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THE CHANGED BRIDES.

CHAPTER I.

ON THE EVE OF A GRAND WEDDING.

Blow, blow, thou wintry wind!
Thou art not so unkind

As man's Ingratitude;
Thy tooth is not so keen,
Because thou art not seen,

Aitho' thy breath be rude.
Breeze, freeze, thou bitter sky I
Thou dost not bite so nigh

As benefits forgot;
Tho' thou the wat ers warp,
Thy sting is not so sharp

As friend remembered noL-SHAKSnAR.

A WILD and wintry night, in a wild and wintry scene!*
The old turnpike road running through the mountain pass,
lonely at the best times, seemed quite deserted IIQW.

The old Scotch toll-gate keeper sat shivering over his
blazing hickory wood fire, and listening to tl~ dashing rain
and beating~ wind that seemed to threaten t~he destruction
of his rude dwelling.

His old wife sat near him, spinning yarn from a. small
wheel that she turned with the united action of hand and
foot.

"Ugh!,' shuddered the old man, as a blast fiercer than
ever shook the house, "it 'ill ding down: the old dwelling
next, and no harm done! An it were once blown away,
the company would behoove to build ua another strong
enough to stand the storms o' these parts. Hech I but it's
awfu' cold."

"Pit anith~ log on the fire, gudeman. Wood's plenty
(23)
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24 THE C~tHA~G.ED ~RIDEB.

enough, that's a blessing," said the old woman, without
ceasing to turn her wheel.

"'Wha's ~the use, Jenny? Ye'l1 no warm sic an old
place as this. Eh, woman, but *hiles my knees are roast-.
ing, my back is freezing."

"Aweel, then gao away to bed wid ye, Andy, and I'll
tuck ye up warm, and bring ye your hot toddy."

"Nay, Jenny, worse luck, I maun sit up to let the bride-
groom through the gate."

"The bridegroom? Hoot, man! He'll no pass the
road on sic a wild night as this."

"Will he no, and his bonny bride waiting? Jenny,
woman, what like o' wind or weather would 0ha' stopt me
the day we were gaun to be married? So y~ maun gie me
my pipe, gudewife, for I bide here to open t~e gate for the
blithe bridegroom to pass through."

he maun see that no tender lassie can take the road
in sic a. storm as this, and they were ~to be married by
special license at nine, and gao away in a grand travelling
carriage at ten, to meet the steamboat at eleven. But that
can no be now, for the rain is comm down like Noah's
flood, and the wind blowing a hurricane, to say naething o'
the roads all being turned into inning rivers," argued
Jenny.

"It will be for Act' to decide whether it can or canna be.
It will be for Aim to take the road in the worst weather
that ever fell from heaven,' if it be to keep his tryst with
his troth-plighted bride. So gie me my pipe,,Tenny, for
I'se stop up to let the bridegroom gae by."

'4 He willna come now, and so ye'll see, gudeman," said
the wife, as' she filled his pipe, and pressed the tobacco well
down into the bowl with her big fore finger.

"An he does na come' through wind 'or rain or snow, or
ony ither like o' weather 'the Lord please to send this
rdght,' and I were Miss Anna Lyon, I'd cast him off in the

F
)
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morn like old shoes," nodded Andy, as he took the pipe from
his wife and put it into his mouth.

"But don't ye see, guden~an, .that it 'II be nae use. She
canna travel on sic a night as this."

"I'm no that sure she will be called upon to travel the
night. I heard a rumor they had changed all that. And
there was to be a grand wedding at the old Hall, and a
ball and a supper, and that the bonny bride and bridegroom
wonidna gae away till the morn. And I'se believe it,"
said Andy, taking the big tongs, picking up a live coal, and
beginning to light his pipe.

Hoot, man, that will be no decent. ~he'l1 behoove to
marry and gae away like ither brides, but she'll no be mar-
ried and gae away the night. The wedding maun be pit
off," said Jenny, resuming her place at the wheel.

"Pit off! It hae been pit off twice already, once when
the old Judge Lyon died, then when the old lady died. An
it be pit off a third time, it 'ill never take place. But it
will no be put off He'll keep his tryst, and she'll keep her
word. Worse luck that I hae to bide up to let him'
through,~~

"~An he maun come, pity he could na ha' coifie sooner."
"Hoot, gudewife, how could he? The steamer does na

stop at the Stormy Petrel Landing until nigh noon, and it
will be a good fifty miles from here. And he travelling in
his am carriage without a change of horses all the way over
sic roads, and in sic weather as this? How will he come
sooner?"

"Eli! but I wish he were here!" cried the old woman.
"There he'll be now!" exclaimed~the old man, rising and

listening, as in a temporary lull of the tempest the sound
of carriage wheels was heard dashing, rumbling and tum-
bling along the road.

"Take your big shawl about you," said Jenny, rising
and reaching 4own 'a heavy gray "maud" from its peg,

1~
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26 THE CHANGED BRIDES.

and throwing it over Andy'8 shoulders, as, with a lighted
candle in his hand, he went to open the door.

"H~ch, sirs! what a night to take the road in! Nae-
thing but a waiting bride should fetch a man forth in sic
weather!" exclaimed the old toll-taker; as a blast of wind
and rain blew out his candl~and whirled his shawl up over
his head.

"Shut the door, gudeman, or we'll both be drowned in
~our am hodse, and bide a we till I bring ye the lantern.
Ye'll no be able to take a lighted candle out There," said
Jenny, as she ran to a corner cupboard and brought forth
an old horn machine big enough for a lighthouse or a watch
tower. She lit the candle end that was in it, and handed
it to Andy.

He having meanwhile, fastened his great shawl with sev-
eral strong pins and skewers, once more opened the door,
and went forth into the pitch dark night and raging storm.

A spacious travelling carriage stood at the toll-gate, with
two crimson lamps glowing luridly through the dark, driv-
ing tempest.

Holding down his hat with one hand and carrying the
lantern with the other, old Andy pushed on towards the
carriage, and saw that its door stood open, and a young
man in a heavy travelling cloak was leaning out.

"Be gude to us, sir! is it yourself , sure enough? Troth,
I said ye would come," said Andy, with a welcoming smile.

"Come! why, to be sui~e I would come. Did you think
that any sort of weather would have stopped me on such an
occasion as this? Why, Birney, I would have come if it
had rained pitchforks, points downward, or wild cats and
mad dogs," laughed the young man.

"Sae I said, sir; sae I said! "

'~ But, Birney, my friend, I must get out and stretch my
limbs a little. - I want to be able to stand when I get to the
Hall; bt~t really, I have been cramped up in this close car-
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riage sp many hours, riding over this beast of a country so
many .~les, without seeing a single place where I could
stop for ~fres1m~ent, that-that.--in short, Birney, you
must let me out and let me ~ said the traveller.

"Surely, Mr. Alexander! surely, sir! and much honor to
my humble home," said the old toll-taker, smiling, and
bowing respectfully.

The young man, notwithstanding his "cramped~~ condi-
tion, leaped lightly from his carriage, drew his travelling cloak
closely around him, hoisted a large umbrella, and uncere-
moniously preceded his host to the house, where he burst
suddenly in upon Jenny, who was in the act of taking a
ke tie of boiling water from the fire.

' Gude save us Mr. Alick, is it yourself ? I could hard-
ly believe ony gentleman in his sober senses would take the
roa on sic a night!"

"It is myself, Mistress Birney-that I know; but as to
bei gin my sober senses, I am not quite so sure. I see
yo ye got some hot water~ there. I hope you have also got
a sample of that fine old Scotch whiskey your husband
used to drink in remembrance of your old country. If so,
Mistress Birney, I'll thank you to make me a tumbler of
hot toddy. It would be very acceptable in such weather as
this," said "Mir. Alick," as he threw off his cloak and his
cap, and dropped himself down into old Andy's own arm-
chair, in the warm chimney corner.

"Surely, sir! surely, Mr.~ Alick.! I'se make it directly.
I'se e'en now just gaun to mix the gude man's night drink
for himself, " smiled Jenny, hospitably.

"All right! mix mine at the same time," said the young
man, stretching out his feet to the fire, and indulging in a
great yawn.

"And mix it in the big atone pitcher with the zinc cover,
so it will keep hot while we sit and drink the bonny bride,
Miss Anna Lyon's health," said old Andy as he came in
and closed the door to keep out the driving rain.
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"Oh, look here! You know I've no time for health-

drinking; I'm due at the Hall these three houi~s; only this
horrid weather, and these beastly roads have delayed me,"
exclaimed Mr. Alick, rising impatiently and standing before
the blazing fite.

He was a very good-looking young fellow, as he stood
there. He had a tall, well-proportiOned form, fine regular
features, a fair, roseate complexion, light yellow hair, and
bright blue eyes-smiling eyes that seezn~d to love all they
looked upon.

Quickly and skilfully Jenny Birney made the toddy and
poured it into large tumblers that she had previously heated
by scalding them out with boiling water.

Once more Mr. Alick dropped himself into old Andy's
chair, while he received one of the glasses from his host.

"Eh, there sir; it's as hot as love 1" said the old man, ~

as he passed the pitcher that his guest might replenish his
glass at his pleasure.

"it is very good," admitted the young man when he had
finished his second tumbler. "Many thanks to you,
Mistress Birney for the aid and comfort you have given me.
I feel as if you had saved my life. I can now do the dis-
tance between this and the Hall without breaking down.
And now I must be off. Good evening to you, Mistres8
Birney."

And the traveller put on his cloak and cap, took up his
umbrella, and escorted by Andy, left the cottage.

"Oh, by the way, Birney, you may bring out some of
that hot stuff to my coachman. roor devil! it will do him
no harm ,after he has been perched up there so long in the
rain. But hark ye, J3irney I don't let it be too stiff; I
don't want the fellow to see more mists before his eyes than
the night and the storm make," said Mr. Alick as he got
into the carriage.

Old Andy toddled' back to his house, and after ~ few
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minutes ~reappeared at the carriage with a, mug of the
same restorative for the man as he had lately administered
to the mast r.

The chi ed and wearied coachman turned it down his
throat alin st at a gulp, returned the mug, and thanked the
donor.

Then he gathered up his reins, cracked his whip, and
started hi horses at as brisk a trot as might be deemed
safe on tha dark night over that rough road.

The old turnpike-keeper hurried out of the storm into
the shelter of his own cott~age.

"Hech! it's an awfu' night! I'm glad he's come and

gone. We may pit up the shutters now, gudewife; we'll
no be troubled wi' ony more travellers the night," said old
Andy, as he shook his shawl free from the clinging rain
drops, and hung it up in its place.

"Now sit ye down in your own comfortable chair, gude-
man, and I'll brew ye a bowl o' hot punch. Eli, hinney,
ye'll be needing it after sic' an exposure to the elements,"
said Jenny, as she replaced the kettle over the blaze, and'
drew Andy's old arm-chair before the fire.

With a sigh of infinite relief, he It himself sink into the
inviting seat, kicked off his heavy shoes, and stretched his
stockened feet to the genial warmth of the hearth. Andy
did not rejoice in the luxury of a pair of slippers.

"Eli, Jenny, woman, it's good to feel oneself at ease at
one's own fireside at la*t," said the old man, as he took from
the hand of his wife 'a smoking tumbler of punch.

"'It's hot as love,' as you say,'~. she nodded.
"Eli, so it is; what's the hour, gudewife?" ~
"It's gone weel on to ten," she answered, glancing at

the tall old clock that stood in the corner, and reached from

floor to ceiling.
"And I'se gaun to bed immediately, no to be bothered

wi' any more travellers the night," said Andy, blowing and
sipping his punch,

'I
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But Amly reckoned without his'. host, as many of his
betters do.

Just at that moment there came a rap at the door, so low,
however, that it could scarcely be hdard amid the roaring of
the storm.

Yet both husband and wife turned and? listened.
It w~s repeated.
"What's that?" asked Andy.
" There's soi~ie one outside," said ~fenny.
The rap was reiterated~.
"Who the' de'il can it be, at~ this unlawful hour o' the

night? Gae see, Jenny, woman. And if it's ony vagrants.
bang the door in their faces. I'se no be troubled wi' ony
more callers the night!" cried the old man, impatiently.

Before he had well done grumbling, the old woman had
gone to the door and opened it, letting in a furious blast of.
wind and rain.

"Gude guide us!" she exclaimed, starting back, aghast,
at what she s~aw without.

"What the de'il is it then, gude wife?" nervously.
den~anded Andy, starting up and seizing his old musket
from its hooks above the chimn~y-piece. Andy was think-
ing only of thieves, as is usual with many who have little
to lose.

"Pit up your gun, gude an, it's no what ye. think,"
said Jenny, once more appro ching the door to peep out at
the wretch that stood dripping and shivering outside.

"For the love of Heaven, let me in a little while. I will
not stay niany minutes,". pleaded a plaintive voice from the
darkness.

"Who is it?" inquired Andy, coming cautiously forward
in his stocking feet.

"It's some poorV~lassie, as far as I can make out. Come
in wi' ye then," said Jenny, stretching the door wide open,
though the wind and the rain rushed in, flooding the floor
where they stood.
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" Ay, c&rne in) and ye maun, and dinna stand there like
a lunatic keeping the door open and letting in the weather,"
growled Andy, as he toddled back to his comfortable chair
and dropped into it.

Before he had half uttered his churlish invitation, the
stranger had entered, and now stood in the room, with the
rain running from her dark raiment, while Jenny shut and
bolted the door.

"Now then, who are ye? an what brings ye tramping
on sic~ a'~ght as this?" sternly demanded Andy, as he
turned and stared at the stranger.

She wore a long dark gray cloak with a hood; the cloak
completely concealed her form and its hood overshadowed
her face. That was all that Andy could make of her appear-
ance then.

"Who are ye, I ask, and where are ye gaun the night,"
he angrily repeated.

The stranger did not answer except by dropping h&r face
upoir her open hands.

"Andy, dinna ye see she canna speak? For~ the sake of
our own poor lost Katie, we maun have pity. Come away
to the fire, my poor lass, and dry your clothes, whiles I get
ye something warm to fAke the chill out o' your poor shiv-
ering body," said Jenny, kindly placing l~er hand upon the
girl's shoulder and gently urging her towards the fire-place.

I'm of opinion that ye'd better ~nd out w o she is, ai~d
where she came from, and where she's gaun, before ye press
upon her the hospitalities of an honest house," grumbled
Mr. l3 irney.

"Whist, gude man! I might speer a dizzen questions,
but dinn~t, ye see for yourself' that she's in na condition to
answer ane?" said Jenny, in a low voice.

Andy growled something in which the words "tramping
hizzy" were the only ones audible. '~

"Come, let me hae your cloak, hinny, to hang it up to.
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dry. See, it's wringing wet. ~Tay,' nay, dinna resist. gude
offices," said Mrs. ]3irney, with kind persistence, as she
saw that the girl made some little, mutepathetic resistance
to the removal of her outer garment.

Jenny gently'took i~off her 'and hung it on the back of
a chair to dry 'by the fire.

And the young stranger stood revealed in all her loveli-
ness and sorrow.

She was a young, slight, graceful creature, with a thin,
pale face, dark hair and dark eyebrows, long, black eye.
lashes, and large, soft, gray eyes, so full of pleading sadness
that their glances went straight to the heart of Jenny
Birney. It' was a child's face; - but ah, woe! it was a
matron's form reVealed there.

"Wae-sooks!" exclaimed the good wife in consternation,
as she gazed upon the young thing, and saw that, child-like
as she looked, she had been married, or-ought to have
been.'

Again the little, pale hands went up and covered the
little, woe-forn face.

"Sit ye aown," said' Mrs. Birney, kindly. 'EYe are no
able to stand."

And she drew her own low, cushioned chair to the
chimney-corner, and with gentle force pushed the poor
child into it. And then she took down her little black tea-
pet from the corner cupboard and began to make tea.

Mr. Birney watched the process in strong disapprobation.
~~His wife raised a deprecating glance to his face, murmur-

ing, inalow tone:
"We mann be ~itifu1, Andy I for oin~ poor lost Katy's

sake, we mann be pitiful."
He answered that appeal by growling forth the words:
"Aweef, aw~el, Jenny woman, hae your am way! hae

youi~ am way V Eh! but ye've had it these 'forty years and
mair! And it's no likely that ye'll gie it up now!"

THE EYE OF A GRAND WEDDING. 38

And s~ saying, the old man put his pipe in his mouth
and resigned himself to circumstances.

Mrs. Birney made a cup of tea and a round of toast, and
set them on a little stand beside her guest.

"Now eat, and drink and ye'll be better. Nay, nay,
dinna shake your p~or little head! do as I bid ye. I had~ a
child o' my am once. She has been in heaven, I hope,
these twenty years. Sae ye see I hae a soft place in my
heart for children, especially for lassies; sae eat and drink,
and be comforted and strengthened, and then maybe ye'll
tell me how ye came to be out in the weather, and what I
can do for ye besides giving you a bit and sup and a bed to
lie on," coaxed the good woman.

"Thanks, thanks," murmured the girl, as she raised the
cup, and with a feverish thirst eagerly drank the tea.

"Try some of the toast. It is done with milk; it will
nourish ye," hospitably urge~l Jenny.

"Please-I cannot eat a morsel, and-I must go now,"
answered the young stranger, rising.

"Go now! 'Are ye daft?" exclaimed Mrs4 Birney, in
dismay; while Mr. J3irney took the pipe from his mouth
and stared.

"No, I am not 'daft,' tftough I know how mad my pui'-
pose nu~ seem," calmly answered the girl, taking her

the chair upon which it was trying by the fire.
"But-I thought ye came here for a night's lodging,

and-"
"Oh, no; I had no such design," sighed the girl.
"But-an ye didna come for a night's lodging, what did

ye come for?~~
"I was nearly spent with struggling on in the face of the

tempest. I w~s so beaten by the wind and the rain that I
thought I should have dropped and died; I almost wish I
had. But I saw the light in your window and I tried t~

2
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84 THE CHANGED I3RIDES.

* reach it, and 'I did. I caine in only to rest and' breathe a
little while, and get strength to go on again~"

"But where did ye come from, my poor child?" inquired
the pitying woman.

"I came from Washington by the stage-coach. It put
me down at the Cross Roads, ten miles from this place."

"Gude save us!' and ye walked all that way through the
storm?"

"Yes,' and was nearly exhausted; but now, thanks to
your 'charity, I feel refreshed, and able to pursue my
journey," said the young girl, as she tied her cloak, and
drew its hood over her head.

"Indeed, 'then, and ye'11 no do anything o' the sort. Eb,
sirs, are we heathen to let a wee bit lassie gao forth alane

on sic a stormy winter night as this, when we wouldna turn
an enemy's dog from the door? Sit ye down, my lass, and
dinna ye mind the gudeman's growling. His bark~ is aye
worse than his bite," said Mrs. Birney.

And here Mr. Birney took his pipe from his mouth, and
spoke these gracious words:

"' Bide ye 'here for the present, an' ye will. I dinna like
tramps as a permanent institution in the house, but I'll no
turn ye out into the storm, sae bide where ye ~

And having uttered this oracle, old Andy replaced 'his
pipe between Ibis lips, and smoked vigorously to make up
for lost time.

"Ye hear what the gudeman says? Hark ye now to the
wisdom of age, and bide ye quiet till I make ye a bed, and
I'll wrap ye weel and pit ye warm to sleep the night, and
in the morn ye may gao where ye like."

"Thanks-a thousand thanks for your dear mercy'! but
* in the morning it will be too late. Ab~' heaven, yes 1"

exclaimed the girl, as a sudden terror wildly dilated' her
'large gray eyes. "I must go on to-night, or' fail, where

4ire wo'44 b~ despair ~id death 1" '
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"Gae on to night! Gude save Us! gae on, where?"
exclaimed the wondering woman.

"To Old Lyon Hall," answered the stran~i', moving
towards the door.

"Stay-come back! Ye are stark daft! "To the
Hall ?" cried Jenny, following her guest.

"Yes, to the old Hall," said the stranger, pausing court..
eously..

"Why, that's where the grand wedding will be the
night."

"I i~now it," said the girl.
"But-ye'll surely no be one o' the invited guests?"

exclaimed Jenny in bewilderment.
"Oh, no,,' replied the girl, with a strange smile.
"Look ye, lass. Who be ye? What be your name, an

ye have no objection to tell it?" gravely inquired Mrs.
Birney.

"I have no objectk~n to tell my name; it has never been
sullied by dishonor; it is Anna Lyon," replied the girl,
with her hand upon L1~e door-latch.

"ANNA LYON! Sign us, a d save us! that is the ~me
of the bride that is to be makried to-night!" cried Je~any
Birney, aghast.

"I know it is," quietly replied the girl.
"And ye has the same name?"
"The very s~we," said the stranger.
"Gude save us! then ye'll be kin to the family?"
"No, no kin," answered the girl, cal~nly. Then to her..

self she murmured, "I-' a little more than kin,' he 'a
little less than Wud.'"

"What are ye mul*ering to yourself ? *Ye say ye're no
kin to the fau~ily, and if ye are no, whatrwill be taking you
to the old Hall the. night?"

"Something, more' than' a matter of life and death!
And oh, I must be gone ! "' said the .girl, with the' same
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look of terror that she had shown once before, now smiting
all the remaining coh~r from her pale face, and leaving it
white as marble.

"Good bye-.good bye, and a thousand heart-felt thanks
for all your kindness," she added.

While she spoke she deftly slid the bolts of the door; and
as she ceased she quickly slipped through it, and ran awa~y
like one who feared to be hindered or pursued.

"Stop! stop!" screamed Je~nny, rushing after her, and
looking out into the night.

Bpt her strange visitor had vanished in the darkness.
"Hech! she's clean daft, and she'll perish in-the storm!"

cried Jenny in consternation, as she drew in her head.
"Come away, gudewife, and shut the door I" bawled old

Aijdy, 'provoked.past his patience.
"Eh, glide man, rin-rin after her. Ye may catch her

an ye start ~ prayed Jenny, pulling down her husband's
shawl from its peg, and throwing it over his shoulders- \
"rin, rin for your life, Andy!"

"De'il, be in my legs, then, if I budge a foot from the
'fire! I'm in a condition to rin, am I no? wi' both my
shoes off. and mysel' soaking wi' sweat! i'll no rin for ony
daft lass or k~d in Christendom!" grumbled the old m&i.

"But for the Lord's sakb, Andy!" pleaded the woman.
"I would do anything in reason for the Loyd's sake, an'

He distinctly called me, but I'm no conscious of any
special call to pit myself forward in this work. Sae just
shut up the house, Jenny, woman, and come away to bed.
And I'll no open again this night to man or woman, saint
or devil, so there, now!" growled old Andy.

"I'se shut41~e door,-bu1~ J'se nae shut 1the window. And
I'se 'no gaun to bed this night, I'se sit up and show a light,
if the poor wandering lassie behooves to come back," said
Mrs~ Birney,. %lrmly, as she fastened the door, and sat the
lantern on the little stand under the window, with the light
turned towards the road.

~i1
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"The more fool y~," 'observed Mr. J3irney, as he began
to draw off his stockings, and prepare himself for his bed
that stood conveAiently near, in a recess curtained oft' from
the other portion ofljhe room.

Mrs. Birney drew her~spinning wheel to the chimney
corner nearest the window, where she had placed the light,
and she sat down and began to spin.

"Ye'll no be whirling, that machine and keeph~g me
awakes, Jenny, woman!" expostulated the old man as he
got into bed.

"But if I maun sit up, I maun na lose my ~
"Then knit or sew."
She good-humoredly put aside her wheel and took from

the top of the corner cupboard her work-basket half filled
with woolen socks, which she sat down to darn.'

Old Andy ~ soon snoring under his blankets.
Jenny~ sat darning, and sighing, and occasionally peering

through the window into the darkness without. The. vio-
lence of the storm seemed to be subsiding, though still it
rained heavily.

"It's like ~ she murmured. 'SAnd, if she be
found 'cold and dead in the morn I shall never forgi'e
mysel'. I shall never be able to sleep again. Eh! but I
wish I had rin out after her mysel.' But then the
gudeman would na hae let me. Hech! but they get hard
and selfish wi' age and infirmitie; these men. EhI how he
sleeps and snores, as if th was no misery in the world,"
she added, glancing at th ed.

But the old curmud eon's rest was destined to be
broken.

There came ~the sound of ~ hoofs dashing along the
flooded road. .The toll-gate' bar was cleared at, a bound. ~
Jenny heatd the spring and splash, and she started to her
feet, dropping her work-basket.

The next moment there came a loud rapping at the door.
It aroused the old man from his sleep. .



"What the de'il is that?" he exclaimed, angrily.
"There's ane without,". wliisper~d Jenny, in a scared

tone, trembling in spite' of herself.
"Worse lack! Is it a Witch's Sabbath and are all the

warlocks and witches riding to it by thi~ road the night?"
he growled.

The knocking grew louder.
"Who is it, Jenny?" he cried.
"I dinna know," whispered the woman.
"Cannaye gae and see?"
The knocking. became vociferous, the horseman seemed

to be hammering at the door with the loaded end of his
riding-whip.

"Haud your noise out there, will you then ~ bawled the
old man, bouncing out of bed, throwing a i5lanket around
him and seizing his blunderbuss, while Jennjr crept to the
door and cautiously opened it, keeping herself behind it.

The rain had 1~early ceased and the sky wa~ clearing.
A tall, stout, dark man, in a dark riding, coat, stood out-

side. With one hand he held the bridle of hist horse, and
with the other the handle of his riding-whip, with which
he had.just rapped.

So much Jenny, cautiously peeping around the edge of
the door, could make out

The old toll-taker ~anA forward, wrapped in his blanket
like a North American lildian, and carrying his musket in
his hand, and growling:

"Am I no to have ony peace or quiet the night? I'd#as
weel be keeper o' one o' these new-fangled railway stations
where 'the trains are aye coming and going day and night,
instead o' this once quiet toll-gate. Who be ye, sir, and
what's your will?" he growled at this second stranger.

"I am a traveller going to Old lyon Hall; ~nd I wish
to know the nearest road," answered the horseman. But a
sudden parting blast of wind drowned half his words.
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"And by the way, how came ye on this side of the road,
when the great bar is up for the night?" angrily demanded
the toll-taker."

"Oh, my horse took it at a bound."
"An he had broken your neck it might hae been a gude

job and saved the hangman trouble," growled 'old Andy.
"Thanks," laughed the stranger, "but there was not a

chance of it ; my horse is a famous hunter. Will yoU direct
me on my road?"

"Where did you say you were going? ".

"To Old Lyon Hall.'?
"To Old Lyon Hall !.-Jenuy, woman, here is another

one! It's there they are holding the witches' dance and
no wedding, for the warlocks ai , witches that flit by this
way are no wedding guests," said the old man, turning to
his wife.

"Will you be so good as to direct me to the Hall?"
courteously pei~sisted the traveller.
'~ "Oh, ay, I'll direct ye fast enough; but be ye~ one o' the

wedding guests?"
"No not exactly," laughed the man.
"Hark to him Jenny! how much he talks like the ither

Then what's your business at the flaIl the night? It's
unco late to a make visit, and varry oncivil to go oninvited
where they're handing a bridah Wouldna the morn serve
your turn just as weel? ". mockingly inquired Andy.

"No; the morning would be too late for my purpose. It
is of the utr~iost importance that I should. reach the Hall to-
night!" sa~~the horseman, beginning to grow restive under
the influence of some hidden anxiety ~hat he could not en-
tirely conceal~

"Is it an affair of 'life and~ death?"' inquired Andy,
with a touch of sarcasm~ in his tone as he repeated the
words that had been used by the unhappy(girl who bad pre-
ceded this stranger on this road. 7
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"More-much more than life and death is involved,"
/ muttered th~ traveller, in a voice vibration with the agita-

tion that he could no longer control.
"Hark to-, him again, Jenny!" grinned the old man.

"Just the way the ither one talked. The de'il maun be'
holding a levee at the Hall!"

"I beg you will not detain me; pray put me on my
~ impatiently urged the stranger.

"Oh, ay! ye see the road before ye. Ye'll just face it
and follow your nose, and it will lead to the old Hall. Ye
canna miss it. I~ stands off about a quarter mile from th~
road, on the right. There's woods before it, and the Porcu.
pine Moun~tains behind it. It will'be the first grand like
mansion ye~i~ come ~o, and the only one, an' ye wore to ride
a under i~iles in that direction."

"Thanks,", said the stranger, lifting his.cap and remount-
ing his horse.

"And oh, kind gentleman," said Jenny, coming forward,
"an' ye should meet wi' a poor daft h~ssie who gaed before
on the same road, ye'll no let her perish for the want of a
helping hand. For the love of the Lo~rd, ye'll get her
under shelter or bring her back here."
* " 'A poor daft l'assje,'-" repeated the stranger, bewildered
by the woman's words and manner.

"Ay, sir; a poor bit child *ha canna guide herself' to ony
gude end."

"A young tramp, sir," explained the old man. "A
young tramp who passed this way an hour ago; and ye
should get her pit into a Ho~mse of Correction, ye might be
doing hor good service."

"I have no time to stop, but if I should see the young
woman I will do what I can, for her. Good night," said the
traveller, putting spurs to 'his horse, and galloping away as
if determined not to be detained another moment.

"I'll te]l you what, Jenny, there's something unco wrong

up at the old Hall! And now shut up the house and come
away to bed," said old Andy, turning from the door, and
dragging his blanf~et behind him like a court train.

"I couldna sleep a wink wi'out bearing what becomes o'
that poor houseless child. I'll sit up and sew, and show a
light i' the window, in case she behooves to come back
again," replied' Mrs. Birne~, replacing the lantern on the
stand before the window, resuming her seat on her low chair
in the chimney; corner, and taking up her work, while the
old man, for the last time that night, shut up the house and I
went to bed.

CHAPT13~R IT.

AT THE OLD HALL.

Yes, there thou art below the hill,
By evergreens encircled still,
Old ball that time hath deigned to spare,
Mid rugged-rocks and forests fair,
And nightshade o'er the easement creeping.
And owlet in the crevice sleeping,
And antique chairs and broidered bed,
By housewife's patient needle spread.-ANoi.

OLD Lyon Hall lay at the foot of the Porcupine, an off-
shoot of the Alleghanies, in one of the wildest and most
picturesque counties in Virginia.

It was built in the Tudor style of domestic architecture,
very irregularly, with inany gable ends, gothic windows and
twisted cl)imne.ys. Its walls of old red sandstone contrasted
gloomily with the dark hue o~ the evergreen tree8 that
bristled up above it, and gave the mountain its descriptive
name.

Heavy woods, bare, gray crags, and tumbling torrents
surrounded it, and gave a savage and sombre aspect to the
scene. Below the Hall a turbulent little river, spanned by
a rustic bridge, rushed and roared along its rocky bed.

e
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The Hall was very old. It had been built nearly two
hundred years ago by a ScQtcbman named Saul Sauvage
Lyon, who had received a grant of the land from James the
First. It had remained ever since in' the family of the
founder, whose descendants had frequently distinguished
themselves, as soldiers, or statesmen, in every epoch of the
country's history, either as a colony or a commonwealth.

Some few years since, being the date of this story, the
master of the Old Lyon Hall' and Manor was General
Leonard Lyon, a retired army officer, and a veteran of the
war o~ eighteen hundred and twelve.

General Lyon had married very early in his youth, and
had enjoyed many years of calm domestic h4piness. But
now his wife and children were all dead, and his only living
descendant was his grandchild, the beautiful Anna Lyon,
"sole daughter of 'his' house."

Added to the great sorrow of bereavement was vexation,
that, for the want of male heirs, his old family estate mu t
at last "fall to the distaff."

But there might be' found a remedy to this lesser evil.
Gei~eral Lyon had a younger brother, Chief Justice

Lyon, of Richmond. And the chief justice had an only
son.

Ysung Alexander Lyon was a bright, handsome, attrac-
tive lad, a few years older than his cousin Anna.

Under all the circumstances, if it was not, perfectly
proper, it was at least natural and pai'donable that old Gen-
eral Lyon should wish his granddaughter to become the wife

of his nephew, so that while she inherited his estate, she
might perpetuate his name.

'Quite early in the childhood of the boy and girl; the gen-
eral 'proposed their betrothal to the chief justice, who
eagerly acceded to the plan. And so the affair was settled
-by the parents. It was not considered necessary to con-
suIt th~ chirdreii.

Alexander was sent to Yale College, where, for a few
years, he led rather a fast life for ~a student.

And Anna was placed at a fashionable boarding school in
New York, where she had a great deal more liberty than
was good for her.

Twice a year the young persoiw were permitted to riteet
.-when they spent the midsummer vacation at old Lyon
Hall, where the chief justice and his wife also came on a
visit to the general, and when they kept the Christmas
holidays at the splendid town house of the chief justice at
Richmond, where the 'general also went to pay back his
brother's visit. This arrangement was of course very
agreeable to all parties. )

But as the boy and girl grew towards manhood and
womanhood, it was thought well to change this 'routine.
And so, sometimes in the midsummer vacation, the whole
party, consisting of both families, wou d go for a tour
through the most attractive places of summer resort. And
at Christmas they would keep the holidays in Washington.

On all these occasions the young lady and 'gentleman,
under the auspices of their elders, entered very freely into
the fashionable amusements of the season, with the under-
standing, however, that they were not to fall in love, or
even to flirt with any one b~it each other.

Miss Lyon and Mr. Alexander seemed at first to have no
particular objection to this arrangement. They had always
been fond of each pther, much fonder than of any one else.
But ah! theirs was not the 'love that would excuse, much
less justify marriage.

]~t has been said that when two persons of like com-
plexion and 'temperament intermarry, wise nature and'
sacred love have had nothing to do with the union. And
the truth spoken to-day is as old as the creation of man.

Anna and Alexander 'were of the same complexion and
the same' temperament; both were plump, fair, blue-eyed

.)
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and yellow-haired, both lively and fond of pleas~ire, and

both, 'on the surface,~and in matters of little moment, were
amiable and yielding, but below the surface, and in affairs of
importance, resolute and determined as destiny and death.
In person and in character they were as much alike as
twin brother and sister.

This similarity, while it made their association as rela-
tives very agreeable, utterly precluded the possibility of
their becoming lovers, in the common sense of the word.
They did not' h &ow this, when their hearts were entirely
free from any other attachment that might have awakened
their consciousness.

There was no immediate hurry about the projected
marriage. It was certain to take place, the pareiit~ con~
eluded, and so they neither worried themselves nor their
children prematurely.

Alexander had to finish his college course, to graduate
and to make the "grand tour," as was usual with young
gentlemen of his position.

When he should have accomplished all this, he would be
about twenty-three years of age and his bride elect would
be about eighteen-both quite young enough to marry, the
old folks argued.

The plan was partly carried ant.
Alexander Lyon graduated with b~onors and embarked

for Europe. He travelled over quite a considerable portion
of the Eastern Continent. He was gone two years, at the
end of which he returned to claim his promised bride.

Active preparations were made for the marriage. But
fate seemed to be against it. A few days before the one
set apart for the ceremony, while the whole of both fam-
ilies were assembled at Old Lyon hail to do' honor to the
occasion, Chief Justice Lyon was suddenly struck dead by
apoplexy. * Instead of a wedding there was a funeral, and
the family went into mourning for a year.
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At the end of that time preparations were again made
* for the marriage, which was again arrested by the hand of
death.

A malignant fever was prevailing, and Mrs. Lyon, the
widow of the chief justice, was one of its first victims.

At length, at the close of this second term of mourning
and seclusion, the household awoke as from a nightmare
dream and busied itself with blithe bridal affairs.

The splendid city mansion and the fine old country house
of the late chief justice were both renovated and refurnished
in costly style for the reception of th&new mistress.

It was settled that the marriage should take place early
in November. In accordance with the old-time prejudices
of General Lyon, it was to be solemnized, in the evening,
in the great drawing-room of Old Lyoni Hall, in the pres-
ence of a large party of friends, who were afterwards to' be
entertained with d ball and supper. The bride, and groom
were to leave the next morning for a short tour, after which
they were to go to Richmond and settle down Lot the
winter in their town house, where they were, to be joined
by the general.

Such was the arrangement. But "man proposes and"
-you know the rest.

The autumn weather that had been glorious with the
"excess o~ glory" in a genial, refulgent and prolonged
Indian Su~nmer, suddenly changed. The Wedding-day
dawned threateningly. No sun shone on it. Heavy black
clouds darkened the sky; wild, mournful winds wailed
through the woods; violent gusts of rain dashed suddenly
down at intervals and as suddenly ceased.

The inmates of the old Hall watched th~ weather in hope
and 'fear. WojAd it clear up? Or would . it grow worse?
they asked themselves and each dther. Certainly there was
no sign of its clearing; quite the contrary, for as the day
declined the storm thickened. .

'V
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Fires were kindled in every room of the old house.
In the great drawing-room the two broad fire-places, one

at each end, were piled high with huge hickory logs, that
were burning and blazing and filling the long ,room with
glowing light and genial warmth, all the more 4onifortable
ai~d delightful in contrast to the tempestuous weather with-
out---shi'ning on the tall brass andirons. and, fender; shin-
ing on the Polished oak floor, with its rich Turkey rugs laid
before each fire-place and sofa; shining on the wainscotted
walls with their time-honored family portraits; shining on
the bright black walnut~ furniture; and on every surface
and point that could reflect a ray of light.

This fine old-fashioned drawing~room was as yet vacant,
waiting for the evening crowd of wedding guests, if indeed
the state of the weather and the roads should permit them
to assemble,

Fires were kindled in the long dining-room, where a
sumptuous supper was laid out for the expected company;
and in all 'the bed-chambers which had been opened and
aired, cleaned and decorated for such of the guests as
should come from a distance, and need to change their
dress and perhaps to lie dowii and rest.

En one of the most spacious and comfortable of these
upper-chambers, late in the afternoon of this day, sat the

6bride-elect.
* She reclined in an easy chair, with hei~. feet upon the

fender and her eyes fixed moodily, dreamily upon the glow-
ing fire before her, and listened to the beating storm 'with-
out.

Here in this room, also, the ruddy blaze shone on dark
wainscotted walls, relieved by crimson damask window-.
curtains, and on a polished oaken floor, bare of carpets,
except for the rugs that lay upon the hearth before the
dressing-table and ~beside the bed.

This was indeed a lonely, silent, sombre scene in which

I
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to find a maiden on her bridal evening. The tempest
raged without, and the wind and rain beat against the
walls and windows as if they would batter them down. In
the pauses of the storm she could he~ir the rushing of t~he
swollen torrents and the roaring of the rising river. She
knew that the roads must be almost impassable and the
streams unfordable. In truth, no one had bargained for
such weather on the ~redding-day.

Of the hundred and fifty guests who had been invited,
not one had yet appeared; not one of her bridesmaids; not
the minister who was to perform 'the marriage cei;emony;
not even her bridegroom! And yet all these had been ex-
pected at an early hour of the afternoon.

Everything was ready for their reception and foi~ the
rites and festivals of the evening. Every nook and corner
of the genial old home smiled its welcome in anticipation of
the arrival of these expected guests; aiid yet not one of
them came.

Nor, when she listened to the howling of the tempest
without ld the young bride~elect wonder at their
absence.

Her rich and varied wardrobe and her rare and costly
jewels were all packed in half a dozen large travelling-
trunks that stood ready for removal outside her chamber
door in the upper. hall.

Her wedding-dress of rieh white. velvet, her large veil of
fine lace, her wreath of orange-flowers, and all the accesso-
ries of her bridal costume lay out upon the bed. Yet she
doubted that she should be called to wear them that night:
and she sat still gazing into the fire, listening to the storm,
and making no motion towards her toilet.

She looked ~ beautiful young creature. as she sat there,
with her graceful form, her perfect features, h~r pure com-
plexion, her soft' blue eyes and pale yellow hair.

Of what was ~he dreaming as she sat gazing into the
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fire, and heaving deep, heavy sighs? Surely not only of
the storm and the trifling delay of her marriage, for she
must have known that it could only be a question of a few
hours, and that whoever might stay away, ber bridegroom
would certainly keep his appointment. What serious
subject of thought had she? what possible subject of grief?
Blest with youth, health and beauty, with high birth,
great wealth and many accomplishments, about to form
the most brilliant marriage of the year, with a gentle-
man who seemed her equal in all respects, if not her su-
perior in some, about to preside over the most splendid
establishment in the city and the grandest old house in the
country, and to reign everywhere a queen in society, what
imaginable cause of discontent could she have?

Ah, friends! did ever any of these things, in themselves
alone, satisfy the hunger of any human heart-make any
living creature happy?

The darling daughter, the rich heiress, the beautiful
bride elect, sat and sighed and gazed, and gazed and sighed
as if her heart would break. r

There were secrets in the life of this motherless girl un-
known to her nearest relatives, unsuspected by her ap
pointed bridegroom. Of that more hereafter.

She sat there without moving until dark afternoon deep-
ened into black night, and the raging of the storm became
terrific. How long she would have sat thus I do not know,
for just as the little toy of a clock upon her mantlepiece
'chimed nine her door opened, and her own maid, Matty,
utteredd the room.

"1 told you not to bring lights until I should. ring for
2. them," said Miss ~Ly'on, impatieiitly turning her head.

"I know, Miss Anna; I didn't bring no lights. I come
to tell you how Marse Alesander has jus' arrived."

"He has. conm-and through all this storm?" exclaimed
Anna in a startled voice.

"Yes, Miss, which Old ~Marse as'ed if you was ready,
and sent me up to 'quire."

"I can be ready soon, Matty. But.-has any one else
come ?" K

"No, Miss."
"Not the minister?"
"The which, Miss?"
"The Reverend Doctor ~

"No, Miss."
"Then I don't see the use of my disturbing myself yet

awhile. There can be no marriage without a minister;~~
said the bride elect, with something very much like a sigh
of relief.

"You may go, Matilda," she added to the girl, who still
lingered at the door.

Matty vanished, and Miss Lyox~ resigned herself .to her
reverie.

A few minutes passed, and Matty reappeared.
"What now?" demanded the young lady.
"Please, Miss, ole Marse have sent Jacob, with the close

carriage, to fetch the min's'er, and say he, will be here in
half an hour if you will. get ready."

"Matty, where is your master?"
"In his study, Miss."
"Alone?"
"Yes, Miss."
"Where is Mr. Alexander?~~
"He's gone up to his own room, Miss, to fix hisself'
"Very well," said the young lady, as she arose and left

her chamber.
She passed up the broad upper hall that was now ruddy

and cheerful with the light of many fires, that shone
through the open doors of the waiting bedrooms, and she
went straight to the little room with the bay window, at
the front end over the main enti~ance

3
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She opened the door and found her grandfather seated
in his big armchair by his writing table, on which lay
books, papers, pens, and so forth.

But the old gentleman was neither reading nor writing.
He was simply sitting and waiting.

He was a very fine-looking old man, tall and stout, with
a full face, noble features, fair complexion, and snow white
hair and beard. He wore an evening dress of black broad..
cloth, with a white vest and white cravat. His white
gloves lay beside him, ready for use.

"All alone, gran'pa?" inquired Anna, smiling,
"Yes, my pet.-yes, my darling," said The old gentleman,

rising and handing his granddaughter to a seat with as
much courtesy as if she were a princess. "But why are
you not dressed, Anna ~' It is late, very late."

"Oh, gran'pa, what an awful night for a wedding! And
there is no one here, ajid no on~ likely to come."

"Yes, my dear, but it is the night appointed, and your
bridegroom is in the house, and the minister will soon be
here.

~Gran7pa/~ pleaded Anna, leaving her seat and coming
and sitting on his knee, and putting her arm caressingly
around his neck-" dear gran'pa, I cannot bear to be mar-
ried un~ler these evil auspices, without witnesses, without
bridesmaids, and on a dark night and in a heavy storm.
Why cannot the marriage be deferred until to-morrow
morning? What difference can a few hours make? At
least, what difference that is not very desirable? By to-
morrow the storm will be over. The ceremony can be per-
formed early in the morning. I can be married in my
travelling dress. The supper will do for a breakfast. And
we can start immediately upon our wedding tour. Say,
gran'pa, may not the marriage be deferred until the morn-
ing? It is awful to be married in solitude, on a dark
stormy night. Say, dear gran'pa! May not the marris~ge
be put off until the morning?"
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"My dear, no; it cannot be."
"But-why not ~
"For 'many reasons. For one-.Anna, I confess, old

soldier 'as I am, to a little superstition on some subjects.
This marriage 'has been already put off twice. If it should
be put off a third time, it will never take place. A marri-
age thrice deferred never comes to pass. There, my child,
go and dress. It is nine o'clock. You are two hours
behind time. Alexander is nearly ready, and the minister
WiTh be here in a few minutes," said the old gentleman,
rising and gently leading his favorite out of the room.

"'A marriage thrice deferred never comes to pass.' I
wish I was sure of that, and could defer mine just once
more," mused Anna, as she went back to h~rroom. "Amid
yet," she added, compunctiously, "that is unjust and un-
grateful to Alexander. Poor Ahick! I dare say, in a11 these
years, he has never even dreamed of any ot1~er girl but me,
while I-while I-Ah, Heaven have pity on us! Well,
well, I will bury the 'past deep in forgetfulness, and I will
try to make him a good wife."

When she reached her room she foun4 Matty and
Matty's mother, Marcy, who was her own old nurse, in at-
tendance. The fire was mended, the hearth swept and the
lamps lighted. The two on her dressing4able shone down
upon an open casket of jewels that blazed 'with blinding
radiance.

Anna went wearily up to look at them.
"Mars' Alic sent them in by his man, honey," said Aunt

Jenny in explanation.
It was a splendid ~et of diamonds, consisting of ear-rings,

breastpin, necklace and bracelets.
"You will wear them, honey, ~dough dere ain't anybody

to see them?"
"Except the giver! Yes, auntie, . I will wear them.

Poor Alick!" sighed Anna, sitting down on her dressing-
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stool, and resigning herself into the hands of her atten-
dants.

They went willingly to work. The task of arranging
their mistress for her bridal was with them a labor of love.

Old Marcy standing behind the chair brushed and braided
the beautiful hair. Young Matty on the floor, encased the
dainty' feet in silken hose and satin slippers. And then
the beauty stood up and let them remov& her wrapper' and
put on her robes and her wreath, and her veil. But with
her own bands she clasped the diamond necklace around
her throat and the diamond bracelets on her wrists, and put
ear-rings in her ears, and the brooch upon her. bo~om.

And when. her toilet was completed she looked, if 'looks
were all, a very royal bride, fit to share a young monarch's
throne.

She sat down again and said:
"Matty, you may go and tell your master that I am

ready.~
The girl left the room to take the message, but in the

hall she ran against some one who seemed on his way to
speak to the'bride. And so she turned hack to say.

"Miss Anna, here's Jake asking if he can have a word
with you.~~

"Certainly. Tell the boy to come in," said the young
lady.

The son* of the coachman,, one of the younger grooms, en-
tered, hat in hand, bowing low.

"Well, my boy, what is it?" inquired his mistress.
"If you please, Miss, I teller her as she couldn't, and she

said as she must, and I telled her as she shouldii't, and she
said she would," replied Jake, rather incoherently.

"'Would?' what ?.-.-who? I don't understand you,
boy."

"Her, Miss. I teller her she couldn't, nohow, but she
1'owed she must, an~yhow. And I telled her she shouldn't
then; there! and she 'lowed she would, so there!"
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"Would what, Jake?"
"See you immediate, Miss."
"Who would see me
"Her, M.iss."
"Who is she ?~

"The young woman, which I think she is crazy, Miss,
and not safe to be seed."

"Oh, dear! dear me, Jake, what youn~ woman are you
talking of?" said Miss Lyon, impatiently.

"Her as runned in out'n the storm, Miss, and said how
she must see you; and I teller her she was1i~t fit to be
seed herself, being drippen wet, nor safe to be beed, being
sort o' cracked, and-oh my laws! there she is now, a fob
lowed of me!" exclaimed the boy, breaking off in dismay,
to stare with wide month and eyes at the opening door.
, Miss Lyon turned her head in that direction, and saw

standing there a slight, pale young creature, enveloped in a
long gray cloak, with its hood drawn over her head and
shading her face.

ez

CHAPTER III.

THE HOUSELESS WANDERER AND THE BRIDE ELECT.

They whlspered~-sIn a shade had cast,
Upon her youthful frame,

And scornful murmurs as she past
Were mingled with her name.

"She is not be~utlful," they said,
I saw that she was more:

One of those women women dread,
Mcii ratally adore.-ANON.

AND the homeless wanderer through the wild 'winter-
night, she who had called herself Anna Lyon, stood in the
presence of the bride elect.

"Drusilla! Drusilla Sterling! Is it you? Is it really
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you! Oh, my poor child, how happy I am to see you!"
exclaimed Miss Lyon, in the utmost surprise and delight,
as sh~ advanced with extended hands t6 welcome her unex-
pected guest.

Drusilla suffered her cold fingers to be. clasped, and ~he
raised her soft, appealing eyes to the young lady's face;
but she spoke no word in reply.

"Oh, my dear ~hild, how sorrowful we have been for you I
Why did you leav~ your home? Where have you been?
What have you been doing? Where did you come from
last? And how came you out on such an awful night?
And oh, poor girl! in what a state you have come back?
Don't try to answer any of my questions yet! You must
be warmed and fed first," said Miss Lyon, who in her ex-
citement had hurried question upon question to the ex-
hausted girl, and seeing that she could, not answer, repented
her own thoughtless vehemence, and turning to her servants,
said:

"Marcy, ta~ke off her cloak and hang it up, and sit her
down in that arm-chair before the fire, and remove her wet
shoes. And, Jacob, go down stairs and ask Mrs. Dill to
send up a glass of hot port wine negus, and some warm, dry
toast. And be quick about it I"

Jake hurried away to do his errand.
And the young wanderer permitted the old nurse to

remove her cloak, and seat her in the chair before the fire,
and take off her wet boots.

Marcy had not failed to see the fact that had also been
apparent to the old woman at the toll..gate. And as she
was passing out of the room with the wet cloak over her
arm, and the wet shoes in her hand, she stopped and whis-
pered to her young mistress:

"Lord pity her, poor thing, I'm right down sorry for
her; but she is not fit to be in your presence, Miss Anna."

For an instant the pure and high-born maiden recoiled

with a look of pain and horror; but then quickly recover-
ing herself, she murmured:

"Hush, no more of that. Take those damp things from
the room and hang them before one of the spare fires,

And when the woman had gone, Miss Lyon walked up to
the poor wanderer and laid her hand tenderly on her
shoulder.'

The little pale face turned itself around to hers. The
soft pleading eyes were raised:

"Yes, Miss Lyon, that is well. Send all your women
from the room, for I must speak with you alone," she mur-
mured, in a voice vibrating with suppressed anguish.

"Speak to me, then, my child; and speak freely. No
mother could listen to your story with more sympathy than
I shall," said the heiress, drawing a chair to the fire and
sitting down near the girl.

I
"You are not yet married? the ceremony has not yet

been performed?" the wanderer inquired, looking wist-
fully at the bride.

"No, certainly not, or I should not be here; we are
waiting for the minister. Did you want to see the
pageantry, my child? If so, you can do so," said the
bride-elect, smiling, as if to encourage her desponding
proteg~e.

"I want to see it! No, Miss Lyon, I came here to-night
to put a stop to it," exclaimed the girl.

"To put a stop to it! Drusilla, are you mad,~my dear? "~

said Miss Lyon,. in amazement.
"I. wish I was! I should h~ve no duties to do then!

Oh, Miss Lyon!"
"Explain yourself, my dear Drusilla; for indeed I fear

some great grief has distracted your mind."
"No, no; but oh, Miss Lyon, I am about to give you

great pain! as great almost as I suffer myself. Would I
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could suffer alone! Would I could suffer for both!"
moaned Drusil~a, in a voice full 'of woe, as she bowed her
head upon her hands.

"Speak out; speak freely," said Miss Lyon, gravely.
"ff1 alone were concerned'I could be silent. If it

were not to save one from crime and another from misery I
could be silent."

"Nay now, nay now, you do alarm me, Drusilla! To the
point, dear child! to the point!" urged Miss Lyon.

"You are thinking ill of me?" asked the girl, raising
those meek prayerful eyes to~the face of the young lady.

"No, Drusilla! No one can judge you with more leni-
ency than I shall, my poor, dear .?h ild. Do not fear to
open your heart to ~ said Miss Lyon.

"I have no cause to fear on my own account, lady. You
said that you would judge me with leniency. You meant
that you would judge me with charity. But I am not a
subject of charity, Miss Lyon, I am asiXbjeet for justice,"
answered the girl, with gentle dignity.

"I am waiting to hear your communication, Drusilla,
whenever you please to tell it to me," said Miss Lyon.

But at that moment the door was opened, and' Matilda
entered with a tray in her hand.

"if' you please, Miss, ole Marse say how the carriage
hasn't come back long o' the min'ser yet, and when he
comes he will send and let you know," the maid announced.

"Very well, Matilda; what have you got covered up on
that tray?" inquired Miss ~Liyon.

"Please, I overtook Jake, awkward fellow, tumbling up
stairs with this in his hands, which he said he was ordered
to fetch it up for some one as was with you, and took it
away from him to fetch it myself, because if I hadn't, he'd
have fallen down and broken all the glass and spilt all the
wine;" answered the girl, turning a wistful glance upon the
stranger.
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"Quite right! Put the. tray on that little table, aild set

the table here by the fire, and leave the room," said Miss
Lyon.

The maid obeyed orders.
When she was gone Miss Lyon uncovered the tray, and

pressed the refreshments upon her visitor.
Drusilla eagerly drank the warm wine and water, but

declined the dry' toast.
"1 have so mudi thirst all the time, but I cannot swallow

a morsel of ftod, for it always chokes me!" she said, in ex-
planation.

When the girl had emptied the glass, she seemed some-
what revived in strength, and Miss Lyon agaii( suggested
that she should make the communication she promised.

With a deep sigh, with her head bowed upon her bosom
and her hands clasped upon her knees, the girl began the
story of her short life and long sorrow.

I~ut perhaps we had better tell it for her, because, for one'
reason, she suppressed much that would have vindicated
herself; since to have related it would have criminated
another. We will, with even-handed justice deal fairly by
both.

CHAPTER IV.

A CHILD'S LOVE.

it is an olden story,
Yet, yet 'tAs ever fleW.

And whensoe'er it happens,
It breaks the heart in two.

-JROM TIlE GEIkMAN 01 UIlGBS.

THE late Mrs. Chief Justice Lyon had been a notable
manager. She had looked well to her household, utterly
scorning the idea of entrusting ~her domestic affairs to the
hands of any hired housekeeper, until the infirmities of
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age came upon her, and she could no longer rise early and
sit up late, or go up and down stairs a dozen times a day,
as she had been accustomed to do.

Then she advertised for a housekeeper, who was required
to be the nonpareil of matrons and managers, and to furnish
the most unquestionable of references.

She received, in reply, just thirty-three letters from ap-
plicants for the place. Thirty-two were read, and cast into
the waste paper basket, without even the honor' of an
answer.

The thirty-third was read and considered.
It came from a highly respectable woman, the widow of

a poor Baptist minister. Her age, her character, her com-
petency and ~r references were all unexceptionable-so
much so that old Mrs. Lyon seemed to think that the
Lord had created the Baptist minister's widow for the
especial purpose of providing her with a hoi~isekeeper.

But there was a. drawback.
The widow, Mrs. 'Sterling, had an "encumbrance," as a

child is cruelly calleK-a little guI, aged six years, from
whom she was unwilling to part.~ In . mentioning this
~ Mrs. Sterling had said that, if allowed to bring
her child, she would consent to come at half the salary
offered by Mrs. Lyon.

The old lady pondered over the letter. She was very
anxious to have the housekeeper, but she did not want the
"encumbrance."

Finally, as she could not come to any decision unaided, she
took up the letter and waddled off to the old judge's "study,"
where he kept his law books and documents, and where he
read the newspapers, and smoked or dozed the greater tart
of the day, but where he aever "studied" for an hour.,

She sat down and rea& the letter to him, and then said:
"You see she is just. exactly the sort of woman that I

want-and a clergyman's widow, too-eo respectable. If I

C

were to advertise, and keep on advertising for a year, I
might not meet with another so suitable."

"Well, then, engage her at once," said the Chief Justice
with more promptness of. decision than he had often brought
to bear upon his law cases.

"Yes, but there's a difficulty."
"In what '? Doesn't she like the terms ?-Give her her

own; you can afford it, if she suits you.
"She likes the terms well enough. Don't you see she

offers to come at half what I give, if permitted to bring
her child."

"Then where on earth is the difficulty? I don't see it."
"Why, about the child, Judge." /

"Oh, the little girl. Well, let the wonian bring her
child; what possible oI~jection can there be to that?

"Yes, but she would be an encumbrance."
"On whom, I would like to know? Not on you, not on

me, and certainly not on her another~ Nonsense, my dear,
let the child come; never1inake a difficulty about that.'?

"But children are so troublesome-"
"Especially when they are not our own. Tut, tut, if

you don't want the woman, don't take her; but if you do
want her, take her, and let her bring her little one. Bless
my soul alive, haven't we got fiye or six dogs, and seven or
eight cats, and half a score of birds? and if one child can
make a hundredth part~ of the noise that they do, I'm
greatly mistaken."

*" Yes, but children are not like them; children are
always 'eating cake, or sucking toffy, and toddling about
with nasty, sticky hands, laying held of your skirts-"

"My dear, don't say mine; I don't wear any. Nonsense,
Sukey, take thi woman and risk the child' Or stay~-i see
light at last. Take her on trial with the child,' and then,
if it should prove a nuisance, get rid of it, or of both.?'

That's just what I c~n do. Thank you, Judge, you
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I were always a wise counsellor," said Mrs. Lyon, turning to
leave the room"

"Don't know.~ But, hark-ye, Sukey, toy dear. No cut-
ting down of the poor woman's salary on account of her
'encumbrance.' That is a reason for raising it, not for re-
ducing it," called the judge after his retreating wife.

"Oh, I never intended to give her less than full pay,~~
replied Mrs. Lyon, as' she went to her room to answer her
letter.

The result was the engagement of Mrs. Sterling, with
her "encumbrance."

The widow and her child arrived one cold day in
December. soon after the family were settled in their town
house for the winter. She was the least in the world like
the "poor widow" of poetry and fiction.

She was a little, wiry, muscular looking body, with no
encumbrance of flesh, whatever she might hav~ of family,
for she was rather thin in form and face. She had a high
color, black hair and black eyes. She was cheerful, active
and enterprising. She 'wore no widow's weeds, because, she
explained, it had 'been three years since she had lost her
husband, and black was a bore, always catching dirt and
showing all it caught, and making everybody gloomy. She
wore serviceable browns and grays, or dark crinisons.

She entered upon her duties with great energy, and soon
had the house in perfect order, and the domestic machinery
moving like magic. It is needless to say that she gave
great satisfaction .to her employers~

"I do not know how I ever got along without her. I
know I could not now" said Mrs. Lyon, adding, "I
would rMher have her, even with two children instead of
one, than any body else without any. And indeed the
child is 'iwt a nuisance, after all."

No, the child was not a nuisance. And neither did she
bear the slightest resemblance to her mother. She was a

-4

del~ate little creature, with a pure, pale face; large, soft,
gray eyes, and bright, silky, brown hair. She was very
quiet, thoughtful and industrious for such a mere infant..
Her mother ruled her with the same rigid discipline with
which she governed all the servants of the household com-
mitted to her charge. '

Th~'K~ittle one was 'never allowed to go out, of doors ex-
cept on Sunday, when she was taken by her mother to
church, or sent by herself to Sunday-school. On all other
days she was confined strictly to the housekeeper's room,
where, after learning one lesson, doing one sum, and writing
one copy, she was kept stitching patch-work quilts from
morning till night.

The Chief Justice, who was an awful, myth to the little
girl, had never once set eyes on her.

But old Mrs. Lyon, coming occasionally 'to the house-
keeper's room to give some orders, would see the demure
little creature sitting on her low stool in the corner of the
hearth, and stitching soberly at her patch-work, and she
would say to the mother:

"Mrs. Sterling, why don't you let that child run out into
the garden and play in this fine, clear, frosty weather?
The air would do her good."

"Well, I don't know, madam. Yoi( see how delicate she
is; she might take cold."

"Delicate, and no wonder Mrs. Sterling; kept mewed
up in this close rooj~ at needle-work all the time, 'as if she
was sewing for hJ~iving-a babe of six years old! If you
are afraid to let her go into the garden, let her run about
the house; don't keep her here always."

"Thank you, madam; but I cannot let her do so. 'She
might grow tr~.ublesome; and, besides, she wilt have to
sew for a living some 'day or other if she doesn't do it now.
She can't have me always to look to; she will have to 'take
care of herself, and so she must learn to be patient and
industrious by times."

A

'4'
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"Poor little thing," murmured the old lady.
"Don't pity her, if you please, madtirn, or put into her

bead that she is ill-used, for she isn't. I do everything for
her good, and it's not likely that I would do any thing else,
for I am her own mother," said the housekeeper, respectfully
but firmly.

"I don't believe you know what is for her good, and if
~~you are her own mother you treat her worse than any step-

~ mother wo~d" the old lady thought and would have said,
only that she was a little afraid of Mrs. Sterling.

"She isn't the least like you. Who is she like?" in-
quired Miss Lyon~

"Her father. See, here is his miniature," said the
widow, drawing from her pocket a morocco case, and hand..
ing it to the old lady.

"Yes, she is like her father. What a very interesting
face be has. Has he been dead long?"

"Three years last March; he died of consumption. I
suppose she will go the same way," said the widow, indicat..
ing her child.

"You should not let her hear you say so; if' she gets the
impression that she is to die of consumption because her
father did she will probably do so," whispered Mrs. Lyon.
Then~ aloud she spoke this truth: "Nobody need die of
consumption or anything else except olii age, unless they
have a mind to. ~Vlenty of good food and proper clothing,.
and out-door exercise will prevent consumption."

And with a parting glance of pity at the pale child, the
old lady left the room.

"You mustn't mind what Mrs. Lyon says; she is not
like us. She is a great lady, and thinks of nothing but
taking her ease and indulging 'herself, and she fancies that
we can do the same; but you know we can't," said the
widow, applying the antidote to what she considered the
poison that had been dropped into the child's mind. "We

must deny 9~selves, and bear our burden, and after all it
is easy enoiti gh to do."

"Yes," said the mite-in the corner, repeating her Sunday
school Scripture text, for our Saviour said, 'Whosoever will
.come after me let him deny himself, take up his cross and
follow ~

"Yes, 'and if you don't do it you know you will be eter-
nally ~ said the clergyman's widow.

"Oh, but our Saviour will never l~t me be lost, no never;
I know that much."

"How do you know that? If you disobey him you will
be lost."

"Oh, no! He will not .let me be-no, never, not even if
I was to steal away from my work and go and play in~ the
garden. He would forgive me like he did Peter; and then
I should feel sorry, and cry,, and then he would make it all
right again," said the quaint little infant Theologian with
an air of positive conviction.

"Child! where did you learn such bad doctrines.? Not
at Sunday school, I know," said the widow, in dismay."

"Yes, I did, in the Sunday school, in the Bible texts,
and they are good. Our Saviour was good and all that he
did was good. Don't he say that he was sent to seek and
to save thei~ that were 1o8t? And I know he will never
let me be kst, no nor the old lady neither, even if she does
take her ease, because she is so good-hearted."

"Miss! don't you know it is wrong to contradict your
mother? And you have contradicted me several times."

"Yes, I know-but--I must say what is true about Our
Saviour when we talk of him."

"Well, you shall sew one hour longer this evening, as a
punishment for your disrespect to me."'

"Well, mamma, I will sew all day and' all night, if that
will do you any good, so you will let me say what is true
about Our Saviour. Sewing is easy enough, the dear knows
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-easier than being scoured and stoned, and all that, like
some of his poor friends were for his sake," said- the child,
as she carefully fitted the little squares of her patchwork
together.

"Only six years ol& and to talk like that! She is one

of the children who are doomed to die early," thought Mrs.
sterling .

And indeed any one looking at that child, with her deli-
cate frame, large brainand active intellect, must have come
to the same conclusion. But they would every one have
been mistaken. There was a wonderful vitality and power
of endurance in that little slight nervous frame. {o one
is faultless. And if this little atom had a fault, it was that
of being just a "wee bit" self-opinionated. She was a very
promising pupil in a very orthodox Sunday school; yet
from the very texts they had taught her she had received
impressions that the teachers certainly never bad intended
to give her, and these impressions had become convictions
in defence of which she ~~as willing at six years to suffer
the baby martyrdom of-" sewing all day and all night."

Meanwhile the Christmas Holidays were approaching,
and the young son of the hou~v~as coming home to spend
them. -And his uncle and cousin were invited to meet him.

Great preparations were made to entertain the -party. Old
Mrs. Lyon's visits to the housekeeper's room became more
and more frequent as the, time for the arrival of the visit-
ois drew near.

And whenever the old lady came, she inevitably found
the quiet child sitting on her stool in the corner of the
hearth sewing for dear life.

But old Mrs. Lyon took no farther notice of the .infant.
I'artly because she was too full of her own affairs and partly
because she was displeased by the housekeeper's disregard of
her advice.

But the demure child, listening to every word that passed,
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with the interest only a recluse could feel, heard a great
deal about "Mr. Alexander." Whoever else might be
coming, it was for this darling only son that his mother
planned. It was of his comfort and pleasure only that she
thought and talked.

And the little listening child grew to look upon "Mr.

Alexander" as some young king of Israel-some splendid
and magnificent Saul, or Sol~oinon, who was to be the glory
of the house. And because hero-worshipping was a neces-
sity of her deep, earnest, reverent soul, she began to wor-
ship him.

At length, two or three days before Christmas, the
expected visitors began to arrive.

First came General Lyon, the fine, martial-looking old
man with his commanding form and snow-white hair and
beard; and his grand-daughter, the beautiful Anna Lyon,
then a fair, blooming, blue-eyed and golden-haired hoyden
of twelve years of age; both attended by their servants.
And next came Mr. Alexander, then a rollicking young
man of eighteen.

T1~ whole party was assembled in the drawing-room,
and Mrs. Sterling happened to be with them when Mr. Al-
exander was announced and entered, in a great noisy bustle
of joy.

He shook hands heartily with his father and then with
his uncle; and he embraced his mother and his cousin, and
then, before he knew what he was about, he threw his arms
around the housekeeper and hugged and kissed her.

"Oh, see here I you know I didn't mean it, I didn't in-
deed, ma'am; I beg ten thousand pardons! but I am so
much in the -ha~bit of kissing everybody I meet here that-
that-I kissed you by mistake. But if you don't mind it, 1
don't; or if you feel aggrieved, why, you may kiss and hug
me, and that will make it all square between us," laughed
the boy, when he discovered his error.

4
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* The clergyman's widow curtsied very stiffly without mov-
ing a muscle of her face.

Sterling, manages house,
~' This is Mrs. who our Alick,"

said his mother, gravely.
Mrs. Sterling, I am very happy to, have the honor of

'~"~k~owing' you, and I am 'persuaded that the house is man..
aged to perfection," said the young man, bowing.

The 'widow curtsied more stiffly, than . before, and then
withdrew from the room.

"I say, Anna, I wouldn't kiss her again for the best
hunter in your father's stables; my lips got frost-bitten by
that first encounter,' 7 whispered the young man, with a
smile, to his cousin.

"Served you right, Alick. You should .look before you
leap," laughed Anna.

"That mightn't always prevent my leaping, especially if
the feat seemed a' dangerous one, though it would have ~sdone
so in this case,. I admit."

They were interrupted by the arrival of another guest-.
an uninvited and unexpected, if not an unwelcome one.

The door was opened by a servant, who grimly an-
nounced:

"Mr. Richard Hammond."
And "Poor Dick," the black sheep of the flock, entered

'the room, looking rather sheepish,, it' must be confessed.
'And yet he was a very handsome and gentlemanly youth,

tall,, slender, with a fine ~frecian profit, with a clear brown
complexion; black curling hair and dark changing eyes-
with' a frank countenance and~ an engaging smile that few,
or none, could resist.
* But 'well he might 'look sheepish, poor outlawed follow,

~r 'his entrance cast an instantaneous chill over the 'family
circle.

General Lyon drew himself up haughtily. The chief
justice looked grave, 'his wif~ sad, and their son angry.

vi"
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Only Anna seemed pleased. And not only 'pleased~ but
delighted. For the instant she saw him she bounced u~,
overturning two or three chairs in her hurry and rushed to
meet 'him, exclaiming:

-~ "Cousin' Dick! Oh, dear Cousin Dick, I am~ so glad
you've come! It would have been such a. dull Christmas,
indeed no Christmas at all, without you 1"

And she gave him both her hands and pressed and shook
his, and drew him towards the group, and first instinctively
presented him to the kind-hearted old lady:

"Aunt Lyon, here is Cousin Dick. Are you not very
glad to see him?"

"How do you do, Richard? "' said the old 'lady, offering
her hand.

And the black sheep stooped and kissed her.
"Uncle, here's Dick. Isn't it a pleasant surprise ~

asked' Anna.
And uncle had to come and shake the scape-grace by the

hand.
"Grandpa, look here; you don't see Dick. Here's Dick

waiting to speak to you!" she persisted.
And General Lyon had to turn and meet the engaging

smile of the handsome boy. ,

"Alick," said Anna, in' a low whisper, giving her
betrothed a sharp' dig in the ribs with her elbow,,and a
very vicious look from her angry blue eyes, "if yQu don't
stop glowering, and come and "'speak to' Dick, I'll never
speak. to yois again.

"Anything to keep peace in the family," 'li~trghed Mr.
Alexander,' as 'he cleared up his brow,' and ~irent and
welcomed the new-corner.

And in two minutes more Dick was seated in the' circle
around the fire, the life of The little company, talking and
laughing, telling jokes and singing songs, and~ keeping
everybody pleasecl and amused; so that they f~r~ot they did

44' ,'.



88 THE CHANGED BRIDES. A CHILD'S LovE. 69

not want 'him, ami almost fancied that they could not do
without him.
'There was nothing very wrong ~bout Dick Hammond.

It is true that he was a very unpromising law student,
being rather idle and extravagant-!-fonder of play than of

* work, and loving his "friends" better than himself. You
* know the sort of man-one of that sort of whom it is

always said that he is "nobody's enemy but his own.
Dick had a neat littk patrimony, but his reL~tions said

that he was in a fair way of making "ducks and drake~"
of it, and they discountenanced and disapproved of him
accordingly.

His one fast friend was his cousin Anna, and every year
she was growing to be a stronger and niore important one.

At ten o'clock that night, Mr. Richard Hammond made
amotion~gob~tthechiefjusticesaid:

"Stay all, night, Dick." And old Mrs. Lyon added:
"Stay and spend the Christmas holidays with us, Dick."
So Mr. Richard stayed, and sent for his portmanteau from

the hotel where he had stopped on his first coming to the
city. -

And having the freedom of the house, he took more lib-
erties in it than any one else would dare to dO-going into
any part of it, and at any hour he pleased; popping in and
out of the chief justice's secluded study, and breaking up
his naps; poJ~ping in and out of the old lady's sacred
dressing-room, and startling her in ~he midst of the mystc..
rious rites of the toilet; and bouncing in and out ~of the
housekeeper's roorn~ the pantry or the kitchen, to the serb
ous discomfiture of the manager, the butler and the cook.

Yet everybody loved Dick, so long as the influence of his
frank manners, sunny ~smile, and sweet voice was upon
them.. But when that' was withdrawn, and they were left
to their sober reason, they strongly disapproved of him.

"Little pitchers have long ears and wide ~ says

the proverb. And the little pitcher in Mrs. Sterling's pri.
vate apartment was no exception to the general tnle. Sit-
ting stitching at her patchwork, she often heard I~Er. Rich-
ard's shortcomings discussed, and she pitied him, for she
thought that he had wandered away very far from the fold,
and 'was in a very bad way indeed.

One day when poor Dick popped into the housekeeper's
room, to ask for some brandy and salt to dip the wick of his
candles in, to make "corpse lights ". for ghosts to carry, and
scare the maids with, he found no one there but the child,
sitting in the corner and stitching patchwork as usual.

She looked up at him solemnly, and nearly annihilatcd
him with the following appalling question:

"Young man, are you one of the lost sheep of the House
of Israel ?"

"Eli?" exclaimed Dick,' starting.
"I ask you, are you a lost sheep? ~They say you ~are a

black sheep, and I believe it is the black sheep that go
astray," she said, gravely, and folding her hands and con-
templating him.

Dick burst out laughing, but when he recovered himself
he answered very gravely:

"Indeed, I fear I am a lost sheep, little girl."
"Well, that is bad, but don't be frightened. Our Saviour

knows where you are, and He will be sure to find you,' and
fetch you into the fold. Because, you know, He came to
seek and to save those that are lost. And what he came to
do He will do, and nothing in this world can prevent him."

"I'll be shot if that isn't an encouraging' doctrine if it is
a true one, little girl. I sometimes wish somebody would
find me and fetch me into a place of safety; but I fear I
shouldn't be worth keeping when found, for I am a sad, fool-.
ish, naughty sheep, child," said the young man, with a self-.
mocking laugh.

"Never mind, don't make game of yourself. If our Say-.
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iour thinks you worth looking for you are too good to be
laughed at; and when He 'does find you and fetch you into
the fold, He will make as good a sheep of you as-as--as
The ehild ~eemed at a loss for a comparison, until her face
sudde~ily lightedd up, and she said: "As J~1[r. Alexander
himself!'

"As Mr. Alexander himself! Oh, my eye! catch me,
somebody! Only there's nobody to do it!". said Dick,
rolling up against the i~all and holding his sides.

"What's 'the matter? Have you got the stomach-ache?
There's some rum and molasses in the cupboard," said the
child.

"No, oh no I " cried Dick, bursting into vociferous laugh-
ter. ~" You 'are the solewnest little quiz! To hold up Mr.
Alexander as a model for me! Well! I'm bad enough,
goodness knows, but-~..! Why~ little one, Mr. Alexander
isn.~t afsheep at all, either good or bad! He's a goat, a rank
black goat, and never has been in the fold, and never would

"Sir, it is very wrong in you to speak ilf of a gentleman
80 in his al~sence,". gravely asserted the little monitor.

"So it is ; you are right there, little girl," admitted the
8capegrace.

And. the timely entrance of Mrs. Sterling put an end to
this strange interview, and possibly saved the young man a
serious leqt~re from the little child.

Piok got his candles randy and salt, and whatever eJse
he wanted of the housekeeper; for that strong~xninded
woma~i,. no more than her weaker sisters and brethren,
could resist Dick's irresistible smile."
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CHAPTER V

THE CHILD ~EET5 HER FATE.

"The sun himself is coming up this way."

THAT night "a most horrid spectre," wrapped in a long
winding sheet, and bearing a corpse candle that cast a
cadaverous color ~ver his countenance, stalked through the
lower regions of the house, frightening the maids, and the
men too, for that matter, from their propriety, and raising
such a row in the dignified residence of the chief justice as
might have brought the police down upon any house of a'
less assured standing.

And upon an investigation of the matter next morning,
Mr. Richard was discovered& to be at the bottom of, the
business.

And the quiet little girl in the housekeeper's room heard
again of his delinquencies and pitied him and wished that
he was more like Mr. Alexander, that splendid paragon of
youth whom his mother was always praising. The child,
closely confined to her motheT's chamber, had. never seen
the hero of her admiration. ,But the hour was near at
hand when she was to meet, him in an interyiew destined
to determine the whole course of her future life.

It was on Christmas' Eve. All the preparations for the
Christmas festival were made. The turkeys were already
killed and dressed for the roaster; the barns were in so~k;
the plum pudding was mixed; the pies and cakes baked;
and all the materials for the egg-nogg and apple-toddy laid
out on the pantry table; and the notable' housekeeper
might'have taken her ease but for one thing.

There was to be a paiitotnime at th~ city theatres that ~
evening. And the three young people were to go.. And
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as there were no reserved seats, they were to go very early
in order to secure good places, fer it was foreseen that the
house would be very much crowded. And thus dinner was
ordered two hours earlier than usual, so that they might
get off in time.

Mrs. Sterling, having finished her morning's work, was
putting o~,her working gown of brown alpaca to put on a
nice dress of black silk in honor of Christmas Eve, when
old Mrs. Lyon came in to give the instructions about the
dinner, and having given them, immediately left the room.

The housekeeper was in no plight to go all the way down
to the kitchen,~o she sent the child to tell the cook to come
up to her for orders.

The little one went and delivered her message faithfully;
and was returning to her mother's room, when, in passing
through the back hail, she suddenly met the god of her in-
faait idolatry face to face. She knew him at once, either by
instinct or because there was no other young man beside
Mr. Richard (whom she knew by sight) in the house. She
backed up into a corner to let him pass.

"Heyday! Who have we here ? A child in the house?
I 'haven't seen such a thing here for years! Or are you a
fairy changingg" inquired Mr. Alexander, in surprise.

The child did not reply, but-.I am sorry to say-put he~
finger in her mouth, dropped her chin and rolled up her
eyes in a sh~y glance at the splei~did youth.

"Ah bah !~ that's very nasty! J~on't stick your finger
in your mouth and stare, but hold up your head and answer
when you are spoken to. Tell me who you are, little girl !"
said Mr. Alexander.

Prince Solomon had condescended to issue orders and
they were immediately obeyed by his loyal subject. Do~vra
went the little finger; up went the little face, and she
answered:

"I am Mrs~ Sterling's little girl."
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"And a very nice little girl, too, to do as you are bid.
Always do so, do you hear?"

"Yes ~j~*~~
"And so you are the housekeeper's daughter ~
c~Yes, 5j~*~)
"How is it that I haveii't seen' anything of you be-

fore?"
"Because mother never lets me go out of her room."
"Never lets you go out of her room?"
"No, Sir."
"Why?"
"Because she is afraid that the-" Here the child

lowered her voice to a tone of mysterious awe-" chief
justice would be angry if he saw me about."

"Bosh 'al5out his being angry! He is not a King
Herod to hate the sight of a child, or desire the deatlr of
the, innocents. You don't mean to tell me that you ~re
cooped up in the housekeeper's room all the time ~

"Oh no, sir, I am not cooped up anywhere any of the
time; only the poultry for Christmas was cooped up, and
that was in the back yard; I saw them through the
window. But I sit on a nice little stool in mother's room
and sew pretty quilt pieces."

"All day long?"
"Yes, sir."
"And every day
"Oh, no, sir, not every day. I go to Sunday school on

Sundays"
"But on all other days you are kept confined to that

room all day long?"

" Well, you look just as if you were, you poor little pale
thing, and that is the truth. It is horrid. I'll speak to
my mother about it. Why, you ought to be romping all
over the house, you know, and going to pantomimes o'
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Christmas, like other children. Say, little a-a~--What is
your liame ~

"Anna Drusilla Sterling, sir," said the 'child, beginning
to grow restive under all this questioning, and to swing
her shoulders from side to side, after The manner of some
children when saying their lessons.

"There-don't do that; it's ugly," said Mr. Alexander.
And the swinging instantly ceased.
"'Anna Drusilla Sterling?' Well, I have one Anna

already, so F shall call you Drusilla," said the young man.
"But my mother calls me Anny."
"Never mind what your mother calls you-I shall call

yQu Drusifla. Well, little Drusilla, wouldn't you like to go
to the pantomime with us to-night?"

"I don't know,. sir. Please, what is it?"'
"It is something got up to amuse little, children like

you, though big children like myself find it equally divert-
ing. Wouldn't you like to go? I should like to take
you, ~and to see It through youi~ great staring eyes, as well
as thro~igh my own. It would be a ' new sensation,'
Come, what do you say?"

"Thank you, sir. Is 'it pretty?"
"Beautiful!" -

"And good!"
"It is heavenly!"
"Then I think I should like to go, sir, if mother will let

me."
"Oh, she will. let you fast enough, for I shall make a

point of it."
"What did you call it, sir, please?"
"A' pantomime."
"Oh, I know now," said the child, with a sudden look of

bright intelligence; "it is something. about Moses and the
children of Israel, isn't it,' sir?"

"Eb? 'Moses and the children of Israel?' What put
that into your little noddle?" laughed the young man.

A
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"Why, sir, you know~he books of Moses are called the
panta-panta---something; it's a. very hard word, sir."

"Oh, you are talking' of the pentateuch ?"

"Yes, sir, a very' hard word. I always miss it at the
class, it is so very 'hard."

"Very," laughed the young man.
And now, a~ the voice of the' housekeeper was heard call-

ing her child, the little girl made her Sunday school curtsey,
and ran away from her new friend to join her mother.

Mr. Alexander gazed after her as he might if she had
been sixteen instead of six, for he was fond of children, as
well as' of kittens and' puppies, and all small creatures.
They amused him. He was now determined that this
quaint little child should go to the pantomime with himself
and his friends, for he knew perfectly well that to watch
her, and witness her wonder 'and delight, Would be as
diverting as to see the play itself-it would, in that way
double his own entertainment.

Mr. Aleck was benevolent, but not very scrupulous, I
regret to confess. So, when he went to the housekeeper's
room to ask leave' to take the child to the pantomime, judg.
ing that the Baptist preacher's widow would set her face
against all such exhibitions, he took a hint from the child's
mistake, and was so unprincipled as to persuade that pious
matron that the spectacle in question was a historical affair,
illustrative of the Israelites, and very instructive and edify-
ing to the youthful mind.. And so, with Mr. Richard to
back him he talked the housekeeper into consenting that
her child should accompany them, especially as Miss Anna
was to be one of the party. And Mrs. Sterling began to
dress little' Drusilla-we shall call the child by her second
name, for the same reason that Mr. Alexander did, to dis-
tinguish her from the other Anna.

Immediately ~after dinner the young party set out, and
reached the theatre in time to get good front seats.

9
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The pantomime was "Jack the Giant Killer." But as
Mr. .&lexander 'kept little Drusilla beside himself:, and kept
the play bill i~i his owu hands,~ he found it easy to persuade
the simple, child that the exhibition was of "David and
Goliath," Jack was David, and Jack's first giant was 'Go-.
liath.~

And the child was exceedingly edified, as well as highly
entertained.

Mr. Alexander found it "as good as a play," and much
better than a pantomime, to watch her. Her credulity was
equal to her' delight, and both were uubounded. But she
thought it was not exactly like the Scripture story, after
all. Alexander'

Mr. explained to her that they could not make
it exactly like, because things were so different 'now to what
they were* then.

'Little Drusilla accepted the explanation in full faith, say-
ing iii her solemn way, that she supposed they did the best
they could, and that we must "take the will for the deed."

The pantomime was over a little after ten o'clock, and
the youthful party returned home.
'Little Drusilla, restored to her mother's charge, would

have rehearsed for her benefit all the great spectacle of
"David and Goliath," but that the good lady told her that
it was time for' her to be asleep, and made her go immedi-
ately to bed.

Notwithstanding the late hour ~t which the young people
had retired on Christmas Eve, they were all up by times on
Cbristmas~ day. , All was lively bustle throughout the
house. ~verybody had Christmas gifts, at whieb each pre-
tended to be as much surprised as he or she was expected
to be.

Miss Anna had a little set of diamonds, consisting of
ear-rings and brooch, presented by' her 'grandfather; an
ermine tippet and muff from her uncle; a set of antique
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lace from her aunt; a diamond' bracelet from her betrothed;
and from scape-grace Dick a real King Charles lap-dog,
which she openly preferred to all her other presents, because
she said it was' alive, and could give love for love.

The old lady had' a new patent easy chair, a new pair of'
gold spectacles, and a set of Bables.

And the gentlemen of the party were overwhelmed with
embroidered slippers, smoking-caps, dressing-gowns, pen-
wipers, and so forth.

The housekeeper was presented with a new brown silk
dress. And there was not a servant in the house but
received a present.

"And who has got anything for little Drusilla?"
inquired Mr. Alexander.

But nobody answered him.
"Well, I'm dashed! Only one bit of a baby in the

house, and nobody has thought of her. And ~this especially
a child's festival, because it celebrates the birth of ~the
Divine Child., who also loved little children! Say, mother,~
the shops are open in the city this morning, are they not?"
inquired Mr. Alexander.

"Until ten e'dock, Alick; not after," replied the old
lady.

"All right, it is only eight now-plenty, of time. I'm
off; but I'll be back to breakfast," said Mir. Mexander~
darting out of the drawing-room, seizing his hat in the hall,
and rushing from the house.

"Ab, what' a kind heart has this child of our old age,
John 1." said the old~ lady, turning proudly and fondly to
her husband.

a good boy-a good boy," answered the
Chief Justice.

"Ah, Anna, my de~ir, you will be a happy woman if you
live long enough, for you will have ..a good ~ size
continued, turning to her intended daughter-in-law.

THE CHILD MEETS HER FATE.



7Z8 THE CHANGED BRIDES.

* Anna shruggea her shoulders.
"You don't seem to agree with rue, Anna."
"Oh yes I 4 '~ Aunt Lyon, to some extent. I think

Alick is really very kind when it amuses him; but I don't
think he ~~uld be kind ~to any living creature' when it
would bore him to be so. For instance, he would bring~ me
home a present, and be really delighted with my delight in

it; but he wouldn't give up a skating party to take me to
a wax-work show if I were to cry myself ill from disap..
pointmeflt."
* "Oh, I suppose you have had a tiff with him; that's of
no consep.ience at all. 'The quarrel of lovers is the re-
newal of love,"' said the old lady, laughing to herself~

But Anna had had no tiff with her betrothed, and her
judgment of hirfi was a righteous one.

Mr. Alick soon came rushing in with his arms full of
packages, and looking like a rail..way porter. He set down
three large ones on the floor, threw himself into a chair,
and exclaimed':

"N~ow then, mother, send for little Drusilla. It will be
fun to wateh her eyes when she sees these things.~~

Mrs. Lyon rang the bell, and sent a servant to fetch the
little girl to the drawing-room.

The "child's mother being in a particularly good humor
since receiving the new brown 'silk dress, made no objection,
but sent her along in charge of the servant.

Little Drusilla entered the drawing-room, looking very
pretty! in her new red merino frock, which suited Well with
her dark hair and dark eyes, and clear, pale face;

She made her little courtesy at the door, and then as Mr.
Alexander held but 'his arms she ran straight up tdhim.

"Now, then," said the young gentleman, taking her on
his kr~ee, while the mysterious' pa4*ages lay all around his

'feet,, "if you could have your wish, what' would you wish
for?"

K
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"Mother' says it is foolish and wicked to wish for any-
thing, because if it is for our good, the Lord will give it, to
us whether or

"Well but suppose you were so foolish and wicked as to
wish for anything, what w~wld it be?" persisted the young
man, while all the other members of ~e Christmas party
looked on, smilingly.

The child pondered gravely.
"Come-what would it be?"
"I think a work-box," answered the child, looking up at

length.
"What! not a doll-baby?"
"Oh, I would rather have a doll-baby, but I thought

it would be too wicked to wish for 'that, because it is use-
less," said the little one.

"Well, look here, now! First, here's the doll~baby,~~
said Mr. Alicl~, unwrapping one' of the parcels, and taking
from a mass ~f tissue paper a splendid wax doll, with rosy
cheeks, ~blue eyes and golden hair, all dressed in blue
satin ~nd white lace.

"Oh-h-li! m-y-y!" exclaimed the child, in breathless
delight, as she took the doll and held it up before her, and
gazed at it with ever-widening eyes.

Mr. Alexander laughed and squeezed her, he so much
enjoyed her enjoyment, and the whole party looked on,
amused and interested.

"Isn't it a beauty?" asked the youth, giving the child
another squeeze.

"It is a love! it is a darling! it is as pretty as-as--as
Miss Anna 1" she exclaimed, turning her eyes from the
golden-haired doll to the golden-haired girl.

"Thank you, little one! That compliment is sincere,
however flattering," laughed the heiress.

"And now look here!" said Mr. Alexander, taking up
another parcel; "sl~e is wearing her ball dress, you know,
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which is very proper for Christmas, but would never do for
every day. And a thrifty little woma~i like you would
never let her doll wear her best clothes for common; so you

2 iiiust fit her out with a wardrobe, and here are the goods to
do it with."

And he unrolled a second par9el, and displayed a yard
each' of pink, blue and buff cambric, and several yards of
white muslin, and some remnants of ribbon and lace.

"And now," he said, as the child was contemplating
these additionaltreasures with increased delight, "now you
will require something to make them up with, won't you?"

"Oh, no; I mustn't wish for anything more9 This is
too much!" said the little one, with eyes dancing for joy.

"Except what you wished for first of all, which I think
was something like this," said Mr. Alexander opening a
third parcel, and producing a pretty little work-box fitted
out with ~cissors, thimble, needles, thread, and every
requisite for ~ewing.

- "Oh, how much I do thank you, sir. Once before I
dreamt I had pretty things like these all to myself, and I
was sorry I ever woke up. Do you think I'll wake up this
time, sir?" inquired the little girl, evidently perplexed
between delight and dismay.

Mr. Alexander laughed, and intensely enjoyed the pas-
time that he had purchased at so small an outlay, but the
old lady said, very gravely:

"You have bewildered the %~hild, Alick. She is not used
to presents, and you should have treated her upon the
same principle as that upon which the doctors treat' their
patients, who have been suffering from a long starvation,
and given her but a little at a time. And now put her off
your knee and come to breakfast; or if' you can't part with
her, bring her along."

Mr~ Alexander immediately put the little creature down,
* and told her to take up her treasures and run away with
them to her mother 'as fast as she could.

p
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Mr. Alexander could give the child presents and divert
himself with her delight in them, but he could not consent
to be bothered with her at the breakfast table, where he
wished to give "his whole minA" to the business there to
be on hand.

His mother, more considerate, touched the bell, and told
the servant who answered It to help the child to carry her
presents to the housekeeper's room.

The man gathered the parcels up and took Drusilla by
the hand; but as he led her from the room she suddenly
looked back, impulsively broke away from her guard, and
ran up to her benefactor and took his hand and kissed it~

"Why, what a grateful little imp you are, to' be sure!
It is worth while trying to please you; one succeeds so well
and one's efforts are appreciated and thanked," said the

young man, raising the child in his arms and kissing her,
and then darting a half-merry, half-reproachful glance at
his Cousin Anna.

"If you meant that for me, Mr. Alick, I don't see the
point of it. You never do anything to please me, unless it
still better pleases yourself. You are one of the sort of
folk who would carelessly fling a dollar to a strange beggar,
but would not lose an hour's re8t by the bedside of a sick
friend," said plain-spoken Anna.

"Well, there's somebody thaA~ will do both," said Mr.
Alexander, jerking his thumb over his shoulder in the
direction of Dick. "He sat up with old Jerry Brown, who
had the smallpox. I wonder if you would have liked him
so well, Anna, if he had taken it; as he might have done;
and lost his hair and eyebrows and been otherwise badly
marked?~~

"Yes I would, Alick! Bt4, thank goodness, Dick, dar-
ling, you didn't get it, and you are not~ marked; but ju8t as
good-looking as ever," said Anna, defiantly.

"Come, come, this is pretty quarreling among cousins
5
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on Christmas morning, too! Put a stop to it," said Mrs.
Lyon.

The young people laughed and obeyed. They were only
"sparring."~ And they all sat down to the breakfast-table
in high,, good humor.
~Aiid little Drusilla went back to her mother, as happy as
it was possible 'for a child to be. And her happiness was
all associated with the idea of Mr. Alexander, that splendid
being who had. been the central object of all her wonder,
curiosity and admiration, long before she had set eyes on
him. She had never dreamed of such bliss as she now
enjoyed, and all through him!

Up to this time her little life had been dreary enough,
more dreary than even she knew 'since she had known
nothing better with which to compare it. Her very earliest
recolkotions were of her father's sick room, and his long
ttrid painful illness ;" and then came his death, and her
mother's sorrow and their poverty; and finally,' this situa~
tion in the family of the Chief Justice, where the child
had been led to believe that 'her presence could be only tol-
erated for the sake of her mother's valuable services, and
upon condition of herself being kept out of the sight and
hearing ~f the family.

All these were very miserable andi gloomy~~~ntecedents';
but now they had passed away like the shadows of the
night; for now came this bright, young Mr. Alexander, to
bring daylight and sunshine into her infant life.

His kindness to the pale orphan did not cease with
Christmas Day.. So long as the Christmas and New-Year's
holidays lasted, Mr. Alick insisted on little Drusilla sharing
all the young people's amusements; because, in point of
fact, it greatly enhanced his en5oyment to h~vo her with
them.

When the holidays were over, General Lyon took his
grand-daughter back to school; Mr. Alexander returned to
college; and the house was emptied of its visitors.

I

In taking leave of his pet, Mr. Alick had said:
"And now, Drusilla, when I am gone yon must be my

mother's little girl, do you hear?"
"Oh, how I wish I might! Oh, how I do wish I '

might! ">~aid the child, weeping and clinging to her
friend.

"Mother when I am gone, you'll be good to the poor
little thing, if only for my sake, won't you?" he inquired,
as a feeling of reality moved his heart.

"Indeed I will, Alick," earnestly replied the old lady.
"And you will not let old Bishop Sterling keep her

mewed up in that horrid room all the time?"
"Not if I can prevent it, Alick."
With this promise Mr. Alick departed.
And little Drusilla clung to the old lady's skirts, and

wept as if her heart would break..
For her the day had departed with the. sun that had

made its light, and the darkness of the night had come
again.

You may depend upon it that the old lady sincerely sym-
pathized with the, child who wept for her son's departure,
and so she petted little Drusilla, and took her out that day,
when she went in the carriage to purchase some articles
that were needed in the housekeeping.

QHATEI~ VI.

TUE !~EXT PEW YEARS.

When she commenced to love she OQuld not say,

Ero she began to tire of childish play..-.WoUDBWoRTH.

THE little girl grew to be a great favorite with the old
lady; first, for her beloved and only son's sake.
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"roor Alick was so fond of the child," she said; though
why' she called the gay and prosperous young collegian
"poor," only aged mothers can tell.

Afterwards she loved the little one for its own sake.
"The child is such a quiet little creature," she said, "and

so intelligent and obliging."
Little Drusilla had the freedom of the house. When her

tasks were overin the housekeeper's room she might wander
where she would, and was tolerated like a pet kitten.

She would creep into the old lady's sitting-room, and nes-
tle down at her feet, ready to hold a skein of silk for her to
wind; to pick up her scissors when she should drop them;
to ring the bell for a servant, or to do anything else that
her little hands and willing mind could accomplish.

And so it came to pass that she became useful and even
necessary to herbenefactress.

"You have no, idea how many steps about my room the
little creature saves me," said Mrs. Lyon to the child's
mother.

"I an~ very glad to hear it, madam; it is her duty to
make herself useful," replied the housekeeper.

"And then she is so much company.
"I hope she kno~a her place, madam, and is not pert."
'"She is a little dear~ and I would not be without her for

anything; so don't be troubled."
"I trust in you, madam, to send her away whenever she

becomes annoying to you."
"Quite right; when she becomes annoying I shall do so,"

laughed the old lady.
Whenever Mrs. Lyon got letters from4tr. Alexander she

read them to little Drusilla; and in no one eould she have
found a more attentive, intelligent and sympathizing lis-
tener. In almost~every. letter the young gentleman wrote:

"Give my love to my little pet, and kiss her for met" or
words. to that effect.

Whenever Mrs. Lyon wrote to Mr. Alexander she would
smilingly ask the child what message she haa to send; and
little Drusilla would answer:

"Please say I sent him a love and a kiss; and I ask our
Father to bless him whenever I say my prayers."

And the message would be faithfully transmitted.
Sometimes when Mrs. Lyon chanced t& be out of her

room the little girl would creep to the door of Judge Lyon's
study, and peep shyly in.

And whether the old lady hap~dned to be there or not
the old gentleman would call the child in, 'and pat her
head, and talk to her, and feel in all his pockets for stray
pennies to give her.

Little Drusilla had but'one use for pennies.-" to drop in
the purses, that was carried around on Sundays in the
Sunday-school.

Mrs. Sterling, seeing how really welcome her child was,
"in hall and bower," no longer tried to keep her coz~flned
to the housekeeper's room.

So the winter passed away, and the string opened.
Early in the season the 'family, with their whole' estab-

lishment of servants, migrated to Crowood, 'the 'fine old
country-seat of the chief justice, situated. in the dense
forest-land of the valley. Of course Mrs. Sterlir~g and her
child went along with them.

Among woods, fields, and streams, birds, shrubs 'and
flowers, little Drusilla seemed in her native element, and
with her fellow-creatures. Her enjoyment of tiature was
intense and her delight unbounded.' Her joy~ ~rerflowed
and communicated itself to every one in the family. Eveu
the old justice said:

"The child makes me long to havo my grandchildren
about my knees; for, after all; this little one isn't Ours."

"Well, if she isn't she's a pet of 'poor Alick's, :and that
makes me think a deal of her," answered' ~trs, ]4o~i,
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'The old lady was a great flora-culturist, and had one of
the most beautiful f[ower-.gardens in the country. It was
her pleasure, to tend it herself; and she passed much of her
time in dibbling and digging, weeding and watering, plant-.
ing and transplanting her favorite specimens.

And on these occasionS the child was always at her heels,
with little spade, rake, hoe, watering-.pot, or guano' basket;
and she soon 'learned to know the name, and watch the
growth of every variety Qf flower as well 'and as carefully
as her benefactress M~I4. '~\

Mrs. Lyon was also a poultry fancier, and had some of
the 'finest broods in the neighborhood. Moreover, she chose
to look after her hen-roosts and nests in person.

4nd whenever she visited her poultry-yard for 'this pur-
pose little Drusilla would 'walk behind her with a basket,
which she would carry full of corn for the 'chickens, and
bring back full ~f 'fresh eggs for breakfast. And the
child knew the relative merits of bantam, dominicho,' duck-
legged, or Spanish broods, as well astheir mistress. Shang-
hais and Coohin Chiinas'were unheard of in that day.

But Mrs. Lyon's pride bf 'prides was her drove pf cows-
uri~xcelled and even unapproached 1in all the country around.
And. to these especially, the old lady ofteii gave her per..
serial attention.

And whenever she walked down to the cow-pen in' the
afternoon milking-time, to s~e for herself that her cows
were in a good condition, and that her milk-maids did their
duty faithfully, little Drusilla walked behind her, with a
little basket in her hand ~full of small, sweet apples to treat
the pets. "And With he~ own little hand ~'she would hold a
smail apple up to the ~eat mouth of some prize cow, and
laugh ~to see 'the long~' red ton~ue thrust out and. folded
around the morsel to be crtmched up by the teeth. And
the child kneW the name and pedigree 'of every prodigious
prize eoW'there and 'could'tell the:distinctive points of the
Durham, Alderney, Ayrshire, or other breeds.

In a word she became the old lady's ~ and she
learned all the old lady could teach her without giVing her
teacher the least trouble, but on the contrary a groat deal
of assistance. ~She gained much practical knowledge, if
but little book learning.

Strangers who saw them together invariably took the
little girl to be the old lady's grand-daughter; and Mrs.
Lyon was always rather pleased by the mistake.

And little Drusilla was "as happy as the day was long."
So passed the spring and half the summer.
But in the middle of July the chief justice and his wife

went to the mountains, to old Lyon Hall, on a visit to the
general and his daughter, where they expected to be jQined
by Mr. Alexander.

Little~ Drusilla wept over, the departure of her friends;
but when they were gone she occupied herself with the
commissions Mrs. Lyon had left to her-left with the pur.
pose of interesting and amusing. the lQnely child during her
own absence. These were to weed the flower-beds, feed the
chickens, and take small sweet apples to the favorite cows
at the afternoon milking-time.

All these pleasant tasks did the little girl gladly and
faithfully perform.

Nevertheless the days seemed long, now that her dear
old friends were gone.

But days and weeks, however tedious, pass away in time.
At the end. of six weeks, on the first of September, the

chief justice and his wife come back to Crowood.
Mrs. Lyon could not enough praise the fidelity of her

little handmaiden. There, was not a weed to be found in
all the flower beds; the chickens were fat, and the cows in
a good condition (though this last item was of course cdue
more to the fine grazing than to the little treats of sweet
apples tendered to them by the little ]?rusilla.)

The old lady and the child became better friends than

THE NEXT FEW YEARS. 8787
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ever. Mrs. Lyon had a great deal to tell about Mr. Alex-
ander, and little Drusilla was never tired o~ listening.

And so three more pleasant months were passed at Cro-
wood, and then the family went back, to the city. They
were comfortably settled in their town house by the first of
December.

Mr& Lyon' went out in the carriage to shop, and took
Drusilla, and purchased for her pretty, bright colored merino
dresses, suitable for childhood.

Christmas came, and l~rought General Lyon, Miss Anna
and Mr. Alexander, on their annual visit. And. Mr. Rich-
ard Hammond came, an uninvited but ii~t an unwelcome
guest.

Little Drusilla was now always with Mrs Lyon. The
housekeeper had fairly given the child up to the old lady.

And Mr. Alexander, who, on this occasion was the first
of the Christmas party to arrive, found Drusifla in the
drawing~room, neatly dressed in a-crimson. morino frock,
with a ruffled wl.~ite' apron, and with her pretty hair curled
and tied back with ~rimson ribbons.

After a1~ectionately greeting his mother~ and father, he
turned to the -child.

'"Why-is this? No, it isn't. Yes, it is actually my
little Drusilla. Why, what a bright little bird you have
grown, to be sure I" he exclaimed, snatching her up in his
arms-andirissing her boisterously, as she clung around his
neck, smiling in delight, and timidly hiding her face.

"Well, I will, say, mother, she does you credit. You
haye quite transfigured her What have you been doing
to her'- to improve her so much ?"

"Giving her a little more sunshine, that is all, Alick,"
smiled the old.~ lady, greatly pleased because the son -of
her old age was so.

"I declare I never saw' such a change in any creature.
I left liSt "~ year ago, a dingy little chimney swallow. I

come back, and find her- a brilliant oriole. indeed, I didn't
know her at first, and I shouldn't have known herat all,
but for her eyes and forehead;~ z~1&ey will never change. I'
say, father, by the way, talking of her forehead, look at it.
If there be any truth in phrenology, she must have intel-
lect."

"I don't think it requires an appeal to phrenology to
prove that the child has rare intelligence," said the chief
justice.

"Intellect is a snare as well as beauty; goodness is the
quality most to be desired," remarked Mrs. Lyon, gravely.
Then, speaking to the child, she added: -

"Now run away into the garden and play for half an
hour or so. This clear, frosty air. outside is good for little
girls."

Mr. Alexander put his pet down, and~ then the little
creature 'ran out of the room.

"I must beg you both, my husband and son, not 'to say
such things as you' have been saying in the child's presence
again. I haye too real a regard for her to wish to have her
spoiled."

"All right, mother; I 'wouldn't do anything to spoil her
for the world," said Mr. Alexander.

And the chief justice also acquiesced, for the old lady
was queen-regnant in her own family kingdom.

An hour later General Lyon and Miss Anna arrived.
And at night Mr. I~ichard made his . appearance. And
with the coming of Dick the holidays really commenced.

On Christmas morning a great many presents were inter-
changed. And while rich jewelry, furs, shawls, dresses,
laces, slippers; ca~ps, gowns and gloves were given and re-
ceived, little Drusilla ran from one group to anothSt, deeply
interested and sincerely sympathizing in the pleasure and
satisfaction of her friends.

"I have not forgotten you this time, little one; see here,

4
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what a lot of pretty stories to read these long winter eve-
ning5,'~' said Mr. Aliok, unwrapping a parcel from which he
took a large volume of "Fairy Tales," profusely illustrated
with splendidly colored engravings.

What child's heart does not dote on Fairy Tales and on
colored pictures?

Little Drusilla's eyes fairly leaped with joy, and she caught
the young man's hand and kissed it eagerly, and pressed it
to her heart, and put it on her head. Apparently she could
not do enough to express how much she was obliged to him.

"Oh, nonsense; I'm not the Emperor of Morocco or
Rhan of Tartary, to be worshipped after that fashion,"
laughed the young man, "and my knuckles must be knobby
sort of kissing. Up here, crimson lips, and kiss me on the
mputh, if nothing but kissing will relieve your mind.
Come, Miss Anna won't be jealous, not now, at least, though
I don't know what she might be if you were seventeen in~
stead of seven." And he took her up in his arms, and
kissed her very fondly.

"And now see here," he said, as he put her down again,
"here is something else I have got for you-a pretty little
paper mach6 writing desk, furnished completely. See,
here is an inkstand, and a sand box, here are pens of* sev-
eral sizes, and pencils~of all qualities, and here are envel-
opes and note-paper of every color and shade. Now I
know you can write a little, as well as read a great deal.
So, when I go away again, I. want you, instead of sending
me messages1 to write me nice little notes, and give them to
my mother, and she will put them inside of hers, and send
them to me. Do you hear.? ".

"Yes, sir," said the child, gravely, as the tears stole
gown her cheeks.

"Now, then, what are you crying for?"
"Because you ar~ so good to me, and-and you are going

away again, and I shall not see you for-for---for a year,"
sobbed the little Drusilla.

THE NEXT FEW YEARS.

"Whe-ew! here's borrowing trouble! Why, I shall not.
go for. six weeks yet, and. who knows but the world may
eome to 'an end before that time, and we may all, go to
Heaven together? Come, stop crying. What! you can't?
Hey ,day !. Do you love me as much as all' that comes
to?"

"Yes,. sir," sobbed the child.
"Well, then, if you do love me, mind what I say, and

stop crying. It blubbers your face all up, and makes you
ugly, and I couldn't possibly love an ugly little girl."

Drusilla wiped her eyes by rubbing her fists into them,
and then, little woman-like, turned he~ head aside, and stole
a furtive glance at the mirror opposite, 'to see if she had
made ~herself as ugly as Mr. Alexander said, and finding
that she had, she began to compose herself.

And in a few minutes afterwards she seemed deeply in-
terested in sorting the contents of her writing desk.

This was one of the merriest Christmas seasons that the
young people of the Lyon family ever passed. The weather
was very fine. Everybody was in good health and high
spirits. Amusements were many and various. And where-
ever the young party went they took little Drusilla with
them. She was the family pet.

Bright seasons must terminate, as well as dark ones, and
the merry Chi~istmas holidays came to an end, and the.
happy Christmas party separated.

Again little Drusilla was inconsolable, until time recoin.
ciled her to the absence of her friend.

But she obeyed his order, given half in jest and half in
earnest. She wrote a little' letter 'to him to be put in every
one that his mother sent. And real love-letters they were
too, though scratched in the most. awkward of .jnfantile
hands.

"I love you so; I' do love you so much; I do love you
more than anybody in the world; every time I say my

I
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prayers I thank Our Father for waking you, and I pray to
Him to bless you and to keep y6u good., And I do all you

* tell me to do, and it makes me feel glad. And I don't do
* what you tell me not to do. And when anybody wants me

to do anything well that is hard, they speak your name and
then it seems easy for me. I let mother cut off all my long
curls and did not cry, for she said that my hair would grow
out so mu~i nicer by the time you come back. But oh,
how long it will be before you come back. But I won't cry
after you, for you say it makes me ugly and you couldn't
love an ugly little girl. Mother says I must not wish to be
pretty; but oh, I do, because you like pretty people. But

* if I am good you will always like me, won't you? Is there
any little girl at college that you like as well as me?
You've got the little dog, I know. You took him with you.
To think you could take the, little dog and couldn't take me.
It does seem hard, because I love you, oh so much more
than the little dog could. I~tn not jealous of the poor little
dog; don't think that, only it seems so hard, when I love
you so much."

Such was the 'sort of ardent nonsense the little child
wrote to her big hero; but after all, it was no worse
nonsense than many of her grown-up sisters write to the
heroes of tAeir imaginations.

Old Mrs. Lyox~ never looked into little Drusilla's scrawls
-or, if she did, she never took the trouble to decipher
them.

Mr. Alick would smile over them; because they pleased
him. ~He liked tobe loved. The preference of any dumb
brute was pleasing to him; how much more so then the
worshi~..-.for it was little ~less~--of this fervent, earnest,
enthusiastic little'girl?

"flow devoted to me the little quiz is, to be sure.
Christopher Columbus! if this sort of thins should grow
with her growth arid strengthen with her strength, what

4
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will become of me? Bosh! by the time she is seventeen
or eighteen some young prig of a parson will cut me. out
and there an end."

And Mr. Alick laughed at the conceit, ftnd thought of the
black-eyed girl he had danced with at the last party.

'But for all that he could not do without the child's love
or the child's letters; and he cherished both.

This first year of Drusilla's life with the Lyon family
was a sample of several that followed.

Every Spring the family went to Crowood,~ taking the
housekeeper and her child and all the servants with them;
and Drusilla renewed her acquaintance with woods and
fields and streams; and increased her knowledge of plants,
poultry, cows, and animate and inanimate nature generally,
from personal observation.

Every midsummer she was left princess regent of the
poultry yard, etc., while .her benefactors went to visit their
relatives in Old Lyon Hall in the mountains.

Every autumn the family returned to Richmond to spend.
the winter.

And every Christmas came the grand family re-union, in
which, to the child's worshipping eyes, Mr. Alexander was
the central figure. This Christmas gathering became to
her the crowning glory of the year, for then she saw him.
He became thus associated with all that was best and
brightest in her life. He brought her the books and
pictures for which already her intellect and imagination
had begun to hunger. He always examined into the prog-
ress of her education; though that was scarcely necessary,
for the constantly improving style of her letters to him
revealed her steady advance. I believe that with her bright
intelligence, she would have studied well from the pure love
of knowledge, even if Mr. Alexander had never patronized
her; but now all cooler motives were lost in the ardent
desire to please her friend. And indeed she did please

P
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him.; he was proud of her, vain of her, not as if he had
been her father, but as if ho had beer~, her creator. He
seemed to thii4i:, as she grew in beauty and bright intelli-
gence, that he had made her what she was. To his appre-
hension, he was the s~n and she the sun-flower, ever turn-
big towards him for light and life.

Every one, who is not blindly selfish, likes to patronize
where to do so costs little or nothing. Mr. Alexander's pat-
ronage of this child amused and interested him; cost him
nothing; but won for him a vast return of love and grati-
tude.~

CHAPTERR VII.

* THE GIRL'S FIRST GRIEF.

One hurried kiss, one last, one long enibrac.,
One yearning look upon her tearful face,
And he was gone-.-O. H. w. EsLI1~o.

AT ten years of age little Drusilla met her first great
grief; and very heavy it was, for it nearly crushed out her
life.

Mr. Alexander being twenty-two ye~rs ~f age, and
having completed his college course, graduated with some
honors, and returned home to spend a week or two of the
beautiful spring weather with his parents previous to start-
ing on his travels.

The family had not yet left the town house in Richmond,

where General Lyon and Miss Anna, now a blooming young
lady of sixteen, caine to visit them..

During this visit it was arranged that Mr. Alexander
should travel for two years and 'then return and marry
Miss Anna, and that the young couple should take up
their permanent abode at Old Lyon Hall.

But in all the interest and excitement of arranging his
own and his promised bride's affairs,, Alexander did. not
neglect Drusilla. He had come into a little property of his
own, left him by a bachelor brother of his mother; and. so
before he went away he said to. the old lady:

"Mother, little Drusilla is going on eleven years old and
ought to be sent to school. And I wish you, if you please,
to look out a good one 'f'or her, the best that can be found,
and send her. I wish you to do this for me ~t my expense.
My money is in the City Bank, and I will leave you a
number of blank checks, to fill up as you may require them.
Will you attend to this for me, mother?"

Mrs. Lyon hesitated and pondered, and then answered
"Yes, Alick. I can't refuse you anything on the eve of

a voyage. And I don't see any harm in this...-a good com-
mon school education-.----"

* "Oh, mother, not that only; but the best-the very best
..- that can be got for her. See what a bright, intelligent,

industrious little creature she is," hastily interrupted
Alexander.

"What! do you mean that she shall learn languages and
music, and-"

"Everything that a young lady is taught, mother.
Everything that Anna knows. Why not? Think how
small the cost, after all, to me; how great the good to

"That is true, Aliek. You. are really a very noble-
minded young man. I must say it, if you are my son."

"Bosh, mother, begging your pardon, Pm nothIng of the
sort. But I like to do a good thing now and then."

"And this will~ be a good thing for her. It will enable
her to get her living as a governess."

"Not a bit of it, mother; Heaven forbid that my child
should ever' become a governess, to be teased by stupid
children and snubbed by insolent mammas."
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"Then I am afraid you and Anna will have to adopt
her," said the old lady drily.

"And what's' to hinder us? Think ~' what a charming
companion my child will be for Anna, and how mnch more
charming if she should, be well educated."

~~Why, you talk as if you were her father."
Well, I feel as if I was I" said the young man, as a

real~ tenderness softened the expression of his face.
The next day Mr. Alexander left home for his distant

travels.:
"No one took the parting hard but his mother and his

"child."
'His father and his uncle shook hands *ith him heartily,.

wishing him a good voyage. His mother held him to her
he~t and prayed and wept over him. Miss Anna kissed
him with a cordial, cousinly smack, and told him not to
forget her in foreign parts.

But when 'he lifted Drusihla up, 'as he had been accus-
tomed to do, and kissed her on the mouth once, twice,
thrice, and said feelingly:

"I cannot do this 'when I come back again, my child 1"
She clung to' his bosom and gasped, but could make no

reply, she was so suffocated with grief.
'He set her down very gently and went away.

The general and the judge looked for the morning papers.
Miss Anna sat down to cut the leaves of a new noveL
But old Miss Lyon took the hand of the pale, tearless,

motionless child, and led her away.
Little Drusilla, sensitive, impressible and inexperienced,

dropped under the heavy blow that had fallen on her with
all the force of a first great sorrow. She fell ill, nearly
unto death, moaning, in her semi-delirium, snatches of her
'grief:

"Oh, don't go! don't go! Two years-rn-two long, long
years! Oh! so far away 1' His man could' go with him,

I
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and not I-not I who will die about it! Qh, come back~!
come back, or I will die-4ndeed I will die!"

Mrs. Lyon soothed this distress as weal as she was able,
and when, after weeks Qf illness, the little girl grew better,
the old lacliy told her of all 3~tr. Alexan4er's plans f'or her
welfare-that he had decided she must ke sent ~to school and
educated like a young lady; that afterwards she was to be
taken to live as a coruponion to Miss Anna.

Drusilla listened very humbly and gratefully to this corn..
munication; but much as she loved knowledge, and anxious
as she was to acquire it, she felt too bereaved and sorrowful
to take delight in that or in anything else, as yet.

As soon as the child recovered her health, she was fitted
out and put to one of the best boarding schools in the city.

Her mother made no objection, only mumbled to h&self
this piece of philosophy:

"If we don't know much of the 'future, of this we may
be certain-when we expect anything to turn out tAns way,
it will be sure to turn out that. I thought the qhild Was
going to be a nuisance and a bore, and behold! she, is a
treasure and a pet! And so it is with everything!"

And meanwhile, with one great bond of sympathy be-
tween them, the. old lady and the little girl grew faster
friends than ever.

But her 4~votion to Alexander-it grew with, her
growth and strengthened with her strength. It was her
one faith, hope, love-..-her inspiration, her religion, her
soul; it was a part of herself-no, her ver~y ,self-.this all-
absorbing, all-concentrating, all-devoting love to, him.~

His bosom was' her home, though he might never let
her into it; what the nest is to the bird his bosom was
to her-the boui~ne of all her thoughts, they safe and
happy resting-place of her heart though as yet she was
an exile from it.

The sphere of study was around 'her; it did not goy-
6
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em ~her,' but served lisi?, for all that she~ could get from
it~ was drawn iu~ to help tl~e one great moving power
of her being She loved learning so 'mkich for his sake,
that she did not know whether she loved it for its own.
Her expanding intellect seemed 'only her enlarging love.
Her advancement in knowledge seemed' only to be pro-
gress towards him.

She seemed to hei~self to belong to him-to have been
made for him, made of him, almost by him. She was
as the 'rib taken from her Adam's side, conscious of her
diskcatkrn, and longing to be put back again, and made
one with tbe life of her life~ If Alexander had died at
this time, I think that Drusilla ~would have ceased to
live.
* One other such case as hers Ihave seen in common life,
and that must be nameless, and one I have met in history,
the love of the'ehild-queen, Isabella, for her grown-up con-
sort, Richard II. And that there are many other instances
of euch 'deVotion, I' have no doubt.

Drusifla remained at the "Irving Institute" ~for nearly
three years. With her love 'of knowledge and desire for
improvement, her quick perception ~nd retentive memory,
her progress in education was both easy and rapids

As yet she had not seen enough of the world to know
herself by comparison with others, so there were some
things in her school life that gently moved ~her wonder;
~Irst, in th~ ~study hours, to see that the pursuits which were
pastime and delight to her, wete labor and vexation to most
~f her' classmates; and second, at the school parties, to
~vhich ~t~e younger brothers of the pupils were invited, to
pee girls of~.e~ own age actually engage& in flirtations with
joys ~who were np oJdo~ than themselves, and who seemed
f&her, to be 'children.

With the great religion, ~4o~atry-call the passion what
you will-~that~ inspired her ~qi~4, ~hp .&~ld not understand
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such silliness in her companions, ~nd therefore,, pretty and
intelligent as. sh~ was, her reserve made her somewhat nn-
popular.

She wrote to Mr. Alexander every week, because he had
requested. her to do so and: she had. promised, and~ also
because writing to him was the greatest pleasure she had
in this world except receiving his letters.

She wrote to 'him regularly every week, as I said,; and
about once in two months, on an 'average, she got a letter
from him; but she could not complain for his mother got
one no oftener,'and both made excuses for him; he had "so
much to engage his. attention," they said.

At length, when he had been gone more than two years,
the letters ceased, or seemed to cease, altogether. Several
months passed, and nothing was heard of Mr. Alezander.
His father opined that he had. passed over 'into Africa,
where post-offices were few, and mails' doubtful% and ~h~oped
that he would soon return 'into a more. civilized sectionn of
the world, from which he would write to his relations.

Old Mrs. Lyon grieved and complained. She was sure
that he had been killed by the Arabs of the Desert, o~ sold
iut~ slavery by the Algerine' pirates.

Drusilla pined in silence, or if she opened her mouth to
speak upon the subject, 'it was to try to encourage her old
friend, and herself also. She told Mrs. Lyon that Bedouin
outrages and Barbary piracies were horrors belonging to
the past.. She showed her the modern map of Africa, and
pointed out how few and far apart were the points from
which letters could be sent home, and she sought to aemon-
strate that the absence of' post-offices and mail routes was
the all-sufficient cause of the silence of the traveller in
Africa. Thus she succeeded in cheering the old"lady; and
whenever Mrs. Lyon felt more discouraged than usual, she
always sought Drusilla to be comforted by her.

General Lyon thought as the judge thought, that ..A.lexm
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ander being in Africa could not write home; and he wished
as the judge did, that the wanderer might soon return to
Eur~ope, civilization, and post-offices.

Miss Anna never troubled her head about the matter4
She was his promised wife, and so his mother hoped that he
might write to her, if to no one else. And Mrs. Lyon often
wrote to Anna, to ask if she had heard from Alick yet.
And Anna always answered-" I have not had a letter from
him for ages. He. has forgotten me." And Anna's "wish
was father to this thought." And furthermore, she advised
her correspondent not to be uneasy. Alick, she thought,
would come back safe in time, no doubt~

People who are not anxious can be so rational?
'flut at length suspense was ended.

* It was early in December. The judge and Mrs. Lyon
were in their town~-house, looking forward to the annual
Christmas visit of the general and Miss Lyon, when the
old 'lady received a letter from her son. It was dated from
Paris, and contained the~ joyful news that he had returned
from Africa in perfect health and spirits, and, was going
over to ~Southampton to take the first steamer bound for
New York; and that 'soon after they should get bus, letter
they might expect him in person.

Mrs. Lyon, after 'reading this letter to her husband, and
receiving his comment:
'"'Well, I told you so. I shall be glad when he is s~ife at

home,' though;" hurried"off to the Irving Institute, to toll
the joyful news to the only one from whom she Would be
sure of perfect sympathy, in this her great happiness.
* She' sent for Drusilla into the reception parlor, and told

her all the news, and then read the letter to her.
The girl clung to her old friend and wept with delight.
"~Ihis letter came by the steamer that got into New

York harbor on 'Wednesday. This is F4day, and there is
another due this week! H~. may be in it!" said Mrs.
Lyon.
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"There is another due now, and he will be sure to be in
it. Think, madam, the steamer that brought~ this letter
should 'have been in last Saturday. The' steamer that
should have followed it in order must be at her pier now.
We may expect Mr. Alexander by every train," said Din-
silla, as soon as she had recovered her composure.

"That is true! So we may! And, my dear 'child~ you
always say something to comfort or delight me! And you.
shall go home with me directly, so as to be there to welcome
him when he arrives. There is nobody in the world he
will be ladder 'to see. And this is Friday afternoon, and
of course there are to be no lessons Saturday or Sunday,
and so you can just as well as not go horoe with me and
stay over until Monday. I will speak to the principal
about it."

And she rung the bell, and desired the parlor-maid'
who answered it to take 'her respects to Mrs. Irving, and
say that she should be pleased to see her in the parlor.

"I told the judge to write to the general, and let' him
and Anna know that Alick was expected every day, so they
might hasten their coming. But Ia! yoa know, my dear,
these cross-country mails are so slow, it will be impossible
for them to receive the letter in time to get here to welcome
him on his first arrival. However, I know they will come
as soon as ever they can. And I suppose we may prepare
for a gay wedding soon. And no doubt you will be one of
the bridesmaids. You are quite old enough- nearly thir-
teen, and I like the bridesmaids to be m~ich younger than,
the brides."

And so the delighted old lady twaddled on until the door
opened, and Mrs. Irving entered the room.

Old Mrs. Lyon soon told her news and made her boon.
And 'the accomplished principal warmly congratulated

her visitor, and graciotisly granted the request.
And Drusilla left the parlor to prepare for her ride, and



102 THE CHANGED BRIDES.

in ten minutes returfred, ready to accompany Mrs. Lyon
home. -

They reached the house in time for the old lady to bustle
into the housekeeper's room~, and order sundry dishes of
oysters, poultry, game, pastry, cakes and jellies added to
the bill of fare for supper9

"For you know he m~y arrive by the nine o'clock train
-that is the first one in," said the old lady.

"Who may arrive, Madam?" inquired the housekeeper,
who had not heard one word of the good news.

"My son, to be sure, you stupid woman-who else?"
exclainied, Mrs. Lyon, delightedly. And then she poured
forth the news of the letter she had received from him.
* "Oh!" said Mrs. Sterling. And she turned and kissed
her daughter, inquiring:

"How came you out of school?~~
"Madame brought me home with her to welcome-my

benefactor," aI~iswered Drusilla, returning her mother's kiss.
"Oh," said the housekeeper a second time. "Well, I'm

going to be very busy to get up all. these dishes in time for
supper, so don't interrupt me."

"Can I not help you?" asked Drusilla~
"No, you would only hinder me. I have no time to

direct new hands now," answered her mother.
* "Come with me, Prusilla, my dear, and we will go and

see that his rooms are opened and aired," said the old lady,
beckoning to her favorite.

They went up stairs together, attended by Mary, the
colored housemaid. This girl herself could have done the
duty well enough alone; or at most with the instruction of
either Mrs. Lyon or IDrusilla; but both chose to see to the

* work and make it ~ labor of love.
The handsome bed-chamber, with dressing-room and bath

attached, was opened and aired. A fine fire of sea coal was
lighted in the polished steel grate. His rich dressing gown
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was taken out from the sandal-wood chest into which it had
been packed with sundry other garments he had left at
home: ~nd it was shaken well and hung over the resting
chair beside the fire. His slippers were laid upon the rug.
A complete and well-dried change of clothing was spread
out upon the bed.

"For you see, my dear, his luggage may not be here for
hours after he arrives; and he will want to change his
dusty travelling suit for clean clothes as soon as possible, so
as to be sweet and nice and comfortable for the evening,~~
said Mrs. Lyon, as she laid a couple of fresh, scented
pocket-handkerchiefs beside his other personal equipment.

Then fine soap and fresh towels ~were h~jd upon his wash-
stand. And the Bohemian glass, bottles on his dressing
table were filled-one with Cologne water and the other
with Macassar oil. Finally the~ wax candles each side the
glass were lighted. And then, after a glance around to see~
that all was right, Mrs. Lyon called Drusitla and the liQuse-
maid to come after her, and left the apartment.

e passed to her own chamber and put on her best
black moire antique dress, and her finest point lace cap and
collar.

And then she went down into the drawing-room to wait
for her son.

"And after all, we have no assurance that he will come
to-night. We do not even know that the steamer is in, or
if it is, that he isaboard," sighed the aged mother impa-
tiently.

"He will come to-night, Madam. In one hour he will
be here. I feel sure that he will,"~ said Drusilla, cheerfully.

II

*1f
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CHAPTER VIII.

FATAL LOVE.

Childhood's lip and cheek
Mantling beneath its earnest brow of thought;
And In the flute-like voice murmuring l"w,
Is Woman's tenderness, bow soon her woe I
Her lot Is on thee, silent tears to weep,
And patient smiles to wear through painful hours,
And sumless riches from affection's deep.
To pour on broken reeds-a wasted shower I
,4nd to raise Idols and to find them clay,
And to bewail that worship-therefore pray.-HEMANB.

lIE came, even before he was expected. By some happy
chance the train was in half an hour earlier than usual.

Old Mrs. Lyon ~had gone into the "stu~ly," to have a
chat with the judge.

Drusilla was alone in the drawing-room, when a cab
dashed swiftly u~ to the street-door, the bell rang sharply,
and was answere~I quickly; and there was a pleasant bustle
of arrival in the hall, and Mr. Alexander burst into the
drawing-room.

ITh looked not fatigued or travel-stained, but flushed and
excited with exercise and anticipation.

With an irrepressible cry of joy, Drusilla sprung to
meet him, and then suddenly recoiled, blushed and trem-
bled between delight, timidity and embarrassment.

Alexander caught her hand, gazed in her face, and ex.
claimed:'

"Why-Who are you? I ought to know. *Your face
seems' familiar, and yet-DRUSmLA!" he suddenly cried,
as he recognized and caught her up in his arms, and cov-
ered her face with kisses.

"Welcome! Oh, welcome !.-I am so glad you have come
at last !-I never was so happy in my life!" she tried to
say, as she dropped her head upon his shoulder and wept
with delight.
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"And my child is the first one to welcome me!" said
Alexander, sitting down on a sofa and drawing her upon
his knee, where she sat, painfully embarrassed yet unwil-,
ling to move, lest ~l~~,should wound his affection on this,
the first day of his return.

"All are well ~ he inquired.
"Quite well," she answered.
"Ay, so the servant told me at the door. Where is my

mother?~~
"Just stepped from the room. .1 expect her back every~

"Why, what a beautiful girl you are growing to be!"
he said, looking down with earnest admiration at the long,
black eye-lashes that, being cast down, shaded and softened
the crimson cheeks.

"Come! look up at me; I wish to see if your eyes are
changed. I never could decide whether they were gray or
hazel. Let me see!" he said, putting his hand under~her
chin to lift her face.

She looked up with a quick and quickly withdrawn
glance, and her cheeks deepened in their hue. She hated
to sit on his knee, where years~ ago she had sat a hundred
times, and she hated to hurt his feelings by leaving him ;
and she doubted whether she loved him now as well as
she. did then, and whether her love was not turning into
something very much like distrust and dread; and she won~
dered why this should be so, and secretly blamed and dis-
believed in herself.

"Am I so altered by travel that you den't like to look at
at me?" he asked, smilingly.

"Oh no, sir, you are not altered, except to be-im-
proved," she forced herself to say, with courtesy.

They were interrupted.
"She is too great a girl for that sort of thing now, Mr.

Alexander, if you please. Be so good as to put her down,
Sir."

~~1

If'

I
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it was the voiee of the housekeeper that spoke, as she
entered the room.

"I beg your pardon, Mrs. Stei4ing,~~ said Alexander,
laughing, and releasing his favorite; "but it is hard to
realize that my little pet is growing up."

"She is thirteen, sir," curtly answered the housekeeper.
"Dear me! Is she so? Why I dandled her when she

was a baby! What 'an old man I am growing to be, to be
sure!" -

"Kot quite old enough to be her father, Mr. Alexander,
and therefore too young to make a pet of ~

"Come, now, this is a pretty way to welcome me home
with a rebuke the first thing."

"I am very glad to see you home, sir, however; and-
Here is Mrs. Lyon!"

The housekeeper cut her speech short, as the old lady
entered the room.

"Oh, my son! my son I" she. cried, and fell sobbing for
'joy in his arms.

The housekeeper withdrew taking her daughter with
her, and having the mother and son alone together.

Arrived in her own room, Mrs. Sterling sat her daughter
down before her, and began to lecture her.

]I)rusilla-she preached-must not allow Mr. Alexander
to pet her and caress 'her now, as he had done before he
went away. Drusilla was too great a girl now, for that sort
of ~thing. Truly, she was not a woman yet; but she was
growing into one, and so the familiarities that were quite

innocent when she was a child, would be extremely impro~
per now that she was almost a young woman. Such was
the purport of the sermons

Drusilla trembled excessively, and wept a little over this
exorclium. In her heart she agreed with it, but grieved
over it.
~It was 'just such a lecture as any prudent mother might

I I
'it

have given her growing daughter under the circumstances.
flut Drusilla, while acquiesciflg in its propriety, was shocked
by its plainness.

Their interview* was interrupted by the voice of Mrs.
Lyon, who came herself in search of her favorite.

"Where are you, Drusilla, my deai~? Come and thank
your benefactor for all that he has done for you, and show
him how much you have profited 'by his kindness," said the
old lady, as she came in.

Blushing and embarrassed, the girl followed the lady to
the drawing-room.

Mr. Alexander had changed his travelling suit for an eve-
ning dress, and was sitting talking to Judge Lyon about the
voyage home.

Drusilla, at a sign from Mrs. Lyon, seated herself near
the talkers.

"I want you to see how much your protege has im-
proved, Alick," said Alick's mother.

"Oh, I ~hav~ seen, Madam," answered Alexander with a
smile.

"'After supper I want her to sing and play for you. She
has a wonderful proficiency in music," said Mrs. Lyon.

"I shall be glad to have a specimen of her skill,
mother," said the young man, turning to his father, and
taking up the thread of the broken conversation, in order
to relieve Drusilla, who was embarrassed by all this notice.

What between' her own half-consciousness and her
mother's severe lecture, Drusilla was perplexed and dis..
stressed. The great pleasure she had anticipated from the
arrival of Ahxander was mixed with strange pain-a pain
not the less poignant because she could not understand it.
To become the cold and formal stranger to him that her
mother wished her to be, seemed impossible; while to con-
tinue the familiar child-pet that she had hitherto been to
him was not to be thought of. 'If he had only been 'her
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brother, so that she might have had a right to his ~aresses,
how happy she could have been, she dai~ed to think.

But as it was, she could scarcely venture to glance at
him, because each glance thrilled her soul with such
strange, wild emotion, half delight, half dread. Ah,
friends, she was a child of the sun, fervent, earnest,
devoted in all her ardent soul. She was already, all un-
known to herself, deeply and passionately attached to Alex-
ander Lyon. The budding love of years had this evening
burst into full bloom. And yet it was even more religion
than love, and more worship than passion.

Supper was announced and every one arose.
"Come, Drusilla, you are the only young lady present,"

said Alexander, taking her hand to lead her ~n to supper.
He felt that small hand flutter and' throb within his own

like the heart of a captured bird. He turned suddenly and
looked at her. Her eyes were cast down, and her cheeks
were crimson. He gazed on her for a moment in grave
silence, and then slightly frowning, led her on into the din-
ing room, and placed her in a chair at the table. He paid
her all due attention at the ~upper, but with a certain
reserve that he had never used with her before.

The evening meal was, notwithstanding'this, a very
happy one.

The jttdge' chatted gaily with his restored son, encourag-
ing him to talk of his wanderings in the old world.

The old lady listened with pleased. attention, and only
once in a while broke her silence to ask whether he had
been presented to all the queens in Europe, and which was
the most beautiful woman among them, or some such ques-
tion as that.

Her son answered that he saw no, woman in Europe pret-
teir than some 'he found at home; and he glanced at Dru-
silla with ~ smile.

The girl beaming ir~ the light- ~f his countenance, and

drinking in the music of his voice was intensely happy~'and
-vaguely wretched.

Wken supper was over they went back into the drawing-
room, and Mm. Lyon made Drusilla sit down to the piano-
forte and play and sing for Alexander.

He shrugged his shoulders at the proposition, but politely
acquiesced and prepared to be bored. Alexander was a
connoisseur in music, and he had. heard the very best
singers of the day. Consequently he had little patience
with the. crude efforts of young misses..

She, Drusilla, began with a very simple song-chosen in
compliment to the newly-arrived son:

"Home again! home again! from a foreign shore,

And oh, it fills my soul with joy to meet my friends once more."

At first her voice trembled slightly; but the tremor only
added to its pathos;' and as she went on 'it gained strength
and volume. She sang with much feeling and expression.
And Alexander was surprised, and pleased and profoundly
affected.

"My child, you sing well; I tell you so, who have heard
the best singers in the world. Your voice ha~ matched the
depths of my heart, Drusilla, and awakened it to a deeper
consciousness of its joy in home-coming," he whispered as
she finished her song.

She bowed her head, partly in meek acknowldgment
of this praise, and partly to conceal the blush that over-
spread her cheeks.

"Oh, that little song js very pretty and very appropriate,
but it is nothing to.wha~ she can do. Sing Casta Diva, my
dear," said Mrs. Lyon.

1)rusilla raised an imploring glance to the old lady's face,
but met with no reprieve ther~.

"Come, my dear! the Casta Diva!" she repeated.
With a~ deprecating ipok at Alexander th, girl took down
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anothervolume of music, and turned to the selections from
Norma. The piece chosen by Mrs. Lyon was a great trial
to any immature and half-cultivated ~ice like Drusilla's,
however excellent the quality of that voice might naturally
be; and Drusilla knew this, and thence her i~nploring and
deprecating glances.

"You are too exacting, mother. , She cannot sing that;
I do not think any woman under thirty years old could,
unless she had had a very remarkable and precociQus experi-
ence," said Alexand~, laughing.

"Ay, you say that because you know nothing of the intu-
itions of genius. You must hear your prot6g~e sing, and
you will understand better," said Mrs. Lyon. ~

Thus urged on,.ID~rusilla began to sing. Her voice arose
tremulously, as at first, like a young bird fluttering out of
its nest, but then it soared and swelled, gaining power and
volume, until 'it filled all the air with the music of that
wild, impassioned, agonized, terrible invocation and appeal.

Certainly Drusilla had never known remorse, anguiali or
despair, yet all these wailed forth in her soul-thrilling
tones.

She ceased, and dropped her head, exhausted~ on her
book.

Alexander made no comment, but took her hand~ and led
her from the instrument, and then went and resolutely shut
it down.

"There! what do you think of that?" demanded the
old lady, triumphantly.

"I will tell you some other time," said Alexander, and he
took and lighted a bedroom candle, and put it into Drusilla's
hand, and said:

"Good-night! go to bed, my child."
Drusilla took the light and turned to the old lady, and

held up her face for a~ kiss.'
And Mrs. Lyon stooped and touched her lips, saying,

with a smile:

"I suppose I may kiss you now."
Alexander held the door open until the girl had passed

out, and then he shut it after her and returned to his seat.
"Do you know, Alick, why I said to Driisilla just now,

'I suppose I may kiss you now ~)~)

"No, mother."
"Then I'll tell you. You remember how you kissed her

when you went away.?"
"I do."
"Ah, Alick! your departure nearly killed your poor little

pet. If you had been her own father, she could not have
grieved after you more than she did. She had a low fever,
and after she got well she would not let any one kiss her.
She said that you had kissed her last, and that no one else
should touch her lips until you. should return and kiss her
again."

~ "Did she now, really," exclaimed Alexander, with emo-
tion.

"She did indeed, and she kept her word" ..

Alexander reflected a moment, and then spoke;
"Mother!"

"Tell her teachers that I do not wish and will not per-
mit, Drusilla to learn opera music or love songs. Let her
confine herself to sacred music only."

"But Alick, my son, how absurd!~ I am particular
enough, the~ dear knows, but I don't see any harm in good
opera music. All young ladies learn it, and you desired
that she should learn all that young ladies do."

"I was hasty; and now I say that she must give ~up
opera music and such like. Let her learn and practice
sacred music to her heart's content and her soul's salvation.
Let music be. the means, not of drawing her aiThcti6ns
down to earthly. follies, but of fixing them more steadfastly
upon heavenly things."
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"Alick, you do astonish ~

"I astonish myself, sometimes."
"Pray have you got religion, as the phrase goes?~~
"No; I wish to the Lord I had. But I want her to

have it. Mother!" he said, with sudden energy, going
towards the old lady, "you don't know how I love that
child; you can't~ f~e1 how I love her--hoW near and dear
she seems to me-how near and dear she has always seemed
since I first looked into her soft, sweet, patient eyes."

"I believe you love her as much as. if you were her
father."

"Her father! well, I suppose my affection foa~ her has
something paternal in it, but fathers seldom love their
daughters as I love her. Instance: Fathers are. willing to
give their daughters- away in marriage, but I am very sure
that I would rather see Drusilla dead thaji married."

The old lady stared at the young man, utterly unable to
comprehend him. He continued:

"Mother, I tremble for that child. I trembled when I
heard her sing ,that Casta Diva as I never heard a good or
happy woman sing it. There could not have been memory
-there must have been prophecy in those wild, despairing
wails."

"There was intuition, and nothing more. But you h~ive
been to Germany, and I suppose you have grown mystical,"
said Mrs. Lyon.

"By which you mean mad. Very likely. Perhaps my
provisions are illusions: but mother, I nevertheless must
~nsist that Drilsilla shall drop opera and iake up church
music. . Let her teachers know.

"Certainly, Alick. And now light my candle and wake
up your father; it is bed time.~'

Alexander lighted and handed the wax taper to his
mother, and then gently roused his father, who had been
comfortably napping in hi~ easy chair..

And the trio separated and ~vent to rest.
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CHAPTER IX.

BRIDAL FAVORS.

Love was to her impassioned soul.
~Tot as to others, a mere part
or her existence, but the whole,-.
The very life-breath of her heart.-Moouu.

The world was not for her, nor the world's art
For one as passionate as Sappho's heart.
Love was born with her, in her, so intense,
It was her very spirit, not a sense.-Bxuox.

ON Saturday morning Alexander walked out to renew his
acquaintance with his native city.

Mrs. Lyon said to her pet:
"If you know any very fine sacred music, my dear, I

wish you would select some pieces and practice them this
forenoon, so as to be able to execute them well this evening
for Alexander."

And iDrusilla, glad to have her morning's work laid out,
sat down to go over portions of Handel's Messiah.

Alexander came home to luncheon, and in the afternoon
attended his mother and Drusilla for a drive.

They dined and ~ea'd together, and adjourned to the
drawing-room, where, at Mrs. Lyon's command, J~rusilla
sat down to the piano and sang to her own accompaniment
on the instrument the all glorious "Te Deum."

Alexander was enraptured. It is scarcely too much to
say that he was transported-listening to the heavenly
notes of her voice and gazing on the inspired beauty of her
face. As for her she seemed all unconscious of everything
around her, as though her soul were winging its way t~
Heaven in those strains of divine music.

When the last notes of her voice died away, there was
silence in the room for some moments. It was gently
broken by Alexander murmuring in her ear:

IT
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"My child, sacred music is your forte. Consecrate your
glorious gift to the worship of the ~tost 111gb."

Drusilla bowed her bead; and after a i~ew moments said:
"They want me to sing in the choir of St. John's church.

Would you like me to do so?"
"My child, that must be as you please. Would you like

it?"
"Indeed I do not know until I hear your will," she mur-

mured.
"Then I will you to sin~g there," he smiled.
"And I am sure I shall like it," she said. "And now

shall I 4ng the Hallelujah for yoI~, and. will you help me?
There should be four voices, though."

"You shall sing no more to-night, my bird; but come to
the centre table, where I have some gleanings of travel to
show you."

Alexander's servant had in fact just placed upon the tu-
ble a large portfolio containing interesting views of natural
scenery and of works of art, collected in their travels. And
in examining these the remainder of the evening passed.

On Sunday all the family went to St. John's church to-
gether. But as Drusilla was not yet a member of the choir
she sat in the Lyons' pew.

On Monday morning, Mr. Alexander himself took his
protege back to her school. He was ~known there as a

"patron," and his request, that his young ward, Miss Ster-
ling, should confine her musical studies to the sacred branch
of the art, met with a prompt acquiescence..
* Leaving Drusilla under the charge of her teachers, be re-
turned to his home to find it very dreary in the absence of
his "child."

"A letter from your uncle, the general," said Mrs. Lyon,
as she ~received him in the drawing-room.

"He says that Anna declines to hasten her visit upon
'any gentleman's account;' and so they will not be with
us before Christmas eve."

"Humph!" said Mr. Alexander, seating himself with
much indifference.

"I do not know that I can blame her. Certainly it is
not her place to run after you, Alick, even if she ~8 your
promised bride. She. must stand upon her dignity, I sup-
pose."

"Ah, well, just as she pleases; but I cannot but com-
pare her with one who consults her heart and not her dig-
nity where I am concerned."

"Don't be a coxcomb, Alick, my dear. You mean little
Drusa? She's a child and ~has everything to learn yet of
proper self-respect in he~ association ~th gentlemen. But
we are not talking of her just now. . I hate to send you
from me, Alick; but I really do think you are bound to
pay Anna the respect of going to Old Lyon Hall. I
would go myself; if I felt equal to the journey, and take
you as an escort; but as I ani, I must let you g~ alone.
There is a coach leaves to-morrow at seven in the morning.
What do you think of taking a place in it? ".

"I would as lief as not."
Upon my word! If Anna is as indifferent in this

matter as you are, I think it is a pity you two were ever
betrothed," said the old lady, looking over the. tops of her
spectacles.

Alexander laughed.
"Our betrothal is such an old story, mother, and we are

used to it. l3esides it rests upon such a solid foundation.-.-.
having one foot upon Crowood and the other on Old Lyon
Manor-....-that we feel secure in it. And wherever there is
security there must be indifference."

"Where did~ you learn to sneer, Alick ~
"I am not sneerhig. Heaven forbid. My Cousin Anna

is a beautiful and accomplished young lady,~ for whom I have
great respect and esteem. When I see her I shall press
her tQ name an early day for the nuptials. And no doubt
we shall get along as well as most people."
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"Humph! when I was young lovers were in love. I sup~
pose you have 'changed all that now.' Pray, Alic~, did you
see any lady in Europe whom you very much admired?"

Alexander laughed.
"Why, of course,~ mother! Scores and scores! But

they are last summer's leaves and blossoms, dispersed an~f1
forgotten. At least I shall bring to my bride a heart
~jngle to h~r service." For if I am not madly in love
with Anna, I am not in love with any one else, unless
you call my fatherly fondness for little Drusilla "

"I~onsense!" shortly interrupted the old lady-" that
child! Pon't be profane, Alick. Have some reverence for
innocence like hers."

Mr. Alexander fidgeted and made no answer.
"But Ii didn't mean to scold you, dear; only I would

have you respect holy childhood, and let a girl be a child as
long as possible. 'I hope and believe that you and Anna
will make a happy couple. When you see her, of course
you will say everything that is. kind to her from me; and
be sure you cannot say too much. You will either prevail
on them to come immediately to us, or you will stay with
them until they are ready to do so," said Mrs. Lyon.

Alexander agreed to everything she proposed.
And then their interview was interrupted by the entrance

of some visitors.
The next morning Alexander went up the country to old

Lyon Hall, where he used his powers of persuasion to such
good purpose as to prevail on Miss Anna, and of course on
her grandfather, to. return with' him immediately to ,Rich~
mond.

"If he will not go back with us, we must ~o with him, I
suppose, grandpa. It would be a pity to deprive Aunt
Lyon of her son's society by 'keeping him here, so soon after
his arrival from) foreign parts," said Miss Anna, expressing
a sentiment with which the old gentleman sincerely sympa..
thized.

So the whole. party reached the, city by the following
Saturday.

The Christmas holidays were spent as merrily as ever be-
fore. Drusilla was~.brought from school to join in the fes-
tivities of the season, and she was loaded with presents and
caresses.

Mr. Richard Hammond also came, an I was quite as much
up to ever; species of fun and frolic as ever he had been in
his earlier boyhood.

He was very much with Anna, but neither her lover nor
her relations seemed to take any exception to his attendance.
She was so nearly 'married now that there could be no da~n-.
ger of :his supplanting her betrothed and besides, he' was,
her near cousin, poom~fellow, the/argued, and so Mr. Dick
was allowed to dance attendance upon Miss Anna, while
Mr. Alexander amused and interested himself in his
"child."

The wedding of the affianced pair was fixed to take place
early in the new year, at Old Lyon Hall, whither the whole
of both farniles ~vould meet to do honor to the nuptials.

"Anna, you have, not invited me to the wedding"' said
Dick one day, as they stood together in the~ recess of the
bay window.

"Well, I invite you now, Dick! Come and be Alick's
best man."

"I'd see him drowned first, dash him! I'd sooner be his
headsman!" said the young man, grinding his teeth.

"Then why~ do you wish to come to his wedding?"
asked Anna, elevating he~ eyebrows.

"Did 'I say I 'wished' it? 'Don't jump to conclusions,
Anna. I don't~wish it. I merely reminded you that I was
not invited. You remember the fairy that was not invited
to the princess's christenincr? She came all the same, but

'her christening gift proved no blessing. I shall go to your
wedding, Anna, but the wedding present that I shall lay
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upon your table will be no peace-offering," he whispered
between his white lips.

She turned pale, and then red, and then she laughed to
conceal her* agitation, as she answered:

"Don't be melo-dramatic, whatever you are. None but
stage-struck apprentices ever are so. All that sort of thing
is obsolete. If a young man is crossed in love, he had bet.-
ter marry for money. Alick and I must marry and settle
like other sensible people. He will devote himself to im-
proving the race of oxen and the growth of corn, and
amuse his leisure with politics; I shall draw prizes for
poultry, butter, and perhaps flowers. Life is prose, not
poetry, Dick."

"Lo9k at that child. She does not think as 'you do,"
said Richard, bitterl~~.
., Anna raised her.eyes and saw, at the opposite end of the
room, in a recess filled with row above row of blooming
flowers, this group:

Alexan4er was reclining in an easy chair, holding in his
right hand a small volume, from which he was reading in a
subdued voice, and encircling with his left arm the shoulders
of his "child," who was sitting on a low seat beside him.
His eyes were on his book, but hers were on him. Forget-
ting her timidity, forgetting herself, her inspired face was
raised to his, with glowing criznsoi~ lips apart, and slender
black eyebrows arched, and large, starry eyes fixed pn him,
as she listened breathlessly to his words. He finished a
sentence, and then turned to speak to her. And instantly
her eyes fell, and her color rose even to her brows.

"Yes, I see; if ske were a little older, or I a little more
in love, I should be jealous," thought Anna within herself.
But she said nothing.

At the end of Christmas holidays Drusilla was sent back
to school.~

Anna, under the charge of old Mrs. Lyon, did a vast deal

of shopping in the city, besides' sending to New York for
articles that could not be procured in Richmond.

When all this was done, she returned with her grand-
father to Old Lyon Hall, where they were soon to be joined
by the judge and Mrs. Ly6n, and Mr. Alexander, for the~
wedding.

The day after the general and his grand-daughter left,
M:rs. Lyon said to Mr. Alexander:

" Alick, Anna wishes little Drusilla to be her sixth
bridesmaid."

"I object to that The girl is too young to have marry-
ing and giving in marriage running in her head."

"Nonsense, Alick, you can't keep this affair out; of
course she knows you and Anna are about to be married." -

"Of course she does, for she has heard nothing else
talked of for a month past," said Alexander, in a tone of:
vexation.

"Then let her be Anna's sixth' bridesmaid."
"No, mother if you please. It would take her from her

studies."
"But, Alexander, you forget. She must be at the wed-

dThg any way, for it would never do to slight the child by
omitting to take her to it."

"I do not see that. Let her know that it is ly my will
that she is to be left at school, and she will easily submit
to the disappointment."

"Well, Ahick, I think that would be cruel."
"But I know it to be necessary, for her own sake,

mother."
The next morning the father, mother and son, attended

by their men and maid servants, set out in their travelling
carriage for Old Lyon Hall.

Travelhin~ by easy stages, and stopping at all the most
comfortable inns on the road, to eat or sleep, they at length
arrived safely on the evening of the third day at the 01(1
mansion. '
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The house was full of company, a~d all alight from attic
to basemenL So many young friends of the bride were
staying with her for the wedding.

Our city party was very cordially received. Anna her-
self took the old lady to her room, and Waited on her in
person. But-

"Where is Drusilla?" was one of the first questions she
asked of Alexander.

~C At school. Where is Dick ~ he answered and re-
torted.

'~ At his office in the city, I suppose. But-.Drusilla!
why is she not here?"

"I would not let her come. But----Dick! why is he not
here?"

"'I would not let him come. And-.Drusilla was to have
been my bridesmaid!"

"And-~--Dick was to have been my groomsman!"
And here the young cousins looked in each other's faces

and laughed.
It was a merry party that gathered in the, drawing-room

that evening. Young ladies and gentlemen were grouped
in small circles around various tables, engaged in diverting
parlor games of one sort or another.

The general and the .old lady were playing chess to-
gether.

The chief justice, only, cpniplaining of cold and fatigue,
excused himself from joining in any game,. though he de-
clined to go to bed, and sat in the most comfortable arm-chair
in the warmest corner of the fireplace, sipping hot punch
from a glass on a stand at his elbow.

When his moderate glass was empty he spre~id his white
handkerchief over hi~ face, and lay back in his chair and
dozed, undisturbed by all~ the musical chatter and silvery
laugl~ ter around him.

At ten o'clock there was a tray of refreshments l~rought

in, and handed first to the old lady, who was 'served by the
general.

Next the tray was handed to the judge. The servant
who carried it stood in silence for a moment, and then, said:

"If you please, sir, his honor is asleep."
Mrs. Lyon immediately turned and 'playfully whisked the

handkerchief from her husband's head and asked him what
he meant by being so rude as to fall asleep.

There was no response by word or motion.
#She bent forward and looked in his face, and then'

screamed.
Her scream brought all the company in alarm around

her. Her hand was on the old man's pulse, and her face
was pale and wild with fright.

General Lyon gently replaced h~r in her seat, and went
back to the judge.

And in one 'moment more it was ascertained beyond a
doubt that Chief Justice Lyon was dead.

You may imagine what a terrible shock this sudden
death gave. How the wedding-party broke up in confusion
and dispersed in sadness; how the unavailing skill of the
family physician was called in, to do no more than pronounce
upon the cause of death-apoplexy; how the funeral was
solemnized in his own old ancestral halls; and how his
body was laid at last in the family vault at old Lyon Hall.

Drusilla, who had not been permitted to attend the wed-
ding, had been sent for to come to the funeral. She can~e,
sorrowing bitterly over the sudden death 'of one who had
been the kindest old friend to her.

She did not go back again to school. Mrs. Lion, over-
whelined by 'the~loss of the life-partner with whom she had
lived so long, needed constant and affectionate attention,
and entreated that her favorite should be left with her.

Under the circumstances of her bereavement Alexander
could refuse his mother nothing.. So D~usilla remained in
at~ei:~~r~ upon her benefactress.
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The widow, exhausted by grief and unable to travel
staid with the general and his grand-daughter ,all the
winter.

Alexander, engaged in setting his late father's family
affairs in order, preparatory to administering on his estate,
went backwards and forwards between Richmond and Old'
Lyon Hall.

Late in the following spring Mrs. Lyon went to Cro-
wood, taking Drusilla with her.

The first few days at the old country-seat, where. she had
passed so many tranquil, happy seasons with her lost
husband, renewed all her grief.

But Prusilla, guided by a 'happy instinct, drew her out
among her flowers, and fowls, and cows and other sets and
hobbies.

Most fortunately, I say, all these had been grossly
neglected during her absence, as though under the circum-

tstances of her bereavement, her annual visit was not ex-
pected. And the old lady, the mourning widow, seeing the
condition of her favorites, ceased to weep like Kiobe, and
began to scold like Xantippe.

And of course she got better directly.
* It took her and her handmaid Drusilla, assisted by a staff
of men and maids, the, whole summer to bring flowers,
poultry and cows up to the old lady's standard of perfection.
And by the time this was done her health and cheerfulness
returned..

There was nothing, now that the chief justice was off the
bench forever, to call her to the city. So she determined to
make Crowood her permanent residence. With this view
she wrote to the housekeeper, who h~id remained in charge
of the 'city house, to pack up her personal effects and for-
ward them to Crowood, and then to come down herself, as
the house was to be put into the hands of architects, deco-
rators, and upholsterers, to be thoroughly renovated for the
n~e of the young pair, whose xvedding-d~y was' again fixed.

Mrs. Lyon was the more urgent for her housekeeper to
hasten to Crowood, because there was a contagious fever of
a very malignant type raging in, Richmoiid.

In answer to her letters, Mrs. Sterling sent down, by a
wagon express, about seventy trunks, boxes and b~nd1es,
and within~Veek followed them.

"I am very glad you have arrived, Sterling. I had not
easy hour while you remained in the city, exposed to

that terrible fever. And Drpsilla would have been as
anxious as I was if she had known the danger; but I kept
it concealed from her. It was of no use to trouble the
child," Mrs. Lyon said, in welcoming her housekeeper.

But the poor old lady of Crowood congratulated herself
before the danger was over.

Apparently, Mrs. Sterling had brought down the seeds of
fever in her system, for the day after her arrival she was
taken with a shivering 4it, followed by a glow of heat, head-
ache) nausea and prostration, and in twenty-four hours, she
was in a raging fever and delirium.

,The old lady was not a coward; she was a conscientious
Christian. Now that the fever had come, she faced it. She
sent for the country doctor, and instead of trusting the sick
woman to the care of servants, she, with Drusilla's assist-
~nce, nursed the patient in person. This course of' conduct
was more magnanimous than prudent.

Mrs. Sterling, "tough as a pine ki~ot, and with no more'
nerves than it," as the country doctor said, survived the
fever and got up, though with a broken constitution, for all
those whom that dreadful pestilence spared to life it ruined
in health.

But ~Mrs. Lyon contracted' th~ disease, and it made but
short work with the feeble 01(1 lady.

In the beginning of her illness her son was summoned in
haste from IRiclunond; but though he used his utmost speed
in hurrying to her bedside, he only arrived in time to hear
her 1a~t wwhes and receive her dying l')lessing.
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"You must not grieve after me, Alick, my dear. Think
what a long and happy life I have had up to this time.
But think, now that your father is gone, how lonely'I must
be. I want to be with him, Alick."

These were almost her last words. She fell into stupor
and revived only once more, long enough to lay her hand
on her son's head and bless him. -

By her expressed wish her bddy was carried to Old Lyon
hall, and placed in the vault beside that of her husband.

And the wedding was put off for another year.
"There is a fatality in it. We shall never be united, or

if we should be the union will bring nothing but woe,"
said Anna to her grandfather.

"Wait until it is put off a third time, my dear, before
you make such a fatal prediction," answered the general.

After the burial, Mr.~ Lyon went down to Crowood,
where his presence was necessary to the settlement of some

.. local business.
There more melancholy news met him. Mrs. Sterling,

whose brain had 'been seriously affected by the)fever, was
now certainly losing her reason, and Driisilla wa~ almost
broken-hearted between the death of her dear friend and
the infirmity of her dear mother.

lit is ~aid that madness often reverses the whole moral
character. Mrs. Sterling who, in her proper senses, had
been one of the most active, energetic and domineering of
women, was now one of the meekest, gentlest, and most
harmless of lunatics. Her illusions were all innocent, and
some of them amusing. Sometimes she fancied herself the
mistress of Crowood. At other times she imagined that
Alexander and Drusilla were married, and making a visit
to her there.

lifer pleasing illusions did not prevent her from perform-
ing all her household duties, only she discharged them in.
the capacity of mistress, not manager.

M~r. Lyon. consulted the country doctor, who told him
that in Mrs. Sterling'~ case there was a gradual softening of
the brain that must prove fatal.

A part of Alexander's business at Crowood was to take
Drusilla back to school. But it was now certain that she
must not be separated from her mother.

For iDrusilla's sake, he wished that Mrs. Sterling might
have the lest medical advice. So he decided to take her to
Richmond, to be examined by the faculty there. But as
she persisted in imagining herself mistress of Crowood, in-
stead of the hired housekeeper of the master, 1o be'directed
by his will, she refused to leave the place.

Then Alexander, taking advantage of the hallucination
in regard to the supposed marriage of Drusilla and himself;
let a day or two pass, to enable her to forget the first pro-
posal, and then invited her to pay himself and her 'daughter
a visit at their new house in the city.

This the harmless lunatic readily consented to do. And
she immediately began to prepare for the journey with a
regularity and dispatch not to be excelled by the sanest
mind. It was evident that her mental' infirmity did not in-
capacitate her for the functions of her office.

They went to Richmond and took up their abode in the
t~wn-house, that had been thoroughly renovated and re-
furnished in honor of that expected marriage whi9h had
never yet come off.

Mrs. Sterling was delighted with all she saw, and com-
plimented her imagined son-in-law on his taste and liberal-
ity; and congratulated her laughterr on her excellent hus-
band and comfortable home.

Poor Drusilla could only throw an appealing glance at
the master, which seemed to~ pray forgiveness.

But Alexander laughed and pressed her hand, as he
'whispered:

"~ever mind, my dear! Perhaps her imaginings are
not all lunacy. They may be seoon~1-8ight. Who knows?

I
r

f
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He spoke half in jest and half in earnest, and' drew her
to his bosom, and held -her there for a moment. But when
he felt the wild beating of her heart against hi8 own, and
when he saw the deadly paleness of her cheek as it rested
against his breast, he suddenly released her, half repent-
ing his act.

Mrs. Sterling seemed to think such billing and cooing
very foolish, though quite natural, between bride and
bridegroom, for as she looked at theni she murmured:

" Ah, poor souls, they think it is always going to be
just so. La! look at any middle-aged married couple you~
know, and see the difference."

Meanwhile Mr. Lyon, holding his "child's" hand,
stooped and whispered to her.

"Drusilla, my little darling, I hope I have not hurt
your feelings, have I?"

She shook her head and tried to speak, bitt only gasped
instead, and hid her face in her bands.

"You are growing out of all this now, II know. Almost
a young woman, you are, turned fourteen, but it is bard to
think you so; you seem still to be my own precious child,"
he whispered gently.

Still ehe ~did not answer, but wept eoftly behind her
hands.

"Drusa, my daughter, you are not displeased with me,
are you? I would no more willingly displease you than I
would the highest lady in the, land," he continued.

"Oh, no, no, no! You could not do so. Don't mind
me. I do not know why I weep. I don't indeed. I am a
fool, I think."

"That's certain," said Mrs. Sterling, dryly, "and so is
he. Young people are apt to be fools in their honeymoon,
but time cures them.~~

There was a very dry method in the madness of Mrs.
- Sterling.
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The housekeeper took possession of her old rooms, but
as they too had been re-papered, painted and furnished, she

'scarcely recognized them again.
Drusilla had the little chamber that had been given her

by Mrs. Lyon, and was now renovated, as a spare room.
Alexander had his own superb suit of apartments.
Mr. Lyon called in the best medical science and skill to

the aid of Mrs. Sterling. But the unanimous opinion of
the faculty endorsed that of the country doctor, and there
was little hope of the patient's recovery.

When the month of December opened, ~r. Lyon wrote
to his uncle and to his betrothed, inviting them to come as
usual, and spend the Christmas holidays~ at his house in
i~ichmond, and reminding them that the meeting would be
one of a qi4et family party, excluding all other visitors, and
abstaining from all gayety, in respect to the memory of the
departed.

Anna wrote back on behalf of her grandfather and her-
self, saying that she could not m~ke a visit to a house where
there wa~ no lady to receive her, and she begged that Alex-
ander w~uld come for once and pass his Christmas at Old
Lyon Hall.

Of course Mr. Lyon could do nothing but accept this invi-
tation.

And he dutifully went to pass the season with his prom-
ised bride.

And these were the most dismal Christmas holidays he
had ever known. He missed his genial father, his loving
mother, and yes, it must be confessed, he missed his "child,"
and he could not help contrasting the warm devotion of his
little daughteri" with the cool indifference of his promised
wife.

His visit to Old Lyon Hall came to a sudden end.
He received a letter from one of the servants of the City
house.
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Mrs. Sterling had died suddenly, if he pleased, and what
was to be done with Miss IDrusilla?

Mr. Lyon showed that letter to Anna, ~nade his excuses
to the general, and set off at once for Richmond.

CHAPTER X.

WHAT WAS DONE WITH DRUSILLA.

Master, go on, and I will follow thee
To the last gasp with truth and loyalty-SHAKBPEArnL

ALEXANDER arrived at his town house early in the after-.
noon. He was met by his confidential servant, Dorset, an
old man who had been i~i the service of the family for
nearly thirty years.

"Well, Dorset, so the poor woman is gone?" sighed the
young gentleman, as he entered the house.

"Yes, sir; and not too soon, with reverence be it spoken.
She had grown very foolish and helpless within the last few
days. She died without illness or suffering, sir. She went
to bed as usual one night and was found dead next morn-
ing. Miss Drusilla, sleeping by her side, heard no sound
and felt no movement, and knew nothing of what had
occurred until she arose for the day."

"How shocking! The second sudden death in the family
within twelve months, And the third in all. Where is
the poor girl ?"

"Miss Drusilla? She has not left the corpse, sir, since
the death. ~She is watching by it now."

"That is very wrong. It should not have been per-
mi4ted."

'*Dear sir, who was to hinder her? There is no one, or
I should say, there was no one in authority here to prevent
her."
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"That is very true. But go now and tell the poor child
that I am here, waiting to see her."

"Will you go to your room first, sir?"
"No, I came up by the boat and made my toilet just

before landing. I will wait here for Drusilla." 4
Dorset went away with the message.
And in about ten minutes, Drusilla, pale, drooping and

woe-worn, entered the room.
Alexander arose and took her in his arms~ and silently

folded her to his bosom. And she bowed her head upon
his shoulder and wept softly.

"My poor child! My poor, dear child, you don't know
how sorry I am for you," said Alexander, tenderly caress-
ing her, and repeating the same words over and over again,
until at length through her sobs and tears she answered
them.

"Yes I do; oh, yes indeed I do know how good you are
and how much you pity us both-poor mother, dying a~ she
did, and-me too."

"My dear Drusilla, you shall never want a friend while I
live, or a home while I have one,~~ he murmured, smoothing
her disordered hair with his hand.

"I know that too. It is not that. I am not afraid.
But oh! if I. had not slept that night, perhaps she would
not have died," cried the girl, breaking into fresh and
passionate sobs and tears.

"Drusilla, my dearest, you talk wildly," he said, trying
to soothe her.

"Oh, no, no, no, I know what I am saying. If I had
only sat up and watched her that night, I might have seen
tlTh~ change and saved her life."

"But, Drusilla, I learn that your poor mother was in her
usual health of body when she went to bed."

"Oh, yes, sir, so she was; else I certainly would have
sat up with her. Oh, I wish Ihad! I wish Ihadi I

8
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would give my life now to have done it. Oh, my poor
mother! my poor dear mother. I slept on by your side and
let you die-die alone, without help, without even .a word
of love. ~ my mother!" cried the girl, utterly losing her
self.commai\d, and weeping and sobbing and raving as if
her heart wo\~ld break or her brain madden.

Alexander~let the wild gust of sorrow spend its strength,
and then he said:

"Drusilla, if you had been sitting by your mother's bed,
gazing on her sleeping face, you would never have suspect-
ed that she was dying and never known the moment of
her death. My child, she had a fatal malady of the brain
that was certain to end just as it did. She passed away
peacefully in her sleep. Hers was an easy death. Drusilla,
do not add causeless regrets to natural grief with these if9.
Nearly all persons do so, however. I never knew any one
to die~ whose mourning friends did not add irrational
remorse, to rational sorrow by the means of these ift. .1f
we had done this; if we had not done that; if such a
doctor had been called, or such a remedy administered.
These retrospective ifr are illusions. Do not let them
deceive you.~~

These words he spoke, while with a gentle. mesmeric
touch he smoothed her hair and her brow, and held her
head close to his bosom.

She had neither the power nor the will to leave her rest'.
her wild

ing place; but weeping softened into low sobs,
that became fewer and farther between, until at last they
ceased entirely.

Alexander looked down and saw that she was fast asleep.
Like a baby she had ci~ied herself~ to sleep, on his she~r-

ing bosom. She was no longer pale; her long-curved eye-
lashes, gemmed with tears, lay on her flushed cheeks, and
her slightly crimson lips showed the little pearly teeth
within; her dark brown disordered hair fell around a fore-
head and down a neck as white as ivory.
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Th~en in that solemn hour, Alexander, looking down upon
her, loved her for her wondrous beauty, seen in its new
phase of sleep.

Bu~d~u~d' gi~e~beiknqw that such feelings were sacri-
lege a~ rThiA~i~e inaidren and sacred orphan; and so he
gently arose and crossed the room to a large sofa and laid.
her on it. And then he touched the bell.

Dorset answered it.
"Send one of the women servants here," said A.lexandei~.
The man bowed and went away, and was succeeded by a

fat, motherly, middle-aged person who answered to th~
name of Molly.

Alexander silently pointed to the form on the sofa.
"Ab! ~ors~a-messy! poor gall! So she's gone to sleep

at last. Well, sir, that will be the first sleep she's had
since Sunday night, and this is Wednesday. Night and
day has she watched by the corpse and nobody to hinder
her," said the fat wonian, holding her sides and panting, as
she gazed on the sleeping orphan.

"You should hare hindered ~ said Alexander.
"Me! Lors-amessy! I couldn't ha' done it except by

main force, which I had no right to ~
"Well; let that pass. What I wish to know now is,

whether she can be undressed and put to bed comfoi~tably
without being waked up."

"Lors-a-messy, yes, sir! When they's been watching
and weeping three days and nights and then draps down
and falls asleep, they might's well be in a trance, far's wak-
ing up goes. Bless you, sir, you could hardly wake her up
if you was to fire off a pistol over her head."

"I'm glad to hear you say so, but I have no wish to try
the experiment. I will carry her up stairs myself. Do
you go before and open the doors," said Alexander, tenderly
raising the sleeping girl in ~his arms and car~,ying her, pre~
ceded by Molly, up two flights of ~i~irs, to Drusilla's owi~
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little room. Here he laid her on the bed, and leaving her
to the care of the woman, retired.

He went to the dinner that had been hastily prepared
for him. Arid when he had. gat~t r~ugl~ with i~he went
into the late justice's study and called ~pr~'~a con-
sultation about the funeral.

In. answer to his master's . question, Dorset said that the
late housekeeper was laid out in her own room; that orders
had already been given for a plain, respectable funeral,
which was fixed for the next day. And Dorset hoped that
Mr. Lyon approved of what he had done.

"Quite so. You have saved me so much trouble, that I
almost think my presence here might have been dispensed
with," said Alexander.

~ If you please, sir, I only wrote to you to ask what
should be done with Miss Drusilla,. seeing that this would
no longer be ~a proper home for her" said the old man.

'I "True; I must think about that after the funeral. Of
course she can't leave the house while her mother's corpse
remains in it," said Alexander, musingly.

And he mused so long that he forgot the presence* of
Dorset, until he happened to look up and see the old man
still standing respectfully waiting orders.

"Oh !-you may go now," he then said.
And the old servant bowed and retired.
The next day at noon the funeral took place. The

clergyman's widow was carried to her grave in the cemetery
attached to the church to which she belonged.

Drusifla, the sok mourner, rode in a coach with Alexan-
der. Her head, heavy with sorrow, rested on his shoulder,
and his arm encircled her waist. She never thought
whether this was right or wrong. She was borne \ down
with grief, and she leaned upon him who was her o~ly
earthly support arid comfort,

8he had never even thought of putting herself into
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"decent n~ourning" for her lost mother. She was still
wearing black for old Mrs. Lyon, and sc~ she really needed
no new outfit, except the black crape bonnet and heavy
crape veil; and these the forethought of the women servants
had provided her ~with.

Alexander sustained his "child" through all the last
trying scene by the open grave. .And when it was closed
he took her home.

On entering the house he gave her into the charge of the
motherly Molly, with orders that she, Drusilla, should take
a cup of tea, and go to her room and lie down for the rest
of the day. This was Thursday.

On Friday Alexander wrote to his cousin, giving an
account of the housekeeper's death and burial, and saying
that henceforth he intended to adopt Drusilla, and that he
should take her back to school on the following Monday.

Could Alexander~ have foreseen the bitter mortification he
was destined to meet there he would as soon have plunged
into a fire as entered that school-house.

Drusilla, grievix~g incessantly, kept her room until Sun-
day, when she came downt to breakfast for the first time
since the funeral.

Alexander received her as if she had indeed been his
daughter or his belove&younger sister. He kissed her ~nd
placed her in her seat. In the course of the meal he told
her that on the next day he should take her back to The
Irving Institute to resume and continue her studies until
she should graduate.

Drusilla tried to express her acquiescence in the plan,
and her thanks for his kindness, but her voice faltered, and
her eyes filled with tears.

He looked wistfully in her face and read her thoughts,
and answered them.

"You weep at the idea of being sent away~from "

He hesitated, and then continued: "from all you have left
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to love at a time when you want so much consolation. My
dear child it is necessary for more reasons than one.~ Dut I
shall spend the winter here as usual, Drusilla, and I will go
to see you at the school at least twice a week."

"I know that you are very good and all 9~at you do is
perfectly right. I do not question these. 13U( I must
weep a little, and I feel you will have patience with your
child," she murmured.

"~y child never tries my patience,~~ said Alexander,
tenderly.

They arose from the table.
Alexander was rather a negligent Christian, but oii this

day he attended Drusilla to church.
On Monday morning he ordered the carriage, and took

her to school.
When they arrived they were (shown as usual into the

visitors' parlor, where they waited while the parlor-maid
took Mr. Lyon's card up to the principal.

A longer interval than usual on such occasions passed.
before the door swung open, and the stately Mrs. Irving
entered. She bowed to Mr. ryon, and started slightly
on seeing Drusilla, and betrayed as much surprise and
annoyance as it was possible for so cultivated and self-
possessed a lady to exhibit. She sat down, however, and
waited for her visitor to open his business.

"I have brought your pupil back to you, Madam," said
Mr. Lyon, bowing and waving his hand towards Drusilla,.
who immediately arose and curtsied to her former school-
mistress, and then resumed her seat.

Alit" said the lady, very coldly, ." I regret to say that
it is not convenient for us to receive Miss Sterling."

Alexander looked surprised, not so much at tha words as
at theTcoldne'ss with which they were uttered.

"I am sorry to hear you say so, Madam. Your house is
fu1~ then, I presume."
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The lady hesitated for a moment, and then seeing that
~Ir. Lyon was looking at her and waiting for an answer,
she said:

"No, it is not full."
Alexander was more surprised than ever.
"Then, Madam, may I ask why-but I beg your pardon;

you have certainly the right unde~ any circumstances to
decline a pupil. I would be glad to know, however,
whether Miss Sterling's tuition fees were in arrears at the
time she was temporarily withdrawn, or if they are so
now?"

"No, sir; Mrs. Lyon settled the ~

"Then why-Again I beg pardon; I have no right, per..
haps, to ask your reason for declining to receive my ward.
But I will venture to say that if there was any misunder-
standing as to the cause of her withdrawal twelve, months
ago, I am happy to assure you that it was from no di~satis-
faction with the school or its teachers, or its discipline; and,
in short, that no off was meant, and .1 hope none was
taken."

"None, I assure you sir; for we all quite understood that
Miss Sterling was taken from school to attend upon her
guardian, Mrs.. Lyon."

Alexander's surprise grew into amazement. If the
school was not full, if the schoobbills were punctually paid,
if no offence had been given or taken, why in the name
of wonder should the school mistress decline to receive
back into her charge a profitable pupil.

"Madam," he said, rising to go, "I cannot demand an
explanation of your refusal to receive my ward-"

"And I would rather not give one, sir," interrupted the
lady, forgetting in her haste that it was not courteous to cut
short a gentleman's words, and that she herself would have
rebuked any pupil of her school for doing such a thing.

"I was about to say, Madam, that I could not demand

4
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such an explanation as a right, but that I would ask it as a
favor. I will take 'Miss Sterling back to the carriage and
return here immediately if you will ~be so kind as to await
me.

"But, sir-" commenced the lady.
Alexander only bowed low in~ response, took the hand of

Drusilla and drew it nuder his ann and led her from the
room and the house, and placed her in the carriage.

He told 'the coachman to stop 'there, and then he went
back to the parlor, where he found the principal, of the
school still waiting.

"Madam," he commepced, gravely but courteously stand-
ing before her, "there is something more in your refusal to
receive my ward than appears. I respectfully ask you to
tell me what it is."

"And I entreat you, sir, as you are a gentleman, not to
press the question," said Miss Irving very coldly.

"Believe me, Madam, if I only were concerned I would
press no unwelcome question upon any lady; but this is the
case of an orphan girl who, for no fa~dt of hers, has received
a mortifying repulse. Forgive me if I still in

an explanation." ust press for
"Sit dQwn, sir, and if you must have it, I do not think

Drusilla Sterling a fit or proper associate for the young
ladies who are under my care."

"Madam! Is it possible that in a~ democratic' country
like this, the mere fact that a young girl happens ~to b~ the
daughter' of a respectable housekeeper should exclude her

from the scho~A where young ladies are educated? Consider;
her mother, though in some sort a domestic servant, was
still a 'most -respectable person, the widow of a Baptist
preacher," said Alexauder~ with ill suppressed vexation.

"Sir, it is not the girl's position, but her oh
~s soobj~ctionable." ' ' ' - aracter, that

"M~n~&x !"' e~c1aiined' Alexander, firing up.
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"You have, by forcing me to an explanation, sir, brought
all this unpleasantness ~ipon yourself. I would willingly
have spared my own feelings and yours by keeping silent,"
said the lady, very gravely.

"Madam, you have now said too much not to say more.
Who is it that dares to question the blameless character of
my young ward?"

"Common rumor, sir f"
"Common rumor 1" exclaimed the young. man, starting

up. Then controlling his excited passion, and re-seating
himself; he inquired grimly-" What is the nature of this
injurious rumor?"

"Her name is associated with yours in a manner that
must be fatal to the, reputation of any young girl."

Alexander stared blankly at the lady for a moment, and
then exclaimed:

"Heaven and earth, Madam, what is it that you mean?"
"Sir, it is not courteous to cross-question me in this man-

ner," said Mrs. Irving, blushing between embarrassment
and anger.

"Not courteous! (Am I to be on courteous' terms with
one who is stabbing.-Madam, if you were not a woman~-~
But let that pass. I now insist upon knowing what* you
mean by saying that Drusilla Sterling's spotless name
is associated with mine in a manner that must be fatal
'to her," indignantly exclaimed Alexander.

"It is said, then, that you are her favored lover,
with no intention of becoming "her husband," coldly and
curtly answered the lady.

"Heaven of Heavens!" exclaimed the young man,
'starting up and striding across the room in his excite-
nient, "was ever such an infamous calumny !-.-Your
author, Madam! I demand to know your. author!" he
at length said, standing before her, pale with fury.

"I said common rumor," quietly replied Mrs. 'Irving.
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"No, but that will not do! Common rumor is an irre-
sp9n~sible thing'. I must have your author-.one who can
be called to account, and made to walloww the c4umny,
though it should chqke the calumniator."

"Then, sir, I fear you will have t call my whole school,
with its patrons behind it, to account. For this rumor
came in with the pupils who returned to the school after
the Christmas holidays. They heard it at their homes, or
in the social circles of the city where it was spoken of. Of
course, when this report came to the knowledge of the
teachers, they severely rebuked their pupils for such sort
of conversation. I know nothing of the truth or falsehood
of this report; it is quite enough that such exists to banish
its subject, guilty or innocent, from young ladies' society."

Alexander resumed his hurried walk to and fro in the
room in much distress of mind. Then, pausing once more
before the lady, he said:

"Niadam, I am wounded to the quick by these cruel and
fatal shibders. But would it not have been more womanly,
more Christian in you to have defended the good name of
that innocent girl and friendless orphan ?--Friendless, but
for my. friendship, which seems to have been her bane."

"Sh', you must please to remember that my position as
the principal of a young ladies' academy is a peculiar one.
Had I even known your ward to be blameless, I could not,
in the face of such reports, have received her without
breaking up my school. Every pupil would have been re-
move~ by her friends, nor could I have blamed them. I
~egre~ to have pained you; but please also to remember
that you brought this pain upon yourself by insisting on
an explanation."

"And I was right ! And I will drag the foul slander
farther into .the light. Some one originated it, and. I will
make it my first business to diseovef' and punish the orig..
mater. Good morning, Madam."
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And with a very ceremonious bow .Alexander Lyon left
the room.

When he entered the carriage, and seated himself by
Drusilla's side, she turned to him with a sweet, bright, con..
finding look, that smote him to the heart.

"Oh, do not smile on me so, my child! I have been too
thoughtless of your good. But you shall have justice-full
justice-grand justice! By the heavens above, you shall,
cost it what it may I" he exclaimed.

She looked at him now in much distress, and filtered
forth the question:

"Will you tell me what has so disturbed you?"
He reflected for a moment, and then answered firmly,

though kindly:
"No, Drusilla-not for the world. To tell you would be

to wrong you. Trust in me, my
"Oh, I do, I do, as I trust in heaven!" she answered,

fervently.
"And I will never betray That innocent trust, and may

the Lord deal with me as I shall deal with you, my child!"
he said, reverently lifting his hat.

In the meantime the carriage, bowling along at a rapid
rate, brought them back to the house.

"You have forborne to ask me what passed in my inter-
view with the school mistress, (Satan fly away with her!"
he muttered between his teeth,) "and you have done well.
If the conversation had been proper for you~ to hear, I
should have repeated it to you," said Alexander, as they
entered the house."

"But I trust in you," Drusilla replied, as she bowed her
head, and then~ went up stairs to take off her bonnet.

Alexander Lyon went into the morning sitting-room and
rang the bell, and then dropped, half dead with trouble,
into his leather arm-chair.

Old Dorset answered the summons.

K



140 THE CHANGED ~UIDES.

"Come here-close to me," said the young man.
And D~set, flexedd and disturbed by the looks and

manners of his master, approached.,
"Dorset, you.' are an old, faithful and very discreet ser-

vant," commenced Mr. Alexander.
Dorset bowed humbly and silently,
"I wish to speak to you upon a very delicate subject,

which I would not name to any other person in the house,
or even to you, except under the most urgent necessity.
Dorset.-.." He paused, as if he found the greatest diffi-
culty in proceeding. And Dorset bowed again, and waited
in respectfuL attention. "Dorset," he resumed, "while
Miss Sterling has been in this house, have you heard any
rumor prejudicial to her good name?"

The old servant bowed his head upon his breast, and re-
mained in a deep silence of grief and mortification.

"That is enough!~~ said the young man, grimly; "your
silence is more eloquent than words. But now open your
mouth and speak, to tell me who started these reports, for,
by the father of lies, I swear to visit them heavily upon
the head of the slanderer!"

The old servant shook his gray locks slowly and sadly,
* and then answered:

"Ah, my dear master! in that case, I fear, you would
* have to punish the dead, and I scarcely believe that you
would do that if you could, or could do it if you would."

"What do you mean, old man?"
"Ah, sir, you might ah~iost guess. The report started

with that poor, mad woman's fancies about you having
married her daughter."

Alexander sprang from his chair, struck his forehead, and
then sinking into his seat again, murmured:

"I 'might have foreseen this; I ought to have foreseen it
when I humored and almost encouraged the poor creature
in her illusions. But how did this get out?"
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"Well, sir, it was in this way: her church friends came
to see her, and she babbled to them about your fancied
marriage with her daughter, which, of course, none of
them believed. If you remember, sir, in. speaking of the
poor woman's death, I told you she died easy and not too
soon, for that she had grown more and more foolish every
day. It seemed heartless to say so, sir, but indeed it was
true; for from babbling of your m~r4age with her, daughter,
she got to babbling about your wronging of her daughter,
in the very worst way a gentleman, could wrong a young
woman."

"'Good heavens! was ever such a fatal calamity?" cried
Alexander, starting up and pacing the room in great ex-
citement. "Oh, my child! my child! my lamb! my dove!
my dear, dear Drusilla! Go on, old man! go on! what
next?~~

"Sir, they to whom she babbled believed this last lie,
and took it into their addled heads that the mother's mad-
ness was caused by the daughters ruin, and went and re-
ported as they believed."

"Who were they?"
"Women, sir, more the pity! women of the church-old

women who came to take tea and talk scandal ~with the
housekeeper.~~

"And did Drusilla-did my poor child hear all this?"
"I think not, sir. Mad as the mother was, she had

sense enough left to send her daughter out of the room
whenever she was about~ to babble. No, sir; I feel sure
Miss Drusilla knows nothing about it."

"Thank heaven for that! She shall never know."
"These reports, sir, caused me, in writing to you of the

housekeeper's death, to ask you what should be done with
Miss Drusilla; for I knew that this house was no longer a
proper home for her, as I took the liberty of hinting t~ you,
sir; for. though Molly and myself axA indeed all the ser-
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vants, did all we could to put a stop to these rumors, we could
not succeed in doing it. And so, sir," repeated the old
man, "I made so bold as to ask you what should be done
with Miss Drusilla."

"I know NOW what shall be done with her. SHE SHALL

BE MARRIED!,' said Alexander Lyon, grimly. "And now,
Dorset, you may go; and remember, not one word of this
interview to any living creature!" he added.

"Surely not, sir," said the old man, bowing himself out
of the room, and much wondering, if Miss Drusilla was to
be married, where Mr, Lyon meant to find her a husband.

CHAPTER XI.

JOY FOR DRUSILLA.

by trickled in her tears. Joy filled the sob
That rocked her heart till' alu~ost heard tothrob;
And paradise was breathing in the sigh
Of nature's child, in nature's eo~tacy.-Bmoi~.

WHILE Alexander Lyon paced the floor of his study,
trembling with shame and anger, Drusilla sat in her little
chamber, smiling with delight. The same event that
thrilled his soul with a sense of wrong and mortification,
filled her heart with joy. She was not to go back to school.
She was to stay home with him; and this was all sufficient
to her happiness. She neither knew, nor guessed, nor cared
why she had been declined, as a pupil by Mrs. Irving. She,
had a vague impression that the school was full, or the
staff of teachers incomplete; but she was too entirely
absorbed in the happy thought of. being at home for good
with him, to speculate about the reason ~by she was so.

During the last twelve months, while in attendance upon
her late benefactress, and also while with her lost mother,

Drusilla had had the entire charge of Alexander's wardrobe.
To keep it in perfect order was with her a labot of love.
So, on this morning, when she was so unexpectedly and joy-
fully reprieved from banishment, she sat down with her
little work-basket beside her, and occupied the hours in
darning small holes in silk and lambs-wool socks.; and so
neatly she darned, that it would have required ~sharp eyes

*to have found out where the recent reBts had been. She
worked and sang at her work, for her heart was overflowing
with happiness.

AhI even her mother was for the moment forgotten.
Late in the afternoon she was sent for to join Mr. Lyon

at dinner.
She merely smoothed her hair and put on a fresh collar

and pair of cuffs, and then went down into the dining-s
room.

There had always been kindness and gentleness in his
manner to her. But now, as he arose to meet her, there
was a tenderness in his expression that she had never seen
before.

"My poor child! You are smiling; I really believe you
are glad to be back *at home,~~ he said,~ as he placed her in
her chair.

"Indeed I am, very giad,~~ answered Drusilla, truthfully.
"Well, then-so am I," said Alexander, smiling on her;

and then adding, in a lower tone-"' It is fate; who can
resist it?"

He' helped her to the most delicate morsels, from each
dish. And to please him she tried to eata little; but, in
truth, joy as surely takes appetite away as grief does; and
added to her j~y in being at home was a strange, vague pre-
sentiment of something about~to happen, something immi-
nent and momentous. All the spiritual atmosphere around
her seemed as full of this, as the air before a storm is full
of electricity.

t
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Alexander ate no more than she did. And neither
spoke often or much.

At length, when they had lingered some time over the
dessert,~ he arose and said:

"My child, are you too shy to withdraw, and are you
waiting for me to dismiss you? Go, then, into the
drawing-room, and 'presently I will come to yog there,
and you~ shall give me a cup of tea," and so saying he
opened the door, and held it open for her to pass out. (

"Mi'. Alexander--you are glad F am not going back to
school, are you ~not?" she inquired, doubtfully and anxious-
ly, as she paused in the door-way and raised her beautiful
beseeching eyes to-his face.

"Yes! by all my hopes of happiness, I am glad!,' he
suddenly exclaimed; and then he added.-.-(" I am always
glad to have my fate decided for me,") and then ~gain laugh-
ing lightly, he said-" There, go away, little love! I will
join you presently."

Drusilla went to the drawing-room; but she did not sit
down; she walked slowly up and down the room, strangely
perturbed by that presentiment, of which she could not yet
know whether, it was to be one of joy or great woe.

Alexander remained in the dining-room alone; not'drink-
ing wine, or smoking cigars; neither of these small vices
affected him. He was sbnply trying to commune with
himself; a difficult task to one so unused to self-examination
as Mr. Lyon. He had always loved his beautiful pet, more
than 'he h.aa ever loved any ot4~er living creature; and always,
as he supposed, in a fatherly, or elder brotherly sort of
fashion: But lately this pure love had burst forth into a
fierce passion. From the hour in which he had soothed her
sorrow, and'Iiushed her to rest on his bosom, and gazed on
her sleeping beauty, he had longed to make that beauty' his
own forever. True, from the very first, he had combatted
this pa~ssion. From the very moment that he found himself

contemplating the' beautiful girl with other feelings than
became the brotherly love he professed for her, he put her
from his arms, and tried to put her from his heart, and made
arrangements for placing her entirely out of his sight and
out of his way, in the safe refuge of her school. How and
why she was rejected by the principal of that school, the

'reader already knows.
The very fact of rejection threw her back upon his hands,

while the cause of it appealed to his manhood in her
behalf.

When sinners can find no other excuse for sin, they plead
fat~

Alexander, sitting and gazing dreamily into the lights
and shadows of his glowing coal fire, said to himself' that
fate had set itself against his union witliAnna, and fate had
thrown Drusilla into his arms. He recalled the facts that
his wedding with Anna, twice fixed, had been twice stopped
by the hand of death; that Anna did not love him, and did
love Richard Hammond: that he himself did not love Anna,
but loved Drusilla; that Drusilla loved him, and had most
innocently suffered reproach and injury on his account;
that he had striven to overcome his passion for the beauti-
fiil orphan, even to the extent of taking her to school with
the full intention of leaving her there, but that she had
been repulsed and thrown back upon' his charge.

He had decided that in all this was the irresistible hand of
fate. This and many other arguments he used to persuade
himself that it would be'altogether right for him to giv~e up
his cousin Anna, and take to his bosom the beautiful orphan
Drusilla.

And this woi4ld have been right, if. he had' only chosen to
do it in the right way. If he had, written to his betrothed
and told I~er all that he told himself, there is no doubt that
she would have' gladly released him from his engagement;
and then if he had asked Drusilla to be hi~ wife, and had
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married her in the face of all the world, his course would
have been upright and honorable. But he did none of
these things. Ajexander Lyon was proud, and he wished
to satisfy his love, without sacrificing his pride, so he re~
solved that his marriage with the late housekeeper's daugh..
ter, should be a strictly secret one.

Having made up his mind, he arose and walked into the
diawing..room, where he found Drusilla still slowly pacing
up and down t~e floor.

"Why, you restless little creature! One would think
your thoughts had been as perturbed as my own. Come,
now! tell me truly, ~vhat you are dreaming of," ~id
Alexander, possessing himself of her hand, and drawing
her down by hi~ side on the sofa.

Something in his look and manner, something that she
- had never seen there before, startled and almost terrified

her. For the ffrst time, in all their association, a swift, hot
blush swept over her face and neck, crimsoning both, so
that Alexander, already' half mad' with love, thought her
more beautifdr and bewitching than ever.

"Come now! of what were you thinking?" he persisted.
"Indeed, I do not know; I have forgotten ;-.of nothing,

I believe; I was x~ot thinking; I was.~-trembling," fal-
tered the girl.

"Trembling, my darling? Why should: ~ou tremble?
N~o evil shall come near you while I live," said Alexander,
tenderly. "Come, tell me why you were trembling?"

"It was-but you will laugh at me?"
No

,indeed, my sweet-"
sort of presentiment that oppressed me,"

said Drusilla, in a tone 'deepened with awe.
"A humming-bird is said to tremble before an approach-

ing storm, though no cloud be in the sky. You ere as sen-
sitive as a humming-bird, my pet; do you tremble at am
approaching storm?" smiled Alexander, gently caressing
her.'

For the first time in her life, she shrank from him, yet
immediately wondered at and reproached herself 1~or doing
so.

"Come, my love, is it ~a good or evil presentiment that
overawes you ~

"I do not know even that much. I have felt all the
evening as if something was hanging. over me~-.I cannot
tell what. Yes, the air. is full of electricity," she said, and
stopped and shuddered.

"My child, superstitious people sa~r that dreams and preim
sentiments go by contraries. If you dream of a death, It
is a sign of a wedding; if you have a foreboding of evil, it
is a sign some good is about to happen to you."

"But~ I do not know whether my foreboding is of good
or evil," she said, softly smiling.

"I will tell you, then, my darling. It is of both, since
it foreshadows love and marriage, 'Drusilla, he answered,
gravely.

She started slightly, shrank a little, and raised her eyes
timidly to his face, but dropped them instantly, and blushed
beneath the ardent gaze with which he was regarding her.

"Drusilla," he said, panting and speaking low, "do you
know how I love you?"

Had he asked her this question a week before, speaking
in his usual tone, she would have answered him promptly
and sweetly and calmly.

But now she only trembled very much, without being
able 'x utter a word.

"Do you know how I love you, Drusilla?" he panted
low, stealing his arm around her waist.

"Oh, don't,~sir I please don't!" gasped the girl, fright..
ened at his caress.

"Don't what, my darling ~ he whispered, drawing her
closer to his heart.

"Oh, don't.! let me go, please!" she faltered, gently
frying to free herself. -~
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a ~ Don't let you go, please 1' I don't intend to, my

beautiful darling," said Alexander, ~passionately pressing
his lips to hers.

that' moment the door was 'pushed gently open by
Dorset, who entered with t~ie tea-tray, and ~stood still in as~
tonishment.

"What the-#.?.---What do you want here?" angrily
demanded Alexander barely able 'to 'repress an oath, as he
saw Dorset and hastily released Drusilla.

"If 'you please, sir, it is the tea tray," said the old man,
in growing wonder.

"'Hang the tea tray! What do you mean by bringing it
here before it 'is wanted?"

~' Be~ pardon, sirs but it' is nine o'clock, when I idlers
brings it."

"Then why don't you knock before entering a room?
You servants are perfect vandals in your rudeness."

"Please, sir,~ I never was used to knock in the old
Madam's time, so I did not know as I was expected to do it
now;' but beg pardon, sir, I will callers knock for the
future."

"Put the tray down and go..-No, stay and wait,"
growled Alexander, beginning to feel conscious that if his
kiss was' an' indiscretion, his fuss with the old man's inter-
ru~tion of 'it was a still greater one.

Dorset obediently sat the tray down on the table,
arranged the tea service, bowed,' and stood waiting.'

~rDrusilla, my little daughter, you must preside," said
.&lexauder, trying 'to give a paternal aspect to his affection
for the orphan.

'Drusilla, blushing deeply, took her pla~e at the table and
poured out the tea.

.Alexander purposely kept his old" servant in waiting until
they had finished. Then he bid Dorset remove the service.

As soon' as he found himself alone with Drusilla, 'he saw
that the girl was trembling, excessively.

"Don'~tbe alarmed, dear love, 'and don't ~ he
said, drawing his chair beside her. "I asked you ,just now
if you knew how I loved you. You 4id not reply~ but I
will answer the question for you. No,' Drusifla, you 4on't
know. how I love, for I love you 50 much that I wish to
make you m~own forever and ever. Drusilla, you must be
my wife, never to be partied from me again.~~

She looked up in' his face, her arched brows, dilated eyes
and parted lips expressing amazement, delight, and even
terror.

"You will be n~y wife, Drusilla?" he whispered, drawing
her towards him.

And then her overwrought heart found relief' iii tears,
and she wept freely on ~his bosom. When at length s~ie
ceased to sob, and grew quiet, he bent his head down to
hers and whispered:

"All this means ~yes,~ does it 'not, my oiV'ii ?"

"But-but---Miss Anna I" murmured the girl, scarcely
trusting her voice to speak.

"Oh, Miss .Anna-." He nearly uttered an oath con-
signing his cousin to perdition, but he caught himself in
time, and added: "Miss Anna and myself &~re parted (by a
hundred miles of space,") was>his mental reservation the
first.

"She has broken with you, then?" said Drusilla, who
never dreamed of such a possibility' as. his breaking faith
with any Qne.

"Yes, she has, (in 'effect,") was his mental reservation
the second.

"Oh, how could.~-how could she' do it ?". inq~iire&
Drusilla, incredulously; for to her fond, worshipping heart,
it seei~ed that any woman who cotild' break faith with
Alexander must be insane or lost.

"She loves Richard Hammond's little linger more' than
she does' my immortal soul! (Come that is wholly true, at
all events,") he added mentally.

jR'
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"And you are grieved at this?" murmured the gii'l,
iz~ournftil1y.

" I! I grieved at it? I never was~ so glad of anything in
my life! My child, I never loved Anna except as a cousin.
She never loved me in any other than a cousinly way. We
Were betrothed by our parents-~--a sure process to prevent
our ever falling in love with each other. Ours was to be
'a union of hands and a union of lands,' but not 'a union
of hearts.' We really never wished to marry each other.
She loved Richard as well as she can love anybody, and I
~-I love you. as I never loved any other. Come, my
darling, you are to be'niine forever."

"But Mr. Alexander-a poor girl like myself-your late
housekeeper's child-only ~alf' educated, too-I am not fit
to be your wife," she said, raising her meek eyes to his face,
and then suddenly dropping them.

"Not fit to be my wife! If you are not, it is only be-
cause you areso much too good for me!" vehemently ex-.
claimed Drusilla's love; and he spoke the truth.

*" Oh no! Oh no! please do not say such things to me.
I am but a poor, ignorant child, of very humble position.
You ar~ a gentleman of rank and wealth. Indeed, sir, it

is not suitable..-.-"
"Drusilla! You do not love me!" he exclaimed, as if

he had been charging her with a great sin.
ADyear before, she would have thrown her arms around

his ne~,k, and amid tears and caresses, she would have
assured him that she loved him more than all others on
earth. But she could make no such protestations now,
though her love for him had in this year grown and strength-
ened, uutil it absorbed her whole being. She could only
taise a~ quick and~ quickly withdrawn deprecating glance to
his face.

"Come, that means that you do love me a little. If so,
let we be the *jndge of your fitness to be my wife," ho
said, looking tenderly down on her bowed face.
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"I know you must be the best judge," she meekly
admitted.

"Then, it i§ a settled thing. You axe to be my own," he
whispered.

"If you think that a poor girl like myself can comfort
you for the loss of Miss Anna-"

"Bosh! I beg your pardon, little love. But I don't need
comfort for the~ loss of Miss Anna. I require congratula-
tions rather. Didn't 'I tell you that I never was so glad of
anything in my life? And didn't I give you half a dozen
reasons of being glad of it? I want you to be my love
and joy. Come, darling, will you be my wife? Try to

She stooped and whispered-
"I will be anything you wish me to. If you should tell

me to go and be a nun, I would go and be ~
He was not more than half pleased with this answer,

which he did not understand.
"So you only consent to marry me because I ask you to

~do it; and not because you love me, 6r because to do so
would make you happy?" he asked.

Again her shy, soft eyes were lifted to his face with a
pleading glance and then cast down.

"Answer me, Drusa," he said.
"It would make me happy to do anything you should ask

me to do; for I love to feel that I belong to you, to do your
bidding; and that you have a right to dispose of me as
you please," she murmured, in a very low and timid
tone, hesitating and blushing to utter her own pure
thoughts.

"This, is devotion, this is submission, but it may not be
the love that makes happiness. Drusilla, apart from all
this-your pleasure in pleasing me. Will it make you in
yourself happy to, be my wife and spend your whole life by
my side?" he earnestly inquired.

k
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happy as an angel iu Heaven," she aspirated, in ~
low and fervent tone.

He caught her closer to his bosom and pressed her
there; he pressed kisses on her lips, her cheeks, her brow;
he called her by every endearing name-.

Therp came a gentle, discreet knock at the door.
"Well! Who's there? Come in!" said Mr. Alexander

impatiently, as he gently put Drusilla off his knee.
The door opened and Dorset appeared.
"What now? I really believe you are wantonly trying

my temper!" exclaimed Alexander.
If you please, sir, I thought maybe you had retired,

and I came to rake out the fire and turn off the gas, as
usual, before going to bed myself."

"What! at this hour?"
"Beg pardon, sir, but this is the usual hour."
Alexander looked up at the clock on the niantlepiece,

and saw with surprise, that it was past eleven.
"My little daughter, I have kept you up too late. You

must go to rest now. Good night," he said, taking a bed..
room candle from the side table, lighting it, and putting ii;
in the ~iands of Drusilla, who immedhttely Withdrew.

She weht to her room in a delirium of joy, every nerve
thrilling, heart i~eating, brain whirling with joy. To be
Alexandeis wife! It was a Heaven of Heavens she bad
never dreamed of. She dropped on her knees beside her
bed, and fervently thanked God for her great happiness.

CHAPTER XII.

A REALLY HAPPY BRIDE.

How beautiful she looked, her conscious heart
Glowed in her.cheek and yet she felt nor~wrong.
Oh, love, how perfect thy majestic art,,
Strengthening the weak and trampling on the strong I
How self~deceitful is the sagest part
~fl mortalswhom thy art hath led along.-BmON. *

I SAID that joy takes away the appetite as surely as
grief does; and joy as well as grief banishes repose.
silla lay awake, in a happy reverie, until near morning,
when she fell into fitful slumber8 that soon deepened into
dreamless sleep.

It was late jn the forenoon when she awoke.
Ah! how many of us have awakened from such deep

insensibility to the consciousness of some. heavy but unde-
fined and half-forgotten woe, that all too soon takes shape
and distinctness to confront and overwhelm us!

Drusilla, on the contrary,. awoke in the golden mist of
some great but vague joy, that soon shaped itself into the
thought that she was to be the wife of one she loved more
than her own soul, and only less than her God:

But such exultation of the spirit seldom lasts long.
Before the girl had finished her simple morning toilet,

her joy was sunk in remorseful tenderness that she could
rejoice in anything so soon after her poor mother's death.
And ~he wept; but though less exultant, she was scarcely
less happy.

She went down into the morning sitting-room. Alexan~
der had waited for her, because he would not breakfast
without her. 'He met her with a radiant smile, and he
welcomed her with a warm embrace.

After breakfast, he spoke to her of his plans for the
future. He tol4~her that he wished their marriage to take
place almost immediately.
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She timidly expressed her feelings ~n this subject; the
equal pain she woi~ild feel in opposing his wishes on the one
hand, or, in marrying so soon after her mother's death on
the other.

"But why should you feel pain at the thought of marry-
ing so soon after your poor mother's death, my darling?"
tenderly inquired her l9ver.

"It would seem heartless; it would seem disrespectful to
her memory?" said the orphan.

"Not at all, my love. Daughters are sometimes, when
expedient,, married eveft beside the death-beds o~ their
mothers. You have heard or read of such cases?"

"Then why should you feel any scruple in marrying, if
expedient, within a few weeks after your dear mother's
deceased "

"But is it expedient?" she inquired.
"It is more. It is absolutely necessary. We must

immediately marry, or-PAUT."
This last word struck her like a shot, as he intended that

it should. She started, drew back, and gazed at him in
consternation.

"Drusilla, my innocent, ignorant child, does it not occur
to you that it would be wrong for you, a young girl, and I,
a young man, to live alone together, or with only servants
in the house, unless we were married?" he gravely
inquired. -

She flushed crimson over face and neck, but had no word
to reply..

"Drusilla, we must be married immediately," he said,
firmly, striking "while the iron was hot."

"But-so soon after my poor mother's death. To be
made so happy, when I enght to be weeping for her," fal~
tered the girl.

"My darling, you shall weep for a year if you like, so
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that you weep in my arms, and give me ~ legal right to
hold you there. Come, Drusilla! If our wedding were
going to be a gay one, with fine dresses, and fine company
and festivities, you might, indeed, object that it would be
showing disrespect to your mother's memory. But I pro-
pose that our wedding shall be a very very quiet one, as
quiet as if it were solemnized at a death-bed. Come, what
do you, say to that?"

"Mr. Alexander, I know you would not lead me into the
least departure from the duty I owe to the memory of my.
dear, lost mother. Decide for me; Mr. Alexander," she
said very sweetly.

"Then I will. But leave out the 'Mr.,' my darling. I
do not like the formality of that word from your sweet
lips. Shall I decide for you in all things, my pet?"

"In all things, yes. Whom have I in the world: but
you?" she said, lifting her dove-like eyes confidingly to
his face.

"No one indeed-thank heaven!" exclaimed Alexander,
with triumph in 't~he thought of how entirely this delicate,
helpless, dependent child lay in his power and at his mercy.

The thought should h~e awakened his magnanimity;
l~ut, unhappily, it only flattered his selfishness.

He did decide all things for her. He decided that their
marriage should be a strictly secret one; and he gave her
plausible reasons why it must be so; but she needed for
this, no other reason than his will. lie decided that the
house in Richmond was too gloomy in its associations of
insanity, illness, and death, for their habitation, and that
they should go to Washington to spend the winter. And
he arranged that he himself should go in advance to the
capital city arid secure a borne; and that on the receipt of a
certain letter which he should write, she should secretly
leave the house and join him in Washington.

To all this iDrusilla readily agreed. In the fulnoss of
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her faith she had placed her Late in his hands and left it
there.

This plan was carried out. The same day he told his
old servant that urgent business called him away from
home, and that he should leave 'for Baltimore the next
morning.

Dorset, prompt and punctual, had his master's portm'an..
teau packed and his breakfast on the table by eight o'clock.

And Mr. Alexander left Richmond by the nine o'clock
train for ~Baltimore, intending to take the next day's
4rain from the latter city to Washington.

Drusilla knew that she could not hear from him for three
or four days, so she waited three day8 and then went to the
post-office, where, for greater secrecy, her letters were to be
left until called for. Here she found a letter-the first
genuine love letter she had ever received. She had, from
childhood, writt~u many letters to Alexander, and received
many from him-all, his and her's, filled with love, but not
such love as this. Drusilla eagerly read it over in the office,
and then, "all on fire with joy," she hui~ried home and
locked herself in her own room, to feast on her letter undis-
turbed and at leisure.

Ever day she, went to the post-office, and every day she
received one of these ardent o~tpourings of love.

Alexander had been absent about ten . days, when one
morning on inquiry, she received a letter that summoned
her at once to Washington.

That night Drusilla quietly packed her carpet bag with a
few necessaries, and before day the next morning she
slipped out of the house and took the early train for Wash-
ington.

The train reached Alexandria early in the afternoon, and
Prusilla found her lover on the p\~tform at the station.

"Come, dear love," he said, "I have a carriage waiting.
Wa ~rnust be married in this town, and then I will take you
to Washington."
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In a flutter of delight and embarrassment she let l~iim
take her from the train and place her in the carriage.

He told the coachman to drive to Duke street, and as
soon as thm~arriage was in motion, he caught his bride in
his arms an~ pressed her to his bosom, amid the fondest
caresses and tenderest words of endearment.

He was interrupte~l at length by the stopping of the
coach, and the voice of the coachman inquiring:

"Where in Duke Street am I to drive, if you please,
sir?"

"To the Reverend Mr. Hopper's-~fle new Methoaist
preacher's," replied Alexander.

And a few more turns of the wheels bright the carriage
to the house indicated.

Alexander lifted his trembling companion to the sidewalk,
and then led her up the steps to the door of Mr. Hopper's
residence. an4j him into a

A servant answered his knock, showed
plainly furnished parlor, where sat the preacher and the
family, dressed in their 'Sunday's best, and apparently
waiting the bridal pair.

Mr. Hopper arose at once and shook hands with the bride..
groom, and presented him to his-the preacher's-mother
and sisters.

Alexander, in turn; presented his bride to the ladies of
the house.

Then, as no time was to be lost, the young pair stood up
side by sid~ the ladies of the party arranged themselves
as attendants and witnesses, and the ceremony that made
Alexander Lyon and Drusilla~Sterling man and wife was
performed.

When the blessing had been pronounced, Alexander
saluted his "child-wife" with the almost reverential ten-
derness due to her sacred isolation.

The preacher shook* hands with both and wished them
much joy.
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Then the ladies of the family came up with their cou~.
gratulations.

The old lady kissed the youthful bride with much feeling,
saying:

"May the Lord bless you, poor, motherless little thing!
-And you, sir," she added, turning to the bridegroom-.
"Remember that her extreme youth and her recent orphan-
age claim a double- amount of tenderness.

"I know it, madam; I feel it; and I thank you for the
interest you take i my little wife," said Alexander4

JJ1e then slipped4 a hundred dollar note in the preacher's
hand, bowed his adieux to the whole
back to the carriage. party, and led his bri~e

"I am glad the dear old lady gave us her blessing

seemed to hallow our union, as much as the ceremony di
]3t1t1 wonder how she knew I was an orphan?" said
D~usilla, as they cAssed the sidewalk to the carriage door.

"I told them as much of your circumstances as I deemed
expedient to account for your coming unattended by ladies,
and in a black dress," said Alexander, as they paused while
the driver got down and opened the door.

"In a black dress! So I was married in a black dress.-
a black bombazine and crape dress, at that. The very
deepest sort of mourning!" exclaimed Drusilla, in a low
tone and with a terrified look. -

"Well, my darling, what of that?" smiled Alexander.
"Oh, it is considered a bad omen for any one, though

but a guest, to wear a black dress, even a black silk' one, to
a wedding. And for a bride to be married in black, especi..
ally in deep mourning; is the worst of all omens."

"Omens be-blessed! Are you so superstitious, little
one?"

"Ah! -who is not? I never met any one in my life who
did not' believe in this omen."

"You've lived so long in this world, you have I and
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you've met, so many people!" laughed the bridegroom, as
he put her into the carriage and seated himself beside her.

"Where am I to drive to, sir, if yo&i please?" inquired
the coachman, touching his hat, as he held the door open.

"Are your horses fresh?" demanded Mr. Lyon.
'~Quite so, sir~~
"Can they take us to Washington? The distance by

the river-road is Aine miles, I think."
"Bless you, yes, sir! why they can take you to Wash..

ington, which is nine miles, and afterwards to Bladensburg,
which is nine more, with the greatest of ease."

"All right-drive to Washington."
The coachman closed the door, mounted to his box and

started.
An hour's drive along the beautiful wooded road, follow-.

ing the south bank of the Potomac, brought the travellers
to the Long Bridge.

They crossed the river by th~t bridge and entered the
city.

The near view of Washington from that point is not en-.
couraging.

Alexander felt this as he bade his young companion look
beyond the flats of the "island" and behold the distant
and. majestic hill upon the summit of which rises our
Capitol.

The sun decP~ied towards his setting, shone full upon
the building's western front, whose walls of 'white freestone,
and windows of crystal class flashed back the rays, "in lines
of dazzling light."

Drusilla uttered an exclamation of pleasure; but was in-.
terrupted by the stopping of the carriage, and the appear-.
ance of the coachman at the door, inquiring:

"Where now, if you please, sir?"
"To Seventh street north, and out by that road to the

suburbs of the city."
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The coachman re-mounted hjs box and started his horses
once more. They crossed the canal bridge near the centre-
market, and crossed Pennsylvania Avenue, and as they went
ou~ Alexander pointed out to his companion; all the objects
of interest within the range of their vision-a' nearer view
of the Capitol, then the General Post-Office, the National
Patent Office, etc.

A half hour's drive up Seventh street north, took them
beyond the limits of the city, and into the wild, picturesque
and beautiful suburbs.

The wilderness surroundings of our National Capitol
have often been admired by strangers who are lovers of
nature, and reproached by others who can see no beauty in
anything but miles of brick walls and busy shops, or acres
of ploughed fields and growing crops. We "to the manor
born," love the wild woods and rocks and. waterfitlls so near,
as to be even within the limits of our city. A half l~iour's
drive from the Capitol in any direction will take the travel-
ler into solitudes as deep as he can find anywhere west of
the Alleghanies.

A half hour's drive up Seventh street north took our
happy ~pair quite into what seemed a country road.

It was bordered on the western side by evergreen woods,
through which 'the last rays of the setting sun were shining
and tipping every dark-hued leaf ~nd twig with golden
fire; and on the north by groves and fields and streams,
with here and there a solitary, but cheerful cottage from
whose. windows the "household fires gleamed warm and
bright."

Presently, Alexander pulled the check-string and ordered
the driver to turn into an obscure road or lane, leading into
the cedar wood on the left.

"You have never asked me where I am taking you to,
my darling," said Alexander, when they had gone about a
quarter of a mile into the woods.

"No; because my trust in you is so perfect.~~
"Had you no curiosity?"
"Oh yes; but I thought you would tell me when you

should see fit; and I knew that I should fiuid out when we
should reach the spot. I am very much pleased, however,
that our home will be in the country."

"Not the country, darling, though it looks so much like
it; only the suburbs of the city."

"It is all the same to me, and I am so glad we ar~ to live
among the trees."

"I knew you would be, love, and so I chose our home in
this neighborhood."

"But shall you not be lonesome, so far from the city;
you, who are so fond of plays and concerts and operas?"

"No, mine own. I shall be lonesome nowhere, with you
by my side. Besides, thirty minutes' drive would take us
any evening to any place of amusement ~we might wish to
attend in the city. But here we are at home!" he. said,
pulling the check-string and stopping the carriage at a rustic
gate that crossed the lane in the very midst of the wood.

Some one issued from a very small porter's lodge on the
right and opened the gate. They entered upon a semi..
circular drive, bordered on each side by cedar~trees, that led
them up to the front of a picturesque cottage orn~e, built in
a sort of composite style.

From every pretty latticed window of this little dwelling,
the lights of fires and of lamps gleamed warm welcome.

"Oh, what a lovely little wildwood home!" exclaimedf
Drusilla in delight, as Alexander lifted her from the car-
riage and seated her on a bench of the little rustic porch.

"'Business 1~efore pleasure,' my darling, he said, leaving
her there, and going back to dismiss the carriage.

lie was happy and therefore he was extravagant. H~
never asked the coachman the price of his services, but put
in his hand a twenty dollar bank note, about twice the

10
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amount of his fare; and when the latter fumbled in his
pocket-book, said quickly:

"No, II don't want any change! It is now about five

o'clock; you can easily get back to Alexandria by seven.
Good night."

The coachman was profuse in his thanks, and hoped to

' have the pleasure of driving his honor often. And he
mounted his box and drove off, no doubt wishing that he

could have a bridal party for a fare every day of his life.
And 'the bridegroom led his bride into the house.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE CHILD BRIDE AT HOME.

His house she enters tbere to be the light,
Shining within when all without is night;
A guardian angel o'er his life presiding,
Doubling his pleas~ire5. and his cares dividing..-R00fl5.

((WELCOME, mine own dear love, welcome to your home,"

fervently whispered Alexander, as he led his bride across
the threshold of the door that was held open by a pretty
and neatly7dressed negro girl.

Thq young wife smiled gratefully upon her husband, and
then looke~l around with child-like interest.

They stood in a cheerful little hall, illuminated by an
antique lamp in a stained glass shade, that shed myriads of
prismatic hues over the white and gilded wall and richly-

carpeted floor. It was a hexagon shaped hall, with a stair-
case opposite the front door, and with four other doors, two
on each side, 'opening into the drawing-room and dining-
room on the right, and the parlor and library on the left.

"This is your little maid, Pina, my dear, and she will

show you to your r~ojn, if you please," said .~.lexa~idei'.
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Drusilla turned and smiled kindly on the bright-eyed
negro girl, who took up a wax candle, and stood courtesying
and waiting orders.

"Goon then, Pina, and lead the way; I will follow,"'
sai(l IDrusilla.

And Alexander placed the carpet bag that contained all
the bride's trosseau? in the hands of the girl, who, with
another curtsey, turned and led the way up stairs to an
upper hexagon-shaped hall, with a bay window in the front

end, and four doors, two on each Bide, leading into bedrooms
and dressing-rooms.

Pina opened the front door on the right hand.
"Oh, what a sweet, what a pretty, what a delightful lit-

tlo room ~ exclaimed Drusilla, on passing the threshold.
The room deserved her praise. It had been designed by

the hands of love to please the eyes of beauty. Its colors
were white and rose. . The walls were hung with a paper of

a white ground, with a running vine of wild roses over it.
The foot was covered with a carpet white with the same
patterns of wild roses running over it, The windows were
curtained with white lace, lined with rose-colored silk. The
dressing-table that stood between the windows was draped
to match them, in white lace over rose silk. The bed was
spread with a white crochet counterpane, lined with rose
satin. The chairs and sofas were covered with white
damask embroidered in roses. All the little stands ~and
tables were in white and rose enamel.

It was a chamber to delight a child or a young girl. To
crown all,, a clear, bright wood fire was burning on the
white marble hearth.

"It is-it is, a heavenly little room!" exclaimed' Drusilla
gazing around.

"And here, ma'am, ~s the dressing place,~~ continued the
tnaid, opening an inner door, and showing her mistress into
a smaller apartment fitted up in a plainer style as a bath-'
room.
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~JJ~ The young traveller, who really needed ablutions after
her dusty ride in the train, opened her carpet bag, took out

heir dressing materials, and commenced her toilet.
Pina waited on her.
But little change could the poor bride maJie. Her car-

pet bag could not contain much. She had only brought a
few clean linen collars, cuffs, handkerchiefs, and other abso-

lute essentials.
Seeing this; her handmaid said:

ff1 "Let me carry your dress down stairs and brush it,
jIll ma'am: it won't take me ten minutes. I will bring it up

~fU quite nice by the time you are ready to put it on again."
iDrusilla thanked the little maid, %and accepted the offer.

And Pina ran away with the dress. And by the time
returned with the renovated garment.
Prusilla had taken her bath and dressed her hair~ the girl

"Supper will be served, ma am, as soon as you are ready
for it," said Pina, laying the dress over the back of a chair.

I)rusilla carefully but hastily completed her toilet, for she
was eager to see Alexander and thank him for the care and
taste he had bestowed upon the fitting up of her rooms.

As she left her chamber she found Alexander in the
hexagon-shaped hall outside. ~FJe smiled, and took her arm,
saying:

"While they are placing supper on the table I wish to
show you over our little toy palace-for it is no more."

"And no le~s! Oh, how I thank you for the beauti-

"Doll's-house!" laughed Alexander, stopping his bride
in the outpouring of her gratitude.

"Oh, but the rooms are so very beautiful ! ~ she ex-

claimed
"Why, you~have seen but two! Come, let me show you

II ~the others," he said, taking her across the little hall; abd

opening an opKposite door.
11
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The apartment they now entered corresponded in all
respects to her chamber, except that it was fitted up as a
sewing-room, and its wall paper, window curtains, chair-
covers, carpet and enamelled stands and tables were all in
white and green instead of white and rose.

"See here, my love! I remember what a domestic little
creature you were, how you lik~d to sit up stairs and sew
by the hour or the day, and h~w the very first thing you
ever wished for was a work-box, a d so I had this room fitted
up for you on purpose," said Alexander, looking in her face
to read her satisfaction.

"Oh, how good, how good you are to me I What can I
ever do to please you enough," she said.

"Love me dearly, and be very happy! That is all I ask
~ou to do," he replied. "And now look here, dear, I knew
your wardrobe would want complete refitting, and I knew
what a nice little needle-woman you were, so I have filled
these bureau drawers and wardrobes with dress goods of
every description-enough to furnish forth an Indian voyage
or a country shop," he said, as he went to one of the
bureaus and drew out the drawers, one after another, to
display their contents-rich silk, merino, and cashmere dress
patterns, all in black, purple, or gray, or other mourning or
half mourning hues; and whole pieces of fine muslin, linen,
flannel, and other "staple" commodities, and rolls of ribbon,
tape, gimp, and other dress trimmings.

"You know I had no woman's help in selecting these
articles, and a man in a milliner's establishment is just
about us much out of place as a 'bull in a china shop,~
but I did the best I could."

"They are~ beautiful," said IDrusilla, in grateful delight.
"And see here," continued Alexander,~pening the doors

of a wardrobe-and displaying. several shawls, cloaks, circu-
lars, mantillas and so forth-" as these things fit almost any
grown woman, I thought I could not wake a~ mistake in
getting them ready-made. What do you think?"
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"Oh, you-~-you are too good to me; you are extravagant
.-.-here are more than I shall wear in ten years," said Dru-
silla, between smiles and-tears.

"Not at all! There's Anna will wear twice as many
changes of apparel in ten days," he said.

"Ah, but Miss Anna is an heiress."
"And you are the wife of a-wealthy man, if not a ~'ood

one," laughed Alexander. "But come, I dare say supper
is waiting and spoiling. 'I will show you the rest of your
little house to~mo~row, and also your little carriage and pair
of ponies-"

"Oh, indeed you do too much for me.-i think I have
not been used to having such things-of my own," said
Drusilla, meekly and confusedly.

"I could not do too much for you, dear love-"
"But, Mr. Alexander
"Leave out the 'Mr.' from this time, sweet Drusa.

What were you going to say ~
"I was about to ask you, please, not to make me so many

presents.
"Oh, is that it? Why not?"
"Because-I love you. And-I only want you to give

me your love-"
"I know all that, my pet. But let your conscience~ be at

rest. Every thing I seem to give, you, as well as every thing
you have of your own is really not yours, but mines because
you yourself are mine.~~

"Is that so?" she smilingly inquired.
"Yes."
"Then so I would have it!"
While they talked they left the room, he leading the way

down the stairs, to the little drawing-room.
This was a very elegant apartment, fitted up in crimson

and gold curtains, chairs and sofas, rich mirrors and rare
paintings, and. recherch6 articles of virtu. At the lower
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end of the room a heavy curtain of crimson satin damask,
with gold bullion fringe and gold cord and tassels, hung
from the ceiling to floor.

While Drusilla was still gazing with curiosity and delight
upon the various objects of interest in the room, this cur-
tain was drawn aside as by invisible hands, revealing an
elegant little dining-room, where a luxurious supper was
spread.

Alexander, with a laughing assumption of ceremony, led
Drusilla to the head of the table, bowed, and took his place
at the foot.

A handsome negro boy, so like Pina as to be recognizable
at once for her brother, waited at table.

"My dear, this is your other servant-footman, coach-
man, and groom-all in one. He is named Leander; but
for convenience we shall call him 'Leo.' Just as we call
his sister, who exults in the imperial name of Agrippina,
simply 'Pina,"' said Alexander, as he placed the breast of
a roast pheasant onDrusilla's plate.

It was a pleasant supper, as you may judge.
And it was followed by a happy evening.

I

CHAPTER XIV.

THE WItD WOOD HOME BY DAY.

It Is a quiet picture of delight,
The pretty cottage hiding from the sun
In the thick woods. We see it not till there,
When at its porch . . . quiet's especial tcmple..-.W. G. Sixxs.

"I have the vaguest idea of the outside of our home-a
pretty brown cottage in evergreen woods-that was all I
could make out as we approached it in the twilight last

~evening; and that is all I can make ~out now, while peering
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ff41 through that crimson curtained, window," said Drusilla, as
she sat at breakfast with her husband the next morning.

"'A pretty brown cottage, in evergreen woods.' Well,
that is all you would make out' if you were to inspect the
premises most carefully every, day for a month. It is a4 new place, my little love. The house and stable only are

II finished and walled in. The grounds are not laid out or
tI~ even cleared, as you may see by the thicket crowding up to

the very windows," replied Alexander.
"But, I think I like it even better just so. There is

something very fascinating to' me in the deep, wild wood,
where the trees may grow as they please, without touch of
ax o' pruning knife, and where birds may sing and rabbits~
run without fear of trap or fowling-piece," ~aid Drusilla.

"Oh no, no, *0; don't 'Woodman, Spare That Tree' on
"Then if that be so, not a tree shall be felled, though weshould have to send to the city market for all our fruit and-~vegetables," lan hed Alexander.

my accotint. The woods are very charming, but so is a
garden with beds of growing vegetables and parterres of

flowers; and so are vineyards and orchards, and
and cow-pens, none of Which can be had

without the sacrifice of the woods. And you kn~w what a
good little farmer your dear mother-.-.---.." here the tears

wedding. I will remember that she is in Heaven, and-.
rushed to the bride's eyes, but she quickly wiped them away
and smiled, saying: ":No, I will not weep the day after our
happy as we may be, she is happier still'."

"But what were you about to say, l~ve, when you broke

off?" gravely and gently inquired Alexander.
"Oh, I was going to remind you what a skillful littlefarmer your dear mother had made of me, and to tell youhow well I can manage a little place like thi8, with the

dji Iielp of the two servants."
"Yes, darling; but you will not need to do so~ What?llN~

I

You worry with the cultivation of cabbage and onions, and
the rearing of fowls and turkeys, and the feeding of cows
and pigs? It is ridiculous, the idea!"

"But your dear mother saw to all such things with ~her
own eyes, and often helped among them with her own
hands."~

"My venerated mother belonged to an old school of
housekeepers that are now obsolete, or fast passing away
before the progress of civilization. 2I~Jachinery does the
work of laborers, and laborers have become intelligent direc-
tors of machinery. Nonsense! Even if this were not so,
do you think I would let you spoil your exquisite beauty in
the way you propose, Drusa? ~No, my darliiig, your beauty
is too rare and rich to be put to any such uses. I think
Lhat even if I were~ a very poor man, I would rather ~labor
day and night than you should soil your pretty hands," he
whispered, lifting one of the little members of which he
spoke, and gazing on it with the eyes of a connoisseur and
the smile of a lo*r.

"Oh, Alexander! dear Alexander!" said the 1ii~le bride,
earnestly, "please do not prize my looks so mii~h. It
frightens me when you do so."

"But why?" smiled the bridegroom.
"Oh, because-one's looks-"
"One's beauty, you ~

"Oh, Alexander, it is such an accidental and perishable
thing ,to be loved for. Illness or chance might~destroy it in
a day; and time will certainly impair it in the course of
years. And whether I lose it sooner o~ later, what shall I
do if I lose your love also ~

This was spoken so gravely and feelingly that the bride,
groom burst into~a laugh.

"Why you solemn little quiz! You remind 'me of a
little prig of a Sunday-school scholar that I used to see
perched up in the corner of the housekeeper's room in my

I'll'
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mother's house in Richmond. A little 'rum un' who used
to sew quilt-pieces "and lecture lost sheep."

"But oh, tell me one thing. Even if I should grow
ugly, you would love me still, would you not, Alexander?"

"You grow "ugly? impossible! Your beauty, if you
take common care of it, will last you until you are sixty
years old, ai~d by that time, I, who am so much your senior,
will be so blind with age, or love, or habit, that I shall not
know whether you are a Venus or a Gorgon," said Alex-
ander, laughing, and rising from the table.

"Till I am sixty! So many years to live together, you
and I, if 'Heaven should spare us. Such a long and happy
life, if you only love me all the time. Oh, what can I do
to keep you loving me all these long, long years?~~ aspira-
ted Drusilla, in a sort of repressed fervor.

"Be beautiful, be happy and love me-that is all," he
answered. "And now put on some outer' garment and
come with me, and I will show you what little is to be seen
of our small place.~~

Drusilla took a gray hooded cloak from the hands of the
maid who had run and fetched it for her, and ~he wrapped
herself in it, drew the hood over her head, and took the
offered arm of Alexander.

He led her out of the front door and down the step of
the porch to the broad carriage drive that had been cleared
through the cedars from the house to the gate.

It was a fine wintry day. A little snow had fallen during
the night, just sufficient to cover the gi!ound with a white
garment and powder the cedars like coachmen~s wigs; but
the sky was now clear and the sun bright.

They walked down the drive to the gate, and then, at
Alexander's suggestion, turned about and leaned against the
gate, and faced the front of the cottage to take a look at it.

"A mere toy palace, or doll's house, as I told you," said
Alexander, disparagingly.
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"It is a beauty. But perhaps you are comparing it with
spacious Crowood or lofty Lyon Hall; in which vase it must
suffer by comparison in size, I ~grant you, but not in
beauty," said Drusilla, gazing on her home with perfect
satisfaction.

"I am very glad you approve of it, darling, even ifl its -

half finished condition. In another year I will see what
money and taste can do to convert it into a paradise for
you,~7. said Alexander.

"The sweet spot is Arcadia already. But hoi# were you
so fortunate as to get it, "dear Alexander? And have you
rented it, or bought it?" she asked.

"I have taken it on trial for a year, with the privilege of
purchasing it, if I like it, at. the end of that time."

"But why does the owner wish to sell such a pretty place,
which he has only just built?""

"Ah, love, it is a common case. ~he place was coin-
menced by a poor old fellow, who was about to retire from
busineBs on a comfortable competency. But he put off
living too long, \for just as he was preparing to do it he
died."

"Poor man! and he never enjoyed the pretty place."
"Let us hope that he enjoys a better one. Meanwhile

we have the privilege of purchasing it, if we like."
"OhI do like it so much !"

"Then consider it purchased, my pet."
"Not on my account. Oh, Alexander, dear, please do

always what you judge to be best without thinking of me
in the matter."

"But, darling, if I love "you as you wish me to do, and
as I certainly $o, I must think of your pleasure in every-
thing."

She looked at hfm, secretly acknowledging the truth of
his words, y~t much perplexed by them.

The house upon which they gazed, incomplete as were its
surroundings, deserved all Drusilla's praise.

/
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It was a charming little cottage orn~e, which, if the
truth may be spoken, was much more suitable as the home
of a fresh young bride than the resting-place of a worn-out
old worldling. It was built after no particular plan, and
therefore perhaps all the 'more picturesque and pleasing in
its aspect. It was so irregularly and fantastically erected
as to defy all manner of description. From the outside it
seemed an eccentric collection of low walls and steep roofs,
gable ends, twisted chimneys, hanging balconies, bay-
windows, porches, 'verandah; and so forth. Its dark gray
*stone walls and dark green Venetian shutters and pillars
and cornices, so harmonized in hue with the colors of the
wintry woods, as at a short distance to mingle with them
and be indistinguishable from them. Such was the outside
of Drusilla's, little home.

The inside was a collection of hexagon shaped halls,
chamber; parlor; quaint closets, cosy recesses and sunny
nooks.

"Now I will take you round and show you the stable and
the cow-house," said Alexander, drawing his wife's arm
within his own, and leading her around to the rear of the
house where, in a neat and well kept stable, he showed her
a pretty pair of gray ponies and a neat little carriage.

She looked up in his face to thank him with her eyes, but
when she would have spoken, he stopped her with a kiss.

Then he took her toan adjoining compartment of the
same building, and showed her a white cow with a young
calf beside her.

"I can not thank you enough; no, I can not-.-not only
for all that you have given me, but for the beauty of every
object and every living creature you have placed around me
-the beautiful house and furniture, the beautiful carriage
and ponies, the pretty white cow and calf. Dear Alexander,
I thank you so much for all the beauty with which you have
blessed my home," smiled and faltered Drusilla; in a voice
broken by happy emotions.

"Beauty! why who was it that, just now, begged and
prayed me not to love her for her beauty?". asked Alex.m
ander, quizzingly.

"It was I, of course," said Drusilla, blushing and laugh-
ing, "but that was because I wished you to love me for-
something deeper and more lasting."

"And so I do, darling; but come-confess that you like
beautiful things-that you like even me better for not being
ill-looking."

Oh, Alexander, not you! 'it w~s never your looks,
although I like you to be handsome. But oh, dear Alickif
you were to be maimed by accident or marked by illness, I
should love~you quite as much as I do now, and even more
tenderly, I think, as I know I shall love you when you are
old and gray."

"Bah! I would rather die than grow old and gray; but
the time for that is far enough off, thank Heaven 1" said
Alexander, as he led. her back into the house.

He took her into the drawing-room and showed her three
musical instruments, each of the very best quality.-'-a piano,
a harp and a guitar. Upon a stand near was a collection of
old standard music, and of all the best new pieces out.

I suppose no one but a monomaniac in music can under-
stand the delight of sitting down and trying the tone of a
new instrument of the very best order.

Drusilla placed herself at the piano, and ra~i her fingers
up and down the keys to test its powers. And then she
turned over her music and sang song after song, for hour
after hour, without Weariness. And Alexander leaned over
her, and listened to her without flagging.

When at length she arose from the piano, he led her
from the drawing-room and across the hexagon hall to an
opposite room, fitted up as a library. Here, in the elegant
book cases, were collected some of the best standard works
in English, French and German, also some choice Latin
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and Greek volumes, and a few of the most popular publica-
t~ons of the day.

Here were neat writing desks, easy reading chairs, soft
foot cushions, and every means and appliance of comfort
and luxury.

And on the walls were a few very choice pictures, and on
stands stood statuettes and vases and other gems of art, to
please a cultivated taste.

"No words-you leave me no words to thank you for all
these blessings," Drusill~ murmured.

"I tell you they are all mine as you are mine, so there
are no words wanted for thanks," smiled Alexander.

"Ah! ~but I know you did all this for me; I feel it and
I must say it, Alick, dear Alick," she murmured with tears
of love and joy in her eyes.

All the time they were in the library they heard the
songs of birds-a sound so unusual in that wintry season,
that Drusilla had looked up once or twice with a startled
e pressing; but as Alexander had only smiled at her sur-
pr~ without attempting to gratify her unspoken curiosity,
she forebore to ask him questions, and waited until he
should explain the mystery.

"Come now," he said, "I have something else to show
you.,,

And he led her down to the lower end of the room, to a
green curtain that hung from ceiling to floor, and from side
to 8ide, and. corresponded, except in color, with that one
which divided the dining-room from the drawing-room.

lie drew aside this curtain and revealed a scene of en-
chantment.

It was a room of crystal glass, in gilded sashes, and it
was filled with the rarest and most beautiful exotic plants,
most of them~ in full bloom. Among these plants hhng
large gilded cages, in which were birds of the most brilliant
plumage and the sweetest notes, whose songs filled all the
suany and perfumed air with melody.
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Birds and flowers of all the objects in nature had always
been Drusilla's especial delight. Her love of them might
have been called a passion. And it had never been grati-
fied until now. And here she had them of the most beauti-
ful sorts, ga~tbered in one splendid crystal room like a fairy
palace. And as she looked a smile of rapture lighted up
her lovely face, and then she turned towards the giver of
all these and, tried to utter her, feelings; but instead of
speaking, she burst into tears, threw herself in his arms,
and sobbed on his bosom.

He had overwhelmed her with his gifts, as he had done
once before.

Now smilingly he caressed and soothed her, until she
lifted up her head, dashed away her tears, and said, laugh-
ing:

"' I am a fool to weep at what I am glad of,' as Juliet,
or Lady Macbeth, or :R0gan, or Goneril, or some one of
~~~kspeare~s women says.~,

"Miranda, my love; it was Miranda. Never misquote
Shakspeare; never even in your most confidential commu-
nications to your most intimate friends; never even in so-
liloquy and in solitude I" said Alexander, shaking his
head in mock gravity.

"Indeed Iliwasn't even sure it was in Shakspeare," said
Drusilla.

"And: now to the dining-room. I think we have earned
an appetite for dinner~' smiled Alexander, drawing her
arm within his own, and leading her from the library.

This evening was spent in the drawing room, where
tea was served.

And so ended the second day of their bright honey-
moon.
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CHAPTER XV.

CLOUDLESS JOYS.

Oh. pleasant was her welcome kiss,
When day's turmoil was o'er,

And sweet the music of her step,
That met him at the door..-Dx~AKa. I

FOR the first few days of their honeymoon, the bride-
groom stayed home with his bride-walking, riding, or
pla~dng with her in the mornings, and reading, singing, or
conversing with her in the evenings.

On Sunday, she asked him to take her to church, and
he took her to' the nearest one of the sect to which she
belonged.

On Monday, he took her into the city, to show her the
public buildings and other objects of interest.

On, Tuesday, Wedn~sday and Thursday, they remained
quietly at hom~.' The weather was very inclement.' It
had been raining three days, and the roads were very bad.

Ale~an4er spent the time in doors, in writing letters,
examining accounts, and reading to Drusilla, while she
worked with her needle. But the gay young man of the
world found this life "slow."

On the third dull afternoon that the poor little bride had
tried her best t~o enliven, while he sat reading to her as she
'sewed, he suddenly threw the book from him, got up,
yawned, walked up and down the room a few turns, looked

/ out of the 'window at the drizzling rain and gloomy sky,
and then turning to his companion, said:

"Drusa, the weather is infernal, but-the German Opera
is in Washington, and our carriage 'is dose. So what do
you say to braving the rain and the wind to see Der
Freichutz by the best troupe of artists that has ever ap-
peared in the city."
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She looked up quickly, and saw that he was anxious to
go. She replied:

"1 shall be delighted, Alick."
"You are not afraid of taking cold?"
"Not a bit! I would go through Noah's Flood to hear

good music.
"That's my girl! You're a brick. I'm so glad you are

not one of the timid or sickly soSt. That little pale face of
yours is very deceptive, I)rusa. One would think to look at
you that you' were very delicate, but I never saw or heard
of your being sick in my life."

"Except when I cried myself into a fit of illness; when
you went to Europe, Ali~k. Oh, I hope I shall never have
another such a trouble as that, as long as I live in this
world. I remember it yet. Alick, dear, I would rather die
than lose you for another two years,~ she said with much
feeling.

"Little goose! I'm not worth a tenth, a hundredth, no,
not a thousandth part of the love you bestow on me," he
answered laughing.

"Oh, Alick, I would not permit any one but yourself to
say such things of you. And I-I won't let you say them
either, sir; so there, now~!"

"Come, run away and get ready. I will order the car
riage."

And Drusilla tripped up stairs to make her toilet. And
Alexander sauntered out of the room~to give directions to
his factotum.

In less' than half an hour Drusilla came down, dressed for
the evening.

The carriage was at the door.
"I ha~ire no tickets, of course; and consequently no

reserved seats. But, on such an inclement night as this, I
do not doubt that we shall be able to obtain good places,"
said Alexander, as he handed her into the carriage.

11
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The roads were heavy, and so, a drive, that in good

'Weather could have been easily accomplished in thirty
minu tes, occupied them for forty-five. .

It was rather late when they reached the National Theatre.
where' the opera troupe were performing.

The house was full, and the play had commenced.
Upon inquiry at the ticket-office, Alexander ascertamned

that there were no good seats'to be had, with the exception
of those in 'a stage box, that happened to be disengaged.

Alexander at once took that, and guided by an usher, led
his companion thither.

On taking her seat in the box, Drusilla's eyes fell upon
what seemed to her a scene of enchantment.

The house was filled with a fashionable and well-dressed
audience, and the opera was in full play. Drusilla had
never been in an opera before. The Christmas pantomimes
of her childhood comprised the whole of her experiences in
the theatrical line. Her artistic eye and ear at once
appealed to, she gazed with curiosity and interest, and lis-
tened with wonder and delight.

Her attention was fixed upon the. stage, but her bride-
groom's was fixed upon her. As once before, in her child-
hood, he had looked through her eyes, and heard through
her ears, and derived more pleasure from her pleasure, than
from the performance on the stage, so now he experienced a
keener delight in watching and wondering at

" The mind, the music breathing from her face,"

than in listening to the most divne strains of the singer,
ho was charming the whole house.
How beautiful she looked in her enthusiasm!. She was

lovely always, even when pale and still, but now her lips
and cheeks glowed with that delicate, transparent fire, kin-
dled of emotion, and her eyes beamed with light, her whole
countenance was radiant and inspired.

He was so muth absorbed in contemplating her, that
he did not perceive she had attracted and was receiving
a great deal of attention from other quarters of the house.
Next to the figures on the stage, the occupants of the
"private " boxes have the most conspicuous, position;
and if there is a new beauty~ among them, she 'is sure to
be discovered and stared at. Alexander had not thought
of this, or perhaps he would not have exhibited his little
beauty in a private box.

At the en4( of the second act of the opera, however,
he was unpleasantly reminded of the fact. The box door
opened, and one of his gentleman acquaintances came in.

Alexander arose and shook hands with him, but did
not ask him to be seated, although there were two spare
chairs ; and did not present him to Drusilla, although
the visitor looked enquiringly at her, and Drusilla glanced
timidly in return.

Before this gentleman left the, box, another came, and
then another, until the little place was full. And Alex-
ander chatted gaily with them all, but presented not one
of them to Drusilla.

When the curtain arose for the third act, they all
bowed and withdrew.

And Drusilla's whole attention was once more given to
the stage, and Alexander's to her.
-Yet, now that his notice had been attracted to the fact,

he could not help seeing that several opera glasses were still
levelled at his box.

" I will never bring her here again," he muttered to him-
self, frowning with a strangely blended feeling of gratified
pride in the admiration his beautiful bride had unconscious-
ly excited, and of morose jealousy that other eyes should
gaze on her so publicly at will. There was something of
the sultan in Mr. Lyon's selfish nature, and he felt as if he
would have liked to shut up his little beauty from all the
world forever.
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He was h~e~rtily glad when the play was over. And
while the performers were still courtesying and bowing, and
the curtain was slowly rolling down, he hurried Drusilla up
from her seat, wrapped her cloak around her, and took her
off lest some of his unwelcome visitors should meet them on
their way out.

When they were seated in their carriage, and the horses
were moving at a smart trot down Pennsylvania avenue
towards Seventh street, Alexander turned to his now quiet

/
companion, and said:

"You were very much pleased, my little love?"
"Oh, more than that; II have been in Heaven!" ~he

aspirated.
"You little enthusiast! But what makes you so quiet

now?"
"1 have scarcely got back to earth, I suppose."
"Drusa, you saw those visitors that came into our box?"
"Yes; they were friends of yours, and looked as if they

expected you to introduce them to me."
"Yes, I dare say they did; but, Drusilla, did you wish

me to do ~
"I? I had no wish on the subject. But any friends of

yours, Alick, would be always most welcome to my
~cquajntan~e.~~

"Not so, little one. A man may have many 'friends that
he would not like to present to his wife. And these-weri3
roughs.~~

"'Roughs?'"
"Rude, unbroken colts, unfit for a gentlewoman's society.

But let them pass. I only wished to explain why I did
not introduce them to you. Now as to the entertainment
of the evening. How did you like Xitz?" he inquired,
mentioning the tenor of the troupe.

Drusilla went off into raptures over the tenor.
And they talked of the opera and of nothing else until

they reached home.
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Lights from the windows were gleaming through the
trees as they drove up to the house.

"How bright and cheerful our little home looks," said.
Drusilla, as Alexander lifted her from the carriage.

"I am glad you think so, love," he whispered.
Pina opened the door, and smilingly admitted them.
She took her mistress's hood and cloak, while her master

relieved himself of his cap and overcoat.
And then she opened the drawing-room door where a fine

fire was burning. And while they stood and warmed
themselves before its blaze she drew aside the crimson cur-
tain that shut off the dining room, and revealed an elegant
little supper set out in readiness.

And the evening closed as pleasantly as it had com-
menced.

Alexander loved Drusilla; there is no doubt of that.
But as the days wore on' he i~ound life alone with her rather
dull. They had been married a fortnight before 'he left her
alone for a day. ,But on a certain morning he had his -'

horse saddled to ride in to Washington "to get the ~papers,"
he said, and to make arrangements for having them sent to

.~ him every day. As he kissed Drusilla good-bye he added
that he should b~ back as soon as possible.

She begged that he would not hurry himself for her sake.
She said she would occupy her time with dressmaking
during his absence.

"But you will be quite alone my poor little love," he
said.

"I shall have pleasant thoughts for company," she
answered ~ and she added: "Dear Alick, IL do not wish to
be a hamper to your motions; never think of me as any
obsta~Ae to your freedom. Please don't."

"As if IL ever thought of anything else but you!"
replied the bridegroom, who was still a lover. And he
kissed her again and rode away.

~ll
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As soon as Alick reached the city he put his horse up at
a livery stable, and gave hi ~i if' a holiday by sauntering
up and down Pennsylvania &~nue, and lounging into the
various reading rooms of the hotels.

In one of them he heard that an exciting polemic duel
was to come off that day in the Senate Chamber between
two distinguished Senators of opposite parties in politics.
Mr. W. of Massachusetts was expected to make a speech,
which 'Mr. C. of South Carolina was expected to answer,

And Alexander determined to go with the crowd and
hear them.

He lost no time in hurrying to the Capitol, and making
his way to the gallery of the Senate.

It was the very height of the Washington season, and the
city was as usual every winter, filled to overflowing.

As many of the elite as could be pressed into that very
limited space was 'crowded int~ the gallery of the Senate
Chamber.

Alexander with much difficulty made his way into this
crowd. Bat Mr. Lyon was epicurean rather than intellec.~
tual, and would not endure personal discomfort for the sake
of hearing the grandest burst of eloquence that ever thun-
derstruck the world. So' after experiencing something of
heat, pressure, and suffocation he turned his back upon the
"Godlike," and pushed his way through the crowd in the
gallery to the crowd outside who were trying to get in, and
so slowly progressed to the library, were the "population"
was thinner and the air purer.

He walked up to a table where several ladies and gentle-
men were gathered to look at some new illustrated volumes
that lay there for inspection.

One of the ladies turned around, and he found himself
face to face with his Cousin Anna.

"Good gracious, Alick, who on earth would have ex-
pected to see you here!" she exclaimed in astoni6llnientas,
she offered' her band.

I

He turned red and pale; took and pressed the offered
hand, and then recovered himself and answered:

"Or 7/ott, Anna. I thought you were still at Old Lyon
Hall."

"And I thought you were at Richmond, or rather I
had hoped you were by this time."

"My uncle is here with you, Qf course," said Alexander,
wishing to avoid a topic which he saw upon the lips of his
cousin.

"Oh, yes, certainly, my grandfather is here. Our com-
ing was his act. He fancied-it was only fancy-that my
health and spirits were drooping in the country, and that I
needed a change, and so he brought me to Washington.
Of course being in mourning, we do not go to balls, only to
receptions where there is no dancing. But how is it that
you are here? Why are you not in Richmond?"

"I hope~ my uncle is quite well?" said Alexander, per-
sistently ignoring her questions.

"Yes, quite. I was asking you why~-."
"I do not see hhyi; he is not with you this morning."
"No; he is on the floor of the Senate Chamber. But,

Alexander~ I asked you why you are here."
"Oh, I too, needed a change," he' answered, smiling.
"AU but surely, Alexander, can you know-By the

way, what have you been doing with yourself for the last
month in which we have not heard from you?"

"Here is a catechism! Wandering about to be sure;
trying to shake off a very disagreeable companioxi-mean-
ing myself."

While he spoke she was regarding him with a very grave
face; but there was more of pity than rebuke in its ex-
pression.

"Alick, you cannot know. When did you hear from
your home?"

"Not for four or five weeks."



184 THE CHANGED BRIDES. CLOUDLESS JOYS. 185

"Then you don't know. Oh, Al~ick, do you think it was
right to leave, your home without giving your address, in
case anything should happen to require your presence. Oh,
Alick I

"Anna, since the death of my dear father and mother, in
addition to the grief for their loss II have been oppressed
with the cares of the estate. I wished to get rid of trouble
for a little while. And so, to prevent old Dorset from
writing to me about business, I came away without leaving
my address.~~

"And suppose, Alick, something of importance should
have required your atLention in the meantime? Some
matter of life or death?"

"Well, thank Heaven, no such matter has turned up. I
see you before me in health and beauty. And I hear you
say that my uncle is quite well."

"And yet something has happened. Come with me,
Alick, to the window yonder,~~ said Anna, in a low voice, as
she walked off to a distant part of the room.

"Have you really heard nothing from Dorset, ~
she inquired, when they stood together at some distance
from every one else in the library.

"No; I hope nothing has happened to the poor~ old
fellow?" said Alexander, uneasily.

"Oh, no, not to him, or to any of the servants. Oh,
Alick,.I am so sorry to be the first to tell ~rou."

"Of what in the name of Heaven, Anna, since you and
your grandfather, and even old Dorset and' the servants are

"Was there no one else in whom you took'an interest?"
she gravely inquired.

"Rich4rd Hammond? Poor Dick! Surely no misfor-
tune-"

"No, no misfortune has befallen Dick; and neither do I
give you credit for caring a straw whether there has or has

not. Nothing has happened to Dick but the inheritance of
a large fortune from a bachelor uncle in Brazil, which has
caused my grandfather to look on him with more tolerant
eyes."

"I am very glad of Dick's good ~
"I do no~ give you credit for caring a fig for his fortune,

good or bafl. But oh, Alick, I am grieved for you. Was
there no on~ else, no one else you cared for, left at' home ~

"Indeed, I cannot think of any other creature in whom
I could be expected to take so deep an interest."

"Not-poor little Drusilla?"
Alexander gave a great guilty start and stood gazing at

his cousin. Drusilla had not been associated in his mind
with any one left at home; so ~he bad had no suspicion that
Anna spoke of her; and now he wondered whether Anna
had any inkling of the truth. He doubted.only an instant,
and then he felt sure by her words, looks and manners that
she had not. Yet he wished to know everything she had to
say of Drusilla's flight.

"What of her?" he inquired.
"Oh, Alick, poor little thing! I grieve so much to tell

you. But after you left home, it seems she became moody,
silent, absent, and altogether queer. She took to wander..
ing oW every day by herself. Dorset and Molly thought
that she was going deranged as her poor mother had gone.
So they watched her closely. But one day; about a fort-
night after you left home, she eluded their vigilance and
disappeared from the house. And though the most diligent
search was made for her, she could not be found."

Anna paused, and Alexander tried to look as much
shocked as she evidently expected him to be; but he could
not yet trust himself to make any comment.

"Old Dorset,' nearly beside himself with distress, wrote
to 'my grandfather, 'telling him of what had occurred, and

/ asking for your address that he might communicate the
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matter to you. Of course, not knowing it, my grandfather
could not give it. But I did hope the old man had discov-
ered your whereabouts and written to you."

"No, he has not. Dear me! Poor girl, poor girl! how
shocking! And no trace has been discovered of her yet?"
said Alexander, acting grief and anxiety as well as any
ordinary stage-player could.

"None that I knew of."
"Bless my life, how dreadful! I must put advertisements

in all the papers and employ the detectives. What motive
does old Dorset assign 'to her act of leaving her home?"

"Partial derangement, I tell you, inherited from her
mother."

"Poor child! poor child! I will have inquiries set on
foot immediately.. But-here comes General Lyon," said
Alexander, glad to have a diversion from the very embar~.
rassing subject of iDrusilla,

In fact, at that moment the old soldier entered the
library, looking to the right and left in search of his grand-
daughter.

Attended by Alexander, she went to meet him.
"Well, my dear, ready to go back to our hotel ?-Ah,

Alexander, how do you do, my boy? Glad to see you.
How long have you been here? ~' he asked, cordially shak-
ing hands with his nephew.

"I reached the city early this morning," said Alexander,
speaking the literal truth, but giving a false impression, as
lie meant to do.

"Ahi by the first train, eh ~ exclaimed the old man,
jumping to the obvious conclusion. "J3ut where do. you
han~ out eh my boy?"

a J have not taken rooms yet," replied Alexander, who
found that he needed all his presence of mind to answer
these unexpected questions without betraying himself on
the one hand and perjuring himself on the other.
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"AhI left all your luggage at the station, eh? Well, If
would advise you to take rooms a~t our hotel. We are
pretty comfortable there?"

"How long do you propose to stay here, ~ inquired
the young man.

"Oh, the ?est of the season, I suppose."
Here was a dilemma. ' Of course, Alexander might have

ended all his embarrassments by candidly confessing his
4narriage with Drusilla. And why did he not* do so?
Simply because loving and admiring his young bride, ashe
certainly did, he was nevertheless' ashamed of having wedded
his housekeeper's daughter; and he lacked moral courage
to face the astonishment of his cousin and the indignation
of his uncle, and to defend'his own act and stand by his
own wife.

Au! but there is a sort of pride that is below contempt.
While Alexander was wondering what he should do to

get out of his perplexities, his uncle. changed the subject
back to the other dangerous theme by s~tying:

"Ah, by the way, that was a sad thing-the fate of poor
little Drusilla.'~

"Very sad, indeed, sir," replied Alexander, lugubriously.
"It ulust have shocked you terribly," 'said the old

soldier.
"Ahi !" exclaimed Alexander.
"Well, well, it can't' be helped, I suppose."
"I shall do all I can in the premises, sir."
"Oh, no doubt, no doubt. Come, my dedr Anna, let us

get on. Alick, come home with us to dinner."
Alexander would have made excuses. ~He was not dressed

for dinner, lie said. He had no means of making his toilet.
But his uncle cut him short.
"Nonsense, man, nonsense. Who expects you to be in.

full dress to-day? YoW are a traveller, just arrived in the
city. You have left your luggage at the station, and you

187



188 THE CHANGED ~RIDES. CLOUDLESS 30Y3. 189

have not even engaged rooms yet. Besides-at a hotel-
t~ible, who cares 1how you are dressed? Come along.
There I give Anna your arm, and take her to the carriage."

What could Alick do?
He offered his arm to his cousin and led her down the

many broad steps leading to the east front of the capitol,
where the carriage waited. He handed her carefully in to
her cushioned seat, and bowed and attempted some excuse
for leaving her.

But Anna, seized with some inexplicable Whim, perhaps
inspired by the Spirit of ~Evil for his torment, would not
let him off; but insisted upon his entering and taking a
seat beside her.

With a suppressed groan, Alexander obeyed.
The old soldier followed them into the carriage.
When he was comfortably seated and the horses had

started, he rubbed his hands and said:
"This is fortunate. I needed some one whom I could

trust, to take Anna out in the evening. Who so proper an
escort as her betrothed husband? Now this evening there
is to be a grand reception at the Executive Mansion. I do
not feel well enough to go out at night, so I~ ~nust impress
you into the service, my boy." P.

"I should be most happy, ~ said the young man,
actually trembling under his accumulating embarrassment.
"I should indeed be delighted, but "

"But what ?-Oh, nonsense, you cannot make any excuse
about your toilet in this case; there is plenty of time to get
your luggage from the station, and get yourself up for the
evening in the most unexceptionable style."

"Yes, sir, but-
"But what, again? You cannot possibly have any other

engagement. You have been in the city too short, a time.
Alexander, what has come to you? You are not like your-
self at all. I really think your betrothed has a reason to
feel piqned~" said the old man, graVely.

"I beg your pardon and hers, sir-I am-if I must
speak the trnth, a little upset upon the subject of that poor
girl," said Alexander, in explanation, again speaking the
literal truth,, while intentionally giving a wrong impres-
sion.

"Oh exactly, to be sure, my dear boy, and it does you
credit. I am certain I ought to beg your pardon, hew, for
doing injustice to your good feelings. But Alick, my lad,
your compassion for that poor child need not prevent you
from ordinary social pleasures. You really must escort
your cousin to the President's reception to-night."

"My dear grandfather," put in Anna, "I will not ,if you
please, have any gentleman pressed i4o my service against
his will, even though that gentleman should be my
affianced husband. Dick is in Washington. He called on
me this morning, and begged leave to attend me to the
White House this evening. I told him I would hold his
proposal in reserve, and let him know in time."

Now what was there in the name of his ola rival, poor
Dick, that should have raised AThxander's jealousy? Mr.
Lyon was a married man, and had no right to feel annoyed -

at the idea of Richard Hammond becoming the escort of
his cousin. Nevertheless he did feel annoyed, partly, per-
haps, because he had once considered Anna his own prop-
erty, and however lightly, he had valued the possession, he
could not, even now, see her pass over to another without a
secret feeling of rage and jealousy; and so he hesitated to
answer:

"No, my dear cousin; if you please, I claim the right
of attending you in person. I can not resign that right to
Mr. Hammond."

"And I claim the right of choosing my own escort,"
said Anna, proudly.

Alexander bowed.
"Girl and boy, I will have no lovers' quarrels hera,

/



I~ TUE CHANGED BRIDES.

Anna, you should feel that there is an impropriety in an
engaged young lady accepting the attentions of another

gentleman, when her betrothed is anxious to show her those
attentions himself. Alexander, you are ,to take Anna to

the reception this evening. Young people, both see that
you obey me. Some respect should be paid to my gray~
head and my eighty years," said the old soldier, with dig-
nity.

B'~th the young people bowed and acquiesced. And so

it was settled that Alexander should attend Anna to the
reception of the evening.

CHAPTER XVI.

A QUEEN OF F~&5UION.

Here high-born men were proud to waIts
And beauty watched to imitate

Her gentle voice, her lovely mien,
And gather from her air ~nd gait

The graceB of its queen.-BYRON.

ALEXANDER went with his uncle and cousin to their
hotel.

"And now, my boy," said the old gentleman, after he

had dismissed the carriage and taken his grand-daughter
into the private entrance, "let us lose no time in going to
the office and securing your rooms. Guests are arriving by
every train, and the house is in a fair way of being
crowded if it is not so already. Indeed, I fear you may
uot, even now, be able to obtain rooms here."

"Heaven grant I may not!" was the fervent, though

silent, aspiration of Mr. Lyon, who was almost at his wits'
ends with perplexity.

Lithe strong hope that there was no room to be1had, lie
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let; his uncle drag him along to the counter of the office,
which was crowded with applicants for accommodations.
It was some minutes before General Lyon could get audi-

ence with the sorely embarrassed clerk of the house. When

lie did, it was to receive the answer that the crowded state
of the office led him to anticipate.

There was not a room nor a half a r4om, nor a bed nor a
half a bed, at the disposal of the house.

"I thought so. Well, Alick, I am sorry; but you must

try to get rooms as near us as possible. I don't think the
Blank House is full yet. It is too far up town for
strangers. But hark ye I it will be full in an hour from
this time. 'Make hay while the sun shines.' Run, now;
jump into a cab and drive for life to the Blank, and engage

your rooms before this crowd gets there and fills the
house."

Again, what could Alexander do? He saw at a glance
that he must ostensively live at Washington-.that he must
have rooms at some hotel, though he might never, or very

seldom, occupy them. And he was only too glad that he

was no obliged to have rooms in the same house with his
uncle, ~nd so be always under the old gentleman's eye.

He thanked General Lyon for his advice, and said that
he should avail himself of it.

And he went out and. jumped into the first cab that

offered, and drove to the Blank House, where he happened.
to be in time to engage the only. bedroom at the disposal of
the proprietor.

He took the key of his room, which he meant only to
occupy on his occasional visits to the city, and then he
drove to the "establishment" of a fashionable tailor and
gentleman's outfitter, and he suited himself with a full eve-

ning dress, including linen, gloves, perfumery, et center.
These he ordered to be sent to his room at the Blank
Rouse.
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"I am booked for his Excellency's reception this evening,
and. so it will be considerably after midnight before I can
hope to get' back ,to Cedarwood. Poor little Drusa! I
hope she won't be anxious, and sit up and lose her rest," he
said, as he hurried. back to his hotel to make his toilet for
the evening.

While waiting for his parcel from the tailor's he lounged
into the 'reading room, and took up one of the evening
papers; but its columns coul~l scarcely engage his attention,
which was wholly engrossed by his embarrassments.

"It is now near sunset," so ran his thoughts, "and pooj
little soul! she has been watching for me for hours, is
watching for me at this moment, and. will watch for me for
hours longer, until long after midnight, tormented by
nobody knows how'inany fears and fancies concerning me.
Plague take the old man! what brought him bothering to
Washington just at this time?" very irreverently muttered
Mr. Lyon to himself, as his eyes ran over the news items of
the paper without taking cognizance of their meaning.

His ostensible reading and his real reverie was rudely in-
terrupted by the clap of a hand upon his shoulder, and the
ring of a laugh in his ear.

He turned sharply around and recognized Captain Reding
and Lieutenant Harpe, two young officers of the army, who
had been among the visitors to his box on the evening
when he had taken iDrusilla to the Germax~ Opera.

lie bowed coldly in rebuke to their laughter, but they
took no offence.

"Hey,' old boy! so here you are at last!" said Reding.
"We have been looking for you for days-ever since we

saw you at the German Opera with that pretty little girl,"
said Harpe,~

"Where have you been hiding yourself all this time?"
inquired Reding.

"And above all, where have you hidden that little
beauty, you churlish fellow?" added Harpe.
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"You never presented us to her," said Reding.
"Ah I we owe you one for that," added Harpe.
"Gentlemen," answered Mr. Lyon, slowly and coldly

collecting his thoughts, "if you will be good enough to
speak, one at a time, and forbear a second question until a
first is answered, perhaps I may be able to satisfy your
curiosity. On the evening to which you allude I happened
to be passing through Washington, having in my charge
the daughter of a clergyn~an. She was the very young
lady whom you saw with me at the op~ra. I made no stay
in the~city beyond that evening; but took my young charge
immediately to her ~

And in this statement also Mr. Lyon told something
near the literal truth, while intentionally giving a false
impression.

"Ab, well," said Reding, "but why did you not introduce
us to the little beauty?"

"If you must have it, I did not think two gay young
blades like yourselves very desirable acquaintances for a
clergyman's daughter," said Mr. Lyon.

"And you were !~-.-oh! oh! oh!" laughed Reding.
"Deuce take it, wha4 do you mean by that, Alick?" in-

quired Mr. Harpe.
"Nothing against your honor, gentlemen. If my charge

for the evening had been another young lady in the
world; I would have presented you to her."

"Much obliged," said Reding; "but to tell you the
truth, Lyon, whether you like it or not, the young person
in question did not impress us as being a young lady."

"What do you nlean by that?" exclaimed Mr. Lyon, in
a low, stern voice; as he glared at the speaker.

"Oh, nothing against her honor-nothing in the world.
Imean simply that the little creature seemedtoustobe,
not exactly of 'low birth,' but of 'humble parentage,' as the

12
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phrase goes. She had not the manners of good society,"
answered Reding.

"Heaven forbid she ever should have," said Alexander,
firmly. And yet the criticism galled him; all the, more,
per aps, because he felt it to be the truth. His lovely
yofng wife. had not, as these critics~said, the manners of
"good society." Yet it was hard to say what she lacked.
Whatever it was, it was something in which Miss Anna
Lyon, a very queen in society, excelled. What was it,
then? Dr~sil1a was pretty,' graceful, well-educated, and
well-dressed9 ~he excelled in many accomplishments, and
was conversant with the history of' the past and the litera-
ture of the present, and she conversed intelligently upon
all these. She was sweet, gentle and courteous in her de~
portent to all persons. What then did she lack? I will
tell you.-self~esteem and self-possession---both 'of which
qualities are in high favor in "good society." Drusilla's
manner was that of one who had always occupied a subor-'
dinate position by living among her superiors. She had too
little of assurance and too much of deference.

And this delicate and retiring manner, ~which had been
one of her sweetest charms in the eyes of her lover, now
suddenly became 'objectionable in the estimation of her
husband.

"No," he muttered to himself "she has not the air of a
lady; she has the air of a maid-servant. Poor little thing!
I fear I shall never be able to introduce her."

"No offence, I hope, Alick!" said young Harpe, good
humoredly, noticing Mr Lyon's gloomy abstraction.

£~ None in the world," answered Alexander.
"Because, if there should be, I am ready to, fight or

apologize, or to give you any sort of satisfaction you may
please to demand," laughed the young lieutenant.

"I ask as a favor that you will drop the subject of this
young lady; for she is a lady by position, if not~-.according

)

to your judgment-.-in manners. And now, gentlemen, as I
have an engagement, I must wish you good evening," 8aid
Mr. Lyon, bowing and withdrawing from their proximity.

"No," he said, as he went slowly up to his room, "I
must not bring Drusilla into public again. Her beauty ex-
cites attention and her simplicity provokes criticism, and.
both raise questions 'difficult to meet. Poor little Drusa,
she must always be a hidden treasure, a secret 'well..spring
of joy' to me. Well, she will not object to that, and she
will be all the lovelier and the sweeter for this seclusion,"
he added, in some self-satisfaction, as he entered his room
and began to dress for the evening.

As soon as he was ready he went down to the dining-
room, took a single cup of strong tea, and then passed out
to the side-walk and called the best-looking cab that he
saw upon the stand.

A short drive took him to the hotel where his uncle and
cousin were stopping. He was shown up into their private
parlor, where they were awaiting hi~n~

are late, Alick," said Anna, advancing from the
fire to meet him half way across the room.

"I had to wait for my parcels," replied Alexander, bow-
ing and smiling apologetically.

"Oh, your luggage from the railway station? Well, th'e
porters are slow, that is certain; but then they' have so
much to do," said old General 4Lyon, drawing a natural
inference.

Alexander bowed in an absent sort of a manner, but did
not reply. He was gazing at his cousin. How grandly
beautiful she looked, how graceful, how stately! Alit she
had the air, not only of "good society," but of the best
society! And that upstart puppy, that good for nothing
Dick Hammond, to aspire to her. Ugh!

Such was the tenor of Mr. Alexander's thoughts as he
stood for a moment contemplating his beautiful and
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imperious-looking cousin. In fact, Anna was at an age
"~vhen every season added to her beauty. Always well-
looking, she had never in her life looked so well as to-night.

She wore a deep mourning full dress of black crape, over
a black silk. It was made with a low corsage, and short
sleeves; both sleeves and corsage were edged with a narrow
trimming of fine white thule; and the fairness of her per-
fect neck and ari~s were set off by a necklace and bracelets
of jet. Her gold~i auburn hair was in plain rolls at the
back of her head, and a band of jet above her forehead was
its only ornament. This simple mourning dress set off her
blonde beauty more completely than the most elaborate
toilet could have done.

"I am ready, Alick. What are you waiting for?" she
inquired, breaking in upon the spell that bound him.

"Nothing," he answered, with a slight start. "I am at
your service this instant."

And he stepped towards her, and fastened the glove on
the hand that she held out to him. And then he wrapped
her opera cloak carefully aro~ind her shoulders, tied the little
hood under her chin, drew her arm within his own, and led
her from* the room down to the carriage, wondering all the
way how it was that his cousin Anna, whom he had only
known as a rather pretty girl so long, should so suddenly
have become so beautiful in his eyes.

Ah I Mr. Lyon, she had grown beautiful to you only in

becoming unattainable by you. A common case.
Old General Lyon followed them closely, and saw Alick

put Anna into her seat, and tuck 1~er wrappings carefully
around her, and then get in and place himself beside her.

"Take care of her, Alick; the night is growing ~older,"
said the old gentleman.

"I shall take the best care of her, sir," replied Alexan-
der.

"Anna, mind, yoi~ are not to stay late," said 'Anna's
~raudfatliei~,

C~ 'Late? '-Who stays late at a ~ reception?
Everybody-that is, almost everybody, leaves before twelve.
I shall be back by half-past eleven, sir. It is only to make
one's bow or courtesy to his Excellency in the Reception
Room, and walk once or twice through the East Room, and
come away, laughed Anna.

"Very well, I shall sit up for you," said General Lyon,
by way of sealing the bargain, as he retreated from the
carriage door.

The coachman put up the steps, clapped to the door,
mounted his box, and drove off.

CHAPTER XVII

MORAL MADNESS.

And she was all forgotten,
Amid the dazzling hail,

Amid the thundering music
And maddening carnival.-ANON.

~'I WAS so upset by what you told me, Anna, that I
really forgot to ask you how long you have been in the city,"
said Alexander, as soon as the horses were in motion.

"We have been here just four days," answered Miss
Lyon.

"You have not been out much?"
"No; my grandfather has a crotchet that one must make

one's first appearance in public at the President's reception.
This is the first one that has been held since our arrival,
and consequently the first evening that I have been out."

"I am very fortunate in being here to go with you,~~ said
Alexander, this time speaking, to his shame, quite 'truly;
for he wa~ glad to escort his beautiful cousin, if only to
prevent Richard Hammond from doing so.
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"Thanks," she answered, very coldly, as if not believing
his statement, or not valuing it.

The very short distance between the hotel they had left
and, the palace to which they were going was soon accom-
plished, and the carriage was drawn up in the rear of some
fifty others that occupied the drive leading to the doors of
the Executive mansion.

"There seems to ibe a great crowd here to-night," said
Alexander, while they waited their turn to drive up to the
door.

"There is always a crowd here in the. month of Fe~uary,
I believe. It is in this month that the city is fi~ll of
strangers-literally full, Alick," replied Anna.

It was twenty minutes before their carriage slowly
worked its way up before the main entrance of the mansion.
Then Alexander handed his companion down from her seat,
and took her up the broad steps leading into the front hail
of the palace.

A President's reception has bteen described, so often that
there eed of a description here.

The ption of this evening in its general features
differed~from none of its predecessors or its successors.
There was the same crowd of carriages on the drive, the
same stream of foot passengers on the walk, and the same
crush of guests in the hall, in the cloak rooms, in the corn-
dors, in the ante-rooms, in the audience-chamber, in the
reception room, and in the east drawing-room.

Having each deposited their outer wrappings respectively
in the gentlemen's~ and the ladies' cloak-rooms, Alexander
and Anna met a1t the door of the latter. He drew her arm
within his own, and they soon found themselves ifl a crush
of crinoline and broadcloth, and an atmosphere of patchoula
frangipani, being forced ward through the corridor and
'the anteroom into the reception room. In due time the~
were pressed up to the presence of the President and his
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suite; but they had scarcely made their respective bow and
courtesy, and touched his Excellency's hand, be fore they
were carried onward through other rooms into the east
drawing-room, where they found a little more space and
freedom of motion.

A military band was playing a national march, to the
measure of which nearly half the company were promenad-
ing in a procession around and around the saloon in a man-

to a new corner, must have looked simply

Others of the assembly were seated on the various sofas
and divans that lined the' walls of the room.

"Will you take a seat or a promenade?" inquired Alex-
ander of his companion.

"Oh, a promenade, by all means,,~ replied Anna. "I
like the perfect vacuity of mind that falls upon one in that
orbit."

Alexander drew her arm closer within~his own, and they
fell into the procession. Immediately before them walked
a foreign minister, in his official costume, conducting a lady
of high rank and fashion. Immediately behind them came
a general officer with a reigning belle upon his arm.

But the reign of this belle was over from this evening.
Her successor had arrived.

Alexander and Anna had not made the circuit of the
room twice, before he saw that his companion was, "the
observed of all observers" in the place. He sww eye-
glasses levelled at her; he heard whispered questions con-
cerning her:
"Who is she, that beautiful girl in black crape and

jet?"
And he 'heard the whispered answers:
"A new debutante in the beau monde, I fancy." Or-.
"I don't know, but that is young Lyon, of Richmond,

who is escorting her."

I



200 THE CHANGED BRIDES.

"Splendid woman!,'
"Magnificent creature!,, Etc., etc., etc.
As he saw and heard all this, Alexander was strongly

affected with contradictory emotions. If the beautiful girl
by his side had been undisputably'his own, he might have
witnessed the sensation she created, with unmixed pride
and pleasure. But he had by his own rash act, lost his
own once exclusive right over her, and even put~ himself
beyond the circle of ordinary aspirants for her favor. And
now the universal admiration her beauty excited, aroused
his dog-in-the-manger jealousy, rather than flattered his
pride.

And, upon the whole, not liking the situation~, he stooped
and whispered to his cousin:

"Shall I lead you to a seat now, Anna?"
"If you please," she answered.
And he took her to a distant sofa, gave her the corner of

it, and placed himself by her side.
But he gained nothing by the motion. On the contrary,

he lost.
No sooner were they ~seated, than up came Richard

Hammond, confident and smiling.
Anna received him with the utmost graciousness.
And he stood'before her talking and laughing with her

very gaily.
Other gentlemen friends, whom Anna had met on former

occasions, came up and paid their respects, and lingered
near her. Her lady friends, a few of whom were present,
also sought her out, and greeted her with much apparent
gladness, and introduced their friends to her.

There was not room on the sofa for all these ladies. So
Anna, deeming it discourteous to sit, where so many were
standing, arose from her seat and stood up. And very soon
a circle of the n~ost distinguished men and the most bril-
liant women in the assembly was formed around her. ~And
she seemed as a queen, receiving the homage of her court.
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Presently, a general buzz in the crowd announced some
interesting event, and before the little excitement subsided,
the commanding form of the iPresident was seen passing
with his suite through the room.

In due course, he drew near the circle that surrounded
Miss Lyon. On seeing that young beauty, he immediately
passed through the circle that divided to admit him, and
stood before her, holding out his hand, and saying, in a
fatherly and familiar manner:

"How do you do, my dear? I am* very glad to see you
here, this evening. But where is my old friend, the
General ~

Miss Lyon, with a deep courtesy, explained that her
grandfather's precarious state of health deprived him of
the honor of waiting on his Excellency.

The President expressed his regret at this. And~ then
instead of passing on and dispensing his courtesies impar-
tially among his guests, he lingered near the beautiful Anna,
apparently as much fascinated by her charms, as the young..
est man in his presence.

Full half an hour he stood talking with the beauty, and
then reluctantly bowed his adieux, and immediately left the
room.

This seemed the signal for the breaking up of the
assembly.

And then followed other leave-takings, and the pressure
through the corridors to the cloak rooms; and the ~confusion
of tongues and of properties there, and the crush in the
hall, and finally, the escape into pure, bracing air of the
clear starlight night on the outside.

Alexander and Anna had to wait the turn of their car-
riage to drive up.

When, at length, they were comfortably seated within it,
Alexander took out his watch, and said:

"Half-past twelve o'clock, and we promised to be home at
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half-past eleven. We have kept your grandfather waiting
for an hour."

And he thought with compunction, of one other whom he
had kept waiting much more than an hour.

They were driven rapidly to the hotel. On their arrival,
Alexander helped Anna out of the carriage and hurried her
into the house, for the night was sharp.

They found General Lyon up, and expecting them, with
much impatience.

"An hour behind time, Anna," he said.
"The President detained me in conversation, to the envy

of all his other lady guests," laughed Anna.
"And you will forgive her delay," said Alexander, "in

consequence. of her conquest of our President. I consider
it a great success."

CHAPTER XVIII.

A PARK RIDE.

As yet 'tls midnight deep, the weary clouds,
Slow meeting, mingle into solemn gloom,
ThQ ~wbile the drowsy world lies lost in sleep..-TROMsoW.

As soon as Alexander Lyon had bid good night to his
uncle and cousin, he hurried to the livery stable where he
had left his 'horse, doubting that it would be open at so late
an hour.

But it was not yet closed for the night; so upon Mr.
Lyon's requirement one of the hostlers led out the horse,
already saddled and bridled for the road.

"A dark night, sir," said this official, as he put the reins
in the hands of the rider.

"Yes, and a dark road before me," replied the young
gentleman.

"I hope for your sake it isn't a long one, sir."
"It is about five miles directly in the face of the wind,"

laughed Mr. Lyon.
"Sorry to hear it on your account, sir. The weather's

sharpish. The wind's got round to the northud and
blows up pretty keenish. ]~ wish you well at your jour-
ney's end, sir."

"Thank you. Good night."
"Good night, sir."
Alexander rode briskly away.
The night had grown bitterly cold; but his horse was

fresh, and the rider thought that in such weather as
this it would do the beast no harm to ride him hard.
So he put him into a gallop, and soon left the gas-lighted,
populous streets behind, and found himself in a dark and
lonely road, where nothing was to be seen on either' side
but wintry woods and stubble fields, frozen brooks and
straggling fences, and at long intervals some isolated dwell-
ing.

At length he came to the old turnpike road leading through
the woods towards his home. ere it was necessary to 4

slacken speed; for the road was obstructed in many places,
4'

and the sky was very dark. So h~ drew rein at the
entrance of the wood, and went on in a walk.

Notwithstanding the rapidity with which he had galloped
over the five miles on the Seventh street road, his blood was
half stagnant with the cold. His face, after smarting
fiercely in the wind had lost all sense of feeling, and his
hands were so numb that he could scarcely hold the bridle.

In addition to ~s physical discomfort he experienced
much mental disturbance; and both together made him
irritable and angry with himself and all the world. He
was vexed with his uncle and cousin for being in Washing-
ton: with Richard Hammond for being always at hand to
wait upon the beautiful heiress; with the old man in Brazil
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for dying and leaving the young spendthrift a fortune to
commendd him; and, above all, with himself-not exactly
for having married poor little Drusilla, but certainly for
having by his own act put it out of his power to marry
Anna; and worse than all, he was vexed in advance with
his sweet little wife for the reception he felt sure, she would

1~

give him when he should get home.
As he rode slowly through the woods he muttered to him-

self:
"IL know she has been watching for me ever since noon

to-day, just because I said that IL would be home then.
She has been watching more than twelve hours. And now
of course she has worried herself into a fit of Jntense anx.
iety, and most likely of illness besides. And there she is,
no doubt, sitting with a pale face and red eyes, weeping
over a smouldering fire, or an extinguished one. And she
will meet me either with tears or sorrowful reproaches, or
both! And, after all, what can I say for myself? Ali,
bah, why will women take such things go much to heart?
As if it was not enough to have been driven almost to
mental distraction for her sake to-day, without being sub-
jected to a scene to~night.~~

So growling within himself, the culprit rode slowly
onward towards his home, and the nearer he got to it the
more slowly he rode. He actually dreaded to~ meet Dru-
silla. But ride on slowly as he might, he could not put off
forever the inevitable moment of arrival.

He soon saw the light of his home gleaming through the
trees.

"There, I knew it!" he said to himself. "She is sitting
up for me. There are the drawing-room windows all
ablaze, and not a shutter closed. I had a faint hope that
she might have gone to bed and cried herself to sleep, like
a child as she is. But that's all over now. I've got to
meet her with her red eyes and pale face. Confound it all,

if she does get up a scene, I'll teach her a lesson she'll not
soon forget!" he growled, trying to work himself up into
a fit of~ rage in anticipation of the dreaded meeting. And
yet, in the midst of all his efforts, his heart reproached him,
and he relented a little towards his young wife. So now it
was half in anger and half in compunction he drew near
his home.

To give himself more time, to 4iostpone the evil hour as
long as possible, he first rode around to the stable to put up
his horse himself.
* And then he walked slowly to the house and knocked at

the front door.
It flew open on the instant.
And there stood Drusilla, warm, glad, beaming with

delight, radiant with welcome.
"I heard you come," she exclaimed-" I heard you ride

around to the stable first,. and so I was here ready to open
for you. But oh! how cold you look., Come in quickly,"
she said, taking him by his frozen hands and drawing him
into the hall, and then closing and bolting the front door
with her own nimble fingers.

For an instant he was so "taken aback ~ by her unex-
pected manner that he positively shrank from her. But the
next moment he caught her and folded her to his bosom, as
he murmured:

"My darling, darling child! My own dearest and best
little iDrusilla! how could I ever leave you! Heart of my
heart, IL will never leave you again for a"whole day alone as
long as I live in this world."

Rasl~ow! but he meant, at the moment, to keep it.
"Yes, that is what I am," she whispered-" heart of

your heart. That is the sweetest and the tri.iest name you
ever called me. And now let me help you off with your
overcoat, and then you can come into the. drawing-room.
There is a good fire."
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He let her assist him in taking off his coat, and then he
followed her into the drawing-room, where, as she had said,
there was a good fire. His easy chair was standing before
it, and his furred slippers were lying on the rug. And she
had even brought down the boot-jaek and laid it by the
slippers.

Near the easy chair stood a small round table, covered
with a. white damask cloth and laid for two persons.

A bright tea-kettle sat singing before the fire, and two
small silver covered dishes sat upon the hearth.

Seeing these simple preparations for his comfort and see-
ing the happy little creature who had made them, his heart
smote him, first for having left her alone so late, and then
for having entertained such hard thoughts of her.

"My darling child, how kind of you to do all this for me.
But I am sorry you took the trouble," he said, putting his
arm around her and drawing her towards him where he sat
in his resting chair.
* "But suppose it made me happy to do it? Suppose it
interested and amused me while waiting for you?" she
asked.

"Ah, 'waiting' indeed! how long you have waited! I
was in hopes that you had gone to bed and gone to sleep;
but when I saw the lights in the drawing-room windows, I -

knew that you were still up."
." I left the shutters open on purpose; I thought the light

would look cheerful to you as you rode home through ~the
woods."

"Dear heart! I ought to have known your loving mo-
tive as I came along; but I didn't. Ah, weren't you tired

* and sleepy with waiting ~ he asked, as he drew her on
his knee.

"Why no. It is not so very late, after all. And 1 have
sat up many and many a night later than this only to
finish a piece of needle-work I happened to be pleased
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with, or book I was interested in. And wouldn't I much
sooner sit up to give my dearest a good warm supper after
after his long, cold ride?"

"My pet, my love, my darling, my-oh! what can I
* call you that will be good enough and dear enough for

you?"
"Call me no hard names at all," she said, gayly, kissing

him and springing from his lap. "But take off your boots
while I put supper on the table."

Poor little Drusilla, these arrangements of hers were not
according to the usages of" good society." Now, Anna
Lyon would have let he~ husband go up to the top of the
house in the cold before she would have permitted the boot-
jack to be brought into the drawing-room; and would have
let him broken his fast in a dreary dining-room, or even
gone hungry and thirsty to bed, before she would have
allowed a kettle to be boiled, or a supper to be laid, in the
drawing-room. And only a few hours before this Alex-
ander had been lamenting in his heart his little wife's d~fi-
ciencies in the manners of "good society." But now he
was hungr~ and cold, and so,-fiagrant as her breach of
etiquette was, he did not seem to see it; he only realized
that he was at this moment 'the happiest man, with the
loveliest wife, in existence.

The supper was soon placed upon the table. Of the two
silver covered dishes, one was found to contain a pair of
nicely roasted partridges, and the other equally well roasted
potatoes. Besides these, there was a fresh salad prepared,
as he thought none but IDrusilla could prepare it. And
there were light biscuits and delicate jellies and fresh fruits.
And there were "schnapps" and lemons and loaf sugar,
and all the materials fo~r the hot punch that she thought he
would like after his cold ride.

"Tell me, darling,~~ said Alexander after he had re-
freshed himself with these viands, and was taking his ease

1
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between the table and the fire, "tell me how you have
passed the lonely day. Were you very lonely and very
anxious?"

"No," she answered, "I wasn't lonely. I was very busy,
and I was thinking of you, and looking for you. And-.
yes, I am forced to admit that I was a little anxious."

"Poor child! I had promised to be home at noon.
What did you i~hink, and what did you do when I failed to
come?"

"I thought something had detained you a little, and that
you would be home very soon; and-I took a cup of tea' and
bit of toast for lunch," laughed Drusilla.

"And afterwards, when hour after hour passed, until our
late dinner time came, what then?"

"Oh, I waited, expecting you' every minute, until some
hours past our dinner-time, and then"-I ate my own din-
ner and had yours put away to be kept warm."

"Wise little girl."
"But I scarcely thought you would need the dinner. I'

fancied you were dining with some friend you had met in
the city, and that that was keeping you.~~

"Little witch! And then when it grew dark and
late?"

"Oh, thea I' grew a little nervous about you, and had
ever so many foolish imaginations-that robbers had
attacked you on the dark road, or that the horse had thrown
you, or some other fatality had overtaken you; and so I
was troubled with anxiety. But I reasoned and fought
against that anxiety. I said to myself how much more
likely it was that you were spending the evening with some

'friend'; and then I recollected that the Italian Opera was
in Washington, and I thought it most probable that you
had gone there."

"Ah! well, and what next?"
"'Why, about ten o'clock I called in Pina and told her as
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the night was so sharp, and the ride so long, you would
need a warm supper when you should arrive; and that we
must get one up between u~ for you. And so Pina dressed
the partridges, and I made the salad and set the table, and
-that was how it was. And when all was ready I made
Pina and Leo go to bed, because the poor creatures have to
rise so early in the morning. And I told them to leave the
shutters open, that the light might be a beacon to you on
this dark night."

"My darling, darling child! I always knew that your
nature was as sweet as a saint's, but I never knew how
heavenly sweet, until to-night! You have given me such
loving welcome! You hai~e x~ot even looked~a~reproach to

~n~e for disappointing you, and you have not once asked me
why I did it."

She stopped his words with kisses. And with her arm
around his neck, and her cheek laid against his, she
whispered:

"As if I hadn't faith in you~ As if I didn't love you
and trust you."

"Oh, you dove! I would not give you for Anna Lyon
and all the fine ladies that live, or ever did, or ever will
live!" he said, warmly embracing her..

"I hope," she ~4rhispered, softly, "that you would never
wish to give me up for any one; not that I am better than
others; not that Jam so good as they; but because I am
your own, and you love me. But what made you think of
Miss Lyon just then, dearest?"

"0h be cause, you know, it was planned betweeii our
parents, that Anna and I should marry, whether we liked
to dc~ it or not; fortunately, neither of us liked to do it."

"'Fortunately;' oh yes, how very fortunately! ~[ cans
not bear to think what I should have done, if you had
married Miss Lyon," said Drusilla, with a shudder.

Alexander wished to divert the conversation from the
13
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dangerous topic to which he had so thoughtlessly led it, so
he said:

"And you thought I had gone to the Italian Opera, this
evening, did you, my little love?"

Yes, I thought you had dined with some friend, and
then had gone with him to see Lucia di' Lammermoor.
Had you not?"

"No, my darling, no; I wouldn't have left you alone all
the ~vening, for the sake of hearing the grandest opera
ever written and played.~~

"Wouldn't you, Alick? But you might have done so.
I shouldn't have thought hard of it. I couldn't expect you
to be tied down to me all the time."

"But, my darling, I wouldn't have broken faith with you
and stayed away, when I promised to be home, for any
amusement under the sun. And nothing but the most
urgent necessity should have kept me away on this occa'.
s1'~l.

"Dear Alick, nothing disagreeable to you, I hope?"
"Only disagreeable, love, in so far as it detained me from

your side."
"Then I am glad."
"It was only-some unexpected business connected with

my late fathe s will," said Alexander, hesitatingly, and
again speaking a literal truth to give a false impression.
For certainly his embarrassments with Anna Lyon did
grow out of his father's will-will that he, ~Alexander,
should marry her.

But Drusilla understood him as speaking in a financial
sense only-as he intended that she should; and she bright'.
ened up and answered:

"Ah~ well, Alick, dear, since it was not very vexatious
business, never mind if it did keep ~rou away from me a
few hours longer than you or I expected. I can not hope
to have you always here beside me; but you are here now;
and all is made up to you, is it not?"

Yes, dear heart of my heart, all i*s made up to me now,"
said Alexander, folding her fondly to his heart.

And the night that he had dreaded so much closed in
this perfect peace.

CHAPTER XIX.

A NEGLECTED WIFE.

He saw prond Clara's face more fair,
He knew her of broad lands the heir,
Forgot his VOWS, his fais1~ foreewore,
And Constance was beloved no mOre.-SOoTT.

THE day and night described in the last chapter were the
types of many, too many days and nights that followed
them. Alexander Lyon had placed himself in a false posi..
tion and had a very difficult part to play between his wife
and his betrothed.

On the morning after that little supper the young couple
slept late; because on the previous evening they had found
their bright fireside so delightful that they had remained
there billing and cooing like a pair of lovers, as they still
were, until the small hours, when at length they went to
rest.

She was the first of the two to rise in the morning; for
she was an ardent little housewife, and she liked to have
everything about her small home in perfect order.

>He slept on until noon, and. then awoke with a weight
)upon his mind, though a very vague idea of what it meant.
But presently, as his brain grew clearer, he remembered all
the preplexing events of the preceding day and cursed his
fate for bringing him into such an embarrassing position.

As he made his morning toilet he reflected that his uncle,
an "early bird," like most old country gentlemen, had



'212 THE CHANGED BRIDES. A NEGLECTED WIFE.212

probably some hours before this called at his room at the
Blank House and found him absent, and perhaps had been
told by the servants there that he had not been in all night.

What could the old, gentleman think of such irregularity
on th~ part of his nephew and intended som-in-law?

Alexander scarcely dared to answer that question. But
full of anxious and' perplexing thoughts, he finished his
toilet and went below stairs.

In the breakfast room he found a fine fire, a neat table,
and his lovely young wife in her pretty morning dress of
white merino with black trimmings.

She put aside' the book she had been reading and arose
to receive him. He kissed her in silence and then dropped
heavily into his chair.

She rang the bell and ordered breakfast served.
"1 hope you have not waited for me, deer?" he languid-.

ly remarked.
"No; I' had a cup 'of tea and a bit* of dry toast when

I first came down;~ but that was nine o'clock, and it is
after one now; so I a quite ready to take breakfast
with you. It will be my lunch." .'

Fragrant Mocha coffee, fresh eggs, smoked salmon
broiled chicken and light mu9lns were soon placed upon
th&table; and the two sat down to breakfast.

But tempting as the viands were that stood befoxo him~
Alexander could eat but little.

Drusilla noticed his want of appetite and said:
"You are not well, dear. Have you a headache? Shall

I order SQme strong green tea made for you?"
"No, Drusa; I never drink tea in the morning unless I

am really sick. And I am quite well now; except~ that I
am a little disturbed in regard to---to that business connected
with my late father's' will," said Alexander, evasively.

"Oh, then it wasn't settled yesterday?"
"Oh, no; and I fear it will not be for many days yet."
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"I am sorry, Alick. But never mind. Everybody must

have some little thing to vex them; but it can't last forever;
you know. Try a little bit of this smoked salmon. It is
very ~

To please her he tried the salmon, and found that it gave
him an appetite; and he made a better breakfast than he
had expected to do.

When he had finished, he rang the bell, which summoned'
Leo 'to the room.

"Have my horse saddled and brought around here direct-
ly," he said to the boy. Then, turning to his wife, he
added:

"I shall have to ride into town to-day to look after that
business; but I will try to be back before night. I hope
you won't be very lonesome, dear?"

An involuntary expression of surprise and disappoint..
ment clouded her face for an instant; but she chased the
clouds away, and smilingly replied:

"Oh, no, I shall be very busy. But if you will tell me
at what hour you will be back, I will have dinner ready for
you."

"Have dinner at the usual hour, my dear. I will be
back in time for it if I possibly can.. But do not wait fo~
me beyond five o'clock, do you hear?~~

"Yes, ~ she answered, and again she had to chase
away a rising cloud of disappointment by a sunny smile.

He went out to prepare for his ride, and as soon as he
was ready he kissed his young wife and begged her not to
mope; and then he mounted his horse, that stood saddled
at the door, and rode briskly away.

She looked after him until he was out of sight, and then
with a sigh turned into the house.

Meanwhile Alexander rode rapidly into the city, and,
after.leaving his horse at the livery stable, hurried anx-
iously off to the' hotel where his uncle and cousin were stop-i
ping, and sent up his card.
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They were both in) and he was soon ushered up into their
private sitting-room.

General Lyon, reclining in his resting~chair, was reading
the morning papers; and Miss Lyon, lolling on the sofa,
was turning over the leaves of the libretto of the opera of
the evening.

Alexander felt a little guilty as he walked into their
presence.

2J3ut he was instantly consoled and reassured by the)
manners of both old gentleman and young lady.

"Oh, is that you, Alick? Good morning. Sit down. \
Excuse me for not rising. This is a shocking version of
Il Tr&vatore," said Anna, without moving, or lifting her
eyes from the pages she was studying.

"Ah! how do you do? Glad to see you. Intended to
walk around your way this morning and see how you were
getting on. But really, in such sharp weather as this, it
seems to require an effort to leave the chimney-corner.
Hope you'll excuse my not calling."

"With all my heart, sir," said Alexander, feeling im-
mensely relieved, and blessing his stars that his uncle had
not called on him and discovered his absence after all.
"With all my heart, sir! I could not indeed expect, and
would not wish you to take the trouble. It is rather my
duty always to wait upon you-a duty that I shall always
be most happy to perform."

"You're a good lad, Alick, a good lad," said the old
soldier, frankly holding out his hand to his nephew.

"I hope I shall, always be so happy as to deserve your
good opinion, sir," said Alexander, taking the offered hand
and bowing deeply over it.

But as he lifted himself up again he encountered the
laughing eyes of Anna, who was regarding him with a
mocking smile.

"Now, really, Aliok, you know you are growing sotToseph

Surfacish, that I am'~beginning to doubt your sincerity," she
said..

Alexander's countenance fell. But the old gentleman
came to the rescue.

"Never mind her, Alick. Who ever does mind Anna?
But listen to me. I have made an engagement for you this
evening.~~

Alexander started, with an unpleasant sensation about his
heart; but the old gentleman, without noticing him, went
on:

"There have been several parties calling here this morn-
ing, to invite Anna to go and hear this celebrated Italian
Opera Troupe. But I excused her to one and all, telling
them she was engaged to go with you, and also giving them
to understand that she was also engaged for life to you, so
that they. might not waste any attentions upon her. And,
I sent and took a private box for you both, for this evening.
Come! no thanks. I don't desire any. It was perfectly
convenient for me to make these arrangements, to save you
the trouble."

Alexander was dumb-foundered; he could not have
returned thanks if he had tried, He dropped into the near-
est seat, and wiped his face with his handkerchief, while the
old gentleman went on to describe the attractions of the Ital-
ian Opera, and while Anna silently, with an amused expres-
sion of countenance, watched both.

"1.-I fear, sir, that. I cannot have the honor intended
for me. I__'~

.- " Cannot have the honor intended for you? What the
mischief do you mean by that, sir?" demanded the old
gentleman, in surprise and displeasure.

"A previous engagement, I regret to say, sir, stands in
the way."

"What sort of an engagement, boy? What sort of an
engagement?"

[II
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"I had promised to. dine with a friend-" began Alex-

ander, speaking truly as to the letter, and falsely as to thei1~ spirit. But the old gentleman stopped him.
"Oh, a friend! a gentleman, of courseTor it isn't possi..

ide that you should have promised to dine with any lady.
Bosh, boy! Send the man an excuse; tell him here is ~
lady in the case; and take an early dinner with us, and be
ready to attend Anna."

"Really, my dear grandfather, IL wish you would not
press this matter upon Mr. Lyon. You know that Dick is
most anxious to be my escort," said Miss Lyon, in very jus-
tifiable displeasure.

Mr. Lyon and Dick. She called Alexander "Mr. Lyon,"
and Richard Haiiimond "Dick." Alexander noticed the
distinction, and his blood fired; but before he could say a
word, the old gentleman, with a flushed brow, struck in:

"Dick? What the deuce do you mean, Anna? Do
you suppose I am going to allow you to. be gallan ted about

* by Dick or any 'other man, for that matter, to set people
gossiping? You, an engaged young lady! And you,

* sir!" he exclaimed, turning angrily to Alexander-
"Thunder and lightning! what do you mean, sir, by your
excuses and your hesitations? Do you mean to slight your
betrothed, sir?"'

"Heaven forbid!" answered Alexander, earnestly. "I
told you the reason why I hesitat~d-that I~ had an en gage-
ment to dinner, but that en ~agement-every lighter
engagement-shall give way to your will, sir, and my dear
cousins service.~~

And so saying he bowed to his uncle, and would have
* lifted his cousin's hand to his lips, but that she ,drew it

away with a mocking smile as she said:
" Thanks, Mr. 'Joseph Surface.' As I am resolved to

see the opera, and as I cannot do so without your escort, IL
suppose I must accept it. Though I tell you plainly that
I would much rather have Dick's company."

"Anna!" exclaimed the general, again breaking in
before Alexander could reply; "Anna, this is unbearable!
to tell your betrothed husband that you would rather have
another man's company than his !-But Alick, my boy, I
must say that you brought it all on yourself by your tardi-
ness and seeming indifference.

"I am very sorry if I have seemed to be indifferent,
when in fact IL was very far from really being so. I hope
my dear cousin will forgive ~ bowed Alexander.

"Oh, of course she will. She spoke only from petulance
-nothing else," smiled the old gentleman.

But Anna said nothing.
At this most unpropitious moment Mr. Richard Ham-

mond was announced and entered the room.

-h

CHAPTER XX.

RIVALRY.

And he was jealous, the' he would not show it,

b'or jealousy dislikes the world to know it.-Bmo~.

Fou an instant the rivals glared at each other; and then
remembering in whose presence they stood, they lowered
their eyes.

Richard Hammond shook hands with his uncle and his
Cousin Anna and then turned towards Alexander, and the
kindness of his heart overcoming all his jealousy for the
n~ioment, he frankly held out his hand, saying:

"How do you do, Alick? I hope you are well !"

"Thanks, quite so," returned Lyon, stiffly.
The general, a frank-hearted old soldier, did not like, the

reception that Alick had given Dick. He thought the suc-
cessful rival, the accepted lover, the promised husband,
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might well afford to be wore generous; and 50 to~inake up
to Richard for the coldness of Alexander, he turned to the
former and clapping him on the shoulder, exclaimed:

"Come, my boy! what are you standing there for? Sit
down! sit down! and make yourself at home. Stay and
dine with us. We shall be quite a family party!"

Dick laughed, thanked his uncle and took the offered
seat.

And really soon his presence seemed to be a godsend to
the constrained party. His gay, good-humored manner
and conversation soon raised the spirits and warmed the
hearts of all the little group. Even Alexander had the
grace to come out of his sulks, and to say:

"I must congratulate you, Dick, upon your accession to a
large 'fortune."

"Thank you, Alick. It came in good time, I tell you
that. But Lord, Alick, maybe after all this fortune is only
so much more steam clapped on the engine with which 'the

demon is driving me on the road to ruin 11' said Dick, with
his usual outspoken truthfulness.

"I hope not; I hope not," said Alick.
"And I believe not," put in the general. "I am very

glad to know that my nephew Dick has given up all his

wild companions, who 'having spent one fortune for him,
would be very glad to spend another."

"Ran away from them, uncle, ran away from them. I
hadn't courage to give them up, so I gave them 'leg bail'
and left them all behind in Richmond."

"Right my boy! right! whatever may be said of the
heroism of braving bodily perils, it is much wiser to run
away from moral danger than to face it."

"Dick cannot bear to give any one pain. And if he had

stayed among his old associates in Richmond, he would have
let them ruin him again, rather than he would have hurt
their feelings by cutting their acquaintance," explained
Anna.

"Exactly. Therefore I say it was wiser to run away, as

it will also be wisest to stay away," said the general.
~"But here comes the waiter to lay the cloth for ~

They all dined together; and afterwards, as there seemed

scarcely. any way of eluding the engagement, Alick took
Anna to the Opera.

It seemed really discourteous, as Alexander had a, whole
private box to himself and Anna, that he would not invite
Dick to take a seat in it; but in' fact he could not bring
himself to do such violence to his own feelings of rivalry.

Dick went to the opera, however; and he occupied an'

orchestra chair in a much better position for seeing and
hearing than was Alexander's and Anna's private box.

And when the curtain, fell upon the first act, he caine
around to the box, without seeming to think that he was
intruding, and gayly and good-humoredly talked and
laughed with his cousins, until the curtain rose upon the
second act. And in the intervals of all the succeeding acts
he came round to their box. Though'~there were two vacant
seats, Alexander never once invited him to take one of
them. Anna always did, however, and pressed him
cordially to sit down. But Dick always gayly declined, and
merely leaning over the back of one of the unoccupied

chairs, talked and laughed until the~ rising of the curtain
warned him to make his, bow and retreat.

The performance was a very long one, so that it was
some time after twelve o'clock when Alexander took Anna
back to the hotel and gave her up to the charge of her
grandfather.

And it was after two o'clock, when, half frozen and half

famished, worn out in body and harassed in mind, he
reached his home.

As on the evening previous the lights from the little
drawing-room windows, gleaming through. the wintry
woods, cheered him on his approach and warned him that.

Ii
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'his loving wife was still up and waiting to welcome him
home.

And there he found a bright fire, a warm supper and a
happy face to comfort him. As before she forbore to
reproach or to question him, and she received his voluntary
explanation without hesitation and without doubt ;-but
this explanation, while true to the letter as far as it went,
was false in the spirit-giving her the impression that still
"the troublesome business connected with his father's will"
detained him in town.

Much of his conversation now, while being true to the
letter, was false in the spirit. But how could this possibly
be expected to last?

Day after day Alexander rode in to town. Night after
night he came back, never earlier than one o'clock, some-
times as late as three or four; for on these occasions he
would have to escort his cousin to a ball where the festivi~
ties 'were kept up until near daylight. And though Anna
being in half-mourning refrained from dancing, she seldom
retired from the scene until one or two o'clock.

For mamiy days and nights Drusilla bore this 'state of
things with exceeding patience and cheerfulness; always
accepting his excuses for leaving her in the morning, and
always having the lighted windows, the warm drawing-
room, the bright fire and the hot supperto welcome him at
night. But ahl worship him as she would, she Was but a
soul encased in flesh and blood, and her health and spirits
from loneliness and late hours, long continued, began to
suffer. There was another cause, too, for the poor child's
failing strength, which had her husband kno~vn it, should
have appealed strongly to his tenderness. But to do him
justice in this particular, he did not know it any more than
his wife did. She became nervous and irritable, and she
wondered what could ail her, to make her so unlike her old
self. She tried very hard first to overcome her nervous
irritability, then to k4p it from annoying him.

Att~r he would leave her each day she would begin to
occupy herself diligently, so that her spirits might not
droop. S~ie inspected every portion of her house from roof
to cellar, and kept all in perfect order. She did a great
deal of needle-work, she read many books, she painted some
pictures, and she perfected herself in some of the most
difficult pieces of music. So at first she managed to get
through her lonely days.

When the day's work was done, and the sky grew dark,
and she knew that a long, lonely night was before her, she
would have a bright fire lighted in the drawing-room and
an exquisite little supper planned Qut for her husband.

And then, when bed-time came, in her kindness of heart
she would send her servants to rest, and she would sit alone
by the fire, reading and watching until his return. Some-
times~ in the loneliness of the place, and of the hour, the
stillness would~ grow almost awful to her, and ~he would feel
that she must speak to some human creature, or go mad, and
she would be tempted to go and call Pina up to sit with her.
But there again her compassion came in and saved her
servant from ~being disturbed. And so, rather fhan incon-
venience another, she would sit on alone "through the
dead waste and middle of the night," until she became so
nervous as to dread tQ hear the sound of her own low breath..
ing, or to see the reflection of her own scared face in the
glass.

But then how welcome the sound of his horse's feet, which
her listening ears could hear in the deep silence even whet~
Ae was riding along the open road before he turned into the
wood.

Then in a moment all was changed. The flush of joy
chased the paleness from her cheeks; the light of love
beamed from her eye; and she was ready to welcome him
with her happy face.

1
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE SORROWS OF THE YOUNG WIFE.

Ye~ for all this, let him stand
In my thoughts, untouched by blame,

Could he help it, if my hand
He had claimed, with hasty claim?

That was wrong~ perhaps. but then
Such things be, and will again.

Women cannot judge for men.'-E. B. BROWNING.

ONE morning near the last of Feburary, when the young
wife arose, leaving her husband still in bed heavily sleeping
off his fatigue, she found that it was snowihg fast, the flakes
coming down fine and thick as sifted flour, and promising a
deep and heavy fall. And she was glad to see it, for she
said to herself:

"Surely Alick cannot leave home on such a tempestuous
day as this."

And if it had been possible for her fire-side and break-
fast table to have been. brighter and more attractive than
they always were, she would have made them so this morn-
ing for his sake. And the hope, the almost certainty of
having him home all day long made her face radiant with
joy and beauty.

Presently he came down heavily enough.
"What beastly weather I" he said, looking through, the

window at the thickly falling snow.
Her face fell a little, 'she scarcely knew why. But she

touched the bell and ordered the breakfast served.
"And tell Leo to have my horse at the door in half an

hour," added Alick.
"You are not going out on such a day as this, dear

Aliek," she said.
"Yea, I am. It is that horrid business. Now, Drusilla,

my little woman, do try to he cheerful and don't vex me by
looking that way," he said, as he saw her grave face~,
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"I am only sorry, dea~r, that you have to leave home in
such weather that is all," she answered, as she turned and
busied herself with pouring out the coffee that 'was just
then set upon the table.

And he ate his breakfast in haste, dressed in haste and
then mounted his horse and hurried off to town.

The snow continued to fall and the day passed very
heavily with the poor young. wife. Still her thought was
for her husband.

"Oh what a night he will have to come home in," she
said to herself again and again, as she saw that the weather
grew worse and worse as the day waned later and later.

At length towards evening she could keep her anxiety
to herself no longer, and she said to her maid:

"Oh, Pina, what a night for Mr. Lyon to ride home in!"
"Indeed, ma'am, I don't think he will come at all."
"Not come home at all!" echoed Pina's mistress,

aghast.
"Why you see, ma'am, it will be dangerous. Only look

out. The fences are nearly all e~vered and the snow is still
falling," 8aid the girl, pointing through the windows of the
kitchen where this conversation took place.

"I see," sighed the lonely wife, and her heart seemed to
sink like lead in her bosom. But then she took herself to
task and said:

"Why should I feel so miserable because my husband
must stay away from me for one night? I would much
rather that he should stay all night in Washington than
risk his life in attempting to return home in the darkness,
through such a snow-storm as this, in which all landmarks
seem to be lost."

And so she tried to reason with her longing heart.
At night, however, it stopped snowing. But the wind

came up from the northwest and:. blew very hard, and the.
new fallen snow began to freeze as firm ac adamant.
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"What do you think now, Pina? Do you think your
master can get home?" inquired the master's wife of her
maid.

"Lor, ma am, why this is worse than the other."
"What is, Pina?"
"This freeze is worse than the falling snow, ma'am;

because it will make the roads all as slippery as glass; so,
even if his horse is rough shod, master will hardly be able
to get home."

"Well, Pina, I trust that he will run no risk. But, in
case he should come~ we must have everything ready for
him as usual. The worse the weather, the more comfort he
will want. So you must dress the wild duck for the roaster,
and I will make a little cabinet pudding," said Pina's mis-
tress, tying on an apron and tucking up her sleeves.

"We may prepare for him, ma'am, but he. will never
return such a night as this, you may take my word for that.
It would be as much as his life and limbs are worth to
attempt it," answered the girl.

These words made the young wife very uneasy. Much
as she wished for his presence, she now prayed that he~
might not set out to return. And it was with some com-
fort she iefiected that Alexander never unnecessarily ran
any risk; that he would certainly be able to judge of the
dangers of the roads, and would as certainly avoid them.
Still, in the event of his returning that night, she was
determined to have everything ready for him.

As night deepened, it grew colder and colder. Outside
it was like the polar regions. There

"Dread winter spread his latest glooms
And reigned tremendous-"

-all darkness, snow and ice.
Inside, all was light; warmth and comfort.
In the drawing-room a large bright fire was burning;

the little table was laid for. supper; the easy chair and the
warm slippers were ready.
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At ten o'clock, Drusilla, as usual, would 'have dismissed
her maid to bed, but the girl pleaded to remain up, "for
this once~~ with her mistress.

"If you please, ma'am, master will not be home to-night,
I'm certain sure of it. But you'll sit up all the same. So
please let me sit up 'with you till you gives it up."

"As* you like, Pina," replied the young mistress.
And the little lady settled herself in one of the easy

chairs before the fire, and the maid xAestled down among
the foot cushions in the corner.

In less than an hour, Pina., overcome with the beat of
the fire and the heaviness of her own head, fell fast asleep.

And Drusilla watched on, almost as much alone as if her
maid had been a hundred miles away-as very likely she
was, in the spirit.

Drusilla was hoping against hope, that her too much
loved husband might return home and in safety; but~ she
could not justify this hope to her reason, for certainly this
was a night in which no man in his senses, who valued his
life and limbs, would take the road; and just as certainly,
Alexander had a wholsonw regard for his own; so it was
not likely that he would risk them.

Still, Drusilla waited antI watched until the clock struck
twelve. Then, as her maid was snoring 8onorously, to say
nothing of baking her head by getting it almost' into the
fire, Drusilla woke her up and ordered her off to bed.

Pina, to~ utterly wearied with watchingg, and too stupid
with sleep to make any resistance, stumbled off to her attic,
finding her way as a somnambulistmight.

And Drusilla was left. quite alone. The clock struck
two. And still she watched on and on. She t~iought there
was little use in doing 86, but she could not help it. She

\ continued, at intervals, to stare through the Windows, and
to listen to every sound without, though she saw nothing
but the darkness of the night, and the glimmer of thQ

14



226 ~rui~ CHANGED J3RIDES.

snow-clad, spectral' looking trees, and heard nothing but the
howling of the wind and the .rattling of the icicles.

But suddenly, through all deeper sounds, she heard the
merry ringing of' sleigh-bells!

And she starVed to her feet, for she knew in an instant,
that her husband had come home in a sleigh-a possibility
that had never occurred either to herself or 'her servax~it.

She ran to the door and pulled it open. But Alexander
had turned around to the stable, and so it was some ten
minutes before he returned to the door.

It flew open at his knock, and Drusilla threw herself in
his arms; she could not help this, she was so oveijoyed at
his almost unhoped for return in safety that night.

".Up still, my faithful little darling?'~ he said, kissing
her.

"Yes; and I hope you are very hungry this time, as well
as very cold, dear Alick, for I have such a supper for you!,,

"Y~s? Well you may swear that I am famished, for I

have not broken my fast since luncheon," he laughed.
She helped him to draw off his overcoat, and hung it up,

in' .the hall; and then she pulled him with affectionate solic-
itude and playful force out from the cold hall into the snug
little drawing-room, and made him comfortable.

"Dear AIi~k, your hands are. almost frozen! You must
have had a real I~aplander's ride, and without the Lap-
lander's furs. 'How came you to undertake jt, dear?" she

asked, as. she 'pushed hita down in his arm chair, and sat on
a cushion at hi~ side, and took his icy hands between her
own warm ones, and rubbed them. "Why did you come,
.Aiick, dear?"

"My darling, it 'is bad enough for me to stay away from
you as much as I do-as much as I am comr~l1ed to do on
account ~f that vexatious businesB; but really it would be
too bad to stay away all nights and I never mean to do

*
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"Oh, Alick dear, how glad I am to ~hear you say so.
And I am so glad you came to-night, since you have
reached home in safety. The servants thought that you
would not come, that it would be too dangerous a journey to
undertake on horseback."

"So it would, my dear, and that is the reason why I
bought the sleigh; which, besides, I thought would be use-
ful this winter."

"Oh, yes, indeed, so it wilL And we are both so fond
of sleighing. We shall have some fine sleighing together,"
she said.

He made no reply to the observation, for. he knew full

well that he should have no time to realize her anticipa-
tions.

"Don't you remember, Alick, the fine sleigh rides we

used to have in the Christmas holidays, when you used to
come home to spend them.; and when you used to take
Miss Anna out, and always insist that your 'child,' as you
called me, should go along, too?' Do you remember,
Alick?"

"Yes, little Drusa, quite well," he answered gravely,
and with some emotion, as he tenderly smoothed her hair
with his hand.

"Oh, can I ever forget all'your kindness to me from that'
time to the very present? Can I ever do too much-can I
ever do enough for you?"

"Poor little Drusa!" he murmured.
"But there, your hands are warm now, and I will set the

supper on the table," said the busy little housewife.
When Alick was warmed and fed, and comforted and

satisfied, he turned from 'the table and the fire towards his
little wife, and said:

"Well, Drusa,' as I had the sleigh I thought I might as
well bring something home in it besides myself. So I
walked into several of the book stores and picked up the
best of the new books that are published."
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"New books! Oh, thank you; dear Alici~; where are
they?" eagerly exclaimed Drusilla, rising from her chair to
look for them; for she who had so few amusements-so
few ?-I[ should have said no amusements at all,-was
delighted at the mention of new books. "Where are they,
Alick dear?" she~ repeated, glancing around the room.

"Sit down, my pet. Do you think I could have brought
them in my hand, or in my pocket? Why, they are an
armful 'for a railway porter. II left them in the sleigh in
the stable~ You shall have a glorious time over them to-
morrow; it is too late to look at them to-night even if we
had them lying before us; for, do you see what o'clock it
is?"

Drusilla glanced up at the Ormolu timepiece on th~
mantle shelf, and saw, with surprise, that it was nearly two
o'clock in the morning.

And Alexander arose at the same moment to put up the
guard and close the shutters, saying, with a smile, -

"EWe have to be our own ~'rvants when we are so unrea-
sonable as to sit up so late, love." And soon after both
retired.

The next day was intenselyy cold, but clear and brilliant;
the ground was covered deep with hard frozen snow, and
the trees were! clothed with frost and ice, and the sun
shone out of a bright blue sky, lighting up all the scene
with blinding radiance.

Immediately after breakfast, Mr. Lyon had the sleigh
brought around to the door. The packages, left in it from
the night before, were ordered to be taken out and brought
into the drawing-room.

"Here, little one! here are some dozens of new books
that will help you to kill the time between this jind my
return," said Alexander, directing her attention to the
packages.

"Oh, thank you, Alick. Dut must you go to town again
to-day?"
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"Of course I must; I must go every day for some time
yet."

Drusilla suppressed the sigh that arose to her lips, but
she could not forbear the question:

"And stay late, Alick?"
~cThat is as it may be, Drusa. I shall return as soon as

I can get away. Now amuse yourself with your books,
and don't mope."

"Oh, no, I won't mope,~~ said iDrusilla. "You are so
good to me, Alick, I ought not to do so."

He jumped into his sleigh, and sped away to the ringing
of the bells. And she watched him out of sight, and then
turned into the drawing-room and sat down among her new
books, and began to unwrap them. Most of my readers
know the delight of opening and examining a package of
new books. Drusilla was absorbed in the pleasure of open-
ing package after package, and examining volume after
volume, until at length she selected the book that she wished
to read first, and laid it aside, and then she took the others
into the library and put them in proper places.

She had scarcely completed this pleasant piece of work,
before she heard her maid calling to her:

"Oh, ma'am, ma'am, come here, please, and see the snow-
birds."

She who loved all living creatures, went into the kitchen
and looked from the windows, and saw hopping about upor
the frozen snow several hundred of these little creatures.

Drusilla, who had always spent. her summers in thc
country, but her winters in town, h~d never seen, or, if she
had seen, had never particularly noticed, these birds before.

"~y! what a sight! What brings so many of them
here, Pina? "'she inquired, in astonishment~

"Why, you see, ~ the ground and the bushes and
the trees are all covered with frost and snow and ice, and
they can't find 'anything to eat in the woods or fields or
lanes, and so they look for food about houses."
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"Poor little things! What do they eat, Pina?"
"Anything eatable, ma'am, that is small enough for them

to swallow ;-grains of rice, crumbs of bread, specks of

"Oh, throw out whole handful~ of rice for them," said
Drusilla.

"That would hardly do, ma'am. It would sink in the
snow and be lost before the birds could get it. But if you
will let me sprinkle food on all the window-sills around the
house, you will see the little creatures come in scores to eat.
And it will amuse you, like, ma'am, to sit and see the art
of the little rogues, how one will watch from a bush to see
the coast clear, and then notify the others to come and
eat."

"Oh, then," said Drusilla, with all the eagerness of a
child, "crumble up several loaves of bread, and sprinkle
every window-sill of the house full as it will hold."

"Would you like some traps set in the woods, ma am?"
"Traps, what for?~~
"To catch the birds, ma'am.
"To catch the birds?"
"Yes, nia'am. They make excellent pies, and-~-"
"Oh, hush-no!~~
"The boys will catch them, ma am, if you don't. They

set traps in the woods. And they puts food under them.
And the little birds ~go to get it, and are caught and
killed."

"How cruel and treacherous! Poor little things, to be
frozen out, and starved out, and to come to us for food and
shelter, and to be killed and eaten. The boys shan't trap
them on our place, any way. So if you or Leo find a trap
in our woods break it up, and if you find a trapper whip
him 1" said the little champion of birds, as she left the
kitchen.

That day passed with Drusilla less drearily than usual.
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When all her household duties had been discharged, she
sat in her snug little drawing-room, feasting upon her new
books, and furtively watching the snow-birds that were
feasting upon the crumbs on the window-sill, and which as
furtively watched her and flew away the instant they
caught her eyes, only to fly back the instant they saw them
fall upon ker book again; for these little raiders did not yet
know their benefactress.

So quiet was this place that the wild creatures of the
woods feared not to approach it; and Drusilla, looking
from her window, could see the squirrel seated on a twig
and nibbling his nut, or the opossum curled up in his hole,
or the fleet little hare race across the frozen snow, or the
raccoon peeping from the hollow of his tree. It was well
that this child of nature loved nature with all her children
so well, for not a human being could Drusilla see from her
wimlow.

Her beautiful wild. wood home--beautiful even in the
dead of winter-was separated on all sides by many acres
of thick woods from any public thoroughfare. The road
leading through the woods was a strictly private one lead-
ing to her house, and nowhere else.

iDrusilla sat alternately reading and watching her favor-
ites, until two o'clock in the afternoon, when Pina brought
in her mistress's simple dinner of boiled chicken and cus-
tard pudding.

It was a solitary dinner; for thing&'had come to such a
pass now that the little wife, instead of taking a luncheon
iii the middle of the day, and waiting dinner for the hus-
band who never, never came to eat it, always now dined
alone soon after noon.

And now Drusilla consoled herself for the absence of her
husband by thinking of the supper she would prepare for
him and share with him in the evening.

"Pina," she said, as she saw the snow-birds fly away
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from the window-sill at her slightest motion; "Pina, will I
never be able to tame these little creatures by kindness?"

"Oh, yes, ma'am; you may make them so tame that
they will come and eat out of your hand.",

"How-how can I do that?"
"By just, doing as you do now, ma'am. They will soon

find out as you mean them no harm but good, and they will
cease to fear you and begin to love you," answered the girl,
as she removed the dinner service.

And Drusilla spent the afternoon as she had spent the
morning.

That night Alexander, for. a wonder, came home as early
as eight o'clock. And the cheerful day was succeeded by
a happy evening.

"' CHAPTER XXII.

DIFFICULTIES OF DECEPTION.

Ah, what a~ tangled web we weave,

Whert firet we veziture to deceive..-SQOTT.

ALEXANDER had his troubles too, and they were not the
less trying because he had brought them on himself 'by his
own wrong-doing---.rather the more so, in fact, since remorse
was added to regret, and the loss of self-resp~ct to the loss
of domestic peace.

He was learning by personal experience that "the way of
the transgressor is hard."

He found it very difficult to play two parts and live in
two places at the same time.

This was the way his day passed. He usually arose at
ten o'clock in the morning, with a bad head-ache and a
worse heart-ache, made a quick toilet and a poor kreakfast,
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then threw himselfi into the saddle and rode away as, fast as
his horse's feet could carry' him.

He. always contrived to be at his' rooms in his hotel by
eleven o'clock in the forenoon, lest his uncle should call for
him and find him out. And always on entering his cham-
ber he would tumble his bed and slop his washstand to de-
ceive the servants of the hotel into the idea that he had
slept there; for he was in constant dread lest his uncle
should discover that he passed the night elsewhere.

To carry on the deception, every day he breakfasted at
the hotel table, and he dined with his uncle and cousin.
And every evening he accompanied Anna to some place of
amusement, where she was always the most admired beauty
in the room, and where he was the most envied man, be-
cause it was generally understood that he was her betrothed
husband.

He seldom returned home before one o'clock, and some-
times not before three in the morning.

You perceive by this how little time he had to bestow on
his young wife.

Meanwhile Drusilla was more lonely than words can tell.
Just think of it.
It was the depth of winter.
She lived in a lone house in a thick wood. She had no

companion in the house, no acquaintance in the neighbor~'.
hood, and no correspondent in the world. She never made
a visit, or had a visitor, or wrote a letter, or received one.
Her one object in life was her husband; her one interest in
the day his return at night; and if he had given her a
little more of his company, if only an evening now and
then, she could have been happy n-or if, when he did come
home, he co~hld have been more cheerful in her presence, she
would have been less miserable.

But, ah! friends, Alexander-as is always the case with
an evil-doer-went on from bad to worse.
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And whj~n morning after morning he gulped down his
coffee in )iot haste, and hurried away from his home, in
eager"an~iety; and when night after night he returned in
the small hours, too cold, tired and harassed to notice the
preparations she had made for his comfort, or to share the
supper she had kept waiting for him, or even to bestow a
kiss or a smile,, or a' look upon her; when, in fact, he
seemed to have become estranged from her; then, indeed,
her heart failed, her ~b~auty faded, and she hung her head
like a flower drooping in the cold.

She tried very hard to keep up her spirits and preserve
her beauty for his sake and for her own. For more than all
earthly things she wished to retain his love. And she
remembered how in her childhood, he had scolded her for
crying, telling her that it made her ugly, and that he could
not possibly love an ugly little girl; and how she had
almost suffocated herself then, in her efforts to' suppress her
sobs, lest she should grow ugly and lose his love.

Then he had been a mere thoughtless youth, teasing a
timid child who loved him; now he was 'or seemed' a
heartless man, torturing a sensitive young woman, who had
given her whole life into his hands.

Yet these were not her thoughts of him; she did not
blame him even to herself; she was more ingenious in flnd-
ing excuses for his conduct, than even he would have been.
But she was right in trying to be always bright and beauti-
ful, so as to retain his love, since she valued it so highly-
for he did dislike ugly and sorrowful faces.

And at length, when her powers of self-control were ex-
hausted-'when loneliness, late hours, fatigue of body and
distress of mind had done their work upon her heart and
frame, and broken down her health and spirits-her pale
face, heavy eyes, languid motions and faltering tones irri-
tated him, for they were so many severe, though silent and
involuntary reproaches to him.
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"As if it were not enough," he sometimes said to him-
self, "that for her sake, I 'have foolishly given up the most
beautiful woman of the day, and sacrificed the most brilliant
prospects of my life, and worse than all, placed myself in a

4
false and degrading position, but that now, she must make
me more miserable still, with her moping manners."

But here his faithful conscience always rebuked him for
his injustice, and awakened his memory to remind him,
that his poor young wife herself; child as she was, had at
the time of his proposal for her hand, set all these possible
regrets before him, and had warned him to pause and
reflect, before taking the irrevocable step of making her his
wife; and that he himself had been strong to overcome her
hesitation and stubborn to maintain his own will.

And then in a fit of remorse, he would break out upon
himself with:

"I am certainly the most infernal villain that Heaven
ever let live ~ or words to the same effect.

In these moods he would go and buy something to take
home to Drusilla, some set of jewels, piece of lace, rich
shawl, gay dress, or other article of vanity.

But soon he saw that his child-bride, who was still wear-
ing her first mourning for her dead mother, valued tbese
things not in themselves, but only as proofs of his thought
for her.

And besides, how could jewels and fine clothes console
the loving young wife for the lost society of her husband?

But Alexander was ~provoked, that his efforts to please
her were so utterly unavailing. He did not reflect that if
she had been a vain, selfish woman, and had loved herself
more than she loved him, she would have been happy in his
presents, and indifferent to his presence;

flut as she was neither vain, nor selfish, as she loyed him
rather than herself; she pined amidst all her plenty, because
he was almost always absent from her.
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This pining became evident in her appearance, notwith-
standing all her efforts to conceal it.

And sometimes it exasperated him so much that it was
with di~e~ty he could restrain himself from reproaching
her, and thus adding to the sum of his own injustice and
her misery.

Often, also, his temper was severely tried in town by
what i&e called the difficulties of his position, but what any
one else might have called the hardships of the trans-
gressor.

One day especially, when he rode into the city a little
later than usual, he found his uncle at his room waiting for
him.

"~Where the deuce is it, Alick, that you gallop off to
every morningof your life?" inquired the old gentleman,
who had somehow or other got a hint that his nephe'~' rode
into Washington every morning, but had no suspicion that
he slept out of the city every night. "Where the deuce is
it that you go?" he repeated.

Alick, taken by surprise, hesitated before he could sum-
mon the presence of his mind, and reply:

"Oh, I make a practice of taking a gallop through the
morning air for my

"Uinph, umph, umph!" growled the old gentleman.
"You look more like you made a practice of sitting over
your wine until fodr or five, or six o'clock in the morning,
for you're illness."

Alick laughed rather lugubriously, it must be confessed,
for he saw that the old gentleman~s suspicions were aroused,
although, of course, they must have been of the vaguest
character.

"Well," said the general, "you have got a busy day
before you, Alick, and no time to lose. First, you have to
escort Anna to St. John's Church, to be present at :the
wedding of Senor Don Emilliq Arayo, the son of the Bra-

zillian Minister, with Mademoiselle Marie de Courcey, niece
of the French Ambassador. All the world is going, and
Anna is going with them, of course."

"Satan 41y away with the spanish puppy and the French
ninny!" was Alick's secret thought. But he bowed, and
said:

"Sir, I shall be most happy."
"And then you are engaged to dine at Major General

Scott's. And after that to go and take Anna to see the
great new tragedienne, Mrs. Stars, in Lady Macbeth;
after which you sup with me and Anna."

"What a fussy old Polonius uncle is getting to be, to be
sure! .1 really think the old man is falling into his
dotage," thought Alick within himself. But he answered
aloud:

"A. vary pleasant programme, sir.
"Aye, I suppose you young people think it so. I confess

I don't. But, Alick, my boy, I must beg you to forego
your gallop to-morrow morning. My old friend-and your
late father's oldest friend-...-Oommodore Storms, is coining to
breakfast with me at eight o'clock, and, of course, you must
join us. It will be the only chance you will have of seeing
him, as he is only passing through the city on his way
south, and leaves by the mid-day train to-morrow."

Alexander stared in dismay, and then inquired:
"Could I not see him to-day, sir?"
"Ko, he is gone with a party to visit Mount Vernon.

Besides, wbat time have you to do any thing today but
what is ,appointed for you?"

"None indeed," said Alexander with an involuntary sigh,
which did not escape the notice of the old man.

"Does ~t afflict you so much then?" enquired the gen-
eral.

-' "The Pea of your giving up you? mysterious morning

237236



238 THE CHANGED BRIDES.

ride for a breakfast with two old Revolutionary relics like
the commodore and myself," answered the general, fixing a
scrutinizing gaze upon his nephew's face.

"Oh no, sir! I-was thinking only how much rather I
would see my father's old friend sooner than later," answer-
ed Alexander, again true in the letter but false in the spirit
of his reply.

And so Mr. Lyon concluded that there was no alternative
for him but to stay in town all night as well as all day.
And he did so, fully carrying out the programme sketched
for him by his uncle, but feeling all the while great pain
from ~he thought that his poor lonely young wife would sit
up the whole night waiting anxiously for his return.

The next day was quite as much taken up with eng~~ge..
ments as any former day had been; and so it was long past
midnight when Alick got home.

He found Drusilla wan and wasted with waiting and
watching there two days and nights of suspense and anx~i-
ety; but he saw no look of reproach in her gentle eyes,
heard no word of blame from her sweet lips.

lie perceived her sufferings and was angry with himself
for causing them, and he began some lame explanation of
his absence.

But she ~aw his embarrassment and stopped his faltering
words with a kiss, and she said:

"Dear Alick, it is enough that you are here again to
make me happy. You do not need to render your poor
little wife, who has not much wisdom of her own,, an account
of your ~

And she told him the little news of the two da,~rs at home,
and she laughed and jested and served his supper with her
o14 cheerfulness and alacrity.

The next morning Alexander went to town: with the
deliberate purpose of ending his own perplexities and his
wife's. aufferings, by doing. the right thing and \confessing
his secret marriage, to his uncle.
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But ah! it always happened whenever an especial fit of
repentance moved Alexander to amendment, something
occurred to throw him back upon his evil course and con-
firm him in it.

So it was on this morning.
He strolled into a reading-room and sat down at one of

the tables and took up a paper to look at the news of the,
day. He had not been.there more than five minutes when
he heard his cousin Anna's name mentioned in connection
with his own.. Impulsively he looked up and listened.

The speakers, seated at a table near, were strangers to
him, as he evidently was to them, since they discussed his
private affairs so freely in his hearing.

"I tell you there is not a word of truth in it. It is all a
mistake. It is a false report. The beautiful Anna cares no
more for young Lyon than she does for you or me. If she
cares for any one on earth, it is for that handsome fellow,
Dick Hammond, who has just come into a great fortune,"
said the first speaker.

"That may all be quite true. I am not saying who she
cares for, but who she is going to marry. She may not
care a pin for Lyon, and she may adore ~Hammond; but for
all that she must marry Lyon and give Hammond the go-
by, since such was the will of the two ancient landed pro-
prietors, her grandfather and granduncle, who long a~go
decided that their large estates should be united," said the
second speaker.

"Well, if I wer& the lady's choice, Dick~ Hammond, I
think I should set a very serious impediment between the
union of those said estates."

"And if I were the betrothed lover, Alexander Lyon, I
would break Dickjs neck for his presumption," said the last'
speaker, as both arose from the table and strolled away.

Alexander's anger and jealousy were both aroused, and
his good resolutions were put to flight. He arose and PA-
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lowed the two speakers, but they had disappeared in the
crowd.

The days of duelling are past, thank Heaven; else Alex-
ander would have liked to have sought out and called out
one or both of these male gossips and exchanged a shot
with either or both of them at ten paces.

As it was he could only let his anger cool down and then
acknowledge b himself that they had really neither done
nor said anything very wrong. They had only uncon-
sciously wounded his self-love and aroused his jealousy.

Anna Lyon, his beautiful cousin, had always been in-
tended for himself, he said, and Dick Hammond knew it.
And even now, for all Dick Hammond knew to the con-
trary, he, Alick Lyon, had the exclusive right to Anna's
regards.

How then did he, Dick Hammond, dare to set himself
up as a lover of Anna, and a rival of her betrothed?

Yes! and how dared Anna, in the face of her parent's
will and her own engagements, receive and favor him as
such?

Alick ground his teeth with rage and jealousy.
"They must never know, they shall never know, but

that my claims to Anna's hand are as good as they ever
were !-At l~ast they shall not know it until all possibility
of* Hammond's union with Anna is destroyed," said Alick
to himself.

And that day he devoted himself with lover-like as-
siduity to his Cousin Anna. And that night he remained
in tow~i all night.

Alas, for, Drusilla! She had fallen upon still darker
days; foi~ now she never even knew when waiting up for
her husband, whether he would return or not.

Still-still she strove against despondency and hoping
against hope, assumed some cheerfulness.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

SILENT SORROW.

And the little lady grew silent and thin,
Paling and ever paling,

As is the case with a hid chagrin,
And they all said she was ailing.-RonnuT BROWNING.

THE young wife's faith and hope were sinking under the
pressure of coldness and solitude; and only her undying
love survived in all its strength and beauty.

She was seriously ill, though she still kept up, moving
about the house to attend to her domestic affairs all day,
and sitting up to receive her hus~and'half the night.

And these exhausting duties of course made her worse.
And oh, illness in woman is very repulsive to most men,

and especially to those of Alexander Lyon's fastidious
nature and self-indulgent habits. JUness pales the cheeks
and dims the eyes; and worse than all, it frets the nerves
and tries, the temper.

So it was with Drusilla: weary and anxious, suffering in
mind and body, when Alexander came home near morning
she could not always welcome him with the happy glances
he had been accustomed to receive from her,

And on these occasions her sad face and tearful eyes so
displeased and irritated him, that he would go off to his
own room without touching the refreshments that she had
got ready for him, or even stopping to bestow a kind word
upon her.

He meant, by this conduct, to punish her for what, in his
thoughts, he called "her sulks." But tl~is sort of punish-
ment nearly broke he~~1oving heart. He ~aused her depres-
sion and then blamed her for being depressed. It was as
if he had crushed a violet and then blamed it for withering.

It was a pity, too, that just at this time such. a contrast
15
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should have been exhibited between his brilliant, beautiful
and imperious cousin and his little, pale, drooping wife.

He would spend the evening with Anna at some fashion-
able assembly, where he saw her, in all the splendor of
beauty' and ~pide of place, the all-admired belle of the
season, the reigning queen of society ;-and then, full of
the intoxication of her new charms, he would return lPme
to find Drusilla, pale, weary and depressed, and he would
start 6ff t&' his ~wn room to curse the fate that had so long
blinded him to the transcendent 'attractions of his high-
born ~cousin, and~ bound him ~for life to. the insignificant
'daughter' of his housekeeper. And the very bitterest
element in his misery was the thought that, sooner or later,
his old rival, Richard XLammond, must. win the priceless
treasure that he himself had so madly cast away.

it i~ to be feared that if at this time Alexander Lyon
conld possibly have devised any means ~of secretly and
legally repudiating his young wife, he would not have
hesitated to do so. As it was, he estranged himself
from her, and passed more nights in his rooms 'at the
hotel than in his home at Cedarwood.. But he never gave
the gentle creature 'a single harsh word or look; with all
his madness-and hi8 mood was little less than madness
.-~he eould not do either; he simply broke her spirit by
coldness, neglect and avoidance.

And yet, notwithstanding all this, if he had but' known
it,' in his heart of hearts ~it was Drusilla he' loved and not
Anna.

He had made no mistake in marrying this sweet girl; it
had been. a true inspiration that h~id drawn him towards her
when he was a youth and she a child. She was the better
half of his spirit, and the g~iardia~ angel of his life, as
well as the true love' of his youth. And once he knew all
this to be true; but now he seemed to have forgotten.

Besides, Drusilla'-.soul and body, beyond all' doubt or
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question-was his own; and therefore was she 'undervalued
~and despised as something of little worth; while Ann& was
unattainable by him, and likely to .become the wife of his
rival; and therefore was Anna overrated as a pearl~ beyond
price, and desired with passionate eagerness. But whatever
this phrenzy was, for the girl whom he had known from his
boyhood up, and in his thoughts rejected as a wife years
before-it was not love; it was probably a hallucination
made up of pride, jealousy, admiration, and the fascina-
tion of the unattainable. Alexander Lyon ha4 fancied
many a beauty in his life; but he had never once loved
any other than the young, devoted wife whom he now
so insanely wronged and grieved.

And a'h,! how severely she suffered in secret, how bit-
terly she wept over the ever4ridreasing estrangement~; never
blaming him, however, evernf in her thoughts; blaming her-
self, rather, for not being able to merit his love and make
him happy; never losing faith in him, hub losing faibh in
herself.

Her love was without a taint of selfishness; but it was
not without sin, for it was idolatrous.

She seemed to herself to have no life but in him. Failing
as she thought, to merit his love, and failing to make him
happy, she was willing to die to set him free and give him
peace.

"Poor Alick," she said, in her heart as she paced up and
down her forsaken ~chamber floor, wringing her hands and
weeping bitterly; "Poor Alick, it is not his fault that we
are both so miserable, it is mine. I am~ not a fit wife for'
him; I never was; but I loved him so! I loved him so
Ah, but if I had loved him rightly I never would haye let
him shipwreck his life upon me-so unfit to be his mate.
He married me out of pity, and I let him~ do it, and now I
deserve to be wretched. But he is wretched too, though he
don't deserve to be so. Ah! what can I' do to undo all
this?"
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.knd. in the climax of her hysterical passion she was
almost ready to lay down her young life that her beloved
might step over it into liberty and light.

"Oh, why, oh, why did he ever ruin his hopes by wed.
ding me? Why? Oh, I know too well why. Poor Alick!
it was out of the goodness:'of his heart that he did it! He
was always so good to me from my infancy up, calling
~ne his child, giving me everything I needed, doing all
I asked. And when he saw me a poor little-i~notherless
and homeless girl, he took pity on me, and raised me
up and put me on his bosom and comforted me and tried
to love me; but he caniiot, because I am not lovable; and
now, even now, he never gives me an unkind word or look,
only st~a~ys away from me because he cannot love me, and he
is too honest to feign u love he cannot feel. Oh, Alick! I
would die to itiake you free and happy again, if it were not
a sin! I would, dear, I would!"

Such was the ~burden of her lamentations in her hours of
secret suffering.

iN~o word of these sad plaints reached his ears. Her
paroxysms of anguish would have exhausted themselves, or
she would have obtained some degree of self-command before
his late return home; so that though pale and~ sad, and
bearing the traces of recent tears, she met him with com-
posure; for she remembered, poor child, his abhorrence of
an ugly, weeping face.

But now he had no mercy on her; she seemed to him a
fetter that galled him, and he pitied himself and not her.

Sometimes, when she looked even more than usually pale
and ill, he wondered whether she was going to die; but he
wondered without alarm, and even without pity.

Drusilla spent the long winter evenings in reading. Sho
read a great number of books, but they were. not always
the most judiciously chosen, or the best calculated to cheer
her spirits or strengthen her mind..

Among the new works that Alexander brought home one
night and threw carelessly upon, the table, was Mrs.
Crows's "Night Side of Nature."

And this book subsequently fell into 'Drusilla's hands, and
she seized and read it with avidity. And worse than all,
she read it in her lonely night watches in that isolated
country house.

The work, written with great power to prove the reality
of the re-appearance of departed spirits in this world, and
filled with accredited stories of apparition; haunted houses,
marvelous visions, presentiments, omens, warnings, dreams,
et center, had a great fascination for Drusilla, and night
after night she. pored over its dark pages with a morbid
fervor.
* There was another book 'that came in her way about the
same time, and exercised the same fatal spell over her im-
pressible imagination. It was that volume of De Quincy's
works containing the "Three Memorable Murders," and
worked up with all the fearful intensity of the Opium
Eater.

The effect of these books' upon her excitable nervous
system was terrible.

This was owing very much to the circumstances under
which they were read. In a solitary house, in a deep wood,
in the dead of night, .and in the depth of winter. And
often, her imagination would be so wrought upon, that she
would not dare to lift her eyes to the looking-glass over the
mantle-piece, lest she should meet there the reflection of
somo face other than her own, nor venture to glance at the
windows on her left, for fear she should see some spectral
form peering in through the darkness.

And so, in. the appalling solihide and silence of the
scene, and of the hour, imaginary'terrors were added to real
troubles, and between them both her nervous system 'was
nearly broken down. -

U
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It is true that she might have ameliorated her conditionn
in more than one way, but that she had too much con~
sideration for others and too little for herself.

She might have gone to bed early each night but that
Alexander had no night key, and there was no one to let
him in whenever he pleased to return, except herself.

Also, she might have made Pina sit up to keep her com-
pany; but she would not deprive the girl of rest.

Lastly, she could at least have closed the window shutters
against that imaginary spectral f~rm~ she always feared to
see; but she close to leave them open that the light from
her drawing-room might cheer her beloved in his late
approach to the house-whenever he chose .to come home;
which was not often at this period.

But, this state of things could not last forever; and a
crisis was at hand.

One dark, still, winter night, when not a star was 'to be
seen in the sky, and the very air, as well as the earth and
the water seemed frozen~-between two and three o'clock
after midnight, Drusilla sat alone in her drawing-room.

To while away the tedious hours she had read until her
eyes filmed and her brain reeled. And then she had been
compelled to lay aside her book, and sink back in her rest-.
ing chair.

In the excited state of her nervous system she could not
sleep, for sl~e was listening through the dead stillness of
deep night,' hoping to hear the sound of the horse's feet,
that was always the warning of her husband's approach.

And yet she had no means of knowing whether he would
return that night or not.

As she sat there waiting and listening, she could but
remember the possible danger~ of her position.

The house contained much of the sort of property that
tempt burglars-property at once very valuable and very
portable-such as silver and gold plate, jewels and money.

She had been living in it now some months, and
secludedly as she lived, her abode there, and the richness
and defencelessness of the premises might well have come
to the knowledge of the professional burglars, whose a~ute-
ness in discovering such rich mines of unprotected treasure
is much finer than that of the detectives who are always
supposed to be on their track.

How easy-how perfectly easy it would be, she thought,
for even one resolute villain to break through those unpro-
tected glass windows, and murder her, and rob the house,'
in safety and at leisure.

The cottage was half a mile from any other dwelling
house, and a quarter of a mile from any public road. The
wildest shriek that might ever rise from dying victim in its
rooms, could never be heard by human ears without.

As Drusilla remembered these circumstances her very
soul grew sick with terror. And was it any wonder?

She was a young~ delicate, impossible woman. .And on
this dark night, and in this isolated house she was quite
alone. Her man-servant was in his loft over the stables,
where he slept, with pistols by his side, to guard the valu-
able horses. And her maid-servant was in her attic over
the kitchen, in a distant part of the dwelling.

Any determined thief could easily have entered the
house and worked his will upon the poor young neglected
wife and the property.

"Oh Alick, dear Alick, if you could know how much I
suffer, you would not leave me so," she groaned, wringing
her hands and rising in her restlessness to walk the floor.

But almost immediately her worshipping~ heart rebuked
her for having cast even a shadow of reproach upon her
husband, and she hastened to add,

"But it is my own fault. He has done everything for
my comfort here; given me a beautiful home, and attentive
servants. And I ou~t to be happy and courageous.
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Instead of. that, I am sad and' timid," and altogether un-
worthy to be called his wife. I do not wander that he
wearies of me."

SZi weeping axid wringing 'her hands she paced up and
down the floor, until in turning around she faced the front
enclosed windQws, and suddenly uttered a piercing shriek
and fell upon her face in a deadly swoon.

And well she might: For peering in at the window,
from the darkness without was a livid white face-a man's
stern face.

A

CHAPTER XXIV.

THE SPECTRAL FACE.

I felt my senses slackened with the~ fright
And a cold sweat shrilled down, o'er all my limbs,
As if I'd been dissolving into water.-DRmEN.
And now the morning sky resumes her light,
And nature stands recovered of her night,
My fear, the last of ills, remains behind,
And horror heavy sick upon my mind.-Inw.

WHEN I)rusilla recovered from her deathly swoon, the
cold gray light of the winter morning was stealing through
the unshuttered windows.

$ She lifted herself 'upon her elbow and gazed around her
in ntter bewilderment. Slowly, slowly caine memory back
to her. And with it the sense of fear and the instinct of
flight. ~But before she could command her chilled and
benumbed limbs, observation a~d reflection both assured her
that there was now no cause for alarm.

The windows were still closed although the shutters were
open. Everything in the room was in its usual place.
Nothing had been disturbed. No intruder had been there.
Whose ever the face had been that had looked in upon her

through the window in the dead of night, it had done no
harm.

The feeling of relief with which Drusilla acknowledged
all this was speedily followed 'by one of' extreme depression;
for by all the signs around her she perceived that Alexan-
der had not yet come home.

The lamps were still burning brightly in the face of the
broadening day. And' the untasted supper sat in its
covered dishes on the hearth. But the fire had burned out
and the room was cold.

Very drearily Drusilla arose; put out the lamps and then
went up to her own chamber, and rang the bell for her ser-
vant, to make her a fire.

"Good patience, ma'am!" exclaimed the girl when she
entered the chamber and found th~ bed undisturbed, and
her mistress in the dress of the evening before. "Surely
ina'am, you have never been sitting up all night?"

"I have not been in bed, as you see, Pina. Make me a
fire as quickly as you can, for I am very cold. And then
bring me some warm water and get me a cup of tea," said
Drusilla.

When all these orders had been obeyed, and the unhappy
young wife had' refreshed herself with a wash, a change of
dress and a cup of hyson, and reclined at rest in her easy
chair, she said to her hand-maid:

"Pina-go and bring your brother here, I wish to ques-
tion him in your presence."

The ,girl started at this' unusual order, and looked
alarmed; as if she supposed that herself and her brother
were to be arraigned upon some grave charge.

But her mistress perceived her fears and hastened to
relieve them by saying:

"Don't be afraid; Pina; there is nobody in fault that I
know of. I only wish to question your brother upon a cir-
cumstance that occurred -last night. Now go at once and
fetch him ~
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The girl left the room and went to find her fellow servant,
who was in the kitchen eating his breakfast.

"You must just leave off gormandizing this minute and
come up to her directly. Something's up; but I don't
know what it is. She says she wants to question you. about
what happened last night, whatever that was, if you know,
for I doii't. I hope you've not been having unproper com-
pany, and misbehaving of yourself up there in the stable
loft," said Pina, breathlessly, as she stood before her
brother.

Leo, with his mouth full and his eyes starting, stared1 at
his sister in stupefaction.

"Come, I say; come along with me up to the mistress,"
repeated Pina.

"What for? I haven't been a doing of nothing!" ex-
claimed the boy.

"Well, tell her so, then, and get her to believe it; but
come along."

Leo reluctantly left his tea and muffins and bacon, and
hesitatingly followed Pina to the presence of his mistress,
where he also expected to be arraigned upon some charge of
misconduct.

But the first worst words of the little lady set him at
ease.

"Leo, have you seen any suspicious persons or any
strangers lurking about here lately? 7~ she inquired.

"Lor, no ma'a~, no person at all, not a soul, except 'twas
master and you, ma'am, and Pina and me. The place is
so out of the way, you know, nia'am. And so lonesome
Awful lonesome I calls it," answered the boy.

"No sportsmen after birds or other such small game ?"

"Not a one, ma'ant"
"Nor boys setting traps for snow-birds?"
"No, ma'am. Bless you, ma'am, hasn't I just told you

how I've never seen a human face about the place, except. it
is you and master's and me and Pina's."

"Well, I saw a man's face between two and three. o'clock
after midnight, peeping in at the drawing-room windows,"
said the little lady very gravely.

"Indeed, ma'am !-whose could it a been?7' inquired the
boy in astonishment.

"That is what I do not know, and what I wished to
ascertain."

The boy scratched his head and looked confounded.
" A face a peeping in at the windows in the dead o'

night! Bless us and save us!" he muttered to himself.
"I shall be feared to stay in the house nights when the

master's not in," said Pina, turning as~ pale as one of her
color could.

"I hope there is nothing to fear. I shall speak to your
master as soon as he comes home," said Drusilla, to re-
assure her domestics.

"But there's so many buggers about," said Pina, with a
shudder.

"And to be sure, the house is very unprotected like aiid
lonesome, and there's a deal of silver and gold into it,"
added Leo.

'~1 don't think ~he face was that of a burglar. If it had
been, he might have entered the house and killed me, and
taken what he wanted. There was nothing to prevent
him," said Drusilla.

"Ah-h-h!" screamed Pina, "I shall never dare to sleep
in the house when master is away.~7

"I shall ask your master to allow Leo to sleep in the
house ~vhen he himself means to be absent," said Drusilla.

"But then they would steal the horses," objected Leo.
"Well, and if they do? Ain't the mistress's life, to say

nothing of the gold and silver plate, and money ~nd jewels,
a deal more vallearble than the houses, you.-"

Pina stopped her tongue in time not to call her brother
bad names in her mistresses presence.
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"You may both go now. And, Pina, say nothing of
what has happened. And you, Leo, keep your faculties on.
the alert and try to discover this mystery," said the little
lady.

"What-what is it I am to do with my factories,
ma'am?" inqtiired the boy, doubtingly.

"You are to keep your eyes and ears open and try to find,
out who it was that looked into my window," said IDrusilla,
rnniling even in the midst of her sadness.

"Oh, yes, ma'am," answered the boy, as he bowed himself
out, followed by his sister.

Th~t day, owing to the alarm of the previous night and
the long swoon, and the awakening in the cold room,
Drusilla 'was. unusually ill, both in mind and body;' she
remained in her chamber, wrapped in her dressing gown
and reclining in her easy chair. -

* But when ~evening came, from sheer force of habit, she
roused herself and gave orders for a fire to be kindled and
lamps to be lighted in the drawing-room, and supper io be
prepared in case her husband should 'return.

And she dressed herself with care and went down' and
seated herself in her usual place' to be ready to receive
him.

But another long and lonely evening was before her'
with an unusual trial at its close.

At ten o~clook, as usual, Pina came in to ask her mis-
tress if there were any mere orders and to~ bid her good-
night..

"No, Pina, I. want nothing more this evening. You
may go," said Dtusilla.

"Won't you? let me close the shutters, ma'am, for fear
that gashly face will look in again?"

"No, Pina,, they must be left open to guide your master
home~ The night is ve4 dark, and here are no gas-lighted
streets, you know," smilAl the little lady, determined not
to yield to her fears.

"Well, ma' am," said the girl, he~4tatingly-" Brother
Leo, ma'am, he says if you would take the responsibilityy to
give him an order so to do, he would stay in the house
until master comes home. Shall I tell him to do it,
xna'am?"

"Certainly not. Leo must not disobey his master; nor
can I interfere with Mr. Lyon's arrangements," answered
the faithful wife.

Pina looked distressed; and raising and rolling her
apron and casting down her eyes, she ventured to say:

"Beg pardon, ma'arn, but won'k you please be coaxed to
let I~rother Leo stay in the house to take care of us instead
of the horses to-night?"

"By no means, Pina. Say no more about it, my good
girl," answered the little matron, firmly.

The girl looked up at her mistress to see if she was
really in earnest, and then burst into tears and sobbed forth
the broken words:

"Well, ma'am, if you won't let Brother Leo stay in here
to take care of the house an' us, plea..-plea-.-please let me
go long of him to the stable-; becau-cau--.-cause I should
die of fright to stay here with nobody but you, ma'am,
please."

Drusilla looked at the maid in surprise and displeasure
for a minute, and then iaer beautiful benevolence got the
ascendancy over every other emotion, and she answered:

"You poor, timid girl, go if you wish."
"And you won't be ang-ang-angry long of me, ma'am,

Ii hope ?" inquired Pina, half ashamed of herself.
"No more than I should be angry with a hare for run-

fling away. It is your nature, as it is the hare's, to be cow-
ardly."

"Well, then, ma'am, as Brother leo i~ a waiting to
know what he is to do, I may go now, mayn't I ?"

"Yes, go."
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"Good-night, rua'am, please; and I hope the Lord will
take care of you."

"I do not doubt that He will, Pina. Good-night."
And so the girl retired.
And I)rusilla was left quite alone, not only in the room

but in the house. At first she felt very desolate and
depressed and inclined to cry. But presently she reasoned
with herself:

"That timid girl was really no protection. I am quite as
safe without her as with her. I must trust in the Lord with-
out whom 'the watchman watcheth in vain.' One of our
wisest sages said, to become heroic, we must be sure to do
that which we most fear to do. And I suppose his words
must be received in their spirit rather than in the letter. I
fear to jump into the 'fire, and I will not dQ so. And I fear,
oh, how I fear, to stay in this house alone to-night! And
all the more because I fear to do it, I wilt do it, rather than
break up my husband's arrangements by calling Leo from
'the stables to guard me, and rather than torture that poor

cowardly girl by making her stay here to keep me company.
But I will not touch De Quincey's or Mrs. Crowe's works
tonight to add~to my morbid terrors. I will read the book
of comfort."

And so/saying, Drusilla took the Bible from its stand, rind
opened at the Psalms of David, those inspired outpourings
~f the soul, that have consoled and strengthened-how
many millions of suffering and fainting hearts, for how
many thousand years I

We must now leave Drusilla to meet the events of the
night, and we must turn to Alexander, and relate the cir-
cumstances that had kept him away from hi~ home these
three days past-..circumstanees more ominous of evil to his
gentle wife than anything which had as yet happened at
Cedarwood.

C AU GUHT . 255

CHAPTER XXV.

CAUGHT.

There's danger In that dazzling eye,
That WOOS th~e with its witching smile;

Another when thou art not by,
Those beaming looks would fain beguile.-4ii~woEs OSGOOD.

THIS was the short session of Congress, which would
close on the fourth of March. The fashionable season,
therefore, was nearly over, and it was ending in true carnival
style.

There were morning concerts, theatricals, receptions,
etc., all day; and there were evening concerts, theatri-
cals, receptions, dinners, b~Il~ and parties all night. And
"everybody~ who was anybody" was expected to "show~~
at all.

The belle of the season went everywhere; and often ap-
peared at half a dozen different scenes of festivity or revelry
in one night.

Her constant escort, Alexander Lyon, had no sinecure.
He went with her everywhere; partly because his uncle
willed that he should go with her, and he could not well
refuse without explaining his reasons for doing so, a&nd he

C
could not explain, without acknowledging his secret mar-
riage with Drusilla; partly because he imagined himself in
love with his brilliant cousin; but mostly because he deter-
mined that Richard Hammond should not supplant him in
his office of escort.

For two days during which he had not appeared at his
home, he bad been on a "perpetual" round of pleasure with
Anna. The first day he attended her to a breakfast given
at the Executive Mansion; to a rnatin~e musical at the
French minister's; to an afternoon debate in the Senate-
Chamber; to a dinner-party at General Stott's; and to the

4



256 THE CIIANQED BRIDES. CAUGHT. 257

theatre to see a celebrated commedienne; and, lastly, to a
supper at General Lyon's room; all this in one day and
evening; so, of coi~rse, he could not get home that night.
The next day he went with her, first to a wedding at St.
John's church, and to the wedding-breakfast at the house of
the bride's mother; then to hear part of a very interesting
case at the Stipreme Court; next to the reception of a
cabinet minister; then to an exhibition of paintings; from
that to a dinner party at the Brazilian minister's; and,
finally, to the very grandest ball of the carnival, given by
the wifejof a millionaire, who had taken a furnished house
for the season, and reserved herself for this final magnifi-
cent affair.

It was considered a great distinction to get an invitation
to this ball. Qnly the "elite" were invited, and all the
"elite" were there.

Anna, restricted by her mourning to a certain style of
dress was still, as always, the most beautiful and the most
admired woman of the assembly. And Alexander was
proud of her as his reputed betrothed.

In all the success of the season Anna had nev~ had
such a dazzling triumph as upon this evening. She seemed
to turn all heads with her bewitching beauty, until at
length her own brain seem dizzied with her conquests. She
grew capricious and exasperating. Alexander hovered
around her; and he would not have left her for a moment
that evening if she had riot, with a furtive and angry flash
of her blazing blue eyes, peremptorily ordered him to leave
her. And to complete his mortification and despair, she
beckoned Richard Hammond to come to her, and she re-
* tamed him in her suite for the rest of the evenir~g.

Alexander was half maddened by this conduct of his
cousin. His blood boiled when lie saw her smiling upon
his rival; and when he saw that rival basking in those
smiles; and he would have liked to have throttled Richard

then and there; but he. knew that it would never do tQ

make a scene in that place; so he stood scowling and mut-
tering curses, and planning vengeance.

General Lyon, who for once had been tempted to come
out in the eVening for the sake of being present at this
great ball, and meeting many of his old friends whom he
knew would be there, saw the provoking behavior of the
young pair and resolved that as soon as he should have
them at home he would favor the coquette and the rival
with a good sound reprimanding lecture. But the festivi-
ties were kept up all night; and so the old soldier, who
broke down at about one o'clock, was forced to retire and
leave the beauty and her rival lovers to their own devices.

Not, however, without whispering to each of the delin-
quents in turn:

"I shall want to see you at my rooms to-morrow at
twelve noon."

It was broad daylight when the balJ broke up.
Anna was at length under the necessity of giving Rich-

ard his congee, and resigning herself to the charge of Alex-
ander, who, having escorted her to the ball, was of course
obliged to take her home.

On reaching her lodgings, Anna went to bed to sleep off
her fatigue. And Alexander, who had hardly spoken dur-
ing the drive home,,hurried off to his rooms at the Blank
House, to procure what rest he could before the hour at
which he was to wait upon his uncle.

At twelve o'clock precisely, the old soldier, having break-
fasted, was seated in his private parlor waiting for his frac-
tious young people.

Anna was the first to come in. And her grandfather
was just clearing his throat to begin upon her when the
door was opened and Mr. Richard Hammond was
announced.

"Ah! very well, it is just as easy to spe~~ ~o you both
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at the same time," said the old gentleman, turning around
in his chair' and facing the culprits.

And very' imposing looked the veteran as he sat there
with his majestic person, grave countenance and silver hair
and beard.

And the young cousins were certainly awed by the
dignity of his aspect as well as abashed by a sense of their
own follies.

"Come and stand before me, sir and madam." (This
gentleman of the old school, always on ceremonious occa-
sions, addressed ladies, whether married or single, by the
title of "madam," which in its true meaning is simply ma

dame, or my lady, and applies with equal propriety to
maids or matrons.)

"Sir and madam, come and stand before me," he said.
And the young people, with the reverence they had been

educated to show to age, approached and stood before the
old man.

Their* r~ady obedience mollified him to a certain extent;
for' when he spoke again it was in a milder manner.

"My daughter and my nephew," he said, "your conduct
lately, and especially your deportment last evening, has
shamed and grieved me. It might be said of our ancient
house, as it has been said of another noble line, that all the
men were brave and all the women pure. Iiet me not see
in you two the first exceptions to that proud rule."

~The cheeks of the young lady and the brow of the young
gentleman flushed crimson with mortification; but neither
spoke, and the old gentleman continued:

"Io brave man ever tries to supplant an accepted suitor,
And no pure woman ever encourages the rival of her be-
trothed."

The flush deepened on the cheeks of Anna and on the
brow of' Richard, and both cast down their eyes, but neither
opened their lips.
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"And," proceeded the veteran hero, "I should blush for
the daughter of my house who should prove a coquette, as I
should blush for the son who should prove a coward. My
children, I hope I have said enough. Be brave as all the
men of our line, an&pure as all its women."

"Richard," said' Anna, with eyes flashing through their
tears, "Cousin Richard, you must bid me farewell here,
now, and forever."

He took the hand she extended to him, and holding it
within his own, turned to his uncle and said:

"Sir, you have said enough, and so has my cousin.
What it costs me to leave her, only heaven knows. But
you have made an appeal that cannot be resisted, and I bow
before it. Farewell, sir! And Anna, my cousin, good-by~e !

Good-bye ! God bless you."
And after wringing Anna's hand, he dropped it, bowed

to his uncle, and hastened away to conceal the tears that
~rushed to his eyes.

Anna threw herself down upon the sofa, buried her head
in its pillows, and sobbed convulsively.

The old man, with his hands clasped behind his back,
and his silver-haired head bowed upon his bosom, walked
slowly up and down the floor. At length, he came to his
sobbing daughter, and laying his hand tenderly upon her
head, said:

"I am sorry, Anna. I am sorry, my child. I would I
could bear all pain in your stead. But, Anna, I cannot
bear this pang for you. And you know that faith must be
kept, though hearts be grieved-aye, or

Before he could finish' his sentence, the door w~s opened,
and Mr. Lyon was announced.

On seeing Alexander enter, Anna ~t~e4 up from the
sofa, and hurried from the room.

"Good morning, sir. I hope I have not disturbed my
cousin?" said Mr. Lyon, bowjn~, and shaking hanc1~ with
his uncle.

'I
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"Sit down, Alick," said the old man, without replying
to his observation~ "I wish to speak to you."

Alexander seated himself, and looked attentive.
"Alick, I saw how much annoyed you were last night by

Richard's marked attentions to Anna, and her seeming
encouragement of them."

"'Seeming,' sir! It was more than seeming; and much
more than mere 'encouragement.' Sir, she solicited those
attentions," said A1exax~der, with scarcely suppressed
indignation, and entirely forgetting that 1~e certainly had
no right to object to all this.

"Tnt, tut, tnt, tnt, boy, that is very strong language.
However, I can overlook it, as the provocation was very
great. But, Alick, it was only the mischievous spirit of a
spoiled beauty on her part, and the vanity of a coxcomb on
his. I have had them both up before me this morning, and
spoken some words to them that they will not readily
forget. Anna has dismissed Richard once for all. And he
has bid us good-bye, and is gone for good."

Alexander looked up in surprise and pleasure
"Yes, it is so," said the general.
"Excuse me, sir, was that the reason why my cousin

was so very, much overcome, and ran from the room as soon
as I came in?" questioned Alexahder, hi~ jealous 'doubts
again awakening.

"Um-m, well, you see I had said some pretty severe
words to her and made her cry. But it is well she is gone,
as I have something to say to you in private."

"Yes sir?" said Alexander, hesitatingly and with a
guilty twinge, for his consciei~~e immediately awakened his
fears.. What was it his uncle wanted to say to him? Had
the old man got an inkling of the cottage at Cedarwood
and its' inmates? Scarcely likely he thought, but still he
felt 'uneasy ux~til the general said:'

f' Alex~n~e~ 'i~y boy, it is now nearly five months since

the lamented death of your dear mother, my esteemed sister..
in-law. And I do not for my part, see why your marriage
with Anna should be longer deferred. Long engagements
are very injudicious indeed and your engagement has been
an exceedingly prolonged one. And I think now that it
should terminate in marriage. Come, what do you say?"

Alexander turned hot and cold; attempted to speak and
failed.

The old gentleman ascribed all his emotion to excess of
love, surprise and joy.

"Yes, my boy, I really mean it," he said, smiling. "To
defer the affair longer would not be so mucb of a respect-
ful tribute to the memory of your dear mother, as a super-
stitious observance. Come! find your tongue, man!" find
your tongue!"

"The question must be referred to my beautiful betrothed
sir. It will be for her to decide it," said Alexander.

"Oh, aye, certainly, to be, sure; it will be for her to
decide it; but it will be for yoi~ to induce her t( decide 'it
in your favor, my lad," chuckled the old gentleman.
"And as you are 'to take her to see Saviola's new picture to-*
day, you will have a fine opportunity of doing so," he
added.

At that moment the door was again opened, and Commo-
dore Staughtox~ was announced.

And as the' old naval hero entered the room, Alexander
arose and bowed and made his escape.

But Mr. Lyon did not attend his cousin to the picture
gallery that afternoon. Anna pleaded excessive fatigue,
and with good treason, and' kept her room until evening,
when she went, attended by Alexander, to a reception at
the Executive Mansion, that was the last and greatest of
the season.
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CHAPTI~R XXVI.

A MEMORABLE NIGHT.

'Tis only the obscure is terrible;
Imagination frames events unknown,
In wild fantastic shapes of hideous ruin,
And what it fears, creates.-4IANI~AH Mox~L

IT was two hours after midnight, on a keexi March morn-
ing, when Alexander Iliayon, in the face of a fierce north-
west wind, rode on towards his almost forsaken home.

His frame of mind was not enviable.
:N7ever since he had entered' upon his life of deception had

his double-dealing so much disturbed him. The discovery
of his duplicity was now impending. His uncle had pro-
posed his immediate marriage with his betrothed; and
should the obstinate old gentleman persist in pushing on
th~ project, and should Anna raise' no objection to it,
there would be no other course for Alexander to pursue but
frankly to confess his secret marriage with Drusilla, and s~
tirave the old soldier's roused wrath, and bear the young
beauty's bitter scorn.

Yet, still Mr. Lyon resolved to delay the degradation of
such a disclosure, and the shame of such a scene as long as
possible, for still he hoped, "out of this nettle danger to
pluck the flower safety."

It was possible, he thought, that his uncle might not per-
severe in his purpose, and it was probable that Anna herself
gould be the first to object to a precipitated wedding, and
v~'ould insist that the programme should be followed, and
that the full year of mourning for his mother, elapse
before Aleiander should claim her hand.

There yet remained nearly eight months to the end of
this probation. In this time, how much, he reflected, might
Jiappen to deliver him from his disagreeable dilemma.

Drusillo~ mi~'ht die.
lie felt a pang of shame and sorrow as this idea entered

his mind. Yet still he entertained it. Drusilla was now
declining in health, and she might die. And in such a case
he should be free from the trammels of his reckless marriage,
and from the 'necessity of making the humiliating confes-
sion that he had ever worn them.

Agitated by these evil thoughts, he rode rapidly onward
towards Cedarwood.

As he entered the private road leading through the dark
wood he saw the beacon lights of his home in the drawing-
room windows, shining out to guide him on his way.

"She is waiting for me, poor child," he said, half in com-
passion, hal'f in contempt. "Still waiting and watching
as she has been doing no doubt, for the last three nights.-.
the last three nights! Ah! and how many nights behind
them! Poor little miserable! I wish I had never seen
her!~~

So muttering to himself Alexander rode around to the
stable and put up his horse, and then walked back to the
house and knocked at the front door,

It did not fly open as usual at his summons, so he knocked
again, louder than before; but there was no respLse.

Then he sounded an alarm upon the knocker, and waited
for the result.

But when the noise he made died away, all remained
silent in the house.

"What the deuce is the meaning of this, I should like to
know?" he inquired of himself,. as he went down the steps
and climbed up to the sill of the front windows, and looked
into the drawing~..room.

The room was brilliantly lighted up, but the fire in the
grate had burned low; the untasted supper covered up on
the hearth had probably grown cold; and the little guar-
dian angel of the place was no where to be seen.
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"Where the mischief can she be?" he asked himself;
and having frequently expressed annoyance that she should
sit up late to let him in, he ~xow felt vexation that she
should have gone to rest, and left him to get in as he cou]d*

There was nothing now for him to do but to go back to
the stable and rouse up his manservant, and get the key of
the kitchen door, by which that functionary always let him-
self in in the morning to make the fires.

Leo slept in the loft over the carriage-room, which was
shut off from the horse stalls, and locked within.

And it required considerable knocking and calling before
the man could be awakened.

When at last he aroused he started up in terror shout-
ing;

"Who's there? Thieves! murder! fire! -go away, or
I'll shoot ~"

"Coward, and. fool f-come down and open the door!"
loudly and angrily exclaimed his master.

'But before Mr. Lyon' had fairly got the words out of his
mouth Leo put his pistol out of the window, and pulled the
trigger and blazed away.

The ball whizzed past within an inch of the ear of Alex-
ander, who1 instinctively dodged and shrank out of the
range of fire, as he shouted:

"Stop that, you villain! What do you mean, you poi-
troon? It is I, your master."

But the man was mad with terror; and even while his
master spoke, fired again and again, ufitil he had discharged
six shots from his revolver; and then he retired from the
window.

"And now, you scoundrel!~~ again shouted Mr. Lyon, as
soon as silence was restored. "Do you hear me-do you
know me now? I am your master. Come down and open
the door; I want you." (

A minute passed, and then the voice of Leo was heard
from above, calling cautiously:

"Marse Alick, Marse Alick! Is it &ou, sir?"
"Of cm~se it is I, you cursed idiot! who else should it

be? And )t is very well for you that I am living to answer,
and you are not a murderer. Come down instantly, I say,
and open the door.

"Lor, Leo, chile, it is master; I knows his speech. So
let him in," spoke another low voice, which Mr. Lyon, in
astonishment, recognized as belonging to Pina.

Another minute passed, and then Leo came down, with
his teeth chattering from' cold and fright, and opened the
door.

"And now, you villain! what have you got to say for
yourself, that I shall not have you committed to jail to-
morrow on charge of assault with intent; to kill?" angrily
demanded Mr. Lyon.

"Oh, Marse Alick! I'm as much mortified at the mis~
take as ever I can be. Indeed, sir, I thought it was horse
thieves, and I was duty bound-en to 'fend the hosses, you
know, sir," pleaded Leo.

"Umph; well, you must be more careful another time,
my man. Your mistake might have cost you your neck,
you know.

*" 'Deed, sir, I-..if I had been so misfortunate as to hurt
you I shouldn't a cared that for my neck! I should a
wanted to a'. hanged myself 'dout waiting' for the judge to
do it," said the boy, so earnestly that he at once disarmed
his master.

"Very well, I dare say you speak truly. And now let
me have the key of the back door; I wish to get in the
hous~ and go to bed. Your mistress has shut up the place
and retired. I suppose she has given up all thoughts of
seeing me to-night. Where is the key?"

"Here it i~; sir; shall I go on to the house with you?"
"No, there is no need. Oh, by the way-was not that

]?ina's voice' I heard speaking to you?"
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"7 sir.' (

"And pray how comes she to be sleeping down here in
the stable-loft, when she should be in the house with her
mistress? And now I think of it, how is your mistress?"

"Ab, purty much the same as visual, sir," said Leo, try.
ing to evade the 'previous question.'

"I am glad to hear it. But about Pina; how conies
she to be sleeping here?"

"Well, sir, you see there's been a 'larm at the house;
and Pina, she was feared-" -

"'An alarm at the house?' What sort of an alarm?"
anxiously inquired Mr. Lyon.

"Well, sir, if you will please to let me walk along home
with you I could tell you as I go along."

"Come then and be quick."
"Oh br, Brother Leo, ~ask master to wait for me, please.

I don't dare to stay here all alone by myself!" exclaimed
Pina, scuttling down from the loft as fast as she could
come.

"Hurry then, you provoking fool; and mind, I have an
account to settle with you when you come," said Mr. Lyon,
as he stamped his feet and clapped his hands to keep his
almost congealed blood in circulation, while the fierce wind
whirled his riding-coat round and round.

Meantime Leo quickly took down his own overcoat from
its peg in the coach-room, and put it on.

"Now then! How dared you to leave your mistress and
come down here to sleep, di?" angrily demanded Mr.
Lyon, as Pina came to the side of her brother.

"Please, sir, it was along of the fright. And mistress
said I might. And no more wasn't she angry long o' me
for it," whimpered the girl.

"Your. kind, mistress is never angry with anybody for
anything, " answered Mr. Lyon, doing justice to his~
neglected young wife, on this occasion at least. "And,"
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he added, "I~will hear what she has to say about the mat-
ter before I excuse you. And n9w, Leo," he inquired,
turning to the boy, "what about this~ alarm at the house?
I hope it was a false one. Was it of thieves?"

"Well, sir, I don't rightly know whether it was a false
alarm or not, nor likewise whether it was thieves."

"Tell me all you know of it."
"If you please, I don't know anything about it person..

ably myself.) It was not me as seen the face at the window,
in the dead hour of the night, it was my mistress."

"'A face at the window in the dead of night?"' echoed
Mr. Lyon, in 'astonishment.

"Yes, sir.
"What night?"
"Last night, sir, about this hour, as I understand."
"Give me th~ particulars."
Leo began and related the story, as h~had received it

from his mistress.
"That is most extraordinary and it must be investigat-

ed," said Mr. Lyon, in a missing and anxious manner, as
the boy finished the tale. "But," . he added, turning
sternly to the two servants, "how came, you, you cowardly
brutes, to leave your young mistress alone in the house to-
night after such an alarm? I feel inclined to part with
you both."

"Oh, sir," said Leo, "I begged my mistress to allow me
to stay in the house to keep guard, I did, indeed, sir; but
she wouldn't so much as hear of it. She said . bow she
wouldn't interfere long of your arrangements, sir; and so
she ordered me to go back to the stables and take care o'
the houses."

"And indeed, master, indeed, sir," put in rina, "I did
'say to my niist'ess wasn't her safety of more 'count than
* the dumb brutes; but she wouldn't hear to me, no more'n
~to Brother Leo."

&
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"And so she sent you both out of the house!~~ exclaimed
Mr. Lyon, frowning darkly.

"Indeed she did, sir," answered Pina.
"And remained in it alone ?"

"Yes, sir," replied Leo.
"Ilumph!" growled Mr. Lyon, and his anger was di-

verted from his offending servants to his neglected wife.
An insane suspicion took possession of hint, and he men-
ta1l~connected the mysterious face at the window; with the
circumstance of Drusilla's sending her servants from the
house, and he drew~i inference which nothing but the
madness Qf jealousy could have inspired, and he hurried on
at a pace which even his agile young servants found it hard
to keep up with.

They went around to the back door and opened it, and
Mr. Lyon, calling his servants to follow him through the
house, groped his way along the dark back passages to the
octagon hail and up the stairs to his wife's chamber, which
was dimly lighted by a night-taper on the mantle-piece and
a smouldering fire in the grate. The room was vacant and
evidently had not beeen occupied since the morning.

"Where can she be?" he inquired, and in an accessio~i
of anxiety he hurried tljrough the other rooms of the
upper story; 'but found them all empty.

Then, still attended by his servants, he went below stairs
and searched the library and the~bird room. But neither
Drusilla nor any one else could be found.

"I looked into the drawing-room before I entered the
house~-looked in through the unshuttered front windows
and I saw that no one was in there.' But I will look again,~~
muttered Mr. Lyon, in extreme astonishment and anxiety,
as he passed into the apartment in question.

It was still brilliantly lighted up and he could see into
every corner of it; but he saw, besides the usual furniture,
only the neatly spread little supper table; the untasted

supper covered up on the hearth; and the easy chair and
slippers near the blackened fire that had quite gone out.

But his wife was nowhere to be seen in the room.
"This is most inexplicable!,' he exclaimed, in con-

sternation, as he turned and looked at his servants, who
stood near him aghast with terror. "At what hour did
your mistress dismiss you?"

"At ten o'clock, sir; but we didn't go out of the house
till nearly half-past, as it took us some little time to rake
out the kitchen fire and fasten up the place," answered Leo,
while Pina fell to sobbing.

"Stop that noise, will you, and follow me. I will search
the rooms over the kitchen; though f suppose it will be
quite in vain," said Mr. Lyon, grimly, as there entered his
mind the~ cruel su icion that his neglected and lonely
young wife had a ly left her home.

They searches the kitchen, pantry and laundry, on
the first floor of the b ck building. Then they went up
and searched the servant 'rooms on the second floor. But
without success.

"She is gone," said Mr. Lyon to himself, as he led the
way back to the drawing-room. And in the strangely
blended emotions of astonishment and mortification,. there
was also a delusive feeling of satisfaction and hope. If she
was gone, he should be free. Her departure was his deliy-
erance.

As he re-entered the drawing-room, still attended by his
servants, he saw the broad morning light streaming in at
the front windows. He ordered Leo to. take away the
lamps and to clear out the grate and kindle a new fire.
And he directed Pina to remove the supper service and pre-
pare his breakfast; for, under all the circumstances, he felt
too much excited to think of lying tdown to sleep.

He walked up and down the room, while his servants
quickly executed his orders. And soon every vestige of
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the evening's untasted repast and e~inguished fire was re-
moved. And, the clean hearth and glowing grate invited
Alexander to repose himself in his easy-chair.

.~fter a while IPina appeared with the table linen in her
Wand, and inquired, respectfully:

"If you please, sir, will you have the breakfast laid here,
or in the dining~room?~~

"In' the dining-room, of course," answered Mr. Lyon.
* "The dining-room," as the reader knows, was but a cozy,
elegant, little recess, curtained off from the drawing-room,
and only large enough to hold a small table and two chairs,
for the youn~ couple's t~te4l-t~te dinners.
'As Pina now' drew aside the crimson curtain, she uttered

a wild scream, and stood transfixed aiid gazing down upon
some object near her feet.

Alexander sprang lip to see what had frightened her; but
as he put aside the curtain, and saw what was under it, he
started back with an irrepressible cry of horror.

CHAPTER XXVII.

A GREAT DI5COYERY.

Oh, fatal opportunity?
That work'st our thoughts into desires, desires
To resolutions; and these being ripe and ready,
Then giv'st them birth and briugs't them forth to aetion.-.bENHAM.
The means that fortune yields must be embraced
And not neglected; else if fortune would,
And we/will not~ her offes we refuse,
And miss the means of aetiou and success..-SHAK8PiiAKE.

SHE whom they had sought so vainly, lay there,,doubled
up, on the floor, and partly covered by the dropping folds
of the curtain.

"Oh, master! Oh, sir! ~he is dead! She is mur-
dered! She is, indeed,'sir, and. the thieves have been in and

done it!" cried Pina, recovering her voice and wringing
her hands in grief and terror.

And her dreadful words' seemed to be true.
Mr. Lyon could not speak. He silently lifted the life-

less form, and shuddering to see how helplessly the head
and limbs fell over his arms, he bore it into the drawing-
room, and laid it on the sofa.

P~na followed him, and stood sobbing and wringing her
hands.

He knelt down by the body and gazed on the marble
face,' the half-open eyes, and the rigid lips drawn tightly
from the white and glistening teeth.

He hastily unfastened the front of her dress, and put his
hand in her bosom to feel if her heart yet beat. It seemed
still.

He put his ear down to listen if her lungs yet. moved.
They were motionless.

He felt her hands and feet. They were cold and stiff.
Then he arose and stood gazing upon the body.
"Oh, is she dead? Is you sure?" inquired Pina, with

tears streaming down her face.
"Yes. She seems to have been dead some hours;~~

groaned Alexander, with his 'own face- as white ~s that of
the lifeless form before him.

"Oh, master! Oh, sir! The thieves broke in and done
it, didn't they? Didn't they?"

"I don't know," said Mr.' Lyon, speaking' slowly and
'softly. "There is no evidence of the late presence of
thieves in the, house. Nothing as yet is missing. And
there is no sign of blood upon her clothing~~~ -

"Oh, master, but her dress is black, and wouldn't
show it plain."

Alexander knew this to be true, and he also knew that
some wounds bleed only inwardly.' So he began to examine
her 'body. First he unloosed her beautiful hair, and ran his

4
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fingers through its tresses, and felt all over her head. But
apparently she had received no sort of injury there.

While he was proceeding with this inspection, Pina sud-
denly started up and ran out of the room.

He made a most careful examination, but found no mark
of violence upon her person.

And yet he thought she must have come to her death
suddenly and violently; since she had been alive and in
her usual health between ten and eleven o'clock on the pre-
ceding evening, and now was dead, and apparently had been
so for several hours.

He had scarcely finished his examination, when Pina
rushed back into the room, holding a fragment of looking-
glass in her band, and exclaiming eagerly:

"Try this! Oh, dear master, try this! Lay it to her
lips and hold it there a minute or so, and if there's any
moisture on it, it is a sign that there's a little life left, and
where there's life, you know, if there's ever so little, there's
hope."

Mr. Lyon silently took the piece of glass, and laid it flat
with the bright side to the. cold lips, and stood watching
the result.

"Oh, sir, I'm glad I happened to think of it! I know'd
a woman, I did, who fell down into a fit, and lay for dead
all day long; for her breath had stopped, and her heart
had stopped, and she was cold and stiff; and they were
going to lay her out, when somebody said 'try a glass,' and
so they tried it, and sure enough, after they held it over her
lips a little while, there was a moisture on it, and so they
knew she still breathed ever so little, though they couldn't
perceive it in any other way but by the glass-an~l so-"

"Hush, stop," said Mr. Lyon, interrupting the garrulous
girl, and examining the glass.

There was a dimness on its bright surface.
'"You are right. Life is nkt yet quite extinct. She still

breathes slightly."

"Oh, sir, I'm so glad! I feel as glad as if-"
"Hurry and make a fire in her be~I-chambe; while I

carry her up stairs," said Mr. Lyon, again interrupting the
stream of the girl's talk.

Pina flew down stairs to get kindling-wood, and to startle
her brother with the news that their mistress had been
found in a fainting fit so deep that she seemed dead or
dying, at the last gasp, and it was doubtful whether she
would ever c&ne out of it.

Meanwhile, Alexander lifted the insensible form and car-
ried it up stairs, to the bed-chamber, and laid it on the bed.

Pina soon came in with the kindling wood and rapidly
revived the fire that had not yet gone out.

Then, while her master ran down stairs and searched for
restoratives, she undressed her mistress and put her between
soft, warm blankets, in the bed, and began to rub her hands
and feet in the hope of restoring the~ arrested circulation.

Mr. Lyon returned with brandy and ammonia, and then
master and maid used the most vigorous means for rec~rer~
ing the unconscious sufferer.

For nearly two hours they worked over her~; but their
/ efforts seemed utterly unavailing.

At length when they were almost ready to give over in
despair, Alexander perceived a slight fluttering near the
heart of his wife. With revived hope, he redoubled his
efforts and soon had the satisfaction of seeing further signs
of returning life. Her chest labored and heaved; her lips
trembled and parted; and then she gasped and opened her
eyes..

"Drusa, Drusa, my darling, do you know me ?" he in-
quired, looking anxiously in her face.

But she only gazed at him, with wide open, soft inexpres-
sive eyes, without replying.

He hastily mixed a, little ammonia and water and raised her
IT
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head and p~ut the cordial to her lips. She- drank it meohT&n-
Ically; but it immediately revived her.

"Drusa, -my little Drusa, do you know me now?'? he in
quired, setting the glass aside and bending over her.

She looked at him with infinite~ love, put her arms up
around his neck, drew his head down to hers and kissed him
tenderly.

He returned her soft caresses, for while he gazed on her
sweet, patient, loving face, and reflected thae she was just
rescued, as it were, from the jaws of death, he felt all his
compassion, if not his affection f~r her, revived.

"'What ~aused your swoon, my little Drusa?" he in-.
quired. pain, or fear, passed over her face and

But a spasn~ of
form, and 8he shuddered and closed her eyes.

"Beg ydur pardon, sir,~'but if I was you, I wouldn't ask
no questions yet," said Pina in a low respectful voice.

"'You are right again," he answered.
And he contented himself with sitting by his wife's bed

and holding her hand, and occasionally bending down and
kissing her forehead.

"If you please sir, to let me go down and bring my
n~istress up a cup of strong tea and a bit of dry toast, I
think if abe' could be got to take it, it would do her good,"
aaid Pin-a

I" Go then," replied Mr. Lyon.
And as the girl left- the4~oom, ho stooped and whispered

to his wife.
"I hope you are better, love."
"Yes," he answered.
"I will ot try your strength with questions, now; but as

so~ii as yo are able, you will tell me what caused your deep
swoon."

Bhe drew s head down to hers and answered in a low,
faint voice:

A' 
*
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"It was the face at the windo~o."
"The face at the window !'again last night."
She nodded; and her lips grew so white and her eyes so

wild with terror, that he hastened to soothe her.
"There, there is no danger now, my little Drusa I I am

here by your side. Compose yourself for the present, and
when you have quite recovered you shall tell me all about1
it, and the affair shall be investigated."

He laid his hand upon her brow; and she with a sigh of
relief~, closed her eyes.

Presently Pina came in with a little tray upon which
stood a cup of tea and a small piece of dried toast.

At Alexander's entreaty and with his assistance,
Drusilla sat up and drank the tea and ate the toast, and
then sank back upon her pillow and after a while, with her
hand in his, fell into a natural and refreshing sleep.

Alexander still watched her for five or ten minutes
longer, and then after glancing 'up at the time-piece on
the mantle shelf and seeing that it was nearly eleven
6'cl~ock he slipped his hand from. hers, told Pin~ to take
his place by the bed-.~ide, and then left'the chamber.

He went down st&iis into -the drawing-room and rang
the bell.

Leo answered it.
"Serve my breakfast immediately and then go M~4

saddle my horse and bring him around to. the door," were
Mr. Lyon's directions.

Leo, much wondering that his master should leave his
mistress at such a time, went out- of the room to obey his
orders. -

- Breakfast was soon served. Alexander dispatched it iu
haste~ and then went up stairs to change his dress for his
ride into town.

'When he found himself alone in his dressing~.rooin, all
the embarrassments of his false position-forgotten during
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the exciting events that bad followed his late arrival at
home-were now recalled to mind.
4 In' an hour or two he should meet his uncle and his

cousin. The former would expect that he should make his
proposal for immediate marriage with Anna, and the latter
would be ready ~to meet it.

He might either make the anticipated proposal or omit
to do it.

If.' he should~ make it, and his cousin should meet it
favorably, the embarrassments of his position would be
multiplied a thousand fold, for certainly he could, not marry
two wives; neither could he, after having committed him-
self by his proposal; confess his prior marriage.

If he should omit to make the proposal at~ all, such
omission would subject him to suspicion and severe cross-
examination by his 'uncle and the. grandfather of his
betrothed.

His first hope, then, was in being able to evade the
dilemma by procrastination; and his second hope was that
Anna herself might. take. the responsibility of insisting
upon a further delay of the wedding.

- As for his secret marriage with Drusilla, he was now
resolved, come what might, that he would never reveal, it;
because he felt sure, if he should do so, that his uncle and
cOusin would both discard him, and she would become the
wife of his rival.' . ' . .

But even in the midst of these evil thoughts, he started
as an .abs~nt~.'n~inded walker might at seeing' himself on
the brink ~of a~ dreadful .precipice,-yes, started with a sud-
den consciousness of what a villain he was growing to be-.-.
he who up to this time had b~ena man of stainless honor.

While agitated by these emotions, .he was mechanically
dressing~ himself. He went to his wardrobe to search for a
thick coat~ 'for the morning was still bitterly cold, and the
overcoat 'that-lie had frvoru o~i the previous day and night
had received some damage from Leo's frantic pistol shots.
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lie took down coat after coat, but they were all too thin.
At length, far back in the wardrobe; he found one that

'he had not worn for many months. It belonged to the
travelling suit that he had Worn when' he went to Alexan-
dria to meet Drusilla and went to the parson. to marry her.

With feelings of sadness, regret and compunction, he
turned the garment ab6ut and looked at it. Then lie care-
fully brushed it and put it on, buttoned it closely, and
thrust both hands in his pockets to push them down. In
doing so,.he felt a folded paper~ And in listless curiosity
he took it out, opened it, and looked at it.

In an instant all 'his listlessness vanished. Hi~ held it
from him, and gazed, and gazed at it with his eyes dilating,
his lips parting, and his face blanching with whi~t would
have seemed at first view to be amazement and horror, but
which soon proved to be delight and triumph.

He could scarcely believe the evidence of his senses. He
suspected that he was dreaming,. He pinched himself to
prove that he was awake.

Then he suddenly dropped into a chair, waved the paper
above his head, and burst into a loud laugh.

"Well," he said, "if I had' been the most consummate
schemer that ever lived, I could' not have plotted for myself
better than fortune has planned for me. Now, then, Mr.
Richard Hammond!~ Let us see now what are your pros..
pects of ultimately winning the beauty and" the heiress I
But little Drusa! poor little Drusa! patient, loving little
Drusa! Thank fortune that you neither know nor suspect
anything of this matter! And you rnu8t ~neither know 'n6r
suspect it yet awhile! For the knowledge, 'or even the
very' suspicion' of this, would go near' to kill"you. Very,
very gradually must you 'be prepared for it, my darling;
very, very' gently must the. truth be broken to you, my poor
little girl I',

He felt now no embarrassment as to his relations,

'4i
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present or, prospective, with his betrothed and her grand-
father.. lie was, ready to propose to Anna the next day,
and to ~narry her in a month after, if expedient.

For the paper that he had found in the pocket of his
wedding ~coat,,and now held in his hand, proved, beyond
the ~hadow~ of a doubt, that bis marriage with poor
Drusilla was informal, null and void; that it had always
been so,. ax~d that he was legally free to love ar~d to wed
whomsoever .he~should please.

0

CHAYThR XXVIII.

HIS 'LOVE.

7a
His is the love-that only lives.

Whi1~ the cheek is fresh and red~
His is th~ love that only thrives,
* where the pleasure feast is spread.-ELI:A Coox.

ALTHOUGH that little~ paper. furnished a proof that
Alexander Lyon yvas as free from marriage-bonds as he
wished to be, yet~ it would, have been better for his own pur-
pose for him to have burned it at once.
-, ~But witl& hat strange unwillingness which some people
feel to destroy even a dangerous document, ~he carefully

-~ld~ed it, up and put itinto his, little looking-glass
drawer.

Then he went into the next chamber and spoke to Pina,
who was still w~d~hi~g by her, mistress's bed.

"Has she mov~d?" he asked.
"Oh no, sir, she sleeps very sound," answered the girl.
"That , is well.* Keep her very still. Keep the room

datk an4 quiet. Do not, leave her until my return. If
she should wake in the meantime, tell her that I was corn-
pe~led to ride into town this morning; but that I shall be
back early. Do you hear?" -

"Yes, sir; and I will be very care~'ul to do as you say."
Alexander then drew on his gloves .and left the room.

'When he got down stairs,. he repeated to Leo his orders, that
the house should be kept very quiet. Then he mounted his
horse and rode rapidly towards1 the city. He was an, hour
behind his usual time, and it was noon when he reached his
room at the hotel. He was glad to find out by inquiry that
no one had called that morning to see him. So he went
down stairs t~ call a cab, to take him to his uncle's' lodgings.
He found the hotel halls, as well as the city streets, full of
bustle. Yesterday had been the last day of the session of
Congress, and to-day there was a general evacuation of the
city, by members of the house and senate, and by the troops
of friends and strangers that follow
from Washington. %~, them to and
* Alick found it hard to get an empty cab, so he hailed an
omnibus, and rode on as far as it would take him to his
uncle's lodgings, and then got out and walked, the rest of
the way.

The general had just left his bed-room; but he received
his visitor very cordially.

"I tell you what, Alick, these fashionable hours don~t
suit an old-fashioned fellow like myself. And 'I am heartily
glad the season is over. As soon as Anna comes down I
shall tell her to give~orders top~ck up; for we shall leave in
a day or two-.--just as soon as the great crush of travellers
shall thin off, SQ that the steamboats and the railway trains
will not be so overcrowded. By the way; I hope you made
it all right with Anna last night?"

"Please to recollect, my dear sir, tha~t I could not possi-
bly get an opportunity of speaking to her in private. But
I shall make one ~

"All right, my dear boy, and I will help you. And I
hope you will make up your mind to leave this babel when
we do. What is to prevent you, eh? You might go back
with us to the old hail."

I
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"I should be very happy to do so, sir; and if 'I can make

"Oh, bosh about arrangements! What arrangements
can an idle young man like you have to make'? None that
could not be made ,in twenty-four hours. And we shall not~
leave for at least forty-eight."

"I will try to be ready,~sir."
As Alick spoke, Anna came in.
She 'wore an elegant morning robe of' whAe cachemere

lined and faced with quilted white satin, and trimmed with
black velvet and jet, and fastened around 'the waist with a
black silk cord and tassels. She seemed no worse for her
long season of fashionable dissipation, but looked stately,
blooming and beautiful as ever.

Alexander arose, and greeted her with more than usual
empressement, and led her to a seat.

The breakfast was served. And the general telling Alex-
ander that it wonid do quite as well for a luncheon, invited
him to sit down to the table.

While lingering over the late 'morning meal, they talked
of the just closed' session of Congress and season of fas on~
and the general again pressed Alick to join his party at old
Lyon Hall. And in the presence of his beautiful betrothed,
.A4ick could' neither refuse nor hesitate to accept the invita-
tion. So he gave his promise to accompany his uncle and
cousin to their home.'

After the breakfast'was finished, and the service was re-
moved, the general arose, saying that he would go down into
the reading-room. and look over the morning papers, he left
the parlor.

Alexander and Aiina were alone.
"At 1a~t, then, I have the opportunity of speaking to

you, that I have so long desired," whispered Alick, as he
went' and took a seat' on the' sofa, by the side of his
betrothed.

She received him very quietly, if not coldly.
He then went on to lament the rpeat~d interruptions

that had so long delayed their union, and to press her to
name an early day for the w~dding~

"Your great haste is of very late date, Alick. I saw no
signs of such impatience, until within the last few Weeks,"
she answered coolly.

He gave her a deprecating look, and pleaded:
"My love" was chilled and my pride was hurt by your

marked preference for 'my rival."
"Hush!" said Anna, quickly. "Let poor Dick alone.

He is honest, if he is wild. I hav'e sent him away. Let
him go in peace.~~

"Just so! Let him go. But you will grant my
request?~,

"I have no wish to break off our engagement, Alick. I
will not be the first woman of my race to 'break my pledged
word. I will give you my promised hand'; but not as soon
as you ask. Let the year of mourning end first."

"That' will be in November."
"Yes; you must wait until then."
Alexander heaved a deep sigh, and got up and walked

the room, and looked a great deal more disappointed than
he felt.

In truth-now he knew that his hand was free fron~ legal
fetters to Drusilla, he felt that his heart was more bound to
her by affection than he had lately believed. And now his
hated~ rival was out 'of his way, he found that he was not
half so much in love with his beautiful cousin as he had
imagined.

And so he really had no more desire to hurry the wedding
than had Anna herself.

He wanted more time to break with her whom he had so
long taken for his wife. And as he walked up and down
the floor, he was thinking most of her.

~ii
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"roor little Drusa," he thought. "Good little, Drusa,
frozu this hour she must be to me, only as ~ dear little sis~
ter. But our parting must not be abrupt. Such a shock
would be her death~blow, poor child! Little by little I
piust leave her. This trip to the old hail will be a good
start. She need not know where or why I go. I can tell
her that this business connected with my father's wiir, takes
ne into Virginia for a while..-.~and this will be true, so far
as it goes. After a few Weeks I will return to her, but
only as a brother, and will', stay with her but a few days.
And then the second absence ~shall be longer than the first,
and the second return toher, shorter. And so, gently, most
gently will I loose the tie tli1~ binds her to me, so that
when the final parting comes, she shall scarcely feel it."

So, as falsely as wickedly, he reasoned. For it would
have bee~ more merciful t6 have broken with her at once
than. to le~ve' her by degrees. Much kinder would be the
quick, sharp deatWblow that sh&ild end her woe instantly,
than the' slow, cruel, torture ~that would as surely if not as
swiftly destroy her life.

Something of this truth seemed to strike his mind. He
groaned slightly. Then he began to comfort his con-
science.

"I will provide for her," he said to himself. "I will buy
that little estate 'for her. She can live there as a young
WidOWA She eaii-~....--Oh, great Heaven, what a villian I
am growing to be! ]3ut I cannot help it. I cannot re-
marry Drusilla because I am bound to Anna, and have been
bound to, her for many years. ~So I cannot but do as I do.
I wonder if murderers can help killing, or thieves stealing?
Or if really I can, help being the wretch I am?" And as
he mentally asked himself this question his face grew so
dark- with pain and remorse, that Anna, who had been
watching him and who quite mistook his mood, laughed and
said:

(

"Why, Alick, one would really think, to see you, that
you take this matter to heart."

"I take the matter to heart much more than you believe,
~ he answered, speaking, as had been his frequent
manner of late, true in the letter and false in the spirit of
his reply. Then lest his ' supposed disappointment should
cause her to relent and 'to fix an earlier day fo~ their mar-
riage than would quite 'be convenient for him, he hastened
to add: "But let it be as you will, fair cousin. I will wait
with what patience I mnay'until November."

Anna pouted, for although sl~e was in no haste to marry
she felt affronted that Alick should yield the point so
readily.

Alick staid and dine4 with his uncle and cousin that day.
And after dinner he would have taken leave to go home,
but his 'uncle stopped him, saying ~

"No, indeed~ my boy. This is the first evening since we
have been in Washington that I have had you all to my-
self, and ' I mean to have the good of you. Every other
evening'you have had to dance attendance on Anna to some
place of amusement.. There is no place to go to' this even-
ing, thank Heaven. And Anna is tired' and is going to
rest, so you just sit down and' play a game of chess with me.
Come, I will Jet you off at ten o'clock, but not a moment
before." ' - I

So Alexander sat 'down to the chess-board with his uncle
and played until ten o'clock; and then bade him good-
night, and started for home.

)
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ChAPTER XXIX.

HER LOVE.

Hersie the love which keeps
A cont~tant watch-fire 1igh~,

With a flame that never sleeps
Through ~he longest winter DIght..-~LzzA CooL

MEANWHILE; DrusUla slept long and deeply, like one
much worn in mind and body. It was afternoon when she
opened her eyes. She saw Pina sitting by her side. At
first, she thought' it was yet early in the morning, and that
she had awakeiied at her usual hour, and she wondered why
her maid should he watching by her bed; but in another
moment, memory returned 'and reminded her of all the

0

~vents of the day. And she thought of Alezander's loving
k~dness to her, ~nd she smiled with delight. Then she
asked:

"Where is Mr. Lyon?"
"He is gone to town, ~ answered Pina.
The little lady's face fell. It's gladness was all gone in

an instant.
N "Gone to town again, ~ she repeated in a sad
tone.

"Yes, ma'arn, which he told me to tell you, as he was
unwilling ' compelled Lor' to go, and which he would be sure
to come back very early," said the girl, in her good nature,
adding a little to her master's message.'

"Oh I did he say that, Pina? Did he say he would
come 'back yery early? Are you sure, Pina?" And the
little face brightened up, again.

"Sure as sure, ma'am; which 'very early~ was his very
words," said Pina, telling a little white lie.

"What. time is it now?"
"Nea~r five, ma'am."
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"Then he will soon be here," she said. And strength-
ened by this hope, she threw off the Lounterpane, and got
out of bed.

With the help of her maid she dressed herself as care-
fully to please her husband's taste, as a maiden might to
attract a lover's eyes.

Then she went down stairs to see if the drawing-room
was made comfortable for the evening. She found that
Leo had done his duty in the matter. The fire in the
grate was burning brightly; the hearth was shining
clearly; the deep sofa was drawn up on one side of the
chimney, and the easy chair on the other, and the round-
table was placed between them. The front blinds were
left as usual enclosed until the master's return'; but the
crimson curtains were drawn before the windowsE The
chandelier was lighted, and its rays were reflected back
by the pictured walls, the gilded mirrors ~nd the glowing
draperies of the room, so that the little retreat looked very
cozy and home-like.

"Yes, this is all very well; but there, are no flowers,"
said this loving little wife; (for wife we must call her, not-
withstanding Mr. Aliek's discovery;) and she went into
her small conservatory and cut a few fragrant tea roses and
lemon geraniums, and arranged them in a beautiful group,
and placed them in a. vase, and set them on the round
table.

And then she opened her piano and selected. from her
music some of her husband's favorite pieces, and laid them
in readiness.

"He is so fond of music, and he~ likes my voice and
touch, and yet he so seldom h~ar& me sing or play now.
Perhaps he will to-night, though," she said, as she sat
down to try the tone of her long neglected instrument.

She had taken no food since morning, for in fact, her
long sleep had kept her~ froni'~feeling the want of it; but
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soor~ she felt faint frQm hunger, and she got up to ring the
bell for a cup of tea.

But Pina, who had not forgotten her mistress's needs,
was even now on her way to the drawing-room with the
tea-tray.

She brought it in and sat it down on the table, and stood
'waiting orders.

"Did your master say he would be home to dinner,
Pina?" the little lady asked.

"No, ma'am; lie said 'very early' to me. And when
Leo asked him if dinner should be 'prepared for him, he
said 'no,' and that he should 'be home to an early tea,'~~
the girl replied.

"Then, here; I will Qnly take half a cup of that oolong
and half a biscuit to keep me up till he comes, for I wish
to take tea w4~h him this evening," said the little wife, as
she hastily took the bit and sup she spoke of.

"Now, take this do*n, Pinai; and listen," she added, as
she pushed away the tray. "Have a very nice tea got
ready-the oolong and the imperial, mixed half and half as
he likes ~t'; and make some sweet muffins; and slice that
venison~ tongue; and open those West India sweetmeats,
~ graen figs and the pineapples Do
you hear?"

"Yes, 'madam."
"And will you remember all ?"

"Yes, madam, I' will be sure to."
Pina 'left the room, and her mistress resumed her prac-

tising.
She 'went over all his favorite pieces in turn, stopping at

the end of each to go to the window arid watch and listen.
But hour after hour passed by, and still he for whom she

looked cany~ not. As night deepened, her spirits sank.
"JYerhaps he will not cob~ at all," she said, with a sigh.

somethingg keeps him that he cannot help," she, added, in
excuse for him.
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When the clock struck ten she could hardly keep back
her tears.

"'He' will not be home until very late, even if he comes
to-night," she said, with a deep sob, as she closed the piano
and sat down by the fire.

She waited then for her servants to come as usual for
orders, before bidding her good-night. Then, 'as they did
not appear, she rang for them.

And when Pina entered, her mistress said:
"It is long past your bed time."
"I know it, madam; but master, 'he gave us such a

rowing for leaving you alone last night, after you had been
frightened the night before, that Leo and me, we aren't
go. We'll sit in the kitchen, if you please, zna'am, or wait
in the hall, as you order, until the master returns."

"He may not be able to get home to-night."
"Then, please, ma'am, we'll have to sit up and watch, or

sleep allywhere in the house as you'll appoint."
Drusilla reflected for a moment, and then said:
"You may sit up in the kitchen for an hour longer, and

then come to ins for orders."
The girl left the' room, and her mistress sank back in her

resting-chair, repeating to herself,
"He knows that I am ill and nervous, and almost~unpro-

tected here ; and he left me wor4 he would be back early.
Oh, surely he will keep his promise, in part, at least, by
coming back some time to-night. He will if he can! I
am sure he will, if he can!" she added, confidingly.'

But as the next hour wore slowly on, her long tried cour-
age utterly broke down, and she bowed her head upon the
table and wept bitterly.

The clock was striking eleven, when two sounds from
opposite ways struck h~r ear. One was the galloping of a
horse's feet ~coming to the h~e. The other was the. run-
ning of her servants up the b~ck~stairs.

(
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I
Drusilla hastily wiped her eyes as Pina entered the

room.
"Your master has come. Send Leo around to the stable

to take his horse, and do you bring up the supper-tray,"
she ~aid.

And the~ girl left the room to obey orders; but before
going down stairs she went and unlocked the front door,
and set it slightly ajar, that her master might enter at once
when he should reach the house.

Drusilla meanwhile tried to still the spasmodic sobs that
were yet heaving her bosom, and to force back the tears
that were yet wetting her eyes, and to put on a pleasant
face to meet her beloved. But it is not so easy all at once
to suppress nervous excitement.

So when Alexander hurried through the hall door, locking
it as he passed, and hurried into the drawing-room to see
her, she, was still sobbing and weeping.

lie stopped short in surprise and some anger.
"Why, 2Drusa! why, what is all this row about?"
"Oh, Alick, Alick!" she gasped, her nerves being all

unstrung, "I did not think you would have stayed away
from me to-night! I have been waiting for you so long, as
I have waited for you so often! oh, so often!"

"Is that meant for a reproach, Drusilla?" he asked,
coldly, as he dropped into a chair.

"Oh, no, Alick! no dear, no but I can not-can not
help it!"

And she cried harder than ever.
"Well, this is a pretty way to meet a nian, upon my

word, after he has taken a long cold ride to see you," said
Mr. Lyon, angrily.

"I didn't ,mean it, Alick I Indeed I didn't, dear! I
tried hard to help it; but I couldn't. I broke down," she
cried, sobbing heavily between her words.

"Humph, this is pleasant, upon my soul," he said, grimly,
watching her without making one attempt to soothe her.

"I know-.I know how bad it is in me to do so, Alick
dear and I'm trying to stop it; indeed I am. Bear with
me a little, dear; I will stop soon, indeed I will," she
sobbed.

"I hope it will be very soon. T&iis looks very much as
if you wer~e accusing me of misusing you, Drusilla; do you
mean to say that I do?"

"Oh, no, no, no, Aliok! I never even thought so! You
are very good to me. It is not your fault, dear; it is mine.
I don't know what ails me that I cry so much at such little
things. I feel like a baby that wants its mother's lap,"
she said, with a still heaving bosom.

"That is very childish, Drusilla," he answered, in a
harsh, unsympathizing manner.

"I know it is, dear. I am sorry I am so foolish; it is
because I am so, so lonely, Alick. Oh, so lonely,, dear, you
can't think; it is like death-like heart-break. But it is
not your fault, dear; I don't mean that; don't you think
that. You are not to, blame, Alick; it is I. But then,
dear, think of this, and bear with me a little. I have no
one in the wide world but only you; and when , you are
away all is so still, so silent-oh, so dreary you don't know.
If I only had a mother to turn to when I feel so weak, and
foolish, and so lonesome-if I could only lay my head down
on my mother's shoulder when you are away, and cry a
little I should be better; I should be all right when you
should return home. But I have no mother to go to,
Alick."

"If you had she would box your ears for such nonsense;
that is, if I remeinber~the old lady rightly,", said Alexan-
der, brutally, as he arose from his chair and walked the
room.

But her nervous excitement was now subsiding. her
tears ceased to flow; her sobs were softer. presently she.
wiped her eyes,, and, smiling like sunshine through rain~
drops, she said:'

)
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"It is all over noi~, Aliek dear, all quite over. It was
only a summer gust, dear, and it did me no harm; and you
will excuselt this once, Aliok?"

" I shall hardly know how to do so if this exhibition is
ever to be ~repeated," he growled.

"I hope it never will be, Alick," she said, with a subsid-
ing sigh, as she arose and touched the bell.

"Drusilla, if you knew as much as I do you would very
carefully avoid giving me any annoyance," he said, in so
meaning a manner that her hand dropped from the bell-pull,
and she turned to him in dismay, and, gazing on him,
asked:

"What is 'lit that you know, A-lick, dear? Indeed I
never wish t6 annoy you. But what is it you mean,
dear?"

"No matter! You will know some day; all too soon
whenever that day shall come," he said, evasively.

"But, A-lick dear, you frighten me. Please what is
it?"

"No matter what. Let the~ subject drop, Drusilla," he
replied, repenting the cruelty that made him allude to the
guilty secret of his own breast.

"But, dear Alick.-.----~" she re-commenced.
"Let th~ subject drop, I say," he interrupted her, in a

tone so peremptory that she immediately bowed her head
and obeyed.

And Pina now entered the room with the tray, and laid
the cloth for supper. And having done so she retired.

When Mr. Lyon had supped to his satisfaction, and felt
himself in a better 'humor, he turned around to the blazing
fir~, and said:~

"I have a mind to sit up and watch to-night for that
face at the window."

"Do, dear A-lick, if you are not too tired," she answered.
"And I will 4t with my revolver by my side."

/

"Yes, do; and with me also."
"But y~ou are not able to sib ~
"Oh, yes, I am. You know I slept nearly all day. And

I do wish to watch with you."
"So be it then. But we must draw. the curtains back

from the windows, as they were last night and all nights
before. Who closed them 4o-night?"

"Leo did, I suppose; to keep the face from looking in,
and frightening me again. And I did not change the ar-
rangement, because I reflected that you could see the light
almost as well through these fix~e crimson curtains as
glass itself."

"That is true. It is a pity you or one of your servants
had not thought of this before. It would have saved you a
fright."

"But, A-lick, dear, if any dangerous person were lurking
about the premises, is it not better that. I should have
detected him,~ even at the cost of a fright, than that he
should be let to go on and do the mischief he is plotting,
whatever that is?"

"There is something in what you say, my brave little
wi-woman," he answered.

She did not, perceive h&w he caught and corrected his

words, for she was busy drawing back the curtains of one
window, while he did the like with those' of the other.

Alexander went and got his small revolver from the pocket
of his riding coat a'nd' laid it on the table beside him. And
then they sat down to wait the issue.

At first they talked a little in~ low voices. Alexander
would make Drusilla tell him again and again' the particu-
lars of her two frights. But she had so little to tell.

"Only a white stern face, looking in at me through' the
dark window."

Alexander questioned her as to the hour of its appear-
ance.
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"It was at two o'clock on the first night. And at one
o'clock on the ~cond night,~~ she answered.

"Exactly; and if it keeps on coming an hour later each
night, it will appear at twelve precisely to-night. And it
now wants just ten minutes to that time," said Alexander,
With a laugh.

Then he questioned her as to her thoughts, feelings and
occupations at the time she saw the face.

Drusilla replied that she was reading, and confessed that
she was thinking of supernatural beings and feeling a little
afraid of looking over her shoulder.

"Precisely; and no~~r let me ask you what were you read-
ing?"

"I had been reading 'The Night Side of Nature,"' re-
plied Drusilla.

"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed Alexander, "the seci~et is out!
The face at the window was. an optical illusions created by
your over-excited imagination. Next time, my little love,
read Scott's 'Demonology.' It will be a perfect antidote to
the 'Night Side of Nature.' I don't wonder, poor child!
that you were afraid~ to look over your ~oulder, or that you
saw faces glaring at you through dark windows. I wonder
you didn't see a spectral face grinning through every single
pane of gla~.~ Ha! ha! ha!"

"Ha! ha! ha!" echoed another voice-a strange, harsh,
unearthly vQice.

Alexander started and looked at his companion, who was
pale as death.

"Ha / ha / ha!" shouted the voice again.
He then seized his revolver and turned quickly to the

window whence the voice seemed to come.
" HA! HA! HA !"it shrieked a third time, a~ Alexan-

der caught a glimpse of a ghastly, grinning face that
showed itself for an instant at the window, and he levelled
his pistol. But as he fired it, it drQpped and disappeared.
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"Stay here while I search the grounds," whispered~fr.
Lyon to his panic-stricken companion.

And revolver still in hand, he ran out of the house.
Drusilla sat with her hands clasped tightly together, he~

face white as a sheet and her heart half paralyzed with
fright. She had not long to wait. A pistol shot, followed
by another and another in quick succession, startled her.
With a wild cry she sprang to her feet and rushed out to
the help of her husband.

CHAPTER XXX..

BREAKING.

They'd met o'er yet the world had come,
To wither up the springs of truth;

Amid the holy joys of' home,
And in the first warm flush of youth.

They parted, not as lovers part,
With earnest vows of constancy...~.

She with her wronged and bleeding heart,
And he rejoicing to be free 1-ANo~ryMous.

I
"ALICE! Alick! Oh, Alick, where are you? Answer

me! Speak to me, if you can! Oh, give me some sign
where to search for you," Drusilla cried, running wildly out
into the wintry night, in the direction from which she had
heard the shots, and fearing at every point to find her hus-
band dead or wounded.

"Hush!" whispered a voice through the darkness. And
the next moment her husband stood by her side.

"Oh, Alick, thank Heaven you are alive and safe,! You
are safe, are you not, dear?" she eagerly inquired.

"Yes; but that infernal villain has got oW!"
"Oh, never mind, so that you are *not hurt. You are not

hurt, are you, Alick?"
"No; I have not been in any danger; but that cursed

caitiff! he has escaped U'
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"Oh dear, let him go; so you are sure you are. not
wounded? You are sure, are you not, dear? You are
quite sure neither of those shots struck you?"

"The shots 'were fired by my own hand, and' I'm only
sorry they missed their mark, and that diabolical' scoundrel
got off! He ran like a quarter horse, Devil fly away with
him! I would have given a thousand' dollars to have him
here with my foot on his neck! By all I h9ld sacred, I
would I " I

"Oh Alick, do stop thinking about him, and think about
yourself! You are so excited I don't believe you know
whether you are wounded or not; you may be bleeding to
death now, somewhere' under your coat! Oh Alick, dear,
come in the house and let me look."

"It is you who are excited, little goose. You are shaking
like an ague! Come in the house yourself, and get warm
and quiet," he said, tucking her under his arm and leading
her towards the cottage.

"But Alick, dear, tell me, are you very certain-"
"No, I'm not 'very' certain; I'm only just certain~ that

I have not a single scratch. That-that---miserable mis-
creant was unarmed, I suppose, Satan burn him ~

"Who was he, Alick,. do you know?"
"Llow should I? I only know that he was some felon

spy, who has doubtless been hanging about the house, and
peeping through the windows o' nights."

"A spy, Alick? .Only a spy? Why I thought he was
a robber and a murderer."

"'My little love, a spy is the most dangerous character
of tile three. We may defend ourselves against robbers
and murderers; but not against spies. The first are beasts
of prey; but the last are venomous serpents-snakes in the
grass. No one knows how lQng that infamous wretch ha~
been lurking~ around our house, or how often he has beer
peeeping in at our windows, or how 'much he has seen."

"Dear Alick, we have only seed. him three times."
"But he may have seen 'us, three hundred times. Of

course our eyes were not always on the window."
"That is true; but, after all, what of it, Alick? lie

could not harm us by looking at us," said the honest young
creature, who knew she had nothing to hide.

"Ugh! if I had him under my feet, I would not leave a
whole bone in his body!" cried the doubleAealing man,
who was conscious that he had a great deal to conceal.

"Well, never mind, Alick, dear. For my part, I am well
content that the man g&t off, and you have no broken bones
to account for. For, after' all, he committed no great crime
in looking in at a lighted window at night. Why, Alick~
in walking through the streets of the city in the evening
you and I used to do the same thing, only for the harmless
pleasure of looking in to an interior, upon a pretty domestic
picture of a family circle around their tea-table, or some-
thing of the sort. And this m~n might have had no worse
purpose.~~

"His purpose; whatever it might have been, should have
cost him his. life' if I had caught him!" said Mr. 'Lyon,
grimly.

"Then I am truly glad you did not catch him. Oh, be
content, Aliek, for you maybe sure, now that the man has
been seen and chased, he will never come to trouble us
again!"

"I don't know that he will. But he didn't seem to
dread being seen, hoxv~ver. lit was his taunting laugh, you
know, that drew~ my notice to him.' He seemed to try to
catch~ my eye by mocking my laugh. I think he had seen
all he wished to see, and that this was to be his last visit;
so he let his presence be known, to annoy us. Ah! if I
ever find out who he is, he shall pay dearly for his frolic!"
exclaimed Alick.

By this time they reached the house and entered it.

4
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Alexander made Drusilla sit down in the easy chair
before the fire, and then he went and carefully closed and
fastened the doors and windows, and finally caine and took
a seat by her side.

And they sat there a little while to warm #id rest them-
selves before going up stairs to bed.

"Alick," said iDrusilla, "I hope if you ever do find out
who that man is, you will do him no harm."

"I will be his death," exclaimed Alexander, grinding his
t~eth.

" No, no, no; he may have been some poor~ forlorn crea-
ture, who having no home of his own, looked in upon ours,
as upon a paradise."

"lie was, more likely, some vulgar wretch, who in prowl-
big about here at night, after game, has foun4 out that a
very pretty little woman lives here, often all alone, and has
made up his mind to get as many peeps at her as lie can."

"Oh, Alick!"
"That is the secret now I come to think quietly over the

matter, my dear; and your brilliantly lighted windows
were the beacons that first drew him here to gaze on you at
will; to feast his eyes on your beauty; perhaps to fall in
love with you! Come, what do you think of it all now?"
inquired Mr~. Lyon, maliciously.

"Oh, Alick, Alick, don't talk so to me. I am your wife.
Such thoughts-". She paused, and blushing deeply,
turned away her head.

"Wh~t is the matter, little love?" he laughed.
"You should. not breathe such thoughts to me, dear

Alick. But-I shall draw the curtains before the windows
every evening infuture."

"I think it would be ju~t as well you should do so. The
light shining through their crimson folds will be enough to
guide me home at night," he said, as he arose and lighted
the bed-room candles.
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She set the guard up before the grate, and put out the
lamps.

They left the drawing-room and went up stairs together;
ut when they reached their chamber door, he put one of

t e candles in her hand, saying kindly:
"Good night, my dear child. I hope you will have a

good sleep."
And before she could answer he opened the door of an

opposite chamber, passed in and locked it behind him,
leaving her standing still in astonishment.

This was the first time, while at home, that he had ever
~lept out of thejr mutual room. She could not imagine
why he should do so now. If he had not spoken so kindly
to her, she might have supposed he was angry with her.
But his good-night had been even unusually gentle and
tender; it had seemed almost plaintive ~and deprecating.
But then he had not only passed their chamber and gone
into another room, but he had locked the door behind him,
thus securing himself against possible intrusion. Whose
intrusion? she asked herself-hers, his wife's ? Well, she
was his wife, she thought;' but dearly as she loved him,
scarcely living, excApt by his side, she would never intrude
upon his chosen solitule.

She stood there in perplexed and painful thought, in-
quiring and wondering why he left her and locked her out.
Perhaps, after all, she said to herself, he was still a little
angry with, her, for having cried so much that evening.
She must find out., She could not go to rest, she would
never be able to sleep without knowing whether he was
really displeased with her, and reconciling him to herself.
She would not intrude upon him, she thought,'no, n&~4r!
But she would rap at his door and ask if she had offended
him, and if so, she woald do all that she could to atone for
such offence. For she must make friends ~with him before
she left the spot, or-die!

S



298 ~ TRE CHAKOED' BRIDES.

So she went and rapped at his door and then waited.
She heard him moving about the room, but he made no

response.
She thought he had not heard her, so she rapped again.
"Well! Who is there?" he inquired from within.
"It is I, you~r little Drusa, Alick," she answered, in a

low and t~emu1ous tone.

What do you want, Drusilla?"
Oh, Aliok dear, my heart is breaking; please don't

be mad with me," she pleaded, in her most plaintive voice.
"I am not mad with you, child; why should you think

so
"6h, Alick, I thought-I thou$it you were displeased,

~ She could not go on.
"What reason could I have for being angry with you,

child?" ~he asked again, putting his question in a form that
he thougltlt she could more easily answer.

"Why,' my crying s~ much this evening," she said.
"Oh, bosh! that is all over now. No, little Drusa, I

have no cause, no just cause of complaint against you. If
I am ever angry with you, it is from my own quick temper,
and by no fault of yours, my child. Now go to bed like a
good girl, or rather like a sweet little saint as you truly are.
'G9od night, my little Drusa," he said.

"Good night, dear Alick," she answered, turning sadly
away.

She went to her own room and set the candle on the
mantle~piece, sank into her easy chair, and lapsed into sor-
rowCul thought.

"He said he was not angry with me; yes, he said so; but
he' never told me why he left my room, and he never even
opened the door to speak to me, nor yet kissed me good-
night. No, h~ is not angry with me; not angry, but sick
and tired of me, as I might have know~i he would be; for
what am I to please him who has been used to ladies of
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the highest rank and culture? Yes, he is sick and tired
of me, and it is not his fault-it is nAne; and I wisb,
oh, I wish, it were no sin to die!"

And she dropped jier head upon the arm of her chair
and wept bitterly; wept till she was so exhausted that she
slipped from the chair to the carpet, and, groveling there,
wept on.

Her tears like her grief, seemed inexhaustible; far, when
Vhe daylight dawned and the sun rose, she was still lying
where she had sunk overcome with Sorrow.

At length when the2 morning ~vas well advanced, she
remembered her housewifely duties, and slowly got up and
rang the bell for her maid.

Then, lest her evening dress should excite the girl's curi-~
osity, as it did dn a former occasion~ she quickly took it off
and threw around her a chamber wrapper.

INna came in and put fresh logs on the fire, and filled
the ewers~ and laid out clean towels, and then .stood wait.-
ing.

"There is nothing more, Pina; you may go," said her
mistress.

And the maid left the room.
Drusilla bathed her ~eyes and face, and combed her hair,

and dressed herself as tastefully as if she had slept through
a happy night and waked to a gladsome morning.

And she went down stairs to see to the breakfast. The
cozy drawing-room, the bright fire, the clean hearth, the
neat table, all the accessories of her sweet home, and, above
all, the clear sunshiny morning, early harbinger of spring,
cheered her spirits and inspired more hopeful thoughts than
had been hers on the evening previous4

"Alick loved me from my childhood," she said, "and
chose me freely for his wife from all others. that he might
have had. And he is very good to me. He spoke gently
to me even last night. Perhaps he is not so weary of me
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as I think. Perhaps he loves rue still. And my doubts
come only from my~ own fancies. Oh, Heaven grant that it
may be so. I will see 'how he will meet me this morning.
But, oh! if I should be so keen to note every word and
look that he gives me, or don't give me, how i~l I should re-
quite his/love. Shall I turn jealous fool, ~id watch my
Alick as if he were a foe to be suspected, and not my dear
husband to be loved and trusted to the last? No, Alick,
dear, no; I will d~ you no such wrong. I know I'm a big
little fool, but not such a one as that, either What if he
did leave me last night. Perhaps he needed to be very

I

quiet, after so much excitement as he has had these two
nights. I am sure, I am so nervous sometimes that I can-
not bear a movement or a ray of light in my room, and why
should 'he not be subject to the same mood~ even if he is a
strong man? Come, I will trust my husband, as well as
love him."

This reaction of feeling, brought about mostly by the
blessed sunshine of morning and the benign influence of
home, called back the color to the young wife's cheeks
and the' light to her eyes.
/ Alexander 'came down earlier than usual. And she

arose from her seat to receive his morning kiss.
J3ut she' did not get it. He passed her, and dropped into

his chair, and said:
"RAng for breakfast, Drusa. I' must get off to town

sooner by an hour this morning.
WiTh a suppressed sigh, she pulled the bell; and when

Pina appeared, she ordered breakfast to be served iinmedi-
ately.

Alexander was thoughtful' even to gloom. He had to
break to Drusilla the news 'of his intended sudden departure.
A'rid he dreaded to do it, and he did not know how to
~gixi.

'The morning meal was served. They sat down to the

0
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husband his cup, she said:

"You are not feeling well this morning, Alick, dear?"
"No, Drusa, I am not well, in spirits at least. I have a

very painful duty before me, little Drusa," he answered,
catching at this opening for his discourse.

"I a~ very sorry, Alick," she replied, and then waited
for his further speech.

"I shall be obliged to leave home for a short time. I
did not like to tell you last night, lest it should disturb
your rest," he said, little knowing how utterly his desertion
had deprived her of that'rest.

"Oh, Alick, dear, must you really go?"
"I must really go, Drusilla. That business connected

with my father's will obliges me to do ~so," he gravely said.
"Shall you take me with you, Alick?" she asked, in a

low, timid voice.
'KN~o, Th:usa; of course not. If I could take you along

I should not feel so badly about going," he answered.
"Oh, Alick, I am so sorry, dear."
"I shall not stay very long, Drusa. 'I shall come back

to you as soon as I possibly can, my child."
"I know you will, Alick. Where do you go?"
"Into Virginia, of course, where our estates lie."
"Oh, what a troublesome business that' is connected with

your father's will, to be ~ure-to bother you so much as it
has, ever since we have been ,married. Why cannot lawyers
make wills so clear that there can be no mistake about
their meaning?"

"Ah, why indeed?" repeated Mr. Lyon, laughing in
spite of hIs secret self-reproach.

"When do you start, dear Alick ~
"To~morrow morning, my child."
"So soon! Oh, that is very sudden!"
"These matters admit of no delay, Drusa. Now, my

1~
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little woman, don't look so downcast. It is unpleasant
enough for me to have to leave you. Don't add. to my
vexation by your looks."

"No, Alick, I will not if I can help it. You will want
your clothes got ready," she added, cheerfully, "and the
time is short. Tell me at once, please, what you would
like to take with you, and I will pack them up to-day."

"Oh, a dozen of each sort of under-garment; one morn-
ing and one evening suit; my dressing~case and 'writing-
case; those are all, I think. Have them put into the little
black Russia leather trunk."

"I will pack them myself, .A.lick dear, and then they will
be sure to be done right."

"As you please, little ~
"How long shall you be gone, Alick? 'Can you tell me

that?~'
"Oh, not exactly. The length, of my absence depends

upon circumstances. Not more than a week or ten days at
most."

"At least you will be sure to be back within the fort-
night?"

"Yes, certainly. But ~you know we can talk over all
this to-night, when I get back from town. I shall cer-
tainly be home to tea," said Mr. Lyon, as he arose from
the table.

"Then I shall hope to s~e you. And I know you will
come if you can, Alick," she answered, as she thought of
her constant disappointments in this respect.

He understood her, and he answered, as he drew on his
riding-coat ~

"I cam be back this last evening, and I will. Good-bye
until I see you again, little Drusa."

And he put on his bat and hurried out of the house,
pulling on his gloves as he passed.

And the next moment he mounted hia, horse and gallop-
ed away.

CHAPTE1~ XXXI.

FIRST ABSENCE.

I heard thy light, careless farewell, lov0,
And patiently saw thee depart-

Ay. patiently. But could words tell, love,
The sorrow that swelled in my heart?

Yet tearless and still though I stood, love,
Thy last words are thrilling me yet,

And my lips would now breathe if theyeould, love,
The deep prayer-'~ Oh do not forget.".-.,kroi~.

DRUSILLA went to her own room, wept a little, and
blamed herself fQr that weakness, and then she called her
maid to help her, and she spent the whole day in prepar..
ing her husband's wardrobe for his journey.

It happened for once that Mr. Lyon could keep his 'word
to his wife without mu~h personal inconvenience, and so he
kept it.

When he reached the city that day he made a morning
call upon 'his uncle and his cousin. He found the ~General
was engaged to dine that evening with a veteran brother
officer and Miss Lyon would be occupied with the prepara-
tions for her journey, so that neither the old gentleman nor
the young lady would be at liberty to entertain him lo
than the morning. nger

After lunching with his relatives, and arranging to join
them at nine the next morning, he bade them good day.

He went to his own hotel where he called for his bill,
settled it~ in full, gave up the keys of his rooms, and so
closed his connection with the house.

From the hotel he went to the livery stable, mo~inted his
horse and rode homeward.

lie reached Cedarwood at seven o'clock. He found his
trunk ready packed, corded and labelled for his journey,
and standing in the hall. He found th0 drawing..ro~<-a&~
coz~y and inviting as his wife always made it for his iec~p-~
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tion; the fire burning brightly, and the tea-table standing
before it spread with. all the dainties he most liked; and,
above all, he found her, pretty, well-dressed, and cheerful as
she could command herself to be.

This was the first time for many weeks that he had taken',
tea with his wife and she made it a festive occasion. He
began again to realize that he loved her; he felt like press-
ing her to his heart as in the, first days of their, marriage,
before the witchery of the world came between them, or he
had discovered what he, supposed to be the illegality of their
marriage. Yes, he would have liked to have shown her
these proofs of reviving 'affection; but he did not. He had
decided, in the secrecy of his own insane mind, that she
was henceforth to he only as a sister to him until he should
be able to part with her entirely; and so he treated her now
very gently but very coldly.

After tea, which he took care should be prolonged as far
into the evening as possible, he asked her to sing and play
for him.

And she very gladly sat down~ to the piano, and executed
some 'of his favorite pieces in her very best style.

He purposely kept her there, playing piece after piece,
nutil she was really wearied.

And then when she rose from the instrument he took the
lead' in the conversation, and would talk of nothing but
music, musicians, and composers until the clock struck
eleven. then he suddenly said:

"My little girl it is late, and you are tired; go to bed at
once. I have letters to write that will detain me an hour
or so. When I have finished them I wiJl come up.

"Alick, dear, letters to write so late to-night when you
have to start so early to-morrow?"

"Ye~, little Drusa.
"Why didn't you write them earlier in the evening,

then?"

V
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"Because I wanted to enjoy every moment of your corn-
pliny while you sat up. Drusa, and I knew I could write)
them after you had retired," he artfully replied.

"But I had rather not leave you at all this last evening,
Alick. I will sit very quietly near you and not interrupt
you the least while you write your letters."

"But I will not permit you to do so, Drusa. You are
pale with want of rest even now; and you will make a
point of getting up tomorrow morning even sooner than I
shall.-4 know you will."

"I must, Alick dear, to see that you have a good break-
fast ready in time to eat it leisurely before you go."

"Just so; therefore you must go to rest now. There, be
a good girl, and clear out, will you?"

"Yes, Alick," she answered, in a depressed tone.
"Good night;" and she put up her lips to kiss him.

"Bosh! no good-night in the case. Do you think I am
going to sit up till day writing letters?" he said, laughing
and evading her caress.

Feeling that something was very wrong, yet frying not
to think so, she left the room' and went up stairs to bed.

And after a little while, being almost worn out by. so
many nights' watching, she fell asleep and slept until
morning.

Meanwhile, Alexander wrote a couple of trifling letters,
and then, not to disturb her, he stole on tip-toes up to his
newly chosen room and went to rest.

Drusilla was the first up in the morning, before even her
servant'~ were astir. She roused Pina and set her to work,
and helped with her own hands, and to such good purpose
that a very nice breitkfast was soon ready and waiting for
Alexander.

Ille came down, and greeted Drusilla kindly, but without
hi3 usual morning kiss. And she felt the slight; but
neither spoke nor looked her chagrin.

1.9
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"You were so still that I thought you were asleep when
I went up stairs last night, so I took care not to wake you
by entering your room; for you needed rest very much,
little Drusa," he said, in explanation of his second deser-
tion.

"Yes, Alick," she aiwwered, quietly; and she went on
to make his coffee.

When breakfast was over there came a hurried leave-
taking.

Alexander pulled on his riding-coat in great haste; drew
on his gloves and then looked at Drusilla.

"Well," he muttered to himself, "she is henceforth only
like my sister; but I should embrace my sister before leav-
ing her to go on a journey."

"What are you saying, Alick dear?" inquired Dru-
silla, who caught the sound, but not the import of his

words.
"Nothing. Good-bye, my little Drusa, my darUng little

Drusa," he said, folding her to his bosom and kissing her as
no man ever kissed his sister yet, and as he had not kissed
her for many weeks.

"You do love me then, after all, don't you, Alick?" she
said, in delight.

"Love iou! I think I do, little darling! But now I
must tear myself from you, Drusa. You will find in my
glass drawer a roll of bank-notes amounting to between five
and six hundred dollars, for your use while I am gone."

"Oh,' Alick, I shall never want the tenth part in so short
a time as a fortnight; and you are to be home in a fort-
night, are you not, Alick?"

"Yes, yes, surely.' Now then, good-bye!' he hastily
exclaimed, giving her another tight hug and long kiss.

"You will write soon, -Alick?" she said, following him
to tbe front door."

"Yery soon."
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"But I shall want to write to you every day, beginning
this evening. Where shall I direct the first letter, Alick?"

"To the post-office at Richmond."
"Then you will find one from me in Richmond the day

after you get there."
"Yes, yes, my darling? Thank you, pet! Good-bye!

Good-bye! I have not an instant to los4" he hurriedly
exclaimed, wringing her hand and jumping into the car-
riage, upon which his luggage was already placed.

Leo, who was in the driver's seat, cracked his whip and
started his horses.

Drusilla watched the carriage out of Bight, and then
turned sadly and went into the house.

Alexander drove rapidly to the town, and first to a hack
stand, where he had his luggage taken and put upon a
hack. Then he sent Leo back to Cedarwood with his car-
riage, and h~ himself got into the hack and drove to his
uncle's hotel, where he found the old gentleman impatiently
waiting for him.

And in an hour the wliole family party had started on
their voyage, and were steaming down the Potomac on their
way to Richmond, where early the next morning they
arrived safely.

CHAPTER XXXII.

WRIGHT HO~E5.

One precious pearl in sorrow's cup
Unmelted at the bottom lay,

To shine egain, when all drunk up
The bitterness should pass away.

And that was hope, a fair sweet hope;
And oh, it-woke such happy dreams,

And gave her soul such tempting scope
ior all its dearest, fondest schemes~-Mooim.

Tiii~ loving little wife, the zealous little' housekeeper, did
not sit down in idleness and refining while her husband
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was ftbsent. Occupation was always her great resource
against melancholy

She was, besides, too much in sympathy with , all nature
not to feel' the influence of the' vitalizing spring season,
with the reviving world around her.

The sun was 'shining' with a more genial splendor; the
air 'was soft' and warm; the ground was quickening with
the springing grass and the trees with the rising sap and
budding leaves. Birds were building their nests. All
things inspired thoughts of renovation.

Little Drusilla resolved to refresh her pretty wildwood
home 'with a spring cleaning, so that it might possess new
attractions for its truant master, when he should please to
return.

Kot that her house required this~-for it was already as
'clean and sweet as it was possible for any dwelling to be;
and the' process to which she subjected it was but the
washing of what was already pure, and the polishing of
'what was already bright. But it was her maxim, as it had
been her mother's before her, that things should ~not be
permitted 'to become soiled before they were cleaned; but
that they should be kept clean.

In the course of this work Drusila opened the drawer of
the' looking-glass in Alexander's dressing-room, and while
putting its contents in order she found that little piece of
paper which had produced so strange an effect upon his
feelings and actions. Thinking it to be only some little
receipt, or memorandum, she opened it and read it.

Its effect upon her was very different £rom what it had
been upon her husband. As she gathered its meaning her
face softened with' 'a sweet and tender ~smile and she sat
down in a chair to contemplate it at more leisure.

"I never saw this before.; 'or any other of the sort.
How it brings back that day! that happy wedding-day!
the happiest of my life! Dear Alick! dear, dear Alick,
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bow blest you made me that day, in making me your own
forever! forever ~nd ever, my love! My joy seemed too
much for earth, too much to be real. Even now, even now,
I can scarcely realize how happy I am and ought to bel
Oh, my love! my love! I hope I may never give you an
uneasy moment as long as I live in this world! that imay
never cease to please and serve you all my days! 'Dear
little token!" she said, fondly gaming on that fatal piece of
paper-.." I will keep you for his sake. When I am sad and
lonely I will look at you. I will cherish~jp~ou like my
wedding-ring."

And, she went directly and made a little silk bag, pi~t the
paper in it, attached it to a ribbon~ hung it around her neck
and hid it in her bosom.

Then smilingly she resumed her work.
When she considered the house thoroughly cleansed and

worthy of its summer hangings, she told Pina that crimson
satin curtains'should not be put up again until autumn.

And she ordered Leo to put the horses juto the carriage
to take her to town.

This was the first occasion upon which she had left home
for many weeks. And she went now upon a shopping ex-
pedition, to purchase white lace curtains for her Windows,
and white linen to make summer covers for her crimson
satin chair and sofa cushions.

She spent the whole forenoon in making her selections;
and then, feeling tired and hungry, she drove to a "Ladies'
Tea Room," where she had once been with Alexander.

She entered and sat down at one of the little tables and
asked for a cup of chocolate. and some seed cakes, which
were soon 'brought.

While she ate and drank she looked about her with the
curiosity natural to one who had lately led so secluded a
life. The room was half full of customers.. At some of
the tables small family parties of parents and children were

/
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gathered. 'At others ladies and gentlemen were seated.
And at the table exactly opposite to her own there were two
officers and two young women who were dining and drink-
ing' wine, laughing and talking, and conducting themselves
generally in a manner not agreeable to quiet and well..
disposed people.

])rusilla 'glanced at this noisy party but once, and recog-
nized the officers as the same who had intruded into her box
on the night she went to hear the German opera troupe.
Chiefly because the party were so ill-behaved, she was afraid
to look towards them again. So she drew her veil around
between the side of her face and her obnoxious neighbors,
and she looked down into her plate.

Natural as this action was, it caught the attention of the
officers; and, innocent as it was, it gave umbrage to their,,
female companions.

"She sees that we recognize her," said one of the men.
And a low, derisive laugh came from one of the women.
Very much abashed, and also a little alarmed, Drusilla

left her luncheon half consumed and went to the counter to
* pay her bill.

But one of the' officers got up and followed her, and, as
she turned to leave the room, he placed himself before her,
and, lifting his hat, said:

"How do you do, Miss ~
Drusilla bowed in silence, and attempted to pass on.
"Excuse i~e, but when did you reach town ? "

"I beg your pardon, sir;. IL have not the honor of your
acquaintance," said Drusilla, coldly, passing him by and
quickly' leaving the house.

But he followed her out on the sidewalk, and joining her,
said:

"lou 'have not the honor of my acquaintance,' eh?
Well, the 'honor' is questionable, but the acquaintance is
beyond a doubt, my dear! What! don't you remember
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the night I came into the box, to chaff my friend LyQn on
his pretty little acquisition, eli? By the way, how is
Lyon?"

By this time Drusilla had beckoned her servant, who
drove 'up with the carriage, disxn~ounted, opened the door,
and let down the steps for his mistress.

"But you didn't tell me how my friend Lyon is. I hope
he is well. I know he has left his rooms at the hotel. But
if you will favor me with your address, Miss-.-."

"Leo," said Drusilla to her coachman, as she entered
her carriage~, "this person annoys me. If you see a police-
man give him in charge, and-drive on."

"Yes, madam," answered the man, heartily, cracking his
whip and starting his horses.

But the~ animals were not fresh, and they had not been
fed or watered since morning. So they did not move with
their usual spirit. And IDrusilla had not gone far up
Seventh street road, on her way home, before she perceived
that she was followed by a hack that was gaining upon her
every moment.

At first sh~ supposed this following be accidental; but
when the hack driving rapidly, caught up to her and might
have passed her, yet did not; but, on the contrary, slack-
ened its pace and kept just behind har; she suspected that
there was something more than accident in the matter.

And her suspicions were confirmed when she heard loud
laughing and talking in the hack, and recognized the voices
of the disreputable party who had insulted her in the tea
room.

She quickly let down the little window in front of her
own carriage, and spoke to her coachman:

"Leo-drive fast."
"Yes, ma'am, which it is necessary so to do."

~"Who are those people behind, Leo?" she breathlessly
inquired.

1'!

.'1

4'

p44;~

lld~
~iJ~iK~.



812 THE CHANGED I3RIDES.

"A intoxified set, ma'am, which is unbeknown' to me;
being alwaysloo well conducted to be acquainted with sich;
which I think one of urn is the person you complained of,

"Yes! go on quic~y,'for Heaven's sake, Leo; let us
leave them behind as soon as possible," hastily urged
Drusilla.

And the young coachman put his jaded horses to their
utmost speed.

But the horses in the hack were the fresher of the two
sets, and they kept well up behind' her carriage until they
reached the gate of the private road leading through Cedar.
wood.

Here Leo drew up his carriage, left his seat, opened the
gate, propped it back, and took the reins to lead his horses
through.

They had but just cleared the gate, when Drusilla put
her head from the window and said; hastily:

"Leo, stop just where you are 1 stop the way! Those
persons are preparing to follow us in. Tell them that they
can not be permitted to do so; that this is a very private
road leading to my own house, aiid no farther."

At the first word Leo had stopped the carriage, thus bar-
ring the wary, and now. he turned and spoke to the man who
was the ringleader of the party, and who had now left his
seat and was mounted beside the driver on the box.

"If you please, sir, this road leads to my inist'ess's
house and no farther on," he said.

"Oh, we know where it leads! We are going to make a
call there I" laughed the man.

"Leo, Leo, do not let them pass, whatever you do,"
breathlessly whispered Drusilla.

"But, sir, if you please, my nPst'ess don't receive no
strangers," expostulated the servant.

"Oh, we are not strangers! We know her very well!

U
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And we know Lyon, too! Come, clear the way, my man,
and let us pass."

"But, sir, my mist'ess don't see no visitors of no sort,
neither strangers nor likewise acquaintances," urged Leo.

"But she'll see us!" laughed the man on the box.
And his laugh was loudly echoed by his companions inside
the hack.

During this controversy Drusilla had sat back in her
seat, keeping as much out of sight as possible, and only
leaning forward when obliged to speak to her servant.

And Leo had been artfully mano~uvering his horses, with
a purpose that the party behind Were too much confused by
intoxication to detect.

"Come, my man, get out of the way, will you?"
"Yes sir, immediate!" answered Leo.
And he suddenly wheeled round the carriage, clanged to

the gate, and secured it in the face of the baffled pursuers.
Then with a loud derisive laugh, the boy sprang up into

his seat and drove off through the woods towards home.
The discomfited party in the hack sent after him a vol-

ley of oaths, that he continued to hear until distance made
them inaudible.

When they reached Cedarwood, Drusilla got out of her
carriage more dead than alive.

Pina met her and supported her into the house, while
Leo gave a hasty account of their adventure.

"Try to compose yourself; ma'am. Lor! I wouldn't let
myself be upset by them rubbish!" said Pina as she held a
glass of water to her mistress's lips.'

"Who were they, Leo, and why did they. pursue me?"
inquired Drusilla, when she was somewhat restored.

"Please, ma'am, II don't know who they were, not being
beknown to sich. But t~y were all intoxified, the whole
lot of ~

"But why did they p sue me?"
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"Well, ma'am, they was on a lark, and seen you was
afeard of 'em."

"There was. more in it than that, Leo! Do you think
they, can. get through the gate?"

"Ko, ma'am; I looked it."
"But they can get out of the carriage and climb over

it."
"Ko, ma'am, they're too tipsy. They can hardly sit in

their seats. The driver is the onliest sober one in the lot,
and he'll take them away, you may be sure, ~

"Oh,. what a horrible, what a revolting set! Oh, that
such creatures should live in this world!" exclaimed Dru-
silla, with a shudder. And she seemed to have forgotten
all her pretty, new purchases in which she hadJ been so
much interested.

But neither of her young servants had done so. And
Pina, in' haste to bring the treasures in that she might have
a sight at them, and Leo in a hurry to get rid of them,
that he might take his horses round to the stable, went out
together.

Pina returned with her arms full of parcels.
And soon Drusilla, who had laid off her bonnet, lost sight

of her late disagreeable adventure, in the pleasing occupa-
tion of displaying her beautiful lace curtains to the admir.
ing eyes of her handmaid.

For the next few' days, mistress and m id were agreeably
employed in n~aking up the curtains, and in cutting and
fitting the white linen chair covers.

And by Saturday evening the curtains were put up, and
the chair covers put on, and the summer decoration of the
pretty wild wood home was complete.

This brought the end of the first week o~ Alexander's
absence. Drusilla' was counting the days, and sbe knew
that if he should keep his word, he would be home Aby the
end of another week.

9
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She had written to him every evening, and sent the
letter to the city post office every morning by Leo, who was
also instructed, to inquire for letters for her. But as yet
Bhe had had but one from Alick, and that one only an-
nounced his safe arrival at Richmond, and acknowledged
the receipt of her first note. Since' that she had not
heard from him. But she said to herself that he was very
much engaged, and could not be expected to write to her
more than once or twice a week. And so she eomforted
her longing heart.

In the two weeks of Alexander's absence, Drusilla's
health improved very much. The reasons were obvious.

"In the first place, the very tender leave he had taken
of her had revived her fainting faith in his love, wlile the
positive promise he had made her to return within the fort-
night had given her something certain to anticipate.

In the second she no longer sat up night after night,
watching, waiting and weeping, in fatigue, suspense, and
even terror, that 'wore her nerves and wasted her strength
and tried her temper. She went to bed early, slept soundly,
and rose refreshed.

And in the third, she had made. a discovery that; filled
her soul with joy. She knew now, for it was evident, even
to her ignorance and inexperience, that she was to be
blessed with the crowning blessing of woman's life, mater-
nity.

Once again, on the Monday of the second week of her
husband's absence, she made a shopping expedition into the
city. And on this occasion she shut up the house and took
both her servantss along-Leo to drive the carriage and
Pina to sit~ inside with her. She took a luncheon basket
too, that she might not be obliged to go into a refreshment
room at the risk of meeting her disagreeable acquaintances
-although reason assured her that there was not one
chance in a thousand of her seeing them under the. same
circumstances again.

j4~
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This time Drusilla bought a quantity of fine flannel,
linen, cambric, muslin and lace, and also flaxen and -silken
floss and l3erlin wool for embroideries.

And Pina, who had guessed the sweet domestic mystery
long before her child-like mistress had suspected it, was as
much interested in the purchase as their owner could be.
Drusilla returned home without any unpleasant adventure.
And the next day she commenced her delightful task. And
seated in her pleasant chamber, surrounded by her pretty
working materials, devising dainty little garments, and
anticipating the joys in store for her, she- felt happy.

CHAPTER XXXIH.

A SURPRISE.

One struggle more and I am free
~'rom pangs that rend my heart In twain;

One long last sigh to love and thee,
Then back to busy life again.-Bmoii.

DRUSILLA received no second letter from Alexander.
On the day after his arrival in Richmond, he received
and answered her first one. Then he went with his uncle
and cousin down to Old Lyon Hall, where he lived very
quietly with them for about ten days, all the party resting
from their fashionable Washington campaign.

At the end of that time, in order to keep the letter of
his promise to IDrusilla, he pleaded urgent business, and
went up to Richmond, "for a day or two," as he said.

On reaching that city, he hurried to the post.office, where
he found nearly a dozen letters from Cedarwood awaiting
him. He did not stop to anSwer them; but took the first
train to Washington, and arrived in the capital the same
afternoon.

There was plenty of time for him to have gone~ ou~ to
Cedarwood that evening. But, true to his plan of never
sleeping under the same roof with Prusilla again, if he
could help it, he stayed at one of the city hotels all night.

In the morning, ho~vever, he hired a horse from a livery
stable and set out to visit his home.

That day Drtisilla had also risen very early, saying to
herself:

"This is the last day of the fortnight, and Alick will be

home to-night. That is to say, if nothing happens to pre-
vent him-and surely there is nothing likely to happen-he
will keep his pledged word with me and return to-night."

And so she busied herself with affectionate preparations
for his arrival.

There was nothing at all else that she could do to add to
the attractions of the lovely home she had renovated and
decorated for his comfort and pleasure. But there were
certain dainty dishes that always delighted his epicurean
taste; and these she had carefully prepared for him.

When they were ready, she we~it up to her chamber and
sat down to the liliputian dress-making that was now the
sweetest task in the world to her.

It was still early in the forenoon, being only ten o'clock,
and she was. intently engaged upon a miniature embroid-
ered robe, when she heard the sound of horses' feet ap-
proaching the house.

Not expecting that Alexander would return at this
unusual hour of the day, or in this manner, and supposing
that the noise arose from Le~ exercising one of the -horses
from the stable, she paid no attention to the matter.

But the next moment she heard the sound of a man's
footsteps on the stairs, and the instant after the door was
thrown open and Alexander entered the room.

With a cry of joy, she sprang up to meet him and fell
upon his bosom. -

Id
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"Why are you so glad to see me as all this comes to, my
little Drusa?" he asked, remorsefully.

She could not answer him. In her excess of feeling, she
could not speak. But if he had come back from an absence
of two' years. instead of two weeks, her delight and excite-
ment could not ha7e been greater.

He kissed and embraced her very fondly-.-." as I should
if she were my sister," perhaps he said to himself. - And
then with gentle force he put her back in her chair, and
seated himself in another one near her, and put his arm
around her.

"Oh, Alick dear, I'm so glad.~so glad to see you U' she
cried, as soon as she recovered her voice.

"So am I to see you, little darling, especially when I see
you looking so well. How pretty you are; how much you
huve improved!" he said, running his fingers through her
glossy tresses, and gazing admiringly upon her bright face,
with its flushed cheeks, parted lips, and eyes sparkling
through tears of joy.

"Oh, Alick, I am so happy to hav"e you back again!"
she eagerly repeated.

"And yet it is very plain that you haven't moped during
my absence; have you now, little one?"

"Oh, no indeed, Alick; I have been so cheerfully busy
fixing up the place against you should come. The house
looks so fresh and pretty in its spring dress, Alick dear, I
am sure you will enjoy it."

"Not fresher or 'prettier than the house's mistress, and
I'm sure I shall like both," he said.

"Shall you, Alick? Are you sure that I shall be able to
please you?"

"It will be my fault if you are not."
"Now that the Winter is over and the summer at hand,

it will be pleasanter here in the country, Alick. And the
grounds around this little place can be made very beauti-
ful. Don't you think so?"

"Yes, little Drusa. And I intend to spare neither
trouble nor expense in making this little estate a paradise
for my pen. An ideal spot it shall be; everything shall be
arranged, according to your taste. The woods, since you
love them, shall enViron the ornamented grounds."

"Oh, Alick, dear! how good you are to me! But don't
sacrifice utility to beauty for my sake, Alick."

"Ah, iDrusa! I would sacrifice a much greater thing
for your sake," he said, with a very deep sigh.

She looked up at him suddenly.
"You are well, Alick? quite well, I hope?" were the

next words she addressed to him, as she gazed anxiously in
his care-worn face.

"Not very well, little Drusa," he. answered.
And ah! who could be well with an evil conscience!
"It is-nothing serious, dear Alick?" she inquired,

growing pale with fear for his health.
"No, little goose! only spring languor and th~ fatigue

of my journey," he answered, with a laugh that reassured
her.

"Oh; and perhaps you have not had ~ she
exclaimed, hastily rising.

"Yes, yes, I have," he said, gayly, pushing her back in
her seat. "I had breakfast two hours ago. I don't want
that, nor do I want lunch yet, so you need give yourself no
trouble about me for awhile."

"But would you like to go to your dressing-room? All
is ready for you there."

"I'll warrant; but I made my toilet ~where I got my
breakfast, so I need not le~w~you even for that purpose."

" Your luggage, Alick, bave they brought it up?"
"I have no luggage; I came out on horseback."
"Oh, was that your horse I heard?" she inquired in

surprise.
"Yes; didn't you know it?"

I'.
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"No; I thought you came in a cab."
"I preferred th~ saddle."
"But-how about your luggage, Alick dear? Shall I

call Leo and order him to take the carriage and go after it?
Where did you leave it? At the hotel where you break-
fasted?"

"Oh, you inquisitive little imp! Sit down and be quiet
while I tell you. I brought very little luggage to Wash-
ington, and that I. left, as you surmise, at the hotel where I
breakfasted."

"Then let me send Leo for it. He can go and return in
twp hours," she said, again starting up.

"What a little fidget you are, to be sure! There is not
the least need to,~send for my things frprn the hotel. And
if you did but know what a little time t~have to spend with
you, you would not be so eager to run away from ~

These words had the desired effect. They prepared her
to hear his cruel announcement. She dropped into her
chair, and looking at him uneasily said:

"Oh, Alick, dear, you are not going away again, are
you?"

"Yes, my child; I shall be compelled to leave you again,
and very soon. Now listen to me and be reasonable, my
good little girl. I have kept my word and come back at
the time I said I would. Have I not?"

Yes, Alick," she answered, in a low, meek voice.
"Well, in order to keep my word with you, I)rusa, I had

to leave my business and come off in a great hurry. Do
you understand?"

"Yes, Aliek."
"And the state ill which I left my affairs makes it abso-

lutely necessary for nie~t6 go back to Richmond immedi-
ately."

"Yes, Alick dear; bitt you will stay with me a day or
two, at least?"

820
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No; I came only to keep my word with you. I must
go back this evening.

"Oh, Alick!" she exclaimed in a tone full of grief, as
she let her work fall from her hands and gazed at him with
a look of despair that she could not control.

"Come, come, little Drusa, do be rational, little girl!
See what an effort I have made to keep my word with you
-dropping my most important business at a critical junc-
turg~, just to come home and see you. Now, really, I do
everything in the world I can to please you," he said, so
earnestly that he almost persuaded even himself that he
did.

"Oh, yes, Alick; you do indeed; and you always have
done so. What should I be, but for your loving kindness?
A poor, desolate orphan, with no one to care for me! You
are ver.y good to me, Alick, and you always have been so;
and I ought to be cheerful, as well as grateful, only I-can-
not always-and---"

She could say no more; her voice broke into sobs, and
she dropped her face upon her hands and wept. -

"Hutuph, this is the thanks I get for travelling several
hundred miles express to see you. I have but a few hours
to spend with you, and you entertain me with tears! Very
encouraging to me to come again, I must say!" he angrily
exclaimed.

She could not reply; her whole form was shaking with
her convulsive sobs.

He got up and walked about the room with his hands in
his pockets, and whistled an opera tune.

She tried hard to suppress her sobs and to command her
voice, and when at length she succeedel in doing so, she

d out her hands imploringly towards him, and pleaded:
"Forgive me, Alick. I could not help it, dear; indeed I

could not. It was because~ I loved you so. I love you so,
Alick!"

20
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"Then I wish to the Lord you didn't love me 'so!' that's
all," he brutally exclaimed.

"Oh, Alick! "' 'she said, still holding out her hands.
"It is a cursed bore to be loved 'so!'" Tie repeated.
"Oh, Alick, you ~did not use to say so!"
"Perhaps I thought so, though! It's an infernal nub

sance to be loved so, 'I tell you, and I'm tired of it!"
"Aliok, Alick, you used to make me tell you over and

over again how much I loved you. You used to say I
couldn't love you too much, I couldn't even love you
enough," she murmured, dropping her pleading hands upon
her lap.

"Bosh! I must.. have been a great' spoon in those
days!"

She did not reply to this, but again covered her face and
wept softly.

~ continued this moral philosopher, "sueli love
as yours is~-.what do they call it in the prayer-books ?-.

'inordinate affection.' And inordinate affection is very sin-
ful, let me tell Lyou, and will bring its own punishment.
Sooner or later you will ~uffer for it."

"Oh~ I have, I have suffered for it, have I not ~
This wail came from her unawares, and the next moment

she was ~rry for having let it escape her, sorry for the feel-
ing that prompted it; for she could not, bear even in her
thoughts to blame one whom she worshipped so madly.

"Well, if you have suffered, it is your own fault."
"Ikuow it% Ajick-T know~ it; and .1 never meant to say

that it was yours."
"Then what 'in this world is the matter with you?

What do you need more than you have?' Of what do you
complain?"
'"Of nothing, Aliek-I complain of~ nothing. I am out

ot my sesises, I think."'
"1 think so too. Here you are in a position that would

822 A SURPRISE. 823

be envied by hundreds-yes, by thousands, by millions of
your sex, as the height of woman's happiness. You have a
comfortable and even an elegant home; and I mean to
settle it on you also. You have a luxurious table, a splen-
did wardrobe, attentive servants, horses, ca~i~Th~ges-.-~what in
the world can you want in addition to, these?"

"Only a little more of my husband's company, Alick,"
she pathetically answered.

"Bosh! 'You are a Christian, or you profess to be one.
You read your Bible. Why don't you go by it? St. Paul
says, 'Having food and raiment, be therewith content,' or
words to that effect. You have not only food and raiment,
but every com1~ort and luxury that money can buy. Why
cannot you be con1~ent ~

"Oh, Alick, dear, yes! I have~all money can buy. But
there are blessings that money cannot purchase. Oh, .Alick,
I could be content with very much less 'of this world's goods
than your wealth has given me; I could be happy with
very little food and raiment, if only I had more of your
society."

She was weeping softly, with her head bowed upon her
hands.

He was still walking up and down the floor.
Presently she got u.p and met him with her bands h~ld

out.
"Do not leave me, Alick, dear-o14? do not, leave again so

soon. You have made me your wife, and I have no life
but in you-none, Alick, none! If you tear me from your

~ heart, I shall wither and die like a plant pulled up by the
roots. Oh, take me to 'your' bosom again, for I have no life
out of yoir Alick-~.Alick.--."

It was not in human nature, at least not ina young man's
nature; to 'resist het beauty, her pleading; and he folded her
to his heart, covered her face with kisses, and than 'said.:

"Little Drusa! little Drusa! oh, my. dear, dear ehild!

823
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what a misery for you that you should love me, wretch th~t
I am!"

"But why, Alick? Why? It is my life-my very life!
andlhavenoother!"

"Oh, Drusa! Drusa! Good Heaven! How is this to
end! I wish from my soul you had never had the misfor-
tune of meeting me!"

"Oh, Alick, why do you say that? ~
"I don't know!" he groaned. Then he answered

evasively-" I am utterly unworthy of you. I cause you
so much suffering."

"But that comes of my weakness, not of your fault,
dear Alick Besides I am happy now, very happy now
thatlseeyouloveme."

"Little Drusa, did you ever doubt that?"
"I never doubted your faith, Alick. When you have

kept away from me, I have doubted my own worthiness of
your love." 2>

"My darling, if you were sure, entirely sure of my
affection, could you then bear that I should be absent from
you a great deal ?"

"so," she answered, honestly; "I couldn't even live,
Alick. I couldn't live away from, you, any more than a
flower broken off."

"Oh, my soul! what will become of you, child? 'Better
with your strong affections, better you had died in your
infancy!" he muttered to himself.

"What is the matter, .Alick? What are you saying?"
"I am thinking of you. Poor child! With your nature

you can never be happy in this world."
"Oh yes, I can, dear Alick! It takes so littl~ to make

me happy. Only let me live with you and I ask no more
of earth, or Heaven."

"My darling, I do believe, I do believe, if all 'other things
were conforming, you could also make me very happy," he
~ai4 ~r~vely ~n4 tenderly.

I
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"I should try so zealously to do it, Alick. I would never
vex you with' weeping or moping. Because you know I
never did weep for anything but your absence; and if I
might be with you I should never havci cause to weep again.
If you must ~o back to Richmond, Alick, ca~i't you take me
wjth you ?,t could get ready in half an hour, or in less
time. And I wouldn't be troublesome to you on the
journey, indeed I wouldn't, dear. Say, will you take

"~y little Drusa, it is impossible. I should not be able
to stop in Richmond over twenty-four hours. I should
have to go into the country and travel from place to place,
on this vexatious business. But don't look so despairing,
darling! I will not stay a daly longer than I can help," he
said, putting her gently from his arms, and throwing him-
self down into a chair beside her work-table.

She also resumed her seat. And she took up her needle..
work.

"What are you amusing yourself with, little Drusa?
Dressing dolls?" he inquired, taking up and inspecting the
little, embroidered robe that lay upon her 'lap. "Is this for
a great doll !"

* "~To, Alick," she answered, while a rosy blush and tender
smile of joy and embarrassment brightened her face. "' It
is not for a great doll, it is for a little angel who is coming
to us soon."

"The d.-.-l I" exclaimed Alexander, invoking his master
and guide.

She heard him and looked up hastily in surprise and
pain.

"I thought you would be glad, Aliok," she said.
"Well, hem, so I-.If I'm not glad, it is for you sake,

Drusa," he said, confusedly. Then, gathering more self~
control, he added: "You are very young, little Drusa, to
have the cares of maternity thrust upon you."

I

A SURPRISE. 325



826 TIlE CHANGED BRIDES. 
GONE FOR GOOD. 827

"Such sweet cares, AIick.~-~io1~ to be known from joys."
"But you are scarcely sixteen years old I-too young,

too young, ~

"But if I was ~ld enough to be a wife, dear, II am old
enough to be a mother."

"You are too young to be either, little flrusa."
"You didn't use to think so. Oh, AliQk, I thought you

would be glad. I am sorry you are not."
And .shp folded her little robe up, and put it out of' sight.
"It seems I cannot open my lips without wounding you,

Drusa," ~he muttered, moodily.
"Don't say that, Alick. Come, let us go down. I want

to show you how pretty the drawing-room looks. And I
want to show you the young birds-I mean the new broods
of canaries, hatched since you left," ~he said, cheerfully,
rising.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

GONE FOR GOOD.

One hurried kiss, one last, one long embrace,
One yearning look upon her tearful face,
And he was gone, and like a funeral knell
'JYhe winds still sighed-Beloved, fare thee well l-Mns. BaLiNG.

SUPPRESSING all her mortification and sorrow at the cold
reception her husband had given her sweet news, Drusilla
took him through the renovated house and showed him all
its new improvements.

As if to make up for the previous surliness, he admired
everything he saw and praised his little housekeeper for her
taste.

Then he said he would go to th~ stable and look at the
Loses; and he asked her to get her bonnet and come with
him.

I
I

She ran up stairs, calling Pina to follow her. And while
she was putting on her thick shoes and her bonnet ;and
mantle, she gave the girl particular directions about the
dinner. For as Mr. Lyon had so short a time to stay,
Drusilla did not wish to leave him long enough to pay a
visit to the kitchen.

Then she went down stairs and joined her husband. And
they walked together to' the stable.

Everything there was found in a satisfactory condition
and the horses were in fine order. Evidently Leo had
done his duty, as well as, or better than, so young a groom
could be expected to do it.

Then Drusilla invited Alexander to walk through the
ground. that she might show him the new garden she had
laid out. And, as before, he expressed delight in all he
saw, and approbation of her skill as a landscape gardener.

"You take so much pains to beautify this place, and find
so much pleasure in the task, that I hope you will be very
happy here, little Drusa," he said, as they turned to go
back to the house.

"I shall. be very happy here, or anywhere else, dear
Alick, when you have got through that troublesome busi-
ness and can come and stay at home with ~ she replied.

He shrugged his shoulders, but made no answer., She
did not see his questionable gesture, so she continued:

"For indeed, Alick, you and I live now more like mere
acquaintances than like a married couple. And you seem
less the master of the house than the occasional guest of the
mistress."

He laughed at this conceit, and then sighed as he re-
plied:

"I don't see how it can be helped, little Drusa. I wish
it could be, in some way. Heaven knows how it pains me
to part with you."

And Mr. Alick thought of Joe Smith gnd the Mormon

I
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Bible and wished that one had7been a true prophet and the
other a divine revelation.

"Oh, dear Alick, it is selfish in me, I know, but I am
glad it pains you to part with me; and I hope it may hurt
you so badly that you may not be able to stay away," said
Drusilla, with a sweet smile.

"Ah, little ~Thusa? however, distressing it may be to me
to absent myself from you, I must do so when futy requires
the sacrifice," sighed Alexander, piously. Then, to change
the subject, he -inquired-" You have -seen nothing more of
the face at the window, little Drusa?"

"No, nothii~g at all. But then the windows, since you
left, have always at nightfall been closed and curtained," she
answered.
* "Nor heard anything of the man luridug about here?"

~ No, not a word."
"Nor gained any clue to his identity?"
"No, none."
"Then you have not been annoyed by any such intrusion

since I left you?"
"No, not by any.J~
"I am very glad to hear it, little Drusa."

~.A.s he spoke she recollected the disorderly party who had
followed her1carriage from the city; and thought that truth
required her to mention the circumstance, so she added:

"Oh, Alick, yes. I didn't write to you about it, because
I knew it would only make you anxious to no good purpose,
and besides I only wished to write you good news-"

"What now, Drusa? What is it? What have you
been keeping from me, it is very wrong for you to keep any
secret from me, let me tell you," anxiously exclaimed Alex-
ander, looking searchingly in her face.

"Oh, 4Jick, it was no secret at all. It was only a little
rudeness I was made to ~

"Rudeness! From whom ~

I
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"From people who were scarcely responsible for their
actions, Alick."

"Who were they? What rudeness did they offer
you?"

"You remember those officers that came into our box at
the opera?"

"Yes - vagabonds! vulgar wretches! what about
them?"

"They saw me in at a Ladies' Tea Room in the city, one
day when I went shopping."

"In a Ladies' Tea Room! Drusilla, I am shocked that
you should have gone into such a place unattended. I am
annoyed beyond measure that you should have done so!
No modest young woman, not to say lady, ever goes alone
to such a place 1

"Alick dear, it was thd very room you used to take me
to, whenever you took me to the city in the first days of
our marriage. And I saw ladies there and young ladies
and little girls, and even babies and nurses-and one always
feels right and safe where there are babies, you know."

"No; I don't know it. And besides the ladies and
children you speak of were family parties; you went alone;
no wonder you were insulted. Which of the villains
insulted you-or did both?"

"Neither did, Alick dear. Please don't be angry. One
of the officers canle up and spoke to me, calling me 'Miss'
and claiming my acquaintance. -But as you had not intro..
duced him to me I would not know him."

"And-then?"
"I left the Tea Room and got into the carriage and drove

home."
"And was that all ?"

"No; the two officers and the two women that were with
them jumped into a hack and followed me."

"Ten thousand demons ?-Ilome ?" burst forth Mr.
Lyon.

N
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"Au, .A.lick dear, no; don't be so violent. There was no
harm done. I wouldn't even have mentioned the matter,
only you asked rue a question that I was bound to answer
truthfully," pleaded the gentle creature.

"How far did they follow you?"
"Only to the gdte of the road fading through the woods

to our house-.."
"To our--" Here Alexander burst into an explosion of

oaths a~d exple1~ives that caused his wife to 'shudder with
horror.

"Oh, Alick, Alick, don't, dear! don't! It is a sin! Oh,
,Alick, hush! You frighten me so!" she pleaded almost
breathlessly, clinging to his arm.

"If I catch ~ne of those villains I will blow his brains
out. Tf I don't, may the-" And here Alexander sealed
his oath by invoking a terrible imprecation on his own soul
if he failed to keep it.

"Oh, my love, my dear, don't, don't. Heaven will never
forgive you F" wept Drusilla.

"Stop whimpering, you provoking little fool, and tell me.
Did they attempt to follow you through the gate?"

"Yes, Alick, but they couldn't do it, because Leo closed
it and locked it-"

"Oh! let me only lay my eyes on them-that is all! If
they get off with life may I be-"

ifs h-s 4 / Oh, Alick, dear, this is awful!"
"Hold your tongue, and take your hand from my lips!

And now, if you can speak to some purpose, do so! How
long was this ago that they dared to pursue you.?"

"About nine days since, Alick. But they scarcely knew
what they were about. Indeed they did not, Alick love!"

"Have they troubled you since?~~
"No,, not oncQ. I have neither seen nor heard of them

since, nor has any one else annoyed ~
"That is well 50 far. But now I am convinced that one
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of those villains was identical with the spy who frightened
you by looking through the window. I wish I had not to
hurry back to Richmond to-night. If I could only remain
in the city one day, I might settle accounts with these gen-
tlemen ~

"~ Oh, Alick, then for the first time I am-what I never
thought I should be-glad that you are going away so soon!
Ah, my own dear husband, absence is bitter, but not so bitter
as sin and its consequences! Oh, my dear, dear Alick,
I shall pray day and night that Heaven may keep you from
blood guiltiness."

By this time they had reached the house, which they
soon entered.

But Alick did not get. over his fit of fury until some
hours later, when dinner was served and he had eaten a
hearty meal, and drank several glasses of fine wine, and
was luxuriating in the sedative vapors of a real Havana.

The fragrant fumes of the good cigar did not drive Dru-
silla away. She sat near him with a little piece of crochet
work in her fingers.

"I want you to promise me one thing, Drusa," said
Alick, taking the weed from his lips.

"I will promise jon anything in the world~~ she
answered.

"I dare say! But would you perform it?"
"Yes, indeed, Alick."
"If you could."
"Oh, of course that is understood!! Providence permit-

ting, I will do whatever you wish."~
"Well, the promises. I wish you to make me will not be

very hard to keep. In the first place, I want you to give
me your 'word'that you will not go into Washington unless
in case of necessity."

"You have my word for that, ~
"And when obliged .to go, that you will show yourself
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as little as possible; that you will never recognize or
speak with i~ny acquaintance, old or news whom you may
happen to meet."

"I give you my word for these also, Alick."
"And that you will never under any circumstances

whatever, or, to any person whoever, give your name or
address, or mine.,~

"Take my word for that, too. I promise.-solemnly
promise to remember and obey ~dl your directions, Alick."

"That is right," he said. And he resumed his cigar,
and smoked in comfort for some minutes, and then threw
away the~stump, and got up, saying:

"I must see about going."
"Oh, Alick! So soon, dear!" she exclaimed, in dismay.
*" So soon? Why, it is seven o'clock now, and the boat

leaves at nine. I have but two hours to get it."
"Leo can drive you there easily in one~ hour, Alick.

The horses are quite fresh, and will go like the wind. And
besides, I want you to take tea with me before you leave,!'
she said, touching the bell.

"Well, I can take ~ cup of tea while Leo is putting the
horses to the carriage, I suppose," he admitted, resuming
his seat.

Pina came in to answer the bell.
Drusilla told her to set ihe table for tea. And Mr.

Lyon directed her to tell Leo to put the horses to the car-
riage and bring it around to the door, and to get hitnself
ready to drive to town.

Pina went out to obey both her orders.
"You will not be long absent this time, will

Alick?" inquired Dru~illa.
"I do not know, Th~sa; but not a day longer than is

necessary," he evasively replied.
." But-can't you give me some little idea, Alick, just to

comfort me while you are away? Will you be gone a
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week, ten days, a fortnight-or how long do you think,
dear Alick?"

"Now, Drusa, my child, you must not seek to bind me
by any promise to return at any fixed time. See how it
has inconvenienced me on this ~casion,' and without giving
you much gratification either. Here, because I felt bound
by the promise I had giv~n you, I was compelled to drop
my business at a most important crisis, and hurry on here
just to see you for a few hours, and then hurry back. If
you had not bound me by that promise, I might possibly,
by staying a few days longer in I~ichmond, and putting my
business in a better state of progress, have been enabled to
come and stay longer with you. But as it is, I must be off
at once. So you see the evil of binding a man to any
fiked time."

"Yes, Alick. I don't wish to bind you to anything,
dear. I will only trust that you will come back to me as
soon as you can," she meekly replied.

"As soon as it shall be proper to do so, I will come
back," he answered evasively.

Pina came in and set the table, and brought in the tea
service and arranged it.

They-the faithful wife and faithless husband sat down
together for the last time at that table.

She filled his cup and handed it to him, and urged upon
him th.~delicate dainties that she had prepared for him.

And Alick, whose appetite seldom suffered under any
circumstances, enjoyed the luxuries of the tea-table as much
as if he had not dined sumptuously a few hours previous.

But as soon as he heard the carriage approaching the
door, he got up, went into the hall, followed by Drusilla.

Here he put on his overcoat and gloves, snatched his wife
to his bosom for one hasty embrace and adieu; then took
his hat, ran out of the house, jumped into the carriage, and
ordered the coachman to drive fast towards town.

7
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The carriage started.
And this time Alexander was gone for good.

CHAPTER XXXV.
I

CRUEL TREACHERY.

And be these juggling fiends no more believed,
That palter with us in a double sense; -~

That keep the word of' promise to the ear
And breakit to the hope.-5HAKsPEABn.

ALEXANDER had come and gone like a dream. And, in
truth~ his flying visit had given his young wife little
comfort. He had spent more than half the few hours he
had passed at home in grumbling.

As usual, she could not find it in her heart to blame him.
To keep up her spirits, she set about putting in order her
little house that had been somewhat disarranged by his
sudden arrival and departure. In the words of another
wronged woman, she was ." resigned, but not happy."

Her days passed quietly, if not cheerfully. She occupied
herself with her small household affairs; with making up
the pretty lilliputian wardrobe upon which she was en-
gaged; with taking care of her birds; gnd with gardening,
walking and riding during the day.

She spent her evenings in reading and writing, ~r sing-
ing and playing.

She. was comforted with three sweet hopes: the first was
for his letters, the second his return, and the third the ar-
rival of the little stranger.

She arose with the earliest dawn of day and she re-
tired. early in the evening, and so her health continued to
1mpro~e.

But day succeeded day, until a weeli had passed away,

j

and still she received n~ letter from her absent husband.
Then she grew weary and sad.

The truth is that Alexander, with a false mercy in keep-
lug with his false course at this time, was putting into
'practice his sapient plan of "breaking with her gradually,"
which was just distilling to her, drop by drop, the bitter-
ness of "despised love;" inflicting on her the intolerable
torture of a slow heart..breaking.

After ten days had gone by she received a note from
him; it was short, cool and dry. He said that he had
reached Richmond. in safety, but had been too busy to write
before; that he was well and hoped she was; and that he
remained her affectionate-" A." There were not half a
dozen lines in the whole letter, and Drusilla thought the
writing did not look like Alexander'g hand. Th1t she read
it over and over again, an4 her tears dropped slowly d~wu
upon it as she murmured:

",' Too~'busy to write' to me-' too busy to write.' Oh,
Alick, dear, what sort of business would it be that could
keep me from writing to you for ten whole days? But,
then, I am a woman and you are a man, and that makes all
the difference, I suppose. But, oh, m~r heart is so weak-
so weak, my Heavenly Father.!" she cried, suddenly, in
her sorrow, appealing to the All Compassionate.

And t1~en again she betook herself to work as an antidote
to despair.

After this a heart..sickening month of silence passed
away, in which she heard no word from him. And then
she got a second note, dated from some distant village in \
New England, from which he wrote to tell her that he had
been travelling for the last four weeks, and he was travelling
still upon that business growing out of his father's will;
that it would be useless for her to write to hin~, as he was
continually movir~g rapidly from place to place, and could
not wait to receive her letters. His health continued good,

b~
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and he hoped that hers did. And he was ever her friend
-. ~" ~

This letter lUled less than half a page, and. the writing
was even less like Alexander's than that of the other one
had been. And Drusilla wept bitterly over it.

"If I were not his wife, I should think he was deserting
me by degrees," she sobbed, hitting at last the very truth.

In addition to all her other causes of distress, she had the
bitterness of knowing that he had not waited to get one of
the affectionate daily letters she had directed to him at
Richmond; that they were all wasted, like her lovc~ because
he had not even taken the trouble to tell her that he was
going to travel

And now one wora about Alexander's duplicity, which he
called discretion. (If people could be got to call crimes by
their' right names, perhaps they would not commit them.)
When Alexander was at home, having access to all Dru
silla's boxes, he secretly got possession of all the letters he
had ever written to her and he destroyed them.' His first
subsequent letter was written from Richmond, to which he
had come with his uncle and cousin for a sojourn of a few
days previous to setting out with them on a tour of pleasure.
His second one was from a hamlet in the Green Mountains,
where h~ was staying with the General and Miss Anna, in
these first warm days of July. Both Letters were written
in a disguised' hand, and signed only with his initial, lest
they should ever be brought up against him.

'Some suspicion of his bad faith was forcing its way
even into the confiding bosom of his wife. But the heart~
wasting weariness of the' next few weeks, who can. tell?,
To keep her heart from breaking, she kept steadily at work.
Ah, work! How great is the loved of our Heavenly Father
4'

in commuting the very curse laid upon ~man at his fall into
blessings; in infusing into the very punishment of his sins
consolation for his suffering. For surely, in addition to its

U

creative and productive force, work has consoling power,
since, next after religion, it is to the desolate and weary..
hearted the greatest coiiifort on earth.

Drusilla found it so; £Qi', if occupation did not give
her happiness, it. certainly kept her from despair. The
months rolled slowly on.' One of the most distressing
elements in her misery was the fact she could not even
write to her husband, not knowing where to direct her 'let..
ters; and this was farther embittered by the knowledge
that he himself had cut off all such communication 'between
them.

Still she continued to send Leo daAly to the post~office in
the hQpe of getting a/letter from him; but week after
week wore away without bringing news of Alexander.

In the .hope of hearing of huiu, if she could not hear
from him, she wrote and ordered the principal daily papers
from all the great cities in the north. And huge
was the bundle that Leo brought every day from the
news agent in Washington.

And when she was disappointed in getting a letter, as
she was always sure to be, she would, with a morbid
eagerness; carefully con over the names in the list of
arrivals at the various 'hotels in all the cities, in the faint
hope of seeing his name' in some one of them.

But this was worse than "hunting for a needle in a
haystack" for 'it was hunting
where else." g for what was lost some..

Sometimes in fear and trembling she would even look
over the deaths and the casualties, in the dread of seeing
his name among the victims. But she never saw it any.-
where. We could have told her, 'KNaught is never in
danger." If 'she did not see the name of her truant hus..
band, she saw something else that startled her and it wa~
this:

21
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NEXT OF KDI.-If the heirs of the late Reverend Malcomb
$te~rhing should see this advertisement they will please to commu-
nicate immediately with the undersigned, frorh whom they will
bear something t6 their advantage. KENT & HENEAGE,

Solicitors, 33 Bar street, Baltimore.

Drusilla stared at this notice in astonishment. And
then she read it over again two or' three times. She
~ the only living representative of the late Malcomb
sterling . Her father's last pastoral charge bad been in
Raltimore. This advertisement appeared in a Raltimore
paper, and the firm to be 'communicated with were Balti-
more lawyers. Clearly the notice originated with some one
who bad taken pains to trace her poor father's last abiding
place, in oi'der to advertise there for his heirs. It must,~
therefore, be of considerable importance.

Her first impulse was to cut out the piece and enclose it
in a letter' to her husband, that he might deal with it as he
should deem proper. But then she 'instantly rec9llected
that she was ignorant of Mr. Lyon's address.

After a little reflection she concluded that it was her own
duty to communicate with the advertising parties.

So , she sat down and wrote to the firm of Kent &
Heneage, and told them that she was the 'only child of the
late Reverend Malcomb Sterling, by his wife Anna.

She ~ent off this '~letter; and soon forgot all about the
matter in her all-engrossing anxiety to hear from 'her hus-
band.

As before, she every day sent Leo to the post' office, with
orders if he should, find a letter by the first. mail to hasten
home with it immediately; if not, to wait for the second
mail.

On a fresh and brilliant morning of the third day after
she had written to the lawyers, Drusilla wa& at work in her
I1ower~garden, 'when she saw ~Leo galk~ping toward the
'li~use, and holding out at arm's length a letter.

The face of the boy, who had seen and understood his

I88
inisttess's 'daily disappointment, was beaming with' delight,
as ~he drew rein before h~r, sprang ~from his saddle, and
handed her the letter.

She seized it eagerly, believing it to be from her husband,
and exclaimed in her joy:

"O'h, thank' you, Leo! At. last--at last! Oh, I'm so
glad!?'

"'Deed, so ani I, ma'am-glad as if I'd had a fortin left
~ answered the boy, showing in every tone and look as
niuch sympathy as he could combine with very much
respect, "'~mhich it is from master, ma'aw, and I hope he is
~well?"

But the little lady's face had fallen, ''~Phe letter was 'not
from her beloved husband, announcing his speedy arrival.
It was only from the firm of Kent' & Heneage, and it only
informed her of her inheritance of a vast estate, by, the
deceased of a bachelor great.uncle, who was a merchant of
San Francisco with a corresponding house in Baltimore,
and who had recently died intestate in the first mentioned
city.

This news would have made some women very' happy.
But not Drusilla. The reaction with her was great. Tears
of disappointment swelled her eyelids, and dropped upon the
open page.

Leo, who was watching her in reverential interest, seeing
her tears,~ now spoke:

"I hope nothing is amiss with master, ma'am!",
"No-I don't 'know.. Oh, Leo! it is not from your mas-

ter; it .18 nothing but a mere business letter from a law-
yer!" said the little lady, with a sigh.

"Is that all, ma'am?" responded the 'boy in a' disap-
pointed tone.

"All, Leo,". his distresss answered, as she~ turned sadly
towards the 'house.

$'he did not care' a farthing for the death or the inherit..

if
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atice of the old bachelor uncle, of whom she had not heard
mention made 'itore than three times in her life, and who,
while he was rolling in wealth, had left her dying father,
heir mother and herself to suffer the bitterest pains of pov-
erty.

She neglected to answer the lawyer's letter, and gave
herself up to grief and anxiety about her careless but still
I~eloved husband, until a week had passed away, whea she
received another and a very urgent letter from Messrs.
Kent & Heneage, asking to hear from her by return mail.

This one she immediately answered. And this was the
beginning of a long epistolary correspondence between Din-
silh~ and Kent & Heneage 'of Baltimore, and Speight &
Wright of San Francisco. In the course of this corres-
pondence the heiress learned that both those legal firms
had been the solk4tors of her uncle, the millionaire, and

~ that the first had managed his business in Baltimore, and
the last in San Francisco; that the whole estate, compris-
ing 'the property in both cities, was estimated at three
millions of dollars, and consisted in warehouses~ shipping
goods, and bank stock. But she was also advised that she
would be required to prove her identity, and establish every
link in the chain of evidence that connected her with her
uncle before she could take possession of the property.
And Messrs. Kent & Heneage tendered her the help of all
their legal skill, learning and experience, in establishing her
claims.

'Young as she was, Drusilla saw at once that there would
be no difficulty in proving herself the lawful heiress of the
deceased Croesus. So she wrote to the lawyers that the
genealogioal line to be traced was very plain, short and
straight; that every point in its progress ~ould be proved
by cb~urch registers, ~ourt records, private letters, and per-
sonal friends.

then the firm wrote to her requesting a personal inter..

I
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view, and offering either to receive her at their office in.
Baltimore, or to visit her at her own home in Wash-
ington.

And here arose Drusihla's first difficulty. She had dated
her letters, not from Cedarwood, but simply from Wash-
ington City, and though sh~ had signed them Drusilla
Sterling Lyon, she had not sai4 oneword about her state
as a married woman, thus unconsciot~sly leaving it to be
assumed that sh~ was a widow, acting upon her own re-
sponsibility. She could not write of her marriage, because
it had been her husband's will that it should be kept secret
from all but the faithful servants who were in their confi-
dence. And for this cause, also, she could neither visit the
lawyers at their office, nor receive them at her house~ She
was puzzWd how to act.

"Oh, Alick, Alick, dear," she sighed, a~ she read over
again the lawyer's letter; "Oh, Alick, darling, how your.
long absence and this forced secrecy does constantly com-
promise me. I find myself in . a cruelly false position.'
What shall I do now? Wait till I see you before I take
another step in this matter? That is what I must do."

And she sat down and wrote to Messrs. Rent &
Heneage, telling them that it was not just at present con-
venient for her to leave home, or to receive visitors, but,
that she hoped it might be so. in a few weeks.

"And this looks very like a subterfuge," she said to her-
self as she revised her own lines. "And what will they
think of me for putting them off in this foolish way?
Think me an impostor, as likely as not. And who can
wonder if they do? Oh, Alick! Ahick!"

She sent her letter off and for a week or ten days, she
heard no more of her legal friends. This correspondence,
embarrassing as it was to her, and difficult as it was for her
to manage, upon account of, her false position as a secretly
wedded wife, ~had nevertheless done l~ good, in distract-
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ing her tl'oughts from the intense grief and anxiety she
had stiffered from the long absence and total silence of
her husband.)

Meanwhile, the summer wore wearily away. On the~first
of September, she received another letter from her new legal
acquaintances, 'praying her no longer to neglect so impor-
tant a manner 'as ihe establishment of her caims to the
heirship 'of the great Sterling property.

Amid ~ainful feelings of shame that she might not speak
out plainly, that' she must be secretivee and seem deceitful,
she penned a reply, asking the lawyer's pardon for having
appeared neglectful; beseeching them yet to have a little
patience with her; telling them that circumstances which
she could not at present command, precluded her from pro~.
feeding farther in this matter; but expressing an earnest
hope that in a short time she might be able to do so. She
begged to assure them that as she was truly the lawful
heiress of her deceased uncle, Charles Sterling, being the
only surviving descendant of his only brother, and be hay-
ing left no other kindred, so her claim to the estate could
not fail t~o be established; and that when it should be, she
begged them to believe, that they should find that their
time arid labor, and kind interest in her affairs, had not
been thrown away.

There was a simple, earnest truthfulness and good feel-
ing in this other mystifying letter, that must have carried
conviction of the writer's good faith even to the unbelieving
legal mind.' For Within three days, Drusilla received~ an
answer from the firm, saying that~they regretted the delay
upon her own account,~ but would wait her pleasure and
convenxence~ '

Aiid so this correspondence ceased for the time being.
September' passed slowly away, without bringing any

letter from Mr. Lyon. And oh, in what weariness, heavi-
ness, sorrow ~ai~d soreness of heart, it passed with the
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young neglected wife, who can describe, or even imagine?
She was almost dying of hope deferred. A fatal suspicion
of her husband's falsehood was slowly, but surely, eating
its way into her heart and life. And still the bitterest ele-
inent in her sorrow Was the ract that she could make no
appeal to any remaining tenderness he might have for her,
not even knowing where to write to him.

October came, and then,-.
"When hope was coldest, and despair most deep,"'

a letter arrived from Alexander. She was that evening
sitting and shivering, not from cold, but from nervousness,
over a bright little fire in her' dressing'-room, when Pina
ran in, without the ceremony 'of rapping, and exclaimed,
breathlessly:

"It's Leo, ma'am, which he's just brung a letter from
the post-office, as he says must be from master, because
it's got Richmond printed onto it, and he can read
print, though not writing. And he says how he'll bring
the letter in and put it into your hands himself, and
here he is-"

Before Pina had finished half her speech, ]II)rusilla had
jumped up and run to meet Leo.

As he entered the room, with his face beaming with
pleasure, she snatched the letter from his grasp, tore it
open and devoured its contents.

Ah! poor child! little comfort that long-looked for
letter brought her. It was shorter, drier and colder than
any that had gone before it. Alexander vouchsafed not one
word of excuse for his long silence. He announced his
arrival at Richmond; and told her that he could not with
propriety pay her a visit that autumn, for reasons that he
would explain to her in a subsequent letter; he hoped that
she was in as good health and spirits as he begged to assure
her that he himself was; and he subscribed himself her
friend and well wisher, "A." -.
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Drusilla dropped the letter, and burst into a passion of
sobs and tears, that much alarmed her loving servants.

They thought no less 'than that their master had met
with a fatal accident, or was smitten with a deathly disorder,
if he was not already dead and buried.

They tried to help and comfort her.
Leo went and brought her a glass of ice-water.
Pina poured some Florida water upon a handkerchief and

offered her, saying caressingly:'
", mi~t'ess, dear, don't take on so. It's the Lord's

will, you know."
"It is NOT, Pina.! The sin of man is NOT the will of

'God!" passionately broke forth the long-suffering soul.
"Oh, mistress, dear, 'scuse me~ I didn't know 'twas sin.

I thought 'twas only sickness, or something."
"I-hush !-.-I spoke hastily-I spoke without thinking.

There, Pina, that will do. Thank you, child. Go, leave
me now; I am better by myself;' do go. Leo, take her
away," with difficulty gasped Prusilla.

And when she had got her servants out of the room and
bolted the door, she threw herself into her chair and gave
free vent to the suppressed sobs and tears that had been
nearly choking her.

"Oh, *hat a letter to write me! After such a long and
cruel silence tao! Cannot pay me a visit this autumn!
'Pay me a visit I' What does 'he mean by that? This
is his home and I am his wife. 'And he signs himself
my friend and well-wisher. 'Friend and well-wisher!'
And no more than 'that? Why he is my husband! Oh,
what does he mean by this cruel letter?" she cried,
with streaming eyes and heaving breast.

Then she drew from her~bosom the small black silk bag,
took from it the piece of paper of which mention has already
made, read it through her tear-dimmed eyes, then kissed
and replaced it, saying:

/

CRUEL TREACHERY. 345~

"If it was not for this precious little document, I should
think he meant to abandon me. I should fear that I was
not his wife. I should fear I had been fooled by a false
marriage. But this bit of paper proves that I am truly his
lawful wife-tbou~i he treats me more like a- Ah,
Heaven forgive him I I am very glad I found this little
document. It reassures me when I doubt. And this great
grief so clouds my mind that I suppose I can't help doubt-.
ing, even when such doubt is mere madness. But I have
the paper, and 'seeing is believing,"' she sighed.

AhI how little the poor young creature knew that the
document upon which she founded her faith in the indisso-
luble legality of her marriage was the very s&me upon
which Alexander Lyon, her husband, based his belief in
his freedom from matrimonial bonds.

But this is a mystery.
As soon as she had recovered some degree of composure,

she availed herself of her knowledge of his address to write
to him the first letter 'she had been able to send him in
some months. In this letter so entirely was she taken up
by her love and her sorrow, that she utterly forgot to men-.
tion the enormous fortune that had been left her. She
wrote him a. long, earnest, impassioned appeal, praying him
by the love he once bore her, and by the love that she must
ever bear him, since it was the life of her life, to come ~to
her, if only for a little while; she said, pathetically, that
she would never ask it again.

"Oh, these words are cold and lifeless," she wrote. I ~CBut

if you were here, my soul would find some means of reach-.
ing yours. My lips and my eyes and my bands would show
you that they only live when they meet yours. Oh, come
home! I die, Alick! I die! Come and save me! Come,
if only for a little while. 'Oh, my beloved, my whole heart
and soul and life goes out in this cry-.Come home!"
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CHAPTER XXXVI,

AQNm. ,

The peabe that others seek they find;
The heaviest storms not longest last; .

Iaae g'rants eento thpe guilty mind,

Adwsas if myheartwotidhurst.-WoDSWeaRT.

As before, day after day passed slowly and sadly over the
head of the young forsaken wife. The golden month of
October was declining towards its close, and still she re-
ceived no letter from her husband in answer to her last im-
passioned appeal,.

She wrote again and again; but with no better success-.
How he must have .steeled his breast against her to resist
the pleadirig of her letters, where every word seemed a tear
of blood wrung from her crushed and bleeding heart. But
most likely he-did not even trust himself to read them.

In .this agony of-suspense, she must' have either mad-
dened or died, but for the "little angel " she expected; for
it is scar-cely possible for" the mother of an unborn babe,
even under the greatest trials and heaviest sorrows, either
to Jose hi'er reason, or break her heart. In making ready for
the' little one, and in looking for its coming, she found an
antidote against despair.

.But her moods, of course, varied with the .state of her
nerves. 'There' were times in which she hoped, when her
hour should come, that both she and her babe might be per-
mnited to die, and go to their eternal rest. .

"Where I shall never trouble him more; or, perhaps
regret him, either, though this is. doubtful. Oh, Alick !
Alick ! " she would exclaim, with a burst of tears and sobs-.

But these mis6frable spells of 'despondency she always
repented as sins. And she, afterwards, prayed 'that her
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babe might live, and that she might be forgiven, and spared
and strengthened to raise it.

She was so young and inexperienced that she did not
know when to count upon the advent of the little stranger;
but she felt sure that the time could not be far off.

It was in the last days of October, th at she received
another letter from her recreant husband. 'She was stand-
ing at the window of her bed-chamber, watching for the
arrival of Leo from the post-office, as she had watched for

Sso many days, when she saw the boy riding towards the
-house.

She tapped on the glass panes to attract his attention;
and he heard her, and he pulled a letter, from his pocket,
and held it up to view as he struck the spurs to his horse's
flanks and dashed rapidly up to the door.

She rushed down to meet him, and snatched the letter.
" From Richmond, niadam," he said; "which I hope

master is well, and is coming home."
"Yes, from Richmond," she said, tearing the envelope

open, and beginning to run her eyes over it, as she went
back to her roomi and sank into her resting-chair. ~Ford the

poor young wife and'expectant mother could not now rush
about and excite herself with impunity.

She, sank, faint, dizzy and breathless; into her chair, and
tried to read her letter; lbut the words ran together, and
the lines reeled before her eyes; and some minutes passed
before she was sufficiently recovered and .calmed to do so.
And as she gathered the meaning of this most cruel of all
his heartless letters, her pale face grew paler still, her
breath came in short gasps, and her frame shook as with

an ague fit.
Before she had quite finished reading it, she let it drop

from her hands, threw up her arms, and, with a piercing
-shriek, fell forward to the floor.

And well she might.
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This murderous letter Alexander had sent to his.wronged
wife as a coup de grace.

In it he told her that humanity had induced him to pre-
pare her, by a long abstinence from her society, for the
painful communication he was about to make. He dared
to hope, that by this time she must have seen that there
was something wrong in their union, and some good cause
other than he had before stated for his keeping away from
her.. He said that now he believed she was ready to learn,
without a great shock, which he had studied to spare her,
the true cause of his parting from her. He then went on
to tell her that early in the month of March he had discov-
ered, to his own great astonishment, that their union was
utterly null, void, and illegal; that he could not find it in
his heart at that time to shock her with the fatal news; but
he made up his mind to prepare, her for it by degrees, and
finally to break it to her very slowly. He begged to
remind her that since the day upon which he had made
the 'discovery of the unlawfulness of their connection he
had never wronged her by intruding into her private apart-
ments, or treating her otherwise than with the reserve due~
to a lady and the affection owed to a sister. He repeated
that he had tried to spare her pain in the breaking of this
tje, the severance of which was as distressing to him as it

could possibly be to her. He assured her that though
duty forbade him ever to see her face again, he should pro-
vide for her future welfare, by securing to her the little
estate upon which she lived. He concluded by telling her,
that as propriety required all possible intercourse, even by
writing, ~o cease between them, and as he himself was
about to leave town for the country, it would 1~e useless for
he~ to reply to his letter.

It is to be noted that in this cruel communication he
took care to say no more than was absolutely necessary to
quell and quiet her claims on him. He did not even call

1
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her by name, but addressed her as "my pooi~ little friend."
X{e did not acknowledge the receipt of any of her ~etters.
And, worse than all, he failed to specify the ~ause of the
alleged illegality of their marriage-whether it had
chanced in any informality of the ceremony, which might
be remedied by a second and more careful solemnization of
the rite~; or whether it existed in the shap~ of some in-
surmountable impediment that must forbid their union.
Nor did he venture to allude to his former betrothal and
his approaching wedding with his cousin Anna. Indeed,
all proper names of persons and $aces seemed studiously
left out. The writing also, was in a disguised hand, and
without date or signature..

Altogether it was a careful work of a cautious man, who
would have been an astute villain and a successful schemer
if~. he had not, in the blindness of his selfishness, over~
reached even himself.

It bore no internal signs of the writer or of the person
to whom it was written. It might have been sent by
another man to another woman. Iii could never be success-
fully produced in evidence against any one in any court.

But if he took this precaution with the idea that his
deeply wronge4 wife could ever drag .her domestic sorrows
before a public tribunal, and expose his private letters for
her own vindication, he had studied her character to very
little purpose.

The blow he had dealt had well nigh proved her death
stroke. It struck her to the floor. Her cry and her fall
aroused her servants, who came running to her room in
haste. They found' her stretched in a swoon on the carpet,
with the open letter beside her.

"Master's dead now, for sure!" exclaimed Leo, in con-
sternation.

"And no harm done if he is!~ cried Pina, who had,
with her woman's wit, long ago detected the bad faith.

'1
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"But it~s killed mist'ess! '~' 'groaned the boy.
"It haint! it's only overcome her like! Help me to get

her up, and don't, stand there blubbering!" said the girl.
Between them they tenderly lifted their mistress and

laid, her on her bed.
"Kow, Leo,. you go out and stop, in the passage, so as to

be in calling distance if I want anything. And leave me
alone with my madam. 'I've seen her in these here faint
fits before, and I know what to do with her. Come, now!"
impatiently exclaimed Pina, seeing that her brother still
lingered, "be off with you; 'will you? It ain't no ways
proper for you to be looking on while I'm unloosening of
her clothes!"

This hint drove the boy in haste from the room.
Pins proceeded to undress her mistress, turning her

about very gently on the bed, until she had freed all her
fastenings so as to give her lungs the fullest play. Then
she applied the usual potent stimulants, and after much
patient effort, she had the pleasure of seeing the little lady
open her eyes.

But Drusilla recovered her senses only to fall into the
most violent paroxysms of grief and despair. Convulsive
sobs shook her 'whole frame; bitter groans burst' from her
lips; tears, gushed in torrents from her eyes. As her
passion ~f' grief ~rose, she wrung her hands, and writhed,
and threw herself from side to side, moaning piteously.
Then in her frenzy of despair, she sprang up and began
walking'abo~t the room, striking her hands together, and
uttering piercing cries.

In truth, hers was not a mute grief. Your "silent
sorrow" belongs to a little later period of life, when years
have tauglwthe ~sufferer such resignation that she will "die
and make no sign." But on this stricken young wife a
bl4~w had fallen, heavy enough to crush the strongest
woman, while she was 'yet little wore than a child. And

she felt it with all a child's intense sensibility, and she
grieved with a child's excessive vehemence.

Vainly her maid tried to restrain her or to comfort her.
Pins followed her mistress up and down the room, ~weeping
for company, and pleading with her-

"Oh,. ndst'ess darling, don't take 01) so dreadful! Don't
mist'ess, that's a dear! Oh, what .has happened? Tell
your true servant, who never left you but only once, and
never will do so wicked an act again, never, if there's
twenty robbers in the house. Oh, mistress, what's tl~~ mat-
ter ?"

"Oh, girl, girl, he has left me, he has left me forever,"
cried the poor young wife, with another gush of tears.

And it showed) how. utterly ,abject and self~abandoned she
was in her profound and terrible sorrow, when she couki
forget her dignity, and make complaint in the presence of
her youthful servant.

"He has left me, Pins! Oh, he has left me forever!,,
she repeated, wringing her hands and sobbing violently.
"He has gone, he has gone for good !"

"Blest if I don't think it is for good! and a good rid-
dance of uncommon bad* rubbish!" grumbled the girl ~n a
low voice .~ but she did not dare to let her words be heard.

"Oh, what shall I do? Oh, what shall I do?" cried
the' wretched wife, walking wildly about the room and
wringing her hands. "He has left me forever! forever and
ever!"

"Don't you believe one wordlof that, ma'am, now, don't,
that's a dear lady!. Iiors, he wouldn't have the heart! he
couldn't stay away from you forever, no, not if he was to
try to ever so hard," said Pina, soothingly, as she followed
her mistress.

"But he says so himself! he says so ! "' exclaimed Dru.~
silla, with a passionate burst of weeping.~

"Well, ho says so, and maybe he thinks so,, but he
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can't do it. It's only because some wicked woman has got
the whip hand of him now. But br bless you, that can't
last. All men is fools, ma'am. II know that much, if I
don't know any more. But br! the foolisliest of 'em knows
gold from br~ss, and is sure to come back to the old love,
and the true love, for their own interests. Goodness knows
they never does anything for ours! He'll come back,
ma'am!' Bad pennies always does."

"Oh," moaned Drusilla, "how low I have fallen! how
low, to say what I have said, and to hear what I have
heard! Pina, my girl, hush. You must not speak of
your master in this manner, especially in my presence. It
is untrue of him and disrespectful to us both," she added,
as calmly as she could force herself to speak, as she dropped
into her resting chair.

This was but a short lull in the storm of her grief; for
presently, the keen sense of her husband's desertion and
her own desolation, pierced her heart, and she fell into a
fresh paroxysm of sobs and sears, and leaving her chair,
walked distractedly about th& roc)m, raving and wringing
her hands as before.

Pina went to her and threw her arms around her, say-
ing:

"Oh, mist'ess, mistress, don't do so! You'll kill yourself
and kill your child!"

"Better I were dead! better my child should never be
born!" cried the frantic woman, abandoning herself to the
wildest excesses of despair.

"Oh, mistress, don't say so! and don't rave so! If you
have no pity for yourself, have some for the poor little blind
and breathless baby that depends on you for its life; and
don't kill it before it has even a soul to be saved U' pleaded
Pina, touching the most sensitive chord in the mother's
heart and in the Christian conscience.

"Give me something! Give me something to benumb
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this keen pang, then. Give me opium! Give me any-
thing that will dull my heart and brain without doing
harii," she demanded, sitting down in her chair and mak-
ing a great effort to control the violence of her emotions.

Pina mixed a composing draught of tincture of valerian
and water and brought it to her mistress.

Prusilla drank it, and its effect upon her sensitive
system was instantaneous and powerful. Though her eyes
still streamed with tears, the convulsive hearings of her
bosom subsided, ~and she became comparatively calm. ~

"Now, inist'ess, darling , you just let me help you~ to bed
and you lay still and keep quiet. And I will darken the
room and sit by you. And may be you will go to sleep and

N then you will be better."

And Drusilla, docile as a child now suffered her maid to
put her to bed.

While the girl was smoothing the white counterpane aird
making everything tidy about the dainty couch, Drusilla
suddenly put her hand to her throat and with a frightened
look cried out:

"Where-~where is-.?"
"Oh, you mean. the little black silk bag, ma'am, that was

tied around you neck?" inquired Pina.
"Yes! yes! where is it?"
"IL took it off when I. undressed you, while you were in

your faint. fit.
"Where did you put it?"
"In your upper bureau drawer, ma'ain, where it is quite

safe."
"Oh, Pina, bring it back to me directly."
The girl obeyed.
"Is it a relic, ma'am?" inquired Pina.
"Yes," answered her mistress. And so it was, though~

not of the sort Pina was thinking of.
"Oh, I beg pardon-I didn't know ~
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"And now, Pina, no 'matter how ill I may become, you
must never let this be removed frora my bosom again. It
is more precious to me than anything I have in the world
except my Bible and my wedding-ring," said Drusilla, as
~he fastened the treasure around her neck.

"Indeed, ma'am! Then I will be very careful not to
have it removed. Now try to compose yourself, ~
said Pina, as she proceeded to close the shutters and draw
the curtains to darken the room.

Drusilla complied with this good advice, and folding her
~iands us if in prayer, lay very quietly.

Pina went to the chamber door and spoke to Leo, who
had remained on duty' in the passage for some hours. She
told him that their mistress was now better, and that he
might go down stairs and look after his own affair~, and
that she would call him if his services should be needed.

Leo, glad to hear of the little lady's improvement, glad
also to be relieved from duty, hurried clown into the kitchen
to look for something to eat, of which he stood greatly in
need, not having broken his fast since he went to the post.~
office in the morning.

Pina took her place by her mistress's bed, and patiently
watched there.

Night deepened; but the girl lighted no, lamp, finding
the subdued glow of the low wood-fire o~i the hearth suffi-
cient to see by.

Drusilla lay so motionless that Pinti thought she slept.
But by bending diwn and. looking attentively at the sup-
posed sleeper, the watcher saw that her lips were moving as
in silent prayer. And soon deep sighs arose from the s~if-
ferer's bosom, and large tears rolled down her face. She
was awake and weeping.

Pina silently ar1~se and. mixed another dose of the benefi-
cial composing draught, and brought it to the bedside.

Drusilla drank it. An4 s~oz~ after she fell asleep. And
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the youthful watcher, with her heavy head dropped upon

the side of the bed, also slept well.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

SU5PE~?SE.

Ob, weary struggle! Silent tears
Tell seemingly no doubtful tale;
And yet they leave It short,. and tears
And hopes are strong and will prevail
My calmest fate escapes not pain;
And, feeling that the hope is vain,
I think that he will come again.-WonnswoaTn.

AT day]tght Pina awoke. Finding her mistress still
sleeping heavily ,under the influence of the sedative, she
arose and replenished the fire and then went down stairs
and got her own breakfast.

After which she prepared some very strong coffee and
some delicate milk toast, and took it up to the lady's
chamber and set it upon the hearth to be kept warm until
her mistress should awake.

But with1 the hapless young wife the awakening was but
the return to anguish.

With great difficulty Pina prevailed on her to take a
little food. There was but one argument the girl could
successfully use with the expectant mother-her child. To
keep up her strength for its sake, Drusilla tried to eat and
drink, though even the coffee and the soft toast seemed to
choke her jn her effort to swallow the~n~

After this little repast she fell back upon her pillow, toe
spirit-broken to wish to leave her bed.

Pina opened the front wIndows to let in the cheerful
light of the golden autumn morning; ~nd then she took
the breakfast tray down into the kitchen.

Leo was sitting there, polishing his cutlery.
I
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w's mistress?" inquired the boy.
It's hard to say. I know I'd rather see her in a rale

bad spell of illness, like the typus fever, or something, than
this way. Her heart's broke; that's how she is. And I
tell you what, Leo, long's master's done broke faith with
mistress I don't see how we got any call to keep faith long
o' him," grumbled the girl.

"Broke faith with her? " echoed the boy, pausing in his
work,

"Yes, that letter he writ said he wasn't coming back no
more. And that's what'skilled her."

"My goodness!"
"And now look here, Leo-if he's Dot coming back to

take care of her, somebody must, that is certain. I don't
know enough, although I did help mammy to bring up all
~ny little brothers and sisters."

"Well, what do you want me to do? I'll do anything in
the World for mist~ess.~,

"Well, [tell you. Leo, I want you to go down to Alex-
dry and fetch inammy to her."

"But good gracious~ me alive, that is as much as my ears
are worth I Didn't master order us not to have any follow-
ers, not even our own kin folks?"

"But I told you before, if master don't keep faith long o'
mistress, we ain't got no call to keep faith long o' him,
'specially when it's to rist her life."

"Oh, if that's the case, I'll go at once," answered the
boy. For it was only necessary to convince him that his
mistress's safety depended on "maminy's" arrival to make
him eager to go and fetch her.

Yet just as he was about to leave the kitchen he turned
and inquired;

"But isn't better to ask mistress first?"
"No; she would be sure to object, though it's for her

own safety. You go and fetch mammy. And then I'll let
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on to mistress how she come on a wisitto me, promiscuous
like, and I'll 'vi~e mistress to see mammy."

"All right; but if you get me into a sc.rapefor nothing,
you know, Pin; 'it will be your own fault."

"Just so; and I'll be willing to, bear all the blame."
Leo went upon his errand, and Pina hurried up to her

mistress's chamber.
Drusilla had thrown herself out of bed, and was walking

distractedly up and down the room, with her dark hair fall-
ing down over her white night-dres0s, her face pale, her eyes
wild; and her fingers wreathed and wrung together in an
agony of grief.

Vain were all Pina's efforts to soothe her.
"Oh, Ii do but feel my trouble more and more'! more

and more as the hours go by! If I only could see him!
If I could see him once and~ speak to him, he would hear
me! he could not let me die before his sight," she sobbed
forth, with her eyes streaming with tears, whose fountains
seemed exhaustless.

"It's like p'isoning of her to save her life; but it's what
the doctors do, and I must do it," said Pin; as she poured
out a large dose of valerian and coaxed the sufferer to drink
it.

As before, the powerful sedative quickly took effect.
And Drusilla let her maid lead her to her resting chair
near the window, and seat he~ in it, and put a foot cushion
under her feet.

"There, mistress, ~it there and be quiet. I wouldn't lay
down on the bed too much. It isn't good for you. Sit by
the window and look out at the Lord's good sunshine.
Bless you, the' sun shines still, spite of all the fool& and
and wilyuns in the world. And here, I'll bring you your
Bible and set it on your little stand before you. You used
to take comfort in youi~ Bible. Lor'! if we only loved Hum
half as well as we do some of his onworthy creeturs we

K
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needn't have our hearts broke by 'em," said Pina, as she
made the arrangement she proposed. Bul her last senti-
ment was spoken sotto voce and did not reach the' ears of
her inattentive mistress.

Instead of deriving the consolation from the sacred
volume which indeed she was too much overcome to seek,
Drusilla dropped her head upon its open pages and seemeif
to pray, or weep, in silence.

"To think, when she gets wiolent, I have to knock her
down with a dose" of' waleri~u this way! It's a most like
murder. And how's it a gwine' to end? I wish mammy
would come. I hope she 'aint got no engagement nowhere
else," muttered Pina' to herself as she went and made up
the bed~

At noon it was a work of difficulty and of diplomacy for
Pina to get her mistress to swallow a few spoonfuls of the
chicken broth she had prepared for her.

In the afternoon Drusilla was so much prostrated that
Pina assisted her to bed, and darkened the room, that she
might sleep, if possible.

Late in the evening Leo returned from Alexandria,
bringing with him a middle-aged, motherly-looking colored
woman, who called herself "Aunt Hector, honey,~~ but
whom Pina rushed to embrace as "mammy~"

As soon as the oveijoyed daughter had relieved her
mammy"of bonnet, shawl and umbrella, and had sent them
by Leo with the "big box, little box, ban-box and bundle,"'
up 'to the servants' bed-rooms over the kitchen, she set
about getting tea for the traveller.

She laid a cloth upon which she arranged her own best
service, with cold' ham, fried chicken, fresh butter, Mary-
land biscuits, and, lastly, a pot of fragrant imperial.

While Leo was out in the stable attending to his horses,
the mother and daughter sat down to t~ie table together.

"sow what sort of a home is this here you've got here,
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gal, where the marser is allus gone and the missus alias
grieving . day in and day out?"

"Well, mammy, you know as one follows the other; and
if the master's always gone the mistress is likely to be
always grieving, if so be she cares for him, which our
mist'~ss do."

"What's he gone so much for? It looks bad."
"So it do, mammy, which it is bad too."
"But what's he gotie for?"

-" He say business-let me see-connected----yes, that's it
-with his late father's will."

"Urn-hum; allus some excuse with them men. To begin
so airly, too; 'fore he's married a year. Lor', I thought
you was going to have such a happy home, living fellow
sarvint with your own dear brother, long of a young mar-
ried pair with the highest of wages, and no 'sideration but
to live quiet and keep away company. But, deary me!
who can count on anything? Well, gal, I'm glad to get
leave to come to see you at last. But what can I do for
you? That boy,, Leo, I couldn't get nothing out'n him,
'cept 'twas the marker was allus gone and the missus was

us~-gri~vin', and you wanted me to come and nuss her."
"Yes, mammy, that was it. And I hope you can stop

now' you are here."
"Oh, yes, I can stop fast enough. I have just got

through nussin Mrs. Porter with her fifth. And liza Jane,
she's out of service now and stopping home with, me to
mend up her clothes; so she can take care of the house and
chillun."

"How is sister Liza Jane and the rest?"
"Oh, they's well~ enough. All had the fever 'n agur in

the airly par1~ of the season, but when the frost came it
killed it. But where's the young madam?"

"Sleeping now, mammy. I had to give her a great big
dose of walerian."

I
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"You-'-.you dare to dose 'a lady? Look here,' gal, don't
you set yourself up for a doctoress because your mammy's
one.

"tar', mammy, what's walerian? I've seen you give it
to ladies for the hysterics by tea spoonfuls."

"Seen me? Yes, but I tell you what, gal, you've got to
p'izen a great many patients before you can be trusted to
give physic like an ole 'oman. But don't you try that on
again, gal, I tell you."

"Lor', mammy, what on the yeth was I to do with her
when she was raving distracted mad a-most? a pacing up
and down the room a tearing of her beautiful hair out by
the roots, and wringing and a twisting of(her fingers offen
her hands all but! I 'dare to the Lord and man I was
'fraid of my soul as she'd dash herself against a wall, or
fling herself out'n the window. And nothing oim yeth but
walerian would quell her. That's the reason I 'sent for you.
I didn't like to take the 'sponsability to keep on a knocking
of her over with that there weapon; but I couldn't let her
'stroy herself neither, so I had to give it to her, whether or
no, till you carne.'~

"But what on. the yeth did the creetur take on so about?
Not 1&i8 being away."

"Yes, it was, mammy. his being away and his disap-
pointing of her by' not, coming back when he promised.
Men is~such' wilyuns!"

"And wimmin is sich fools! For my part, when the
chillun's well the men may go to Old Kick for me! But
she 'aint got no chillun to comfort her, poor young thing."

"Not yet, mother," said Pina, significantly.
"'Not yet?' ~What do you mean, gal? Soon will!"
U Yes, mammy."
"When?"
"Don't know exactly; neither does she; but soou; aiid

that's another reason why I sent for you."
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"'Urn hum. Well, if that's so, she's not to be let to go
raving and tearing about, let who will come or stay away,"
said the wise woman.

The abrupt entrance of Leo put an en&to this part of
the gossip.

The boy sat down at the table and took his tea.
"And now, mammy," said Pina, "as it's late and you're

tired, I'll show you where you are to sleep. I shall have to
stop in th~room with the mjst'ess."

"And mind you, don't give her any more physic, 'out
calling me fust," said mammy, as she followed her daughter
up to the little room above the kitchen.

Pina dismissed Leo to the stable loft, fastened up the
house, raked out the kitchen fire, and then returned to her
mistress's chamber.

The poor little lady was in a troubled sleep, broken by
fitful sighs and sobs, and muttered words of which "Alick"
was the only one to be distinctly heard.

Pina just loosened her own clothes and sat .down in the
lounging chair by the side of the bed to watch or sleep, as
the case might be. She slept, of course; and her sleep was
so deep that she did not know her mistress awoke and arose
a little after midnight and paced the floor,' weeping and
wringing her hands, until daylight, when she fell exhausted
upon the bed and dropped into a short and fitful slumber,
disturbed with gasps and starts.

By sunrise Pina opened her own eyes, and seeing her
mistress lying very much as she had left her when she fell
asleep, the girl arose and replenished the fire and went
down into the kitchen.

Here she found ~n~arnmy~~ making herself at home and
in full blast before the range getting the breakfast.

"Well, and when am I to see the madam, I'd like to
know? ~ inquired Aunt Hector.

"Soon's ever she wakes, mammy; which you know you
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couldn't see her last night, 'pon account of you being tired
and she sleepy."
- "How is she this morning?"

"Sleeping like an angel, which 50 she's been a doing of
all night."

"Urn hum, you been a giving of her more o' that
walerian!"

"Deed I aint, mammy, which she hasn't needed of it."
When ]?ina and her mother and brother had had their

breakfast, the girl prepared some rich and delicate choco-
late and some nice ligl4 muffins for her mistress's morning
meal, and took them up to the lady's chamber.

Drusilla was awake, though pale and worn.
After having bathed her face at~d hands with diluted

Florida water, she consented to take a little of the refresh~.
ments that Pina brought and sat upon a stand by her bed-
side.

While Drusilla sat up in bed and sipped her chocolate,
Pina broached the subject of her~ mother's presence in the
house.

"Mist'ess, I want to tell you, rna'am, as my ole mammy
has come to see me, a little bit. I hope you has nothing
of no objection now, ma'am?"

"None in the world, Pina. ~Mr. Lyon-." ~She had
nearly broken down and wept again when she pronounced
his name; but she gasped, recovered herself and went on
-" Mr. Lyon used to object to having even your relatives
come to the house, but now that he is not here their coming
or going can make no difference."

"And you don't object on your own account, xna'am?"
"No, Pina, no; I don't. It is good to have your mother

to come to see you. I wish, oh, how I do wish I had a
mother to come to see me, in my great trouble U' she added,
with a little sob.

The tears rose to Pina's eyes, as she answered:

"My mammy is only a poor colored 'Oman; but indeed,
ma'am, if you will let her, she will do for you as loving and
as tender as any mother."

"Will sh~~ stay with you long, Pina!"
"She would like to stay some weeks, if you would let

her, ma' am."
"She can stay as long as she likes, for your sake, my

good girl. But your motlaer she must be in sears,
Pina?"

"She's past fifty, n~a'ani, I believe."
"Is she-experienced?"
"Beg pardon, ma'am?"
"Is she-wise, skillful, knowing, I mean, about sickness

and about children.?"
"Oh! yes, ma am, which that is her perfession, brought

up to it, ma~am.~~
"Then I think it very providential that she is here i~ow.

Oh, I am very inexperienced and helpless! Pina, I think
I should like to see your mother and have a little talk with
her. When you take away this service you may bring her
up.',

"Oh yes, ma'am! thank you, ma'am. She'll be so glad
to pay her aspectss to you," said the girl, delighted that the
proposal she had so much dreaded to make, had been so
kindly received.

But the moment Pina left the room, Drusilla fell back
upon her pillow in a storm of sobs and tears, and gasping
foi~th at intervals:

"Oh, Alick! Alick dear, to leave me at such a time as
this, and I so friendless and so ignorant, I might die! I
wish I could ?'~

After a few moments, hearing footsteps on the stairs, she
ceased sobbing, and tried to con~pose herself.

Pina discreetly knocked at the door.
"Wait a moment," said Drusilla, wiping. her eyes and
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smothering the last convulsive throes of her bosom. And
then-" Come in,') she called.

Pina entered, showing in her mother.
Prusilla turned with forced calmness to welcome the

stranger.
"How do you do? What is your name?" she inquired,

in a gentle tone.
"My name's Aunt Hector, honey, ladies' nuss, which I

have recommendments to show from the head doctors,
ma'am," answered "mammy," curtseying.

"I think it very fortunate for me that you are here. I
hope you will be able to stay with me."

7' Which it is my intention so to do, long as I shall be
wanted, honey, and no longer."

"Thank you, I would like to talk with you a little. I
have no mother, and I am as ignorant as a child of many
things I ought t~ know-..-.Pina, my good girl, you may leave
the room, and you needn't come back until you are called.
I wish to speak in private to this good nurse."

As Pina left the room and closed the door behind her,
mammy turned to her patient, and said:

"I hope, ma'am, that gal does her duty, which it is
always my pride and ambition to bring up my chillun so to
do."

"She is a very good girl, and pleases me perfectly."
"I am uncommon glad to hear it, ma~am.,~
"And now I wish to speak to you of-" Drusilla hesi-

tated.
"Yes, honey, I understand. Speak out and don't mind

me. I'm an ole nuss, you know, chile."
Thus encouraged, Drusifla began to speak of the

state of her own health, of her youthful inexperknce, and
of her forlorn circumstances.

In doing this she tried to cover the sin of he~r guilty
husband, by explaining his absence in the stereotyped ~nan-

ner that he himself had often used, and putting it upon the
ground of "business connected with his late father's ~j~~*))

But this effort was too much for her superficial compo-
sure. The very name of Mr. Lyon overthrew her self-
control. In speaking of him her voice faltered,~then she
choked, gasped and broke into a violent fit of sobs and
tears that shook her fragile frame almost to the point of
dissolution.

The nurse was much too wise to coax or scold her patient.
But the sly old fox, who had blown her daughter up for
meddling with dangerous drugs, w'ent herself and mixed a
composing draught for the sufferer-~nd not of the harmless
valerian that had been administered by Pina, but'of potent
morphine that in a few moments sent Drusilla into a sleep
that lasted all that afternoon and night.

But, ali! when she did at length awake, on this the third
morning after the great blow had fallen on her, she awoke
but to the renewal of anguish intolerable; of sorrow that
refused to be comforted; of despair that had forgotten the
very existence of hope.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

HOING AGAINST HOPE.

'Tis hard, so young-so young as I am still.
To feel forevermore fror~n life depart

All that can flatter the poor humat~ wilt,
Or fill the heart.

Yet there w~is nothing in that sweet and brle~
And perished intercourse, now closed to me,

To add one thought unto my bitterest~ grief
Upbraiding thee. -OwEN MEREDITE.

IT would be too painful to follow the young and deeply
wronged wife through'the first weeks of her great trouble.

They were passed in paroxysms of vehement, and moon-
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solable sorrow, alternating with periods of dull stupor, partly
~the result of reaction from high excitement, and partly the
influence, of the nervine sedative administered by her nurse.

The course pursued by this woman in the treatment of
her young patient was upon the whole very judicious. She
did not lecture her on the subject of her inordinate' aban-
donment to grief and despair. But she artfully drew her
attention away from the contemplation of her troubles, to
the consideration of those last and most important prepara-
tions for the arrival of the little expected stranger, in which-
mothers and 'nurses usually find such absorbing interest.

She amused the youthful matron with certain necessary
alteration~ in the arrangements of her chamber with fitting
up of an adjoining room as a nursery, with the decorating
and furnishing of an infant's basket, and a berceaunette or
wicker cradle, and with the arranging of the lilliputian ward-
robe in a beautiful miniature bureau.

In these natural and pleasing occupations, Drusilla found
some relief from her heavy sorrow.

The late October weather was glorious with all the gor-
geous splendor of the Indian summer, glowing through the
heavens and the earthand kindling up the foliage around
the wildwood home with a beauty and refulgence of color
richer and brighter than those of spring or summer.

With the advice of the nurse, Drusilla every morning
took a short drive through the woods, and every afternoon a
slow saunter into the flower garden.

Under happier auspices, this child of nature' would have
derived much enjoyment from the season and the scene.
Even in her miseryshe felt something of their soothing
and cheering influence.

And the beneficial effect of this course was soon~ apparent
in her. Her paroxysms of grief became less frequent and
violent. Her nerves grew calmer, and her brain clearer.

With this healthy reaction came reflection. She thought

I
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upon the fixed past, the troubled present, and the doubtful
future.

She now exonerated Alexander of all blame in his cruel
neglect of her. He thought, she mused, that their marriage
was illegal, and therefore he was just in his avoidance of
her. He knew that the separation would go near to kill
her, and therefore he was merciful in~ gently loosening the
tie, instead of suddenly wrenching it apart. He felt that
loving and tender letters would but melt and weaken her
heart, and therefore he was wise in writing shortly and
coldly. No doubt he suffered-poor Alick! as much as she
did, he would not add to her distress by telling her
so. He loved her so much! so much! and now he was
heroic in his~self-restraint for her sake! So she justified
him to her own heart. For to honor him was with her
even a greater necessity than to love him.

But she wondered that he did not tell her the reason why
he thought his marriage with her was illegal. And more
than all she wondered what that untold reason could be.
Her conjectures wandered over 'every possible and impossi-
ble theory of the case:

"First, that Alexander while at college, or while in
Europe, had contracted a secret marriage; that when he
wedded her he believed himself a widower; and that he
had recently discovered the 'existence of his first wife. But
this theory was no, sooner conceived than rejected; for she
remembered that he had been solemnly betrothed to his
Cousin Anna from her earliest youth, and that upon his
return from Europe he had been about to marry her, when
the wedding was arrested by the death. of his father.

Secondly, that this very pre-contract to Anna Lyon,
might have rendered his marriage with her (~rusilla)
illegal. But 'this was also set aside as unreasonable, for
8hQ recollected that the contract had been broken by Miss
Lyon, as he himself had assured his bride.
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Thirdly, that Alexander had discovered some very near
blood relationship between himself and his wife that made
their union unlawful. But this was at once repudiated as
.quite impossible, for she knew his genealogy, as well as her
own, could be too distinctly and too far traced to admit of
such an idea.

So imagination traversed the whole field of possibility and
impossibility, and found nothing to invalidate her marriage.

Then she came to this conclusion: (and in it her instinct
~ded with her ~~&ason)-"that there never had existed any
sort of impediment to her union with her husband, and her
marriage was perfectly lawful and righteous.

And now did she blame him?
Oh no! she ascribed his whole conduct to
MONOMANIA!

And when she found this answer to her inexplicable
riddle, she could have sung and danced for joy!

Her marriage was not illegal; it' was only private. And
her adored, husband was not faithless; he was only mis-
taken.

She had been told of monomania-she had heard how
men might be a little insane for a time upon one single
subject, while perfectly sane upon all others. She knew
also that this was not a dangerous type of madness, but
was often only the transient effects of fever, passing off
with returning health. She wondered whether he had been
ill.

Under this view of the case, she resolved to write to him.
True, he had forbidden her to do so; and even assured her
it would he useless for her to write, as he was about to leave
Richmond for a tour through the counties.

But she reflected he must have left directions at the Rich-
mond post-office to have his letters forwarded to him
wherever he should be, and her letter directed to Richmond
would be sent after him with the rest of' his' correspon-
dents'.
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So she sat down and wrote him a letter-patient, loving,
pitiful, and. even cheerful; gravely reasoning with him
upon the fallacy of his idea that their marriage could possi-
bly be unlawful; playfully inviting him to return that she
might convince him how very righteous and legal their
union was; then tenderly pleading with him to come and
be with her in her approaching hour of trial and danger.
Sht~ said no word, dropped no hint of the bitter anguish his
letter had inflicted upon her, of how nearly her brain
had been crazed, her heart broken, and her life lost in
despair. Nothing that could possibly distress him did
she write; but all she could think of to convince, comfort
and cheer him. And she pi~ayed Heaven to bless him;
and she signed herself his true wife, for time and for
eternity.

When she had sent off this letter which she did early
on a splendid morning of the last days of Indian sum-
nier, she felt so hopeful and so light-hearted, that she
longed for a pleasant gossip with some one. So she rang
for her old nurse.

"Well, honey! gracious knows it does me good to see
you so chirping!" said the old woman, dropping cozily
into a soft, low chair by the fire.

"Nurse~~ said Drusilla, cautiously approaching the sub-
ject that now occupied her thoughts-for she was deter-
mined to keep her, husband's name out. of the question-.
"nurse, in all your professional experience did you ever
encounter inonomaniacs?"

~ honey? 'Many money knacks ~
What's that? tricks to make money? No, child, I can't
say as I ever did."

"I meant to ask," said Drusilla, smiling, "if in all
your tending of the sick in these many years you ever
met with anybody who was mad on one subject only and
sane on all others."

23
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"Cracked in one place? Yes, child,. many and many
a

"Tell me about them."
"There was young Rowse Jord4n-.--I mean young Mr.

Rowsby Jordan. He had typhoid fever, ar~d after he got
well for ever s~ long he fancyfied himself to be a coffee-
pot and sat roosted upon the top of the table with one
arm curved around for a handle and the other stuck out
straight for a spout."

"How long did the hallucination last?"
"The-hally~---which, honey?"
"Tut! How long did he fancy himself a tea-pot?"
"Coffee-pot, honey-it was coffee-pot.----Oh, for days and

days."
"Did he get quite well again?"
"Oh yes, honey, and laughs now at his mad notion, for

he 'members all about it."
"Tell me same more."
"Well, there was a lady patient of my own who would

have it her legs was made of glass, and she kept them
propped up against the wall behind t'he bed and wouldn't
let anybody come near for fear bf breaking of ~

"Was her head right on other things?"
"As right' as yours or mine.
"And she got over it?"
"Yes, when she got well."
"Nurse, tell me.-When a person is mad upon one sub-

ject, it is no sign that his mind is unsound, is it?"
"When his brain pan is cracked in one pla~e, you

mean?"
"Yes."
"Hi, honey, if a bowl leaks anywheres you 4~an't call it

whole, can you?"
"Certainly not."
"Well, then, no more can't you call a man's brain pan

sound if it's cracked ever so little," argued the old woman.

371

A

"But they get over it. You have proved to me that
they get over it," said Drusilla, anxiously.

"Oh yes, they get over it. Bowls and brain pans Iboth
may be mended."

"Nurse, such a monomania is only a temporary affair,
like the delirium of fever, is it not ~ It leaves no after ill
effects upon the mind, does it?" she eagerly inquired.

Mammy, who did not quite understand the question, but
perceived that her patient was, for some reason or other
unknown to her, troubled upon this subject, hastened to
soothe her by replying:

"L6rs, no, indeed, honey-not the leastest tilt in the
world. 'Taint nothing, honey, only~somethink to laugh at
when it's all over."

"Oh, I'm so glad to hear that," said Drusilla, with a
sigh of relief.

"And now, honey, if you'll scuse me, I'll go down in the
kitchen and see arter the checking jelly for your dinner. I
know as how that gal, Pina '11 spile it if I leaves it to her."

"Very well, nurse, go."
"And I 'vises of you, ma'am, to put on your hat and go

for a walk in the garden. It's right to go out and joy these
fine days, which few of 'em will be left for this season, and
if there was you Wouldn't be likely to get the good of 'em."

"Thanks, nurse, I think I will take your advice."
And mammy went down to her fancy cooking.
And mammy's young patient put on her hat and cloak,

caught up a little hand-basket and went out and took a
turn in the garden among the broad parterres of gorgeous
autumn flowers that studded the spacious lawn in front of
the house. She amused herself with carefully gathering
the falling seed and tying up each sort in a separate paper,
and putting it in her little basket, for future use2

HOPING AGAINSTT HOPE.
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

DICK HAMMOND IS ASTONISHED.

A party of friends, all light-hearted and gay,
At a certain k'rench cafe, where every one goes,

Are met In a weli-eurtained, warm CABINET.
Overlooking a street there, which every one knows.

The dinner is done, the Lalitte in Its basket,
The champagne in its cooler Is passed In gay haste;

Whatever you wish for, you have but to ask It;
Here are coffee, cigars and liqueurs, to your taste.-O. MEREDITH.

WHILE the young, forsaken wife was occupying her
lonely hours with these simple pursuits, and waiting from
day to day to hear from her faithless husband, and hoping
against hope to see him, events were transpiring in
Washington, calculated to have an important influence on
her destiny. They were but trifles in themselves, however
momentous in their effects. They were only a few
bachelors' wine suppers, card parties, and such like means
of ruin. But that fate hangs upon trifles, is a truth as old
as the history of Eden lost for an apple.

This was the way of it:
After Mr. Richard Hammond had received his final

dismissal from Miss Anna Lyon, "that unlucky dog," as
his uncle called him, "fell among thieves."

FELL AMONG THiEVES. That is the best way to char-
acterize his misfortune in sinking again into the society of
that dissipated set of men. who ate his dinners, drank his
wines, won his money, demoralized his habits and destroyed
his reputation.

On a certain evening about this time, poor Dick enter-
tained 'a few of his. "friends" at supper in his rooms, at
one of our fashionable hotels.

4mon~ his guests were Captain Reding and Lieutenant
Harpe, those two gallant officers of the Loafers' Guard,,
who had once affronted Alexander Lyon by obtruding
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tl3cwrfselves into his opera box, and afterwards insulted
Drusilla by following her home.

A lady friend, whose husband, in his profane bachelor
days, h~d been present at this orgie, told me something of
-what passed there.

When the cloth was removed, and wines, liquors, olives,
hookabs, tobacco and cigars were placed upon the table, the

gentlemen 1~ became more than ever at ease.
The conversation, that had wandered over the general

subjects of politics, t~eId sports, operas, singers' throats,
dancers' feet and beauties' points, now became personal.

"By the way, Hammond," said Captain Reding, taking
the mouth-piece of his hookah from between hi.s lips, and
speaking through a cloud of smoke, "I see, by the 'Valley
Courier,' which I found U~Qfl your table, that Miss Lyon is
really going to marry that prig Alexander. Is it quite
true?"

"I believe so, sir," said Dick, changing color, and help-
ing himself to a deep draught of cognac.

"How the deuce was it that 'you let the heiress escape
you?"

"The heiress, sir? I am not a fortune hunter."
"Oh, bosh I you know what I mean, well enough. Who

the deuce would ever accuse yow of being a fortune
hunter? " I

"Who, indeed? Fortune lavished would fit you better!
Eh, my boy?" put in the gentleman who afterwards
reported this conversation, and who must therefore be
nameless.

"But to return to the previous question," said Reding,.
the previous question with an amendment. How was it

that you let the beauty elude you?"
"The beauty, sir? I fail to comprehend you," said

Dick, coldly.
"Ah, bah!" exclaimed young Lieutenant Harpe, rush-
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ing recklessly into the subject, for he was very much the
worse for wine. "Why the deuce can't you speak out
plainly, Cap',, and call people by their names ?.- Miss
Lyon! the beautiful Miss Lyon! the elegant Miss Lyon!
the accomplished Miss Lyon! the belle of the season! the
queen of' the haut ton! the adored of Dick Hammond,
whom she also adores! the betrothed of Alick Lyon, whom
she abhors! And here's to her!" And with this, he
tossed off a big bumper of brandy.

"Yes, that's so!" said Reding, "and that being so, why
the mischief don't you run off with the girl, eh, Hammy,
my boy?"

Now if Dick had not been drinking a great deal more
than was good for him, ho would never have let his cousin's
name come up in such a. company. Even as it was, he
rather resented its introduction now, by keeping silence.

"Did you hear me, Hammy, my boy?" persisted Red-
ing. "IL asked you why-seeing she liked you so much
better than she did that rum curse she was engaged to
marry-why you didn't cut him out and run off with the
girl?"

"In the first place," answered Dick, coldly, looking (lown
into his empty glass, 'cit is not to be presumed possible
that the 'girl,' as you ventured to call the lady, would
have consented to run off with me."

"Then I'd be blown to atoms if I hadn't kidnapped
her!" burst fbrth young Harpe, who was very far gone in
inebriation.

"That would scarcely 'be practicable In the nineteenth
, century and in Washington, city, Lieutenant," answered

Dick.
"No," laughed Reding; "telegraph wires and detective~

policemen have been the death and destruction of all gallant
enterprises of that sort. Neither do I think such a violent
measure would have been necessary in this instance. Pe
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could have carried her off with her own consent, and no-
body on earth could have prevented that, as they were both
of age. Why didn't you do it, my boy, eh? You haven't
answered that question satisfactorily yet."

"~Because he didn't dare to 1" recklessly interrupted
Harpe. "He's one of the 'faint hearts' that will never
C win fair lady.' He didn't dare ~

"I will answer you in the words of another weak wretch
who was stung by sarcasm into crime:

'I dare do all that may become a man;
Who dares do more is none.~

In other words, Messieurs, I am quite as incapable of run-
ning off with another's man's betrothed as I should be
in making love ~to another man's wife," said Dick, very
gravely.

"Hear! hear! hear!" shouted Harpe; "he wouldn't
run off with another man's betrothed! oh; no, not he! even
when he knows he loves her, and she lAm! oh, no! no!
sooner than he'd make love to another man's wife. As for
me, I'd do either, as often as I could get a chance."

"Why, man alive," said Reding to Dick, "we are not in
Spain, nor France, nor Germany, nor any other county

, ~Iiere betrothal is held to. be almost as sacred as marriage;
we are in America, where betrothal means simply a condi-
tional engagement between a young man and young woman
to marry each other at a definite or indefinite time, pro-
vided in the meanwhile neither party should happen to
meet with any one he or she likes better. Bosh such en-
gagemen.ts don't ~ end in marriage once in ten times!
Under the circumstances, IL don't think you were b6und to
respect the~ betrothal."

"I differ with you," said Dick.
"As for me," put in Harpe, defiantly, "I never in all

my life fell desperately in love with a woman, until some
other man called my attention to her merits by getting pos-
session of her himself."
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"You'll end in* getting the sausage meat you call your
brains blown out, some of these days, my fine fellow, if you
don't take care of yourself," laughed the nameless gentle-
man.

"I'd like to know who's going to do it!" swaggered
Harpe.

"Some indignant husband or lover, of course."
"Let 'em try it," crowed Harpe.
"I think, Hammond," continued Captain Reding,

"common gallantry required you to try your fortune with
that young lady."

"I wish, Reding, that you would drop th~ subject here,"
said Dick.

"As she never took the least trouble to conceal her pref-
erence for you over Lyon, I do not see why we may not
discuss the subject here. Why, Dick, it was evident to
everybody who saw you three together, that she loathed
Lyon and liked you. The thing was clear, it was patent,
it was flagrant, under the circumstances! Now, come,
Dick, honor bright! Why didn't you marry her?"

"I have answered that question already."
"llumph! Well! we all thought you would certainly

carry off the prize. Why, you were always following her
hovering over her, waiting on her, and even apparently
making love to her, which, by the way, was not very con-
sistent with your present declaration that you would be in-
capable of marrying another man's betrothed."

"Hear! hear! hear!" shouted young Harpe.
"That is so," frankly confessed Dick.~ "It is true that

I sunned myself too much in the light of that bright lady's
smiles. It was the old, old story of the moth and the
flame. But no one was hurt except myself. I was smartly
singed. I should, perhaps, have been entirely consumed
but for a mercifully severe hand that took me away from
the fatal. light and warmth of the flame, and put me out in
the cold and dark. And so-saved me."

I
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And, saying this, Dick lighted his hookah and withdrew
into a cloud of incense.

"Come, Dick, talk prose, not poetry. We're a practical
party here, we are I The mercifully severe hand that took
you away from the fire and put you out in the cold, was no
other than the fldr lady's hand that tendered you the tradi-
tional mitten. I thought so!" laughed Reding.

"No; it was the war-worn hand of a veteran soldier.
My uncle had me up before him one morning; actually
arraigned me in the most magisterial manner; set Alick's
rights, Anna'3 duties, and my own trespasses squarely before
me, and then appealed to my honor; to which, I need not
say, Messieurs, no one ever yet appealed in vain. I have
never seen my fair cousin since that day."

"Quite right, Hammond. I honor your principles," said
the nameless gentleman.
* "Ume-me-me!" groaned young Harpe, rising sancti-
moniously. "My brethren, let us awlo unite in prayer."

"Hold your profane tongue, sir," said Captain Reding,
pushing the mocker down into his seat. "Awl don't drink
any more brandy! You're crazy now. You'll be under the
table presently."

"Sober as any man here," laughed Harpe, dropping into
his chair.

"Appealed to your honor, did he, Hammond?" said
Reading, turning to Dick. "Well, I suppose the word has
some meaning for you and for the gallant old gentleman.
But I wonder how Alick Lyon understands honor, and how
he reconciles it with his present course."

"His present course. What do you mean?" inquired
Dick.

~ should have said the course he has pursued the whole
winter."

"What was that? I don't like Lyon. I can not now.
I all but hate him. But, still, I do not think him capable
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of doing anything dishonorable. He is too proud to do so,
for one thing," said Alick's generous foe.

" Well, may be so. But I'd like to know what his ideas
of honor are; or how he can hotzorably reconcile his position
in respect to Miss Lyon with his relations to the little beauty
at Cedarwood."

"'The little beauty at Cedarwood I"' echoed Dick, in
astonishment.

"Yes, little Drusa!"
"Little Drus&~.-.."
"Come, now, Dick, don't you be Forestic, Murdochic,

Wallackic, or tragic after any of these schools. They're
not in your line. So leave off echoing my words and star-.
ing at me."

"But you said something about a girl that he has got
hidden away at Cedarwood?"

" Yes, I djd."
"I don't believe it!" said Dick, bluntly. Then reinem-

bering that he was the host speaking to his guest, he cour-
teously added~: "You are mistaken, sir. Lyon, with all his
faults, is not a villain."

"Who said he was? I didn't. All I say is, that he has
got just the sweetest little beauty you ever saw in your life
cozily conceaJed in a pretty cottage orne6 at Cedarwood.
And he is very fond of her, and she is entirely devoted to
him; and he calls her sweet love, and little Dru~a. And
she 'is just the loveliest little creature the sun ever shone
upon, with a clear pale face, and lustrous dark hair and eyes,
of such unfathomable depths of passion and of thought that
she might well be supposed t~ be from the East, and be a
daughter of the ~

"Are you sure of this?" asked Dick, with emphasis.
"I'll swear to it."
"Who is she then?"
"Ah! that I don't know."
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" What is she to him?"
"Can't undertake to say. I'll swear that this little

beauty is living under his protection in his house at
Cedarwood. But whether she is his wife, or his sister, or
his mother, or his maiden aunt, of course, I can't tell.
Doubtless it is some highly respectable connection of that
sort, Mr. Alexander Lyon being master of the house. If
it was you, Dick, you see we should all know what to
think!" laughed Captain Reding.

Dick Hammond had been gazing steadily into the face of
the speaker, and rubbing his own brows very thoughtfully
and occasionally frowning painfully. But now he suddenly
started up, struck his hand upon his forehead, and ex-
claimed:

"Good Heaven! It must be Drusilla Sterling!"
"Humph! Forestic again! You know her then?" said

Captain Reding.
"Know her? I've known her from childhood. Poor

little thing! So this is what became of her!" said Dick,
in a voice of great gain, as he dropped dejectedly into his
seat again.

"Now look here, you know; none of that! Don't you
be getting' up any interest in her; because, you see, I've
made up my own mind that way. And when Lyon mar~
ries I mean to take the pretty cottage and the pretty girl
both off his hindss" drawled Harpe, very drowsily, for he
was in the last stage of intoxication, and almost asleep.

"You can so well afford th~t sort of thing, with your
lieutenant's pay!" laughed "nameless."

"Who is this girl, Dick, since you know her ?" inquired
Reading.

"She is as, pure and good a girl as lives in this world.
And , gentlemen, if she is at Cedarwood, as you say, under
Alick's protection, my life and soul on it, she is his wife, or
she believes herself to be such!" said Dick, earnestly and

4



880 THE CHANGED RIDES.
/

almost angrily, as if he challenged even the thoughts of
men if they wronged the friendless girl.

No one seemed disposed to contradict him in words, no
matter how much~ they may have differed from him in
opinion.

"But who is she then, Hammond?" persisted Captain
Reaing, who never, if he could help it, left a point unset-
tled.

Drusilla Sterling, a clergyman's orphan.; brought up in
Alexander Lyon's family; a protege of his mother, a pet
of his father. Little less than a year ago she disappeared
from her home, and could never be traced by her friends.
So she is with him, the hypocritical scoundrel! But she is
his wife, or thinks herself so! My life and soul on it, she
does, or she could not fall-she could not. I have known
her from her earliest childhood-tbe sweetest child that
ever lived-a little saint 1"

"But are you sure she is the same with Alick's girl?"
inquired Reding.

"I fear there is no doubt of it. The coincidence of
name and circumstance is so completed I can't think why
I didn't recognize her when you first mentioned her;
though in truth I never heard her called Drusa, but
Drusilla; and I never thought of her as a woman, but
merely as, a child, and most certainly couldn't associate her
memory with any' thoughts of license, but always with the
most sacred sanctities of home."

"Were you her lover in the past as you are her champion
in the present, Hammond?" laughed Reding.

"No-yes-I don't know."
"Clear, to the point, and satisfactory, that answer!"

laughed the captain.
"I mean to say that I loved her, but not in the sense

you mean. I loved her only as a great New Foundland
dog migl~t love a baby; as a big brute like myself might
love such a little angel as she was," said Dick, gravely.
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"Oh, yes, all women are angels until they are-found

out!" mused Lieutenant Harpe, rousing himself.
"What did you say, sir'?" coolly inquired Dick.
"I say," defiantly answered Harpe, ~" that all women are

angels until they are found out, and then they are fallen
angels, every one of 'em!,'

"Speak for the women you know best, sir! for those you
have been brought up with; for those you associate with;
for those nearest and dearest to you. For, of course, of
them only can you speak from knowledge! As for me, I
judge a man and his family by his judgment of women.
He who traduces the sex defames his own mother~-and his
sisters, wife, and daughters if lie has them I" said Dick,
indignantly.

Instead of attempting a reply to this scathing rebuke,
the weak traducer of woman looked around on his com-
panions, with a tipsy smil~, and winking knowingly, said:
"I don't mind him, bless you! lie don't know what he's

talking about; he's tight-tight as ever he can be! He
wants to quarrel now; he's always quarrelsome in his
cups!"

And having delivered himself of this opinion, he crossed
his arms upon the table, dropped his head upon them, and
resigned himself to sleep.

Poor Harpe, he has a very weak brain," said Captain
Reding.

No one else made any comment.
"Reding," said Dick Hammond, turning to the captain,

I want you to tell me how you discovered the residence of
this poor girl at Cedarwood.'~

"Why, you see we first saw her with him at the opera.
It was quite early in the season, and they were in a private
box. Harpe and I were in the orchestra seats. When the
curtain fell on the first act we Went around there to get a
nearer view of the pretty creature, hoping also to get an in-
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production to her. But Lord bless you, Lyon scowled at us
as if he thought we had come to pick his pockets. We
wouldn't take notice of his black looks, 'but by being per-
fectly civil and self-possessed ourselves we ~mpelIed him to
treat us with something like courtesy. But it was only
something-like ~ it wasn't the genuine article itself; for he
wouldn't ask us to sit down, nor he wouldn't present us to
the pretty girl. And from that day I don't think he ever
brought her, into the city again."

"Then h~w did you discover her residence and her rela-
tions to him?"

"I am going to tell you. Some days after that we met
Lyon in the reading-room of the Brown House. We
chaffed him about the mysterious little beauty, you may be
sure. But he stopped us 1y telling us that she was the
daughter of a clergyman, and was only passing through the
city under his escort, and that she had returned to her
home in the country."

mere evasion, of course."
"Yes; but we did not question the fact at the time;

although we did wonder how Alick come to be trusted with
the escort of a young lady."

"I should think so. Pray go ~
"A little later we discovered the truth by chance. I

went* to spend a few days with an acquaintance I have
living about a mile from Cedarwood. And while there,
guided by some negroes, I went on a coon~hunt by torch-
lights Did you ever see a coon-hunt by torch-light?"

"Often, when I was a boy; never since.".
"Well, the sport was quite new to me, and as a natural

consequence I got separated from the dogs and darkies, and
got lost in the woods."

"A good beginning for an adventure," said the nameless
gentleman.

~&Yes. Well, to resume.-.-while I was trying to find a

k.
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path, I saw a bright, indeed a brilliant light, shining
through the trees at some distance. I went towards it, and
found a beautiful cottage orn~e, with its front windows
splendidly illuminated.

"There was a party," said one of the guests.
"No; though as it was now between two and three

o'clock in the morning, on seeing the lighted windows I
was struck with the same thought. They are having a
blow out in there, I said to myself. But it was nothing of
the kind, my friends U'

"What was it, then?" inquired Dick, anxiously.
"Wait till I tell you. I pushed on towards the house,

and when I came up to it, I saw no carriages, no servants,
no life, no motion. Everything was as still as death. In
fact, the whole house was closed up except the two bril-
liantly illumined windows, from which the light streamed
far across the lawn, and deep into the ~

"Go on! go on!" said Reding's companions, speaking
in a chorus. And the captain, who had only paused to
take a drink, continued:

"'Well,' I said to myself, 'this is rum go, anyway!'
And after walking around and around the pretty place,
without seeing or hearing anything, I just climbed up to
the window-sill and peeped through the lighted window."

Here the captain paused for pure 4ggravation.
* "Well! well I what did you see?" exclaimed several

voices.
"What did I see? Ah, my friends, I had a full view

of a small terrestrial paradise! and a beautiful mortal
houri! a little domestic Eden, with a sweet little Eve
within it! an enchanted bower with a sleeping beauty U'

'KDo speak plainly, Reding! that's a good fellow!" said
the nameless gentleman.

"Well, then, I saw a nice, cozy drawing-room, the very
picture of elegance and comfort; a fine fire of sea~coal in

(
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the grate; a luxurious little supper set forth in a splendid
service on a round marble table; by its side an easy-chair,
and a pair of slippers; at a- short distance and nearer the
chimney-corner a little stand, with an astral lamp and some
books; and near it a lovely young creature, reclining in a
resting-chair, fast asleep, with the book she had been read-
ing fallen upon her lap."

"What a beautiful picture," said one of the company,
while the others listened in silence.

"I in mediately recognized the beauty of the opera-box;
but as I ive, gentlemen, I did not then connect her in my
thoughts with Alexander Lyon. On the contrary, I
believed his account of. her, and I said to myself-' There
is the little darling waiting up for her clerical papa, who
has gone to make a pastoral call on some one of his parish-
ioners wh~ is dying.' And I hung there by the sill of the

~ window, and looked in and fed my eyes upon the sweetness
of the scene.

"Well? what then?"
"Then I heard horse's feet coming. 'Papa is returning,~

I said to myself. And I dropped from the sill and hid my-
self in some thick bushes below it, to wait till ~papa should
pass, so that I might make ~my retreat unobserved. It
appears that the horseman went first around to the stable;
for soon I heard rapid footsteps approaching the house.
And you may judge my surprise when I saw a young man
run lightly up the stairs, and saw the door fly open, letting
out a flood of light, and the little beauty rush into the arms
of the new comer, whom I then plainly recognized as
Alexander Lyon."

"Great Heaven!" exclaimed Dick Hammond, in agita-
tion.

"Asif it had not been enough to know him by his face
and form, I had his voice also in ~videnee of his identity.
'Are 'you. as glad to see me as all this, my little Drusa?"
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he asked. And she answered with a shower of soft caresses
and silvery tones."

"And then?" inquired Dick.
"Why, then, of course, the house swallowed them up.

The door was shut and locked, and the brilliant windows
were darkened, and they had their happiness all to them~.
selves, while I was left out in ~he cold."

"You could not have been mistaken in what you sup-
posed you saw and heard?" inquired Dick.

"Ko; how could I? That was not the only time I
looked in at those windows either. A sort of fascination
drew me there, to look in upon that lovely young creature.
While I remained in the neighborhood, ~~4ider the cover of
coon hunting, I paid a visit to the lighted windows every
night. Alit night after night! night after night did that
sweet little creature sit there waiting. for him, leaving the
windows open to guide him home, and keeping his supper
warm, while he, sorry dog, was engaged gallanting Miss
Anna about to balls and theatres, and scowling at better
men than himself if they so much as looked at the belle."

"Reding, I am deeply grieved to h'ear this; scarcely less
so than I should be if the poor child were my own sister.
But I repeat and reiterate most emphatically this truth~
that she is really his wife, or believes herself to be so!,'
said Dick, earnestly.

"I think you are quite right, Hammond! The young
creature herself, and all her surroundings breathed so
sweetly what you called 'the sanctities of home life' that
no one looking on her could think evil of her. Indeed I
thought evil of myself though, sometimes, for seeming to
play the spy. But I couldn't resist the temptation of look-
ing into that beautiful interior. I meant no harm."

"And your contraband pastime was never discovered ~
"Oh yes," laughed Reding. "She rose once and turned

round so suddenly, that she saw me before I could drop
24

~1

-1

a%



886 THE CHANGED BRIDES. DICK'S NEWS. 887

from my perch. ~She screamed and disappeared;, and I
could have scoured myself~ for frightening her.

"And then, I suppose, your stolen visits ceased."
"Not a bit of it. I was only more cauth~is. But one

night I ,purposely let myself be seen by him, on a rare
occasion, when he happened to come home before daylight.
It was to be my last visit, for I was about to leave the
neighborhood.~~

"Did he know you?"
"No! for as soon as he got a glimpse of my face, ho

blazed away at me with his revolver, and you may rest
assured, I didn't stop to claim his acquaintance! Au, he
had a good chase after me, and I had a good. run and a good
laugh! When I returned to the city, I couldn't keep the
joke to myself; I had to tell Harpe, for which I was aftcr-~
wards sorry; for the. scurvy fellow, with a party of his coin-
panions, having met the poor little girl in the city after
Lyon had left, took advantage of her unprotected state and
followed her home, and would have intruded into her house,
if they had not been prevented by her servants."

'KReding," said Dick, gravely, "after what I have told
you of this young lady, I hope and trust that you will
abstain from ~peaking of her anywhere, and from doing
anything to ~tnnoy her at any time. In a word, I appeal to
your manhood, to treat her in all respects as you would
treat the most honored woman of your acquaintance."

'~' I never wished to do otherwise, and as I never expect
to see the little angel again, I shall never have a chance of
doing otherwise. But here, I declare, the day is breaking!
An~iW.9 ~opght tp do the same! Wake up, Harpe! Come!
Good-night, Imon4!"

And sothe party separated.
Dick Hammond ien~ajne4, walking up and down the

woorn in deep thought. 4~t Ien~tE l~p tp~k a sudden resolum.
tion~-.-to seek Drusilla.
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CHAPTER XL.

DICK S NEWs.

If Sorrow has taught me anything,
She hf.s taught me to weep for you,

If Falsehood has left me a tear to shed
For Truth, those tears are true..-OwEN MEREDITH.

THE greenness of the grass, the freshness of the flowers,
and the splendor of the sunshine, still lingered; the glori..
ous Indian summer still lived on through the gorgeous
month of October and even staid to welcome the arrival
of sad November.

At high noon, one day about this time, Drusilla was saun-
tering slowly through her garden, trying to gather strength
and comfort from the beauty and refulgence of the scene
and hour, when she suddenly heard the outer gate open.

She looked up to see the cause, and she started violently
and changed color; for she saw-

Mr. Richard Hammond!
He was now walking up the avenue t6w~rds the house.
On seeing him, her first natural emotion was that of

astonishment; her first clear impression was that he came
from her husband on some errand to herself. All in a tu-
mult of delight, she hastened to meet him.

"Mrs. Alexander Lyon, I believe," said Dick, at a hazard,
and respectfully raising his hat as he came on to 'greet her.

"Yes, that is my now name," answered the young matron,
with a smile and a blush of happiness, not of confusion, as
the questioner particularly noticed.

"I knew it!" he exclaimed, emphatically and involun-
tarily.

"Knew what? knew me?" she inquired, pleasantly.
"Of course you did. Why should you nob? It has been
but two years since we met. And I knew youat a glance.'.'

886 887
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"Very likely; for an old fellow like myself does not
change in two years, while a young lady like you grows up
and gets manied in the meantime, which makes some little
difference," answered Dick, archly, partly to cover his con-
fusion at having spoken his thoughts aloud, and partly to
procure her confirmation of what he firmly believed-name-
ly, that she truly or falsely imagined herself to be a wife.

"Oh, yes," she replied, still blushing and smiling, "Jam
married; and as yo~ know that fact, which you could have
learned only from my husband, of course you come from him.
He is well ?" she inquired, anxiety now betraying itself in
her look and tone.

"Quite well," said Dick, who was now beginning to feel
the embarrassment of the duty he had taken upon himself
todo.

"And you bring me a letter from him? I have been
looking for one by the mail; but I am glad he sent it by
you?"

Dick hesitated and looked confused.
"Give me my letter, please," she said, holding out her

hand with a smile.
"My dear Mrs. Lyon, I regret to say I have no letter for

you," he answered, as calmly a~ he could.
"No letter!" she repeated, with a look of disappoint-

ment; and, she sank down in the garden seat, because from
excess of emotion she was unable to stand. Then, soon
brightening up with newhope, she exclaimed-:-" Oh, then,
he has charged you with a message for me! Sit down
here and tell me all he says.~~

Dick took the offered seat, but remained silent.
"Now, then, Mr. Hammond, tell me! tell me quickly

what does Alick say? And, oh, forgive my impatience!
but it has been so long since I have heard from my hus-
band, and I have been so uneasy about him !" she said.
and hei~ hurried tone8, her eager face and trembling frame,
all betrayed the excess of anxiety that agitated her.

But Dick Hammond sat silent and immovable, cursing
the fate that had thrust upon him a duty he found so hard
to perform.

"Why don't you answer me? Why are you silent?
Why do you look so strangely, avoiding my eyes? What
is the matter? Oh, Heaven, what has happened?" she
cried, turning pale and beginning to twist her fingers.

"Mrs. Lyon," said Dick, with an effort, "I have
neither letter nor message from Alexander."

"Neither letter nor message from my husband? I
thought you came from him! I thought you came with
his sanction. Else why are you here at all ?" she asked,
shivering with a vague alarm.

"Madam!" cried Dick, jumping up, flushing red, and,
between his pity for her and his rage at Alick, losing all
his self-command; "Madam, I came here to tell you that
Alexander Lyon is a reproach to his name and to manhood!
and totally unworthy of your regard, or of the notice of
any honest woman!"

Drusilla was struck dumb.
For a few moments she gazed at him in blank wonder,

while he strode up al)d down the garden walk before her,
wiping his brows and trying to subdue his excitement.
Then she arose slowly, stretched out her arm, and pointing
to the outer gate said, quietly:

"Leave this place, sir.~~
He stopped in his furious walk and looked at her. She

had ceased to speak, but was still standing pale and grim
and pointing his way out.

He felt that ~e must keep his ground, and do his duty at
any cost. He ~as sorry that his own rashness had raised
obstacles in his path. He approached her and said:

"Madam, I take back my words. I beg your Vardon for
having uttered them. I will beg it on my bent knee to
content you. Forgive me, and consider my rash words un-
said."

4
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"Indeed, I know not how to forgive you.~~
"But when penitence is professed and forgiveness asked,

it is a Christian's duty to extend it," said Dick, appealing
to her conscience.

"Admit, then, that your words-.the injurious epithets
you dared to apply to my husband-were untrue."

"Do you, who have so much trust in him, need to be
assured that they were untrue?" inquired Dick, evasively.

"No, indeed, I do not. I know that Alexander Lyon is
the very soul of honor."

Dick bowed deeply and a little ironically, saying:
"But you require a fuller apology than I have yet

"I do."
"Well, I make it. I feel very sorry that I forgot myself

so far. as to use those terms in respect to the gentleman in
question. I take them back unreservedly, and I beg you,
as you are a Christian, to forgive me."

She bowed, still a little coldly, and then said:
"Sir, I know that you have come here this morning, if

not directly from my husband, at least in his interests, or
upon his affairs. If you are an authorized agent, pray ex-
plain the nature of the business that has brought you here."

Under the forced calmness of her words he perceived that
a terrible anxiety was torturing her soul. He answered
gently :~

"Madam, yes, I come here on, his affairs and in his in~
terests, since it is certainly important to him that he be
prevented from taking a certain step that he contem~
plates."

"What step is that?" she breathlessly inquired.
"~~Vill you permit me first to see you into the house?

The ~explanation I baird to make is not a pleasant one, and
you are already something overcome by what has passed.
You had better hear the rest of what I have to say in your
own parlor.~~

Drusilla hesitated. She still resented the words he had
used in reference to her husband, although he had recanted
and begged pardon; and for this reason she shrank from
taking him across~ the threshold of her house. But she re-
flected that, as he had assured her he came upon Alex-
ander's affairs and in his interests, she could do no less than
open her doors to his entrance.

"Come, then," she said, rising and leading the way into
the cottage.

She walked very fast, her impatience overcoming her
weariness.

She showed him into the drawing-room and signed him
into a seat, and sank herself down on a corner of the
sofa, for she was quite out of breath.

"Now, now, Mr. Hammond," she exclaimed, as soon as
she could articulate the words. "Explain yourself! I
know well, I knew from the first, that you did not come
here for the sole purpose of making me a call. I feel now
that the nature of your errand is painful. Tell it at once.
You must know that anything is better than suspense.

iDick attempted to answer, but looked in her face and
failed. It was as hard to obey her as it would have been
to gaze in the eyes of a lamb an&~slay it.

"Still silent?" she said, clasping her hands. "Ali,
Heaven, do not torture me so! I have suffered so much
already! so much, just Lord! I can bear no more! Tell
me your worst news at once, and kill me with it. It would
be mercy.~~

"Still, still, :Dick's answer, like Macbeth's amen, "stuck
in his throat."

"Oh, Heaven, what is this? Why don't you speak?
Alick I Alick! my husband! You said that he was well!
Yes, you said so! But they say of the dead that they are
~ she cried, clasping her hands, and in her excessive
alarm forgetting that Dick had certainly, in the early part
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of their interview, spoken of Alick as a living man about to
take an objectionable step.

Her complexion curdled into white and livid spots, her
features quivered with the intense agony of suspense, as
she stretched out her hands and gasped forth the word:

"Tell-.tell.--is Alick.-DEAD ?"

"No!" thundered Dick, emphatically, as he found his
voice, "he is not! No such good luck. The rope is not
ready for him yet," he added, under his breath.

She heard only the first words of his reply.
"Thank Heaven for that, at least. It is well to know

that. I think now II can hear everything else," she sighed,
as the tension of her nerves relaxed, and she sank down
among the cushions and closed her eyes. This reaction
from her illogical but deadly terror was so great, that she
nearly swooned. And now to feel certain that he was alive
and well seemed all sufficient for her satisfaction.

Dick did not disturb her by a word, look, or gesture. He
was pleased to put off the evil hour of explanation as long
as possible, even if it were to be forever; and he mentally
bemoaned the hardship of th~ duty he felt compelled to do
and he wished himself anywhere else but where he was.

In a few minutes Drusilla recovered herself, and with an
effort sat up and said:

"Mr. Hammond, you assure me that my husband is
alive and well; as indeed I ought to have known from your
previous conversation; only that in my sudden alarm I did
not remember it. I am not very rational, I think. But
now that my fears for his safety are set at rest, I do not
dread to hear any other ill news that you may have to tell
me. So speak out freely and without fear for me. I am
strong enough to sustain the shock of common calamities,"
she added, with a smile.

And in saying these words, she only thought of Mr.
Lyon's supposed lawsuit, "connected with his late father's

will," and she fancied that Dick had come to tell her of its
failure.

"Then I will do so, Mrs. Lyon.-Drusilla! I wish you
would let me call you so, as I used to do when you were a
little child," said Dick, gently and gravely.

"You may call me anything that my husband will
permit, Mr. Hammond. But until you have his sanction,
you must call me Mrs. Lyon."

"Ah, my dear child," said Dick, mournfully, "I fear that
is the very la~ name lie will be willing to accord you'

"What is ~6 that you say, sir? What do you mean?"

questioned Drusilla, in a low, breathless, hurried tone, as
with his words there rushed upon her mind the recollection
of her husband's cruel letter, in which he had declared his
union with her to be illegal, null and void, and to have
always been so. And now she instantly connected Ham-
mond's visit and his untold news with that letter and its
cruel communications. And she wondered if Dick knew
anything about Alick's supposed monomania; and if so,
whether he rightly understood it, or whether he was misled
by it.

As Dick did* not immediately answer her questions, she
spoke to him again.

"Why do you' not reply to me, Mr. Hammond?"
"Ah, my poor child! my dear child! you readily sur-

mised that I had painful matters to communicate, but you
never divined how painful," said Dick, sorrowfully.

"You alarm me, again. For Heaven's sake, speak and
shorten this torture," she pleaded.

"You believe yourself to be the wife of Alexander
Lyon?" said Dick, modulating his voice to a tone of the
deepest and most respectful sympathy.

"'Believe,' sir? I am so," answered Drusilla, drawing
herself up with a proud and confident smile.

"I feel assured that you think as you say. My long
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knowledge of you, my earnest esteem for you will not
permit me to question your good faith. But nay poor
Drusilla, my dear girl, I fear, I greatly fear that you are
mistaken."

"I am not, sir. I cannot be mistaken on such a subject,"
answered iDrusilla. And as all the deep dishonox implied
in the doubt rushed over her mind, her face and neck were
suffused with the crimson flush of wounded delicacy and
offended pride, and she added, "You must know sir, that
to question my wifehood is to insult me."

"Heaven is my witness, how far from~ my heart is the
wish to offend you, how profound and respectful is my sym-
pathy for you, and how deeply it pains me to give you pain.
But I must do my duty. Most willingly would I have
avoided this task, if I could have done so; but I could not.
And I come to serve and to save you, and one who is dearer
tome than all others besides," said Dick, earnestly.

"I think I know why you speak to me in this manner.
You have suffered yourself to be misled by the transient
imaginings of a monomaniac, who is so sane on all other
subjects, and with one exception so strong and clear in
judgment and understanding, that you have failed to dis-
cover his hallucination to be what it is. But I will soon
convince you that is is you who are mistaken, and not I,"
replied Drusilla, with much dignity.

And she drew from her bosom the little black silk bag,
took from it the small piece of paper and placed it in the
~hands of her visitor, saying:

"There, Mr. Hammond, read that, and confess that you
have alarmed yourself ,for nothing.

Dick, who had been listening to her and watching her in
wonder and curiosity, took the paper, and with a' bow, began
to examine it. As he read it slowly and attentively, he
gathered his brows into a thoughtful and troubled frown,
and as he finished it, he looked at her with a compassionate
expression and inquired:

" My dear child, how came this little document into your
keeping?"

"I. found it while clearing out Alick's dressing-glass
4rawer. .4nd as it was as much mine as his, and as he did
~not seem to set much value on it, judging by the place ia
which he left it, I took possession of it. And I am very
glad now that I have it to show you,~~ she answered, smil-.
ing confidently.

"Because you consider it a proof positive of your mar-
riage?" he inquired, gravely.

"Why, of course. And so it is," she exclaimed, triumph-
antly. "Why, look at it !- Read it! It is quite plain and
conclusive! A child could comprehend it ~ Don't you see
for yourself that this is the most positive proof of my mar-
riage that could possibly be produced?"

"No, Drusilla," he answered, mournfully, "I see nothing
of the sort. Quite the contrary."

"Then you don't understand English when you see it!"
retorted the sorely tried young creature, losing a little of
her saintly patience.

"I understand this, but too well !" replied Dick, grimly
regarding the documrn~t that he still held in his hand.

"In mercy's name, what do you mean now?~,
"I mean that this piece of paper proves no marriage.

It only indicates that at the time of its being filled out,
Lyon probably had sincere intention to marry you. But so
far from its being a proof of your marriage, as it lies here
before us, it affords an incontrovertible evidence that no
such marriage ever took place ~

"Come! what next, I wonder? Are you also a mono-
maniac on this subject? And is madness infectious? Jf
so, pray leave my presence before you inoculate me with
the same mania!"

"I would to Heaven that you were right and that I were
talking at random! But it is not so, Drusilla! 'I speak
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the words pf truth and soberness.' This document proves
that you were never married," *said Hammond, with as
much earnestness as sadness.

"You are raving! In the name of reason how can you
talk so frantically? ft/tat paper, of all things ~in the
worl(l, proves I never was married? Can any thing in the
universe prove that I was never married, when I know I
was? IL am not a fool, or a lunatic, or a visionary, to
imagine things that never happened. I saw and heard
myself married to Alick by a regularly ordained~ minister,
with a special license, and in the presence of a dozen
witnesses. You talk wildly, Mr. Hammond! Yes, and
very offensively!" sh6 added.

"I beg you to forgive me and to bear with me, Drusilla,"
he answered sadly, "but----"

"Call me by my husband's name! I have a right to
it!" interrupted the young matron, proudly, but mourn-
fully.

"Yes, Heaven knows that you have a right to it! The
holiest, if not the most lawful right, and I cannot refuse
it to you. But, Mrs. Lyon, as I told you, I caine here to
serve and to save you, if possible, wand also one who is
dearest of all to me; so in her service and in yours, I
must convince you of the truth of what I have just said,
however distressing it may be for me to press, or for you to
believe," said Dick, solemnly.

The earnestness and solemnity of his words deeply
impressed her. A new terror struck all the color from her
face-doubt, like the iron, entered her souls She gazed at
him transfixed.

"It is so," said Hammond, turning awa~y his eyes that
he might not meet the agonizing appeal in hers. "It is so.

You ought to be, but you are not the wife of Alexander
Lyon." is wife-not Alick's wife! Oh, Alick, Alick ! my~

1

own! my dear! my love! my husband! I am your wife!
I am-.-1 am!" cried the wronged and wretched young
creature, with a sob and a gasp, as she sank back among
her cushions.

Dick could have wept for company, but he only cursed
Alick and pitied her, while he watched and waited for her
to recover herself.

Ah! how many tears she had shed in her short married
life of less than a year!

Presently her~ anguish broke forth in a sharp and bitter
cry:

"Why, oh why, do you say such terrible things to me,
Mr. Hammond?"

"Because it is absolutely necessary that you should
know them," he answered, kindly.

"Have you no pity-none--that yow drive this sorrow
like a sword into my heart?" she cried.

"Heaven knows how much pity and how much respect I.
have for you," he said.

"Oh, what-oh what," she sobbed, wringing her hands
in her agony, "oh, what makes you say that I am not his
wife-not my dear Alick's wife? When I told you-I told
you how I was married; with a special license, by a regu-
larly-ordained minister, and in the presence of a dozen
witnesses? How cam you say, in the face of all this, that
I am not Alick's wife?"

"My dear Drusilla, on my honor as a gentleman, by my
knowledge as a lawyer, and on my faith as a Christian, I
assure you, that though your nuptial ceremony had been
pronounced by a bishop, and in the presence of a thousand
witnesses, the very existence of this little document as it
lies before us proves that ceremony to have been illegal and
of no effect."

She clasped her hands and gazed on him with such a look
of unutterable woe in her voice, that he could no more bear
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to'n3eet her eyes than could the heroes of old endure Me-
dusa's glance and live. 'Yet withal she was now very calm,
though with a calmness that was but a restrained frenzy;
but it must have deceived Dick as to her powers of endur-
ance, or he' would not have driven the spear' home to her
heart as in a few moments he did.

"And Alick knew this?" she asked.
"IL am not sure he knew it or thought of it on the

wedding-day. But I am sure that he knows it now,"
sighed Dick.

"And so his fancy was a fact after all; and he was no
monomaniac?~~

"No, he was no monomaniac," said Dick. "He was
only a scoukidrel," he a ded, under his breath.

"Alick knows this. Then this is the discovery he made
in March?"

"Probably, if he m~ade any."
* "He told me he had discovered then our marriage was
not legal. He has absented himself from me ever since~
Heaven help me! I thought he w~s suffering from a
hallucination that would pass away. And it was a
reality!"

"Yes, it was," said Dick, wondering at her apparent
composure and misled by it.

"But Alick will remedy the evil 'now. He will marry
me over again You know he will, Mr. Hammond?"

"I know he ~ught to do so; I know lie is bound by the
holiest obligations that can bind a man to do so; I know if
lie had one spark of honor in him he would do so; but I do
not believe he will," growled Dick.

"How dare you say that?"
"Because if he had the slightest intention of doing you

justice, he would never even dt~am of the step he is now
actually about to take, and of which I came here on pur-
pose to warn 'you."..

'"What step? You said something of this when you
first arrived. What is it?"

"A step which, (were you his wife, as you ought in jus-
tice to be) would take him across the threshold of a
state's prison, for it would be a feJony,~~ answered Ham-
mond, speaking distinctly and emphatically, and hoping
that she would understand him, and save him the pain of a
more particular explanation.

But she did not even suspect his meaning. She only
clasped her hands, and gazed at him with piteous and
beseeching eyes, and murmured:

"What is it? Speak plainly."
He turned away his head that he might not witness her

despair, as he replied:
"He is about to take advantage of the discovery he has

made by marrying Miss Anna Ly-"
His words were cut short by a piercing shriek that rang

like the cry of a lost soul' through the air. He started up
and confronted Drusilla.

She was standing before him, in motionless, speechless
anguish. Her face was blanched to the hue of death, her
eyes were dilated and strained, her hands were extended,
her form rigid. As one struck with catalepsy, for a moment
she stood thus, and then fell.

Hammond caught her before she struck the floor, and
laid her tenderly on the sofa, and then in great alarm, he
rang for assistance.

Her servants were at that hour gathered around the
kitchen table eating their dinner, and talking of the strange
visitor whom they had all seen enter the house in company
with their mistress. They ~heard the shriek that rang
through the air, followed by the loud peals of the parlor-
bell, and they started up in a body and ran to see what the
matter could be.

They found their mistress in a swoon on the sofa, aiid a
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strange gentleman standing over her, beside himself with
fear and grief.~

~For Heaven's sake do something. I fear Mrs. Lyon is
dyhig or dead!" he exclaimed.

"What caused it, sir?" demanded "mammy," putting
aside the intruder, and kneeling down to examine her
patient.

"I was so unhappy as to be the bearer of bad news to
her," Dick confessed.

"Then, sir you ought to a-knowed better than for to a-
told it to her in her state of health. it may a-killed her,"
said the nurse seVerely, as is the custom of her class in
rebuking the common enemy.

Dick looked guilty and wretched.
Pina pitied him.
"No, inamniy, it aint killed her-she aint dead; 'deed

she aint, rnamniy. She's only in one of her faint fits.
She's subject to 'em, mammy," said the girl.

"You hold your tongue, gal. What do you know?
Come here and help me to rub her li~nds. And Mr. Leo,
you go 'bout your business. What call you go to be poking
'round where there's a lady sick? And you, sir," said
mammy, tui~iing to the unhappy Dick, "now you's done
all the harm you can do, you go 'way too."

Dick turned a long, lingering look to the inanimate form
on the sofa, and then reluctantly followed his companion in
banishment from the room.

When they reached the hall, Leo politely opened the
front door for the exit of the visitor.

But Dick loitered.
"Come here, boy," he said, beckoning Leo close to his

side. "Is your mistress really subject to th~se swooning
fits?"

"Yes sir; and so has been ever since master took to his
ways," answered the boy, sulkily, because for the time
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being he hated all mankind, and, most of all, his master,
for his mistress's sake.

"What ways?" asked Dick.
"Gentlemen's ways, ~ growled Leo.
"But-she gets over these attacks?" asked Dick, anx-

iously.
The boy looked at the questioner askance, and answered,

ironically:
"No, Sir; slight as they is, she allus dies of 'em."
Dick smiled, even in the midst of his trouble, and said:
"Come, I pardon your impertinence for the sake of the

regard that I see you bear your mistress. Don't mock me
again, but answer me truly-these swoons are not danger-
ous, are they?"

"Well, sir, I don't think they is. The women allus gets
her out of 'em in an hour or so," said Leo, somewhat molli-
fied by the sincere interest this stranger took in his mis-
tress.

"Well, my boy, when your mistress is quite well, say to..
morrow morning, if she is well enough to be up, I wish you
to give her this packet," said Dick offering Leo a large,
long, well-filled yellow envelope.

Leo backed several paces, and put his hands behind
him.

"What's that for?" inquired the visitor. "Why don't
you take this ? "

"Is it a writ?" asked the boy.
Dick laughed now.
"No, stupid! I have been more used to having writs

served upon me, than to serving them upon others. Do I
look like a bum baillie?"

"No, sir."
"Well, then, take this and give it to your mistress when

she gets better."
25

14
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* 'But the boy backed farther, and kept his hands behind
him.

" Are you crazy? "asked Dick, impatiently.
"Ko, sir; but I want to know what is in that there

yeller hang-wallop, before I teaches of it to take it to'my
inist'ess, 'cause she's been put upon bad enough already, the
dear knows," said Leb, stubbornly.
* Mr. hammond good-humoredly opened' the yellow en-

velope, and for the boy's satisfaction displayed. its contents,
which consisted of two open letters, one sealed letter and a
newspaper.

"There," he said, as he replaced them, "you see there is
nothing very dangerous in the packet. It is for your mis-
tress's benefit that I wish to send it."

"Well, sir, I'll take it to her; and I hope, sir, you'll
'souse me for hanging back and doubting," s~id leo.

"Certainly; I' respect your scruples, and I like you all
the better for your fidelity to your mistress. And now,
listen. I want you to do something else fQr me."

"Yes, sir."
"You know the 'Drovers' Rest?'~~
"Is it that little shady inn on the road, just before you

turn into our woods, sir?~~
"The very same; it is the only inn within half a mile.

I' shall wait there until evening to hear how your mistress
is. Do you think you can slip across there to bring me
news of her this afternoon ?)~

"I'll try, sir-yes, sir, I'll come, sir," said the boy, first
hesitating, and then consenting.

"Thank you. Don't forget to do so," said Mr. Ham-
mond, dropping a small gold coin into Leo's hand, ai~d then
hurrying from the house.

CHAPTER XLI.

PROOFS.

Colkcealment is no more; facts speak
All circumstance that may compel
lull credence to the tale thcy tell,
And now her tortured heart and ear,
Hath nothing more to feel, or hear.-Byiieir.

IT was long, very long, before the most strenuous and
persevering efforts of her servants could bring the stricken
and unconscious sufferer back to consciousness. As always
before, the return to sensibility was but the return to
sorrow. But the nurse prepared a dose of morphine, and,
murmuring to her of her babe, persuaded her to tal~e it.
And soon she was buried in the blessed oblivion of sleep.

Lee sat over the kitchen fire, wishing~himself a man and
a white man, that he might avenge the wrongs of his wor-
shipped mistress. In his small way, very much as' the
child Willie DoRglas felt towards the beautiful and dis-
crowned Mary Stuart, felt this poor fellow towards the
wronged lady of his own allegiance. Late in the evening,
to him, sitting there, came Pin a.

"Well, and how is she now?" inquired the boy.
"Gone to bed. Mqmmy give her something to put her

to sleep. Mammy knows what to do. My goodness, Leo,
what a blessing it is that we fetched marumy to her I"

"Yes, indeed, that it was, Pina."
"And now you clear out here. I want to get some sup-

per ready for uxammy to eat. She hasn't had no dinner,
nor even a mortal bite since breakfast. My gracious, what
a tiresome thing it is to have a house always up side down
like ours. Just as if there was a~ somebody a being buried
or a being horned every day in the week! and all on
account' of that man I Yes, I will call him 'that man,' if
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I'm hashed for it !-that man! that man! that man!
there, now! And I don't see no use no men ever is, 'cept
'tis to ~make a fuss in the family!, And I know as the
Lord made the wimmin; but I believe in my heart and soul
the debil made all the men, jest to spile the Lord's work!
And I wish there wasn't a man in the world, 'cept 'tis you,
Leo, and Cousin Charley, and 'daddy! So there, now!
And now why don't you go 'bout your business and leave
me room to move 'round the range and get supper?"

Leo, with a certain sense of shame in belonging to that
offending and prescribed sex created by the devil for the
confusion of the world, gladly took himself out of the
kitchen and went to keep his appointment with his fellow
sinner.
* He found Mr. Richard Hammond in the little back par..
br of the suburban inn.

Dick' was seated at a table;' with writing materials, and
also, alas! with brandy, tobacco and pipes before. him.

"Your mistress?' I hope she is better?" exclaimed
Dick, eagerly, on seeing his messenger.

"Yes, sir; the wimmin, they have fetched her out'n her
faint fit all right, and they have put her to sleep comfort..
able," replied the boy.~

"Thank Heaven!" exclaimed Dick.
"Well, sir, that is all I have to tell you; and now, as I

may be missed, I think I had better hurry back," said
Leo.

"Wait; here is a letter I wish you to take to your mis-

"Another one, sir?" inquired the boy, distrustfully.
"Yes; but this letter is to prepare her for the receipt of

the packet.' I wish you to give her this letter~ first. And.
after she has read it, hand her the packet."

"Yes, sir."
"And 'here is your reward," said Mr. Hammond, putting

a piece of gold in the boy's hand.

"If you please, sir, I don't like to take any pay for serv-
ing of her," said Leo, hesitatingly.

"Nonsense! Take it for serving me, then," laughed
Dick, forcing the money upon the youth.

Leo pocketed the fee, and hurried home.
It was quite dark when he reached the house.
All that night mammy sat up and watched by the bed-'

side of her charge. Drusilla slept soundly and late.
All dreaded her awakening. But to the surprise and

relief of her attendants, she awoke quite calmly; though
whether her quietude was the lethargy produced by the eon-
tinued influence of the morphine, or whether it was the
apathy of despair, it was hard to tell. She permitted the
nurse to bathe her face and hands, and to smooth her hair.
She partook slightly of the light breakfast that was brought
her. But beyond these she scarcely moved, looked or spoke.
After an hour or two she intimated that she would rise; and,
with the assistance of her nurse, she got up, dressed herself,
and went to her easy chair. And there she sat, pale, mute,
and still as death.

"Mammy," whispered Pina, "speak to her-make her
talk. Indeed it scares me all but to death to see her that
a-way."

"Hush," muttered the nurse, "let her alone. 'It's ill
waking sleeping dogs '-which I mean to say, long as she's
quiet be thankful for it, and don't 'sturb her."

"But I'd rather see her cry, and scream, and rave, than
see her ~

"That's because you'~ a fool; for I hadn't, and that's a
fact, in her sitivation, 'too! Go 'long gal; what you
know ~"

Meanwhile, Leo watched for an opportunity to execute the
commission entrusted to him. He did not find one until
the afternoon, when mammy and Pina being seated at their
early dinner, sent Leo with an armful of wood up to the
lady's chamber to replenish the fii:e.

I



THE CHANGED BRIDES. PROOFS. 407
When the boy had done that duty, swept u~ the hearth,

and replaced the shovel an4 tongs, he turned to where his
mistress sat, in her chair, pale, silent, and motionless as a
statue, and he drew the letter from his~ pocket, and offered
'her, saying, respectfully:

"From the gentleman who was here yesterday, ma~am.~~
Drusilla mechanically took the letter, and stared blankly

at the boy for a moment.
"Where 'did you get this?" she inquired, as she broke

the seal; and her voice sounded strangely to her attendant
as she asked the question.

"From the gentleman who was, here yesterday, ~~'am,
as I said," repeated Leo.

"Is he here to-day?"

"When then did ~you get this?"
"Yesterday, ma'am, before he left the neighborhood,"

answered the boy.
IDrusilla read the letter. It was directed very formally

to Mrs. Alexander Lyon, Cedarwood Cottage. It ran thus:

DROVERS' REsT, Tuesday Evening.
1~fr DEAREST LADY.-As the executioner, kneeling, begs

pardon of the victim he is about to slay, so humbly at your
feet I would implore forgiveness for the blow I am fated to
strike you, as well as for all the pain Ihave already been
forced to give you. But after having stated some strange
facts to you, I feel bound to prove the truth of my state-
ment. The bearer of this will also deliver to you certain
papers, to which I beg leave to call your particular atten-
tion. Your own pure spirit will teach you how to act in
the premises. And now, my dear Mrs. Lyon, I can not
close this letter without entreating you to remember, and to
take comfort' in the remembrance, that in this great trial of
yours you are only the sufferer, not the sinner; that in the

judgment of all good and honorable people y~u will be held
blameless. And as for myself, here in all honesty of pur..
pose, as in the sight of heaven, I offer you my utmost ser-
vices. All that a brother might do for a beloved sister, or a
father for an idolized daughter in her distress, I will do for
you. I and all I possess shall be at your commands; and
my business and my pleasure shall at any time give way to
your requirements of me. A letter~ directed to me at 1~he
general post-office, Washington, will always find me, where-
ever I may be, and aLways as Your respectful friend,

RICHARD HAMMOND.

Drusilla read this letter, and with a sigh, but without a'
syllable, she laid it. aside, and held out her hand to Leo,
saying:

"Give me the other papers.~~
The boy drew from his pocket the large, yellow envelope,

and delivered it to her.
She opened it and emptied out its contents. The first

that caught her eye was a newspaper with a marked passage
in it. She took it up. It was the Valley Courier, a little
local journal published in the county town near the country-
seat of General Lyon. And the marked passage was as
follows:

MARRIAGE n~ HIGH LIFE.-We understand that Alexander
Lyon, Esq., of Crow Wood, only SQU and heir of the late eminent
Chief Justice of that name, is about to lead to the hymeneal altar
his cousin, the beautiful and accomplished Anna, the grand-
daughter and sole heiress of the veteran General Lyon, of old Lyon
Hall and of Revolutionary celebrity. The engagement has been of
long standing, the nuptials having been twice arrested by the hand
of death. ~ow however, we are happy to learn that, both at Crow
Wood, the seat of the bridegroom, and at Old Lyon Hall, the
home of th~ bride, the' most splendid preparations are on foot in
honor of the joyful occasion.

Drusilla read this article and, without a word of com-
ment; a movement of feature, or a change of color, she put it
down and took up a letter with a broken seal. She unfold-

I
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ed and read it~ It was from General Lyon to Richard
Hammond.

Otn LYOI'~ HALL, NOV. 1,18-;
Mx DEAR DICK :-Alick ~and Anna are to b~ married

on Thursday, the fifteenth instant. And now, my dear boy,
I wish you, with your accustomed frankness and good
humor, to "let by-~ones be by-gones," and to come down

~ be present at the wedding. I know it will be painful
to you; but brave men do not shrink from pain. And,~
Dick, you know that there are but four of us left out of all
the old stock.-Dick, Alick, Anna and me. I have long
passed the threescore and ten years allotted as -the natural
term of a man's life, and so may daily look for my summons
hence. Dick, Alick and Anna seem to me as my own
children. Dick, you have never in your life pleased me
with one single sight of your face at Old Lyon Hall. I
know why you have kept away, my boy. But now I trust
yon will conquer your reluctance and come, rather than
grieve the soul of Your loving uncle, LYON.

Still without a syllable of complaint, or a variation of
complexion, she let this letter flutter down from her hand,
and she raised the sole remaining one.

This. wasp a sealed envelope, directed to herself. She
broke the seal and found an old and closely written commu-
nication from General Lyon to Richard Hammond, which
it is unnecessary to give here at length. It was very
necessary, however, for Drusilla.'s knowledge of the whole
truth that she should read every line of it. So at lea~t
thought Dick, and therefore he had sent it to her with the
others, but sealed, lest other eyes should see it~ meaning.
In this letter General Lyon spoke of the long season in
Washington during which himself, Alick, Anna and Dick
were always together. And thus D~usilla, for the first

*

time, learned the true nature of that "business connected
with his late father's will" which had taken Alexander
daily and nightly from her side. And now she discovered
the double dealing and the deep dishonor of the man she
called her husband.

She dropped this last letter, and it fell at her feet. Her
face turned no pale; because in fact it was already as pale
as it could, possibly be, and* had not a vestige of color to
lose.

She had already suffered so much, so much that it seemed
impossible for her' to suffer more. Blow after blow had
fallen with cruel weight upon her young heart, until it
seemed benumbed..

Besides, what had she learned now worse than that
which she had known and wept for many days-his
treachery to her? Only through the numbness of her
heart) and the dullness of her head, one feeling and one
thought clearly and strongly moved-that his marriage
with Miss Lyon must be arrested and he himself saved
from this last culmination of his criminal career.

The extremity of sorrow, when it does not destroy life or
reason, always strengthens the character. Such must have
been its effect upon Drusilla to enable her to rise above her
misery and her weakness, with the fixed determination to
go in person to' Old Lyon Hall, for the purpose of prevent-
ing that "MARRIAGE IN HIOH LIFE" which the Valle~i
Courier had announced to the world with such a grand
flourish of editorial 'trumpets.
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CHAPTER XLIL

I~RU8ILLA'S DESTINATION.

One human hand my own to take,
'One hnman heart my own to raise,

O~'e loving bum~n voice to break
The' silence of my days.

Saviour, it: this wild prayer be wrong
And what I seek I may noV find,

Oh. make more hard, and stern, and strong
The framework of my mind I~.-Own~ MaREDITE.

I
Hivn~ finished reading allthe letters and papers that

had been submitted to her examination, in proof of theper-
fidy of her husband, Drusilla sat on, for a few m6~nents,
pale, still, and mute. She would not weep now-~--the foun-
tain of her tears was dry' at last. She could scarcely feel.-...
her heart was stunned almost to insensibility.

Now she knew the very worst. Now she could net doubt
1~hat her husband had deserted her an~ that he meditated
the crime of marriage with his cousin Anna.

Yes, the crime!
For, notwithstanding all that Richard Hammond had

said and thought to the contrary, she knew that she herself
Dot only ought to have been, in right-but really was, in
fact.-the ~true wife of Alexander Lyon; and that it was
but a slight legal infor~nality, unsuspected by her and even
by him at the time of their marriage, of which he was now
about to. avail himself, in breaking the sacred bonds that
bound him to his young wife, in order to unite himself to
his wealthy cousin. ~he knew tbat this intended act would
be a sin, and she feared that it might be construed into a
felony. There was an ugly word in the dictionary called

~'~' bigamy," and its penalty was uglier still-.the state's
prison. To save Alexander in his moral insanity, from
such guilt and such degradation, she resolved to go to Old
Lyon Hall and stop the intended marriage, even though
the adventure should cost her her life.

DRUSILLA' S DESTINATION. 411,

'"And the wedding is to be celebrated on the evening of
the fifteenth, and this is the morning of the fourteenth, and
I have but little more than twenty4our hours to do all that
must be done to save him U' she said, speaking her mind
aloud, to the infinite surprise and alarm of Leo, who was
still standing before her and who now looked as if he
thought his mistress had gone crazy,'-and "well she
might," liesaid to himself, as he gazed on her where she
sat with her hands clasped to her temples.

Drusilla reflected intently for a few moments. There
were several ways of reaching Old Lyon Hall,.-one was to
go by steamer down the Potomac to Chesapeake Bay and up
James River to the Stormy Petrel landing, and then by
turnpike to the Porcupine Mountain; another was to~take
the railway train from Alexandria to Richmond, and then
the stage-coach across the country. Both these routes were
favored by the Lyon family when they had leisure and were
travelling for recreation. Bi.it both required two days of
travel.

Drusilla saw that she must take the, third, which was the
shortest if the roughest route-the old ljne of stages
coaches running between Washington city and Western
Virginia. It is true this road was very dangerous, especi-
ally at night. It crossed the Blue Ridge, the Shenandoah,
and the Alleghany mountains. It wound around terrible
heights where there were many hundred feet of perpendic
ular rock above and below, with little width of way between.
Once in a while you heard of a coach being crtished by the
fall of the rocks from above, or dashed to pieces by going
over the side of the precipice. Upon the whole this was
not a favored route with travellers who coukl avoid it. But
Drusilla resolved to take it because it was the shortest to
her place of destination, and in less than twenty-four houra
it would take her. to a little mountain hamlet within ten
miles of Old Lyon 'Hall. True, she might meet with an

I
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accident on the road, but if she should lose her life she
might serve Alick by that means as well or better than by
pm'v'enting his marriage with Anna, since if she (iDrusilla~
were dead, that marriage would be no longer criminal.

"~Leo," she inquired, looking up at the anxious boy,
"what is the hour?"

Leo glanced at the ormolu clock on the mantle-piece, and
answered:

It is nearly one, ma'am."
"Do you know what time the. night-coach for Western

Virginia leaves Washington?"
"I don't know what time it leaves Washington, ma'am,

but it passes through Alexandry at five."
"Then it must start at about three or half past. Leo!

hurry down stairs; tell your mother and Pina to come to
me immediately. Then go to the stable and put the horses
to the carriage, and prepare yourself to drive me to town,
and be as quick as you possibly can; do you hear?"

"Yes, ma'am,~~ answered the amazed boy, making his
awkward bow, and going on his errand.

Drusila, with a marvellous new life in her system; arose
and went to her bureau drawers and began hastily to select
certain indispensable conveniences for her journey, and to
pack them into a travelling bag.

Alit at that moment,. and under those circumstances,
what painful feelings that pretty Turkey morocco bag awak-
ened; for "sorrow's crown of sorrow is the memory of hap-
pier days."

The bag had been given to her fir8t, by old Mrs. Lyon,
when that lady had hoped to take her favorite down to old
Lyon Hall to the wedding of Alick and Anna. And well
Drusilla remembered how much she was pleased with the
gift that combined beauty with utility; how much she
admired its construction, with its various pockets and
recesses for the reception. of all sorts of ti~avelling necessa-
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ries. But she never went down to that wedding, which
never took place, as you already know.

Next, nearly two years afterward, she had packed this
very bag for her journey to meet Aliok and to be married to
him, herself.

And now she was packing it to go and prevent his mar-
riage with his cousin. Truly, the little bag was associated
with weddings for good or ill.

While Drusilla was stowing away combs, brushes, soap,
cologne, napkins, handkerchiefs, chamber-slippers, etc., into
her travellir~g-bag, and reflecting on all its happy and un-
happy associations, she was interrupted by the hasty en-
trance of Pina and Pina's maminy, both with their eyes
wide open in astonishment; for Leo had startled them both
with the announcement that his mistress had ordered the
carriage quite suddenly to go the city..

"And now, ma'am, what is all this, .to be sure?~~
inquired "mammy," with the authority, not to say the
insolence, belonging even to the best of her sisterhood.

"What is what, nurse?" questioned Drusilla, with calm
dignity.

"That boy-which I believe he's lying, and if he is I
will chastise him well for it-says how you has ordered the
carriage to go to Washington immediate; which I know,
ma' am, you would never think of doing nothing so unpin-
dent; and I'll giye it to Leo well for scaring of me with
his ~

"Leo has told you no falsehood. I have ordered the
carriage to take me to the city," said Drusilla, calmly.

"Well, ma'am, I hope you'll follow my 'vice and think
better of it, and do no s~ich indiscreet thing," said mammy,
grimly.

"I have no choice, nurse. This is not with me a matter
of will, but of necessity. I must go to Washington to take
the night coach for Western Virginia.~,

'H
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At this announcement, mainmy stared for a moment in
speechless consternation. Then lifting both her hands, she
exclaimed:

"To take the night coach for Wes' Wirginy! Well,
Lord! And. is you crazy?"*

"No, not crazy; though I know how strange my purpose

must seem to you,"~ answered IDrusilla, q~iietly, as she folded
some white linen collars, and placed them in her bag.

"And DOES you know the dangers?"
"Of the road? Well, 1 recollect that there was a coach

upset on the Hogback Mountain, and nine passengers killed
or wounded, only last spring."

"I don't mean the road, though that's as bad as bad can
be, to my sartain knowledge, which has travelled of it once.
I mean your siteration, there! do you know the dangers of

that, a bumping and a thumping, and a tumbling and a
rumbling over them rocky roads? I say, do you know the
dangei~s of that?"

"No, I don't, nurse; I only know that whatever they are,
I must face. them," said IDrusilla, so calmly and so firmly,
that the old woman knew at once that it would be utterly
vain to try to turn her from her purpose.

"But, for goodness sake, why must you go?"
"From imminent necessity, ~iurse, tbat I can't stop now

to explain. I wish you to be kind enough to pack up under
clothing and other necessaries enough to last me a week.
Pina, empty the little red trunk and bring it here to
nur5e."

"But, for patience's sake, whar is you going, ~
"I am going to see my husband."
"You are going to your death!"
"Perhaps. If so, I shall serve him just as well," mur-

mured Drusilla, in a low tone.
"But, child, tell me, what's the great 'cessity? What

for must you go to see your husband sich a long distance
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over sich roads in your siteration, and to the rist of your
life?"

"He is-in imminent danger," said Drusilla, evasively.
"Lor'! and that was the bad news as that gentleman

brought you?"
"Yes, it was."
"And it overcome you so! Well, Lord! to think of

the tender heart! But what is the matter of him, honey?
-pleurisy, I shouldn't wonder! That's most in general
what ails people this time of the year. Is it pleurisy,
honey?"

"No, not that; ~but do not stop now to ask questions. I
have no time to answer them. Here is Pina with the
trunk. And here are my keys. Go to my wardrobes and
bureaus, and select what is needful for my journey. And
pray be quick about it, for F have no time to lose."

"Well, but honey, hear me for one minute first. It may
be that he is very ill, but he may~get over it, 'out your
gwine to see him. Yes, and if you go, he may get well and
you may die. And anyway, I don't see the use of two. lives
and maybe three lives listed instead of o~. Take my vice,
honey, and stay quietly at home."

"Nurse, listen. I should suffer a thousand times more
in mi'nd to stay here, than I possibly could to go the journey
that I have fully resolved to take," said Drusilla.

"Well, honey, in either case your life must be rested, I
suppose; and of course you have got a right to take your
choice how it shall be listed. So now, all I go4 to do is to
make your journey as comfor'ble as I can."

"Thank you. That is indeed all that you van do," said
Drusilla.

"But mind, honey, I gwine lonty with you," said mammy,
with grim resolution.

"You? You going, nurse? I have not asked you!,,
exclaimed IDrusilla, in astonishment.

if
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"No, honey, you haven't axed me; which I believe you
never even thought of so doing. But if you must travel-.-.
by night, too-.-surely you'd never think of travelling alone
in your state of health."

"That is true-I never thought of it."
"Which it seems to me 'you never do think of yourself,

honey."
"But it is a hard journey for you to undertake. Would

not Pina do as well to go with me?"
"Hi, honey, what good IPina going to be, case you taken

ill on the road? No, child, long as you will go, you must
consent to take the ole 'oman along to look after you."

"I believe you are right; quite right; and I thank you
very much. But now you must let Pina pack that little
trunk for me, while you go and get ready to attend me."

7' And be very quick, nurse. See, it is half-past one. It
will take us an hour to ride to Washington, and I wish to
be there by three o'clock, so as to make sure of the coach."

"All right, ma'am. I will be ready in half an hour."
And the old woman hurried away, not ill pleased to vary

the monotony of her life at Cedarwood by a journey, this
fine weather, into the mountainous regions of Virginia. It
is true that this was a measure she would not have recom-
mended to her patient; but, since that lady was resolved
upon it, "mammy" made the best of it, and determined to
draw what good she might out of the change of scene and
circumstances.

Iii just ten minutes mammy returned to the room, dressed
for her journey, and equipped with a carpet bag that con-
tained all her travelling belongings.

"You have been very quick," said Drusjlla, approv-
ingly.

"Yes, honey; which it is my pride and ambition always
so to be. I had half an hour; 'that's thirty minutes-three

I
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times ten. The first ten minutes I gives to getting myself
ready. Now, the next ten minutes I gives to something
else," said mammy, speaking hastily, and, while speaking,
drawing from a closet a small red morocco trunk, which she
proceeded to pack with a full supply of body linen and all
the necessaries of a baby's first toilet, setting the baby's
basket in the tray in the top of the trunk.

"What is all that for?" inquired Drusilla, who was
busy hooking up her travelling dress.

"Never you mind, honey. You go on a fixing of your-
self, and leave me alone. And there, the second ten
minutes is up!" said the old woman, as she fastened down
and locked the trunk.

"But what is that for?" persisted Drusilla.
"Lor', honey, does you forget? There's three of us

going this journey. And that trunk is for the third one.
And now I have got only the last ten minutes left, and I
must give that to something else still," said manimy, as she
flew down stairs.

Meanwhile Drusilla, while putting on 'her cloak, bonnet
and gloves, gave IPina many charges about the care of the
house, the birds, the 'dogs, and all the pets of the establish-
ment, which would be in her charge during the absence of
the mistress.

And Pina 'promised the utmost fidelity; but begged her
lady to order Lee ~to sleep in the house, because she, Pina,
would be afraid to sleep there alone.

Drusilla had but just promised this, when "mammy" re-
appeared with a large and well-filled luncheon basket.

"How thoughtful you are. And how thankful I ought
to be~ that I have you to think for me and to take care of
me at this crisis," said Drusilla, with feeling.

"Lor', honey, what's the use of my having lived fifty
year in this world if I aint thoughtful? And what call
you to be thankful to me, for doing of that which it is my

26
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lxunden duty to do, seeing I'm paid for it?" replied
mammy, laughing, for her spirits were rising with the ex~.
citement of the journey before her.

"Ah, nurse, there are some services that cannot be pur.
chased or paid for, and yours are of that sort."

"Not a bit, honey. And now the time is up and we's
all ready. And here's everything you can possibly ~rant.
And Leo, he told me to tell you as the carriage was wait~
ing.

"Thank you; we will go then."
"Yes, honey.-And, now, Pina, you be good gal and

take care of the house while your missus is gone," said
the nurse, turning to her daughter.

"Yes, mammy. When will missus be home?"
"When you sees her, you fool; and not a minutesooner.

And mind you have everything ready for her when she
comes; fire made in her room and all; mind that, or it
will be the worse for you."

"Yes, mammy."
Drusilla gave a last glance around the room, so full of

pleasing and painful memories....-the room which she felt she
might never see again; and then, silently commending her.
self to Providence, she left it and led the way down stairs.

The carriage stood ready; the luggage was piled o.n
behind. Leo had the door open and the steps down. Dru..
silla entered, followed by her nurse. Both took a kind last
leave of Pina, who thrust her head and hands in at the
window for the purpose. And Leo cracked his whip and
started his horses.

CHAPTER XLIII.

THE DREARY NIGHT RIDE.

Her brain is sick with thinking,
Her heart is almost sinking,
She caj~uot look before her,

On the evil haunted way
Uphold her, oh restore her 1

~IL1f 35.
Thou Lord of life and day.-MONO2~ON

A FEW minutes after three o'clock, the carriage contain-
ing Drusilla and. her attendant stopped before the office of
the Washington and. Western Virginia line of stage
coaches.

In great anxiety, Drusilla drew up the carriage curtain
and looked out of the window.

There was no sign of ~ coach near the office.
"It is gone, it is gone," she cried, clasping her hands in

despair. "It is gone and I know I can never reach the
place in time to save him!,,

"Now don't you take on so, ma'am, that's a dear child.
The coach mayn't have come yet, much less gone," said
mammy, soothingly.

Meanwhile the porters about the office had come forward
and commenced unstrapping the baggage from behind.

Leo jumped off his seat and came and opened the car-
riage door and let down the steps.

"Is it any use to alight, Leo?. Is not the coach gone?"
sighed the lady.

"Lor',~'no, ma'am-it haven't gone out of the stable yet.
We've lots of ~

"Oh, thank heaven 1', exclaimed Drusilla, in a tone of
great relief.

Mammy gabliered up her carpet bag, umbrella and big
shawl-all carried for her mistress's accommodation and
not for her own-and prepared to alight.
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"Here, boy, you let me get out first, so I can help the
madam," she said, handing a part of her paraphernalia to
her son, and then clumsily but safely tumbling herself
down to the sidewalk.

"Take care, mammy,~~ said the boy, when all the danger
was 'over.

"Kow, that job's done! I'm allus thankful when I can
get out'n a carriage without hurting of myself or breaking
anything. And now, honey, let me help you out. Be
careful, child," she said, holding her arms forth to receive
her charge.

"Stand aside, please," smiled Drusilla; and then, rather
than avail herself of mammy's dangerous assistance, she,
alighted without aid, and immediately entered the office,
calling Leo to attend her.

Seeing a lady's waiting-room back of the office, she gave
her purse 'to Leo, telling him to go to the clerk and secure
their seats; but. then, as the sudden thought that they
might all be already taken flashed into her mind, she
hurried after the boy uj~ to the clerk's desk and eagerly
inquired:

"Have you any seats left in the coach now about to
start?"

"Yes, Miss; lots. We have nine inside, and only one
'taken."

"Then I will take two at once," said Drusilla, with
another sigh of relieved anxiety.

"Four, master, if you please; we'll take four. All the
back seats and one of the others," said mammy.

"What is that for?" hastily whispered Drusilla.
""Cause, child, you can't sit up all night. You must lie

down, and you must, have all the back seats tv lie on like a
sofy, you know," whispered maminy, in reply.

"How 'many seats will you take, Miss?" inquired the
clerk, who had looked on, pen in hand, while this low-toned
consultation was going forward.
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"Four," answered Drusilla. "And my servant here will
settle for them. Come, nurse, leave Leo to finish this
business, and attend me to the ladies' room."

"Yes, honey, in one minute. I just want to stop here
and see the back seats secured all for you, all together, to
lie down on. 'Twould be no use for you to have three
seats 'stributed all about the coach, for how could you 'dine
on them? Leave me to 'range for you, ma'am."

"Very well, nurse, do as you think best," said Drusilla,
passing on to the back room.

There was a side window, opening upon an alley leading
to the stables where the coaches were kept.

Drusilla perceived this, and seated herself by the window
to watch for the coming of the night coach. She was in
such a state of feverish anxiety, that she could not rest.
True, two great causes of uneasiness were removed. She
was in time for the coach, and she could get seats enough;
but still, in her eager impatience, she could not be at peace,
and she longed to be on her journey, to feel herself whirled
swiftly onward towards the place she was so ardently desir-
ous to reach.

Presently she was joined by mammy, who dropped her
fat self down upon a chair, making it creak under* her
weight, and said, triumphantly:

"Well, honey, it's all right, and you'll travel as easy as
if you was a lying on your own sofy! I left that boy Leo
to watch the luggidge."

"I'm very much obliged to you; but at the same time,
if the coach should be full, and any one should want two
of my places, they must have them," said Drusilla.

"Must they? What's the use o' our paying for them, if
it wasn't to keep out all 'truders that did come? If the
coach wasn't going to be full, we needn't a paid for no extra
seats, seeing as we might a had 'em for nothing, ma'am.
And don't you think 'so much of other people. Think a
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little more of yourself, ma'am. Take a little bit of pity on
yourself, which you never does, though the Lord knows you
needs it."

'Mamrny's discourse was interrupted by music as delight..
ful to the eager ears of Drusilla as the sublimest strains of
Handel..-.-the rumbling of the stage-coach as it rolled out of
the stable yard, and whirled around the corner and drew up
before the office door.

i~rusilla was on her feet in an instant.
"Now don't be in such a hurry, ma'am. You I~e quiet.

Dless you, it will be some time yet before it starts.
They've got all the luggidge to put up yet. Leo, he'll call
us when it's time .to get in."

With a sigh Drusilla dropped into her seat. Moments
seemed hours, and hours months to her, until she could
roach old Lyon Hall and prevent the consummation of her
.Alick's meditated crime.

At length the long wished for signal came. Leo looked
into the room, touched his hat, and said:

"Coach ready, ma'am."
Drusilla arose in haste and excitement.
Leo loaded himself with the light luggage.
Mammy drew her big blanket shawl about her, and so

they went out of the office.
"Leo, my goo4 boy, take great care of yourself and your

sister, and of the house and the animals, while I am gone,"
said the lady.

"Yes, ma'am; you may trust me for that," answered the
boy, very earnestly.

"And Leo, mind, go to the office every day; and if you
find letters for me, put them in the directed and stamped
envelopes I gave you, and post them with your own hand-.-
do you hear?~~

"Yes, ma'am, and will be sure to remember," said Leo,
almost weeping.
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She shook hands with her servant, and sent her love by
him to Pina, and bade him good-bye.

In another moment Drusilla and her attendant were in
the coach-the only passengers there.

Drusilla sat reclining in the corner of the back seat, but
mammy, who had not yet seated herself, was fussing about,
stowing away s*uch portable luggage as they had brought
in their hands.

"There, honey!" she said, as she placed a carpet bag in
the other corner of the seat, where her lady sat, and spread
a soft shawl doubled over it, "there, that will be a tolera-
ble pillow for you when you want to lay down. And here's
another shawl that'll do to spread over you. And I reckon
I might's well take the lunching basket and umbrella on to
the seat with me. And, dear knows, it looks as if we was
going to have all the coach to otrrselves, any way; so we
had no call to pay for so many seats we might a..had for
nothing."

While mammy rambled on in this manner, apparently
for no ether purpose than the pleasure of hearing the sound
of her own voice, Drusilla sat gazing out of the window at
her own pretty little carriage, with her faithful boy perched
upon the coachman's seat. Poor Leo. was waiting to see
his beloved mistress off before leaving the spot.

"And now let me see-whar shall I put this 'ere bundle
so I won't forget it? And here, ma'am, you better take
this purty little reticule o' yours in with you, 'cause "

~ said Drusilla, drawing in her head, "you had
better sit down and be still. The coach is about to start."

"Yes, ma'am, so I will, soon's ever I find a convenient
place for these gum shoes in case we have to get out in the
wet, 'cause you see, honey-"

The sudden starting of the coach stopped mammy's ora-
tion short by jerking her forward upon her hands and knees.

"Lor' a massy upon me! This is a pretty beginning,
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i8ii't it now? if it's all going to be like this!" grumbled
inammy, as she gathered herself up, and reeled to and fro
with the swinging action of the coach before she 'could
recover her equilibrium and take her seat.

Drusilla, who was looking out of the window, and waving
her hand in a last adieu to her poor devoted servant, did
not perceive mammy's summersault or her complaints.

The coach swur~g on at a fearful rate until it reached
Fourteenth street, where it stopped at the great hotel there.

"I aspects here's where they're gwine to pick up the other
passenger, which sorry enough am I for it as ai.iybody else
should be intruding upon us," said mammy, ' folding her
arms and sitting up as if she liad been in her ~wn private
equipage.

Rut Drusilla lay back in her corner, not even caring
enough about her unknown fellow passenger to turn her
eyes towards the sidewalk.

A tall young man, wrapped in a dark eloak, with its
collar turned up around his face,' azpl wearing a cap pulled
low over his brow, came out of the hotel, follq~wed by a*
porter with some luggage.

The luggage was put into the boot behind. The young
man climbed up on top.

* "Oh, a oi.~itside passenger, after all, thank goodness,"
said .mam iniy, reposing herself cautiously back upon the
cushions to avoid another jar as the horses started.

The coach thundered down Fourteenth street south, and
onward until it reached the foot of the Long Bridge, where
'it slackened speed, as "the law directs."

Ah, heaven! what pleasing, painful memories were
awakened in the poor child's mind and heart by the sight
of this old bridge.

Upon just such a day and hour as this she had crossed it
for the first time. Then as now, the gorgeous crimson rays'
of the afternoon sun blazed down upon the river, and the
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wintry wooded shores were reflected in deep shadoWs along
the reddened waters. Then as now, the scene was trans-
figured by the hour into supernal beauty and glory.

But them she was a newly made and blessed bride,
seated by her' husband's side and going Lo share his home
and bless his life.

Scarcely eleven months had passed, and now, now she
was recrossing the same river, gazing on the same scene, at
the same hourr-a deserted wife though an expectant
mother-a nearly heart-broken woman because an accusing
spirit, going to confront her husband, and confound his
criminal plans. And at this hour on the morrow, where
should she be? At Old Lyon Hall, bringing exposure and
shame upon her guilty but still dear Alick-bringing mor~
tification and sorrow to his expectant young bride-spread-
ing consternation and gloom among the gay wedding
guests. Could she bear to do this? But perhaps at this
hour to-morrow she might be dead and " past her pain,~~
for who could say whether she would have strength to live
through the terrors of the scene she was so resolved to
brave?

Her mournful reverie was inter by mammy. The
slow motion of the coach was favorable to conversation, and
manimy loved to let her tongue run.

"You see that sunset, don't you, ma'am?" asked the old
woman, pointing to where the sun was slowly sinking
behind some long black clouds that lay along the summits
of the western hills.

"Yes, I see them."
"That means bad weather, nia'am. All the good Indy

summer goes down with that sun, ma'am. You may take
my~'sperience for that. We gwine to have rain and wind,
and may be snow and sleet; For my part I pray to the
Lord as we may reach our journey's end before it comes too
severe. When does you expect to get there, ma'am ?."
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"Some time to-morrow afternoon or evening; I do not
exactly know the hour."

The coach reached the western terminus of the bridge,
passed quietly through it, and then rapidly increasing its
speed, thundered onward over the rough old turnpike road.

Trees, houses, farms, forests flew past as the coach
whirled onward up hill and down dale, until it reached
Alexandria.

It drew up in the midst of the old town, before its office,
took the address of the single passenger for whom it was
directed to call, changed horses for a fresh start, and swung
around into Duke street.

What was it here that suddenly aroused Drusilla from
her painful absorption in her own troubled thoughts?

The coach drew up 'before the house in which she had
been married!

She let down her veil, and, growing rapidly red and pale
with excitement, looked out.

Soon the door opened, ana the young minister-the very
one who had performed her marriage ceremony-~oame out,
carpet-bag in hand, and shawl over his shoulders.

"You see I am quite punctual," he said, speaking to the
gentleman passenger on top.

The other did not reply, but probably made a sign, for*
the minister nodded pleasantly, saying:

"Yes. I am coming up there to sit by you. Besides,
the night is so fine it would be a pity to box one's self up
inside."

And with this the reverend traveller clii~bed to his
place, and the coach started.

Drusilla sat back in her corner and drew aside her veil.
Then she saw at the same moment mammy draw her head
in from the other~window and raise her eyes with a look of
astonishment.

"Well, if that don't beat Injuns!"
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"What, nurse?" inquired Drusilla.
"Why, honey, that gentleman as has just got up on top,

is the Reberend Mr. Hopper."
"You have known hii~, then," said Drusilla, with awak-

ened interest.
"Hi, honey, why wouldn't I know my own pastors and

masters and sponsors in baptism? Sure I does know him,
good too. Didn't I sit underneaf of his preaching ebber
since here he's been till I come to lib long o' you? What
you talking 'bout, honey? I knows him good as I do my
own chillun."

"Is he an Alexandria man?"
"Oh br, no, honey, not he! He comes from the northud

and hasn't been in these here parts moren' a year; no, nor
come to think of it, that long, nyther; 'cause I 'members
well, he come the first of k*t Janivary as ebber was.".

"Then," thought Drusilla to herself, "he could not have
been but a few days in the State before he married Alick
an4 me." And speaking aloud, she asked-" What did
you say his name was, nurse? 'I have forgotten."

I' Hopper, child! Mr. Hopper, honey; the Reberent
Mr. Hopper; which whoever heard tell of a reverent gentle-
man of the name o' Hopper, which to my thinking is
more besuited a dancing-master, or a skipping-jack nor a
Method minister. But so it is, honey; and I 'spose
people aint to be blamed for their misfortnit names. But
what I would like to know is, what be gwine prowlywowl-
ing 'bout the country ~ said mammy.

And Drusilla shared her curiosity, though she did not
answer it.

"What, indeed, could be taking this young Methodist
minister, who had married her to Alick, and who' could
testify to the validity of the marriage? What cQuld be
taking him on the same day, by the same conveyance, on
the safrie journey with herself? Could his errand have any

I
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connection with Alick's approaching iniquitous marriage, or
with his prior one? Indeed it looked so.

"' But, nonsense, I am morbid and fanciful; the minister
who married us happens ,to be journeying at the same time
and in the same coach with myself; and I jump to th~ con-
clusion that he is going to the like place on the like busi-
ness. What a weak fool my sorrows have made me, to be
sure, said Drusilla to herself, taking her* imagination to
task for its vagaries.

But she could not quite stop its wanderings.
"I'll tell you what, honey, the night is a going to be a

bad one. Them clouds over there is a banking up like
mountains of soot. And the most I care for is this :.-it
will drive them there passengers from the top to the inside,
to molest us," said mammy, drawing her head in from the
window.

"Well, they have a right to comes nurse. You would
not keep them out in the rain all night, would you?"

"Yes; that I would; 'cause I want to have the coach all
to ourselves," mud mammy, positively.

It was quite dark and very cloudy when the coach
reached the little, rural town of Drainsville, where the
horses were to be changed and the passengers were to take
tea.

I' Come, honey; lee us get out," said mammy, hiding
away some of her treasures, while she loaded herself with
others.

"I think I would rather stay here, nurses" 8aid Drusilla,
languidly.

"I~o, no, no," objected mammy, authoritatively, "not at
all. I can't allow it. The coach will be here for a good
half an hour. You get out, and come in the house, and
walk about a little to stretch your limbs; and take off your
bonnet to ease your head, and have your tea comfortable.
It will freshen you up a heap for the rest of the journey.
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And the goodness gracious alive knows as you need fresh-
ening up, and you wqn't get another chance till the stage
stops at Frostville to breakfast. And that will be a good
twelve hour long. Think of that, now, and do as I 'vises
of you."

Before mammy was half through her exordium, Drusilla,
conVinced by her eloquence, had risen to her feet, and was
drawing her cloak around her.

She saw through the darkness her fellow-travellers from
the top get off and go into the bar-room of the neat and
comfortable inn. And she gave her hand to the guard,
who kindly came around to help her to alight.

"There, Miss, there is the private door-a nice place,
Miss, with a nice landlady and a good table; shall I take
you in, Miss?" he inquired, hoisting a large umbrella, for
it was now beginning to rain.

"Thanks, yes," returned. Drusilla, "the ground seems
slippery.

"This way, if you please, Miss."
"Bad manners to your imperence, this lady is a married

lady, and not a.young Miss," said mammy, indignantly.
"Beg pardon; but I thought the madam looked young,"

said the guard, laughing, yet not disrespectfully.
He took her safely across the slippery way, and showed

her into a neat, well warmed and lighted parlor, where the
table was cleanly set for tea.

The landlady, a cheerful, hospitable looking person, as a
landlady should be, came to meet her.

"Would you like to go to a bed-room, ma am?" inquired
the smiling hostess, who was led into no mistake by the
child face of her guest, because her quick and experienced
eye had discovered the truth at a glance.

"Yes, please," answered Drusilla.
And preceded by the landlady and followed oy the nurse,

she was taken up stairs to a large bed rooms whose red
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carpet, white walls and draperies, and bright lire, gave it a
very pleasant aspect.

IDrusilla sauntered about, enjoying the privilege of loco..
motion.

"You'll have tea, I suppose, ma'ani?" inquired the
hostess.

"Yes, please; and 'I will have it ~ answered Din.'
silla, as she took off her bonnet and laid it on the table.

The landlady left the room to issue orders.
While waiting for her tea, Drusilla washed her face and

took down her hair and combed it out, and then did it up
loosely in a net, so that she would be able to lie down and
sleep with it so. Then she made the fastenings of her
clothing easy.

And by the time she had finished preparing her toilet for
the night journey, a maid servant appeared with a table-
cloth and tea tray.

]I~rusilla drank two cups of tea, for she was feverishly
thirsty. And then, being scolded into the measure by
mammy, who assured her that two lives depended on her
feeding, she ate a buttered muffin, and the breast of a
boiled chicken with cream sauce.

Drusilla, in the childlike simplicity of her hearts, would
have made ~he.r nurse sit4ewii to the table and partake her
supper.

But mammy asserted that she-Aunt Hector-knew her
place. And so she filled the slop bowl brimming full of
tea, piled up a plate with three quarters of the chicken and
half-a-dozen muffins, went off to a distant corner of the
room, seated herself upon an old chest, ranged her supper
around her and, with a promptness and dispatch that made
her mistress stare, she dispatched all these edibles, ai~d an-
nounced herself in condition to pursue her journey.

"And now if the coach is ready, I is."
But if mammy and the eQach were both ready, the pa~-

singers at the tea-table down stairs were not; but the
coach was not so very strictly confined to time, and so it
was a good quarter of aii hour longer, and Drusilla had
ample leisure to put on her bonnet, and to pay her bill,
before she and her attendant were summoned to take their
places.

The guard kindly and carefully assisted the delicate
young matron into her corner of the back seat, saying that
he would warn the other passengers who were coming in for
the night that the whole of it belonged to her.

She thanked him, and then called to her nurse to make
haste and enter.

"Yes, honey, yes; I'm coming just as soon's ever I
catch my eyes on them two little red morocky trunks, which
I haven't seen 'em since we left Alexandry," said mammy,
who was behind the coach, engaged in a sharp argument
with both coachman and hostler.

"I tell you, ~ said the former, "the blamed red
trunks is all right. They is inside of the boot, kivered
over with the ile skin to keep out the wet."

"Yes, so yousay; but I'd a heap rather see ~em with my
own two looking eyes. And believe you I won't till I
does," snapped mammy.

"There then, blast you, look for yourself," said the
hostler, pulling apart the leather flaps of the boot.

Mammy peeped, through the aperture, and seeing the
treasure safe, she smiled and said:

"Thank ye, sir. Sorry to give you trouble; but seeing
is believing, and nothing short of it aint.-Yes, honey;
yes, honey, I'm coming now!" she exclaimed, in answer to
her lady's repeated summonses.

Mammy tumbled up into the coach with even more thaii
her usual blundering awkwardness; for it was as dark as
Tophet, and the guard did not seem to consider it necessary
to hold a light to such a refractory passenger. And so

I
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maznniy, after fumbling blindly about to find the seat she
had formerly occupied, turned and dropped herself heavily
down upon a gentleman's lap. A simultaneous-.

"Oh!"
A cry of pain from the victim and of surprise from the

oppressor arose.
"Beg pardon, sir, I'm sure; but I'm a heavy ole 'oman,

and you shouldn't a hit up agin me."
"Hit up agin you! Oh!" exclaimed the injured party,

in a tragi-comic groan.
At the sound of his voice Drusilla started violently, and

lowered her veil; though in fact it was too dark either to
see or to be seen; for oh! with what a thrjll of vague
dread she recognized Dick Hammond's tones, although she
could not discern his face!

"I wish you wouldn't yowl out in that onyearthly way,
sir; you'll disturb a deliky lady I has in my charge,"
expostulated mammy.

"Oh, I'll roar you softly an' it were a sucking dove, and
bear my tortures with the patience of a slaughtered lamb,"
laughed Dick, in a lachrymose manner.

"I hope it aint as bad as all that, sir. Take a sup o'
brandy out of my bottle," said mamniy, feeling about all
the vacant seats with her big hands.

At this instant the coach started so suddenly with such a
violent lurch, that mammy was jerked back, and precipi-
tated upon the knees of the unlucky Dick. And in
scrambling upon her feet she laid hold of his hair to help
herself up by.

~ screeched the victim. "She's finished me
now. She has scalped me and broken both my legs. I
know they'll have to be amputated!"

"Very sorry, sir, I'm sure," said mainmy, as she reeled
about with the swinging of the coach, and finally dropped
into a vacant seat. "Very sorry, but you wit~ keep a hit.
ting up agin me. I hope you aint hurt much?"

* "Hurt much? I tell you you have crushed both my
knees to a pulp, and I know I shall have to get them taken
off."

"Very sorry, sir! but I can recommend you to a doctor
as saws legs off beautiful, and likewise to a upholster who
sells elegant wooden ones," said mammy, sympathetically.

"Many thanks! But how about my head? You have
pulled two great handfuls of hair out by the roots, and I
know I shall have to get the rest shaved!" laughed and
groaned Dick.

"Well, sir, I can direct you to a gentleman of the bar..
barous line of business, who will shave your head as clean
as a peeled potato, and sell you, a lovely false wig.

"-A million of gratitude I When I require your valua..
ble guidance I will seek it. But for the present, I begin to
suspect that my limbs were not quite crushed, b~t only be-
numbed; and instead of being'scalped outright I have only
lost a handful of hair," said Dick, as he settled 'himself
comfortably in his seat, and subsided into silence.

"How ~es you feel now, honey? Is you comformer-
ble?" inquired mammy, in a low tone, addressing her
charge.

She received no answer.
"I do believe how she's sleep. How is you getting along,

honey?~~ repeated mammy. But with no better success.
"I -do 'spose she is 'sleep! But, Lor', I aren't go nearer

to her to see for fear I should fall on her and mash her
which would be dreadful. Tell me if you is asleep, honey;
'cause if you is I won't wake you up," said mama3y, raising
her voice, and listening attentively.

J3ut still she received no reply.
"Wonder what's the matter with her?" muttered maw...

my, uneasily.
"She's asleep," answered Dick.

27 -
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"Well, if she's 'sleep, why couldn't she tell me so when
I axed her?"

"She has told you so," replied Dick.
"Lor'! why she hasn't said a single word!"
"No; but she has told you so in the only way a sleeper

could,.-by her silence. If she had been awake, she would
have spoken; wouldn't she?"

"Sure enough; I never thought of that before. See
what it is to have a head-piece. But is you s~.rtain sure
she is asleep?"

~C Certain sure," answered Dick bending forward, and
listening to the soft, low, regular breathing of his invisible
fellow-passenger.

"Well, thank Goodness for that J)~ said mammy, as she
settled herself to rest.

The stage-coach had ~been thundering on its way at a
tremendous rate for several miles, but now it had to cross a
broad but shallow stream and to go slowly.

Suddenly, Dick yawned, and then, addressing his fat
neighbor, inquired:

"Does your ladyship object to smoking?"
"Yes, sir," replied mammy, sharply; "my ladyship do

very much so, indeed; and so do my missus,-which, sleep-
ing or 'waking, I believe it would make her sick."

"Oh, ycur missus! True? Well, let's see what sort of
weather it is outside-though, in point of fact I had
rather bear the rain than forbear my cigar," said Dick, as
he opened the window and looked forth into the blackness
of the night.

The rain had ceased and the clouds had parted as with
the promise of clearing oft' entirely. A few stars were
shining out.

"tome; not so had a night after all. I have been out;
* in worse. And as soon as we get upon dry land again, I
think I will climb up on top and take ,a smoke. Eh, what
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do you say, Aunty? Shall I help you up also? I know
you'd like your pipe!" said Dick.

"I scorn your insiniwations, sir, and I 'vises of you, if
you is a-going out in the damp night air, as you'd better
take care and not get cold in your 'raw head and bloody
bones,' as you was a-complaining of."

"Thanks for your caution, Aunty. I shall be sure to
profit by it~" laughed Dick

And then as the coach was slowly crawling out of the
mud that bordered the shallow stream, he called the coach..
man to halt.

"I wish to get up on top," said Dick.
And when the man complied with his wishes, Dick left

his seat and went up.
There now remained two other passengers besides Din-

silla and her attendant. These were two gentlemen that
occupied the corners of the front seat, with their backs to
the horses. But they sat so quietly that but for their
breathing and an occasional cough or low-toned word, main-
my would have been unconscious of their presence.

And now Drusilla bent forward and cautiously touched
the nurse, and whispered

"Mammy, come and sit by me. I have something to
say to you. Don't answer me aloud, but do as I tell you.~~

"Lor', honey, is you waked up? It was that there man
a-making of his noise, getting outn't his seat. Some peo..
ple can't never keep quiet. But, honey, I'm afraid if I
moves I might fall on you," said mammy.

"No, you won't; we have no jolts here, Guide yourself
by the left side of the seat, and I will give you my hand."

"Yes, honey," said the old woman, and slowly and care-
fully she changed her "base," and safely reached the haven
beside her mistress.

"Nurse," whispered Drusilla, "I have not been asleep."
"My! haven't you, honey? Why didn't you answe?

me, then?"
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"Because I did. not wish to talk. That gentleman who
got in just the moment before you, is a passenger that was
picked up at Drainsville, he is the same person who brought
me the bad news yesterday."

"Don't say!"
"Hush! speak very low; we are not alone, you know."
"And to think I never knowed him agin."
"That is not strange. It is quite too dark for you to

have seen his face. I only knew him by his voice."
"Well, I heard his woice too; but I didn't know it~

agin
"You heard it only in a moment of terror, and when its

very sound was unnatural. It is not strange that you
should not have. recognized it again."

"Well, I'm sure! Where's he going?"~
"I don't know, nurse. Probably where we are going.

But I do not ~wish' him to recognize me, lest he should like
me to talk; and I cannot talk of my affairs. I say this to
caution you. Be on you guard."

"Yes, honey, I'll be on my guard. And you may keep
yourself dark during the night; but I don't see how you
gwine to manage when it is daylight."

"I must keep my veil down," said Drusilla.
4' Well, honey, I hope you will succeed."

CHAPTER XLIV.

HOW S1~E SPED.

The night drave on 0 0
The wind blew as 'twad blaun Its last,
The rattling showers rushed on the blast,
The speedy gleams the darkness swallowed.
Deep, lang and loud the tempest bellowed,
prom heaven the cloudepour all their floods,
The doubling storm roars through the woods.-EUEN6.

LIGHT here and there, like sparks of fire in seas of dark-
ness. Darkness within and without. The two red lamps
that flanked the coachman's seat, the single lantern carried
by the guard, and the bright point of Dick's cigar as he sat
smoking on the top of tile coach, only seemed by contrast
to make that darkness deeper.

The ~oaeh slowly clawed up a long hill at the summit of
which was a country i~in, with its usual accessories of
grocery-store, blacksmith's shop and post-office.

Here all was cheerful bustle, with the glancing lights;
the voices of men, the tramp of steeds, and all the merry
movement of a way station.

And here the coach stopped to change horses.
The outside passenger jumped down and went into the

little bar-room of the inn, which Drusilla could see from her
window was half-filled with country loafers and village poll-
ticions, drinking, smoking, discussing the news, and settling
the elections. In two minutes the outside passenger was
"hail fellow, weil met," with every one of them, and gen
erously treating the whole company with the best' in the
bar. Ah, poor Dick!

Meanwhile' the guard came to the coach door with his
lantern, and inquirer if any of the ladies or gentlemen
desired to get out for refreshments, as they should stop
there fifteen minutes.

The two gentlemen on the front seat at once left the

HOW SHE. SPED..
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coach. As they got out, Drusilla saw that one was the
Reverend Mr. Hopper. The other was the stranger they
had taken up first in Washington.

When they had disappeared, the guard turned to Dru-
silla and repeated his question, whether she or her atten..
daut would like to leave the coach.

Drusilla politely declined to do so. But niammy got up
and tumbled out of the coach, and called to one of the host..
lers;

"Hey! I say! Come here, you sir, and fetch a light
this way."

The man who was thus sununoned, thinking that some
accident had happened, ran to the spot, demanding:

"What is it?"
"I want you just to look in t~hat there leather place

behind, and see if them there little red morocky trunks is all
right."

"Blast you and your trunks too! Who do you think is
going to be bothered with them?" angrily retorted the
man as he left her.

"Come in, nurse. Oh, do come in," pleaded Drusilla,
from the winaow. "I am sure the trunks are all safe."

But mainmy was not in a very compliant huihor. She
ran splashing through slop and mire, and burst into the bar..
room, exclaiming:

"Oh; do, kind gentlemen, some of you come out and sea
if them there two little red morocky trunks of the madam's
i~ all right."

The company around the fire stared at her in astonish-
ment and ridicule.

But Dick, the most good-natured of all creatures, took up
a light and followed her.

"Here, sir," she said, leading the way to the boot, "just
you pull apart these here flaps and hold the light so I caxi
peep in and see.".

Dick laughingly complied with her request.
"Yes, there they is, thank goodness, safe as yet. Thanky'

sir. Now I'll get in the coach, please," she said, with a
courtesy as she returned to the side of her charge.

"Is it raining?" inquired Drusilla.
"No, honey, but black as Beelzebub; so it mu'st come

down heavy enough afore long. And now, honey, while
them there men is all out'n the way let me make you com-
fortable for the night. You come over on this middle seat
while I make you a bed on the back one."

Drusilla complied, for she was very, very weary with sit..
ting up so long.

Mammy, with the help of~ a softly-packed carpet-bag,
that served for a pillow, with a clean pocket handkerchief
spread over it for a case, and two large shawls for coverings,
made a very comfortable couch.

Drusilla took off her bonnet and hung it up, and loosened
her hair and her clothes, and lay down. And maminy tucked
her up.

Just at this moment came the. guard with a tray and a
tumbler.

"One of the gentlemen from the inn has sent this to the
lady with his respectful compliments, and begs she will take
it," he said, as he handed the offer in at the window.

"Yes, honey, you take it, and drink it, too. It's a hot
mulled port wine negus, spiced; and it will warm you and
put you to sleep," said mammy, as she took the glass from
the messenger and passed it to the mistress.

The poor, chilled, tired and nervous creature really needed
and felt that she needed just such a cordial at just that
hour. She inhaled its steamy, spicy fragrance with satis-
faction and desire, yet she hesitated to take it.

"I don't know who sent it, nurse," 8he said.
"Now what the mischief that got to do with it? Do

that make it better or worse? I s'pect the good-natured
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young -man who 'cused me o' scalping. him and breaking of
his legs sent it. But that's nyther here nor there. Who-
ever sent it, sent it in kindness; and don't you ever 'fuse
human kindness when you needs it, come from where it wills
~ it hurts the feelings in the saftest place. Here
honey, drink it while it's steaming hot.-hot as love."

"Well," said Drusilla, taking the glass and sipping the
cordiM, "when you return the glass, send word to the
gentleman that I thank him very much for his thoughtful-
ness in sending me this restorative, and that I know it will
do we good."

Five minutes after, when Drusilla, having finished her
cordial, was comfortably reposiz~g on her couch,, and the
guard came for the glass, mammy delivered her message /

thus:
"Tell the young man as sent this that the madam says

how she's very much obleeged to him for the hot stuff,
which it has gone right to the right place, and done her
good and no mistake."

The next moment the three gentlemen passengers took
their places inside the coach, two of them sitting on the

~front seat in opposite corners, and one of them, Dick,
Biting on the middle'seat beside mammy.

The coa~h started again. The night v~as so dark, and
the downhill road so steep, that it's progress was cautiously
slow.

The male passengers wrapped themselves closely in their
"mauds," pulled their caps down over their eyes, and com-
posed themselves to sleep.

Mammy opened her luncheon basket, and, having first
hospitably offered to share its contents with each and all of
her fellow-passengers~ and been politely refused~ set to work
and ate a very hearty supplementary supper off the best it
contained of food and drink, and then gathered up the
fragments and put them away.

finallyy , she took off her best bonnet-.--of the Quaker or
Methodist pattern,-hung it up beside her mistress's, tie~i a
little woollen shawl over her head, wrapped a big one
around her shoulders, and resigned herself to rest.

Soon all were sleeping except Drusilla, who, physically
speaking, was more favorably placed for sleep than any of
the others. She lay very comfortably, really rocked, not
racked, by the swinging motion of the coach as it rolled
down hill. She was very tired, and so, in a bodily sense,
she almost enjoyed this soft reposing and easy rocking; but
she was not sleepy, for her mind wits too active with the
thoughts of what lay around and before her.

Where was Dick Hammond and Mr. Hopper going?
Who was the tall, dark gentleman they had taken up at
Washington, and who certainly seemed to be of the same
party, since she had seen' him signalling' to Mr. Hopper~
Was their errand in the country connected with the same
sad business that was taking herself thither?

Dick might be only going down in answer to his uncle's
invitation to the wedding, she, reflected. "But, no, not
so!" she thought, instantly repudiating the idea that
Richard Hammond, after, all that he had said in reproba-
tion of the iniquitous marriage, could possibly sanction it
by his presence.

But what then was he going for? and why was he tak-
ing Mr. Hopper and that other gentleman-who looked as
if he were in some way connected with the law, along with
him?

Was he going to de4ounce lick to his uncle and cousin?
Was he taking Mr. I~opper down as a' witness to Aliok's
former marriage? And the mysterious legal-looking gen-
tleman as 'a prosecutor?

As these.thoughts chased themselves through her mind,
she clasped her hands and moaned.

Oh, were they all three combining to go and overwhelm
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her Alick, and cover him with humiliation and Confusion?
~he asked herself; and for the moment her Alick appeared
to her, not as a ~riminal pursued by the just avengers, but
as-a victim hunted down by relentless persecutors, of whom
she saw herself the chief.

"Oh, why-..oh, why couldn't I have kept still and let
him marry his cousin and be happy with her? Oh, Alick!
oh, poor Alick! But that would have been a crime. Ah,
heaven, how hard is my lot to have to choose between
making him wretched or leaving him criminal 1" she
moaned, twisting her fingers and weeping.

She dreaded the coming of the morning. She feared the
daylight that might discover her face to these men, who
she thought were confederated to ruin her husband. She
dreaded their recognizing and speaking to her. But she
was determined to have nothing to say to them, or to do
with them'; for, under present circumstances she felt that
any intercourse between her and them would look too much
like entering into their Conspiracy. And now her whole
gentle soul revolted in horror from those three harmless
and unconscious gentlemen, who were reclining on the seats
before her, and "sleeping the sleep of innocence."

Yes; all in the coach were at rest except herself. Nor
could she, with all her mental distress, very long resist the
influences that were wooing her to repose. Her excessive
bodily fatigue, combined with the sporofic qualities of the
spiced cordial she had taken, the swinging motion of the
coach and the lulling sound of the falling rain, soon over-
came her consciousness, and she too slumbered in forgetful-
ness 'of all her sorrows.

She slept on for several hours, until she was awakened by
the flashing of lights, the hallooing of men and the tram-
pling of beasts, as the coach stopped to change horses at
one of the noises post-houses on the road.-

The other passengers were aroused at the same time.
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Mammy 'awoke from some dream of her professional
duties, yawned, stretching her jaws almost to dislocation,
and thereby discovering a most fearful abyss, and still
dreaming, exclaiming:

"Yaw-aw! Yes, honey I Tell the madam I'll be up
and dressed in one minute. And tell that boy to run for
the doctor. Ow! Yaw-awl',

But at this noisy station the people were very active.
And before the good woman could collect her faculties the
coach~ started, and she herself was again precipitated 'down
into the land of "Nod."

Prusilla could not sleep again, so to ease her position she
sat up and reclined back in the corner of her seat, and in a
dreamy, half~consciou5 condition she gazed through the
opposite window'. -

At first it seemed but a solid wall of darkness past which
the coach was so swiftly whirling; but gradually, as her
eyes accustomed themselves to the circumstances, this dark-
ness grew 'less opaque, this' obscurity less impenetrable,
until at length she could dimly discern the boundaries of
mountains, valleys, forests, and the outlines of rocks, trees
and buildings.

At long intervals she could perceive the form of some
solitary farm-house, with its' barn, shed, cattle-pen, field,
orchard and garden. Half waking, she would wonder who
lived and worked there; and half sleeping, she would peo-
ple the place with the' beings of her dream.

Sometimes she saw a lonely woodcutter's cottage on the
edge of a forest, and vaguely conjectured what sort of life
its denizens led. Once in such a place she saw a single
light burning in the' tiny window of a little upper chamber,
in the interior of which the shadow of a woman was bend-
ing over the shadow of a sick~bed. She had but a glimpse
of all this, as the coach rolled past, yet her ready 'sympa-
thies went forth to the poor watcher and the suffering in-
valid.
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Once she was treated to a brilliant picture in the dark-
ness-an oasis in the desert. It was 'a bran new, commodi..
otis country house, well seated on a hill; lights were glanc-
ing from every window; music was borne forth upon the
wind; even in that inclement weather, somebody seemed to
be giving a great party and to be keeping it up all night.
But before she could observe more the coach had rushed by
and left the festive scene far behind.

Once she noticed a little road-side hut, and in its door~
way, a poor, old woman, thinly clad, holding a lantern in
her hand and bending outward in an attitude of intense
anxiety, as if looking for some one. "In her poor way, she
is watching and waiting, as I used to do. Has she a hus-
band, or perhaps a son, who is breaking her heart?" mused
Drusilla, as the coach swung onward and left this sad pic-
ture also in its rear.

Such signs of life, however, were very rare, on that lonely
road, at that late hour. The few hamlets, farms and huts
they passed were for the most part shut up, dark and silent
as graves.

But they were now penetrating deeper' and deeper into
the mountain fastnesses; and farm-houses and villages were
fewer and farther between. For miles and miles nothing
but the most savage solitudes loomed in the blackness of
darkness through which they passed. And Drusilla, reclin.
ing back in her corner, dreamily gazing forth through the
rain-dimmed window upon this obscure~ scene, vaguely won-
dered when these solitudes would be peopled, when this
wilderness would "bloom and blossom as the rose."

And so, while gall her fellow~passengers were deeply
buried in unconsciousness, 'she dreamed on her waking
dream. But often in the midst' of these reveries the sudden
sharp' recollection of her own trouble pierced herheart like
a sword and drew from her lips a bitter groan. Then again
the influence of the scene and. hour, the obscurity, the pic-,

turesqueness, the rocking motion of the coach, the soothing
sound of the falling rain without, the silence and~ stillness
of all within, lulled her senses to repose if not to sleep.

Thus, slumbering, dreaming, starting, waking, she
passed this weird night, that ever in her after life seemed
to her less like the reality than like the phantasmagoria of
a hasheesli-conjured vision.

Towards morning, being very much wearied with sitting
up, she lay down again, and, as is usual with uneasy sleep..
ers, just at daylight she fell into a deep and dreamless
sleep.

CHAPTER XLV.

DRUSILLA'S ARRIVAL.

What shall she be ore nlght?.-Braoi.

SHE slept profoundly and until she was rudely awake~ied
by a shock of noise and action.

It was now broad day, ai~d it was raining hard. The
coach was drawn up before the door of the large, low builds.
ing, the one hotel in the mountain hamlet. Hostlers and
porters were crowding around it.

Drusilla lay quietly in her shadowy recess, resolved not
to move until the male passengers had left the 8tage, which
she saw they were prepai~ing to do.

First, Dick Hammond climbed oveir mammy, who was
still fast asleep, and got out. Then the minister and the
h~wyer, one after the other, surmounted the same obstruc-
tion and passed on the same way. And these three gentle.
men went into the bar-room.

But maminy slept on.
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Drusilla sat up and quickly tightened her own dress and
put on her bonnet. And then she tried to wake her atten-
dant, but without success; for mammy did nothing but
yawn and talk in her sleep and settle herself to rest again;
until the guard came, and, shaking her roughly, shouted in
her ears:

"Come, come, old woman! wake up and get out! the
coach stops here to breakfast."

"Yaw! yaw! I just said how it would be! I know'd
it would happen before morning!" said mammy, yawning
fearfully and then opening her eyes and exclaiming:

"Oh, dear! why, what's this? Where is we, to be sure?
Oh, I members! This must be Frostville. And now I
wonder if them there little red morocky trunks is safe?"

"Yes, yes, nurse, of course they are safe. And now
come and do let us get into the hotel as quickly as possi-
ble," said Drusilla, impatiently, for she saw that the people
in charge of the stage were vexed at the delay.

"Why, Lor', honey, is you awake at last? Well, I
declare! How sound you did sleep all night, to be sure!
and a blessed thing for you, too; but as for me, I couldn't
close my eyes all the whole night, for watching of you, and
thinking of them there two little red morocky trunks. I
wonder if they is safe," said mammy, uneasily.
* Yes, yes, blame you! Come, get out! I can't stop here
waiting o~n you all day," said the guard, half angrily. And
with very little ceremony he bundled the old woman out of
the coach.

And then he hoisted an umbrella, and held it over the
delicate young invfllid as he helped her to alight, and led
her across to the private door of the hotel.

Mlammy followed, dragging all her belongings, and
grumbling:

"I haven't seen them there little red mc~rocky trunks
yet, which it is my private belief that the guards is in

league with the highway robbers, same as they say the
police is with the burglarians in the towns; and they
'wides spies, share and share alike, that I do. Goodness
knows, one needs to have one's eyes all around~ one's head,
and all of 'em wide open all the time, to watch these
fellers."

'KNurse, be quiet. The trunks are safe; or, if they are
not, the loss is mine," said Drusilla.

"The loss may be yours, but the iliconweniency is mine,
ma'am. How in the world am I to do my professional
dooty without my proper conveniences?" inquired mammy.

But before her question could be ,answered, the guard
had conducted her mistress into the best parlor of the
humble hotel.

It was a very pleasant place to come into out of the rain;
a spacious room with a low ceiling, and an ample fire-place
with a huge fire of pine and oak wood roaring and blazing
up the chimney; on the floor a home, made carpet; at the
windows, home made blue paper blinds; along the walls,
country manufactured chip-bottomed chairs and chintz-
covered sofas; over the wooden mantel-piece, the oldest
fashioned looking glass, ornamented with peacock's
feathers ;-altogether it was a room breathing of real rustic
life, and very refreshing after velvet carpets, satin damask
draperies, gilded chairs, and cheval mirrors,

Many doors opened from this large, low parlor into many
other rooms, for in. this mountain region the houses were all
built on one floor and of one story, to protect them from
injury by the high winds of that locality.

Drusilla stood for a little while before this beautiful fire,
basking in its genial warmth; and then to relieve her lone
cramped limbs, she walked up and down the cheerful room
and looked through the Windows upon the busy scene with-
out, in which landlord, postmaster, coachman, guard and
hostlers seemed all to take an important part.
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Tired of this view, she turned from the windows, and
then, from an open door on the left' side of the fire-place,
she had a view of the long coffee-room, in which was set
forth a very inviting breakfast. There all her fellow-
passengers, as well as many other persons, were impatiently
waiting for the signal to sit down to the table.

Drusilla not 'wishing to join this company, went to the
bell and rang it peremptorily.

A chambermaid answered the summons.
"Can I have a bedroom at once ?" inquired the lady.
"Oh, yes, ma'am, certainly. This way, if you please,~~

smiled the woman, opening one of the 'many doors and
leading the way into an inner chamber of the same general
character as the parlor, except that it was furnished with a.

bed and a toilet table, with pure white dimity hangings,
and a wash-stand with a plenty of fresh water and clean
towels.

Drusilla threw herself into the white draperied easy-

chair, before the blazing wood-fire, and then inquired-
"Can I have breakfast for myself ~in4 my attendant

served here?"
"Oh, yes, ma'am, certainly," assented the woman; in

what seemed to be her stereotyped phrase.
"Then I would like to have it soon, if you please," said

Drusilla.
The girl went away to execute her orders.
Brusilla, left alone with her nurse, laid off her bonnet,

and bathed her face and hands and arranged her hair.
While engaged in this refreshing process, she overheard

voices speaking in the parlor she had just left.
They appeared to belong to Dick and his companions,

and they seemed to be' discussing with the landlord the
~ speediest manner in which to prosecute" their journey.

"You say the new Bee-line of~coaches across country is
started, landlord " 'spoke Dick.
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"Yes, sir; started on Monday. The road was first
opened on Saturday."

"At what hour do they pass here?"
"At half-past ten, sir, almost to a
"And they pass directly through Ham ondsville?"
"Directly, sir."
"And Hammondsville is within six or eight miles of Old

Lyon Hall, while Saulsburg is nine or ten miles off. Be-
sides, at Hammondsville, I shall be near enough to my
place, Hammond Hill, to get my own horses, with alto-
gether a better chance of reaching our. destination to-night.
Come! I have a good mind to have my luggage taken
off, and to wait for the Bee-line coach. What do you
say, gentlemen!" inquired Dick.

"I say that we'~ had" best first be sure that we can get
places in the new coach before we give up our seats in the

old one. 'A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush,'
you know," answered the lawyer.

"What are the chances of our obtaining places, land-
lord?" inquired the clergyman.

"How many places do you want, gentlemen?" inquired
'my host.'

"Only three; and, rather than miss, we would "not mind
taking outside places!'

"Oh, be at ease, sir; I can almost insure you places on
these terms, either outside or inside. At this season of 'the
year, the coaches are very seldom crowded."

"All right!" said Dick, "I will go and have our luggage
taken off this ~

"Thank Heaven, we are going to lose our fellow passen-
gers!" exclaimed I)rusilla.

"I thanks Heaven, too, for that same. But long's .that
young man's gwine to have his luggidge took off I must go
and see that he don't get hold of them there two little red
morocky truuks," said mammy, starting off for the door.

2$
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"Indeed you shall do no such thing," said Drusilla, lay~
ing hold of her.

"But why musn't I then?"
"Because in the first place the trunks are in no sort of

danger. Gentlemen are not thieves."
"Oh, indeed!"
"Aud in the second place, I would rather lose the whole

of our luggage than have that gentleman recognize you, as
I believe be fortunately failed to do last night. Sit down
and keep quiet. I insist upon it, nurse!"

The old woman dropped down into a chair, grumbling.
"And I'd like to know what we is to do if them there two

little red morocky trunks is lost or stolen!"
"The risk is mine alone, nurse. And now hush, for here

is the waiter come to lay the cloth for our breakfast," said
Drusilla.

Very soon a most delicious morning meal was laid before
them-.--fragrant cotThe, maple-sugar, rich cream, hot rolls,
fresh butte; pension steaks, pure honey-luxuries to be
found in their perfection only on the mountains.

Mammy inhaled the aromas arising from this breakfast
table as though every breath was a delight. She coaxed
and scolded her mistress into making a very good meal.

And then she made a very much better one herself.
After this they prepared to resume their journey.
In going out to take her seat in the coach, Drusilla drew

down her veil to avoid recognition, in any chance~meetiug
with Mr. Hammond. She need not have done so, for poor
Dick was in the bar-room treating his friends.

The weather was worse than ever. From the clouds
above the rain was pouring in torrents; from the valleys
below the vapors were rising in heavy fogs. , The bound~
ries of the mountain scenery were lost in mist.

The day was as dim with a white obscurity as the night
had been with a black one.

[

Drusilla and her attendant had the inside of the coach
all to themselves for the next few hours.

Drusilla, almost worn out with her journey, reclined at
nearly full length upon the back seat.

Mammy, having asked and obtained leave, lay down upon

the front seat.
The remainder of their journey passed monotonously

enough, being varied only by the stopping of the coach at
the regular post-houses to change horses, and by the alter-
~ ~ammy and the guard relative to the
~af~of "4li~m there ~'tw~ littlee red morocky trunks,"
which the guard mentally consigned to the demon full fifty
times before they reached their destination.

About noon they stopped to change horses at a small
hamlet, where they were joined by other passengers-two
honest, good-humored-looking countrymen, who imm~di-
ately upon their entrance, began to talk of the great wed-
ding which was to come off that same night at Old Lyon
Hall.

From their talk Drusilla understood that she was
approaching the neighborhood of the old manor.

Deeply interested in the subject of their ~conversation,
she first forced herself to listen calmly, and then to speak,

"Can you tell me ~how far we are from Old Iyo~i
Itiall?" she inquired of the elder man.

"Well, goodness, no, Miss, not exactly; though if I
were to hazard a guess, I should say betwixt twenty and
thirty miles, more or less,~~ answered the man.

"What is the neiLrest point at which the road passes the
hall?" she next inquired.

"Well, for the life of me, Miss, T could not tell! But
the nearest stopping-place is Saulsburg; and that's ~pretty
near twenty miles off here, I know. Might you be going
to the Old Hall, Miss ?" inquired the traveller, feeling
quite free to follow her example ~u~d ~si~ qi~esti~nS i~ h~s
twin.
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"I am going to Saulsburg," answered Drusilla, evas-
ively.

"Ah I-There's to be a grand wedding at the old Hall
to-night, Miss," said the traveller.

"So I have heard," coldly answered Drusilla, almost
regretting that she had opened a conversation with this
traveller, and wishing now to close it.

But the good man was well started on the great subject
of the day and the place, and he would talk of nothing but
The wedding, and to nobody but . Drusilla, thinking, doubt..
less, that a lady, and a young lady too, would be most likely
to feel interested in the theme.

Fortunately for Drusilla, her talkative fellow-pa~senger
got out at the very next etopping~place.

NT6w, having passed the greatest range of the mountains,
they were coming into a rather better settled portion of the
country, and way-passengers were getting in or out at every
post-house; and the theme of conversation with every one
of these was-not the crops, nor the races, nor the elections,
but-the grand wedding to come off that night at old Lyon
flail.

About three o'clock in the afternoon 'they reached the
little hamlet of Saulsburg, consisting merely of a small inn
and a half~a.dozen cottages, nestled at the foot of the Wild
Mountain and upon the banks of the Wild River.

Here Drusilla and her attendant got out, in a pouring
rain.

The kind-hearted guard hoisted his large umbrella, and
led her into the shelter ~f the little inn parlor, and then
went back to the coach to see to the removal of her luggage.
lie found mammy in high dispute with the porter-subject
of debate, of course, "them there two little red morocky
trunks."

"Here they are!" said the guard, as the treasures were
tab:e~ from the boot and set upon the ground; "here they

I
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are, blast 'em, and I'm blowed if I don't wish I may never
set eyes on you or your blamed trunks again as long as ever
I live in this world."

"And so I sees my little red morocky trunks safe, I shan't
tear the clothes offen my back for grief if I never sees ~w~&
again; so there now I" retorted mammy, as she loaded her-
self with shawls, 'carpet-bags, and umbrellas, and followed
the porter who carried the precious little trunks into the
house.

The luggage was all set down, in the hall, and, leaving it
there, mammy went into the parlor, where she found her
mistress still in her travelling dress, impatiently walking
up and down the floor.

"I want to see the landlord, nurse. I have rung twice,
but no one has come. You go and try to find him and
bring him here. I must have a carriage to convey me
to Old Lyon Hall this afternoon."

"My goodness! ain't you tired of travelling yet? And
must you set off on another journey again directly,~~ ex-
claimed mammy, in dismay.

"I am not at the end of my first journey yet, nurse, nor
shall I be until I reach 'old Lyon Hall. It is there that I
am bound. So go now and call the landlord to me," urged
Drusilla.

Before mammy could either obey or expostulate, the land-
lord himself came in, in answer to Drusilla's first summons.

"Can I haye a close carriage immediatQly, to take me to
old Lyon Hall?" anxiously inquired Drusilla.

The landlord looked surprised at such an unusual demand
and, after staring and rubbing his head, answered, slowly:

"Why, bless your heart, Miss, there ain't such a thing
as a close carriage in the whole willageP'

"Well, an open one then-any sort of one, so that it cau
be got ready at once," said Drusilla, impatiently.

"But there ain't any sort of a carriage about the placed
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"A gig, then, a gig would do," said Drusilla, eagerly.
"We haven't got such a thing, Miss."
"Good heaven; sir, I must have some conveyance to

take me to Old Lyon Hall this afternoon. I do not care
what it costs!" said Drusilla, desperately.

"Oh, you'll be on your way to the wedding there,
Miss? ~)

"Yes, yes, I am going there. Can you get me a con-
veyance of some sort from some one in the neighborhood?
I will pay ~well for the use of any sort of a carriage to
take me to the old hall. And I will pay you well for
your trouble in getting it for me. Answer, quickly-.-.
can you?"

"Dear me, how anxious young folks is for weddings, to
be sure !-'.--Stay, let's see-Yes I There's old Mr. Simpkins
-he would hire his carryall, I know, and glad to do it."

"Get it, then I I will pay whatever he asks. How long
will it take you to get it?" asked Drusilla, breathlessly.

"Why, you see," said the landlord, very leisurely, "Old
man Simpkins he lives about a mile from here; and if I
put a boy on horseback and send him right off we might
get the carryall here at the door inside of an hour.

"Do it then at once; pray hurry! I will pay you in
proportion to the haste that you make."

The leisurely landlord sauntered out of the parlor to give
his directions.

Drusilla paced up and down the floor in great excitement.
The nearer she caine to her journey's end the more anxious
and agitated she felt.

Marpniy stood and watched her in growing wonder.
Suddenly mamniy spoke out:

"What wedding this they all talking 'bout? I thought
we was going to see a wery sick man, not a wedding."

"Perhaps. to see both, nurse! But pray do not talk to
me if you can help it. I am scarcely sane!,,
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"Which such has been my opinion for some time past,"
said inammy, sententiously, leaving her patient to pace up
and down the room until the latter had paced off some of
her excitement.

The landlord put his head into the door, saying:
"The boy has gone after the carriage, Miss, and you may

rely on his being back here in an hour's time."
"Thanks. How far do you really think it is from this

place to old Lyon Hall ?" ~

"Why Miss, some people calls it ten miles, but I don't
believe it is more than eight at the outside."

"And how long will it take for me to get there?"
"Let me see," said the landlord in his leisurely way.

"It's three o'clock now, ain't it? Yes-~-well, the boy'll be
back by four, and if you start then you'll get there by six
or seven. You'll be there in time to dress for the wedding,
Miss, which I hear is to be performed by special license at
eight o'clock in the evening.~~

"Very. well. Thank you.~~
"And now, Miss, is there anything else we can do for

you ?" inquired the slow host.
"No; thanks. Yes! you may send a chamber-maid

here," replied Drusilla, incoherently, for in her intense
excitement she scarcely knew what she was in need of, or
what she was talking about.

When the host had taken his little round head out of the
doorway, mammy, who had kept silence for some time,
said:

"Now, ma'am, if so it is that you will go farther and
fare worse to-night, and if you have an hour before you I
strongly 'vises of you to take a bedroom and lie down until
it is time for you to start,~ and then to take a cup of tea
before you do start. You must keep up your strength. If
the matter you come 'bout is so very important, it won't do
for you to break down, you know."

455DRUSILLA' S ARRIVAL.



456 T~E CHANGED ~3RIDES.

Drusilla stopped in her excited walk and reflected. The
advice of the nurse was very good. There were other
reasons besides care for her own comfort to induce her to
engage rooms here. For one thing, she intended to leave
her nurse in charge of the luggage, for she was resolved to
have no more witnesses to the humiliation of her poor
Alick than was &ibsohitely unavoidable; and for another
thing,' she was resolved to stay no longer at the Old Hall
than was necessary to do her painful errand there, but to
return as soon as possible to the inn. Therefore, she an-
swered niammy assentingly:

"You are right, nurse. You generally are so, in fact.
Here comes the chamber-maid I sent for, and I will order
rooms."

A bright-eyed negro girl stood in the doorway, courtsey-
ing and waiting orders.

In a few words the lady gave them.
The girl went away to obey, them.
And in ten minutes Drusilla found herself in a small,

clean, warm room, where she unloosed her clothes and lay
down upon the bed, and, overcome by fatigue and, excite-
inent, fell fast asleep.

"Well, thank the Goodness Gracious, for that. But who
in the world would have thought it?" said mammy, as she
quietly closed the shutters ,and darkened the room, and sat
down to watch by her patient to try to guard her from dis-
turbance until the carriage should come.

But the landlord's hour stretched to two, and still the
carriage did not appear and still the sleeper slept on.

At last, however, mammy heard the sound of wheels.
She went to the window, cautiously enclosed the shutters,

looked out, and saw the most dilapidated old carryall she
had ever set her eyes upon approaching the house.

"That's it! and a purty object it is!" s~id inammy, as
she went and looked to see what time it was by her mis.
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tress's watch that lay upon the dressing-table. It was a
quarter past five.

"Oh, dear me!~, said the old woman in dismay, "when
she finds out how late it is, and she so anxious to be off,

she'll just go and fling herself into fits, and then there!
I~et see! II gwine save her all that, and 'ceive her for her
own good."

And so saying, mammy opened the watch and turned
back the hands from a quarter past five to a quarter to four.

Then she stole out of the room and told the waiter to
bring a cup of tea and a round of toast upstairs quicker
than he ever did anything in his life before.

Then she went back to her patient, lamenting that she
must wake up out of such a refreshing sleep.
* But to her surprise and satisfaction, she found Prusilla
already up and standing before the dressing-table, looking
at her watch.

"Oh, ma'am, are you awake? I'm so glad you got your
sleep out! You did get it out, didn't you, honey? No-
body waked you, did they?"

"No, nurse, I woke because I had slept long enough;
and I feel much strengthened and quite equal to pursue my
journey. It is ten minutes to four. I am so glad I didn't
oversleep myself. ill suppose the carriage will be here
soon."

"The carriage has almost just this minute come, and a
purty ramahackyly old concern it is too."

"Never mind, nurse, so that it will take me to my des-
tinatioub Come, help me to dress quickly. Dear me, what I
a very 'dark afternoon," said Drusilla, going nearer the

window for light.
"Yes, ma'am, the clouds do make it very dark indeed,"

said mammy, smiling in her sleeve at the deception she
had played off upon her mistress'-" but here, ma'am, here
comes the waiter with lights and the tea-tray," she added,
as she arose and set out a little table.
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"I have no time to spend in eating and drinking," said
Drusilla, as she, hastily put on her bonnet.

"But you must keep up your strength, ma'am," urged
mammy leading her charge to the table and making her sit
down at it, while she herself poured out a cup of tea and
handed it to her,

"Nurse," said Drusilla, as she received the cup from
the old woman, "I shall leave you here in charge of the
-two little red morocco trunks-until I return,"

"My goodness, honey, you will never think of going
alone?"

"I must, nurse. There is no reason why I should
not. I feel quite equal to the ride. I am going to see
my husband."

"Well, honey, I know if you will do a thing, you
will do it / When will you send for me and the luggage,
honey?"

"I may come for you and the luggage even to-night."
"No, you mustn't, indeed! No use for you to do that,

nyther. I reckon I ain't afraid to c~tay alone in a decent
inn all night for once in a night."

"Very well, nurse; then you may expect me to come' or
send for you to-morrow. And now here is my purse-do
you pay the landlord and make yourself comfortable. I am
going now," said Drusilla, rising to put on her waterproof
cloak.

The. niwse helped her on with that and with her over-
shoes, and then accompanied her down stairs and saw her
safely into 'the old carryall.

"And here's your umberel, honey. And you driver boy!
when the madam gets out, you be sure to hoist the uxnberel
and hold it over her head to 'vent her getting wet."

"All right, ma'am, I won't forget to do it," said the lad,
cracking his whip, starting his old horse, and making the
dilapidated vehicle rattle and shake, at every turn of the
wheels, as if it would drop to pieces.
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Drusilla sat back in her seat, uncomfortably jolted in the
miserable old carriage over that rough road, until, when
about a mile from the house, it actually and hopelessly broke
down.

When Drusilla was sure of this mishap, she took off her
bonnet, drew the hood of her waterproof cloak over her
head, and set forth to walk the distance to Old Lyon Hall.

Of that heroic effort, and of its successful issue-her safe
arrival-the reader is already informed,

a

CHAPTER XLVI.

THE DESPERATE REMEDY.

Let that pass, too. There breathes not one1Who would not do as I have doue.-BmoN.

THE bride-elect listened to the words of the forsaken
wife, first in surprise and incredulity, then in pity and
indignation, and last in a rapture of relief, ineffable and
indescribable, and only to be equalled by the ecstasy a con-
demned criminal must feel when at the last moment before
execution he receives a fall pardon.

When all was told, Drusilla sat pale and despairing.
Anna flushed and resolute.

"Not for myself," said the poor young wife, not for my.
self, Heaven knows, and not for you, but for his sake have
I done this thing-to save him from doing, in his madness,
a ~leed that the law might construe into a crime and punish
with degradation. But oh, Miss Lyon, forgive me if in
coming here I have brought you much sorrow!"

'~Hush! you have brought me no sorrowbut a great
deliverance," said Anna with a sigh of infinite relief.

"Then you never loved him-as I do!" exclaimed Drum
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sill; raising her large eyes, full of questioning wonder to
the face of Anna.

Miss Lyon smiled haughtily, for all reply.
"That, at least, is well," mused the young Wife.
Anna arose, still flushed and resolute.
"Give me that document of which you spoke, my child,"

she said, extending her hand.
Drusilla drew from her bosom the little black silk bag,

took from it the piece of paper in question, and laid it
before Anna.

Anna read it over, with smiling eyes and a curling lip.
"Does it prove or disprove my marriage?" anxiously

inquired iDrusilla.
"I cannQt tell, Drusilla; I do not know. But so much

is certain-~your fate, Alick's, and your unborn child's, and
also my fate and Dick's-gil hang upon this precious little
piece of paper, for which I would not take a mint of
money," said Anna, earaestly.

"And yet you cannot tell me whether it proves or dis.
proves my marriage."

"No; for I am not sufficiently learned in the law" said
Ann; moving towards the door.

"You are going out?" said' Drusilla, uneasily.
"Yes; stay here until I come bi~ck, which will be in a

feW minutes."
"Oh, Miss Lyon! Miss Lyon, do not go to him yet!

And do not upbraid him when you see him! Your provo-
cation may have been very great, but wait until you are
cool, and then you will be just," pleaded the young, wife,
rising and laying her hands upon the lady's robes, to stay
her.

"Child, I' am not going to him. And I shall never up-
braid him," replied Anna, with a superb and beautiful
scorn.

"Then you

I
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"To my grandfather's study!"
"To denounce him to his uncle? Oh, do ppt-not yet,

not just yet! Wait, wait till you are calm! till you can
speak only the words of justice and mercy. Do not
denounce him yet!,,

"Drusilla, I am not going to denounce him now or ever.
Wait you, and see what I shall do!"

"What, what?"
I shall save the miserable sinner, if he is to be saved at

all ! "
"But, how? oh, how?"
"Wait you, and trust ~ answered Anna, flashing

out of the room and taking the mysterious little document
with her.

She walked-no, in the exhilaration of her spirits, she
almost danced down the hall, towards her grandfather's
little study, over the great entrance.

~As she tripped on she noticed the chamber-doors on each
side wide open, and the fire-light within shining down on
the polished dark oak floors. In many of the rooms, the
chamber-maids were putting on fresh logs.

"I think you need not 'take that trouble. I fancy there
will be no wedding guests here to-night," said Anna smil-
ing, as she passed them.

"Mr. Richard has come, Miss," replied one of the
women.

"Ah!" exclaimed Anna, stopping short with a beating
heart. A few seconds she paused to recover composure, and
then she rushed on.

"Well, my darling! have you come to show yourself to
me in all your bridal glory, before you go down to be mar-
ried? Ah! truly, you look yery beautiful, my Anna.
May Heaven make your spirit even nlQre beautiful than its
outward form," said the fine old soldier, reaching out his
hand to his granddaughter, as she entered his room, and
drawing her towards him.
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"I am very glad that you are pleased with me, grand~
father," she said, as she seated herself on his knee.

"You look happier now, my Anna, than you did half an
hour ago.~~

"I feel happier, dear sir."
"And what makes the difference?" he smiled.
"'A change has come ovez the spirit of my dream;' that

is all," laughed Anna.
"Ab, my dear! feminine caprice, but I am glad of it.

Well, you are ready, Alick is ready, I am ready, and Dick
is here; but we have no bridesmaid and no minister."

"Yes, grandpa, we have a bridesmaid!"
"Ah! I am glad of that! Which of the six young

ladies is it who has braved the storm for love of you?"
"Annie," answered Miss Lyon, evasively, meaning o.ur

Anna Drusilla, but wishing her grandpa to understand
another Anna, as he did, for he immediately exclaimed.

"Ah! little Annie Seymour! Well she lived nearest!
and she must answer for the whole six. But my dear, the
carriage has not yet returned with the minister."

"The way is long and the roads are very bad. Doubtless
he will come; but it may be late. Was there a special
license got 'out for us, dear grandpa?" inquired Anna,
speaking with assumed carelessness.

"Why,. of course, there was, my dear!" answered the'
old soldier, elevating his eyebrows in astonishment, at the
question.

"Who got it?" dear grandpa.
"Why, Aliek, to be sure! who else ~
"Who has it now, sir?"

'is "Bless my soul, what an inquisitive little puss. What
you who has it? Are you afraid it is not all right?

Would~ you like to inspect it for yourself?" laughed the
general.

"If you please ; yes, sir, I ~ answered Anna,
archly.
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"Lest there should be any informality in it, eh?"
"Such things have happened, sir; but it is not the fear

of that which prompts me; for I have always had a curi-
osity to look at a, special marriage license; so if Alick has
it, please get it from him, that I may gratify this wish. I
only want it for a few minutes."

"Well, of all the whims of whimsical women, yours is
certainly the most absurd!"

"Will you get the license away from Alick, and let me
look at it grandpa?",

"You persist in this?"
"Yes, sir."
"Then, fortunately, I have not got to go to Alick with

such a ridiculous request as the loan of a license. I have
it here with me."

"You have it?"
"Yes. You see Alick, thinking from the state of the

weather, and the looks of things generally, that he should
have no groomsman for the ceremony, put his marriage
license and the minister's fee 'both in one envelope, and
requested me, when the proper time should come, to hand
it over to Dr. Barber. But, now I hear that Dick has
arrived.-having so far conquered himself as to coine~to the
wedding. I mean to conscript him into the service, arm
him with this paper, and make him d6 duty as grooms-
man."

"Where is the packet, dear grandpa?~~
"Here, my dear, since you must needs see the license

(which the officiating clergyman scarcely ever does, as he
takes its contents for granted), you may read-it at your
leisure, while I go down stairs and inquire if my messenger
has returned from' the parsonage," said General Lyon, as
he handed a white embossed envelope to the bride elect and
then left the room.

She sank down into an easy chair and opened the envel-
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ope, which of course was not sealed. She took out the mar.
riage license, in which she found folded a five hundred
dollar bank note.

With a curling lip and flashing eyes she read over the
form of license, and then, with a smile of scorn and
triumph, she put it on the glowing fire and watched it blaze
up and burn to ashes.

Then she took that mysterious little document given her
by Drusilla, wrapped it around the big bank-note and put
both in the envelope and folded it neatly.

"Now, Mr. Alexander Lyon, Whoever you may marry to-.
night, you will certainly not marry me!" she mused,
maliciously, as she sat and waited for her grandfather's
return. Presently she heard footsteps coming up the corri-
dor; but they were not those of the old. General

She arose to 'her feet and her heart stood still.
Dick Hammond entered.
"Anna! You here? Pardon me, I expected only to

find my uncle," he exclaimed, in a voice vibrating with
emotion.

"Dick! dear Dick! you are welcome! Shake hands,
Dick. No, take it! it is a free hand now. I know all,
Dick!" exclaimed Anna, trembling with excess of agita-
tion.

He clasped her hand and carried it to his lips.
"I came here to tell your grandfather everything and to

prove all that I should telL But I have been anticipated."
"Yes, Drusilla is here."
"I knew she was on her way. I came night's journey

with her in the coach. But I saw that she tried.to escape
recognition by me; for. what reason I could not guess; so,
not to trouble her with my presence, in the morning I got
off the coach and took another route. I feared that she
would not be able to continue her journey.~~

"She arrived this evening," said Anna, calmly.

"And she has told you all?"
"All"
"And wluzt does your grandfather think of this?"
"He does not know it."
"How? notknow it?"
"No, Dick. Drusilla told me only. I have not told my

grandfather, nor do I intend to do so." N

"Then I myself I will denounce the scoundrel to my
uncle," exclaimed Hammond, havingg with passion.

"No, Dick, we will not denounce him. We will do a
deal better than that. Listen, Dick: My dear old grand-.
pa says he intends to conscript you into the service to do
duty as groomsman."

"He does!" exclaimed Hammond, with his eyes flash..
ing.

Yes, and, Dick, you must consent."
Consent! I consent! Anna, do you mean this iuiqui-.

tous marriage to go on?"
"Yes, I do. And Dick, you must be groomsman and

hand the license and the fee both over to the minister. See,
here they are in this pretty envelope. Grandpa got it ready
for you. So, Dick, you must do it."

"If Ido, may I be eternally consigned to the deepest pit
in-"

-" Hush, Dick, and. don't go off at a tangent. Look
me in the face, sir! right in the eyes!"

"Anna, what do you mean?" he inquired, meeting her
steady gaze.

"Do you see anything 'iniquitous 'in my countenance?"
she asked.

"No; but I see a mystery there."
"A holy mystery, as I suppose a 'pious fraud' may be

called. Now, sir, will you open this envelope, which is to
be entrusted to you, to be delivered to the minister, and ex-
amine its contents?"

29
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"Why," said Dick in perplexity, ~s he looked at the en-
closure, "this is

"Yes, it is. I have taken advantage of my grandpa's
absence to' burn my marriage license and substitute this one'
And ~ou must hand it enclosed in the envelope, with the
fee, to the minister, when we stand up to be m~rried. And
~ww, Dick, do you begin to see daylight ? "laughed Anna.

"I think I do. Yet I do not quite comprehend yet.
You mean-.~"

"Here' tomes my grandfather, and we have not a minute'
more for explanation.. Play the part assigned to you-
blindly, if you must-.--and trust me with the issue. .Will
you, Dick?"

"And Dick, here, listen quick !-Just before I am to be
sent for, go down into the great drawing-room and put out
two-thirds of~ the wax candles. I want a subdued light, not
an illumination there. Will you remember Dick, and do it
y~urs~lf, so as 'to insure its being done?"

"Yes, Anna, I will; and now I do begin to understand
you.

"Hush, here he is!" whispered Miss Lyon, as her grand-
father 'came to the door.

"Ah, Dick, my dear boy! how are you? so glad to see
you I" exclaimed old General Lyon, entering and holding
out his hand to Richard Hammond who took and pressed it
affectionately.

"So very glad to see you here, Dick! Your very first
vist to Old Lyon Hall! And now I shall expect you to
stay and comfort me when my young people are gone."

"I shall be very happy to do so, sir," answered 'Dick,
sineerely.

"But how the deuce did' you find your way here, through
this wilderness of a country, and over these dreadful
roads?"
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"' Oh, I inquired of your proteges, the old Scotch
emigrants, at the turnpike gate," answered Dick, laughing.~

"Old Andy and Jenny. Ay, poor souls! Well, Dick,
you are here in a good hour. All our guests have failed us
.-groomsmen, and bridesmaids, and all, except little Annie
Seymour. And so you must play groonisman, and lead
Annie down."

"I shall be very happy to do so, sir, if Alick desires it."
"Oh, yes, he does. 'I heard that you were here,' and so I

looked in at Alick's room and mentioned the matter to him.
And he declared that he would be very much obliged if
you would do him so much honor. So, you will see it is all
tight."

"And here, Dick, is the license and th1e' fee, both in this
envelope, which it will ~be your duty as groomsman to hand
to the officiating minister."

"Yes, sir."
"And, 'by the way, I hear wheels, and his carriage mDst

be coming," said the old gentleman, leaving the study to
inquire.

Meanwhile, the bride-elect had returned to her own
room.

Drusilla still sat there in the easy chair, with her hands
clasped upon her lap and her head bowed upon her breast.'

Anna went and took a seat beside her, "and said, with
earnestness almost amounting to solemnity:

"Prusilla, if you wish to save Alick from guilt and re-
morse, and yourself and your child from wrong and' shame,
you must place your destiny in my hands to-night, and. do
as I direct you."

The helpless young wife k~oked up in the lady's face, and
murmured mournfully :,

"It is a great trust you seek, Miss Lyon.~~
"It is, Drusilla, :a very great trust;~ yet I seek it. It is

also for you a very great trial, yet I ask you to meet ~

a
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"I would meet anything for Alick's sake, Miss Lyon, if
I may save him, as you say. Please to explain yourself,
Miss Lyon," she said,

"Drusilla, you know that Alexander Lyon is waiting
and expecting to marry me to-night," said the bride elect.

"Yes," m~a~ed the wronged wife.
"And my grandfather and his household are equally

waiting and expecting to witness a wedding."

"Well, they must not any of them be disappointed."
"Ah, what do you mean?" inquired Drusilla, with an

anxious sigh.
"Not to marry Alick myself; you may rest assured," an..

swered Anna, disdainfully.
"Ab, no, for you could not do that."
"Of course not, as I consider him already married. You

are his wife, in right, if not in law, Drusilla," said Miss
Lyon, emphatically.

"I know I am so by right, and I believe I am so by law,"
answered Drusilla solemnly.

"Yet those who know more of law than we do differ
from us. And this makes your position, Drusilla, very
doubtful, very unsafe, and deeply humiliating."

"I know it, I feel it, through all my darkened spirit and
in every pulse of my breaking heart."

"This state of affairs should not be permitted to exist for
a moment, especially..-.oh, most especially-.-as you are so
soon to be a mother. No question of the lawfulness of your
union with Alexander Lyon should be permitted to
arise."
A "No, no, no ~

"But how to silence such questions forever, how to le..
gauze your union and legitimatize your child-4here is the
difficulty."

Drusilla moaned, but spoke no word in answer.
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"If I were to go now to Alick and tell him of your pres..
ence in the house, and urge him to resign my hand and to
do you justice, he would not hear me."

"No, he would not," wailed Prusilla.
"If I were to appeal to my grandfather, the high-spirited

old soldier would-kick him out doors!"
"Ah!" gasped Drusilla, pierced more sharply by this

idea of prospective insult to her Alick than she could be by
any ignomy that might cover herself.

"Then what is to be done?" inquired Anna.
"Nothing, nothing," sighed Drusilla. "I wish I were

dead. I wish I were in Heaven!"
"Yes; but you see we can't die just when the wl~im

seizes us; and if we could, we shouldn't go to Heaven by
that means."

"Ah, Heaven have mercy! have mercy on me, for my
state is desperate 1"

"Yes, Drusilla, your state is desperate-desperate enough
to drive you to despair."

"Despair! I have lived in it for months. I shall die in
it!"

"If you do you will never see Heaven at all. For
despair is the last and most fatal of sins. But you needn't
give up to it just yet!"

"Oh, what do you mean? What hope have I in this
world?"

"The hope that lasts as long as life. Listen, Drusilla.
I said that your state was desperate-not that your cause
was lost. 'Desperate cases require desperate remedies.'
Your case is such a one, and my remedy is such ~a one.

"What remedy have you for me? However desperate,
however dangerous, I will not refuse it or shrink from it!
I would dare anything, suffer anything, to save my Alick
from his sin and win him back to me again!" said the
devoted wife, clasping her hands and gazing imploringly

I
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into the eyes of the lady who* seemed now to hold her
destiny~.

"Then attend to me, Drusilla, while I divulge my plan.-.
the only plan by which you can save your Alick from
present guilt and future remorse, and yourself and your
child from the greatest wrong and the deepest shame-the
only plan, Dru~illa, by which you may hope to WIN YOUR

WAY!"

"Speak on, tell me I I listen!" gasped Drusilla, in a
breathless voice.

"Well, as I said before, Alexander Lyon is confidently
hoping to lead his bride before the minister this evening.
His hopes must be fulfilled-in you, Drusilla 1"

"mine!"
"Yes, in you I You must enact the bride this evening."
"In the. name of Heaven, what is this that you are pro-

posing to me?" exclaimed Drusilla, gazing in wonder at
&Eiss Lyon.

"That you shall take my place in this evening's solemn
fdrce andl be fast married to your husband, if you never
were ~ said Anna, calmly.

'~ Impossible, Miss~ Lyon! He would reject me at first
sight, and I !-.-.I should die of, mortification!"

"Yes, if he should be permitted to recognize you, he
might reject you. But h~. is not to be favored with a 8ight
of your face until he is irrecoverably bound to you."
* stEven then he would renounce me-renounce me with
inaledietions!'

"Well, let him! I should thank him for freeing me, if I
were. you. Why should you care, so that his great wrong
to you and to his child is righted--.-so that your good name
is redeemed, from unmerited reproach, and your~ innocent
child fi~om undeserved shame? After you are fast married
.--lethim go, if he will, say I! "'

"Oh, Miss I~yon! .Miss Lyon!. I never deceived ~ny

one in all my life Shalt I begin by deceiving my dear
Alick?" she said, wringing her poor little hands again.

"iDrusilla, this will be no deception, but .a pious fraud-
if ever there was such a thing in the world!"

"Oh, Miss Lyon, you mean well; but I could not prac-
tise this 'pious fraud' upon any one, least of all upon my
dear Alick! I could not,. Miss Lyon, I could not I" fer
gently exclaimed the loyal young creature, tightly clasping
her hands.

"Then you accept the dishonor to which he has doomed
you, rather than clear your fame in the manner I pro.
pose?" said Anna, curling her lovely lip.

"Yes Miss Lyon, yes; rather than force myself in this
way upon my dear Alick, if I have really no right to his
name, I will accept the undeserved shame," said Drusilla,
sadly but firmly, while the devotion of a young martyr
glowed through her beautiful pale face.

Anna nodded her, head two or three times, and then
said:

"So be it. You may haye the right to immolate your-.
self upon this idolatrous altar of' your inordinate affections.
But who I pray you, young mother, who gave you the right
to doom your innocent unborn child, your poor little help-
less child, to the deep, degradation of illegitimacy?" de-
manded Miss Lyon, solemnly fixing her eyes upon the face
of Drusilla, and seeing her mouth tremble and the big tears
roll, bead-like, down her cheeks.

"Hush! oh, in pity, hush, Miss Lyon! Do not speak
of this!" she pleaded.

"But I must and will speak of it!" persisted Anna, who
now discovered that she had touched a chord in T~ru8illa'5
heart, through which she might draw her into the proposed
plan.

And though the poor, wronged girl wept and wrung her
hands, Miss Lyon persevered in pleading this cause,
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mercilessly setting before the young mother the shames and
woes that must attend her child through life, should she
persist in her present resolution.

Of course, Anna gained her point.
"For the poor baby's sake, I consent. Do with me as

you will," said Drusilla, wee bitterly.
"That is right. Come now and let me dress you. We

have taken up too much time in talking. We have very
little left. I expect every moment to hear that the minister
has arrived," said Anna.

And she flew to the chamber-door, and turned the key.
And she quickly took off her bridal robes, and carefully

dressed Drusilla in them.
Then she placed the wreath of orange' blossoms on her

head, and laid the veil of white lace over all.
"There,~~ said Anna, giving her a pair of white kid-

gloves, "put these on while I dress as a bridesmaid-for
while you personate Miss Lyon, I must seem to be Miss
$eymour.~~

Just at that moment, some one rapped softly.
Anna flew to answer the summons.
"Well, what is wanted now?" she inquired, without

opening the door.
"If you please, Miss, the Reverend Dr. Barber have conie,

and Mr. Alick. and Mr. Dick is both waiting ; and Master's
compliments, and is you and Miss Annie ready to come
down?" spoke the voice of Marcy from without.

"No, we are not quite ready yet, but we soon shall be.
Miss Annie is dressing. Ask them to come for us in about
fifteen minutes," said Anna.

She then hurried to her wardrobes and bureaus, selected
from her large outfit of clothing a white taffeta..silk dress,
and a large white tulle veil, and quickly and carefully
disguised herself in~them. So much dispatch did she use
that she, as well as Drusilla, was ready and waiting full five
minutes before the summons came for them.
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"Courage now, my dear child! Remember how much is
at stake, how much depends upon your self-possession1

Draw your veil closely over your face. I will do the same
with mine. They will ascribe this to our bashfulness.
You must take Alick's arm, I shall take Dick's. Never
mind if your hands tremble or your tongue falters-it will
seem natural. Come now!" whispered Anna to her
agitated companion, as she led her to the chamber-door and
opened it.

.Alick and Dick stood outside.
"My adored Anna, this is the happiest moment of my

existence!" gallantly whispered Alick, as he took the half~.
offered hand of Drusilla, pressed it fervently to his lips, and
drew it within his arm.

She bowed in silence. It seemed all that was expected
of a bride under the circumstances.

"Miss Seymour, I believe? Yes? Well, I am very glad
to meet you again, Miss Annie, especially on this auspi-
cious occasion," said Dick, bending low over th~ hand of
Anna, and then drawing it within his own and leading her
after the bride and bridegroom who were walking before.

"Dick," whispered Anna, "are we both well disguised?"
"Excellently," returned Mr. Dick.
"Did you partially darken the room by putting out two

thirds of the lights?"
"I nearly quite darkened it by putting out three quarters

of them. I had a good opportunity of doing it, being alone
in the drawing-room while Alick and the parson were
closeted with the governor. He-the governor I mean-
swore a few at the servants when he cvne down by himself
to see* that all was right. But the servants all declared*
ignorance of the cause of the lights going out, and as it was
too late to remedy the evil he didinot attempt it."

"Thanks, Dick. And now you understand my purpose;
have you confidence in me
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"In your sincerity, yes; butin your success, no. I trem-
ide for you, Anna, lest when all is done you should find
yourself fast married to Alick. I do, indeed, Anna 1"

"How foolish of you, Dick. Why, I kurn~d the

"I know you did, Anna; but-I wish you would keep
as far as possible from the side of Alick Lyon when he stands
before a minister who holds a prayer-book in his hands open
at the marriage service ~

"Be at ease, Dick, I shall place Aliok's wife between me
and him. I shall consider her an insurmountable obstacle."

"Hush, Anna, we must not talk ~inore! we are too
near them," whispered Dick, in, a very low tone as they
caine up very close behind the foremost couple.

And what were Drusilla's feelings when she found her-
self again by her Alick's side, her hand drawn closely with-~
in ~'his protectingg arm, and pressed frequently against ' his
beating heart-knowing, as 'she did, that jhe' was then med-
itating~ against her the deepest wrong man. could inflict
upon woman-feeling, as she did, that every caress bestowed
upon her, in his ignorance of her identity, was intended for.
another; 'and going, as she was, to take from him, by a
holy stratagem, those sacred rights of which he~* had so
cruelly deprived her; and to brave and bear his terrible
anger when that stratagem should be discbVered, as it must
be when the 'rites should be' over-~what were her feelings?

A great medical philosopher has written that "2~ature is
before' art with her anesthetics." ' ' '

And Drusilla's present state was an illustration of this.
In the supreme crisis of her fate she ~scarcely realized her
pc~sition. She w~s like one' partially overcome by ether or
chloroform; her head was ringing, her senses Awhirling, her
reason tottering; she went on as a somnambulist, half con-
scious of her state, but unable to awake4> It may be doubt-
ful whether she would now have retreated-if 'she could; but
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it is quite certain that she could not have done so even, if
she would., She was under a potent spell that hurried her
forward with all the irresistible 'force of' destiny.

The drawing-room doors were thrown open. The little
bridal procession passed in.

The room, thanks to Dick, was very dimly lighted.
~ Upon' the rug, with his back to the fire, and facing the
advancing party, stood the officiating clergyman in his sur-
plice.

Near him was the grand and martial figure of the vete~
ran soldier, 'General Lyon.

At a respectful distance stood a group of the old. family
servants.

The bridal party came on and formed before the minister
..-Alexander and Drusilla stood together in the center; on

Alexander's right stood Richard,' on Drusilla's left stood
Apna.

All were reverently silent.
At signal from' General Lyon; Richard Hammond put

the envelope supposed to contain the license an4~ the fee
into the hands of the minister, who merely, as a matter of

- form, glanced over it and then opened his book and began
the sacred rite by reading the solemn exhortation ~.'itl~,
which they commence.
'The old, loving servants, who had hitherto kept at a rev-

erential distance from their masters, now drew as near. the
scene of action as they dared do, so that they might hear
every syllable of the ceremony that was to unite, as they
supposed, their young mistress to the husband of her Qhoice.

When the minister, in 'the course of his reading, came to
these awful words-awful at least,' to oneof the contracting
parties, he delivered them with great effect.

"' If any man can show just cause, whythese may not
be joined together, let him 'new speak, or else hereafL~r for-
ever hold ~his peace."'
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The minister made the usual formal pause, for the answer
that might often come, but never does; and then, with the
most solemn emphasis, he addressed the pair before him:

I require and charge you, BOTH, as ye will answer at
the dreadful day of judgment, when' the secrets of all
hearts shall be disclosed, .that if either of you know any
impediment, why you may not be lawfully joined together
in matrimony ye do now confess it. For be ye well assured,
that if any persons are joined together, otherwise than
God's Word doth allow, their marriage is not lawful."'

As the minister read this dread adjuration, the face of
the bridgro&m was observed to flush and pale, and his form
to tremble and shake as with a sudden ague fit.

But though the minister made the customary pause, no
one spoke.

And the cerernon~ proceeded.
"'Alexander, wilt thou have this woman to be thy

wedded wife?'" et center.
And the bridegroom answered in a firm and almost de.

fiant voice:
~ I WILL.' ~
The clergyman continued:

\~ 'Anna, wilt thou have this man to be thy wedded hus~
band?' " and so forth.

And the bride, Anna Drusilla, faltered in whispering
tones:.

"'Who giveth this woman to be married to this man?"'
was the next question in the rituaL

I do,'" answered the sonorous voice of old General
as he came forward, took the hand of the bride and

placed, it in that of the minister.
~Phen the brave old soldier stepped back and turned

away his head, to hide the tears that filled those eyes which
had never qualled in the battle's deadliest .brawl; though

9
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they wept now, at his giving away, as he supposed the last
darling of his old age.

But the minister was now joining the hands of the pair
before him.

And bridegroom and bride, in their turn lighted their
troth each to the other.

Alick uttered his vows in the firm and rather defiant
tones in which he had made all his responses.

Anna ])rusilla breathed hers in murmurs low as the soft..
est notes of the .~Jolian harp.

Then the ring was given and received.
The last prayers were said; the benediction was given,

and the pair was pronounced to be man and'wife.
Alexander turned gaily and gallantly to salute, his bride.
Miss Lyon, as bridesmaid, lifted the veil.
And the faithless husband stood face to face with the

forsaken wife!
"'DRusILLA! ~

He uttered but that one word, and reeled backward,
white and ghastly, as if stricken by death.

Drusilla stood pale and mute her head sunk upon her
bosom, her hands hanging by her side.

The parson, in his panic, dropped his prayer-book, and
stood gazing in consternation.

General Lyon bent forward in aston~shmei~t and per-
plexity.

Dick was looking on in amusement.
And Anna smiling in triumph.
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CHAPTER XLVII.

EXPOSURE.

Away I upon this earth beneath
Ther~ is no spot WIIerO$hOUai~dI,

GENJ~RAL LYON was the first to break the ominous sil-
ence. Turning to the bridegroom; he sternly demanded:

"Sir! what is the meaning of this?"
"Aak your beautiful grand-daughter, sir, who, doubtless,

to serve her own pleasure, has lent herself to the basest
fraud ever practiced upon a man," answered Alexander, now
livid with suppressed rage.

The old gentleman looked gravely npon. the laughing
face of Anna, and inquired, sadly:

"What is this that you have done, ~my child?"
Miss Lyon hesitated and looked confused.
"Pray, my dear sir," said Dick Hammond, taking advan-

tage of the pause and advancing to her rescue, "let me
explain this humiliating affair."

"So you were in it, were you?" fiercely exclaimed Alex-
ander confronting Richard. "All right! here is one, at least

~whom I can and will call to a severe account."
"I am quite ready," coolly replied Dick "to admit and

answer for my share in this matter?"
"Dick! hold your tongue I How dare you, sir? This

is my thunder! And if you open your mouth again with-
out leave, I'll-discard you forever! Stand back, sir!" ex-

* claimed Anna, with her blue eyes blazing upon the offender.
He retreated as from before a fire, and stood laughing.
"My dear grandfattier," said Anna, turning towards the

veteran soldier, "this is solely my affair. May I speak
without interruption?"

"Yes, Miss Lyon," answered the old gentleman, with
grave dignity, "I wait to hear."

"Then, sir, in* a very few words, I will resolve the whole
mystery. You must know that at the time Mr. Alexander
Lyon sought the hand of your grand..daughter,. he ha4
already a living wife, or one who believed herself to be
so!',

"It is false!" burst forth from Alexander's livid lips...-
"as false as-! My cousin has been deceived!"

"It is as true as truth! I will prove it to be so !" put
in Richard Hammond.

"Dick! what did I tell you? If you speak again, I will
have you turned out!" exclaimed Anna, who was most
anxious to prevent a collision between the two young men.

"He had a wife living and sought your hand?" ex-
claimed the gallant old soldier, slowly turning his eyes from
Anna to Alick, and back again. "My child, you must mis..
take. Such were the act of a scoundrel, and none such ever
bore the name of Lyon.~~

"Sir!" cried Alexander, in a voice thrilled and a coun-
tenance agonized by shame.-" Sir, hear me, hear one word
of my defence before you utterly condemn me! I do not
any more than yourself, understand this strange scene,
which seems to have been got up as a very bad joke against
me. But-that my name is Lyon should be an all-sufficient
guarantee that I am no scoundrel, . and quite incapable of
seeking to wed one woman while legally bonud to another."

"That is a denial, not a defence," coldly replied General
Lyon.

"Then, sir,~ said Alexander, withdrawing a few paces
from the group. and signaling to General Lyon to follow
him-I have to confess to somewhat of human frailty in
order to exculpate myself from the charge of crime."

"Go on, sir," curtly commanded the old gentleman, who
had come to his side.

I /
/
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Poor Drusilla had lifted her head, which had rested upon
the bosom of Anna, and bent slightly forward to hear her
fate.

"Will you proceed, sir?" sternly inquired the General,
seeing that his nephew hesitated.

"It is an unpleasant story to tell. But lest you should
have cause to think worse of me than I deserve, I must
admit that the young person here present was my com-
panion for a few months of youthful hallucination; but
there was no marriage."

"Oh, Alicic I A lick! Oh! A lick / my Alick!" impul-
sively burst from the pale lips of Drusilla with a low, long
drawn wail of sorrow.

But Anna once more put her arms around the feeble
form, and drew the bowed head down upon her supporting
bosom.

"Well, sir, what then?" severely demanded the
General.

"I must admit," said Alexander, with a flushed brow,
and with some compunction awakened by the voice of her
whom he had once loved, and with much shame at having
to make the confession-" I must admit that, though there
really was none, yet the poor girl supposed there was a
rnarriage,~since there was a semblance of one."

"What, sir!" thundered the grand old soldier, "deceive
a maiden with the 'semblance' of a marriage and call your-
self a Lyon?"

"Again you mistake me, sir!" cried Alexander, a hot
blush rushing over his face. ~CJ) also believed at the time
it was performed that. the ceremony which united us was a
legal one. I continued to believe so, even after the hallu..
cination which led to the false and fatal step had passed
away-~continued to believe so until last March, when I
chanced to discover that by the accidental omission of an
important form my marriage with this girl was illegal."

.1

II
"And of course, sir, having discovered such an error, you

took the earliest opportuflity of rectifying it and making
your marriage legal?" said General Lyon, emphatically.

"Au, sir! have I not told you that the illusion which
lured me to the folly of such a misalliance was past and
gone? No, sir, I was too happy to be free to retrieve my
errors, and to come back, as in duty bound, to my first love
and first faith," said Alexander, turning and bowing deeply
to Anna, who drew herself proudly erect and bent upon him'
a look of ineffable contempt.

"Oh, Alick, my Alick!" breathed Drusilla, in an almost
expiring voice.

"Hush, dear child, hush! Don't you see and hear that
he is utterly beneath your love and regret?" whispered
Miss Lyon, tenderly drawing the young bowed head upon
her shoulder and pressing the poor broken heart to her
bosom.

"Proceed, sir!" said General Lyon, scowling darkly.
"There is little more to say but this," muttered Alexan~.

der, in an intensely morti4ied and irritated tone. "From
the moment in which I discovered the illegality of my union
with this girl, of course I' broke with her-not harshly, but
very gently. From that moment I treated her only as a
sister, and visited her with less and less frequency until I
ceased altogether. Until this hour, I assure you, my dear
sir, I had not seen this girl for months, in fact not since
April last. I meant never 'to see her again, but I took
measures to provide handsomely for her future support.
Such, my dear uncle, is the 'head and front of my offend-
ing '-a boyish error, heedlessly fallen into, deeply repented
of and eagerly atoned for. It is seldom that a young man's
follies are so cruelly exposed as mine have been this eve-
ning," added Alexander, with an injured, air.

"And this is your explanation?" haughtily demanded
the general.

30
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"It is. For the girl's sake I would willingly have con-
cealed the circumstance; but in The present state of affairs
I deemed the explanation due to yourself as well as to my
lovely cousin," replied Alexander, again turning with a
bow to Anna, who again flashed back upon him a look of
fiery scorn.

"But how comes this unhappy young woman here,
sir?" severely inquired General Lyon.

"1 beg to refer that question to the young woman her-
self, or to her two confederates, Miss Lyon and Mr. Ham-
~ replied Alexander, making a sweeping bow that
included the whole circle, and then stepping back.

"How came this hapless young creature here, ~
questioned the old man, turning to his grand-daughter.

"Permit me, if you please, to answer," said Richard
Hammond, coming forward.

"Dick! be silent! If you speak' again till I bid you, I
will never speak to you again! This is my thunder, I tell
you, and you have nothing to do with it. Grandpi~, order
him to be still !"

"Be quie< Richard. Proceed, Anna ~
"Then listen, sir. You must know that this poor child,

living alone in the isolated country house where her hus-
band had immured her suspected nothing of his wicked
addresses to me until the day before yesterday, when sud-
denly she received authentic information-no matter from
whom "

"It was from-" began Richard.
"Hold you tongue, Dick! She received authentic infor..

nation, I say, of his intended marriage with me. Believing
herself as I believe~ her to be, his wife in law, as she is in
right, and wishing to save him from the sin he meditated and
the punishment she feared would be its consequence, willing
also to save me from the precipice of ruin upon which I

consciously stoo4, tl4~ yo~i~ fragile creature, notwith-

standing her delicate health and broken heart, all unfit aj
she was to travel, came by stage coach the whole distance
from Washington to Saulsburg, and finding no conveyance
there, walked all the way through this dreadful weather on
this dark night, over the worst roads in the country, from
Saulsburg to this house. She came to me in my chamber,
privately told me her story, shielding her faithless husband
as much as she could; and she besought me to withdraw'
from the marriage, an4 save him from guilt and myself
from fatal Wrong.~~

"Then why has she attempted to force herself .upon me
rn this shameless manner? And why have you aided and
abetted her in the fraud?" fiercely demanded Alexander,
his temper impetuously breaking through all ~his efforts to
maintain a proud composure.

Anna disdained to reply to him. Not one syllable would
she condescend to address to Alexander Lyon. But turn-
ing again to her grandfather she said-..

"Drusilla did not do so; she will never attempt to force
herself upon Mr. Lyon. The young wife came, as I said,
to save him from" committing a felony, and me from taking a
fatal step; and not to force herself upon an unwilling hus..
band. It will be well for him, when he shall come to him..
self, if he can by any means, woo her back."

"How happened it, then, my chil4?" inquired the
General.

"It was I, who for reasons that will be apparent, urged
her to assume my dress and take my place in the wedding
ceremony, and thus win back 'the sacred rights of which
she had beei~ so basely cheated!"

"l3ut-stiil-how was this to be done in such a way,
my dear?~,

"By rectifying in this second marriage the informality
that rendered the first one illegal."

"And I contend," burst forth Alexander, "that this

I



484 TILE CHANGED BRIDES.
485EXPOSURE.

Second marriage is no more legal than the first one was;
less soif anything! for this is an imposture, a substitution
of one person for another, besides being quite as irregular
as the first marriage in the same particular of lacking a
license!"

"He mistakes, my dear grandfather, there was a license,"
said Anna, quietl*v.

"Yes; a license authorizing the marriage of Alexander
and Anna Lyon. Such was the document placed in the
hands of the minister!" angrily exclaimed Alick.

"I beg his pardon," said Anna, still looking at, still
speaking to her grandfather. "The license of which he
speaks I burned with my own hands this evening. The
license of which I speak duly authorizes the nuptial rites to
be solemnized between Alexander Lyon and Anna Drusilla
Sterling, and it is now in the possession of the minister."

"It was then taken out by somebody else in my name.
It can be of no sort of legal effect," cried Mr. Lyon.

"Again I entreat his forgiveness; but this one was pro-
cured by Alexander Lyon himself; ~dear grandpa."

"It is FALSE !-.-I mean it is a mistake, Anna!" ex-
claimed Alexander, correcting himself. "I procured no
such paper."

"I fancy that h& has forgotten the circumstance, dear
sir; but I will refresh his memory!" replied Anna. Then
turning to the sorely embarrassed n~iinister who had stood
all this time an unwilling witness to this painful scene, she
added: "Dr. Barbar, will you have the goodness to return
the envelope handed you by Mr. Hammond?"

The good clergyman complied. Anna opened the envel-
ope,, and took from it its inclosure,' which she handed to
General Lyon.

The old gentleman put on his spectacles to examine it.
Having silently read it, he exclaimed:

"Why, this is'-this is exactly what you represent it to

I,,

be, my dear Anna! But it bears date-Heaven bless my
soul, of last January ~

Alexander started and turned ghastly pale, reeled, and
recovered himself by a great effort.

"How is this, my Anna? What does it all mean, my
dear?" inquired the old soldier.

Alexander, putting a strong constraint npon himself
bent forward to hear the answer.

"It means this, my dear sir: You heard Mr. Lyon'say
that at the time of his first marriage with this fair child he
supposed the union to be perfectly legal; but that' afterwards
he chanced to discover that through 'the accidental omission
of an important form,~ that ceremony to have been quite
invalid."

"Yes! yes!" said General Lyon, impatiently.
"He had some reason for what he said. Listen, dear

sir: When this man first prevailed over this poor child to
intrust herself to his care, he seems to have meant honestly
by her. He procured this license for their marriage; and
he took her before a regularly ordained minister of the
church. But by some strange oversight he never banded
the license to the minister, who, being a Northern man and
a new-corner into Virginia, and ignorant of the' law of the
State which required a license to be shown before a marriage
ceremony could be legally solemnized, never asked to see
the document, hut married them, as he Would have done in
his own State, without it. Months later Nr~ Lyon discov-
ered this oversight, and having tired of his fair bride, he
resolved to profit by it in freeing himself fr6m his obliga..
tions to her."'

so this is the license he took out for his ~rst mar-
riage, but never used?" inquired General Lyon, who for
the last few moments had maintained a wonderful com-
posure.

"Yes, sir."
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"But how came it into your possession?"
"Sir, the poor child found it among her husband's papers,

~nd cherished it with a fond superstition, as she cherished
her wedding ring. When she came to me with her piteous
story she put that piece of paper into' my hands as a proof
'that she was no impostor. I saw at once how it might be
used to get her rights, especially as her first Christian name,
like mine, is Anna. So I burned my own license and sub-
stituted hers and closed the envelope, which you, dear sir,
Unconscious of its contents, delivered into Dick's charge to
be handed to the minister. Then, using such arguments as
I thought must prevail over a wife and a Christian, I per-
suaded trusilla to take my place, as I said. And now I am
happy to announce that through my means, and mine only,
the omission of that important form in Drusilla's first mar-
riage ceremony has been supplied in the second, and that
she is now unquestionably the lawful wife of Alexander
Lyon."

Drusilla lifted her head from Anna's supporting bosom,
and looked at her husband where he stood, enraged, baffled
and covered with confusion. Then she left Anna's shelter-
ing arms and went towards him, and with outstretche4
hands, face pale as death, and beseeching eyes, she pleaded:

"Oh, Alh~k! Alick love ! 'it was not for myself! it was
not for myself I did this! Oh Ali ck! try to pardon me,
dear! and I will pray to die and set you free t"

And a~ if ~o one had been present but themselves, she
sank at his feet.

"BEGONE!" cried Alexander, furiously stamping, and
and turning away.

"Sir! you have disgraced yourself and the name you
bear!" sternly exclaimed General Lyon, stooping and
raisingg the poor little fallen figure, and supporting it on his
arm.

But Alexander was absolutely beside himself with fury.

Forgetting that, he stood in the presence of old age and
young womanhood, forgetting that he was a man and a
gentleman, he strode towards his heart-broken wife, and
with livid face, starting eyes and brandishing hand, he ex-
claimed:

"How dared you do this thing? How dared you bring
me to this open shame? How dared you brave me,, thus?
how dared you, I demand?"

She did not speak; but with clasped hands and uplifted
eyes, seemed to implore his forbearance. -

"You have repaid years of kindness by the blackest in-
gratitude; you have deceived me by the most infamous
treachery; you have sought your object by the basest
fraud; you have ventured to take the place of the lady I
loved and wished to wed, and so, stolen my 'hand by the
meanest trick! I asked you where you found the effron-
tery to do all this?" he demanded, 'grinding his teeth with
rage and-shaking his hand over her head.

Still she uttered no word in her defence; but still with,
appealing hands and eyes, mutely besought his mercy.

Dick, who had been champing and stamping, and held
in leash only bf Anna, during this assault, now utterly
broke bounds, and cried out:

"Come come, Lyon! I'm blest if I'll stand by and see a
lady brow-beaten so, if it is by her husband! If you don't
stop this instantly, I~ll-"

"Be quiet, Richard Hammond, and let the man speak to
his wife," said General Lyon authoritatively, with covert
irony, as he laid his hand on Dick and held him back.

Richard yielded, seeing in this unnatural forbearance of~
the old soldier, only the ominous calm that portends the
fiercest storm.

But, as for Alexander Lyon,~o absorbed was he by his
owh raging passions, that he perceived nothing of this' bye-
scene. Still brandishing his hand above~ her drooping
head, he continued to pour out his wrath upon his wife.
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You never loved me! You never loved any one but
yourself! You never loved me, certainly, or you never
would have betrayed me in this base manner, he exclaimed.

Her white lips quivered-.-.parted, but only inarticulate
murmurs issued from them.

"But do not flatter yourself, girl, that your treachery
shall serve your purpose. Such ~ marriage, so procured,
can never stand in law. And here, in the presence of these
witnesses, I utterly refuse to acknowledge its validity, or to
recognize you as my wife! Here, I renounce you for-
ever

Her pleading Irands were lifted in an agony of depreca-
tion, and then dropped by her side, in despair.

"Had you accepted the position I gave you, although I
should never have seen your face again, yet I would have
provided handsomely for your support. But now, since you
have put this foul deception upon me, for all the help you
can get from me, you may-PERIsM!" he hissed.

"Not so," said the fine old gentleman, General Lyon,
drawing the arm of the outraged and half crushed young
creature, closer within his own. "Not so, by your leare.
I charge myself with the care of my niece, Mrs. Alexander
Lyon. Her home shall be here, with my grand-daught~r
and myself-here, where she shall live in peace and safety
-loved and honored~ until such times as you-madman !-..

shall come to your senses, and sue more humbly for the
forgiveness of the wronged wife, than you ever did for the
love of the unhappy maiden."

"You had better be quite sure that the girl in your arm
8 a wife before you offer her the protection of your roof

and the society of your grand-daughter!,, sneered Alexan-
* der, bitterly.

"Sir, you have struck the last blow to your own honor
and my patience. Alexander Lyon, if you were not the son
of my dead brother I would curse you) where you stand I

But go!" said the old man, lifting up and stretching out
his arm with an imperious gesture. "Leave this house,
and iiiever desecrate its halls again with your presence!
and never again let me see your face!"

Cursing and stamping with fury, Alexander turned and
flung himself from the room.

Jn the hall outside his voice was heard calling loudly to
his servant to put his horses to his carriage and bring it
around to the door.

General Lyon gazed down upon the poor young wife at
his side, and said:

"Look up my child. Here is your home aud your father
and your sister. Be of good comfort, trust in God, and all
will be well."

She answered nothing, but sunk heavily within his aged
arms, that yet were quite strong enough to support her
sinking form. She had succumbed to one of those fainting
fits which, through the agonies she had so long endured,
had now become habitual to her.

"Grandpa, she has swooned! Marcy, come here quickly.
You are strong; help to carry her to the sofa. M~tty, go

to the spare room opposite mine and turn down the bed;
see to the fire, and come hack and tell me when all is
ready," exclaimed Anna, rapidly issuing her orders, While
she hastily took off Drusilla's bridal wreath and veil, and
unloosened her dress.

Marcy who had been in the group of servants assembled
to witness the marriage ceremony, was quickly on the! spot,
and with her assistance Anna bore the insensible form of
Drusilla to the sofa and laid her on it.

General Lyon followed, looking anxiously upon the pale
face of the sufferer.

Dr. Barbar and Mr. Hammond were left standing on the
rug, and for th~ time being, forgotten by their host and
hostess.
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All available means were used to revive the swooning
girl, but all in vain. Anna bathed her face with ean de
cologne, and applied strong smelling salts to her nose; and
Marcy smartly slapped her hands, but without effect.

While they were thus engage& Matty entered the draw-
ing-room, and announced that the bed chamber was ready.

"We must take her there and undress her and put her
to bed, Mercy; and then we shall have a better opportunity
of applying restoratives," said Miss Lyon.

"Yes, Miss, for it's little we ~an do here," admitted
Marcy.

"Dear grandpa," said Anna, addre~siz~g the old gentle-
man, who still stood watching with interest the face of the
patient, "dear grandpa, you have been so worried this eve-
ning. Do sit down and rest and order some refreshment
for yourself and for Dr. Barber and Dick, who are being
neglected. I shall take Drusilla to the Rose Room and see
that every proper attention is given her."

"But she seems to be dead or dying," said General
Lyon, uneasily.

"No, dear sir; she is only. in a swoon, which is very
natural under. all the circumstances; but not at all danger-
oils.,,

"I hope you are certain of this?"
"Quite certain, sir. Now, Marcy, help me to lift her~~

said Anna.
But Dick Hammond, who heard and saw all that was

going on, hastened forward to offer his services as bearer.
"Anna, do let me carry her up stairs. I can do so

with so much more ease to her than you and Marcy could~"
he said. And without waiting for leave, he tenderly raised
the unconscious form and gently bore it after Marcy, who
led the way up to the Rose Room.

.A~nna bade good night to Dr. Barbar, and then turned
and kissed her grandfather and asked for his usual blessing.

*
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"God ble~s you, my dear child, for you have done a
righteous deed this night. Take care of the poor desolate
girl up-stairs, and if I can be of any service to her, do not
hesitate to cafl on me, even if you should have to wake me
up in the night. My house, my purse, and myself, Anna,
are at her orders no less than at yours, as long as she has
wants and I have ~ answered the grand old man, as
he pressed a kiss upon his child's brow and dismissed her.

Anna hurried up stairs and met Dick on the landing.
He had just deposited his charge on her couch and left her
room.

"Hallelujah, Dick!', exclaimed Anna.
"Hallelujah, Anna!', responded Dick, as their hands

met in a hearty, congratulatory clasp.
"It is all right with us now, Anna?"
"All quite. right now~ Dick, darling."
Dick looked gratefully and then pleadingly in her face, as

he took her hand again a~d gently drew her towards him.
But she laughingly bro~e away, exclaiming:
"Not now, Dick; not now, darling. I must go to my

patient. We must not neglect that poor girl, to whom we
owe al*l our happiness.~,

"Indeed we must not," earnestly agreed Dick.
"Then good night, Dick. I will see you in the morn-

ing."
"Good night, my liege lady. But stay. If I can be of

any use, pray command me at any hour of the day or
night."

"That I will, Dick. Once more good night.",
And Anna flitted past him and went into the Rose

Room.

There she found that Marcy and Matty had already
di~rested Drusilla of her bridal robes and clothed her in a
loose white wrapper and put her comfortably to bed.

They now stood one on each side rubbing her hands.
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"How is she?" inquired Anna approaching anti bend~
ing over the pallid face.

"No change yet, Miss; but we niust~be patient and keep
up this friction, and she will come to presently," answered
Marcy.

Anna went into her own chamber and quickly changed
her splendid dress for a wadded white merino wrapper, and
then returned to the sick chaniber, and took her place be-
side the the bed, saying;

"Matty, you may retire to rest. 1~titrcy and myself will
remain here to-night."

Matty who was yawning fearfully, gladly availed herself
of the permission and left the room.

And Miss Lyon willingly, gratefully, undertook the long
night's watch over thb suffering young creature to whose
almost incredible energy and heroism she owed her own
preservation from a fatal marriage and her hopes of happi-
ness with the man she loved.

CHAPTER XLVIII.

BALM FOR THE BRUISED HEART

Nay, but Nature brings her solace, for a tender voice will cry,
Tls a purer life than his, a lip to drain hei' trouble dry.
Baby lips will laugh it down, his only rival br1~ig her rest,,
Baby fingers, waxen touches, press it from the mother's breast.

-TENNYsorr..

THE great old-fashioned hall clock was striking the
quarter j2~efore twelve when Richard Hammond re-entered
the drawing-room.

He found General Lyon and Dr. Barbar still there,
seated in large arm-chairs each side of the fire-place.
They seenied to be discussing the events of the evening.

Yes, old friend, my dog of a nephew, like that other
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grand rascal of old, has 'spoiled the feast, broke the good
meeting, with most admired disorder,'" sighed the general.

"Ah, my dear sir, he is young,~ and we must be
charitable. Even David, the man after the Lord's own
heart, had to pray that the' sins of his youth might not be
remembered against him. Give the young man time to
recollect himself and to reform. But I feel very sorry for
the poor wife-she seems but a mere child."

"She is but sixteen or seventeen," said General Lyon.
"Ala dear, hew sad! She seems to love him much."
"She loves a villain then, .and must suffer ~
"Will he never be reconciled to her, do you think?"
"Can she ever be reconciled to him? That is the

question. 'My spirit shall not always strive with man,'
saith the Lord. And if the Divine Spirit wearies of the'
fridtless struggle with Evil, how much sooner. shall the
human spirit sink? For myself, I should not wonder if
she should experience such a revulsion of feeling as should
make the very thought of th&t man hateful to her. But in
any case her home is here, under our protection, until such
time as he shall repent and show himself worthy to reclaim
her hand, if that time ever should come. Ah! here is
Dick. How did you leave our young charge, my boy?"
inquired the general, for the first time conscious of
Richard's presence.

"I left her in, good hands, sir; otherwise much as she
was when taken from this room. I understand, sir, that
since, her domestic sufferings commenced she has been
very subject to these fainting fits. They are said to
be not dangerous; but for my part, I should think there
was reason to fear that her heart is affected," answered
Richard, seeking a seat between the two old gentlemen.

"Dick, you were more engaged in this exposure. of Alex-
ander than Anna was willing to admit. You knew of his
p~evio~s marriage before you came down here ~" inquired
the general.
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"Yes, sir; but only a few days 1~efore; and I came down
here for the express purpose of divulging it to you; and I
brought with me the minister who performed the flint cere-
mony, as proof of it. But before I saw you I chanced to
meet ;Anna, who proposed to me another plan,. which I
thought to be a better one than my own."

Yes, Anna's plan was assuredly the only one by which
the ends of justice could be reached in this singular case."

"Shall I tell you, sir, how I came to be informed of the
first marriage ~

"Oh no, Dick, not to-night.--to-worrow. Gentlemen, it
is on the stroke of midnight. And though my ~orry
nephew has 'spoiled the feast,' et center, I see no reason
why we should watch and fast the night through. We will
have supper and then to bed. And althoug~i you are the
only wedding guests, we will adjourn to th~ banqueting
room," said General Lyon, arising and leading the way to
a brilliantly lighted and elegantly decorated saloon, where a
sumptuous supper was laid out.

The host led his two guests to the upper end of the ~
table, and invited them to be seated.

The two Jacobs, father and son, stood ready to wait on
them.

But what took away their appetites-whether it was the
excitement of the evening, or the dreariness~of a rich repast
laid for many, and honored with the presence of but three;
or the embarrassing variety of delicacies spread before them,
is uncertain; but they could not eat. A broken biscuit and
a glass of wine, was all that each took. And then, with
mutual good nights and good wishes, they separated.

General Lyon went to rest.

Old Jacob showed Dr. Barber to the best vacant bed-
room, and young Jacob led Dick Hammond to the second
best.

It is to be hoped that the two old gentlemen slept well.
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Dick did not close his eyes.
The revulsion from despair to hope, to certainty of happi..

ness, was almost too much for him. He lay rolling and
tossing from side to side all 'night; telling himself over
ai~I over again that it was no dream; that Anna was free;
and that he might at last be made happy with her hand;
and wondering how long it would be before he could coax
Anna to name the happy day, and his uncle to give them
his blessing. He heard the old hail clock strike every hour,
and thought the night would never come to an end.

At four o'clock on that winter morning, it was still very
dark, when he heard rousing raps at his door.

"Well! who's there?" he cried.
"It's me, Master Dick," answered the voice of Marcy.
~Y~Tell! what do you want?"
"Please sir, Miss Anna-" (
Dick was out of bed in an instant, drawing on his panta-

loons.
-" Says how young Mrs. Lyon is seemingly ill, and will

you please to wake up the coachman, and tell him to take
the fastest horse and ride quick as possible to Saulsburg for
Dr. Leech.

Dick was dressed and at the door by the time Marcy had
done speaking.

"Can I see Miss Anna for an instant?" he inquired.
~I will ask her," answered Marcy, hurrying down the

passage.
Dick hastened after her, and waited outside Drusilla's

door while Marcy went in to inquire.
Anna came out with a large shawl wrapped around hers
"Oh, hurry, Dick! don't stop to talk! the poor child is

very ill, and delay may be her death!" exclaimed Anna, as
she appeared.

"I merely stopped to tell you, Anna, that I shal~trust t~
no servant, least of all to slow old Jacob! I shall saddle -

my own fast horse, and fly for the doctor myself."
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"You're a trump, Dick. Heaven bless you, be off?"
"And Anna disappeared within the sick chamber. And

Dick ran down to the table, saddled his horse, leaped upon
his back, struck spurs to his flanks and was off like an
arrow in the direction of Saulsburg. "He skelpit on
through dub and mire," so eager in his errand, that he
scarcely noticed the storm was over, and the clouds were
breaking overhead; a few pale stars were shining out, and
day was faintly dawning in the East.

When he came to the toll-gate, as once before, be cleared
the bar with a bound, and dashed onward, to the infinite
indignation of old Andy who had just opened his shutters
in time to witness the feat, and who turned to his old
wife, then busy over the fire cooking the breakfast, and
then exclaimed:

"El1, Jenny, woman] the warlocks are flitting b~a~ck frae
the witches' Sahbath. There g~ed ane noo !-on a broom-
stick, or something unco like it, right over the toll-gate bar
and awa'! We'll hear the news the day, woman!"

Heedless of what the guardian of the road might think
of him, flick raced on, sending flakes of mud froinhis
horse's heels.

The sun was rising behind the farthest range of moun-
tains, ~and sending his dazzling beams obliquely through the
Wild 'Gap and athwart the Wild River. ~ts Dick rode into
Saulsbnrg and drew rein before the picturesque inn.

He had not the slightest idea Whereabouts in the village
or its neighborhood the country doctor lived.

So he inquired of the hostler who came to take his horse:
"Do you know where Dr. Leech hangs ~
"I dunno where he haigs out, sir; but you can ax him

hisself.. He lives right down the street there, sir,'~ answered
the man, pointing to a small, neat cottage, with a still smaller
surgery beside it, and the name of "LEECH" over the
door.
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Dick left his horse and went and knocked up the doctor,
and, in a few urgent words, told him hisservices were in-
stantly needed at Old Lyon Hall, where there was a lady in
extremity, and entreated him to hasten immediately to her
relief.

The good doctor needed no second bidding, but loudly
called tQ shop-boy and horse-boy to have his saddle-bags
and his.horse got ready, and then rushed into the house to
put on his great-coat and hat.

When Dick had seen the doctor fairly started on his jour-
ney, he turned his steps to the little inn, entered it, and
ordered breakfast.

"And have my horse well rubbed down and watered and
fed. I must mount him again in an hour" he added.

At this time of the day there always happened to be
more servants than guests at the "Foaming ~
and ~so Dick and his horse were both promptly served.

But' while Mr. Hammond sat enjoying the fragrant
coffee, light rolls, sweet butter, luscious ham and fresh
eggs that formed the repast, for which his early ride had
given him so keen an appetite, 0he was suddenly inter-
rupted.

It was "maminy" who burst in upon his privacy with
more haste than ceremony, demanding:

"If you please, sir, wasn't you the gentkman as come
down with us in the night coach frou~ Drainsville and
got off at Frostville?"

"Yes! and wasn't you the lady that scalped me and
broke both my legs ?" laughed Dick.

"I hope you survived it, sir? But that wasn't what
I corned to a~ you."

"Yes; having a good constitution, I got over it. But
what did you come to ask me?"

"Please, sir, no offence; but is it as the boys say, you
come from Old Lyon Hall this morning ?"'

31
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"VYes."

"Arter a doctor ?"

"F'or a lady in-'streme 'srss"
"Yes,"
" Young Mrs. 'Lyon, sir ? "

" Then, sir, that was my own lady ; and I jest knowed
how it would be I I jest did ! Sir, she left here in an old
ramshlackly concern as broke down with her afore she so
mucoh as got a mile from the place ; and then she up and
set out to walk all the way through the storm to the hail;
and which if I'd 'a knowed, Pd a seen the old hall and
everybody into it farther afore I'd a let her a risted of her
life by so doing. But that there blamed boy,.-Lord for-
give me for swearing,-arter he'd upset her in the road,
took all the rest of the' evening to haul off the old wreck
of a carriage, and never got back here till I had gone to
bed. So I never knowed nothing about it till this morn-
ing, which a purty state my nerves has been in ever since."

And mammy, having talked herself out of breath,
dropped down in a chair and panted.

*" Youi were this -lady's nuirse ?" inquired Dick, butter-'
ing a roll-.

"In course I was, sir ; perfessionally so; and recom-
mended by the highest gentlemen of the physical per-

" Then, my good 'woman, 'I wonder why your patient
didn't take you along with her."

" So do I, sir. That was a very sensible remark of
yours; but you see, sir, she preferred to leave mehere in
care of they baggidge, which I 'will say' this-that mind
can't conceive, nor tongue tell the' trouble IPve had to per-
tect them 'there two little red morocky trunks from being
stoled or left behind !"

I
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" True as I tell you, sir ; so I don't wuch wonder at the
madam wanting of me to stay behind to watch them."

"No, nor I," said Dick, slily. "But, my good woman,"
he added, "I think now that the best thing you can do is

to go to your mistress.
" Which such is my intention so to do sir ; and I would

be obliged to you if you would be so good as to speak to
that there pig-headed landlord-begging your pardon, sir,
but so he is-to let me have a decent horse and wagon, that
won't break down, to take me and the baggidge to the old

hall, which, if you are going back there, sir, yourself, you
can show me the way."

"Yes," said Dick, with good-natured alacrity, seeing at
once how important it might be that Drusilla should have
her nurse and her- wardrobe. "Yes I will attend to it at
once."

And he arose and rang the bell, and told the waiter who
answered it to send the landlord to him.

The slow host came sauntering in with his hands in his

pockets, and in -answer to Dick's inquiries, deliberately
acknowledged that he had "such a thing,"-and a bargain
was soon struck for a wagon, horse and driver to take

inammy and her luggage 'to Old Lyon JIall.
" But the bill is not yet paid," said the landlord, hesita-

tingly, " and so I would rather keep a part of the luggage
for security until it is settled. One of the little trunks,
now, might do."
-" Set you up with it, indeed !" fiercely exclaimed mammy,

as much ruffled as a hen when hier nest is threatened.
" But who's to pay the bill?" pursued the host.
" I shall," answered Dick; coldly.
" No 'you won't, sir, begging of your pardon ; that

wouldn't be noways proper. The young madam left her

port-munny long o' me to -settle all claims. Bring your
'uin here to me, mister landlord, and FIl settle of it

myself."
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'"And not to lose time while he is making it out you had
better go and get ready to start," counselled Dick

"So I had, sir; that's another very sensible remark of
yours. And I'll not keep you waiting one minute; I'll be
ready as soon as the wagon is," said the old woman, hurry-
ing out of the ~oom~

And. in less than twenty minutes mammy re-appeared
ready for her journey. The bill was paid, the wagon
brought around and loaded with the luggage, and the
nurse and the team started, escorted by Mr. Richard
Hammond on horseback, and cheered by all the raga-
muffins in the village.

It does not take long after a storm is over for the, water
to run off the roads of that region, which are high roads in
more senses than one; so the travel was not so bad as
might have been expected.

In little more than two hours the "procession" arrived
at the' toll-gate where old Andy was on duty.

"Eli, sirs!,~ he exclaimed, on seeing Dick, "but ye's a
braw caUant! Wha gave ye commission to loup twice over
me bar, and cheat me of me toll? Eh, but ye'll bide where
ye be till ye pay me for a', e'en to the uttermost farthing,
before I let ye by; for ye's no jump your wagon over the
gate, I'm thinking."

"Certainly, of course, all right. You see I was in too
great a hurry to stop to make change, or to wait to have
the gate opened when I passed here last night and early
this morning. But now open quickly to me. And here!
here is what will pay you for all the tolls and leave some-
thing besides to buy a winter gown for the gude-wife,"
said Dick, laughing, and tossing a ten dollar gold coin to
the old man. "And tell her this from me," added the
kind-hearted fellow, "that the girl she took so much in-
terest in is quite safe and well-cared for."

But Andy was not concerned about the safety of the girl,

I
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he was stooping to pick up the gold eagle, and r~iuttering to
himself:

"Eli I how the lad flings about 1~s gowd, to be sure!
It's weel a careful' body like mysel' is~iiigh to gather it up.
What was you saying anent the young hizzy, sir?" he in~
quired, looking up.

"Tell your good wife that she is safe and well cared for."
"Ou, ay! it wad be i' some house o' correction; only

there's nae sic a useful institootion in the couxitry," growled
Andy.

"Never mind where she is, or who she is. Tell, your
wife she is all right!" said Dick, as he sauntered through
the gate in advance of the wagon.

The worst part of the road was past, and so in something
less than an hour the "cortege" arrived at Old lyon Hall.

The doctor had been there already for some time, and he
was then with young Mrs. Lyon, who seemed to all around
her to be at the point of death.'

Such was the report of General Lyon, who immediately
rang for a woman servant to show the nurse up to her
patient.

"And I am very glad you thought to fetch her, Dick,"
added the honest old general.

Dick explained that such thoughtfulness was no merit of
his; that this woman had attended the young wife down
from Washington, and had been left temporarily at Sauls-
burg, and had availed herself of his e,~scort to come on to
the hail.

So mammy was taken up to her patient, whom she found
much too ill to be scolded for her imprudence.

In fact Drusilla was, as they said, almost at the point of
death. Her life hung upon the slanderest thread for five
'days, at the end of which she became 'the mother of a beau-
tiful boy.

As her illness before his birth had been severe and dan-
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gerous, so her convalescence afterwards was slow and preca.
rious. For many more days she lay in a mental and phys-
ical prostration, so profouxtd that she was incapable of
-noticing~her child, and even of realizing its existence. But
l~r youth and her good constitution were very much in her
favor. /

Gradually, very gradually, she came out of this depressed
state.

The llrst signs of reviving life she gave was the interest
she showed in her babe.

Before she' had strength to speak above her breath, or
sense to connect a sentence properly, she would mutely in-
sist upon having him laid on her arm and next her bosom;
'and then with a serene smile shQ would sink into a tranquil
sleep.

And then, lest even the light weight of the infant should
be too much for her feeble strength, the nurse would steal
the sleeping child from the sleeping mother and lay him in
the pretty berceaunette that had been purchased and deco..
rated for him by Anna.

As the weeks went on, the young mother continued to
revive; and her interest in her infant boy became a pas..
sionate love, that grew with her growing strength.

When she was able to be dressed and to recline in her
easy chair, she would sit hours with the babe clasped to her
bosom.

Strangely enough, that female martinet, the monthly
nurse, never objected to this.

And to all Anna's remonstrances Drusilla would answer:
"Oh, ~is~ Lyon, you don't know, you cant know, what

this soft little form is to me, as I hold it to my bosom. It,
is such a soothing balrn-..-such a heavenly comfort."

Sometimes Auna would take an opportunity to speak to
inammy on the subject; but .mammy would answer;

"You let her alone, Miss. It's all natur' and all right.
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The baby'1l save her life. It'll draw all the soreness out'n
her heart and heal it up; mind me4"

But suddenly the thought came to the young mother that
she was perhaps injuring her child by holding* him in her
lap so constantly. And then all her conduct with it
changed. She would take him up only to nurse and get
him to sleep. And then she would lay him in his little
decorated cradle; but that cradle stood always by her side,
so that, sleeping or waking, her infant son ~ never out of
her sight.

It was beautiful to see the interest that the old General
and his granddaughter took in this young mother and
child.

General Lyon visited Drusilla every morning, bringing
some rare offering of fruit ordered from the city, or flowers
from his own conservatory.

Anna was seldom Qut of the chamber. Every forenoon
she took her needle-work and went to keep Drusilla com-
pany.

And often they might be seen sitting, working together,
with the baby in the cradle between ti~em.

his enthDick, in usiasm, said of this group, that it was"a sleeping cherub watched by two guardian angels."
3' Watched by guardian angels," in her home of peace,

we will also leave the young, forsaken wife.
Whether Drusilla' ever was re-united with her husband,

or whether Dick was ever really reclaimed from the clutches
of his "friends," and rewarded with the hand of Anna,
will be' duly related in the sequel to this book, which
will immediately appear, under the title of "TH1~ BRIDES'

I1 tATE."

THE END.
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and Philip Lawrence. With 288 Illustrations. Half morocco.2 00
Comatock's Colored Chart. Every School should have a copy ot' it....5 00
Across the Atlantic. Letters from France, Switzerland, tiermany,

italy, and England. By C. H. Haeseler, M.D. Bound in cloth,... 2 00
Colonel John W. Forney's Letters from Europe. Bound in cloth,.... 1 75
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

118 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, or cloth,... 1 50
Life and Adventures 4~f Don Quixote and his Squire Sancho Panza,

complete in one large volume, paper cover, for $1.00, or in cloth,.. 1 50
The Laws and Practice of Game of Euchre. By a Professor. Cloth, 1 00
Whitefriars; or, The Days &f Charles the Second. Illustrated,.1 00

HUMOROUS ILLUSTRATED WORKS.
Each one full of Illustrations, by Felix 0. C. Darley, and bound in Cloth.

Major Jones' Courtship and Travels. With 21 Illustrations,......... 1 75
Major Jones' Scenes in Georgia. With 18 Illustrations..........1 75
Simon Sugga' Adventures and Travels. Witl~ 17 Illustrations.1 75
Swamp Doctor's Adventures in the South-West.'~ 14 Illustrations,... 1 75
Col. Thorpe's Scenes in Arkansaw. With 18 Illustrations,........1 75
The Big Bear's Adventures and Travels. With 18 Illustratiun~.1 75
High Life in New York, by Jonathan Slick. With illustrations.1 75
Judge Halibarton's Yanke~ Stories. Illustrated..........1 75
Harry Coverdale's Courtship-and Marriage. illustrated..1 75
Piney Wood's Tavern; or, Sam Slick in Texas. Illustrated,,..1 75
Sam Slick, the Clockmaker. By Judge Haliburton. Illustrated,... 1 75
Humors of Falcoabridge. By J. F. Kelley. With Illustratiovs, ... 1 75
Modern Chivalry. By Judge Breckenridge. Two vols., encb........ 1 75
Noal'a Charcoal Sketches. By Joseph. C. Neal. 21 Illustrations,... 2 50

ALEXANDER DUMAS' WORKS.
Count of Monte Cristo......1 50 Memoirs of a Physician.
The Iron Mask,...........,..~,.... 1 00 Queen's Necklace.....
Louise La Valliere......... 1 00 Six Years Later.........
Adventures of a Marquia.. 1 00 Countess of Charney,.............
Diana of Meridor,.~......... 1 00 Andree de Taverney......
The Three Guardsmen.. 75 The Chevalier,...........
Twenty Years After.......... 75 Forty.five Guardsmen,.
Bragelonrac......... 75 The Iron Hand...........
The Conscript. A Tale of War, 1 50 Camille, "The Canielia Lady,"

The above are each in ~taper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
Jidmond Dantes,...........75 Man with Five Wives,........,..
Feline de Clian~bure...... 75 Twin Lieutenants,..
The Horrors of Paris.........75 Annette, Lady of the Pearls;....
The Fallen Angel,............75 Mohicans of Paris........
Sketches in France...........75 The Marriage Verdict......
Isabel of Bavaria............75 - The Corsican Brothers,
Count of Moret,.,,.. 50 George.. 50 j Buried Alive,....

T. B PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS. 5

CHARLES DICKENS' WORKS.
~ GREAT REDUCTION IN THEIR PRICES, ~

P~OPLF8 DUODECIXO EDITION. ILLUSTRATED.
Reduced in price from $2.50 to $1.50 a volume.

This edition is printed on fine paper, from iarge, dear type, leaded, that
all can read, containing One Hundred and £igkty Illustrations on tinted

7~aper, and each l~ook is complete in one Zar~,ie duodecima volume.
Our Mutual Friend. Cloth, $1.50 Little Dorrit, Cloth, $1.60
Pickwick Papers.Cloth, 1.50 Dombey and Son,.Cloth, 1.50
~icho1as Nickleby.Cloth, 1.50 Christmas Stories.,...Cloth, 1.50
Great Expectations..Cloth, 1.50 Sketches by" Bos,".Cloth, 1.50
David Copperfield.Cloth, 1.50 l3arnaby Rudge...Cloth, 1.50
Oliver Twist,.......,.Cloth, 1.50 Martin Chuzzlewit,.......Clotb, 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
American Notes; and The Uncommercial Traveler,........Cloth, 1.50
Hunted Down; and other Reprinted Pieces............Cloth, 1.50
The Holly-Tree Inn; and other Stories,................Cloth, 1.50
Price ~I a set, in 1~lack cloth,:in nineteen volumes.............$28.00

" " Full sheep, Library style...................88.00
" " Half calf, sprinkled edges..................47.00
" " Half calf, marbled edges,...................58.00
" " Half calf, antique........................~57.00
" " Half calf, full gilt backs, etc........... . 57.00

ILLUSTRATED DUODECIKO EDITION.
Reduced in price from $2.00 to $1.50. a volume.

This edition i. printed on the finest paperfrom large, clea~type, leaded,
Long Primer in size, that all can read, the whole containing near Six
Hundred full page Illustrations, printed on tinted paperfroni designs by
(Y,'uikshadc, Pkiz, Browne, MaeliseMcLenan, and other artiste. The /4.
lowing book. are each contained in two volumes.

Our Mutual Friend.Cloth, $3.00' Bleak House........Cloth, $3.00
Pickwick Papers.Cloth, 3.00 Sketches by "Bos,".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
Oliver 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, and are reduced in prie.

from $2.50 to $1.50 a volume.
'Great Expectations.Cloth, $1.50 Dickens' New Stories, ...Cloth, tl.50
Amorican Notes; and The Uncommercial Traveler,.........Cloth7 1.50
Hunted I~own; and other Reprinted Pieces,............Cloth, 1.50
The Holly-Tree Inn; and other Stories................Cloth, 1.50
Price of a set, in thirty-three volumes, bound in cloth..........$49.00

" " Full sheep, Library style............... 86.00
" ~ Half calf, antique........................99.00
" " Half calf, full gilt hacks, etc................

~ Rooks sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

1 00
1 00
1 00
1 00
1 00
1 00

75
75

L 50

75
75
50
50
50
50
25

~1' Books sent, postage paid, on rocoipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B, Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa
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C~IARLES DICKENS' WORKS.
ILLUSTRATED OCTA.VO EDITION.

* Reduced in prive from $2.50 to $2.00 a volume.

27&iu edition is printed from large type, double column, octano page, eack
boo/c being complete in one volume, the whole containing near S'i~ Hundred
Illustrations, &y Qruikshank, Phic, Brown., Mactiac, and other artists.

Our Mutual Friend.Cloth, $2.00 David Copperfield.Cloth, $2.00
Pickwiek Papers.Cloth, 2.00 Barnaby Rudge.Cloth, 2.00
Nichola* Nickleby.Cloth, 2.00 Martin Ghuzzlewit,...... Cloth, 2.00
Great Expectations.Cloth, 2.0() Old Curiosity Shop, ~ 2.00
Lamplighter's Story,....Cloth, 2.00 Christmas Stories.Cloib, 2.00
Oliver Twist........Cloth, 2.00 Dickens' New Storics,...Cloth, 2.00
Bleak House. ......Clotb, 2.00 A Tale of Two Cities,...Cloth, 2.00
Li~tlo 1~orrit..Cloth, 2.00 American Notes and
Doxubey and Son. Cloth, 2.00 Pic.Nic Papers. Cloth, 2.00
Sketches by "Ben,".Cloth, 2.00
Price of a set, in Black cloth, in eighteen volumes,...........$36.00

" " Full sheep, Library style,..................45.00
" " Half calf, sprinkled edges,.................. 55.00
" " Half calf, marbled edges...................62.00
" " Half calf, antique,....................... 70.00
" " Half calf, full gilt backs, etc.,...............70.00

"JEW NATIONAL EDITION" OF DiCKENS' WORKS.~
This is the cheapest complete edition of the works of Charles Dickens,

"Eon," 'published in the world, being contained in sevtm large octcwo vol..
umes, with a portrait of Charles Dickens, and other illustrations, the whole
making nearly six thousand vei~; large double columned pages, in large, clear
type, and handsomely printed on fine white paper, and bound ,in the
strongest and most substantial manner.

Price of a set, in Bta~k cloth, in seven volumes,..............$20.00
" Full sheep, Library style................... 25.00
" Half.calf, antique......................30.00
" Half calf, full gilt back, etc.,...............30.00

CHEAP SALMON PAPER COVER EDITION.
EacI&boolc being complete in one large octave volume.

Pickwick Papers.. 35 Christmas Stories...........25
Nicholas Nickleby...........35 The Haunted House,.........25
Dombey and Son, 35 Uncommercial Traveler.......25
David Copperfield...........25 A House to Let.............25
Martin Chuzzlewit....... 35 Perils of English Prisoners, 25
Old Curiosity Shop..........~ Wreck of the Golden Mary,..25
Oliver Twist............ 25 Tom Tiddler's Ground........25
American Notcs,......... 25 Our Mutual Friend,..........35
Great Ekpectations..........25 Bleak House...............35
Hard Times...............25 Little Dorrit..............'35
A Tale of Two Cities,.........25 Joseph Grimaldi......... 50
Somebody's Luggage.........25 The Pie-Nic Papers..........50
Message from the Sea,;:.......25 No Thoroughfare...........10
11arnabyRudge~....25 Hunted Down,....~., 25
Sketches by "Eon,".........25 The Holly-Tree Inn..........25
Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings and Mrs. J~irriper's Legacy........... 25
Mughy Junction and Dr Marigold's Prescriptions,..............25

~ Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
.T. B. Peterson ~ Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PULIC&TIONS. 7

CHARLES LEVER'S BEST WORKS.
Charles O'Malley. . 75 Knight of Gwynne.., 7s
harry Lorrequer............75 Arthur O'Leary,......... 75
Jack Hinton,........... 75 Con Cregan........*...'is
Toni Burke of Ours,....... 75 DavenportDunn..*40~*.4*9* 26

Above are each im paper, or liner edition in cloth, price $2.00 each.
Horace Templeton....... 75 1 Kate O'Donoghue.........

MADAME GEORGE SAND'S WORKS,
Consuelo..................75 Fanchon, the Cricket, paper,... I
Countess of B.udolstadt. . 75 Do. do. cloth,..; I
First and True Love,.........75 Indiana, a Love Story, paper,. 1
The Corsair,.................50 Do. do. cloth,... I
Jealousy, paper......1 50 Consuelo and Rudolstadt, both

Do. cloth,.. 1 75 in one volume, cloth... 2

00
50
50
75

00

WILKIE COLLINS' BEST WORKS.
The Crossed Path, or Basil.1 50 j The Dead Secret. l2mo.1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
Hide and Seek,..............75 Mad Monkton,.............50
After Dark.............. 75 Sights a-Foot,.............50
The Dead Secret. Svo.......75 The Stolen Mask,..............25

Above in cloth at $1.00 each. The Yellow Mask,.......~.. 25
The Queen's Revenge.........75 $ister Rose,...............25

MISS PARDOE'S WORKS.
Confessions ofa PrettyWoman, 75 1 Rival Beauties,...........75
The Wife's Trials...........75 Romance of the Harem, 75
The Jealous Wife.........* 50

The five above books are also bound in one volume, cloth, for $4.00.
The Adopted Heir. One volume, paper, $1.50; or in cloth..$1' 75
The Earl's Secret. One volume, paper, $1.50; or in cloth,.......1 75

MRS. HENRY WOOD'S BOOKS.
Red Court Farm...........1 50' Lord Oakburn's Daughters; or,
Elster'.s Folly.........1 50 the Earl's Heirs,.........1 50
St. Martin's Eve...........1 50 &quire Trevlyn's Heir; or,
Mildred Arkell,.........1 50 Trevlyn Hold..........1 50
Shadow of Ashlydyat.......1 50 The Castle's Heir; or, Lady
Oswald, Cray,............1 50 Adelaide's Oath......... 1 50
Verner's Pride............1 50

Above are each in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.75 each.
The Mystery...............75 I A Life's Se9ret,.............50

Above are each in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.00 each.
The Channings............1 00 I Aurora Floyd..............75

Above are each in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.50 each -

Orville College.............50 Better for Worse.....75
The Runaway Match,.........50 Foggy Night at Offord........25
The Lost Will.............50 The Lawyer's Secret.........25
The Haunted Tower..........50 William Allair.............25
The Lost Bank Note,......75 A Light and a Dark Christmas, 25

~ Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of t~ie Retail i.'rioo, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphh, Pa.
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'4

'I

WAYERLEY NOVELS. BY SIR WALTER SCQTT.
CHEAPEST EDITION IN THE WORLD.

1
3
1
1
1
1
1

00
00
00
00
00
00
00

GEOR~E W. K REYNOLDS' WORKS.
Mysteries of Court of London,.. 1 00 Mary Price...
Itose Foster. Sequel to it,..... 1 50 Eustace Quentin,......... .....

Caroline bf Brunswick...... 1 00 Joseph Wilmot,........~..
Vene~ia Trelawney.......... 1 00 Banker's Daughter,......
Lord Saxondale,............... 1 00, Kenneth,...............
Count Christoval........... 1 00 The Rye-House Plot,......
Rosa Lambert,.............. 1 00 The Necromancer.

The above ~re.each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Opera Dancer,....... ......... 75 The Soldier's Wife,...............
Child of Waterloo,................ 75 May Middleton,....................
Robert Bruco,,.,...........,....... 75 Duke of Marehmont,.............
Discarded Queen, .................. 75 Massacre of (.*lenooe,....
The Gipsy Chief.......... 75 Queen Joanna; Court Naples,
Mary Stuart, Queen of Scots,... 75 Pickwick Abroad,........
Wallace, ~th~ Hero~of Scotland, 1 00 Parricide,............................
Isabella Vincent,......... ....... ~. 75 The Ruined ~
Vivian Bertram,0..5...5 66 .. ~...... 75 Ciprina; or, the Secrets of a
Countess of Lascelles,,........... 75 Picture Gallery,....~...
Loves of the Harem,............. 75 Life in Paris..........
Ellen Percy,............ 75 Countess and the Page,...
Agnes Evelyn,......,....... 75 Edgar Montrose,..................

Ivanhoe...........20 The Betrothed,.,...........20
Rob Roy........~... 20 Peveril efthe Peak..........20
Guy Mannering.......... 20 Quentin Durward............20
The Antiquary..........* 20 Red Gauntlet..............20
Old Mortality ......... ~....... 20 The Talisman..............20
Heart of Mid Lothian.* 20 Woodstock...............20
Bride of Lamnierinoor,.......... 20 Highland Widow, etc.,.......20
WaveijeY................. 20 The Fair Maid of Perth.... 20
8t. Ronan's Well,.......... 20 Anne of Gelerstein............ 20
Kenilworth............... 20 Count Robert of Paris,....5.5550 20
The Pirate................20 The Black Dwarf and Legend
The Monastery..........* 20 of Montrose,.........,.. 20
The Abbot................20 Castle Dangerous, and Sur..
The Fortunes of Nigel.* 20 geon's Daughter..........20

Above edition is the cheapest in the world, and is complete in twenty-six
volumes, price Twenty cents each, or Five Dollars for the complete set.

A fleer edition is also published of each of the above, complete in twen-
ty-six volumes, priee Fifty cents each, or Ten Dollars for the complete set.
Moredun. A, Tale of 1210.* 50 Scott's Poetical Works,.5 00
Tales of a Grandfather,..... 25 1 Life of Scott, cloth.........2 50

"NEW NATIONAL EDITION" OP "WAVERLEY NOVELS."
This edition of the Waverley Novels is contained in five large Octat7o vol.

tunes, with a portrait of Sir Walter Scott, making/our thousand very l~irgs
double columned pruqes, in good type, and handsomely printed on the finest
of white paper,. and bound in the strongest and most substantial manner.

Price of a set, in Blaek cloth, In five volumes......$15 00
~E ~ Full sheep, Library style,............17 50
~' " Half calf, antique, or Half calf, gilt,....... 25 00

The Complete Prose and Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott, are also
published in te~ volumes, bound in half calf, for............$80.00

(~5' Books sent, postage 'paid. o~i receipt of the Retail Pricer by
T. B. Pe1~eraon & 3rot.hers~ Ph jadeiplila, Pa.

75
75
75
75
"'5
75
75
50

50
50
50

'I

~1ajor Jones' Courtship,.
Major Jones' Travels......
Simon Suggs' Adventures and

Travels...............
Major Jones' Chronicles of

Pineville,.............
Polly Peablossom's Wedding,..
Mysteries of the Backwoods,...
Widow Rugby's Husband.
Big Bear of Arkansas......
Western Scenes; or, Life on

the Prairie............
Streaks of Squatter Life.
Pickings from the Picayune,...
Stray Subjects, Arrested and

Bound Over...........
Louisiana Swamp Doctor,.
Charcoal Sketches........
Mi~fortunca of Peter Faber.
Yankee among the Mermaids,..
New Orleans Sketch Book.

75

75

75
75
75
75
75

75
75
75

75
75
75
75
75
75

Drama in Pokerville.......
The Quorudon Hounds.
My Shooting Box........
Warwick Woodlands,..
The Deer Stalkers,......
Peter Ploddy...........
Adventuresof Captain Farrago,
Major O'Regan's Adventures,..
Sol. Smith's Theatrical Appren..

ticeship..............
Sd. Smith's Theatri~,al Jour

ney-Work...........
The Quarter Race in Kentucky,
Aunt Patty's Scrap Bag.
Percival Mayberry's Adven-

tures and Tra~vels.......
Sam Slick's Yankee Yarns and

Yankee Lettere.........
Adventures of Fudge Fumble,.
American Joe Miller......
Following the Drum......

75
75
76
75
75
75
75
75

75

75
75
75

75

75
75
50
50

DISRAELI S WORKS.
Henrietta Temple............50 Young Duke...............50
Vivian Grey...............75 f Miriam Alrov,........ 50
Venetia..................5~l I Contarina Fleming,..~........50

FRANK FAIRLEGH'S WORKS.
Frank Fairlegh,............75 1 Harry Racket Scapegrace,..... 75
Lewis Arundel.............75 Toni Racquet,............75

Finer editions of above are also issued in cloth, at $1.75 each.
Harry Coverdale's Courtship, 1 50 Lorrinier Littlegood.......1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

0. 3. PETERSON'S WORKS,
The Old Stone Mansion..... 1 50 1 Kate Aylestord...........1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
Cruising in the Last W~r.* 75 Grace Dudley; or, Arnold at
Valley Farm...............25 1 Saratoga,...............* 50

JAMES A, NAITLAND'S WORES.
The Old Patroon,.........1 50 Diary of an Old Doctor.
The Watchman............1' 50 1 Sartaroe...............
The Wanderer,..,....1 50 The Three Cousins.......
The Lawyer's Story........1501

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

1
1
1

50
50
50

WILLIAM H. MAXWELL'S WORK&
Wild Sports of the West'

Th Brian O'Lynn,.............1(5IStories of Waterloo........

~ Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. 'Peterson. & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONs. 9

HUJWROUS AMEBICAN WORKS~
J3eaueqully iii nitrated ky Feti~ 0. U. Parley.

75

II
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WILLIAM HARRISOR AII~SWORTH'S WORKS.
Life of Jack Sheppard, 50 Tower of London,.. . 1
Life of Guy Fawkes,...4  75 M is er 's ~  1

Above in 1 vol., cloth, $l.~5. Above in cloth $1.75 each.
Court of the Smarts, ?5 Life of Grace ~'~a~1ey.
Windsor Castle,............75 Life of llo~ry Thomas.
The Star Chamber...........25 Desperadoes of the New World,
Old St. Paul's..............25 Life of Ninon De L'Enclos,....
Courtof Queen Anne.........SO Life of Arthur Spring,.
Life of Pick Turpin..........50 Life of Mrs. Whipple and Jes..
Life of Davy Crockett,........SO see Strang,.............

50
25
25
25
25

0. P. R. 3AXES'S BEST BOOKS.
Lord Montague's Page......1 50 1 The Cavalier;............. 1. 50

The aboye are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Man in Black,..........75 j Arrah Neil,.............. 75Mary of Burgundy, . 75 Eva St. Clair............ 50

DOW'S PATENT SERMONS.
Dow's Patent Sermons, 1st Dow's Potent Sermons, 3d

'~ Series, $1.00; cloth......1 50 Series, $1.00; cloth......I
Dow's Patent Sermons, 2d Dow's P0t0 11t Sermons, 4th

Series, $1.00; cloth......1 50 Series, $1 .00; cloth......I

SAMUEL C. WARREN'S BEST BOOKS.
Ten Thousand a Year,...paper, 1 50 Diary of a Medical Student,..

Do. do. cloth, 2 00 1 ~

50

50

75

Q K. PHILANDER DOESTICKS' WORKS.
Doesticks' Letters,.........1 50.1 The Elephant Club.........1 50
Plu-Ri-Bus-Tah.......... 1 50 1 Witches of New York.......I bO

T~e above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

GREEN'S WORKS ON GAMBLING ~'*

~ifambling Exposed........1 50 The Beformed Gambler.I
The Gambler's Life,.-. 1 50 1 Secret Band of Brothers.1

Above are each. in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.75 each.

MISS ELLEN PICKERING'S WORKS.
The Grumbler 75 Who Shall be Heir?.......
Marrying for Monb~r.........75 The Squire*.............
Poor Cousin. N . 50 Ellen Wareham................................
Kate Walsingham...........50 Nan Darrel,.............
Orphan Niece..............50

CAPTAIN MARRYATT'S WORKS.
Jacob Faithful..............50 Newton Forster..........
Japhetin Search of a Father, 50 King's Own.............
Phantom Ship....,. 50 Pirate and Three Cutters,..
Midshipman Easy...........50 Peter Simple............
Pacha of Many Tales...... 50 Percival Keene.
Frank Mild~ay, Naval Officer, 50 Poor Jock..............
Snarleyow,...............50 Sea King,..............

50
50

38
38

53

50
50
50
50
50
50
50

Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

T. S. ARTHUR'S \IOUSEItOLD NOVELS.
The Lost Bride,.'............5(1 The Divorced Wife..........50
The Two Brides.............50 Pride and Prudence...... SO
Love in a ~tittage...........50 Agnes; or, the Possessed,..,,, 50
Love in High Life...........50 Lucy. San4ford........50
Year after Marriage,...... 50 The Banker's Wife..........50
The Lady at Home,..........50 The Two Merchants.........50
Cecolia Howard......50 Trial and Triumph,.......
Orphan. Children............50 The Iron Rule.......... 50
Debtor's Daughter........* 50 Insubordination; or~ the Shoe-
Mary Moreton..........., 50 m~ter's Daughters,...... 60
Si~ Nights with the Washingtonians. With nine original Illustra-

tions. By Cruikshank. One volume, cloth $1.75: or in paper,...S1.50
Lizzy Glenn; or, the Trials of a Seamstress. Cloth $1.75; or paper, 1.50

I~" Books seat, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T1D. ~'99YD9a ~ ~rp~here, I'biia4elphia, I'~.

EUGENE SUE'S GREAT WORKS.
Wandering Jew...........1 50 Firat Lvve..............
Mysteries of Paris.........1 50 Woman's Love..........
Martin, the Foundling.* 1 50 Female Bluebeard........

Above in cloth at $2.00 each. Man-of-War's-Man,........

Life and Adventures of Raoul Do Surville.................
MRS. GREY'S WORKS.

Cousin Harry.............1 50 1 The Little Beauty.........1
The above are each in paper cover,~or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

GIpsy's Daughter.. 50 Young Prima Donna......
Old Dower House........ 50 Hyacinthe..............
Belle of the Family..........~Al Alice Seymour...........
Duke and Cousin,...........50 Mary Seahani,...........
The Little Wife.............50 Passion and Principle.
Lena Cameron..............50 The Flirt,..............
Sybil Lennard..............50 Good, Society............
Manmuvring Mother.........50 Lion-Hearted,.............
Baronet's Daughters.........50

3. F. SMITH'S WORKS.
The Usurer's Victim; or, j Adelaide Waldegrave; or, the

Thomas Baiscombe.........251 Trials of a Governess.

REVOLUTIONARY TALES.
The Brigand......50 Old Put; or, Days of 1776.
Ralph Riinnion.............50 Legends of Mexico........
Seven Brothers of Wyoming, 50 Grace Dudley...........
The Rebel Bride............50 The (.iuerilla Chief.......
The Flying Artillerist........50 The Quaker Soldier, paper.1
Wau.nan-goe...............50 do. do. cloth,. 1

EMERSON BENNETT'S WORKS.
The Border Rover.........1 50 Bride of the Wilderness,.1
Clara Moreland...........1 50 Ellen Norhury............[
Visda; or Adventures in ti~ The Forged Will..........1

Far South-West..........1 50 Kate Clarendon,.............I
The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

The Heiress of Bollefonte, and Pioneer's D~Lughtei' and the
Walde-Warren............75 1 Uuknown Countess.

50
51)
50
75
50
75

50
50
50
50

75

50
50
SO
50
25

50

60
25
25
75
75
75
75
75
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EXCITING SEA TALES.I Adventures of Ben Brace.
Jack Adams, the Mutineer,.
~Jack Ariel's Adventures.
Petrel ; or, Life on the Ocean,.
Life of Paul Periwinkle,........
Life of Tom Bowling......
Percy Effiagham..........
Cruising in the Last War.
Red King..............
The Corsair.............
The Doomed Ship.........
The Three Pfrates........
The Flying Dutchman.
The Flying Yankee,.......
The Yankee Middy.......
The Gold Seekers.........
The King's Cruisers.......
Life of Alexander Tardy.
Red Wing..............
Yankee Jack............
Yankees in Japan.........
Morgan, the Buccaneer,
Jack Junk..............
Davis, the Pirate,........
Valdez, the Pirate........

'75
75
I.-

75
75
75
75
75
50
ho
50
51)
50
50
50
50
50
50
'50
50
50
50
50
50
50

GEORGE LIPPARD'S GREAT BOOKS.
The Quaker City...........1 50 The Empire City,.~........
Paul Ardenheim...........1 50 Memoirs of a Preacher.
Blanche of Brandywine,.1 50 The Nazarene...........
Washington and his 'Generals; Washington and his Men.

or, Legends of the American Legends of Mexico,........
Revolution,............1 50 The Batranced----------

Mysteries of Florence......'. 1 00 The Robbers...........
Above in cloth at $2.00 each. The Bank Director's Son,.

MILITARY NOVELS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
With 'Illuminated Military Covers, in five Colors.

Charles O'MaUey.........
Jack Hin ton, the Guardsman,
The Knight of Gwynne.
Harry Lorrequer........
Tom Burke of Ours........
Arthur O'Leary,..........
Con Cregan,.. ......

Kate.' O'Donoghue,........
Horace Templeton........
Davenport Dunn,.........
Jack Adams' Adventures.
Valentine Vex...........
Twin Lieutenants.........
Stories of Waterloo,.......
The Soldier's Wife........
Guerilla Chief...........

75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75

The Three Guardsmen, ..

Twenty Years After......
Bragelonne, Son of Athos.
Forty~five Guardsmen.
Tom Bowling's Adventures,...
Life of Robert Bruce,
The~ Gipsy Chief.........
Massacre of Glencee.......
Life of Guy Fawkes.......
Child of Waterloo........
Adventures of Ben Brace.
Life of Jack Ariel........
Wallace, the Hero of Scotland, 1
Following the Drum,.
The Conscript, a Tale of War.

- By Alexander Dumas,......., 1

Gallant Tom............
Harry Helm..............
Harry Tempest,...........
Rebel aud Rover..........
Man-of- Wur's-Mun,........
Dark Shades of City Life.
The Rats of the Seine......
Charles Ransford.........
The Iron Cross...........
The River Pirates........
The Pirate's Son.'....
Jacob Faithful...........
Phantom Ship.........
Midshipman Easy........
Pacha of Many Tales......
Naval Officer............
Suarleyow..............
Newton Forster..........
Ring's Own.............
Japhet................
Pirate and Three Cutters.
Peter Simple............
Percival Keene..........
Poor Jack..............
Sea King...............

Booka sent, postage paid, on. receipt of' the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

II"

50
50
5')
50
50
25
25
25
25
25
25
50
50.
50
bO
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50

75
.75
75
75
50
25
25
25

75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
00
50

50

50
50
25
25
25
25
25
25'
25
25
25
25
25
25
25

25
25
25
25
25
75
50

25
25

on Receipt of the Retail Prico3 by

T. B. PETEkSON & BROTHERS' P~BLIOAT1O~$. 13

GUSTAVE AIKARD'S WORKS.
The White Scalper,...A... 50 Trapper's Daughter,.......
The Freebooters,.........~...,..* 50 The Tiger Slayer,.........
The Prairie Flower...........75 The Gold Seekers.* ..... ,.~.,

The Indian Scont,......75 The itebel Chief.........
The Trail Hunter............75 The Smuggler Chief,....
The Indian Chief........ 75 The Border Rifles.........
The Red Track,.~. ... 75 Pirates Qf tho Prairies,. 75

LANGUAGES WITHOUT A MASTER.
French without a Master......40 German without a Master..40
Spanish without a Master..40 j Italian without a Master,..40
Latin without a Master.......40

The above five works on the French, German, Spanish, Latin, and Italian
Languages, whereby any one or &ll of these Languages can be learned by
any one without a Teacher, wiW the aid of this book, by A. H. Monteith,
Esq., is also published in finer style, in one volume, bound, price, #1.75.

HARRY COCLTON'S WORKS.
Sylvester Sound, ...... 75 The Sisters............. 75
Valentine Vox, in paper,.......75 I The Steward,........... 75

do. finer edition, cloth, 2 00 1 Percy Effiughain,............75
WAR NOVELS. BY' HENRY MORFQRD.

Shoulder-Straps,............~..... 1 50 f The Days of 8hoddy. A Hhs~
The Coward.......1 50 1 tory of the late War.......1 50~>

Above are each in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.75 each.

LI~SOP
Life of John A. Mt~rrdI,....
Life of Joseph T. Hare,.
Life of Col. Monroe Edwards,.
Life of Jack Sheppard.
Life of Jack Rann........
Life of Dick Turpin......
Life of Helen Jewett.......
Desperadoes of the New World,
Mysteries of New Orleans.
The Robber's Wife........
Obi; or, Three Fingered Jack,
Kit Clayton.............
Life of Tom Waters.......
Nat Blake..............
Bill Horton.............
Galloping Gus...........
Life & Trial of Antoine Probst,
Ned Hastings,...........
Eveleen Wilson
Diary of a Pawnbroker.
Silver and Pewter........
Sweeney Todd...........
Life of Grace O'Malley.

MILITARY J
Rllsworth's Zouave Drill,..
U. S. Government Infantryh

Rift. Tactics,... -

U' Rooks 'sent, postage paid
T. B, ?~te~'uo~ & j

HIGHWAYMEN.
50 Life of Davy Crockett,
50 Life of Sybil Grey.
50 Life of Jonathan Wild,.....
50 Life of Henry Tbojnas,
50 Life of Arthur Spring.
50 Life of Jack Ketch........
50 Life of Ninon De L'Eiclos.
50 Lives of the Felons.......
50 Life of Mrs.Whipple,. ......

50 Life of Biddy Woodhull.
50 Life of Mother Brownrigg,......
50 Dick Parker, the Pirate.
50 Life of Mary Bateman.
50 Life of Captain Blood.
50 Capt. Blood and the Beagles,..
50 Sixteen-Stringed Jack's Fight
50 for Life,...............
50 Highwayman's Aveuger,...
50 Life of Raoul De Surville,..
50 Life of Rody the Rover,....
50 Life of Galloping Dick.
50 Life of Guy ~awkes,....
50 Life and Adventures of Vidocq, 1

LND ARMY BOORS
U. S. Light Infantr~riIl,..',..~ I The Soldier's Companion,.

I The Soldier's Guide,~...,.....,..
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WORKS AT 75 GENTS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
Xans. Breitman's Party. With other Ballads. New and Enlarged

Edition, printed on Tinted paper. By Charles G. Leland......
Webster and Hayne'.~ Speeches in Reply to Colonel Foote,......
The Brigand; or, the Demon of the North. - By Victor Hugo.
Roanoke; or~ Where ~s Utopia? By C. H. Wiley. Illustrated,.
Banditti of the Prairie,.......75 Flirtations in America......
Tom Racquet,....... 75 The Coquette,..-..........
Red Indians of Newfoundland, 75 Thackeray's Irish Sketch Book,
Salathiel, by Oroly,...~.'. 75 Whitehall...............
Oorinne; or, Italy....75 The Beautiful Nun,........
Ned Muagrave. 75 Mysteries of Three Cities.
Aristocracy....... 75 Genevra. By Miss Fairfield,..
Inquisition in Spain..........75 New Hope; or, the Rescue,.
Blsie'a Married Life, .....~...75 Crock of Gold. By Tupper,...
Leyton Hall. By Mark Lemon, 75 Twins and Ueart. By Tupper,

WORKS AT .50 CENTS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
The Woman in Reds A Companion to the "Woman in Black,".
Twelve Months ~f Matrimony. By Emelie. F. Carlen'..........

*Leah; or the Forsaken. 50 The Admiral's Daughter,.
The Greatest Plague of Life, 50 The American Joe Miller.
Clifford and the Actress,......50 Y~lJa Stratford...........
Two Lovers................50 Josephine, by Grace Aguilar,..
Ryan's Mysteries of Marriage, 50 The Fortune Hunter.......
The Orphans kind Caleb Field, 50. The Orphan Sisters.......
Moreton Hall...............50 Robert Oaklands; or, the Out-
Bell Brandon,..............50 cast Orphan...........
Sybil Grey.................50 Abednego, the Money Lender,.
Female Life in New York,.50 Jenny Ambrose..........
Agnes Grey................50 Father Toni and the Pope, in
Diary of a Physician.........50 cloth gilt, 75 cents, or paper,
The Emigrant Squire,..........50 The Romish Confessional..
The Monk, by Lewis,.'........50 Victims of Amusements,.
The Beautiful Fre~iich Girl,... 50 Violet,~. .. ~.......

Father Clement, paper........50 Alieford, a Family History,....
do. do. cloth.. 75 General Scott's $5 Portrait,... 1

Miser's Heir, papei',..........50 Henry 'Clay's $5 Portrait,......'
do. do. cloth...........75 Tangarna, a Poem.........I

WORKS AT 25 CEN
Aunt Margaret's Trouble,.
The Woman in Grey,.......
The Deformed...........
Two Prima Donnas,......
The Mysterious Marriage.
Jack' Downing's Letters.
The Mysteries of a Convent
Rose Warrington,........
The Iron Cross,..........
Charles Ransford.........

TS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
25 The Mysteries of Bedlam,.....
25 The Nobleman's Daughter,...
25 Madison's Exposition of Odd
25 Fellowship,.............
25 Ghost Stories. Illustrated.
25 Ladies' Science of Etiquette,..;
25 The Abbey of Innisrnoyle.
25 Gliddon's Ancient Bgypt..
25 Philip in Search of a Wilb,.
25 Rifle Shots,.............

75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75

50~
50
50
50
50
50
50
SO

50
50
50

50
50
50
50
50
00
00
00

25
25

25
25
25
25
25
25
25

THE SHAKSPZARE NOVELS.
The 'Secret Passion ' ' ' 1 00 Shakspeare 'and his Friends,... 1 00
The Youth of Shakspeare,.1 00 1

The three above Books are, also published complete in one large octave
volume, bound iu'cloth. Price Four Dollars.'

~ Dookt sent, postage, paid, on receipt ~of the Retail Prioo, by
T~ I,~'9~rsot A brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

I

Rebel and Rover..........
First Love..............
The Two Merchants,.......
A Year After Marriage.
Love in High Life........
The Divorced Wife........
The Debtor's Daughter.
The Lady at Home........
Mary Moreton...........
The Two Brides,..........
Dick Parker,............
Jack Ketch............
Mother Brownrigg.
Galloping Dick..........
Mary Bateman...........
Raoul de Su~rville.........
Life of Harry Thomas,..
'Mrs. Whipple .~ Jesse Strang's

Adventures............
Jonathan Wild's Adventures,..

25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25

25
25

Ninon De L'Enclos' Life.
The Iron Cross...........
Biddy Woodhull the Beautiful

Haymaker............
The River Pirates........
Dark Shadas of City Life.
'The Rats of the Seine......
Mysteries of Bedlam,......
Charles Ransford.........
Mysteries of a Convent.
The Mysterious Marriage.
Capt. Blood, the Highwayman,
Capt. Blood and' the Beagles,
Highwayman's Avenger.
Rody the Rover's Adventures,.
Sixteen-Stringed Jack's Fight

for Life..............
Ghost Stories. Illustrated.
Arthur Spring...........
The Valley Farm.........

USEFUL BOOKS FO~ ALL.
Lady's and Gentleman's Science of Etiquette. By Count D'Orsay

and Countess de Calabrella, with their portraits............
Lardner's One Thousand and Ten Things Worth Knowing,......
Knowison's Complete Farrier and Horse Doctor,.............
Kiiowlson's Complete Cow and Cattle Doctor................
The Complete Kitchen and Fruit Gardener.......'.....
The Complete Florist and Flower Gardener............
Arthur's Receipts for Preserving Fruits, etc..................

25
25

25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25

25
25
25
25

50
50
25
25
25
25
12

LIVES OF GENERALS AND OTHER NOTED MEN.
Moore's Life of Hon. Sohuyler Colfax. By Rev. A. Y. Moore, of

South Bend. With 'a Fine Steel Portrait. One vol. cloth. Price.. 1 50
The Lives of Grant and Colfax. With life-like portraits of each, and

other engravings. Cloth, $1.00; or in paper cover,~.............75
Illustrated Life, Speeches, Martyrdom and Funreral of President

Abraham Lincoln. Cloth, $1.75; or in paper cover..... 1 50
Life and Services of General Sheridan. ' Cloth, $1.00; or in paper, 75
Lire, Battles, Reports, and Public Services of General George B.

McClellan. Price in paper 50 cents, or in cloth...............75
Life and Public S3rvices of" general George G. Meade, the Hero of

~.*cttysburg.* ................. 25
Life and Public Services of General Benjamin 'F. Butler, the Hero

of New Orleans..~................25
Life of President Andrew Johnson. Cloth, $L00; or in paper 75
The Impeachment and Trial of Andrew Johnson, cheap paper cover

edition, price 50 cents, or a finer edition, bound in cloth,' price .... 1 50
Trial of the As~assins and Conspirators for the murder of President

Abraham Lincoln. Cloth, $1.50; or cheap edition in paper cOver, 50
Lives of Horatio Seymour and 'Francis P. Blair, Jr. Complete in

one duodecimo volume. Price 50 cents in paper, or in cloth......75
Life of Archbishop Hughes, first Archbishop of New York,.. ' 25

(~' Rooks sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Potorsoa.~ & 3rothes~s, Philadelphia, Pa.

/
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PflTERSONS' ILLUMINATED STORIES.
Each Book being in an "ILLUMINATED Covnn," in live colors, full of

Illustrations. This is the most saleable series of 25 cent books ever printed.
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LIEBIG'S WORKS ON CHEMISTRY.
A~ricu1tural ~ 2~. Liebig's celebrated Letters on
Animal ~ 2~ I the Potato Disease,... . 25

Liebig's Complete Works on Chemistry, is also i58Ued in one large
octavo volume, bound in doLL Price Two Dollars.

SIR E. 1. BULWER'S NOVELS.
The Rou.,q..........,~.............' 51) The Courtier,..............25
The Oionians............ SO IFalkiand,...............

DR. ROLLICK'S WORKS.
Dr. Hollick's great work on the Anatomy and Physiology of the

IIuiua~ Figure, with colored dissected plates of the Human Figure,
Dr. buick's Family Physician, a Pocket Guide for Everybody.

GEORGE FRANCIS TRAIN'S SPEECHES.
Union Speeches. In 2 vols., each 25 J Downfall of England......
Speech to the Fenians,........25 hSiaver and Emancipation;.

REV4 CRAB. WADSWORTH'S SERMONS.
America's Mission........* 25 A Thanksgiving Sermon,....~..
Thankfulness and. Character,.. 25 1 Politics in Religion.......
Henry Ward Beecher on War and Emancipation,.............
Rev. William T. Brantley's Union Sermon..................

1 25
25

10
10

15
12
15
15

EXPOSITIONS OP SECRET ORDERS, ETC..
Odd Fellowship Exposed.. 13 f Dr. Berg's Answer to Arch-
Sons of Malta Exposed. . 131 bishop Hughes......... 13
Life of Rev. John N. Maffit,... 13 1 Dr. Berg ott the Jesuits,.......13

RIDDELL'S MODEL ARCHITECT.
Architectural Designs of Model Country Residences. By John Riddell,

Prac1~ical Architect. Illustrated with twenty-two full page Front Eleva-
tions, colored, with forty-four Plates of Ground Plans, including I he First
and Second Stories, with plana of the stories, full specifications of all the
articles used, and estimate of price. Price Fifteen Dollars a copy~'

GOOD BOOKS FOR EVERYBODY,
Soutbcrn Life; or, Inside Views of Slavery.................
The Rich Men of Philadelphia, Income Tax List of 1~esidents.
Childbirth. Its paii~s lessened and its perils obviated, Showing that

the pains of chil~1birt.h may be mitigated, if not entirely prevented,
Peterson's Co~nplete Coin Book, coettaining fsc.sianiles of all the

Coma in the World, with the U. 5, Mint value of each coin.
New Card of Stamp Duties, approved by the last Acts of Congress,
Political Lyrics. New Hampshire and Nebraska. Illustrated.

CHRISTY & . WHITE'S .SONG BOOKS.
Christy .t Wood's 'Song Book,. JO Serenader's Song Book,.
Melodeon Song Book........t) Budworth's Songs,,,,..
Plantation Melodies.,.,,..., 10 Christy and White's Complete
Ethiopian Song Book.........10 1 Ethiopian Melodies. . Cloth,

The Slip Pen,
The Barrel Pot
Magnum Bonui

CURVED-POINT STEEL PENS.
per dozen .25, per gross,

I, * - * per " .50,
m Pen, . per " .~'5, "

I

1 00
1 00

1 00

1 00
15
12

10
10

1 00

~2.5O
5.00
8.00

~'Dooks lout, postage paid, on. receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. ?etrsou & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

I

TG Booksellers and Librarians.
' B. Peterson & Brethers issue NeW Books every month, comprising the most enter.

taming and absorbIng works published, suitable for the Parlor, Library, Sitting Room,
Railroad or S~eamlioat reading, b~' the best and most popular writer ia the world.

Any person wanting books will find it to their advantage to send their orders to the
"1~UBLISalNG lIOU~E" OF T. B. PETERSON &. BROS~, :~Od Chestnut St., Philadelphia,
who have the 1arge~t stock in the country, and will supply them at very low prices for
cash. We have j n4 issued a new and complete Catalogue and Wholesale Price Lists,
watch we send gr itonsly to any Dookacller or LIbrariana on appIica~ion.

Orders solicited from Librartans; Booksellers, Canvassers, News Agents, end all others
In want of good and fast selling books, and they will please send on their orders.

Enclose ton, twenty, fifty, or a hundred dollars, or more, to us in a letter, and write
what kind of books you wish, and on its receipt the Woks will be sent to you at once,
per first express, or any way you direct, with clrcukars, show bills, etc., gratis.

Agents and Canvassers are requested t~ send for our Canvassers' Confidential Circular
containing instructions. Large wages can be ieade, as we supply our Agents at very
low rates.

Address all cash orders, retail or wholesale, to meet with prompt attention, to

T. B. PETERSON 'AND BROTHERS,
3Q0 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Penna.

Docks sent, postage paid, on receipt of retail price, to any address in the country.
All the NEW BOORS are for sale atPETERSONS' Book $tore, as soca as published.
*W Publishers of "PETERSONS" DETECTOR and BANK NOTE LIST," a Business

Journal and' valuable Advertising medium. Price $1 ~O a year, monthly; or $3.00 ~
year, semi-monthly. Every Busiucas man should subscribe at ouce.

T. B~ PETERSON AND BROTHERS,
PUBLISHERS AND BOOKSELLERS,

PIIILAIIELPHIA, PA.,
17nice pleasure in calling the attention&n of' the public to their

Choice and Extensive Stock of Books, comprising a cob
lotion of the most popular and choice, in all styles

of binding, by all the favorite and standard
* American and English Authors.

(

To Collectors of Libraries, or those desiring to form them.
W~iny who hate the taste, and wish to form a Library, are deterred by fear of the cost.

5'o all such we weuld say, that a large number of books may be furnished for evee One
Jiundred Dollars-which, by a yearly increase of a small amount, will before long place
the purchaser in possession ot~ a Library in almost every branch of knowledge, and
afford satisfaction not only to the collector, bu~ t~ all those who are so fortunate as to
po.sess his ~tc'juaintance.

For the convenience of Book buyers, and those seeking suitable Works for Presenta-
tion, great care is taken in having a large and varied collection, and all the current
works of The day. Show counters and shelves, with an excellent selection of Standaid,
illustrated, and Illuminated ~vorka, varying in price to suit all buyers) are available to
thosc visiting our establishment, ~vhere purchases may be made with facility, and the
time of the visitor greatly economized. Here may be seen not only books of the simplest
kind for children, bnt also exquisite works of art, of the most sumptuous character,
suitable alike to adorn the drawing-room table and the study of the connoisseur.

Our arrangements for supplying SANDAItn AMERICAIc Boons, suitable for Public Libra.
ries and Private Families, are complete, and our stock second to none in the country.

*?' Catalogues are sent, on application, and great attention is paid to communications
from the country, and the goods ordered carefully packed and forwarded with expedition
on reesipt of orders accozupaaied witl~ the cash.
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THE CHEAPEST AND BEST IN THE WORLD

Splendid Offers for 18G~
This popular Monthly Magazine gives snore for the money than any in the world.

Wor 1869, it will be greatly improved. It will contain

ONE THOUSAND PAGES!
FOURTEEN SPLENDID STEEL PLATES?

TWELVE MAflIYIOTII FASHION* PLATES?
TWELVE COLORED BERLIN PATTERNS:

NINE HUNDRED WOOD CUTS!
TWENTY-FOUR PAGES OF IWSIC!

All this will be given for onW TWO DOLLARS a year, or a dollar less than

Magazines of the class of "Peterson." Its

THRILLING TALES AND NOVELETTES
Are the best published anywhere. All the most popular writers are emp toyed to write
ori'fl.~udI~,fo~. "Peterson." In 1869, in addition to its ~isual quantity of short stories,
FOWl OItIGINAL COPYRIGHT NOYIiLBTS will be given, viz "Mary Antionette's
Talisman," by Ms. Ann S. Stephens; "The Mystery of Blackwood Grange," by
the author of "Sir Noel's Heir;" "Katie's Winter In Washington," by Frank Lee

Denedict; and "The Story of Maggie," by the author of" Susy L's Diary.'

IAI!IMOTII COLORED FASILIOK PLATEI3
Ahead of all others. These plates are engraved on steel, TWXOE Tile USUAL siss, and
eewani ~ix ligures. They will b~ superbly colored. Also, & pattern, from which a
Dress, Mantilla, or Chil'l's Dress can be cut out, without the aid of a mautna-maker.
Also, several pages of Household and other receipts: in short, everything interest.
lug to Ladies.

To every person getting up a Club for 1860 will be sent GRATIS, a copy of our
new and splendid Mezzotint for framing, (size 24 inches by 10,) "The Star of Beth
lehom," after the celebrated nrl9ter-piece. by Gorome, the famous French artist.
This is the most dc~iraljle premium ever offered. For large clubs, as will be seen
below, an extra copy will be sent in addition.

TERMS-Always in Advance:
One Copy, for one year..................................$ 2 00
Three Copies, fa' one year....................... ...... 6 00
Four Copies, for one year..................................6 00
Five Cepies, fur one year, (and one to getter up of club) 800
Eight Copies, for one year, (and one to getterup of club).............. 12 00
leurtoen t~'opies, for one year, (and one to getter up of club)............ 20 00

Address, Post-paid,
CHARLES J. PETERSON,

to those No. 306 Chestnut Street, Philedeiphia, Pa.' Specimetis sent wishingto get up clubs.

NEW BOOKS BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS.

THE CURSE OF GOLD..
BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS.

Price $1.75 in Cloth; or, *1.50 in Paper Cover.

React what the Editors of the ~Nno Tbrk Weeldy say of it, its their paper, editorially:

"Mrs. Ann S. Stephens has thrown into 'The Curse of ~*old' all that
graphic delineation of passion and character, beauty and strength of style,
reality of description, sweep of imagination, brilliance of fashion, rower
over the fount of tears and laughter, and trenchant sarcasm which have
made her writings the. source of great pleasure to readers of fiction
wherever the English language is known.

"'The Curse of Gold' will be found to be one of the most thrilling,
intensely absorbing, unfailingly interesting, and delightfully romantic
stories which Mrs. Stephens has ever penned.

"'The Curse of Gold' never drags, but from the first chapter to the Ft st
the intense interest is maintained, und incident follows incident, action
follows action with such rapidity that the reader is hurried along, fasci-
nated in the varkuis findings and unwindings of the plot. The characters
are so naturally portrayed that they appear to hate been drawn from real
life. The situations are never overstrained, n&r yet commonplace, but of
nature to excite the attention anti elicit the admiration of the reader at
the fertility of invention of the author."

FourtA Eel ition .Yow Reaely.

MABEL'S. MISTAKE.
* BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS.

Price *1.75 in Cloth; or, *1.50 in Paper Cover.,

T. 13. Peterson & Brothers have just issued a new and uniform edition
of all the popular works written by Mrs. Ann S. Stephens. Their names
are as follows. Price of each, $1.75 in cloth; or $1.50 in paper cover.

ANN S. $TRPIU3~NS' COMPLETE WORKS.
The Curse of Gold........$1 75 The Rejected Wife........~l 75
Mabel's Mistake...........1 75 Mary Derwent............1 75
Doubly False...........* 1 70 The Gold Brick..1 75
The Soldier's Orphans......1 75 Fashion and Famine.......1 75
Silent Struggles,............ 1 75 The Old Homestead..,.... 1 7F1
The Wif&s Secret.........1 75 The Heiress..............I 7&

Each of the above books are published in one large duodecisno volume,
bound in cloth, at $1.75 each, or in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

For sale by all Booksellers. Copies of nny~ of the above books will be
sent to any one, free of postage, on receipt of price by the PnhPshcrs,

T. B. PRTERSON & BROTHERS,
ITo. 306 Chestnut Street) Fhila.delphia Pa.
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NEW BOOKS BY, ~. ~. E. N. SOUTHWORTH.
4 ~

THE CHANGED BRIDES.
BY MRS. EMMA 0. E. N. SOUTHWORTH.

Price $1.~5 in 016th; Or $1.50 in Paper Cover.

HOW HE WON HER.
A SEQUEL TO" FAIR PLAY."

BY MRS. EMMA '0. E. N. SOUTHWORTH.

Price $1.75 in Cloth; or $1.50 in Paper Cover.

FAIR PLAY.
BY MRS. EMMA 0. E. N. SOUTH WORTH.

Price $1.75 in Cloth; or $1.50 in Pa Cover.
T. B. Peterson &; Brothers have just issued a new and uniform edition

of the popular works written by Mrs. Emma~ D. B. N. Southworth. Their
names are as follow. Price of each, $1.75 in cloth; or $1.50 in paper cover.

MRS. SOUTIIWOUTH'S COMPLETE WORICS.

Th~ Changed Brides,......$1 75 The Lost Heiress.........$1 75
flow He Won Her,.........I 75 The Two Sisters...........I 75
Fair Play...............1 75 The Three Beauties........1 75
Fallen Pride.............1 75 Vivia; or, the Secret of Power, 1 75
The Widow's Son..........175 Lady of the Isle..........1 75
Bride of Llewellyn.........1 75 The Missing Bride........ 1 75
The Foitune Seeker........1 75 Wife's Victory............1 75
Allworth Abbey...........1 75 The Mother-in-Law~,.......1 75
The Bridal Eve.........'. 1 75 Haunted Homestead,.......1 75
The Fatal Marriage........1 75 Retribution..............1 75
Love's Labor Won.........1 75 India; Pearl of Pearl River,.. 1 75
Deserted Wife............1 '15 Curse of Clifton,........1 75
The Gipsy's Prophecy.......1 75 Discarded Daughter.... 1 75

4 Each of the above books are pnbli~hed in one large duodecinjo volume,
bound in cloth, at $1.75 each, or in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

For sale by all Booksellers. Copies of any of the above books will be
sent to any one, free of postage, on receipt of priceby the Publishers,

, T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS,
No. 306 Ohestaut ~treot, Philadelphia, Pa.
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