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DAYS OF TRIAL

THE CRIME AND THE CURSE.
A LEGEND OF ST. MARY'S,

o
BY EMMA D, E. N. BOUTHWORTH. .

Other #ine only ﬂpea.k murder shrieks out,
The element of woter mobatens the earth,
But blood fliea upward and bedews the Haav:ng -«-leasmn.

A curse will follow them like the black plague,
Tracking thy footsteps aver, day and' night,~
Morniog and eve, squmer and wlnmr—-—ever {=PRo0TOR.

[

*. CHAPTER'I.

A TALE TOLD BY NIGHT.

Listen, gentle stranger, now-—
Awful hands have marked thy brow,—AxoxN.
I arust take you some way back both in time and spaces -
—aoven to the old country and to the ‘days of Charles tha-‘i
Second, for so far off dates the legend. -
Oune of the most beautiful among the celobrated beaut:es )
of the sinful court of that # Merry Monarch” was the
lovely Lady Berenice Beauchamp. She was the only child

- of Lord Beauchamp, of Beauchamp, in Blankshire,

But the estate was a male feoff and, on the death of the -

“lord, world descend bo his nephew, Bertram Beaucha.mp,

the son of his younger brother.
 And thus the lovely Lady Berenice was llkaly to be.
left with only such scant dower as her father might be able
to save out of his income from his rent-roll, and as he was

a fast living, fox-hunting, horse-racing old lord; this- was o

but too likely to be very limited.
@9
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Under these circumstanees, it seemed desirable, if mot
even absolutely necessary, that the Lady Berenice should
contract a wealthy alliance.

With this view, Lord Beauchamp took his daughter up
to London, and presented her at court; where her marvel-
lous beauty mads such.a deep impression upon the suscep-
tible fancy of the fickle monarch that all the great court
ladies grew green with envy.

It was said that Nell Gwyn wept, and the Duchess of .

Cleveland swore ; but the injured Queen Catherine of Bra-

- ganza, who had nothmg left to Jose, laughed at the discom-
fiture of her insolent rivals, and rather smiled upon the
lovely young aspirant for court favor. )

But neither the tears of one favorite, nor the oaths of
the other produced-the slightest effect upon the selfish and
obstinate monarch. In defiance of them, Lady Berenice
was appointed maid of honor to Queen Catherine, as the

© usual first step in promotion to that bad eminence sighed
for hy all the unprincipled beauties of that most unprinei-
pled court, and attained, it must be admitted, by oo many
of them. - o
<. But in & position where neither pmnexples nor pohcy
* could have saved her, since she seems to have possessed not
the one nor the other, pride and passion were her preserv-
ers; for the Lady Berenice was very proud and very im-
passioned ; and very soon, also, she was in love—and wof
- with the be-wigged and bloated monarch or his state.
Among the officers of ‘the queen’s household wag a
young gentleman of noble family, but of impoverished for-
" tunes. His name was Veyne Vandeliere.
" Bir Veyne—Iiike every other man about the court, from
. the king down to the king’s humblest guardsman—fell in

love with the beautiful Lady Berenice, and his passion was’

tetuzned, Those were not the days and that was nof the
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school of duty and self-denial. The loveliest lady and the
hendsomest cavalier of that gay court were enamored of
each other; they were secretly engaged to be married;
some said they really were married ; others that they only
oughi to have been.

However that was, their loves m,gt the strongest sort of
opposition, not only from the lady’s father who bitterly dis-
approved of her favored suitor, and whose darling wish it
was to see hig daughter wedded o some powerful nobleman
or wealthy gentleman, and would not therefere tolerate the
idea of her betoming the wife of the handsome, but needy,
young adventurar,-but also, from the enamored and jeals
ous monarch ‘who, being passionately in love with the
beanty himself and anxious to elevate her to all the powers

" and privileges of that bad “eminence” spoken of before, .-

could not endure the existence of & rival. .
Opposition from one alone the lady might have with-
stood ; but with the power of the king arrayed against ber .3
on the one side, and the authority of -her father on the
other, what could even Berenice Beanchamp do? - '
Being then but eighteen years of age, she could do noth-

-~ ing but remonstrate, and finding “that of no avail, set her

little teeth and bide her time.
. It came. " And Berenice Beauchamp ab twenty-elgixt,
was another sort of woman, as you-shall presently hear.

About this time Philip Calvert, brother of the then late o

Lord Proprietary of Maryland, was fitting out an expedi-
tion td | go and gettle the affairs of that; province, which hau
been much - disturbed by the revo]utmh in England and
which was not quite set in order by the ,testoratlon

Many of the 1mpovenshed members of g Catholie nobil-

ity and gentry were preparing to go out with'} ‘him, and geck

their fortunes in the New World. ‘
The king, anxious to get rid of his young an& handsome
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© . rival, fiest dxsmlssed Sir Veyne from his office in the queen’

" household, and then gave him an appointment of great
o honor and emolutent in the new administration of the

I 'gpverilment in Maryland.

So Veyne Vandeliere sailed with Philip Calvert and his
party, and in due course became a great naval commander
. in the little colony.

- But the erafty king gained nothmg by his motaon The
haughty and vindictive beauty never forgave her sovereign
for separating her from her lover. And she never appre-
ciated the honor of the royal notme—or rather more proba-
. bly she estimated it at its true worth,

But it injured her matrimonial prospects very considera~
- bly for & long period-of time, The lovely lady Berenice
., Beauchamp hung on hand. Few courtiers were willing to

* risk their monarch’s displeasure by suing for the hand of a

* . beauty tipon whom %e had oast his royal glance.

. At length in despair her father took her home to Blank-
.shire, where in the course of a few months, he married her
~ to the Earl of Henniker, an ancient peer of incredible
-wealth, honors, and decrepitude! And then—having at-

. tained the object of his whole life’s scheming, Lioxrd Beau- .

" champ died, and his title and estates passed to his nephew.

) I]ady Henniker, dragging her decropit but doting old
husband after her, went back t6 court, where she was soon
appomted lady in waiting upon the queen, and where her
beauty, splendor and extravagance, made her more notormus

~.and more powerful than she had been before.

" 'But in the midst of all this royal magnificence, her poor
old lord died suddenly, and some said not fairly, and his

titles and estates also went to.a distant relative, who was -

“his next male beir,
Whether the old masi dled the death of natie, which

" yas ext;emely probable, considgring his age and infirmities,. .- .
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or the death of domestic treachery, which was also not un-
likely, considering the after conduct of his lady, is now as

impossible to tell, a8 whether Queen Mary Stuart really did

blow up Henry, Lovd Darnley, or not.

Be that as it may, the beautiful young widow, turning
all ‘her rich dowry of land into ready money, and taking
with her her young daughter, the only offspring of her
mercenary marriage, embarked ofi board the first outward«
bound ship for the province of Maryland and wen$ out o
Jjoin her lover. -

% She had not seen nor heard from bim for ten ye?‘rs but
in all the chances and changes of those years, she had not
forgotten him, or ceased to love him. With all her well-

known faults, she had that fidelity ; with all her imputed At

crimes, she had that constancy.

.And down fo this late day, all her daughters resemhle A,
her in the possession of that.one rare glff: They love but -

once, and they love forever.

But to get. back to her story. In due tlme, she “Im!ded; o
at 8t Mary's. She became a guest of the Lord Proprie-.

tary, until she could settle herself. - But——she neither saw
ner heard anything of her lover. She did pot even hear

whether he were married or single; living or dead, until-

-desperate with anxiety she put the direct question,

Then to her consternation she learned that he had gone‘

on an expedition -against the pirates that infested the
Chesapeake, and the neighboring waters, but to her conso-

~ lation that he'was still unmarried. While waiting in great
anxiety for the return of her lover, she having received a -
grant of that large tract of land comprising the peninsular”

that to this day bears her name, left her little daughter in
the care of the Lord Proprietary’s lady, and went to survey
her manor,

She found an unbroken forest, bounded on both sides by

S
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water ; otherwise, a large, wooded point of land extending
far out into the bay, with a creek ranning up on one side
of it.

She named the peninsular Henmkers Pom{: and the in-
let Henniker's Croek. And with the vast means she had
at command she bronght workmen and building materials
from ail the settlements far and near wherever they could
be found, employmg some half dozen coasting vessels in the
business, and she cleared a portion of her wanor, laid out

handseme grounds, planted orchards, vineyards and gar-

dens, and erected the most magnificent house in the colong;
~all for the sake of her absent lover,

She had commenced her improvements very oarly in the
spring. It was the work of many months, even for the
strong force of laborers her large means and extmvagant

' wages had brought together.

" Thus it was late in the autumn before her fine house
was finished, and furnished and made habitable. On the
first’ of December of that year, she moved into it, About
the middle of the same month, Captain.Sir Veyne Vande-

Lo liere returned into port, having captured a pirate ship, and

‘brought in several pyisoners and a large amount of booty.
A eourier from the Lord Proprietary brought her this news.

She wrote to her lover as to an old friend; told him of
her determination fo live 4 lady of the manor in the new
province, and deseribed to him the beautiful home she had
made, and ended by inviting him to come down and see 1{:,
and spend Christmas with her.

This letter she sent by a special mesmnger mounted on a
stout horse; for you must remember that there were no reg-
ularly orgam:zsed post-offices 'and mail routes here at t]mt
sarly date. In four or five days her messenger reburned

™.. with her lover's answer.

"~ He wrote in a friendly and affectionate, rather than in an
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ardent and enthusiastic spirit. He expressed great pleasura
at the prospect of her residence in the colony ; he thanked
her for her kindness in inviting him to her house; he teld
her that he knew the neighborhood well, having had rauch
dealings with a certain friendly tribe of Indians, the Poco-
mocoes, whose village lay some little distance above her
manor on the coast, and that he should gladly accept her
invitation,

CHAPTER IL

A DARE RESOLVE,

There where I had garnersd up my hoart;
Where either T must live or bear no life;

The fountain from whick all my current runs, - -0
Or elso drips up !—To he disaardad thoues I—SHAKESPEARR. gg o

Vengeance to (od nlone belonys,
But when 1 think on all my wrongs
My blood is liquid then ]—8aop,
Bumrrvous ym't may imagine, were the preparations made
by the lady. of the manor to receive the long lost Jover of

~ her youth Some curious old family accounts are stiil ex-

tant to give us some ideas of the costliness of the entertam--"
ment.

Her butler went in person to St. Mary’s City to purchase
foreign sweetmeats, fruiits, nuts, wines and other exotic del-
icacies that hagd just been brought in by a ship from the old
world.  And at the end of a fortnight, ke returned with a

- wagon load of the rarest table luxuries,

The forest farnished birds and venison, and the sea, fish
and oysters. And the well-stecked farm-yard, and d.ury,
provided every thing else. .

And now, all things being in readiness, the Iady wa.lted :
very impatieitly for her lover.
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He came on "Christmas Eve. We may fancy how slle,
who WAd Toved so long and so ardently, through every vicis-
situde of fortane; who had abandoned friends and country
and civilization, for bis sake, who had braved the pexils of a
long and most perilous voyage, only to join bim, the lover
of her girlhood, whom she had not seen for ten long weary
. years—we may fancy I say, how she received him—with

what ‘joy, what agitation, even with what inccherency of -

thought and speech and action!

He, on his part, as the story goes, was calm and cold and
courteous. He thanked her again for her kindness in agh-
ing him to her housé, expressed the pleasure he felt in see-
ing her; and inquired after old friends that they had known
in the mother country.

The lady was disappeinted, and wounded at his want of
enthusiasm on this occasion, so full of emotion to her; but’
she ascribed his manper to a little Tingering Jea!ousy, and
. resentment of her own marriage. And she thought soon to
set him right by an explanation of the whole affair.

. 'They supped alone together, and spent the evening in .

talking of the old days at court; but they talked as long

severed acquaintances, and not as re-umted lovers. Thelady -

~ was more and more disappoivted and wounded.

At length she spoke of her maryiage with the old -ear,
tolling hitd how she was forced into it; how she had given
her Hand only, and not her heart to the aged valetudinarian;

how, her heart had never changed, and how, as'soon as she

‘was free, she had not waited for her years of mourning to
expire before she had sold everything, and come out in sea.rch
of her early love.
~ In reply, he begged that she would mot think it neces
sary to explain or apologize for that really prudent marriage
which she had a pexfest right to contract. It was well and
wigely formed, he said; and he commended the diseretion
_with which she had acted in the whole affair.
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Still wounded and disappointed, the lady said no More,
but soon after rang for the wax tapers, and telling her cool
lover that the servant would show him his room when he
should feel dlsposed to retire, bade him good night, and went
away to her own chamber. . But it is reported that, instead
of going to bed, she paced the floor through the whole night,
for that her confidential maid heard her footsteps and her
gighs,

The next day was Chrlstmas-day, and by LUR @,ﬁcounts
duller one for them was never passed. Thére was no other
company in the house, and even the little Lady Berenice, a
maiden of some six or seven summers, wag banished from
the drawing-room and dining-room, less her appearance, as
the child of Lady Henuiker's mercenary marriage, might,
awaken unpleasant reminiscences in the mind of that lady’s

" onece discarded lover, .

The two dined alone together, waited on only by the old
butler. They talked of the opening prospects of the prov-
ince, under the new order of things; of the state of 4he old
country-—petticoat governed, through the passions of the
weak and-unprincipled king; of the rise and fall of state
ministers or of royal favorites ; of the court gossip about the
declining star of that arrogant and violent Duchess of+.
Cleveland, and the ascending sun of the beautiful French

_ maid of honor, Louise de Queronalle.

They talked in short of anything and everything but their
own affairs, of anybody and everybody but themselves. Sir
Veyne sedulously avoided personal subjects and kept to
general topics, To her mortification and sorrow Lady Hen-
niker soon perceived that this wasdone on purpose. 8o at
length rising fram the table, with a grave courtesy, she beg-,
ged bim to enjoy himself, and Jeft him to his wine, =~

The story goes that she returned to the drawing-room,

- and standiug before the great pier glass that filled up the
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 gpace in the wall between the two front windows, she turned
the two side lights full upon it, and gazing at the reflection
“of her own magnificent person, took an inventory of ber own
beapty. It is said that she was heard to murmur: '
4T am handsomer now than I was then—much hands
somer. My form is fuller, my complexion richer, my eyés

Targer and more brilliant, my hair darker and more glossy; -

and my heart, how much more ardent. I am young tco:

Only twenty-eight. Women much older than I am hzixsia :

- governed the nations through their beauty. Cleopatra w

thirty-eight when Marc Anthony lost for her the wérlﬁ; -

Anné Boleyn was over thirty when King Henry sacrificéd
" “his tonjugal and religious faith to her. Jane Seymour was
no younger when she supplanted Queen Anne. And Mad-
-ame de Maintenon was past forty when she fascinated and
married the most fastidions monarch in the world. And I,

at twenty-eight, with my beauty unimpaired, and even

much improved—if T cannot win back my old love—the .
. only man I care for, or ever did care for, or will care forin

this world—aye, if T cannot win him back !—if I cannot -

win him back !' I will know the woman why! For the rea-

son will be'a woman, And she bad botter keep out of my

- *'Way-”' . S
This is what is-reported to have been muttered, ab inter-
valy, in broken phrasés by the countess as she gazed upon.
her image in the glass, or paced up and down her drawing-
_toom floor; heedless or unconscious of the presence of her
servants, passing in and out o draw the curtains, teim the

candles, or replenish the fire.

But she was much too impatient and exacting to leave l

her guest long to the enjoyment of his own company.

Catching sight at length of the old butler-who had entered
the room upon some pretext, she told him to serve coffee :
there, and then to go and let Sir Veyne know that it was "

waiting,
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The old man did his errand, and the -guest came at th
1ady’s bidding. He was cheerful, courteons, and conver ¥
h!e 23 before ; but he still persistently avoided the msa; '
distant approachlto ]ove-making; to sentiment of any "
or to th_e slightest reminiscences of the -past Anfi s;'r'b,
second evening of his visit closed on the coun;;eqs Te g
her more miserable than before. o e

“ There is @ woman inét!” she is repofted to have mut
tered to ht?rself as she retived to her sleepless bed—« i.”wru s
a woman in it ; but it shall go hard if I do not win hi:f
away from her! Hard! yes hard with me, but infinitel
harder with her! hard enough to crush her—’-to criesh he 4

~—1lo GRIND her out of existence!” ' b .
. Sot with a fm‘ze livid with passion, her fsts clenched, and
er teeth g.mhng together as she would have ground the
flesh of the imaginary vietim between them the evil woman
spoke of her unknown rival, ' T e
“ Fo.r he is mine I she hissed, % mine by an older ri ht'l
and' mine he shall continue, in spite of men, women y d
devils ! For ¢ old coals are soon kindled,’ zmd,’o]d iove’ éil;n

. revived”? I

. The lady was right; “old coals are soon Tindled ;” but
if the coals have burned to ashes, no art on earth caii ev:r
make them fire sgain. It was so with Lady Henniker's Jost
lover.  The caals of his love for her had burned to ash
and no art of hers conld rekindle them. .

'
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CHAPTER IIL

A REVELATION AND A RESOLUTION. -
Between the acting of o dreadful thing
And the fired motion, all the interim ia

_ Like a phantasma or & hideous dreain.—SHAKEAFEARE,

81r VEYX¥ remained with Lady Henniker for six weeks,
Probably he would not lhave staid so long, had she not soon
changed her tactics. * She let his bug-bear, the recollection

of thefr earlier relations, pass out of sight. She avoided .

everything like a desire to recall them. - She brought down
her daughter, the little Lady Berenice, and presented her to
Sir Veyne, saying, as she did so, that she lived now only
- for that dear child’s sake. And she assamed towards him a
gay, frank, and fricndly demeanor well calenlated to put him
off s guard.. B
Without seeming, to
own peerless attraetions, by her extreme beauty, enhanced

by the mest exquisite taste in dress, her ineffable grace per-
focted by cultivation, her assamed amiability, her elegant
aecomplishments, her brilliant conversational powers, her
excellent judgment, her sparkling wit.q
She seemed to succeed in charming him to the spot. Ab
“all events, at her often repeated invitation, he staid on and
on. Week followed week and still he staid. Tt would ‘seem
likely to have been a dull time, but that the winter was an
exceedingly mild one; the river and thé bay remained open,

- and the guest spent much of his time in fishing and in field

sports,
" He would frequently be absent all d
night also, and on such oceasions he woul

ay} sonhetir:‘nes‘ all
d tell her that he

" had baen beguiled into following the game for a long dis-

tance; and being overtaken by darkness had sought shelter

do so, she tried to win him by her
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;:1] some frie}x:d]y Tndian’s wigwam, or ploncer hunter’s cabin
his was the account he would give hi  she
, s h
would be satistied with jt. i e afnd e
) But all the ?ut-daor servants knew—what they dared not
rea.th_e'to their mistress—that these fishing and hﬁnting
:xpedl.tions almost always ended at an Indian village, some
bex: f?’ﬂez Iup tl;)e coast, where the remnant of the warlike
ut friendly tribe of Pocomocoes still g ir’
Rl ill gathered around their
; g‘_he time drew near for Sir Veyne’s departure. So well
ad the Lady Hgnniker'controlled herself and acted her
part, that she had completely deceived her quandam lover
;n respeet to h.er sentiments ; he believed her to be a kind
riend who' wished him well; but wished to be nothing
ne;r;a}r t? h:m.;. and regarding her in this agreeable light,
and having beszldes a eonfidence to repose in her and a favor
to rqsit of her, his manner warmed to the lady very much,
'I'hls naturally in its turn deceived her, Tt led her on to
behetve bl;at at last her love, her constancy, and her endeav-
ors to please hi i ' | wi i
ors | p im, ?vere about to be rewarded with his-
8o she was not very much surprised when one morning, |
: few days .before his intended departure, Sir Veyne askeci
811' for.a. ;?rwate-lmterviewman almost needless reque'st, for
al thelr Interviews were necessarily private since there
;er;g no other persons in the house except the Iittle Lady
er 1(63 _a:;}d the servants, and these were seldom in thé
way. On this oceasi v i
et sion, Vho er, the child happened to be
. 8¢ the lady sent the - .4 girl ont of the room and iﬁién
:;gned to her guest io approach and sit near her Sir
1 eyx’le g_laflly obeyed. And then and there, while the
:'u?ly B passionate heart was throbbing fast with love and
Joy, and eagerly expecting the fruition of ten ‘weary years’
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bope deferred—then and there he told her a tale likely to
turn all her love to loathing, her joy to anguish, and her
hope to the darkest despair. ' '
He told her that he had a.wife and child in that imme-
diate neighborhood—an unacknowledged wife and child,
whom be implared &er, as his good friend, to befriend and
cherish, until such times as he could publicly present ber at
the Provineial Court.
The countess raust have been a woman of unequaled
presence of mind, self-control and fortitude. She uttored
“no cry ‘of agony, though the shaft had sped through her
" heart. She expressed no surprise, though she was nearly
overwhelmed with astonichment. She simply moved hor
chair a little, 5o as to bring her back against the lighted
window, and throw her face into deep shadow, and then
in a sweet; cool, calm' voice she begged him to go on.

When she had first invited him to come down to spend
Christmas at her house, and he had accepted her invitation,
he had told her that he was well acquainted with the

- neighborhood of her manor He reminded her of the eir-
© cumstance now; and she said that she remembered it,

" 'Then he proceeded to explain. -
- Ho told her that some eighteen months before, he had
" ¢ome down on a hunting expedition with some friends from

8t. Mary’s City. That in a single handed encounter with

a stag at bay; he had been severely wounded, and that his
companions had carried him to the Indian yillage of Poco-
moco, and Jeft him to be taken care of by the skillfal xredi-
cine men of the tribe, ' ) ) ’

Hijs wounds confined him to his pallet of skins in. the
wigwam of the chief for several -weeks, during which time
he was kindly treated by all the tribe, and most ‘tenderly
nursed by the beautiful child of his host.

% The old story,” here put in the countess, not bitterly or
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ironically as it seemed, for she spoke in the same swest
;oo], c:;]lm tone ; and he could not see the expression of hel,'
ace, which she carefully kept concealed in the deer

% The old story,” ‘ o ®deep sbadov.
h“ Yos, my Ia}dy, the old story, with a variation, however,
that I hope will meet your approval,” Sir Veyne is said to
have answered, and then he proceeded.

He tf)ld her how this maiden, whose pretty Indian na,n-:e
meant in our language the Shining Star, was as lovely, as
graceful, and as good and gifted as was the princess Po-
co?mntas when she won the heart of the gallant young En-
glish officer, Captain Rolfe. He said he soon learned to
::Iwe ;el('l, and before he left the Indian Lvil]age he married

e India i i im i
e n maiden accor‘dm‘g to the simple rites of hey
“ And by no other 7 slowl and'dist'. inqui '
inetl
Henniker. : T yinguieed Lady

“ rBy no other rites,” frankly answered the narrator

u I“hen it Was no marriage at all,” observed the lady ; and
the slightest possible tone of relief made itself manifest in

- her voice.

%1t was a marriage as holy; as sacred, an indi
if. the Archbishop of Ganterg;ry hdd is.,‘auec;1 ;ieb;;?nnsge, f: '
h}s. own hand, and read the ritual in his own vo‘ice. . More |
b'lndmg on my heart and couscience it could not possibl
be,” replied the loyal lover, - d
- “Proceed,” replied the lady sweotly.

And 8ir Veyne went on to relate that when he had taken
a temporary leave of his bride he hurried to St. Mary’s City
where his professional duties awaited him ; that he was im{
mediately sent on an expedition against the buccaneers of

+ the bay, which kept him at sea for many months, that soon

afher‘his victorious feturn he received Lady Henniker's in-
vitation to pass Christmas at Henniker House, and, leaving

‘
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all the lionizing fétes offered him ab Sh Mary’s City, he
had accepted her proffered hospitality and come down.”
 Pour cause,” put in the lady.
“Yes mada.m, pour cause,” admitted the crentleman,

with g smile.
And then he confessed that in addition to his wish to see

his old friend, another reason of his coming down the coun~

try was his ardent desire to visit his young Indian wife,
TUnder cover of a fishing exeursion, he said, he went to the
.Iudianr village to see her. She met him in joyful surprise,
and placed in his arms a beautiful boy, some few weeks

old then,
“ Mongrel bras!” burst, in 10w13-muttered thunder

from the Jady’s lips.

« Madam ?” inquired the gentleman,

& Conjugal, that ! replied the lady.

 Oh, yes—I misunderstood you-—yes, it was—~very much

w0 !” iaughed the gentleman.

“And now, what do you wish e to do in this affair? "
inquired the countess. ‘

%o ?—A very great favor that T have gearcely the cour-
age to ask: to receive my simple Indian wife here, and to

- keep her here while I go to St. Mary’s City and bring back
a confidential friend—a clergyman-—te marry us according
4o the rites of the Church. You will do this great kind-
ness 7 he inquired. .

@Do it 2—Oh, yes; T will do it. Certainly, I will do
it,” answered the lady, in very sweet tones.

% And when may I bring her?” pursued Sir Veyne.

“ et me see: you go on Monday, think ?

# Yes,” he answered.

« And this is Thursday. Bring her to-morrow, Friday.
The weather is cold. You can take my close carriage for
the purpose. And I will have a little feast prepared to do
her honor when she comes, " said the countess, ca,lmly
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“A thousand thanks —oh, ten thousand thanks, most
noble friend!” fervently exclaimed Sir Veyne,. catching
and kissing her hand. But he felt it cold as fce in his
chsp, and he cried out in compunction :

“I have kept you too long from the ﬁre—-s:ttmg near
the frosty window, too! You are chilled through—you are
half-frozen ! Come away.” '

“Yes, 1 am cold—excuse me,” she said, ‘

And she arose, and left the drawing-room, and hurried to
her bed-chamber, where she was overheard walking up and
down the floor, and raving to this effect:

“For the passion of a summer, this madman will sacri-
fiee the ambition of hiy life and the happiness of mine.
He shall not do it. He shall be saved. Tt ¢s but the pas-
sion of a summer. Another year and he will loathe her—
the little brute beast of an Indian squaw. Oh, yes, I will
receive herl—so hospﬁab]v, she shall pever leave me again.
Oh, yes, I will feast her!—so well, that she shall vever
hanger nor thirst more! Ob, yes, I will assist at her mar-
riage ceremony ! — with a bridegroom so fond, so loving,
that he shail never, never, never release her from the fold
of his embrace.” (

Not long did the lady absent berself from her last lover.
She composed her spirits, washed her face, and dressed her
hair; put on her most becoming robes, arrayed her counte-
nance in the most alluring smiles, and went down to join
Sir Veyne at dinner. And never liad she been so gracious,
so cheerful and so charming before. She even observed
that Sir Veyne scemed to open his eyes and to look at her
in a new light; and that as his look lingered: long and
almost fondly on her face, he seemed to sigh as if he half
regretted his mad marriage with the Indian maiden.

Be that as it might have been, the next wiorning, Sir
Veyne—accommodated with the close carriage, and driven
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by the old coachman of Heunlik.er House—went sway ‘to
“foteh home his wife, - ,

And the Countess of Henniler, in foverish excitement,
et all her household to work to prepare for the féte for the
reception of her old Jover's Indian bride.

CHAPTER IV.

THY DEED AND THE DOOM.

B o it (s fod o dth,
Ard thou damn'd.—SHARESPEARE.
Traproron has brought us down some account of the
recéption of the Indian bride by the lady of 'the‘r?]a,nor.
The san was just setting behind the xyooded hills on th.e
western horizon when the close carriage containing Sie
Veyne, his “Shining Star,” and her infant boy, entered the
grounds of Henniker.- ‘ SR
The lady, with her little gir] in her hand and attended
by her principal servants, eame out of her house and down
" . the first flight of the terrace stairs to welcome her guests.
She shook hands again with Sir Veyne; and, when }.m
preseted his young wife, she took the beautiful creature in
her arms, kissed ber on both cheeks, and then held .her off
at arms’ length gnd gazed upon her form and face in won-

der and involuntary admiration. B

And well she might, if the legend tells the t:;uth. The
lady no longer wondered at the magic spell that had made

the high-born, baughty Veyne Vandeliere forget his pride

of dhste and country, and unite himself with this Indian

naid, - ' .
" Sir Veyue had said that the #Shining Star” was as Pret-
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ty as Pocahontas when that little princess first won the
heart of the gallant Captain Rolfe. He scarcely did her
justice. It was not of the gentle daughter of Powhatan
that the “Shining Star” reminded the beholder, She more
naturally recalled the image of that magnificent queen,
Anacoana, cacique of Xaraguay, whose majestic beauty and .
royal graces, whose wisdom, courtesy and magnanimity, had
combined to fire and subdue the souls of the proudest and
most courtly among the Spanish chieftains who had accorm-
panied Columbus in his later voyages to Hispaniola. Tall
and slender, yet well rounded and graceful in form; delicate
and regular in featuro; with a clear, pure, soft brown cora-

- plexion warming inte a richer tint upon the cheeks and lips;

with long jet biack hair, reaching far below her waist, and
large, long-lashed dark eves that could flash like a falcon’s

“or dream like a dove’s, with an ineffable grace in every

glance and motion—such was the “Shining Star,” on the
evening of her presentation to Lady Henniker ‘

Her very dress has come down to us, traditionally, It
was a picturesque and becoming compromise between civil-
ized and savage costume—a close-fitting black velvet bod-
dice and a short scarles. skixt, both richly embroidered with
gold—black hose and scarlet Hoots. Hor head was bare'of
any covering beside the long black hair which was braided
with pearl and gold, ' : '

In personal beauty, dignity and grace, I have. compared
her to the great queen Anacoana. The resemblance did no
cease there. In the treachery of her pretended friend
and in the tragedy of her fate, she was also like that mag-
nanimous but ill-starred princess. ‘
~ No shadow of the coming sorrow was on her face, how-
ever, as she returned the embrace of her hostess and suffered
herself to be led up into the house of her mortal foe. Not
the “fatal entrance of Duncan, under the battlements” of
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Macheth’s castle, was more fatal to the royal guest than was
this visit to the Indian princess. , :

The hostess, treacherous as Macbeth’s wife, herself
attended her guest to a bed-chamber, where every comfort
and convenience of civilized and refined life awaited her.
Rich‘ciressgs and jewels were displayed as wedding offerings
to the young Indian wife. With a dignity and grace won-
derful in one of her birth and habits, she thanked the lady
for these presents, but declined to change the dress she wore
and which she said had been commended by her husband.
Baut she begged to see her boy.

The babe had been given in charge of one of the female
domestics of the house, and now at his mother’s desire he
was brought to her. Proudly and fondly the “Shining
Star,” placed the infant in the arms of the lady, feeling, ah!
too sure of her sympathy. It is said that the lady caressed

and fondled the child to such .a degree that she won the
" confidence and affection of the mother at the very onset..

Nor did she give over dandling him until the second dinner-

. 'bell summoned her and her guests to the table, It was a

_ sumptuous enterfainment-—the board blazed with gold and

Bevres china and Bohemian glass, and #groaned,” as the -

phrase goes, under its burden of native and of foreign deli-
‘cacies and huxuries. . _
'Lady Henniker, splendidly arrayed in a crimson velvet
. train, white satin robe, ostrich plumes and diamonds, pre-
sided at the feast, Opposite to her‘sat Sir Veyne in full
- evening dress, and by his side sab the “Bhining Star.”

Ah, it was a dinner of death! a Barmacides’ feast, that |
The old butler, assisted by two footmen, waited—the butler
standing behind his Jady’s chair, the footmen standing each

" behind the guests, All seemed “ merry as a marriage bell.”
The hostess and her guests laughed and jested without
restraing. - '
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. And when the c]othr was removed and the dessert and the
wines placed upon the table, their hilarity increased—it

Jknew no bounds. )
%1 fill to the health of the beautiful bride!” said Lady

- Henniker, rising in her place. - There was a jewelled golden

goblet, an heirloom in the family, that had- been set before
the young Indian guest, as if to do her honor. A waiting
footman filled it with sparkling wine, while his companion

- performed the same service for her hushand,

“ Let us drink philopena said the innocent Indian wifo—
“Tet us drink the way you taught me in my wigwam.” She
spoke in her pretty broken English, and it is certain the
lady did not understand her—it is most certain from what
followed. “ Let us drink philopena,” she persisted, holding
up her rich goblet. '

With a most loving ‘glance he smiled assent, and in an
instant, in the twinkling of an eye, the heads ﬁere close

. together, with each an arm around the other’s neck, so that

Laer jewelled goblet she held to his lips, while he held his to
ers. '

“Stop,” shrieked the hostess, starting to her feet and
dashing ‘down her own glass; “stop on’ your life, Sir
Veyne.” : ‘

It was too late, Ho had half drained the goblet. When
it dropped from his hands he fell back, convulsed and
speechless, The poison was sharp and sudden, meant to do
its deadly work effectually,

The Indian wife sprang to her feet in mortal tarror. The
hostess ran from her place to the assistance .of the dying -
man. The servants stood around in horror and affright,

“ Ride—ride swiftly to the Indian village and Bring their § .
medicine men here. They are the only doctors in reach,’%@g:
eried the lady, in an agony of distress. And the terrified
servants rushed out of the room to go upon that errand.
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% Veyne ! Véyng,! speak to,m'e! speak ! Vou didn’t drink

it all.- You can not die,” she shrieked, wringing her hands

“and bending over the victim.

@ He rallied for & moment, struggled and spoke, but not
to her. . Turning his dying eyes opon his dear wife——
«Darling, the death was destined for you. Thank heavén
it has fallen on me instead,” he said, and fell back—pmaD.
The countess bent over him in an agony of remorse and
griof. She chafed his rigid hands and kissed his cold lips,
and called on him by every endearing epithet to awake. to
speak to her and to live.

Vain, of course, were all her efforts, Finding them so,
she turned fariously upon the Indian widow, who all this
time had sat at her dead husband’s feet, with her head cov-
ered and bowed in the patient despair of her race.

“ You did ib; you, you hound!” she fiercely shrieked,
shaking her hand at the prostrate figure. * You put the
poisoned goblet to his lips and killed bim. You did i,
and you shall hang. You shall hang like a dog for this
deed.”

And more infariated still, either by the angulah of her
own regrets, or by the mute pfttience of that prostrate
creature, she suatched the covering from the widow’s head,

and seizing and dragging her to her feet, shook her ﬁercely, o

as a lioness might shalke her prey.

But the Indian princess was brave and resolute as she
was self-possessed and patient. She was move than a
match for the lady. = Catching Lady Henniker’s hands, she
mastered her with a single effort, and holding her at arms’

length, pointed to the dead, and said——but in the bioken

music of her impeifect speech that I can not pretend to
render literally :—< You have slain the noblest brave your
“Grod ever made., You have slain him treacherously at your

own feast—Iin the sacred breail and wine. You have wid-"
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owed me in my hour of love, and joy, and trust.” Then

raising her arm and face on high, with an awful majesty in
her look and gestare, she continued : ¢ And may the Creat
Spirit of iy fathers visit this treachery upon you and
your daughters, May the curse of widowhood fall upon
them in their youth, and make them as desolate as you
have made me.”

Then flinging the form of the lady from her, she turned
and kneeled again by the dead body of her husband,

But the lady, s soon as she was released, stamped
furiously and called aloud :

“ My servants aut there! Help! help (..

* Every man and woman left in tho house came rushing
into the roem,

“ Arrest that murdervess! She has poisoned Sir Veyne!”
she cried.

But the “Shining Star ? drew hergelf up, lifted her
head, stretched out her arm, and looked at them with a.
glance and gesture so full of majesty, that the boldest
amang the serving-men reeoiled before her,

“Seize her! seize the. poisoner!” shrieked the lady,

stamping hex feet,

The men came on to obey their mistress, But the
“Shining Star” was as strong as she was brave and patieut,
She threw them off one after another with an ease that
scarcely disturbed her calm despair.

“Knock her on the head! knock her down, I say!
Throw yourselves upon her all at once! And bind her
with cords where she is! She is but a dog of an Indian,
and she is a murderess and a poisoner !” screamed and
stamped the phrenzled lady.

Oh, shame of womanhood! Oh, deeper shame of man-
hood' The men obeyed their mistress’s order.. They
threw thewselves en masse npon the heroic woman, They
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threw her down, bound her hand and foot with cords t‘!mt
cut into her flesh, and then they'stood around her panting
and palpitating form, awaiting further instructions 7
@TMyke her now up into ons of the unfurnished rooms of
the attic, and lock- her in there without fire, m‘ind you-—
without fire, food, or bedclothes. It is a freezing night;
it nﬁay cool her blood a little,” said the lady. |
Her cruel mandate was obeyed. -
-% And now,” inquired the countess, “have the messen-
gers 1 directed to go to the Indian village set out ye't it .
Her servants went to ascertain, and returned with the
news that the messengers had not yet. started; but that

_they were saddling the horses, and would be gone in a few _

ninutes. - _
“Then stop them. It is of no use for them to get the
medicine men now.. Stop them, and tell them fo prepave
“to set out to-night to St. Mary’s City and tell the sheri\ﬂ" s
officers what has happened, and bring them here to *{ake
this eriminal off our hands,” ;

Again- the men obeyed. And that same night the .

‘gountess wrote a letter addréssed to the Governor of the
Province, who was her friend, and she sent it by her wes-

sengers to St. Mary’s City. - .

* And the dead body of Sir Veyne was laid in state in the &
drawiné‘ room, and his widow was kept a prisoner in the _

attic to await the arrival of the officers. ;)
In the interim the lady, overwhelmed with grief, horror
and remorse, kept her own chamber, whence she issued her

orders, which were generally held to be as immutable as

 the oft quoted laws of the Medes and Persians.
Her strict seclusion, however, gave an opportunity to the
old butler who had the custody of her prisoner, to shqvl'r
some humﬁnity to the hapless croatare. He dared not, it

. is trae, give her bedding or fire, lest the lady should chance

. buyrial,
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to visit the prison, and find out these contraband comforts;
but he took her nourishing food and drink, which, however,
the bereaved widow and captive princess could scarcely '
touch, . : ‘ _ e

And in the dead of night, when the countess was sup-

" posed to have retired to rest, the compassionate butler would .
* prevail on the terrified nurse to lot him take the little in-

fant to bis imprisoned mother that she might suckle him,
And this was the only consolation the wretched Indian
woman had in her eaptivity. - -
A week pasyed away in this manner. Tt took at least
that time, in the state of the roads and the limited conven-<
iences of travel, for the messengers to go and return from
8t. Mary’s City. The lady in her seclnded chamber was
aging so fast, that every day seomed years as it passed over
her. The captive in the attic was wasting away in uncom-
Plaining despair. The child in the nursery was pining for
want of its mother’s tender care. And the body in the
drawing-room, cold though the weather was, began fo-need
At length a long procession of officers and men' from St
Mary’s City, arvived, and their reception broke up, in some
degree, the breathless horror of the time. As the coroner
was among them, the closed drawing-room was opened,
aired and famigated, and an inquest was held on the body.
.The Countess was the first and chief witness called. As
she entered the room, clothed in the deepest mourning, her
long black velvet train, borne by two pages alwo in deep

‘mourning, her appearance is said to-have stFuck all present

with the profoundest awe. Those who had known.-her a
few weeks before would scarcely have recognized her now,
They had seen her last, a beautiful and happy woman of
iiweuty-eight 3 they saw her now suddenly aged, as if 4 half
century had passed over her, ” '

&
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She bowed her haughty head with stately grace. to the
- officers of the law, and advanced to take hor stand, But a
dozen gentlemen sprang bastily forwurd, and the twe fore-
most of them placed an easy chair and a footstool, as the
coroner begged her to be seated while giving in her testi-
mony. ‘ . ' .

This testimony was to the effect that the Indian wife of
Sir Veyne Vandeliere, called in her native tongue the

_% Shining Star,” whila at the dinner with him, had put her -

arm around the neck of her husband, and placed a goblet

of wine to his lips, of which he drank, and presently after-

- —died. The old butler and the two footmen, caled in
turn to the witness stand, corroborated this testimony.
They told the literal, iying facts. The young wife fad
' placed the poisoned goblet to her husband’s lips, .and he
"had drank of it and. died. But who stealthily put the
subtle poison in the bottom of the goblet before the wine
was poured? And for whom was the draught intended ?
The coroner's jury never stopped to inquire. They were no
wiger than their suecessors are now. DBesides, there was a
debply-rooted prejudice against the Indiaa race. It tack

" but little time on this- oreasion for the jury to find a verdiet

to the effect that Captain, Sir Veyne Vandelierg, had
come to his death from the effect of poison administered by
the hands of his reputed wife, an India;} woman known by
the name of the “ Shining Star.” A warrant was issued
against her in accordance with this verdict. ’
The- officers of the law remained a day and night at
Honniker, and on the suceeeding morning prepared to de-
part and carry their prisoner with them, in irops, to St.
Mary’s city. At first she was fettered hands and feet; but
finally it was found necessary fo release her hands that she
might nurse her infant, which she was permitted to_ta.ke

with her. '
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It is said, that ag she came forth from the house, with her
baby pressed to her bosom, walking slowly because of her
fettered ancles, guarded by armed officers, every beholder
was struck with admiration at her beauty, and at the pa-
tience and dignity of her sorrow.  Not Queen Zenobia, led -
in chains to Rome, even showed more of majesty in despair.
She was placed in a close carriage, furnished by Lady Hen-
niker for the purpose, and so she was taken. away from
Henniker }Rr;use nover to return thither. They were to
travel day and night. ‘

In the darkness of the night that followad, while passing

through a deep forest, the cavaleade were surprised by a -

party of her tribe, who made a desperate effort to rescue
their princess. A short but bloody struggle énsued. Seve-
ral of the counstables were wounded, But more than three
times that number of savages were killed before they were
fisially beaten off, as of course they were bound to be; for
what could a handful of poor Indians, almost without wea~
pons, do against a constabulary foree armed to the teeth ?
The “ Shining Star ” was taken safely to 8t. Mary’s City,
and lodged in jail {o await her trial. It came on quickly '
enpngh.  Lady Henniker and her servants were summoned
to attend court as witnesses, And upon their testimony,

given no doubt by the servants in good fajth, the innocent

Indian widow was convicted of poisoning. her husband and
condemned to expiate the crime on the scaffold. It is said

 that she bore her sentence with the courage, patience and

dignity that had distinguished her throughout her trial.
She spoke no word, but only bent and kissed the babe
that lay upon her bosom. She was. taken back to jail to
await the day of death. :
Her father, the chief of the' Pacomocoes, braved all dan-
ger of arrest for his share in the attack upou the cavaleade,

. and came to St. Mary’s City to treat for the ransom of his

3
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daughter, He offered the wealth of all bis bribe ; but, of

_ course, in vain. He was made to understand that in any
eriminal case ransom was impossible. Then he asked per-
- mission to see his danghter, and that was granted to him,"

under cerlain restrictions. Tle saw her in her prison cell
and in the presence of a turnkey. In tlis interview there
was more of fortitude than tenderness exhibited by both.
She told him she was guiltless and also who was guilty.
The chieftain bade his c¢hild be brave and meef death as be-
came his - daughter, seeing that she was doomed to die.
But he also swore by the’ graves of his fathers that she
should not die the death of shame. He bade her farther to
foar nothing, buit to trust to him to save ber from that igno-
" miny. And so he left her. S
The turnkey, as in duty bound, reported the conversa-
tion to the warden of the prison, who afterwards consulted
with the sheriff, In their united wisdom, they came fo the
conclusion that the chief intended, by some secret means,
to convey some subtle poison or a deadly weapon to his
danghter’s hands, and save her from thei gnominy of a pub-

lic execution. And great precautions were taken to prevent

" his fancied purpose being earried into effect. All'her food
and drink were sent her from the warden’s private table,

No one was permitted t0 pass into her presence without a
previous examination. Two female warders togk turns in

‘gnarding her, both day and night. She was never left
alone for an instant,

At length, the day of execution came. Vast was the -

erowd assembled to seé the Indian princess die. . A strong
detachment of soldiers formed a hollow' square around the
jscaffold to guard it against any possible attempt for the
fbsene of the condemned. Strongly guarded also, at the
appointed hour, she issued from the prison, pressing her
young infant to her basom, Walking with the same state-
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Iy step; wearing the same calm air of diguity and patience,

she passed through the hooting crowd, and ascended to the -

seaffold.

There were ecclesiastics there who tendered her now, for

the las:t time, the often proffered—always rejected—offices
of their Church. They urged her now to forgive her ene-

+ . mies, and to seek forgiveness for herself, before it should be

forever too late. But, with the pride of a pagan’ priestess,

- she waived them aside. With matchless dignity, she re~

plied: o
“The Great Spirit alone has power to pardon or t pun-

- ish. I have spoken to Him, and He has heard me.”

And®she bent her bead and pressed a kiss upon her
nursieg infant’s brow, and whispered to one comp'é.ssionate
officer there: ' '

“ Let me keep the child till the last minute comes, and
then you take him from me, and send him to my ;:ribe
according o your word.” - ‘ ’

And he bowed the promise he conld not otherwise utter,

The fatal moment had then arrived. The cap was in the
hands of one assistant, the noose in those of another, ' The
hangman stood with his foot near the spring of the trap.
The shoriff held the white handkerchief, tho dropping of

‘which was to be the signal for the execution. But—none

‘of thes.e ignominies were destined to degrade the person’ of
the chiefrain’s daughter.” For just as the compassionate

- officer took the infant from her arms—her arms which
another assistant swiftly seized to bind-—an arrow sped

fror.n a distant bow, cleft the dir, whizzed over the heads of
tha_ cro.wd sfnd passed the officers on the platform and
buried its point deeply in the brave and loving heart of the

Indian princess. .

Her father had kept his word. Kis dau ) .
his hand.” ¥ is daughter died by
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THE"CR:ME AND THE CURSE.

»

CHAPTER V.
ROW TﬁE CURBE WORKED. i

" Hear thou and hoge not. if by word or deed,
Yea by tavisible thought, unuttered wish,
Thou hast been miuistrant to this horrid act;
With fail collected force of malediction
1 do promounte upen thy soul, despair.—MATURIN,

" A curse-will fottow them liln:i tl;re biia?}kg%mgue.
king thy footateps ever, day and 1
%‘;::?ngg am"&r ave, sul:nmar and winter—ever [—PROOTOR.

Axp did this modern “ Roman father,” did this Red Vir-
. ginius escape after doing this deed 7
Yes; for there was no legal evidence egainst him.
Fvery one seemed morally sure that he had done the deed,
‘but no oue could prove it upon him. The sending of that
shaft so swiftly and surely home to its mark, just at the
. Tast crisis, was a feat of archery that no one in the country
but the Eagle Eyewas eapable of performing; but no one
saw him do'it. His Indian subtlety had eluded all vigi-

lance in the completion of his purpose, and afterwards all

. investigation into it, and thus he went unpursued by the
law. He lived, it is said, to a great old age; fived to hand
down the tradition of his daunghter’s wrongs to his grand-
. children, and to his great-grandchildren, and to charge

* them as a sacred duty with the execution of her curse from
generatxon {o generation.

The child was taken home by the compassmnate officer
to whom he had been confided by his unhappy mother.
He would have been taken by him to her tribe, but for a
cireumstance that took the whole settlement by surprise.

- A lawyer, who had been absent in Jamestown during all
these proccedings, returned to St. Mary’s City soon after
the death of #Bhining Star.” He had been the solicitor of
the deceased Sir Veyne, He produced a will, that had
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been executed by that great naval commander, just bgfore
he sailed against the pirates of the bay. This will had
been made as a sure provision for his wife and child, in the
not improbable event of the commander’s death in battle
or by shipwreck, In.maling this will he acknowledged a8
his wife, the Indiad woman who was known by the name
of the “Shining Sﬁar,” and who was the young daughter of
the Eagle Eyg the great chief of the Pocomocoes, and he -
devised to her aznd to her expected issue -the whole of his
considerable property, and he appointed a priest of great
ploty, executoraof his will, and guardian of his child or
children as the case might turn out,

And so, of ‘courss, the boy inherited the whole estate,
and under Buch circumstances, was not given up fo his
wother's tribe,

He grew up to manhood, married and left the neighbor-
hood with his wife. They were supposed to have gone to
the far South, or Bouthwest, but since their departure from
St. Mary’s, tradition has lost sight of them and their race.

As for the wicked woman, her life becanie the hell that
she had made it. She was one whose- every emotion was a
pas;sion, and Whose every passion was a burning and con-
suming fire. Her life-long love had been a fire} and now
her remorse was a fiercer fire, She shrivelled from that
hour of her awful guilt; she shrivelled as one scorched up
and consumed by inward fever; she withered—some said
under the influence of intense sorrow for the murdered -
friend of her youth ; some said from remorse for her horri- *
ble crimes; and others from the bhghtmg power of the
Indian woman’s curse, She Wlthered—-and yet she could
not die, "

Gray-haired and wrinkled and bent with age, before sbe
had seen thirty years, she retired to Henniker and mever-
more reappeared-in society, She became very devout and -
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passed her life in prayer and penance. "She built the church
anci:;?étatioﬁ of St. Rosalie, and richly epdowed.them both,
"She did many good works besides, and gained in thg prov-
ince the reputation of a saint. ' . _
And her daughter, the little Tady Berenice, was plac.ed in
the strict convent of the Carmelites, then lately estzjbhshed
"in the province. She was doomed by ber motht.ar, as an-
other offering for that mother's sin, to take the veil, 50 that
her large inheritance should go to endow the new co'nvent. ‘
But she did not become a nun, When she arrived a$
woman’s estate she took her destiny in her own hands and
ided it for herself. . .
d@g}(::‘in:ﬁ; have had a strong will of her own, inherited
doubtléss from her mother. And there is a funiy ’smr told
of her flight from the Carmelite convent. Th(? site” of tfhe
Carmelite convent was selected for the superior salubrity
of its air, ' ‘ ]
For the same reason, salubrity, a society of priests
* founded a boys’ college in the same neighborhood. These

two establishments—the convent school for girls and the -

Catholic college for boys—were among the first and bestin-
stitutions of learning in the province, ’
' Phe two buildings were far enough apart, and had no sort

_of connection. But the grounds of both were very exten- -

_. sive, and they were contiguous—u‘-the south boundary of 1:11?
 convent grounds and the north boundary of the. college
grounds running closely parallel, with only the h1gh-roa:d
between them. L S

" In the convent-school, yonng ladies of the first rank in
the province were placed for education. I:_1 the Cat?:ohc
college, young gentlemen of the like rank_ were recel-v?d.
These boys and girls who frequently et in holiday txme.ssw
in their own home circles in St. Mary’s City were never, of

course, permitted to hold any sort of conversation dur?ng ‘

Ll
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 their school terms; but when they were exercising in their
'respective grounds, they sometimes saw each other.

Among the pupils in the convent-school, as I said before,
. was the little Lady Berenice Henuniker. And among the
students in the Catholic college was Benedigt: Calvert, o
young relative of the Lord Proprietary. A wild young

blade, by all accounts, ha was; the only son of a widowed .

mother, rich; spoiled, self-willed, reckless, unmanageable,
bat withal net vicious.or wicked. At the discreet age of
soventeen he imagined himself desperately in love with

" Lady Berenice, then a discreet damsel of fifteen.

He paid his addresses to her by flinging apples, oranges,

-and other contraband articles over into the eonveat grounds .
for her consumption. Bometimes these missiles fol] on the -

road between the two grounds; somethmes they were so
well aimed as to light in the lap of the lady for whom they
were intended. And once or twice, alack, they struck some
reverend sister between the shoulders or on the breast!

Whenever the young fellow was fothd out in these follies,"

he was severely reprimanded and threatened with expulsion.
This went on, however, for two or three years. Mean-
while, Lady Berenice hod been advised by her mother of

. her destiny to the veil, As she never left the convent excepd

to go to Henniker, where she found even a stricter rule of

life, she was naturaily very weary of restraint and very anx-.
" 1ous for liberty. -

One day freedom came to her very unexpectedly. She
was now wearing the white veil of the novice, and her special

duty on this day was the oversight of the children, who

were out in the grounds taking their usual exercise.
Presently her lover, whe was out on a half day’s leave,
came riding down ‘the road.” When he had reached & ris-
ing ground, he saw Lady Berenice and her young charges
ia the convent grounds. The horse he rode was a powerful

!
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hunter, Who could carry the heaviest man in the couniry,
and take a five-barred fonce with 2 broad ditch on the other
side of it as easily as a kitten conld jmmp over a stick, And
the low brick wall of the convent grounds was a trifle in

comparison,

Young Benedict Calvert acted on impulse, I-do be]:eve
Seeing in reality his sweetheart in the white veil of: the -

novice, seeing in imagination the black veil of the nun that
would soon replace it and hide her from the world and from
his sight forever, he took a sudden and a desperate resolu-
tion. He put his hunter to the wall, cleared it with a bound,
and galloped straight up to the group of girls, who scattered
in all directions, leaving Liady Berenice standing alone.

 One touch 1o her hand, and one word in her ear,"—

You know the rest—in a word, he lifted her up behind
him, told her to put her arms around his waist, and hold
 tight, and not be afraid but to trust to him and his bunter;

he galloped away towards the wall, cleared it with another

bound, and dashed along the highway to the amazement and
consternation of all the passers' by. ‘ '
Tt is said they had raced at Jeast five miles before the
Hittle Jady recovered from her astonishment and regained
her powers of speech sufficiently to exclaim :

«What are you about? Where are you earrying me?

Don’t you know that this is A sacmlege, and they wﬁl exeom-~
. municate me?”

«That’s just what T want 'om to do,” answered the young
scrapegrace, “for in that case you never can be & nun, you
" kpow
“ Oh but they’ll shut me up”
. “When they catch you. But never fear. Trust to me

and my horse. He is warranted to carry deuble, and to

outrun anything on foar legs that can be sent after him.

]
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Still, if you insist upon it, you know, I will éarry you back

to the convent,” added the scamp, mischievousty,

“I'd rather die,” answered the young lady.

“ All right,” he replied. And on they scampered, over
the highway, to the terror of all travellers, who quickly got
qut of their way. for a pair.of lunatics. At nightfall he -

- reached his mother's country house, where he was not only

lord and master, but idol aud despot,

Knowing his mother to be absent at the time, he bullied
the female servants into supplying his companion with a
proper travelling dress. And after they had had supper
they set out, with fresh horses, for the then new city of
Annapolis, where they arrived late at the close of the weel,

and where they were married by an Episeopal clergyman,

They were minors, but that did not make any more dif-
ference in the Province .of Maryland then, than it does in
the State of Mary]and now. Population was the main
want of the colony, and the chief object of the political
economists. Early marriages were encouraged. Minors
might marry legally without the consent of parents or
guardians, then as now,

After the mad marriage he took her to his mother's
house in St. Mary’s City. The Iady immediately went in-
to hysterics; but presently came ont of them all right, and .
forgave her son and received her davghter-in-law. Being
a Protestant, she was not so much scandalized by the feat
of her hopeful son as a good Catholic' must have been.
Lady Henniker never forgave her daughter, or acknowl-
edged her son-in-law. How could she, when, gliey were
both excommunicated by the church. But shé ‘bowed her -
stricken head lower than befors, was heard to say that the
Indian woman’s curse was working, and never afterwards
mentioned the matter,

The curse did -work, or seem to do so. Most people
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prophesied that no good could ever come of such a sackite-
- gious marriage. And very little good came of it in fact.
Within a few months after that marriage, while they were
all staying at.theif country house, the young husband went
out to hunt, and he never came back. When days had
passed; and diligent search had been made, his dead body
was found in the woods with an arrow sttckmg through his
heast,

Some-said it was the judgment of Heaven mpon his un-
holy marriage. Others affirmed that it was the vengeance
of Eagle Eye, the lonely old chief of the Pocorocoes, caz-
vying -out his daughter’s curse. The dey Beretice con-

 sidered it the punishment of her sin in leaving her con-
vent. She was overwhelmed with grief and remorse. She
became almost as great a peni®dnt and devotee as her
mother was. She humbled herself befora the church she
‘had offended ; and after a long time, she was forgiven, and

received ba.ck into its communion. She took her infant

daughter, a posthumous child born some weeks after its
father's death, whom she called Magdalene, in memory of
“her own repentance, and she went down fo Henmker and

joined her lady mother.

There the two ‘women led a recluse life, devoting them- '

selves to prayen, penance, alms-giving, and lastly to the edu-
cation of the little Magdalene Calvert. In their zeal they
would have devoted this child aleo fo & convent, but:she
was a.member of the Lord Proprietary’s family, though a
distant one, and she was the heiress of & very large estate ;

s0 both the Orphan’s Court and the powerful Calvert clan
had a great deal to do with her destiny. They would not
permit her to be placed in a convent. Nevertholess she wag

brought up very strictly by her educators.
This sweet Maidlen grew up aé amiable and mtellevtual

as she was beautxful That gentleman of her deaeased
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father’s family, who had been appointed as one of her
guardiang by the decision of the Orphan’s Conrt, as & check
upon the fanaticisms of her mother’s family, would not con-
sent that she "would be doomed to take the veil. This
being the -case, her mother did the next best thing she
could, She educated her da.ughter with the greatest strict-

_ mess of discipline, told her of the malediction that justly or

unjustly followed her family; and so she ever shadowed
that young life with superstitious gloom.

 However, when Maidlen was twenty years of age, and
within a year of her majority, when she would come into
the actual possession of her largé estates, her guardian, who
was, I believe, also her great-uncle, came down to see her.
Perceiving, from the influences around the girly that if some’
wholesome change werer not made in her way of life, that

she would, of her own accord, 2s soon as she should become

of age, go into a convent ; and that such a change mast be-.
made while he yet had power over her person ; he took her
back with him on & visit to her relatives in St. Mary's
Qity. There her condition was so completely changed that
from being one of the most secluded of recluses, she becawme
the most brilliant belle at the gay court of the Liord Pro-
prietary.

And yot she retained all her fsruth ‘and goodness. The
death of her grandmother, at an advanced age, and who,

~ by the way, died in an odor of sanctity, brought her hack . -
 to Henniker House for a season; but she was never %!

brougght to the gloomjr asceticism that had derkened her
youth, After the year of mourning expired she weént

“again to St, Mary’s City, accompanied by her mother, On

the elder lady, also, the change of scene produeed a whole-
some effect. She went with her daughter much into so-

‘ciety, and was much elated by the admiration everywhere

bestowed upon the lovely Maidler, Indeed, the change
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that came over both‘mother and daughter was quite won-
* derful. ' o
The removel of the guilty woman and gloomy fanatie
. who had darkened their lives, no doubt helped this very
much. ' . .
Ms. Calvert was even induced to tolerate a suitor to her
daughter, when that suitor was also one of the most dis-
tinguished young men in the province. But she: could not
at once get over the terror of the curse. It will perhaps
amaze you to hear that these two women, mother.z_md
daughter, being then of sound and well f:ultwated mmd‘s,
before giving a final answer to-this suitor, actually did
. make a seoret pilgrimage to the Indian _village'of Pomo-
como to inquire into- the matter of the malediction al?d to
consuly an Indian medicine man magician on the subject.
The “ Eagle Eye "—the old chief, was long six‘me dead.
The son, the “Dead Shot,” was absent on a hunting expe-
dition. But “ Long Sight,” an Indian seer of fabulous age
and wonderful wisdom, was sunning himself in his wigwam
door, Him the pilg_rims consulted, and his answer was as

obscare and impossible of fulfilment, as any oracle ever ot~

tered of old !
- A chain of impossible contingencies threw the mother

and danghter into the deepest despair. They returned to

St. Mary’s City, and after some days of intense suffering,

. sent for the impatient suitor and confided to him the con=
_ ditions and the curse. Being of a streng mind and joyous

. spirit, he Jaughed at both. So fine and wholesome was his -
"-influence over hoth women that he brought them over to

~ his views, and he married Maidlen Calvert. C
" Eight months after the marriage, one night when she was

sitting up late, waiting for bis return, and wondering why

he, who never staid out so late before, should be gone so
long now, his dead body was suddenly brought home $o hgr

~
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by the constables. It had been found in the street. Thero
wag no visible cause for his death, no mark of violence
upon his person, And a subsequent post-mortem examina-
tion showed no disorganization within, The cause of his
sudden death remained an impenetrable mystery.

The shock of her husband’s sudden death proved fatal to

- tha lovely young widow. She was seized with the pangs of

premature labor, and gave birth to twins—a boy and a gitl.
The boy lived only to be baptized, and then died. The
young mother survived but a few hours and expired. She
was buried with her baby on her bosom. All this happened
within eight months after the fatal marriage. . The surviv-
ing twin, the little delicate girl, was adopted by the broken
hearted mother of Maidlen, and most tenderly brought up..
She taught the-babe to call her, mother, and the Jittly Dor-
othy never knew her otherwise. Mrs. Calvert died when
Dorothy was about éighteen years of age. On her death<
bed she confided the family secret to the keeping of her
daughter, as she always called the girl, and she enjoined
her, with her last dying breath, never to continue the curse
by marying. '

And the fair Dorothy obeyed the solemn injunction for a
tine, indeed. She had many suitors but rejected them all,

- until the frank and gallant sailor Captain Jernyngham, met

her in society and fell in love with her. A very handsome

cand attractive man he was. Dorothy could not withstand

him. She loved him to distraction. She told him her
story and left the issue with him. He, like his predeces-
sor, laughed the curse to scorn! He said that the deaths
of the two former men were mere coincidences; that in
wild and unsettled times and places men were lizble to sud-
den and violent death; that he himself was a sailor and
might at any time find a watery grave without anybody
taking the trouble to curse him into it. -

e e e s et T




62 THE CRIME AND THE CURSE.

So- t’hey were matried. ' :
" Father Ignatius, who performed the ceremony, and who
was the spiritual guide of both, enjoined them never more to
mention the malediction, but to let the very memory of it
die out. And from that moment the matter was hushed
up.’.But that silence did not. save the gallant young sailor
from the doom that he had dared in marrying a daught?r
of the accursed Iouse of Henniker. Witfhin a year of his
wedding day, he fell in a sea-fight.

He left a daughter to carry on the family fate.

But from the day the Indian Princess invoked tl'le curse
upofl the race, no male heir has been born fo the line, and

no hoiress has been married without being widowed within

1

the year. ' .

WAS IT A GHOST?
A CHRISTMAS STORY, .

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADERN.

Ir was my last week at school—I had been an inmate
of the celebrated Seminary of , in Wilmington, for
three years past. I had graduated the last term, but in-
duced my father to allow me to remain a fow months
longer, to perfect myself in music and {German, and return
to him a finished young lady.. Ah! how much more is ex-
pressed in that one word, than is really intended. Fin-
ished ! Yes, too often in all ‘the arts of coquetry 'and
deception, and not unfrequently, a finish is put to all
hopes of the young lady proving either a source of happi-
ness or comfort to her parents. - My chief regret in bidding
adieu to school-days was the parting from my dearest friend
and room-mate, I had tried to induce her to return home

- with'me for the Christmas festivities ; but she would not

think of it ; she must return to her home, her father needed
her, but she had never invited me to visit tier. Often she
had said ; '

“Oh! if you could only go with me.” &

T was sitting wondering about; this, when I wias clasped’
in her arms, and she exclaimed : ‘ '

“ At last, dear Pearl, I have father’s permission to bring
you home with- me,—you know I have told you he was
afflicted with a dreadful melancholy—and he will never see

any strangers; therefore we have littla or no company;rw
ahd

but now brother has to leave on business for a month,
(63)
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he has written for me to roburn immediately, and bring you _

" wi +oh! I am so happy” .~ , - ‘
wthv:':es’glad too; and anticipating .this, had obtained
father’s- consent, if invited, to return with Eva Garnett to
her home in Virginia. I had met FraI}k', her brother, sev-
eral times when he came to visit his s:ster,-anfl'was m?t
very unwilling o meet him again; but.of this, or of';hem
being a brother in the question, father bad m'ever,hem o
Wo arrived ab the depot only a few miles from Qac
Grove, and were met by the old driver Uncle Lew. with
‘ iage, who said :
th?“ﬁr:;:ag 3j'!‘ra,nk sends his ’grets, and say ole marse too
i im to be leff alone.”
swif?:wl*] E-inutes’ drive, and we reached Eva’s home.‘ I
gaze& with amazement ab the massive stone wall, high
ceilings; and deep-set windows—so different frc:m the pxiett{
white cottages of our village in New Hampshire. In cei; ,
it was a grand old place; but 1 could_not throw o.ﬁ‘ t ?
feeling of awe which seemed to have taken possession o
me.

Frank met us in the hall, saying: . :
« Do not be uneasy ; father is not ill, more than usnal,

but he seemed more depressed, and I thought you would
o - e ‘
ax;“:}?oz:ght he held my hand a little longer.than necesi
“gary, and locked in my eyes in a way that satisfied me—h
knew I had been remembered. Eva' spent 'mogt of t ;
.e;rening with her father, and Frank, with me, in the gran
old drawing-room. I eould not, to save me, hefp léek;ng
over my shoulder occasionally. Af last Fr:emk, sgid i:
«What is the matter, what are you looking f‘or 77
«0Oh! nothing! Please excuse me. Bu.t I have never
been in such & large, stately room. It remm.ds' me of the
¢ Haunted Hall’ of olden times,” I lightly said.

AN
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He gave mo a strange and inquiring look, which I did -

- not understand then, but scon afterwards did.

“ L will try to dispel sueh gloowy thoughts,” said Frank.
Rising and opening the piano, he. began playing a brilliant
inspiring &ir; at its comelusion he pulled the bell-cord,
which was answered by a bright-locking regro boy of
about twelve years, : ‘

Frank gave him a nod. The boy made a profonnd bow,
and as the keys of the instrument sent forth the strains of
a mierty jig tune, he began to dance. I had heard much of
the negro dancing, but never before had seen any. Surely
this was the perfection of a “ Virginia break down.”’
Eyes, nose, mouth, every feature and limb patticipating in
the dance. T langhed immoderately at his various antics,
which were kept up for fifteen or twenty minutes ; then
Irank said : :

“That will do, Sinbad, you can go.” With another deap
bow and a continuation of summersets he ‘took his depar-
tare. Frank had to leave next morning eatly, on a three-
weeks’ trip, and I saw scarcely anything of Eva, as sha
bad to be in her father's room all the time, o

I went to my room quite: early ; and, in about an hour,
Mamuy Cassie, Eva’s old nyrse, came, saying: '

“1 thought you might be kind of loncsome, 8o I came up
to stay wid you, if you please, Missey.” :

“Iam very glad to have you, for I do feel a little timid,
I never like to be alone much; and indeed, mammy, this
place makes me think of all the ghost-stories I have over

hoard of” ' - ‘

She gave me thé same queer look that Frank had, and
said: | _ :

“ Missey, some of dese niggers been telling you some of
dem foolishness abont dis place, I kanow.”

4 ,
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- «No indeed, mammy ! I've not heard anything of the

kind,” 1 answered.

-« Well den honey, in case dey mout, and not tell de truﬁ"
I ’spect I better do it myself”

“Thank you, mammy,” I answered; “1love Eva dearlv,
and of course feel deeply interested in all concerning her
friends. Go on, please.”

% Well. you see, Missey, I'se been in dis famﬂy all my
~ life. I was Miss Evaline’s (dat's Miss Eva’s mar) maid. I

was wid her all de time till her death, which happened when
. Miss Eva was only two years ole. Poor Miss Evaline, she
died of o broken heart. She cotched de melancholy from
Miss Fiva’s pa, and it killed her, heney; no kind of disease
but-dat.  But I must tell you how Miss Evaline came to-
marry de Doctor. You see, honey, ole miss, dat’s Miss
.Eva’s grandmar, she died and lef Miss valine when she
“was only 2 little baby. My mammy 1iz her and me toged-
der, Ole Marse Captain Garnet he was so meped up in
_ his little darter he nebber married agin, and nebber would
~ hab her out of his sight ; nebber sent her away to school,
but had teachers to her.  'Well, after she learn all de’ gob-
. nes could teach her, ole marse he would hab her go to town
Richmond, to *joy society and fashable life. Ole marse
nebber was berry bealthy arter his wife's death, and offin

use to hab bad spells come ober him ;o one night while he,

was in town he was taken awful bad. Everybedy says he
mus die ; dey send me for de doctor. In course I goed for
de one closest by, and fetch Doctor Powers.

« Miss Evaline she ketches hole on him, and Jook at him
g0 moanful and ’seeching like, telling §' him to save her
dear pa, and she’d gib him ebery ting in de worle she had.

She nebber ’spected den what a big price he was goin’ to

ask, ‘ ,
% Well, honey, ‘ginst ebery body tinking, old marse
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. proove under de doetor’s care, and got rite smart. An’ oh!

my hebenly marster! how he did take to de doctor! Lub

* 1o body so much hug MrssAEvalme Would hab him go

home wid him, tellin’ of him he shouldn’t lose mothin’ by
it. Deed honey, dat ole man set himself about to make -
dat match *tween dem two young people. Miss Evaline she
feel'd grateful to de doctor, and in course liked him some,
and he growed monsus fond of her. Well; de whole of it
was, dat dey was married side de marser’s death bed. He
made de doctor promise to take de name of Garnet, ’cause
how, he did not want de name to die out; and Miss Eva-
line was de only one loft,

% Marse Doctor always was mity soleran, and all de dar-
keys say he was ‘penting of sum sin. Howsumebber, arter
Marse Frank's birth he seem a little bit cheerful like, but
it didn't Iass long, he growed bad agin and wus. Miss Ev-
aline she got so too, and was all de time pining like; and
after little Miss Eva was born she nebber got strong agin
and stop smilin, den went to sighing till she Jtlst; pined
away. Marso Doctor been awful bad ebber since, and
’deed, honey, he habu’t been out of his room, dat I knows
of, for sixteen yéars He hab dredful times, groaning and
sayin’ dat life is a burdin, And now honey, de niggers

-say how somebody walks on de long piazze and groans,

P'de hearn de groans but I nebber dared to look out. Miss

FEva or Marse Frank always sleeps in de room wid him, to

try and quiet him when be is so bad: Now honey don’
you nebber let on T’se told you dis. T’se dun now.”.
“Thank you, Mammy, you may depend on my silence.
T am very tired and think I will go to bed,” I replied.
The travel and long ride had exhansted me considerably,
snd before I had thought much on the story of the Garnet
family, I was wrapped in sleep, and did not awake until
next morning, and beheld Mammy standing by my bed- -
side with a cup of delicious coffes, and saying: - ‘

'
N
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. & (racious Massey ! How sound you does sleep. A body

mont run off wid you and not wake you up. Miss Eva's

" bin up four hours, Marse Frank’s gone long ago, and bref-
fast bin ready ebber so long.” ‘

"I hastened to dress, and soon joined Eva in the brealkfast-
zoom. She said her father had passed a pretty quiet night.

T saw little of her during the days except at meal times.
T was not at all lonesome, however. I amused myself get- -

ting'an insight into plantation life.

At tea Eva said: '

i 14 Pearl darling, I can be with you so little, I am fearful
you will regret your visit. But when Frank returns I shall
be with you more; we will take turns, attending to father,
You will not think hard of it, dear 27 _

1 satisfied the dear girl, and returned to my room gquite '

early. _

Mammy made her appearance very soon after, and indist-
ed on making up alog fire, saying:

- #Mus do it, missey, keep off de ague. Tis helfy; we
alays dus it. Den agin it looks cheerful.”

I had to agree. After being amused some hour or so by A
her humorous and wonderful stories, 1 began my prepara-
‘tions for retiving. I had determined to be on the watch
thiat night for the ghost, But how should T hear ib; an
. idea struck me: ‘

. «Mammy,” I said, “you can keep your fire going if

you choose, but I must have the fresh air. So I shall let
the window be open o little way.” Andso it was arranged.

I watched and listened, but no sounds came to indi-
cate the ghost as being near. At length I fell asleep. .
How long I remained so I cannot tell, when 1 was.awak- -
ened by deep, heart-rending groans!" Yes, and slow, meas- ,

~ured steps under my window, I looked aronnd ; mammy

was sleeping soundly. After a fow moments-I became
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© quite calm, and stepping lightly out of V,the bed, approached

the window and looked out! -
Oh horror! horror! There truly, as mammy had said
walked the ghost | : ’
A tall, dfu'k figure, nothing distinetly discernible bet
the long, white hair, flowing from the bowed head, and the

skeleton hands which were crossed on the breast; I could = -

not move oF sereamm ; I was stiff and speechless with terror, -
No .mxstalnn'g 1t~—a real, true ghost! I continued to gaze
until at last it disappeared at the end of the piazza.

At length T managed to get back to bed, but -there was
no more sleep for me that night, In the morning I was
fearful Eva would wonder at my haggard looks, 50 T feigned
headache, attributing it o mammy’s hot fire.

The next night I enquired of mammy where the doctor’s
ToOm wag,

“In de room undernefs dis, at de end of de piazza,” she ‘
answered. : ’

“Mammy, I would give any thing to get a look at Eva’s
father! Plea'se let me go peep in the window ? There can -
be no harm in it, and no one will know it !” I said.

“ Well, \hot.ley, deed I dun no what to.say. I cant see no
harm, ce}?t it's bery cold and you sure to ketch cold.
Better wait till & warmer night,” she said,

I succeeded however in persuading her to let me out and
show mse down,

x ‘f We}il} delar, wrap your solf up; here's a heavy cloak of ‘
Hassa Franle's, put dis' round you,” and sh
e you, 8 gwrapped meup

" As I went through the hall T spied a riding cap of Eva's -

hanging on the rack, and I placed it on my head.

I'Wa.mmy directed me to the window, saying she would
v?*alt in the passage for me. I reached the window, and .
listened for a moment before T dared to look in. . Ali was
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quiet. I ventured to look. I first saw only Eva—who was
_reading, with her back towards me. Then I gazed around
the room. My eyes fell on the side-face of a man seeming-
ly at least eighty years of age—his hair hanging in long

silvery locks down a pale, thin face so familiar to me. I

“conld hardly help exclaiming, “Oh, I must know him!”
But where had I seen it before? T was fascinated, spell-
bound ; how long I stood, I knew not,—when I was recalled

to my senses by an almost unearthly scream of terror I—and .

the old man stood up, pointing to the window! I darted

~ back; but nat before I heard him exclaim:
“ My God! look Fva. See, I murdered that man twenty-

five years ago!”

I could not move from my position behind the shutters. .

I was paralyzed with terror. I felt sure the ghost was near
and had been locking over my shoulder in the window; and
this idea brought action. I flew with more than lightning

speed up to my room; and smkmg, exha.usted on the floor, -

“exclaimed :

“ Mammy | the ghost!” .

¢ Jist as I mite hab knowed, - Did yer seed it 7"

" I explained to her what had happened. She looked very
nneasy, and said:

% Honey, not for yer hfe let Miss Xva find oub yer ben

~ down dar and heerd de doctor say dat, case how it would
make her feel monsus bad.  Yer keep ebery bit to yer self.
Ise spect de ghost was lookin’ ober yer shoulder when he

ged it. Ise glad it warnt dis chile, case I bin in tother
world now, honey.”

There was but little chance of sleep now. I tossed about
all night, trying to bring to mind where I had seen-that face,
but all in vain. - Near morning, I fell into uneasy sleep,
from which I was aroused-by Mammy calling to me:

" ¢ Miss Pearl, honey, Miss Eva’s bin up all de night wid
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de doctor, and sho now send for yer to come, ’Spect he dy-
ing fast, case how he don’t know nobody ; he bin ravin’ all
night about de face at de winder. De lors, honey, Jjust to
think ob yer havin’ a dead one lookin’ ober yer shoulder and
not feel it.”

I hurried on my wrapper and followed her down to the
master’s room. She opened the door, and Eva came for-
ward, took my hand and led me fo the bed, saying: *

“ My poor father has suffered terribly all night, and now
"he seems perfectly unconscious to ail things around ; and I
have grown very weak and nermus, and cannot bear to be
alone ; so I have sent for you.”

And here she thréw her arms around my neck and gw:,
vent to her grief. I did not try to stop her I thought

. better let her weep ; it would relieve her. A$ last she ba.-

came calm, and with my arm supporting her, we sat down
beside the couch to watch the suffeger,

I was bending close and trying to catch the incoherent
words, hoping to gain some clue to his trouble, That face
—oh! where had I seen it ?—Hush! What is he saying ?

“ Everton, as God hears me, I did not mean to Lill you!
Why will you.come to me?—why do you look at me so

pitying ?—Take away your eyes —Lva, come stand between

‘me and Everton Leston’s eyes ! —Will they never cease to
haunt me?”

What terrible mystery was this ? My father’s name—
and his eyes haunting the sick man,—what could it mean ?

I looked at Eva; her face was convulsed with terror. She

signed me to leave the room. I went oat, and in a feiw mo-
ments memory came to my assistance. 1 sent Mammy to

stay with the doctor, and szy to Miss Eva I must see herin ~

my room immediately, ‘
She was soon with me. Poor child! these few days of
watching and suffering had made jts impress on her fair face.
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She bardly looked like the same girl that had returned
"home a week before. I drew her down beside me and
aaid ¢ ‘

“ My darling Eva, I had an irresistible desire to see your
father, and so I coaxed Mammy to let me go down and peep
at him last night, I was at the window, and heard him

. when he screained out to you; and, listen, my darling, in
your father’s face 1 beheld a most familiar one—the oxigi-
- nal of a little oil picture that is in my father’s library, and
I distinetly remember the name written on the back of it,

‘Ww. Powers Manning. I clearly remember, On OnE 0CCA~ -

gion, I asked fither who it was, And now hear the strang-
est thing about it: he said that it was the likeness of a very
dear friend that was drowned years befores Now, Eva,
what is the mystery that both think the other dead 77

Her face wore an expression of mingled doubt and hope
while I was telling her. At the conclusion she exclaimed :

Qls, Pearl, can this bo true ? Is there hope? Is my.

father free from this terrible crime? No, ne, it cannot be |
Ever since 1 remember, he has been trying to hide from
some vision of terror] The servants say that a ﬂgure has
often been séen on the Jong piazza, and lookmg in father 3
window ; he has often called me to see.”

- “ Eva,” I said, rather sternly, ¢ you must now tell me all
. - you know of your fathe’s story. Iis life may depeud on

~

t H .
“Yes, yes, I will tell you all. TLast mght after seeing the
* face at the window, he was fearfully agitated. I tried to
" soothe him." After a while he becpme a little ealm, and said,

' My daughter, I would not appear to you more guilty than
I realiy am; therefore, before I die, I must eonfide to you the

sorrow that is wearing, yes, torturing my life away. To no
‘haman have I ever breathed if, not even to your wother,
My child, that face that I saw at the window was a cousin
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of mine that I murdered and then sunk his body in the
river, twenty-five years ago. . Iwas an orphan, and was
adopted and educated, by uncle. e had only one ehild,
This boy and I grew up together and graduated at the same
time—he as a lawyer, I a physician. We were very much
attached to each other. At last a trouble came between
us, Woe both loved the same girl. It was not long
before I found out who was the favored one.  So,
after a severe struggle, I made up my mind to leave my
home and that part of the countty, whers I should not see
her or hear of my consin’s happiness. So'I made all my
arrangements. I fold my uncle 1 wanted to travel a little,
and drawing from him my ten years’ savings, amounting to
about a thousand dollars, I was about bnidmg adieu to my
friends, when Everton came and insisted on earrying me
down to the carsin his boat on the river, instead of in the.
carriage. It was a lovely moonlight evening, and I was
very glad for aride on the water, After being out i few
moments, he commenced to yun me a little on my having
Ioved in vain, He was a wild fellow, and seemed never to
have a serious. thought. I hardly know what was said, but
1 beeame enraged, crazed, and catehing up a piece of iron
Jying in the boat, I .dealt him a murierous blow. I was
brought to my senses by seeing him Iying dead before me,

The next thought was of self—preservatx%——escape from, not
the punishment, but the disgrace. In a frw moments T had
decided what to do; for thoughts are very bright when we
are in peril.” I rowed near the shore, and lifting the > body
from the boat, I leid it on the sandy shore in shallow water,

as if washed up. Then I threw off my hat into the boat,
taking from my carpet-hag a sleeping cap to' put on. I
knew that the cars would pass below in about half an hour,

. and stop at the tank to water. I wonld have time to take
ther.. So leaving my bag, overcoat, and everytlung beiong— -
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ing to me, T gained thé cars in time. It was quite darlk;
no one recognized me. I did not take my trunk—that was
" waiting at the station. I then left my home in New Hamp-
shire for ever. I folt sure that when they found my cous-
in’s body the impression would be that mine had sunk from
~ the weight that was round my waist—my money was in a
belt, and all in coin. The leaving of all baggage would
strengthen this belief. I travelled South and settled at
Richmond, rented an office and put éut my sign, Wm.
Powers—my middle name. Here I met your mother, and
you know the rest—how I changed my name to hers, at her
_ father’s request, instead of her changing hers to mine,

‘What s continued life .of ¥emorse and torbure I have suf-

fered! Were it not for you and your brother I would go
- at this late day and proclaim myself a murderer.

«This is all he told me. Afterward he became feverish |

and wandering all night, like you found him. Oh, Pearl,
" tell me what i is? what I can do to relieve him? 7

%My dear Hva, cheer up, you shall have a happier Christ-

mas than ever before. I shall write to.my dear father, urg-
ing him to come here immediately. Ybu, Eva, you go to
your father, give him his soothing powder, and after he has
slept, break the  glad tidings’ to him. Every moment will
be.an age to us now, until his poor, wearied, suffering heart
shall find rest. Clozto bim and I will write my letter.”

I hastily wrote : B

“Come to me, my dear father. Here in the house with
me i3 one you have long supposed in the Spirit World.
Wm. Powers Manning is draggiug out a miserable exist-
ence, for twenty-five years suffering torribly with the pangs
of remorse ; for thirteen years he has not been among his
fellow men. Come, my father, and explain the mystery that
is torturing his mind and wringing his poor heart, so that
life is a miserable burden. Be with me on Christmas day.”
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- Tfinished, and old Uncle Lew. was soon on his way to the -

office. At breakfast Eva told me her father was sleeping
gently; so he continued uatil the afternoon; he awoke
much calmer, and Mammy had a nice cup of coffee, muffins
and broiled chicken waiting for him, She told me he scemed
to relish it more than he had for a long time. I waited in
the greatest anxiety to hear from Eva if she had told him,
and how. It was near night when she came, '

“How is he, does he know ?” T cried out; but I saw by
her happy face that « All was well,” ‘

“He is asleep again. After he awakes you will zoin to
him. When I sueceeded in making it quite plain to him,
and concluded by telling you had written for your father to
eome to him, he exclaimed : :

“¢Bva, you can pray; thank God, my daughter, for his -

mercy ! T have never prayed since that fearful, night. I

‘have felt so unworthy, so fa from God.  When your sainte

ed mother would try to comfort me, and say, ¢ Come unto
me all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you
rest,y T could not even say, ‘God help me) I felt;‘_t;hat
until I could confess to the world my erime, I could not, I
dare not, ask help or comfort of him. But now, oh! my
child, he has sent this comfort, this peace, in answer to the
united prayers of you on earth, and your mother in
heaven) | : 4 '

“I dropped on my knees and thanked Him; and after
my prayer was ended, he said, ¢ Amen” He had been pray-
ing too; he had approached God, and had not been re-
pulsed. '

% His face was almost radiant. Hae said :

<1 feel that God has forgiven me, not for that crime,
but for want of faith in him— ' :

Hero we were interrupted by the entrance of Mammy,

who said.
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#Miss Eva, your par dun waked up, and want you to cum
to him [ o

 «T will go to him, Pear! dear, and when he is ready te

see you, I will come, or send for you,” said Eva, as she

went out. Mammy remained.. I could see she had some-

thing she was very anxious to tell. As soon as Eva was

out of hearing, she exclaimed : ' ,

% Oh, my bressed father! Misa Pearl, honey, sumthin dun
cum ober de Doetor, *deed tisso! His face, what was ali de
time so dark and ful ¢ trubble, looks jest like a shining
. Light now for all de world, like he dun been to Hebben,—

Dare! dat his bell ringin now,” and Mammy hurried off.
Very soon she was buck again to say, Eva wanted me to
come see her father, . : :

In a few moments more I was standing beside the Doctor,
my hand elasped in his. '

‘What a wonderful change had thoge few hours, (since I
last saw him), made.  He looked full t{wenty years

younger, and the radiant expression on his features, very -

well might suggest the idea to Mammy-—* That he looked
as if he had been to Heaven.” _

" QOh! my child,” he said, “you are so very much like
your father was when I saw him last. - 8it down beside me,
my dear. ‘Ohl haw wonderful and mysterious are the
 ways of Providence” You, dear child, have been the ins
strument of working out His divine will-—His great mercy
towards stch a poor unworthy object as L am. Oh! Pearl,
you have been a jewel of inestimablevalue to me. When
shall I see your father, my dear ?”

I told him when, with God’s blessing, father would be

with us. He was very cheerful, and talked ronch of his
yoathfol days with my father. I remained until quite late,

in his room, and when I returned to my own, I found
Mammy almost dying with curiosity and amazement. -
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" “Miss Pearl, honey, do please tell me what has eum
ober dis house, an all de people in it. Eberybody smilin,
and I clare to de Y.ord, ef Miss Eva didn’t cum down stairs
dis tea time singin. Fus time Ise hearn her, since she
were, a little gal. Ise begin‘to blieve dat de debbil’s
chained at last,” she exclaimed, as soon as I was seated.

I knew how good and worthy she was, and really how
deeply interested in the happiness of the family. 8o I

~ gave her a brief explanation of the facts; at the conclusion

of which I witnessed for the first time, Mammy’s, and in-
deed, most of her race’s manner of expressing their joy, &e.

~“’Beuse me, Miss- Pear], but deed I hab to shout a little,
I hab to tank my bressed Massa for liftin de dark spell
what's bin ober dis house so long,” she said. And she be-
gan singing, jumping, and clapping her hands, and contin-
ued until she sank, quite exhausted, to the floor.

The next day, and the intervening ones until Christmas,
were spent in proparing for a joyous time. The Doctor
rapidly improved, and we had every hope of his eating his
Christmas dinner with his family. ‘

With Cloe’s, the housemaid, and Sinbad’s. assistance T
decked the drawing-room with. holly and evergreens, and
succeeded In divesting it of its nsually gloomy appeamnée,
and when the blessed day‘came at last, and we had 2 Iargé _
hickory fire blazing brightly, and the Doctor seated in his )
erimson armchair beside it, everything looked very cheer-
ful.  Xva and I were close up to the windows listening for
the fivst sound of the carriage; at last. ‘

“I hear the wheels, they are coming!” exclaimed Eva,

and in a few minutes more we were out on the porch to

welcome those so-dear to both.  After being released from
my father's arms, I hegan & general introduction, when
father said ; : ' '

“Never mind that, daughter. I made my young
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cousin’s acquaintance at the station, when we were both
waiting for the carriage, and if I mistake not, this is
" another cousin,” turning and warmly greeting Eva.

We carried him in to the doctor. They were soon
~ clasped in each other's arms; and “Thank God you are
living ! ” burst simultaneously from each.

All eyes were dimmed with tears of joy—all hearts send-
ing up thanksgiving to the Throne of Mercy. I doviot if.
ever, since the olden time when the Wise Men of the East
came and found a Saviour was born to the world, there has
. been such a day of deep joy znd thankfulness. '

Tiva and I stepped out into the dining-room. - We folt
that there must be none to witness or hear their mutual

explanation. Trank, who had returned, soon followed, and

T put out my hand and said: ‘ _
« Where is my Christmas present, Cousin Frank ?”

Pefore he could answer, Eva exclaimed :

«Why Frankie! What is the matter? You look ‘a3
gloomy as if you had lost every friend in the world !”

« Not so, my little sister; but I do not quite fancy the
title of cousin from Pearl” .

«Oh, now I comprehend,” laughingly exclaimed Hva.
# Just now I am ¢de trop.’” '

«Not until 1 have made my peace by a Christmas offer-
ing” And he drew from’ his pocket a little box, which he
opened, and placed upon her finger a magnificent solitaire
diamond, saying: %I heard you admiring one your friend

 had, so T brought you this” ' .
«Oh! thank you, darling! But where is Pearl's pres-

“ent?" "

« Here it is. But you must not open it until I give you

leave,” ,
And he handed me a much larger box. ’
Eva left us; and, taking my hand, Frank led me to the

. pofa, saying :
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“The occurrences of to-day have forced from me what-
you may, perhaps, think too hasty, and, possibly, presump-
‘tuous. . But I don’t wish to be your cousin; I h’ave hoped
for something nearer, dearer. I have loved you since X
first saw you, and have fancied that you were not indiffer-

~ent to me; but T should not have spoken to you until I

hslidt‘be'er]}’l assured of this, had not this newly-diseovered -
relationship forced it fr f in,
tore me7 ' om me. Tell me, darling, can you .
“I don’t choose, my dear readers, to tell you jusf‘ivhat I
anslwared; but I think Frank was satisfied, for in a little
while we were kneeling before my father’s feet
“What is this ! goin ‘ giva up.
! g to ask me to give u i
scon! How can I do this 7 7 ety Pl o
‘;1 BIE}SS ther-;_x, Fiverton ; let our children bind us closer to
each other. Your blessing on them will pr v t
g - OV
reconciliation with me,”- LT e yout e
. «“ (.}Od bless you, my children! But you cannot have
er 3us§ yet, my boy. We will all travel a little s it will
Testore your father’s health, and in one year, if’ you are of
the same mind, then I will give you my Pearl.”
e sam .
_“Gi“,lfts and Pearls should always be set together, I
;hmk, , e;c]almed Eva, coming up to us, catching the l;ox
rom my hand, and opening it, displayed an elegant set of
garnets and pearls, saying: ‘
“Just think of his ' '
h presumptuonsness! S —
father, cousin,—look ! ” -ee e
When alone with my father, he told me that he had
only been stunned by the blow his consin had dealt him, -
and that’ .the cool water dashing against his head soor:
?estored l'um, and he was able to get home—never mentior-
fug to his .fa.ther and friends the quarrel between them,"
lsllmply stating that the boat had upset, and he feared WiI:
1am was lost, ag he could not swir with the weight around

2
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him. Continued search was made for him—at last all hope
" was given up; and they. all mourned for him as dead. My
father married, in a few months, my mather—who died at
my birth, . ‘

We all went and travelled for a year—the trip across the
ocean greatly benefiting the doctor’s health, We return-
ed to my own home, where my father gave me to Frank,

There is no more talk of ghosts at Oak Grove. "After
the doctor’s restoration to health and happiness, he gave
up the midnight walke on the piazza which had given rise
to the report amongst the negroes that the place was
haunted. Mammy, said :

# She had often heard of people gibbing up de ghost, but
*deed, dis time, de ghost gib up de doctor.” ‘

Eva married, two years after her return from Hurope, a
young gentleman of our village; and she does much te
comfort my father for my abserice, which is only daring
the winter. We spend the summer with him. Frank
gaid, a few days ago, “that the little jewels that are sur-
rounding me now will put a stop to these frequent northern
trips; that he intends to write and say fo father he must
coma llimse]f this Christmas and see how well the Pearl
looks now surrounded by little Garnets 1”

“MERCY.

A NEW YEAR'S STORY.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN. .

" And judge nane lost; but wait and
With hopafol ply, not disdain; "
Tl;?hdepnh of the ahyss may be
e measure of the hefght of
And love and glory that 'niw l?ﬂiégﬁam'
This soul to God in after days,”

: \
As the hall door of an elegant mansion on ~—— Sqnare,

the house of Louise Maynard, opened for the departure of

the exquisite, Clarence Caldwell, it at the same time admit-
ted the humble seamstress, little Ruth Tove.

A Shl‘jdder passed through the girl, whose face bore a look
of um{ustakable repuguance as the man brushed past her
Hurrying. on, she. ascended the stairs, entered the sewin y
ro0m, and began her daily work., = . s

Louise Maynard came in, looking proud and happy, and
Ruth’s little fingers were scon busy fitiing a dress O:l the

~ fine figure waiting to receive it,

F:;equent]y a look of impatience flitted over Miss May-
nard’s face, and at length she said, sharply :

4

“You are very slow aud dull this morning, Ruth. T am
completely tired out standing here. You do not seem to
know what you are abont.,” '
. “You are rigtht, Miss Louise ;.1 am scarcely conscious of
w;ha.b i[ T:stm doing. My heart is mot in my work. It ig -
almost- bursting with anxiety; longing, i
bo sl 1o g Y ; lenging, yet scarce daring

5 o (&1)
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«To me! What can you have to, say of such impor-
tance as to hg-itgte }fypu thus? DBut say on, Ruth, and re-
i r heart, if possible.” ‘ : '
heze(;rlzuMiss I:ouislt)a, 1 want to warn you against 'C_lm;:ence
- Caldwell. He i¢ not a good man. Do not trust him [

& Girl, you surély forget who you are, and to who]m
spedking ! This, if not very impertinent, would be truly
amusing! In your position, you have,’ searce the oppo_xl'::u—-
nity to judge of Mr. Caldwell’s worth,’ said the haughty

and angry girl. - )
«J can. I bave. It is from his owp language to me

that I judge him. He is a bad man, M;ls‘ mise. Oh,

trust him not!” . : ;ﬂéﬁf-_ -

"« Mr. Caldwell's Tanguage to the seamstress, guiie likely,

is soffiewhat different than he addressf:es to e Yc::z have
quit&i'brgo&eu, gisl, our different stations n sogs;ety.

i i’iﬁp}forgoﬁten nothing, Miss Louise ; 1 rem%mber your
mother’s gontinual kindness to the orphan seamstress, and
for her sake I would warn her child. Believe. .me, .the per-
son disgracing the name of man, who will try to trifle with
the heart—worse still, the fair ﬂlme,_thq-al‘l, of even an

. humble sewing-gir, is not to be tmfst?d‘ by any pure
- woman ; and well may parents regard him with an anxious,

P watchful eye,” said Ruth, in 4 voicg::@%;v‘ermg with agi-'-

tation, E .

"4 Go, girl ; T have no farther, 1_1ee_('1 of you? T will en-
deavor to supply your- place by ong ﬁyho nr:]l Jenow and
keep her position better. My m."th?@ﬂf?ﬁd indulgence h.as
furned . your brain,” and Louise nginsfr& swept #apghtﬂy
from the room. : .

Many were the speculations relative to the renson’ of,
Clarence Caldwell’s selecting Louise M@ynard’rtf: 7})33?0\%\
his heart and hand upon, when there were other girls with-

in his reach of far more beauty and personal attraction
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Louise was not a favorite among her own sex ; she was too
haughty and cold to be popular. Some said it was not for
love'of Louise that made Clarence so devoted ; but love of
her father’s gold.” Be this as it might, time would soon
prove. Preparations were going on for a fast-approaching
wedding-day, 'twas said; and if this was trae, they were
soon cut short by a dire calamity, The last offices for the
dead were going on in the home of Lonise. Her father’s

- lifeless form was all that remained of him who only a few

hours before was in apparent health and strength, blessed
and blessing others with his cheerful, happy spirits.

Mr. Maynard’s supposed countless wealth proved (as is
often the case) véry much exaggerated. Large liabilities

were to be met; and when all the business of seftling up

was concluded, little or nothing remained—barely a meagre
support for his widow and child. o
Then came reports of neglect and desertion on the part

,of her hitherto devoted lover. A little while longer, and

busy tongues whispered hints of imprudence, temptation,

betrayal, trust, and final flight to conceal her migery. -

Louise Maynard had certainly disappeared, none knowing
her destination. T '
Ruth Love’s quiet beauty met the eye of the young ‘min~
ister officiating #s assistant in the parish whera Ruth at-
tended divine worship. He sought her society, arid kuew
her worth. He felt sure hers was the heart to enter with

his into the service of God, 2nd not only be a loving wife, .

but a true helpmate. He wooed and won the gontle girk
In comfortless apartments, in a very obscure sireet sat &
young woman, busily plying her needle, every foature of the
pallid, wan face telling plainly that in her sad heart dwelt
misery and despair. - f :
Every now and then her eye wandered from the coarse
fabric on which she was working, to the bed close by, on

. -
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which seemed to be some object of partioular interest.

_ Suddenly she stopped and listened, as a clear, distinet knock
sounded on the outer door. Starting up, she approached,

and was about opening it, when quickly retracing her steps,

* she went to the bed, and taking carefully up a bundle, disap-

- peared into an adjoining room. Soon returning, and closing
the door after her, she hastily opened the one opposite, for

" the admittance of the visitor. . 7
- «You here!” she exclaimed i a voice of unmistakable
annoyance, and surprise. - And hastily turning around, she

" Jeft the door, walked into the room, and stood with her’

_ back toward the unwelcome guest. . :

" & Please let me coma in, Miss Maynard. I want to
you so much. I have so many things to-say to you, an
i3 very cold out here,” said a sweet, ,gen'tle volee.

“No, no. (o your own way, it is widely different from
mine. And let me alone. You want to tell me of your
happiness, and taunt me with my misery. Go, go,” was the

- answer-in hard, bitter tones. i
s T must come in, then, without a welcome,” and closing
the door behind her, she approached her whose face was.
" turned away; passed her arm around, and drew her form
close’to her own, saying i ) ) ‘
« Dear Miss Maynard, look at me. Yes, my happiness
ia do great; I want you to share it with me, Hush! You

dit

must not say another word wuatil you have heard me

sit down, and let me! TLouise, I am

through, . Therg,‘
going away,
husband has accepted a call in a distant State, and new
settlements. He will be often away, 1 shall be very lonely
among those strangers. 1 come here a supplicant. T want
you to grant me a favor; one which will make me so thank-
ful. It'is this. Co with me! Be my sister, Louise1”

“ An object of charity! The creature of bounty ! Nev-

er.”

gee

very far from all kindred and friends. My .

e —
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. ml\'}'()il no, my friend and sister, I shall need some one 4
ympathize and care for me, Louise! And hers in you:

loneliness, you need th
‘ e same. See, dear, we are j i
z]q;l%.z?. We will go into that new countr_y" as both :anuflllls
m ri ;ng Io‘.re and respect. All the past we will leaq> by
ind,” continued the pleading woman v

R . i
We equals!  You with a husband’s sympathy, love and ~

;fa:f]e;t! You Falk wildly, girl. And what think vou he
o I.{snag' to ;;h:s pretty arrangement of yours, - Evgn Row
o ;v w u;re yc:u were, he would censure you.”

thrmgh.hi:, ndeed! Iam here with his sanction. Tt was
{ g means that I found you. He is not only will
ng, but anxious, to have. you with us. And Louise, t}

is another, who, this very moment, iy praying‘ Gc")é]lfe,bllem
Ing on my errand. Your mother dear. . She knows'sof‘ flj:

visthy, and unites her entreatios with mine. Oh! let
. me .

return to her, bearin d
g to her poor wounded heart
‘ ‘ som -
:‘:rt, some.balm to soothe the ceaseless aching ?Litco::e
ﬂ;inygz :::; ime_t: her, gain her fazewell blessing, and
‘ e, into new scenes, .And ther i
come to seetrs, Oh! be sure, God wi s I
. ! od i
all will be well again.” ’ il il "‘Pon yom and

The hardened heart w i Wi i |
. Ih art was melting ; the wounded spirit
yielding, and at last, tears rolled from, the hitherto drys I:ng

s H

burning eyes. She murmured: -
0 : - L
eveﬁ?‘rwe mo time. I must think, Thig $ime to-morrow
ing, come. God bless you, Ruth, Tel ‘my mother she

" may s - i
Y 3ee me to-morrow night, or never again in this world. -

Go, now, it is i '
getting late is i i
I oo e alone.”g , and this is a bad neighborhood
“« ig '
5 My husbs.md 18 somewhere near; do not worry. Protu-
e“r;epfo; .Wll;: notl:lgo away ; not try to elude us ?”
_ omise I will meet you here, if T am Iivi ; and gi
you the answer; now, good bye.” e ving, d give
|

!
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Four years have passed.-r, In the western eity of N—

now so rapidly increasing in wealth and importance, was -

the home of Bev. William Reess, in which, sharing equally
with himself and wife the love and respect of -the commun-

ity, was Louise Maynard, far more atfractive in appear- -

. ance, more lovely in character, than ever before. Her pale
face wore an expression so gentle, so sadly sweet, that we
recognize it as the result only of a heart purified by sor-
row, e T

She had never regretted her decision to seek peace and
protection, in that home far away from the scené. of her
misery. And her loving-hearted friend, with her noble-
minded husband, ever blessed the day which gave them such
a source of comfort as Louise had proved. Deep, sincere

. gratitude filled her heart, and in every way she sought to
prove it - )

The impression had gotten abroad that Louise was a
widow, What gave rise t0 this. no one know, save it might

- have been the deep sable robes she wore for her father's
“‘memory. This idea was finally dispelled by Ruth, who, on
~-one occasion, when an acquaintance expressed the surprise

% that her lovely friend should remain so long a widow,”

answered : “ Louiee is not & widow——far worse. . She had

been deserted by him who should have loved, honored and

protected her.” ‘ .

Ruth felt thf.t she had spoken the truth, and her visitor
went off and.confidently asserted that Miss Maynard was a
deserted wife; and as such she received an inereased show
of kindness and sympathy from all who knew her.

New Year's morn dawned, smiling on the world. The
minister’s little home was filled with joy and gratitude.
That bright day ail was heglth and happiness, It had ngt

been so lately. For long days and weary nights they had 3
watched over beds on which lay little suffering forms so.

A
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dear to sll. Now that was pest, and the housshold darlings
wore making the house merry again with their sweet lisp-
ing voices, .

Ruth sat holding in her arms, and pressing $o her heart,
“her younger child, while playing around her feet was an-
~other little one. Frequently she raised her eyes to the

clock on the mantel, and then they wandered towards
Lonise, who stood gazing on the frolics of a little child.

- Ruth had something evidently on her mind, trembling on

her lips for utterance. Again she Jooked at Tiouise: this
time shé saw, standing in the sad eye, one large pearly
drop; the gnivering lids drooped,.and the tear rolled slowly
down the pale cheek and rested on the trembling bosom.
Ruth felt this was an opportunity she must not lose. Ris-
ing from her chaig, still clasping the infant boy in her arnis,
she approached her companion. Placing her hand quietly
on her shoulder, she said: . ‘ T
" “ Louise, dear friend and sister, was there not once a
little one who had the same claim on your love as this dar-
ling? Is not your heart this moment yesrning, aching for
that little form that a mother’s arm may clasp once more ?
Speak, Louise, relieve your poor heart. - Tell your friend 7 ?
“0Oh! do you want to drive me mad? You know not
what terribly cruel blows you are dealing my breaking heart,
For mercy’s sake cease!” sabbed forth the miserable
woman, : ‘ .
“Nay, nay, Louise, tis to comfort you, to prepare yon for
a great joy I speak—Merey is coming to you. . Listen,

‘dear :—That day so long ago, when I came and found you

in such deep grief, while T was waiting for you to open the
door I glanced through the winddw and saw your hurried
action~-1 saw you go into the adjoining room, bearing so

carefully a little roll of flannel—I surmised the trath; and -

afterwards I thought the reason for your delay in giving me
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an answer was most probably to make some arrangemeint

for that little child. I told this idea to my husband., He

" directly formed a plan for getting the care of your child,
It was through his means that the kind lady came to you
next mérning begging for the little one-_—p;'pmJSIng to re-
store it to you whenever you should ask it. " My hushand
placed thie Little one with those in whom he had perfect con-
fidence, and regu]arly since has he heard from it. Before
we left our old home he went and baptized your little child.

He has often told me that the necessity of selecting a
name never entered his mind until the wery moment it was
‘required, and then the thought came how much merey, would.
both that little child and the absent mother need, as well

from eatthly friends as Heavenly father. So he called the. '

little girl ¢ Mercy” .
“Your loving dare, your devotmn to our little darling,

. has not gone unnoticed, Louise. Wa have seen it all, and

appreciated it truly More than this, our: parent hearts

have felt. your sorrow, ~What should we do-if deprived of

our blessings? Louise, loock up! you are about to have

your reward, William has gone to the depot to return with
your child.  To bring your Merey 17
Even while she was speaking a earriage rolled swiftly up
to the door, and when she ceased her husband was before
her bearing in his arms a bright- Iookmg little grrl which,
‘placing in the outstretched arms waiting to receive her, he
i
" “Welcome your child, Louise ! A New Year's offering
which I feel sure will fill the aching void so long existing
_ in your heart. Take her, and be happy
Louise had not uttered one word from the time when
Rauth’s words had conveyed to her mind the deep joy com-

. ing to her. And even when clasping her child to her’
brea.st, her heart almost burstmg with grautude, her hps )

J
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were powerless to speak. Her friends needed no words of
thanks. They were contentin the happiness they had be-
stowed, Late in the day, when the little ones were play-
ing ‘merrily in an adjoining room, Touise found words to -
relieve her overflowing heart, and tell of- the deep gratitude

. she felt towards God and those dear friends whose efforts in

her behalf He had so fully blessed.”

Before the rays of that New Year'’s sun had faded into
twilight, the minister’s home was again the scene of an
oceurrence of as deep interest and thrilling emotion to
Louise Maynard as the one we have just witnessed. Most
of the inhabitants of N—— will remember the dreadful
scene of horror and suffering which oceurred on that day,
sending many souls so suddenly before their Maker, and
leaving more to writhe in agony of bodily suffering.

It was a terrible railroad accident, occuiring in the vicin.
ity. Every house near by was filled with the sufferers. -

- Those under the charge of William Reese were - all eared
. for and made as comfortable as possible, and Ruth hiad just

seated herself for a few moments’ rest, when Louise came
forward ; her usnally pale face.had grown paler; with com-
pressed hps and wild eye she drew Ruth with her into the
next room, and there noiselessly approaching an appar-
ently.lifoless form, she pointed,
~ Ruth gazéd - inquiringly a moment, then whispered :
“Clarence Caldwell! @h, God! how mysterious are-thy
wags !? ‘and hurrying out she found and told to her hus-
band the discovery they had made. ‘
Frequently Louise flitted in and hovered near, watching

“the suffering man, until she noticed returning conscious-

ness, then she withdrew to remuain until summened to the

side of, as they all believed, & dying man.

“(Come, Louise, he has recognized and s calling for

you,” said W, Reese.

Jl
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“ No, no, I can not—1I will not go,” she said.
« Well, we are going to move his cot; into this room ; he
will be more quiet, move private. You will see him here.”

- % No—1I wish not to see him at all. 'While he lay sense- .

less I wished to attend him; but not ngw—no, no.”

“TLouise, the physician says ke may live, but most likely

for 8 few hours bnly. He believes him bleeding internally,

and if so, there is no hope, You will—you must see him,”
urged her friend. : .

' They bore the crushed and bleeding form of - Clarence

Caldwell in.

 Lowise stood statue-like, co]d, immovable, speechless..

All withdrew save Ruth, who remained in a remote part of
the room.

“ Forgive, oh, forgive, Louise 1 murmured the suﬂ‘erer,
in gearcely andible tones.
 8till she moved not, breathed forth no word, even to tell
" ghe had heard his pleading voide.

“TLouise, I am dying. Forgive! Speak one word ouly
~—one of forgiveness! God knows how truly I repent that
dreadful wrong., Listen, Louise: T would repair the past.
Say you forgive; give me the dying consélation of having
done justice even at this late hour. Speak—speak]”

“Dying you repent; living you would regret that in the
~ hour of weakness you yielded to the right. No, no'! Y?u
deceived me in those days of lovl and trust; now I trust
no more,” said Louise, speaking then in hard, bitter tones,

A.deep groan escaped from the migerable man., “Ruth
crept softly from the room. A bright, happy idea entered
her.mind. - Soon returning, she bore in her arms the little
child. Approaching, shé held her before the mother’s eye
~—hoping' the influence of Merey would soften the hardened
heart. 5

- The sinking man jooked up eagerly, mqumngly into
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“Louise’s eyes—then towards the gentle Ruth who, under- -

standing the anxious gaze, answered :
% Yes, your child it is.” . .
He made a feeble attempt to raise his arms, but they

- were powerless. Ruth knelt and placed the little one be-

side the fatlier’'s bosom. The child was not frightened at
the ‘pallid, almost ghastly features. She was tired and
sleepy, and passing her little arms around his neck, nestled
her sweet head close up to his, closed her eyes, and seemed
perfectly satisfigd and happy. Was not that the most ap-
pealing and forcible argument that could have been used ?

Still unforgiving, unyielding Louise stood; and put
forth her hands as if to remove tha chl]d when the feeblo
voige whlspered '

“ Nay, let her be. She trusts me; oh, why will not
you? Louise, for your child’s sake, forgive. Let her bear
her father's name. Do you not see I am dying! Speak
quick, quick, or you will be teo late to do your child Jus-“
tice [
~ “Oh! yes for Mercy’s sake,” pleaded Ruth

“Then for Mercy’s sake it is,” answered Lonise, and, she
sank weeping beside the deeply penitent man.

In the solemn hour of that New Year’s midnight, the -
deep earnest voice of W}lham Reese prononnced them man -

.and wife.

Contrary to all ideds Clarence Caldwell lived on, and dur-
ing those long hours of suffering, he learned for the first -
time what love traly was—and fervently thanked God for
the blessed boon of & patient, loving (a4 she gradually grew
to be) wife. A fow weeks more and when he grew able to
be supported by Louise’s tender arms out on the pleasant
portico, they were all gladdened by the presence of Mrs.
Maynard, William Reese’s kind nature procuring this addi-
tional joy for the daughter's grateful heart. For .some

!
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yealzs they all remained in that West'ern home, but now at

this time they are back again, both families in their old -

home, the city of P——. No one enjoys more the love
and 'respect of their neighbors than Clarence- and Mrs.
"Caldwell. Ocecasionally an evil tongue finds courage to
whisper forth a reproach of “by gone days,” but it is
crushed back by the many and loud blessings commg from
"those they have comforted.

And now one word to those who have erred——step forth
from the dark path—seek aid and forgiveness. Be sure

that there is an ear ever ready to hear the first prayer for = .

help. A heart into which you can pour your sorrow and
find comfort. In Heaven your Father is waiting your re-
turn. Believe also that on earth there are those whose
hearts have suffered with you, for you. They are ready
with aid and sympathy to welcome you on to the path of
“virtue and peace. For the sake of the mother who bore
you, the gray-headed father yearning to receive you, the
sister who so fondly loved you, come on! Gome back to
love and Grod. :

And you, my countywomen—Ilook about you !

You, fond proud mother, who has reared to man and
.womahhoed, honorable sons and virtuous' daughters, cast
your eye around! See if there is not within your reach a
mother not so fortunate as you, perhaps you can help her in
her sorrow, for those loved ones who have fallen |

The young wife blessed in her husband’s love, sheltered

by his strong, protecting arm, may find within her sphere -

of action one poor desolate heart who has trusted in finding
all yow have won, and been so cruelly deceived. Give her
your sympathy at least. : '
Maidens, young and pure, ye who have bloomed and
been fondly nurtared under the holy influence of pious,
faithful mothers, see if you cannot find one who, having

1
|

“MERCY.”

been denied all that has blessed you, has been. tempted
and fallen!} Heip her to rise again, ‘One gentle word—
one kind action may save her: It will not dim your purity,
but possibly brighten her dreariness.

- And iinally—to you, happy, hopefal young mothers, sur-
rounded by your joyous innocent children, be not over con-

fident in the blessing these little ones may prove, Ses the

sorrow, the sad dlsappomtment of your neighbor, once as
hopeful and happy s you. Give her your assistance and
comfort a8 you best can. Help her draw home again her

-erring ones.. Remember your days of darkness may come.

Merit God’s blessing on your little ones by your kind ac-
tions to the suffering. One and all—let not this coming
New Year pass out without our having the blessed assur-
ance in our bosom of having ab least brought back one,
stray heart to its Creator—saved one soul from fnal

destructlon !

Py
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BSTELLE’S REVENGE.

BY FRANCES EENSHAW BADEN,
) /

“ The fairest action of our human Hfa
Is scorning to revenge an injury; . 7
Por who forgives without a farther strife,
Hie adversary's heart to him doth tie;
And 't18 & flner congliest, teuly said,
To win the heart than ovorwhelm the hesd.”

Esrrune Cauepeit was the belle of the factory. girls,
None disputed that position with her. Of the many em-
ployed in the establishment of Whitwell & Co,, a1l agreed
and yielded willingly the palm of beauty and grace.to her.

She was respected by her employers, and loved by her -

. companions, save one Mena Morris, This- girl had no pre-
tension to beauty. She did not care to rival Eatelle in her
acknowledged position; she was welcome to all and every-
thing, except the love of young George Whitwell, the
young lord as the girls called him. Mena loved him.
Against all hope she saw his preference for Estells, yet
loved on with a determination to win him from her rival,

.~ Bhe was very agreeable in manner—bright, cheerful, witty ;
it was impossible not to linger and listen to her sparkhng

-fan and graphic deseriptions,

George Whltwell had paid her considerable attention on
her entry into the establishment. She was something dif-

ferent from the other girls, and thén rumor said that she .

bad an old miser uncle immensely wealthy, and she might
be the heiress to vast possessions if the old man did not do-
nate them to some one else.

For some time he wavered botween these two, unwilling
(9D
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to admit even to himself the growing interest he felt for
Estelle — impossible for him to marry her: She was the -
sole support of her widowed mother, with no prospect ahead.
In truth, he must admit that she was a fortune in bergelf to
any man; but he was one of seven children, and could ex-.
poet little or nothing from his father. :
Prudence would suggest that if Mena should come in

. possession of the old miser's wealth, it would help him im-

mensly; besides, Mena was very attractive and very fond
of him, and no doubt he would be very comfortable, if not
supremely ltappy.  And so he determined to close his heart
against this first pure affection, and blot out, if possible,
the beautiful image from his mind,

A few days after this, his determmatmn was put to a
speedy flight, on overhearing a conversation between his
parents to the effect that Mr. Mason, the moneyed ‘man of -
the firm—the old bachelor who had boasted he had never
loved any woman save his mother — had inguired of Mr,
Whitwell if there was any serions intention on his son's
part respecting Estelle? that he admired the young lady
very much, and, in fact, had pretty much made up his
wind te dsk her to become Mrs. Mason. .

In a moment he knew how much he loved. Eatells the
wife of any ene else? - Nover! He would go immediately

‘and tell her what she was to him; and, if possible, win her -

consent to be his. .

And so it was, Estelle engaged herself to him, He soon
found out that beneath that dignified, reserved exterior, there
breathed a-heart glowing with the warmest, most devoted
love, all centted in him. He had won her first pure maiden
love,

George was very devoted fo his Iady-love, and urged a
speedy union, saying,

“My darling Stella, I shall never feel sure of you until

3
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you are truly my own,” and added laughingly, «1 shall be- '

in constant dread of old Mason’s gold dazzling my dlar-
ling's eyes. Only think of what you are losing, by giving
yourself to me. I have nothing but my true 'hearijl and
strong arm to offer you.” E

#Qh George, do not talk so even in jest. You cannob
doubt me. I might say the same to you in regard to

Mena; it was very plain, she at one time seemed very .
fond of you ; now even, you very often linger near her; yet

I do not doubt you for amoment. I trust you even with
her, and T well know all the time, how very fasclnatn?g she
is. Indeed, at times, I really envy her in the possession of A
such a flow of good spirits. A day or so after our engage-
ment became known, I thought she scemed a little depres-

sed; but in a few days, she was again the same bright,.

laughing gitl. With me, how very different. If I rec?ive
& wound, ar S0Tzow, it seems to sink deeper and deeper into
my heart, ‘ .

«Tf it were possible for you to desert me,’ shg one day
gaid, «I should——" ‘ |

«Dia?” he asked, as she pansed.

#No! Live for revenge!” she whispered, hoarsely.

A ¢hill crept over him, he thought it rather uncomi'orﬁa—

- ble to be loved thus, . : .

In a moment more, she was the same gentle, loving girl

again, and said :

« How foolish for us to talk thus. We havé full confi- .

.dence, judging each other by ourselves.” . ‘
" Mena never for & moment relaxed her arts to captivate
this man, to whom she had given, unsought, her heart. She
" had a very strong, determined will. ;

The time appointed for the wedding was fast approach~
ing. Yet she did not despair. She would continue to

meet him every day, and hold him spell-bound for a time.

i
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Fortune came to help her. The ofd miser was dead, died
suddenly in the street; and Mena Morris became the sole
inheritor of his immense riches.
"Twas the wedding morn. Happy, hopeful, in her blush~
ing loveliness, waited Estelle.
" A few of her companions were the only guests. It was
to bs a very quiet affair. She had neither means, nor- the
will to have it otherwise. o v
‘The hour has come, but what detains George?
A carriage drives rapidly vp and stops.
- “Ohi ! here he is, and his folks with. him. T see hig fa-

~ ther,” exclaimed her bridesmaid,

Old Mr. Whitwell entered alone. Approdching the -

blushing girl he exelaimed : \ ,
“My poor child! how can T tell you? How can you
bear the dreadful news I bring you 77

“ George—ill—~dying—What is it ?" Tell me, quick, let .

me go to him,” gasped forth the terror-stricken girl, ‘

“ Better so, dead to you—Tlisten, child, call up your wo-
man’s pride ! he is unworthy of you—he is now the hus-
band of another. Married to, Mena Morris, and gone to
New York early this morning,” said the father. '

One leart-rending sob of agony burst from the white lips,
and she sank like a broken lily, -

Friends gathered ronnd with hearts filled with sorrow

- and sympathy. Yet no words passed the lips of any, the

eyes only expressing what they felt for hor. They dare not
speak—what conld they say 7 '

In an hour she ‘azose from the eouch, on which they had -
laid the loving girl, a cold, hard, stricken woman. -
Thanking them for their kindness, she dismissed her

friends—saying to old Mr. Whitwell ; _
Do not look so sad—be sure, I shall not sink under this

_blow, T have something still to live for.”

6
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The old genﬂeman went home much relieved——-thinkiﬁg‘ '

- ghe alluded to her mother; and said to his wife:

% Oh, she is a good girl~-none of your sentimental, die-
away sort.”

Five years have passed away. Fach year addmg to the
waorldly good of George Whltwelln-—truly, time has dealf
kindly with him. Is he happy ? Yes—not troubled with
a very sensitive or tender consclence, he goes om, rejommg

in his Juzurions home,
- Occasionally, a vision of the 'beautiful Estelle would

come before him—a passing sigh of regret, perchance,
would escape him—but it was soon lost in visions of gold

and gain,

*Pis the fourth bxrthﬁay of his only child—his boy, the -

idol of the household.

"T'was twilight, he sat in his library, listening to the peals

of childish glee from the adjoining room. Little Harry is

: entartammg his’ fnends.

‘Why is it, that now his ‘mind goes back to the days of
“his love for Estelle? Visions of the cosy little sitting-room
" jn the widow’s home, of his beautiful, gentle love, sitting
with warm, soft hands clasped in his, of her beaming look
of hope and joy, when he saw her the last time—the eve of
his marriage—are before him.

The last ray of light has stolen out through the heavy
curtains. The fire buxns low in the grate, throwing flick-
ering gleams of light through the room. Darker and
darker it becomes, but there arose a still clearer vision. No
longer the gentle girl stands before his “ mind’s. eye.”
"Tis the flashing eye, with intense gaze bent on him; com-
pressed lips, which whispered in deep, bitter tones: ‘

%1 would live for Revenge />

¢ A chill crept over himy he started from his arm-chair.
How long he had sat thus he knew not. The sound of joy
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had ceased in the next room, Lighting the gas and touch-

ing the silver bell, he sinks agam into his chair,

A servant enters,

“ Have the children all gone? "Where is Hary ?” he
demanded.

#Yes, sir; and littlo Harry went W1th them to see the
circus-car, with the .band playing., I expect he will be in
directly ; his nurse is with him,” answered the man,

Axn hour passed, and then came in the terrified nurse,

J
“ Harry was gone—lost in the crowd; she had. hunted '

everywhere, but could not find him.”

I will pass oyer the terrible grief of the parents. The
services of the police and most celebrated detectives were
engaged; rewards offered ; éverything that love and wealth
could do proved useless. He was gone,

Months passed on, and again cowe the blrthday of their
darling. All was gloom now. Misfortune had continued
her attendance on the miserable man. Speculations had
failed, and the riches for which he had bartered his happi-
ness was dwindling fast away. ' But what cared he—only
give him his boy back, and he would willingly—yes, gla,dly
—toil, if ° necessary, for support.

A ring at the hall-door—a servant, entered, and said :

“The post-man, sir,”

And handing a delicate little envelope, withdrew,

He gazed upon the writing,

“ Surely it was very, very familiar ; never but one wrote

_ his name thus”

So, tearing if hastily open, he read s1mply these words :
“ 1 would live for revenge,”

But oh, how much more it said to him !

“ Estelle, Eatelle, you kave been avenged,” he cried.
Starting up, he was about to go and put this writing in

)

Mena’s hands. He hesitated. &%s had never been hxs '

comforter—-never shared his sorrows.

oy
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Distrost dwelt within them, - She never felt sure of the -

man who had trifled with the heart of a sister woman, even
for her love. "And he, at times, felt an almost shrinking
from her who, with numbesless acts and wiles, had induced
him to flee from the path of honor, However, whilst their
little darling was with them, they had something to unite
their love, to warm their iey hearts. Little arms encircling
each neck in one loving’ embrace, made them forget for the
 time, that they were not  all the world to each other”

Again he consulted and engaged the most celebrated de-
tectives. Enquiries were made of Estelle in her native town,
to the effect that after her mother’s death she had gone to
Philadelphia to live with a distant relative.

She was traced there, and found engaged in the fancy
dress-making and costume establishment. of her relative,
and had not been absent from there for three years, and
bore the highest character. So again all was dark. Noth-
ing except the little note, to induce suspicion towards the
injured woman, )

Driven almost to desperation, he determined to find Es-
tello, accuse her, and entreat of her to give him his boy.
# She must relent when she sees the miserable wreck I am,
Her revenge will surely be complete,”. he said. He went,

found her friends, and learned she had married some

| months before and gone to Burope.

His last hope was wrecked. He sought to drown his
gorrow in the wine-cup—to retrieve his fallen fortunes by
the ¢ dice-box ;" and in fwo years after-the loss of his
child, he was seldom freed from intoxication, '

He subsisted entirely on the sums obtained by his wife,

from the sale of one piece after another of the costly jew-
els and elegant apparel, ‘

Again we see him sitting alone in the twilight. His
eyes wandering over the almost comfortless room. Iis

ESTELLE'S REVENGE. 101

brain is clearer than usual—a deep groan escapes from
him, and he exclaims:

“Why shotld T not end, end this mlserable existence ?

I'am a curse to myself, a burden <to the woman I have ro-
duced to poverty—yes, yes, it will be a relief to Mena, and
when Estelle hears of my lost life and miserable ¢ winding
up,’ will she not give one ‘sigh of regret? Mena will not

By *

be back for a couple of hours, she said, and I can be at

rest before she returns.”
- He sank in hig chair and taking from his vost a¥mall
phial, he gazed for a moment on it, whispered a few words

- —perhaps a prayer for mercy—and placed it to his lips.

He hesitates—starts forward—% Ah!- yes, she comes, a
vision of Estelle.” Not the bitter, revengeful girl, but
soft, gentle, smiling. 'With a look of deep sympathy, she
pute forth her hand and draws away the fatal phial—no,
"tis mo visiot—'tis herself—living, breathing, speaking 17

i Let there be peace between us, Greorge Whitwell,”- she
said, softly.

“You are satisfied, you relent; see wha.ﬁ you have made
me;” he bitterly said, #but give me back my boy and I
wﬂl forgive you.”

“ George Whitwell, as T hope for mercy and forgweneas

‘ from Heaven I did not steal your ehild, neither had I any—

thing to do with it ”—she said.

“The note! The note! you sent me on his birth day; -
~ you cannot deny that "—he groaned forth,

“No, of that I am guilty; a spirit of evil, induced me
to doit. I knew of your loss, and had read an account of
his being stolen on his birth-day—T was hard and wicked,
and thought to give you an additional pang of agony, by

~ inducing you te believe I was the cause of your sorrow,”

she said..
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# Why then. have you come to me to-night ? Why pro-
Jong my hours of misery ?” he asked.

«Thank God for his mercy in sending me in time to
save not only your life, but your soul. Did I mot say I

came to bring you peace ? Listen—I have a story to.tell .

you »

“You have heard, after my mother's death, T went to -

Philadelphia, and angage& in the Costume business with a
distant relative.

© % While thus engaged 1 was thrown in muech with many
porsons belonging to the stage and circns companies, My
poor pale face met with many admirers. I had love for
none. My heart was, they said, a marble heart.

“(ne, move determined than the rest, pursued me.
Each year on'the annual visit of the company, he would re~
turn fo me. He was difforent from the rest of his class.
His perseverance I could but admire. Each time, when I
would send him off w1thout one word of hope, he would
. say:

“ ¢ While there is lifo there is ﬁop& for me—if you ]ove
no one else”

%A few days before I sent you that cruel note I had
beenr with a servant, who was sent for me to get up & new
dress for one of the female members of the circus. - It was
wanted that evening. I hurried up to the room, followed
by the servant, and went in without knocking. I thought
I noticed an embarrassment among the occupants, but it

soon passed off. I had hardly seated myself, when Made~ -

moiselle B. excused herself, she said, for a few moments,
and taking the hand of a little girl, was about leaving the

zoom,
#1 canght a glimpse of the child’s face ; in a second the

past rushed before me. The child’s face was a miniature
likeness of you

A NS
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“1 pot through my work, and returned homse. T felt
perfectly sure it was your child. '
“The next idea that took possession of me was to be
near the child. I loved the little one the moment I gazed
in the brown eyes. ,
“ 1 determined to marry thé man who had Wooed me 50

* often.

#1 told him of the past, and promised him only 4 poor
return for his devotion. .Iknew he was true and good.

% We went to Europe. Every day I became mora at-
tached to little Clarice, as they called the child. She was
the pride of the company, o apt and so graceful. She was
claimed by Master Rudolph, the principal rope-dancer. I
had been with the company a year when I became a mother,
God blessed me with a little girl. As the litile head nest-
led close to my breast, a strange warmth entered, melting
the ice that had surrounded my heart so long. Yes; my

' ~ heart glowed again with love. I knew then what Mena

!

must liave suffered in the loss of her little one.

“As I gazed on the eyes which looked into mine, I
thought they were wondering at my bard, wicked heart,
My oyes grew dim; I shed the first tears for many years.
1 knelt and prayed to God for forgiveness for the past, and

to make me worthy of the precwus boon intrusted to my

care,

1 arose a changed woman. I thought my baby’s eyes
had lost their wondering gaze, and now looked satisfied and
Ioving.

«Oh ! thank God for little children, They soften the
heart, they bring forth all the purer feelings of our nature,
thay draw us near our Maker. I told my husband. all my

suspieions, That the little Clarice was your son, I gained

his consent to help me to gain the truth, and if possible -

-restore him fo you. Ho knew nothing whatevqr of the
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child’s entry there. He was told she. belonged t'o Master
. Rudolph, and thought it all true.

] had gained considerable influence with many of t;he
company—upa,rtmula,rly Rudolph. . He had been very ill at
one tiine. I nursed him; and he fancied I had saved his
Yife. . My husband thought I had better appeal directly'to
him, tell him I knew the child, and so on. '

“This I did. At last he admitted the way he obtained
him. He was bribed by the master of the company, and
received five hundred dollars, The beauty and activity of
the boy had met the eye of the bz} man, and he knew there
was a fortune in bim. I pleaded long for the child. T led
his mind back to his own childhood, and his dead mother.
T conquered. * ’
" «He would do his best for me. But how to get over the
matter. He mnst have time to arrange it V

¢« But Heaven willed a speedy decision. There was ter-

ror in the circus camp that night. Master Rudolph had re-

ceived a fatal injury and was dying. I was sentfor. I
knew what he wanted, I immediately sent for an Ameri-
can clergyman, and proceeded to the dying man. He
caught my hand, apd drew me down ciose to his side, and
whispered :

1 Is there any need of exposure ? I will him and every-
thmg I have to you, to do with as you choose. W111 that
do ?’

“T consulted with my husband ; he said it would be all
that would be necessary. :

#The minister wrote the will. It was signed, and duly

witnessed, In a few hours the repentant man had passed:

from earth. We were in France at the time. My husband
 finished his engagement, and bid adien fo the lifo he was
never satisfied” with. and we hastened to our native land.”
v -
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#But my ehild] Where, Oh where is he 77 burat from
the father's lips.

“ Wait,” she saif, and gliding from the room, she soon -
returned, holding b ‘the hand little- ‘Harry.

The little one seemed bewildered by the caresses bestowed
upon him. He gazed long and earnestly on the joyous face
of the man clasping hiw so tightly. He seemed struggling
hard to recall something. ’

Another figure enters. The boy’s eyes expand, the little

" bosom heaves, up go the little hands, and % Mamma]”

bursts from his lips. He cling fora moment to her, then
returning, said ,

“ I know Papa " T

The happy parents, lost in joy over their returned treas-
ure, had not missed Estelle. She had gone as quietly as shs
came, : ‘
George rushed cut to find her, and pour into her ears his
words of deep thankfulness. But she was gone; he never
saw her again. Returning, he agam clasped his boy to hls :
breast, when the boy exclaimed:

« Ol 1 don’t, papa, it hurts——?

% What hurts, my daxling ?” he asked.

“The box in my bosom ; Estelle put it there,” and he
drew it forth,

His father, opening it, found some trinkets, presents to
the child, and a druft on a New York bank for five thousand
dollars, payable to George Whltwel] and a httle slip of pa~
per, saying :

“The amount bequeathed to Harry Whitwell by Ru-
dolph Ferarer,”

A little note saying:

“I have brought you peace; let it enter your hearts.
You both love your child. Love one another.” '

The little arms elasped them both in one loving embrace,
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“We will begin life anew, my wife,” solemnly spoke the
father, kneeling, passing his arm around her, and drawing
“her down beside him, “ by thanking God for his wondrous
kindness, asking forgiveness for the past, help for the fature,
and above ald, blessings upon her, whose revenga w111 surely
‘met; the approval of Heaven,” :

RETALIATION.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

Teach me to feol anobhar 8 Woe,
To hide the fanlt I #ee

That mercy I to others show, -
That mercy show to me,~-Porx,

¢ LIsTEN, Mr Marbury! Let me try to prove to yeu I
am not so guilty as you think.”

%1 know, of course not; no gentleman intends to be dis-
honest, but it is to be regretted that publie opinion will not .
see it in that lighty” replied the junior partner of an exten-
sive mercantile firm in the city of notions.

“Too truej if you, knowing me for the last ten years,
will not believe me, how can I expect ought else from
strangers. = Here I have been, under your eye, with the
charge of .the books for this long time, and never have
failed fo give entire satisfaction to all, until now. If you
had not discovered this, I should have been able to replace”
the amount before the end of the year. I know now that
I did wrong; but in the frenzy of. my despalr I did not

think it wrong. Mr, Marbury, have mercy! do not expose = -

me to the firm! Only keep this knowledge you have
gained until January, then, if I have not returned the
amount, with interest, I will not ask for farther forbear
ance,” pleaded the young man, &
% Everett Morse, it matters little what I believe. I care
not whether you are innocent or gnilty, Fate has thrown
you in my power, and I glory in it. I have no love for you.

Years ago you crossed my path, and have almost, if not en-
(107)
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tirely, blasted all my hopes of happiness. Clara Dayton
smiled on me, until shé met you. Since then you have oc-
cupied the position I had hoped to gain. FPromise to leave
town, to resign all hopes of Clara’s hand, and I will have
‘mercy. Hear me out: Iwill give you as much time as you
wish, to return the money, and will also make an arrange-
ment to send you to Europe, on busihess for the firnr, I

_had intended going myself, but this affair has changed my
plans somewhat. Now, sir, you have my answer. You .

must either conclude to give up your ‘lady-love,’ or stand
before the world a felon,” -

é Mercy! M Mar‘bury, is this mercy? Oh, heaven
pity me! How can 1 give her up! You do not mean it!”

“ When Clara Dayton heéars the man who has sought ber
love stands before the world branded with dishonesty, she
will most likely release you from this task. It wﬂl be a
severe blow to her pmud nature.”
. “She will never believe it. I will go to her, and tell her
“all. Mr. Marbury let me tell you how I was so sorely
tempted, and yielded. You have heard that when my
- futher died, he left his affairs very much embarrassed.
The old homestead was mortgaged. This has been a great

grief to my mother. She thought of losing this home, .

most valuable for the loved associations connected with it,
You know, too, that my brother and I have been trying to

redeem this property. The last note was due, I couldwot.

wmeet the payment, This has been a trying year to me.
- My mother’s illness has very much increased my exyenses;
then, worse still, my brother’s misfortune in bregking his
right arm, has of course prevented his attendin§
graving. So the whole burden has been on me. I folt
sure that as soon as Abbott could returm to his work, T
should be able to return the Toan, as I considered it. Fatal
mistake! I now see that any swerving from the right path

o his et

e
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is certain to bring its punishment.” But will you net, for’
the sake of my poor widowed mother, spare me? It will |
kill her to hear I am even suspected of dishonesty, she is so
feeble now, Do not demand this terrible sacrifice of me.

Be just ! be generous ! be merciful1” .

¢’ useless, sir. I have told you on what terms I
can treat with you. Ilove Clara more than my own life,
and cannot relinquish the chance of winning her, It will
be impossibla for- you to remove the suspicion that will fol-
low you. The fact of your employer’s want of confidence
in you will be sufficient to condemn you. Accept my
terms. Go to Hurope without seeing Clara again, Take
your own time to return the money, and at the end of one
year, if I have failed to win ber, you are free to seek her
anew, and I will give you my word never to mention this
affair agein,”

«T see too plainly I have no other chance. -If Clara“ '
loves me, as I have hoped, she will remain constant, regard- .
less of appearances, for that time. Thank Heaven, I have
not sought to bind her by an engagement Every chance -

. is against me, though, What will she think of my leaving

without telling her good-bye, even 7 ”'

“ Just what I wish her to—that yor do not love her any
too devotedly, I will take your regrets to her, of ¢ pressure
of business, and time;’ and such little excuses, Of course

_she will be mortified, and disappointed, and in this state of -

her feelings I hope to trinmph. Once mine, I do not doubt-
being able to make her love me, Such love as mine mus
meeb 4 response

#Be it so, George Marbury, but there’s a futare, thank
God. A time when we shall both stand before a just
Judge. Are you not fearful you may yet need the mercy
you now deny to me? If not on earth, you surely will
above.
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@ Clara, my daughter, why will you treat My, Marbury
with so much indifference? He is a very fine young man,
dnd seems very much attached to you. There was & time,
when I thought you liked him a little. I‘thmkIyo'u
thought more of Everett Morse than he deserved. It is
very evident, if he had loved you, 1}9 WO}l]d not have g'o::ie
away without saying a word. Banish him fron; your mind,
and try to smile on one whose long devotion ments some

i rom you.” o ‘
ku:‘dl:;::hir, I zaunot help thinking there is some mystery
relative to Everett’s leaving as he did. I feel ’perﬁ?ctly
sure he loved me. Every word and action_r to.!é it piaml;,-?.
Every moment that was nob devated to business, or his
.mother, he spent with us. We were not angaged., bat
there was an understanding between us. . Only th_a night I-

last saw. him, he said to me, ‘when I come again I ahef.ll
bm'ng'éring to. place on the finger c_f a ce‘arta_un lady fair,
snd try to win from her a promise, t:vbwh will inake me one
of the happiest men on earth’ Six months hav.e Raezsad
since then, and. not a word from him. That he is living,
and well, I know, for Mr. Marbury told me they had a let-
ter from him by the last steamer. What can he mean,

mother ? ¥ ' ‘
* &« There is no dgubt of one thing: he has trifled with

you, and therefore is not worthy of one thought or regret. -

Clara, Mr, Marbury has spoken to'me, and asked my ap-

proval and influence in his favor. I believe he will make-

_you a kind, loving husband. ~ He is wealthy, and will pI?;ce
you in a position worthy of you. I wish very muf:h. you
would accept him, You know how hard a struggle it. is for
me to keep.up a respectable appearance. Yo.ur brother
must continue his studies, which are very expensive. After
he graduates, it will probably be a long time before he'can
geb sufficient practice to enable him to help us. Our 1§ti§le
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is dwindling fast away, and it is absolutely necessary for
you to take some thought for the future.”

“Have patience, mother, dear; bear with me a litile
longer! When another six months have passed away, if T
have not heard from Everett, then I will relieve your mtk
and make Mr. Marbury as happy as a withered heart cag,
Let me have a year, mother, to recover from my lost love,
Custom, you know, allows that time to those whose hearts
are with the dead, If Everett is false, then he is dead fo
me. I will, io doubt, like Mr. Marbury very well ; as a
friend, I respect him very much now. You may bid him
hope, bub nothing more, just yes, ‘ -

Days, weeks, months rolled rapidly past, but n&tidings

- come to the anxious, wailing heart. Still the dead silence

continued,
Two weeks, only, remain of the allotted time, Never
had days passed so slowly to George Marbury. -
Oh, the dreadful suspense! What if after all his plot-
ting, he should fail to win her! He must make another
“appeal to Mrs. Dayton. _
Allis joy now. She consents to be his. A fow more

"days pass by, and, at length, but one more remains.. But

what cares he! Standing before the altar, clasping the
hand of her he would have risked salvation to gain, he is
supremely happy. : ' : .
Slowly the man of Glod proceeds, each word binding them
closer. 'With increased solemnity came' the words, “ Wilt
thou, forsaking all others, keop theo ouly to him, as long
a8 both of -ye shall live ! ® ' '
What inspiration eansed her fo raise her eyes, glance
over, segk and find a face amidst the many there, whose
every feature spoke fo her heart, and answered the oft
rapeated inquiry ! Yes, he Aod loved her ever, and now,

But why his mysterious silence ¢
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" She heard no more.” Tower drooped her beautifal bead,
paler grew the sweet lips. A strong, firm arm clasped
and supported her trembling form.

" A few more moments, and friends aré crowding around.
With a powerful effort she arouses her almost paralyzed
faculties, and gracefully receiving the many kind wishes,
she smilingly bids adien; and is led away—enters the car-

riage, and is soon on her way to New Yorl; to take pas--

eage on the steamer about to sail for Europe.-
Clara Dayton was a girl of pure prmmples and greab
- depth of character. She immediately recognized the only
path to find and secure peace and happiness.

It was now her duty, she knew, to fulfil the vows she
had made—to love and honer the man she had consented
to call her hushand.

To this end she bent all her energies. By nature pious-

Iy inclined, she sought and obtained guldmnce and assistance

from the thronae of Grace, .

Time passed on; children gathered around her; little
arms fondly caressing, rosy lips ever lisping words of love,
. filled the mother’s heart to overflowing. Thers was no
room for regrets.

Mother's love, so pure and holy, had chased all ot‘ner
~ thoughts away. It was no Jonger a task to learn to love

her husband. It was perfectly natural f;o 1ove him her little
darlings clung around and called papa.”

Nothing had she ever heard of Bverets Morse, axcept
that Iié had returned about the time of her marriage, sete
tled up his business, and then resigned his connection with
the firm.

Goorge Marbury was happmr than he ever thought to be.
The doubt which. had clouded the early days of his mar-
riage had entirely passed away, - At times, when gazing on

his wife’s beautiful face, beaming with content and happi-
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ness, he would wondor if it were possible she had ever
loved the man from whom he had won her. The means by
which he obtained this great blessing never troub]ed hia
gonscience at all.

When his, he lavished on her evewtliinﬂ that wealth
could purchase—maintaining her in a style of such elegance
that many were the whispered predictions that such reck-

* less extravagance could not last a great while, ¥

As the years roll past, an‘tlety, grief and disappointment

-enter the home where content, joy and hope had dwelt so

long.

Their eldest child, a h'mdsome, brlg’ht intelligent youth
of nineteen years, pwved ne longer a source of comfort and
happiness.

: Reared in the lap of luxury, cradled in idleness, sub_]ecf:
to little, if any restraint, he followed the bent of his ineli-
nations, and found pleasure among the youths of the wild-
est and most reckless habits.

Constantly were his p'u'ents’ hearts wrung with the fear
of coming evil.

At Jast it eame, striking a terrnb]e blow, particularly to
the proud-hearted father,

With all his boy’s faults he had never feared dlshonesty

" That was impossible for his son.

But so it was. Fate had decided that the brand of foxgery
should rest upon the hitherto spotless name of Marbury.

For nearly a year this youth had occupied a position in a

large importing house, and had won the confidence of his
employers, Intrusted frequently to draw from the bank

various sums of mouey, he became very familiar with the

signature of the prineipal of the firm.

The dreadful infatuation of the gaming-table had lured -

him from the paths of honor and honesty. -
Constant losses had made him reckless, and from time to
7

e e e
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time he drew on the bank for small sums, hoping each qigh{'.
that Tuck would smile on him, and he should be able to re-
turn the money. B |
It grew worse and worse. . Larger sums were drawn' to
meet the emergencies, till at last the day ef reckoning

came,
' * o * * * *

« Father, dear; do go up in Dayton’s room andsee what
is the matter with him. e rushed in a few moments ago
when T was ‘arranging his room, and is now packing his
_ travelling bag. He will not tell me what is the matter or

where he is going. He scems terribly agitated,” exclaimed

Georgette Marbury, rushing into the I]brary, where her
father sat reading. £
- Before he could reach the door she cried out again:
« Hagte, father, he is coming down do stop hir, here he
EM T
l With hasty strides her father reaches- the- hall dooy; in
time to place his hand upon his son, and ask : .
% Dayton, my son, what means this agitation, this baste ?
‘Where are you going, what is the matter?” .
“ Father, let me pass! Do not detain me-~nor question !

Vou will know too soon. Let me go quick before it is too

late. Open the door, or I will soon end my -disgrace,
"Thank Heaven, I have the means of eseape 17 and he placed
his hand in his bosom.

A quick, light step was sounding through the hall, and
soon the erring youth was caught and clasped tightly in

loving arms, the wildly throbbing head pillowed on the.

; mother’s devoted bredst, and thl:!u gentle, encouraging

words she drew him into the room.
. % Where would you, my boy; find surer help in this hour

of need, than from your parents. - Come, my husband, lot

us stand by our boy, Tell him, though all the world con-
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demn and desert him, -we will do our : best fo save hlm,
What is it? Speak, my child, do not fear; your mother’s
heart is strong enough to hear the worst, aad brave enough
to bear all, for those she loves Father, spe@k to your
boy.” .
“ My on, let us know tbe worst.  You have your moth-
er’s pmm:ae of help. I will do all she wishes.”

% Ohy ‘you may save me from imprisonment, but’ the ter-
rible shaime for you to bear. Your name borne by a for-
ger{” gysped forth the guilty youth,

¢ 0ld Truman will have no mercy. Theard him say that

when he discovered the guilty one, he would make an exam-
ple of him,” he continued,

Swiftly flew the thonghts of the ffzther back to the time,
long years ago, when another young man stood before him,
writhing under his relentless hand.  And now comes back
to him the long-forgotten words:

““Do you not fear you may need the mersy you now deny
tome 27

At last he hoarsely whispered:

“The amonnt | tell me 17 ‘

¥ Five thousand dollars! Father, you can easily fix ¢hat,
but the shame,” lie answered, unconsciously probing st:!l
deeper and deeper the wounded man.

¥ My wife, you will have to suffer more than this disgrace,
For years I have been living beyond my means. T cannof -
meet ¢his, but only by wathdramng from the firm. This
property and everything else is no longer mine, nor has it
been for three years past. I have tried to keep this from
you, hoping I could manage these difficulties until Uncle’
Jacob’s death, T’ feared that if the strange old man should

know I was no longér Prosperous, he would destroy his will,

and cut me entirely off. Now if he hears of this, 1 fear the
consequence,”
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“Qh! this is a severe blow.” z -

A loud ring came from .the hall door, and a girlish voice
softly said : : i/.\ . :

“Papa! there is a gentleman in the next room, who
wishes to see you, and he asked if Dayton was home.”

“ After me, I know! Father, let me go away. 1 have
money enough to carry me out of the country,” pleaded the
boy.
© #Remain with your mother, T will see thlS gentleman, and
try to make terms with him.”

% God bless you, my husband, do not think of me, think
only of your son, and your name.”

“Mr. Marbury, I am here on very unpleasant business.
I hope, however, to give you some comfort, Your son is

with you, I hear; I was fearful he had fled. Ie has told _

. you,I think, of his trouble,” said the stranger.
_ %You are right, sir. The amount ,%Qn return, that is
nothing; but Oh, God! the- disgrace !L
mercy ¥ Can any _thing induce ngTrliménito spare us
that 77
# Mr. Marbury, I am a man of few words, and wmh not to

'... prolong your_suﬁ'ermgs I have plead with Mr. Traman for

your son. He is a stern, rather hard man; but T think I

have induced him to yield.. He is under obligation to me, -

in fact, only my representative; the capital is mine. When

* he became aware of this unhappy business, he immediately
telegraphed for me,—before he had ascertained the guilty ~

one. This affair is known only to Mr, Truman, the book-
_ keéper, and myself, and I am here this morning, fo pledge
to you, sir, that thiddnowledge shall gogro further. Re-
lieve your mind, ‘your soig,and your wi The name of
Marbury shall remain spotless.”~ . =& "“ ,
“How can I ever thank you! On whatterms is this
mercy granged us. T willbe ready to meet them, immedi-
ately.” , ¢

e e

Can I hope for any '
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%1 have made all the necessary arrangements. I know
you are a proud man, therefore I will not release your son

from the payment of this money. I must insist however that-

he shall pay it. Here are notes which he must sign, You

will sea I have made them in ten payments; yearly. This

will be five hundred each year. T have an object in this.

it will arouse him; give him something to work for, bring

forth his self-respect, and more than all, will make a man of
him, T am a queer follow, you may think, but I choose to
try this experiment. For years pastE-have been making my-
self happy, by doing little kindiftses for™friends—people

~ who loved me. This time I thoug‘ht I wouid try how much.

happier I should be in doing good to lum ‘who hated and

despitefully used me.”*

“What can you mean? Who are you? Why have you
acted thus ?” asked the astonished man.

# T feol a deep sympathy for your son, Mr. Marbury, be-
cause in years gone by I was tempted, and yielded, T plead
with one for mercy, and it was granted me.  You know at
what cost. More than all, T could not suffer Clara Dayton’s
son should wear the brand of shame! Do you not know me

George Marbary ? Has time and the grey hairs altered me, $
ok

so much ? ¥

“Everett Morse! Just Heaven, how mysterious are thy
ways! Yes, I spared you, but for a dreadful sacriﬁce
Forgive, glibw.Forgive me! Oh ! how prophetic were your
words,” imrst from the lips of the hunriliated man. ’

“I do forgive-you—have, long years ago. I have known
she was happy with you, and I was content. Wil you some
time, when you best can, let her krfow hog it was T lost her ?
Is this asking too much.@

“ How can I? This is a severs task, bﬂt be 1{; as you
wigh

The door opened and Clara stoad before them.

k-4
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Coing up to the bowed man, she raised his head, pressed
her lips to the burnirig brow, and then holding out her hand
to Everett Morse, she said:

“ Nay, he need not tell me; I koow afl. T have heard
~ from the next room. - To you, of all the world, I would
gooner be indebted for this great kindness. I know how
- good aud noble you are, but I cannot find it in wly heart to

. censure him, whose only fault was through his lovmg me 80
much.”

- Both men were answered—yes, satisfied. The look she
bent on each, told to one her true appreciation and gratitude,
to the other—that ke alone she loved.

Little more remains to tell: many years have passed, and
Dayton Marbury stands before the world, beloved and re-
spected by his féllew men, Many are the speculations con-

. cerning the great intimacy and devoted friendship between

_the old bachslor and this young man, but to few is known
the troe reason why they love each other thus.

OUR CAPRICIOUS PET.

She I8 notive, stirring, all fire,
. Cannob rest, canhot tire,
To aatone she had given life,—Browxixg,

“Goop bye, Lottie darling.  Write soon and. often, and-
a:bove all, do not get so infatuated with f'tshlona.ble life in )

tow, that you will not be contented in your quiet country
home again.” .

“ Never fear, mother dear. Most likely befare the expi-
ration of the time allowed for my visit, I shall be not only
willing, but anxious to return to home and you. I am
very sure my fine lady aunt will never be able to make a
fashionable young miss of me. So don’t be surprised if
she gets disgusted gnd starts me back home in a very short
time. Good bye, aunt Cloe.”

“Good bye, Miss Lottie, honey. Hope you'll ketch &
hosban and a fortun in town., Not like yer mar. She
went to town, ketched @ husban, and lost afortun. I kin

tell yor, honoy, how yé¢ mus do. Mine now, yer fine yer .

mar’s old uncle Hiram, and when he sees dat smilin face of
yourn, he'll forgit all his bad feelins ginst yer mar. And
dat’s de way yer fine de fortun. Mine, I profécise dat.
Ole Clo¢’s words nebber fails.” T ’
“Thank you, aunt Cloe, for good wishes, This time, I
think your prophecy will surely fail. I would like to see
my uncle very much  and win his love; but I shall not go

to him, for Ae wight think I was fortune hunting.
(119)
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by

ger o moment longer, Good bye. Take care of my ducks

» and chickens.”
Smilingly waving her Jash adiens, little Lottie Merrill

sprang lightly into the old-fashioned carryall. Her brother

Joe whipped up the horses into a brisk trot,

They had a distance of two miles to ride o the depof,
and during the drive, Joe vccupied the time by giving sun-
dry pieces of advice and eaution to his sister. -

Be it known that this worthy and wise young gentleman

was niweteen; having a supermnty of two years over his

little mister.

He had been vp to Baltimors on 2 several aceasions, and
so his knowledge of travel, and in fact, the world in gene-
ral, was pretty thoyough (in his own opinion).

« Now, Lottie, mind and be very careful of your pocket-

hook. Aad do not talk to any one on the cars, because if

any of those sharpers find out you arve from the country, .

and not used to travelling, they will be sure to trap and rob
you. You hang onto the conductor, he is the ouly safe one,
tha only one te be trusted at all.  'When you get fo P’hila-
. _delphia he will put you under the care of another one, and

 then you will be all right, for Cousin Julian i s to meet you

: 'm New Yark”

% Remember now what T've told you. You see Pve trav- .

elled and know the ropes. They tried to-trép e, but [
wag too old for them, Well here we art at the depot,'and
not g moment to lose.”

Lottie was in a few more moments dashmg rapidly away
from her country home.. For a while her poor little heart
was grieving considerably. She was so sorry to leave her
‘dear mother, who would miss her so much, and Joe, too,
how Jonesome he would be during thé long winter evenings.

Poor old Aunt-Cloe how much more work she would have -

to do while she was away !

% Joe is hurrying me, and says we shall be late if I Tine .

i o

e o o G s G

QUR CAPRICIOUS PET. 191

She felt how very scifish she was in leaving them, and 5
being so anxious to get among her rich relations. Her
beautiful blue eyes, usnally so laughing and bright, were
locking very sad, and her pretty littlo rosebud of a mouth,

,wore the expression of a grieved ghild,

But after awhile the fleeting shadows passed away, and
there came visions of the long anticipated visit, How joy-
ous, bright, and exaggerated they were, is known only to
country lasses on their journey to make the first visit fo
town,

Lottie had been up to Ba1t1more two or three times for a
day, with her friends, Col. Brigham’s davghters. She had
been educated with these young ladies. The Colonel and
her father were very dear friends, and he insisted that as
he had a governess in his fomily, Lottie should sharve with .
his danghters her instractions, After the death of her
father, the Colonel continued his care for his friend’s child;
so at the age of seventeen Lottie was quite an accomplished
young lady, but without a particle of style, as her faghion-
ab]e aunt declared.

Lottie had been working all *he Sprmg and Summer, to
raise the requisite amount of money to fit her out for this
trip. Very busy had she been, and her adviser and co-

“worker, aunt Clos, had Qisposed of 2 wonderful amount of

eggs, butter, chickens, dried fruit, and 'so on ; mmuch to the
disgust of Joe, who did not at all sanction the exporting of
these good things. He believed in, and only favored
home consumption.

Very pretty looked our Httle herome, in her travelling
suit of bloe merine. The coquettish blue velvet hat dis-
playing to great”advantage her beautifully rounded head
with its wealth of bright brown ringlets. Many were the
glances of admiration bent on her by the occupants of the

: sunoundm g seabs,
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Nothing of ‘much importance trn.nspired to interest her
particularly, until she had changed cars, and was en route

for Philadelphia.
This train chanced to be very much crowded. For sev~

eral miles, she had shared the seat with an old lady, whose

rotundity was of such dimensions, as made it necessary for

Lottie to make herself very comfortable in about one-fourth -

of the seat. However, to her great satisfaetion, the old

Jady took her departure at one of the way stations. But

just as she had smoothed out her skirts, and began to feel
the Iuxury of breathing space, she was aroused by a soft,
pleasant voice saying:

“ Will you allow me to share your geat 77

Looking up, she beheld a tall, graceful gentleman, with
large, brilliant dark eyes, and soft, black hair, pushed back
frowm the fuﬂ bigh forehead,~just her idea of  handsome

o

man.
With o pleasant little bow, she mada room for him.
Many were the polite attentions he offered her in the
way of papers, books, and information relative to the vari-
ous stopping places. These she received rather coldly, re-
membering her brother Joe’s advice to “beware of

sharpers.”

Surely this splendid looking fellow must be a gentleman, -

she thought. How she wished she knew if he were honest,
g0 she could hear and talk to him. She wished Joe had
kept his advice, and left her to follow her own inclination,
‘When, however, she found out that he was goingto New
York, and resided there, she was proof no longer against
his continued attempts at conversation, and determined she
would enjoy his company the rest of the journey, even if
it resulted in the loss of her pocket-book. Coming to this
conclusion, she talked freely to her delighted listener, who
was very much pleased to see this change of action on the
part of his fair neighhor.

e s S et
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Bhe told him where she was going, and the name of her
relatives, and was much assured, when the suspected indi-
vidual told her that he had been to college with her cousin
Julian ; had frequently met the young ladies at parties,
and had on one occasion, (the last New Year’s day), called
at the house, and should in the futuze, with her permis-
sion, be a frequont visitor. It was all right then; she
could, and did trust him, and was sorry enough, when they
arrived at Jersey City, and were met by Julian Tracy, who
formally presented his friend, Doctor Worth,

Whilst crossing the ferry, Lottie langhingly explained
her reserve during the first hours of their meeting, by re-
lating Joe’s sage advice, much to the amusement of her
cousin and Doctor Worth; the latter replying * Your
brother was very wise. I feel pretty sure that some one
was robbed on our train, of something more valuable than
his packet-book.” And he playfully Iald his hand over
his heart. ) B

Placing her in the carriage waiting, while Julian looked
after her baggage, Dr, Worth told her he should take an
early opportunity of calling, and expressed the hope that
this accidental acquaintance should be of lasting and pleas-
ant continuance. Thanking Julian for the invitation to
come soon, and pressing the hand of Lottie, he took his des
parture.

We shall pass over the meeting with her aunt and cous- -
mg, only saying that Mrs, Tracy was well pleased with Lot- -
tie s appearance, saying to her elder daughter:

“ She is not at all stylish or showy, but piqu:mf and de-
cidedly taking. She will be sure to make an impression on
her debut.” .

And so it proved. This new star in the firmament of

fashionable society, quite dazzled-the eyes, and turned the
~huads of most of the elegible young men, and indeed, her -

.
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very pretty face, combined with her simplicity, théﬁi:otal
absence of anything like Art, her confiding, child-like man-
ner; won for her the admiration: of the papas, all-of whom
were willing, indeefl anxious to welcome ber as a daughter;
should his boy be the favored one.

Lottie, to the great dissatisfaction of her aunt, Would do

as she would.

The principal canse of complaint was her -entire disre-
gard of the most devoted and continued attentions of young
Percival Fitzhugh. He being the most desirable catch in
the city; the only son and heir of a wealthy banker, who,
rumor said, had declared his intentions of turning over to
his young hopeful the.comfortable sum of a million, to com-

mence married life with. Be this as it might, Mrs. Tracy

having angled in vain for him, in behalf of her daughter,

welcomed the prospect of having him in the family some-

how.

She eould keep qme& o longer, and procecded to remon-
strate with Lottie. ‘

““T am astonished at you, child! Are you going to throw
away the chance that most all the girls would gladly seize ?
Young Fitzhugh is very much pleased with you. Just
think of the splendid establishment Le would place you at
the head of” she said.

“Can’t help it, auntie. I don’t like Fitz, I am very
sorry if he has any idea of offering such inducements to me.
But I rezblly think you are mistaken. He is in love only
_ with himself,” replied Lottie.

“It is of no use suggesting such brz]hant prospects to
Lottie, ma; for it is very plain to see to whom her heart is
turninf, if not entirely gone. Dr. Worth is the favored
one. I admire your taste, little cousin; the doctor is a

- splendid fellow. I should likely enough have felt my heart:
in danger long ago, if it had not been guarded by two
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strong barriers : one being the fact of his unmistakable de-
votion to yourself; showing plainly how hopeless my case -
would be. The other quite as formidable. He is too poor‘

even to think of marrying. He has nothing in the world
bat his profession, and has a widowed mother to support.
It seems too hard that Fortune should have treated so shalb-
bily one on whom Nature had, bestowed so bountifully her

. good gifts,” said May Tracy.

Lottie, humming a mexry air, tripped lightly out of the
room, deigning no reply, I think she dared not ventura on
this subject for fear of revealing what was hidden in the °
deepest recesses of her heart; the seeure possession of which
she no longer held. It was fluttering like a frightened -
bird, doubting, waiting only to be wooed to fly and find a
haven in the bosom of young Richard Woith.

“Joe’s words were prophetic. But not in-the light he
meant,” she whispered smilingly to herself. “I believe I
was trapped and robbed in the railway cars; but to save
me I cannot regret it.” ‘

Lottie had been with her aunt about 2 month, when a
very remarkable event took place, which much affected her
future welfare. But I must not anticipate,

Hex cousins, May and Florence, had made an engagement
for her to sit for a picture at a celebrated photorrmph gal-
lery.

The day was beautifully clear and br:ght—-but bitterly
cold. Lottie declared she would not go if they ordered the
carriage.

“It was too hard on the poor horses,and the driver Imd a
terrible cold besides. It was really useless, and she wanted

to look at the pretty things on the way. If they gob tired
they eonld ride in the cars. Sha liked the fun of that, tos.”

So she carried her way, and they departed, accompanied
by f:helr constant attendant, Mr. Fitzhugh,
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Tunch was waiting for their return. At last they came.

" % Where 1s Lottie ?” was the universal question.

. “Indeed, ma, Lottie is the most wilful and defermined
girl I ever saw, and does the strangest things. You might
just as well try to stop the wind blowing as tostop her when
she makes up her mind to do.anything,” exclaimed May.

“ Well, tell us where she is. I’ll venture all my worldly
goods, that whatever she has done is good and kind—yes,
and proper too,” said. Julian, who was very much attached
to Lottie, in a cousinly way.

“T1 tell you what she did, and then you will see how
proper it was. Where she is, we don’t know,

« After we got throngh down town, Flory complained of
being tired, and so we determined to ride home. Mr. Fitz-
hugh was going to engage a carriage, when Lottie insisted
on going in the cars, and off she flew and jumped in one
© just passing. Of course we had to follow.

“The car was quite crowded, and when we had gone a
few blocks, there canfe in an old man, miserably dressed,
with a large carpet-bag. Up sprang Lottie, and putting
her arms around him, placed him tenderly and comfortably
in her seat. Mr. Fitzhugh made her take his, tHen.

“«T was mortified enough. I was fearful the people -

might think he was something tous. We rode on, and I
" was beginning to feel a little more comfortable; when the
car stopped and the old man was making his way out;
judge of my horror and amazement when she whispered to
me:

“+¢T will be on presently. I’m going to he'lp ‘this old
‘gentleman a little way w1th his lnggage. It is so slippery
hs might fajl’

#The last we saw of her, she was_holding him up as he
crossed the street.”

«Now, Julian, what do you think of this proper be-

bhavior ¥
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“Why, May, there is nothing réally wrong -about i.
Lottie is decidedly something different from the modern
young ladies. Veiy impulsive, acting directly from the
promptings of a pure, kind heart. The direct cause of her
action to-day I thipk you may attribute fo reverence aud
veneration,” answered her brother, ‘

“Here comes the trnant now. Come, answer for your-
self, little one. Here are grave complaints against you.
You are charged with violating all the rules regulating the
conduct, airs, and. graces of town-bred ladies. We will
have to send you bagk to the country, for we shall never be
able to make a fine young lady of you,” said Julian.

Lottie glanced quickly, saw the merry twinkle in the eye
of her cousiny and understood him. Turning to her ¥nt
she said :

% Aunty, I'm sorry if I have displeased you, but ¥ do not
regret an action of common humanity, I have sins enough
to answer for, without adding one for wilful neglect of an
aged person. I've returned safely, and feel satisfied and
happy.”

% How far did you escort your protégé, Lottie, and how
did he receive your attentions ?” asked Flory.

% Not very far; he insisted on my leaving him, but I did
not until I saw a pleasant-loakmg German boy, standing
doing nothing; so I slipped fifty cents in his hand, and
asked him to go home with the old gentleman and keep

" him from slipping down. He thanked me many times,

asked my name, and whera I lived ; and when I bade him
good-bye, he said, ¢ Heaven bless you, you are a good child,
and I feel sure that this kind act will be remembered by you
very pleasantly as long ag you lives When you pray, ask
that grace may be sent from above, to comfort and soften a
lonely, hard-hearted old man. Good-bye! we may meet
again,’ and so I left him; and, indeed, I could hardly help
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crying, T felt so sorry for him. He is a gentleman, T know
for he talks so well.”

Weeks passod on, and Lottie’s visit was near its close.
Rumor said (and it was generally belioved) that Dr. Worth
had wou from Lottie the consent t¢ be his. One young
friend, wiser than others, had declared that she knew it to be
o positive fact that Lottie had said she was too young fo
marry yet awhile, and could very well afford to wait until
the doctor should be in circumstances to justify his marry-
ing. How true this was, I cannot tell, but feel perfectly
saf in asserting that there was a happy and perfect under-

staudmg between the two.
It was her dast day. On the morrow, she was to bid adisu

to her kind friends and ]ovmg relatives.

They were all loitering oyer the breakfast-table, when the
servant brought Lottie a little note. Opening it, she read
aloud : "

« ‘My'good child, come to the old man you were kind to.
The bearer has a earriage, and will wait for you.. '
# Let your cousin or some friend accompmy youn”

% This ig very strange.” You are ‘not going, Lottie? 29
said May and Flora, mmultaneously ‘
- “Yes, she is, I see,” said J ulnn, “and I will w;th pleas-
ure, go thh her. There is.something more in this than we
can see.” :
They were soon on therr \way After about a half-honr’s
rlde, they stopped before a large, old-fashioned, gloomy-look-
.ing brick house. The driver opened the -carriage-door, and
said : - ‘ .
# Here is the place, sir.”
Helping Lottie out and up the stone steps, Julian was
_ about to raise the handle of the dusty knocker, when the
door was suddenly opened by an old woman, who said :
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“QCome in, Miss, The master has been waiting for you”
Opening a door upom the first floor, she ushered them in.
Seated in alaxge easy chair, paler and thinner than when
she last saw him, was the old man—Hiram Watson—for so

. it proved to be. IHolding out his hand, he said :

“I knew you would come, my good child. You are very
like your mother was, at your age. Ah, I sce you are look-
ing surprised, but I knew your mother well. Can you re-
member ever hearing her spealk of her Uncle Hiram ? *

“0Oh yes, often. "Are you Unele Hiram ? T am so glad
to know you | ¥ )
" Springing, she pressed her Iips to his withered brow, and
seated herself at his feet, saying: :

“ Spealt to Julian, my cousin, won’t you, uncle 77

“ Excuse me, sir—I was so engaged with this dear child,
that I've been very neghgent I am glad to meet you.
Be seated, sin.”

Turning again to Lottie, he said : :

% Providence ordained that I should meet you, Lottie, and
feel the influence of your loving kindness.” I have been
quite sick sinco I last saw you, but with God’s blessing and
the kind attendance of the good doctor, I am much better
now, and the doctor says I am able to travel a little. I
want to go home with you, little one.

“I'm so lonesome, I want to ‘finish .my days with your
mother Do you think she will welcome me ? ¥

« Yes, -yes, uncle——she loves you, I know. . She Wanted I
should try to find you, but

“ But what, my dear ? # .

“1 was afraid you would think I was fortuue hunting, so!

)‘ T would not try to find you,” said she, blushing deeply.

“ Well, my child, Heaven willed thas you should.. Ah,

here is my friend and doctor : my niece, Miss Mernl—-Doe-
tor Worth.”

8
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Richard Worth was standing tranéﬁxed‘with wonder,

Tottie and Julian were very mueh enjoying his surprise,
At last, he recovered himself, and exclaimed :

« Why, Lottie, is it possible 2”7 =+~ ' ‘

% And T mist say, why, Doctor, is it possible that yom L .

know my niece ?” said Uncle Hiram. -

#Yes, sir, I am fortunate in the possession of such a
great pleasure,” said the doctor, casting a look of pride and
love towards Lottie, ' . .

#Tf I could read looks, I should say you knew each other
" well, and liked each other better. I am glad, very glad.
I think T shall attempt match-making once raore, and meet
~ with a happier result this time. Doctor, this dear child’s

mother was my niece and adopted danghter. I brought her
from Maryland, educated her, and wanted to marry her to
my ward, but she chose differently. I have never seen her
since. 'This little one bas made it all right now, Iam go-
.ing home with her, and after a little while, if you should
follow, and ask our consent, I think neither she nor I would.
say nay. And Uncle Hiram’s wedding presents will be no
mean dewry, but a worthy sétting for so pure and valuable
. a gem as this,” patting Lottie’s head, .

The charming look of gratitude, and the warmth with
which the young doctor pressed his hand, was & sufficient
answer for the old uncle.

Lottie’s departure was postponed for a few days, and then,
accompanied by her uncle, she returned to her eountry
home. The welcome which greeted the old man. was so f
~ earnest and loving, that he was fully satisfied that his re-?
-maining days would be very happy there,

With every month came young Worth, urging Lottie for
a speedy union; and hefore another year had passed he
came once more, bringing Julian, his mother and sisters,
There was a quiet little wedding. '

e E

BN P A A Y AN A i im0l A V2

2 S e

i iy

e

- OUR CAPRICIOUS PET. 181

After the ceremony Unecle Hiram placed a packet in his.
niece’s hand ; which opening, she found a docoment pufting.
her in the immediate possession of fifty thousand dollars.

Aunt Cloe, hearing this, left her kitehen, at the risk of
burning her waffles, to dart into the parlor, and exclaim, to
the amusement of all: o ‘

“0ld Cloe’s words nebber fails, Didn’t I profecise that
yowd ketch a husban’ and a fortun’! What you dun say
now 77 and she made her exit amidst peals of laughter,

“Isay it is better to be born ¢lucky than richy ¥ gaid
Joe. . ‘
«Isay Lottie was born both,” said Julian. ¢ Lucky, yoﬁ
will @/l admit; and also rich, in the possession of the tru-
est, rarest qualities of a good, pure heart.”

Lottie’s and the doctor’s example was followed by others.

Julian, to Lottie’s great joy, wooed and won her dear
friend, the elder Miss Bingham., May succeede_d_; in catch-

* ing young Fitzhugh; and Flory’s bright eyes made such

sad havoc on the heart of the young minister who presided -

- at Lottie’s wedding, that report says she is about to try and

heal the wounds she inflicted.
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ia half o trath is ever the worst of Hes )
i ?12 ?ﬁﬂ liz a?i o lie can be met and fought with nubrlghb'i —
* Bub o lie that 18 haif & ttuth 18 a harder matter to Aght.—~TEx .

i ra

1

Ix the elegant houdoir of the beautiful and wea.lth'y Mrsf.
Carlton may be seen a hittle. gem of art—a pamtlf]g of
water-colors, the design of which has lm?g been a su}uect ;} |
speculation and much interest to many friends, partlculahr fl'
to her daughter, a little Miss of f«lurteen years, who ha
' aded to know what it meant.
Oft’;t;xf 1:?1;1;; word, Only, is painted in lei?ters‘formed by
the entwining of the graceful n1yrtle,. the beautiful forget;—
me-not, and here and there, almost hidden, falls a spray o

the drooping hop-vine. o
In angwor to the many inquiries concerning this picture,

Mirs. Carlton would say :
 «That little word was a pet of mine, long years ago. If'
you will think on it, you will know how l-zttle, ye.t oh!
how much it may express, So it was & whim of mine to
paint it in flowers of love and remembrance. . .
Sometimes some one brighter than the others, or a young
girl, just fresh from her floral dictiongry, would spy out and
rer::aor’;! Mrs. Caxlton, but I notice, almost 'hidden 'amoqg
the flowers & spray of the hop-vine. That seenis hardly in

. keeping with the others] You know fhat tells of Injus-l-'

tice 17 i (132)
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- Perbaps a hardly discemible. expression of anmoyance ™

flits over the fair fuce. Bub she answers pleasanily
“I might have thought of that. Bat I.wanted some-
thing more to give a finish to the ltters, and so I.trained
in a few of those little sprays. Never thinking,” she added
with a smile, it would meet the eye of so severe a critic.”
‘This reply might have been satisfactory to many. * But
the one for whom it was intended, came to the ‘conclusion

* there was more in the hop-vine than Mrs. Carlton cared

to tell, at any rate to her, ‘

“ Mamma' dear, do tell me to-day, just now, all about that
flowery picture. Iam so anxions to know. Iam sure T am
old enough to understand it now. There was an ineident

“which took place in school to-day, which makes me more

than ever anxious to know all about it. Miss May, -who
has charge of our drawing class, has gone home, and in her
place we have a stranger.  8he gave me a flower piece to
work on, Among the various kinds were ¢ forget-me-nots.’
I mentioned your having a painting of those, and went on
to tell her of the curiosity it caused. Then Fsqid you had
told me it was a ¢ heart’s history of thé past.’ e seemed
very much interested, indeed, quite agitated. She asked
me my name! When I answered, she turned quite pale,
and I thought she would faint. I heard her murmur, ¢ How
very strange ; and often during the afternoon I noticed her
gazing on me very earnestly, and sadly too, T think. To
§ave me, mamma, I cannot divest my mind of the idea that )
she is in some way connected with your picture!” said Car-
rie Carlton, who had just entered her mother's Toom, on re-
turning from school.

“Her name, dear! Do you know ?”

“Yes, mamma! Miss Davenport:”

“Davenport ! Evelyn! Yes, it must be! Tt is very
strange! You are right;'my child Miss Davenport iy -
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connected with that little word. Once thoughtlessly spoken,
wilfully misinterpreted and wickedly repeated, caused a great
deal of sorrow and suffering to one who was very near to
me. Again, when sadly breathed forth, it fell on a sympa-
thetic ear, entered a warm, true heart, found and brought
forth hope, love, protection! Oh! my child, when I gaze
on that picture, every leaf of those sweet flowers seem whis-.
pering reminders of so much love and sympathy, and trying
to cluster round and hide from view those other sprays
which are drooping.low, burdened with a weight of the
direst injustice. Yes, dear, I will tell you the story, hop-
ing that it may prove not only one of interest, but one
from which you may draw a lesson for future profit.
“Seventeen years ago, in this city, lived a young girl
stroggling with the hard, cold world for a support for her-
pelf and widowed mother. Although' liberally educated,
and possessing many accomplishments, she could gain no
assistance from these means. Her mother was an invalid,

requiring almost constant care; therefore Ellenor (we will ~

“call her) could avail herself of none of the various offers as

governess or teacher. Rither of these positions would re-’

move her from home. 8¢ her only resource was the needle.
. While thus employed, she could still watch over a.nd care
. for her sufforing parent.

“In this employment she was, for a iume, Very success- -

ful. Her patrons were among the élite of the city. One
of them was Mrs. C,, a lady of kind heart, great liberality,
" and immense wealth,
‘ «Fllenor Deering was very frequent;ly ab the home of
this lady—going for and returning with work-frequently
remaining through the day, during which time her absence

from-der mother was supplied by Mrs. C’s maid, & kind, -

experifinced, and worthy woman.
“Mrs., O’ family consisted of two young misses, agod
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twelve and fourteen years, a young girl, named Evelyn
Davenport, the-orphan daughter of a very dear fiiend of
Mus. C.’s, anid the betrothed wife of young Dr. C., the only
son and centre of all his mother’s hopes.

«Tt was her dearest wish to unite her son mth her

‘friend’s child; and to this end she bent alf her energies.

So far as a betrothal she had succeeded.

“ Often during Ellenor’s presence in this family, she meb
Dr. C., whose manner to the poor scamstress was ever re-
spectful and very kind. '

% When be was near she almost forgot, for the fime, that
she was not one of their friends or associates. JHe not only
rendered her respect, but enforced it on the other members
of the family. PR

“ Evelyn Davenport was very much inclined to make Els
lenor know and feel her inferior positien, and, to use her
own words, ‘ keep her in a seamstress’s place.’ o

“ Often she was checked in her haughty airs, and conde-
scending manner, by a glance from the clear, honest eye,
which expressed so plainly his disapproval of such a spirit.
The spirit of Christianity shone forth in all the acts of ﬁus
noble man.

« He had earnostly desired to enter the mlmstry But
his parents would not hear of it. He must enter the med-
ical world—follow his father's profession. He acquiesced,
saying : '

4+ Perhaps it is better so. For in no work, has a man
such a wide field for usefuiness, as in the practice of medi-
cine, He could not only comfort the mind and ease the
body, bat properly use his wealth—valueless to him-—if he
could not share with, and help the needy.”

“ Mrs. C., at one time, prevailed on Hilemor to come to
the house every day, for a week or so, to get the girls
ready to go to school. The first day of that notable time,
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Ellenor's dinuer was sent up fo her in the sitting-reom,
where she was engaged io sewing, She thoughé nothing
of if, expecting either that, or to come to the second table
with the housekeeper. T'he next day her mother was not
as well as usual, and so she was detained some time beyond
the regular hour for presenting herself in the work-room.

“ When she reached the house, she went up quietly, and

entered, and was getting her sewing out, when her atten-
tion was arrested by hearing her name, -She listened. In
the next moment she heard Mrs. . saying: '

¢ Miss Deering is not coming to—day, I fear.’
quite late.’

4 ¢ Bhe is offended for not being invited to dinner, yester-
day. I suppose sae is so very genteel and worthy (in her
own estimation),’ said Evelyn Davenport, rather spitefully.

4 ¢ And why should she not be in yours and ours 2’

“‘Wh) was she not at the table, mother? She is re-
fined and modest, and would be, I think, an excellent com-
~ panion for my sisters. I would have them like her. She
would grace the best society. Tt is her devotion to her
Inother which places her there. You know it is only be-
“cause the same Goddess that smiles on you and yours, tarns
a coldy frowning face towards her. Fortune alons makes
the difference,’ said her son, in warm, earnest tones.

.. % How those kind words went to the heart, and stamped
* firmly, and forever, the image of the cue who uttered them,
you may well imagine.”

#¢ My son, I have no real ohjection to Miss Deering's

_presence at my table, but you kunow it ia not customary, )
and yesterday we had company-—Miss Le Blane. You
"know she is so very aristocratic, I don’t know what she -

. would have thought of such a thing)
746 Oh, Mother! Put away thuse thoughts and words, so
unworthy of your good heavt. Act right, never fearing or

It is
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caring what your friends may say. You are in a position
which will enable you to stand above these forms and ‘cus-
toms. Think, mother dear, of these two young girls.
Take from the favored one, only oue possession, and give it
to the"humble sewing girl, and which then, would you give
the preferei‘lce‘? Mother dear, it, was a real infliction on
my patsenee, yesterday, to sit through the long dinner hour, -
and to listen to her idle, silly talk. And while I think of
her, I remember hearing my dear father say he ‘knew the
father of this young lady when he was a little boy, as
George White. Bub when he came in possession of his fa-
ther’s hard-gained gold, there came ideas of grandeur, and
50 on. He went to Paris for a few years, then rveturned
with the recently acquired knowledge of noble descent,
and entered the fushionable world as Le Blane,

“# Mother, for my sake—for the sake of my dear de-
parted father, who was ever just-—come forth | Place Merit
befove Wealth. Make wp in the fature for yesterday’s
wrong.”

“Then eame forth a mnckmg laugh, and in & scornful
voice the words from Evelyn Davenport :

“¢ Really, Doctor C., yon would, no doubt, like to- hzwe ‘

your mother receive Miss Deering—this piece of elegance

and perfection—as & daughter! Upon my word, sir, you
are very fond and carefal of this-young person. I think I
will resign in her favor. She is an artful girl.  Yesterday
you sent her flowers! Yes, and peeled an orange for her!
I do not care a straw for your affection, sir, if it is dmded :
with such as she is.'
“Thare was 2 silonge for soms maments and then Doe-
tor C. answered :
“¢Evyelyn, what can I say for these false——-yes, I must
say it—and unjust words? I am always with the op-
pressed, -and those needing my help. I did not send her
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the flowers, T gave them to hery and she asked if she
might give you part. Isaid #Certainly.” About the fruit
it is true. I performed that service of pleasure for my
mother and you, and do you think I would slight anotlrer

" in the same room, and at the same time? Never! And

now let me tell you, dear Evelyn, you must try and eonguer
this unhappy disposition. Cast forth all unjust thoughts,
or we shall never be happy. I would not—dare .not, risk

your happiness, or mine, by uniting our future, until you
rise above your present unhappy disposition. We should -

bé a miserable pair, indeed. I love you, Evelyn; but for
-gome time past I have been watching with sorrow and
. many misgivings these grave errors, You must not doubt
my actions. I would be above reproach. Do this, and be
to me the gentle, loving gitl of yedrs ago,” said Doctor C,,
ea.mestly

«Never. will I try to change my nature for you, sir;
and remember you have no right yet to dictate to me!’ she
angrily replied ; and, going out of the rogm, ran up stairs.

% Ellenor Deering was spell-bound.  She knew not what
to do, or how to act. She should, she thought, have let
them know of her presence; but she was so mmch aston-
ished, her faculties quite deserted her. So she was unin-
tentionally an ¢eavesdropper. :

¢ Mrs. C. dld not come into the room for an hour ar 86,
and then asked, anxiously :

“¢ How long have you been here ? ’

“¢Qome minates. I am qmte la.te, but mother neeﬁed
me longer than usual this morning,’ answered Ellenor.

“This evasive reply disarmed the fears of Mrs. C., rela- -

-tive to whether their conversation had been heard.

« Tllenor thought it hest for the comfort of all parties ;
and when Mra, C. came in again, and said :

%¢Come, Miss Deering, the dinner-bell is ringing; we
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will go down,’ she slightly demurred, but the kmd manner
induced her to accept the -apology for the neglect of the
previous day, and so things passed on quite pleasantly dur-
ing the remainder of the week. Evelyn seemed rather bet-
ter tempered, yet Ellenor thought she could detect an ocea-
sional glance of deep malice flash from her dark eye.

. “Time passed on, The girls left for schiol, Doctor C. to
finish his course of studies, and Ellenor continued fo re-
ceive work from Mrs. C. and Miss Davenporé. . 7

“{(ne day when the poor girl had gone to return a pisce
of embroidery to her employers, Evelyn came to have a
dresy cut.  She was walting when the seamstress eamo in,
but not noticing a visitor, she went up to her mother, and
said, joyfully : .

“4Oh, mamma! for that piece of work Mus. C. pald me
ten élol]ars’ Only think of it ‘

Ibis like her. I expected nothing else M. Ciza
very kind, liberal woman,” answered her mother.

% The dress was cut and fitted, and receiving the promise
to have'if in two days, Evelyn left, A servant came for it
paid the usual price, and brought a little note, saying:
tMrs. O, would not need Miss Deering’s services any
longer.

@ Ellenor was amazed at this, She called to ask an ex-
planation from Mrs, (i, but was told always that the lady
was engaged ; and so she knew nothing about the reason
for this unkindness.

«Qne after another of her patrons discharged her, and
in a fow weeks the once prosperous a.nd happy glrl was Te-
duced to real wanf,

#8he knew she should soon be alone in the world. Bnb
God was very merciful. With the rapidly declining
strength the mind failed too; and the peevish, fretful suf-
ferer became gentle, pleasant, yes, even joyous. She was a
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girl again—round her the friends of youth; and every com-
fort and even luxmyy, she thought. Thus poor Ellenor was
saved from the torture of having her mother sensible to all
the surrounding poverty. :

“ A little longer, and with a beaming smile, which told
of a vision of peace and joyous meetings, the mother’s spir-
it passed from earth. Friends, from the humble walks of

life cnume forth, and with the kind minister performed the

sad services for the dead, and tried to comfort the lone one,
“ Ml was pver. Sitting bowed with grief, heart and
‘mind away With the abseat, she heeded not the deep soli-
_tude surrounddpg her. The gentle knock at the door was
unheard. At length adeep, kind voice was sounding in her
ear, calling her back to her lonely, desolate hfe ' '
¢ Miss Deering !/
* % She raised her eyes and beheld Arthur C.7
"% (b, mamma ] 1 know now, I thought only oné could
be so good and kind

% Stop, dear, let me ﬁnlsh my story before you begin V

" your comments,

“ Bending down and gazing '11: her with an expression of
the deepest sympathy, he took her hand, pressed it and
said:

“¢What is it? Speak to me! Tell me what is the
trouble 7’

“¢ Only tired of life;—without friends; the only one is
gone. All alone. Only I am left,” wailed forth the stricken
girl. ‘

“¢Miss Deering, why have you kept aloof from your
friends? Why not have let us know of your sorrow ? - Do
not talk of being fiiendless. You are not. ’\f[y mother—my
sistera’

#No, nio, not now. She sent me off. Oh! for only ora
fnendly heart to feel and pmy my desolation,’
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¢ Miss Deering! Fllenor! be comforted. There is soin9

strange mystery concerning my mother’s actions. Yet, if

all the world desert, I will be proud to be your friend. Try
and be calm, and let us consider this estnmgtment with my
mother. Now while I think of it, T imagine I already have
a clue to it. Your sorrowful little word—so often repeated

- within the.last few moments-—may serve to explain it—the

cause.. Forgive me should T pain you, but I must be candid
to help you. On my return I noticed your absence, and in-
quired the cause. My mother answered that you and your
mother were very ungrateful—that she had been deceived
in both; and when she found out her ervor, had filled your
place by one more worthy. She was convinced of thig
by your never coming to ask an explanation when she dis-
charged you. I need not tell T did not believe this of you.
I determined to find you and learn the truth. For several
days since I have.been very much engaged, and found it

almost impossible to get aleisure hour, Last night I pushed .

mother somewhat for something more explicit concerning
your case,; and learned it was from some remarks of yours
made in the presence of Miss Davenport, relative to an
ameunt paid you by mother for a picce of embroidery.
Eve]yn reported that yom had entered the room, not notic-
ing her, and said that ‘Mrs, C. had paid you ten dollars
only for that piece of work,” and your mother answered
ironically, ¢Just like her! Fery liberal and kind-hearted
indeed” Bo you see, my friend, that little word only hag
caused your trouble, I know Evelyn’s faults and weakness,
and I fear wickedness. I immediately divined how easily
those words could be wilfully misunderstood, and I deter-
mined to dome to you to-day for the truth” *
“¢QOh,_thank you for your kindness—your faith in my

worthiness. I did use that word, but not as she said: I re-

member well. Ob, how cruel] how unJust‘ how wicked}
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and how T have suffered from it. I was so delighted with

the liberal prico paid, and retarned jovfally exclaiming, -

“Mus. . paid me ten dollars! only think of it, mamma !”

and her words were as you have said, but in a voice of grat- .

itude and truth. T called several times, but was always
denied adm:ttance. I saw a strangs servant; she would
-take up my name, then return with the answer, Mrs. C. wis
engaged and could not see me,

“<Bnough, Miss Deering; itisas [ suspected EveI)’n ]
motive-~my mother must know and feel how cruel she has
been, and try to redress this terrible injustive. Good- -bye for

- the present ; be comforted cowcerning the future.’

“He was gone. What a weight was lifted from her
heavy heart. The mystery was explained. Two or three
hours passed on, when she heard a carriage stop in front and
then a knock on the door.

% Come in,’ she sadly said, and Mzrs. C, was beside her.

“Itis useless to detail the explanation, or how very much
distressed Mrs. C. really was. She could nob forgive her-

self for judging and condemning thus one without a chance .

for defence, Bhe said they had had a dreadful scene, and

a mortifying, sorrowful explamtmn, proving Evelyn’s false-

hood and malice. Arthur had forced it from her. ‘
¢ Poor girl! I loved her mother so much, and hoped so

to see her the wife of my son. I foar now it is all over he-

tween them. Perhaps it is for the best. He is so good and
- pure, I fear she would never make him happy. She has
gone away to her uncle. I have just been to the depot with
her. Now, my child, you are to return with me, and take
.- charge of tho gitls, who are home from school, and insish
' " on remaining so, with you for their teacher. Not a word of
objection ; I am the suppliant, pleading for forgiveness, to
_prove which you must come with us,” said Mys. C,
“Ellenor went, and remained for two years, beloved by,

s
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all. At the end of which time, Mrs, C,, verifying her love
and appreciation by the fervent blessing and warm embrace
with which she welcomed the orphan to her home and
heart, a daughier, in name and affection.” -

« Now, mamma, I know afl. You are Ellenor Deering;
1 guessed it when you lot pa’s name slip out.”
- % Yeg, love, you have only heard of and known me as
Nellie Moreton; Ellenor Deering was my mother’s maiden

pame. Now, Carrie, Iet this story warn you against evil

speaking, oxaggeration, and particularly remember the com-
mand, ¢Thou shalt not bear false witness.” Kvelyn has
had a severe reward, I fear, but I have not an unkind feel-
ing for her. I shall call on her, and endeavor to be a friend
to her. Her unkindness truly caused me great sorrow, but
in the end greater joy. Your dear father has often said

that he deeply feels the truth of those blessed words, ¢ All
things work together for good to these who love the Lord.””




THE WARNING.

BY FRANCEP HENRBHAW BADEN,

= A something Tight as air—a look—
A wotd ynkind or wrongly taken,
Oh, tovo! that fempests nevor shook,
A breath, & touch like this hath shaken,*

N

Very beauntiful was Clarice De Vere, DBut to-night the
face, usually beaming with hope and joy, wears a look of
discontent. There is a scarcely perceptible frown on the
.fair brow, a tear stealing down the rose-tinted cheelk, which
 she hastily wipes away, and rising fmm her seat hefore the

mirror, she,says : ;

% No, Ninette, not a jewel to-night; I will do very well,
Now give me my gloves and fan,”

“(Oh! Mamselle! do let me put this beantiful comb, or
wind some pearls among your curls! You look so very

simple. Something, please, to brighten up your dress a
little! You look more as if you were dressed for a funeral
“than a féte. Just a few roses, then! here are some bean-
tifal buds 17 pleaded the maid.

“ T don’t feel bright, Ninette, and I don’ care to ook so.
But if you wish, put a few of those fuchSius in my hair.”

With skilful fingers, the davk shining tresses were caught
back, and the drooping, scarlet fowers, arranged gracefully
in them. Ninette, with a satisfied look, exclaimed :

“ Perfect now / Beautiful! - See, mamselle! But you
are not well, I fear!” )

“YesIam; but T think T am very cross this evening.

Nothing more, my good Ninette. Now I am going down
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to stay with uncle. 'When Monsieur Le Compte comes, let
me know ! Is Mr. Herbert home 27 ‘ )

«T thiuk he is. He went into his room juat before you
came in, and I have nof heard h1m come out yet,” answered
the maid.

Yes, Clarice was cross-—not sahsﬁed with herself That. !

day she had chilled and dssappmnted a warm, trusting
heart, and conscience was busy torturing her. She descend-

ed the stairs, and knocked at the door of her uncle’s “sanc-

tum.”

“ Receiving no answer, she turned the knob and entered,
and stood unperceived for a few moments,

Herman Waldridge sat gazing intently, spell-bound, on a
miniature painting, which ever and anon he pressed to his
heart, At-length a deep groan burst forth, and then in a
pleading voice, with raised eyes, he whispered :

“ 8o young, so-beautifully fair! Oh, Father of merey,

: slneld her child from such a fate |”

nele ¥

The soft sweet voice aroused him. Quickly concealing
the miniatuve, he turned and asked:

“What is it, love 7 You ave not off? It is very early.”

#No, uncle, I am not going for an hour or two. T dressed
early, so as to spend some time with you, I fancied you
were not well, you looked so sad. Now, uncle, tell me how
I look to-night. Ninette was quite enraged at my simple
attire” 7 ' : :

He drew her toward him, gazed Jong and sadly on her,
then sank back in his chair, bowed his head on his chsped
hands, and seemed struggling with a great sorrow.

“ What is it, uncle ? Have I grleved you? Has Herberb

' daved to complain to you? 2

%No, no, Clarice, you do him injustice. It is nothing of
the kind. T am glad you have come to me this evening. I
9




146 THE WARNING.

am very sad ; my mind has been with the past. Clarice,
love, zhis is your mother’s birthday., You are very like her,
pmtmula.r]y io—mcrht. She wonld never be decked in jew-
els; always in flowers.”

«Tell me of my mother, uncle; you have promised so
often. Do, p]ease' this is surely a suitable time, her birth-
day.” o

“Yes, love, 1 W1II tell you all to—mght But you mush
* first tell me what is the trouble with Herbert. He seems
very much depressed, and T have noticed an increasing cold-
" ness in your manner to each other Is he to accompany
you to-night? ?

“Uncle, Herbert has scen proper to take me to task -

several times lately for receiving the attentions of gentle-
men, particularly since my ncquaintance witl Monsieur Le
. Compte. To-day I was, perhaps, too hasty. T said some

 cruel things, and ended by telling him he had no right to

dietate to me, and most likely he rever wowld have, He iy
not going to-night, I think,”. answered Clarice,

#T had surmised as much; I therefore had determined
" no longer to delay telling you the long-promised story.
“You have heard, my love, that you are mine only by

adoption. Your mother was the child of my father’s dear-

“ast friend,

“Edith Maynard was bequeathed by her dying father to
his friend’s love and care. Very dear.was the little oxphan
to my father, sharing equally with my sister and me his
love. '

. “Little Edith was thrée years old when I first saw her;
‘Twas a wild, thoughtless boy of ten. My mother would
- say, ‘ Love the little one, Herman, and try to comfort and
amuse her. Bhe has no mother or father, and we must not
let her feel her loss.’ '

# She was 4 shy, timid httle thmg, So fair and frail, WIth
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large blue eyes, and a shower of golden ring]ei:s, I thought
her the most beausiful being T had ever seen, * She was so

- different from my sister Isahel, a wild, fearless, brilliant little

maid of five years.”

“1 think my cave for the little Edith ’orought forth the
first serious thoughts I everhad, My first and.last thought
of every day was how to please her. I could not béar to
have any one take care of her, save myself. I taught her
to read, draw, ride, and more than all, to love me. My
father used often to say: ‘

“¢How steady that wild boy has grown! He has taken
the charge of our little Edith, and really seems to be deep-
ly impressed with the responsibility of his position”’

“My mother would answer by saying: &

“¢ How devoted he is to her, and how the litile one loves
hit,’

# And they WOuId smlle approvingly.

“Yes, I thought 1 loved the little baby girl; but Iknew
not what love was until in after years.

“1 had to leave my darling for college lifa. I never fal-
tered in my allegiance to my little one. This love. of her -
kept me firm against temptation—free from viee. I felt I
could not return and meet the gaze of her beautiful, loving
eyes—not dare to touch her pure, sweet lips, if I was like
too many of my associates,

“ Every vacation, on my return home, the little one would
meet me with a sister’s caresses. When she was little more
than thirteen, I, left hez, to travel. When parting, she elung '
wildly around me, crying, and begging father not to leb me
go—a perfect child still.

“1 was gone two years. On my return, I could scarcely
credit the changs that short time had made,

“Qh, Clarice, yon are beautiful, but your mother was

more than that—she was like g beautiful dream! . I almost
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feared to move or speak, dreading lest the bright vision
should melt away. I dared not caress that lovely maiden,
as I was wont to do my baby sister. At length I became
accustomed to her great beauty ; but there was never again
the freo happy hours, as in childhood days. Then came the
time when [ knew what it was to love, - After a time we
understood each other, and pledged our love. I will show
you now her picture, painted for me on her seventeenth
birthday. Here it is.”

And he drew the miniatare from his bosom, opened it
gazed & moment, and then passed it to Clarice.

Yes, yes ; it is my own mamma, [ know. These fea-
tures call back the past. I can remember her, uncle—hnt
not looking like this; but oh, so pale and sad. Maother!

" mother!? she sobbed, and pressing kiss after kiss upon the
beautiful painting, she returned if, saying: -
© «TUncle, may I come and see this every day ?”

% Yes, love”

 Now, uncle, tell me more. Quick, please; I am so anx-
ious t6 know all t”

“ Twenty years age to-day that was painted. T think it -

was the happiest day of my life. For months after, I was
in & delirium of joy.
«The next fall we all went to New Orleans, to spend &

fow weeks. - o
% The great beanty of Edith—and of my sister Isabel—
drew around them many of the handsomest, talented, and

 eligible young men then in the city. Among them c¢ame

Alphonse De Vere, a young Frenchtian of noble birth, and

of great fortune, yumor said. Very fine-looking and pleas-
ant, I must admit he was; one most likely to please the
fancy and dazzle the eye of one like Hdith, so unsophisti-

cated and child-like.
« T must hasten over this part of my trying task. After
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an acquaintance of three weeks with this young man, came
a blow that almost erushed the life from out me. Kdith-
had gone—eloped with De Vere!

“ How I lived I knew not. . They placed in my hand a
letter from her. She said she had mistaken the nature of
her love for me until she met Alphonse ; then she knew too

- well. Much more she wrote of her gratitude and sisterly

love, and nsked to have her wardrobe sent to the Hotel
de ; that sheé should sail with her husband for Paris in
a few days. She ended by saying it would be better for ug
not to meet just now ; but when she returned, after a while,
she hoped we would all welcome and forgive her, particu-

larly for the unhappiness she had caused me. . '

“ My heart withered as I read. It has never revived
since, The world has never seemed the same. '

“« My father immediately enclosed her a draft for the
amount, with intercst, which was placed in his hands by

“her father, for her education and expenses-—amounting to
about twenty thousand dollars—never a dollar of which
had my father used, He reared her as one of his own.

% One year after another passed, and we heard nothing
from her.

% My health was very feeble. Isabel was going to Eu-
rope with her husband and little Herbert, and insisted that
the change would be beneficial to me, and I must go. I
agreed, : ' ) ‘

“Seven years had rolled round since Edith left us. We
were then in Parig. T had been thinking much of the -
past, and was very sad that day. Isabel coaxed me out for
a walk, . , ’

“We were loitering in the garden of the Taileries.
Herbert was playing around ; when presently he came run-
ning to me, saying:

“¢Uncle, do see! Here is a Httle baby girl selling.
flowers.” '
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‘# He drew forward a wee little thing of about four years

old. : ' : !

The child’s face fascma’ced me. Where had I seen her

" before ?

 “<Tgabel, look at ﬂns little one; where ha.ve we seen
her before? Her face is very famﬂlar, but I cannot place
her.! :

T looked up at my sister, waiting for her reply, when I
noticed her face pale and flush alternately. Af Iengbh she
whispered :

¢ ¢ Herman, look again; thls must be Edith’s child. Tt
is the great likeness to her you see, but it is the difference
in the coloring—Edith’s features and expression, Alphonse
De Vere’s color of hair and eyes—this difference is what
bewilders you. Speak to her; ask her name, and where
her mother {s.” ' :

«T saw then the truth of Isabel's words. The little girl
gurely was strangely like Edith, save the dark hair and
eyes; only the difference in coloring, as she had said. We
questioned her, and no doubt was in our minds that we
had found our lost Kdith, -

“ Following the little git], she led us to o mmrable ten-
ement-honse, up numberless long stairs, and stopping before
4 door said, with an important little air: :

¢¢ Madam, Monsieur, this is me lady mamma’s room.’

%1 motioned Isabel to enter, I could not speak, I.

dared not approach her until I had in a degree subdued my
agitation,

T eannot tell how long I Wmted, when Isabel came out,

and said : :

“¢ (Come-in ; bub for mercy’s sake try to be calm. Any
excitement may kill her immediately. She is very ill.
Come, she has asked for you.’

“Qalling on Heaven for strength and help, I entered

and beheld my Edith,
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« A wan smile lighted her faco for an instant. - T took.
her hand, bent over and pressed my lips to her forehead,
and whispered :

% My darling sister.?

“It flashed in my mind that nothing I could say to her
would express so quickly and perfectly that I had forgiven
her and induce her to think I had not suffered so very
much, and in short, calm and reassure her, at. t2is title
from mae, ’ ‘ ' ) ‘

fi Searcely a trace of her glorious beauty remained. The
golden hair lay in tangled, clammy masses. The once
laughing blue eyes were wildly bright just then, burning

_with fever and excitement. Her features and form ‘were

tervibly attenuated. It was too fruly plain the hand of
death was upon her,

“Living in the most abJect; poverty, cared for only hy 2
poor flower woman, whose heart was touched by the beanty
and suffering of her neighbor, she gave up her employ-

-ment to nurse the sick one ; only sending out her bouquets

by the little givl to sell. With the amount obtained so, and
by the disposal of the few remaining articles of handsome
clothing, Edith was provided with a few necessaries to sus-
tain life,

“We earried her with us to our hotel ; surrounded her
with every comfort and luxury; the ’oeat physicians wera
called ; but nothing could stay the cruel hand that was draw-
ing her away. A brolzen heart, privation and suffering had
doue a speedy work,

¢ Bhe lingered with us searcely two weeks; then passed .
away so quietly and sweetly, that I, claspmg her hand,
thought her sleeping.

% We learned from her that Alphonse was o mere adven-
turer. He had squandered bis all and hess, and finally was
killed in a gambling saloon. After that terrible event she
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had done some s Tittle fancy work for her mamtenance bat
soon her health gave away, and in two months was unab.le
to rige from her bed. Soon after her marriage she had found
out her dreadful mistake, and was so bowed with mortifica-
tion and horror that she could not write and let us know of
her fate. \

“Finally, she bequeathed her little daughter to my care
and love. "W laid her in a foreign land, raised & monument
o mark her resting-place, and returned to our home, with
the litile one and the faithful flower woman, Ninette. I
have been living my boyhood days over, watching Herbert's
devotion to my little Clarice. And now, my love, my lost
Edith’s child will know how well I can sympathlze with Her-
bert in his present sorrow.”

Clarice was weeping; she had been ever since her uncle
placed her mother’s picture before her.  She had drawn her
cushioned seat near him, and sat clasping his hand.

Nivette came to the door, and broke the spell of sadness,
by saying:

% Monsienr Le Compte is in the drawing-room, ma’am-
selle.” :

\ Clarice arose, quickly approached the door, hesitated ro-
turned, and thromng her armsg around her uncle’s neck
" said:

%1 know, my more than father, how severe a trial this has
beento you. You have for me unveiled your wounded heaxt,
and it has bled anew to-might. But I think you may rest
easy. You have not suffered in vain”

- Going to the door, she aaid:

“Go, Ninette, and see if Mr. Herbert is in his room, and

say I wish to see him a moment in the hall”

Herbert came slowly down the stairs, a mingled look of -

sorrow and surprise on his fine countenance. He stood wait-
ing her pleasure. : '
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« Herbert, please go with me to the drawing-rooi, to ex-.

cuse myself to Monsieur Le Compte. Uncle seems lonesome,

and 1 will stay home with him to-night, if you will join vs _

in his room,” she said. @
And ‘holding out her hand, it was ciasped by Herbert,

and deacendmcr the stairs, they entered the drawing-room.
After greeting the young man, and politely bidding him

) be seated, Herbert withdrew to the far énd of the room on

some pretext, and Clarice said ;

“ Monsieur, you will have to excuss ‘me this evening.

Uncle is not well, and I have decided to remain with him.”
“Of course the young man was dreadfully dlsappomted
and declared he would not go either.
“I must beg you will ; for many young ladies will misg

you, and be sadly.dlsappomted if you are not there. As for -
myself, staying home to-night is not only a duty, but a pleas- -

ure, to be able to cheer my uncle; and if Herbert will exert
himself to assist me, I think I shall have a very pleasant

: evenmg

Little more was said. The young man took his departm‘
The kind, but decided manner of Clarice made him foel very
certain the “good-bye” she bade him was not only for that
night, but for ever!

- Clarice, what am I to understand by this ?” asked Her-
bert, as soon as the door closed, on the departure of their

guest.

“That your Clarice is not quite as wicked as she tried to
be to-day. Iam tired of making so many people miserable,
There are numberless girls sighing for young Le Compte’s
attentions, for which I do not care a straw. Let-him return

“to them. If I encouraged him longer, possibly I might

make Lim a little unhappy. You are not feeling very joy-
ous just now, and to-end the list, Z am not very well con-
tent until I feel worthy of my dear noble Herbexrt.”




*
154 " THE WARNING.

Playfally putting his hand over her lips, he gently said :

“Hush! Be true to your own pure heart, love, and we
shall be very happy.”’

They went into Unele Herman’s room, and carried with
 them a great relief to his anxious heart.

Herbert never knew to what cause to attribute the great
Joy which broke in on bis sadness, like a ray of sunshine
through the darkest clouds, on that memorable night, and
Uncle Herman kept his own counsel

i S o i e e WL

—

e

%
i
4
E
3
8
f
3
i

SAVED BY LOVE.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

" Yos, Good, thongh only THovgrT, has life and breath—
God's life—and o can be redeemed from death ;
And evil, in its nature, is decay,
And any houwrean blet it all away.”

“WuaT a remarkable lovking person that nurse of yours -
is, Nellie,” said Mrs, Markham to her friend, Nellie Liv-

ingston,
“ Bemarkable in what way ? Tor her plain, almost ugl
¥ plain, 1gly

‘face; I suppose,” replied Mrs. Livingston.

# Yeg—that is it; almast ugly, you say. Why, she is
positively painfully bad Jooking; indeed, I do not think I
could have such a—I must say hideous person sbout me,”
exclaimed her friend.

“ Why, you do not really mean so; look at her honest
clear eyes, her very pleasant mouth, we. do not see her
ugly looks; we see only the true, brave heart looking
through her eyes, and know her patience and endurance.
To us she is almost pretty, and the childven love her (I
sometitnes think) better than me———~" -

“But that- terribly ugly scar she has across her face.
Did you know her before she received that wound 2 ¥ ques-
tioned Mrs. Markham.

“That scar does not make her look any the worse to us.
Ou the contrary, it endears her the more, for it was re-
coived in our service. Most likely but for that, my little
ones might have been motherless.” '

“ How was it? Do tell me; you know this is my first

' (155)
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visit to you, except for a few hours, since you were first
married, so this is the first time I have seen this woman,
What is her name? 7

“Nora Parsons. She has been with us twelve years;
indeed, I do not know what I should do without her. We
do not look on her asa servant. She js'as near to me as
one of my sisters. I will tell you about her; and then you
.will know how she won my esteem and love ;

“1 was passing through the Protestant Asylum the first

year of my marriage, for the purpose of obtaining one of
the girls 6 send to my husband’s mother, living out of
town a few miles. I was much interested in the institu-
tion, and the matron, a very worthy lady, was very kind in
showing me the different -objects of interest. As we were
pasaing through a room where the girls were all either sew-

ing or knitting, she stopped before a girl about fourteen ‘

years old, and said :

4 Yc)u are very slow at your knitting, Nora. I told you
that stocking muist be finished this afterncon, and 1!: does
not look much like it now.’

¢t Indeed, ma’ am, I can scarcely see, my head aches so
badly ; -that is the reason I've done so little, replied the
child.

i An excuse for ldleness, I think,” and passing on a fow
. steps, she said to me, *She comes of 4 very bad set. I fear
. I shall have mnch trouble with her, She is inclined to be
stubborn, and rather hardened, I think. '

_%¢No,’ Isaid, ‘net hardened, I am suro. I noticed her
under lip quiver when she spoke, and from that, I know she
has a sensitive nature. I never knew it to fail. There is
something good in her, you'll find out sometime. May I
speak to her 77 I said.

“ Having obtained permission, I returned to the girl
* and, taking from my cubar an orange, I said ;

G
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«+4J am very sorry your head aches’ and putting my .

- hand on her head I found it very hot. ¢ ¥es, I know you

are suffering ; take this orange, won’t you ? and I will ask
Mrs. Bland to let you go out and sit in the cool.

“She did not speak. I saw her heart was too full. I
went and spoke to the matron, She returned with me,
and said: :

¢ Certainly, Nora; put up your work, I did not know
your head was aching very much. Go out aud sit in the
garden, or lie down, either.

#1 gave her my little bottle of sal ammonia, and saying,
“Be a good girl, dear, left the asylum,

“ Eight years passed by, when one morning I was stand-
ing at the basement-window, ho]dlng up the two youngest

 children to hear an organ-grinder, when I noticed a girl

looking at the windaw very intently, and then coming up
to the door, she pulled the bell

«In a few moments the servant opened the room doot,
and said ;

% Some one to see you, Madam,’

“¢What is it 7’

“¢ Do you want to engage a nurse, or help of any kind ?’

she said.

#“¢No;? I-told her I had an excellent nurse Just then,
and three other servauts I liked very well.

%¢I can sew nicely, and cat and fit. I wish you would
take me. I want to live with you so mueh. Do plesse
take me,’ ghe pleaded.

1 was surprised at her earnest manner, and said :

% ¢ Why do you wish to live with me so much ? ‘What
do you know of me ?’

%She put her hand in her pocket and drawmg out a
listle smelling-bottle, said :

“¢ Don’t you remember this? T am the girl you gave it
to, years ago in the Asylum. o
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%I recognized my little bottle, and soon called to mind
- the girl I had given it to. ‘ o

- “¢You spoke kindly to me ; those gentle words were the -
first said to me since my mother’s death. Yon said I was .

not" hardened ; that there was good in me i and you bade
me “iry fo be good,” and I did try to do right and please

Mrs. Bland ; and every day I prayed to God to bless her

whose gentle words had broken the spell of evil that was
creeping over me; and see, I gained a good name.
“¢Where have you been staying sinee you left the Asy-
-lum ?  How long have you been out of employment?’ I
asked.
¢ have been living with my brothex, keepmg house for
* lim—but '—and she hesitated, then said :
¢ He is not a good man, and I cannot win him from his
bad ways; so I have left him. Oh! please let me live
with you, I do not care for wages, only let me stay and

serve you,” and she caught my hand and held it clasped to ~

her bosom.

“1 did not know what to doj I was éonfdering it over,
and had pretty much made np my mind to let her remain,
‘when she began her pleading agsin.

“+Take me, do! Just. for one week, and then if I don’t
suit you, send me away.’ =

“ ¢You shall’ stay here for the present and I will see

what arrangement we can make for the future,’ I said.
- #If you could have seen thé look of content and joy on
her face then, you wounld not have thought her so ugly.
‘When Albert came home, I told him all concerning Nora,,
and after seeing her, he said : -

¢ like her looks, and I think she may be of much Sera -

vice to you during my absence/ _
“ Albert was to leave for Europe (on business for the
firm) in the next steamer.
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“The second day after Nora came, he started, After
bidding us good bye, he turned to her and said :

¢ Nora, take good eave of my little ones.”

“<With God's help, I will, sir,” she replied earnestly.

“ Then he smiled approvingly to me, and said:

“ <1 am glad she is with.yon.” .,

“One thing about her I could not understand. T conld
not induce her to go-out of the honse. Three or four times
during the few days I sent her on errands, and instead of
going, she would go and do the cook’s work, and send her
out. At length I asked her the reason. She replied :

“¢1 will tell you the truth, T do not wish my brother
to know where I am; so I thought it best to remain in for
a little while.’ :

% She slept in the nursery, next, to my room. The night
Albert left, I could not help poticing her being very rest-
less ; if I turned or moved, she would be in the room in a
moment, and ask if I spoke. I donot think she touched
her pillow that night.

“'The next evening several friends came in and stayed qulte
late, and having lost-much rest the night before, I felt very
slespy, and scarcaly lay down bofore I was off to dream-
land.

“How long I slept, I know not; I. awoke in a great
fright, and opening my eyes, 1 beheld by the dim light the -
most villainous face I ever saw. It told plainly of robbery,

~ and if ‘necessary, murder. I opened my mouth- to scream,

but I was speechless.

“¢None of your screaming; just be quiet and tell me

where I can find your diamond jewelry and money; your
plate is too beavy, and we are in a hurry this time, ~ Come,
speak quick, if you don’t want to take a pill from this
pretity box,” and he presented a pistol close to my face,

7T tried my best to speak and tell him what he wanted
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to know, any thing to get him away; but no sound could I
utter; I was almost dying with terror, not for myself, bud
~ for my little ones: my baby beside me. I pointed and
looked over towards my bureau, to tell him where my
"jewel box was, when I boheld another man searching my
drawers ; the wretch near me exclaimed again :

¢ Come, speak quick, or here goes, and he raised his
“pistols.

“Qh! the agony of those moments; years, in suffering
to me. Then came the short quick report of a pistol, the
gas was put out, and I heard a rush into the room.

«Then came the awful curses of the one standing over
me, as he exclaimed ;

¢ Discovered | make tracks, Bﬂl’ !

“¢1 got the box, cut down the ba.ck steps,’ wh:spered the

other.

# ¢ Cut down, and cut through if needs,’ was the answer.,

«Then again I heard o scuffle, heavy blows, and a voice
exclaiming : "
“% You wild cat! if you don’t let go of me, I'll cut you
with my knife—although I don’t like to hurt a woman.’
"« Drop it Bill! they are coming ; I'm off!
“ What more passed, I cannot say. When I became

congeious, Wora was bending over me bathing my face ; she.

.. said: :
' «¢You are only frightened, thank heaven. Do not be
_ worried, I bave everything safe’ I saw.her face was tied
up; I pointed to it.
- “4Qnly a seratch; be still, all is rlg‘hﬁ now,’ ghe said.

%It was near day then. In ashort time there came a
ring at the hall door. -

*4 Nora was nervous, and said :

¢ ¢ T had better look out of the window, had I not?’

# I assented, and in a few moments ghe said:

A P T G R A S
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4Tt is a policeman ; he says theve is a man with his leg
broken, lying down at the basement. doox, and thinks prob-
ably it is some one either coming to, or ‘geing from here,
has fallen on the ive. What shall Ido ?’

434 0ne of those dreadful men, probably;” I said.

“¢ T will go and look,” and she left the room. In a mo-
‘ment or two, she returned,

 Poor girl, despair was marked on every feature.

#4i Nora, my child what.is 16?7 T asked.

“¢Fate! fate! Why did they not kill me, better that
than this,” she said.

“¢What is it? Tell me, Nora. I will do anything for
you, Speak, child, T owe you so much What tronbles
you,”. T ashed. '

“¢(Can you trost me so much as to let me tell the police-
man to let that man remain here for a little while—till T
tell you all?’ she suid, '

“¢Yes; go, and hurry back fo me/

%Soon she returned, and dropping on her knees by the
side of the bed, she sobbed piteously. U

“¢Nora, tell me all. TLet me know the worst, Who is

" phat man ?’

“ ¢ My brother,’ she gasped forth.

- #¢What terrible mystery is this? Oh! girl, can it be
possible !’ a dreadfal thought came into my mind. Was
she an accomplice 7—* that 3,ou came here to try—'

“ ¢ To serve ang save you,” she meekly said,

4 Speak, tell medall 1’ I demandod.

¢ Tady, 1 told you I was living with my brother. T be-
gan to mistrust him, to think he was net living honor&bly,—
but I had no proof of it. -One night I was sitting up,
waiting for his return. I'threw myself on a lounge in the
little sitting-room. I heard him coming in the door with

10 ‘ ‘
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gome one with pim. I do not know what possessed me to
make believe I was asleep.

“<¢] heard them whisper a plan of ro‘ohery They had
" found out that the gentleman was going to Jeave town, and
that there were diamonds and much of value in the house.
My brother was a new hand, and not so bad as the other;

he objected at first, but finally agree& Then I heard the:

name Livingston. - I remembered the name; it was marked
on the little bottle. It was your name; the name of her
who had lifted me from the dark, hardened existence I was
sinking into, who had with one sweet smile and gentle
words opened the closed heart, and let in the soft, warm
light, and finally made me a true woman. I bistened on,

and heard the street and number. |
% Pirst T thought I wonld plead with my brother, but I

knew that would not do with the other; then I determined
to quarrel with him, on some pretext, and leave to seek my
own living. I-thonght if I went off without some cause
he would suspect I had heard them. This I did, and now
you krow all,—why I pleaded with you to take me. I
had hoped to hear them before they got in, and frighten
them off. Night before last was to be the night. You
- know I was awake all night, and so I could not keep awake
the second night, although I tried so hard. I did not know
T'had been asleep until I heard the voices in your voom;
then T did the best I could. This is alt I have to tell, ex-
cept I had hoped my brother would escaps and not be fonnd
out by you. Oh, mother | mother! look down from Jeaven
and pity me. I tried my best to save your boy, but it is all
over now,’ she wept forth,

« 1 was deeply affected by this profouud gratltude. And
for what? A few woxds; for this she had risked her life.
‘I must not be less noble than this peor girl. I had been
taught what gramude was, and must profit by the lesson, I
thought. N .
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#T hastily arose, wrapped myse]f in my ro'be de cham-

bre, and asked Nora :
“‘Has your brother seen you, does he know you are
here ?? .
.« ¢No, I looked through the blinds and saw him,” she

said.

“iWell then, perhaps he had better not know you are
here, for the present, it might enrage him, and now, peor
girl, Test easy, worry no more; put your trust in Geod, and
ask his blessing on my efforts for you and your brother’s
welfare. I am going to have him brought in and cared for.
Do not fear exposure.

“I went down. The policeman was still below talking

with the carriage driver. Fortunately the attempted rob- .

be_ry was not known by any but the cook, Mrs. Brown, who
was awakened by the report of the pistol used by Nora.
She was a very discreet woman, and I gave her to under-
stand I did not wish her to mention a word of the affair. I
knew I could trust her. She bad been long in mother's

. family before she came with us.

“1 directed the men to bring the boy in—he wag. only
about twenty. We sqon made him as comfortable as possi-
ble on the lounge in the sitting-room, and then I Bald to the
policoman ;

% ¢ Will you be kind enough to stop on your way and ask
my physician, Dr, Arthur, to come here as soon as possible ?
This boy will remain here for the present. He was leavi ing
here last night, and probably slipped on the ice. Ie is
known to me, so we will relieve you of any further trouble.’

%I wish you could have seen the look of mingled amepze~

meont, doubt and anxiety; but not a word had he uttered

all the time.
%1 dismissed the driver, and then looked af the boy, and

gaid; -

SR
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«¢1 know you and your purpose, last night, of course. .

You are not so badly hurt that you cannot speak, although
you are saffering terribly. And we cannot tell what may
be the extent of your injury. Your sin has met Wlth a
speedy punishment.’

¢ What are you going to de w1t11 me? got the doctor to
patch mo up, so as to be able to move me to the State’s pris-
on?’ he doggedly asked.
. %¢No; nothing of the sort. I shall get the doctor todo
everything he can for you to enable you to go your way
wherever you choose ; and I shall, in the mean time, do all

T can to make you comfortable. I have no ill-will against .

you, believe me, and be sure you have nothing to fear from
me. It has pleased Heaven to thwart your designs, and per-
haps God has thrown you on my mercy for your salva.ﬁmn s
sake, .

“Just then Mrs, Bmwn came in with a cup of coffee.
We raised him and gave it to him, Jiven then-—so soon—
I saw this strange treatment to him was making its impress.

His face was losing its hardened expression, and, in place,

came one of patient sufforing,

“Doctor Arthur came, pronounced it-2 compound frac-
ture of the knee, After sending for his assistany, and work-
ing over him for some fime, they gave him an opiate, and
Teft, 7

I returned to Nora, telling her what I had done, and
should continue until he was better.

# I cannot describe her grat:tude, for it wag more of looks

and actions than words,
“T learned from her something of their past life,

"4 Her father had been a very hard, harsh, but honest
man ; the mother, a poor delicate creaturs, endeavoring in
every way to soothe the harsh man and shield the children
from his constant reproofs and punishments, Willlam, her
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brother, was a really wild boy, loving play better than work
or books, and this brought on him his father's anger con-

‘stantly. The mother would conteal his fanlts. This man-
- agement, of course, wag the boy’s ruin. * The father’s cruelty,

the mothet’s blind indulgence, paved the way for his future,
evil life. Nora was three years older, and, when dying, the
mother besought her to take care of, watch, and save her
darling boy.

 Her father placed her in the asylom, and bound the boy
to a trade, from which he soon ran away.

“In two years after the mother’s death, the father died;
and the boy, then free from all restraint, followed the exam-
ple and adviee of his bad associates.

# It was evident that this boy’s bad character was the re-
sult of wrong management at home, aud I felt hopes of an”

entire different course of treatment having a happy result.

“He had a tedious time of it, and much suffering. I
would often see his eyes fill, and the same tremulousness of -
the lip, that Nora has. Two weeks passed, and one day I
asked him if he had any relations ¢

"¢ He told me of his parents being dead, and spoke very
kindly of his sister, and ended by saying:

#¢If I had only taken her advice, T would not have 'been
here! After a few moments he said ;.

¢ He often heard mother siy: “ God’s will be done;”:
and % everything happens for the best; ” and I know it is so
now myself. Mrs. Livingston, I do not know how to talk to .
God—will you ask Him to help me to lead a different life ?

%<1 have been, my boy, praying for you, and so has sdme
one else. I will bring you one who has been the means of
redeeming you, by her efforts, and God’s blessing,’ I replied.

“T soon sént Nora in. I did not witness their interview.
In about an hour she came up to the nursery, and clasping
one after another of the children to her bosom, said : '
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«¢Oh God will reward you in these little ones.’
# She told me he knew all. How grieved he was at hey
face being so hurt, She would never admit her brother’s

doing it, but I think he must have, to make ber let go of
him. The more I saw of William, the more thankful I -

was of having saved ﬁim; I felt sure he would continue in
his determination of endeavoring to be a good man.

# Albert returned home in two months, William wasA

~ just getting about on his erutch. I told bim X had Nora's
brother, and what Thad done for him. I thought I would
not tell him the way he received the accident just then,
until, he had a chance of knowing him. I.was fearful of
. the first impression. ‘

« Albert has always thought or is polite encugh to say
80, ¢ that every thing his wife does, was all right.

 After my telling him ahout William, he said :

¢ And this is the way you have been amusing yourself,
doing goed. But this has been rather an expensive amuses
meont, has it not ?*

¢ Yos, rather,’ I replied, ¢ but it-has been'a great pleas-
ure, and what is yours ¥’

#¢Ta please you,” he gallantlv said.

& ¢ Well go on, Nellie darling, we have enough and some

to spare.

«I think about ten days after Albert’s return, I went
into the room, and found him and William talking very ear-

nestly, the latter very much affected.

¢ Nellie, this boy has told me all concemmg hxmse]f P

Albert 4aid.
“¢0Oh! do forgive my concealing it from you I intended

to tell you all after you knew him,” I exclaimed.
4¢ As usual, you.are all right,’ he smilingly said.

“¢But Nellie, ¥ think it was rather risky. I believe,

however, you have received your reward)
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“ ¢ Yes, sir, it was risky, few would have done. it Will-

jam said. ¢ Oh, I wish to the ‘good Lord there were more

like her.
“Oh, sir! if your missionaries would, instead of tracts,

and sermons, drop a few kind, gentle words—if parents, -

teachers, employers and all having authority and influence,
would give a kind smile, a gentle word to the erring, thers
would be less need of so many state prisons and houses of
eorrection, less numbers of poor miserable beings perishing
daily for want of a hand to }ift them up from Perdition. It

costs so little. The value it may prove Eternity shall tell.”

“Now, my dear Mrs. Markham, T've told you why we
Yove Nora,”

“ But her brother, where is he, what became of him ?*
asked her friend, '

% Ask Albert, hero he is! Tell Mrs. Markham wha{; Will-
iam Parsons is domg o

# My bookkeeper for five years past, and a noble fellow he
is,” said Albert, warmly.

% Well,” said her friend, ¢ this is wonderful. Truth is
stronger than fiction: and all this was doue by gentle
words.”

)
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THE BRIDE’S SECRET.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

And now they are stunding face to face—

Hi#h o droam fome over that peaceful place ?

One of those visions ghastly and drean, :

That makes her shrink with p 1ivid foar ?

Bhe raised her hand to ber wildered birow,

wTis 4 atrange delusiun, ' she mrmured low,

503 buo & <ream,”* and she strave to speak,

But her heart was frozen-—her voice was weak —0. A, Warmern,

Wy were very lonely, mother and I, in the great old
" house whete we had lived all my life. But home was now
no longer home, since brother Willie left ns, He had ac-

cepted the charge of a “charch in a fur-distant State, and
- oh! how we missed his pleasant voice and bnght smiling
face!

" Mother's health had failed very mach since her boy
left her; I think she was grieving after him. With loss
" of health and strength came loss of courage. She grew
_ very timid, and declared that it was quite dangerous for us
to be alone in the house, with no protector save our old

cook, Mammy Kate, and the big old dog Fido. I felt quite .

safe with these two to care for us. But mother insisted

that she must either break up housékeeping and go to

bnhrding, or get somé gentleman to make his home with us,
~ She spoke of- this to our minister, and he snggested that
we should take a young friend of his, who was then looking
‘for a private house to make bis home in. This young man
_ was a perfect gentleman, and would be quite an acquisitioh

to any family, he 'said. Aund soit was that Howard Lin-
(168) ‘
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D , / :
dell came among us. I was twenty-three years old then,
and/ had, never loved ‘any man save father:and Willie.
Since father’s death, Willie was all the world to me. No
one had ever tried to make me love them, m- I should,
likely enough, long before that,’ =
I had no pretension to beauty, you Imght well know,
or some one would bave wooed me before I arrived at that
age. Yet I was not-jRusitively ugly. My friends said I
had a bright, pleasant face, a cheerful disposition; that was
all, ‘ ‘
I had never cared for my looks at all up to that time.
But when our boarder had been with us a few weeks, T
began to consult my mirror very often. I really wished

* very much to look well. I found cut just the colors that

suited me best, and wore no other. Yes, I coveted beauty -
then. When Howard Lindell first came to us, I thought
him a man of middle. age, but I heard him #¢]l mother he
was “just thirty.” He was so quiet and sad, he looked at
least ten years older. I felt sure his life had been clouded
by some great sorrow.

I think what first made me like him was h1s attentxve—

_ness to mother. He was so thourrhtful and ‘gentle,

He loft us for a fow weeks on a trip North. Then it
was 1 found out how dear he was to me. I acolded myself
well for it. T said: -

“Nell Grainger, you have not been pradent or wise,
You have not been ag'careful and sensible as usual. You
have let your heart slip away from you without"any sort of
assurance you will have one in return.” ‘

But it was no use then to scold or talk. Too late. I
was really in love! :

Howard came back ; and the unmistakable pleasure he’
showed on meeting me, made me feel that I had a strong

hold on his heart, if it was nof then entirely mine..
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That evening we were out on the portico. It was rather
cool. Howard went quickly in the house, and bringing out
a shawl, wrapped it about moe, saying : '

#1 must take care of you. What should I do without
you? T cannot afford to have you sick; these long eve-
nings would be so lonely without your ‘bright face near
me ! [

Months wore on. I felt quite sure Howard loved me ;
yet he never fold me so in words,

Ho had been with us over a year, when we received &
letter from Willie. He had married a fow months after he
Ieft us; and now he was coming home, that we might'kuow
and love his wnfe, he said.

% Camille i8 far more beauntiful than most women. Yet'

it was not that—it was her beauty of heart that won my
love, and 'will, I am sure, yours.” -

AsT tead aloud that extract from my brother’s letter,
Ioward exclaimed, in a voice of much agitation :

% Camille? how strange! I knew a Camille once, and
she was very beautiful, but of course she cammot be the
game. What was her ma.lden name ?

“ Mason,” I replied.

He looked relieved, but hls face was very sad, and re-
mamed so all the evening.

‘The day for their coming arrived. We were Watchlng ‘

for them—Howard and I on the portico, mother at the
peirlor window. :

“You will have neither eye nor ear for me, N elhe, when
your brother comes.” And he took my hand. I have
~often thought he was about to tell me then what I had

_ yearned so long to hear—when a carriage drove rapidly up,
and T was caught in my brother’s arms !

“ Welcome your sister, Neihe,” he said, and hasteued in
«+ to meet mother. -

i
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I tutned to my brother’s wife. She was gazing wildly
st Howard. '
“Camille! Gureat Heaven!” I heard him murmur.

She was deathly pale, and seemed almost fainting.

Putting out her arms to me, she said, pitifully :

«Qh, I am so tired! Please take me in!”

Bedutiful she truly was, yet 1 conld not love her—nay,
nor pity ber, although just then she seemed ‘to need it so
much. .
My brother had neither seen nor heard what had Just
transplred He was clasped in hls mothers armg, receiv-
ing her joyful greeting.

My mind was filled with dark forehodmgs. This woman’

I felt sure was in some way connected w1th Howard’s past

—his sorrow.  But how ?

I went with her in, and after she had been welcomed by
mother, she again complained of great fatigue. Willie said '
she must go and lie down and rest before tea, and carried
her up to his-old room, which Mammy Kate and T had
been busy for & day or two making pretty and cosy.

I had not seen Howard since I heard his exclamation
when he first saw my brother’s wife, but I knew he was up
in his room. T heard him pacing the floor continually
while I was attending to the arrangement of the tea-table.
His room was just over the one we ate in. . All was ready,
and Kate rang the bell. T wondered if we should see him
again during the evening. Most likely not, I concluded ;
when the door opened, and Howard was beside me.

He was very pale. The old look of sorrow, which had
worn off so much within the last few months, was back
again, Yes, and deepened, I thought. He came, close to

‘me, took my hand, and said :

“This may be the only chance I shall haye fon a few

“words with you before I leave. I am unexpectedly forced
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to go away for a few weeks. I will write you, (w;th your
permission), while I am absent.”

Bteps wers descending the stairs.

I nodded assent, and with a hasty « God bless you, dear
Nellie,” he moved towards the window.

Mother, Camille, and Willie came in, and then mother
formally isiroduced onr hoarden Wiiixe cordially sheok
Howard's Band, Camille mesely howed. A less observant
witness wounld have supposed ‘they had never met before,
How jealously I watched every expression on the face of
both of those two, so mysteriously connected in the past,

We were through with our tea, and arose to go in the
patlor.  Willie offered his arm to mother, and smilingly
sald

- % Camille, 1 resign you 'to Mr. Lmdell »

Any other than one as bitter as I was towards that poor
miserable looking young creature, would have truly pitied
her then. She cast the most beseeching Jook towards
" Howard. He approached, and offered his’ arm. Scarcely
“bouching ity she walked by his side, T followed a little way
“behind, bub near enough te catch the hurried words of

. Camille :

“ For Heaven’s sake, control yourself, and don’t tell
them ! Y

“Fear not from me,” Howard replied qulckly, and
handed her in the parlor. :

Then how I almoest hated her! Howard remained in
only a short time: and then excusmg himself, on the ploa
of making ready for an early start in the morning, he bade
us good night.

I could plainly see the relieved expression pass over
Camille’s face, when sho understood that Howard was to
leave us. That mght I scarcely siepf, an hour, My brain

was ﬁl!ed with my diseovery of the former acqufunhnce :
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between Howard and Camille. ‘Oh! how were they con-

nected ?
When I arose in the morning he was gone.. Camille '

-came down to breakfast lacking very much happier than

the eveniug previous. Oh, she was beautiful| and imme-

 diately wan the heart of mather sud old Kate, Yes and -

TFide tooy he followed ber about, and showed his devotion in

- every way that a dog could. Yes, all loved her gave 1

And Howard ; oh, what were his feelings towards her? I
conld not dwme - After breakfast I went into his room; I
always took care of it

Many pieces of paper were lying over the floor; among
them were very small pieces of manuscmpt, and in &
woman’s handwriting.

I stooped and picked up a few scraps; on one was mille,
another Cu.  Ah, ’twas plainly her wntmg T was wild,
jealous, scarcely capable of judging right from wrong, or T
would not have done as I did. Carefully collecting the
tiny bits, I very easily fixed them all together, They were

_ only written on one side. There it lay before me-—possibly

the secret! Bub no, I was not to know then. The little”
note did not divulge what I was a}most crazy to know. It
ran thus:

# ’\Iy husband knows mthmg of my past. He met me
as Camille Mason, a poor governess; loved me, and dsked
me to be hia. I was dying for some loving; protecting arm
to shelter me from the hard, cruel world, 1 daved nob
reveal the truth. I feared he would fy from me. I have
been so happy the past few 'months, until seeing you .

* brought bacl the terrible past. Oh, Howard, aé you hope

for mercy from Heaven, show it to me. To lose my hus-
band’s love would kill me ; keep my secret . Cammiz”

1 hardly romember anything that happened after reading
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. the note. "I was not feeling well, I know. From Mammy
Kate I gathered what transpired the next three weeks,
 Bhe says I seemed quite sick and foverish the night after
' Howard went away, and the next day was unable to get
up. That Willie insisted on mether sending for our doctor,
saying he did not like my symptoms. I grew rapidly
worse, and the doctor shook his head. That I was fearfully
ill, all felt too well. Kate and Camille would alternate
sitting up with me; and one night, when Camille was be-
gile me, I was raving in fever, talking wildly. Kate
thought Camille became alarmed, and awoke her, saying :

“Get up, mammy, 1 can stay here mo longer. Her
words are killing me. Oh, try and stop her talking ! Do
not let any oné else hear her,”

I was talking abont Howazd and Camille; but what,
Kate could not understand,

Camille took care of me no more after that night. A

premature illness seized her. A little bud bloomed on -

earth only to fade and pass away. The young mother was
childless. For many days she laid ill, just hovering be-
“tween' lifs and death. But we both lived on, contrary to
all expectations, Camille, in her fever had talked as
wildly as I. My brother learned there was some secret

that his wife was 50 anxious to conceal from him, and that ‘

Howard Lindell was in some way connected with it, Bui
even in her wildest delirium she did not divalge the natuye
of it. . .

I was gaining strength fast, and could get out on the
porch on which my yoom opened, when one day Willie

came in. His usually handsome, cheerful face was worn’

and haggard from long attention by the sick-bed, and prin-
cipally, I think, from the doubts cloudmg his mind. I
" gonld not help exclaiming :

“ Willie, are » you too going to be 11]'? You look so

s:ck 1o
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 No, dear, it is only anxiety, Now that Camille and

you are both getting well, I shall geb rested, and God

grant, relieved too. Camille is quite strong to-day, and has

"sent me hére to bring you to her, She wants to see you

so much.”
I would have refused; but for fear of distressing Willie,

allowed him to help me in.

Poor thing! She looked so pale, so sad. For a moment
only, my heart softened as I gazed on her. I approached
and kissed her for the first fime.

% Thank you, dear Nellie, I feared you hated me,” she

. said.

Those words reminded me of what she had caused me fo

suffer, and my heart grew hard again,
# it down, dear,” she said. “1 have sent for you to

hear what I am going to tell my husband. The secvet I -

" have #o earefully tried to hide from him has made you

suffer, and it is ouly due that you. should hear the whole

history of my past.
% Howard Lindell and I were raised near together, see-

ing each other daily, His father and mine were intimate

-friends—partners in the same large mercantile firm. How=

ard was a.few years' older than I "We were both the only
children of our piarents, so it.entered their mindy that we
were born for one another, and they determined to unite us
when'we were of suitable age. We loved each other only,
I thiuk, becanse we had no chance of loving any one elss.
% The day of our marriage was fixed, and very near. I

folt sure that my father had heen for some years diving in

a style beyond his means. I knew he was in very comfort-
able circumatances, but his expenditures were fearful. Tho
day before the one appointed for the wedding, old Mr, Lin-
dell ventured an expostulation with my father. Then
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there ensued a fierce guarrel; harsh, threatening words
followed ; but after a while they both became calmer, and
parted, seemingly good friends again. The next day they
met pleasantly, as usual,

 “We were to be married in the evening. Woe were all
dressed, and had proceeded to the drawing-room. The min-
ister arose and approached us, when some one whispered :

“¢Wait: Mr. Lindell has not come !’

%My attendant and I entered the hbrary ad.]ommg,
wait,

% Howard seemed surprised, and said ¢ that hIS fmther wag
© quite ready,” and drawing on his gloves when he left. Sev-
eral minutes passed, and still he carie not. Howard left me
to send some one aver to his home, to find out what detained
him, 3y father was in the parlor with hiis guests.

“Many more minutes passed and they came not, neither
Howard nor his father. A little while longer, and I heard
a hurried movement in the parlors—many rushing out—
and then the terrvible words:

“:Ves, murdered.’ ” :

And here poor Camille seemed almost ¢xhansted. Tt was
a terrible trial for her to go back to that dreadfal day, I
felt; for her traly then. Brother begged her to ston; not tell
any move; to wait until she was stronger. -

“No, no,” she answered; #I have suffered too much and
caused others to suffer so severely by my silence; I must
finish, -

41 heard those terrible words, and then Howarrl rushed
madly in, exclaiming :

4 My dear good father is dead ! dead !’

T fainted. Of conrse the marriage was postponed.

“The next.day I learned that Mr. Lindell had been found
murdered in his library, and robbed of a very large amount
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he had drawn from the bank that day. Many knew of the

_ quarrel between my father and the murdered man. Buspi-

cion pointed toward my dear parent. I must hurry over this.

-Oh, agony ! The next day he was taken from me. Ina

few weeks more, tried, found guilty, and condemned to die.

" A great effort was made by the first men of the city, headed

by Howard, for the commutation, at least, of the punish-
ment ; the fact of all the evidence being entirely eircum-
stantial, being a strong feature in his favor. The sentence
was changéd to 1mprisonment for life. I only saw Howard
once after that, until the day I eame here. We both-felt
too well thata union between us was impossible. He assis-
ted my father's lawyer to settle up our business, and placing
in my hand a few hundred dollars, our all, he bade me fare-
well. T was togo to a brother of my father’s to find a home,

. Leaving most of the money with my father to purchase some

comforts beyond the prison fare, I went to my uncle’s, But
they were not kind. T was daily made to feel my position. -
1 endured this as long as poseible, and then Ileft for a home
among strangers in a distant State. I answered an adver-
tisement for a governess; and as my uncle was quite will-
ing to be relieved of & counstant reminder of the disgrace
brought on him, he readily enabled me to secure the posi-
tion. ‘
“ He suggested my adopting my mothers maiden name.
I gladly seized the idea. ‘And so he.gave me a letter of re- -
commendation, ag having been a resident of his famfly for
over 4 year, and he took plessure in aiding me to attain a
position I was so worthy te fill. He was a man widely
known, and of considerable influence. I was accepted, and
entered my']_:;ositiou. In this family I remained but a short
time—a few months. They were coarss, ‘uneducated per-
sons; and added to this, I bad the misfortune to please the
1n : ‘
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eyo of the son, a young man of considerable more reﬁnement.

than his parents. He was Very urcrent in his attentions, did
my only chance of relief was in going away. Again my un-
cle’s letter fouid me'a home, the location being quite un-
known either to him or my late employers, Here it was I
et i:ny husband. .Yes, Willie, when I found the chance of
- securing love, safely, protection, I dared not reveal the truth.

‘Whe and what was g ? what the world called mé: a mur-

derer's daughter! aithough I never believed my father
guilty, Yes, you married me under a false name. I feared
. you would fly from me—that you would not link your fair,

~ pure name with such as mine. Now you know all, "

And Camille ceased. I went and knelt beside her, wait-
ing for Willie to give me a chance to give her my Iove and
sympathy ; both were hers then. :

‘Willie still held her clasped in his arms, and saying:

“0h, you did not know my heart, I would have loved
you more if possible, for your sorrow. I would have taken
you hefore the whole world! Why did you not trust me‘?
But even yet I know not what was your name.” -

“Camille Osborn,” she whispered.

“(sborn! Camille, speak again! Great Heaven! Can
itbe! Your father's name? Speak quick, child.”

“ Oliver Osborn,” she whispered. '

#Oh! Camille why did you not have confidence in your
hugband. Do you remember, a few weeks before our leaving
home, my being sent for to attend a dying man? And when
I returned home, and commenced telling you I had heard
a murderer’s dying confession, you grew terrified, and would
- not-let ne go on??” :

% Yes, yes,” she wh1spered

#That man was Mr. Lindell’s murderer. He confessed
having seen Mr, Lindell draw the money from the bank, and

—
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it was fo secure it that he had murdererd him. I immedi-
ately drew up in writing his statement, had it signed and
witnessed, and sent to the Governor of the State. Long be-
fore this your father is free, and probably hunting you. I
must write to your uncle and father immediately »

- #Thank God,” she whlspered but was too feeble to say
more,

On returning to my room, I went to-my desk to get a pa~
per for Willie to write. There I found a letter from How-
ard. In that he told me he loved me. He should return
in a few weeks, but I must answer his letter directly, and
give'him a few words of hope. * Two weeks had passed since
it came. During my illness it had been forgotten.

While I wag joyfully reading it over and over again, Kate

came up, saying: :

% Massa Howard Lindell down sf:au-s wants to see you
quick” '

I hurried down as fast as my feeble strength permitted,
to see him, He looked at me a moment, and then caunght me
in his arms.

“ Kate has told me how ill you have been,
hear losing you.

I was very

“ Only just now.”
# And your answer !

1 did not speal. My hand wag stﬂl in lus. Hs seomed

perfectly satisfied, ) ‘

“ Where is Camille and your brother? I have her father
out on the porch.. You shall hear all very soon, darling,
You will not be jealous 27 .

“No, noy not now. I do know all, “We all have heard.

- T must hasten and give her the blessed news.”

Father. and danghter were soon clasped in each other’s
arms.

I shall tale you under my own care very -
-soon, ShallT not? You got my letter ?” he sald

H
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Poor Camﬂle folt how much suffering her want of confi
‘dence in her husband had caused us all, and she had recexved
a hard lesson from it.

'We have been married many years. I never have been
troubled with illness caused by jealousy since ; my brother’s
wife and I being converts and firm believers in gecond
Tove, knowing full well that it brings pure and lasting happi-
ness {f accompanied by fall faith and perfect confidence.
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"AUNT HENRIETTA’S MISTAKE

BY FRANCES HENSHA'W BA])EN-

st Bofors thy sonl, ab this deep lodtery,
Draw forth her prize ordained by destiny,
Knroew that there’s no recanting o drsd cholce}
Choosae than disorestly.”

“ Herga-go! This is Valentine’s day, Oh, how I would-
like to get a Valentine! Did you ever geb one, aunty?”
said little Etta Mayfield. N

“ Yes, many of them, But not when I wasa child. In

‘my d y, children were children, You get a Valentmel 7
- Pm ¢'en a'most struck dumb with astonishment to hear you

think of'such things. Go, get your doll-baby, or your sam-
pler, and look on that. Saints of Mercy! It seems only
yesterday you were a baby in long clothes,” answered Miss
Hehrietta Mayfield, a spinster of uncertain age; but- the
folks in the village, who always knew everything, decl red‘,
ghe had not owned to a day over thirty-five for the lasiten
yoars, 'This, if true, was quite excusable, for Miss Henri-
etta’s little toilette glass reflected a bright, pleasant, a.nd

‘remarka.l:ﬂy youthful face,

“T'm almost seventeen, aunty, and T'm tired of bemg

. treated like a child,” said Bitta, with a pout of her zosy lips.

“Ten years to come will be plenty time enough for you

- . to think of such things. A Valentine, indeed! I'd like to
Xnow who is to send one to yon, or {0 any one else. There

are only three unmarried men in our village; which

them would you like for your Valentine: Jake Spikes the -
(181)
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blind fddler, Bill Bowen the deaf mail-boy, or Squire
Sloughman ?  If the Squire sends a Valentine, I rather
guess it will be to me. Oh, I forgot! There’s the hand-

some stranger that boarded last summer with Miss Plimp-

kins, I noticed him at chureh, Sunday., Come down to

make g little visit, and bring Miss Plimpkins a nice pres- -

ent ag’in, I guess He is mighty grateful to her for taking

such good dare of him while he was sick. A uncommon
handsome man. . But taint a bit likely he'll think of a baby

like you. He is a man old enough to know better—near
forty, likely. He was monstrous polite to me; always
finding the hymns, and passing his book to me. And.I
noticed Sunday he looked amazing pleasing at me., Land!
it’s ten o’clock, You’d better run over to the office and get
_ the paper. No, il go myself. I want to stop in the store,
to get some yarn and a little tea.” .
Miss Henrietta hurried off, and little Etta -pouted on and
murmured something about :
“People must have been dreadful slow and dull in
aunty’s young days,” and then her theughts wandered
that same handsome stmnger
She too had seen him in church on Sunday, and knew
well how the rosy blush mantled her fair face when she saw
the pleasant swmile she had hoped was for her. But she
might have known better, she thought; such a splendid
man would never think of her. She wonld be sure to die
an old maid, all on account of that dark-eyed stranger.
% Hag Bill got in with the mail? ” asked Miss Mayfield.
#Yes, Miss; here’s your paper what Bill brought, and
here is a letter or Valentine what Bill dido’t bring. It's
from 'the wlla.ge,” said the little old postmaster, w1th a
merry laugh. -
" Yes, no mmtakmg, it-was a Valentine, directed i in » fine
' manly hand to Miss Henrictta Mayfleld. ¢ From Squire
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Slonghman,” thought Miss Henrietta. " # Ha has spoken, or

rather written his hopes af last.”  Bub no, that was not his
handwriting. !

Miss Mayfield stepped o’ﬂt on the porch carefully opened

the envelope, and glanced hurriedly over the contents, and
then at the signature—Arthur Linton.

“ Well, well, who would have thought ?” said she ; “that
is the name of the handsome stranger! Just to think of
his really teking a liking to me. Stop! may be he is a
sharper from town, who bas heard of my having a little
property, and that’s what he s aftér. [l read lus Valentine

© over again:,

i

"% Do not think me presumptuous, dear mald in hawing
dared to write you. No longer ean T resist the continued
pleadings of my heart. I have loved you ever since your
gweet blue eyes, beaming with their pure loving light, met‘
my gaze. I have seized.the opportunity offered by St. Val-'
entmes day to speak and learn my fate, I will call this
evening and hear from your dear lips, if I shall be permlttecl

to try and teach your heart to love
y o d "« AryEUR Lxmow.”

« Well, truly that is beavtiful language. It is a long
dny since any body talked of my blue eyes. They were
blue ance, and I suppose are so still. Well, he writes as

" jf he meant it. DTl see him, and give him g little bit of -

encouragement. Perhaps that seeing some one else-after
me will make the Squire speak out. For six years he has
been following me. For what?. Ho has never said. T
like 8quire Slopghman—(his name should be Slowman,) Il
try and hasten him on with all the heart I've got left, The
most of it went to the bottom of the cruel ocean with my
poor sailor-boy. Ah! if it had not been for his sad end, I -
would not now be caring for any man, save my poor Willie.
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Bat it is a lonesome life T am living——an‘d it’s kind of natu-
. ral for & woman %o think kindly of some man; and the

Bquire is a real good fellow, and, to save me, I can’t help
wishing he would speak, and be done with it. -

“This Valentine may be for my good luck, after all”

Miss Henrietta's thoughts were swift now, planning for the
future; her feet kept pace with them, and before she knew
it, sho was at her own door.” :

“'Why, aunty, how handsome you do look ! your cheeks
are ag rosy as our apples,” said Etta,

“Is that such a rarity, you should make so much of it 77
answored Miss Henriotta.

“ No, indeed, aunty. I only hope I may ever be as good~
+ looking as you are always --I)ld you get your yarn and
: tea 77
“Land ! if T hain't forget them! You see, child, the
. wind is blowing rather fresh, and T was anxious to get
back,” she” answered her nicce ; but said to herself, # Hen-
rietta Mayfield, I am ashamed on you' to iet any man drive
your senses away.”
. “Noever mind, Ettie; you can go over and spend the after-
noon with Jessie Jones, and then get the things for me,”
she continued, glad of an excuse to got Ftta away.

Miss Henrietta was very particular with her toilet that

afternoon, and truly the result was encouraging, She was

satisfied that she was handsome still.

It was near dark when she saw the handsome stranger
ooming up the garden walk.

“ Did Miss Hentietta Mayﬁe]d receive a lotter from me
to-day ?” he asked.

“Yes, sir; walk in,” answered Miss Henrietta, who,
'although quite flurried, managed to appear quite caol.

“This perhaps may seem very precipitate in me, and I

have feared perhaps you might not laok with any favor on
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my suit. Do, dear lady, ease my fears Can I hope that in
time T may win the heart I am so anxious to secure ?”
# Ahem-—well, I cannob tell, sure. Yon know, sir, we

" have to know a person before we can love him. But I must
" gonfess I do feel very favorably inclined towards you.”

% Bless you, my dear friend ; I may call you so0 now, until~
1 claim a nearer, dearer title. If you are now kindly dis-

_ posed I feel sure of ultimate success. 1 feaved the diﬁ‘gr-

ence in our ages might be an ob}ectmn

“Ng, no; I do ot see why it need. Tt is well to have a
little advantage on one side or the other. But, my dear
friend, should you fail to secure the. aﬂ'echon, you will not .
think unkmdly of your friend.”

4% Noy only lab me have a fow weeks, with your continued
favor, and'I ask no more. Many, many thasks,” and seiz-
ing her hand, he pressed it to his lips.

“ Will you not now allow me to ses my fair Hennetta 27
hoe asked.

% Oh, T have been & little flurried, and did forget it was
quite dark. I’ll light the lamp in a minute.”

Etta’s sweet voice was now heard humming a song in the
next rooms, She had returned from her visit, and as Miss
Henrietta succeeded in lighting the lamp, her bright face
peeped in the door, and she said: .

% Aunty, Squire Sloughman is coming up the walk.”

“Bless her sweet face! There is my Henrietta now!
exclaimed the visitor, and before the shade was adjusted on
the lamp, she was alone. . The handsome stranger was in
the next room with—Etta ! '

A little scream, an exclamation' of surprise from Etta,
followed by the deep manly voice of Mr. Linton, saying :

« Doarest Henuetta, 1 have your sunt’s permxssmn to
win you, if T can)’

“Henriettal Littlo baby Etta! Sure enough that was

»
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 her name too,” 'What an idiot she had been !” thought
Henrietta the elder. “Oh! she hoped she had not exposed
her mistake! Maybe he had not understood her!®

But Squire Slonghman was waiting for some one to admit
him, and she had no more time to think over the recent con-
versation, or to determine whether or not Mr. Linton was
aware of her blunder,

Squire Sloughman was cordially welcomed, and after be-

ing seated a while, ohserved : .

“You have got a visitor, I ses,” pointing to the stranger’s.

hat lying on the table beside him,

“ Yes, Etta’s got company. The stranger that hoarded
at Miss Plimpking’ last summer, He sent Hita a Valen-
tine, and has now come himself,” returnod Miss Hem'ietta.

# A Valentine! what for?”

“To ask her to have him, surely. And I suppose he'll
be taking her off to town to live, pretty soon.”

“And you, what will you do? "It will be awful lonely
here for you,” said the Squire.-

- “Oh! he’s coming out now,” thbught Miss Henmetta. ‘
. And she gave him a better chance by her reply :

“Well, I don’t know that anybody cares for that. I
guess no one will run away with me.”

But she was disappointed; it came not, what she hoped
for, just then, Yet the Squire seemed very uneasy. At
length he said : ‘

%1 got a Valentine myself, to-day.”

#“You! What sort of aone? Comie, funny, or real in
- earnest?” asked Miss Henrietta, .

#“0Oh! thers is npothing fanny about _it——ﬂmt a bit of

langh; all cry.”

“Land! a erying Valentine}” i

“Yes, a baby,”

“Squire Sloughman!? said Miss Henrietta, w1th severe
dlgmby ‘ : -
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# Yes, my dear Miss Henrietta; I'il tell you all about it
You remember my niece, who treated me so shamefully by
running away and marrying. Well, poor girl, she died a
fow days ago, and left her baby for me, begging 1 would do
for her little girl as kindly as I did by its mother.”

% Shall you keep.it 7 ¥ asked Mise Henrietta.

“T can’t tell ; that will depend on some one else, I may

" have to send it off to the poor-house!”

% Il take it myself first,” said his listener,
¢ Not ae, my dear, without you take me toe. Hey, what

‘say you, now ? I tell you, I’ve a notion to be kind and good

to this little one; but a man wiust have some one to help
him do right. Now it depends on you to help me be a bet-
ter or a worse man. 1've been thinking of you for a half-
dozen years past, but I thought your whole heart was in
little Etta, and maybe you wouldn’t take me, ‘and I did not -
like to deal with uncertainties. Now Etta’s provided for
with a Valentine, I'm here offering myself and my Valen- '
tine to you. Say Yeg, or No; I'm in a hurry now.”

«Pity but you had been 86" years ago,”’ thought Miss
Henrietta ; but she said:

# Squire Sloughman, T think it the doty of every Chris-
tian fo do all the good .she can. 8o, for that cause, and
charity towards the helpless little mfant I consent to—m
become—*

¢ Mrs. Sloughwoman—-man I mean,” said the delighted
Squire, springing up and imprinting a kiss on Miss Henri-
etta’s lips.

 Sloughwoman indeed! I'll not be siow in iettmg you
Inow I think you'are very hasty in your demonstrations,
Wait vntil I give you leave,” said the happy spinster,

“T have waited long ehough. And now, my dear, do yon

- hurry on to do your Christian duty ; remembering particu-

larly the helpless little infant needing your care,” said the
Squire, & little mischievonsly. o
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Miss Henrletta. never knew whether-her mistake ba.d
been discovered. She did not try to find out.

In a short time there was a double wedding in the vil-
lage. The brides, Aunt Henrietta and little Etta, equally
sharing the admiration of the guests.

Mzs, Sloughman admitted to berself, after all, it was the
Valentine that brought the Squire out. And she is often
heard to say that she had fully proved the truth of the old
saying, “It's an ill wind that blows nobody good.”

1

 PALSE AND TRUE LOVE.

BY FRANCES EEI‘TSHA.W BADER.

- #%Thongh round her playful ligs ghould glitter

Hent lightnings of a girlish scorn,

Harmless they are, for nothing bitter
In that dear heart was éver bora}

That merry heart that cannot lie

Within ita warm nest quietly,

Baut ever from the full dark eve’
18 labking kindly aight snd morn.”

~#My son, I do not believe Valeria Fairleigh has ever a’
serious thought; nothing beyond the present enjoyment,

or deeper than the devising of a becoming atfire for some
approaching dance or festive occasion. Believe me, she is
not the girl for a minister’s wife. You have chosen as your
vocation the work of (tod; in this you should be sustained -
by your wife : one who would enter into your labor with en-
ergy of mind and body. She should have a heart o sympa-~
thize not only with hér husband, but his charge. I tell you,

. David, 2 man’s success and popylarity in his ministry de-.

pends very much on the woman that he has chosen to be his
helpmate. Had your mother been other than she is, I truly
think X should have sunk under the many trials during the
years of my work.”

« But, father, if report apeaks truly, my mother was nota
very sedate maiden. I have heard many a tale of her wild -

days, Pardon me, but I do not think you are judging Miss -

Fairleigh with your usual benevolence and charity. 1know
she is a very gay, fan-loving girl, but I believe she bas a’
warm, true heart. I have never known lierto do 2 heart~
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Iess action, or turn a coId ear on any needing her sympa-
thy b .
“ Lovers are prone, to see only the good and beautifal,”
replied his father. “Of course, my son, I do not wish or
expect to decide this matter for you ; only to influence you,
for your happiness. Will you promise me this much: do
not commit yourself until you have seen more of Valeria and
in some degree fest her worth.. How is it that 2 man of

" such deep thought, hard stndy, and so earnest and devoted
to his work, should place his affections on one so very dis-
similar ? - It is very strange to me, particularly as in the
game house is her cousin, Miss Bland— just the woman for
you. A well cultivated, thoroughly disciplined mind, with

- great energy and industry. You know well, of charities
her name is always among the first; ready with time and
money to help in good ‘works, Why could you not have
loved her? 'Why did your heart wander from the right ? »
#0Oh, father! you ask why the heart wanders! J know
-too truly love cannot be tutéred; but will drag away the
heart—often against our better judgment, and wander with

it where it will-—sometimes dropping on the bosom of a
calmly gliding river; again amid the turbulent'wavesof a . -

dark and stormy sea. Feaven grant that this last may not
be the fate of mine. The true reason, however, that I be-
came attached to Miss Fairleigh I think is this: I wasso’
“accustomed to, so tired of dignified, sedate and ¢ well-disci-
,pﬁnéd’ young ladies, who always put on church behavior

- and talk only of church matters when the minister is near,

-that when I met her she was so different,’such a bright,
’"’merry, ehlld of nature, I was charmed l—yes, I may say, re-
‘ 'freshed, rested. After the many sad and trying duties of
" owir. calling, father, we need some one like Vallie Fairleigh
%o ca]l forth a reaction of the mind. But you shall have

. ‘the promise. I will not advance a step further until I know

her better,”

.
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A few days after this conversation David Carlton was sit-
ting in his study, when his father entered, saying:

- %David, T have a letter from home, hastening my return.
Ho I shall have to cubt my visit a little short. T would go
away much happier, if my mind was relieved abount Miss '
Fairleigh. I wish I could think her worthy of the position
you would place her in. I have noticed you much since our -
conversation on that subject, and I am sure you are much
attached to her. I have an idea to put her to a fest, not
only concérning her better feelings, but to prove the amount
of influence you have over her,

#TListen: This evening is appointed for the meet:ng to
reise funds and make arrangements relative to sending out
a missionary to the- Indians, There has (you tell -
me) been but little interest awakened among your people on
this subject. Now, if you can induce the young folks to
take hold of this, it will be all right. This is also the even~
ing of Monsieur Costollo’s Grand Masquerade and the opera

of Maritana. I called on Mrs. Fairleigh about an hour ago, - v

The ladies were discussing these amusements, Miss Bland
is very anxious to ses that particular opera, and was trying
to persuade Valeria to go with ber, Mrs, Fairleigh posi-
tively forbade the ball ; so when I left the arrangement was, -
Miss Bland, Mrs. Fairleigh and the gentlomen were going

~ to enjoy the music, and Valeria is to remain home ; but I
- very much fear ¢kts she will not do, Now, David, go and
" ask her to accompany you—urge her; tell her how much

good her influence might exert, and so on. If she consents,
I'bave not another word to say about your loving, wooing
and marrying her, if you can. Should she not consent, then’

ask Miss Bland. I know how, anxions she is to see Mari-

~ tana. Now try if she will resign this pleasure for the sake

of doing good. Of course you must ot let her know you
have previously asked her cousin.. Will you do it? . It can -
do no harm, and may be productive of mu{,h good.” ’
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¥ Yes, father, T will put her to the fest, But I will not '
promise that the issue shall decide my future course, I -

shall be grieved and mortified if she does not consent, but
not without hope. I know she is good, and we will find it
yﬁt B

An ‘hour more found David Carlton awaiting in the ‘

- drawing-room the coming of Valeria.
Fortune favored him thus far.

“Miss Bland and Miss Fairlei gh were out, but would be

back soon. Miss Valeria was in,” answered the servant to
hls inquiry, “If the ladies were home ?*

In a few moments she came in smiling brightly, and
gaying :

“F am really glad to see you again, Mr. Carlton, for
mamma and Julis said I bad quite horrified you with my
nonsense the last evening you were here. Indeed, you
‘must excuse me, but I eannot possibly don dignity and re-
" gerve. Jule can do enough of that for both, and I think it
is far better to Iaugh than be sighing.”

“Indeed, I have never seen anything to disapprove of.
T could not expect or wish to see the young and happy,
either affecting, or really possessing the gravity of maturer
years. My absence has no conneetion whatever with the
events of that egening. I have been devoting my spare
time to my father. This is his last evening with me. I
came round to ask a favor of you. We are very anxious,

to get up some interest for the mission to——, and father .

thinks if the young folks of the church would aid us, it
_would be all right.  Will you go with us?” answered David,
A look of deep regret, the first he had ever seen, was in
" the eyes of Valeria, when she answered :
-# You will have to excuse me, I Liave an engagement for

the evening. I am really sorry, I would like to oblige .

you” Then breaking into a merry laugh, she said :

FALSE AND TRUE LOVE. 193

“Jule will go,—ask her. She dotes on missions—both
foreign and home, and all sorts of Charity meetings. She’
bas money too, I’ve spent every cent of mine this month
already, besides ail I could borrow. Yes, ask her, I know
she will, and give too. I should be sure to go to sleep or
get to plotting some sort of mischief against my nearest
neighbor, I could do you no good, Mr. Carlton,”

% Valerial exeuse me, Miss Fairleigh— will you be
serious and listen to me, one moment ?

‘He urged, but in vain. Not even when his voice sank

‘to low soft tones and with pleading eyes, he whlspered

& Go for my sake,” ‘would she consent.

“ At least tell me where you are going 7" he asked.

%1 am going to ——. No, I dare not tell. Ma and
Jule would not approve, and even dear good papa, might
censure, if he knew. it. Here they come! Julia, Mr
Carlton is waiting to see you.” '

“ Well Da\nd, you have failed! Your countenance is '

very expressive.

“ Tven so, sir—Miss Falrlelgh not only dechned bat I
greatly fear she is going to the ball against her parents’
wishes, If this be so, I must try to couquer this love.
The girl who sets at naught the will of her kind, Ioving
parents—acting secretly agamsb their wmhes——woald not, I

. am sure, prove a good wife,”

“Well spoken, my son. How about Miss Bland?*

“Of course she is going, We are to call for her.”

“ A good girl—resigning pleasure to duty., A rave good
girl”? )
~ % Apparently so, sir ;. but, indeed, I am impressed with
the idea there is aomaﬂung hidden about her. She does

‘nat seem natura] ? replied.David,

Father and son had just arrived at Mr. Fairleigh’s when
the door op&ned to admit a middle-aged, poorly-clad
12
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woman. Showing them into the dzawing-room, the ser-
vant closed the door. Very soon after. seating themselves
they heard the voice of Miss Bland in a very excited tone.
. “My brother! How dare you ask me of him?”

%I dare for my child’s sake, She is ill—perhaps dying.”

“What is that to him or me? I told you and her I
- would have nothing more to do with_either, since her name
became go shamefully connected with my brother’s, "Will
you be kind enough to relieve ma of your presence?”,

« My daughter is 2s pure as you. Her child, and your
brother’s, is suffering from want. Will you pay me, at
lenst, for our last work-—the dress you have on 2%

“ How such 7” wag asked; in a shs.rp, quick veice,

“TFive dollaxs.”

« Qutrageous ! No, I will not pay that. Here aro three
dollavs. G, and never let me hear of you again.”

« Julia Bland, I wish the world knew you as I do, You
" will grind to the earth your sister-woman, and give liber-
ally where it will be known and said, “How charitable—
how ‘good !’ 1 say how hard—hearted—-—how deceitful 1 ?
gaid the woman, in bitter tones.

“Go!” came forth, in a voice quivering with rage..

Soon the hall-door told the departure of the unwelcome
guest,
~ Looks of amazement, beyond descmpmon, passed be-

‘tween the reverend gentlemen.

At length the younger one said:

« She does not know of our arrival. I will go into the
hall and touch the bell.” :

#Oh! excuse me, sir. I thought Miss Bland was in the
drawing-room. I will tell her-now,” said the servant. .

_Could this gentle, dignified woman be the same whose -

harah hard tones were still lingering in their ears ?
Impossible ! thought the elder man.- Surely he must be
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in a dreadful, dreadful dream. Not so David: he clearly
understood it all, and felt truly thankfal that the blunder- -
ing servant had enabled him to get this «peep behind the

" seenes.”

The meeting was over, and they were just lea\flng ‘the
church when : u

# Please, sir, tell me where I can find the preacher or
doctor—and I’ve forgot which—maybe both. They fright-
ened me so, when they hurried me off!” said a boy, run--
ning up to them:

“ Here, my lad—what is it 77

# Mr, Preacher, please come with me. There is a young
woman very ill-maybe dying. They sent me for some-
body, and I can’t remember ; bud please run, sir1”

41 will go. Exense me, Miss Bland; father will fake
charge of yon.”

And he followed, Wlth hasty steps, the mnnmg boy.

¢ Here, sir,—this is the house. Go in, sir, please | ¥

¢ Now, my lad, run gver to Dr. Lenord’s. office—he is in
—and ask him o come. So, one or the other of us will be
the right one.’

David Carlton entered treading noiselessly along the
passage, until he had reached a door slightly open. Glanc-
ing in to be sure he was right, he beheld lying—apparently,
almost dying,—a young woman. Beside the bed, kneeling
with upraised head and clasped hands, was a strangely
famitiar form. Then came forth a sweet voice, pleading to
the; thrane of Mercy for the sufferer. He gazed, spell-
bound, for a moment. Then slowly and softly hie retraced
his steps to the door. Then he almost flew along the
streets until he reached Mr. Fairleigh’s, just as his father
and Miss Bland were ascending the steps. Seizing:the
former very unceremoniously, he said: ) :

“Come, father, with me quickly—you are wanted.”
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In a few momenta more, before the- boy had returned

‘with the physician, they stood again ab the door of the sick

room, [lavid whispered ¢
% Look there ! listen ! ”

“ Be still, Mary dear! Do not worry. I shall not judge’
you wrongfully. How dare I? We are «ll so sinful.”

~ That you are suffering and in need is all the knowledge I
" want” '

“Oh where is Wﬂham‘? Why does he mnot come?
Why not speak and acknowledge his wife and child ?
Now that I am dymg, he might! Oh, where is he?
Why will not God send him to me ?” moaned the sick
girl,

#God i3 love, Mary. He does not willingly afflict or
-chastise usi  Try to say, ¢ Thy will be done !’

“ But, dear, do not be so desponding. I know you are
very sick ; but.I think it more your mind than bodily ill-
mess. Try to bear up. Pray God to spare you for your
baby’s sake,” softIy said the comforter.

“ Father, you go in and see if you can help her I will
await you outside,” whispered David.

A slight knock at the door amused the kneelmg girl,
who approached and said :

% (lome in, Doector ! Why, M. Carlton I—1 was expect-
ing the doctor. This poor girl is very sick; she fainted
awhile ago. "I was very much alarmed and: sent a boy for

- a physician. She is somewhat better now. Come-in, you
may soothe her mind, and posmbly do her more good than
the medical man.”

- “Miss Fuirleigh? Is it possible I find you here? I
thought you were at the masquerade.” .

“ Heaven bloss her, sir,” said a woman arising from a
seat beside the sufferor, whom Mr. Carlton recognized as
the person le had seen enter Mr, Fairleigh’s a few hours
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‘before. “ But for her care, wo should have suffered beyond

endurance. She has comforted mind and body. Yes, when
evil tongues whispered of shame ! her pure heart did not
fear, or shrink from us.” When employers and friends de-
serted and condemned, she staid by and consoled.”

“Hush! She has fainted again. Oh! Why does not
the doctor come 7”7 said Valeria, ‘

“Thank Heaven! Here he is now.”

Mr, Carlton approached the physician (an old acquam-

“tance,) and explained to him as well as he could the

trouble. The kind-hearted doctor raised the poor, thin
hand, felt the feeble pulse, and turning, ansmred the anx-
ious, inquiring looks bent on him:

%1t is only a swoon ; yet she is very weak, However, I
think we will bring her round all right in a little while.”

“ Indeed, she is an honest girl, Doctor, although appear-

. ances are against her now,” said the mother. # Her hus-

band left her before she was taken ill, to remain a short
time with his sick uncle. Mr. Bland was fearful of offend-
ing his aged relative, and so kept his marriage concealed,
She had a few letters when he first loft, but, for near two
months, not a word have we heard. I fear heisill. She
has grown dreadfully depressed since the birth of her babe,
The suspicion resting on her, is killing her.”

The' suffiring girl was showing signs of returning con-

sciousness. Then a guick step was heard in the entry.

She starfed up and cried out:
“Willie is come! Thank God,” and sank back almoat
lifeless.
W, Bland, for truly it was so, rushed forward and drop-
ped on his knees beside the bed, saying:
. “How is this? Why have you not answered wy. Iet-

ters? Doctor save her!”
Advaucing, the doctor raised her head gently and gave .

her a little wine, saying: -

'
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¢ 8peak to her, reassure her; that is all she needs' now.”

“Listen, Mary love, dear wife, and mother!” he whis-
pered in astonishment, as Valeria held before him the little
sleeping babg, while a flush of paternal pride passed over
his fine face. * There is no more need of silence, I am freo
and proud to claim you, darling. Uncle knows all, and bids
me bring you to him. He was very ill. * I nursed him and
bis life was spared., The fatigue, and more than all the
worry of mind about you, brought on a severo nervous fe-

ver. I have been very ill. Julia knew it. Did you nof

hear? In my ravings I told efl. Unecle has changed
much since his recovery. He is no Jonger ambitious, ex-

cept for my happiness, and is now waiting to welcome you”

The wonderful medicine had been administered, and
already the happy effects were apparent,

With her hand clasped in her husband’s she was slum-
+ bering peacefully, while & smile" of sweet contont lingered
on the pale face. )

The ddetor soon bade adien, saying: ' :

“1 see I shall not be needed any longer She wilt T?e_l:ﬁn

goon be strong again®
« Miss Fairleigh, I am awaiting your pleasure. Are you
to return to your home to-night ?” asked Mr. Carlton.
“0l, yes. Bridget promised to come for me, but I must
get back before mamma and Julia; yet I forget there is no
further need of concealment, I am so very glad! I will be
over in the morning. Good-night.”
~ ¢ God bless you Vallie! you have been & ministering an-
gel to my loved ones. You can tell Julia I have returned
and am with my wife, I fear my sister has acted very
wickedly in this matter. I have written many times and

. received no answer. Some one, for whom they were . not

* intended, got those letters. Perhaps I judge her hastﬂy
- Good-night,” said William Bland, | .
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Vallie, accompanied hy Mr. Carlton, was soon on her way
home. They had gone but a short distance when they .
were joined by David.

“Why, Mr. Carlton ! how strange to meet you, when I
was just thinking of you, and on the eve of asking’ your fa- B
ther, to tell you I was not at the ball this evening. I was
so sorry I could not explain when you asked me. Your fa~
ther will tell you all, I know. You thought me very wicked
and wilful,” said Vallie,

David clasped the little hand held out to greet him, and
whispered ;

“With your permission’ I will come to-morrow, and teil
you what I did think and do still.”

Bidding her good night at her father’s door, David lin-"
gered a nmoment, to catch the low answer to his repea.ted
guestion, “shall I come?? -

Fervently thanking God, for the happy termination of .
the evening, he hastened to overtake his fa.ther———and sald

“ Well father 27 »
“Weil David}! Fery Well. -Go shead Da\nd, win her,

if you can] She is a rare, good girl.”

# Which one, sic 77 .
. % (Come, come ! David, I am completely bewildered bv

this evening’s discoveries. Do not bear oo hard on’ niie; for
falling into & common error—mistaking the apparent for
the #eal.. This night has proved a test farmore thorough
‘than I imagined it possibly could, You may safely abide
by the issue and never fear the stormy sea,” answered his

father.

A few months more and Vallio Fairleigh's merry voice
and ssveet smile resounds through, and brightens the minis-
ter’s home.

David Carlton stands to-day, among the best:loved and
most popular of the clergy. Attributable most likely to his
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“apife's influence” (his father says.) - I well know she has
soothed many an aching heart, cheered the long, weary
hours of the sick room, won the young from the path of evil,
and mow numberlegs prayers are ascending and begging
God's blessing on the “ minister’s wife.”

IN THE HOSPITAL.

Ix the autumm of 1862 my time was constantly employed
in the various hospitals of Washington. At this period of
our struggle the Sanitary Commission was in its infancy,
and all attentions of the kind ladies were joyfully received

by surgeons and nurses, as well as by our noble, suffering -

boys. Immediately after the wounded from the second
battle of Bull Run were assigned to the different wards in
the various hospitals, I was going my rounds in the % Doug-
las,” and after bestowing the wines, jellies, custards, and

* books to my old friends, I began to look up the new pa-

tients.
“ Sigter,” T said to the kind Sister of Merey, Whose sweet,

i)atlent and motherly face was bending over a soldier to -

speak her words of comfort, “are there any Massachusetts
boys in the new arrivals 27

% No, dear; I think not, in this ward.” Then she- bent
Jower to catch the whisper from her patient, and he pointed
to the card at the head of his little bed. . She lookéd, and
answered again, “Ch! yes, here isone ; Paul Ashton, lﬁth

- Mass,, Co. B”
I approaehed the bed,-and saw one of the noblest faces I T
- had ever beheld, but not that of a Northern boy, I thought;

so proud and dark—no, a trus Southern face.
% You from Massachusetts ?” T exclaimed.
A wan smile played arcund his pale lips for a moment.
He saw my surprise, and answered :°
(201)
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« No, from Mississippi; but in that regiment ; * —pbint-
ing again to the little card.

Here was a mystery, and one I could not solve just
then. He was too weak fo converse, but I made up my
mind to devote myself to Panl Ashton from that time until
e was convalescent, or, if God's will, relieved from his suf-
ferings. After sitting by his side until the attendant came
. to dress his wounds, I bade him good night, and promlsed
to see him in the morning.

On my way out I met Dr. B. God bless him! for his.

Kindness to onr boys. No woman ever was more gentle and
patient. “Doctor,” 1 exclaimed, as he was hurrying by,
% gtop -and tell me, how is Ashton wounded ¥ is he very ili?
will he die 7 * . ‘

# Ah, Mrs. H., three questmus in one breath, Yes, helis
* very ill. 'Three wounds in the right side and shoulder,
which are draining his life away. I fear he must die. Is
he one of your boys? Do all you can for him.”

“May I7” I replied. -

% Yeg, my dear Madam ; and try to keep up his spivits,
I give you leave, Tell Smter L.  He is a noble fellow—I
am deeply interested in him.”

The next day found me much earlier than nsual at the
‘hospital. . To my great pleasure I found that Ashton had
rested well, and was much easier than any one expected he
. would be. e smiled and put out his hand when I ap.
.. proached his bed, and motioned me to be seated. Affer
" talking to him a few moments, I found him looking at me
very intently, ahd soon he %aid: '
" 4% Are you from the Bay State ?”
" I replied % Oh, no, I am a Southern woman. Iam from

" Virginia.”
“T thought you did not look or speak like a Northern or -
Eastern lady., Then why are you interested in our boys ?.

Azre you with us in feeling 7 Can you be a Union lady 77

peosic
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“Yes, my boy, T am with you hand and heart. ¥ cannot
fight, but I can feed, comfort aud cheer you, Yes, I am
# Southern woman and a slaveholder. Now I see you open
your eyes with wonder ; but believe me, there are many like
me, true, loyal woman m_the Bouth ; but my particular in-

terest in our regiments is, my father is a native of Boston ;7

but T love all our brave boys just the same,”
A look of much interest was in his face, which I was ee

‘glad to see, being so different from the total apathy of the

day before.
“You are the first lady from Virginia that I have met

who was not very bitter against.us Yankees—it is really -

amusing to be called so, to a Mississippi man. Do you not
feel a sympathy for the South ?° Your interest is with them,
You against your State and T mine—we cértainly are kin-
dred spirits,” he smilingly szid. “ We think and feel
alike. It is not politics but religion my mother always
taught me. Love God first and best, then my country, and
I have followed her precepfs, at a very great sacrifice, too.
Sometimes in my dreams I.see her looking appronngly and
blessing me.””

# Your mother, where is she ? #

He pointed up, and said :

“ Father, mother, both gone, T hope and trust to Heaven,

. X am slone—yes, yes, all alone now.”

1 wonld not let him talk any more, and ﬁndmg oub from
the attendant what he mast relmhed I prommed to see him
the next day.

I saw him alnost every day for a fortnight. He grew

1o worse, but very little, if ady, better On one gceasion -

Doctor B. said:
“I do nob know what to make of Ashton. He ought to

1mpt0ve much faster. My dear Madam, sef your womar\’

wits at wark ; perbaps we muy find a cure.”

e 2y
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#T have beenr thinking I would try to gain his confi-.
dence. I know he has a hidden sorrow. - I must for his -

gake probe the wound ; but I faney itis in the hearb ”.

During my next visit I daid:

“ I wish you would tell me something of your life; how
you came to enter the army ; and indeed all you will of
your Scuthern home.”

“ His face flushed, and he replied :

“No, I can not. Why should you want to know.

'Then he stopped, hesitated, and said :

%1 beg your pardon. You have been so kind to me, it is
. due I should comply; but not now; to-morrow; I must

" have time to consider and compose my mind. To-morrow,
please God, if I am living, I will tell you ; and you will see
that I have a severer wound than good Doctor B. knows of
-—one he cannot use his skilful hand upon.”

# Well, thank you--I would rather wait until to-morrow.
T am anxious to get home early this afternoon.”

“On reaching his cot the mext day, I saw Ashton was
calm, but very pale. T said: :

¥ Do not exert yourself this mornmg I can wait.”

#No ;- sit nearer and I will tell you all.”

&1 gwe it to you, dear reader, as he gave it to me:

¢ T told you I was by birth'a Mississippian. -
was fiom Boston; the danghter of a wealthy
who, failing in his business, seon fell in ili health agd
leaving his wife and two daughters almost entlrely et

Mother, the youngest, was always very fragile, and havmg‘ ‘

been reared in luxyiry; was poorly calculated for a life of ™

" trial and poverty.™ However, she was urged by a wealthy
- Southern planter to return with him to his home, and take

" the position of governess to his little danghters ; her friends
all approving of this offer, knowing that a Southern climate
. wonld Improve her héalth; so she hecamer the inmate of

;
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Col. Ashton’s family, and soon was beloved by the father
and mother, as well as her pupils. I have heard that
neither the Colonel nor his wife could bear her out of their
sight. She had been with them nearly a year, when the
young son and heir, Edgar Ashton, returned from his col-
lege. He soon tllowed the rest, and was deeply in love
with the governess, My mother was very beautiful, pos- -
sessing so much gentleness, with such a merey disposition,
that I have heard them say that grandfather used to call
her his Snnshine. The negroes said that she had & charm
to make all she looked upon love her. But when the son,
their pride, declared his intention of making May Everett
his wife, it was met with a decided objection by both
parents. Impossible! marry a Northern teacher! he, the
son of Col. Ashton—the heir of Ashton manor I preposter-
ous! My mother then prepared to bid adien to them and
return fo her home, never for a moment listening to the
repeated petitions of her lover to marry him, She would
not go inte a family where she was not welcome. Her
high-toned principles- won for her additional love and re-
spect. And when the hour of parting came, the: old
Colonel opened his arms, and drew her to his heart, and
exclaimed :
“¢ Wite, we cannot give her up. Weleome your daugh-
ter.! : . :
% My mother, however, went home; but with the under-_
standing that she would return in a few weeks—as the wifs
of their son. 4

“ In two months, she was again with them and never a
happier household! In the second year of thear marriage,
I was sent to them, My grandparents made almost an idol
of me, and from grandfather I used fo hear of his father’s
adventures in the Revolution. He inspired me with a de-

* votion to his country which was fostered by my mother.
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When I was sixteen, my father was thrown from his horse
and brought -home to us insensible, and lived with us but a
fow hours. My mother's health, naturally very delicate,
sank under this great affliction. She lived only alyear
afterwards, and I was left to comfort my grandparents,
now quite advanced in years. They would not hear of my
going away again to school, and engaged a private tutor—a
young gentleman, a graduate of Yale.. I had been under
Mr. Huntington’s instraetion four years. - When the coun-

try began to be convulsed with the whispers of secessiony—

one State after another passing that miserablé ordinance,—
my grandfather said :

* “¢Paual, my boy, if Mississippi goes ouf, I shall go too,
~mot only out of the Union, but out of this world of sor-
‘row and trouble. I cannot live. I have felt my tie fo
earth loosening very fast since your grandmother left me,

and I feel I cannot live any longer if my State shall be

olassed with traitors.’
. “I.have failed to tell you grandmother died in my
eighteenth year. Mr. Huntington, feeling sure of what
was coming, left us for his home in Medford, never for one
moment expressing o us any views on the subjeet now en-
. grossing all minds; and, when parting with him, I whis-
pered, ‘If it comes, I am for my country! Look for me
North within a few weeks”! It did come, as you know;
and when one of my aunts—now both mérried—ran laugh-
imgly in, with a blue cockade pinned on her shoulders, ex-
claiming :
¢ Rather, we are out !’

“ $he stopped in horror, and looked upon the calm, cold

face. But the spirit had fled. We know not if he had
hoard or not, but I trust he had passed to perfoct peace

before his heart had been so sorely tried. -
“ Next to our plantatlon was the estate of one of the
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oldest, wealthiest, and proudest families of the State. The
daughter and I had grown up together, and T loved her
more than all and everything else on eath, Her brother -
and I were very intimate,—both having no brother, we
were everythiﬂg to each other. Ie had mounted the Pal-
metto badge, and was all for war. My mind was no longer
wavering, since my grandfather’s death. I w;a.s going up
North, and, after a short visit to my mother's sister—theo
wife of a very influential and patriotic man in Boston—[
would offer myself to my Government. Now you will
know my sorrow.

T had expected to meet oppomtlon, entreaties, re~ -
proaches, and everything of that sort. So, preparing my-
self as well as I could, I rode over to bid my idol good-bye.

« T met Harry first, and telling him I was going North,

_to leave fortuns, fiends, and everything for my country.

%4 What, Paul, desert your State in her hour of need ?
Never! You, a Southern man? Your intereats, your
Lonor, are with us.’

“ Much passed between us; when he, laughingly, said:

“¢Go in and see sister; she will talk you out of this -
whim.? '
. T cannot tell you how she first coaxed, then argued,
then chided me with not loving her, and then came—ch,
such contempt! You have no idea of the trial to me.
She talked as only a Southern girl talks—so proud, so un-
yielding. And when I said :

¢ Let us part at least friends. Say God bless me, for
the sake of the past!’

#iNo, she said, ‘no friend: With a traitor to his
Btate, or a coward,~mno, I will never say God bless you!
and never do you take my name ou your lips from this day.
I would die of shame to have it known that I was ever
loved by an Arnold! Go! leave me; and if you raise
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~ your arm against the South, I hope you may not live to
feel the shame which will follow you?

“1 met Harry again on the lawn, and he exclaimed +

i Good-bye, Paul, (tive us your hand. You are hon-
est, and will sacrifice everything, T see; but you are all
“wrong. Geod bless you!’ :

And he threw his arms round me, and so T left them.
%1 cannot tell you how I suffered. It seems as if I have
lived a century since then. Did I not know the unbounded
. pride of a Southern girl, I should doubt her ever loving me.
I have never mentioned her name since that day, and
never shall, Now, my friend, you see I have littls to live
for. Soon after my arriving in Boston, the 16th was form~
ing. I enlisted, to the horror of my aunt, as a private.
My friend wonld have procured me a commission, but I
preferred to go in the ranks and work my way up if I lived,
. and here is my commission, received after you left yester-
day. I brought my colonel off the field, and was woupded
when I went to get him.—It is a first Heutenant’s; but T
fear I shall never wear my straps.”

“Yes, you will. You are getting better slowly, but
" surely; and, my friend, you must cheer up,—believe ‘He
"doeth all things well’—have faith-—live for your country.
I feel that all mli be well w1th you yet. Hope on, hope
over? .

I went and saw Dr. B.; told him. it was as ¥ had
thought.

. %A wound that we cannot curs, Doctor.”

I gave him an idea of the trouble and left. .

. I had become so much interested in Ashton that I had
almost ceased my visits to the other hospitals, except an oc-
casional one to the © Armory Square,” where I had  fow
friends, I thought ¥ would go over and miake & visit there
this aﬂsemoon. ' :
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I went into ward C, and, after seeing how well my boys
were getting on, 1 inquired afier the lady nurse, Mrs. A,
a widow lady, to whom I had become much attached for
her devotion to the soldiers.

“She has gone home to recruit her health; has been
away ten days; she left the day after you were here last,”
replied one of the boys. “But we have, just think, in her
place a lady from the South—Miss or Mis,, indeed I do not;
know which, for I have never heard her spoken of other
than Emma Mason—But here she comes.” )

I had time to look at her for several moments before she
came to the patient I was sitting by. She might be soven-

‘teen or twenty-seven, I could not tell. She was dressed in

the deepest black—her hair drawn tightly back from her
face, and almost entirely covered by a black net. Her
complexion was a clear olive, but so very pale. Every fea~
ture was very heauntiful, but her greatest attraction was her
large, dark blue eyes, shaded by long black lashes. She
came up smiling sweetly on the wounded boy, and said :

“ Yon are looking qmte bnght Willie; you have a
friend, T see, with you.”

I was then introduced‘tec Emma Mason., When she

- smiled she looked very young. I thought her as beautiful
-a girl a3 T had ever seen; but ina few seconds the smile
" passed off, and there came a look of sorrow—a yearning,

eager gaze—which made her look very much older. I went
round with her to visit the different patients, telling her of
my great interest in the soldiers, and trying to win her
confidence. I was very anxious to know something of her
history, but I could gain nothmg, and, giving it ap in
despair, I bade her, good evening, and was leaving the ward
when she called me and said :

“Will you be kind enough to notice among the soldiers

13
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you may meet from Boston, and if you find this name let
me know immediately.”

1 took the card and rewd Paul Ashton, 16th Mass. Vol
I started and was about telling herwhere he was, when I
was atopped by séeing the deathly pallor of her face.

# 8he said, scarcely above a whisper:

¢ Tg he living 27

T said T was only about to tell you I felt sure T could
hear of him, as I knew many of that regiment. I felt
that I must nof tell hm then. I must find out move of her
first.

She Jooked dlsappmnted and said : :

«I heard that regiment was in the last battle, Have
you sggn any since that fime? Iam deeply interested in
that soldier; he was my only brother’s- most intimate
friend.”

1 told her I should go the next d'w, probably, to the
% Douglas,” and if 1 had any tidings I would let her know.
And so I left hér, anxious to be alone, to think over and
plan sbout this new development in Ashion’s history.
‘Who was shie? Could she be his lost love ? "Impossible !
Thls nurse in & Union hospital!. No, never. She must be
‘down in her Southern howe. What should Ido? Go tell
Ashton ?  No, that would not do yet. So I worried about
it, and ab last I decided I would sleep on it, and my mind
would be clearer for action in the morning.

I could not divert my mind from the idea that it must -

be the girl whose name I had never heard.

Next morning my mind was made up. I went over to
see Ashton ; found him in poorer spirits than ever. I saf
down and trled to cheer him up. He said:

«] feel more miserable this Lnommg than ever in my life
before. I have a furlough for thirty days, but-I do not care
tn take it. Tam as well here as anywhere,”

‘him.
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I said I have often found that the darkest hours are
miany times followed by the brightest. Cheer up. I feel
ag if you would have some comfort before long, and see.
‘Why, here you have a bouquet with go many ¢ heart eases’
in it. Heaven grant it may be a token of coming ease and
happiness. Who gave these to you 7 It is rarely we see
them at this season.’ -

« Sister L. gave them to me ; they came from the green-
house.”

1 told him T shoul& see him again that afternoon, and
taking .my leave, went over to see the nurse at the armory.
She came quickly forward to see me and said :

@ Have you any news—"

] have heard of him; he was in the battle and very ge-
verely wounded, but hvmg Wheu my friend last heard of
»

 “When was that? Where is he 77 she exclalmed hur-
rledly “ You know more, I can see ; please tell me.’

T angwered her:

“ 1 will tell you a‘ll but T must beg of you a tittle confi-
dence in return. I saw him myself, and helped to nurse -
him—was very much interested in him; he was terribly
Ml and is now very, very weak—his recovery doubtful. He
has told me wuch of his past life. Now will you not tell
me what he is to'you ? for I see you are deeply moved.” '

« Did he tell you anything of the girl who drove him off
without a kind word—heaping™ upon him reproaches and
wounding his noble heart to the core ? If he did, it was L
Oh!-how T have suffered since! Even when I accused him
of cowardice and’ treachery, in my heart T was proud of

him.  Oh, tell me where he js, that I may go to him, I

have been lookmg for him every moment since the battle.
Take e, please ? 7
“ Mg is at the “ Douglas,” but very sick ; I saw him not
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two hours g0, I fear any sudden shock, even of joy.
You are never absent from his mind; he has never men-
tioned your name, but he has told me much Now tell me,
will you not, how it is you are here ? and then we maust
devise a plan fo take you to him without too great a
shock.”

She said : 1 :

% These black robes.are for my brother. He bade me do
what I could for the suffering and wounded on both sides,
and find Paul. I will give you a letter I received written
by him a few days previous to his death. After you have
read it you will then understand better why I am here.”

And leaving the ward for a fow moments she returned
and handed me the letter. The writing plainly told that

-

the writer was very weak. I give it to you, my dear

reader, every word; I could not do justice by relaling in
.my own style:

3

« SisTER—I1 am wouhded and must die. 1 have feltit

for geveral days. The doctor and the kind boys try to

- cheer me up, but F've been growing weaker daily. The

suff‘ermg in my breast is terrible. I had a Minnie ball pass
through my left Tung. I bave been very much frightened
-about dying, and wanted to live; but last night I had a
dream which has produced a great change. Now I feel
surey I ‘shall die, and am content. - I am with the Union
boys; they sre very kind, The one next me fanned me
" and rubbed my side until I fell asleep last night, and slept
better than T have since T've been wounded. Now, darling
 gister, here is my droam :—I thought I had been fighting,
‘anq having been wounded, was carried off the field and was

3aid under a large tree; after being there a little while T

folt some one clasp my hand; looking up, I found Paul.

He also had been wounded. He handed me his canteen, -
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and while drinking I seemed to get quite easy. There
seemed to be a great mist all over us; I conld see nothing
for a little while, Again I heard my name ealled, and
looking up, found the mist had cleared away, and our great
grandfather (whom I knew well, from' the old portrait,
which we used to be so proud of, father telling us he was
one of the signers of the ¢ Declaration,’} was standing be-
fore me, but he did not look smiling like the face of the
picture; but, oh! so sad and stern, In his hand he held a
beautiful wreath of ivy, which he, stooping, placed on the
brow of. Paul, saying, ¢ Live, boy — your couniry wants
you;’ and stretching forth his hand, he drew me to a stand
near him on which stood our old famaly Bible, ink-and pen.
He opened to the births, and putting his finger on my
name, he raised the pen and marked a heavy black line
over the H, and was proceeding, when his hand was caught
by our old nurse, Mammy Chloe, who has been dead years,
you know, who pointed over towards the west of us, and
there stood a large shining cross with these words over it,
¢Unless ye forgive men their trespasses, how can your
Heavenly Father forgive 'you?’” And.coming up to me,
put forth her band and beckoned me to follow her, .Then
the old gentleman spoke and said, * Your blood will blot

. out your disgrace ;*~and turning the leaf, he pointed to the

¢ Deaths,” and I read, ‘On the 28th of September, 1862,
Harry Clay Mason, aged 21 ;7 and then I woke up. . This
is the 20th; T think I shall live until that day. Now I
bid you go carry mother to somewhers Novth, to Pauls
friends, they will be kind to her and try to comfort her,”
andl go you and devote yourself to the saffering soldiers,
and find Paul, if possible; he will live, I know; tell him

“how I Joved him, yes, and honored him, although I thought
. him wrong. Tell him good-bye. And to mother, try to

soften this blow as much as poss1b]e. Tell her I am happy
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now, T think God will pardon-me for my sins, for His
Sen’s sake. There is-a boy from my regiment expecting to
be parolied, and he has promised to deliver this to you.
Good-bye. God bless you, darling.
: “ Lovingly, HAargry.

% Fairfax, Va."”

T was much affected. After & few moments I said,
“ How long did he live ? *

“ He lived, seemingly growing much better, until the
afternoon of*the 28th, He was then taken with hemor-
rhage and so passed away.” And pushing her hair back
from her temples, she said—

“These came the night I got that letter” And I saw
the numberless white hairs gleaming annd her raven Iocks
1 gaid,

"% (lome, we will go to hun. I think you had better write
a little note to him ; you know best what to say, but do not
tell him you are here just yet, but something to set his

heart ot peace; and I will tell him it was gwen me bya -

‘Boutherner I found in the hospital,”

% Yes,” she said, #you are very thoughtful, that is _]ust
the thing.” ,

" And she went into the ante-room, and soon came out,
and giving me the note, said,

% You know ali—read it.” :

And I read :—¥ Panl, forgive and }ove ma agam X shall
try to come to you seon,”

“Bo we proceeded to the ¢ Douglas,” and I went in, found
.Dr B, told him and asked if we might venture in. He
thought better to break it-gently at first, and promising to
stay near in case of bemg needed, laughingly said fo Miss
Mason,

“ Now if I was a Doctor of Dmmty, I should be wishing
to be sent for.” S

-
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TLeaving her in his charge, I went in.
“Back a0 soon?” Ashton said.

cheerful you look | ”

I sat down and said, “Yes, I have some pleasant news; I
have 2 letter for you ; I met with a Southerner who knew a
friend of yours, who gave me this for you, It may be from
your aunt, and you may hear from your lady love, possibly.”

He caught the letter, tore off the envelope, and read. I
was frightened—he never spoke a word or moved. Then
“Thank Ged 1" burst forth in heart-felt tones.

I saw he was all right. 1 said,

“You must now commence to think of her coming and
being with you, for it is some time since that person left
the South, and you may look for her any time. I was told
that the family were intimate with Mr. Davis, and they
were to have a ‘pass’ North to find ‘the son’ I then

“ How bright and \

told him I had wanted to prepare him, for she was really in

“Washington, and T had met her-—she had given me the
note for hir, He seemed to divine all, and said,

# Bring her to me. [ am strong and well now.”

I sent the attendant to Dr, B.s roem, and in a few mo-
ments she was beside him.

“Forgiven” she murmured ; and, bending, pressed her
lips to his pale forehead, and taking his hand, she sat on
the cot beside him. There was little said, but

“ Eyes looked love to eyes that spake again?

So they remained until the sun went down and it was .
gotting guite dark, when Dr. B. came in and said,
% Ah, Ashton, you have a more skillful physician than I
She has done more for you in five minutes than 1 have for
as many weeks. I guess you will take that furlough and
commission now, Lieutenant Ashton.”

He took Dr. B.s hand, and said,
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_ % Under God, Doctor, by your skillful hand and great

kindness, with the attentions. of the good friends here, I’

have been kept alive for this day.” -

Emma Mason bade him good night, saying she must go
over to her boys again, and get her- discharge from the sur-
geon in charge.

In three days, Ashton bade adien to his friends in the
% Donglas,” and with Miss Mason, Dr. B, and myself, he
got into the carriage waiting, divecting the driver to stop
at the residence of the Rev. Dr. Smith, There they were
‘united, and received our heart-felt congratulations, and pro-
ceeded to the cars, which seon bore them to their friends
North, :

A few days ago a servant came to my room bringing a
card, : 4

I read : “ Panl Ashton and wife.”. )

I almost flew down to them, They were on their way
South to settle up their property and provide for the old
servants who remained there. Paul had returned to the

army and remained until the close of the war, having reached

the.rank of Colonel, He is looking very well. He has

been offered a commission in the regular service, but his -

wife says_his eountry bad him when he was needed, but she
must have him now. They are taking with them the re-
mains of poor Harry, to place beside his father in their
Southern home. His ‘mother is mow duite resigned, and
says she is only waiting God’s will to meet her friends
above.

EARNEST AND TRUE

BY FRANCES HENBHAW BADEN.

But still our place is kept and it will not wait;
" . Ready for us to fill It soon or lata,

No sar I8 ever losl wa once have gean,

Wo always maAY be, what we MieHEt have been,

“You have never loved me, Constance, or you counld not
thus calmly bid me go, without one word of hope for the
futgre. Only say, that I may some day call you mine;

and I will win a name that you will not blush to bear,” .

“Would to Heaven I could, Ernest; but I can see no
hope of* my father's relenting. Yon heard how determined
he was never to consent to my union with any one save
Gerald, You say I have never loved you! believing this, it
will not be so hard for you to leave me. Tt is useless pro-
longing this interview ! Every mioment brings an inecrease
of -agony, making it harder to part. Bid me good-bye, say
God bless me, and do quickly ; if you have any merey for

me.”

“ Listen just for 2 moment more! Oh my darling, for--

give my hasty word; but, Constanee, if your love was as
devoted and single &s mine, you would not thus resign one
who loves you only of all the world; no one shares my

heart with you. I lknow you love me, but not as I would -
be loved, or you would leave fother and mother and eling to
me. What right has your father, or any other father, to
blast his child’s happiness? Heed him not, love, but come’
‘with me, I will never let you feel 2 single regret. T will
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love you more than all their love combined. . Nay, do not’

turn aside—you must hear me. Think what you are do-
ing! wrecking my happiness, casting me forth without
hope, to drag out a fiserable, useless existence. I may be
~ cursed with long life. Constance, darling, come with me !
With Jour parents it will enly be a short grief—disap-
pointed ambition~and, at the most, only the thwarting of
their proud hopes.. They. will soon get over it; but even if
they should not, in all human probability they have not the
length of days to suffer that we have. Bid me hope!”

“ Ernest, Heaven only kriows what a severe trial this is
to me. Yet your words only strengthen me in my duty.

- It is true, as you say, my parents are old. Can I grieve .

~ and wring their careworn hearts? No, no! What recom-
pénse can a child make her parents for all their unselfish

love, care, and constant watching over, and providing for, -

from the first feeble baby days, to the time when they could,
if willing, return all this, by simple duty: obedienice to
their will. Think, Ernest, how in my days of illness, my
mother watched over and sovthed me. The long sleepless
nights spent over my cradle—praying God to spare’ her
child—for what ? to prove an ungrateful one! Ohnot I
could look for no blessing on our union if I should be deaf

to the pleading of my parents, and heedless of God’s own

-eommand.

“ Perhaps some time hence they may think differently. "

Then, if you have not sought and won another, we may be
happy. One thing you may rest assured of, I shall never
wed Gerald Moreton, or any other. I obeyed my father in

resigning you, but cannot perjure myself by taking. the :

marriage vows, éven &t their command. Do not leave me.
in anger, Ernest. Tet your last look be of kindness and
forgiveness for the sorrow I cause you. Now, a long look
into your eyes, to engrave them for ever on my heart.
Giood- -bye—God bless you, Ernest.”
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She held out her arms, and was clasped in a long, last .
embrace. Breaking' away, she was soon lost to view among
the deep shadows of the garden.

“ And this is the end! This is woman’s love! Mere
filial duty, I should say. Well, well, a final adieu to all
thought of love. In fiture I devote myself to ambition,
wedded only to my profession, in hope that in this I shall’
not meet with another such reward.” *

Constance Lyle was the only child of wealthy parents.
Ever since her infancy her father had cherishod the hope of
uniting her with his ward, Gerald Moreton, the son of a
very dear friend. Gerald was left an orphan before he had
reached his tenth year. When Mr. Moreton, on his death-
bed, placed his son under the care of his old friend, he in-
timated his desire that some time in the future, the little
Constance (scarcely then four years old)- should bear the
name of Mareton. To this Mr. Lyle readily agreed. The
little Gerald was truly a noble boy, and he was much at-
tached to him, years before having. lost a son of the same
age;; this child of his dearest friend had, in some degree,
served to fil} the aching void. Again, Gerald’s prospects
were very brilliant ; but, to do Mr. Lyle justice, more than
all this was the desire to please his friend, to make some

. amends for thie past. In years gone by these two men had
- heen rivals for the love of Constance’s mother.

Moreton .was a high-minded, noble fellow, and when he
became sure that young Lyle was the favored one, not a
thought of ill-feeling entered his heart against his friend ;
but‘going to him, with his usual ca.ndor and generomty, he
said : )
“ T shall go away for a while, It will be rather too much-
‘for me to bear witnessing your happiness, just yet. I shall
got over it in time, though. Heaven bless you, dear friend,
and grant you happiness and prosperity. No one will pray
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for your welfare more sincerely than myself Bid Aer good-
bye for me. After a while I'll be back, to stand god-father
to some of your little ones, perhaps.”

He remained away three years; and then returned home, -

bringing ‘with him a fair, fragile little creature, who re-
mained with him scarce two years ; leaving the little Gerald
fo comfort and console the bereaved man, and be a loving
-reminder of the gentle lttle dove, who had loved bim so,
dearly, and then winged hey flight above, to watch over
and pray for the coming of her loved ones, i
So it was that Mr. Lyle would look with ne favor, or even
patience on any smitor. Even when Constance herself
pleaded for Ernest Ellwood, telling him she could never love
Gerald other than as a brother; and if he would not give
her to the one she loved, that she would remain with them,
but would never wed where she could not love.
Still ho remained firm in his determination to give her to
. hi& friend’s son or no one.

Years passed by—-but she continued as firm an'd--deter-l

mined in her resolve as her father in his.

Gerald, like his father, was a noble fellow. He loved
Constance, but when he found his love was a source of
grief to her, he began to set himself to work to devise
means of rendering her- path in life rather move pleasant.
She did not murmur.at her self-sacrifice; this she consid-
ered her duty; but the constant and continual entreaties
- for the marriage wore upon her, and made her lifo almost
miserable.

- Gerald told Mr. Lyle he must beg to resign all preten-
‘sions to Constance ; that wpon examining his heart, he found
out that it was as a sister ha loved her, and was nol will-
ing to render her unhappy by making her his wife. If his

father were living he would not wish it. That he thought

- a promise, made to the dead, had mmueh beiter be broken,
than kept by making the living miserable.
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So, to carry out his views, he left home for a summer
trip. After being absent three months, he wrote to Con-
stance that he had decided to remain awhile longer; and at
the end of another month, came a letter to Mr. Liyle, say-
ing that he was about to be married—desiring certain busi
ness arrangements to be made—and ending by the remark,
that he knew that this marriage would not meet with the
cordial approval of his kind guardian, and for this he was
traly soiry; but was more than compensated for this by
the knowledge that he had the best wishes of his dear sis-
ter, Constance, and begged Mr. Lyle to try and render her
happy, in return for her unhappiness during the last ten
years. ; > .

This was a dreadful blow to Mr. Lyle, and he declared

that if -Ernest Ellwood had not crossed their path, that his

dearest hopes would not have been thwarted. Not for %

moment did he relent.
Constance had heard nothing from Ernest since she
pdr_ted from him, except once, about five years after. She

picked up a ‘Western paper, and saw his name mentioned

as one of the rising men of State—an extract from a
political speech made by hitn—and finally the predlctlon of
a brilliant career for this young man, whose talents and elo-
quence were placing him before the people, who, even now,

"in so young a man, recognized a master-spirit; and in all

probability very shortly he would speak for his adopted
State in the halls of the national Capitol. -

This slip“was cut out and treasured by her—and once
when her father was grumbling and predicting bad luek to

" his evil. genius, as he called him, she brought forth and
displayed, with a gratefal heart this notice to prove she .

had not loved unworthy. ,
Her father listened with interest to the extract from the

speech _aﬁd the comments relative to the speaker. He had

s
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been considerable of a politician; and as Ernest was of the
same party as himself, he felt really glad of his brilliant

. prospects.

“In all probability e is marx’iédflong ago, and hag al- .

most, if not quite, forgotten you, Constance. At any rate,
“you see your sending him off did nohurt. Men aré sensible ;

they don’t die of love. Something more formidable, in the'
way of*tlisease, must attack to carry them off, or affect their

mfnds, either. Yes, yes, child, be sure he has transferred his
affections long ago,” remarked the father,

“1 cannot tell, father. Perhaps it is so; you can ]udge
of man’s constancy better than I If I judged him, it would
be by my own heart, then I should be sure he is not mar-
vied. I think that when alone, and fieed from the care and
toil of business, or, at rest from his studies, that hie mind

wanders back to the girl of his love. No! no?l he has nof;

. forgotten me.”

One after another of the joyous new years rushed into the
world, passing on to maturity, growing older, and finally
passing out; leaving the gentle, submissive girl, as they had
found her, devotmg herself to her father,

INow diseaso had settled on Mr Lyle, For years he had
been an invalid, nervous, fretful and impatient. -No one
but Constance could suit him. Not even his wife. Her
gentle hand, only, could soothe his suffering. Her soft, lov-
ing tones, alone would quiet his paroxysm of nervousness.

Time passed on, and Death entered the home of Con-
stance, nof; to disturb the long suffering father; but taking
the apparently healthy mother. Swiftly, quietly, and with-

" out suffering, she passed from her slumbers to the home of
her Maker, ‘

This was a terrible trial for the poor givl She almoss
sank under it ; but in a little while she rose abova her own
sorrows. Bowing with submission to the will of God, she
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now felt why it was her young hopes had been blasted,
Before all was dark: Now she saw plainly, S8he alone was
left to cheer and solace the stricken father! Nolonger a sin-
gle regret lingered in her heart, All was well. A holy calm .
Lroke over lier, and she became almost happy, blessed with
3+ dppI'OVH]g consclenee,

Suffering at last softened the stern nature of Mr. Lyle,
and opened his eyes to the value of his child.. He knew her
devotion, her patient, untiring attendance on him, and he
felt what a blessed boon she had been to him, and how iliy
he had merited so much loving kindness !

. On one occasion he said:

# My daughter, I do not deserve such a blessing as you are
to me. I bave been very harsh and relentless, and- caused
you much sorrow ; would that I could call back the past, and
act differently. Heaven only knows how grieved I am for

my mistaken views and actions

Going wp, and putting her arms around him, ghe replied ;
“Do not worry about the past, father dear, nor about .

E your daughter. Believe me I am happy with you; and have

no regrets. I would not be absent from you durlng your
suffering, even to be with him.” .
- %Where is Ernest? Do you Iove him still ? ” 'he asked.

“ T only know (through the papers) that he lias been elect-
ed to Congress. About my still loving him! depends e~
tirely on whether T have the #ight to do so: he may hava
given that to another,” she replied, and called to her beau-
tiful lips a sweet smile,.to try to convince. him, more than
her words would, that she was content, whate’er her lot
should be. B

It is a few weeks after the. meeting of Congress, All
‘Washington is on the qui vive about the passage of the

Bill, and the appeal to be made in its favor by the

new member from .

4
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Constance Lyle stands before her mirror. More than
usaal care has she bestowed on her toilet.

We will play eavesdropper, dear reader, just for once,and

peep over her shoulder, to view the changes time has made.

No longer the fresh, brilliant beanty of her youthful days,

Constant confinement in the sick room, care, and anxiety
‘have faded the roses that nsed to bloom on her cheels ;. but
to us she is more charming, this pale beauty, with her gentle
dignity, and sweet pattent Jook, than the bright, merry girl
of years ago.

There is something about her whlch makes us think we
would like ever to be near het, side by side, to pass on life’s
pathway, feeling sure her beauty would never wane, but wax
purer and brighter as she neared her journey’s end Listen!
She says:

¢ How strange my b]rhhday should be the one for Ais
“speech | This day I shall see him for the first time for
fifteén years, Yes, I am thirty-three to-da.y, and this is
the anniversary of our parting !”
.Leaving her room she is soon by her father & side.
. #TM have to go early, father, dear. It will be very
crowded, and Gerald iy waiting. His wife is going to stay
-with you during my absence.” ’ :
“ How well you look, my daughter! Why, really, you
are getting young again!” '

“'This is my birthday, father, I am a maiden of no .

particular age to the public, but.I whisper in your ear pris

vately,” she joyously said; and, suiting the action to the

word, bent down, whispered, kissed hir, and was. gone. -

~ “How time flies! Bat she is still very beautiful
Heaven grant my prayers may be answered, She deserves-

1o be happy; and when I am gone she will be very lonely,

and then feel keenly my harsh treatment,” he murmured, ..

Wearﬂy passed the hours until he heard her light ste%
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on the stairs. She came in, He thought there seemed 2
shadow on her face, but she came forward, and said, pleas-
antly:

“ Well, father, you are likely to keep your daughter.
I heard Frnest. I had not expected too much; he was
grandly eloquent. - He has altéred in his looks; he seems
much older, and is quite gray, mental wark and hard
study, he says.”’

“Then you saw him, and spoke to him! Wbat do you.
mean by saying I shall keep you? Ishe mar——"
% Yes,” she replied, before he had finished his question,
% He introduced me to his daughter, a little miss of about

" twelve; so you were right when you #aid that men were

too sensible to suffer for or from love. He must have mar-
ried in two years after he left us. Gerald left little Con-
stance and me in the library, and went and brought him to
see us, We were with him only a very short time, ylien
he was sent for. He excused himself, and bade us Good-
duy. Now, father, I will remove my wrappings, and order-
dinner.”

Day after day passed .on, and Constance had schooled
herself to think of Ernest only as a bappy husband and
father. She did not blame him for taking a companion.
He was away from all kindred and friends, and she had
given him ne hope to induee him to.wait through all these -

years for her.
One day, just a week after the:r meeting at Congress,

" she was sitting reading to her father, when a servant en-

tered, and handed a card. She read, Ernest Ellwood ! »
Paler for a few moments, and tightljr pressed were the
sweet lips. She did not rise from her seat, until she had
communed with her heart. Now, she thought, I must call
up all my fortitude and self—conbrol and prove to Ernest, to
14 . ,
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my father, and, more than all, to myself, that my heart is

not troubled !
 Father,” she said, # Frnest is below, He is waiting,

probably, to inguire after you. Itold him you had long
been an invalid. Will you see him?”

«1 would rather not, darling, unless you wish it. Go _

down awhile, and if Le must come up; let me know first.”
Slowly she descended the steps, passed through the long
hall, and entered the drawing-room, advancing with quiet
dignity to weleome the distinguished representative,
He listened a moment to her words, so calm and cold ;
then, clasping her in his anms, he drew her down beside
him, and said :

“(Qh, my darling! thank hewen, I find you still Con- -

B

stance Liyle!
Bhe tried to draw herself away from his side, but his

armg held her tightly, and his hand clasped hers. His

eyes were gazing so earnestly and lovingly in hers, as in -

by-gone days. She tried to speak, but he said:
“ Nay, my beautiful love, you must not move or speak
“until ‘you have heard me through, and thén I shall await
your verdict. I know you think it so strange that I have
not been to you before. 1 have been the victim of a mis-
erable mistake. The day I entered this city I walked past
here to catch a glimpse of you perhaps. As I neared the
door, 1 beheld seated on the steps that pretty little girl
that I afterwards saw with you. T stopped, speke to her,
and asked her name. Constance, she told <me, and hex
father’s Gerald. Oh, my love, the long years of suspense
- were ended to me then ! I cannot tell you how. dark the
world seemed to me then. I struggled on, however, with
my sorrows. Then I met you, Your being with Gerald
snd having the little one with you only too truly proved
that my eonjecture was right. I saw you, as I believed, the
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" pillowed on his breast.
' against his own, and almest bursting with its fulness of
“joy. He was answered_rewarded for all the years of

-walling,
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happy wife of (erald, and knew no difference until this
morning. When I met him then, he stopped and urged
me to come and see him.. I asked after his wife, and re-

‘marked that time had changed her but very little, when, to

my amazement, he said he did not know I had ever met
Mrs. Moreton. Then ecame the explanation. I parted
with the noble fellow only a few moments ago, and here I
am now. Tell me, love, that all my waiting—never wan-
dering from my love for you for an hour has not been in
vain, Speak, love!”

“ Frnest Eliwood, what mean you by speakmg to me

thus?  Allow me fo rise. Your mind is certainly very

much affected, Nothing but insanity can excuse this lan-

guage to me. I will order the carriage 6 convey you home
to your wife and daughter.”

“My wife!—oh, yes, now I know. Gerald tol& me,
‘We have all been very busy blundering. My darling, I
have no wife or daughter. Louise is only mine by adop-
tion. Her father was my dearest friend. This little one

was placed in my arms, an orphan, when only three years -

old—and she knew no parent but myselfl. Can I go to
your father, love 77

She no longer tried to refease hemeelf from his arms,
Lower and lower drooped the beautiful head until it was
He felt her heart throbbing

At length she raised her head. Tn her eyes ha saw all
the love.of years beaming thore,

“ At last, my Ernest,” she said. “I must go to father
first and prepare him to see you” - '

Springing hghtly up the stairs, she entered ’bhe room
and stood beside her father’s arm-chair,
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Ho saw her beaming look and said :

%What is it, Constance ? What has brought this gres.t
joy to yon? You look so happy.”

“ Father, we have all been under & great mmtake Er-
nest has never beem married. That was his adopted
daughter. He is waiting to see you; may I bring him
up? " T

Yes, yes. Thank God! my prayers are answered.”

In a few moments she stands before him, with her hand
c]asEed in Ernest’s,

“«Here I am again, Mr. Lyle, as in -years gone by;
pleading for your blessing on our love, May I have her
now, after all these years of waiting?”

“Ernest Moreton, I am profoundly thankful to He'wen
for sparing me to see this day., Welcome back to your-
home and’ old friends, and welcome to the hand of my
danghter. Take her; she has been a loving, patient, duti-
ful child. She has brightened and cheered my path for a
long, weary time, and now I resign this blessing to you,
" and beg your forgiveness, for these long years, lost to both,
which might have been passed happily together.”

% Not resign, but only share with me, this blessmg, she

shall never leave yol, sir,” replied Ernest.

- % Father, do not speak of years lost; they have nof
been. Ernest- would not have gone away, and devoted
himself to study, if we had been united then; just think
- then what his adopted State would have lost ? and I have
"been cheering you——think what yon would have lost with-
out your little Constance! Nay, there is nothing lost ; all
is gain, and simply by keeping God’s command, ¢ Honor
thy father and thy mother.””

“TLet me come in to rejoice with you all, and make my
speech,” exclaimed the noble Gerald, grasping the Hand of
each, “I say that they are worthy of each other. He by
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~ his earnest, unwavering love for his lady fair, and earnest,

untiring endeavors to serve his State-—who has now won
the respect and confidence of his countrymen—he alone is
worthy of the woman ever constant to her early love, yet
nover faltering in her choesen path of filial duty.”
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Who ‘made the heard, "tis Ho a.lone
Decldedly can try us;

He knows each chord-—ita nrious tone;
Each spring—lis various bids;

Then at the halanes, let's be mutae
‘We naver can adjust it}

. What's dene, we phrily ma.y eompute-—,

Wo know not what's resisted ~Roneny BURNs,

-% How is it, my old friend, that you are so very lenient to
these young thieves? Your sentence was very unexpected.
~Every one thought you would, at least, send them to the
State’s Prison for three or four years. The young rascals
were amazed themselves. The House of Correction, for six
* months, has nob much terror for them. Do you know that it
. bas become a common saying, among the members of the
bar, that our venerated and respected judge has a strong
aympathy—in a word, a ‘fellow feeling’—for all young
thieves! I think you will have to commit a few of those
gentlemen for contempt.”

%I do not wonder, at all, Mr, Archer, at any, indeed, every ‘

one, thinking and sa ying as much,” said Mrs. Morley, the
wife of the judge, just entering the rgom in time to hear the
concluding part of Mr. Archer’s jemarks. “Only a few
. months ago the judge eould not possibly help sentencing &
boy to the State’s Prison; but,‘before the time for entry

came, he succeeded in getting his pardon; and, more than
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this, ha has brought him here, into his own h/ome-circle, with
the idea of reforming him.” \

- %My dear wife, have you any cause, so far, to think I
shall fuil ?  Ias nof the boy proved grateful and worthy?”
asked the judge, in a mild, though very sad, voice. _

@ Yes, yes ;. but how you can have any patience with such
characters, I cannot imagine,” answered his wife.

% Sit still, Archer, if you have no engagement ; I am go-
ing to tell my wife a little story, which will probably ex-
plain my charity towards those unfortunate youths that you
have spoken of ; and, indeed, all such. You, as m§ oldest
and most valued friend, shall share the hearing, if you wish.”

% Many thaoks for the privilege, with my deep appreci-
ation for your kindness in thinking of me thus,” retwrned
Blr. Archer, warmly, at the same time resuming bis seat.

“The story I have to. tell you came under my immediate
observation. I was quite weil acquainted with the princi-
pal character. :

“Very many years ago, and nor far distant from this city, -
lived an orphan boy, scarce fifiéen years of aje—bereaved,
af one cruel blow, by a prevailing epidemic, of both parents, -
and left to the care of an uncle, (his fathers brother) 2
hard, cruel man,

# A few hundred dolfars, qulte sufficient, however, to sup-
port and continue the boy’s studies, for a fow years, was
left in the hands of the unele. DBut of this there was no
proof—no will or last testament was Joft.

“ Death came so swiftly there was little time for aught
save an appealing look from son to brother, and the pleading
voice murmured ; :

“¢Be a father to my boy. Oh! deal Justly, kmdiy to-
wards him.’

“In a very few days the sensitive mind of' the poor boy
too traly perceived that he was not a welcome inmate. Be-
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fore a month had passed he was withdrawn from school;
his love of study was discouraged ; in fact, made a source
of ridicule ; and his time so completely taken up with bard
work on the farm, there was no chance for aught else.

“On one occasion George (we will call him) ventured a
remonstrance with his uncle——alluding to the money in his
possession to be nsed for George’s education and support.
Judge of his amazetment and indignation when the bad man
.denied hswmg one dollar in trust for him, and ended by eail-
ing him a pauper, and saying he would have to work for hlS
bread.

“The future, there, was very plain to George: a life of

. ignorance—nothing higher than & mere farm drudge. IHis
mind was determined against thes. Privation, suffering,
death, even, were preferable. The next day found him s
fagitive from injustice and dishonesty-—a lonely traveller on
the path of life. - Seeking Fortune, to find, and be treated
by that whimsical goddess with good or ill.- To be smiled
or frowned upon, to be mounted upon the trinmphing waves,
rising higher and higher, until he had reached the pinnacle

. of Fame, or drifted about, sinking lower and-lower in the

dark wators, at last reaching the pool of Dlshonesty, Despair,

Death !

“ Ah1 who could tell which fate would be his ?

“Oh! how I can sympathize with all such! Tooking
back on my own pathway to manhood. Remembering the
dangers, temptations and numberless snares that youths

have to encounter. In fact, to pass through a flery fur-

"nace! And how very few are they, that come }"orth, un-
searred, and purified !

~ “Remembering this, T exclaim, “How was J saved ?
And then my heart almost bursting. with gratitude, forces

the words to my lips,—by Ged’s mercy alone ! ,
“Taking with him a few favorite books—a change of

ey
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linen—he bade adieu to the home so laden with bltter

. memories.

“A day’s weary travel broug‘nt him to the city of
L—— Here, for many days, until the Autumn ecdme on,
he managed to subsist—doing little chores, carrying a
carpei-bag or bundle — eamning enough to sustain life
merely, and sleeping in the depot or market-house.

“ At length ‘the cold days and colder nights came on':
work was very hard to find, and -our poor boy’s fortxtude
was severely bried.

“The day of his trial, his direst temptatlon came! For
twenty-four hours he had not tasted food. A cold, bleak,
night was fast approaching. One after another of his

books had gone to get a piece 6f bread. Now nothing was ‘

left but starvation or—the boy dare hardly breathe it fo
himself~—or dishonesty !

“ He must have food somehow, Lontermg about the
depot watching a chance to earn a few pennies, he saw a
gentleman alight from a carriage, take out his pocket-book,

. pay tho driver, and return it, as he supposed, to his pocket.
“It was almost dark, yet the eager eye of the hungry
. boy saw what had escaped the driver's. '

#There, in that gutter, lay the surety against suffering
for that and many coming nights.

 He was about to rush forward and secure the prize—
the lost pocket-book but caution whispered, ‘Be sharp!

- you may be seen.’ And then, with the cunning and sly-

ness of an old thief—thus suddenly taught by keen suffer-
ing—he yauntered along, crossing the gutter, stambled and

fell ; theneput out his hand; covered and secured his treas- -

ure, slowly arose, and feigning a slight Jameness, he re-
traced his steps towards the depot, entered the waiting-
room, which he felt sare would be uneccupied at that hour.

Getting behind the warm stove and close to the dim lamp, -

R e
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he opened the pocket-booic—-gold! notes ! tens, twonties—

over a hundred dollars' met bis gaze! When had he seen

so much ¥ His—all his] Had he not found it? Possi-
bly he might have overtaken the owner and restored it, but
what was the use of throwing away good luck! But
already Consciericé was at work. Turning over the notes
he fonnd a little silken bag. Opening it, he drew forth a
miniature painting of a beautiful little glrl and on the
back was written:
“<Our darling! three years old to-day ’\
“1t was a lovely, angelic face. The boy was fascinated,

spell-bound by it. Long he gazed. e grew very uneasy. .
His bosom heaved convulswely There were signs of vio--

lent emotion, and then burst forth the words:

- %<1 have nof stolen it. Who saysso? I found it!’

- “Again he looks almost wildly at thé picture; then
whispered hoarsely :

“¢She says, “Thou shalt not stéall” Can this be
- stealing? Now-np, it is not, Itisluck. T am growing
nervous from long fasting, Oh, heavens, how hungry I
am! Bread, bread ! I must have bread or diel’

“Taking out a fow small coing, he closed the pocket-
: book putting the little miniature in his bosom; then
walked as swiftly as his failing strength would allow;
reached, and was about to enter, an eating-house. At the
door, he hesitated; and, drawing forth the little picture,
looked =gain at the baby-face. Now, to his. eye, she has
grown older; and the face is so sad, with such an: appea.hng
look, which speaks to his inmost heart.

“The blue eyes were no longer the laughing ones of -
childhood§ but, oh !—yes, it was really so—his mother’s
lovely sad face was before him ! The same sweet quivering
- lips, which seemed whispering so earnestly :

i Thou shalt not steal ¥
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 Thrusting the picture back to its hiding-place, he sank
exhausted from violent emotion and extreme weakness
down on the stone steps,

% Oh, the terrible struggle that was going on in . that

- young breast !

“The tearlng pangs of hunger, the sha.rp stinging
thrusts of conscience were warring for the victory. Oh,
those who have never known the pangs of hunger can but
poorly imagine that fearful struggle, At last; tha.nk God !
Congcience trinmphed. Honesty was victor.

“ Bursting into tears, he murmured :

¢ (God forgive, and have merey! Mother—little angel-
girl smile on me ! .

#Te yeturned the coin to the book, and clasping it -

.tightly, replaced it in his pocket.

“+¢ T will not touch one cent; and in the morning, if I
live so long, I will find some means to restore it to the

- owner—all but the little pieture—that angel-child -has

saved me, and I must keep her to watch over me in thg
fubure,”

“ Slowly he arose, and was proceeding along the street,
thinking he could at least return and sleep in the depot,
when a loud noise attracted his attention.

"% A horse came dashing furiously along the street, draw-
ing after him a buggy in which was crouching a lady almost
lifeless with terror. Thoughts as swift as lightning flashed
through his mind: he might save her—what though he was

_trampled to death. Then he surely would be relieved from

suffering !

“ Summoning wp il his Httlo strength—then wonderfully.
increased by excitement and manly courage, he rusl?ed for-
ward, faced the frightened little animal, seized the reins, and
was dragged some distance, still holding firmly on—sus-
taining no injury save a few bruises—until he succeeded in

1
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checking the wild flight. He saw his advantage; then,

with a kind voice, he spoke to the horse, patting and rub-
bing his head and neck, until he became quite gentle.
George knew the poor fellow was not vicious, but frightened
" at something he had seen or heard, :
#Tn a few moments he was joined by a erowd—-among
~ whom came & gentleman limping and wearing a look of
great anxiety.

# (eorge knew his thoughts, and said

«+ The lady is not at all hurt, sir, only frightened.’
% Several had seen tbe boy’s action, and the owner of the

horse soon understood al) about it. Many were his words

of grateful acknowledgment, and warmly shaking the boy’s
hand, he pushed into it a half-eagle, B

« Looking at this 2 moment, again tempted by hunger,
he hesitated=—then exclaimed : . )

«¢ Np, thank you, sir, I cannot takeit. Iam awply re-
warded by having succeeded in helping the lady/

¢ QOh, do let us do something to prove our thanks. ¥You
Took so ‘weary, and indeed, almost sick. Tell us Aow can we
gerve you, said the lady, who had not spoken until then.

#These kind words brought tears to the boy's eyes; he
tried t eak but his voies failed. '

¢ Some, my boy,’ said the gentleman, ¢itis growing very

cold. We live only a short way from here. I shall lead my
- horse, and you must follow on. Supper is waiting for us;
and after we have been refreshed by a cup of hot coffee and
something substantial, I shall insist on being allowed to
prove my thankfulness, in some way or other

“This kindness, George had neither the strength nor the
will, to refuse.

4 Following on, he soon reached with them, the house of
Doctor Perry. Such a supper the famished boy had not
geen smce his parents’ death, and he did full ]ustlce to it. -
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«The doctor’s delicate kindness, and cordial manner so

" won on the boy, that duxing the evening he told him his

whole story, of his hard struggles and dreadful temptation,
and ended by producing the pocket-book ‘and asking the -

- doctor’s advice as to the manner of restoring it.

4 His kind friend suggested that there might be some
clue to be found inside as to whom it belonged. '
“(Opening it, George carefully examined every part, and
sure ‘enough, found & card with the probable name and ad-

dress of the owner.
¢ Now, my boy, it-is too late to-night, but in the morn- _.

- ing you can go find the place, inquire for the lady, and then

ask %if her husband left last night in the train for--" If
Le did, then you may know you have found the right per-
son. Now about yoursolf your future, What are your
ideas ?’

“¢Oh! sin if 1 cou!d only earn enough fo support me
and get into the City Academy: T should be the happiest
boy alive. DBut it is so hard to get a permit. I know I am
quite far enough advanced to be able to keep up with the
boys. I could live on bread alone to be able to acqun'e

“kuowledge,’ said the boy, with great earnestness.

“+¢] am thankful, my young friend, I can now find 2 way
to serve you. 1 am one of the directors of that Institution,
You shall be entered, and obtain 2ll the advantages it of-
fers.

“¢1 see you are a proud boy and must feel that you are

- earning your living. Come here to me every morning be-

fore, and after school has closed in the afternoons, "I wish
you to take care of my office, and keep my things in perfect
order for me. 'What say you to this, and then getting your
meals with us ?’

«Qh ! what joy was in that hitherto sorrowful heart.

“ Words could not express it; but clasping the doctor’s
hands, he pressed them to his heart, and pointed upwards,
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“His friend knew how grateful he was, and how very
happy he had made him,

“Oh! had not God heard his prayer “and speedily an-
, swered it Mecey, how fieely, bow bountifully it was be—
stowed on him,

# At Tast the words burst from }us hps ¢ Oh God I thank
Thee,

% Farly the followmg morn the pocket-book was restored ;
everything save the miniature. Thishe kept; yet all the
while feeling keenly that he was guilty of a theft. Vet in
this he did not feel that God was offended, And often ag
he gazed at his little ¢ guardian angel,’ as he called her, he
would say, smilingly :

#Bhe does not look reproachfully or seem to say, ¢ Thou
shalt not steal me.

“ Hig mind was determined on the purpose to work every
spare moment, night and day, denying himself in overy way,
until he had secared meney sufficient to get the pieture cop-
ied, and then return the original.

" 4 Months passed on, prosperity smiled on him. His best
. friend, the Doctor, had full confidence in him. His teachers
encouraged and approved. All was well.

% His miserable lodgings were before long resigned for a

comfortable room in the happy home of Doctor Perry, who

insisted on this arrangement, Saying:

“ ¢ George, your services fully repay me—my little son
loves you dearly, and has wonderfully improved in bis stud-
ies, since he has been under your charge. We wanb you
with us as much as possible.”

“Now, only one thing troubled him. The stolen picture.

# At length he accomplished what once seemed an almost
impossible thing. The picture was copied and paid for;
and George started to return the original, the one that had
rested in hzs bosom so long. How he loved it.
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Tt was a groat sacrifice for him to give up that, and TO-
tain the copy. However, he was somewhat compensated by
the result of his ervand,

“"Pwag the fifth birthday of the little girl and well he
knew it Ascending the steps of her father’s honse, he
rang the bell which was soon sunswered by a sérvant, and
behind him came & bex y of little gicls, the foremost boing
the original of his picture, his little ¢ guardian angel.

%+ More presenfs for me?’ she asked, as he handed the
precious parcel into her tiny hands, extended for it.

“¢ No, little one, for your father! Will you tell me your
name ?’ he asked. ‘

#¢0h, yes! My name js——'

“¢What was it ?’ eagerly asked Mrs. Morely. |

#+Why are you so anxious ? Il punish you a little for
interrupting me, by not telling you,’ answered the judge,
playfully.

#¢ Well, well, no matter, only go on,” answered hls w:fe,

- showing plainly how deeply she was interested in his

story.

“The little one held out her hand, qaymg

“(Tam five yoars old to-day. Shake hands with me, Mr.
—1I do not know your name. Every one shakes hands and

~ kisses me to-day’

% The youth clasped the dear little hand—(held forth with
the sweet innocence of childhood, and combined with a
dignity well worthy of a maid of twenty,) and pressed on
it & pure kiss, at the same time breathing to himself the
vow that with God’s blessing and help, to win such a posi-
tion that should enable him to seek, and know this ¢hild in
her home, To try and make himself worthy of her. To
win her love, and in years to come to have her as his ¢ guar-
dian angel’ through life.

“Often he would get a glimpse of her at the window or
the door, this giving him eacouragement to work on.
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“ Another year he was taken as assistant in the primary
department of the academy, this giving him a’small in-
<ome.

“In two more years, he had graduated with the highest
honors,

“ His mind had long been determined in favor of the law.
His most ardent wish to get in the office and read with the
father of ‘his little love,’ then a very distinguished lawyer.

% This desire he made known to Doctor Perry, who read-
ily encouraged it, saying :

“1 have no doubt, George, that you can succeed, backed
by such lefters as we can give you. This gentlemau 19 very
" kind and eourteous, and I think has po one with him af
present. If I am not very much mistaken, after you have

seen and talked with him a short time, it will be all right. .

- “Apd so it proved. In a few days more George was
studying” under the same roof with, seeing and speaking
daily to the child of all his dearest, highest aspirations.
“ Yery soon the little maid of elght years became very
fond of him.
“ (reorge rose rapidly in the respeet and esteem of his in-
. structor, and in a fow monthy a deep and sincere attachment
existed between them. Subsequently our young fiiend en-
tered the Bar, and was looked upon as a man of fine prom-
ise; his career upward was steady, and finally, after cight
or ten years' practice, he was among the best of his day.
“ All these years of toil and study were for laurels to lay

at the feet of the one who had so unconsciously saved him -

and encouraged him “onward” Nothing now prevented
. the fraition of ail his hopes. A little while longer, and the

" living, breathing, speaking guardian angel was all his own
—blessing his heart and houss, Alling his very soul with the
purest love, the most profound gratitude to God, by whose
infinite mercy he was thus almost wiraculously saved.
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And to prove his gratitude and thankfulness, he has endeav-

ored constantly to win the erring from sin, to encourage and
sustain the penitent, to try and soften the hardened heart,
and finally as much as possible to ameliorate the suffering
and punishment of the guilty and condemned. Truly
knowing how very many are tempted as much and more
than the hero of my story, without the interposition of such

" special Providence.”

The Judge had finished. Mrs, Morely arose, and pass-
ing her arm around her husband, pressed her lips to lus,
earnestly and with deep emotion, saying :

#1 long since recoguized the noble suffering boy 9f your
story. My husband, iforgive my having ever questioned
your actions or motives. In the fature I will try to prove
my worthiness of your love, by aiding you in all yeur works
of mercy.”

“ My old friend, and of all the most respected and hon-
ored, if it were possible your story would increase my ven-
eration,” said Mr. Archer, grasping and pressing the '
Judge’s hand. .

“1'would to Heaven there were more like you. Ifso, the
temptations and snares which surround the path of youth
would be loss terrible and frequent—in a word, our whole
community a ilttie nearer, as God would have us be.”

15
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" TWO MEMORABLE THANESGIVING DAYS.

 BY FEANCES HENSHAW BADER.

) Shndow and shine is life, 1ittle Annie, Aower and thorn.—TrENTION.

4 Draw near me, William, I have so much I want to say,
and now I feel too truly, how rapidly I am drifting away.
‘When I close my eyes, I see go many happy, familiar faces,
just a little way above, in the clouds. They are beckomng
me away. Tell me, what day is this ?”

- “Thanksgiving, dear. But pray, do not talk so. You
are not going to leave me yet, Mary. You will be, you are
better,” said her husband, bending sorrowfully over her,

% Yes, I will be well, soon, I shall not see to-morrow’s
sun. Promise me, my husband, to try and make our boy
* feel, as little as possible, his loss. Be to him, what I have
boen. He is a strange, shy child; and reminds me much of
. my own childhood. You scarcely know him, you have been

8o completely absorbed in your business all the time. Be

with him, have him more with you. There is no need now

of your being such a slave to business. You are prospering,
you will be rich. Oh! do not let your heart become 50 ens
cased in gold, as to render it inactessible to all higher, bet-
" ter feelings. In years to come, another wiil occupy my
“place, but oh! William, do not let those new ties come be-
tween you and your first-born. Give me your hand, and
with it the pledge to make bis welfare your first thought.

" «Thank you, dear; you have lifted a great weight from -
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'my.he;art. The only doubt is cleared away., Hore, put our -
* wedding ring on your finger | how tight it fits! It will be
‘& constant reminder of your pledge. - Now bring Willie to

m e‘”

She gradually faded away during the afternoon, murmnr-
ing constantly words of love and hope, the last intelligible
being, “Love each other for my sake.”

As the Thanksgiving sun went down, the spirit of the
gentle, long suffering Mary Axcher joined the waiting ones
above,

William Archer truly loved his young wife, and. smcerely
mourned her loss. Much of his time was spent with hig
gon, in trying to comfort and divert the attentlon of the
sorrowmg boy from his great loss.”

Willie grew to love very deaxly his father, hitherto a.lmosh
a stranger to him. -

Mary’s words were soon verified, Riches grew rap:dly
around him, and in less than two years he had filled her va-

cant place by another.

With what an acute ear, jealous eye, and aching heart,
he listened for every word of endearment, watched every
action of love, that his father bestowed on his new wife,
Willie was not a boy to win the heart of a stranger. Re-

tiring, silent, and sad, but posséssing a brave, grateful

heart, he had to be known, to be loved. The new mother
did not care to take the troublé to win the love of her hus-
band’s child. ‘

Years rolled on. Bright; cheerful, happy boys, and

. beantifal, loving girls grew round the father's heart, claim-

ing and winning his love, until poor Willie was almost for-

- gotten, or only remembered when in sight, and then always
- compared so unfavorably with the merry ones around him,

On one occasion, soma teraporary ailment, ecaused the
father’s hand to become very much swollen, unti] the little

-
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wedding ring became very tight and pained his finger
much. His wife suggested its being filed off While de-
bating on the necessity of so doing, there came memories of
the past. The long forgotten pledge, the reminder of which
was_making him feel it so keenly then. How had he fal-

filled that promise.
He would not have the ring removed The swelhncr

_gradually passed away. And Willlam Archer determined

to make amends for his past neglect by future care and at-
tention fo his motherless boy.

But these good intentions were pu to a speedy flight by

an unfortunate accident which oceurred that afternoon.
Constant diffieuities and childish guarrels arose between

the little ones, Willie always being the erring one, both

with the mother and nurses. If a ehild fell and was hurt,

 # Willie did it.” In a word the poor boy was the “scape-

goat.”

The children were playmg in the large grounds surround-
ing their future elegant home. Willie was jusb twelve
years old then, The nurse was attending the younger ones.
A little way from the house was a large pond with a rus-
tic bridge. - Mr. Archer had frequently warned the nurse

. of the danger in allowing the children to play about. thera,

Little Eddie, a merry, wilful boy, of six years, disregarding
all Willie’s entreaties to come away, would amuse himself
by “riding horseback,” as he called it, on the railing of the
Afrail bridge, and tossing up his arms with a shout of defi-
ance and laughter, he lost his balance and fell inte the

water, quite deep enongh to drown s much larger boy.

A scream from the little ones bronght the nurse to a
knowledge of the truth.

“ Eddie's in the water, Lddie’s drowned.”

In a moment Willie’s jacket was off and he plunged in,

* and before the terrified nurse could collect her thoughts,
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brought out and placed the insensible boy on the grass,
before her,

Catching up the child, she rushed to the house and plac-
ing him in his mother’s arms, declared, to sereen her own
negligence, that,

“ Willie had pustied his brother in the pond.”

Willie, following on with the other children, entered’ the
house, his young heart proudly glowing with the knowledge
of having done a good, brave actzon, and saying to him-
gelf: '

“Now this will surely please papa, and make Eddie’s
mather love me a little,” -

Poor boy! He was met by eyes and harsh ‘ipbraiding
words—which for a moment quite bewildered him.

You have killed your brother! You cruel, unnatural - .
child,” eried the mother.

“Out of my sight, boy,” said his father in low, threaten-
ing tones.

“ O, father, what do. you mepn ? - Let me teII you how

© i was” .

“ Begone, sir,” and the enraged man gave poor Willie 2
blow, which sent him reeling into the hall.

Staggemng up-to his roowm, and throwing hlmself on the
bed, he wailed forth, in‘heart-rending tones:

“ Oh, mother, mother! I wish I was with you!” Others
can die, why not I! No one loves me! Oh, I wish I

§ were dead 1”
Tired and exhausted by the exertions in the water, ha .

soon fell asleep and remained so until the sun was Just rig~
ing next morning, -
Al his sorrow, all the m_;ustme of the night before came
rushing back to his mind, »
Hastily dressing himself, and then taking from his desk
paper and pen, he wrote :
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“You have told we to get out of your sight, father. I
shall.  You will never see me again. You need not search
for me. Yam going to try and find my mother, When
Eddie is better, you will hear the trath, and feel your injus-
tice to © : WILLIE ”

Folding this, and Ieavmg it on hlS table, he stole down
and mads his way into town, not quite determmed what to
do. His first thought was to seek the river, and in its
quiet waters end his sorrows. Oh, why would not Death
come bo him ? ) .

How quiet the city was! Usually 30 many were stirring
ahout at that hour, No market wagons or bread carts
about. Oh, now he remembered it was Thanksgiving day.

On he walked, and then cawe in sight the church where
his mother used to go, and then memories of all her holy
teachings. Should he find her, if he attempted self-
destruction ? - o ‘ '

What could he do? He, could not live on! Surely God
would forgive him !

Then he thought he would go once more inte that
charch, and then—Heaven only knows what next. Wait-
ing in the park until church time, he retraced his steps,
and reached the door just as the besutiful hymn, «Come
ye disconsolate,” rose into the air. ‘

Going in while the words :

% Here bring your wounded hearts” -

filled his ear, he crept up into the gallery and seated hm1-
self near the choir.

He grew somewhat calm, and his mind was, for the tlme,
diverted from his sorrows by the sight of a little girl scated
beside one of the singers—her mother; he thought b

The happy, beaming face of the little one interested him
very much, -
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The services over, he followed elose behind her, endeavor-
ing to get another look at her, wondering if she was ever.

sad! And standing at the church door as she was about

to enter a carriage waiting, in which a Jady and gentleman
were already seated, he thought: ‘ ‘

« Qh, what kind, loving parents she must have to make
her ook so joyous | 7. His face wore a very sad expression.
The little girl turned, caught the sorrowful look bent on
her, then stepped suddenly back, weut up to our Willie,
and said, with the winning grace and perfect slmpltcnty of
a child of six:

¢ Hare, little boy, you look so sad, I am very sorry for
you. Take my flowers,”

What angel-spirit, prompted by the will of its Dwme
Master, was it that whispered to the little child to go com-
fort the sorrowing boy, and with her kind sympathy and
sweet offfiing to draw him back from the dreadful precipice
on which he stood, and lift him from-darlness and despair ?
His mother’s, perchance. A bright light shone in the boy’s
eye. His face was losing its despairing expression. The
flowers were speaking to his heart, whispering of Trust, -

Faith, Hope! Yes, he must Iive on, brave all sorrows,
_trample down difficulties, and with God’s blessmg try to
. live to be a good and useful man.

% Why, Minnie | What do you mean‘? Why did you
give those beautaful flowers to that strange boy ? I never
saw such a child as you are!”

“Mamma, I gave them to him because ha looked 8o sad, .-
just ag if he had not a happy home, or loving papa and
mamma like T have. I felt so sorry for him, and I wanted
to tell him so. P'm sure he hasn’ got any mother, or he
would not look so.”

“ Never mind, T.aura, my dear. Do. not worry about
Minnie. She is all right. Let her act from the dictates
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of her kind, innocent heart,” returned the Tittle one’s
father,
. %Oh,yes! Tet her alone, and in years to eome she will,

from the dictates of her kind heart, be giving herself away
to some motherless, fameless and moneyless young man, 1
fear!” said the worldly and far-seeing mother.”

“But not senseless man, I'll Warrant you,” was the
Iaughing réply.

R T T T T T
* Why, Willism, my dear boy, why can yﬂ;m 20t be satis-

fied to remain here with me? ‘Why do you wish to go
away ? *Idle lifel’ ¢Make a living and do some good!’

" . Humph, sir! you need not be idle. Read tome; ride with .

me. Asfor your lwving, siv, I made that for you before you

were born ; and now I intend you shall enjoy it.  Now, my

boy, my son in a4}l my heart's dearest affections, stay with
me. Wait until the old man is gone, then you wﬂl have
time enough to be useful to others.” -

“Mr. Lincoln~uncle, father I—yas, more than father—
your wish must be mine. Did you not, fifteen years ago,
take in a poor, wretched, friendless, homeless boy——bless
" him with your care and protection, educate, fulfil all his
‘brightest hopes by giving him a profession, which will not

only make him independent, but enable him to help and

comfort others. Let me prove my gratitude in any way.”
. %Come, come, do not talk of gratitude. Oh my boy, if
you only knew what deep joy it has afforded me, having

you here. I will tell you, now, William, why it was I so

readily opened my heart and home to the little wanderer I
found that Thanksgiving afternoon so long ago, When I
first looked into your eyes, there was a strange familiar ex-
pression about them, that aroused my interest. Upon ques-

tioning you I found that the son of the only woman I had -

TWO THANKSGIVING DATYS, 219

over loved, was before me! My heart yearned to keep you,
otherwise I should have relieved you from present want, and
then informed your father of your whereabouts. Yes, my
boy, the love 1 bore your mother, was never transferred to
another woman. Your father and myself were her suitors,
at the same time. e proved the fortunate one, Having
you with me all these years has been n great solace; and.
now say no more about gratitude, Just love me, and stay
with me.”

And Unele Lincoln added humarously :

“Perhaps I may be doing some good by preventing some
Aarm.  THkeep you frem practicing and experimenting on
some poor creature, Oh, you young doctors are always very
anxious to make & beginning. - ’Pon my word, I have quite
forgotten to open my little Minnie’s letter, Coming here
to see her uncle, and will be with us to-morrow. I'm glad
—very glad. Well, it is rather strange that the two I love
best in the world showld not know each other.- It has hape
pened that you have been off at college or attending lec-

- tures each time she bas bven here. Guard well your heart,

boy. Every one lgves her, and she no one ‘better than her
parents and old uncle. Much to her mother’s regret, she
has refused the finest offers in town. She does not care a
mote for the title of ‘0ld maid’ with which her mother often
threatens her. She is twenty-one and never been in love,
she says.”. ’ '

4] think 7 am quite safe, sir. I am not at all suscepti-
ble, and it is not likely that a young lady of her position in
society and of such beauty, will cast a thought on me.”

The next day, the old gentleman had the pleasure of in-
troducing those he loved so well; and, to his infinite de- -
light, saw his darling Minnie had certainly made a desired
impression on his young protégé.

" % Here ke is, Minnie! the boy who stole half my beart
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away from you. I do not know how you will settle it with
him, unless you take his in pay.”

Often during the evening Uncle Lincoln noticed Will's
gaze lingering on his niece, and there was a softer light than
usual in his,fine eyes ; but, to hig great regret, his boy did
nob appear to his usual advantage. Ile was very silent, and
his mind seemed absent—far away.

-And so it truly was. In the lovely girl beforg hlm Wil-
liam Archer beheld the joyous child who, on that dark day,
spoke so kindly and saved him from—he dreaded to think
what !

Uncle Lincoln rubbed his hand and chuckled merrily to
himself, Everything was working to his entire satisfaction.
These two impenetrable hearts were growing wonderfully
congenial, he thonght.

A few days before Minnie’s visit was concluded, William

brought eut and placed. in her hands a bunch of withered

flowers ; told his story of how, long years ago, her sweet -

sympathy had cheered his desolate heart and made him feel
that there was still love in the world—then so dark to him;
abat her kind action had awakened in his almost, paralyzed
“mind better thoughts, and let him know the only way to

gain peace and happiness, and, finally, meet his mother, was
-in living on—putting his trust and havmg Jaith in God’s

goodness and merey |
And then he told his love and. gained ] hers and, with her
dear hand clasped in his, stood waiting chle Lingoln’s
- blessing!
« Minnie might do very much behter," said the aspiring
mamua ; “but it was Uncle Lm:Tolns wish.”

So the next Thanksgiving was|to be the wedding-day.” if

% % ® ok % *.

In 2 luxuriously-furnished apartment, surrounded by
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everything that contributes to make life p]ea.sanb, gat an
¢ld man. - :

Every now and then he Would raise his bowed head from
the clasped hands, gaze anxiously around the room, and then, -
with a deep sigh, relapse again info bis attitade of grief
and despair. At last, he speaks:
. % Thanksgiving night again, and, for the first time in fif-
teen years, she has failed to hover round me, and T have
not heard the sighing voice enquire: ¢ Where is my boy ?
How did you keep your promised word 2’ Ohl.perhaﬁs'
the mother has found her child. He may be with her now.
Oh! I would give every thing, my poor, miserable life, to
recall that terrible day’s injustice. My brave; noble boy!
and how were you repaid ? Oh! I have suffered terribly
for all my neglect and wrong of my metherless hoy! All
gone from me, all the beaithy, beautiful children ; all taken
away! We were nob worthy of those precious gxfts God
took them to himself. Now, what comfort do all these
riches bring me? Nothing! nothing ! and my poor, child-
less wife! How bitterly she has repented her wrong!”

“Oht Willie ! Willie, my boy! Where are you
now ? 7

@ Here, father, here! kneeling, and waltmg for your love

-and blessing.”

« Am I dreaming? Oh! cruel dreams! I shall awake,
as often before, and find thow false you are }” -

% No, it’s no dream, father! Give me your hand, Now,
you feel your erring boy is-back beside you, praying your

. forgiveness for all these years of silence—causing you so

much sorrow !”

The old man clasped to his son’s bosom, long he held him
thus, while a sob of j Joy burss from the father’s thanlkful
heart.

% Father, speak to my ste, you have another child now;

.
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she, it was, who brought me back to you this blessed day.
This, the anniversary of my mother's death ! also, of the
'day of my groatest peril, is now the happiest of my life—
my wedding-day, and restoration to my father’s heart ]

“ Where iz my step-mother ? I would see and try to com-
fort her, Oh! Jet this day be one of perfect recouciliation.
Let us make it a thanksgiving from the inmost heart.”

And now, may we all, who have aught of ill dwelling in
our hearts, go and be of kindly feeling one towards the
other again. Tet not the coming Thanksgiving’s sun go
down on our wrath. TLet it not be merely a thanksgiving in

words—a day of feasting—but a heart’s feasting on’ peace

and good will.

THE TREACHEROUS WIND.

PY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN,

. Let it work;
Tor *tis the sport to have the engineer
Hoisd with his own petttrd ~eSHAKESPRATE.

« T,00% here, Nan, quick, and tell me, who this pretty girt
is that your devoted Eugene has just bowed to so gallantly.
She is coming here, and he is returning with ber!” said
May Merrill, who stood at the window, watching the de-
parture of her cousin’s favorite, of the many admirers who
clustered round her. The young lady thus addressed ap-
proached just in time to see Engene Osborn open the gate,

«and hold it until the young girl passed through. Then fol-

lowing after, walked up the garden beside her, and, ascend-
ing the portico, rang the bell. Then raising his hat, he
bowed, and retraced his steps. A ‘sheeving expression
passed over Nannie Carroll’s handsome face, as she an-
swered : ' '

% Really, I think Mr. Osborn takes unnecessary frouble
to practice his gallantry, But I suppose he wants to keep
up his reputation of being the most polite man in L—.

- You might well imagine that girl almost a princess, if you

would judge by his bearing towards her. And she is only
my, seamstress. Iler mother makes Bugene’s shirts, and
does his mending. Foolish fellow! that girl is just weak
and perhaps vain enough, to be flattered. He should be
more careful. Her name you asked? Clara Courtney.”
% Quite an aristocratic name, anyhow,” said May.

(253)
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#Yes; I believe originally they were in quite good eir-
cumstances, but reduced somehow or other. Hush! here
ghe is coming. * I will probe her a little, and find out how
she takes Hugene's potiteness.”

Clara Courtaey entered, presented her work Tor inspee-
tion, received her pay, and instruction relative to some new
urticles, and was about retiving, when Miss Carroll ashed,

Ig your mother very busy? My cousin needs some

work done. I did not know but perhdps she was much en-
gaged with Mz Osborn's wardrobe, as hé is .about.}e?vi‘ng
town. By the by, I did not know you were so intimate
~ with him. I noticed hé returned with you to our door.”

A ¢rimson flush swept over the face of the sewing girl
For a moment she hesitated; then in a calmn, dignified man-
ner she replied : |

& My mother is not busy, Miss Carroll.  With regard to
my intimacy (as you are pleased to term it) with Mr. Os-
born, it consists on my part of deep gratitude for his kind-
ness to my mother during her illness last winter j—with
him it is only politeness—the result of a gentleman’s recog-

nition of & lady, although one occupying a very obscure po- '

sition in life.”
Not a word .was spoken between the cousing for a few

moments after the departurd of the seamstress. The si-
lence was broken by May’s saying,

% Well ! I declare that girl has the manner and digrity

of a princess, surely] Own up, Nan, you are completely
“naosplused. _ R

«The jmpertinent piece! Il pay her for this if I
live 1 said Miss Carroll angrily.

Nannie Carroll was the belle of T— and & real beauty.
She could be very fascinating and winning if she chose;
but naterally of a wilfal, overbearing, and reve‘ngeful dis-
position,—and woe to any one who gained her dlspleasur'e.r
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- Eugene Osborn was handsome, talented, and rich; de-
cidedly the best catch in town. He was not engaged to
Nannie, but very much piea%ed with her; and everybody
was quite confident that Nannie Carroﬁl would secure the
prize, i she wished to,

Later during the day of the above conversatxon, hanme
exclaimed :

“0hy 've a thought now, May, both to hava some, fun,
and at the same time revenge myself on Clara Courfney for
her behavior this morning. Do you know that day after
to-morrow will be the first of April? You know I am
quite expert in the nse of my pen. I am going to write a
lover letter, as from Eugene, and address it to fhat proud
Miss, telling her how much he loves her, and s6 on; and

that he is only waiting for some token, either by word oF - -

manner, to encourage him to hope and speak. I will of
course date it April first, and sign only K. O, If she is
smart, she will see the date and be cautions. Failing in
this, just think what fun it will bo to have her smiling fa~
vorably upon him, and doing the agreeuble generally to the
unsuspecting, innocent young man,”

“Oh! Nannie, you surely will not do such a real wicked
thing. The poor girl has done nothing to merit such
treatment. And suppose Eugene should find it out; he
would never respect you again, or forgwe you elthel, I
think,” said May earnesﬂy :

“I shall doit. I am not a bit fearful of  Eugene’s find. |
ing it out;, and if he should, I can easily bring him to my
feet whenever I choose, by a look or smile.”

May continued to remonstrate, but all in vain, ~

The letter was written, enveloped, and directed ; and
Nanale, taling carefully up the discarded copies, weut
down staivs to commit them to certain destruction — tha .
kitchen five, Just a5 she was about putting them on the

.
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"ﬁa.mes, the door was opened by a servant, bea.rmg an exqui-
site bouquet of rare exotics. She handed it to Nannie, say-
ing: : -

% Mr. Osborn’s’ comphments, Miss.” ~ The treachercus

March wind swept through the open deor, scattering and

bearing off the various slips of paper. Nannie, intent on

admiring the beautiful presont, forgot for a momént, the lit-. -

tle notes; then suddenly ‘exclaimed :

% Oh, run, Betty, ‘Jim, and pick. up avery one of those

shps of paper, and put them in this fire {”

Some ware overtaken and captured—¢ E’wry one,” the
servant said; and Nannie, quite easy concerning the con-
cealment. 6f her joke, went up-stairs to show Eugene’s gift.

The next morning found Mr. Osborn wending his way
towards Nannie's home, _

Stooging “to pluck a fow violets and crocuses, he spied

o atnong the bushes a slip of paper, the- writing en which was

certainly ‘bis' own.' He read, and an expression of great
" amazemént settled on kis handsome face. Them speakmg
to himself, he said:

“What can this. mean? My wiiting, surely ; but ad- -

(dressed to.Migs Courtney. And the few lines hore are most
certamly & declardtion of love, Am T losing my mind?
hexe. is no ending or sxgnature to this; torn off, I suppose.
1 riever wrote her 4 line in my life, Of course this is from
me one else, whose writing is very ‘like mine, Nothing

‘Yety rémarkable, I suppose. And she probably lost-it yes-
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« April 1st. I have a clue now. An April joke to be
played on that poor git. By whom? Nannie ? Oh, never!

" Yet I've often heard her boast of how perfectly she could
' imitate any writing,

- %Yes, this is acopy. Ah, Na.nme Carmll, yaur own hand
ghall decide my futare conrse.”

Reaching his destination, he wagd, a8 over, cordnally re-
ceived by Nannie, his invitation accepted, and after an
hour's Imgermg, Mr: Osborn w1thdrew, to. return in the.
evenmg .

‘Reaching his home, he set himself to work studying
agply his own heart Could he give up the girl lie loved ?
Peorhaps she was innocent, after all, of this cruel joke.
Even if gailty, could he not forgive it? He had quite

. likely made her jealous by his yesterday’s attentions to Miss

Courtney. If so, then it was her love for him that bad
caused her to act thus. Surely then he might forgive.

Picking up the New York morning paper, his eye caught
a brief notice of the failure of the bank of- B-—, in which
he had a few thousand dollars deposited. A thou{,ht qu:ck
and decisive enteted his mind,

He too would have his April joke, and thls should test
Nannie Carroll’s hoart.

A few moments more found him at his accustomed place
of resort, with several friends, at lunch time.

Very sad and quiet his manner. Many were the -inquir-
ies of his friends. :

: 3 ’ [
tergg,ysecurmg the flowers, he walked on a few steps further, . 'eemvz!::;dgu;a;zf;rfssil;e”matter with you, Osborn ! Yeu '
. and ene more slip caught his eye. This time only two lines K Then drawing forth the paper, Eugene poined to the
were on it : S : ‘ aE ~ notice, and without'a word more hé:stenod away. His man-
%Lt me kunow, by some token or look, thab you are not . ne;:;ld ‘tv]ﬁ?;i::l ie ;;\:):ld }J;ae‘;‘;:tahe:: ll)x?‘,]h:: ew $ H |
mdlﬁ'exent towards one who loves you. ’ ‘ . g 16 ) d o gy
Slgned I E. 0r .
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known that Bugene Osborn was ruined. Every dollar gone
with the failure of the bank.
Tt did not roach Nannie's ears that night, and very lrmd

and lovable she was. Drawing Rugene further on, until— ‘

¥yes, he truly drew her with him to the doeor, after bidding
May good-fiight, and whispered “Nannie, your kindness
bids me hope that you are not indifferent towards me. Can
you love me ?* z 7

“I will ask myself, Fugene, to-night, and answer you to-
morrow ;” and emiling. sweetly ou him, she waved him
good-night. : — :

The next morning’s papers announced with great regyet
and sorrow the complete ruin of M, Osborn. Nanme Car-
roll read this, and exclaimed :

“He knew this, of course, last night. Well, well, T am

traly sorry; for I'do like him rather better than any one
else. But now, of conrse I cannot think of him any longer.
If I were wealthy, perhaps I might yield to my heart’s
pleading., As it i3, I must make the most advantageous
marriage possible, Papas worldly goods; divided among
five children, will not give me enough to maintain me in
such a position as I think I am justly entitled to, So adien
to this Little love affair,” said the heartless girl.

Eugene came-—was coldly réceived, and decidedly re-
jected,

The mereenary nature, the hollow-heartedness of Nannio -

* Carroll was so very apparent, that Eugene Osborn was com-
pletely and speedily cured of the love—if ]ove it was—-he
bore for her.

That evening found him at the cottage of the Wldovgr-

Courtney. She was alone, There was deep sympathy in
her manner towards him. An occasional tear would dim
ber aye., He know full well she 00 had heard the news.

- A little while after his arrival, 'Clara came in from a
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walk. Her manner, usually so perfectly easy, was shy and
embarrassed. She blushed deeply as he pressed her hand.
% Yes, no doubt,” he said, “she received that cruel note;
and what am I to believe ? really loves me ?”

- Eugene was impulsive always, and already his-decision
was formed ; and taking leava of Mrs, Court:ney, he arose
to go, saying:

¢ Miss Clara, can I speak with you for a fow moments ?”

Hesitating, faltering, she followed him to the next room.
Then he asked if she had received a note from him. Of
course she had. And Eugere Oshorn soon learned that he
had really won the heact of a true, noble girl.

# But Clara, since that letter was written, you have surely
Jearned of my different circamstances. Then I could offer
you wealth, position, as well as a true heart, Now the

~world looks on me as a ruined man, Do you think of

this ?”

The wealth of hls love was all the true girl wished or
oared for, and another hour found them asking. Mrs, Court-
ney’s blessing on their engagement,

Nannie Carrell was much chagrined to find that Eugene
did not pine away after her refusal, but seemed fo be very
happy 'in the society of Clara Courtney. Whispers were
afloat that Mr. Osborn’s affairs were not quite so dreadful,
his losses very mmuch exaggerated, and Naunie began to
think she had been a little too hasty in her decision. Clara
Courtney was kept in ignorance for ever concerning. the
writer of the April note, And she did not know until after
“the quiet little wedding in the church, and Eugene descend-
ing from the carriage in front of an elegant brows stone
dwelling in one of the most fashionable streets, escorted his
wife up the broad steps and welcomed her to her home, that
ghe had won the wenlthiest young man in town. Then
Nannie Carroll knew what she had lost, A ‘grand recep-
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tioﬁ was given by the happy couple. An invitation was
sent to Nannie, in which was enclosed a little slip of papez,

on which was Wmtten.

% March winds are {reacherous, Apnl clouds very deceiv-

ing, but through whose da.rkness we may be able to ﬁnd the

c}ear sly beyond.”

Nannie felt sure her April 3oke had not onl‘v,r been found
out, but found too its reward.

She is still anmarried, and stﬂl lookmg out for the most

advantageous wnion,

STEALING THE WRONG CHILD.

He caughte ‘
No matter what; lt wie not what e sought,—~Brrom,

% Mavan, Ieen and will not stand this any longei- Ev-
ery time I've returned home at an unexpected hour, I've
found some one of your new admirers. Ive determined to
put a stop to thizin some way,” said Henry Rider, in a voice
quivering with excitement, :

He had just approached his horge in time to see his beau-
tifal young wife waving a smiling adien'to 2 gentleman,
stranger to himself, .

“ Indeed, Mr. Rider, and how do you propose to stop it.
It is a pretty state of slavery truly, that because a woman

s married she cannot recelve the fnendly visit of a gent]e-

man, or be admired by one.’ ;

«T ghall find a way to end it, madam. I don’t wish to-
prevent your receiving an occasional visit, or being admired
by gentlemen ; “but when stch an object, I cannot say gen-
tleran, as that. Warren, comes here so often, it is about
time for me to take some notice of it,”

“Very well, Mr. Rider, you can notice it in what manner
you choose, but for the expression that he is no gentleman,
I must ret‘,er'jrou to Mr, Warren himself—feeling quite sure
you will find out that he i a man, at any rate,” returncd
Mz, Rider, and she walked very ealmly out of the reom.

*Gioing up to the nursery, she sent Katy with an order to
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the cook to serve dinner for Mr. Rider, who was waiting,
and to say that she should not be in, she was going out fo
walk with Little Hamy; and away she went-to her
mother's,

« What is it, Mary ? T see you are worzied about some-

-thing, Have you and William been quarreling ? *

“Not mueh quarreling on my side, mamma. But Will
is so terribly jealons and suspicious of every one. He came
home an hour age, and found Mr. Warren just leaving.

~ 'Will hias found him at the house several times lately, and 1
have wished so much he would come in the patlor, and let
" me introduce him. But no; he generally pokes his head in
the door, looking like.a thuu&er cloud, and passes on, Thig

afternoon the pent-up wrath burst forth. Ai}d I am deter--

mined I'm not going to stay with him, and be constantly
watched and suspected.”

“Mary, I think you are too hasty ! = You know very well
how jealous William was ag a lover. From the husband you

must expect the same unhappy trait of character. Try to

adapt yourself to it as best you can. William is rruch older
than you, and I have noticed he is sensitive on that gubject.
. You are very lively, and still attract much admiration, so
I do not wonder at his being a littls jealous lately, for Mr.
Warren has been so often at the house. You better go
. home, child, explain the cause ‘of Mr, Warren's visits, rélieve
‘your husband’s mind, and be happier yourself.”

“Not a bit of it, mommal It would only be temparary

- yelief; T will give Will 2 good lesson, This has been gomg
on over since I've known him, growing daily worse.” He
should have more confidence in me! And just to think of
his being jealous of one old enough to be my father. No,

if I humor him' this time, very soon it will be about #me -

one else. I am determined to make him feel this conduct.
If T bave mercy on him now, *twill prove cruelty in the
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fature. Indeed, it is too bad, when he knows so well T

married him in preference to half-a-dozen others. - Why

" cannot men be reasonable” And. poor Mary, no longer
able to control her feelings, dropped her head in her mother’s.

lap and had a good cry. Her mother replied :

“There is' no reason éver in jealousy, my child. I hope
your actions may prove all for the best, but I feel rather
aneasy about your leaving your husband’s house,” said bqr
mother,

“ Not returned yet1” anxiously inquired Willizm ther, ‘
_on returning hote about ten o'clock that evening.

“ No, sir; but Katy came back with the wagon and got
the madam’s trunk and some things of little Harry’s, She
left this note for you,” answered the cook, '

William hastily tore open the envelope and read :

“You have no confidence in e, nor 'a"ny respect for my
“feelings, 1 have borne with your suspicions quite long

encigh, and have now determined to teturn to _my mother.
Having faited to make you happy, no doubt you will be re-
lieved by my absence. Marr.

“Gone! and Harry too! Tlow dare she take my ehild . =~
with her? I'll go directly and bring her back. PerhapsI %
was a little toe hasty, I'll go and tell her go,”-—-and the.

sorely distracted hushand pﬂ»ced the room in a state of great
excitement. -

% No, I will not go—1I will see how long she will hold cut.
T can bear it as long as she can, I think, Ttis ouI_x a fit of
temper, and she will get over it in a day or s0,” and Wil-
lam Rider resigned himself to his solitude. The next morn-
lng»;be keenly missed his usual frolic with little Harry, but
consbhng bimself with the thought that Mary would prob-
ably come home (with lier mother, to make peace,) during
the day, he ate his breakfast, and proceeded to his business.

1
X
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i

But that day, and several more passed, still Mary came

not. He was growing very tired of his lonely house, and

very anxious now as to the temmination of the unfortunate

difficulty. At Jength he came to the determination to send -

# carriage, with a note bidding her come bome, 5o he
wrote 3

“ Mary, you have had ample time to get over your bad
fesﬁmg, and raters bo your nsual good sense, Come homre
with the bearer of this, and we will both forget and forgive
the past, Tell Harry papa has missed him very much,

Yours, as ever, ] ‘ Winziam”

So making up Iris mind to be very kind and forgiving, he
waited and watched, going from window to window, listen-
ing for the sound of the returning carriage. At last hear-
ing It, he rushed to'the hall door, ready with open arins, to
receive his returned treasures. There he was met by the

driver, who bowing politely, reported that #The lady was =

Yery much ‘engaged, and that there WAS 110 aNsWer necessary
* to the note.” Mortified, surprised and djsappomted that his
conciliating actions had met with such a response, Wiltiam
Rider returned to his library, = All the gentle, kind feelings

tarned to rage and bitterness, with no one to vent it on-— .

not even that consolation for him.  Oh, if he had only some
one to reliove himself upon. No one was near, except Betty,

the cook, and the past few days had taught him that the pre-

servation of self comfort demanded that he should be careful
with regard to some women’s feelings, his cook’a in partic-
ular,

A bright idea strick }um. He Would get his boy bhack

home, and ‘that would not enly comfort his loneliness, but

be & revenge on his ungrateful wafe, and in the ond get her
back agam This he could do very qulet}y, without any one
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hearing of the nnpleasant octurrence between them, " He

would watch bis chance and catch the child while out at .
play, and -bear him off home. He felt quite sure that he -
could easily get possossion of him by going te law, proving .
desertion, and so on. But William Rider had a perfect
hotror of everybody knowing his business; so he watched
hik chance,

Fortune favored him tru!j in thza e, ke thought; for

-one evening mear dark he wag recomnoitering around his

mother-in-law’s house, when he spied a little fellow playing
on the door-steps with no nurse near. How well lie knew
that little suit of clothes! Bitterly he thonght of his wife’s
neglect in allowing-her child to be out without some one to
take care of him: but it was all the better fof his purpose,
Quickly stepping up, catching and covering the child with
his large cloak, he sprang into the carria.ge waiting and
drove off exultingly. No one was near to seé or stop him.,
His first thought was to take the boy home, but on maturer

consideration he determined for a Little while to place him
under the care of a worthy woman formerly a housekeeper

in bis father's family, and one very much attached to him-

self. +It was quite dark when he reached the place of his
destination. Knocking at the door, which was answered by
the woman, he placed the child in her arms, saying;

“Rachel, take good care of my little boy for a few days,
Keep him in; it is necessary that no one should know his
whereabouts. I 'will felf you more when I seo you again—
Iam in great haste now.” And shppmg a purse in ber hand
wenb home.

How he congratulatéd himself,on his success ! thlnkmg,

- % Now, my spirited little wife, I shall hear from you very

soon.” -But the night wore on and passed ; morning came,
and" shll no tidings for the anxious busband. -

“ 8he ‘has lost all the feelmgs of a mother, surely,” he
said.
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About noon he was in his office, puzzling his brain over
the quiet state of affairs, when he was surprised hy a visit
from an officer of the law, who politely requested: him: to pro-
ceed immediately to the office of a Police Magistrate to an-

swer the charge of abducting a child! And this was to be-

the end of all hia private and quiet manner of settling affairs |
He never dreamed his wife would attempt such means with
him, 8he had lost all feelings of delicacy and respect hoth
for herself and him. But it was of 2o use spending .any
thoughb about it now; he must act; and stepping into a
_ earriage with the oﬂicer, soon reeched the office of Squire
Allright, & gentleman with whom he had long been ac-
-quainted. He greeted Mr. Rider very kindly, and saying :
% There must be some mistake here, sir, which I presume
ydu can very easily settle. This woman has gotten out a
wgrrant against you for abducbmg and keeping her grand-
ild, I believe you say he is, my good woman,” said the
Sqmre, turning te a bright, intelligent negro woman sitting
near him, :
“ Yes, Massa Judge, my grand-son,” saxd the woman
_courtesying politely,
Mr. Rider looked at the woman, then at the Squireragain
towards the woman, took out his handkerchief, wiped his
brow end looked the picture of perfect amdzement |

“Mr. Rider, will you please answer to thls charge ? 7 ’

asked Squire Allright.

% Extuse.me, your honor, but really my eyes must surely -

fail me! Is that woman white or colored ? who is she ? #
“ Aunty, you can answer Mr. Rider,” said the Squire.
“Iis colored, sir, and oy name is Charity White. Iis
eock to your mother-in-law, Mrs, Armstead,” answered the
- woman, “and ’scuse me, sir, but you ducted (as his honor
calls it) my grand-son last night.” :
Tt is a lie, woman, & miserable, malignant lie.”
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¢ Order, order, Mr. Rider,” said the Squire.

«Mr. Rider, did you carry off any child from the premises
of Mra, Armstead last night ?

- T 'myust admit I did, sir, but one I had a pexfect right to,
my own son, end none other,” answered Mr. Rider, wnpmg
the perspiration from his brow.

“ What say. you to this, my good woman ?”

# *Taint so, your honor.”

# Mr. Rider, we will have to insist that the child be pro-
duced here. Will you be kind enough to give this officer
the address, that ho may bring the boy here?” ‘

“ Oertainly, sir, and after you have seen the’ boy you will
have no farther doubt as to whose child he is, and I shall try
to find some redress for this miserable affair,” said Mr Rider
angrily.

% Please, massa, wrap up de chile warm, ‘and put gome~
thing ober his head and face; kase its mighty raw and windy
out, and he is got de hooping cough,” said the woman.

- Mr. Rider scowled angrily upon her, and the squire asked,

% Where is the child’s mother, my good woman 7"

“In Heaben, I hoppe, massa, and dare was nebber a bet-
fer gal. No one eber cast a word of 'proach agin her cept
dut gembleman dare. I gpect if you could see my son Bab,
den you'd side rite goon bout whose chile dat boy (de officer

~ going to bring) is,” answered the woman.

In & short time the officer returned, bearing in his arms
the child, well bundled up. '

M. Rider advanced, canght the boy in his arms, and pull-
ing off the various wraps and unveiling his face, dlsplayed
e fine lasking bright segro doy /i

A murmur of suppressed mirth sounded through the room,
and even the worthy squire hadito disguise his burst of
laughter by a violent fit of coughing. Charity chuckled
merrily, shaking her fat sides and looking very triumphant,

b
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Silence was at length restored and the squire looked from "

Williain Rider to the child, teying to gain sufficient com-
- posure to proceed, when. Charity asked:
“ Please, massa judge, can you side now if that child longs

to Mr, Rider or he? Ticnks he looks much like his darldy

what claims him ? ¥
Another murmur of suppressed mu'th and the squire, with
a desperato attempt to conipose himself again, exclaimed :
“Qrder! order! . Mr. Rider, you see your mxstake ? My
good woman, take your child and go home.”

-% He-he-he | who wants de dress now ? ’Spect it will fit -

me better den Mr, Rider!” chuckled Charity.

#A word with you, aunty,” said Squire Allright.
~ And he spoke-for a-few moments, in an underfone, to
her. J

“ Sartin Massa, all rite, I is gWym to keep quiet. I

knowed how it was de suit of hls sor's clothes, and de dark

- what ’ceived him,” said’ Chaiity.
‘And she made her way out of the office,

% Mzr. Rider, I deeply regret this mortifying mistake, for -

your sake. But you may rest assured that it will not be
“heard of out of this office. The only witnesses are our offi-

“ . cers, and you may rely on their silence. If you will watk

into my private room I may be able to offer you some assis-
tance in the mastter,” said Squire Allright.

‘Wiliam Rider gladly accepted of thé friendly aid in the.
desperate state of his affairy then, and proceeded to give his

friend a true statement of the difficulty.

The sqmre’hstened attentively, and, at the conelusion,
said : FY
“ Mz, Rider, I think the best thlng to be done is to get
some mautual friend to go and see Mrs, Rlder, and I know
of no one better caleulated for this purpose than your lLiw-
yer, Mr, Noble. He is a man of great ability, discretion,

-
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. and very kind heart. Seek his advice and assistance, and

I think he will succeed in bringing to a happy conclusion -
this unhappy aftair.”

“I will, sir. Your advice is good, I will go immedi-
ately,” and Mr. Rider bidding his friend good~bye, was 5000
in the office of Mr. Noble.

% How are you, Mr, Rider! You are just the man I wish -
to see. I was just about starting with my friend Warren
to see Mre. Rider,” sald Mz. Noble on the entry of the per-
plexed Rider.

“ Oh yes,” the poor fellow thought—Mr. Noble knows
already about this miserable affair. I suppose she has been
to consult him,” ' :

“ Why what is the matter, man ? What are you looking
$o miserable about? Has good-fortune turned your brain ?
Why don’t you speak to Warren?. You are a Incky fel-
low, traly! What say you, Warren ? Den’t know Mz
Rider! Not the pleasare of his acquaintance, why how is -
this? Mr. Rider, allow me to present Mr. Warren, who

- has at last suecceded in bringing to a fortunate conclusion
‘the long standing suit of ‘Armstead versus Cheatem.

Quite a feather in Ais cap, and impossible to imagine how
much gold in your pocket. I begin to divine now: This
has been a pleasant surprise Mrs. Rider has been preparing
for you—that is why you aré not acquainted with War-
ren-u-Why Mz, Rider, your wife is assuredly the wealthiest
woman in our city 1” said Mr. Nﬂbie, cordially shakmg his
friend’s hand. )

All was plain now. The scales had fallen from Wiltiam
Ridet’s eyes. What a fool he had been! Yes, this ac-

‘counted for Warren's frequent visits. Oh! what a day of

mortifieation, and how would it end ?
Asking for a few words in private with Mr. Nable, the
sorely tried man told his story, and asked the lawyer’s ad-

- vice,




M) BTEALING THE WRONG OHILD.,

“Take courage, my friend, we will scon have all things
right, 1 am just going round to get Mrs, Rider’s signature
to some papers, and it is necessary to have your's also be-
fore the final completion of the business; so come round
with us 1 : ' -

« I must first go and explain in some manmer my miser-
able conduct to Mr, Warren,” said William Rider, and act-
. ing on the impulse he proceeded ap tothat gentleman, offered

‘his hand and said :

“(an you forgive my rudeness, Mr. Warren ? Iam

deeply mortified, but it all arises from a very wnfortunate
trait in my compomtlon. ‘
- & Certainly, sir, with pleasure. I can fully Bympathlze,
not exactly with you, but your wife—having to walk very
circumspeetly myself—Mrs. Warren having but one fault,
and that the same as yours. So I can fully appreciate the
present state of domestic affairs, ¥ said Mr. Warren, warml y
shaking Mx Rider’s hand.

% Cun you forgive me, Mary 27 mqmred her husband,
presenting himself before her dn hour later. “I cannot ap-
pear more ridiculous in your eyes than my own. But you
can very well afford fo be magnammous, for I have had a
very tortifying lesson. ”

¢ Willingly, freely, fully, William, Wlth but one proviso—

that- is, that in'the fufwre you will have more confidence
in your wife, and a truer, higher apprecxatlon of your own
worth,” said Mary, earnestly. :

. % Oh, but when a man of my very ordinary personal at-
tractions and unfortunate temper sees his wife surrounded
by handséme men, it makes him foel very uneasy, and ,you
should have some pity on him.”

« William, if you would consider for a moment that your
wife and most othér women look beyond a mere handsome

exterior for something more, somethiig higher—a true,

i S g e
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honest heart, to risk their happiness with—I think you
would be fully relieved from all doubts.” .

#Yes, my children,” said Mrs. Armstead, coming forward,
“he assured that, without perfect trust and full confidence
in egch other, you cannot secure true happiness.”

, In years after, Willinm Rider could not for a moment
reglet the clouds that hovered over his early married life,
for their darkness had only served to-enable him to appre~
clate more truly the clear sky beyond—the brightness of

' which is so easily secured, in the wedded life, by all reason-
able men s.nd WOMER. -
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“# ¥y thy cold hreast and earpenb smila
By thy unfathumed depths of guils,
By that most seeming virtgous eye,
By thy shut sonl's hypocrisy,
By the perfection of thine art,
Which pnssed for human, thise own llealt.,

I cull upon thee and compei

-Thysell’ to me thy proper hell."
. “Have I ever, my dear Neta, since your father, on his
dying bed, placed: your hand in mine and bade ‘me be a
mother to his orphan child; denied you one wish? Do

you know, that had I not some good reason for my objection

to your receiving Mr. Asquith’s attentious, I would not thus -

urge you to deeline his invitdtion for to-morrow evening ? ”
“ Auntie, 0w can I do it now ? I have already promised,
and must go. -Only see what I have done in my careless-

ness. Upset your work-box, and seattered every thing on.
the floor. Never mind, Ill have them back ell right ina -

few moments,” exelaimed Nets, and she began gathering
up the various articles and placing them in the box. -
While thus engaged, her eyes fell on a small mmm.ture

case, which she took up, saying:
“I may open and leok, Aunty [

% Yes, dear, and when you have exammed that face, tell .

me what you think of it.”
Neta., opening the case, gazed long and earnestly on the
features"paiuted there. Well she nught It was so bright,

beautiful and bewildering, that one looking upon it, could
- (272)
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not fail to be fascinated, spell bound. Long she continued
to gazer—at length with a shudder she closed the case and:
said :

“ Here, Auntle, take it, I never want to see it again
She is very beautiful—but I have a fecling of horror as T
ook at her. Itseems like a fearful dream. Where have 1
seen that girl? Q1 now I know. It is the striking re-
seémblance to Lucian Asquith, that makes her seem so fa-
miliar. She must be his sister.”

% No, not his sister, but a very near relative, T was sure .
you would recognize the remarkable likeness. And now 1
have something to tell you relative to the original of that
picture, which you should "havé known ere this, certainly’
before Mr. Asquith’s attentions became so marked.”

“Why Auntie, not more so than Will. Marron’s, and yet.
you do not seem to be anxious concernmg him, Indeed, T
think you really dislike Lucian for some imaginary cause
for which I think he is quite undeservmg, said Neta, pet-
ulantly. :

There was silence for a few moments, and then, Neta go-
ing up, put. her arms around her aunt, saying :

# Do not be worried with me, Aunty, I did not mean to
be cross, I will not go, if yon think it best. I can send a
note of regrets, and so on. Now, please Aunty, teil me

“the story.’ -

“T will, dear, but first tell me, do you like him very
much 7
“Tike him very much? why certae'nly, who could help
it? I like to have him (the one bright partlcuhr star of
our circle) devoting himself so completely to me, The very
fact of his preference, is quite sufficient to make a belle of
any girl forthwith. This is only a jlirtation, a little fan,
and quite harmless to both, ‘we are diamond cut
diamond.’ ‘
7
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. A suppressed groan 8soaped from the listener, and she
“said ‘ o . ‘
“QOh, my child] Once before have those yery same
words fallen on my esr, bf one very dear to you_.' Al yes!
As gay and thoughtless of all future consequences as you.
" Only a flirtation, real fan and perfectly harmless’ were
the words. But ob, the temible fature!” and a visible
shudder passed over Neta’s gentle monitor,

“Oh! Aunty, you terrify me! Why do you attach so

‘much importance to my thoughtless words ? 7 asked Neta:

" deeply impressed by her aunt’s words and manner.

I shall probably never have a better opportunity, my
dear child, of opening your eyes and bid you'see'and foel
your only fault. This I must do, before answering your
questions, - by unfolding the past. Neta, you have a
warm pure heart, but oh! darling, in it dwells a bitter
enemy to all hopes of happiness—the Pride of (Jonquest!
the Knowledge of Power over the hearts of many, Yes,
" dear, as harsh as this may sound, *tis true, You win the
love, never thinking how deeply you may afterwards
wound.” '

¢ Hag it never ocenrred to you, that the bright, pure lus-
tre of a woman’s fair fame became dimmed by having her
name frequently associated with varicus admirers? Do

.| you not think a high-minded noble man would sooner win
i for his own a flower whose loveliness was hidden from the

public eye ? It may please the pride of a man to be able to

secure a prize from the many, But I think that his confi-

" denee, respect, appreciation and devetion, is bestowed on
the woman that he is conscious of having first taught to

love; whose eyes have gazed lovingly into his only;

whose dear hand has been warmly clasped in his alone.

“The woman who smiles on thé many, yet to each con-
\ veying by mystic signs the false idea, that he is the favored
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one; who allows her hand, which shonid be kept a sacred
offering for pure true love, bo bs held by sountless poor de-
luded mortals, must look forward to future distrust in the
mind of the man who may claim her as his wife !

Her aunt paused, A deep flush of mortification dyed
Neta's fair face as she said :

“Oh Aunty, you ars very cruel!l Am I such a
woman 7V ‘ : , o |

“ Ask yoursel, my child! It distresses me, much to
speak thus to you. But I have confidence in your power to
-eonquer, and rise .above these errors. And now my love, 1
must beg of you to withdraw yourself from Mr, Asquith’s -
influence. I would sooner array you in your burial robes,
than deck you for the bride of Lucian Asquith.” |

“I promised your father never to reveal to you the man-
ner of your mother’s death; unless I should deem it neces-
sary for your own good, and now the time has come. .

“You can have no remembrance of her, for you were less
than & year old when she died, R

“ We were friends from childhood—Cora Manners, (your
mother), Lucille Lascelle, and I~-living in the same street,
pupils of the same infant school, afterwards boarders in the
same seminary, and, finally, entering society togetller.'

“Of faultless beauty both of form and featare was Lm- .
cille, but of an imperious, jealous disposition. o

“Your mother's gentls, modest loveliness soon, however,
conquered the heart that had been proof against all Lu-
cille’s fascinating power. Lient. Dayton (your father) was

_at that time the target at which all the fair maidens

directed their sly shots, and all the mammas their most de~ -
Zibera{e ones, But all of no avail He wooed and won
Cora’s pure heart. i '
“During the engagement, which was kept very quiet,
Lucille continued her attempts %o conquer ; and so far he
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yielded to her wiles that rumor whispered she was sure of

him if she wished. 1T saw all this; and fearing for Cora’s

happiness, I ventured to speak, warning him of the possible-

- yesult of his fatally wounding Cora’s sensitive nature, *

% Just at that time she entered the room, and he arose;
and, drawing her down beside him, said ;-

“( My little daisy, have you for a moment doubted me ?
Listen, love, and be forever assured that, even were you to
cast me off, I would never be more to Lucille than now. I
have no confidence in her; I could never love her. She is
just the giﬂ for the ball-room, and it is veal fun to bear her
off to the dance, triumphing over the many poor wretches
who are fawning around her. I could not take her to my
heart, or find a home where she dwelt. This has been only
o flirtation, and perfectly harmless to both. e

# A few weeks after this, he received orders to sail for a
three yea;s' vayage. “He pleaded for an immediate union ;
but Cora’s father would not listen for a moment.

i She was only seventeen ; and they must wait until his

“peturn,’ the old gentleman said. ) ‘

. % Every moment of spare time he devoted to his bz.etmth-
- @3, and seldom met Lucille. Cora was now happy in the
_blessed assurance that she ¢ was all the world to him ;’ and

80 they parted. _ e o

 “Inless than two months after this, Lucille married &
My. Andrews—an old man, of immense wealth.

#The parents of Lucille were in very moderate circum-

stances, and it was a hard struggle to meet her frequent

~ demands for elegant apparel. 7
¢ 8he.went to Burope. I married, and went to my hus-

_band’s home in the city of L—-.. Thus we were all sep-
arated. . - - 3

“Frequently I had letters from Cora, and occasionally

one from Lucille. She was the reigning ‘queen of beguty
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and fashion, among the Americans in Paris. But I could
plainly see she was not happy. _

. “Bhe never alluded fo your mother, save in the last lotter
1 had from her. , .

“In that, she said that she had seen in a paper, received
from bome, of the agrival of the *Arcadia’ from the
Indies, and in the list of officers, Lieutenant Dayton’s
pame. That now she supposed. Cora would: soon be- mar-
ried. “She should not send her congratulations, for. she
hoped to be home in time to tender thetn herself, '

“Very soon after this came a loving, joyous letter from
Cora, entreating me to come $o her wedding,

“ This was impossible for me to'do.

“My husband was ill. Always of a very delicate consti-

 tution, consumption found but. slight resistance. I was

soon & widow |

“I cannot dwell on that time of txial and sorvow.

#Cora and her husband, on their return from the wed-
ding tour, came fo visit me in my home then so desolate.

‘Tlove to think of her, as I saw her then; as she stood be-

fore me, ®encircled by her husband’s arm, and saying :

“¢Iam so happy, Ada! Nothing is wanting, except to
see your old' smile; your sorrow is my only cloud.’

“ A year passed on, and then came a letter from her,
which gave me great unessiness, A chilling fear erept
over me: I could not throw it off Here is the letter ;
read it for yourself” -

Neta held this time-worn messenger from her mother’s |

“aching heart, long before her—her eyes were. blinded with
tears. Af length she read:

“ Apa—Dearest friend, Qbme again ambngst us. There
is nothing now to keep you. Come to your home—to me.
I have a little girl scarce two months old—a blessed boon
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from Heaven. When this little bud, this promise of great-

er happiness, first came to me, I used to wonder how I had

merited such joy—such a happy lot. But, Ada, with all

this, there is a clond—oh ! so dark and threatening! For

the szke of our long friendship, eur loving intimacy, come !
“ Lucille is here at her home, 8 widow. ,

# Yours in love and sorrow, - Cora Dayron.”

- #] immediately divined the cause of her t_roublé.. There
was really nothing to prevent my return to my former
homre. My parents had often urged it, so I had to comply,
In ten days after the receipt of that sad letter I was sitting
beside Cora, with your little form clasped to my bosom.
She tried to be bright and cheerful, but I saw what a strug-
gle it was, ‘ ‘

-f Your father came in, kissed her as tenderly and loving

a8 ever, saying to me: .

¢ Adn, I hope you will brighten my little wife up. She
seems very nervous and low-spirited. She has not been
strong since the arrival of this little love;’ and he caught
. you up, and seemed very proud and fond of you.

« After he went out, I asked: - '
«¢What is it, Cora 7’
“ Her lips quivered, as she answered:
“¢Youn will see for yourself;’ and I did. ‘
“Later in the afterncon Lucille, presuming -on her for-

mer intimacy, came, unushered, into Cora’s room. With her.

was her son, a-réimarkably handsome child of about three
yeats, very like his mother. Far more beautiful than I had
. ever geen her was she, clad in her deep mourning robes,
" Thus we met again: I, stricken and bowed with sofrow ;
she, triumphing in wealth and freedom.

~ “Bhe lavished her sweet words and caresses on Cora and
the baby—remained several hours, and then started up,
saying : :
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- “<Oh1 it is quite dark; I had no idea it was so late;

~ and I am such a miserable coward. Cora, I shall have to
. beg your husband’s attendance home.! =~ :

“ Then, smiling and bidding adien, she left with her little
one, and of course your father went with her,

#The door closed on them, and Cora said: .

“¢Thus it is, almost every evening, some pretext or an-

- other bringing her heve, or calling him to her. I know my

husband loves me, but greatly fear her influence over him.’
“One evening Lucille sent for your-father to attend her

. to the opera,

“4Must you go?’ asked Cora, in pleading tones, ¢I
feel g0 sad to-night. Do stay home.’
“He turned ; gazed at her long and earnestly ; noticing,

I think, for the first time, her wan, pale face, and said,

gently : -

“¢I think T must, love. Ada will stay with you. ¥ have |
promised her, but I am getting tived of this <old Birtation.!
he said, nodding to me, ‘and I shall end it right away. Do~
iWegorry, Cora, love: be sure you have no serious cause;’
and kissing her and his babe, he left us.

“‘He is true to you, Corn. She has_ bewitched him
somewhat, but I traly think he is tived of it I said, -

*“(0h, Adal—I really fear her, she looks at me so wild,
and with a frightful expression, sometimes; but then it is

‘gone so quickly, and she looks at me so loving, I almost -

think I must be mistaken,” Cora answered,
“¢Tell your husband all your fears: tell h_in;, too, th;g
this intimacy is giving rise to reports prejudicial to both.
I think he will see the propriety of an immediate change,’
“Bhe did, that night, after his retorn, and when I went
inte her room, the next morning, I was amazed to see how
bright and cheerful and happy she looked. She was sing-

(1ng to you. Throwing her arms around me, she said.: .
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“¢Yon were right, Ada; he is true to me, and is. so sor-

- 1y he has grieved me so much. See, he has written this
* mote to her, and told me I might- show it to you, it would
relieve you, as well as reassure me.’

“« The note was to. this effeet: That it had come to his
knowledge, recently, that the intimacy, existing between
them, was causing remarks prejudicial to her fame. This
he considered his.duty to endeavor to stop immediately.
She would recognize the propriety of his declining to appear
with her in public again, His wife had suffered much from
his seeming neglect, and in the future he should try to prove
‘to her, and the world, that the vows he plighted at the altar

were not idle words, aud ended by saying he should leave .

town, in a few days, with his wife, for a Southera tous, hop-
ing to improve her failing health.
% Neta, how gan I tell you the awful tragedy of the next

. few hours!” And Ada Harland’s facu foxebhadowed the

telling of a terrible story.

She grew composed after a little while, and '\Teta hstened
almost breathless, as she. proceeded.

#1 left my dearest friend to spend a few hours’ with my

parents. Never since that day of horror, have I failed to -
act according to instinet. Every step I took from my friend

T was seemingly drawn back. I never went so reluetantly
jn.my life. I reached home, mother noticed my uneasiness
" and inquired the cause.

“T could not explain if. I hastened to return. T was then
impelied forward as mysteriously as I was before dra\\n
‘back. A

I reached the house, was just entering the door, when a
woman, deéply veiled, rushed by, almost throwing me down,

and was out of sight before I recovered from my surprise. I’

went quickly up the stairs; ab the first flight I was met by

Fido, Cora’s little pet dog. e was whining and barking -
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piteously, Gazing down at him, I saw, oh, horror! his
paws were dripping with blood, How I reached the room
I know not. In the same chair as I had left her, beside
your cradle, fallen back apparently lifeless, was your mother.
My screams brought up the servants. I endeavored to
staunch the blood which was flowing from a wound in her
breast. A physieian and your‘ father were soon found. The
former gave us no hope ; he shook his head sadly. After a

while we noticed she was showing signe of returnmg con-

sciousness. She murmured your father’s name, and tried
to lift her arms to him, but they were powerless. - He drew
near, raised her head and pillowed it on his bosom. She
whispered, * Lucille.” I have never heard such a groan of
agony as bursh from his lips. She seemed distressed by
this. . Again she whispered, and we heard the words, ‘ Love
my little one for me’ The kind doctor held you to her
She kissed you many times, and said :

%4 Take her, Ada’ She grew weaker rapldly Smlhng

_sweetly, she murmured somethmg, of which we could only

hiear the words, ‘Follow on’

“ With her eyes lifted and beammg with an unearthly
light, she went before us. TLucille was found in the woods,
several miles away, & raving manige. She died a few weeks-
after in the Lunatic Asylum of W. Your father’s terrible
grief and remorse wore his life rapidly away. In three
yéars he followed your mother, and left his orphan girl to.
my love and cars. Before his death he told me he had
learned that Lucille, after Teceiving his note, was terribly
agitated, and raving wildly, rushed out of her home, Her
friends endeavored to follow her, but she eluded them, and
they never saw her again until she was found in the woods,
Also, that he had found a little dagger, which he had seen
Lucille have, lying just outside Cora’s yoom.

“ Lucian Asquith is Tucille’s son ; he wasladopte.d by Lis
father’s sister, and bears her name,
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- % Now, my dear, you know why I s0 much dread a flirta.
tion, most of all with Lucille’s son,”

Neta was very much agitated by the history of the past,
- It was some time before she became calm. At length ghe
- said:

# Thank Heaven, Aunty, this has gone no further. TLu-
cian has never breathed a word of love to me, I will go
away for visit, return with uncle Harry aud my consing,
and so end this acquaintance, which I can well imagine is
a source of great anxiety to you. And now, my dear
mother’s best friend, I will promise that I will from this
time endeavor to conguer these faults, which I am now so
sensible may prove fatal to peace and happiness.” -

Neta left with her cousins for a tour of pleasure, and
during ‘her absence Lucian transferred his attentions to a
-new beauty; and in a few months after Mrs, Harland had

the great pleasure of decking Neta for the bride of her
- special favorite, Will. Marron. , y

/{J;"v";««-:‘

THE GREAT PARISH SCANDAL.

* Always for the want of news they pine—
And if there's anything in which they shine,
'Tis in arranglog all their friends' aifairs, 3
Not mledtug well their awn domestio cares.! "

Most small towns and villages are noted for the gossip-’
ing propensity of their inhabitants; but perhaps no other

- place enjoyed that reputation to such a degree as the vil-

lage of Eastville; where the worthy people manifested
their understanding of the command, * Thou shalt love thy
neighbor as thyself,” by attending to the business and do-
mestic coneerns of that or those persons in preference to
their own. it

Eastville was now busy in consxdermo' ’che merits pro and
¢on. of their new minister—young Brother Aﬂ\vorth Yes;

. at last, they had an unmarried man !

They had sent their delegates to the Convention with the.
understanding to accept none but a young man,” mean- -
ing one unencumbered—tha real trath being that the maum-
mas wanted a chanes towards matrimeny for their dangh-
ters—for a wedding was a rare occurrence in Eastville;
and the wor‘chy dames had come to the conclusion that if
‘they had an unmarried minister with them, that his friends

(brothers in the ministry) who should visit him, most Tikely,
would be like himself—a chance for their girls! and so it
was this time ; just the one they wanted came,
“ Forewarned is to be forearmed,” proved a true saying
' (2883)




-"284 THE GREAT PARISH SCANDAL.

in -this case. Brother Heartwell gave his young friend a
full and true account of his late charge—their weaknesses,
and particularly their “ ruling passion.”

%o the very best you can, and it will prove the very
worst. Try to please by your hopeful encouraging ser-

‘mons, and Sister Smith will declare you have entirely too-

much levity i your manner and discourse. Profit by this,
~and give them an earnest, appealing and threatening one,
-and Brother Jones will vow you look asif you were aboit to
sign the death warrant of the whole congregation, and then
preach as if there was no salvation for them afterwards, -

“0Oh! may the good Lord deliver me from such peopls

again! Most likely you will get on with them the first
term, but look out for the second; you will not get
through. No one ever has, They will be down on you
- when you least expect it, and about what you will not find
out until they choose to tell you!” said the worthy brother,

#Thank you, Brother Heartwell, for the insight you
“have given me as to the character of my new parishioners,
“although there appears but posr comfort for me, and little
hope that I shall prove a comfort to them, yet I think your

“account will aid me somewhat in my future course mth my

charge,” said Mr. Allworth.

He. determined not only to govern himself according to
circumstaneces, but likewise to characters. 8o when with
- Brother Jones and his cheerful girls, the young minister

was. perfectly natural, happy and hopeful as these. On the -

_contrary, when visiting Sister Smith, whose danghter Pa-
tience, being of no particular age, and imbibing her moth-
er’s gloomy disposition, could not, to save her, feel content
and happy, particularly since. Farmer Hayworth had (de-
spite all her endeavors, and her mother’s invitation to par-
take of endless good thingsof her production) gore and
married one W those gay, worldly Jones girls, With'
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these folks Brother Allworth was grave and rather quiet,
conversing on just such subjects as he thought would please
them. “When surrounded by -all dispositions, where ex-

tremes met, he endeavored to maintain a happy medium,

Thus suiting all--and so it really happened that during the
first term of his ministry with the people of Eastville, they
had for the only time, one with whom all were pleased.
So the delegates went up to Baltimore to attend the annual
conference with orders to get Brother Allworth back for -
another term, and not to bear for a moment of the coming
of any other.

It was in Mrs. Hawke's pretty, comfnrtable Kittle cottage,
that the young minister made his home. One ‘day while

"this sister was busily engaged giving his apartment a good

cleaning against the return of the occupant, Sister Jones
chanced to drop in, and finding what her friend was about,
ventured to say

“Youw'll not have that trouble very much. Ionger, Slster
Hawhke, I reckon.”

- “Pd like to know why not I?7” replied Sister Hawke.

% (b, no offence to you. I’m certain sure that Brother
Allworth is mightily pleased with his home, but—well, you
know it would be only natural for him to make his home
with his wife’s relations . , :

% (Oh, yes ! now I know what you mean. Sister Smith

‘was in here a minute ago @nd she hinted as much herself

‘Well, Patience is a nice gal, but T should think she was a
little too old for our brother—but that’s a good fault.”

- . “Bister Smith! Patience! Marry! Brother All-

worth I gasped Sister Jones, scarcely able to speak for
her astonishment. :

“Why, what an awful— and here she stopped short,
either from prudential motives, or-want of breath. Possi-
bly it flashed through her mind that Sister ﬁwke was.not
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a safe person to express her opinion to, concerning the
truthfulness of another sister, and she did not care to be
called up before the church for accusing one of the mem-
bers of direct falsehoad. So, gammg a little composure, she
proceeded:

“ Bister Smith may think what she says, but I know that
Brother Allworth only goes theve as his duty calls him, and
he comes to my house on a different business, Every body
can see~if they choose to use their eyes—that it's my
Bally he’s looking after. But time will prove who is right.
1 hope you Won’t speak of this to any body!”

Bister Hawke, of courss, promised to be very guiet, and -

gained from her sister the same with regard to what she

had told her about Patience Smith, and as a testimony -

- thereof, before night all Eastville were busy conszdermg
this ioportant question.
The delegates returned. Ts Brother Allworth commg
back?” was the universal inquiry.
- %Yes,"—aind then the worthy brothers’ eyes grew sad,
faces long, and shaking their heads in a very ominous mag-
ner, said : ¢

“ They feared that they had all made a very grave mis-.

take ;: Brother Allworth was not what he should be.”

“But he is all he need be for us, and good enough for
©us,” said Sister Hawke.

« Ah, so we all thought. But now—oh dear, dear, what
wickedness there is in this world! Wko ean be true?

v Llsten, while I whisper what I %now, what my own eyes

- have witnesped,” and Brother Jones whispered in the vari-

ous sisters’ ears the story, but in a voice so low and deep,

that we could not eatch it, my dear reader, and will have to
~ wait patiently for & while to hear the charge.
A deep .groan eseaped from the lips of the listeners!

And then sort one ventured to suggest that there must be

some mistake.
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% No, it was too frue, Brother Jones could and would
prove it L
- «Oh!? groaned forth Sister Smith. "% What a deceiving
man! How. we all Toved him! and only think, sister, he
has christened cur children »?

“Thank beaven, we can have them christeried over
again’l” said-Sister Brightthought.

% Buried our dead,” resumed Sister Smith.

“That can’t be undene,” answered another sister,

% Married our danghters

# No, nat quite, although you offered him a goo& chanco
and great inducements,” \

“And you ought to thank him for resisting your at-
tempts,” said Sister- Hawke, spitefully, and darting an an-
gry look toward both Sister Smith and Brother Jones, -
Bhe was very fond of the young minister, and held a slight
hope (despite all the seeming truth of the charge) thﬁ; he
would prove all things right in the end. .

The minister returned, and very soon discovered that
something was wrong. Every body looked dark and gloomy.
The sun even did not seem to shine as brightly, or the sky
so blue as it was. The whole atmosphere was chilled.
Merry Sally Jones's ringing laugh was hushed ; Patience
Smith relaxed into deeper gloom than ever, and his cordial,
kind and attentive hostess was quiet, and looked at him so
sad, and wore a look of such disappointment wheqe?er he
wag near her. What could it mean ? [He never was so

happy in his life before! Well, well, he must wait for time. e

to tell the trouble, and appear not to notice it, he thought.
Many seeret meetings were held-~prayers at various sis-
ters’ honses, which he was not invited to attend.: ‘
“My time has come at last ! I might have known that it
would come some time. I could not expect so much better
luck than all my predecessors. But what on earth have I
done to occasion all this change 7 ¥
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At las the deacons of the church called a public meetin.g,
and requested the presence of the minister. The usual pre-
~ liminaries gone through w1t;h one of the deacons arose’and
stated that:

“ With the deepest regret they had felt it their duty ta
request their brother's presence on that oceasion to answer
a charge made against him of the gravest character. - Ie
trusted that this charge could be met and dealt with in such
a manner by their hitherto much respected and beloved
brother, that it would not only satisfy the brethren and
prove his innocence, but restore their brother to his former
" high position in their esteem. It had been charged that

Brother Allworth was in Baltimore during' the meeting of
conference, in the company of and eccupying the same
. apartments in Barnum’s Hotel with—" and here the worthy
deacon stopped, drew out: his handkerchief, wiped his brow
~ and drew a long deep breath, and gasped forth-# A max-
‘ried woman!”
The deacon dropped in his seat, -

The minister started to his feet. His face flushed with

anger—and in'a voice quivering with excitement, he de-
manded the name of the person, who dared to utter such a
. charge againsthim ?  One so entirely false.

Brother Jones arose and said it was he, and asked :

%1f Brother Allworth could persist in denying the

charga? ¥
The minister stopped suddenly then! his ha.nd in 1115

pocket, drew forth Ais handkerchief, covered his face and-

sank into his chaiz,

% Convieted | guilty! His manner proves it too truly 1 ? -

werg the whispered comments.”
- A profound silence ensved for a fow moments, during
- which was heard.a groan or so, and then an audible scb
" from the bosom of some soft-hearted sister, probab]y Bally
Jones or Mus. Hawke.-

/
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The minister arose, removed his. handkerchief, and dis-
played a face on which were unmistakabls sigus—not of

" guilty emotion, but suppressed mirth.

“The hardened sinner !”” whispered Sister Smith.

“I cannot’ deny the charge, Brother Jones—it is true,”
and here the minister’s faco broke forth into a becoming
smile.” %I shall take the pleasuze of introducing thas lady
to you as soon as possible.”

" A distinet groan now issued from some one, and was
immediately followed by many more,

“As my wife! Mrs. Allworth!” added the minister.

. After the surprise had subsided in a slight degree, and
the whisperings in a measure ceased, the minister proceeded‘
o state

“Lhat he had, as they well knew, gono to his home a few
days previous fo the meeting of conference, and then and
there consummated an engagement of two years' standing,
That his wife accompanied him to Baltimore, and then ré-

- turned to her home, until the deacons could repair the par-

sonage, or he could malke some arrangements for her recep- -

. tion in the home of one of the kind sustms of the charch.

That his first answer that the charge was Salse they must
excnse—for it was ‘occasioned by his great surprise ; and,
in truth, he had hardiy gotten accustomed to regard himself
in the position of a married man, or to remember he had
been in company with a married woman.”

- Not & word more was spoken by the deacons. What
could they say? But obe after anothér came forwaed,
grasped his hand and pressed it warmly. He felt his old
position was regained, and they were all glad to have it so.
The sisters endeavored to show their regret for their hasty

judgment, by every one offering lier-home for the reception

of Mrs. Allworth. Mrs, Hawle was so delighted at his in-
nocence (for “she had nothing to regret, ae she never
18 _ ' ’
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judged him wrongly ” she said) that she actually hugge&
her favorite, and- dida't- care if she dxd—-—as she was old
euough for his mother,

_There was a tear in the eye of merry Sally Jones, and a
_sigh in the heart of Patience Smith, but they both came
forward to clasp their minister’s hand.

The.people of Eastville had that day received a saiutary
lesson: And it was impressed forcibly on their minds and
deeply in their hearts by the next Sabbath’s sermon, in
which their minister spoke so feelingly of the wrong of hasty
judgments, begged them so earnestly to consider well before
they spoke aught of ill ; to have charity toward one and all;
to rather hide than dlsplay their neighbors’ faults; to be-
lieve in their innocence, until their guilt was proven; to
~ judge not by appearances ; and above all, it bebooved Chuis-
_tians to keep their hearts from evil thinking and their

tongues from evil speaking. :
_ This sermon, and the event which called it forth, made a
lasting impression and great improvement in the character
_of the people of Eastville, The last I heard of them, the
deacons wero considering the propriety of suggesting that
there should be a new article added to those requisite for
memberghap in the churgh——-wamely, * That of minding
one’s own business.”

The young minister did admire merry Sally Jones, as her
-mother had thought, and sang her praises so continnally to
a brother minister, that he induced him to come and know
her, which he did, and before many months had passed

~ Eastville rejoiced in a wedding the first time for years so
many they could not be remembered. Scon after this happy,
occurrence there came to visit Brother Allworth, a brother,
grave and sorrowful, mourning the loss of a loving wife.
*'was sad ; of course he needed sympathy, and some one

to help him mourn. No one could do this more effectaally
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than Patience Smith, and so she did, and is now hand in

hand endeavoring to console and comfori'. hiny through the

: journey of life,

Al bless the day which 'brought Brother Aliworth among
them ; the mother and daughter particularly. He soited
them in every way. Matrimony is still prevalent. A wed-
ding is 1o Jonger a nine-days’ wonder, and Eastville is fast

losing the bad name that had cleng to it so long.
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- BY FBE’NGES HENREAW BADERN.

O hats aranhed by thos:
A Desth s o ¢o me.” "~

. #Dogror MANNING, tell me of my dearest friend and
gchool-mate, Dora Austin?” I fsked. “You were her
physician, adviser and counfidant ; and T feel sure from no
“one else could I obtain so full and true a statement of the
events which transpired after I left her ten yoars ago.” .
“Yes my dear madam, I can and will.. It isno idle curi-
osity that prompts you to seek this knowledge of one of
the purest, truest and most devoted hearts that ever suffered

for man. You knew, you loved her. When T think of

that dear girl,’how deeply I feel the tr‘util_l‘ of those poetic

words «Hen cannot lotlte ag women do.”
« Few of us merit the devotion, the self-sacrificing affec-
.. tion, which is so often lavished on man, by s.uch‘as Dc?ra
_ Austin,”_ answered the doctor in @ voice quivering with
emotion. . ‘ o
The doctor was an-old bachelor. A thought flashed
" fhrough my mind. Was I not probing a hidden wound ?

Porhaps he' had loved her! While I was pondering over -

the probability of this, he asked':
- ¢ When did you see her last ?”

«The Winter of 185—. I was with her, at the time .qf a

(292) .
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‘her engagement to Abner Grayson. I remained until after
the arrival of her consin from Europe,” I answered. )

“I was absent then, I have often wished to know the
particulars of ‘those few months. 'Tell me, if you please,
all that happered during your visit, and then you shall ~
hear her sorrowful story,” said the doctor, and rising, he
walked to the window for'a few moments—I think to con-
ceal and calm his agitation: He returned, seated himself,
and motigned me to proceed. : : '

%As I told you before, Dora and T were schoolmates. I
accepted the iuvitatl'on so often urged, to visit her, and
there’ met Abner Grayson. ] knew of him, well. She
would many times in our school diys, tell me how hand. -

* some, and talented he was. Tow kind to her. T knew she

loved him ; long before she would admit it even to hersel,
When I would tell her fo, she would always answer, ¢I
love him as if he was my brother,.he has sver been as such
to me, nothing else. We have grown up together. Our
plantations join,. Abner is such an ardent admirer of bedu-

ty; he could never look on one so very plain looking as

1, with any feelings, other than simple fiiendship.”

%I had been with Dora shout a week; when one after-
noon I was sitting reading in a deeply cartained window.
1 was 50 absorbed in my book, that I had no knowledge of
anyone entering-the room, until my attention was attracted

_‘ by the. desp, manly voice of Mr. Grayson, wooing Dora in

soft, loving tones, - . o
“My first idea was to let them know of my presence,
Then T thought it would be better for me to remain quiet
thdan-to interrupt them, at that moment so fraught with
fond hopes and bright anticipations,
“Thus it was T became a listenar to their betrothal.
“Dora still clung to the idea that he could not love her,
because she was not beautiful. She said:
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&+ Ahner, wait until you have seen my cousin before you
glve your heairt to me. You will surely love her better

than you possibly can me. Remember how fond you were

of her, years ago, in our childhood. She is far more beau-
tiful how. Papa says she is the fairest woman he has ever
soon. She is coming home fo us.. She is an orphan now.
Next month sha will bo hera” :

# Then he answered her:

%¢Yon dear, shy little bird—do not try to ﬁy away, and )

bid me seek n mate of brighter plumage! Come nestle
down beside me, love, and let me try to prove to-iyon “how
lovely you truly sve. I.admire the beautiful, Porg, but I
love the good,  ¥ou ave all and everything I would have
. you: nothing wanting. I would. not change one feature,
" one glance of yours, darling, for the fairest woman on
_earth. I kmow your heart, how true and pure it is, and I
mudt woo until I win i6.  Whisper to m%",@om, that you

love me a little.’
“tYou know I do love you, Abner Who- eIse have T

- had to love, since my childhiood, but papa and you! You
have been playmate, friend and brother.’
- % Excuse me, dootor, but then came forth the selﬁsh, £X~
actmg nature of man, in the words: ‘ .
‘ 4+ Dora, do not talk of such love to me. *Tis not as‘this
* I would be loved. I wonld have you ‘

# Love me not in fancy; love'me not in fear;
But love me as if life doubled in thee when I am neatl”

Thus, or hot at all, would I be loved.

“t Abney, she answered, ¢if you will tell me this again,
after you have seen Lillian, then I will be to you all you
wish. Your happiness is dearer ‘to nie. than my own)

- #¢Then you will soon be traly my own. Come, little one,
look at yourself in this mirror, Why, truly, you are grow-
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ing beautiful. Your eyés are beaming Brightly; and now

your cheeks are like blush roses !’

“He led her from the glass, and out on the pxazza and
I escaped to my room.

“Very devoted he cwntinued to be; and Dora really

looked so happy that her little plain face became qulte :

predty.
The next month hrought the beautlful Lﬂhan Frost,

Lillian ¥rost! How wonderfully were hér name and
nature adupted to each other I~-beautifully fair, and cmeny
cald, *

“How I watched Abner when he first beheld her. But
he was not as I feared, dazzled by her great beauty.

# Bhe was not animated, spirited- enough for him, Shs
did not seem to care to ba attractive then. ‘

“8o Abner again wooed my friend, and she wore his be-

‘ trotha! ring.

-« Then Lillian began her arts to dvaw him from her
cousin, First, I really think she was only in fun, trying

to seo if she could make Dora jealous. Afterward she was-

herself caught, and loved Abner as well as she was capable
of loving any one.

. %My visit was near ite close. A,n fow days before I loft,
I heard him say: :

“¢Why do you not wear your hair like your cousin,
Dora? Aund do wear something light and pretty, like Lil-
11aus gossamer robes. You- dress so very plain. You
should try and look brighter, love.” -

“1I knew then Dors’s happiness would . surely be
wrecked! I retarned to my home. Every four weeks I
would have a lefter from her. She tried to conceal her
Deart from me, But I knew her so well! I knew she was
trying to prepare herself for the end! At Iast she wrote
nie thus :
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“ My True. Friend.—Do not let the contents of this letter
grieve your dear warm heart. Know that I am content,
that Abner’s happiness is mine. He has found out that he
loved me as & dear friend or sister. Lillan is more than
this to him, I saw the mistake before you left me. Indeed

“before he was fully sensible of it.

“ He ‘straggled hard to be true to his faith with me. But
the attempt was making him miserable. "1 watched for a
good opportunity to make ]:um heppy. 1 had not Iong to
wait,

“T was reclmmg on the sofa in the music room. Tt was
twilight. Lillian came in, did not notice me, and began
one of her passionate love songs, she smga s0 beautifully.

% Before she had -finished Abner was beside her. She
turned from the instrument and gave him a look! Ha was
not proof against that. ' .

“He poured forth in eloquent words aIl his love, and
then sank into a chair, saying:

#¢ What have I done ? what said? Oh! I am wmng—
ing Dora terribly !’

“I advanced then, and gaid :

“¢May -Abner be happy with Lillian! I am content
your happiness is mine, Love me as your little sister.”” -

“And 28I was drawing my ring off to place it on Lil-
lian’s finger, it b?’ake,-—-']ust as it left my finger. It was
very strange. The ring is very heavy, but it was near the

* metting of the stone that it broke.

“ZLillian felt badly about the unpleasant accident, but
Abner said ;

-4 ¢ Put it away, Dora, T will get another 2

“The next day, Lillian said : ‘Dora, if you reaIIy loved

Abner, you could pot resign him so calmly,” It would kill '

me to give him up!’?
“T replied:
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¢ Would you die for him ? When I love, to secure the

" heppiness of the loved one is my first object. And in this

I am aé peace, ”

« married i in a short time aftar, and heard no mote from

her.”
“ Now, Doctor, you must go on and tell me what I am so

anxious to know.”

“Oh, curse him ! but for him she might have been ming.
Pardon me, madam, T never knew of this. I suspected
but never was certain, of an engagement,

“Dora Austin was the only woman I ever loved, save
my mother, I was much older than she—by twenty years.
I always feared Abner Grayson was my favored rival I
returned from my travels, and found him on the eve of mar- -
riage with Miss Frost. I thought I had mistaken their
friendship for love. I placed my heart before Dora,

“In g true womanly manner, she told me that she had
loved, and in all probability her heart would never know-
another love,

¢ She dismissed her lover, but secured a true, firm friend.'

“ About the: time of the marriage, the yellow-fover was
making sad havoc in our section. Very few of the country
follis went near the néighboring villages or towns., Abner,

80 blindly happy and busy in preparation for his approach-

ing nuptials, would go frequently into the town.
“They were married at Dora's home, and immediately
started for a Northern:tour. -
“ Twenty-four hours had only passed, when the f:errxble
news reached us that Abner was ill with the fever, and was

-~ in a hospital about thirty miles from us.

“Tn a few hours mte, Lillian was back agam with Dora
and Mrs. Austin.
“{3he had fled and Ieft him,
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# Then, for the only time in my life, I saw Dora Austin
excited-—almost maddened,

« ¢ You have fled—left him to suffer and, per‘naps, die with
straugers. Yor, his wife!. Whers are your vows, girl ?
Btrewn to the winds, Shame! Shame! This is your love!
your devotion! I will teach you woman’s friendship.” I

_am going to him-—to' comfort, nurse, and save him, with
God’s blessing, and return him to the arms of his devoted
wife,! ¥

# Her father and we all plegded against this; “but it was
of no use. She was determined. I tried every way to in-
duce her to give up the idea, but in vain, I offered to go
and remain with him. She would not even listen, but pro-

ceeded to make all arrangements. I knew she would dié if .

she did not go. Her mother died of heart-disease. She
inherited that affection from her. Mz Austin knew this

well ; so he yielded. - I shall never forget the look of sorrow

on the old gentleman’s face when she returned for a'second
embrace and, throwing her arms around him, gazed long

and tenderly in his eyes, and said:
“You dear, ‘good father! It will not be long befare we

. meet again, and be happ:er than now !’
¢ Come with me,’ she said to me.

- “We were soon with the suffering man. The attack had
been violent from the first. He was entirely out of his
mind—kaew no one,. He would elasp Dora’s hand and call
" her his darting Lilly; and insist that she should rest and

not worry about him; she must take care of herself and

not mar her beauty. Then again he would say, ¢Send for

Dora,’ and wonder why she dld not come and help his poor

wife.

% And s0 he continued to take her for his w1fe--lav19h
on her words of love, and reproaches that Dora would not
come to him.

Lo
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&My heart was wrung terribly to ses how this mistake
was striking a death-blow to the devoted girl. Her strength
wos fast giving way. I knew well if she was attacked with

~ the fever in her present exhausted state, it must prove

nearly fatal, .

% She insisted that T should write her ¢ will? You know,
in her own right, she was immensely wealthy.. Her grand- .
father left her—his only heir—his all. She was deeply im-
pressed with the belief she should die.

“¢Dear friend, if I live, all right. " If I die, not sefting"
to right my household, it would be all very wrong,’ she said,
when I txied to chase these gloomy thoughts from her mind.
She left fifty thousand dollars to’ Abner's first child, and
asked to have ‘him or her—whichever it might be—named
for her. : )

% Another large sum she left for the provision of her
slaves, and giving them their freedom. .
“The remainder she left to erect and support. on her es-

‘tate an asylum or hospital, and to be under my control and

direction.

“You must visit this institution. ‘We called it, ¢ The
Anstin Hospital.

% She did not sign her ‘will’ the day it waas wntten, but

gaid:

“¢In three days I shall be twenty-one I don’t think I
shall be iil before that time.’ '

“It was her birth-day, She was sitting beside the sick
man. He was sleeping. She turned to me and thspered.
low

#¢When he awakes, he. will be better, and probably know
us. e will live; unless & severe shock is given him. - Do
not let him know she fled. If he asks for her, I will answer
him/

“It was as she said. He opened his “eyes; his mind

was in the gaze. In a scarcely andible voice he said :
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#¢Tora ! where iz Lilly ? Have I been ill??

%+ Lillian is safe now. . Bhe was in some danger at one
time. You will sce her soon. You have been very il
Don't talk any more now.’

#You will see, my dear madam, how she told the truth in
“her answery~but.in words to comfort and deceive him,

Again he whispered: ¢Dear, good Dora! Heaven bless -

you! You have suffered for me. You look ill, go lie down.!
He held out his hand—she olasped it and said :

- «¢Ygg Abner. I will now, that you aro better. Ide
. mot feel very well, I'm tired = little. This is my birth-day,
Abner. Give your sister a kiss’ and she bent over and

pressed her lips to his, She gave him a lock long and ear-
" nest,as she did her fa.ther, but of deeper love, and left his

side,

% She never saw him more, .
. %She sent for me very soon after, and for two other
friends—signed, and had her ¢will’ w1tnessed Then she
grew rapidly ill, -

% Constantly during her illness, she would ery; fIo not

tell kim-she fled! Do not-let him know it, please’ And’

then again : ¢ Do not think it was being with him that made
me illl It is not the feves, doctor, it is my heart. You
know mamma died so.

% 8he became conscious before she passed away, and said

to moi ¢ My best friend! I have loved ono better, but

trusttd none as’l do you. God bless you! I will watch
and pray for your coming to meet me above, Promise me
that I shall not be disappointed ?*

% The last words she whispered were :

%+ Do not worry about me, Abner! It is my heart, not
your sickness—not the fever.” ‘

“ Truly so it was her heart’s devotion.

#1 have often thought 1 might have won her if she had
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lived. I am endeavoring, by God's mercy, to meet her
again. Sometimes I grow weary for the summons. I care
not for life. I have lived amongst the most dreaded dis-
eases, wooing death. At times I feel forgotten, neglected,
and wouder why I can not go with the many that ave ealled,
Then I am comforted. T feel her near me, and saying:
¢You must stay—you have your Father's will to do—his
work to carry out.’

#¢Visit the fatherless, and widows in their affliction.
Heal the sick. Have pity for the poor. Be merciful after
thy power. Freely ye have received, freely give.!

“1 know she watches over and waits for me, and I am

 happy.”

“Tell me, Doctor, of him? Did he know his wife fled ?”

“ Most assuredly he did. She, in her miserable excuses,
told him too truly of the devoted love of this noble woinan,
whose heart he had so trifled with.

“They are not happy. They have not deserved to be.
I know that thoughts of Dora are seldom, 1f ever absent
from the mind of either.

“ Lillian is ever thinking of the absent ome, who saved

“her husband, by her own secrifice—and dying tned to shield

her from his reproach,

“ Abner is constantly brooding over the young life cut
short ; of the fond, true heart, with whose last pulsation
came a thought of peace for him.

%They have no children, This i is 8 great disappointment
to both. I think it is well.

- #I should be sorry to see a miniature-of Lillian, beanng
the name of Dora Austin.”

The doctor finished, and then I thought: .

Truly, there are men, worthy of all a woman’s devotion,
Had I not one beside me then ?
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iy .“Dni you change those buttons on my vest, Fannie 7%
" asked Edward Barton, after hghtmg his meerschaum and

taking up the paper for his evening.
“Oh! Ned, I am so sorry; but indeed I forgot it. I

“have had so many things extra to do {o-day, and Frankie -

has been so fretfol. But I'l do it just as soon as I put him
in his cxib, be is almost asleep, answered his wife, her faco
telhng p]am]y of fatigue and anxious care. -

% No, never mmd I'H do it myself-—give me a needle!
No, never mind, I'll wait until the next holiday, and then
" Tlldoit. I'm in no very particular hurry. Bub it does
seem to me, Fan, if you had a little more system, you would
.not have to work so hard or be so apt to forget. Here you
bave everythmg before you, and nothing to interrupt. Now
I never forget my work in the office, and I'm often called off
a dozen times & day. I should think it the easiest thing in
‘the world to gét on with your little household affairs,” re-
turned Ned, knocking the ashes from his plpe out on the
pretty, bright table cover.

The patient wife made no reply to these remarks She
had heard the same so often before, and tried to explain how

- completely a sick baby set to naught any ideas of 'gystem; B
~ but husbands cannot understand these things, and it is not

‘mach use to try to make them, They must have the expe-
rience.

Baby Frank:e, lxke most babies, part;mula.rly of his sex,-

(302)
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was man's prerogative to rule. e had then no idea of
going to sleep, but worrled, kicked, and cried, much to his

"~ father's annoyance,

% What is the matter with that child ? 'Why does he not

“go to sleep?

. was alitfle despot, and seemed already to understand that it

“Why Ned, he sees you, and he wants to be walked .

about. You have used him to it. I am ‘too tired, pleass

" you get up aud take him; hé is getling very heavy for me,

You have not spoken a word to him sinco you came home.”
“ Well, Fan, T am worried. 1 wish he would ge to sleep.

I want to read you a letter from Aunt Patience. Come,

give him {0 me; 'R have him off to dream land in no

time.” : :

Now Frankie was in his glory while his papa wag jump-

ing and playing with him, and seemed to_forget to rub his
poor little gums, so swollen and sore. And Ned, enjoying

the many little antics, and infant jargon of his first-born,

was won_for a lHttle while from his'unpleasa_nt mood. But

soon he tired of the fun, and banding the baby back said :
% Here, take him; he won’t go to sleep for me.” And

‘Frankie, now farthar off than ever from sleep, was pui: again

into his mother’s arms.
At length, after rocking and singing, walkmg, and pat=
ting the little form for a long while, the little head dropped

on her shonlder, and Frankie was asleep. Weary and al-

most breathless, Fanny sank into her seat and said :

# Now Ned, dear, what is it?" Perhaps I can he]p you
in your trouble 17

# T hope you are not sick, Fannie! - What is the matter ?
You do not look just right,” )

- % Oh no, nob sick ; only 3 little tired. Frankie iz a good

deal heavier than he used to be, I shall soon be rested.”

“Qht is that all! TI'm gladof it. It would be very une

i

-
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fr;rtuﬁate for you to get sick just now. I wantyou to goses’

. atifty for me, I'll read the letter, then explain,

«Drar Nupnuw.—dJust 28 soon as you receive this I-
want you to get & day’s leave from your office.and come to

gce me, As life is very uncertain, and delays are danger- '

ous, I think every sensible person ought to set their affairs
all right. There axe séveral letters I want written, and my
-business needs a general fixing up. But, most particulacly,
- T want to have you come and go with me to put Tom Daw-
son out from off the lower farm. Iam determined to make
him give up possession immediately. Fle kas taken no no-
tice of the money letter you wrote him. F do not wish to
go to law with him, for ¢them that has the least to do with
law are the best off’ Be sure you come Thursday. I will
have a dinner you Like. Don’t disappoint me.
# Your loving aunt,
«Parience Keromum”

~ “There ndv-w ! Isn't that provoking ? I would sooner
give fifty dollars (if I had it) than go—yet I dare not make

the old lady angry. Yon see Fan.,, I never sent my letter

to Tom:. Poor fellow, he has had so much to pull him back

this season, .J was not going to worry him. He told me his’

" own house would be ready for him in the spring, and then
he would go. But Avnt Patience thinks she can get more
- pent for it; so will not~hear of his xemaining. Now if I
go, she will carry me there to get him out. Then there, I

“will ba in @ petty scrape. Was there ever a toan a0 beset

. with other people’s trouble, as I ?

“You go, Pannie dear, and tell that penurious, hard-
hoarted old—oh ! excuse me—that economical, praiseworthy,
aged refative of mine, that we sre dreadfully -busy at the
office ; but just as soon as I can get a day (for which 171
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not ask in a hurry) Tl come. You can write her Totters,
eat ber nice dinners, and il stay bome, mind the house
and take care of Frankie” '

“ But Ned—-" ‘

. “Wait a moment, Fan. I you will smooth things
up for her,-and not let her think hard of me, 1’1l buy you
a sewing machine before the month’s out.”

“Of conrse I'll go, Ned, if you wish, and do the best I
can for aunty and youtoo. Never mind about the sew-
ing machine, we cansot afford that just yet. You kuow I
sent the eook away because I want to economise. I ean
go very well to-morrow, I did"up all the work to-day,
You will have bat little to do, and Dick can attend to al-
mast everything, if you make him wnderstand just what
you want. He is a bright little darkey, and will amuse
Frankio while you read. What time do the cars leave ? ¥

“ Not until fifteen minutes of eight. Yon will leave at’
half-past seven.” ' |

“Come, Ned, hurry up and dress. Breakfast is Qeady
and I have not a moment to lose. I washed and dressec;
Frankie and he is asleep again, and will remain so for an
hour or two, if you will keep the room quiet. Now listen !
Let me tell you just what to do, and how to pet én. - I have
tixed ham, pie, cake, jelly, and pickles on the side-honed
ready for you, and placed napkins and so o in casel
any one should drop in, and you should want to give them
laneh. Now, after you have done your breakfast please
take out the rolls I've just put in the oven, and tﬁ"e;l putin-—.

~ the loaf.of bread; it is not quite light enongh now. " Yoan

ean remember that, can’t you, my dear ? 7
+ “ Mrs, Barton please to call to mind, that T am a man,

. bot a child, and think T have mind and memory enough to

serve me so far as the baking of a loaf of bread.” .-
- 19 '
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" «Now, Ned, don't get cross; make Dick wash up the
breakfast things, keep up the two ﬁres, sweep up the kitchen,
and that is ¢l I will run up stairs and make the bed.
Good-bye, Ned, do be careful of the baby, and mind, don’t
. forget the bread,” and she tr:pped off, then daxting back,
said :

% Oh, Ned, I forget to teli you, I put out some tea in a
cup, and some coffee in another ; so you can make which you
choose. Keep some hot for. me. Good-bye” ‘

Yrankie was sleeping sweetly, when Edwin Barton re-

turned to bis room, after finishing his breakfast and provid-
" ing for Dick, with the dlrectmn to clear up, as Mrs, Barton

said,
Looking avound the. room, he spxed a pmture that was nob

" in the exact position, and providing himself with a hammer, .

* ho withdrew the hook, selected the proper place to haag it
* and went to work.

This unusual noise awoke Frankie, who very soon set forth’

a loud wail of fright and complaint. In vain the father tried
to soothe the little one ; at length, Dick's services were called
into play.

“Deed, Mister Barton, 1’ spects you make racket and
scared him. Tse aib’t dun de dishes yit,” answered Dick.

“ Never mind, sir. I suppose there are more clean dishes'

if they are wanted. “You come here and try to quiet the
baby ”

But Frankie would seream, in spxte of all Dick’s endeav-
ors. - At last he struck a bright idea.

“If you let mo go in nexv door and git Harry Blame
(Blam) ‘to cum in wid his'n playthings, dat. will muse
him»

Bo little Harry came, and Frankm yielded to his mﬂu«»
enue and became "quite pleasant. .

Nod read his paper, lighted his meerschaum, and ﬁnaﬂy
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found a‘pair of scissors and began his long-threatened piece
of work, (in truth, amusement), namely, cutting and twist-
ing lamplighters. The waste pieces of paper he threw on
the carpet, which were directly caught up by the little ones,
and_contributed much to their amusement, and fature dis-
comf'ort -both to Frankie and hls fatber But I must not
anticipate.

Noon came, and Harry bade adieu, and in a shorb time
the baby began again to grow qmte restless, and eontinued
to grow worse. '

Ned took himr up, and to do hxm justice, T must say en-
deavored in every way to amuse him.

# Dick, what is the matter with him now ? Ts he hun~
gry ? » . .

“No, 'deed, siv. T’se fed him. ’Spect he mia’ses hig
mammy. ’Spect may be how you don’t hole bim easy.”

Bo it seemed, for as the father pressed the little one in
his arms, louder grew his screams., :

So passed the time, with little intermission, until late in
the afterncon. ‘

“] mus go to de déor, sn-,-—the Lell dun rung,” said
Dick.

“Don't you let any one in. . I am out, you hear, 'boy? ”

In a few moments Dick caHed up:

% (Jemman say. how you will see him, an’ I tole hun how
you say you was cub too——"

“ Ned, it is only I. Let me come up ?”

“Tom Merryman! Oh, all right! Come up, perhaps
you can helpme here. Do you know anything about baby-
tending ? This youngster hag a spell of—well, I do not
koow what |”

And Ned pruceeded to explain how it was ha was home
in Fannie's place. ‘

“Yes, 1 can help you, I think. Bless you, boy, it is

[
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fwind, that is the matter with him. I know'ell about it,
When sister Jennie’s baby eries, that is what they all say
is the matter, and of course it is so with yours. They give
it a little-drop or so of gin, and - let me see, how old is your
baby—yes, fifteen months. Well, fifteen “drops of paregoric,
that is it.”

% You are sure, Tom, that it will not hurs him ?” asked
the anxious young father:"

- %1 Rnow it will not”

8o it was duly administered, and it soon proved a happy
ilea, for Frankie’s little eyelids grew heavy, and before
many minutes passed he ®as sound asleep.
© «Tom, you are the smartest follow I know! Come sow
—let us go down and get something to eat. I am almost
famished. ' Luckily, Faniiie fixed everything for lunch,
. except coffee, and I can make that.
- better than tending babies.”

«Hal-loo! What the thunder is this? Took, Tom1”

Tom went to inspect.

4 1t looks like batter, or dough, making an emt from the
pan—w’ o 4.

" Ned's face, wore a most comical expression as he answered.

«You have hit it, Tom, sure! It’s all dough now!
Fannie left that loaf for we to bake.
it? Whew! How sour it smells.
here, Tom 7 ” 7 '

¢ Yes—I guess so. Help you up with it from the floor
and out with it, to the slop-pail. That is the way our cook
does when she burns the bread up, and I think that might
answer for this.”

At the concluding paxt of this speech Ned sprang to the

stove, pulled opén the oven door, and drew out” the pan of -

rolls, now burnt to coal.
- #1 forgot all about them, I had so much to do. A fe]low

I understand it, much

What can I do with -
Can you help me out
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cannob remember avéry thing. I wish that scamp Dick
had forgotten to fill up-this stove with coal;

- kere, Tom 2 #

“ Oh, certamly Let them keop company with the loaf?

“All right. DTll make the coffee nowy and then we be

L

then they .

6

+  would not have been guits so black. Any idea’ what to do .

ready for our lunch, There are a few rolls left from break-

fast.”
Tom carried out his plan- relative to the lost bread, and

- the coffes being ready, they proceeded to the dlmng-room,

wiere Ned put out the varions good things.
“1 say, Tom,—what will we say became of the bread X
“Never mind, old fellow ; I'll stay #nd help you out.” -

*Tom, you are the only comfort I've bad this day. What

is the matter now ? * What are you makmg p fice ab 2
# Do you call this coffee ! ” -
Ned tasted, ‘

“ Something is wrong here, certainly. Well, naver mind,
we will drink milk. ‘T say, Tom,” said his friend, after
looking very serious for a few moments, “ you know wha.t I
think 27

“I can guess—-—na.mely, housekeepmg is not your voea-

tion.”
“ Well, yes—but more than that »
# That woman is an institution ? ¥
“Yes, that is it. A divine institution.

me. I appreciate the whole sex—my wife in particular. If

to-day, when almost every thing was done for me, I could  -.

not rememben, and get along, how must it have been Yester-

‘day with her, Sweeping, dusting, brewing, baking, mend-

ing, making, and more than any, and most of all, tending
baby at the beginning, ending, and between every other
duty Why man! we should go mad, with so much eare,
Oh, woman! From this hour I am thy devoted admirer.”

I never knew it
before. This day’s experience has forced the knotledge on
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% You are right, Ned.. I .appreciate them too; partica- -

larly after eating such cake and pie as this. ¥ give up
the idea of being a bachelor,” said the merry man.

¢ Bless me! ‘It is half-past six o’clock. Faunnie wilt be
here very soon. I awish those dishes had been washed up;
then every thing would have seemed right anyhow.”

#Wo can do them in no time,”. said Tom.

“Too Iate—here she is,” answered Ned. And Fa:nme

came in ; looking as bright and happy as possible,

5 Why, how well you look. I was fearful you would be
tired, Fanme! Sit down, and let e remove _your wrap-
pings”

% Oh, no—not a bit tired. I am glad to see you, Mr.
Merryman, You have kept Ned from being lonesoms, T
know, Ihave had a very pleasant day. How is Frankie ?”

" returned the htﬂe wife,
: 1 wish 1 had,” thought Ned—but answered :  I'm very
- glad to hear it. Frankie is sleeping nicely.”

% (Give me a cup of tea, please, and a roll, The long ride
has given me an appetite,”

A look of congternation, mmgled w1th an appealing one,
was.cast towards Tom, by the anxious husband, He poured

- out & cup, still quite hot, and passed it over.

Fannie sweetened and tasted. Puckered up her mouth '

tasted again, Her ‘eyes were dancing, her mouth drawn
- down, every feature expressing suppressed mirth.
% Tea of coffee ? Did you say, Ned ?7 she quietly asked,

. T 'am really sorry, Fannie. But I must have put both

-iﬁ; I guess. . I was very much worried about that time.”

“Never mind, I'll make a cup in a few minutes,” an-
swered his wife,  And off she flew to the kitchen to meet
the breakfast things, just as she had left them. She soon
returned with her tea; sat down and asked:

“Where are the fwsh rolls, Ned? I'd like one of your -

bakmg ”

THE HUSBAND E MISTAKE, 311

%« Now Ms. Barton, T am very much afraid you will think
we were gormandizers, but those rolls were so very brown,

_and inviting, that we made away thh all of them,’ said the

ever ready Tom,

“Oh! Iam very glad yau liked them. I would just as
soon have the loaf~a piece; if you pleaso, Ned ? #

Another appealing glance towards hig friend, who came
to his assistance.

“ Really, I do not know what you will think—but my
deat madam, we were both of us pretty nearly famished and
seeing the loaf which was so very light and tempting, why
~we paid our respecis to that first,” said Tom, very
gravely.

, “Indeed, I am dehghted you enjoyed both;” said Fannie
—but at the same time, tiz,mkmg there was some mystery
concerning it.

- “1 will go up and see Franlne, relieve Dick, and then

“come down and tell you all about my visit,” said Fannie, .

She was gone about a half hour, during which time the

“two friends were congratulating themselves on then- happy

exit from their embarrassing situation.
Fannie returned, looking merrier than ever, and said:
“INed, you have had a very trying day with the baby—
but, poor little dear, no wonder he fretted. Dick has told

‘me all about it. Your prescription did very well to soothe

him to sleep, Me. Merryman. But you did not get at the
right cause of the trouble. Although I’ve no doubt he

- proved to you there was wind enough-~but in his lungs

only. Just think, I found the bosom of his dress stuffed
quite full of scraps of stiff paper, which had irritated his
skin considerably. That. was the reason he cried so, when

'you pressed him to you., The sllarp edges of the pa.per hurt
- bim, but it is nothing serions.”

#74 W'ls_tha}t little seamp, Harry Blame {as Dick calls
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him,) Of course : T could not have my eyes o him and my

work too,” said Ned, in a rather apologetic manner.

- %I koow it, dear. Now I wiil tell you about my trlp
Aunty. was very much disappointed at not seeing you—'’

T hope you made it all right, Fan. What did you tell

her?¥
« T did—but I told her the trath, the whote trath, and

nothing but the trath,” answered his wife,

# No—yon did not dare to! Told her I was home 77

“ Yes.- Now listen, my husband, and. please not to say
another word until I get throngh, I knew aunt better than

you, I was straightforward with her. 1 began by telling .
her you sent me, because you did not wish to hart her in any

way. I told her of the hard trial this winter had been for
the poor—that every one felt it; then of the trouble in
Tom Dawson’s family—how much s:ckness, and so0 onj and

then I told hex you had never sent those letters to him. In

. short, I fixed everything all r:ght——-wrote her letters, fixed
. up her affairs generally, and most of all, found the key to
“her beart. Aud only think, went over with her to see T'om,
and she was as kind as could be! She told him to take his
own time to pay her, and stay as Jong as he wished. And
now, to finish up, 1 told her what you had promised me if [
did all right—
% Why, Fannie, Tme?
- #Not a word yet, See here! She gave me thxs }—one

hundred dollars—to buy the machine, saying she would have

that pleasure herself, she was so thankful I hud helped her

to:find her botéer feelings, which she had hid away so long.”
. “TFannie, you are the dearest, wisest, best wife in the

world! How did you manage the old lady ?”

- Ned, dear, as every true woman likes to be managed by
“her friends, relatives, more than all, her husband. Deal

with us gently, patiently, lovingly, candidly and truthfully,
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-without reserve or concea]ment and you have found the key-
to unlock our.hearts: secure and keep the real treasure
within,”

% Fannie, I believe that is the ngﬁt policy for us, truly;
and I have come to the conclusion that a woman has the
right, and is werthy, to fill the highest pomtmns,” said Ned, |
warmly.

« Well, dear, I am very glad you think so; and I think
my sisterhood generally would like very much the privilege
of trying the experiment; and, at no very distant time, I
think it will be granted ns, From our husbands, however,
o0, we wish and claim, to be loved, respected and appre-
clated”

"The inanspicions day ended so happﬂy to the delighted

“man that he humorously told the story of the rolls and loaf,

that evening, to h:a wife'; and to his friends many an eve-
ning after. .
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Oue nat easily fentous, hut being wrovght,
Perplexed in the extreme.~BRAKEEPEARS,

As I\;appy and loving o little wifs as ever blessed the
‘heart and home of man was Ruth Spencer. A gentle,
Dbrown-syed little dove, who believed all the. World a8 good
and as kind as herself.

- Bhe had been married five years, and duxing that time

hardly a shadow of care or trouble hpd entered her little

home, except what had been- brougﬁt by her husband’s old-

_ aunt Pradence, s maiden lady, very poor and terribly proud,

" who lived with them, -
- One little cherub of a boy was the crowning blessing of

her life.  She would often say she was the happiest woman

in the world, with the best husband and sweetest baby,
In the next house lived a very pretty girl fo whom Aunt

Prudence ‘took a manifest’ dislike ; and indeed she wds the
cause of many a heart ache to our little Ruth,

Rumor said Lilly Hanson was engaged to & man old
enough to be her grandfather-—an arrangement of the old

folks, . Lilly did not love any one particularly, and as the

old Colonel wae immensely Wea}{shy, she did aet chjec% ta
+ their syrangement,

A great intimacy sprung up between th%s young girl and.
Ruth, and when the latter’s brothar, aLﬂeutenant Seatop,
came to. make his sister a visit on his return. from -ses,

(314)
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scarcely & day passed without some party of p'.leasure, or
sight-seeing expedition, found them together.

It was soon very evident that Lilly’s bright eyes had
made & decided impression on the young officer.

In a confidential talk with his sister, he told her as much
but concluded by saying:- .

“But it is'a hopeless case. She is truly beirothed to
that ¢Old Colonel.’ It is too bad ! he is old enough' to be
her grandfather but he is & noble old chap, and I cannot‘.
help liking him,” '

% Would he not release her, think you, if she loved sotne
one else better 7”7 suggested bis sister.

% Ne, I think not. It sedms hier father is. under some
very great obligation to him, and I am by no means sure -
that she does love any one better than her old Colonel.”

+ So the visit'was concluded, and young Seaton bade adieu
without giving his sister any hope that Lilly looked on him
with any feelings other than sitmply friendship.

But to Ruth’s amazement, very soon her husband began
to grow very fond of Lilly’s company. If they were going.
to any place of amuaement he would be almost sure to -

say:

“You had better ask Lilly to go, Her old lover does not. -
take her out much, and she will not go with young gentle-"

men.”

Aunt Prudence did not hemtate to express ‘herself very = |

freely. On one occasion she said:
% Indeed; Buth, child, T do not know what you are think-
ing about, not to see that girl is trying her best to bewitch

© your husbend,  It's plain as day to-them as are nob blind,

or don’t want to see. .And I think she is as artfol a piece
as I ever came across, having the impudence to tell you
haw good your husband is, and what a splendid fellow—
hamph, as if you didn’t know it. Pd let them know my
eyes were open. I’d not be treated so.”
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# ' Why, Adnty? treated -how? Coorge is devoted to

me, and just as attentive a8 he ever was. George is gorry

for het, and she makes so much of him, indeed of both of

us, that of course he cannot help being kind to her. Noth-

ing else; but I do think he is & Zistle too fond of her,”

murmured Ruth. .
“Ts Mr. Spencer in? Sister wants to see him, and says

" please will he stop at our doof & moment before he goes to

his store,” exclaimed little Willie Hanson, mgning into

Ruth’s sitting-room, -« ‘ _
"This put a stop to. Aunt Prudence’s lecture for that
time. Indeed, Ruth was very glad to have a stop put to
. it, She had become sore on the subject. Poor little thing,
" ghe tried hard not to see or think anything wrong, but her
. pretty face had a decidedly careworn look. .
‘A fow days after this conversation, Lilly herself came
bounding into the room and said: = .
- Mps. Spencer, isn’t it most time your husband was
home? I want to see him so much; I watched for him
thig morning, he must have passed before I was at the win-
dow--"" and then; as if her speech needed an apology, she
said": ' 1
T want to see if he has a letter for me, he promised to

" call at the office,” -

There was & step in the hall, and away she flew to meet
hire, and had a Jow folk of 8 few moments hefore Guorge
came into the room, and then passed out, but not before
" Ruth heard her say, ¥ Thank you, Il have it ready and

watch for you” e i o

- Very quiet was the poor grieved litile wife.

All that George could do to be pleasant, did not make
the dinner other than & very dismal meal; and, when tak-
ing his leave, he went as usual to kiss her, she did not re-

tarn it, but ran up stairs to hide. her tears from Aunt Pru- -

dence.
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That evening, when her husband came howme, she did not
try to wear a happy face, she was miserable, and was not
going to try to hide it any longer. ] -

“Rath, darling, what i3 the matter? What ails you?
F've never, in the five years of our married life, seen your
sweet face wear a frown or any expression but love and
happiness, until within the last few days. Tell your hus-
band what troubles you,” he said, taking her in his arms.
~ She burst into tears, and told him all; and what Aunt
Prudence thought and said. | o

 Little "Wife, do not let your pure heart be troubled by
what Aunt Prudence says, and above all do not see your
friend’s actions with her eyes. Trust your husband, and be

"very sure that he loves his little Ruth more and more every

day, and thanks God for giving him such a blessing,” he
said, in such a solemn, truthful manner, that she was quite
satisfied for some time afterwards, notwithstanding that =~

Aunt Prudence, every day or so, would find something to

shock her ideas of % common decency * as she termed it.

% Papa is coming ! Papa is coming!” said baby Georgs,
running up fo his mother, - '

#He tops to see Lilly, papa dive Lilly likeness.,”

“Do you understand, Ruth, what the child is saying?
Well, things are coming to a pretty pass, that a man stops
to see young girls, and give them his likeness, keeping his

© poor wify home walting dinner; Ywasn’t sp in my day, bat

of course, it is all right, simply friendship and pity.”

“ Aunt Prodenes, pleass do not talk 56, "1 have full don-
fidence in my husband ; and canvot you throw the mantle
of charity over Lilly's actions 77 ' '

“ Humph, I don't know what style of mantle charity
wears ;. bub it will take a monstrous large and long one,
different from the present fashion, to cover ap and hide that
gixl’s bold and wicked ways,” broke forth the old lady.
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So days passed into weeks and. there grew to be a cool-

" ness between Ruth and Lilly, the latter trying her best to
“warm the chilled heart of her former friend ; and when she
would throw off the feeling of suspicion, and be & little

cheerful and easy, Aunt Prudence would suggest some new -

* outrage to society in general, and domestic peace in’ partic-
ular.
- Atlast it came just as she knew it would be, just as she
- had predicted.
One day a'note irom George wag: brought by the porter
from the store, saying * that his wife must not be uneasy

or worried, he was called away very unexpectedly, and had |

not time to come home to say good-bye, as he wanted to
catch the four o'clotk train. He would be home the next
afternocon, .

© . This explanation was satlsfaetory {0 Ruth, not 5o to Aunt
Pmdence

« Humph ! may be so ! I hope it will prove trae. I be-
liove that girl is at the foot of it.”

" Ruth had just put her baby to sleep, and was sitting by
Ins crib, when a loud ring was heard st the hall door ; in a
fow moments . more Mrs. Hanson rushed wildly mt‘.o the

* z00m, crymg out:

“Where is Lllly ?is she here ? When dld you see her
last ?”

Ruth was too tertified to speak

“ Where is your husband demonded the excited
mother.

. Poor child ! all was plain now—George gone, Lilly gone.

% T've not seen Lilly to-day; my husband left town this
afternoon,” she gasped forth.

A pew actor now appeatad in the scene-—Aunt Prudence.

% Just what I've been expecting to hear for a month
past, 'Where‘have your eyes boen, madam, that you have
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1ok seé your Lilly’s designs on that poor unsuspecting
child’s husband ? T've been seeing it all and telling her;

- but she is so goed and" pure in herself, she could -not think

of a woman’s being anything else. Hold up your head,
my dear—you have nothing to be ashamed of. 'There is no
disgrace at your door. If he is gone, I'd feel 1t--a good
riddance of bad baggage »

“Qh, oh, aunty ! yon don’t know—yon have never been
a wife. - I was so happy before we got rich and came here.
Oh, oh 1" sobbed the poor wife,

The almost crazed mother ran from the room, glad to get
out of the way of the enraged spinster.

* Ruth spent the night in walking the floor, crying. At
last, near morning, she grew rather more calm. She had
decided what to do.

Packing up a trunk with thmgs she needed most for hez-
self and little one, she, went, at early dawn, to Aunt Pru-
dence’s room, knocked, and said :

%] am going home to my parents, I shall leave -this
morning at eight o’clock. + T cannot stay here—1I should die.
You had better remain until you hear from him; and,
please, have my things-—my wardrobe—sent to me, You
will know how to seftle up better than I, I'must go to my
mother.” ‘

K Weﬂ my poor dove, I will do the best I can, and will
come to see you when I get through.” '

. In afew hours, the cars were bearing her rapidly away
firom_her husband’s home, :

“ Hoity-toity | what is thisP—a visit from my little
Ruthy. Why did you not let us know you were coming,
that some one might have met you‘?” inquired old Mr.
Seaton,

Aftor much trouble, he was able to maka out, through
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the sobs and broken exclomations of mortiﬁcatlon and grlef
just how matters stood.

« Well, well, yesterday your brother toolk it into his head.
to clear out from us and get married, without a word ; and
to-day, our daughier takes it into "her head to come back
to her home, tired of matrimony.”

“Coie, child, stop crying ; there must be some mistake
—George seemed to be a very devoted husband.”

« O, so he was, until (as Aunt Prudesice says) that girl
bewitched him.”

“ Humph! ab, I should not wonder if that mlsnamed
. damsel had not ¢lighted and been blowing the fire all the

time,~inl a word, been the cause of this trouble.”

% (Oh no, father dear, it was plain enough for every one
to see, and they both left in the same train, O, I shall die
—1 koow I shall”

Ruth was carried off, put to bed, and gwen a composing
dmught by her mother.

' . The next morhing she was calmer, and her father man-
uged to get a olearer statement of the affair.

4 Now tell me the name of the young person yau gay he
has goné with”?

« Lilly Hansnn,” Whlspered Rath. :

“Lilly? Why, bless my sonl, the . Liflies have grown to

" be very forward flowers ! That is the name of the girl Jo.
. has gone off with—Xilly somebody—he did not say whe;
only we must weleome his Lilly—and here they are now !”

A carriage drove'up to the door; and Jo. _]umped out and’
" led in & lady, saying ‘

- #Here, father,—mother,—is your new daughter!”
‘The lady raised her veil, and disclosed the bright, pretty
' face of Lilly Hanson.
% Why, Ruth,.you here? Geurge just left us yesterday
afternoon.”
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But Ruth was speechless, gézing with amazement on the
face of her new sister.
The old ‘gentleman seemed to he the clearest-ieaded one

"~ of the group, and said:

§
o

- “Qh, I see—this is the Lllly I-—-ha.' ha! hat they dui :
not let you into the secret.”

By this time, Lilly’s arms were arﬂund Ruth—she exclaim-
ing:

“Do you forgive me, sister? I fear I've cansed you
~much suffering; but it was all Joe's fanlt. He said if I
‘made you the confidant, that Aunt Prudence would draw it
all out of you, and ma would surely knowit; and as you
would tell your husband, we had better de th’at ourselves,
4nd have but one in the secret. ~ He brought me all Joe’s
letters and sent mine, and finally went over to Baltimore,
and havmg seen me duly married, hastened back to you.
Oh, how dasappomted he lel be not to find you. Do you
forgive me ¥

“ Forgive you? Wﬂl George ever forgive me, for not
having confidence in him ? He told me to trust him. - Oh!
indeed George will never forgive me,” cried the poor child.

% Yos he will,” and turning round she wag clasped in her
husband’s arms.

~ & Indeed, little wife, you. hava been sorely- tried, but in
future you will not borrow Aunt Prudences eyes, I hope.
However, it’s all right now.’

¢ All’s well that ends well,’” suid old Mr. Seaton,

¢ This ends very well,” said George.

“I’'ve good news for you, Lilly, Iwent in and gave your
marriage certificate to your mother, and she was so relieved
that the silly xeport of Auntie’s was not true, she almost

“hugged me. . And now for the grand finale. Your old ol

onel says Joe must bring you home. That he never had the

" slightest idea of marrying you himself. That he only want-

20
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ed to keep off ‘the young scamps until you were sought by
~ gome fellow. Ho had picked out Joe for the Iucky chap}
" but you would not let him have the pleasure of giving you
away. He says all he has is yours, with ‘his best regards,
and hearty thanks to Joo for relieving hime~for he is per-

factly devoted to bachelor life,” v

THE THREE BELLES

BY FRANCES HENSBHAW B.A.DEN-

Three ladies on the summic of your mind

Their station take to hold discourse of lova:

Gsnius and courtesy adorn the one,

Besuty nnd graceful elegance the other;

Tha third hath lazde, and slaves 40 do her honor, —-DAN!I.

“WHAT 8 restlesg, uneasy little body our Doctor’s wife is, -
Grandma! Was ghe glways thus ? OQr is it the reverse of
fortune that has affected her mind and manner? I ofien
wonder how such an elegant man could have chosen one so -
seemingly inferior to himself in all ‘mental attainments.
She is rather handseime, certainly, and posmbly in her
youth may have been beantifal enough to win the Doc-
tor’s heart; but not to hold it, I fancy. She is not happy.
One thing I particularly notice, thut whenever she speaks .
she glances, anxmus]y at her husband, as if she was fearful
of saying something fo displease him. You knew her he-
fore her marriage, did you not? Tell me of her youthful

- days, and his,” asked little Katie "May.

“ Why, Katie, what an observant little body you are!

And you are very nearly right.in your idess of poor Mrs.

Daw. Yes, I knew them both, and their parents before
them. T will tell you what it was that won the Doebors

~ heart, and all about it.

“In this county, within a distance of met more than ten
miles, lived three young girls, all possessing - considerable
beauty, and, strange to say, all bearing the same given name

of Rebecca. There were but few young men in the neigh-
(823)
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barhood and those here were very com xnpiace, either in
manner, appearance, or ability, excepting One, young Doe-
tor Harry Daw. Handsome, talented, and very agreeable,
he made sad havoe with the hearts of all the girls, particu-
latly with the three Rebeceas, .

" «J remember well being. present on one occasion and
hearing 2 conversation between the Doctor and his mother
—my dearest friend—on this subject.

«'The Dostor was sitting deep in thought that day, when
his mothér asked :

¢ What is it, Harry, that you are punhng your brain-
_over? A new medical theory ? an obstinate case of fever?
or the most becomibg color for s neck-tie?’ she added,

langhingly.

& ‘_Nelther, mother dear. Something of deeper impor-

tance than all your surmises—something more for the

“heart’s than the brain’s decision. I will tell you ~ first,

however, stipulating that our friend Mrs. May shalleither

close her ears hure, or her lips for ever heregjter, and giv-.

ing me her promise to think as charitably as possible of
my seeming high opinion of my own merit, Will you
- agree to my terms?’ ha asked, bowing gracefully before
me.
“X prom:sed and have strietly kept it up to thxs time,
~ " But nowitean do no harm, after all these years have passed
by, to relate it to you. - . ‘
“¢ Mother, he said, ‘these three Rebecoas—I am per-
fectly bewildered by them : to which shall T yield? Sweet,
gentle, loving little Rebecca Berry-—beautiful as a poet’s

dream, Nature’s masterpiece, I heard ber often called—is .

‘stealing deeper and deeper into my heart. It was with the
- greatest. difficulty Jast night that I conld restrain myself
from placing my heart and hand before her, and as'kmg her
to bless me with her love. Yes, yes, T know she will prove
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g great blessing to whoever may win her. But, mother,
she hag neither soeial position nor wealth, I, too, being

+ poor, would not be wise to make her mine; we both should

do better.

. “¢Next comes pretty, brilliant, gifted Rebecca Green-

ough. How she charms me with her constant flow of heau-

tiful Janguage, her never-failing wit! How proud I should

be with her presiding over my home, She would grace the
highest position. I feel sure that great fame. will yet bo .
hers. The wealth of her mind will be known far and wide.
But she is too poor in worldly goods. Oh, if I only had
wealthl Well, well, it would not be qulte so hard to de-
cide.

«¢T,ast, but by no means the least in attractions, is Re-
becca Haton — pretty, amiable, of one of the oldest and
proudest families of our State, and yndoubtedly the great-
est heiress! Think of-her broad lands, numberless slaves,
and countless hoard of gold! Does not all these gifts of =
fortune insure happiness for its possessor? One thing ™~
weighs only against her. ~She has.not had the advantages
of education that her position and wealth demand ; or if
she has had, she has not made proper use of them. She
has not the attainments of an ordinary girl of twelve years
but she is quite young enough:'yet to improve herself.
Now, mother dear, if I could ba so fortunate as to win

eithe, with whmh shouldI most hkely sectte peace and

happiness ?’ .
“¢Qly, Harry, my boy, you are Welghmg between love, |
pride, and wealth; and I greatly fear the .claims of -the *

* heart’s purest affections will be found the lightest in th& o

balance; Yes, you have said trily, it is for the heart's—

yours only—decision, Conmder well ; and if you have the . -

knowledge of having gained a dearer position than that of
friend in the heart of either of these young girls, Jot that
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khowle&ge weigh heavy in the favor of ¢ut one, whichever
she may be,’ answered hzs mother. .

%] bade them adieu and left, soon after; feeling _qm’ce'

sure in my own mind that Harry Daw would have no diffi-
culty in winning either of the three he wished, all loving
sufficiently to risk their happiness in his keeping. My own
" heart hoped little Rebecoa Berry might be the favored one,
- for I thoughf: she loved him best, and the loss of his love
ywwould be harder for her gentle heart to bear.

"« A fow weeks after this, his decision: was known, An

engagément between the Doctor and the wealthy Rebecca

Eaton was proclaimed. Yes, gold weighed the heaviest,
and wém the Doctor’s hand ; X.wish I could add, his heart.
é Roport; said that, for a fow hours .only after this, Re-

becea Groenough- hid berself away, for a severe struggle

with her loving, womanly heart; But bravely she con-
guerei, and bore her disappointment; coming forth as calm
" ny ever—more charming, if possible, She made a visit to
Rebecea Berry, it was said, to sympathize with and comfort
“her, and, with her arms around her friénd, she whispered
that she too had loved young Doctor Daw, saying :
~ “&Cheer up, little one! for if there is any truth in the
saying, “Misery Toves company,” you have that consola-

~ tion. - Harry Daw suffers with you. You feel, and I kmow,
- that you alone he loves. He has bartered his heart’s pur-

@ ¢het impulses for gold, and such a man is not worthy.of our
- love. © 'We will show him and the world that there are
women whose hearts will not break, or their, owners fade
away and die, 2]l for the loss of a man’s lova)

5 f.“'.l‘here began then, and continued until they left this
- “néighborhood, a greab intimacy between these two. T was
2 present at the wedding, and saw the many friends coms for-

c(mgratulate the wedded pair, Among them was.
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Reébecea Greenough, Smiling and graceful she éame, and

with her clear bright eye gazing calmly in his, she offered

" her wishes for his happiness. I think, after that day, the

Doctor’s mind was more than doubtfil if he had ever been
regarded with a deeper feeling than friendship by her,

“lose following her was little Rebecca Berry. Nat-
urally timid 2nd retiring, her manner on that occasion did
nof excite comment or attention; but * How beautiful |’
‘How oxquisitely lovely!’ were the numerous exclama-
tions. Silently and with drooping eyelids she stood before
him, and placing for a moment her cold fingers in his, she
passed on. Oh! I know there was a severe paug in the
heart then, which, had it yielded to its own pleadings before
it was too late, had clasped for ever in hiz own. the little
trembling hand he bad just relinguished,

“Frequently, at the wedding parties, I have seen the

‘Doctor held spell-bound, entranced by Rebecca Greenongh’s

brilliant conversation, Yes, for hours I've watched him
lingering beside her. Once I remember being' very near,
when she stopped suddenly in something slie was saying, - -
and waving her fan gracefully in the direction. of the young £
bride, said, ¢ Doctor, Mrs. Daw 15 alone. Your presence is
due there”

“Trom the servants came reports of how diligently the
young wife betook herself to studying her grammar and

* dictionary ; of long &a.ys spent in try:ng to improve herself, "

to please her husband.

“ One day, about a yegr after their marriage, my mother |
gave a dinner party. They were present. I was seated i

just opposite them at the table. Some one of the guesty
addressing Mrs. Daw, she replied with some pleasaut little _
remark, but the words were not well chosen, or some one of
them' miscalled, I forget just which, but it fell unplensantly

v
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on ‘her husband’s keen ear. © A flush of mortification
mounted his handsome brow, and a littlé while after, when
we were leaving the table, T heard him whisper the harsh,

unkind words, ¢ For Heaven's sake, talk as little as posmble,'

and save me such publie mortification.’

“ So you see, Katie, you were guite correct in your sur-
mises. Her anxious looks are caused by the fear of dis-
pleasing or mortifying her husband.

« A few months after this, there ¢ame into ’che neighbor-
hood, to drink of our ¢health-giving waters,” a young man,
handsome and very wealthy. He mef the beautiful Re-
becca Berry; saw how very different she was from the but-
terflies of art and fashion that he was accustomed to mee
in his city home, and “became very much in love with her,
prolonging his stay among us until he won and carried her
away with him. We have constantly heard of her oceupy-
ing & high position among the élite of New York; and
now, although twenty years have gone by, ’tis said she is
* till one of the most beautiful women of the time,

“ Rebecea Greenough left her home, to visis hor relatives

“ in afar Western city, There her talents’ Were soon well

known and ‘appreciated. She became a contributor to a
widely circulated literary paper, her productions meeting
every where the -highest faver; her society univérsally
sought ; and in the most refined and brilliant circles she

- was the ¢bright particular star’ About a year after she

left us, she gave her hand to a rising young lawyer: his
wn ability, accompanied by, the great populamty of his
ife, bringing him before the people; occupying, one after
atiother, positions of honor and 1mportance, until now he
-comes as the Senator from :

% 8o, you see, Katie, the loss of Doctor Daw’s love proved,.
in the énd, & great gain for the twd girls. Poor man! his
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life has truly been a great failare, the wealth he so coveted
bringing him neither happiness nor advancement in aﬁy :
way. And now, the result of the war and the Emancipa-
tion proclamation have reduced them almost to poverty, I
truly pity her. . But, although T like the Doctor very much,
I cannot refrain from often thinking and saying, ¢The end
has brought him just what he deserves—disappointment !*»
© A fow weeks after this, Katie May, on her return from
church, rushed into her grandmother's room, exclaiming:

#Oh, Grandma, you ought to have been fo church to-
day! Only think! there I saw, all standing together, the
three Rebeccas! I had an opportunity of getting a good
look at them, while Jim fixed the harness—some part of
which, luckily for me, just then was broken.

# Grandma, you will go eall on your old friends, will you
not, and take me with you? I heard they were going-to

_remain some days, visiting their relatives.”

“Indeed, I truly felt sorry for poor Mrs, Daw, and the

- Doctot too, when I remembered that all these years he has

been reaping his reward: and to-day I think the measure
was filled to overflowing, when he stood in the presence of
those two women-—one s6 perfectly charming, as she came
forward leaning on her distinguished husband’s arm, and
greeted her old friends so cordially | How proud any mian
wight well be to call her his wifol She is decidedly the

‘most elegant woman I ever saw. = You -can readily see her

gifted mind beaming in every glance of her glorious eyes.”
% Well, Katie, how does my little favorite, the beautxful
Rebeces, look ?” asked her grandma, ,
“As peaceful and happy as possible. What must she -
have been in her gitthood ? T have been continually think-
ing sinee I saw her; for now, although nearly forty years
old, she is far more.beautiful than any girl I ever saw ! Ah,
Grandma, there is not a shadow of a regret for the past in
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cither of their bosoms, T know ; and the Doctor knew and

folt it too.”
% Yes, my child, I think poor Dr. Daw has found that

riches taketh unto themselves wings, and flee: while the

wealth of the mind is much more reliable, and the freasure

of a puxe loving heart endureth for ever.”

DAYS OF TRIAL_.}

"I‘hmgs deemed uplikely, e'en impoaslhle,
Experience often shows us 1o be true.~IHAKRSPRARE.

During the summer of 1865, I was en route to make my
accustomed visit North. When we amived in Baltimore,
our car was entered by qulte a large and rather merry wed~
ding party. .

Very readily I picked out the bride. Why? Because
ghe was the youngest, prettiest, yes, and saddest looking of
the three girls near me—sad, I thought quite naturally, at
leaving the gentle, sweet-looking lady who held her hand. " I
knew she was her mother. There were two young pentle-
men, but which of them was the happy one I could not, to
save e, decide. “I shall find out,” I said, “when the
train leaves and the good-byes are given.” ‘

Another member of the party I must mention. A bean-
tiful, br]ght;-eyed little boy of about three years hung around
the bride. Frequently, during the half hour they lingered
in the car, she would stoop and press her lips to his, and pab
his curly head. “ Her baby brother,”. I thought.

Last, but by no means the least important in my eye,.
was the finest looking old gentleman I ever saw. Sixty
years of age I think he might have been. Proudly erect,
very dignified, yet as gentle-mannered as a woman. -Imast
own tp 2 great admiration for handsome elderly men, and. -
this one was just my beau ideal of the mobleman of olden

(331)
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times. He must bo her father,” Tsaid to-myself, when the. ‘

ghrill whistle announced the moment for parting near.

The bride was clasped in her mother’s arms; the youag
friends were crowding around for the last kiss, and then my
ears wera surprised by these words: # Good-bye, my darl-
ing boy; be very good, and memma will bring you some-
thing pretty, and will soon be home again.” And the child
was claspod to the bosom-of her I had thought his sistor.
His mother! Scarcely possible. How can that be? I

- wondered. Then the old gentleman caught up the little
child, and kissing him, said: ‘ \

#Be a little man, Harry: do not worry for mamma, and”

. —here there was.a slight hesitancy— papa will find some-
thing to bring you too.” V

" At the concluding pert of this remark, the beautiful face

of the bride was crimsoned for a second, and then became

very pale. ' Ifancied a tear gathering in her blue eye. An-

other whistle, the friends hurried out, leaving the bride, and

. —which? her father or husband ? I was mystified truly.

They occupied the seat just in front of me—the bandsome

‘old gentleman and the beautiful girl. ‘
 How should I manage to satisfy my curiosity ? A bright
- thought entered my mind. - ‘

" . At one of the way stations, many of the gentlemen wore
" going out for a cup of coffee or some refreshments. Among
. theni went the one bafore me. ‘Leaning over, I touched the
arm of the young girl, and said : '

- T have the morning papers; perhaps you would like to

see them, or possibly your father.” ‘
. &My husband—he i3, she said; and another flush crim-
goned her cheeks, - : o -
" 1 had been successful—gained the knowledge I.desired so
- much, o R
% Ig there anything of much intefest ¥ ” she asked.
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“ Not much except the steamer ¢ Dawn ’ has just arrived

bringing in some of the passengers from ‘the ship ¢ Onward:

- which has been missing for four years nearly, It seems thi’s

| vgssel was wrecked off the coast of Bornej, and most of those
on board saved, some few only dying from the e:liposure and -

suffering, Here s a list of those returned,” I answered, and

handed her over the paper pointing at the same time to the

nanes,

Sh.e grasped the paper. Her breath came quick and short,
showing great agitation. She glanced: over a fow names
and then turning deathly pale, gasped: S

“ God help me!” - '

.T}Te paper fell from her hand f I thought her about -
fainting, and quickly handed her ;Z;r sal ammonia.  Witha

‘ Powerful effort, she obtained a litile composure, and thank-
ing me, said in & tremulous voice : '

“ I—found the name of a fiiend—" She stopped short
and pressing her hands to her breast, seemed again terrib];
agitated, ' | ‘

Just then her husband returned, bringing two ‘cups of .
really delicious coffee. AR

He mnoticed her paleness, and anxiously inquired the
cause, K

S.he murmured something about “tired and faint” and

+ taking onie of the cups from his hand, hastily drank the con-
tents, - The other one he politely insisted I should take. |

We.wers on the night train, and pretty soon the passen-

_gers began to show unmistakable signs of sleepiness, The
old gentleman, passing his arms around his wife, drew her

- _-head down on his broad breast, and having made hér as

comfortable as possible, was himself soon lost in slumber.
I foel quite sure sleep never visited her eyes that night.
I could plainly see the convalsive heaving of her bosom
_ hear the half-drawn sighs, and once or twice a half-sup:
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pressed groan escaped her 'pale lips. She was evidently
struggling with some great sorrow. The last Isaw of them
was on the boat erossing the ferry to New York.

_ Numberless were my surmises concerning those two who-

“had interested me so deeply—all in vain, I thought, for I -

shall never know the truth, or be any Wiser than now,
Years passed on until last summer, I was spending a few
weeks at a celebrated watering-place. The weather was in-
tensely hot, and crowds of the residents from the neighbor-
ing city and towns sought our cool, healthy resort by the
seaside. - Among the new-comers who were promenading
the long gallery, was one whose face was strangely familiar.
But for some time I could not recall where or when I had

seen it befors.’ ) ‘
At last all was clear. "I'was the beautiful girl—the wife

of the old gentleman, my traveling companions of three

years before,
She had changed very much, although still very beauti-

tiful—looked many years older. She still bore the lock

of sadness. Yet with this there was an expression of

peece and content.
She was leaning on the arm of a fine-locking young man

and holding her hadd was p handsome boy of about six
years, whom I immediately racognized as the little one who
had clung so closely to his mother's side years before,
« Where was the old gentleman, her husband 7 And
what was this one to her ? I wondered.
. #%Fhat evening at the tea-table, I was seated guite near

r . £ then, I 'could not keep my eyes off of her. Af length,

glancing down the table, she met my earnest gaze.. In-
. _tently for a moment she looked at me, Then a smile-of

secogaition passed over her face.  And as 1 asose to leave -

the room, she spoke quickly to her companion, She lef6
her seat, and advanced to.meet me. Extending ‘her hand,

she said
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“1 am s0 glad to meet you again. I have thought of
you often. You were- very kind to me during those hours
of terrible suffering. Tell me your name; I want to in- -
troduce you to my husband-—my boy’s father.” ‘

I told her my name. She said, « Here, Arthur,” to the

" gentleman who was now approaching where we stood. He

camo forward, and she presented Mr. Lester, saying :

“This is the lady I have told you of, Arthur} she who
gave me the first news of your safety.” T

%‘he next morning after breakfast she came forward, and
gaid : S ' ‘ ' '
f‘ Come to my'room; T want to talk with youn. Arthur is
going out with Harry, and we shall have an hour or two to
ourselves.” : ' '

I gladly acquiesced, ‘When we were seated, she said :

‘.‘ Three years ago ‘yowsaw me suffering the greatest an-
gaish I have ever known. ‘' I have had much to bear since,
but th'at night's agony never can be equalled again. f
am.going to tell you all about it, for T know well how deeply -
you were interested in me then and are still.

# My'father was & government clerk; I his only child
We lived comfortably, but up to every cent of his income— .

_ our only dependence, ‘Papa had & very dear friend, Gen-

eral ——. He was an old bachelor, high in position and
very wealthy, When I was eighteen, mamma came to me

- oue day and said that General —«w had asked papa to give

me to him—he wished to make me his wife. I was always

‘very fond of papa’s friend, but never dreamed of such a

thing as his loving me other than as the daughter of his
old schoolmate, - Mamsha spoke of what advantages such a -
marriage would give me, and added, papa would be pleased

- if I could be happy with the General, But they neither of

them {ried to induce me toact in opposition to the dictats.
of my own heatt. ‘ -
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T could not for a moment think of such & union. My
heart was already out of my own keeping. Ihad met and
become very much 111 love with a young licutenant in tbe
volunteer service.

% Papa was very much opposed to this suitor—not on ac-
count of any personal difficulty ; but he said that we should
at least wait until the war was over, for a soldier’s fate was

far too uncertain, Ohl if I had only listened and obeyed
his will, I should neither have suffered so terribly myself,

nor caused others so much sorrow. Four: years before you
met me, I eloped and married my present husband. Dear
kind papa forgave and received me back to heart and home.
A few months more and Arthur was badly wounded, and
after’ lmgermg in the hospital some months was discharged
. —}is health so impatred, his constitution broken down so
" eompletely as to render him totally unfit for almost every
kind of ‘business. Iis physicians recommended a sea

‘ voyage. He succeeded in getting a position on a vessel -

‘-‘jboun& for China. A fow woeks after the birth of Hamy he

" galled. 1 was dreadfully grieved at this parting ; but this

.wés only the beginning of my sorrows,

S “Two months after, papa died. sudden'iy, leaving us al-
;most. deltatute-—-only Arthurs’ pensnm and very small in-
come whmh he was then receiving. Before another year

* had pasaed there came the terrible news of the loss of the

. ship in which my. husband had sailed. A home-bound

vessel had seen and recognized the wreck. All the passen-
~ gery were believed lost. Now veal poverty was actually be-

| “foreus. Tlrough onr true friend the General, I obtained -

‘a position under the Government, and continued for over
two years; my bealth suffering severely from the constant
confinement to my duties, Three years from the time. of

" Arthur’s departure, the General came to me, and said :
#t My dear child, Z see you feel that you are slowly, but

Y
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surely dying from this confinement at your work. Your
boy will soon be an orphan indeed, if you do not get relief.
I would, oh so gladiy ! take you under my own care; bus
‘the hard, eruel world would censure unless you give me the
perfect right. I know your heart is with the dead; but
come to me, Annie, and I do not fear butin time you will
rotarn a little of the great love I give you.”

“T felt the truth of all he said. I saw my mother too
suffering for almost the necessaries of life. - I knew how

much this union would britg to comfort her. I ylelded-—w o

and the day 'you first saw me, became his wife.

- %You brought to my mind the great horror of my pos:-
tion that day ! I beheld myself the wife of two living men !
Goi only knows what I soifered, T. could not tell the Gen-
eral then, but bore all alone my dgony.,

“ When we arrived in New Yorl, the General found that
he bad left his very valuable cane on the ferry-boat. Plac—

" ing'me in the carriage, he hastened back to recover it. - - He.

left me, stmng, hopeful, and happy.  When next T beheld

‘him he was in the arms of stranger&—cmshed, dying.

When I became sufficiently conscious to hear the truth,

{they fold me he bad recovered his cane, and was just about’
Ftepping off the boat as she pushed away from the wharf.

He jumped, fell in the watex, at the same time receiving &
terrible blow, the effeet from which he was then djring.
No hopes were offered by any of the physicians. He lived
only long enough to care and provide for me, then passedl
calmly away. ' Heaven knows how sincerely I grieved for
my best friend’s death, But jou cannot censure, when 1
tell you of the burden of horror, grief, and mortification
which wag removed from my mind and heart. ‘

“A fow days more, and I returned to my mother""—to.
meet another great shock, O, Were my sorrews never 0!
cease ? 1 thought. ‘
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. “There I learned thgt Axthur, on arriving in New York,
had hastened on to his loved: ones. Taking up a paper, he
" read the announcement of ‘the rﬁarr:age of his wife. Wild
with ' grief and disappointment, he made his way to my
home, secyred my. little Harry, and Ieft for whers no one
. *knew. How I lived the next year I’ hardly know. Truly
" widowed and childless, I cared not for life, yet still lived-on,
Fourteen months had rolled by, and 'no tldmgs of my boy.
One day I sat with my head bowed on my clasped hands,
my heart yearning and aching for my lost love, my darting
Harry, when I heard a sweet infant voice calling, ‘ Mamma,
my mamma |’

% But I had so often before heard the same, both in dreams
and vain imagining, that Theeded it not.  Again louder aud
more distinet. the call. ,

~ #T raised my eyss, and—oh' joy unspeaka.ble !-—-behéld

my darling standing beside me ; close behind him, Arthur,

- .my husband, The nextday we were reunited-—all the pdst
clearly understood and froely forgiven.

" % Now, my friend, you have my sad story, w1t’h its
happy conelusion. Yes, we are very happy. But both have
suffersd too much ever to be again merry or very light-

' bearted. Ifully recognized all. my sofferings as the fiuits

. and. yeward of my disobedience. ' Had I obeyed my dear

‘ father s .will, these sorrows could.not have been mine. But

‘ now I foel that God has forgiven, and is once more blessmg
. ~me with his mercy.”

Mrs. Liester ceased. I thanked her for her confidence.
And then began .a fnendsh:p between ws which I brast

will last 28 long as life,’ 6 1 5 y

THE END.



