies will miss the train ! '~ exclaimed Mr.
Cavendish.

"If you'll souse me for saying of it, sir, I don't think

no young ladies can't go on no train, not this morning,"
answered the old servant, negativing the journey in the
most emphatic manner.

"Why not? What's the matter? Is the snow so
deep? Is -it still snowing?"

"It's a most awful day, sir. Far's we can see-'cause
it's a wery dark morning-the snow is wery deep indeed,
and it keeps on snowing."

Governor Cavendish arose and with great difficulty
forced open the window shutters.

It was anawful day.
By the time, it should have been daylight. But it was

not. Thick clouds and fast falling snow obscui~ed the
morning.

lIe closed the window, and turned to his young people,
who, all well wrapped up for their journey, stood waiting
in suspense.

9 it is: all over for to-day, my dears. I doubt. if the
train.itselfe:can go today; and I know that you cannot," he
said.

And the young ladies saw that for his part he was very
glad.

~ .-

CHAPTER LIII.

THE BRIDE ELECT.

Her form had all the softness of her sex,
Her features ufl the sweetness of the devil

When he put on the cherub to perplex
Eve and pave the road-to evil. BYRON.

~V~f ES, you will have to stay where. you are for the
..I~. present, my dears. I doubt even if the train can

go in such weather as this," said the Governor.
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Perhaps no one of the youthful party was much disap-
pointed. Most likely all were very well pleased to be
obliged to remain in the city for a few days longer.

One person was delighted; and that one was Governor
Cavendish; for he had a respite from the dreaded pain 'of
parting with his beautiful love. His voice was quite brisk
and cheery as he turned to the footman and inquired:

"Jerome, is there a fire in the drawing-room?"
"Yes, sir," answered the man. "But the windows an't

open yet, and the gas is burning, sir."
"Go.then and open the windows. Let us see the day-

light, such as it is. Come, young ladies. We will go to
the drawing-room," said Mr. Cavendish, leading the way.

The young people followed him to the front parlor,
and began to take off their hats and furs, while the servant
opened the shutters.

"Now, Jerome, take all these articles up stairs, and
give them to my maid to put away," said Miss Cavendish,
pointing to the hats, shawls, furs and so forth, that had
just been laid off and piled upon a pier-table by herself
and her friends.

The man bowed, gathered them up, and walked off
with his arms full.

Mr. Cavendish and his young people crowded into the
recess of the bay-window to look out upon the weather.

What weather!
It was broad daylight now, but nothing could be seen

but thickly falling snow. It was no use to look out-not
a vestige of anything else was visible.

They turned away from the window and looked into
each other's faces.

"No matter," said the Governor, in a cheery voice.
"We must reconcile ourselves to the inevitable. By, pres-
ent appearances. the roads will not be in a passable con-

edition for many days to come; so you will have to remain,
here with me for a week longer at least. But take courage;
for though the country rQads may be impracticable for
young travellers, yet the city streets will soon be in a fine
condition for sleighing."

(C Oh, I'm content! I wouldn't mind being snowed up
in such a nice house as this all winter !" said Electra frankly.

"Thank you, my dear," replied the master of the house,
patting her head approvingly.

"Our very early breakfast will make a long morning
for us. And the gloomy weather will make it still longer.
But we must try to devise some way of passing the time
usefully and agreeably," said Emma Cavendish to her
young guests.

"I think we might amuse ourselves, Penelope like, by
undoing to-day what we did yesterday," said practical
Laura Lytton.

"How, my love?" inquired Mrs. Grey.
"By unpacking the trunks we packed up to be sure.

We can't live in trunks two or three days, or a week, can
we?"

"Certainly not. Your idea is a good one, my dear.
I will order the trunks taken up to our rooms immediately,"
said Miss Cavendish, reaching her hand to the bell.

Jerome appeared, and received the necessary directions.
And in another .hour the young people were busy un-

backing their trunks, and restoring their dresses and other
girlish finery to wardrobes and bureau drawers.

Then they took their work-baskets, with crochet or
.embroidery, and. went down into the parlor where Gov-
urnor Cavendish was walking up and down the floor in a
very restless condition, for the want of hi~ morning paper,
which the 'terrible state of the weather had prevented the
carrier from bringing.
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Chaos is come again! "' he said, in comical distress,

referring~to his loss.
"Snow-bound in a city house supplied with every means

and appliance of comfort and entertainment, and grumbling
and growling as if we were ice-bound in~ Behring's Straits!
Oh, papa, how can you?" said Emma gayly.

"But the .M~rning $tar, my dear!"
"Oh, it will rise in due time, never fear."
"The sturdy little carrier will not neglect his duty on

account of weather, you may depend," added Laura Lytton.
But they were all mistaken.
The snow continued to fall as fast as ever all that day,

and all the next night. And toward the morning of the
third day, which was the. Sabbath, the snow was reported
three feet deep on a level.

But about ten o'clock, at the same hour at which the
snow commenced on Friday, it ceased on Sunday. And
the wind changed, and blew a gale from the north-west,
and drifted the snow "mountains high," as the people said.

Everybody was snow-bound in their houses for several
days. Then the* wind changed to the south, and there
came a mighty thaw, and streets ran like rivers until the
snow was gone, and then they looked like great mud gut-
ters.

They had had three days of steadily falling snow, that
had covered the ground three feet deep ; then a three days'
gale of wind, that had drifted the snow into mountains
and valleys where mountains aiid valleys had never been
seen before; and finally three days of warm sunshine that
turned the~ streets into canals. In all it was about ten days
that some travel was interrupted and much business im-
peded.

During this liitLle the family at the Government House
amused themselves as well as they could During the

three days of gale and drifting snow they were obliged to
stay in the house, the young people occupying themselves
with a little crochet, embrQidery, music, drawing, reading
or writing; and theGQvernor.With h~s books and papers,
and more than all, with his "bei~tiful love," as he chilled
Mary Grey. The time did not iiang heavily on his hands.
Mrs. Grey made it so light indeed, that Mr. Cavendish
wished it might last forever.

During the thaw they went out daily, in the carriage
or on foot. And they received several visits.

About the tenth day since the storm, when the ground
had dried a little, there was some talk of starting again
upon their interrupted journey.

Mrs. Grey wrote to Mrs. St. John, the principal of
Mount 4scension, to explain to her, what no doubt she
understood well enough without such an.explanationthe
reason why she and the. young people under her charge
failed to return to the school at the commencement of the
term, and promisingto start on their journey as soon as
state of the roads would make travelling safe.

"And then, at 1ast,~I must lose you, darling!" sighed
her ;lover, when he heard from her that this letter had
been. sent.

She pressed ~ils ~nd in eloquent silence. And that
was ~ll the answer she made.

"I thank Heaven for that snow-storm that bound you
here, and gave me your dear company for a fortnight
longer than I could have ~hoped for such happiness. And,
oh, how I wish that something as unexpected would occur
to prevent you from ever leaving me!" he zaid.

She smiled on him an4 ~shook her~h i silence. ~he
was a great believer in "golden sile~e~ speciallyy when
she could not think of anything. very p~etty~ to say.

"Ah, yes, if something would only happen tQ keep you
21
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here with me!" he repeated with a sigh~ "If I were very
ill, would you stay with me then, May!"

"Yes, indeed I Would," she answered earnestly.
" Then I wish I were very ill. Ah, yes, child, what a

fool I am in my love for you I For I think that illness, or
any affliction) would be better then a separation from you.

CHAPTER LIV.

A LETTER AI~D ITS CONSEQUENCES.

TT seemed as though Governor Cavendish's expressed
i-wish, that something to prevent Mrs. Grey from leav-
ing his house, was prophetic. Something did happen.

Three days from that on which Mary Grey had written
to Mrs. St. 5ohn, a batch of letters arrived from Mount
Ascension. There was one from Mrs. St. John to each of
her absent pupils, expressing regret that they had been pre-
vented by the storm from returning to school at the ap-
pointed time, and a hope that she should soon see their
faces. There was not one word in either of these letters
addressed to the young ladies, that referred in the least de-
gree to Mrs. Grey-a circumstance at which they wonder-
ed, until they learned that Mrs. Grey herself had received
a letter9

Yes, Mrs. Grey had received' a letter, whose very first
words turned her cheeks to an ashen pallor, as she hastily
arose from her seat in the parlor and retreated to her own
room to read it unobserved by any.

The young ladies, absorbed in the perusal of their own
letters, did not observe her agitated retreat.

When she found herself alone in the privacy of her
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chamber, she carefully locked the door and then sat' down
to read the fatal letter through. It ran thus:

"MOUNT ASCENSION, Va., January 25th, 18-.
"Mrs. Mary Grey-.Miadam: I address you by the

name you have lately assumed, although I know now that
it is not your real name, and also that you are not a widow,
and have x~ever been a wife.

"The ~facts of your real history have come to my
knowledge m a manner that leaves no possibility of doubt
in respect to them upon my mind.

"I forbear to express the pain and shame and just in-
dignation I have felt in having discovered the gross de-
ception put upon me, and the affront offered to the young
ladies of my establishment, by your presence among them.

"I forbear also to expose your past life to the knowl-
edge of others. Reileem that life, if you can. Bui you
must kno'ir t14 I can never again receive you under the
honorable r~xif that shelters the good young maidenhood
of my soh'ool. I will* not, however, dismiss' you without
full compensation for the whole year for which you were
engaged. You will find enclosed a check for the amount
of your salary for the period named. Take it, with my
sincere forgiveness and good wishes, and try to redeem
your life. ELIZABETH ST. Jon~."

"Ha, ha! ha, ha! ha, ha, ha !". bitterly laughed Mary
Grey, in hysterical excitement, as she threw the letter
down and ground it under her feet. "The mocking old
hag! 'Bedeem my 'life!' Am I not trying to redeem
my life, when she sends this cruel, cutting, hypocritical,
insulting letter to strike me down by despair to destruc-
tion! Suppose this letter had by any chance fallen into
any other hands but mine? Suppose it had fallen into his
hands? Nothing but death would have been left me-
death by my own hands-.-for I would not have lived
humbled in his eyes! Stop! I must destroy this venomous
letter before it can hurt me any more!" she said, catching
up the obnoxious paper, tearing it to pieces, and putting

4
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'it into 'tne fire, where she watched it until every atom was
burnt to ashes.

Then she began to walk restlessly up and down the
floor, fretting like an irritated tigress in her cage.

"What shall I do now? What shall I do? I cannot
go back there! Shall I drop a line to my young lover,
who would -leave his college -and marry me to-morrow, if
I would let him? Or shall I give a hint to my old lover,
who would wed me to-day, if he could? Neither of them
need ever know how dishonorably I have been discharged!
For that bld wretch has at least promised that she will
not expose me to others.

"So, 'shall I write and recall my young lover?
"No, no, no; I love him better than all on earth! I

love him only of all on earth, hut I cannot face poverty
even with him! I mean to marry him some day, but not
while he is poor and -I am po~r! I must be a rich young
widow, and he a rising young lawyer, before we can af-
'ford to' marry!

"Shall I drop a hint to my aged adorer?
"Ah, yes; I fear I must do that! But how account to

'-him for my change of purpose? I can never confess to
him~thatI have 'been sharnd'ully dismissed from the school,
like -a dishonest ~servant from her place!

"'Let me see! Let me see'! There must be some way
'out of this difficulty,- and I must find it," she said, walking
slowly' up and down the room.

So she walked -and thought, and walked and thought,
- until- she 'had worked out her plan.

Then she' sat down 'and opened her little writing-desk,
selected some plain note paper, and 'fitted, it cross-wise to

-the empty stamped and post-marked envelope of Mrs. St.
John's letter.

Then with her wonderful talent for fac-simile copying,
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she wrote another letter, purporting to be from Mrs. St.
John to herself, with a perfect imitation of that lady's
handwriting. The forged letter ran as follows:

"Mo~i~ AscENsIoN, Va., January 25th, 18-.
"My DEAREST Mns~ GREY: I received yours of the

21st, explaining the reason why you and the young ladies
under your charge did not return in time for, the o enin
of the new school term. ~ g

"Of course I knew that the delay was caused by no
fault of yours. Indeed I have never, during the time of
our mutual and very agreeable engagement, had the slight-
est cause to find fault with you. I wish I could say as
much for all my young assistant teachers. And the perfect
satisfaction you have given me makes -it all the more diffi.
cult for me to write what I am now-%ompelled to commu-
nicate. In a word, my dear young friend, I am reluctantly
obliged to part with you. My school is not so flourishing
as it promised to be. Many of my pupils have failed to
return this term. My expenses are very heavy. It is ab-
solutely necessary that I should reti'ench them in order to
avoid positive bankruptcy. And thus you see, my dear
and highly esteemed young friend, that being no longer
able to pay your salary, I am forced to relieve you of your
duties. Call on me promptly, if I can aid you in procuring
a new engagement; and believe me ever, my dearest Mrs.
Grey, your sincere friend, ELIZABETH ST. JOHN."

"That will do," said Mary Grey, with a rather grim
smile on her lovely lips, as she critically examined her
work and folded it, and slipped it into Mrs. St. John's
empty envelope.

"That will do," she repeated "that real envelope,
directed in her own handwriting, and pQ5t-marked and
stamped quite regularly, will lend a reality to the enclosed
letter that will place it beyond question."

And so saying, she arose and bathed her face and
smoothed her hair, and made herself look as pretty as pos-
sible, to go down and talk with her old lover.
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She could not find him in the drawing-room. No one
but the young ladies were there, chattering over their let-
ters. She left them, and went up to the door of the Gov-
ernor's study and rapped softly.

He opened the door, and welcomed her with smiling
face and loving words and outstretched hands.

"I knew it was you, my angel visitant," he said, draw-
ing her into the room, and seating her in an easy chair.
"What is your sweet will with me?"

"Oh dear, I am in trouble," she answered, putting up
her lips like a grieved child.

"In trouble, darling? What trouble can you be in that
J cannot free you from? Tell me!" he said, seating him-
self beside her and taking her hand, and gazing on her
with every expression of sympathy and encouragement.

"Oh dear, I- It is very mortifying to confess it, but
I am a servant out of place," replied the beauty, with a
pretty pout of childish distress.

"A servant out of place, my angel! Whatever do you
mean?" inquired the perplexed Governor.

"Oh dear! I mean what I say. It is too true! I am a
discharged servant. For no fault of my own, however.
Can bring good recommendations from my last place,"
said Mrs. Grey, with a pretty, childish blending of fretful-
ness and fun in her manner.

"My dearest Mary! Will you tell me what you are
talking about? For really I do not understand your
trouble," said the bewildered Governor.

"Haven't I explained it by saying that I am a female
domestic out of a situation? But read this letter. This
will explain my explanation," said Mrs. Grey, putting the
forged letter into the hands of her lover.

Mr. Cavendish examined the genuine envelope first, as
she knew he naturally would.
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"AhI from Mount Ascension !" he said. "In answer, I
suppose, to your letter of Monday?"

"Yes," she answered, with a nod.
He unfolded the letter and read it through, without a

word. Then he quietly refolded it, i'eplaced it in the en-
velope, laid it on the table, and opened his arms, saying:

"Come to me! Come to me, my darling! Here is
your resting-place! Here is your home! Do not hesitate
longer, dearest May, to give me at once the legal right to
protect you. Come to my heart, as Noah's weary dove to
her ark."

And he drew her to his bosom.
She dropped her head upon his shoulder and burst into

tears-tears of self-pity only, and not of affection or of
gratitude.

When she had sobbed herself into comparative quiet-
ness, she resumed her seat and said:

"I must find some temporary home."
"Your home is here. You shall not leave it with

consent," he answered earnestly.
"But, dear friend, you know it would not be proper for

me to remain here, after the young ladies shall have all
left me and returned to school."

"But they shall not all leave you, my poor darling.
My daughter shall remain with you. I will write to Mrs.
St. John and forward the fee~for, her board and tuition for
the coming term, so that there be no pecuniary disappoint-
ment; but I shall not forward the young lady," said Mr.
Cavenaish.

"Oh, no! pray, pray do not make such a sacrifice on my
account," pleaded Mrs. Grey, with well assumed humility.

"It will be no sacriflee at all. I want my daughter.
And-I no longer like or approve Mrs. St. John," said Mr.
Caveudish emphatically.
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" t'hen, oh! at least please do not mention my name to
her at all when you write. She has been a dear friend to
me, and I love her. And I would not have her think that
I had been, either directly or indirectly, instrumental in
depriving her of her favorite pupil-for indeed, sir, you
know that I did not wish to do,, so," said Mrs. Grey artfully.

"I know it, my darling. I know that you are all good.
ness and truth. I shall not compromise you with your old
friend in any manner. There, dearest, leave it all in my
hands. I will write by this mail," he said, as he drew her
to his bosom and kissed her.

And then she gently released herself and left the room

CHAPTER LV.

A SURPRISE FOR EMMA.

T o be frank with you, my reader, I feel rather vexed
with Governor Cavendish at this time for suffering

his wisdom to be turned into folly by the blandishments of
an unprincipled young beauty. But then love, like all
other juvenile maladies, goes extr~nidy hard with those of
riper years.

Perhaps the great statesman was dimly conscious of his
littleness in this one respect, from the fact of his extreme
reluctance to break his change of plans to his daughter
Emma-that devoted child who was ever ready to make
any sacrifice of her own happiness for her father's comfort.

He wrote his letter to Mrs. St. John, enclosing the
amount of school fees for the coming term, and politely
informing her that he desired to withdraw his daughter
from the establishment, not from any dissatisfaction, but

simply from the need he felt of her society at home. Thus
he gave the principal Qf Mount Ascension a very great sur-
prise, but not the least offence.

Having sealed this letter, he' rang and summoned his
own footman.

"Take this letter and put it in the post-bag and then
ask Miss Cavendish to come to me," he said.

A few minutes after the delivery of this message Emma
Cavendish came into the room, looking very lovely in her
pure white merino morning dress with the swan's-down
trimmings.

"Sit down here beside me, dear," said her father, offer-
ing the very chair lately occupied by Mary Grey.

"You look pale and harassed, dear papa. Are you not
well ?" inquired his daughter, laying her soft hand upon
his corrugated brow.

Here was a good opening.
"No, my child, I am not well. The cares of) State and

-other matters trouble me. And I am no longer young,
my dear," he answered, with a sigh.

"My dear papa!" a1~e said, with infinite tenderness and
sympathy.

"Emma!"
CC Yes, papa.~~
"How were you getting on with your studies at Mount

Ascension, my love?"'
"Very well, papa.~~
"Is it "eally a good institution of learning?"
"An excellent one, I think, papa; but of course I do

notknow how it compares with others of' its kind, never
having been at any other."

"Were you happy there?"
"As happy as I could be anywhere, aWay 'from home

and you, papa. Yes, I maysay I was happy there."

~II
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"And are you very anxious to return?"
She looked up into hi~ f~ace in surprise and perplexity;

but she divined his wishes in a moment.
"No, indeed, papa. I am not at all anxious to go back,

especially if\you wish me to stay with you," she answered
promptly and heartily.

"Thanks, dearest child. I do wish you to stay with me.
I am no longer young, and no longer well. And I need
you, my daughter," he said pathetically.

"And I need you, dear papa. I never did wish to be
banished from you; but Aunt Wesley insisted on my going
to boarding-school, and you and I yielded to her judgment.
But there is really no necessity for my going back, dear
papa. I can study quite as well at home," she said
cordially.

"And you can have as many professors as you like; the
best in the city, if you please. And moreover, my daugh-
ter, you can have your liberty, which I take it is the great-
est boon of all, to young as well as to old."

"Yes, dear papa, it really is," smiled Emma.
CC And you can have your favorite school-mates come

and spend theii' holidays with you just the same."
"Dearest papa ! ." she said, smiling,- and putting her arm

around his neck and kissing him. "Don't I know that you
will do everything in the world that you can to make your
spoiled child happy? Haven't you always done so?
Haven't you been father and mother, sister and brother,
friend and companion and confidant, and all in all to me,
ever since I was born? So you needn't promise me any-
thing, for I am sure of it all beforehand."

Governor Cavendish pressed his daughter to his heart,
and sighed heavily; feeling, perhaps, that he was about to
turn traitor to all 'this life-long love and trust by giving her
a young step-mother.

"Emma," he said again. "I have something else to tell
you, my child."

CCYes, papa.~~
"Something that I fear may give you pain."
"Papa!" she said, in a quick, low tone.
"My child, our conversation on the second of this month

may perhaps have prepared you for this communication," he
said hesitatingly.

"Papa, I think I understand you. There is some one
else besides your daughter who is necessary to complete
your happiness," she answered, with an involuntary sigh, as
~he withdrew herself from his embrace and resumed her
seat.

"Yes, my'daughter, there is some one else necessary to
complete my happiness-just as, in the course- of nature,
my beloved Emma, there will be some one else besides
your father necessary to complete the circle of your own
life's joy. Don't you understand? Don't you understand,
my daughter?"

"Oh, my dear papa, I understand too well. A lady
will come between you and me, papa-a lady who will be
nearer and dearer to you than I have ever been. I under-
stand that part of your speech, but the other part I do not
understand; for no man shall ever come between me and
you, papa! no love but yours is needful to my happiness,"
she said, in a voice tremulous with emotion.

"My dearest child, you speak from ignorance~and inex-
perience. In a year or two, you will tell another tale."

"Oh, no, no, papa! never! I will never leave you for
any other love. Oh, dear papa, your happiness is dearer to
me than anything else in the whole world! But I do not
think your happiness will be secured by this contemplated
marriage. I do, not indeed. If I did, I should not so much
mind taking the second place in your heart and home; but
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BQmething here," she said, placing her hand upon her heart
assures me that your happiness and mine will be utterly

wrecked in this union."
"Emma, why do you say this, my child?" he inquired,

in a tone full of pain.
"Oh, dear papa, because I know it and feel it in my

heart of hearts. The woman is not worthy of you, papa."
"Emma, I cannot permit you to speak of that lady in

this manner. No, much as I love you, my daughter, I
cannot permit you to speak ill of my promised wife," he,
said, in a tone of severity such as he had never before used
toward his idolized daughter.

She started with surprise and pain. And then sudden.
ly she threw her arms around his neck, as if she would
snatch him away from some imminent peril, and bursting
into the tears she could no longer suppress, she cried:

"Oh, dearest papa, do not say that! do not say that
she is your promised 'wife! Oh, papa! listen, dear! You
are all the world to me. Your comfort is my first and last,
my whole thought. Oh, papa, if you will only give up this
marriage-which is going to work woe, I feel sure-If you
will only give up this marriage, I, on my part, will promise
never to marry, or think of marrying; -never to leave you,
or love any other but you; and vow to live an old maid
for your sake, and devote all my life to cherish and com-
fort yours; yes, and to be very happy in doing such sweet
duty. Papa, will you grant me my prayer? Papa, for
your own dear sake, as well as for mine, will you grant me
my prayer?"

"Oh, my dear child, what distress ,you cause me! you.
who profess to love me, and do love me so much! What
distress, and even what anguish, you cause me!" groaned
the father, covering his face with his hand.

"Papa! dearest papa! I would save you from trouble

and distress. Oh, papa! 'for the sake of your own dignity,
for the sake of your daughter's future, give tip this fatal
thought of marriage," pleadc~d Emma.

And it is but just to her to say, that when she pleaded
with her father in the name of his "daughter's future," she
did so only because she knew it would be the strongest
plea she could possibly use, and not because she thought
about her own interests at all; for truly she thought only
of her beloved father's honor and welfare.

He remained with his hands over his face, while deep
sighs heaved his bosom. At length he answered, in a
broken voice:

"My dearest child, I would to Heaven I might grant
your prayer. But 'I cannot. I have gone too far to retract
with honor, even if I wished to retract, which I do not.
I am bound to this lady in heart, as well as in word. I am
engaged to her and-I could not live without her. So you
see I could not honorably break the marriage off, if I
would, and-I would not, ~fIcould. This is final, Emma."

"And fatal! Oh, my dear father," sighed the daughter.
"I hope, my dear child, that your prejudice-I will say

your natural, your very natural prejudice-against the idea
of a step-mother, will not prevent you from treating the
lady with due respect," said Mr. Cavendish earnestly.

"My dearest papa, be sure that I shall treat Mrs. Grey
always with due respect," replied Miss Cavendish, in a
tone and with an accent that did not in the least degree
serwe to tranquillize her father's troubled mind.

Then she kissed him, and arose and inquired:
"Is there anything else you want me for, papa?"
"No, my. dear, sadly responded her father.
"Then I will go. Good.by, dear papa," she said, kiss.

ing him tenderly.
"Why, my dear, you say 'Good-ky,'* as if you were

*1
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goiug very far away from me," he said uneasily, holding
hei' hand and detaining her by his side.

"I am going only to my room; yet I feel as if you had
sent me, and I was going very far away from you indeed."

"Oh, Emma, Emma!"
"Forgive me, papa; perhaps in time I shall get ovei

this feeling. Good-by!"
And she kissed him again, and then withdrew herself

from his embrace and left the room. She felt the need of
going off by herself to give way to the overwhelming
grief that filled her bosom.

CHAPTER LVI.

EMMA'S FIRST SORROW.

S HE went and locked herself in her chamber, fell down
upon her bed and wept~bitterly.

She did not rejoin her young companions until the
dinner hour, when her pale face and depressed manner
attracted their attention. After dinner they came to he;'
with affectionate inquiries, to all of which Miss ORvendish
replied evasively.

"I am not quite well. I have had a chill."
And this was true, in one sense of the word. She ha~

had a chill, poor girl, and it was none the easier to bear for
being a spiritual chill.

But they, understanding only a material ague, came
around her with expressions of regret and anxiety.

And Mrs. Grey' put her hand on Emma's shoulder,
cooing forth the words:'
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My poor darling! She must go to bed, and have some

nios spiced-"
But Miss Cavendish shrank from her with a look that

clearly repelled present, and forbade all future familiarities
of that sort.

"Something's up in that quarter. Emma snubbed the
widow, and won't let her 'gush,"' whispered Electra to
Laura Lytton.

"I don't wonder," remarked the lawyer's daughter.
The next day was Saturday. The young ladies were to

return to school on the following Monday. Laura and
Electra, who shared the same bed-room, were busy pack-
ing their trunks, when Emma Cavendish joined them.

"I think we shall have fine weather 'for our journey this
time," said Laura, lifting her head out of her trunk.

"I hope you will have," answered Emma.
Hope 'you' will have? What do you mean, Emma?

You speak just as if only we were going," said Electra.
"Only you and Laura are going, I am sorry to say,

dear," answered Miss Cavendish.
Electra and~ Laura stopped packing to gaze at her in

silent astonishment.
"It is trite, my dears. My father says that he needs me

at home. So he has written to Mrs. St. John, and pei~na.
neatly withdrawn me from the school."

Oh, I am so sorry! I could sit down and cry!" said
Laura.

"But why does not Mrs. Grey return?" inquired
Electra.

"Mrs. Grey will be Mrs. Cavendish within a month
from this," said Emma bitterly.

The two other young girls looked at the speaker, and
then at each other. They had certainly expected this
event, but not quite so soon. Then Laura Lytton went
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and threw her ~rxns around Emma Cavendish and burst
into tears, exclaiming:

,"Oh, my darling.! my ;darling! I am so sorry for you!
What a calamity!"

"There, don't weaken me, Laura, dear! This cannot be
helped," said Emma, extricating herself from her friend's
embrace.

"And so you are to stay here to keep the betrothed
bride in countenance until she is married-for that is the
real reason why you are kept ,fi'om school, Emma," said
Electra.

"Yes, I suppose that is the true reason," answered Miss
Cavendish.

"I like that. That's the funniest part of the whole
funny affair, that you should play the part of chaperoilto
your own step-mother that is to be," laughed Electra.

"I came in to tell you this news, dear friends. And
now I will leave you to your packing," said Miss Caven-
dish, as she withdrew from the room.

"This will almost kill Emma," said Laura Lytton
Badly.

"I tell you what I would do, if I were you; I would
counsel Emma to marry the very first good-looking young
man wh~ m~kes love to her," said Electra.

"Indeed I shall do no such thing! And he would be a
very bold young man, 'I think, who would venture to make
love, as you call it, to Emma Cavendish," said Laura.

"Well,; then,;if I were Emma, and didn't want to live
with my step-mother, and didn't want to marry, I'd-I'd
go for a missionary to the' heathen, or go on the stage, or
something.~~

"Go for a missionary, or go on the stage! How mixed
your ideas are, dear Electra !"' laughed Laura.

And that: ended their talk for the tim.e being.
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While they were locking their trunks Mrs. Grey came
sauntering in.

She sank gracefully down into a resting chair and cooed:
"Perhaps, my dears, you may not have heard that I do

not attend you back to school?"
"Yes, Madam, we have heard it," answered Laura Lyt-

ton quite curtly.
"And we bear it with great fortitude," added Electra,

drawing down the corners of her mouth.
Mi's. Grey eyed them with a dark look and withdrew

from the room, probably resolved that when she should be
the mistress of the Cavendish house these impertinent girls
should come there no more to spend their Christmas or
nidsummer holidays.

When they had strapped down the lids of their trunks
the two girls separated for a while. Electra went down
into the drawing-room to practice a song that she wished
to sing to Mr. Cavendish that evening.

And Laura went to the library to look for writing ma-
terial to write to her brother at the University of Virginia,
to tell him the news of the week; and especially that the

~rumored matrimonial engagement between Governor Cay-
endish and Mrs. Grey was now reduced to a certainty;
that the engagement had been formally announced to the
family and friends of the Governor, and the marriage was
to be solemnized in about a month from date-on Shrove
Tuesday, in fact-~--because Mrs. Grey, who was a strict Bit-
ualist~ would not be married in Lent, and Governor Caven-
dish, wh~ was a very ardent and impatient lover, would
not wait until after Easter.

She added that Mrs. Grey would not return, again to
her school duties, but would remain a~guest at the Govern-
ment House, with Emma Cavendish to keep her in counte-
nance until the wedding-day.

22
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Laura ended her letter. by requesting her brother to ad
dress his next letters to her at Mount Ascension) to which
she and her schoolmate would return on the following
Monday.

her letteLaura Lytton sent off r by that night's mail,
little dreaming what a terrible storm that news would
raise, and what an awful catastrophe it would precipitate
upon all their heads.

For Laura Lytton had not the slightest suspicion of
her brother's fatal passion for that baleful beauty, Mary
Grey.

Alden Lytton, with the mingled shyness of youth and
the superstitious worship of love) had concealed his passion
from his sister's knowledge, deeming it too precious and
sacred a mystery to be intrusted even to her confidence.

Mrs. Grey, for other and more practical reasons, had
carefully guarded hersecret.

Thus Laura, when she wrote that firebrand of a letter,
knew nothing of the magazine of gunpowder into which she
threw it.

On Monday, according to programme, the young ladies,
Laura Lytton and Electra, left the city for Mount Ascen-
sion.

Emma Cavendish saw them depart with real sorrow,
and Mrs. Grey with many hypocritical teat's.

Governor Cavendish attended them to the railway sta-
tion, where they were met by a country clergyman who
happened to be travelling in the same direction, and who
promised to see the ~young ladies safe to the end of their
journey.

The next two days passed very quietly at the Govern~
ment House.

Miss Cavendish kept her room very closely, appearing
in the drawing-room only at meal-times.
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But ah I she was not even missed by her infatuated
father, whose whole heart seemed now taken up by the
deadly passion that possessed him.

On the third morning from the departure ~f the girls,
Mrs. Grey sat alone in the drawing-room.

Miss Cavendish had, as usual, withdrawn to her own)
chamber.

And Governor Cavendish had reluctantly left his beau-
tiful betrothed to go and receive an official visitor.

Mrs. Grey was sitting in perfect idleness, congratula-
ting herself on the entire success of her plans, when the
violent ringing of the hall bell was followed by the open-
ing of the hall door, and then by the opening of the
drawing-room door, and the announcement of:

"Mr. Alden Lytton to see Mrs. Grey."
Mary Grey turned pale, and started to her feet.
Alden Lytton, dusty and travel-stained, pale and wild,

stood before her I

-. ~-. p~

CHAPTER LVII.

A TERRIBLE E~TCOUNTER.

Go! woman of the wily breast;

~ot I, but you have caused his death.-ByuoN.

\7ES; pale, wild and dishevelled, with indignation a~id
~ despair stamped ~on every lineament of his noble fa~,e,

Alden Lytton stood before Mary Grey.
She arose in consternation.
And the true man and the false woman confronted each

other for a moment in silent agony.
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Then, trembling and choking with passion, he held
out an open letter in his left hand, and dashed his right
hand upon it, exclaiming, in a broken voice:

"My sister has written to me that you are about to
marry Governor Cavendish; that this is no longer a mere
newspaper report, but a confessed fact. Laura never told
a falsehood in her life; yet I will not believe this unless I
hear it confirmed by your own lips. Oh; May, I cannot
believe it!" he suddenly cried out, dropping the hand that
held the letter, and raising his dark eyes, full of anguish,
to her face.

While he spoke to her thus-gazed on her thus-she
gasped for breath; her color came and went; her bosom
rose and fell. She was tremendously agitated, for she
loved this handsome, earnest, faithful lover that stood be-
fore her-yes, loved him best, him only, of all the human
race, and loved him with all the fire and strength of her
passionate and perverted heart. She could not answer him.
She could only clasp her hands, and raise her eyes to his,
&nd gaze on him imploringly.

"Are you going to marry the millionaire?" he de-
manded, in a hurried, gasping voice. And his cheek paled
to a still deadlier pallor as he awaited her answer.

"Alden-darling!" she panted, and could say no more.
"Are you going to marry that man? Answer-yes, or

no!" he cried, breathing quickly, and grasping the back of
the chair as if for support.

"Alden, dearest! oh, sit down!" she cried.
"One word-yes, or no!"
"Alden, oh, for Heaven's sake, >db not look at me with

those terrible eyes! Sit down. Calm yourself."
" Yes, or no?"
"Oh, my Lord in heaven, what shall I say? Alden, sit

down and listen to me.

"I am listening with all my soul, listening for your
answer. But I will not sit down till I hear it. YES, oa
No?" he sternly demanded.

She uttered a faint shriek, and covered her eyes with
her hands.

"Answer!"
"Ah, Heaven, you terrify me so! You are very cruel

to me, Alden!" she cried.
"Are you going to marry that man?" he now fiercely

demanded, making a step toward her.
She saw that he was in a desperate mood. She had

read and heard of men committing murder and suicide in
just such a mood. She clasped her hands in wild affright,
and sank back nearly fainting in her chair.

"It is true then," he whispered, in a tone that thrilled
her spirit, and augmented her terror a hundred-fold, Des-
peration quickened her wits.

"What do you mean?" she gasped. CC Have I not told
you that I would marry you?" she said, holding out a
white and trembling hand.

her words took him by surprise. He had not expected
this. Her silence, her agitation, her evasion, and last of all
her terror, had prepared him to hear the confession of her
intended marriage that he had seemed determined to extort
from her. He could now scarcely believe that he heard
aright. He stood stock still, and looked at her. He u~t(er.
ed but one word.

"May!"
She saw her advantage and pursued it, though her face

was still pale and her voice still faint.
"What do you mean, Al den, by this startling entrance,

and assault? For it is an assault, darling. You have
frightened me almost out of my senses."

"But this newspaper report, this announcement of your
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engagement and my sister's letter confirming it all!" he
faltered, in bewilderment.

"Well, but, dearest, could you not trust me notwith-
standing all that?" she pleaded. "For did I not promise
to marry you Y"

"Yes, you did; but-but---" he began.
"I told you that I would surely marry you.'~
"Yes, you told me ~
"And I told you the truth. I surely will marry you,

some time or other, as surely as we both live and you keep
true to me."

"If I keep true to you! Oh, May! Oh, my darling,
my pride, my joy, my hope, my star of destiny, my guard-
ian angel!. what choice have I in keeping true to you ?-

to you to whom I am bound, soul and body, for life and*
for death, for time and for eternity?" he cried, with all the
wild enthusiasm of his insane, boyish passion.

"Then I will surely marry you, sooner or later. Not
now, Alden! Not now, dearest; for neither you nor I can
afford to marry now. But sometime, sooner or later, I
will marry you, for oh, Alden, I love you only, of all the
world! And if I do not speak the truth in this, may just
Heaven strike me dumb forever!" she said, her wh6le face,
look and tone beaming, trembling, thrilling with the impas-
sioned earnestness of her words.

Even while she spoke, and before she had finished, the
young man sank at her feet and put his hands together, and
raised them with his uplifted eyes to her face, as in a mute,
eloquent prayer for pardon. For a few seconds he could
not speak. Then, in a voice broken and faltering, through
strong emotion, he said:

"And I could doubt you! doubt you whom I had every
reason to trust utterly! Oh, what a fool and brute I have
been! How utterly unworthy of your love and faith! So

my sister was mistaken. I should have known that she
was. Ah, I could scarcely forgive her for writing that let-
ter, even under her mistake, if I did not believe that she
could not have known our mutual love and betrothal, and
consequentJy could never have suspected the wrong she
was doing you, nor the pain she was giving me. But I
fully and freely forgive her; for I am too happy to do
otherwise. And, dearest May, you will forgive me also,
whc~n I promise never to doubt you again; ever to trust
you utterly!"

Mary Grey burst into tears and sobs that. seemed to
rend her bosom.

"Do not weep so, my beloved! I will never doubt
you again. I will trust you utterly!" he repeated, kiss-
ing her hands rapturously, and then seating himself by
her side.

And now, for what followed in this strange interview,
I cannot accoi~int in any other. way~ but by the charitable
hypothesis that this beautiful fiend was partially insane.

With a perverted and depraved heart, she had also a
weak and silly head. Her passions were therefore stronger
than her intellect. And the intense violent struggle in her
soul, between the passion of ambition, that tempted her to
marry the wealthy and distinguished Governor of the State,
and the passion of love, that pleaded for the faithful lover
by her side, must have deranged her reason for the time.

Weeping and sobbing, with her heart beating wildly
and her brain whirling dizzily, she yet in some degree con-
trolled her thoughts and selected her words as she cau-
tiously approached her subject.

"Oh, Alden, dearest, you will have to trust me so
much!" she said.

"I will trust you through everything," he answered
with enthusiasm.
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"Oh, Alden! Oh, my beloved! Your faith will be tried
as never man's faith was tried before!" she sighed.

"I will trust you through life and unto death!" he said.
"Oh, if you $ill do that-if you will do that, we shall

be happy at last! IFill you trust me through life, Alden?"
she pleaded.

"Through life and through death! So help me Heaven!"
he answered, with all the earnestness of his most earnest
nature. "I will trust you through life and unto death !"

"You may -indeed you may, for I love you 'unto
death!' You lest - you only of all created beings!" she
answered fervently.

"I know it, my own, my beloved!" he said earnestly.
"And, Alden, what I am going to do will be done as

much for your sake as for my own. Oh! try to believe it!"
"I do believe it, my adored one!"
"And, oh, Alden! you will wait for me, will you not,

even though we should not be able to marry for years?"
she pleaded.

"I will wait for you, my worshipped one, until I get
you, if it should take all my life and all yours!" he an-
swered, with an infinite trust.

"It will not take so long as that, unless we die very
young," ~she said with a faint smile.

"No, I thank Heaven that it will not. For in a year
or two I shall graduate and be called to the bar, and then
we shall be able to marry, my darling," said Alden, with
beaming eyes, for he was very happy now in his "Fool's
Paradise." "But you were going to tell me something,
May," he added, with an encouraging smile.

"Yes; listen, Alden; listen patiently, dearest. And do
not misjudge me, as others will be sure to do."

"I will never misjudge you again, my angel."
"No, do not; for remember, whatever may happen, I

love you, you only, you utterly. And believe that what-
ever I do will be done for your sake as for my own."

"I will, I will, my darling! Fear not!"
Listen, then. Alden, dearest, you know that we are

both very poor."
"Yes; but I mean to be very rich, for your sake," h'~

said hopefully.
"And .7 mean to be very rich for your sake, too, dear-

est. But, Alden, we will have to make our fortunes sepa-
rately, and in different ways," she said, so gravely that he
looked up uneasily.

"Alden, dearest, you know that we cannot possibly
marry yet, for some years."

"Heaven forbid that we should have to wait so long!
As for myself, I would gladly, rapturously clain~ your hand
to-day, and take all the chances of poverty."

"Poor boy! where should we live? What should we
live on? And what would become of your studies?"

"I care not. I care only for you. I should be sure to
find some way to make a fortune for you.~~

"But I would not let you sacrifice all the ambitious
hopes of your youth for my sake; for lam ambitious fot
you, Alden. I hope to see you rise to the highest honors
of your profession-to the bench of the Supreme Court,
some day. So you must study your profession until you
graduate with ~clat. That is what you must do. And I?
What must I do, Alden., while waiting for you?"

She paused, and looked earnestly into his anxious face.
"I would to Heaven I had wealth, for your sake; to~

save you from the drudgery of teaching, which I suppose
will be your life until I can persuade you to share mine,
he said sorrowfully.

"No, Alden, I cannot teach. I never was really capable
of teaching. I had but one accomplishment, and that was
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rather a skill in copying than a talent for drawing and
painting. But I have lost my situation in Mrs. St. John's
school; not through any fault of mine, unless it was incom-
petency. Read that, Alden. I received it some weeks
ago from Mrs. St. John~" she said, putting the forged
letter, with which she had already deceived Governor
Cavendish, into the hands of the young man.

He took it, and read it slowly and carefully. And then
he returned it to her, in sorrowful silence.

"Now, while you are studying your profession, what
am Ito do, Alden?"

"Oh, would to Heaven I. had a home of safety and coin-
fort to offer you, my own May. But I offer you myself to
work for you, my love. If you will give me a husband's
right to protect you, I will go and seek employment in
some lawyer's office, that will enable me to support you in
the necessaries, if not in the comforts of life! Will you let
me do that, May?"

"And sacrifice all your ambitious hopes of wealth and
fame? No, Alden, no; I love you too much for that. List-
en yet, dearest. An honorable home is offered me, where
I may find peace, safety, wealth and comfort, while waiting
for you."

He started slightly, and looked at her intently.
But she avertedher head as she continued.
"And, Alden, if you will only trust me and wait for me,

as you promised to do, for a few -years, at the end of that
period of probation I should be able to bring you great
wealth. What do you say, Alden? Will you wait for me
and trust me as you promised ?"

"I told you I would trust you through all things~ and
wait for you till I get you, iPit should be all our lives.
And I will do so," he earnestly assured her.

"Bless you! bless you! bless you, Alden," she breathed.
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But oh! how harg it was to look into his true, noble
face and come to the point of her discourse.

He saw that she hesitated, and came to her assistance.
"Tell me all your plans, dearest. Let there be perfect

confidence between us."
"I will tell you everything. There shall be perfect con

fidence between us. But oh, before I do so, assure me
again that you believe I love only you of a1~ the world;
that all I do will be for your sake; that you believe I am
sincere in my intention to marry you at the end of my pro.
nation; and that you will trust me through everything and
wait for me until I am free!" she earnestly pleaded.

Alden looked at her fondly, and laughed as he said:
"Why, I have assured you over and over again that I

will do so. I will swear it, if you please."
"Bless you! bless you! I hoped you would. But oh I I

also feared' that you would not. You frightened me so
when you came in, 0 you cruel love!"

"Sweetest, forgive me, and trust me with your plans;
trust me, even as I trust you. Come, now, what is it you
are going to do, which is to put my faith in you to such a
terrible trial? Have you discovered eminent talent for the
drama? Are you destined to be an illustrious actress?
Have you signed a contract with some enterprising and
munificent theatrical manager, to play tragedy at a thou..
sand dollars a night? or what?" he gayly inquired.

"I have done none of these things,'dearest Alden. I
shall not owe my wealth to the stage; nor will. you have to
marry an actress. You will make a more ambitious match
than that, when the time comes," she added proudly9

"Riddle upon riddle! Conundrum after conundrum!
I give, them all up, Come, love, hesitate no longer. Trust
me with your plans, as I trust you in all things~" he said,
with a tender gayety.
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But she could not look into his honest face and answer
him. She averted and bowed her head as she whispered:

"Then Alden-reminding you again that I love only
you; that all I do will be for your sake; that I fully in-
tend to marry' you as soon as I shall be free again, I will
tell you: The home of peace, safety and affluence that is
offered me is here."

He started and changed color, set his teeth, and then
became very still and attentive.

She, with her averted face, had not seen the start, or
noticed his, sudden grimness. She paused merely because
she found it so difficult and humiliating to continue.

"Co on," lie said, in a low, self-controlled tone.
"And the-position offered me-is that of-a wife," she

added, in a low, hesitating voice, and with a shame-bowed
head.

"So it is true then," he whispered, in a husky tone, as
he clutched the side of the table to steady himself. Then
with a mighty effort of self-control, he said:

"I do not love him the least bit in the world, Alden.
Of course you know I do not. I love only you. My heart
is true to you. But he adores me. *As the servants say,
'he worships the very ground I walk on.' He will do any-
thing in the world for me.-Hush/" she said, suddenly
breaking' off and listening.

"What is the matter?" he inquired, in a strangely low
ahd steady tone.

"I thought I heard some one in the next room. I was
mistaken," she said.

"Yes, you'were mistaken. Go on."
Still with averted face she proceeded, with a sort of

fatuity, to unveil all her evil plans.
"He will do anything on earth for me. He will make

the most princely settlements upon me. And from these
I shall be able to help you so much with you studies and
profession, 'Alden. Just see how much I shall be able to
help you."

"Yes, Isee."
And the best of all is, that we Thall not have to wait

long. He is old, and in danger of apoplexy. And he
will die and leave me a young and wealthy widow!"

"Ahi" said Alden, breathing hard.
"And then, dearest, you can marry me with all my

wealth! That will be better than marrying a pauper such
as I am now, or an actress such as you imagined I might
be.-ffush I"

"What now?"
"lam sure I heard some one in the next room."
"You are quite mistaken."
"Well, I suppose I am. And now, Alden, you under-

stand me. While you are studying hard at college, I shall
be waiting for you, as the wife of an old man whom I en-
dure, so I may come to you at the end of the probation as
a wealthy widow!" she said, with an aff4~ctation of cheerful
confidence.

"Yes, I understand you. But why do you not turn
your face toward me? You have not looked at me for the
last ten minutes. Look in my face, May," lie said, with a
strange composure.

She turned a half-ashamed and half-frightened counte-
nance toward him. But when she met his eyes she started,
screamed, and then stared at him in a sort of horrified
silence for a full minute~ befor~ she found voice to gasp:

"Oh, Alden! after all you do not trust me!"
"Oh, yes; I trust you to be-what you are!" he said.
"You do not believe me! You know you do not!"
"Oh, certainly, I believe you-to be-yourself."
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"Alden 1 Alden! you terrify me almost to death!
*What do you mean ?"' she wildly exclaimed, starting to her
feet and staying at him in a sort of panic.

"Mary Grey! if a man had ventured to ask me to be.
come a party to such a base and treacherous plan as you
have dared to propose, I should have horsewhipped him
within an inch of his life, and taken the consequences.
But as a woman has ~ione this, I can only expose her
treachery to the worthy gentleman whom she plans to
deceive!"

"No, no, no! You wrn not do anything so cruel as
that. Oh, but I knew by your face that you had the very
demon in you. What a terrible face you have, Alden.
But you will not be so cruel!" she said, grasping his hands
in the agony of her entreaty; "you will not be so cruel as
to forsake me yourself, and cause Mr. Cavendish to aban.
don me also!"

." Hush! Some one is coming."
She started to her feet, and looked around.
"Ah, Heaven! I am ruined I ". she exclaimed.
Well she might.

CHAPTER LVIII.

RETRIBUTION~.

~flHE door had silently opened, and Governor Caven*
~Ldi~h was walking across the floor.

He looked very strangely. His face was deeply flushed,
and the veins in his temples were swollen like cords.

He came up to them, but did not, speak; yet it was

evident from, his countenance that he had overheard the
treacherous plan proposed by his betrothed.

Mary Grey knew that he had,, and she stood panic-
stricken and dumb.

Alden was the first to break the dreadful silence.
"I see that you have discovered this lady's-I should

rather say, this person's perfidy. Think no more of it, I
beseech you, as I shall not. Forget her, as I shall. Doubly
false-false to me, and false to you-she is unworthy of a
thought or a regret from either."

Governor Cavendish put his shaking hand up to his
head, but did not utter a word.

"Thank Heaven, sir, as I do, that you have found her
out before it is too late."

The Governor waved his hand slightly, and attempted
to speak; but his crimson face grew purple; he took a step
forward, threw up his arms, and fell heavily to the floor.

Alden had sprung forward to save him, but he was a
second too late.

Mrs. Grey screamed.
"Hush! you will frighten Miss Cavendish to death,"

said Alden, as he bent over the fallen man and tried to
raise him.

But the stout form of Charles Cavendish was too much
for the Blender young man. He ceased his efforts, and
rang the bell.

Jerome, the hall footman, answered the summons.
"Help me to lift your master to a lounge, lie seems

to have fainted," said Alden.
The man, all aghast with horror, lent a hand.
And Alden, with his assistance, lifted the prostrate

body and laid it on a lounge.
Alden stooped to examine shim. He was nearly black

in the face, breathing laboriously, and quite unconscious.



RETRIBUTION. 369368 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND.

Mary Grey timidly approached the lounge.
Alden turned upon her.
"Go away! How can you bear to look upon your

work? If there is a vestige of womanhood Or humanity
in you, go, and never come back!" he said, sternly point-
ing to the door.

With a half-stifled scream, she turned and went out-
glad, perhaps, to escape.

.9 Shall I go and tell Miss Emma?" inciuired the fright-
ened servant.

"No, do not alarm her yet. Hurry off as fast as you
can go, and bring your master's medical attendant.-Doctor
Ilamilton-Main street, I think. Tell him to come at
once-.the Governor has had a stroke," s~id Alden, hastily.

The footman hastened to obey.
Alden got ice-water from the cooler in the back hall

and mopped the burning head of the unconscious man.
He was still employed in this manner, when, in a

shorter time than could have been hoped, the family
physician hurried in. He was a stout, gray-haired, rosy
faced man of about sixty.

"Bless my soul! this is very sudden!" he said, as he
approached his patient and began to examine his condi-
tion; "very suAden! A man of such regular and temperate
habits too. Any exciting cause that you know of, sir?"
he inquired of Alden.

"The Governor has had some anxieties lately," an-
swered the young man.

"Ah, yes, yes! this public life! Well, Mr.-.-Mr.----"
"My name is Lytton," said Alden.
"Thank you. Mr. Lytton, we must get him to bed first

* of all. Where is his daughter?"
"In her own apartment I presume. I forbade the ser-

vants to alarm her just yet."

"Ali, quite right. We will get him comfortably to bed
first," said the Doctor.

Alden rang the bell an4 summoned several of the ser-
vants, whose united strength it required to lift the heavy,
helpless form of the insensible man and convey it to his
chamber.

When he was undressed and put to bed, and when all
that medical skill could do for him then was done, Alden
prepared to depart from the house.

He wrote a respectful and sympathetic note to Miss
Cavendish, offering his services in any capacity in which
they might be required, and giving his address.-." The
Planter's Hotel."

He left4he-n~te with Doctor Hamilton, who remained
beside the patient, requesting him to deliver it to the
young lady after she should have seen her father.

He went/back to his hotel and shut himself up in his
solitary room to give vent to the great agony of his soul,
that had been suppressed for the last hour by the force of
a powerful will.

His youthful. passion for the beautiful traitress was
dying certainly, but it was dying a violent and agonizing
death.

Hours passed, and he sat there still. The dinner gong
sounded, but he paid no attention to it.

Late in the evening a card was brought to his room.
It bore the name of "HORATIUS HAMILTOJ~T, M. D."
He went down at once to the public parlor to see the

doctor.
"I thaiak you very much for calling, Dr. Hamilton.

How is the Governor?" he inquired, advancing to greet
his visitor.

"He seems more comfortable. He breathes more easi-
ly. But he is still quite unconscious," replied the physician.



370 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND.

"May I ask you what will be the probable result ?" in-
quired Alden.

"It is impossible to say at this juncture," replied the
doctor, with professional reserve.

And his daughter?" questioned the young man.
Alit it is on her part that I have called upon you.

Soon after you left I sent for Miss Cavendish to meet me
in the library. And I told her, as cautiously as I could, of
her father's sudden illness, making as light of it and speak-
ing as hopefully as I could more so, perhaps, than I
ought to have done."

"Yet, if I may venture to say so, I think you were right
in doing so, sir," said Alden.

"Well, perhaps I was. Then I took her to her father's
chamber. She was inexpressibly shocked and grieved at
seeing his condition. But with wonderful self-command
she controlled her feelings, and took her p4iace at his bedside."

"She is a young lady of rare strength of character,"
Alden remarked.

"Yes, she is. There was very little that she could do
for her father but sit and watch him. After a little while
I gave her your note. She thanked me, and read it; but
made no comment then."

"It was nothing more than an offer of my services, if
they should be in any way required," Alden explained.

"Yes, I know; for a little later on, when I told her
that it would be necessary to have some gentleman in the
house to remain with him to-night, she at once handed
your note to me to read, and then requested me to call, on
my way to my office, and convey her thanks to you and
ask you to come and sit up with her father to-night. You
can do so, without inconvenience?"

"Certainly, and most willingly. When shall I report
for duty ?"
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"Immediately, or as soon as you possibly can."
"I will go immediately," said the young man, rising.
"I am going to look in upon some of my patients,

but I shall see Mr. Cavendish again to-night," said the
doctor, as with a bow he left the parlor.

Alden Lytton returned to his room only to lock up a
few of his effects, and then he took his hat and hurried
away to the Government House.

Though it was not late in the evening, the front of the
house was quite dark and deserted looking, but for one
dim light that was burning in an upper window.

Alden was admitted by the hail footman, and shown
into the back parlor, where only a lamp was burning.

Jerome apologized for the semi-darkness by explaining
that

"Miss Emma had ordered that the gas should not be
lighted, but that everything should be kept dark and quiet
throughout the house.~~

"Go to Miss Cavendish and present my respects, and
say that I am here waiting her orders," said the young
gentleman.

Jerome went away with his message, and in a few mo-
ments returned with Miss Emma's thanks, and a request
that Mr. Lytton would walk up stairs.

CHAPTER LIX.

"THIS IS THE EI{D OF EARTH."

A LDEN followed the footman up to the second floor,
LA.. where, in a spacious front chamber, richly furnished,
and now dimly lighted, the sti'icken statesman lay.
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In a deep, crimson-cushioned arm-chair, near the head
of the bed, sat his daughter.

At the foot of the bed, in another chair, sat Aunt Moll,
the oldest and most favored female domestic in the family.

Miss Cavendish arose at once to receive the visitor,
holding out her handand whispering:

"I thank you so very much for coming to us in our
trouble."

At the same moment Jerome wheeled forward a chair.
"Please sit down. There is little to be done now but

watch," whispered Emma.
The young man bowed and took the seat.
Jerome went and trimmed the taper and stirred the

fire, and then withdrew from the room.
And so the watch commenced.
The patient lay perfectly quiet, and breathing easily.
"We must wait for a change," murmured Miss Caven-

dish, in answer to Alden's inquiring look. "We must wait
for a change which will decide the case, favorably I must
hope."

After that there was a long, uninterrupted silence.
Alden with his bruised and aching heart wondered

where the fair fiend who had caused all this woe had
hidden herself, and~ whether Miss Cavendi~li suspected
the cause of her father's attack.

But of course he could not know; for this was a sub-
ject he could not discuss, even if conversation had been
permissible in the sick-room.

Meanwhile where was the double traitress?
She was locked in her own room, weeping sometimes

bitterly over her blighted ambition, and occasionally wiping
her eyes and comforting herself with looking at the mag-
nificent parure of diamonds, the Governor's last gift .to~ her.

Once she had gone to the door of the sick chamber
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and rapped. And when it was opened by the doctor, she
had inquired as to the state of the patient, and had been
informed that lie needed quiet more than anything else just
then.

Afterward she waylaid Doctor Hamilton on his way
out and inquired more particularly. But the reserved
physician was so cautious in his answers that she obtained
but little satisfaction from him.

Then she went into the dining-room, where the table
had been set as usual, and where the untouched dishes
were growing cold. She was such a sound animal withal,
that she ate her dinner with almost as good a relish as if
she had not lost her lovers and her splendid prospects at
one blow.

Only perhaps she drank a little more wine than was
good for her. After the doctor left, that evening, she
went no more to the door of the sick-room, but remained
locked in her chamber, sometimes weeping bitterly over
the destruction of her splendid prospects, sometimes forti-
fying her mind with the sight of her magnificent jewels.

At length, when she was tired enough to go to bed, she
rang for a servant, and sent a message to Miss Cavendish
inquiring how Governor (Javendish was now, and if she,
Mrs. Grey, could be of any service.

She received an answer to the effect that Governor
Cavendish was no better, and no worse; that Mr. Lytton
would sit by him through the night, and that Mrs. Grey's
services would not be required.

CC He there! Now he will tell Emma Cavendish all
about it, and I shall lose my last friend!" she said to her-
self, in dismay. And this fear kept her awake many hours.

But she was mistaken. For not only was all conversa-
tion prohibited in the sick-room, but Alden Lytton would
ncver, under any circumstances, have said one word to add
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an additional sorrow to the devoted daughter watching by
her father's death-bed.

When he heard the message from Mrs. Grey, deceit-
fully offering her services, he simply shuddered. He felt
that he could not have borne the addition of her presence
in the sick-room.

But when he herrd the answer returned by Miss Cay-
endish, declining those services with thanks, he felt relieved
and breathed freely. But he never dreamed of giving Miss
Cavendish so much additional pain as she would suffer in
hearing from him of the perfidy of Mrs. Grey.

The watch in the sick-room continued.
At midnight the doctor looked in again.
Finding Miss Cavendish still beside her father and

looking very pale, he peremptorily ordered her off to bed,
saying that he himself; with Mr. Lytton and Aunt Moll,
would keep watch until morning; and that if any change
should occur, either for the better or for the worse, he
would at once summon the daughter.

So Emma stooped and pressed a kiss upon the uncon-
scious lips of her father, breathed a prayer for his recovery,
and slipped from the room.

Alden and the doctor continued the watch. All re-
mained quiet in the sick chamber until near morning, when.
the patient exhibited signs of restlessness, if not of return-
ing consciousness.

The doctor stooped over him and inquired:
"How do you find yourself, Mr. Cavendish?"
"Water," faintly murmured the sinking man.
Alden arose quietly and got a glass of water, which the

doctor took and held to the lips of the sufferer, who drank
a little with difficulty.

"How do you find yourself now, sir?" again inquired
Dr. Hamilton.
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CC Well," murmured Mr. Cavendish, as he closed his eyes

and relapsed into quietness.
But very soon he opened them again, and murmured

some word indistinctly.
Again the doctor bent over him.
"What will you have, Mr. Cavendish?" he inquired.
The dying man moved his lips once or twice ineffec-

tually, and then with difficulty enunciated one word:
"Emma."
"Go and call Miss Cavendish," said the doctor, address.

ing Aunt Moll.
The woman arose, and hurriedly yet silently crossed

the chamber.
Emma Cavendish was not far off. She had not retired

to bed, or even taken off her dress. She had simply laid
down on the sofa in the hall, outside her father's chamber.
So she entered the room almost immediately, and went up
to the bedside of her father.

" Open the window," said the doctor.
Alden Lytton went quietly and enclosed and threw

back the shutters, letting in the early morning sunshine.
Old Moll at the same moment extinguished the

taper.
The full light fell on the face, of Charles Cavendish~

revealing a fatal change.
His face, lately so deeply flushed, was now deadly pale;

his breathing was short and quick; but the light of con.
sciousness had returned to his eyes, and those eyes were
fixed with unutterable longing on his daughter's bending
face.

He murmured something that she bent her ear close to
his lips to hear. And then she raised her head, addressing
the doctor, who stood at the table pouring some liquid from
a bottle into a glass. She, ~aid:

9
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"Dr. Hamilton, my father wishes to be left alone with
me for a few minutes."

"Very well, my dear Miss Cavendish; but I must pos-
itively administer a stimulant first," answered the physician,
approaching the bed with the glass in his hand.

Emma Cavendish tenderly lifted her father's head,
while Dr. Hamilton held the glass to his lips.

Mr. Cavendish swallowed the contents with some diffi-
culty, and then lay back on his pillow.

The doctor stood by the bed for a few moments to watch
the effect. It seemed beneficial. The patient breathed
more freely, and even uttered the words:

"Thanks. Leave me now.~'
And the doctor, the young man, and the old nurse, all

withdi~ew from the room, leaving the dying father and his
daughter alone together.

They went, however, no further than the hail outside
the chamber, and there they sat upon the sofa, where
Emma had so lately lain; and they waited.

They waite longer than the few minutes for which they
had been requested to absent themselves.

They waited half an hour-three quarters of an hour.
And then the dead silence was broken by a faint scream.
The doctor went and opened the door, looked in, and

uttered an exclamation that brought all the others to him.
They entered the room together.
The soul of Charles Cavendish was gone, and his daugh-

ter lay in a swoon across his body.

CHAPTER LX.

WHAT FOLLOWS.

"There is no death; what seems so, is transition.
This life of mortal breath

Es but the suburb of the life Elysian,
Whose portal we call death!"

THEY raised Emma Cavendish up. She came to her-
.1 self.

"Come away, my darling child. He is dead," said the
old nurse tenderly, putting her arm around the waist of the
bereaved daughter to lead her from the room, while the
doctor, as a mere matter of form, felt the still pulse of the
body, and Alden stood gazing on in awful silence.

"Yes, quite dead," whispered the doctor.
"No, not dead; he is not dead; this is dead, because he

has left it; but he lives," murmured his daughter, in a
sweet low tone, and so quietly, that all wondered at her
calmness. Stooping down she kissed the vacated form
upon the forehead,~then followed the old nurse from the
room to her own chamber, where she sat down in her easy
chair by the fire, wondering at herself, reproaching herself
because, while she perfectly understood the great sorrow
that had fallen upon her, she felt so little pain.

The truth was that the blow had been so sudden, so
shocking, as to stun her into quietness. She comprehend-
ed, but could not realize the situation. She had not yet
missed him. But the time would come, and soon enough,
when this once fondly cherished, but now most desolated
daughter, must deeply feel the loss of him who had at once
been father, mother, companion, teacher and all to her.

(377)
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The old nurse seeing her so calm, thought she might b&
safely trusted to herself. So she just pushed the footstool
under her feet, and then left the room to go and attend to
the numerous domestic duties that at this crisis devolved
solely upon herself.

Meanwhile, in the chamber of death, Dr. Hamilton and
Alden Lytton with reverent hands composed the dead body
upon the bed and covered it smoothly with the white quilt
to await the arrival of the undertaker, for whom the doc-
tor had already sent.

"And now is there any other service I can render be.
fore leaving the house, or afterward?" inquired Alden.

"Yes," answered the doctor "Mr. Cavendish has an
aged mother, in very feeble health, who is living at his
country place, Blue Cliffs, near Wendover. She must be
notified of this sad event.' But it will not do to telegraph,
or even to write to her. Such news suddenly told would
kill hey. We shall have to telegraph to the Rector of
Wendover church, and ask him to go to Blue Cliffs, and
cautiously break th~ news of this calamity to the bereaved
mother. I don't know his name, but I presume a telegram
sent simply to the Rector of Wendover church would be
sure to reach him."

"Oh, certainly. If it reaches Wendover, it will reach

him; for everybody in that little town knows him. But I
can give you his name. It is Doctor Goodwin."

"Thanks. Can I trouble you to send off the tele-
gram?"

"Certainly. I will do so immediately, and anything
else in my power.~~

"There is nothing' more at present, thank you, Mr.
Iaytton," answered the doctor, as he drew his note-book
from his pocket, tore out a blank leag and hastily wrote
the message, which he handed to Alden.

The young man took it and was about to withdraw,
when the doctor for the first time noticed the pale and
haggard look of misery on his face.

"Mr. Lytton," he said, "you are not well. When you
have dispatched that message you had better go home and
go to bed. Rest may restore you."

"Thanks. I am not ill," answered Alden, with a

wretched attempt to smile, as he left the room.
A few moments afterward the old nurse softly entered.
"I have had breakfast got ready for you gentlemen,

sir, airliner than common, which I thought you would be in
need of it, after being up all night," she said.

"You are very kind," answered the doctor. "Where
~s Miss Cavendish?"

"In her own room, sir; which she is much quieter like,
than any one might think. I sent her some tea and toast
on a waiter. I think as she bears up very well, sir. But I
met Mr. Alden as he was a coming down stairs, and he
looks awful. And when I ast him to stay to breakfast, he
just stopped and stared at me a minute and then went by
me like the wind. Ah! he takes it awful hard, that young
man does. And he no kin to the Governor neither," said
the nurse, shaking her head.

"He looks badly," said the doctor, as he followed the
woman to the breakfast-room and to the table, where he
seated himself, while she stood and poured out his coffee,

"Am I to breakfast alone?" inquired the doctor, with
a faint smile.

"I'm feared so, sir. Mrs. Grey she never wakes up till
about nine o'clock, answered the old "auntie."

"Ah, Mrs. Grey! I had quite forgotten that poor
lady. And of course, if she has not yet awakened, she
knows nothing of what has happened," said the doctor,
gravely pondering.

4
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"Oh, la! no, sir! She don't know nothing at all about
it," said the nurse, as she set a steaming fragrant cup of
coffee by the doctor's plate.

"Poor lady! This will be a heavy blow to her indeed,
if all is true that is reported," muttered the doctor, speak.
ing to himself rather than to his aged attendant.

"It's all true, sir. Sure as a gun! Him and her was
a gwine to be married on Soft-Tuesday," answered the
woman.

And by Soft-Tuesday she probably meant Shrove-
Tuesday.

"Humph, humph 1" muttered the doctor, who did not
wish being betrayed into gossiping about the late Gover-
nor's family affairs with a domestic, even so old and faith~
ful a servant as this one was.

And he finished his breakfast in silence.
Where was Mary Grey all this time?
In bed and asleep!
After her late vigil she slept soundly, and far into the

forenoon, unconscious of the confusion that death had
brought into the house.

It was ten o'clock when at length she opened her beau-
tiful baleful eyes. At first awaking she had totally forgot-
ten the terrible events of the preceding day. Then she felt
a vague sense of uneasiness that she could not account for.
And then the full light of memory flashed upon her.

"Oh, my Lord, my Lord!" she said, as she sprang out
of bed-" I have lost all-all I My young lover's heart
and my old betrothed's wealth! What shall I do! Oh,
what shall I do?"

She went and threw open the window shutters, and
raised the window to let in the bright and bracing sun-
shine and air of winter.

She had had a good, long, sound sleep, and that had
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restored her physical and mental strength. And now the
crisp morning air restored her spirits. She felt invigora-
ted and encouraged.

"After all," she said hopefully, ~call may not be lost. I
am not at all sure that the old gentleman heard one word
that passed between Alden and myself. He was certainly
no eavesdropper; not he! And so, of course, his attack
may not have been caused by any, excitement on my
account. Old gentlemen like him drop off with apoplexy
under all circumstances. And if he only lives for a few
days, and recovers his consciousness, if not his health, he
may yet make a will and leave me a handsome provision.
Oh, then, ~f he did not hear my conversation with Alden,
and Vhe should only recover his consciousness long enough
to recognize and provide for me, how happy Imay ~et be!
That will be better than marrying him. Then I may easily
-no, not so very easily either, but I may, by perseverance,
effect a reconciliation with my young lover, and both may
be very happy !-Ah, if only he did not overhear us, and if
only he lives long enough to make a will! I will ring at
once and inquire. No doubt he is better. People always
get better in the morning," she said, as she arose and rang
her bell.

Matilda, one of the house-maids, answered it.
"How is Governor Cavendish this morning? Go and

give my love to Miss Cavendish and inquire," said Mrs.
Grey.

"If you please, ma'am," began the girl, and then she
stopped and cried.

"What is the matter ?" inquired Mrs. Grey, in some
uneasiness.

"Please, ma'am, he's gone! Oh.! oh !-O dear! 0
dear!" the girl burst forth, weeping.

"Gone!" echoed Mrs. Grey, in consternation.
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"Oh, yes, indeed, ma'am! Dead and~gone! Dead and
gone! Oh! 0 dear! Oh! Odear!"

~' Heaven and earth! Is he dead then? When did he
die?" exclaimed Mrs. Grey, in a fhint voice, and with an
ashen cheek.

"0 dear! Tl4~-this morn-this morning at about
sun-sunrise, ma'am!" sobbed the girl.

"Oh, my Lord 1. It is a11 over then! All over 1" cried
Mrs. Grey, with a hysterical shriek, as she threw herself
weeping and sobbing upon the bed.

"Oh! don't go on so, ma'am! please don't!" pleaded
the girl, frightened into quietness by the extreme excite-
ment of the lady.

But Mary Grey only screamed and cried the more.
"Allis over! All is lost! I wish I too were dead!"

And she rolled and grovelled on the bed.
The girl ran away in aifright.

CHAPTER LXI.

THE SERPE~TT AI~D THE DOVE.

T NSTEAD of going directly to invoke the help of the
.1. old nurse, as she ought to have done, she ran to the
room of Miss Cavendish and entered hastily without knock-
ing, and exclaimed:

"Oh! if you please, Miss, do come to Mrs. Grey! She's
takin' on awful! awful !"

Miss Cavendish lifted her head and stared for a mo-
ment. But the girl repeated, in half-breathless excite
ment:

I
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"She's a goin' on horrid, Miss! most horrid to hear!
Oh, please, do come and see if you can coax her to
stop!"

Emma arose in silence and went to Mary Grey's room,
preceded by the frightened girl, who with trembling hands
opened the door for the young lady.

Miss Cavendish passed into the room, where she found
Mrs. Grey on the bed, rolling and groveling, crying and
sobbing in hysterical agQny.

Emma stopped short and gazed at the sufferer, and saw
by the bloodless cheeks, drawn lips, corrugated brow, and
sunken and inflamed eyes, that this was real and not simu-
lated grief. But as she knew nothing of this woman's
double-dyed duplicity, so she could not suspect that all
this passionate wailing came not from the sorrow of a lov-
ing heart, mourning for the loss of a beloved friend, but
from the bitter~ bitter disappointment of an ambitious and
scheming adventuress, who had staked her all in the game
of life and lost it. And Emma ~pitied Mrs. Grey, and re-
proached herself that s/ic could not feel this violent grief.
She thought how good and great, how handsome and at-
tractive her father had been, and she did not think it
strange that the young widow had loved him ardently, and
that she now mourned him passionately. She did not
know the woman as Alden Lytton knew her, or as you
and I know her, reader.

All her instinctive dislike of the coquette disappeared,
and as she contemplated her anguish, and remembered
how her father had loved this woman, her own heart
melted with sympathy. She went to Mary Grey and put
her arms around her, and weeping, said:

"Do not grieve so. Try to compose yourself. See,
dear! I am his daughter, and I have not shed a tear till
now. I could not, somehow."
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"Oh-h-h 1" sobbed the woman, with moans breathed
from the very depth of her heart. "Oh! I have lost my
all! my all! I had but one~ dear friend in the world, and
him I have lost! Oh, I wish I could follow him, for I am
desolate! desolate on the face of the earth!"

This bitter grief was wholly sincere, though it came
from disappointed ambition rather than from bereaved
affection. But the words in which she expressed it were
half false.

Miss Cavendish could not know this. She only saw
the grief, and sought to soothe it.

"Do not weep so wildly, dear," she gently murmured
through her own falling tears. "And do not say so bit-
terly that you have no friend left in the world, now that 'he
is gone. I, his daughter, will always be your friend, for
his sake."

Mary Grey paused in her passionate wailing to listen
to these words, which seemed to open up a bright, new
vista in her future life. Yet as soon as she fully heard and
understood them, she resumed her crying and sobbing.
For it was a remunerative occupation, she thought, which
it would not do to stop suddenly now; though now there
was less occasion for it.

"There, there; weep no more, dear. Be consoled.
Because my father loved you, you shall be my sister, and
share my home. Listen, dear. The only comfort I can
take now will be in cherishing those whom my dear father
loved and left behind. His love and his loss is a bond of
sympathy between us, dear, that not even death can dis-
solve," murmured Emma Cavendish, so gently and sweetly,
that the false-hearted woman drew her down and kissed
her with something like real feeling.

A few moments after this there came a rap at the cham-
ber door, followed by the entrance of Miss Cavendish'S
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maid, who came up and whispered a few words in the ear
of her mistress.

"Tell the doctor that I will be down directly. And
show him into the library," said Miss Cavendish

The girl went to take her message.
"I must leave you for a short time, dear. Dr. Hamil-

ton has sent word to me that he has received~ a telegram
from Blue Clifi's-.from Wendover, I suppose, in fact, but
dated at Blue Cliffs," said Emma Cavendi~h, as she pressed
a kiss on Mrs. Grey's brow, and left her.

She went softly down stairs and entered the library,
where she found Dr. Hamilton waiting for her. She
~greeted him courteously and sat down.

"I have a telegram from Dr. Goodwin, Miss Cavendish.
Shall I read it, to you?" inquired the doctor.

"If you please."
Dr. Hamilton unrolled the printed slip and read:

"WENrovER, January 25th, 18-.
"Message received' with great grief. Mrs. Cavendish

too infirm to travel. Directs the remains to be forwarded
to Blue Cliffs, for interment in the family vault. Dr. Ham-
ilton will act for Mi's. Cavendish. Will write this morning.

"ABLE Goonwu~,"

"I thank you, sir. It would appear by this that my
grandmother received the news very quietly," said Emma
Cavendish.

"My dear young lady, the very old usually receive all
things very quietly. Theirs is 'a time of peace,' as Ten-
nyson writes," said the doctor gravely.

"You will kindly do as she has requested? You will
act for her? There is no one else, you know."

"~y dear Miss .Cavendish, of course I am entirely at
your service and hers."

"Then I should be very grateful if you would arrange
24
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for the removal as soon as possible. I wish to get out of
this-to get out of this house, where I have no longer any
right to stay. I must remain here as long as my dear fa-
ther's body is here, and then accompany it to Blue Cliffs,"
said Miss Cavendish, struggling bard to keep down the
rising emotion that the very name of her beloved father
called up.

"My dear young lady, everything will be done with
the utmost dispatch consistent with the rendering of due
honor to the remains of the late Governor.~~

"Ah! I had forgotten that. f was thinking only of my
beloved father, and that we might take his body to our old
quiet home, and lay it at rest among his kindred. Oh! I
did not. reflect on the parade the public would be sure to
make over the deceased Governor. But, Dr. Hamilton, is
it really so necessary? It would not be to his taste, you
know."

"I know it would not. But, Miss Cavendish, it is una~
voidable. You need not, however, suffer any annoyance
here. J(eep the upper rooms, and have your meals brought
to you. And now, my dear child, you must really go and
lie down. You are very strong, to govern your feelings as
well as you do. But all this self-government will tell upon
your health, if you are not very careful. Go now, imm&
diately, and take your much needed rest," said Pr. Hamil-
ton gently, as he led her to the door and held it open for
her.

She bowed and passed out.
As she walked through the grand hall, she noticed sev-

eral groups of grave dignitaries of the State standing about
and conversing in low, solemn tones, while various officialS
passed swiftly and silently in and out of the rooms, and up
and down the stairs. As she went by the open door of
the state dining-room, she observed some working-men
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quietly putting up black tapestry on the walls. And the
low "tap-tap" of their liVtle hammers was i~lmost the only
sound to be heard.

Already the house was full of the silent, subdued hurry
and confusion that, for the first few hours, surround the
holy dead.

Through all this Miss Cavendish slippe4 softly until
she gained the sanctuary of her own chamber.

-z

CHAPTER LXII.

THE HEIRESS.

rJ7 JLEweek~ was a time of great trial to the bereaved
glitter. For while, in the seclusion of her own

room, she was quietly mourning the loss of her father, the
whole household, as well as the city and the state officials,
were busy with their preparations for the ostentatious
funeral procession of the Governor. But she kept her
chamber on the first floor, and tried to see and hear as little
of the bustle as possible..

The sudden death of the Governor had been formally
announced to the House of Delegates then in session. And
they had passed the usual resolutions in his honor-or their
own-~and then given themselves a holiday, to take part in
the public parade of the funeral.

All the public offices were closed, and all the public
buildings were festooned with black.

The body of the late Governor was laid in state in the
drawing~room of the Executive mansion, the walls of which
Were hung with black serge.

And all persons who, from respect or curiosity, or~any
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other motive, wished to do so, might come and gaze at will
upon the earthly tenement now vacated by Charles Caven-
dish.

And all day long crowds passed through the rooms of
the Government House-crowds of all classes of the peo-
ple, of all ages and of both sexes-covering the rich car-
pets with mud, and filling the air with odors that were not
those of frankincense and myrrh.

But Miss Cavendish saw no one except the servant who
waited on her, and Mrs. Grey, who soothed her with the
praises of the departed, and :Dr. Hamilton, who called daily
to inquire after the health of the ladies, and to see if he
could in any way, professional or otherwise, be of any ser-
vice to them.

Alden Lytton called also every day, but his inquiries
and offers of service were always addressed to Dr. Hamil-
ton, who, seeing the ~pallor of his face, constantly refused
assistance, and earnestly recommended him to take care of
himself, and before all, to go home.

C~ ~ shall stay here until the remains of my dear friend
are taken from the city. When I see the body once on
board the cars, I shall leave for the- University," answered
Alden on the last occasion on which the Doctor counselled
him.

At length the last day of excitement came; the day on
which the body of Charles Cavendish was to be removed
from the Executive mansion and escorted with great magni-
ficence to the railway station, and laid in state in the superb
funeral car on the train that was to take it to Wendover.

And the city was the scene of a solemn pageant. Not
only all the public buildings of the city, but all the private
houses on each side of the street through which the funeral
procession was to pass, were deeply draped with black.

Before and around the square occupied by the Execw

tive mansion military and civic and masonic companies were
paraded and marshalled into form.

There were belted officers and scarfed marshall, and
prancing steeds, and waving plumes, and rolling- drums,
flaunting banners, gleaming steel, and all the magnificent
and splendid pageantry that form the funeral procession of
a great public officer.

A superb hearse received the corpse, and was attended
by a special guard of honor immediately around it.

It was followed by a close mourning coach containing
the bereaved daughter, her unworthy companion, one faith-
ful maid-servant, and the family physician.

Before and behind the hearse and coach., the military
and civic companies marched slowly, with - bowed heads
and trailing weapons, and flags and banners at half
mast.

And so in due time they reached the railway station,
which was also heavily draped with black serge.

With due reverence the pall-bearers, who were some
of the highest dignitaries of the State, removed the coffin
from the hearse and solemnly bore it into the car that had
been especially fitted up to receive it.

This was something like a drawing-room car, except
that its walls and chairs were covered with black velvet,
and its little windows wei'e curtained with black silk, and
that it contained no mirrors, but one long narrow table
down the middle, also covered with black velvet. On
this table the pall-bearers in solemn silence placed the
coffin, covering it carefully with the black velvet pall.

They then took their seats in order, three on each side
the table.

Then a small group of two deeply veiled ladies, a ser-
vant Woman and an elderly gentleman entered the car and
seated themselves at the end, at the foot of the coffin..
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These were of course Miss Cavendish, Mrs. Grey, their
female attendant and Dr. Hamilton.

In ten minutes the train moved out of the station.
The journey wa~ a long and very quiet one. The train

was the express, and it stopped at but few stations.
And these were all heavily draped in black serge, and

crowded with eager, pushing people assembled to see the
funeral car and. coffin of their late Governor. Of course
they could see nothing but the outside of the car, with its
little black curtained windows.

At these stations, passengers from other cars went out
and refreshed themselves. But the passengers in the
funeral car kept their seats through all that long and try-
ing journey.

It was midnight when the train reached Wendover.
Here the railway station and the few public buildings

of the little country town were deeply draped in mourning.
Here also, late as the hour was, the military and civil

officers of the county, and nearly all the inhabitants of the
town, were assembled to receive the remains of the late
Governor. The coffin was reverently~ taken from the car
and born in torch-light procession to -the Town Hall, whose
wall~ were 1~ung with black, and where it was laid in state.

Here a guard of honor, composed of the principal citi-
zens, relieved the late watchers, who, with Miss Cavendish,
Mrs. Grey and their attendants, went to the Reindeer for
the night.

To be brief, the next day the little country-town, on a
very much smaller scale; repeated the pageantry of the
great capital city.

And then the coffin was put into a handsome hearse,
and escorted with great pomp to Blue Cliffs, where it was
received by the venerable pastor of the parish, and -by the
aged mother of the deceased. And where finally, with

the last sacred Christian ceremonies, it was consigned to
the family vault.

~

CHAPTER LXIII.

THE BLUE CLIFFS.

~~~meetin~ between Emma Cavendisl~ and her aged
ndmother had been very quiet. A few tender

kisses had been exchanged; a few silent tears had been
shed; and that was all. ~.

Then Emma had taken the hand of Mrs; Grey, who,
during the first moments of this meeting had stood a little
apart, and presented her to the old lady, saying:

"Grandma, this is Mrs. Mary Grey, of whom, I suppose
my dear father must have written to you.~~

The old lady held out her hand hesitatingly, and looked
perplexed from one to the other.

"I-don't remember," she said, at last~ with the uncer-
tainty and feebleness of age.

"My dear father was to have ~married this lady, you
know," said Emma.

"Qh, yes I I recollect now!" said Mrs. Cavendish.
"He loved her, grandma, and we must cherish her for

his sake," continued Miss Cavendish.
"And I am a widow and an orphan, friendless and des-

olate. And if he had not died so soon, I should have been
his cherished wife and your dutiful daughter," said Mary
Grey pathetically, for she did not half like her reception
by Mrs. Cavendish.

"If my dear Charley loved you and would have~married
you, you shall still be my daughter, and, as Emma says,

If
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we will cherish you for his sake. Kiss me, my dear. You
look very young to have been engaged to a man of my
Charley's age," said the old lady kindly.

Mary Grey stooped and kissed her very sweetly
"And now, my Emma, take her yourself, and give her

her choice among the spare rooms. I think the corner
room, with the view of Mount Columbus, is the pleasantest.
I would attend you myself, dear, only you see I am too
feeble to stir from my chamber without help. You will
excuse me?" she asked, taking the hand of her might have
been daughter-in-law.

"Oh, say no more! You are so good to me! Oh, how
can I tell you how much I thank you?" said Mrs. Grey,
as she raised the venerable hand of the old lady to her lips.

"My poor Charley's betrothed!" said the old mother,
with emotion, as she tottered to her feet, held out her
arms, and drew her to her heart in a fond embrace.

And thus the serpent was received into the bosom of
the affectionate and confiding family.

"There, Emma; take her, dear. She is not~g but a
girl after all. Be good to her, and give her the b~st in the
house. She would have been the mistress of the house if
poor Charley had lived, you kiow. Let her now be its
most cherished inmate," said Mrs. Cavendish, gently re-
leasing her.

And then as Mary Grey, with her deep black-bordered
handkerchief held to her face, was weeping, or affecting to
weep, th.e old lady, in a flighty, doting way, recalled her
again, and once more took her hand.

"Did you love my Charley so much, poor dear?"
Oh, more than my life! Such a man! How could I

help worshipping him?" exclaimed the deceiver, with well-
feigned emotion.

"How, indeed!" echoed the partial old mother. "How

could you help loving and worshipping him? He was 'so
handsome, so dignified and gracious in his manner; so good
and wise in heart and head! I am very sorry for you, my
poor child. Sorrier for you than I am for myself. For,
ah me! I shall soon be with my son! very, very soon! A
few short mouths, perhaps a few short days, and I too shall
pass through the golden gates and enter the splendors of
the new Jerusalem! But you, my poor child, are so young
-so young that you may have to live full half a century in
this sorrowful world without him! You will never meet a
man who will be able to console you for his loss.

"Oh, never! never! never!" wailed the widow with
well-simulated despair.

"No, for no woman who had ever loved Charles Cay
endish could ever sink to a lower man."

"Oh, no no! no!" cried the widow, bursting into hys~
terical sobs.

"There, there! I have worked your feelings up too
much, my poor, stricken ~hi1d. Take her, Emma. Take
her out and comfort her," said Mrs. Cavendish, putting the
widow's hand in her granddaughter's.

And Emma Cavendish, who never suspected Mary
Grey's duplicity and hypocrisy, but who pitied her for
what she supposed to be her nervous weakness and want
of self-control, led her gently from the room, and to divert
her thoughts, took her up to the second floor and through
the principal chamberM of the house, from which to choose
her own apartments.

And Mary Grey chose the spacious~ corner room whose
windows looked out upon the towering heights of Mount
Columbus, the highest of the Blue Cliffs.

The next morning Mr Fergusson, the Wendover law-
yer, who was also the solicitor of the deceased Governor,
arrived at Blue Cliffs Hall, and had a short private in-
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terview with Dr. hamilton, who had not yet left the
house.

After which the family were all called together in the
chamber of old Mrs. Cavendish, where Mr. Fergusson pro-
duced and read to them the last will and testament of
Charles Cavendish, in which, after a few legacies, he de-
vised the whole of his real and personal estate to his daugh-
ter Emma, appointing as the trustees of the estate the
guardians of his heiress and the executors of his will: first
his mother, Mrs. Winifred Dorothy Cavendish; secondly his
Bister, Mrs. Susannah Wesley; and thirdly his friend and
pastor, the Rev. Dr. Joel Barton.

This will was dated nearly two years before the tes.
tator's deceased, which accounts for two omissions-the
omission of Mary Grey's name, and that of his sister's sec-
ond married name; the advent of Mary Grey into his life,
and the marriage and departure of his widowed sister,
both having occurred within the last twelve months.

It will be seen that this will left Emma Cavendish in a
very peculiar and trying position. A girl of seventeen,
heiress of a vast fortune, well provided by her father's will
with guardians and trustees, and yet, by the events that
had transpired since that will was made, left, to all intents
and purposes, sole mistress of herself and her fortune.

For one of her guardians, the Rev. Dr. Barton, had
gone to the better world; another, Mrs. Wesley, had mar-
ried and gone to India; while the remaining one, Mrs.
Cavendish, was sinking into dotage.

The will, however, satisfied every one, except Mary Grey.
To her it was another bitter disappointment.
Being of a very sanguine temperament and presumptu

ous mind, she had hoped against hope that Mr. Cavendish
might possibly have made a recent will, and left her a por-
tion of his immense fortune.

And now she discovered that he had made no later
will, and had left her nothing.

In her chagrin and mortification, she burst into tears
and hurried from the room.

"How she loved him, poor child I Go after her, Emma,
my dear, and try to comfort her," said the tender-hearted,
unsuspicious old lady.

And Emma Cavendish, never dreaming that Mary Grey
had ever cherished such absurd hopes as had now fallen
through, but who sincerely pitied what she took to be a
morbid and excessive sensibility, hastened after the little
hypocrite to console her.

And that very evening, when Mrs. Cavendish sent for
Emma to have a little social talk with her before retiring
to bedthe old lady said:

"I pity that poor, sweet young creature so much,
Emma. More than I pity myself or you. Do you think
that so strange, dear?"

"Yes, grandma, I do; for you were his mother and I
was his daughter. We were the two nearest to him of all
the world," said Emma, who began to fear that the old
lady's mind was giving way, even faster than she had
supposed.

"But, my dear, see here. I, his mother, shall very, very
soon be with him. And you, his daughter, will some day,
I trust in Providence, meet some noble-minded man who
will be the comfort, support and joy of your life. While
she, poor child, has met and loved just such a man-met
and loved and lost him! And in all her long liTh to come
she can never be happy again. For no woman who has ever
loved my Charley could ever descend to love another man."

Emma sighed, and said nothing. She could scarcely
agree with her grandmother in opinion, yet she would not
oppose her.
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"And now, my dear Emma, we must do all we can for

poor Charley's bereaved love. We cannot give her back
the lover she has lost, and the husband she has missed;
but we can at least provide handsomely for her. You are
so rich, Emma! so very, very rich! And when I go to
the better land you will be richer still for all I leave behind.
You will have so much, Emma, and she will have nothing
unless we give it to her. We must provide for her."

"We will, dear grandma. It is my earnest wish to do
so," answered Miss Cavendish.

"You are a good girl, Emma. Good-night. Heaven
bless you, my dear child!" said the old lady, as she dis-
missed her granddaughter.

And so Mary Grey found herself; as the old lady had
said, the most honored and cherished inmate of the family
-honored like a distinguished guest, and cherished as a
dear daughter.

But she was very far from being happy. She knew
that she enjoyed all these rights, privileges and luxuries
upon sufferance only. She knew her position to be a very
precarious one.

Discovery, like the sword of Damacles, hung by a hair
over her head. And then she would probably be sent
from her home of elegant appointments and lazy luxury
out into the hard world, to choose between work and
beggary.

And her fear of discovery was augmented a thousand
fold by a letter from Laura Lytton to Emma Cavendish---
a letter of sincere sympathy and condolence it was, in
which Laura offered to come and 'stay with her friend dur~.
ing the approaching Easter holidays. But Laura Lytton' s
letter, like Governor Cavendish's will, altogether omitted
to mention the name of Mary Grey.

That looked very badly.

CC She does not know that you are here, dear. How
should she even think it? I have not written to her since
my dear father left us. I must write now, however," said
Emma, as she withdrew to answer the letter.

Mary Grey's heart was filled with fear. Suppose
Laura Lytton should come at Easter? Suppose she had
heard from her brother all that had passed between Alden
and herself on that fatal morning of the Governor's
seizure? She would expose it all to Mrs. Cavendish and
Emma.

And then-!

CHAPTER LXIV.

AT BLUE CLIFF hALL.

Oh, bright is that home when the spring-time returns,
And brighter than all, when the evening fire burns-
When snow falls around it, and comfort within
Tells the time when the pleasures of winter begin.

MRS. ELLIS.

I3 Ya singular train of circumstances, Emma Cavendish,
the richest heiress in the country, found herself, at

seventeen years of age, to all intents and purposes, her
own mistress.

True, by her late father's will, dated two years before
his death, three guardians had been appointed for her.

But now the first of these, the Rev. Mr. Goodwin, wa~
a saint in heaven.,

The second, Mrs. Susan Wesley, was a missionary in
farther India.

The third and last, Mrs. Margaret Cavendish, was an
infirm old lady, confined to her chamber, and fast falling
into dotage.
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The two last mentioned and surviving guardians, Mrs.

Wesley and Mrs. Cavendish, while from their conditions
they were unable to control the actions of the orphan
heiress, yet, by their simple existence they stood between
her and the Orphan's Court, that, in the event of their
death, might have appointed other guardians not so accept-
able to Miss Cavendish.

As it was, with only her doting grandmother to com

suit, the young lady had her own way in every thing, even
in assigning to Mrs. Grey the best suit of rooms in the

house, the smartest ladies-maid on the premises, the finest
pony in the stables, and a quarterly allowance that a bil-
lionaire would have shrunk from giving away.

In vain old Mr. Fergusson, the family solicitor, shook
his rugged irou~gray head over this last piece of lavish
generosity. He had no power to prevent it. He could
only offer advice.

But notwithstanding her handsome rooms and smart

waiting:maid and fine pony and large income, and all the
comforts and luxuries that surrounded her, and the love
and respect that attended her, Mary Grey was miserable.
Constant fear of detection oppressed her soul.

Mrs. Cav~ndish and Miss Cavendish noticed her unhap-
piness, and ascribed it all to grief for the loss of her

betrothed husband. And they redoubled their efforts to
soothe and comfort her.

The old lady, who believed that, next to Christian faith,

steady occupation was the best cure for grief, often invited
Mrs. Grey into her room to read with her, sing to her, or
work with her at the pretty old-fashioned arts of tambour-
ing, shagreening, tatting and so forth.

And the old lady's room was a very pleasant chamber,
lighted by two lofty windows, that looked out upon the

mountain ranges; warmed by a glowing hickory wood fire

898
in the ample old-fashioned fireplace, which was furnished
and adorned by high brass audirons and brass fei~der, both
burnished bright as gold. Then there was a crimson
carpet on the floor, crimson curtains to the old time four-

posted bedstead, crimson curtains to the tall windows, and
crimson covers to the easy-chairs. And the old style ma-
hogany chest of drawers and clothes-press and cabinet
were all waxed ai~d polished till they shone like dark
mirrors, in the reflection of the fire flame.

Altogether it was a bright, warm, cherry chamber,

where Emma liked to pass a great deal of her time,
working with or reading to the old lady.

But as for Mary Grey she found it "slow" and dull,
though she was too prudent to say so.

She had a weight upon her mind-that dread of detec-

tion I have mentioned, augmented now to terror, in the
anticipation 'of Laura Lytton's visit at the Easter holi
days.

She felt desperate enough at times to run away.
And then she could not forget Alden Lytton. With

all the capacity of love she possessed in her selfish nature,
she loved the handsome young student. And she could
not yet give him up, and renounce all hope of ever winning
him back.

She was not only very unhappy; but she was very much
bored at Blue Cliffs.

In the regularity of the household arrangements there
was nothing to make her forget her troubles.

Their days were passed something like this:
They rose at seven o'clock in the morning, had family

prayers in the old lady's room at half past seven, when
they always found her already up and dressed, and seated
in her easy-chair by the blazing wood fire, and her room in
perfect order.
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After prayers they breakfasted in the small oak-panelled
parlor next to the old lady's room.

After breakfast, Emma would have her daily consulta-
tion with her housekeeper, and order the dinner and all
other domestic matters for the day.

Then Emma, attended by old Jerome, would go out
riding on horseback for an hour or two. She always in-
vited Mrs. Grey to go with her. But the indolent beauty
detested horseback riding, or any other exercise that
called for the least exertion on her part.

Sometimes Emma drove out in a low basket carriage
drawn by two pretty ponies, and of course always asked
Mrs. Grey to accompany her. And if the roads were very
good, and the weather very fine, the widow would accept
the invitation.

They would return from the drive in time for
luncheon.

After luncheon, there was working and reading in the
old lady's room until dinner-time.

After dinner, Mrs. Cavendish took a nap in her big
arm-chair by the fire.

Mrs. Grey went to her room and skpt two or three
hours.

And Emma Cavendish read to herself. And her soli-
tary reading at this time was very peculiar. It was all
upon one subject-THE FUTUfl~E LIFE.

Ever since her father had passed away to the "Better
Land," the "Spirit World," "Paradise,"" Heaven "-what-
ever it might be called, wherever it might be sought-the
future life and all concerning it possessed an all-absorbing
interest for her mind. She searched the Scripture for
indices of its nature. And she found in the Holy Word,
and among the writings of the most intelligent commenta-
tors upon it, very much to enlighten and comfort her.

Whereas before, all had heen vague, now much seemed
very real.

Thus two or three hours of' every afternoon were passed
by our young Emma.

Then came the reunion at the tea-table, which was
always set in the old lady's room, when Emma awoke from
her heavenly dream and the others from their natural sleep.

Soon after tea, old Mrs. Cavendish retired.
Then Emma went into the long dining-room, where she

gathered all the household servants together, and also as
many of the plantation hands as chose to attend, and she
read to them for an hour or two from some entertaining
or instructive book, ending the-reading with a chapter from
the Bible. This was also a time of much peaceful happi-
ness to Emma, who knew that she was giving pleasure to
these poor creatures, who looked forward through all their
day of toll to these two hours of evening recreation.

Mi's. Grey took little or no part in all this. She hated
the horseback rides in the morning overthe rugged moun-
tain paths, and the little sewing circle in the forenoon in
the old lady's room, the afternoon readings, and, above all,
the gathering of the servants in the old dining-room in the
evening.

She avoided all this whenever she could decently
do so.

She idled away much of her time in arranging and rear-
ranging her magnificent wardrobe, and gloating over the
splendid jewels, costly shawls, and fine laces, that were so
many "testimonials" from friends and dupes who had
wasted alike their affections and their means~ upon,, her,
and in wondering how long it must be before she dared
wear any of these "braveries." Especially there was a
camel's hair shawl, the last gift of Governor Cavendish
to her, that made her eyes and heart ache, not with regret

25
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and sorrow for the loss of the generous giver, but from
the wish to wear it and display it to admiring eyes.

Now she was doing penance in the heaviest and black.
est bombazine and crape. And she felt sure that if she
should remain at Blue Cliffs she must wear mourning for
at least three years, or utterly forfeit the old lady's confi-
dence and esteem.

If she should remain at Blue Cliffs for three years?
Poor creature! She was scarcely sure of remaining there
three days I Any day might bring a letter from Laura
Lytton exposing all her depravity.

And in the utmost anxiety she looked from day to day
to meet her doom. In a home like this she could not
know an hour's happiness.

And yet she might have gained courage from the fact
that though every week brought letters from Laura Lytton
to Emma Cavendish, in no letter was the name of Mary
Grey even mentioned.

Once Mrs. Grey put this question plumply to Miss
Cavendish:

"Does Miss Lytton know that I am staying here?"
"Yes, dear. I told her so in the first letter I wrote her

aft& our arrival," answered Emifla Cavendish.
"How is it then, I wonder, that she never sends her

love to me?"
"I don't know," answered Emma, hesitatingly.
"She never mentions me at all, I believe?"
"No, dear."
"I think it very strange; don't you?"
Miss Cavendish hesitated. She did not wish to give

pain by saying that Laura Lytton never liked Mary Grey.
After a short pause and a repetition of the question by
Mrs. Grey, she answered very gently:

"You know that you and Laura were never very inti-
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mate. I suppose that is the reason it does not occur to her
to write of you."

"May be so," said Mrs. Grey, and the conversation
stopped.

And now, besides all her other troubles and vexations,
the beauty was pining for the want of admiration, the co-
quette was dying for a flirtation. Since her fifteenth year,
she had lived on admiration and for flirtation.

Even at the well-ordered Lady's College of Mount As..
pension, she had ~managed to drive a four-in-hand flirta-
tion with three grave professors and a minister of the
gospel.

In the Government House in the city, she had feasted
on admiration and revelled in flirtation.

And now here, for three months, she had been cooped
up in an old country house with an aged woman, who was
given up to her Bible and her prayer-book, her tambourine
and shagreening, and a young lady who was devoted to
reading visionary books about Heaven and to ~" improving"
ill-savored darkies on earth, and whose only recreation was
a morning gallop over the mountains, or a pony drive
through the forest.

Few visitors came to the house. And these were most-
ly ladies on calls of condolence. No gentlemen came,
except Mr. Fergusson, and he only on business.

Mary Grey wondered if there were no marriageable or
flirtable men in the neighborhood; she felt that she must
flirt or die, and so hinted to Emma that she had butter re-
turn a few of the calls that had been made on the family,
to which Emma replied:

"When Lent is over, and Laura Lytton comes down to
spend the Easter holidays with us, I shall go out and also
receive company at home for her sake."

This answer was bitter-sweet to the widow; ~weet in
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its promise of society, with all its possibilities of winning
admiration, and getting up flirtations and so forth; but it
was bitter in its reminder of Laura Lytton's impending visit
and its dreaded exposures.

However, as this was only the second week in Lent, the
Easter holidays were a full month off yel. She would
watch, the signs of the times in Emma's face and manner;
and if she should discover any indications in either that
Laura Lytton had~ given her a hint by letter of any reve-
lations to be made in person concerning herself, Mary
Grey, then she could invent some excuse, and leave the
house before the storm should burst.

For this exigency she saved up all the money Emma
gave her.

But oh! it was dreary work trying to live at Blue Cliffs
this dismal, thawing, sloppy, slushy season of early spring.

And what made the matter much worse, was this: On
the very first Week of their arrival at Blue Cliffs there had
come a sudden thaw and a great freshet, that had carried
away the bridge across the Mad River, and the turnpike
road between Blue Cliffs and Wendover, and cut off all
direct communication between the two places.

The 'Cavendish family could not even get to their parish
church at Wendover on Sunday, or even send to the post-
office to mail or to receive letters, except by a route so
circuitous that it took' from morning till night to go and
return.

But for the family there was no visiting or receiving
visits, no shopping, no church-going. And to Mary Grey,
who had no resources of occupation or amusement within
liersell; this life was like a purgatory.

/

CHAPTER LXV.

A. REAFPEARA~TCE.

(~NE day Emma came to her with beaming face.
k-I "I bring you good news, Mrs. Grey. Our road
commissioners are at work building the new bridge across
Mad River this week. They expect to have it so far com-
pleted as to allow vehicles to pass over on Saturday next.
So on Sunday, my dear, we may go to church. Are you
not glad?"

And without waiting for an answer, Emma went out to
tell her grandmother.

Yes, Mrs. Grey was very glad to be able to go to
church. Not that she cared in the least for divine service,
but she cared very much for displaying her beauty, She
knew very well that whenever she should appear in any
public place there would be a buzz of admiration. And
she anticipated ,with much vanity the sensation she should
create by appearing at the village church at Wendover.

~his was Monday.. And from this day to the end of
the week Mary Grey was employed in stud~ring, arranging,
and rearranging the costume with which she ~intended to
astonish and vanquish the natives at church on Sunday.

The Sabbath morning came; and the Cavendish car-
riage was drawn up before the door.

The family had breakfasted earlier than usual, and
Emma Cavendish, in her plain, simple suit of black bom-
bazine, with a crape hat and veil, stood waiting fQr the
appearance of Mrs. Grey..

(405)
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At length she sent a maid with a message to the widow,
to the effect that if she did not make haste they would be
late.

Then Mrs. Grey came rustling down stairs. And
Emma beheld her with astonishment.

Her whole costume was black certainly, but it was a
mere mockery of mourning. She wore a rich black corded
silk dress and mantle, both trimmed with deep folds of
black crape, headed with a bright beading of bugles, which
gleamed and glittered with every motion. A dainty, co-
quettish little black silk hat, also trimmed with crape and
gleaming bugles, was perched rather jauntily upon the top
of her hair, which was curled, frizzed and puffed in the
last fashionable style. Tiny black boots and gloves, a
snowy little cobweb of a pocket handkerchief, and a gem
of a prayer.book, completed the outfit. She looked ex.
tremely pretty; there was no question of that. She made
a graceful apology for keeping Miss Cavendish waiting,
and then followed her into the carriage.

Emma was surprised and pained, but soon began to
make mental excuses for Mary Grey.

"She is very vain; there is no doubt of that. But

then she is also very pretty, and her beauty is all that she
has; so it is no wonder that she should value it highly."

When they reached Wendover church, they found it
already very much crowded. The opening prayer was
being offered. They waited at the door until it was fin-
ished, and then they went up the aisle.

"The Governor's pew," as it was called, was in the

corner to the right of the chancel, and somewhat in the
light obscure of a stained glass window. So it was not
until Miss Cavendish had her hand upon the door that she
perceived some one occupying a seat there.

The some one was a young man, who immediately

arose, and with a slight bow, would have passed out. But
Miss Cavendish silently signed to him to resume his seat.

As this little scene was passing, Mary Grey turned pale
and faint, and grasped the edge of the pew to keep from
falling.

She thought the intruder was Alden Lytton.
However, with an efforl~he recovered herself, entered

the pew, took her seat, and assumed the devout manner
becoming the sacred place.

Then, stealing a glance at the stranger again, she per.
ceived that he was not Alden Lytton, though he bore a
startling resemblance to that handsome young student.

In the pauses of the service, Emma Cavendish became
conscious that there was another clergyman, beside their
pastor in the chancel.

And when, at length, after the singing of the last hymn
that concluded the morning service, Miss Cavendish raised
her eyes, she perceived that a stranger had quietly entered
the pulpit, and 'with his head bowed upon the Bible cush-
ion, was silently praying.

A tall, fine-looking, venerable man he seemed, with a
reverend white head and beard. And when at length he
lifted his head, Miss Cavendish discovered that he was no
stranger, and recognized the Rev. Dr. Jones, who had
brought Electra to Mount Ascension.

He gave out his text and preached with much earnest-
ness and eloquence) and was listened to with attention and
reverence.

At the end of the sermon he pronounced the benedic-
tion with much feeling.

While the congregation was leaving the church, the
young man who had come unbidden into the Cavendish
pew arose and stood before Miss Cavendish, and. respect-
fully apologized for his intrusion, explaining that the crowd-
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ed state of the church, and his belief that the family from
Blue Cliffs would not attend divine service that day, had
induced him to seat himself in their pew.

Emma replied pleasantly that there was plenty of
room in the pew, and that he was very welcome then, or
at any other time, to occupy a' seat in it.

Then Emma turned to the widow, who stood staring at
the young man, and said:

"Mrs. Grey, permit me to present to you Mr. Craven
Kyte of Wendover, once a ward of my father."

Mr. Kyte bowed very low and fixed a look of in-
voluntary and unbounded admiration on the face of the
beauty.

She held out her dainty hand and smiled on him de-
liciously, as she murmured:

"I am very happy to know the ward of my dear and
honored friend now in heaven." ,And she too bowed
gracefully. And when she raised her eyes again, she saw
that she had smitten this young victim also to the heart.

"Shall I have the pleasure of seeing you to your car.
riage, Miss Cavendish?" inquired the young man.

"With thanks," answered Emma..
And Craven Kyte attended the two ladies down the

ai~le and out from the church, and' handed them into the
coach.

He seated Mrs. Grey first. And as he relinquished her
hand, she fired from her dark eyes another arrow that
quivered in his heart.

Next he seated Miss Cavendish, who said to him frank.
ly and pleasantly:

"We should be very glad to see you' at the Hall, Mr.
Kyte. I hope you will feel at liberty to come to us as
often as you used to do when your guardian, my dear
father, was with us."

"I thank you very much, Miss Cavendish. I was
really anxious to come, but fearful of intruding. I shall
avail myself of your leave and come with much pleasure
now," answered the young man modestly and respectfully,
as he bowed and closed the carriage door.

The horses started; Mrs. Grey lolled back in her seat
and mused.

"Here is a godsend!" she had the impiety to say to
nerself; "a splendid young man, thievery image of Alden
Lytton without Alden Lytton's int~derable priggishness.
And the ward of the late Governor Cavendish too, and
with the freedom of Blue Cliffs.".

No doubt she thought he would be a frequent visitor.
And', oh! what a fine time she would have with him I
What a glorious flirtation she would get up!

She could easily blind the eyes of two such simple
women as old Mrs. Cavendish and Emma, and ffirt with
the handsome fellow to her heart's content.

And perhaps this might go further than flirtation-if
he should be wealthy 'enough to make it worth her while.

And then she wondered if he were wealthy. As the
ward of the late, Governor Cavendish, he must of course
have had some property, else he would not have had such
a prominent man for a guardian. If he should be wealthy,
the proposed flirtation should proceed much further, even
to matrimony. To be sure, he might already be engaged
to some one else. But that circumstance would not'
trouble her at all. She had come between other couples
and broken their betrothal only for the gratification of her
own vanity. And she certainly would not hesitate to do
the same thing now, especially if she meant serious
business.

True, her proceeding to such extremities might-.in-
deed would-shock old Mrs. Cavendish and Emma. But
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if she could secure a handsome and wealthy young man
for a husband, she could aft'ord to alienate them.

So the first mile or two of the ride homeward was
passed in silence, until Mrs. Grey, longing for some more
definite information about her intended victim, exclaimed:

"Emma, my dear, what on earth are you thinking
about? You have not opened your mouth once since we
started."

I was thinking of the sermon we have heard. It wag
an unusually fine one," answered the young lady.

"What ~in intolerable prig this girl is, to be sure!"
said Mrs. Grey to herself; but to Emma she observed:

"Ah, yes, I was very deeply impressed by it. So also,
was that interesting young friend of yours, Mr-er-er--~"

"Kyte," said Emma.
"Oh, yes, Kyte-Mr. Kyte. Who is he?"
"He was a ward of my father."
"So you told me; but that gives little information, my

dear. In the words of the immortal some one:

"'Who was his father?
Who was his mother?

Has he a sister?
Has he a brother?"'

"I suppose his father and mother must have been a Mr.
and Mrs. Kyte, though I never heard of either of them, or
if t y had other children who were his sisters and broth-
ers,' answered Emma,, smiling.

"That's queer too! Does he never talk of his parents?"
"He does not remember them, I presume. I believe

he was my father's ward from his earliest childhood. I
know that when I could first notice and remember, he was
a lad of about eight or nine years old."

"Was there much property?"

"Property! Indeed, I don't know. I never one~
thought of that."

Was he brought up in your father's house?"
"Yes, until he was sent to school."
"Hem! How very much like the Lytton's he looks.

Don't you think so?"
"There is a superficial resemblance. But Alden Lytton

has a much finer, more intellectual and spiritual face than
Craven Kyte."

"Is there any relationship between them?"
"Not the slightest, I believe. The resemblance is alto-

gether accidental."
"Is the young man married?"
"Married? Why, no!" replied Emma, lifting her

brows.
"Is he engaged then?"
"In business? Yes."
"I don't mean that I mean, is he engaged to be mar-

ried ?"

"My dear Mrs. Gray, you are surely interviewing me
for some enterprising piperr" laughed Emma.

"I beg your pardon. I have been asking good many
questions, sure enough. But then, my dear Emma, we
have been secluded so long that everything is news to me.
You need not answer if you don't like," said Mrs. Grey,
pouting a little.

"Oh, I have no objection to answer. I was but jesting,
my dear friend. Let inc see. What was it you asked me?
Whether he was engaged? Yes, my dear, he is engaged;
to a very fine girl, a bright, brave girl-Mabel Taylor of
the Perch Point light-house. He made my father acquaint-
ed with that engagement a year ago," answered Emma.

And Mrs. Grey asked no more questions. She did not
at all regret the circumstance of her intended victim's en-
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gagement. It rather added piquancy to her pursuit of him.
It was pleasant to conquer a new admirer; but it was de-
lightful to supplant another woman.

The carriage rolled into the avenue leading up to the
front of Blue Cliff Hall, and soon drew up before the door.

The two ladies alighted and went in.
"Let us go up to grandma's room and tell her whom

we saw at church, who preached, and all about it, as she
would say," Emma proposed, as they laid off their hats on
the hall table.

And they went up stairs and entered the old lady's
room, and drew chairs and ~seated themselves at her
fire.

"Well, my dears, and did you get to church in time?"
inquired Mrs. Cavendish.

"Not in very good time, grandma. The first prayer
was nearly over."

"Ah, that was a pity. What was the text?"
"' GOD Is LOVE.' That was the text. But a stranger

occupied our pulpit this morning, grandma. And it must
have been known beforehand to others, though not to us;
for the church was crowded-crammed."

"A stranger! It is very seldom a stranger preaches in
our church. Who was he, my dear?"

"The Rev. Dr. Jones."
"Jones? Jones ?-Jones is a very common name. Did

you hear any other, my dear?" inquireLl Mrs. Cavendish,
with more curiosity and interest than Emma could ac-
count for.

"Yes, a very uncommon one, grandma. I heard one ot
the old vestrymen speak of him as Dr. Beresford Jones."

Emma was struck dumb by the effect these words had
upon the old lady.

"So he has come back after all these long years!" she

murmured, in a low tone, as she clasped her hands and
closed her eyes, and sank back in her chair.

"Grandma!" cried Emma, in alarm, after watching her
for a few moments in silence, and seeing that she did not
move.

"Don't speak to me yet a while, dear. Give me a little
camphor," murmured the old lady, in a tone so low as to
be almost inaudible.

Emma went to a Japan cabinet, took from it a small
cut-glass viol, from which she poured a little camphor
cordial into a tiny wine-glass, which she brought to the
old' lady, who took it with a trembling hand and slowly
sipped it.

"Do you feel better now, dear grandma?" inquired
Emma, as she took the empty glass from the old lady's
hand.

I was 'not feeling ill, my dear; only you brought me
unexpected news," replied Mrs. Cavendish.

Still Emma looi~d in some uneasiness at the pale
trembling, fragile old lady before her.

"There, my dear, do you and Mary go now and get
ready for your dinner. I have had mine. Theve, leave
me to myself I suppose that man wiU be coming here to-
morrow, and I must be prepared to meet him. Go, now,"

Emma Cavendish and Mary Grey left the room to-
gether.

When they had closed the door and found themselves
in the passage outside, they turned and looked at each
other in silent astonishment. But Miss Cavendish would
not, and Mrs. Grey durst not make any comment on what
they had witnessed.

They saw no more of the old lady until they were
called to tea, which was always served in her room. They
found her looking paler - than usual, and during the meal
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they noticed that she 8poke but very little, and when she
did her voice trembled, as her hands also did when she
moved them.

And after tea she dismissed the two young women
earlier than usual.

On going down into the drawing-room, Miss Cavendish
found that the evening duties of the hall footman had not
been attended to.

The window-shutters were not closed, the lamps were
not lighted, nor the fire replenished.

In some surprise at all this unwanted neglect, she put
forth her hand and rang the bell.

A little negro answered it.
"Where is Jerome, and why has he not seen to these

rooms?" inquired the young lady.
"Please'm, Uncle 'Rome's gone to Wenober to carry ~t

letter for de ole mistress. He had to go off in a hurry 'fore
ever he could fas'en up de house," said the boy, pulling at
his woolly forelocks and bobbing his head by way of re-
spectful obeisance.

"Go and tell Peter to come and attend to Jerome's
duties then," said Miss Cavendish..

The ebony lad pulled his wool, bobbed his head and
backed out.

Emma stood in the dusk before the smouldering fire,
in a thoughtful attitude, until the Becond £ootm9n e~me

and closed the windows and lighted the lamps.
Then in the glare of light she turned and met the eyes

of Mrs. Grey fixed upon her with a surprised and inquiring
expression.

But Emma merely took up a book and sat down to
read.

CHAPTER LXVI.

A. MYSTERY Iii THE OLD LADY'S ROOM.

FflHE next morning Mrs. Grey and Miss Cavendish
.L went to the old lady's room as usual, for morning

prayers.
They found her up and dressed with unusual care, as if

to receive a visitor; but she seemed not to have been
rested or refreshed by her night's sleep; she was even paler
and more 1;remulous than on the preceding evening.

And instead of conducting the service hersefr, as she
usually did, she turned over that duty to her granddaughter.

As soon as prayers were over she dismissed her two
companions to their breakfast, telling them that she wished
to be alone all the morning, and that she would send for
them when she should be able to receive them.

Emma Cavendish and Mary Grey went away much
mystified.

On their way down they met old Jerome, with a letter
in his hand.

"Whom is that for?" inquired Miss Cavendish.
"For de ole Madam. It was so late when I fotch it,

which I was kept so long a waiting' for it at Wen'over, as I
didn't like to wake up de family at that unlawful hour ,of
the night; so I jes' kep' it till this morning to fetch up to
de Madam.

And with this explanation the old negro passed up
stairs, on his way to the ~9ld lad~r's room.

(415)
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The two young women went down to the breakfast-
room in silence.

The day was very bright and beautiful. And the morn-
ing sunshine, streaming through the windows between the
heavy folds of the rich crimson damask curtains, struck
sparks of fire from the silver service on the table as they
sat down.

Both felt that something unusual was about to happen
-Emma with painful interest; Mary Grey with acute, in.
tolerable curiosity.

And something rather unusual for that house did happen.
They had scarcely finished breakfast, and were still loi-

tering over their chocolate, when the sound of wheels was
heard on the avenue leading up to the house.

Emma Cavendish raised her head and listened, but did
not leave her seat.

Mary Grey got up and went to the window and looked
between the folds of the crimson curtains.

A rather shabby little close carriage, which Mrs. Grey
recognized as being the one "hack" of the "Reindeer" at
Wendover, drew up before the house. The door opened,
and a tall, gray-haired, most venerable looking man, clothed
in clerical black, whom Mrs. Grey immediately recognized
as the~ officiating minister at the Wendover church on the
day before, alighted and came up the steps.

Apparently he was expected, and seen by some one in
the hall, for he was immediately admitted without knocking.

"It is the clergyman who preached yesterday," said
Mrs. Grey, turning to Emma Ca~vendish and volunteering
the information.

"The Rev. Dr. Jones. Yes; we both heard grandma
say that she expected him. I suppose they were old ac-
quaintances calmly replied Miss Cavendish.

"She was very much disturbed when she heard of his

being in this neighborhood, don't you think so?" inquired
Mrs. Grey, taking courage to chatter.

"My grandmother, is very infirm. It does not take
much to upset her, answered Miss Cavendish coldly.

"Yes; but I think she was more agitated by the arrival
of this stranger at Wendover than she was by the death of
her only son," persisted Mary Grey.

Emma Cavendish made no reply.~
"And oh-by the way-the Rev. 'Dr. Jones! Why,

that is the very same name of the old gentleman who
brought Electra-Electra Nobody-to Mount Ascension
in such a strange, sudden manner! I did not see him then
myself, so I cannot tell if this is the same man, but I know
that he bears the very same name."

"A very common name," observed Miss Cavendish.
"My dear, J~mes is a very common name; but is the

1~ev. Dr. J'ones so very common? And Mrs. St. John de-
scribed her strange visitor as a tall, gray-haired, venerable
looking man. And this gentleman answersthe description.
And bears the same name. I think he must be the same
man. What do you think?"

To this direct question Emma Cavendish answered
quietly and coldly:

"lie is the same man. I saw him at Mount AscensiQn,
and recognized him in the pulpit yesterday."

"Oh, indeed And he is an old friend of Mrs. Caven-
dish. But old as he is, he is young enough to be her son.
I wonder if the old lady knows anything about his strange
ward, Electra-Electra Nobody ?" inquired Mary Grey,
with intense curiosity.

"I do not know. And Mrs. Grey, I think we had best
drop my grandmother's name ou~ of this discussion," said
Miss Cavendish pointedly, as she touched the bell and
arose from her seat.

26
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Mary Grey shrugged her shoulders and picked up a

book, which she opened and pretended to read.
After a little she withdrew from the room.
Emma Cavendish went through her morning's domes.

tic duties; but after that she did not, according to her
usual custom, order either her saddle horse or her pony
chaise for her morning ride or drive.

Her grandmother had a visitor, and her own presence
might possibly be required, she thought.

So she remained indoors, waiting for the visitor to
depart.

She waited a long time.
The forenoon passed slowly away, and still the strange

guest remained shut up in the old lady's room;
Emma looked out to see if the carriage that had brought

him was still waiting. And as she looked she saw old
Jerome come out of the house and speak to the coachman,
and the coachnian gather his reins and drive around in the
direction of the stables.

The carriage and horses were to be put up then, she
perceived. The visitor was going to stay to dinner. :Niow
she certainly expected a summonLs to her grandmother's
room. But no summons came.

At noon the old lady's bell rang. Jerome ansWered it.
Emma met him as he came down the stairs, confidently
expecting a message from her grandmother.

"Well, Jerome," she said, "am I wanted?"
"No, Miss. The old madam have ordered luncheon to

be carried up to her room for herself and the old paPson."
"Well, Jerome, I will go and see that a nice one is

prepared," said Miss Cavendish.
And she went in search of the housekeeper, and soon

sent up a repast fit for a bishop.
The afternoon waned, and still the visitor lingered.
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The sun went down. Twilight depended into dark-
ness. Jerome came in and closed the shutters and lighted
the lamps.

And just as he lighted the last one and filled the room
with a glare of light, the sound of wheels was beard again
approaching the house.

"See who that is, Jerome," said Miss Cavendish ner-
vously.

"I know what it is, Miss. It is the carriage coming
around for the parson, Miss," said the man.

"Oh," breathed Miss Cavendish, with a sigh of relief.
Somehow she was glad he was going.

Meanwhile where was M~ry Grey all this time?
I will tell you.
Adjoining the old lady's room was a wainscoted parlor

that was sometimess used for a breakfast-room. A half-
glazed sash door or window door communicated between
the two rooms. But this door was usually closed and
locked, and a thin white muslin curtain was drawn before
its half window.

Mary Grey, with cat-like stealthiness, had been prowl-
ing about the halls and passages around the old lady's
room, seeking to find out the secret of the parson's strange
visit, and stealing away whenever she heard the bell ring
or a footstep approach.

At dusk she heard the bell ring for the third time since
the door had closed upon the visitor. And she slipped
into'the wainscoted parlor to avoid detection. The room
was now pitch dark.

She waited with a palpitating heart until she heard the
approach of old Jerome.

He entered the old lady's room. And in a moment
after that room was lighted up. And the light shone
through the thin musli~i curtained window of the eommu-
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nicating door into the dark room where Mary Grey had.
hidden herself to watch and listen.

This was the chance she had waited for all day. She
crept to the door leading into the passage, and softly
turned. the key to prevent intrusion. Then she slipped off
her shoes, and crept to the window in the communicating
door.

And there, hid.d.en~ in darkness herself, she peeped into
the lighted room, and saw and heard all that passed in the
few more minutes that the sti'ange visitor remained. It
was the leave-taking; but such a strange one!

The old man knelt at the aged lady's feet. And her
venerable hands were extended over his bowed head it
solemn benediction.

"Forgiven at last, my mother!" he said, in a voice shak-
ing with intense emotion.

"Forgiven and blessed, my son! my son!" she answered,
while her tears fell fast upon him.

"I have lived to receive this," he said, as he arose to
his feet.

"I have lived beyond the natural term of human life to
give you this," she sighed.

And then she put out her aged and. trembling hand and
drew him to her heart.

And the next moment he was gone.
Mary Grey remained. rooted. to the spot with amaze-

ment.

CHAPTER lxvii.

A FAMILY SECRET.

For a time she stood, as a bird is said
To meet the gaze of the serpent dread;
And who shall tell what terrors shook
Rer startled soul, in that long, fixed look!

C. A. WAI~FIELD.B REATHIESS wiLli surprise at having scented a mys.
tery, and clw~osity by having heard just so

much and no more, Mary Grey stood yet a few moments
longer in the dark room, listening intently.

Then, when she thought the mysterious visitor quite
gone, she cautiously felt her way to the door leading into
the passage, and softly unlocked and opened it.

The instant she did so, she stood in the full light of
the hall, confronted With the Rev. IDr. Jones!

"So you have been eavesdropping!" he said sternly.
She stood as one petrified. She could not even scream.
He took her hand, and led. her back into the dark

room, and closed the door. Then he drew~her away to
the end of the room the most distant from the old lady's
apartment, and repeated his charge:

~ So you have been abusing the confidence of the fam-
ily that protect and trust you by playing the spy to
discover their secrets!"

"I.-I thought you were gone!" she stammered inco-
herently.

"INo. I am hei~e. I heard a suppressed. or half-sup-
(421)
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pressed breathing and moving close to the door between
this and the other room as I passed to go out. I knew
then that there was an eavesdropper lurking there, whom
it was my duty to discover. I tried the passage door of
this room, and found it locked. Then I went down stairs
noisily and came back silently. I waited at the door until
the eavesdropper should come forth. But I certainly did
not expect to see

"I-I don't know you at all!" she gasped, in terror,
for she had far less courage than duplicity.

"No, you don't know me at all; or at least you don't
know anything more of me than that I am called the Rev.
Dr. Jones. But, mark me! I know ~you / "~ he said, with
emphasis.

She could scarcely suppress a scream.
"Yes, notwithstanding the changed color of your hair,

I know you well. Your hair was golden when I saw it
tlrst, and * made a strange contrast with your deep dark
eyes. Now it is raven black."

"You-you are mistaken. You take me for some one
else!" she faltered, trembling all over.

He laughed slightly, and shook his head.
"Whom do you take me for?" she now ventured to

ask.
He stooped and whispered a word, at which she start-

ed and recoiled.
"So you see that I know you quite well," he said com-

posedly.
"You do not!" she burst forth, in eager yet sap-

pressed tones. "I am not the girl for whom you take me.
And that ~ not my name."

"No? Then your name, like the color of your hair,
has been changed, that is all."

"I never bore the name you called me by. My maiden

I

name was Ross. I changed it legitimately when I mar-
ried Mr. Grey," she answered, in a tone of suppressed fury.

"So--so-so," slowly muttered the minister. "You are
that widow Grey who was about to marry my-to marry
Governor Cavendish when his death put an end to your
plans!"

"I was engaged to Mr. Cavendish. He knew me well.
He loved and esteemed me. And he had every reasoii to
do so."

"Had he? And so you successfully imposed yourself
upon an honorable household~bnder an assumed name and
character, and with a design upon the hand and fortune of
the widowed master of the house'?"

"You are a wretch to talk to me so! I don't know
who you are. But I know you want to injure, yes, to ruin
me!" she burst forth, in passionate, yet half-suppressed
tones. /

"Do not be alarmed. I shall not, expose you to this
family. Death frustrated your designs upon the Governor.
And really I think it was infinitely better for all concerned
that he should have died, than that he should have married
you. But that misfortune having been prevented, I do not
~ee that you can do any more mischief here. There are
no more men here to be drawn . down to their destruction.
So, as your being here in this pure home may really keep
you out of sin, I shall leave you here in peace, at least for
the present. But do not let me find you out in eavesdrop-
ping again," he said.

And then he turned and left her so suddenly that he
was gone before she knew that he was going.

Then she doubled and shook both her little fists after
him as she ground her teeth with impotent rage. And
then she slipped out 'and flew up into her own room, wh4e
she relieved her feelings with a burst of hysterical weeping.

k
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CHAPTER LX VIII.

THE SECRET REVEALED.

And scenes long past of joy and pain
Come idering through her aged brain.-500TT.

A T this same hour old Mrs. Cavendish sat meditating
in her arm-chair, by the fireside of her chamber.

She had sat thus since her strange visitor had left the room.
She heard nothing of the singular scene going on in the
extremity of the adjoining room. Neither did she hear
him, when he went softly down the stairs the second time.

But she heard his carriage wheels roll away on the
hard gravel of the drive, and then she put her hand to the
bell rope and pulled it.

Jerome answered the summons.
"Go and ask Miss Cavendish to come to me," said the

old lady.
The servant bowed and went out
In a few minutes Emma Cavendish came into the room.

She came up to the old lady and kissed her, and then she
sat down on a stool beside the arm-chair, and slipped hei
hand in that of her grandmother.

"You know that I h~tve had a visitor with me all day,
Emma ?"the old lady commenced.

"Yes, grandmother."
"Do you know who he was?"
"The Rev. Dr. Jones, grandma."
"And who is he besides being Dr. Jones? Do you

know, dear?"
(424)

"No, ma'am."
"Emma, lie is my eldest son."
The girl looked up at the old lady in blank amaze~

ment.
"You look astonished. But did you not know, my

child-had you never heard that I was a widow when I
married your grandfather, General Cameron Cavendish?"
inquired the old lady.

"Yes, ma'am, I had heard it; but it seemed so very,
very long ago, I never thought about it at all. It al
ways seemed to me as if you had never ~been any other
than I had always known you, my grandmother, Mrs. Cay-
endish," said the young lady.

"And you never heard, perhaps, that I. had a son by
that first marriage?"

"Never I" exclaimed Emma, with~ no abatement of her.
surprise.

"Yes, my child. I had not only been a wife, but a
mother, as well as a widow, for year&, before I ever saw
your grandfather."(

"Will you tell me all about it, dear grandma?"
"I sent for you for that purpose, my child. So now

you must hear a little bit of strange family history."
"It will interest me, dear grandma."
"It is a tale of old times, child."
"Well, dear, you know I was born a Lorimer, of Lou.

doun county; and that, like you, I was an only daughter,
though not like you an heiress.

"Yes, ma~am.~~
"I had several brothers. My portion would be but

small. It was for that reason my parents wished me to
make a wealthy marriage. I was young; I had no prefer
'ences, and therefore I obeyed them and accepted the offers
of Mr. Beresford Jones of the Il3eresford Manors. lie was
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old enough to have been my own grandfather. He was
sixty. I was just only seventeen.

"Dear me!" exclaimed Emma.
"Yes, my child. But he made me a right good hus.

band. And I honored him for his wisdom and loved him
for his goodness. And our marriage was a right down
comfortable and happy one. That is one reason, my
dear, why I so easily understood the attachment between
your dear father and pretty little Mary Grey, you know."

"Yes, grandma."
"Well, Emma, the happy marriage did not last very

long. Four years afterward Mr. Beresford Jones died,
leaving me a young widow, with an only child, a son three
years old. He had made a will bequeathing the whole of
his property to me and my son, share and share alike, un-
conditionally, and making me the trustee of the estate and
the guardian of the heir."

"That was a great responsibility for one so young,
grandma."

"Yes, my dear, it was. But I remained at Beresford
Manors, taking care of the estate and looking after the
education of my boy, for whom I had engaged a compe
tent tutor. All my social pleasures then consiste~jn visit-
ing and receiving visits from my country neighbors, oc
occasionally shopping in the village, and weekly attendance at.
church."

"A quiet life, grandma."
"A very quiet life, my dear; and so it might have con-

tinued to be for many years and perhaps up to this very time,
had I not, one day at a dinner party, met Cameron Caven
dish, then a very handsome young colonel of cavalry.
My dear, I think we took a liking to each other at first
sight; I do indeed. Well, my darling. I will not dwell
upon that old love story, but tell you at once, that after

an acquaintance of only five weeks, we were married. Our
marriage was certainly a very hasty one."

"But if family traditions are true, it was a very happy
one, said Emma.

"A very happy one, my dear child. In the twenty-
five years we lived together, there was never a cloud over~
shadowed our heaven of love. He even took my son into
his heart, and loved him as his own child. One year after
our marriage, I was so happy as to place in his arms a boy
of his own, my second son, Charles Cavendish, your father.
We had several other children, dear Emma, but all except
Charles and Susan-your Aunt Wesley-were taken to
Heaven."

"And therefore you have not lost them, but they are
waiting for you there /" said Emma, sweetly and solemnly.

"Yes; waiting for me there!" echoed the old lady.
And ehe' fell into a reverie, which continued, until Emma
said:

"Go on and tell me more, dear grandma."
Ah, yes. Well, the girl was ten years younger than

the youngest boy, you know, and so they had nothing to
do with her. They, the boys, were nearer of an age.
Beresford was four years older than Charles, but Charles
was the brighter of the two. So they studied under the
same tutor at home, and afterwards entered college to-
gether."

The old lady paused for breath.
And Emma already suspected a preference in the

mother's heart ~for the son of the second and the love
marriage over the son of the first and conventional union
But of course she gave no expression to this thought.

Mrs. 'Cavendish resumed:
"Beresford had very early displayed much self-will and

insubordination. I had hoped that college discipline would

N)
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have corrected that. But bless you, child, that was because
I knew nothing about college life, and the wide latitude it
affords young men. He grew at college, and spent
no end of money. And then at ast came the heaviest
blow that ever fell upon my head."

The old lady paused, dropped her face upon her hands,
and even after this great length of time, wept over these
early sorrows.

Emma tenderly caressed her.
At length she continued:
"My child, he, my son Beresford, fell in love with the

daughter of his washer-woman! He did indeed, my dear."
The old lady paused, and looked at Emma for sympa-

thy. But the young girl only pressed her hand in silence
"And he even wrote to meand told meyLall about her,

and asked my leave to marry her I What do you think of
that?"

"I think he was frank and straightforward and honor-
able in ~what he did, my dear grandma," said the young
lady) bravely and truly.

"You do! You, the daughter of an old and noble
house! I am astonished-yes, amazed-yes, shocked at
you, Emm a Cavendish! But as for ~me, I think, nay, I
know that he was very foolish, reckless, and even impudent
in proposing to me a low-born girl as a dau~ghter-in-law,"
said the old lady bridling.

"' Is not this the son of Joseph the carpenter?"' mur-
mured Emma reverently to herself.

"What are you muttering about?" querulously in-
quired the old lady.

"Only quoting a text of Scripture, dear grandma."
"What's that to do with what we are talking about?

-not but what I have the greatest respect for the Scrip-
ture. And I am very glad that you can quote it, Emma.

But as I was saying, my dear, I considered it very foolish,
reckless and impudent in my son to propose to me the
daughter of his washer-woman as my daughter-in-law! I
wrote to him and told him just that much."

"And then, dear grandma?"
"Then he wrote back to me, saying that he loved the

girl-really loved her you know~-and had won her love,
and that he was in honor bound to her. That he should
await my consent with prayers for it, and with patience,
until he should be twenty-one. The inference was that
then he should marry her. What do you think of that?"

"I think, dear grandma, that he might have been really
bound to her in honor."

"Bound to her in honor? I would like to know how
he, my own minor son, could have been bound to her in
honor, while he was still bound to me in obedience?"

"I can conceive that he might have been, though I can-
not explain how," answered Emma frankly.

"No, I don't suppose you can. Well, I wrote and told
rdm that after he should have married the washerwoman's
daughter, whether that should be in his twentieth, twenty-
first, or a hundred and twenty-first year, he must never
think of presenting himself to me again; that I gave him
flis choice now between me and the low-born girl he
dreamed of marrying; that his choice, once made, must be
irrevocable."

"And then, dear grandma?"
"He wrote to me saying that he could never choose

between two whom he loved - 'two' whom he loved!
coupling me, a gentlewoman born, with that 16w crea-
ture I-and that ~e should always love both-' both' and
he should never desert either.-' either' putting me again
on the level with her. Now what do you think of that,
my dear?"

,/1
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Emma was silent.
"1 ask you what you think of that?" persisted the old

lady, fixing her eyes firmly upon the face of the young
girl.

"Dear grandma, was her humble origin the only fault
you had to find with my uncle's love?"

"The only fault? Why, that fault included all others
s-poverty, ignorance, vulgarity. Don't tell me!"

"Dear grandma "

"Hold your tongue, Emma! It was quite objection
enough that she was the daughter of the college laun.
dress."

"Dear grandma, the God Man, the Divine Human was
the son of a carpenter, and the companion of poor fisher-
men," said Emma with feeling.

"What's that got to do with it? Order ought to be
observed in this world, and the boundaries of rank kept
unbroken! King Coephatus marrying the beggar maid is
all very well in rhyme, but it never would do in reason,
that I can tell youP' said the unconverted old aristocrat,
nodding her head.

Emma smiled, and then said:
"Go on, dear grandma, and tell me what happened

next."
"What happened next, dear child, was that he con-

tinued to write to me as if there had been no dispute be-
tween us, until iiis birthday came, the day he was twenty-
one years old, and would enter into possession of his es-
tate. I had written to him to be home on that day, so
that certain forms might be properly observed in transfer-
ring the. trust of the estate from the guardian to the heir;
and also that we should fitly celebrate the coming of age
of my eldest son."

"Yes, ma~am.~~

£C Well, he came; but not alone. I received word that
morning that my son was in the drawing-room, waiting to
see me. I went down, impatient to embrace him, and also
to reason with him on his improper engagement, which I
half hoped he had forgotten. Now, Emma, just fancy my
astonishment when, after he had kissed me, and expressed
all sorts of kind hopes about my being in good health, and
so forth, he turned around and brought out of a shady cor-
ner, where she had sat concealed, a little insignificant look-
ing creature, and presented her to me, saying:

"'Dear mother, will you not speak to my wife, and
welcome her as your daughter?"'

"He was married, then?" said Emma in surprise.
"He was married! And he had actually brought his

wife home to me, with the insane idea that if I' once be~
held her,, I should fall down and worship her, as he had
done."

CL Was she pretty?"
"Oh, yes, she was pretty-very pretty, but not at all

lady-like! In the one minute that I stood there, petrified
with amazement, I saw that. She was very small and very
dark, with the blackest eyes and reddest cheeks and
whitest teeth I had ever seen. She was quite foreign look~
ing, and I afterward heard that both her parents were
Italians, though she was native born. Well, my dear, as I
said before, I stood there rooted to the ground with aston~.
ishment for a minute.. And then, when I recovered my
senses, I just waved my hand to them, and turned and left
the room without one word."

"Oh, grandma!"
"Yes, I did, for I felt insulted in my own house and

by my own son! Even now that all is forgiven, I cannot
think of this without indignation. I went to my room, and
sent word down to my son that I could not receive his
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wife. Upon which he took her away in the 'Reindeer'
hack in which they had come to the house. And they re-
turned to Wendover, and staid at the 'Reindeer' until all
the legal formalities attending his majority were gone
through. Then he took her to Beresford Manors. And
I never saw my son again until to-day."

CHAPTER LXIX.

A DISCOVERY.

"(~ll, Heaven, grandma!" said Emma, bowing. her
~~ead upon her hands in sorrow and almost in

shame at the hardness of this ancient lady.
"No, my dear, I never saw his face again until to-day.

He was twenty-one when he left me. He is sixty-two
now. A period of more than forty years have elapsed."

Emma's head sank lower. She had no answer in words
for all this.

"But I heard flying rumors of his fortunes and misfor-
tunes all the time. I heard that he lived unhappily with his
gypsy looking wife; that all his children died in childhood,
one after the other, except his eldest child, a. girl, who
grew up to be the image of her mother, and to torment
him, as his plebeian wife, had done, and ~s he had also tor.
mented me. When she was fifteen years~ of age, she ran
off and married her own Italian music-master."

"Shocking 1" muttered Emma.
"The fellow was a vulgar fortune-hunter. He met her

at the city boarding-school where she was receiving her
education. He expected~to get some of her father's money.
Of course he was disappointed. ' Beresford Jones would
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have nothing to say either to the undutif d daughter or to
the unworthy son-in-law. He renounced both."

"And yet he himself had erred in the very same way!".
exclaimed Emma.

"Ves, and he had received the very same punishment..
The only difference, or rather the greatest difference, was
this: he had a large fortune of his own to fa~ll back upon,
and so could defy his parents. H is daughter had. nothing
at all of her own, but a few jewels, which her worthless
husband soon converted into money, and squandered at
the gambling houses."

"All this is very, painful, dear . grandma," murmured
the old lady's young listener.

"Yes, but not tso terrible as what followed. The
abandoned fellow sunk from bad to worse, and brought
his youngwifeto the bitterest poverty. They both died
of cholera, in extreme destitution, in the city, of N"ew
York, leaving one child, an infant daughter."

Emma started slightly, and bent nearer to listen more
intently.

"For many years this poor child lived among.the most
wretched of the city paupers, and in total ignorance of her
parentage."

"Oh, how unspeakably sorrowful!" muttered Emma
Cavendish.

"In the meap time," continued, the old lady,' "many
vicissitudes had attended Beresford Jones and: his family.
His children, as I said, had all gone. His wife died. His
heart was almost broken. He left Beresford Manors, and
travelled all over the world in search of the peace lie could
never find.

"Did he ever find his grandchild?" inquired Emma in,~
breathless impatience.

"You shall hear. At length he~ took. holy orders, and
27

433A DISCOVERY.



434 A BEAUTIFUL FIEND.

entered the ministry. Suffering had prepared him for the
woi~k. He became a city missionary in New York. Soon
after that, gold was accidentally discovered in the moun-
tains of Beresford Manors, and he became fabulously
wealthy."

"Oh, indeed 1"
"Yes, my dear; but what was wealth to him, who had

neither son nor daughter to inherit it?"
"To him, a missionary among the, poor, I should think

wealth would be a great deal, for good uses," -said Emma,
brightening.

"Well, in that respect it was much.. He used it freely
among the poor, until at length accident discovered to
him the existence of his granddaughter."

"Ali I" exclaimed the young listener, drawing nearer.
"He had searched for his lost daughter through all the

principal cities of the Union, and he had advertised for
her in all the principal newspapers, but all in vain. Of the
existence of his granddaughter he had not even the faintest
suspicion until, in his capacity of City Missionary, he one
day attended a school examination on Randall's Island."

Oh 1" gasped Emma, clasping her, hands in~breathless
eagerness. "Oh, do go on! He saw her there?"

"The brightest pupil in the highest class struck him at
first sight with an electric thrilL It seemed to him, as he
told me to-day, that the love of his youth stood resuscita-
ted before him. Yet he knew that this child could not
even be his lost daughter ~ho was, or had been, the fac-
simile of her mother. Who was she then? That remarkable
face, so unique, so piquant, so sparkling and electric, could
not belong to any other race than that' of his gypsy wife."

"Electra! Electra!" murmured Emma to herself.
"Well, my dear child, to make a long story short, he

instituted cautious inquiries, which resulted in undoubted

I
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conviction that this girl was the child of his lost daughter.
Within a week he~ removed her Thorn Randall's Island and.
placed her at.Mount Ascension, where you were then at
s hool, Emma. Do you remember her-Electra?"

"Of course I do, dear grandma. She was one of my
greatest favorites. She was with me last Christmas, at the
Government House!" exclaimed Emma eagerly.

" Ab, was she? One of your Christmas circle of school-
mates that I heard you talking about?"

"Yes, dear grandma, she was there with Laura Lytton
and Mrs. Grey."

"Indeed, dear. Well, to go on: Beresford, after
putting the child to school, went immediately to Europe
on business connected with the Philanthropic Emigration
Society. He has just returned. A fancy to visit the scenes
of his boyhood brought :him to Wendover for a fewdays.
Being there .011 Sunday, he was invited to fill the pulpit of
the parish church. You saw him there, and' told me.
The same evening I se~t him a note by old Jerome,
asking him. to come and see me. He has. been with me
all day as you know. Now he has gone to. Wendover.
To-morrow ~ie will set out for Mount Ascension. And,
Emma, I have invited him to come back, and bring Electra
to spend the Easter holidays with us here. I hope the plan
will beagreeable to you."

"Entirely so, my dear grandma. You know X expected
Laura Lytton also.

"Then, my deai:, write to Mrs. St. John for me, and
ask her to send both Electra and Laura Lytton here un4er
the protection of Rev. Dr. Jones. When he ~mes a
dear child, you shall be introduced to yot~f~ uncle. I
should like to have called you in and presented you to him
to-day, but this was scarcely the proper time or occasion
to do so; and besides, we had so much to say to each other."

/
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'"Of course you ilnust have had, dear grandmother; and
besides, it was much better to have told me this family his-
tory first, so as to prepare me to meet him.'~

"So I thought," agreed the old lady.
"But, gi~andma, there Was one eccentric circumstance

about his introduction of Electra int~ the, school. He
gave her no other name but Electra-no surname what-
ever. It was ~v~ry oad. And it was very awkward for us to
introduce her to any one as 'Miss Electra.' 'Electra
whom?' would be the natural inquiry, whether it were
spoken or not. I hope my uncle will change all that."

"her father's name was Paolo Coroni. But he does
not like to call her by it, and he will not call her by any
other. However, we must give her her full name now."

" How came she by her heathenish name, Electra ? ".inquired Mis&Cavendish.
"It was her mother's namer before her. ]3eresford

called his own daughter Electra, because the name was so
characteristic of the girl's peculiar personality; and he chose
to call his granddaughter the same."

"You will like Electra when you see her, grand-
mother."

"Yes. Now go, my dear; I want to take anap in my
chair~"

Miss Cavendish kissed the old lady, and left the room.
In the parbr beloW she found' Mrs. Grey;' who had in

some measure recovered her equanimity.
But the young lady entirely upset the widow's nervous

system by pleasantly exclaiming:
"We are to have Laura Lytton and Electra here at

Easte~r, Mrs. ~iey. And' as the Rev. Dr. 5oiies is also
coming, I' think' ~randma' may be' induced to invite Alden
Lytt6n here to meet his ' sister. It will make .a very pleas-
ant party: ~ ~I"hop~i you Will &njoy it."'

I
CHAPTER LXX.

TH~ WA ~D~EREU'8 RETUflN.

Long years have soenbini roaiulng,
Asd'*ear~way;

Like t*avell~r tired at gloaming
Of a sultry summer day.

But soon a home will greet him,
And wide its portals be;

'And ready kindness meet him,
And peace that will not flee.

I~WWAL

~JI~ UT not long did Mary Grey give way to despondency.
.L) Most probably, she reasoned, Alden Lyttoii, in the
true nobility of his soul, had forborne to expose her tur-
pitude to his sister Laura, whom he had stated to be igno.
rant even of the relations between himself and th~ widow.

So Mary Grey said to herself that she would not bor-
row trouble. She would. stay and enjoy herself in the
comfortable country seat of the Cavendishes, 'and accumu-
late money from the liberal allowance made her by the
heiress."

And if Laura Lytton and Emma Cavendish remained
in ignorance of the fatal treache~'y that had caused the
death of Charles Cavendish, she might remain, as long as
she pleased in her luxurious quarters, accumulating a for-
tune, and running also her chance of effecting an advan-
tageous marriage.

And even i~ on the other hand, 4lden Lytton ~shQuld
have told his sister, and Laurashould tell Emma the fatal
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secret, and the "worse" should come to the "worst," it
would not be so very bad.

True, she would have to leave "Blue Cliffs," but then
"Blue Cliffs," comfortable and even luxurious as it was,
was at its best but a lonely, dreary, dismal old country

- house, shut in on all sides by mountains and half buried
in woods, having no society and affording no opportunity
of flirtation.

And it would be a great deal gayer to live in some city.
Of course she would lose her allowance.
But tjien she had already accumulated a considerable

sum of money; her diamonds were in themselves worth a
small fortune; and her rich wardrobe would last for years.

Upon the whole, she was "perplexed, yet not in despair."
She did not believe that Alden Lytton would accept

the invitation to Blue Cliffs. Indeed, she felt sure that he
would not, if he knew of her presence in the house, as he
probably did from his sister's letters.

She dreaded to meet Dr. Jones as much or more than
she dreaded to meet Laura Lytton; but she comforted
herself with the reflection that Dr. Jones had promised

* that he would not expose her, and the hope that Laura
Lytton could not.

~ nd so the last days of Lent passed away.
n these last days of Lent, Craven Kyte became a

frequent visitor at "Blue Cliffs."
Old Mrs. Cavendisli, who, confined as she was to her

room, yet heard all the news of the neighborhood, and all
the gossip of the house, through her granddaughter or her
servants, becam9 ~ery uneasy at hearing of Mr. Kyte's
frequent visits.

"What does the presuming young fellow come here
for? I hope not for you, Emma," she said ~ne morning to
the young heiress.

Miss Cavendish laughed.
"Oh, no, grandma. He does not honor me with his

attentions," she answered.
"Whom then does he 'honor,' a~ you call it, with his

attentions? or 'affront,' as I call it, with his impertinences,"
demanded the old lady, raising her gold spectacles to the
top of her head and gazing at her granddaughter through
her still bright blue eyes.

"He comes after Mars. Grey, I think."
"After Mrs. Grey! After my son's young widow-I

mean my son's betrothed, who came so near being his
wife, and of course his widow! The impertinent young
puppy !" said the old lady indignantly. "I must have a
talk with Mary, and tell her to send the foolish, ~resump-
tuous fellow about his business," she added, bridling.

tmma smiled and begged her grandma not to be dis-
turbed, for that Mrs. Grey could certainly take care of
herself.

And so the interview ended.
Yes, Mrs. Grey could take care of herself. $he was in

no sort of danger.
But as for the poor young man, Craven Kyte?
Day after day he found some excuse to drop in at

"Blue Cliffs." Evening after evening he spent in the
flirt's fatal company.

Like the three Professors at. Mount Ascension, like
poor young Parson Lyle, like Governor Cavendish and*
Alden Lytton, he, inhis turn, fell a victim to the baleful
beauty of Mary Grey.

Forgotten was his fair betrothed, the brave maiden of
the light-house; forgotten 'were all his vows, his faith; his
honor. Beloved only was the fascinating siren who was
luring him on to his destruction.

One fatal evening in the last week in Lent he broke
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through all ~he barriers of reserve, and with awkward
earnestness declared his passion for her, and besought her
to be his wife.

And she?
Why she laid her little white hand on his head, and

wept 6v~er him and sympathized with him, and told him
that her heart was buried in the grave of her-4etrothed,
this time;' but that, if ever she could rally from her present
despair so as to take any interest in the affairs of this life,
she might possibly think of his proposal; and that if ever
she should consent' to marry a~y one, it should certainly
be him and no other; but that he must not press her now.
He must forget for the present the proposal he had made,
and continue to visit her and be her friend as heretofore.

* And he sighed and thanked her, and blessed her, and
promised to tryto school his heart to moderation and for.
bearance.
* Anlil still, after this he visited her every day, while she

played with him as a oat plays with a mouse, gratifying
her inordinate, cruel and selfish vanity with the sight of
his agonies.

An4 this lasted until the arrival of the Easter party to
break up this daily t~te-~-t~te in the drawing-room.

They came on the Saturday evening preceding Easter
Sunday.

On' the rxi~rning of that day Emma Cavendish, with an
open letter in - her hand, entered the parlor where Mary
Grey ~at reading, and said:

"'Oui' visitors will be here to-night. I have a letter
~from Laura Lytton. She and Electra will travel under the
escort of Dr. Jones. Grandma has also a letter from
Alden~Lytt6n. He declines, with thanks, her invitation
to join his sister here," she a~1ded.

"Ah!" said Mary Grey. And she thought:
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Ever on her soul a shadow lies,
Still darkest when life wears the sunniest skies;
And even 'when with bliss her heart beats bigh,
The swell subsides iute ~ iesxful ~ili. ~*

L YE NING came at length, and fine fires were lighted
in the long drawing-room, and in the dining-room,

and in the guests' chambers that were prepared for the
visitors.

And an elegant supper ser'i~ice was laid in the dining-
room, ready for the luxurious supper that was being pre..
pared in the kitchen. And Emma Qavendish had sent
Jerome with the capacious family travelling carriage ~to
the Wendover station, to meet the travellers and bring
them" to Blue Cliffs.

And Emma herself, with Mrs. Grey, sat in the parlor
awaiting their arrival.

"He knows that I am here, and he does not care to
meet me. I wonder if he has told Laura anything about
me?"

Emma Cavendish, having gayly told her news, now
danced out of the room, saying that she had yet some
preparations to make for the reception of her visitors.

And Mary Grey sat and anxiously awaited the com~
ing of the evening and the arrival of the visitors that were
to decide her destiny.

"Does Laura know, or does she not know?" was the
question that continually repeated itself to her.
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But as the hours of waiting passed heavily on, Mary
Grey's courage ebbed. She dreaded to meet Laura Lyt-
ton, lest th~t young lady should have heard of her mur-
derous treachery, and should, in the presence ~f all her
companions, give her "the cut direct."

She felt that she could not risk meeting such an affi'ont.
So when ~t length she heard the sound of distant car-

riage wheels, she arose, saying:
"I think I will leave you to receive your young friends

alone, my dear Emma. Doubtless you would prefer to do so."
And she slipped out of the room before Miss Caven-

dish could put in any reply.
Mary Grey tripped up stairs and concealed herself in

an empty closet, situated between the chamber occupied
by Emma Cavendish and the one assigned for the' use of
the two girls, Laura and Electra.

Here, hidden from .view, she knew she should pass~
unsuspected, hear all that should pass between the young
hostess and her guests, whether they should talk together

,. in the one room or the other.
She had not remained long in her hiding-place before

she heard the carriage roll up to the front door, the door
quickly thrown open and the merry entrance. of the Easter
party, attended by tue joyous greetings, as hostess and
visitors embraced.

And soon they all came up stairs together. And soon
,they were all gathered in Laura and Electra's room, where,
*~ the do or being closed, they thought themselves alone, a~d
~secure from outside intrusion and observation. And then

(- ( followed the senseless, sweet chatter of young girls meeting
after absence.

And then at length Mary Grey's name was mentioned.
and the listener pricked up her ears and listened more in-
tently.
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It was the voice of Emma Cavendish that she heard
speaking.

"Yes, she ~s here still, and is to stay here always. I
know; Laura, ctear, that you never liked Mr~ Grey. And
even I, who liked her at first, began to dislike her very
much when I thought, she was going to be my step-mother.
And I fear I might have been unjust to her then. But,
Laura, listen! My dear father loved her-loved her ten-
derly. And since 'his death, I have taken her to my heart
for his Bake. Why, Laura, (lear, I would cherish a dog
that papa had loved. And shall i[ not much more cherish
the woman that he adored? But perhaps I should not
have felt so if he had lived. But death makes a great dif~

* ference, Laura, love.. Now try to like her for my sake, and
for my dear father's."

"Emma, dear, I shall be very good to Mrs. Grey, sincd
you wish it. And I shall try to believe in her also, since I
really have no ou1~stanticd reason for doubting her," an-
swered Laura Lytton pleasantly.
* Mary Grey's heart bounded with joy. She gave a great
sigh of relief.

So Laura Lytton had "no substantial reasons for.doubt.
ing her "-Mary Grey. Laura had said it. Therefore it
was true. And, therefore, also, Laura had never heard of
that horrid scene between herself and Alden which had
ended in the fatal stroke that caused the death of Charles
Cavendish.

And she, Mary Grey, had lost nothing of her status
with the family of Cavendish.

With the "sigh of a great deliverance," she arose and
stole forth from the closet by the door leading, through
Emma Cavendish's room, which was then empty.

She hurried to her room, \vhich was now well warmed
and well lighted, and she stood before the mirror to put a
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few finishing touches to her toilet-for was there not a
gentleman in the -Easter party? Was there not the Rev.
Dr. Jones there to be fascinated? True, he ~V~s over sixty
years:old; true, he seemed to have detested her,~and to be
her enemy. But what of that? He was the only available
man to flirt with for that evening, and she knew the power
of her beauty to win him over; and therefore he must be
victimized. So with hei' dress perfectly arranged, and her

- face all dressed in smiles, she descended to the drawing
room, where the y6iing people were-already gathered.

CHAPTER LXXII.

THE EASTER PARTY.

"Give4i~er a slight flirtation
2I3y~the light of the chandelier,

With music to fill up the pauses.
And nobody very near."

A SHARP glance sent around the room showed her
that the Rev. Dr. Jones was not present. - And a

quick -intuition told her truly that he was in his mother's
room. - - -

As soon as she crossed the threshold, Miss Cavendish
kindly came forward to meet her, and took her hand,

-saying-:
"Come in, Mrs. Grey. We are waiting for you. Here

is Laura and -Electra, botklookingso well and happy."
Reassured by these pleasant words, Mary Grey went

smilingly forward and greeted the two young ladies, each
with- a kiss.-' - - - - - - 1

And~ she even commanded herself sufficiently well to
say- to Laura - - - - - -
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"We had hoped to have your brother here also, Miss
~yVton.7~

"Yes, Iliad hoped so too. It was so very kind and -

thoughtful in Mrs. Cavendish to think of asking him. Was
it not?" said Laura..

"It was like her dear self," smiled Mary Grey.
"And after all he wouldn't come; said he couldn't;

that he had to read hard all the holidays, so .as to make up - -

for lost time, and: to be prepared to pass his examination
in July. It is a great nuisance, is it not?"

"It is -perfectly abominable!" put in Electra.
"At this moment old Anut Moll, the oldest and most

esteemed female servant in the family, entered the room,
and courtsying with old..fashioned deference, said: -

"Miss Emmy, -honey, do ole Madam 'sires for to -see -

you in her own room, and likewise Miss Mary and the
young ladies." /

Miss Cavendish immediately arose, requesting her com- -

panions to accompany her, left the drawing-room, and con.
ducted them to her grandmother's ~hamber~ - - - - -

Although it was rather later than the old lady's usual
hour of retiring to rest, they found - Mrs. Cavendish still
sitting in her fireside easy-chair, dressed with unusual care -

and taste, and looking better and brighter than Emma had
seen her for years. - - - 3 - - -

The Rev. - Dr. Jones stood near her on the g, with his
back to the fire. -

"Come in, my dears. Emma introduce your friend,"
said the olclAady kindly. - -

Miss Cavendish took Laura's hand and presented her
by name. -

"I am glad to see you, Miss Lytton. Your family and -

Emma's have been - friends for centuries," said Mrs. Caven.
dish, offering hei hand.
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Laura Lytton courtesied very low, and kissed the of-
fered hand of this ancient grande dame, as if it had been

theut the oldlady drew the young girl to her bosom,
and embraced her with much tenderness. . .

Then Emma tooki Electra's hand to present her.
But the old lady forestalled the action. .
" No, my darling Emma. It is I who must introduce

this young lady to your young friends, aye, and to herself
too, in a character in which she has not hitherto been
known to any, not even to herself."

Mrs. Cavendish paused for a moment and looked from
the curious and expectant faces of her young listeners to
the astonished face of the girl who stood before her.

Then taking the hand of Electra, she drew her to her
bosom and embraced her fondly, saying: .

" Come to me, my dear child. This is your home for
evermore."

And then releasing her, and turning her around to the
others, she said: .

"Young ladies, I aan over eighty years of age, and have
lived to see my great-grand-daughter a young woman'.
This is she-Electra Coroni. She is the granddaughter of
my good, long absent son here, Dr. Beresford Jones."

At these words the youthful party turned their eyes on
the Rev. Dr. Jones, who smiled and bowed gravely.

Electra's face grew white and red again, and she sank
upon the foot cushion at the old lady's feet, dropped her
head upon. her hands, burst into tears, and sobbed softly.

The old lady laid her hand upon the girl's shiining hair,
and kept it there for a little while, during which no one
spoke, and no sound was heard but the soft sobbing of
Electra.

The announcement that had been made was totally un-
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expected by Laura Lytton and Mary Grey, and their faces
expressed the .utmost astonishment. Truly Mary Grey
had, by eavesdropping, overheard Mrs. Cavendish call Dr.
Jones her son, and had thought that she had discovered a
mighty family secret, which would be of use to herself
some day. But this had given no clue to the secret of
Electra's parentage, and thus she 'was as much taken by
surprise as was .Laura Ly'ttoq~ and Electra hersel.

Mrs. Cavendish was the first to break the silence.
"I deemed it right, young ladies, to call you here and

communicate this piece of intelligence at once, so as to put
all matters upon a right base to begin with. And now,
my dears, as my health is but feeble, and I need to retire
early to bed, I will dismiss you to your evening -amuse-
ments, with the hope that you will find your visit . here as
pleasant to yourselves as it is welcome to us. Good-night."

And the old lady held out her hand with a blending of
friendliness and' old-fashioned formality.

Emma, Lara and Mrs. Grey, in turn, took and kissed
the kindly hand, and turned to leave the room.

But Electra still sat on the cushion at her grandmother's
feet, with her face buried in her hands, sobbing softly, until
the old lady stooped over her and whispered:

"My dear child, does it affect you so much as this to
have found your family and friends"

" Oh, yes, yes, yes!I" sobbed Electra.
" Come, try to calm yourself. Rise and go with the

young companions to whose societ'y you are .accustomed.
You will all have a great deal to say to each other after
ts. And you will recover calmness in their company

sooner than any where else."
And with these words, the ancient dame raised her

youthful descendant to her feet, and turning to her grand-
daughter, said:
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" Come, Emma, take your cousin here away with you,
and be good to her."

Miss Cavendish took Electra's hand, and said pleasantly:
S" Come, my little cousin. We have always been

friends,,and now I am very glad to find that we are such
near relatives,"

And the weeping girl, weeping for joy rather than grief,
suffered herself to be led away by Emma Cavendish.

Mrs. Grey and Laura Lytton were following, when the
old lady-suddenly uttered a low exclamation that stopped
them.

" Come here, Mrs. Grey, my dear. I beg your pardon.
And yours, also, my son," she said, turning to Dr. Jones,.
" The absorbing interest of receiving the child Electra
made me forget the common courtesy due to others. Mrs.
Grey, permit me to present to you my eldest son, Dr.
Beresford Jones. He has been an absentee and a traveller
for many years. And his return now fills my heart with
joy. My son, this is Mrs. Grey, once the dear friend and
betrothed bride of your late brother. Their marriage was
prevented only by his death. Receive her, therefore, as a
sister."

And the old lady took the hand of Mary Grey and
placed it in that of Beresford Jones.

What Dr. Jones was about to say or do, under the cir-
cumstances, I do not know; probably something rather
unpleasant to the young widow; but Mary Grey, as she
gave him her hand, lifted her beautiful dark eyes, her
pleading, subduing- eyes, to his face, and he simply released
her hand, and said gently: .~ .. .

".I have met this lady before." .
"Ah I to be sure. At the school where you went to

place Electra. She was a teacher there at the time, as I
have heard," murmured Mrs. Cavendish to herself.

I
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" Ah I" thought Mary Grey, "he was going to sneer
when I was introduced to him. But I only looked at him,
and he could not do it. I shall have him at my feet yet,
for all his gray hairs."

" There, my children, old and young, an old lady's in-
valid chamber cannot be the most cheerful place in the
house for you to spend your evening in. .And besides,
doubtless you are tired and hungry, and your supper has
been ready this half hour past. Take them down, Emma,
my dear. Good-night, my loves," said Mrs. Cavendish,
sinking wearily back in her chair.

So at length they all left the room. Emma Cavendish
drew Electra's hand within her arm and pressed it affee-
tionately.

." The strange girl returned the caress, but then slipped
away from the side of her cousin, and went and? put her
hand through the arm of Dr. Jones and walked down with
him.

" Grandpapa," she inquired, " why was it that you put
me to school without any other name than Electra ?"

"Because, my child, you must remember that I very
much disliked your father's name, and would not call you
by it. That dislike has only now been reasoned away by
my good mother. You are Electra Coroni."

"My father was a foreigner, then?".
"An Italian dancing-master, whose acquaintance your

mother formed at her boarding-school. But your mother
was my daughter, a lady. Both your parents died in your
early infancy, leaving you in much destitution. That ac-
counts for your having been lost in New York, and having
'fallen among thieves,' while you were yet too young to
bear your parentage in memory. I had lost trace of my
unhappy daughter for many years; so that when at length
I sought her, I could not find her. She had in fact been

28
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dead for a long time, though I did not know it then; did
not know it in fact until accident revealed to me the fact of

your existence, and gave d~e the clue that I followed back-
ward for years into the history of your mother's married
life. And, Electra, let us drop the subject for the present,"
said Dr. Jones, as he led the young lady into the supper-
room, where theii; companions had already preceded them.

The supper was a triumph of Aunt Moll's housekeeping
and culinary skill. And the hungry travellers enjoyed it

much.
And after supper they adjourned to the drawing-room,

where Emma Cavenidish soon found herself sitting beside
Dr. Jones. -i

" Uncle," dhe said, slipping her hand in his, "I hope that

you will confirm grandmamma's words to Electra."
" What words, my dear ?" inquired the Doctor.
"She told Electra that this was to be her 'home for

evermore.' I hope it is to be, dear uncle. I have no sister.
I should be so happy to have Electra always here. Shall
she not stay ?"

"She shall stay until after Easter week, my dear, and
then she mnst return to school, for her education is very
backward for a young lady. She shall spend all her holi-.

days here, however, if your grandmother and yourself
wish it."

"Certainly we wish it, uncle. And when she leaves
school finally, she shall come here to stay permanently,
shall she not?"

"No, my dear. Once more I am anxious to make a
home of my own. While my granddaughter is completing
her education, I shall be improving and beautifying our old
family mansion and estate of Beresford Manors. When
she finally leaves school, I shall take her there to be the
.mistress of the place of which she will be the sole heiress.
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But, my dear, you can exchange as many and as long visits
as you please."

"In that case, dear uncle, I cannot be so selfish as to
urge my own earnest desire to have my cousin make her
permanent home with me," said Emma, with a smile, as
she arose and went to join Laura Lytton and Electra, who
were chattering away in a corner like a couple of
magpies.

."I hope, dear cousin, that you feel quite at home here,"
said Emma, approaching her new-found relative.

"No, I don't. I feel like a cat in a strange garret,"
Answered the girl; for she seemed quite to have recovered
her cheerfulness. And truly Dr. Jones was right. Her
education had been sadly neglected.

Meantime Mrs. Grey seeing Dr. Jones left alone, went
and took her seat by his side, and with an appealing look
up into his 'face, she said, with childlike humility:

"Oh, Dr. Jones, do not be my foe ! If you-" She
stopped and sobbed a little, and then recovered (herself
and continued: "You cannot condemn me more than I
condemn myself. But I was so young, so young ! And if
you knew all you would not condemn me so much?

"M'y girl," he answered, "if I had chanced to come
upon the scene before my brother's death, and had found
him on the verge of marriage with you, I should certainly
have interfered and prevented that misfortune by telling
him precisely who and what you were. But death pre-
vented that intended marriage. And now, as I said before,
that seeing you can do no harm to others here, and may do
good to your own soul, I shall not interfere unless I see
grave occasion for doing so. Therefore be circumspect."

She took his hand and kissed it, and poured the light
of her soul-subduing eyes into his face, until he had to
turn away from their lustre.,
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Just then Emma Caveiidish ~id heir two companions
arose and advanced towards the couple.

"Dear uncle," ~aid Emma. "Laura and Electra feel
so very much fatigued that they wish to retire, and will'
say good-night."

"Very well, my dear. Go you also with your friends.
Mrs. Grey is enough ~t home here to look after me," he
added, with a smile," and when I wish to go to rest, old
Jerome can attend me in my room."

And then the young ones kissed him good-night, and
left him t~te4t~te with the baleful beauty, Mary Grey.

The further adventures of "A BEAUTIFUL FIEI~rD; OR,

THROUGH THE FIRE," will be found related in the sequel
to this work, just published, under the title of "VICTOR'S

TRIUMPH."

THE END.
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GREEN'S WORKS ON GAMBLING.

Complete in four large duodecimo volumes, bound in cloth, gilt back, price $1.75
each; or $7.00 a set, each set is put up in a neat box.

Gambling Exposed.......$1 75 j Reformed Gambler.......$1 75
The Gambler's Life........1 75 I Secret Band of Brothers.1 75

Above are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover,' at $1.50 each.
DOW'S PATENT SERMONS..

Complete in four large duoclecimo volumes, bound in cloth, gilt back, price $1.50
each; or $6.00 a set, each set is put up in a neat box.

Dow's Patent Sermons, 1st Dow's Patent Sermons, 3d
Series, cloth...........$1 50 Series, cloth...........$1 50

Dow's Patent Sermons, 2d Dow's Patent Sermons, 4th
Series, cloth............1 50 Series, cloth............1 50
Above are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.00 each.

WILKIE COLLINS' BEST WORKS.
The Crossed Path; or Basil,...$l 75 1 The Dead Secret. l2mo.$1 75

Above are each in l2mo. cloth, or in paper cover, at $1.50 each.
The Dead Secret, 8vo 50j Miss or Mrs ?.............. 50
Basil; or, the Crossed Path.75 I Mad Monkton............. 50
Hide and Seek..~.....751 Sights a-Foot..........
After Dark................ 751 The Stolen Mask............ 25
The Queen's Revenge,.;. 75 I The Yellow Mask,... 25 Sister Rose,... 25

The above hooks are each issued in paper cover, in octavo form.
FRANK FORRESTER'S SPORTING BOOK.,

Frank Forrester's Sporting SQenes and Characters. By Henry Wil-
liam Herbert. With Illustrations by Darley. Two vols., cloth,...$4 00

Above Books will be selit, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Pri~e,
by T. B. Peterson ~ Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa,
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BOOKS FOR SCHOOLS AND PRIVATE STUDY.
The Lawrence Speaker. A Selection of Literary Gems in Poetry and

Prose, designed for the use of Colleges, Schools, Seminaries, Literary
Societies, and especially adapted for all persons desirous to excel in
declamation and public speaking. By 1'hilip Lawrence, Professor
of Elocution. One volume of over 600 pages, half morocco.$2 00

eomstock's Elocution and Model Speaker. Intended for the use of
Schools, Colleges, and for private Study, for the Promotion of
Health, Cure of Sttmmering, and Defective Articulation. By An-
drew Comstock and Philip Lawrence. With 236 Illustrations.
Complete in one large volume of 600 pages, half morocco......2 00

The French, German, Spanish, Latin and Italian Languages Without
a Master. Whereby any one of these Languages can ~asily be
learned by any person without a Teacher, with the aid of this
book. By A. H. Monteith. One volume, cloth..............2 00

Comstock's Colored Chart. Being a perfect Alphabet of the Eng-
lish Language, Graphic and Typic, with exercises in Pitch, Force
and Gesture, and Sixty-Eight colored figures, representing the va-
rious postUres and different attitudes to be used in declamation.
On a large Roller. Every School should have a copy of it......5 00

Liebig's Complete Works on Chemistry. By Baron Justus Liebig... 2 00

WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following books are each issued in one large duodecirno volume,

L.ound in cloth, at $1.75 each, or each one is inpaper cover, at $1.50 each.
A Lonely 1?A~fe. By the author of "Wise as a Serpent," etc.......$1 75
1~ome and the Papacy. A History of the Men, Manners and Tempo-

ral Government of Rome in the Nineteenth Century, as admin-
istered by the Priests. With a Life of Pope Pius IX........1 '75

~2he Initials. A Love Story. By Baroness Tautphceus......... 1 75
2~he Macdermots of Ballycloran. By Anthony Trollope,.........1 75
Lost Sir Massi9gberd. By the author of " Carl on's ear,".......1 75
The Forsaken Daughter. A Companion to "Linda,"..........1 75
Love and Liberty. A Revolutionary Story. By Alexander Duinas, 175
Family Pride. By author of "Pique," "Family Secrets," etc.1 75
Self-Sacrifice. By author of "~argaret Maitland," etc.........1 75
The Woman in Black. A Companion to the "Woman in White," ... 1 75
A Woman's Thoughts about Women. By Miss &lulQch,~.........1 75
Flirtations in Fashionable Life. By Catharine Sinclair..........1 75
Rose Douglas. A Companion to "Family Pride," and "Self sacrifice," 1 75
False Pride; or, Two a s o Matrimony. A Charming Book.1 75
Family Secrets. A Companion to "Family ?ride," and "Pique,"... 1 75
The Morrisons. By Mrs. Margaret Hosmer,.........1 75
My Son's Wife. By author of "Caste," "Mr. Arle," et~.........1 75
The Rich Husband. By author of ~-' George Goith,"............1 75
Harem Life in Egypi~ and Constantiilople. B~ Emineline LoU.1 76
The Uector'~ Wife; or, the V~lley of a Hundred Fires..........1 75
Woodburn, ~*rapge. A Noveb By William Howitt,.......1 75
Country Quarterp. By the Countess of Blessington...........* 1 75
Out of the Depths. The Story of as" Woman's Life,"...........1 75
The Coquette; or, the Life and Letters of Eliza Wharton.........1 75
The Pride of Life. A Story -of the ~Ieart. By Lady Jane Scottr.1 75
The Lost Beauty. By a Noted Lady of the Spanish Court.......1 75

Above books are each in clot ,or each one is in paper cover, at $1.5%l each.

I~ Above Books will be sen ,~ostag~ paid, on Receipt of Retail ~rico,
by? B. Peters~i1# Br~thers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following boo/cs are each issued in one large duodecimo volume,

bound in cloth, at $1.75 each, or each one is in paper cover at $1.50 each.
My Hero. By Mrs. Forrester. A Charming Love Story.......$1 75
The Count of Monte-Cristo. By Alexander Dumas. Illustrated,... 1 76
The Countess of Monte-Cristo. Paper cover, price $1.00; or cloth,.. 1 75
Camille; or, the Fate of a Coquette. By Alexander Dumas......1 75
The Quaker Soldier. A Revolutionary Romance. By Judge Jones.1 75
The Man of the World. An Autobiography. By William North,... 1 75
The Queen's Favorite; or, The Price of a Crown. A Love Story,... 1 75
Self Love; or, The Afternoon of Single and Married Life........1 75
The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins, author "The Crossed Path,"... 175
Memoirs of Vidocq, the French Detective. His Life and Adventures, 1 75
The Clyffards of Clyffe, by author of "Lost Sir Massingberd,".1 75
Camors. " he Man of the Second Empire." By Octave Feuillet,.. 1 75
Life, Speeche~ and Martyrdom of Abraham Lincoln. Illustrated,... 1 76
The Crossed Path; or Basil. By Wilkie Collins...............176
Indiana. A Love Story. By George Sand, author of "Consuelo," 1 75
The Belle of Washington. With her Portrait. By Mrs. N. P. Lasselle, 1 75
Cora Belmont; or, The Sincere Lover. A True Story of the Heart,. 1 75
The Lover's Trials; or Days before 1776. By Mrs. Mary A. Denison, 1 75
High Life in Washington. A Life Picture. By Mrs. N. P. Lasselle, 1 75
The Beautiful Widow; or, Lodore. By Mrs. Percy .B. Shelley,.1 75
Love and Money. By J. B. Jones, author of the "Rival )lelles,"... 1 75
The Matchmaker. A Story of High Life. By Beatrice Reynolds,.. 1 75
The Brother's Secret; or, the Count Do Mara. By William Godwin, 1 75
The Lost Love. By Mrs. Oliphant, author of "Margaret Maitland," 1 '75
The Roman Traitor. By Henry William Herbert. A Roman Story, 1 75
The Bohemians of London. By Edward M. Whitty..........* 1 76
The Rival Belles; or, Life in Washington. By J. B. Jones..... 1 75
The Devoted Bride. A Story of the Heart. By St. George Tucker, 1 75
Love and Duty. By Mrs. Hubback, author of "May and December," 1 75
Wild Sport~s and Adventures in Africa. By Major W. C. Harris, 1 75
Courtship and Matrimony. By Robert Morris. With a Portrait,... 1 75
The Jealous Husband. By Annette Marie Maillard,.,............. 1 75
The Refugee. By Herman Melville, author of "Owoo," "Typee," 1 76
The Life, Writings, and Lectures of the late "Fanny Fern,"... 1 75
The Life and Lectures of Lola Montes, with her portrait,.........1 75
Wild Southern Scones. By author of "Wild Western Scenes,"...... 1 75
Currer Lyle; or, the Autobiography of an Actress. By Louise Reeder. 1 75
Coal, Coal Oil, and all other Minerals in the Earth. By Eli Bowen, 1 75
The Cabin and Parlor. By 3. Thornton Randolph. Illustrated.1 76
Jealousy; or, Teverino. By George Sand, author of" Consuelo," etc. 1 75
The Little Beauty. A Love Story. By Mrs. Grey,..............1 75
Secession, Coercion, and Civil War. By J. B. Jones..........* 175
Six Nights with the Washingtonians. By T. S. Arthur.........1 75
Limie Glenn; or, the Trials of ~ Seamstress. By T. S. Arthur,.1 75
Lady Maud; or, the Wonder of Kingswood Chase. By Pierce Egan, 1 75
Wilfred Montressor; or, High Life in New York. Illustrated.1 75
The Old Stone Mansion. By 0.3. Peterson, author "Kate Aylesford," 1 75
Kate Aylesford. By Chas. 3. Peterson, author "Old Stone Mansion,". 1 75
Lorrim~ Littlegood, by author "Harry Coverdale's Courtship,"..~.. 1 75
The Earl's Secret. A Love Story. By Miss Pardee, 175
The Adopted Heir. By Miss Pardoe, author, of "The Earl's Secret," 1 75

.6~bove books are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

~ Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on Reoeipt of Retail 1'rioo,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following books are each issued in one large duodecimo volume,

bound in cloth, at $1.75 each, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 eack.
Cousin Harry. By Mrs. Grey, author of "The Gambler'a Wife," etc.$1 75
The Conscript. A Tale of War. By Alexander Dumas~........1 75
Saratoga. An Indian Tale of Frontier Life. A true Story of 1787,.. 1 7~
Married at Last. A Love Story. By Annie ThQmas,.....1 75
The Tower of London. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. Illustrated,... 1 75
Shoulder Straps. By Henry Morford, author of "Days of Shoddy," 1 75
Days of Shoddy. By Henry Morford, author of "Shoulder Straps," 1 75
The Coward. By Henry Morford, author of "Shoulder Straps,".1 75
The Cavalier. By G. P. B. James, author of "Lord Montagu's Page," 1 75
Rose Foster. By George W. M. Reynolds, Esq................1 75
Lord Montagu's Page. By G. P. B. James, author of "Cavalier,"... 1 75
Mrs. Ann S. Stephens' Celebrated Novels. Eighteen volumes in all, 31 50
Mrs. Emma D. B. N. Soutliwortli's Popular Novels. 35 vols. in all, 61 25
Mrs. Caroline Lee Hentz's Novels. Twelve volumes in all.......21 00
rrederika Bremer's Novels. Six volumes in all...............10 50
T. A. Trollope's Works. Seven volumes in all..............* 12 25
James A. Maitland's Novels. Seven volumes in all............12 25
Q. K. Philander Doestick's Novels. R Four volumes in ~..700
Cook Books. The best in the worl4.\ Ten volumes in all.......17 50
Henry Morford's Novels. Three volumes in all............... 5 25
Mrs. Henry Wood's Novels. Sixteen volumes in all,........28 00
Emerson Bennett's Novels. Seven volumes in all.............12 25
Green's Works on Gambling. Four volumes in all.............7 00
Miss Eliza A. Dupuy's Works. Six volumes in all............10 50

Above books are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

The following books are each issued in one large octave volttme, bound in
cloth, at $2.00 each, or each one is done up in,~aper cover, at $1.50 each.

The Wandering Jew. By Eugene Sue. Full of fllustrations.$2 00
Mysteries of Paris; and it~ Sequel, Gerolstein. By Eugene Sue.2 00
Martin, the Foundling. By Eugene Sue. Full of Illustrations,.2 00
Ten Thousand a Year. By Samuel Warren. With Illustrations,.... 2 00
Washington and His Generals. By Georgo Lippard............2 00
The Quaker City; or, the Monks of Monk Hall. By George Lippard, 2 00
Blanche of Brandywine. By George Lippard,.................2 00
Paul Ardenheim; the Monk of Wissabickon. By George Lippard,. 2 00

Above books are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

The following are each issued in one large octavo volume, bound in c7othprice $2.00
each, or a cheap edition is issued in paper cover, at 75 cents each.

Charles O'Malley, the Irish Dragoon. By Charles Lever.Cloth, $2 00
Harry Lorrequer. With his Confessiop s. By Charles Lever,...Cloth, 2 00
Jack Hinton, the Guardsman. By Charles Lever........Cloth, 2 00
Davenport Dunn. A Man of Our Day. By Charles Lever,...Cloth, 2 00
Tom Burke of Ours. By Charles Lever...............Cloth, 2 00
The Knight of Gwynne. By Charles Lever............Cloth, 2 00
Arthur O'Leary. By Charles Lever..................Cloth 2 00
Con Cregan. By Charles Lever.....................Cloth; 2 00
Horace Templeton. By Charles Lever................Cloth, 2 00
Kate O'Donoghue. By Charles Lever................Cloth, 2 00
Valentine Vox, the Ventriloquist. By Harry Cockton.Cloth, 2 00

Above are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at 75 cents each.

~ Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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NEW AND GOOD BOOKS BY BEST AUTHORS.
Beautiful Snow, and Other Poems. New illustrated Edition. By J.

W. Watson, author of "The Outcast and Other Poems." With
Original Illustrations by Edward L. Henry. One volume, green
morocco cloth, gilt top, side, and back, price $2.00; or in maroon
morocco cloth, full gilt edges, full gilt back, full gilt sides, etc.,.$3 09

The Outcast, and Other Poems. By J. W. Watson, author of
"Beautiful Snow and Other Poems." One volume, green morocco
cloth, gilt top, side and back, price $2.00; or in maroon morocco
cloth, full gilt edges, full gilt back, full gilt sides, etc..........3 00

hans Breitinaun's Ballads. By Charles G. Leland. Volume One. Con-
taming "Hans Breitmaun's Party, with Other Ballads," "Hans
Breitmann About Town, and Other Ballads," and " Han8 Breitmaun
In Church, and Other New Ballads," being the " First," "Second,"
and "Third Series" of the "Breitrnann Ballads," bound in morocco
cloth, gilt, beveled boards,..........................3 00

Hans Breitmann's Ballads. By Charles G. Leland. Volume Two.
Containing "Hans Breitmann as an Uhlan, with other New Bal-
lads," and "Hans Breitmana's Travels in Europe, with Other New
Ballads," being the "Fourth" and "Fifth Series"~f the "Breitmann
Ballads," bound in morocco cloth, gilt, beveled boards.........2 00

Hans Breitmann's Ballads. By Charles 0-. Leland. Being the above
two volumes complete in one. Containing all the Ballads written
by "Hans Breitmaun." Complete in one large voluin~, bound in
morocco oloth, gilt side,' gilt top, and full gilt back, with beveled
boards. With a full and complete Glossary to the whole work.4 00

Moister Karl's Sketch Book. By Charles G. Leland, (Hans Breit-
mann.) Complete in one volume, green morocco cloth, gilt side,
gilt top, gilt back, with beveled boards, price $2.50, or in maroon
morocco cloth, full gilt edges, full gilt back, full gilt sides, etc..3 50

John Jasper's Secret. A Sequel to Charles Dickens' "Mystery of
Edwin Drood." With 18 Illustrations. Bound in cloth.* 2 00

The Last Athenian. From the Swedish of Victor Rydberg. Highly
recommended by Fredrika Bremer. Paper $1.50, or in cloth,.2 00

Across the Atlantic. Letters from France, Switzerland, Germany,
It:ily, and England. By C. 11. Haeseler, M.D. Bound in cloth,... 2 00

The Ladies' Guide to True Politeness and Perfect Manners. By
Miss Leslie. Every lady should have it. Cloth, full gilt back,... 1 75

The Ladies' Complete Guide to Needlework and Embroidery. With
113 illustrations. By Miss Lambert. Cloth, full gilt back......1 75

The Ladies' Work Table Book. With 27 illustrations. Cloth, gilt,. 1 50
The Story of Elizabeth. By Miss Thackeray, paper $1.00, ci' cloth,... 1 50
Dow's Short Patent Sermons. By Dow, Jr. In 4 vols., cloth, each.... 1 50
Wild Oats Sowh Abroad. A Spicy Book. By T. B. Witmer, cloth,... 1 50
Aunt Patty's Scrap Bag. By Mrs. Caroline -Lee Hentz, author of

"Linda," etc. Full of Illustrations, and bound in cloth........1 50
ilollick's Anatomy and Physiology of the Human Figure. Illustrated

by a perfect dissected pl~te of the Human Organization, and by
other separate plates of i~1ie Human Skeleton, such as Arteries,
Veins, the Heart, Lungs, T~~.achea, etc. Illustrated. Bound.2 00

Life and Adventures of Don quixote and his Squire Sancho Panza,
complete in one large volume, paper cover, for $1.00, or in cloth,.. 1 75

The Laws and Practice of the Game of Euchre. By a Professor.
This is the book of the "Laws of Euchre," adopted and got up by
the Euchre Club of Washington, D. C. Bound in cloth........1 00

8~ Above Books will be sent, postage paid~ on receipt of Retail Price,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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NEW AND GOOD BOOKS BY BEST AUTHORS.
Treason at Home. 4 Novel, By Mrs. Groenough, cloth,..,.$1 75
betters from Europe. By Colonel John W. Forney. Bound in cloth, 1 75
Moore's Lifo of Hon, Schuyler Colfa; with a Portrait on steel, cloth, 1 50
Whitefriars' or, The Days of Charle.~ the Second. Illustrated,... 1 00
Tan-go-ru-a. An Wstorical Dma, in Prose. By Mr. Moorhead.1 00
The Impeachmont Trial of President Andrew Johnson. Cloth,.. 1 50
Trial of the Assassins for the Murder of Abraham Lincoln. Cloth,... 1 50
Lives of Jack Sheppard and Guy Fawkeg. Illustrated. One vol., cloth, 1 75
C~nsueIo, and Countess of Rudolstadt. One volume, cloth,.........2 00
Monsieur Antoine. By George Sand. Illustrated. One vol., cloth, 1 00
Frank ~'airleigh. By author of "Lewis Arundel," cloth.........1 75
Lewis Arundel. By author of "Frank Fairleigh," cloth.........1 75
Aurora Floyd. By Miss Braddon. Qno vol., paper 75 cents, cloth,... 1 00
Christy and White's Complete Ethiopian Melodies, bound in cloth,... 1 00
The Life of Charles Dickens. By H. Shelton Mackenzie, cloth.2 00
Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott. One 8vo. volume, fine binding, 5 00
Life of Sir Walter Scott, By John G. Lockhart. With Portrait.2 50
The Shakspeare Novels. Complete in one large octave volume, cloth, 4 00
Miss Pardoc's Choice Novels. In one large octave volume, cloth,... 4 00
The Waverley Novels. National Edition. Five large 8vo. vols., cloth, 15 00
Charles Dickens' Works. People's l2mo. Edition. 21 vols., cloth, 32 00
Charles Dickens' Works, Green Cloth l2mo. Edition. 21 vols., cloth, 40 00
Charles Dickens' Works. Illustrated I2mo. Edition. 34 vols., cloth, 50 00
Charles Dickens' Works. Illustrated 8vo. Edition. 18 vole., cloth, 31 50
Charles Dickens' Works. New National Edition. '7 volumes, cloth, 20 00

HUMOROUS ILLUSTRATED WORKS.
Each one is full of Illustrations, by Felix 0. 6'. Darley, and bound in O~ot7s.
Major Jones' Courtship and Travels. With 21 Illustrations.$1 75
Major Jones' Scenes in Georgia. With 16 Illustrations.....1 ~ 5
Simon Suggs' Adventures and Travels. With 17 Illustrations,.1 75
Swamp Doctor's Adventures in the South-West. 14 Illustrations,... 1 75
Col. Thorpe's Scenes in Arkansaw. With 16 Illustrations........1 75
The Big Bear's Adventures and Travels. With 18 Illustrations.. 1 75
High Life in New York, by Jonathan Slick. With Illustrations.1 75
Judge Haliburton's Yankee Stories. Illustrated..............175
Harry Coverdale's Courtship and Marriage. 2~llustrated...... 1 75
Piney Wood's Tavern; or, Sam Slick in Tcxa~ Illustrated......1 75
Sam Slick, the Clockmaker. By Judge Haliburton. Illustrated,... 1 75
Humors of Falconbritlge. By J. F. Kelley. With Illustrations, ... 1 75
Modern Chivalry. By Judge Breckenridge. Two vols., each.1 75
~feal's Charcoal Sketches. By Joseph C. Neal. 21 Illustrations,... 2 50

CHARLES LEVER'S BEST WORKS.
Charles O~M~l~ey,,,*****,,~... 75 Arthur O'Leary,..... 75
Harry Lorrequer,............75 Con Cregan,................75
Jack Hinton.....75 DavenportDunn,............75
Tom Burke of Ours........... 75 Horace Templeton...........75
Knight of Gwynne........... 75 Kate O'Donoghue...........7s

Above are in paper cover, or a fine edition in cloth at $2.00 each.
A Rent in ~ Cloud...........50 J St. Patrick's Eve...........50
Ten Thousand a Year, in one volume, paper cover, $ldSO; or in cloth, 2 00
The fliary of a Medical Student, by author "Ten Thousand a Xear," 75

M' Above Rooks will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,
byT. 3, Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa. I
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DUNAS', REYNOLDS', AND OTHER BOOKS IN CLOTH.
The following are cloth editions of the following good books, and they are

each issued in one large volume, bound in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Three Guardsmen; or, The Three Mousquetaires. By A. Thunas,$1 7&
Twenty Years After; or the "Second Series of Three Guardsmen,"... I 75
Bragelonne; Son of Athos; or" Third Series of Three Guardsmen," 1 75
The Iron Mask; or the "Fourth Series of The Three Guardsmen,'1 .... 1 75
Louise La Valliere; or the "Fifth Series and End of the Three

'I

Guardsmen Series................................
The Memoirs of' a Physician. By Alexatider Dumas. Illustrated,... 1 75

-Queen's Necklace; or" Second Series of Memoirs of a Physician," 1 75
Six Years Later; or the "Third Series of Memoirs of a Physician," 1 75
Countess of Charny; or "Fourth Series of Memoirs of a Physician," 1 75
Andree Dc Taverney; or "Fifth Series of Memoirs of a Physician," 1 75
The Chevalier; or the "Sixth Series and End of the Memoirs of s~

1'Physician Series....................................1 75
The Adventures of' a Marquis. By Alexander Dumas............1 75
Edmond Dantes. A Sequel to The ". Count of Monte~Cristo,".... 1 75
The Forty-Five Guardsmen. By Alexander Dunias Illustrated,... 1 75
Diana of Meridor, or Lady of Monsorean. By Alexander Dumas,.., 1 75
The Iron Hand. By Alex. Dumas, author "Count of Monte-Cristo," 1 75
The Mysteries of the Court of London. By George W. M. Reynolds, 1 75
Rose Foster; or the "Second Series of Mysteries of Court o~f London," 1 75
Caroline of Brunswick; or the" Third Series of the Court of London," 1 75
Venetia Trelawney; or "End of the Mysteries of the Court of London," V 75
Lord Saxondale; or the Court of Queen Victoria. By Reynolds.* 1 75
Count Christoval. Sequel to "Lord Saxondale." By Reynolds.1 75
Rosa Lambert; or Memoirs of an Unfortunate Woman. By Reynolds, 1 75
Mary Price; or the Adventures of a Servant Maid. By Reynolds,... 1 75
Eustace Quentin. Sequel to "Mary Price." By G. W. M. Reynolds, 1 75
Joseph Wilinot; or the Memoirs of a Man Servant. By Reynolds,... 1 75
Banker's Daughter. Sequel to "Joseph Wilmot." By Reynolds.1 75
Kenneth. A Romance of the Highlands. By G. W. M. 1~eynolds, 1 75
Rye-House Plot; or the Conspirator's Daughter. By Reynolds,...... 1 75
Necromancer; or the Times of Henry the Eighth. By Reynolds.1 75
Within the Maze. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "East Lynne,". 1 75
Dene Hollow. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of" Within the Maze," 1 75
Bessy Rane. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of " The Channings,".... 1 75
George Canterbury's Will. By Mrs. Wood, author "Oswald Cray," 1 75
The Channings. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of" Dene Hollow,"... 1 75
Roland Yorke. ~A Sequel to "The Channings." By Mrs. Wood.1 75
Shadow of Ashlydyatt.' By Mrs. Wood, author of "Bessy Rane,"..... 1 75
Lord Oakburn's Daughters; or The Earl's Heirs. By Mrs. Wood,... 1 75
Verner's Pride. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of " The Ohannings," 1 75
The Castle's Heir; or Lady Adelaide's Oath. By Mrs. Henry Wood, 1 75
Oswald Cray. ByMrs. Henry Wood, author of "Roland Yorke,".... 1 75
Squire Trevlyn's Heir; or Trevlyn Hold. By Mrs. Henry Wood,..... 1 75
The Red Court Farm. By Mrs. Wood, author of "Verner's Pride,"... 1 75
Elster's Folly, By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of" Castle's Heir,"... 1 75
St. Martin's Eve. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "Dene Hollow," 1 75
Mildred Arkell. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "East Lynne,".... 1 75
Cyrilla; or the MysteriousEngagement. By author of "Initials," 1 75
The Miser's Daughter. By William Harrison Ainsworth, ............ 1 75
The Mysteries of Florence. By Geo. Lippard, author "Quaker City," 1 75

~' Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.



CHARLES DICKENS' WORKS.
~ GREAT REDUCTION IN THEIR PRICES. ~

PEOPLE'S DUODECINO EDITION. ILLUSTRATED.
Reduced in price from $2.50 to $1.50 a volume.

This edition is printed on fine paper, from large, clear type, leaded, that
all can read, containing Two Hundred Illustrations on tinted paper.

Our Mutual Friend,.Cloth, $1.50 Little Dorrit........Cloth, $1.5
Pickwick Pape*s,.Cloth, 1.50 Dombey and Son.Cloth, 1.50
Nicholas Nickleby.Cloth, 1.50 Christmas Stories.Cloth, '1.50
Great Expectations.Cloth, 1.50 Sketches by "Boz,".Cloth, 1.50
David Copperfield.Cloth, 1.50 Barnaby Rudge,.Cloth, 1.50
Oliver Twist........Cloth, 1.50 Martin Chuzzlewit,.Cloth, 1.50
Bleak House,... ......... ...Cloth, 1.50 Old Curiosity Shop.Cloth, 1.50
A Tale of Two Cities,...Cloth, 1.50 Dickens' New Stories,..Cloth, 1.50
Mystery of Edwin Brood; and Master Humphrey's Clock,.Cloth, ia~o
American Notes; and the Uncommercial Traveller.......Cloth, 1.50
Hunted Down; and other Reprinted Pieces.............Cloth, 1.50
The Holly-Tree Inn; and other Stories................Cloth, 1.50
The Life and Writings of Charles Dickens,.............Cloth, 2.00
Price of a set, in Black cloth, in twenty-one volumes..........$32.00

" Full sheep, Library style..................42.50
" HalF'calf, sprinkled edges.................53.00
" Half calf, marbled edges,..................58.00
" Half calf, antique, or half calf, full gilt hacks, etc. 63.00

GREEN MOROCCO CLOTH, DUODECIXO EDITION.
This is the "People's Duodecimo Edition" in a new style of Binding, in

Green Morocco Cloth, Bevelled Boards, Full Gilt descriptive back, and
Medallion Portrait on 8idSs in gilt,. in Twent.ii-one handy volumes, l2mo.,
fine paper, large clear type, and Two Hundred Illustrations on tinted paper.
Price $40 a set, and each set put up in a neat and strong box. This ia
the handsomest and best edition ever published for the price.

ILLUSTRATED DUODECIXO EDITION.
Reduced in price from $2.00 to $1.50 a volume.

This edition is printed on the finest paper, from large, clear type, leaded,
that all can read, containing Six Hundred full page Illustrations, on
tinted paper, from designs by Cruikehank, Phi; Browns, Maclies,
McLenan, and other artists. This is the only edition published that con~
tame all the original illustrations, as selected by Mr. Charles Dickens.

The following are each contained in two volumes.
Our Mutual Friend,.Cloth, $3.00 Bleak House.......Cloth, $3.00
Pickwick Papers.Cloth, 3.00 Sketches by "Boz,".Cloth, 3.00
Tale of Two Cities.Cloth, 3.00 Barnaby Rudge,.Cloth, 3.00
Nicholas Nickleby.Cloth, 3.00 Martin Chuzzlewit.Cloth, 3.00
David Copperfield.Cloth, 3.00 Old Curiosity Shop,.Cloth, 3.00
O~iver Twist........Cloth, 3.00 Little Dorrit.......Cloth, 3.00
Christmas Stories.Cloth, 3.00 Dombey and Son).Cloth, 3.00

The following are each complete in one volume.
Great Expectations.......$1.50 J Dickens~ New Stories,...Cloth, $1.50
Mystery of Edwin Drood; and Master Humphrey's Clock.Cloth, 1.50
American Notes; and the Uncommercial Traveller........Cloth, 1.50
Hunted Down: and other Reprinted Pieces.............Cloth, 1.50
The Holly-Tree Inn; and other Stories................Cloth, 1.50
The Life and Writings of Charles Dickens.........Cloth, 2.00
Price of a set, in thirty-five volumes, bound in cloth,...........$50.00

" Full sheep, Library style,.................68.00
~ Half calf, antique, ~r half calf, full gilt backs, etc. 100.00
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CHARLES DICKENS' WORKS.
~ GREAT REDUCTION IN THEIR PRIUE8.~

ILLUSTRATED OCTAVO EDITION.
Reduced in price from $2.50 to $1 .~5 a volume.

This edition is printed from large type, double column, octavo page, each
book being complete in one volume, the whole containing near Six Hundred
Illustrations, by LYruikohank, Phie, Browne, Maclise, and other ~rtists.

Our Mutual Friend,.Cloth, $1.75 David Copperfield.Cloth, $1.75
Pickwick Papers.Cloth, 1.75 Thtrnaby Rudge.Cloth, 1.75
Nicholas Nickleby,.Cloth, 1.75 Martin Chuzzlewit.Cloth, 1.75
Great Expectations.Cloth, 1.75 Old Curiosity Shop.Cloth, 1.75
Lamplighter's Story.Cloth, 1.75 Christmas Stories.Cloth, 1.75
Oliver Twist.......Cloth, 1.75 Dickens' New Stories,...Cloth, 1.75
Bleak House.......Cloth, d.75 A Tale of Two Cities,...Cloth, 1.75
Little Dorrit.......Cloth, 1.75 American Notes and
Dombey and Son. Cloth, 1.75 Pic-Nic Papers;. Cloth, 1.75
Sketches by "Boz,".Cloth, 1.75
Price of a set, in Black cloth, in eighteen volumes,...........$31.50

" " Full sheep, Library style,..................40.00
" " Half calf, sprinkled edges,.................48.00
" " Half calf, marbled edges...................54.00
" " Half calf, antique, or Half calf, full gilt backs,... 60.00

"NEW NATIONAL EDITION" OF DICKENS' .WORKS.
This is the cheapest bound edition of the works of Charles Dickens, pub-

lished, all his writings being contained in seven large octave volumes,
with a portrait of Charles Dickens, and other illustrations.

Price of a set, in Black cloth, in seven volumes,..............$20.00
Full sheep, Library style.................25.00
Half calf, antique, or Half calf, full gilt backs,.. 4 30.00

CHEAP PAPER COVER EDITION.
Each book being complete in one large octavo volume.

Pickwick Papers............35 Our Mutual Friend..........35
Nicholas Nickleby...........35 Bleak House...............35
Doinbey and Son...........35 Little Dorrit...............35
David Copperfield......... 25 Christmas Stories......... 25
Martin Chuzzlewit.... 35 The Haunted House.........25
Old Curiosity Shop,.......e.g 25 Uncommercial Traveller......25
Oliver Twist............ 25 A House to Let,............25
American Notes,.......... 25 Perils of English Prisoners,..25
Great Expeptations,........ 25 Wreck of the Golden Mary,..25
Hard Tin~4s...............25 Tom Tiddler's Ground........25
A Tale of Two Cities.........25 Joseph Grimaldi............50
Somebody's Lnggage........25 The Pic-Nic Papers,...... 50
Message from the Sea,.......25 Hunted Down,......... 25
l3arnaby Rudge,............25 The Holly-Tree Inn..........25
Sketches by "Boz,".........25 No Thoroughfare......... 25
Mystery of Edwin Brood. Charles Dickens' last work,...........25
Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings and Mrs. Lirriper's Legacy.............25'
Mughy Junction and Dr. Marigold's Prescriptions,............ 25

THE LIFE AND WRITINGS OF CHARLES DICKENS.
THE LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS. By Dr. B. Shelton Mackenzie,

containing a full history of his Life, his Uncollected Pieces, in Prose
and Verse; Personal Recollections and Anecdotes; His Last Will in
full; and Letters from Mr. Dickens never before published. . With
a Portrait and Autograph of Cha4ea Dickens. Price Two Dollars.

(11)



12 T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS.

ALEXANDER DUMAS' WORKS.
Count of Monte-Cristo.$1 50 Memoirs of a Physician..$1 00

Edmond Dantes,.............75 Queen's Necklace..........1 00
The Three Guardsmen........75 Six Years Later...........1 00
Twenty Years After,.........76 Countess of Charry, ....... 1 00
Bragelonne................75 Andree de Taverney,.......1 00
The Iron Mask,..........~ 1 00 The Chevalier,............. 1 00
Louise La Valliere,.......1 00 Forty-five Guardsmen.......1 00
Diana of Meridor........* 1 00 The Iron Hand.............75
Adventures of a Marquis,.1 00 The Conscript............1 60
Love and Liberty..........1 50 Countess of Monte-Cristo.1 00
Camille; or, The Fate of a Coquette, (La Dame Aux Camolias,).1 60

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Fallen Angel........ 76 The Black Tulip,.4 0 .  50
Felina de Chambure.........75 The Corsicab Brothers,. 50
The Horrors of Paris...... 75 The Count of Moret,. 50
Sketches in France..........75 Mohicans of Paris,..........50
Isabel of Bavaria,....75 The Marriage Verdict........50
Twin Lieutenants........ 76 Buried Alive

Man with Five Wives,.......76 Annette; or, Lady of Pearls, 50I George; or, The Planter of the Isle of France...............
GEORGE W. N. REYNOL1~S' WORKS.

Mysteries Court of London.$1 00 Mary Price.............$1 00
Rose Foster..............1 50 Eustace Quentin.........* 1 00
4~aroline of Brunswick......1 00 Joseph Wilmot...........1 00
lTenetia Trelawney,..~... 1 00 Banker's Daughter,........1 00
Lord Saxondale...........1 00 Kenneth................1 00
Count Christo~al, ... 1 00 The Rye-House Plot........1 00
Rosa Lambert,............1 00 The Necromancer..........1 00

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.76 each.
The Opera Dancer,........... 75 The Soldier's Wife...........76
Child of Waterloo...........75 May Middleton.............76
Robert Bruce,............ 75 Ellen Percy......76

76
The Gipsy Chief............75 Agnes Evelyn,...........
Mary Stuart, Queen of Scots,.. 75 Pickwick-Abroad.........
Wallace, Hero of Scotland%.1 00 Parricide.............. 76
Isabella Vincent............75 Discarded Queen,...... 76
Vivian Bertram,........... 75 Life in Paris,..............50
Countess of Lascellea,....,....... 75 Countess and the Page. * 50
Duke of Marobmont........ 75 Edgar Montrose,............50
Massacre of Glencoe,...........76 The Ruined Gamester, 50
Loves of the Harem. ..... 76 Clifford and the Actress. 50
Queen Joanna; or the Mysteries of the Court of Naples........ 76
Ciprin~; or, the Secrets of a Pi~turo Gallery.............. 60

MISS PARDOE'S POPULAR WORKS.
Confessions of a PrettyWoman, 75 1 The Rival Beauties..........75
The Wife's Trials...........76 I Romance of the Harem.......75
The Jealous Wife...........60'

The five above books are also bound in one volume, cloth, for $4.00.
The Adopted Heir. One volume, paper, $1.60; or in cloth......$1 75
The-Earl's Secret. One volume, paper, $1.50; or in cloth,.......1 75

' Above books will be sent, postage paid, ou receipt of Eetail Price,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadolphi~, Pa.


