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"She had moved to the echoing sounds of fames
Silently-silently died her name;
Silently melted her life away,
As ye have seen a rich flower decay,
Or a lamp that hath swiftly burned expire,
Or a bright stream shrink from a summer fire."

Jfra. Hemais&
"Oh, mother Earth! upon thy lap

Thy weary one receiving,
And o'er them, silent as a dream,

Thy grassy mantle weaving,
Fold softly, in thy long embrace,

That heart so worn and broken,
And cool its pulse of fire beneath

Thy shadows old and oaken."-W1~fttfer.
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L OVE'S L ABOR WON.

CHAPTER I
N'

THE IMPROVISATRIOE.

Hers was the spell o'er hearts
That only genius gives,

The mother of the sister Arts,
Where all their beauty lives.~

Vari.dfirm campjsk

" BEAUTIFUL."
" Glorious."
"Celestial 1

Such were the exclamations murmured through the
room, in low,' but earnest tones.

"So fair and dark a creature I have never seen," said
the Fi-ench ambassador.

" The, rarest and finest features .of the blonde and the
bruinette combined; look at her hair and brow !.-4t is as
if the purple lustre of Italia's vines lay upon the snow
of Switzerland's Alps," said a young English gentleman,
of some twenty years of age, and from whom the air of
the university had scarcely yet fallen.

" You are too enthusiastic, Lord William," gravely
observed an elderly man, in the dress of a clergyman of
the Church of England.

(23)
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Too enthusiastic, sir! ah, now! do but see for your.
self, if it be not profane too gaze at her. Is she not
now~-what is she? queenly? Pshaw! I was, when a
boy, at Versailles wfth my father; I saw Marie Antoi-
nette and the beautiful princesses of her train; but never,
iso, never, have I seen beauty, and dignity, and grace like
this. You have the honor of knowing the lady, sir ?" he
concluded, turning abruptly to a member of the French
legation, standing near him.

"Oh, yes, monsieur, I have that distinction," said the
affable Parisian, with a bow and smile.

"And her name j~2~-.-"
"Ah, pardon me, monsieur-Mademoiselle Marguerite

De Lancee"
"Oh! a countrywoman of your own."
"Excuse, monsieur.-.-a Virginie."
"Ah, ha! Miss De Lancy, of Virginia," said the young

Englishman, who having thus ascertained all that he
wished to know for the present, now, with the character-
istic and frresponsible bluntness of his nature, turned his
back upon the small Frenchman, and gave himself up to
the contemplation of the lady seated at the harp.

'This conversation occurred in a scene and upon an
occasion long-to-be-remembered.~the scene was the saloon
of the old Presidential mansion at Philadelphia.....the oc-
casion was that of Mrs. Wa~hington's last reception, pre-
iions to the final retirement of Gen. Washington from
office. The beauty, talent, fashion and celebrity~ of the
"Republican Court" were present-..heroes of the Revo-
lutionary struggle-.--warriors, whose mighty swords had
cleft asunder the yoke of a foreign despotism; sages,
whose gigantic minds had framed the Constitution of the
young' Republic; men whbse names were then, as now,
of world-wide glory and time-enduring fame; foreign
ministers and ambassadors, with their suites, all enthu-
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siastic admirers, or politic flatterers of the glorious New
Power that had arisen among the nations; wealthy, aris-
tocratic, or otherwise distinguished tourists, whom the
fame of the young commonwealth, and the glory of her
Father bad attracted to her shores; women, also, whose.
beauty, grace and genius so dazzled the perceptions of
even these late Iiabitues of European courts, that they
avowed themselves unable to decide whether were the
sons of Columbia the braver, or her daughters the fairer!'

And through them all, but greater- than all, moved the
Chiet~, arrayed sir1~ply, as a private gentleman, but weat~
ing on his noble brow that royalty no crown could give.

But who is she, that even 'in this company of splendid
magnificence, upon this occasion of supreme interest, can
for an hour become the magnet of all eyes and ears I

Marguerite de Lancie was the only child of a Provencal
gentleman and a Virginia lady, and combined in her per~
son and in her character all the strongest attributes of
the northern and the southern races'; blending the pas-
sions, genius and enthusiasm of the one, with the inteb
lectual power, pride and independence of the other; and
contrasting in her person the luxuriant purplish black
hair and glorious eyes of the Romaic nations, with tl~,e
fair, clear complexion and roseate bloom of the Saxon.
Gifted above most-woman by nature, she was also favo~.,
beyond most ladies by fortune., Hating lost her~t~t ',

in the tender 'age of childhood, she was reared and edu-
cated by her father, a gentleman of the most accomplished
cultivation. He imbued the mind of Marguerite with
all the purest and loftiest sentiments of liberty and
humanity, that in his country somewhat redeemed the
wickedness of the French Revolution. Monsieur Do
Lancie,' dying when his daughter was but eighteen years
of age,, made her his sole heiress, and also; in accordance'.
with his own liberal and independent peinciplea, and his
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28 LOVE'8 LABOR WON. LOVE'S LABOR W~N~ 27

conhId~nce in'Marguerite's character and strength of mind,
he left her the irresponsible mistress of her own property
and 'person. Marguerite was not free from grave faults.
A beautiful, gifted and idolized girl, left with the unre-
strained disposal of her time and her ample fortune, it
was impossible but that she must have become somewhat
spoiled. H'r defects exhibited themselves in excessive
personal pride and extreme freedom of thought and
speech, and some irradicable prejudices which she took
no trouble to conceal. The worshipped of many suitors,
she had remained, up to the' age of twenty-two, with
her hand unengaged and her heart untouched. Several
American women had about this time married foreign
noblemen; and those who envied this superb woman,
averred that the splendid Marguerite only waited for a
coronet.

When at home, Miss De Lancie resided either at her
elegant town house in the old city of' Winchester, or upon
one of her two plantations, situate, the upper among the
wildest and most beautifkil hills of the Blue Ridge, and
the lower upon the banks of the broad Potomac, where
she reigned mistress of her land and people, "queen o'er
herself."

Marguerite was at present in Philadelphia, on a visit to
r f4end Miss Compton, whose father occupied a "high

& 'l*etation"' in the' administration. This was Miss De
Lancie's first appearance in Philadelphia society. And
now that she was there, 'Marguerite, with the ~constitu-
tional enthusiasm of her' nature, forgot herself in the deep
interest of this assembly, where the father of his country
met for the last time, socially, her sons and daughters.

In accordance with the elegant ease that characterized
Mrs. Washington's drawing-rQoms, several ladies of~ dis-
tinguished musical taste and talent had varied the enter-
4-~ainment of the evening by singing, to the accompaniment

of the harp, or piano, the national odes and popular songs
of that day.

Then ensued a short interval, at the close of which Miss
De Lancie permitted herself to be led to the harp by Colonel
Compton. She was a stranger to most peons in that
saloon, and it was simply her appearance as she passed
and took her place at the harp, that had elicited tha1~

* restrained burst of admiration with which this chapter
She was indeed a woman of superb beauty, which r~ver

shone with richer lustre than upon this occasion that I
present her to the reader.

Her figure was rather above the medium height; b~it
elegantly proportioned. The stately heed arose 'fromj-a'

* smoothly rounded neck, whose every curve and bend w~s
the very perfection of grace and dignity; lustrous black
hair, with brilliant purple lights like the sheen on the wing
of some Oriental bird, was rolled back from a queenly fore-
head, and turned over a jeweled comb in a luxuriant fall
of ringlets at the back of her head; black eyebrows dis-
tinctly drawn, and' delicately tapering toward the points,
were arched above rich, deep eyes of purplish 'black, that
languished or glowed, melted or flashed from beneath their
long lashes with every change of moos;' and all harmonized
beautifully with a pure, rich complexion,~whe~e ~he c1~
crimson of the cheeks blended softly into the pearly~ ite-
ness of the blue veined temples and broad~foeehead~iVhil0
the full curved lips glowed with the deepest, brightest flush
')f the ruby. She was arrayed in a royal purple velvet
robe, open over a richly embroidered white satin skirt;'
her neck and arms were veiled with fine point lace; and
a single diamond star lighted up the midnight of her hair.

Having seated herself at the harp and essayed its strings,
she paused, ~nd seemingly unconscious of the many eyes
r~vetted upon her, she raised her head, and gazing int6'the
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far off distance, threw her white arm. across the instrument,
and swept its chords in a deep, soul-thrilling prelude-not
to a national ode or popular song, but to a spirit-stirring,
glorious improvisation! This prelude seemed a musical
paraphrase of the great national struggle and victory. She
struck a few deep, solitary notes, and then swept the harp
in a low, mournful strain, like the first strokes of tyranny,
followed by the earliest murmurs of discontent; then the
music, with intervals of monotone, arose in fitful gusts like
the occasional skirmishes that heralded the Revolution;
then the calm was lost in general storm and devastation~
the report of musketry, the of steeds, the clashing
of swords, the thunder of arC ery the fall of walls, the*
cries of the wounded, the groans of the dying, and the
shouts of victory, were not only heard, but seen and felt
in that magnificent tempest of harmony.

Then, the voice of the improvi~atrice arose. Her sub-*
ject was the retiring chief. I cannot hope t& give any
idea of the splendor of that iniprovisation......as. easily might
I catch and fix with pen, or pencil, the magnificent life of
an equinoctial stqrm, the reverberation of its thunder, the
conflagration of its lightning I Possessed of Apollo, the
light glowed upon her cheeks, irradiated her brow, and
streamed, as it were, in visible living rays from her glo-
rious eyes I Tlae whole power of the god was upon the
woman, and the Whole soul ~f the woman in her theme.
There was not a word spoken, there was scarcely a breath
drawn in that room. She finished amid a~harmed silence
that lasted until Colonel Compton appeared and broke the
spell by leading her from the harp.

Then ~arose low murmurs of enthusiastic admiration,
restrained only by the deep respect due to the chief per-
sonage in that assembly.

"La Marguerite des Margucrites I" said the gallant
French attache.
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"A Oorinne! I must know her, sir. Will you dQ me
the honor to present me ?" inquired the English student,
turning again to the Frenchman.

"Lord William 1" interrupted the clerical companion,
with an air of caution and admonition.

"Well, Mr. Murray well I did not my father desire
that I should make the acquaintance of all distinguished
Americans ?-and surely this lady must be one of their
number."

"llumph," said the clergyman, stroking his chin, "the
marquis did not, probably, include distinguished actresses,
Lord William."

"Actresses! have you judgment, Mr. Murray? Do but
look with what majesty she speaks and moves I"

"~So I have heard does Mrs. Siddons. Let us withdraw,
Lord William."
* "Not yet, if you please, ~ir I I must first pay my re-

spects to this lady. Wilt you favor me, monsieur 7"
"Pardon! I will make you known to Colonel Compton,

who will present you to the lady under' his charge," satd
the Frenchman, bowing, and leading the way,.while the
clergyman left behind only vented his dissatisfaction in a
few emphatic grunts.

"Ntii~s De Lancie, permit me to present to you Lord
William Daw, of 1~ngland," said Colonel Compton, leading
the youthful foreigner before the lady.

Miss De Lancie bowed and half arose. She received
the young gentleman coldly, or rather absently, and to all
that he advanced she replied abstractedly; for she had not
yet freed herself from the traiice that had lately bound
her.

Nevertheless, Lord William found "grace and favor" in
every thing the enehant~ess ~aid or did. He lingered near
her, until at last, with a congee of disn~~issal to her boyish

4
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admirer, she arose an~L signified her wish to retire from the
saloon.

The next day but one, was a memorable day in Phila.
delpnia. It was the occasion of 'the public and final fare..
well of George Washington and the inauguration of his
successor. FrQm an early hour the city was thronged
with visitors, who came, not so much to witness the in-
stalment of the new, as to take a tearful last look at th&
deeply venerated, retiring President.

The profound public interest, however, did not prevent
Lord William Daw from pursuing a quite private one. At
an hour as early as the laxest etiquette would permit, he
paid his respects to Miss De Lancie at the house of Colonel
Compton, and procured himself to be invited by his host
to join their party in witnessing the interesting ceremonies
at the Hall of RepresentatAon.

The family, consisting of the colonel and Mrs. Compton
and their daughter Cornelia, went in a handsome landau,
or open carriage.

Miss De Lancie rode a magnificent black charger, that
she managed with the ease of a cavalry officer, and with
a grace that was only her own.

Lord William, on a horse placed at his service by Colonel
Compton, rode ever at her bridle rein; and if he admired
her as a gifted improvisatrice, he adored her as an accom..
polished equestrienne, an excellence that of the two his
young lordship was the best fitted to appreciate.

Afterward, in the Hall of Representation, he was ever
at her side; nor could the august ceremonies, and the su-
preme interest of the scene passing before, them, where
the first President of the United States offered his vale-
dictory, and the second President took his oath of office,
win him for a moment from the contemplation of the
queenly form arid resplendent face' of Marguerite Do
Lancie.

When the rites were all over, and their party had extri-
cated themselves from the outrushing crowd, who were'
crushing each other nearly to death. in their eagerness~ to
behold the last of the retiring chief; when they had seen
Washington enter his carriage and drive homeward; in
fine, when at last they reached their own door, Lord Wil-
liam Daw manifested so little inclination to take leave,
and even betrayed, so great a desire to remain, that no-
thing was left Colonel Compton but to invite the enamored
boy to stay and dine, an invitation that was unhesitatingly
accepted.

Dinner over, and lights brought into the drawing-
room, and Lord William Daw still lingering.

"Unquestionably, this young man, though a scion of
nobility, is ignorant or regardless of the usages of good
society," said Colonel Compton to himself. Then address-

ing the visitor, he said, "The ladies, sir, are going, this
evening, to the new theatre, to see Fennel and Mrs.
Whitlock in Romeo and Juliet. Will it' please you to
accompany us ?"

"Most happy to do so," replied the youth, with an
ingenuous blush and smile at what he must have con-
sidered a slight departure from the formal manners of
the day, even while unable to resist the temptation and
tear himself away.

In a few moments, the carriage was at the door,~and
the ladies ready.

Miss Compton and Miss De Lancie, Colonel Compton
and Lord William Day, filled the carriage, as well as they
afterward filled the box at the theatre.

The play had already commenced when they entered,
and the scene in progress was that of the ball' at old
Capulet's house; It seemed to confine the attention of
the audience; but as for Lord William Daw, the mimic
life upon the stage had no more power than had had the

V!.
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real drama of the morning to draw his attention from the
magnificent Marguerite. He spoke but little; spell-
bound, his eyes never left her, except when in turning.
her regal head her eyes encountered his-.-when, blushing
like a detected school boy, he would avert his face.
So, for him, the play passed like a dream; nor did
he know it was over until the general rising of the
company informed him.

Every one was enthusiastic. Colonel Con~pton, who had
been in London in an official capacity, and had seen Mrs.
Siddons, averred it as his opinion that her sister, Mrs.
Whitlock, was in every respect the equal of the great
tragedienne. All seemed delighted with the performance
they had just witnessed, excepting only Lord William
Daw, who had seen nothing of it, and Marguerite Do
Lance, who seemed perfectly indifferent.

"What is your opinion, Miss De Lancie ?" inquired
the youth, by way of relieving the awkwardness of his
own silence.

"About what?" asked Marguerite, abstractedly.
"Ahem !-about-Shskspeare and-this performance."
"Oh I Can I be interested in any thing of this kind,

after whu~t we have witnessed in the State House to-
day? Least of all in this thing?

"This thing ?-what, Marguerite, do you not worship
Shakspeare and Mrs. Whitlock then ?"~exclaimed Cor-
nelia Compton.

"Mrs. Whitlock? I do not know yet; let me see her
in some other character. Shakspeare? Yes! but not
traditionally, imitatively, blindly, wholly, as most of you
worship, or profess to worship him; I admire his trage-
dies of Lear, Richard the Third, Macbeth, and perhaps
one or two others; but this Romeo and Juliet, this love.
lick boy and puling girl--.bah I bah I let's go home."
* "That's the way with Marguerite! Now I should
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not have dared to risk my reputation for intelligence by
uttering that sentiment," said Cornelia Compton.

"Never fear, child; naught is never in danger," ob-
served Colonel Compton, with good-humored, though
severe raillery.

While Lord William Nw, with the morbid and sen-
sitive. egotism of a lover, inquired of himself-Does she
intend that rexpark for mel Does she look upon me only
in the light of a~ love-sick boy? Do I only disgust her
then? Thus tormenting himself until their party had en-
tered the carriage, and driven back once more to Colonel
Compton's hospitable mansion, and where his host, in-
wardly laughing, pressed him to come in and take a bed
and breakfast.

But the youth, doubtful of the colonel's seriousness,
piqued at his inamorata's scornfulness, and ashamed of
his own devotedness, declined the invitation, bowed his
adieux and was about to retire, when Colonel Compton
placed his carriage ai~d servants at Lord William's dis~.
posal, and besought him to permit them to set him down
at his own hotel, a service that the young genUeman with
some hesitation accepted.

In a few days from this, den. Washington left Phila-
delphia for Mount Vernon. And Colonel Compton, who
went out of office with his chief, broke up his establish-
ment in Philadelphia, and with his family set out for his
home, in Virginia.

Ar
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CHAPTER II.

"THE LOVE OHA5R.~~

-when shines the sun aslant,
The sun may shine and we be cold;
Oh! listenloving hearts and bold,

Unto my wild romaunt,
Margaret, Margaret.*'-B. B. Broum~n,.'

COLONEL COMPTON, and his family~~-travelling at leisure
in their private carriage, reached the Blue Ridge on the
fifth, and Winchester on the seventh day, of their journey,
and went 'immediately to the fine old family mansion on
the suburbs of the old town, which was comfortably pre-
pared for the occupq~ncy of the proprietor.

Miss De Lancie's elegant house on Loudoun street,
under the charge of an exemplary matron, was also ready
for the reception of its mistress; but Marguerite yielded
to the solicitations of her friend Cornelia, and remained
her guest for the present.,

Compton Lodge was somewhat older than the town;
it was a substantial building of gray sandstone, situated
in a fine park shaded with great forest trees, and enclosed
by a stone wall; it had Once been a famous hunting seat;
where Lord Fairfax, Gen. Morgan, Major Ilelphinstine,
and other votaries of St. Hubert, "most did congregate;"
and even now, it was rather noted for its superior breed
of hounds and horses, and for the great foxhunts that
were there got up.

Marguerite Ve Lancie liked the old place upon all these
accounts, ,and sometimes when the hunting compe iiy was
very select, she did not hesitate to joiw their sylvan sports:

(34)

a~d scarcely a hunter there, even old Lord Fairfax him.
self; who still, in his age, pursued with every youthful
enthusiasm, the pleasures of the chase-acquitted himself
better than did this Diana.

But now, in March, the hunting season was over, and
if Marguerite De Lancie preferred Compton Lodge to her
own house, it was because, after a long winter in Phila-
delphia-with the monotony~ of straight streets and red
1~ick walls, and the wariness of crowded rooms-the urn-
brageous shade of forest trees, the silence and the solitude
of nature, with the company of her sole bosom friend, was
most welcome.

The second morning after their settlement at home,
Colonel Compton's family were seated around the break-
fast table, discussing their coffee, buckwheat cakes, and
broiled venison.

Marguerite's attention was divided between the con-
versation at the table, and the view from the two open
windows before her, where rolling waves of green hills,
dappled over with the white and pink blossoms of peach
and cherry trees, now in full bloom, wooed and refreshed
the eye.

Colonel Compton was sipping his coffee aria looking
over the "Winchester Republican," when suddenly he set
down his cup, and broke into a loud laugh.

All looked up.
"Well, what is the matter ?" inquired the comfortable,

motherly Mrs. Compton, without ceasing to butter her
buckwheat.

~ Oh! ha, ha, ha, ha," laughed the colonel.
"That is a very satisfactory reply, upon my word,"

commented the good woman, covering her cakes with
honey.

"Don't-don't- 'hat fellow will be the death of me I"
"Pleasant pro~~ct to laugh at-that !" said his wife,

2
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twisting a luscious segznentof her now well sauced buck
wheat around the fork, preparatory to lifting it to her lips

"Ol~ I do let us have the joke; if there is a joke, papa,
pleaded Cornelia.

"Hem! well, listen then 1" said Colonel Compton, read-
ing.

"Distinguished. arrival at MoGuire's Hotel. Lord Wil.
liam Daw, the second son of the most noble, the Marquis
of Eaglecliff, arrived at this place last evening. His
lordship, accompanied by his tutor, the Reverend Henry,
Murray, is now on a tour of the United States, and visits
Winchester for the purpose of becoming acquainted with
the history and antiquities of.the town!"'

"That is exceedingly rich! that will quite do !" com-
mented the colonel, laying down his newspaper, and turn-
ing with a comic expression ~toward Marguerite.

She was looking, by-the-bye, in high beauty, though
her morning costume was more picturesque than elegant,
and more careless tban either, and consisted simply of a
dark cbintz wrapper, over which, drawn closely around
her shoulders, was a scarlet crepe shaWl, in. fine contrast
with the lustrous purple sheen of her black hair, one half
of which was rolled in a earele~s mass at the nape of her
neck, and the other dropped in rich ringlets down each
side of her glowing, brilliant face.

"Hem! the antiquities of Winchester. I rather sus-
pect it is the juvenilities that our young antiquarian is in,
chase of. Pray, Miss De Lancie, are you one of the an-
tiquities 7"

Marguerite curled her proud lip, erected her head and
deigned no other reply.

"'Unquestionably you also have conquered'a title, Mar-
guerite; when you are married, will you place me on
your visiting list, Lady William Daw 7" asked Cornelia
Compton, with an arch glane~e.

"Cease," said Marguerite, peremptorily, "ii I were to
be married, which is utterly out of the question, it would
not be to a schoolboy, let me assure you I"

"If you 'were to be married, which is utterly out of
the question'-why you don't mean to. tell us, that you
have forswore matrimony, Marguerite ?'. What do ~rou,
intend to do? go into a cloister? Nonsense! in nine
months you. will marry," said Colonel Compton.

"I marry? ha! ha! haithere must be a great im.
improvement in the stock of men I Where is the unmarried
son of Adam that I would~ deliberately vow to love,
honor and obey? WJiy I should forswear myself at the
altar! Of all the 'single men, I meet, the refined ones are
weak and effeminate, and the strong ones are coarse and
brutal! I'll none of them I" said Marguerite, with a shrug
of her shoulders.

"Thank you for making my husband a sort of presump-
tive exception," said Mrs. Compton.'

"Will you call upon Lord William, this mt~rning, papa ?"
inquired Miss' Compton.

"My dear, believe me, the opportunity will scarcely
be allowed. His lordship 'will not stand upon ceremony,
I assure you. I expect to hear his name announced every
moment~"

And then, as in confirmation of colonel Compton's pre-
dictions, a servant entered and ,'handed a card.

"Humph! where have you ,shown the gentleman,
John ?"

"Into the front drawing-room, sir."
"Nonsense..bring him in here."
The servant bowed and left the room.
"Such a free and eas~r visitor is not to be treated with

formality. It is as I foresaw, ladies! Lord William
Daw waits to pay his respects."

I
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At that moment the door was once more opened, ~nd
the visitor announced.

Lord William Daw w&s a pleasing, wholesome, rather
than a 'handsome, or distinguished-looking youth-witll
a short, stout figure, dark eyes and dark hair, a round rosy
face, and white teeth, and an expression full of good-humor.
Frank and easy among his friends, and disembarrassed
among strangers to whom he was indifferent, he was yet
timid and bashful as a girl in presence of those whom he
admired and honored; how much more so in the society
of her-the beautiful and regal woman who had won his
young heart's first and deepest worship. With all this
the youngster possessed an indomitable will and' power of
perseverance, which, when aroused, few men, or things,
could withstand, and which his messmates at Oxford de-
nominated (your pardon super defined reader) an "English.
bull-dogish-.hold-on4-tiveness."

Lord William entered the breakfast-room, smiling and
blushing between pleasure and embarrassment.

Colonel Compton arose and advanced, with a cordial
smile and extended hand, to welcome him. "Heartily
glad to see you, sir! And here are Mrs. Compton, and my
daughter Cornelia, and my sweetheart, Marguerite, all
waiting to shake hands with you."

The ladies arose,. and Lord William, set at ease by this
friendly greeting, paid' his respects quite pleasingly.

"And now here is a chair and plate ready for you, for
we hope that you have not breakfasted?" said the host.

Lord William had breakfasted; but would do so again.
So he sat down at the table and spoiled a cup of coffee
and a couple of buckwheat cakes without deriving much
benefit from' either. A lively conversation ensued.

"The history and antiquities of Winchester, sir," said
Colonel Compton, with a half~suppressed smile, in reply to
a question of the young tourist. I' The history is scarcely

a hundred years old, and the antiquities consist mainly
of some vestiges of the Shawanees' occupancy, and of
Washington's march in the old French and Indian war;
but the society, sir-the society representing' the old
respectability of the state may not be unworthy of your
attention."

Lord William was sure that the society was most
worthy of cultivation, nevertheless, he would like to see
those "vestiges" of which his host spoke.

"The ladies will take their usual morning ride within
an hour or two, sir, and if you would like to attend them,
they will take pleasure in showing you these monu-
ments."

Lord William was again "most happy." And Colonel
Compton rang and ordered "Ali," to be brought out
saddled for his lordship's use.

Within an hour after rising from the table, the riding
party, consisting of Miss Compton, Miss Do Lancie,
Lord William Daw, and a groom in attendance, set forth.
The lions of Winchester and its environs were soon
exhausted, and the party returned to Compton Lodge in
time for an early dinner.

Lord William Daw sojourned at Winchester, and be.
came a daily visitor at Compton Lodge. Colonel Comptoli,
to' break the exclusiveness of his visits to one house, in-
troduced him at large among the gentry of the neighbor.
hood. And numerous were the tea, card, and cotillion
parties, got up for the dole purpose of entertaining
the young scion of nobility, where it was only neces-.
sary to secure Miss ~be Lancie's presence, in order to
insure his lordship's dutiful attendance. Mr. Murray
chafed and fretted at what he called his pupil's consum-
mate infatuation, and 'talked of writing home to his
father, "the marquis." Marguerite scorned, or seemed~ to
SCOrn, his lordship's pretensions, until one morning at
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breakfast, Colonel Compton, half seriously, half jestingly.
said,

"Sweetheart, you do not appear to join in the respect
universally shown to this young stranger."

"If," said Marguerite, "the young man had any dis-
tinguished personal excellence, I should not be backward
in recognizing it; but he is at best-Lord William Daw!
No.w who is Lord William Daw that I should bow down
and worship him ?"

"Lord William Daw, my dear, is the second son of the
most noble, the Marquis of Eaglecliff, as you ha~e already
seen announced with a, flourish of editorial trumpets, by
our title-despising and very consistent democratic news-
papers! He is heir presumptive, and as I learn from Mr.
Murray, rather more than heir* pi~esumptive to his father's
titles and estates; for it appears that the marquis has beei~
twice married, and that his eldest son, by his first mar-
chioness, derives a very feeble constitution from his mother;
and it is not supposed that he will ever marry, or that he
will survive his father; ergo, the hopes of the marquis foi
re-union rest with his second son, Lord William Daw;
finis, that young nobleman's devoirs are not quite beneath
the consideration even of a young lady of 'one of the
first families of Virginia,' who is besides a belle, a blue,
and a, freehoh~r."

"Margueri{e, future marchioness of Eaglee~iff, when
you are married will your laayship please to remember
one poor Cornelia Cornpton, who lived in an old country..
house near Winchester, and once enjoyed your favor ?"
said Miss Compton.

Marguerite shrugged her shoulders with an expression,
to the effect that the future succession of the Marquisate
of Eaglecliff was a matter of no moment to her.

But, from this time, Marguerite's friends accui~ed her,
with uncertain justice, of showing somewhat more favor
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to the boyish lover, who might one day set the coronet
of a marchioness upon her brow. When rallied upon.
this point, she would reply,

- "There ,are certainly qualities which I do like in the
young man; he is frank, simple and intelligent, and above
all, is perfectly free from affectation, or pretension. of any
sort. Upon individual worth alone he is entitled to polite
consideration."

There ~was, perhaps, a slight discrepancy between this
opinion and one formerly delivered by Miss De Lancie;
but let that pass; the last-uttered judgment was probably
the most righteous, as growing out of a longer acquaint-
ance, and longer experience in the merits of the subject.

Thus-while Lord William Daw prolonged his stay, aiid
Mr. Murray fumed and fretted, the months of April, May,
and June went by. The first of July the family of Compton
Lodge prepared to commence their summer tour among
the watering, and other places of resort. They' left Win-
chester about the seventh of the month.

Lord William Daw had not been Invited to join thefr
party, nor had he manifested inclination to obtrude him-
self upon their company, nor did he immediately follow in
their train.

Nevertheless, a few days after their establishment at
Berkeley Springs, Colonel Compton read in the list of ar-
rivals the names of "Lord William Daw, Rev. Henry Niur.
ray, and two servants."

Enough! The intimacy between the young nobleman
and the Coinptons was renewed at Berkeley. And soon
the. devotion of his youthful lordship to the beautiful and.
lifted Marguerite De Lancie was the theme of every
tongue. To escape this notice, Marguerite 'withdrew
from her party, and attended by her maid and footman.
proceeded to join some acquaintances at Saratoga~

In vain! for unluckily Saratoga was as 'free to one
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travelli~r as to another, provided he could pay. And
within the same week of Marguerite's settlement at her
lodgings, all the manoeuvring mammals and marriageable
daughters at the Springs, were thrown into a state of cix-
citement and speculation, by the appearance among them
of a young English nobleman, the heir presumptive of a
marquisate.

But alas! it was soon perceived that Lord William had
eyes, and ears, and heart for none other than the dazzling
Miss De Lancie, "la Marguerite des Marguerites," as the
French minister had called her.

Miss De Lancie's manner to her boyish worshipper was
rather restraining and modifying, than repulsing or dis-
couraging. And there were those who did not hesitate
to accuse~the proud and queenly Marguerite of finished
coquetry.

To avoid this, the lady next joined a party of friends
who were going to Niagara.

And of course it was obvious to all that the young En-
glish tourist, travelling only for improvement, must see
the great Falls. Consequently, upon the day after Miss
Do Lan cie's arrival at the Niagara hotel, Lord William
Daw led her in to dinner. And once rpore the "infatua-
tion," as they chose to call it, of that young gentleman,
became the favorite subject of gossip.

A few weeks spent at the Falls brought the last of Sep.
member, and Marguerite had promised, upon the first of
October, to join her friends, the Comptons, in New York.

When Lord William T~~W learn~ that she was soon to
leave, half ashamed, perhaps, of forever following in the
trtdn of this disdainful beauty, ho terminated his visit and
preceded her eastward.

But when the stage-coach containing Miss Do Lancie
and her party drew up before the city hotel, Lord William,
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perhaps "to treat resolution," was the first person to step
from the piazza and welcome her back.

Colonel Compton and his family were only waiting for
Marguerite's arrival to proceed southward. The next day
but one was fixed for their departure. But the intervene.
ing morning, while the family were alone in their private
parlor, Lord William Daw entered, looking grave and
troubled.

Colonel Compton arose in some anxiety to welcome k~im.
When he had greeted the ladies and taken a seat, h~ sai4,

"I have come only to bid you good-by, friends. '~ ~

"I am sorry to hear that! but-you are not going far,
or to remain long, I hope," said Colonel Compton.

"I am going back to England, sir," replied tho young
man, with a sorrowful glance at Miss De Laiicie, who
seemed not quite unmoved.

"You astonish us, Lord William I Is this not a sudden
resolution ?" inquired Mrs. Compton.

"It is a sudden misfortune, my dear madam! Only
this morning .~iave I received a letter from my father, an
bouncing the dangerous illness of my dear mother, and
urging my instant return by the first homeward bound
vessel. The Venture, Captain Parke, sails for Liverpool
at twelve to-day. I must be on board within two hours,"
replied the young man, in a mournful voice, turning the
same deeply appealing glance toward Marguerite, whose
color slightly paled.

"We are very sorry to lose you, Lord William, and
still sorrier for the occasion of your leaving us," said Cor-
nelia Compton. And so said all the party except-Miss
De Lance.

Lord William then arose to shake hands with his friends.
"I wish you a pleasant voyage and a pleasant arrival,"

said the colonel.
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"And that you may find your dear mother quite reatored
to health," added Mrs. Compton.

"Oh, yes, indeed! I hope you will, and that you will
soon visit us again," said Cornelia.

Marguerite said nothing.
"Hav~ you no parting word for me, Miss De Lancie?"

inquired the young man, approaching her, and speaking
in a low tone and with a beseeching look.

Marguerite waved~ her hand. "A good voyage, my
she said.

lie caught that hand and pressed it to his lips and heart,
and after ~tong, deep gaze into her eyes he recollected
himself, snatched his hat, bowed to the party, and left the
room.

Colonel Compton, in the true spirit of' kindness, arose
and followed with the purpose of atten ling him to his
ship.

"There's a coronet slipped through your fingers! Oh,
Marguerite! Marguerite! if I had been in your plate I
should have secured that match! For, once married, they
couldn't unmarry us, or bar the succession either, and so,
in spite of all the reverend tutors and most noble papas
in existence, I should in time have worn the coronet of a
inarchioness," said Miss Compton.

"And you would have done a very unprincipled thing,
Cornelia," replied her mother, very gravely.

The blood rushed to Miss Do Lancie's brow and crim-
soned her face, as she arose in haste and withdrew to her
own chamber.

"Bat, mamma, what do you suppose to have been the
cause of Marguerite's rejection of Lord William's ad..
dresses ?"

"I think that she had two reasons, either of which
would have been all sufficient to govern her in declining
the alliance. The first was, that Marguerite could never

C

yield her affections to a man who has no other personal
claims upon her esteem than the possession of a good

* heart and a fair share of intelligence; the second was,
that Miss De Lancie -bad too high a sense of honor to

estow her hand on a young gentleman whose dresses
were unsanctioned by his family."

The next day Colonel Compton and his party set out
for Philadelphia, where, upon his arrival, he received from
Mr. Adams an official appointment that required his reSi-
dence in the city of Richmond. And there, in the cours
of the month, he proceeded with his wife and daughter.

Miss Do Lancie went down to pass the* autax~n at her
~wn house in Winchester, where she remained until the
first of December, when, according to promise, she~ went
to Richmond to spend the winter with her friend Cornelia.

The Comptons had taken a very commodious house in
a fashionable quarter of the city, and were in the habit of
seeing a great deal of company. It w~s altogether a very
brilliant winter in the new capital of Virginia. Quite a
constellation of beauties and celebrities were there assem-
bled, but the starr of the ascendant was the splendid Mar~
guerite De, Lancie. She wa~ even more beautiful and

zzling than ever; and she entered with spirit into all.
the gaieties of the season. Tea and card parties, dances
and masked balls followed each other in quick succession.

It was just before Christmas, that the belles of the
metropolis were thrown into ii state of delightful excite-

ment by the issue of tickets from the gubernatorial man-
sion, to a grand ball to be given on the ensuing New Year's
Eve. Great was the flutter of preparation, and great the
accession of business that flowed in upon the milliners,
mantua-makers, and jewelers.

Miss Do Lancie and Miss Compton went out together
to select tacir dresses for the occasion. I mention this
expedition merely to give you a clue to what I sometimes
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suspected to be the true motive that inspired Cornelia
Compton's rather selfish nature, with that caressing affec-
tion she displayed for Marguerite Do Laneie. As for Mar-
guerite's devotion to Cornelia, it was one of those mys-
teries or prophecies of the human heart, that only the
future can explain. Upon this occasion, when Miss Do

4.
Lance ordered a rich, white brocade for her own dress,
she selected a superb pink satin for her friend's; and
when from the jeweler's Marguerite's hereditary diamonds
came, s~t in a neW form, they were accompanied by a
pretty set of pearls to adorn the afms and bosom of Cor-
nelia. Colonel Cbmpton knew nQthing of his guest's
costly presents to his daughter. With a gentleman's in~
experience in such matters, he supposed that the hundred
dollars he had given "Nellie" for her outfit had covered
all the expenses. And whenMrs. Compton, who better
knew the cost of pearls and brocade, made any objection,
Marguerite silenced her by delicately intimating the pos-r Bibility, that, under some circumstances, for instance, that
of her being treated as a stranger, she might be capable
of withdrawing'to a boarding-house.

The eventful evening of the governor's ball arrived.
The entertainment was by all conceded to be, what it
should have been, the most splendid affair of the kind that
had come off that season. . A suite of~four spacious rooms,j perbly furnished, and adorned and brilliantly lighted,
were thrown open. In the first, or dressing-room, the
ladies left their cloaks and mantles, and rearranged their
toilets. In the second, Governor Wood stood surrounded
by the most distinguished civil and military officers of the
state, and with his unequaled, dignified courtesy i~eived
his guests. In the third, and most spacious saloon, where
the floor was covered with canvas for dancing, the walls
were lined with mirrors, and festooned with flowers that
enrichedd the atmosphere with odoriferous perfume, while
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from a vine-covered balcony ~ military band filled all the air
with music. Beyond the saloon, the last, or supper-room,
was elegantly set out. The supper-table was quite a
marvel of taste in that department; just above it hung
an immensely large chandelier, with quite a forest of pen-
dant brilliant; its light fell and was flashed back from a
sheet of mirror laid upon the centre of the table, and sur-
rounded by a wreath of box-vines and violets, like a fairy
lake withinn its banks of flowers; on the outer edge of this
ring was a circle of grapes with their leaves and tendrils*
while filling up the other space were exotic flowers and
t~'opical fruits, and every variety of delicate refrestiment
in the most beautiful designs.

The rooms were filled b',fore the late arrival of Colonel
Compton and his party. The ladies paused but a few
minutes in the dressing4oom to compose their toilets az~d
draw on their gloves, and then they joined their escort at
the inner door, went in, and were presented to Governor
Wood, and then passed onward to the dancing-saloon,
where, the music was sounding and the waltz moving with
great vivacity.

The entree of our young ladies made quite a sensation.
Both were dressed with exquisite taste.

Miss Compton wore a rich rose-colored satin robe, the
short sleeves and 'low corsage of which were trimmed with
fine lace, and flue skirt open in front and looped away, with
lilies of the valley, from a white sarsenet petticoat; a
wreath of lilies crowned her brown hair, and a necklace
and bracelets of pearls adorned her fair bosom and arms.

And as for Miss Do Lancie, if ever her beauty, elegance,
and fascination reached a culminating point, it was upon
this occasion, Though her dress was always perfect, it
was not so much what she wore as her manner ot wear-
ing, that made her toilets so generally admired. Tjpon
this evening her costume was as simple as it was elegant
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-a rich, white brocade robe open over a skirt of embroi-
dered white satin, delicate falls of lace from the low bodice
and flowing sleeves, and alight tiara of diamonds spanning
like a rainbow the blackness of her hair.

As soon as the young ladies were seated they were sur-
rounded. Miss Compton accepted an invitation to join
the waltzers.

Miss De Lancie, who never waltzed, remained the cen-
tre of a charmed circle, formed of the most distinguished
men present, until the waltzing was over, and the quad-
rilles were called, when she accepted the hand of Colonel
Randolph for the first set, and yielded her seat to the
wearied Cornelia, who was, led thither by her partner to
rest.

It chanced that Miss De Lancie was conducted to the
head of the set,' then forming, and that she stood at some
little distance, immediately in front of, and facing the spot
where Cornelia sat, so that the' latter, while resting, could
witness Marguerite. Now Cornelia very much admired
Miss De Lancie, and thought it appeared graceful and
disinterested to laud the excellences of her friend, as she
would not have done those of her sister had she possessed
one. So now she tapped her partner'~ hand with her fan
and said,

"Oh, do but look at Miss De Lanc~e! Is she not the
most beautiful woman in the room ?"

The gentleman followed the direction of her glance,
where Marguerite was moving like a queen through the
dance, and said,

"Miss De Lancie is certainly the most beautiful woman
in the world-.except one," with a glance, that the vanity
of Nellie readily interpreted.

The eyes of both turned again upon Marguerite, who
was now standing still in her place waiting for the next
quadrille to be called While they thus contemplated her

in all her splendid beauty, set off by. a toilet the most
elegant in the room, Marguerite suddenly gave a violent
start, shivered through all her frame and bent anxiously,
to listen to something that was passing between two
gentlemen, who were conversing in a low tone, near her.
She grew paler and paler as she listened, and then with a
stifled shriek, she fell 'to the floor, ere any one could spring
to save~ her.

Cornelia flew to her friend's relief. She was already
raised in the arms of Colonel Randolph, and surrounded
by ladies anxiously proffering vinaigrettes and fans, while
their partners rushed after glasses of water.

"Bring her into the dressing-room, at once, Randolph,"
said Colonel Compton, as he joined the group.

Accordingly Miss De Lancie was conveyed thither, and
laid upon a lounge, where evei~ restorative at hand was
used in succession, and in vain. More than an hour
passed, while she iay in that death-like swoon; and when
at last the efforts of an experienced physician were crowned
with thus much success, that she opened her dimmed eyes
and unclosed her blanched lips, it was only to utter one
word.--" Lost"-and to relapse into insensibility.

She was put into the cu~rriage and conveyed home, ac-
companied by her wondering friends and attended by the
perplexed physician. She was immediately undressed
and placed in bed, where she lay all night, vibrating
between stupor and a low muttering delirium, in which
some irreparable misfortune was indicated without being
revealed-.was it all delirium?

Next, a low, nervous fever supervened, and for six
weeks Marguerite De Laucie swayed with a slow, pen-
dulous uncertainty between life and death. The ~ause of
her sudden indisposition remained a mystery. The few
cautious inquiries made ~by Colonel Compton resulted i~i
nothing satisfactory. The two gentlemen whose conver-
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station was supposed by Miss Compton to have occasioned
Miss Do Lancie's swoon, could not be identified-.--among
the crowd then assembled at the governor's, reception,
and now dispersed all over the city-without urging in
vestigation to an indiscreet extent.

"This is an inquiry that we cannot with propriety
push, Nellie. We must await the issue of Miss Do Lan-
cie's illness. If she recovers she will doubtless explain,"
said Colonel Compton.

With the opening of the spring, Marguerite Do Lancie's
life-powers rallied and convalescence declared itself. In
the first stages of her recovery, while yet body and mind
were in that feeble state, which sometimes leaves the
spiritual vision so clear, she lay one day, contemplating
her. friend, who sat by her pillow, when suddenly she threw
her arms around Cornelia's neck, lifted her eyes in an
agony of supplication to her face, and cried,

"Oh, Nellie! do you truly love me? Oh, Nellie! love
me !~ love me! lest I go mad I"

In reply, Cornelia half smothered the invalid with ca-
r~sses and kisses, and assurances of unchanging affection.

"Oh, Nellie, Nellie! there was one who on the eve of
the bitterest trial, said to his chosen ~riends, 'All ye shall
be offended because of me.' ALnd ~is chief friend said,
'Although all should be offended yet will not I,' and further-
more declared, 'if I should die with thee, I will not deny
thee in any wise.' Oh! faJ~ling human strength! Oh!
feeble human love! NelFe! you know how it ended.
"They all forsook him an ~l fled."'

"But I will be truer to my friend, than Peter to his
master," replied Cornelia.

Marguerite drew the girl's face wn c ser to her own,
gazed wistfully, not into but upon~ tho brilliant, super-
~icial brown eyes, that because they had ,n depth repelled
her confidence, and then with a deep g n and a mourn
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fiti shake of the head, she released Nellie, aiid turned her
own face to the wall. bid she deem Miss Compton'8
friendship less profound t~ian pretentious? Ido not know;
but from that time Miss Do Lancie maintained upon one
subject, at least, a stern reserve. And when, at last,
directly, though most kindly and respectfully, questioned
as to the origin of her agitation and swoon in the ball-
room, she declared it to have been a symptom of approach-
ing illness, and discouraged further interrogation.

Slowly Marguerite Do Lancie regained her strength.
It was the middle of March before she left her bed, and
the first of April before she went out of the house.

One day about this time, as the two friends were sitting
together in Marguerite's chamber, Cornelia said,

"There is a circumstance that I think I oughtxto have
told you before now, Marguerite. But we read of it only
a few days after you were taken ill, and when you were
not in a condition to be told of it."

"Well, what circumstance was that ?" asked Miss De
Lance, indifferently.

"It was a fatal accident that happened to one of our
friends. No, now! don't got alarmed-it was to no par-
ticular friend," said Cornelia, interrupting herself upon
seeing Marguerite's very lips grow white.

"Well! what was it?" questioned the latter.
"Why, then, you must know that the Venture, in which

Lord William Daw .saied, was wrecked off the coast of
Cornwall, and Lord William and Mr. Murray were among
the lost. We read the whole account of it, copied from
an English paper into the Richmond Standard. lord
William's body was washed ashore, the same night of the
wreck."

"Poor young man, he deserved a better fate," said
Marguerite.

Miss Do Lancie went no more into society that season;
3

I
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indeed, the season was well ~v before she was able to
go out. She announced her i *on, as soon as the state
of her health should permit her travel, to terminate her
visit to Richmond, and go down to her plantation on the
banks of the Potomac. Cornelia would gladly have at-
tended her friend, and only waited permission to do so;
but the waited invitation was not extended, and Marguerite
prepared to set out alone.

"We shall meet you at Berkeley or at Saratoga, this
summer 1"' said Coruelia.

"Perhaps~-J do not yet know-my plans for the sum-
mer are not arranged," said Marguerite.

"But you will write as soon as you reach home ?"
"Yes-certainly," pressing her parting kiss upon the

lips of her friend.
The promised letter, announcing Marguerite's safe ar-

rival at Plover's Point, was received; but it was the last
that came thence; for though Cornelia pro~nptly replied
to it, she received no second one. And though Cornelia
wrote again and again, her letters remained unanswered.
Weeks passed into months and brought mid-summer.
Colonel Compton with his family went to Saratoga, but
without meeting Miss De Lanci~. About the middle of
August they came to Berkeley; but failed to see, or to
near any tidings of, their friend.

"Indeed, I~ani, very much afraid that Marguerite may
be lying ill at Plover's Point, surrounded only by igno-
rant servants who cannot write to inform us," said Cor-
nelia, advancing a probability so striking and so alarming,
that Colonel Compton, immediately after taking his family
back to Richmond, set out for Plover's Point, to ascertain
the state of the case in question. But when he arrived at
the plantation, great was his surprise to learn that Miss
t~e Lancie had left home for New York, as early a~ the
o2liddle of April, and had not since been heard from And
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this was the last of September. With this information,
Colonel Con~pton returned to Richmond. Extreme was
the astonishment of the family upon hearing this; and
when month after month passed, and no tidings of the
missing one arrived, and no clue to her retreat or to her
fate was gained, the grkf and dismay of her friends could
nly be equalled by the wonder and conjecture of society

at large, upon the strange subject of Marguerite De Lan.
cie's disappearance.

CHAPTER [II.

THE FUGITIVE BELLE.

What's become of "Marguerite,"
Since she gave us all the Blip,
Chose land travel, or sea faring,
Box and trunk, or staf and scrip, ~
Rather than pace up and down
Any longer this old town?
Who'd have guessed it from her li
Or her brow's accustomed bearing,

On the night she thus took ship,
Or started landward, little caring. Browning.

CHRISTMAS approached, and the gay belles of Richmond
were preparing for the festivit>s of that season.

Colonel Comptpn with his family and a few chosen
friends went dQ#nto Compton Lodge to spend the holi-
d&ys in country hospitalities, hunting, etc.

The party had been there but a few days, when, on
Christmas morning, while the family and their guests were
assembled in the old, oak~pannele~, front parlor, before
breakfast, and Colonel Compton was standing at a side
table, presiding over '~n immense old family punch..bowl,

V
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from which he ladled out goblets of frothy egg-flog to the
company, the doQr was quietly opened, and without an-
nouncement Marguerite Do Lancie entered, saying, ".A
merry Christmas! friends."

"Marguerite! Marguerite I" exclaimed-flrst Cornelia,
and then all the young ladies that were present, pressing
forward tQ meet her, while the matrons and the gentlemen
4 the party, with less vehemence but equal cordiality,
waited to welcome her.

"My htat sweetheai~ by all that's amazing 1", cried
Colonel CGmpton, who, in his engrossment, was the very
last to discover the arrival.

"Why, where upon the face of the earth did you come
from 7" inquired Cornelia, scarcely restrained by the pro.
sence of others from seizing and covering her friend with
caresses.

"From~Loudoun street," answered Miss Do Lancie,
gayly, as she shQok hands right and left.

"From Loud6un street? th~t will do! How long have
you been in Loudoun street, sweetheart? You were
not there when we passed through the town in coming
ciither ?" said Colonel Compton.

"I arrived only the day before yesterday, rested a day,
and hearing that you were at the Lodge, came hither,
this morning, to breakfast with you."

"Enchanted to see you, my dear! truly so! But-..
you arrived the day before yesterday-whence ?"

"I may be mistaken, yet it seems to me that Colonel
Comptirn ~ asking questions," said Marguerite, with good.
humored sarcasm.

"Oh! ah! I beg pardon, ten thousand pardons, as the
French say," replied Colonel Compton, bowing with much
deprecation, and then raising a bumper of egg-nog. "To
om~ reconciliation, Miss Do Lancie ' he continued, offering
to her the first, and filling for himself a second goblet.
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"Faix a voux," said Marguerite, pledging him
"And now to breakfast.-sortez, sortez !" exclaimed

the Colc~nel, leading the way cto the dining-room.
Cornelia was, to use her own expression, "dying" to

be alone with Marguerite, to hear the history of the lass
seven months absence. Never before was she more im-
patient over the progress of a meal, never before seemed
the epicureanism of old folks so tedious, or the appetites
of young people so unbecoming; notwithstanding which
the coffee, tea and chocolate, the waffles, rolls and corn
pole, the fresh venison, ham, and partridges were enjoyed
by the company with equal gusto and deliberation.

"At last !" exclaimed Cornelia, as rising from the
table, she took Marguerite's hand and drew her stealthily
away through the crowd, and up the back stairs to her
own little bed-chamber, where a cheerful fire was burning.

"Now, then, tell me all about it, Marguerite," she said,
putting her friend into her easy-chair of state before the
fire, and seating herself on a stool at her' feet. "Wliere.~
have you been ?"

"Gipsying," answered Miss De Lancie.
"Gipsying, oh, nonsense, that is no answer. What

have you been about ?".

"Gipsying," repeated Marguerite.
"Gipsying I" exclaimed Cornelia, now in~ wonder.
"Aye t Did you never-or have you too. little life

ever to feel like spreading your wings and flyirlg away,
away from all human ken-to feel the perfect liberty of
loneliness, as only an irresponsible stranger in ~1ir~nge
place can feel it !"~

"No, no! I never did," said Cornelia amazed; "but
tell me then where did you go from Plover's Point 1"

"To Terra-del-Fuego; or the land of Fire," said Mar.
~uorite, with a deep'fhish.
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*~ Fiddlesticks.! Where did you come from last to

Winchester ?"

"From Iceland," said Marguerite, with a shiver.
"Oh, pshaw! you are making fun of me, Marguerite 1"
"My dear, if I felt obliged to give an account of my

wanderings, their wild liberty would not seem half so
sweet. Even my properLy agent shall not always know
where to find me; it is enough that I know where to
find him when he is wanted," said Miss De Lancie, with
such a dash of hauteur hat Cornelia dropped the sub-
ject. And then Marguerite, to compensate for her pass-
ing severity, tenderly embraced Nellie.

The Christmas party at Compton Lodge lasted until
after New Year, and then the family and their friends
returned to Richmond.

Miss De Lancie, yielding to a pressing invitation,
accompanied them. And in town, Marguerite had again
to run the gauntlet of questions from her acquaintances,
such as-

"Where have you been so long, Marguerite ?" To
which she would answer,

"To Obdorskoi on the sea of Obe," or some such
absurdity, until at last all inquiry ceased.

Miss Do Lancie resumed her high position in society,
and was once more the bright, particular star of every
saloon. Those who envied, or disliked her, thought the
dazzling Marguerite somewhat changed; that the fine,
oval face was thinned and sharpened; the brilliant and
changeful complexion fixed and deepened with a flush
that looked like fever; and the ever-varying graceful,

~ glowing vivacity rather fitfu4and eccentric. However,
envious criticism did~ot prevent the most desirable parti8

in the city becoming suitors for the hand of the belle,
muse and heiress, as she, was still called. But Mar-
guerite, in her old spirit of sarcasm, laughed all these over.

tures to scorn, and remained faithful to her sole attach-
ment, her inexplicable love for Cornelia.

"I am twenty-four, I shall never marry, Nellie. I
wish I were sure that you would never do so either, that
we might be sisters for life, and that when your dear
parents are gathered to their fathers, you might conw~ and
live with me, and we might be all in all to each other,
forever," said Marguerite, one day, to her friend.

"Oh, Marguerite, if that will make you happy, I will
promise you faithfully never, never to marry, but to' be
your own dear, little Nellie forever and ever;, for indeed
why should I not? I love no one in the world but my
parents and you !"

Will it be credited (even although we know that such
compacts i~re sometimes made and always broken) that
these two girls entered into a solemn engagement never
to marry; but to live for each other only ~

From the day of this singular treaty, Marguerite Do
Lancie grew fonder than ever of her friend, lavished en-
dearments upon her, calling Cornelia her Consolation,
her Hope, her Star, and many other pet or poetic names
besides. ~evertheless when the fashionable season was
over, Miss De Lancie left town without taking her "Con-
solation" with her. And again for a few~ months Mar-
guerite was among the missing. She was not one to
disappear with impunity or without inquiry. Where was
she? Not at either of her own seats, not at either of the
watering-places, not, as far as her most intimate friends
and acquaintances knew, at New York, Philadelphia Qr.
Richmond, for her arrival at either of these places would
have been chronicled by some one interested. Where
was she then? No one could answer; even her bosom
friend, Cornelia Compton could only\reply, "Gone gipsy-
ing, I suppose."

C 4
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Again seven mo~iths rolled by, while the brightest star
of fashion remained in eclipse.

Again a Christmas party was assembled at Coinpton
Lodge, when the news of Miss De Lancie's arrival at her
house on Loudoun street reached them.

Colonel and Mrs. Compton waited some days for her
call, and then not having received it, they went to visit
her at her home. They found Marguerite, as ever, gay,
witty and sarcastic. She told them in answer to their
friendly inquiries that she had been "at Seringapatam,"
and gave them no further satisfaction. She accepted the
invitation to join the Christmas party at Compton Lodge,
went thither the same day, and as always before, distin-
guished herself as the most brilliant conversationist, the
most accomplished musician, the most graceful dancer,
and the most fearless rider of the set. At the bi~eaking
up of the company, however, though invited and pressed
to return with the Comptons to Richmond, she steadily
declined doing so, alleging the necessity of visiting her
plantation.

Therefore the Comptons returned to Richmond without
their usual guest, and Cornella, for the first time in many
years, spent the whole winter in town without Marguerite.
But if Miss Compton was bereaved of her friend, she was
also freed from her mistress, and entered with much more
levity into all the gaieties of the season, than she ever
had done in the restraining companionship of Marguerite
De Lancie.

Meantime Marguerite, in her wild and lonely home on
the wooded banks of the great Potomac, lived a strange
and dreamy life, taxing long, solitary rides through the
'deep forests, and among the rocky hills and glens that
rolled ruggedly westward of the river; or taking long walks
up and down the lonely beach; wiled away t~ double some
distantt headland, or explore some unfrequented creek~or

pausing lazily, dreamily to watch the flash and dip of the
fish in the river, the dusky flight of the water-fowl, or the
course of a distant sail; getting home late in the afternoon
to meet a respectful remonstrance from the elderly gentle-
woman who officiated as her housekeeper, and a downright
motherly scolding from her old black nurse, aunt Hapzibah,
who never saw in the world's magnificent Marguerite, any
other than the beautiful, wayward child she had tended
from babyhood; or giving audience to the overseer, who,
spreading the farm book before her, would enter into long
details of the purchase or sale of stock, crops, etc., not one
word of which Marguerite heard or understood, yet which
she would at the close of the interview indorse by saying,
"All right, Mr. llayhurst, you are an admirable manager"
-leaving her friends only to hope that he might be an
honest man.

But one circumstance seemed to have power to arouse
Miss De Lancie's interest-the arrival of the weekly mail
at Seaview, the nearest village. AU day, from the moment
the messenger departed in the morning until he came back
at night, Marguerite lingered in the house, or mounted
her horse and rode in the direction from which the mes-
senger was expected-or returned if it were dark, and
waited with ill-~ncealed anxiety for his arrivaL Upon
one occasion,. the mail seemed to have brought her news
as terrible as it was mysterious. Upon opening a certain
letter she grew deathly pale, struggled visibly to sustain
herself against an inclination to swoon, read the con-
tents to the close, threw the letter into the fire, rang and
ordered horses and a servant to attend her, and the same
night set out from home, and never drew rein until she
reached Bellevue, when sending her horses back by her
servant, she took a packet for ~ew York.

She' was absent six weeks, at the end of which time
she returned hQme, looking worn and exhausted, yet re
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lived and cheerful. She found two letters from Cornelia
awaiting her; the first one, after much preface, apology,
and explanation, announced the fact that a suitor, Colonel
Houston, of Northumberland, in all respects. very ac-
ceptable to her parents, had presented elf Cor-
nelia, and that, but for the mutual pledge existing bet een
herself and Marguerite, she might be induced to p1 a~e
her parents by listening to his addresses. Marguerit De
Lancie pondered long and gravely over this letter;, re-
read it, and looked graver than before. Then she o ened
the second letter, which was dated three weeks later, and
seemed to have been written under the. impression that
the first one, remaining' unanswered, had been received,
and had given offence to Marguerite. This last was a
long, sentimental epistle, declaring firstly, that she, Cor-
nelia, would not break her "rash" promise to Marguerite~
but pleading the wishes of her parents, the approbation
of ber friends, the merits of her suitor, and in short every
thing except the true and governing motive, her own in-
clinations.

Miss Do Lancie read this second letter with impatience;
attbe close threw it into the fire; drew her writing-desk
toward her, took pen and paper, and answered both long
epistles in one-a miracle of brevity-thus, "Dear Nellie
.-.-tut-Marguerite," and sealed and sent It off.

Apparently, Cornelia did not find this' answer as clear
as it was brief. She wrote in reply a long, heroi~ epistle
of eight pages, announcing her' willingness to sacrifI~ce
her parent's wishes, her friends' approval, her lover's hap-
piness, and her. own peace of mind, all to fidelity and
Marguerite, if the latter required the offering!

Marguerite read this letter with more impatience than
the others, and drawing a sheet of paper before her
wrote, "Nellie! Do as you like, else I'll make you-Mar.
guerite"

In two weeks back came the answer, a pleading, crying
letter, of twelve pages, the pith of which was that Nellie
would do only as Marguerite liked, and that she wanted
more explicit directions.

"Pish! tush! 'pshaw !" exclaimed Miss Do Lancie,
tapping her foot with impatience, as she read page after
page o r all this twaddle, and finally casting the whole into
the fire, she took. her pen and wrote, ." Cornelia! marry
Colonel Houston forthwith before I compel you-Mar-
guerite."

A. few days from the dispatch of this letter arrived the
answer, brought by an express-mounted messenger in
advance of the mail. It was a thick packet of many
closely-written pages, the concentrated essence of which
was, that Nellie would follow the advice of Marguerite,
whom she loved and honored ~inore than any one else in
the world, yes, more than mother and father and lover
together; that Marguerite must never wrong her by
doubting this, or above all, by being jealous of tb~ colonel,
for indeed, after all, Nellie did not like him inordinately.;
how could she when he was a widower past thirty with
two children? And finally, that she would not ~enturo
to ask Miss Do Lancie to be her bridesmaid, for that
would be like requesting a queen to attend her maid of
honor in such a capacity; but would Marguerite, her
dear Lady Marguerite, come and, preside over the mar~
riage of her poor little Nellie?

Miss Do Lancie sat, for a long time, hol~i~ig tht~ letter
open in her hand, moralizing upon its contents. "The
little simpleton-is she only timid, or is ~he insincere?
which after all means-is she weak or wicked? foolish or
knavish? And above all, why am I fond of her? why
have her brown eyes and her cut of countenaiwo s~ch
power to draw and knit my heart to hers ?-for indeed
though to superficial eyes, hers may be a countenance
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resplendent with feeling, strong in thought, yet it is a
cheat, without depth, without earnestness-let it be said!
-without sQul. Aye, truly! seeing all this, why dollove
her? Because of the 'strong necessity of loving' some-
body, or something, I suppose," thought Marguerite,
sinking deeper into reverie. These sparks of light eli-
cited by the strokes of Cornelia's steel-like policy upon
the flint of Marguerite's sound integrity, thus revealed,

'by flashes, the true character of the former to the latter;
but the effect was always transient. passing away with
the cause.

Miss Do Lancie took up the letter and re-read it, with
comments, as-" I jealous of her lover! truly! I pre-
sid~ over her marriage! Come, I must answer that !"
And drawing writing materials before her, she wrote,
briefly as before.

"I would see you in Gehenna first, yet. little imbecile
~farguerite."

And sealed and dispatched the letter.
Thh' brought Nellie down in person to Fiover's Point,

where by dint of caressing, and coaxing, and weeping,
'she 'prevailed with Marguerite, who at last exclaimed,

"Well, well! go home and prepare for your wedding,
Nellie! I'll come and assist at the farce."

(

S

CHAPTER IV.

LOVE.

-The soul that moment caught~
A something it through life had sought.-Jfoore.

Forbear that dream I My lips are swor~l apart,
From tender words; mine ears from lo~r's vows;
Mine eyes from sights God made so bea iful;
My very heart from feelings which move soft.-B. B. Brownfug.

THE bridal of the only daughter of the Comptons was
naturally an event of great importance, and consequently
of much parade. The bride elect was in favor of being
married in the most approved modern style, having the
cerenio~ny performed at ten in the morning, 'and starting
immediately upon a wedding tour. But Colonel and Mrs
Compton had some strong, old-fashioned predilections,
and decided to have the time-honored, old style of mar-
riage party in the evening. And accordingly preparations
were made upon. the grandest scale to d& honor to the
nuptials 'of their only child.

Marguerite Do Lancie arrived upon the evening pre-
vious to the wedding, and was most cordially welcomed
by the family. She was carried off immediately by Cor*
nelia to her chamber for & t~te-ci-tete.

"Well, my little incapable !" Marguerite said, as soon
as she was seated, "n~w tell me about you~ bridegroom!
Long ngO, you know, we divided the present ~ener~t~on
of men into two classes-monsters, and imbeciles~o which
does your fiance belong ?"

"You shall see and judge for yourself, Marguerite!
To neither, I think !"

(63)
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"Oh! of course, you think! Well! who are to be
your bridesmaids ?"

"The Misses Davidge and-yourself, dear Marguerite,
since you were so kind as to promise."

"So weak, you mean! And whoKare to be grooms.
men ?"

"Steve and Peyton Rutligde are to lead out the Da-
vidges."

"And who is to be my cavalier for the occasion ?"
"There! that's just what I-wanted to talk to you about,

Marguerite! because you have the privilege of rejecting
him as your proposed escort, and I hope you will. I am
afraid of him; I always was! I cannot endure him; I
never could! I hate him, and I always did! But the
colonel proposed him, and papa and mamma would not
permit me to object."

"But you have not yet told me who he is."
"Oh, you would not know if I were to teWyon I liough

if you ever see him, you will never fail to know him
thenceforth I"

"His name? You've raised my curiosity."
"Philip Ilelmstedt, my cousin! He is of those fierce

and haughty Helmstedts of the Eastern Shore, whose fore-
fathers, you know, claimed a prior right to the coast and
the Isles of the Bay, from having made the place a sort of
freebooting depot, long before the king's patent endowed
Lord Baltimore with it, and who headed so many rebel-
lions and caused so much bloodshed afl3ong the early
colonists."

nearly two hundred years have rolled by; this
fier~, arrogant nature must have been greatly modified by
time and intermarriage."

"Must it. Well, now, it is my opinion that no one who
knows the history, can look upon Philip Helmstedt's bird~

of-prey profile without remembering the fierce fights by
sea and land of his fre~~oting forefathers."

"It is doubtless true that a strong and powerful race of
men may have so impressed upon their descendants, as to
leave their own peculiar traits unmodified and predomi~
nant to the latest generations," said Marguerite, musing;
and then suddenly recollecting herself, she exclaimed,
"Philip Helmstedt! surely I have heard that name in~
honorable association before, though I have never met the
owner. Oh! by-the-way, is he not that gallant nephew,
of whom I have heard your father speak, and whop though
but thirteen years of age, followed him in the battle of
Yorktown and performed such prodigies of youthful
valor ?"

"Oh! yes; he's fire-eater enough, and a terror in gene-
ral, at least to me."

"But where has he been that I have never met him in
societfr?"

"Oh! he has been for a number of years studying at
Heidelburg, and traveUing all over the Eastern continent.
I was sufficiently afraid of him before he went away, and
I am twice as much in awe of him since he came hack:
~o I want you to veto him, Marguerite; for you may do
so, and then the colonel will get somebody else t&sti~nd
up in his stead. Will you ?"

"Certainly not. It would be a very great rudeness to
all concerned," said Miss De Lancie.

The preparations for the marriage were, as I said, upon
a magnificent scale. The elite of the city and county
were invited to be present. Upon the important evening
the house wa~ illuminated and thrown open. A~t a com-
paratively early hour the company began to assembles

At *a quarter to eight o'clock precisely, the bride and
rier maids were ready to ~ down.

Nellie looked, as all brides are expected to look, "never
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before so lovely." A robe of embroidered white' crape
over white satin, a point lace and a light wreath of
orange blossoms, were the principal items of her costume.

The two younger bridesmaids were attired in harmony,
in white gauze over white silk, with wreaths of snow-drops
around their hair.

The queenly form of Marguerite De Lancie was arrayed
in a robe of the richest lace over white brocade ; her su-
perb black hair was crowned with a wreath of lilies, deep
falls of the finest lace veiled her noble bust and arms, and
the purest Oriental pearls adorned her neck and wrists:
she looked as ever a royal beauty. ~

Scarcely was the last fold of Cornelia's vail gracefully
arranged by Marguerite, before the little bride, with a mix-
ture of childish petulance and envy and genuine admira-
tion, raised her eyes to the beautiful brow of her patroness,
and said,

"Ahi how stately, how radiant you are, Marguerite!
But how shall I look, poor, insignificant, little, fady pigmy!
my very bridegroom will be ashamed of his' choice, seen
by the side of the magnificent Miss De Lancie I"

"Be silent! How dare you humble yourself, or flatter
me so shamefully !" exclaimed Marguerite, flushing with
indignation. "As for the 'magnificent,' that cail be easily
transferred; 'fine feathers make fine birds,' and queenly
jewels go very far toward making queenly women," she
continued, proceeding to unclasp the pearls from her own
neck and arms, and to fasten them upon those of Cornelia.

"No, no, dear Marguerite, desist! I cannot, indeed I
cannot consent to shine in borrowed jewels," said Miss
Compton, opposing this ornamental addition to her cos~
tume.

"They are your own; wear them for my sake, sweet
Nellie," replied Miss Dc Lancie, clasping the necklace,
and kissing the bride with renewed tenderness.

A

"But your matchless set of pearls! a dower, a fortune
in themselves! I chariot, Marguerite! Indeed, indeed,
I dare not! Such a ti4~hsfer would look as if you were
not quite sane, nor myself quite honest," said Cornelia,
with sincere earnestness.

"Ridiculous! I care not for them, or, I assure you, I
should not give them away. Hush! don't put me to the
trouble of pressing them upon you, for really I do no.
consider~ them worth the expenditure of so much breath.
Stop! don't thank me either, for I have no patience to
listen. We are all ready, I believe? What are we wait-
ing for ?"

While she spoke, there came a gentle ra~ at the con.
nesting door, between Cornelia's and her parents' bed~
chambers. It was Colonel and Mrs. Compton, who were
waiting there to emlrace and bless their child before giv-
ing her up to the possession of another. Cornelia went
in to them, and after a stay of five minutes, returned with
her eyes suffused with tears, evanescent tears that quickly
evaporated. And in another~poment Colonel Compton
Lame to the passage door and announced to the bevy of
bridesmaids, that~ the bishop had arrived, and that the
bridegroom and his attendants were waiting down-stairs.

"We are ready. But remember, Colonel, that I have
never met Mr. Hlelmstedt."

"I shall not fail to present him, Marguerite," replied
the old gentleman, turning to go down-stairs. The bride's
party followed in due order; the third bridesmaid, leading
the way, received the arm of her appointed escort, and

*advanced toward the saloon; the second did likewise;
then Marguerite in her turn descended. She had never
before seen the distinguished-looking personage, then
waiting at the foot of the stairs to otter his arm and lead
her on; but Colonel Compton stood ready to present
him, and a!l was well. Marguerite reached the las~t step,

4
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paused and raised her eyes to look at the stranger, whom
Cornelia's description had invested with a certain interest.

A tall, thin, muscular form, 1a~ge, clearly cut aquiline
features, raven black hair, strongly~ marked black eye-
brows, deep and piercing dark gray eyes, a stern and
somewhat melancholy countenanCe, a stately, not to say
haughty carriage, a style of dress, careful even to nicety,
a tout ensemble indicating a forcible, fiery, high-toned,
somewhat arrogant character, were the features impressed
by first sight upon Marguerite's perceptions. ~ She had
scarcely made these observations and withdrawn her
glance, when Colonel Compton, takin~the stranger's hand
and turning to her, said,

"Miss Do ~Lancie, permit me to present to you Mr.
Helmstedt, of ~orthumberlaUd county."

Again Marguerite lifted her eyes.
A stately bow, a gracious smile, a mellifluous voice in

addressing her, threw a charm, a warm, bright glow, like
a sudden sunburst over those stern, dark features, clothing
them with an indescribable beauty as fascinating as it was
unexpected.

"I esteem myself most happy in meeting Miss* Do
Lancee" he said.

Marguerite dropped her eyes, and blushed deeply be.
neath his fixed, though deferential gaze, curtseyed in 51-

lence, received his offered arm and followed the others
who were waiting at the door. The bride and groom
brought up the rear. And the party entered the saloon.

The rooms were super~1y adorned, brilliantly illumi-
nated, and densely crowd~lby a splendid company.

The white gowned bishop stood upon the rug in front
of the fire-place, facing the assembly. A ~space had been
left clear before him, upon which the bridal party formed.
A hushed silence filled the room; the book was opened:
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the rites commenced, and in ten minutes after little Nellie
Coinpton was transmogrified into Mr& Colonel Jiouston.

When the congratulation~ were all over, and the bridal
party seated, and the little embarrassments at dant upon
all these movements well over, the programme for the
remainder of the evening proceeded according to tIl the
"rules and regulations in such cases made and provided"....
with one memorable exception.

When the bride's cake (which was quite a miraculous
chef d'ceuvre of the confectioner's art, being made in the
form of the temple of Hymen, highly ornate, and contain.
ing besides a costly diamond ring; which it was supposed,
according to the popular 'superstition, would indicate the
happy finder as the next to be wedded of the party), was
cut and served to all the single ladies present, it was
soon discovered that none of theni had drawn the token.
Colonel Compton then declared that the unmarried gen-
tlemen should try their fortune. And when they were all
served, Mr. Helmstedt proved to be the fortunate pos-
sessor of the costly talisman.

When, with a courtly dignity, he had arrested the
storm of badinage that was ready to burst upon him, he
deliberately crossed the room to the quarter where the
bride and her attendants remained seated, and pausing
before Marguerite, said,

"Miss Be Lancie permit me," and offered the ring.
"Yes, yes, Marguerite ! relieve him of it! He cannot

wear it himself, you know, and to whom here could he
properly offer it but to yourself," hastily whispered Cor.
nelia.

Miss Be Lancie hesitated, but u1~willing to draw atten-
Lion by making a scene out of such an apparent trifle, she
smiled, drew off her glove; and held up her h~nd, saying,

"If Mr. Ilehnstedt will put it oh."
Philip Ilelrnsted t slipped the ring on her finger, tun~e4
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and adjusted it with a slight pressure, when Marguerite,
with a half suppressed cry, snatched away her hand and
applied her handkerchief to it.

"Have I been so awkward and unhappy as to hurt you,
Miss Do Lancie ?~" inquired Mr. Helmstedg.

"Oh, no, not at all! it is nothing to speak of; a sharp
flaw in the setting of the stones pierced my finger; I
think that is all," answered Marguerite, drawing off the
ring that was stained with blood.

Mr. Hehnstedt took~ the jewel, walked up to the fire.
place, and threw it into the glowing coals.

"Well! if that is not the most wanton piece of destruc-
tiveness I ever saw in my life," said Cornelia, indignantly;
"you know, Marguerite, when I saw Mr. Helmstedt drag
the ring and come and put it on your finger, I thought it
was a happy sign; but now see how it is? every thing that
nian~ touches, turns-not~, to gold, but to blood or tears,
that he thinks only can be dried in the fire !"

"Don't use such fearful words here on your bridal even-
ing, dear Nellie, they are ill-oi~ened. You are besides
unjust to Mr Helmstedt, I think," said Margue$te, who
had now quite recovered her composure.

"They were false diamonds after all, Miss De Lancie,"
said Mr. Helmstedt, rejoining the ladies.

The bishop, had retired from, the room; the musicians
had entered and taken their places, and were now playing
a lively prelude to the quadrilles; partners were engaged,
and were only waiting for the bride' and groom to open
the ball, as was then the custom. Nellie gave her hand
to her colonel, and suffered herself to be led to the head
of the set.

"Miss De Lancie, will you honor me ?" inquired Mr.
llelmstedt, and receiving a gracious inclination of the
head in acquiescence, he conducted Marguerite to a position
vis-a-vis with the bridal pair. Other couples immediately
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followed their example and the dancing commenced iii
earnest. The lively quadrille was succeeded by the stately'
minuet, and that by the graceful waltz, and the time-
honored and social Virginia reel. Then cam~p interval
of repose, preceding the sumptuous supper. then the
outpouring of the whole company into the dining-room;
and the eating, drinking, toasting, and jesting; then they
adjourned to the saloon, when again quadrilles, minuets,
reels andiwaltzes, alternated with short-lived rest, refresh-
ment, gossip, and flirtations, until a late hour, when the
discovered disappearance of the bride and her attendants,
gave the usual warning for the company to break up.
At the covert invitation of Colonel Compton, some of the
gentlemen, who were without ladies, lingered after the
departure of the other guests, and adjourned, with him-
self and his son-in-law, to* the dining-room, where, after
drinking the health of the newly married pair, they took
leave.

The next day Judge Houston, the uncle of the bride-
groom, entertained the wedding party and a large com-
pany at dinner. And this was the signal for the corn-
mencement of a series. of dinners, tea and card parties,
and balls, given in honor of the biide, and which kept here
and her coterie in a whirl of social dissipation for several
weeks

But from this brilliant entanglement, let us draw out
clear, the sombre thread of our own narrative.

Everywhere the resplendent beauty of Marguerite Do
Lance was felt and celebrated. Every one declared that
the star of fashion had emerged from her late eclipse, with
new and dazzling brilliant. And ever, whether in re-
posed or action; whether reclined upon some divan, she
was the inspiration of a circle &f conversationists; or
whether she led the dance or, seated at the harpischord,
poured ~orth her soul in glorious song-she was ever the

0
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queen of all hearts and minds, who recognized in her
magnificent personality, a sovereignty no crown or scep-
tre could confer. All, in proportion to their depth and*
~trei~gth of capacity for appreciation, felt this. But none
'so much as one whose duty brought him ever to her side
in zealous service, or deferential waiting.

Philip ]ielmstedt, almost from the first hour of his meet-
ing with this imperial beauty, had felt her power. He
watched her with the most reserved and respectful vigi-
lance; he saw her ever the magnet of all hearts and eyes,
the life of all social intercourse, the inspiratiofl of poets,
the model of painters, the worship of youth and love;
shining for, warming, lighting, and enlivening all who
approached her, yet with such impartiality, that none
ventured to aspire to especial notice. There was one ex-
ception, and not a favored one to his equanimity, and
that was Mr. Helmstedt himself; her manner toward him,
at first affable, soon grew reserved, then distant, and at
length repelling. Colonel Compton, who had taken it
into his head that this haughty pair were well adapted to
each other, watched with interest the progress of their
acquaintance, noticed this, and despaired.

It is useless," he said, "and I warn you, Philip Helm-
stedt, not to consume your heart in the blaze of Mar-
guerite De Lancie's beauty! She is the invincible Diana
of modern times. For seven years has Marguerite reigned
in our saloons, with the absolute dominion of a beauty
and genius that 'age cannot wither nor custom stale,' and
her power remains undiminished as her beauty is un-
dimmed. Year after year the most distinguished men of
their time,. men celebrated in the battles and in the coun-
cils of their country, men of history, have been suitors in
her train, and have received their conge from her imperial
nod. Can you hope for more favor than an Armstrong, a
Bainbridge, a Cavendish ?"
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"I beseech you, sir, spare me the alphabetical list of
Miss Do Lancie's conquests! I can well believe their.
name is legion," interrupted Philip Helmstedt, with an
air of scorn and arrogance that seemed to add, "and if
it were so, I should enter the lists with full confid~noe
against them all."

"I assure you it is sheer madness, Philip! A man
may as well hope to monopolize the sun to light his own
home as tQ win Marguerite Do Lancie to his hearth!
She belongs to society, I think, also, ~to history. Shei~e-
quires a nation for her field of action. I have known her
from childhood and watched with wonder her develop-
ment. It is the friction of marvelous and undirected,
energies tha&causes hers to glow and radiate in society as
you see her. It is sheer phrenzy, your pursuit of her I
I tell you, I have seen a love chase. worth ten of yours.-~-
Lord William Daw-.--"

"Lord ~-William.....Daw !" interrupted Philip Helm-
stedt, curling his lip with ineffable scorn.

"Well, now, I assure you, Philip, the heir presumptive
of a marquisate is not to be sneered at. He was besides
a good-lo~oking and well-behaved young fellow, except that
he followed Miss DQ Lancie up and down the country like
a demented man, in direct opposition, both to the clucking
of his old hen of & tutor, and the coldness of his Diana.
lie was drowned, poor youth! but I always suspected
that he threw himself overboard in desperation !"

"Lord-~WilIiam....-Daw," said Mr. Helmstedt, with the
same deliberate and scornful intonation, "may not have
been personally the equal of the lady to whom he aspired.
Very young men frequently raise their hopes to women
'who are, or ought to be, unattainable' by them. Miss

De Lancie is not one to permit herself to be dazzled by
the glitter of mere rank and title."

Yes I~ Philip Helrnstedt hoped, believed, in more success
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for himself than had attended any among his predecessors
or temporary rivals. True, indeed, his recommendations,
personal as well as circumstantial, to the favor of this
"fourth Grace and tenth Muse," were of the first order.
The last male representative of an ancient, haughty, and
wealthy family, their vast estates centered in his posses-
sion-he chose to devote many years to study and to
travel. An accomplished scholar, he had read, ,observed
and reflected, and was prepared, at his own pleasure, to
confer the result upon the world. A tried and proved
soldier, he might claim military rank and rapid promotion.
Lastly, a pre-eminently fine-looking person, h* might as-
pire to the hand of almost any beauty in the city, with
every probability of success. But Philip Helmstedt was
fastidious and proud to a degree of scornful arrogance-
that was his one great, yes, terrible sin. It was the bitter
lJpas of his soul that poisoned every one of the many
virtues of his character. But for scorn, truth, justice,
prudence, temperance, generosity, fortitude, would have
flourished in his nature. It was this trenchant arrogance
that made him indifferent to accessory honors-that made
him, as a profound student, regardless of scholastic fame-.-..
as a brave soldier, careless of military glory-as an ac-
complished gentleman, negligent of beauty's allurements.
It was this arrogance in fine, that entered very largely
into his passion for the magnificent Marguerite. For
here at last, in her, he found a princess quite worthy of his
high devotion, and he resolved to win her.

God have mercy on any. soul self-cursed with scorn.
And Marguerite? Almost from the first moment of

£heir meeting, her. eyes, her soul, had been strangely, and
irresistibly magnetized. I do not know that this was
caused by the distinguished personal appearance of Philip
Helmstedt. After all, it is not the beauty, but the pecu-
liarity, individuality, uniqueness, in the beauty that attracts

V
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its destined mate. And Philip ]Ielmstedt's presence was
pre-eniinently characteristic, individual, unique. At first
Marguerite's eyes were attracted by a certain occult re-
semblance to his yonng cousin, her own beloved friend,
Cornelia Compton. It was not only such a family like..
ness as might exist between brother and sister. It was
something deeper than a similitude of features, complexion
and expression. The Same peculiar conformation of brow
and eye, the same proud lines in the aquiline profile, the
same disdainful curves in the expressive lips, the same dis-
tinctly individualized characterist'is, that had so long
charmed and cheated her in Nellie's superficial face, was pre-
sent, only more strongly marked and deeply toned, and truly
representative of great force of character, in. Philip Helm-
stedt's imposing countenance. But there was something
more than this-there was identity in 'the uniqueness of
each :-faint and uncertain in the delicate face of Nellie, in-
tenge and ineffaceable in the sculptured features of Philip.
As Marguerite studied this remarkable physiognomy, she
felt that her strange attraction to Nellie had been but a
faint prelude, though a prophecy of this wonderous mag-
netism.

Alarmed at the spell that was growing around her heart,
she withdrew her eyes and thoughts, opposed to the at-
tentions of her lover a cold, repellant manner, and treated
his devotion with supreme disdain, which must have ban.
ished any man less strong in confidence than Philip helm-
stedt, but which in his case only warded off the day of
fate. Perseveringly he attended her, earnestly he so~mght
an opportunity of explaining himself. In vain; f~r
neither at home, nor abroad, in parlor, saloon, thorough..,
fare or theatre, could he manage to secure a tt~te-d-tde.
Whether sitting or standing, Miss De Lancie was' always
the brilliant centre of a circle; and if she walked, like
any other queen~ she was attended by her suite. Only



78 LOV~'8 LABOR WOE. LOVE'S LABOR W~. 77
when he mingled with this train, could he speak to her.
But then-the quick averting of that regal head, the swift
fall of the sweeping, dark eyelashes, the sudden, deep
flush of the bright cheeks the suppressed heave of the~
beautiful bosom, the subdq~d tremor of the thrilling voice,
betrayed hidden emotion~ that only he had power to
arouse, or insight to detect, 'and read therein the confirma-
tion of his dearest hopes. The castle walls might show
a forbidding aspect, but the citadel was all his own, hence
his determination, despite her icy coldness of manner, to
pass all false shows, and come to an understanding with
his Diana. Still Miss De Lancie successfully evaded his
pursuit and defeated his object. What was the cause
of her course of conduct, he could n~t satisfactorily de-
cide. Was pride struggling with love in her bosom?
If so, that pride should succumb.

Having failed in every delicate endeavor to effect a
t~te-eZ-We, and the day of Marguerite's departure being
near at hand, Mr. Helmstedt went one morning directly
to the house of Colonel Compton, sent up his card to Miss
De Lance, and requested the favor of an interview~ He
received an answer that Miss De Lancie was particularly
engaged and begged to be excused. Again and again he
tried the same plad with the same ill-success. Miss Do
Lance was never at leisure to receive Mr. lleimstedt.
At length this determined suitor sent a note, requesting
the lady to name some hour when she'should be sufficiently
disengaged to see him. The reply to this was, that Miss
De Lancie i~'etted to say that at no hour of her short
remaining ~tAie should she be at liberty to entertain Mr.
]lelmstedt. This flattering message was delivered in the
parlor, and in the presence of Colonel Compton. As soon
as the servant hadretired, the old gentleman raised his eyes
to the darkened brow of Philip Helmstedt, and said, "I
see how it is, Philip Marguerite is a. magnanimous crea~

Lure. She would spare you the humiliation of a refusal.
But you-you are resolved upon mortification. You will
not be content without a decided rejection. Very well.
You shall have an opportunity of receiving one. Listen.
Houston and Nellie are dining with the judge to-day
Mrs. Compton is superintending the making of caWs- oot
jelly: don't huff and sneer, Philip. I cannot help e~
.imes knowing the progress of such culinary mysteries;
but I am not going to assist at ther~, or to ask you to do
so. I am going to ride. Thus, if you will remain here
to-day, you will have the house to yourself~, and Margue-
rite, who for some unaccountable reason, fate perhaps,
chooses to stay home. Go into the li1~ary and wait. Miss
De Lancie, according to her usual ci~stom, will probably
visit that or the adjoining music-room, in the course of the
forenoon, and there you. have her. Make the, best use of
your opportunity, and the Lord speed you; for I, for my
part, heartily' wish this lioness fairly mated. Come; let
me install you."

"There appears to be no other chance, and I must have
an interview with her to-day," said Mr. Helmstedt7 rising
to accompany his ho~, who led the, way to the library.
It was on the opposite side of the hall.

"Now be patient," said the' colonel, as he took leave;
1~

you may have to wait one or' more. hours, but you can
find something here to read."

"Read !" ejaculated Philip Helmstedt, with the tone
and energy of an oath; but the old gentleman was already
gone, and the younger one threw himself into a chair to
wait.

"'Be patient!' with the prospect of~waiting here seve.
ral hours, and the possibility of disappointment at the
end," exclaimed Philip, rising, and walking 'in measured
Bteps up and down the room, trying to control the eager~
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ness of expectation that made moments seem like houts,
while he would have compressed hours into moments.

How long he waited ought scarcely to be computed by
the common measure of time. It might not have been
an hour-to hini it seemed an indefinite duration-a con-
sid able portion of eternity, when at length, while almost
de~ airing of the presence of Marguerite, he heard from
the adjoining music-room th~ notes of a harp.

He paused, for the harpist might be-must be Miss Do
Do Lancie.

He listened.
Soon the chords of the lyre were swept by a magic

hand that belonged only to one enchantress, and the
instrument responded in a low, deep moan, that presently
swelled in a wild and thrilling strain. And then the
voice of the improvisatrice stole upon the ear-that
wondrous voice, that ever, while it sounded, held captive
all ears, silent and breathless all lips, spell-bound all
hearts !-it arose, first tremulous, melodious, liquid, as
from a sea of tears, then took wing in a wild, mournful,
despairing wail. It was a song of renunciation, in
which some consecrated maiden bids adieu to her lover,
renouncing happiness, bewailing fate, invoking death
Philip Helmstedt listened, magnetized by the Voice of the
sorceress, with its moans of sorrow, its sudden gushes of
passion or tenderness, and its Wails of anguish and de-
spair. And when at last, like the receding waves of the
heart's life tide, the thrilling notes ebbed away into silence
and death, he remained standing like a statue. Then with
self-recollection and the returning faculty of combination,
came the question,

"What did this, song of renunciation mean ?" And
the neit more practical inquiry, should he remain in the
library, awaiting' the doubtful event of her coming, or

I,
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should he enter the music-room? A. single moment of
reflection decided his course.

He advanced softly, and o ened the listed and silently-
turning doors, and paus~ an instant to gaze upon a
beautiful tableau!

Directly opposite to him, at the extremity. of the thickly
carpeted room, was a deep bay window, richly curt d
with purple and gold, through which the noonda n
shone with a subdued glory. Within, the glowing shadows
of this recess sat Marguerite beside the harp. A mlrn-
ing robe of amber-hued India silk fell in classic folds
around her form. Her arms were still upon the harp, her
inspired face wa~ pale and half~V~iverted. Her rich, pur-
plish tresses pushed off from her temples, revealed the
breadth of brow between them in a new and royal aspect
of beauty. Her eyes were raised and fixed upon the dis-
tance, as if following in spirit the muse that had just died
from her lips of fire. She was so completely t~bsorbed,
that.she did not heed the soft and measured step of Philip
Helmstedt, until he paused before her, bowed and spoke:.

Then she started to her feet with a brow crimsoned by
a sudden rush of emotion, and thrown completely off her
guard, for the moment, she confronted him with a home
question.

"Philip Helmstedt! what has brought y~u here ?"

"My deep, my unconquerable, consuming love! It
has broken down all the barriers of etiquette, and given
me thus to your presence, Marguerite De Lancie," be re-
plied, with a profound and deprecating inclination of the
head.

She had recovered a degree of self-possession; but the
tide of blood~receding had left her brow cold and clammy,
and her frame tremulous and faint; she leaned upon her
harp for support, pushed the falling tresses from her pale,
damp forehead, and said in faltering tones,
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"I would have saved you this! Why, in the name of
all that is manly, delicate, honorable !-why have you in
defiance of all opposition ventured this ?"

"Because I love you, Marguerite. Because I love you
for time and for eternity with a love that must speak or

'Ungenerous! unjust !"
e it so, Marguerite. I'do not ask you to forgive me,

for that must presuppose repentance, and I do not repent
standing here, Miss Do Lancie."

"Still I must ask you, sir," said Marguerite, who was
gradually recovering the full measure of her natural dig-
nity and self-possession, "what feature in all my conduct
that has come under your observation, has given you the
courage to obtrude upon me a presence and a suit that
you must know to be unwelcome and repulsive ?"

"Shall I tell you? I will, with the truthfulness of spirit
answering to ~pirit. I come because, despite all your
apparent hauteur, disdain, coldness, such a love as this
which burns within my heart for you, bears within itself
the evidence of reciprocity," replied Philip Ilelmstedt, lay-
ing his hand upon his heart, and atoning by a profound
reverence for the presumption of his words. "And I
appeal to your own soul, Marguerite Do Lancie, for the
endorsement of my avowal."

"You are mad !" said Marguerite, trembling.
"No-not mad, lady, because loving you as never man,

loved woman yet, I also feel and know, with the deepest
respect be it said, that I do not love in vain," he replied,
sinking for an instant upon his knee, and bowing deeply
over her hand that he pressed to his lips.

"'In vain! in vain! you do! you do 1" she exclaimed,
almost distractedly, while trembling more than ever.

"Marguerite," he said, rising, yet retaining his hold
upon her hand, "it may be that I love in vain, but I do
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not love alone. This hand that F clasp within my own
throbs like a palpitating"heart. I read, on your brow, in
your eyes, in your trembling lip and heaving bosom, that
my great love is not lost; that it is returned; that you
are mine, as I am yours. Marguerite JJe Lancie, by a
claim rooted in the deepest nature, you are my wife for
time and for eternity 1"

"Never! never! you know not what you say or seek 1"
she exclaimed, snatchhg her hand away and shuddering
through every nerve.

"Miss De Lancie, your words and manner are inexpli~
cable, are alarming! Tell me, for the love of heaven,
Marguerite, does any insurmountable obstacle stand in the
way of our union'?"

"Obstacle !" repeated Miss Do Lancie, starting vio.
gently, and gazing with wild, dilated eyes upon the ques.
toner, while every vestige of color fled from her face.

"Yes! that was the word I used, dearest Marguerite!
Oh! if there be "

"What obstacle should exist, except my own will? A
very sufficient one, I should say," interrupted Marguerite,
struggling hard for self-control.

"Say your decision against your will."
"What right have you to think so, sir ?"

"Look in your own heart and read my right, Mar.
guerite."

"I never look into that abyss !"

"Marguerite, you fill me with a terrible anxiety. Mare
guorite, for seven years you. have reigned a queen over
Society; your hand has been sought by the most distin.
gushed men of the country; you are as full of tenderness
and enthusiasm as~ a harp is of music; it seems incredible
that you have never married or betrothed yourself; or even
loved, or fancied that you loved! Tell me, Marguerite, in
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the name of heaven, tell me, have any of these events
occurred to you ?" He waited for an answer.

She remained silent, while a frightful pallor overspread
her face.

"Tell me! Oh! tell me, Marguerite, have you ever
before loved? Ah, pardon the question and answer it."

She m~ide a supreme effort, recovered her self~possession,
and replied,

"No, not as you understand it."
"How ?-not as I understand it? Ah! forgive me

again, but your words increase my suffering."
"Oh! I have loved Nellie as a sister, her father and

mother as parents, some acquaintances as friends, that.
is all."

She was answering these close questions! she was
yielding to the fascination. Amid all her agony of con-
flicting emotions she was yielding.

"Marguerite! Marguerite! And this is true! You
have never loved before !"

"It is true-yet what of that? for I know not even
why I admit this! Oh! leave me, I am not myself.
Hope nothing from what I have told you., I can never,
never be your wife !" exclaimed Marguerite, with the
half suppressed and wild affright of one yielding to a
terrible spell.

"But one word more. Is your hand free also, dearest
Marguerite ?"

"Yes, it is free; but what then? I have told you-~--"
"'Then it is free no longer; for by the splendor of the

beav&is it is mine, Marguerite,, it is mine !" he exclaimed,
as he caught and pressed that white hand in his own.

Marguerite De Lancie's provisions had been prophetic.
She had foreseen that an interview would be fatal to hei
resolution, and it proved fatal. Philip Helmstedt urged
his suit with all the eloquence of passionate love, seconded

I
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by the dangerous advocate in Marguerite's heart, and he
won it; and in an hour after, the pair that had met so
inauspiciously, parted as betrothed lovers. Mr. Helmstedt
went away in deep joy, and with a sense of triumph only
Leld in check by his habitual dignity and self-control.
And Marguerite remained in that scene of the betrothal,
looking, not like a loving and happy affianced bride, but
rather like a demented wo~nan, with pale face and wild
aifrighted eyes, strained upward as for help, and cold hands
wrung together as in an appeal, and exclaiming under her
breath,

"What have I done I Lord forgive 'me! Oh, Lord,
have pity on me I" And yet Marguerite De Lancie loved'
her betrothed with all her fiery soul. That love in a little
while brought her some comfort in' her strange distress.

"What's done is done," she said, in the tone of one who
would nerve her soul to some endurance, and then she
went to her room, smoothed her hair, dressed for the after-
noon, and through all the remainder of the day moved
about, the same brilliant, sparkling Marguerite as before.

In the evening the accepted suitor' presented himself.
And though he only mingled as before, in the train of Miss
De Lance, aud acted in all respects with the greatest 4is-
cretioR, yet those particularly interested could read the
subdued joy of hi~ soul, and draw the proper inference.

That night, when Marguerite retired to her chamber,
Nellie followed her, and casting herself at once into an
arm-chair, she broke the subject by suddenly exclaiming,
"Marguerite, I do believe you have been encouraging
Ironsides !"

"Why do you thinK so~-if I understand what you
Thean ?"

"Oh, from his looks I - lie looks as bright as a candle
in ~jdark lantern, and as happy as if he had just slain his
enemy. I do fear you hav'3 given him hopes, Marguerite."

6
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And why fear it ?"

"Oh, because, Marguerite, dear, I don't want you to
hare him I" said Nellie, with a show of great tenderness.

"Nonsense 1"
"I do not believe you will, you see, but still I fear.

Oh, Marguerite, he may be high-toned, magnanimou8, and
all that, but he is not tender, not gentle, not loving I"

"In a word-not a good nurse."

"Good! I do not want a nurse !"

Ah! Marguerite, I am afraid of Philip Helmstedt.
If you only knew how he treated his sister."

"His sister! I did not even know he had one."
"I dare say not; but he has. She is in the mad house."

C

"In the mad house !"

"Yes; I'll tell you all about it. It was before he went
away the last time. His sister Agnes was then eighteen;
they lived together. She was engaged to poor llertford,
the son of the notorious defaulter, who was no defaulter
when that engagement was made. Agnes and ,Hcrtford
were within a few days of their marriage when the father's
embezzlements were discovered. Now poor young Hert-
ford was not in the least implicated, yet as soo~p-'as his
father's disgrace was made manifest, Philip Helmstedt, as
the guardian of his. sister, broke off the marriage."

"He could have done no otherwise" said Marguerite.
"In spite of her pledged word? In spite of her prayers

and tears, and distracted grief ?"
"He could have done no otherwise;" repeated Margue-

rite, though her face grew very pale.
"That was not all. Th~ lovers met, arranged a flight,

and were about to escape, when Philip Helmstedt disco-
vered them. He insulted the young man, struck hia~ with
his riding whip across the face, and bore his faintirrg sister
home. The next day the two men met in a duet"

"They could have done no otherwise. It was the bloody
code of honor !" reiterated Marguerite, yet her very lips
were white, as she leaned forward against the top of
Nellie's chair.

"Hertford lost his right arm, and Agnes lost-her
reason !"

"My God!"
"Yes; 'a plague o' honor, I say."'
"Dear Nellie, leave me now; my head aches, and I am

tired."
Nellie, accustomed to such abrupt dismissions, kissed

her friend and retired.
"Honor, honor, honor'," repeated Marguerite, when left

alone. "Oh, Moloch of civilization, when will you be
surfeited I"

The next morning Philip Helmstedt called, sent up his
card to Miss De Lancie, and was not denied her presence.

"Show the gentleman into tile music-room, and say
that [will see him there, John," was the direction given
by Miss De Lancie, who soon descended thither.

Mr. Helmstedt arose to meet her, and wondered at her
pale, worn look.

"I hope you are in good health, this morning, dear
Marguerite," he said, offering to salute her. But she
waved him off, saying.

"No! I am ill! And I come to you, this morning,
Philip Helmstedt, to implore you to restore the promise
wrenched from me' yesterday," sbe said, and sunk pallid
ar~d exhausted upon the nearest chair.

A start t~hd an attitude of astounded amazement was
his only reply. A pause of a moment ensued, and Mar.
guerite repeated,

"Will you be so generous as to give me back my
plighted faith, Philip Helmstedt ?"

"Marguerite! has nature balanced her glorious gift to

4j
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you, with a measure of insanity ?" he inquired, at length,
but without abatement of his astonishment.

"I sometimes think so. I do mad things occasionally.
And the maddest thing I ever did, save one, was to give
you that pledge yesterday."

"Thank you, fairi~st lady."
"And I ask you now to give it back to me."
"For what reason ?"

I can give you none
"No reason for your strange request 7"
"None!"
"Then I assure you, my dearest Marguerite, that I am

not mad."
"Indeed you are upon one subject, if you did but know

it. Once more will you enfranchise my hand ?"

"Do I look as if I would, lady of miner'
"No! no! you do not! You never will! very well!

be the consequences on your own head."
"Amen. I pray for no better."
"Heaven pity me 1"
"My dearest, most capricious love! I do not know the

motive of your strangest conduct, it may be that you
only try the strength of my affection-try it, Marguerite!
you will find it bear the test! but I do know, that if I
doubted the truth of yours, I should disengage your hand
at once."

There followed words of passionate entreaty on her
part, met by earnest deprecation and unshaken firmness
on his; but the spell was over her, and the scene ended
as it had done the day previous; Philip was the victor,
and the engagement was riveted, if possible, more firmly
than before. Again Philip departed rejoicing: Mark
guerite, almost raving.

Yet Marguerite loved no less strongly and truly than
did Philip.

Later in that forenoon, before going out, Nellie went
into Marguerite's chamber, where she found her friend
extended on her bed,'so still and palethat she drew near
in alarm and laid her hand upon her brow; it was beaded
with a cold sweat.

"Marguerite! Marguerite! what is the matter? Y6u
are really ill."

"I am blue," said Marguerite.
"Blue! that you are literally-hands and face too."
"Yes, I have got an ague," said Marguerite, shudder.

ing, "but I will not be coddled! There."
In vain, Nellie, with a great show of solicitude, urged

her services. Marguerite would receive none of them,
and ended, as usual, by ordering Nellie out of the room.

In a few days the engagement, between Mr. Helmstedt
:and Miss De Lancie, was made known to the intimate
friends of the parties. The marriage was appointed to
take place early in the ensuing winter. Then the Rich-
mond party dispersed, Colonel and Mrs. Houston went
down to their plantation in Northumberland county,
Philip Helmstedt proceeded to his island estates on the
coast, to prepare his long-deserted home for the reception
of his bride. And, lastly, Marguerite, after a hurried
visit of inspection to Plover's Point, went "gipsying" as
she called it, for the whole summer and autumn. lYpon
this occasion, her mysterious absence was longer than
beautiful face betrayed the ravages of some strange, deep
usual. And when *at last she rejoined her friends, her
bitter sorrow.

Upon following Chfistmas, once more, and for the
last time, a merry party was assembled at Cornpton Hall.
Among the guests were Nellie and her husband 6n a visit
to their parents. Marguerite De Lancie and Philip were
also present. And there, under the. auspices of Colonel
and Mrs; Compton, they were united in marriage. By

i
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Marguerite's expressed will, the wedding was very quiet1
and almost private. And immediately afterward the
Christmas party broke up.

And Philip Helmsted, instead of accompanying the
Comptons and Houstons to Richmond, or starting upon a
bridal tour, took his idolized wife to himself alone, and
conveyed her to his bleak and lonely sea-girt home, where
the wild waters lashed the shores both day and night, and
the roar of the waves was ever heard.

-- 4-------

ChAPTER V.

"THE EXCESS OF GLORY OBSCURED.~~~

Muse, Grace and woman! in herself
All moods of mind contrasting-

The tenderest wail of human woe,
The scorn like lightning blasting.

Mirth sparkling like a diamond shower
From lips of life-long sadness,

Clear picturings of majestic thought
Upon a ground of madness,

And over all romance and song,
A 'magic lustre throwing,

And laureled Celle at her side
Her storied pages showing.-Yaried/Tom W7w~tier.

flow the wind raves, this bitter night, aro4nd that
bleak, sea-girt, snow-covered island! how the wt~ters roai
as they break upon the beach! Not a star is out. Above
black scudding clouds sail, like ships, across the dark
ocean of ether-below, ships fly, like clouds, before the
wind, across the troubled waters; thus sky and ocean
seem to mingle in the fierce chaos of night and storm.

Sut that massive old stone mansion fronting the se~

and looking so like a fortification on the island, reeks
little of the storm that bowls around it-a square, black
block against the sky-a denser, more defined shadow in
the midst of shadows, it looks, scarcely relieved by the
taIl, stately, Lombardy poplars that wave before the blast
around it-a steady light, from a lower window near the
centre of the front, streams in a line far out across garden,
field, and beach, to the sea. Aye! little recks the strong
house, built to brave just such weather, and little recks
the beautiful woman safely sheltered in the warmest, most
luxurious room, of the wild wind and waves that rage so
near its thick walls.

Let us leave the storm without and enter that nook.
Look! this room had been furnished with direct regard to
Marguerite's comfort, and though showing nothing like
the splendor of modern parlors, it was comfortable an&
luxurious, as comfort and luxury were understood at that
time and place; a costly French historic paper, represent-
ing the story of the Argaunt sailors, adorned the walls; a
rich, deep-wooled, square Turkey carpet, covered the floor
to within a foot of the chair-boards; heavy, dark crimson
damask curtains, upheld by a gilded oar, fell in voluniinois
folds from 'the one deep bay window in frontof the room;
high-backed, richly carved, and crimson cushioned chairs
were ranged against the walls; a curiously wrought
cabinet stood in the recess on the right of the tall mantle-.
piece, and a grand piano in that on the left; oddly shaped
and highly polished mahogany or black walnut stands
and tables stood in corners or at side walls under hanging
mirrors and old paintings; a fine sea view hung above
the mantel-piece, and a pair of bronze candelabra, in the
shape of anchors, adorned each end; choice books, vases,
statuettes and bijouterie, were scattered about; but the
charm of the rooiu was the crimson curtained bay window,
with its semi-circular sofa, and the beautiful harp and the
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music-stand that was a full-sized statue of St. Cecelia
holding a scroll, which served as a rest for the paper.
This recess had been fitted up by, Philip llelmstedt in fond
memory of the draperied bay window in the music-room
at Colonel, Compton's town house, where he had first
breathed his love to Marguerite's ear.

The bridal pair, whose honeymoon in three months had
not waned, were sitting on a short sofa, drawn up on the
right of the fire. They were a very handsome couple and
formed a fine picture as they sat-.-Philip, with tis grandly
proportioned and graceful form, perfect Roman profile,
stately head and short, curled, black hair and beard and
high-bred air-Marguerite, in her superb beauty, which
neither negligence nor over-dress could mar-Marguerite,
sometimes so disdainful of the aid ~f ornament, was very
simply clothed in a plain robe of fine soft crimson cloth,
about the close bodice of which dropped here and there a
stray ringlet from the rich mass of her slightly disheveled,
hut most beautiful hair. Her warm, inspiring face was
glowing, with life, and her deep, dark eyes were full of
light. Some little graceful trifle of embroidery gave her
slender, tapering fingers a fair excuse to move, while she
listened to the voice of Philip reading Childe Harold.
But after all there was little sewing and little reading,
done. Marguerite's soul-lit eyes were oftener raised to
Philip's face than lowered over her work: and Philip
better loved the poetry in Marguerite's smile than the
beauty of the canto before him. They had, in the very
lavish redundance of life and consciousness of mutual
self-sufficiency, left the gay' and multitudinous city to
retire to this secluded spot, this outpost of the continent,
to be for awhile all in all to each other: and three months
of total isolation from the world had passed, and ~s yet
they had not begun to be weary of each other's exclusive
society. In truth, with their richly endowed natures and
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boundless mutual resources, they could not soon exhaust
the novelty of their wedded bliss. No lightest, softest
cloud had as yet passed over the face of their honeymoon.
If Mr. ilehnstedt's despotic character occasionally betrayed
itself, even toward his queenly bride, Marguerite, in her
profound, self-abnegating, devoted love, with almost a
saintly enthusiasm, quickly availed herself of the oppor.
tunity to prove how much deep joy is felt in silently,
quietly, even secretly, laying our will at the feet of one
we most delight to honor. And if Marguerite's beautiful
face sometimes darkened with a strange gloom and
terror, it was always in the few hours of Mr. Hlelrnstedt's
absence, and thus might easily be explained; for be it
known to the reader, that there was no way of communi-
cation between their island and the outside world except
by boats, and the waters this windy season were always
rough. If Mr. Ilelmstedt sometimes reflected upon the
scenes of their stormy courtship, and wondered at the
strange conduct of his beloved, he was half inclined to
ascribe it all to a sort of melo-dramatic coquetry or
caprice, or perhaps fanaticism in regard to the foolish
pledge of celibacy once made between Miss De Lancie
and Miss Compton, of which he had heard; it is true he
thought that Marguerite w~as not a woman to act from
either of these motives, but he was too happy in the pos-
session of his bride to consider the matter deeply now,
and it could be laid aside for future reference. Mar-
guerite never reviewed the subject. Their life was now
as profoundly still as it was deeply satisfied. They had
no neighbors and no company whatever. "Buzzard's
Bluff," Colonel Houston's place, was situated about five
miles from them, up the Northumberland coast, but the
colonel and his family were on a visit to the Comptons,
in Richmond, and were not expected home for a month
to come. Thus their days were very quiet.

O
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* How did they occupy their time? In reading, in writing,
in music, in walking, riding, sailing, and most of all in
endless conversations that permeated all other employ.
ments. Their island, of three hundred acres, scarcely
afforded space enough for the long rides and drives they
liked to take together; but on such few halcyon days as
sometimes bless our winters, they would cross with their

* horses by the ferry-boat to the Northumberland coast,
* and spend a day or half a day exploring the forest; some-

times, while the birding season lasted, a mounted groom,
with fowling-pieces and ammunition, would be ordered to
attend, and upou these occasions a gay emulation as to
which should bag the most game, would engage their
minds; at other times, alone and unattended, they rode
long miles into the interior of the country, or down
the coast to Buzzard's Bluff, t~ take a look at Nellie's
home, or up the cost some twenty miles to spend a
night at Marguerite's maiden home, Plover's Point. From
the latter place Marguerite had brought her old nurse,
aunt Hapzibah, whom she promoted to the post of house-
keeper at the island, and the daughter ~f the latter, 11111-
dreth, who had long been her confidential maid, and the
son, Forrest, whom she retained as her own especial mes-
senger. And frequently when

"The air was still and the water still,"

~r nearly so, the wedded pair would enter a row boat and
let it drift down the current, or guide it in and out among
the scattering clusters of inlets that diversified the coast,
where Mr. Helmstedt took a deep interest in pointing out
to Marguerite, vestiges of the former occupancy or visit-
ings of those fierce buccaneers of the bay-isles, that made
so hideous the days- and nights of the early settlers of
Maryland, and from whom scandal said Philip llelmstedt
himself had descended. Returning from these expedi-
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tions, they would pass the long winter evenings as they
were passing this one when I present them again to the
reader, that is, in reading, work, or its semblance, con-
versation and music, when Marguerite would awaken the
sleeping spirit of her harp to accompany her own rich,
deep, and soul-thrilling voice, in some sacred aria of
Handel, or love song of Mozart, or simple, touching ballad
of our own mother tongue. But Marguerite's improvisa-
tions were over. Upon this evening in question, Philip
llelmstedt threw aside his book, and after gazing long and
earnestly at his bride, as thoughhe would absorb into his
being the whole beautiful creature at hisside, he said,

"Take your guitar, dear Marguerite, and give me some
music-invest yourself in music, it is your natural at-
mosphere," and rising he went to a table and brought
thence the instrument, a rare and priceless one, imported
from Spain, and laid it upon Marguerite's lap. She re-
ceived it smilingly, and after tuning its chords, com-
menced and sung, in the original, one of Camoens' ex-
quisite Portuguese rowaunts. lie thanked her with a
warm caress when she had finished, and taking the guitar
from her hand, said,

"You~never improvise now, my Corinne! You never
have done so since our union. Has inspiration fled ?"

"I do not know-my gift of song was always an in-
voluntary power-coming suddenly, vanishing unexpect-
edly. No, I never improvise now-the reason is, I think,
that the soul never can set strongly in but one direction
at a

"And that direction 7"
She turned to him with a glance and a smile that fully

answered his question.
"I am too happy to. improvise, Philip," she said, drop-

ping her beautiful head on his bosom, as he passed hiM
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arm around her, bent down and buried his face on tli.
rich and fragi~ant tresses of her hair.

I present them to you in their Wedded joy this evening,
because it was the very last happy evening of their united
lives. Even then a step was fast approaching destined
to bring discord, ~doubt, suspicion, and all the wretched
catalogue of misery that follow in their train. While
Marguerite's head still rested lovingly on Philip's bosom,
and hi~ fingers still threaded the lustrous black ringlets
of her hair, while gazing down delightedly upon her
perfect face, a sound was heard through the wind, that
peculiar, heavy, washing sound of a ferry boat striking
the beach, followed by a quick, crunching step, breaking
into the crusted snow and through the brushwood toward
the house.

"It is my messenger from the post-ofilce.--now for
news of Nellie 1" said Marguerite.

Philip' looked slightly vexed.
"'Nellie !'.-how you love Mrs. Houston, Marguerite I

I do not understand such intimate female friendships."
"Doubtless you don't! It is owing to the slight Cii'-

cumstance of your being a man,~" said Marguerite, gaily,
compensating for her light words by the passionate kiss
she left on his brow as she went from his side to meet the
messenger-aU the ill-omened messenge1~ that had en.
tered the house and was hastening toward the parlor.

"Any letters, Forrest ?" she eagerly inquired, as the
boy came in.

"Only one, madam, for you," replied the man, deliver-
ing the missive.

"' From Nellie, I judge I" she exclaimed, confidently,
as she took it; but on seeing the postmark and super.
scription, she suddenly caught her breath, suppre~ing a
sharp cry, and sank upon a chair.

Mr. IUmstedt, who had just turned and walked i~ the
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window to look out upon the wild weather, did not see
this agitation.

Marguerite broke the seal and read; fear, grief and
cruel remorse storming in her darkened and convulsed
coun~enanC6.

Philip Jlelmstedt, having satisfied himself th~t the
wind was increasing in force, and that vessels would be
lost before morning, now turned and walked' toward his
wife

She heard his step, oh! what a supreme effort of the
soul was that-an effort in which years of life are lost.-.
with which she commanded her grief and terror to retire,
her heart to be still, her face to be calm, her tones to be
steady, and her whole aspect to be cheerful and disen-
gaged as her husband joined her.

"Your letter was not from Mrs. Houston, love? I am
almost sorry-that is, I am as sorry for your disappoint-
ment as a man half jealous of 'Nellie's' share in your
heart can be," he said.

Marguerite smiled archly at this badinage, but did not
otherwise reply.

"Well, then, if n~t from Nellie, I hope you heard good
news from some oth r dear friend."

"As if I had scores of other dear friends !-.but be at
ease, thou jealous' Spaniard, for Nellie is almost your only
rival."

"I would not haVe even one," replied Mr. Helmstedt;
but his eyes were fixed while he spoke, upon the letter,
held lightly, carelessly in Marguerite's hat~d, and that in-
terested him as every thing connected with her always
did; and yet concerning which, that chivalrous regard to
courtesy that ever distinguished him, except in moments
of ungovernable passion, restrained him from inquiring.

Marguerite saw this, and lightly wringing the paper in
her fingers, said,

94
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"It is from an acquaintance-I have so many-perhaps
it would amuse you to look it over."

"Thank you, dear Marguerite," replied Mr. Helmstedt,
extending his hand to take it.

She had not expected this-she had offered believing
he would decline it, as he certainly would have done,
had he been less deeply interested in all that concerned
her.

"By-the-way, no! I fear I ought not to let you see
it, Philip! It is from an acquaintance who has made me
the depository of her confidence-I must not abuse it
even to you. You would not ask it, Philip 7"

"Assuredly not, except, in as much as I wish to share
every thought and feeling of yours, my beloved! Th~ you
know that this desire makes me jealous even of your
silence and your reveries? And I would enter even into
them! Nothing less would content me."

"Then be contented, Philip, for you are the soul of all
my reveries, you fill my heart as I am sure I do yours,"
then casting the letter, into the fire, sightly, as a thing of
no account, she went and took up her guitar and began
strumming its strings and humming another Portuguese
song: then laying that aside again, she rang the bell and
ordered tea.

"We will have it served here, Philip," she said, "it is
so bleak in the dining-room."

Forrest, who had meanwhile doffed his overcoat and
warmed himselZ answered the summons and received the
necessary directions. lie drew out a table, then went
and presently returned with llildreth, bringing the service
of delicate white china, thin and transparent as the finest
shells, and richly chase~1 silver, more costly from its rare
workmanship than for its precious metal; and then the
light br~&ad and tea cakes, chef d'ceuvres of aunt Hapsy's
culinary skill: and the rich, West India sweetmeats with

which Philip, for want of a housekeeper to prepare do.
me~tic ones before Marguerite's arrival, had stocked the
closets. When the "hissing urn" was placed upon the
table, Forrest and Hildreth retired, leaving their mistress
and master alone; for Mr. Helmstedt loved with Mar.
guerite to linger over his elegant and luxurious little tea-
table, toasting, idling, and conversing at ease with her,
free fr~<m the presence of others. And seldom had
Marguerite been more beautiful, brilliant, witty and fasci-
nating than upon thi's evening when she had but him to
please; and his occasional ringing laughter testified her
happy power to move to healthful mirth, even that grave
saturnine nature.

An hour of trifling with the delicate viands on the table,
amid jest and low-toned silvery laughter, and then the
bell was rung and the service removed.

"And now-.-the spirit comes, and I will give you a
song-an improvisation! Quick, give me the guitar-for
I must seize the fancy as it flies-for it is fading even
now like a vanishing sail on the horizon."

"The guitar? the harp is your 'instrument of improvi-
sation."

"No! the guitar; I know what I am saying," and
receiving it from the hands of her husband, she sat down,
and while an arch smile hovered under the. black fringes
of her half-closed eyelids, and about the corners of h~r
slightly parted lips; she began strumming a queer preludee>
and then, like a demented minstrel, struck up one of th4
oddest inventions in the shape of a ballad that was ever
sung out of Bedlam.

Philip listened with undisguised astonishment and irre-
pressible mirth, which presently broke bounds in a ringing
peal of laughter. Marguerite paused and waited until his
machinations should be over, with a gravity that almost
provoked him to a fresh peal, but he restrained himself a~
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he wished the ballad to go on, and Marguerite rejoin
inenced and continued uninterrupted through about twenty
stanzas, each more extravagant than the other, until the
last one set Philip off again in a convulsion of laughter.

"Thalia," he said; "Thalia as well e~ Melpomene."
"This is the very first comic piece I have ever at-

tempted-the first time that the laughing muse has visited
me," said Marguerite, laying down her guitar, and ap-
proaching the side of her husband.

"And I alone have heard it! So I would have it, Mar~
guerite. I almost detest that any other should enjoy
your gifts and accomplishments."

"Egotist!" she exclaimed, but with the fond, worship-
ping tone and manner, wherewith she might have said,
"Idol!"

"So you like my music, Philip ?"

"Row can you ask, my love? Your music delights
me, as all you ever say and do always must."

"I have heard that ever.when the lute and voice of an
improvisatrice has chained her master, she has the dear
privilege of asking a boon that he may not deny her,"
said Marguerite, in the, same light~ jesting tone, under
which it was impossible~ to detect a substratum of deep,
terrible earnestness.

"How? What do you say, my love 1"
"My voice and stringed instrument have pleased my

master, and I would crave of him a boon."
"Dearest love! do not use such a phrase, even in the

wantonness of your spoi t."
"What is then Mr. Ilelmstedt but Marguerite's mas.

ter ?"

"Her own. faithful lover, husband, servant, all in one;
and my lady knows ~he has but to speak and her will is
law," said Philip galh~ntly.

"Aivav with such tinsel flattery. In 'grand gravity,'
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as my dear father used to say, I am no longer my own but
yours-I cannot come or go, change my residence, sell
or purchase property, make a contract or prosecute an
offender, or do any thing else that a free woman would
do, without your sanction. You aie my master-my
owner."

Was this possible? her master? the master of this
proud and gifted woman, who ever before had looked and
stepped and spoken like a sovereign queen? Yes, it is
true, he knew it before, but now from, her own glowing
lips it came, bringing a new, strong, thrilling, and most
delicious sense of possession and realization, and his eye
travelled delightedly over the enchanting face and form
of his beautiful wife, as his heart repeated, "She speaks
but truth-she, with all her wondrous dower of beauty'
and genius and learning is solely mine-my own, own!
I wish the prer6gative were even greater. I would have
the power of life and death over this glorious creature,
that were I about myself to die, I could slay her~ lest.
another should ever possess her ;" but his lips spoke
otherwise.

"Dear love," he said, drawing her up to 1dm, "we all
know that the one-sided statute, a barbarous remnant of
the dark ages, invests a husband with certain very harsh
powers; but it is almost a dead letter.' Who in this en~
lightened age thinks of acting upon it? Never reproach
me with a bad law I had no hand in making, sweet love."

"'Reproach' you, Philip !" she whispered, yielding
herself to his caress, "no I if the law were a hundred
fold stricter, investing you with power over your Mir-
guerite a hundred fold greater, 8he would not complain
of it ~ for it cannot give so much as her heart gives you
ever and ever! Should it clothe you with the power of
life and death over her, it would be no more than our
power now, for the sword could not kill more surely, Pl~hp,

6
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than your. possible unkindness would. No! were the sta-
tutes a thousand times more arbitrary, and your. own
nature more despotic, they no~ you could -exact never so
much as my heart pours freely out to you, ever and ever.'

lie answered only by folding her closer to his bosom,
and then said,

"But the boon, Marguerite; or rather the command,
my lady, what is it ?"

"Phi~lip," ~he said, raising her head from his bosom,
and fixing hWeyes on his face," Philip, I want-fheavens!
how the storm raves !---do you hear it, Philip ?~'

"Yes, love, do not mind it; it cannot enter."
"But the ships, the ships at sea."
"Do not think of them, love; we cannot help them:

what is beyond remedy is beyond regret."
"True, that is very true I what is beyond remedy is

beyond regret," said Marguerite, meditatively.
"But the 'boon,' as you call it, the command, as I regard

it.-.what is it, Marguerite ?"

Philip, I am about to ask from you a great proof of
your confidence in me," she said, fixing her eyes eariiestly,
pleadingly upon his face.

"A proof of my confidence in y~u, Marguerite 7" he
repeated, slowly, and then after a thoughtful pause he
added, "does it need proof then? Marguerite, I know
not how much the humbling sense of dishonor would
crush me, &IiiWV~'se for one single hour to confide in
you-in you, the 'sired depository of my family honor,
and all my best and purest interests~you, whom it were
desecration, in any respect, to doubt. Lady, for the love
of heaven, consult your own dignity and mine before
demanding a proof* of that which should be above proof,
and immeasurably beyond the possibility of question."

"You take this matter very seriously, Philip," said
Marguerite, with a troubled brow.

"Because it is a very serious matter, love-but thb
boon; what is it, lady? I am almost ready to promise
beforehand that it is granted, though I might suffer the
fate of Ninus for my rashness. Come, the boon, name
it I only for heaven's sake ask it not as a proof of confl~
dence."

"And yet it must necessarily be such, nor can you
help it, my lord," said Marguerite, smiling with assumed
gaiety.

"Well, well I let's hear and judge of that."
Marguerite still hesitated, then 8he spoke to the point.
"I beg you will permit me to leave you for a month."
"To leave me for a month I" exclaimed Philip Helm-

stedt, astonishment, vexation, and wonder struggling in
his face, "that is asking a boon with a bitter vengeance.
In the name of heaven where do you wish to go? To
your friend Nellie, perchance ?"

"I wish to go away unquestioned, unattended and,

"But, Marguerite," he stammered, "but this is ~he
maddest proposition."

"For one month~on1y for one month, Philip, of unfet~
tered action and unquestioned motives. I wish the door
of my delightsome cage opened, that I may fly abroad
and feel myself once more a free agent in God's boundless
creation. One month of irresponsible liberty, and then I
render myself back to my sweet bondage and my dear
master. I love both too well, too well, to remain away
long," said Marguerite, caressing him with a fascinating
blending of passion with playfulness, that at another time
must have wiled the will from his heart, and the heart
from his bosom. Now, to this proposition, he was
adamant.

"And when do you propose to start ?" he asked.
"To-morrow, if you will permit me."
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"'Had you not better defer it a week, or ten days-u9 til
the first of April, for instance: all-fools'-daywould--I~e a
marvellous proper' one for you to go, and me to speed

you on s~i~h ati expedition."
Marguerite laughed strangely.
"Will you allow me to ask you one question, my love?

Where do you wish to go 1"'
"Gipsying."
"Gipsying 7"
"'Aye, my good lord."'
"Oh, yes; I remember I Marguerite, ,let me tell you

seriously, that I cannot consent to your wish."
"You do not mean to say that you refuse to let me

go ?" exclaimed Marguerite, all her assumed lightness
vanishing in fear.

"Let us understand each other. You desire my con-
sent that you shall leave home for one month, without
explaining whither or wherefore you go ?"

"Then most assuredly I cannot sanction any thing of
the sort."

'%Philip, I implore you.!'
Marguerite, you reduce me to the alternative of doubt

ing your sincerity or your sanity I"
"Philip, I am sane, and I am deeply in earnest! Ah I

Philip, by our ~1ove, I do entreat you grant me this boon..-..
to leave your house for a month's absence, unquestioned
by you! Extend the o~gis of your sanction over my ab~
sence that none others may dare to question it."

"Assuredly none shall dare to question the conduct of
Mrs. Jlelmstedt, because I shall take care th4t her acts
are above criticism. As to my sanction of yo~ir absence;
Marguerite, you have had my answer,". said \Mr. Helm-
stedt, walking away in severe displeasure and throwing
himself into a cliair.

(
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There was silence in the room for a few minutes, during
which the howling of the storm without rose fearfully on
the ear. Then Marguerite, the proud and beautiful, went
and sank down at his feet, clasped his knees and bowed her
stately head upon them, crying,

"Philip, I pray you, look at me here !"

"Mrs. Ilelmstedt, for your own dignity, leave this attic/7
tude," he said, taking her hands and trying to force her to
rise. I

"No, no, no, not until you listen to me, Philip I Oh,
Philip, look down ana see who it is that kneels here!
petitioning for a spa~n of freedom. One who three short
mouths ago was mistress of much land and~ many slaves,
'queen o'er herself,' could go unchecked and come un-
questioned, was accustomed to granting, not to asking
boons, until her marriage."

"Do you regret the sacrifice 7"
"Regr~t~t! How can you ask the question? If my

possessions 1 and privileges had been multiplied a thousand
fold, they should have been, as I am now, all your own,
to do your will with! No! I only referred to it to move
you to generosity 1"

"Marguerite! I cannot tolerate to see you in that at-
titude one instant longer," said Mr. Helmstedt, taking her
hands and forcing her to rise and sit by his side. "Now
let us talk reasonably about this matter. Tell me, your
husband, who has the right to know, why and where you
wish to go, and I promise yo~ that you shall go unques
tioned and unblamed of all."

"Oh, God, if I might I" escaped the lips of Marguerite.
but she speedily controlled herself and said, "Philip, if
you had secret business that concerned others, and that
peremptorily calleU you from home to attend to it, would
you not feel justified in leaving without even satisfying
your wife's curiosity as to why and where you went, if

I
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you could not do it without disclosing to her the affairs
of others !"

"No..-decidedly no! from my wife I have no secrets.
I, who trusted her with my peace and honor, trust her also
with all lesser matters; and to leave home for a month's
absence without informing her whither and wherefore I
should go.-.Why, Marguerite, I hope you never really
deemed me capable of offering you such an offence."

"Oh, God !.-and yet you could do so, unquestioned
and unblamed, as many men do !"

"I could, but would not."
"While I-would but cannot. Well, that is the difFer-

ence between
"Certainly, Marguerite, there is a difference between

what would be fitting to-a profane man to a sacred wo-
man-there is a 'divinity that hedges' the latter, through
which she cannot break but to lose her glory."

"But in my girlhood I had unmeasured, irresponsible
liberty. None dared to cavil at my actions."

"Perhaps so, for maidens are all IDianas. Besides, she
who went 'gipsying,' year after year, c~uld cQmpromise
only herself; now her eccentricities, charming as they are,
might involve the honor of a most honorable family."

".Descendants of a pirate at best," said Marguerite's
memory; but her heart rejec~d the charge of her mind,
and replied instead, "My husband, my dear, dear husband,
my lord, idQlized even now in his implacability :'~ her lip&
spoke nothing.

"Much was permissible and even graceful in Miss De
Lancie, that could not be tolerated in Mrs. Helmstedt,"
continued Philip.

"A. great accession of dignity and importance certainly,"
sneered Marguerite's sarcastic intellect. "Away! I am
his wife! his loving wife," replied her worshipping heart;
still her lips spoke not
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' You do not answer me, Marguerite."
"I was listenhg, beloved." /

"And you see this subject as I do 7"
"Certainly, certainly, and the, way you put it leaves me

uo hope but in your generosity. Ah, Philip, be more
generous than ever man was before. Ask me ~ ques-
tions, but let me go forth upon my errand, and co'~r my,
absence with the shield~ of your authority that none may
venture to cavil."

"Confide in me and I will do It. I promise you, in
advance, not knowing of what nature that confidence
may ~

"Oh, heaven, if-I cannot. Alas! Philip, I cannot 1"
"Wby 7"
"The affair concerns others."

2' There are no others whose interest and claims can
conflict with those of your husband."

"I-have a-friend-in deadly peril-I would go to-s
the assistance of my friend."

"How confused-.-nay, great heaven, how guilty you
look! Marguerite, who is that friend? Where is he, or
she? What is ~the nature of the peril? What connection
have you with her or him? Why must you go secretly?
Answer these questions before asking my consent."

"Ah, if I dared! if I dared I" she exclaimed, thrown
artly off her guard by agitation, and looking, gazing

intently in. his face; "but no, I cannot-oh! I cannot l-~
that sarcastic incredulity, that fierce, blazing scorn-I
cannot dare it! Guilty? You even now said I looked,
Philip! I am not guilty! The Lord knoweth it well-
not guilty, but most unfortunate-most wretched! Philip,
your unhappy wife is an honorable woman !"

"She thinks it necessary, however, to assure me of that
which should be above question. Unhappy? Why are
you unhappy? Marguerite, how you torture me."

II
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"Ph~Iip, I~or the last time I pray you, I beseech you
grant my wish. iDo not deny me, Philip; do not! Life,
more than life, sanity hangs upon your answer! Philip,
will you sanction my going ?"

"Most assuredly not, Marguerite."
'tOh, heaven'! how can you be so inflexible, Philip? I

asked for a month.-..-a fortnight might do-..-.Philip: let me
go for a fortnight I"

"For a week then, Philip; for a week! Oh, I do im-
]plore you~I, who never asked a favor before! Let me
go but for a week !"

"Not for a week-not for a day! under the circum-
stances in which you wish to go," said Mr. ]ilelmstedt,
with stern inflexibility.

Again Marguerite threw herself a~t her husband's feet.
clasping his knees, and lifting a deathly brow bedewed
with the sweat of a great agony, and eyes strained out~
ward in mortal prayer, she pleaded as a mother might
plead for a child's life. In vain, for Mr. Helmstedt ~grew
obdurate in proportion to the earnestness of her prayers,
and at last arose and strode away, and stood with folded
arms at the'window, looking out up~n the stormy weather,
while she remained writhing on the spot where late she
had kneeled.

So passed half an hour, during which no sound wa~
heard but the fierce moaning, wailing, and howling of the
wind, and the detonating roar and thunder of the waves
as they broke upon the beach; during which Marguerite
remained upon the carpet, with her face buried in the
cushions of the sofa, writhing silently, or occasionally
uttering a low moan hke one in great pain; and Philip.
flelmstedt syod reflecting bitterly upon what had just
passecL To have seen that proud, beautiful, and gifted
creature, that regal woman, one of nature's and society's

LOVE'S LABOR WON. 107

queenS, Ut Marguerite des Marguerites! His wife,
bowed down, crushed, humiliated, was a bitter experience
to a man of his haughty, scornful, sarcastic nature; pas-
sionately as he had loved her, proud as he had been to
possess her,' now that she was discrowned and fallen, her
value was greatly lessened in his estim~[ion. For not her
glorious beauty had fascinated his senses, or her wonder-
ful geuius had charmed his mind, or her high social posi-
tion tempted his ambition, so niuch as her native queen-
liness had flattered the inordinate pride &f his character.
He did not care to. possess a woman who was only beaw-
tiful, amiable, or intellectual, or ~ven all these combined;
but to conquer and possess thi&' grand creature with the
signet of royalty impressed upon brow and breast-this
was a triumph of which Lucifer himself might have been
proud. But now this queen was discrowned, fallen, fallen
into a miserable, weeping, pleading woman, no longer
worthy of his rule, for it could bring no delight to his
arrogant temper to subjugate weakness and humility, but
only strength and pride equal to his own. And what was
it that had suddenly stricken Marguerite down from her
pride of place and cast her quivering at his feet? What
was it that she concealed from him? While vexing him-
self with these thoughts, he heard through all the roar of
the stiirm a low, shuddering sigh, a muffled rustling of dra-
pery and a soft step, and turned to see that his wife' had
risen to leave the room.

"One moment, if you please, Marguerite," he said, ~p-
proaching her. She looked around, still so beautiful, but
oh! how changed within a few hours. Was this Rich-
mond's magnificent Marguerite, queen of beauty and of
song, whom he had proudly carried off from all competi-
tors? She looking so subdued, so pale, with a pallor
heightened by the contrast' of the crimson dress she wore,
and the lustrous purplish hair that fell, uncurled and

Ill
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waving in disheveled locks; down each side her whit.
cheeks and over her bosom.

"I wish to' talk with you, if you please, Marguerite."
'She bent her head and silently gave him her hand, and

suffered him to lead her bacl~ toward the .fire, where he
placed her on the sofa, and then stt~nding at the opposite
corner of the hearth, and resting his elbow on the mantel-
piece, he spoke.

"Marguerite, there is much that must be cleared up
before there can ever more be peace between us."

"Question me; it is your right, Philip," she said, in a
subdued tone, steadying her trembling frame in a sitting
posture on the sofa.

"Recline, Marguerite;. repose yourself while we con-
verse," he said, for deeply displeased as he was, it moved
his heart to see her sitting there so white and gaunt.

She took him at his word and sank down with her
elbow on the piled up cushions, and her fingers run up
through her lustrous tresses supporting. her head, and
repeated,

"Question me, Philip, it is your right I"
"I must go far back. The scene of this evening has

awakened other recollections, not important by them-
selves, but foreboding, threatening, in, connection with
what has occurred to-night. I allude in the first place to
those yearly migrations of yours that so puzzled your
friends; will you now explain them to me ?"

"Philip, ask to take the living, beating heart from my
bosom and you shall do it-but I cannot give you the
explanation you desire," she answered, in a mournful
tone.

"You cannot 1" he repeated, growing white and speak-
ing through his closed teeth.

"I cannot, alas'! Philip, it concerns another."
"Another! Man or woman ?"

"Neith-~oh, heaven, Philip, I cannot tell you Ti'
"Very well," he said, but there was that in his tone and

manner, that made his simple exclamation more alarming
than the bitterest reproaches and threats could have been.

"Philip! Philip! these things occurred before our en-
gagement, and you heard of them. ~Forgive me for re-
minding you that you might have requested an explanation
of them then, and if refused, you might have withdrawn."

"No, Marguerite! I am amazed to hear you say so.
I had no right then to question your course of conduct;
it would have been an unpardonable insult to you to have
done so; moreover I thoroughly confided in the honor of
a woman whom I found at the head of the best society,
respected, flattered, followed,~ courted as you were. I
never could have foreseen that such a woman. would bring
into our married life an embarrassing mystery which I beg
her now to elucidate."

"Yet it is a pity, oh! what a pity that you had not
asked this elucidation a year since I" exclaimed Marguerite,
in a voice of anguish.

"Why? Would you then have given to me
"Alas! no, for my power to do so was no greater then

than now. J3ut then, at least, on my refusal to confide
this affair (that concerns others, Philip) to you, you might
have withdrawn from me-now, alas! it is too late."

"Perhaps not," remarked Mr. Ilelmstedt, in a calm,
but significant tone.

"My God! what mean you, Philip 7" exclaimed his
wife, starting up from her recumbent position.

"To question you farther-that is all for the present"
She sank down again and covered, her face with her

hands. lie continued,
"Recall, Marguerite, the day of our betrothal. There

was a fierce anguish, a terrible conflict in your u~ind before
you consented to become my wife; that scene has recurred
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to me again and again. Taken as a link in this chain of
inexplicable circumstances connected with you, it becomes
of serious importance. Will you explain the cause of
your distress upon the occasion referred to ?"

A groan was her only answer, while her head remained
buried in the 'cushions of the sofa.

"So! you will not even clear up that matter ?"
"Not will not, but cannot, Philip, cannot I"
"Very well," he said, again, in a tone that entered her

heart like a sword, and made her start up once more and
gaze upon him, exclaiming,

"Oh, Philip, be merciful ! .~ I mean. be just! Remem-
ber, on the day to which you allude, I warned you, warned
you faithfully of much misery that might result from our
union: and even before ~that-oh! remember, Philip, how
sedulously I avoided you-how I persevered in trying, to
keep off the-I had nearly said-catastrophe of our en..
gagement.".

"Say it then! nay, you have said it! add that I fob
lowed and persecQted you with my suit until I wrested
from you a reluctant consent, and that I must now bear
the consequences I"

"No, no, no, I say not that, nor any thing like it. No,
Philip, my beloved, my idolized, I am not charging you;
heaven forbid! I am put upon my defence, you know,
and earnestly desire to be clear before my judge. Listen
then, Philip, to thus much of a confession. When I first'
met you I felt your influence over me. Take this to your
heart, Philip, as a shield'against doubt of me-you are the
first and last and only man I ever loved, if love be the
word for that all-pervading power that gives me over body,
soul and spirit to your possession. As I said when I
first met you, I felt your influence. Day by day this spell
increased, and I knew that you were my fate! 'Yet I tried
to battle it off, but even at the great distance I kept I still
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felt your power growing, Philip, and I ~knew, I knew that
that power would be irresistible! I had resolved never to
marry, because, yes! LI confess I had a secret (concern~
ing others, you know, Philip), that I could .not confide
to any other, even to you ; ,therefore I fled your preseA'~e
~....therefore when you overtook and confronted me I
warned you faithfully, you know with how little effect!
heart and soul I was yours, Philip! you knew it and
took possession. And now we are united, Philip, God
be thanked, for with all the misery it may bring me,
Philip, I am still less wretched than I should be apart
from you. And such, I believe, is the case with you. You
are happier now, even with the cloud between us, than
you would be if severed from me! Ah, Philip, is there
any misfortune so great as separation to those whose lives
are bound up in each other? Is not the cfoudiest union
more endurable than dreary severance ?"

"That depends, Marguerite !-there is another link in
'this dark chain that I woukt have expiained-b.the letter
you received this evening."

"The letter-oh, God! have mercy on me," she cried,
in a half smothered voice.

"Yes, the letter !" repeated Mr. Helmstedt, coolly,
with his eyes still fixed steadily upon her pallid counte-
nance that could scarcely bear his gaze.

"Oh I 'I told you-that it-was from an acquaintance-..
who-confided to me some of 'her troubles-which-was
intended for no other eye but mine. Yes! that was wh*~t
I told you, Philip," said Marguerite, confused, yet strug-
gling almost successfully for self-control.

"Yes, I know you did, and doubtless told me truly so
far as you spoke; but your manner was not truthful,
Marguerite. You affected to treat that letter lightly, yet'
you took care to destroy it; you talked, jested, laughed
with unprecedented gaiety: your manner completely de-
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ceived me, though as I look at it from my present view it
was a little overdone. You sang and played, and became
Thalia, Allegra, 'for this night only,' and when the point
toward which all this acting tended, came, and you made
your desire known to me, you affected to ~ut it as a play-
ful test of my confidence, a caprice; but when you found
your bagatelle treated seriously, and your desire steadily
and gravely refused, Marguerite, your acting all was
over. And now I demand afl explanation of your con-
duct, for, Marguerite, deception will be henceforth fruit-
less forever 1"

"Deception !"

"Yes, madam, that was the word I used, purposely
and with a full appreciation of the meaning," said Mr.
Helmstedt, sternly.

"Deception I Heaven and eart~'! deception charged
by you upon me I" she exclaimed, and then sank 'down,
covering her face with her hands and whispering to her
own heart, "I am right-I am right, he must never be
told-he would never be just."

" I know that the charge I have made is a dishonoring
one, madam, but its dishonor consists in its truth. I re-
quested .you to explain that letter; and I 'await your
reply."

"Thus far, Philip, I will explain:' that-yes I-that
letter was-a connecting link in the chain of circum-
stances you spoke of-it brought me news of-that one's
peril of which I told you, and made rii~, still leaves me,
how anxious'to go to-.that one's help. Could you but
trust me ?"

"Which I caiinot now do, which I can never again en-
tirely do. The woman who could practice upon me as
you have done thi8 evening, can never more be fully
trusted! Still, if you can satisfactorily account for your
strange conduct, we may yet go on together with some
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measure of mutual regard and comfort; which is, I sup~.
pose, all that, after the novelty of the honeymoon is past,
ordinarily falls to the lot of married people. The
glamour, dotage, infatuation, that deceived us into be-
lieving that our wedded love was something richer, rarer,
diviner than that of other mortals like us, is forever gone I
And the utmost that I venture to hope now, Mrs. Reim-
stedt, is that your speedy explanation may prove that
with this mystery, you have not brought dishonor on the
family you have entered."

"Dishonor !" cried Marguerite, dropping her hands,' that
until now had covered, her face, and gazing wildly at her
husband.

"Aye, madam, dishonor I"
"Great heaven! had another but yourself made that

charge !" she exclaimed, in a voice deep and smothered
with intense emotion.

"The deception of which you stand convicted is in
itself dishonor, and no very great way from deeper dis.
honor(! You need not look so shocked, madam, (though
that may be acting also.) Come, exculpate yQurself I"
he said, fiercely; giving vent to the storm of jealous fury
that had been gathering for hours in his' breast.

But his wife gazed upon him with the look of one
thunder-stricken, as she replied,

Oh, doubtless,. Mr. Helmstedt, you have the right to
do what you will with your own, even to the extremity
of thus degrading her."

"'No sarcasms, if you please, madam; they ill become
your present ambiguous position. Rather clear yourself.
Come, do it; for if I find that you have brought

"Philip !"

Without regarding her indignant interruption, he went
o~1,
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"Upon the honorable name you bear-by the living
Lord that hears me! I will take justice in my own hands
and-kill you I"

She had continued to gaze upon him with her great,
dark eyes, standing forth like burning~ stars until the last.
terrible words fell from his lips-when, dropping her eye~.
lids, her face relaxed into a most dubious and mournful
smile, ,as she said,

"That were an easier feat than you imagine, Philip.
The heart burns too fiercely in this breast to burn long.
Your words add fuel to the flame. But in this implied
charge upon your wife, the injustice that you do her, is
nothing compt~red to the great wrong you inflict upon
your own honor."

"Once more-will you clear yourself before me ?"

"What! 'No?'"
"No! Alas! why multiply words, when all is con-

tained in that monosyllable ?"

"What is the meaning of this, madam ?"

"That your three months wife, even while acknowledg-
ing your right to command her, disobeys you, because she
must, Philip! she must! but even in so doing, she sub-
mits herself to you to meet uncomplainingly all conse-
quences-yes, to say short, they are natural and just!
Philip, you have my final answer. Do your will! I am
yours I"

And saying this, she arose, and with a manner. full of
loving submission, went t.o his side, laid her hand lightly
upon his arm and looked up into his face.

But he shook that hand off as if it had been a viper;
and when she replaced it, and again looked pleadingly up
into his face, he took her by the arm and whirled her off
toward the sofa, where she dropped amid the cushions,

and then with a fierce, half arrested oath, ho flung himself
out of the room.

"I cannot blame him: no one could. Oh, God I" she
cried, sinking down and burying her head amid the
cushions. Quickly with sudden energy she arose, and
went to the window and looked out; the sky was still
darker with clouds than with night: but, the wind had
ceased, and the sea was quiet. She returned toward the
fire-place and rang~the bell, which was speedily answered
by Forrest.

Forrest, the son of her old nurse, aunt Hapsy, was a
tall, stalwa~, jet. black negro of some fifty years of. age,
faithfully and devotedly attached to his mistress, and
whose favorite vanity it was to boast that--Laws! Diggers!
he had toted Miss Marget about in his arms, of'en an'
of'en when she was no more'n so high, holding his broad
black palm about two feet from the ground.

"How is the weather, Forrest ?" inquired Mrs. Helm.
stedt, who was now at the cabinet, that I have mentioned
as standing to the right of the fire-place, and writing
rapidly.

"Bad 'nough, Miss Marget, ma'am, I 'sures you."
"The wind has stopped."
"O'ny to catch his breaf, Miss Marget, ma'am. He'll

'mence 'gain strong'n ever-you'll hear-cause of he did n'
stop at do tide comm' in, dis ebenen, he am gwino stop
till it do go out to-morrow morn'n."

Mrs. Helmstedt had finished writing, folded, closed and
directed a letter, which she now brought to her messenger.

\\ "Forrest, I don't wish you to endanger your life by
venturing to cros8. to the shore in a gale, but' I wish this
letter posted in time to go out in the mail at six o'clock
to-morrow morning, and so you may take charge of it
now; and if the wind should go down at any time to-night,
you can carry it to the post-office."

7
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Miss Marget, ma'aiii, it ~o'es. I ain gwine P1 ask no
win' no leave to take your letter to de pos'-when you
wants it go it goes," ~aid the faithful ore~tnre, putting the
letter carefully into his breast po~ket.

"Any ~dei~' orders, Miss Marget, ma'~m ?"
"Nov only take care of yourself."
Forrest bowed reverently and went out, ~otUy closing

i~e door behind him.
Marguerite went and sat'down on the sofa, and drew a

little workstand toward 'her, on which she rested both
elbows, while she dropped her forehead upon the palms
of her hands. She had scarcely sat down, when Philip
Helmstedt, as from second thought, re-entered the room,
from which indeed ~be had scarcely been absent ten min-
utes. Marguerite dropped her hands and looked up with
an expression of welcome in her face; Mr. 1Ielmstedt did
not glance toward her, but went to the cabinet-the uppe~'
portion of which was a book-case-selected a volume, and
came and drew a chair to the corner of the' fire-place
opposite to~ Marguerite's sofa, sat down and seemed to
read, but really studied Marguerite's countenance; and
she felt th~it influence, though now, while her head rested
upon one arm leaned on the stand, her eyes were never
lifted from the floor. So passed some twenty minutes.

Eleven o'clock struck. They were in the habit of
taking some light refreshments at this hour, before retiring
for the night. And now the door opened and Hildreth
entered, bringing a waiter, upon which stood two siI'~er
baskets, containing oranges and Malaga grapes, which
she brought and placed upon the stand before her mistress,
and then retired.

Mr. llelmstedt threw down hl~ book, drew his chair to
the stand, and took up and peeled' an orange, which he
placed upon a plate with a bunch of ;grapes, and offered
to Marguerite..

She looked up to see what good promise there might 1*
in this act, ready, anxious to meet any advance half-way;
but she saw in his stern brow and averted eyes, no hope
of present reconciliation, and understood that this form
of courtesy sprang only from the habitual good breeding,
that ever, save when passion threw him off his guard,
governed all his actions. She received the plate with 8

faint smile end a "thank you," and made a pretence of
eating by shredding the orange and picking' to pieees~.the
bunch of grapes; while Mr. Helmstedt, on his part, made
no pretence whatever, but having served Marguerite,
retired to his chair and book. She looked after him, her
heart full to breaking, and presently rising she rang for
her maid, and retired.

Hildreth, the confidential maid of Mrs. Helmstedt, was
a good-looking, comfortable, matronly woman, over forty
years of age, very much like her brother Forrest in the
largeness of her form, and the shining darkness of her
akin, as well as in her devoted attachment to her mistress.
She was a widow, and the mother of four stalwart boys,
who were engaged upon the fisheries belonging to the
island. For the rest, Hildreth was an uncharitable mo~
racist, and a strict disciplinarian, visitiflg the sins of the
fathers upon the children in her bitter intolerance of mu~
latoes. ]Iildre~h affected grave Quaker colors for her
gowns, and snow white cotton cloth for her turbans, neek~
handkerchiefs, and aprons. Can you see her now? her
large form clad in gray linsey, a white handkerchief folded
across her bosom and tied down under the white apron,
~nd her jet black, self-satisfied face surmounted by the
white turban? Hildreth was not the most refined and
delicate of natures, and consequently her faithful affection
for her mistress was sometimes troublesome from its in-
trusiveness. This evening in attending Mrs. Helmstedt
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to her room, she saw at onee the signs of misery on her
face, and became exacting in her sympathy.

Was her mistress sick? had she a headache? would she
oathe her feet? would she have a cup of tea? what could
she do for her? And when Mrs. Helmstedt gave her to
understand that silence and darkness, solitude and rest
were all she required, Hildreth so conscientiously inter-
preted her wishes, that she closed every 'shuttei,, drew
down every blind, and lowered every curtain of the win-
dows, to keep out the sound of the wind and sea; turned
the damper to keep the stove from "roaring," stopped the
clock to keep it from "ticking," ejected a pet kitten to
keep it from "purring," closed the curtains around, her
lady's bed, and having 'thus, as far as human power could,
secured profound silence and deep darkness, she quietly
withdrew, without even moving the air with a "good.
night."

There is no fanaticism like the fanaticism of love,
whether it exists in the bosom of a cloistered nun, wrap-
ped in visions of her Divine Bridegroom, or in that of a
devoted wife, a faithful slave, or a poor dog who stretches
himself across the grave of his master and dies. That
love, that self-abnegating love, that even in this busy,
struggling, proud, sensual world, where a cool heart, with
d clear head .and elastic conscience, are the elements of
success, still lives in' obscure places and humble bosoms,
that love that, often misunderstood, neglected, scorned,
martyred, still burns till death, burns beyond-to what
does it tend? To that, spirit world where all good affec-
tions, all beautiful dreams, and divine aspirationsshall be
proved to have been prophecies, shall be abundantly
realized.

Such thoughts as these did not pass through the simple
mind of Hildreth, any more than they would have passed
through the brain of poor Tray, looking wistfully in his

master's thoughtful face, as she went down to the parlor
and curtseying respectfully, told her master that she feared
Mrs. llelmstedt was very ill. That gentleman gave Hil
dreth to understand that she might release herself of
responsibility, as he should attend to the matter.

No sleep visited the eyes of Marguerite that flight.
It was after midnight when Philip entered her chamber,
and went to rest without speaking to her.

And from this evening, for many days, this pair, occu-
pying the same chamber, meeting at the same table,
scarcely exchanged a glance or word. Yet in every pos-
sible manner, Marguerite studied the comfort and antici-
pated the wishes of her husband, who, on his part, now
that the first phrenzy of his anger was ever, did not fail
in courtesy toward her, cold, freezing, as that courtesy
might be. Often Marguerite's heart yearned to break
through this cold reserve ; ~but it was impossible to do so.
Not the black armor of the Black Prince was blacker,
harder, colder, more impassable and repellant, than the
atmosphere of frozen self-retention in which' Mr. Helm-
stedt encased himself.

By her' conduct, on that fatal evening, his love and
pride had been deeply, almost mortally wounded. A
storm of contending astonishmeiit, indignation, wonder
and conjecture had been raised in his bosom. The East,
West, North and~ South, as it were, of opposite passions
and emotions had been brought together in fierce conflict.
His glory in Marguerite's queenly nature had been met
by humiliating doubt of her, and his passionate love by
anger that might settle into hate. And now that the
first chaotic violence of this tempest of warring thoughts'
and feelings had subsided,' h~ resumed his habitual self-
control and dignified courtesy, and determined to seek
light upon the dark' subject that had occasioned the first
estrangement between himself and his beloved wife. He

114 lig



120 LOVE'S LABOR WON. LOVE'S, LABQ~ WON. "1:21

felt fully justified, even by his own nice code of honor, in
watching Marguerite closely. Alas I all he discovered
in her was a deeply-seated sorrow, not to 'be consoled, an
intense anxiety difficult to conceal, an extreme restlessness
impossible to govern; and through all a tender solicitude
and affectionate deference toward himself~ that was per-
haps the greatest trial to his dignity and firmness. F~r
notwithstanding her fault, and his just anger, even he,
with his stern, uncompromising temper, found it difficult
to live side by side with that beautiful, impassioned and
fascinating woman, whom he ardently loved, without be-
coming uncondition~tdly reconciled to her.

She, with the fine instir~ct of her nature, saw this, and
knew that but for the pride and scorn that forbade him to
make the first advance they might become reconciled.
She, proud as Juno toward all else, had no pride toward
those she loved, least of all toward him. Therefore, one
morning, when they had breakfasted, as usual, without
exchanging a word, and Mr. Helmstedt had risen and taken
his 'hat to leave the room, Marguerite got up, and slowly,
hesitatingly, even bashfully followed him into the passage-
way, and stealing to his side, softly and meekly laid her
hand and dropped her f~ce upon his arm, and murmured,

"Philip! I cannot be~r this 'longer, dearest! my heart
feels cold and lone and k~ouseless; take me back to my
home in your heart, Phil~,."

There could have been nothing more alluring to 'him
than this submission of that proud, beauty I woman, and
her whole action was so full of grace, tenderness, and
passion th~his firmness gave way before it. His arms,
glided around her waist and his lips sought hers silently,
ore they murmured,

"Come then to your home in this bosom, beloved,
whore there is an aching void, until you fill it."

And so a sweet but superficial peace was sealed bo~

tween the husband and wife-so sweet that it was like a
new bridal, so superficiM that the slightest friction might
break it. No more for them on earth would life be what
it' had been. A secret lay between thorn that M~arguerite
was determined to' conceal, -and Philip had resolved to
discover; and though he would not again compromise h~s
position toward her by demanding an explanation sure to
be refused, he did not for an hour relax his vigilance and
his endeavors to find a clue to her mystery. He attended
the post-office, and left orders that letters for his family
should be delivered into no other hands but his own. Ee
watched Marguerite's deportment, noting her fits of ~e~p
and mournful abstraction, her sudden starts, her slee~iless
nights and cheerless days, and failing health, and more~
than all, her distracting, maddening manner toward him.
self, alternating like sunshine and darkness, passionate
love, and deep and fearful remorse as' inexplicable as it
was irradicable.

Not another week of quiet domestic happiness, such as
other people have, was it henceforth their fate to know.
Yet why should this have been? Mutually loving and
loved as devotedly as ever was a wedded pair, blessed
with the full possession of every good that nature and
fortune can combine to bestow, with youth, health, beauty,
genius, riches, honor-why should their wedded' life he
thus clouded? Why should ~he be moody, silent, fitful
often, all but wretched and despairing? Often even }
emitting the wild gleam like heat lightning from her dark
and splendid eyes, of what~mig t be incipient insanity?

One evening, like the night escribed in the beginning
of this chapter (for st my nights were now frequent),
when the wind howle around the island and the waves
lashed it's shores, Marguerite reclined upon the semi~eir-
cular sofa within the recess of the bay window, and looked
ou.t upo'~i the night as she had often looked before. No
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light gleamed from the window where the lady sat alone,
gazing out upon the dark and angry waste of waters;
that stormy scene without was in unison with the fierce,
tempestuous emotions within her own heart-.that friendly
vail of darkness was a rest to her, who, weary of her ill-
worn mask of smiles, would lay it aside for awhile. Twice
had Forrest entered to bring lights, and twice had been
directed to withdraw: the last dismissal being accompa-
nied with an injunction not to come again until he should
hear the bell. And so Marguerite sat alone in darkness,
her eyes and her soul roving out intos4h~ wild night over
the troubled bosom of the ever complaining sea. She sat
until the sound of a boat pushed up upon the sand, ac-
companied by the hearty tones and outspringing steps of
the oarsmen, and followed by one resonant, commanding
voice, and firm, authoritative tread, caused her heart to
l0ap, her cheek to flush, her eye to glow, and her whole
4ark countenance to light up as she recognized the a~-
proach of her husband. She sprang u~ and rang.

"Lamps and wood, Forrest," she said. Bu1~ before the
servant could obey the order, Philip Hlelmstedt's eager
step crossed tbe threshold, and the next instant his arms
were around her and her head on his bosom. They had
been separated only for a day, and yet, notwithstanding
all that had passed and all that yet remained unexplained
between them, theirs~was a lover's meeting. Is any one
surprised at this, or inclined to take it as a sign of re-
turning confidence and harmony, and a prognostic of
future happiness, to this pair? Let them not be deceived!
It was but the warmth of a passion more uncertain than
the sunshine of an April day.

"Sitting in darkness again, my own Marguerite? Why
\4o you so ?" said Philip, with tender reproach.

"Why should I not ?" returned Marguerite, smilingly.

122
"Because it will make you melancholy, this bleak and

dreary scene."
"No, indeed, it will not. It is a grand sceLe. Come,

look out and see."
"Thank you, love, I have had enough of it for one

evening; and I rather wonder at your taste for ~
" Alit it suits me-it suits me, this savage coast andP

weather! Rave on winds! thunder on sea! my heart
beats time to the fierce music of your* voices. 'Deep
calleth unto deep'-deep soul to deep sea I"

"Marguq~p1Ee I"
"Well ?"

"What is the matter with you ?"

"Nothing; only I liI~ this howling chaos of wind and
water !"

"You are in one of your dark moods."
"Could I be bright and you away ?"

"Flatterer I I am here now. And here are the lights.
And now I have a letter for you."

"A letter I Oh I give it quickly," cried Marguerite,
thrown off her guard.

Why, how hasty you are."
"True; I am daily expecting a letter from Nellie, and

I do begin to think that I have nerves. And now, to dis-
cipline these excitable nerves, I will not look at the letter
until after tea."

"Pooh, my k~ve, I should much rather you would read
it now and get it off your mind," said Philip Helmstedt,
placing her in a chair beside the little stand, and sitting a
lamp upon it, before he put the letter in her hand%

lie watched her narrowly, and saw her lips grow white
as she read the post-mark and superscription, saw the
trembling of her fingers as she broke the seal, and heard
the half-smothered exclamation of joy as she glanced at



124 LOVE'S LABOR WON. 125LOVE'S LABOR WON.
/

the contents; and then she quickly folded the letter, and
was about to put it into her pocket when he spoke,

"Stay!" )~
" Well !"

"That letter was not from Mrs. Houston."
"No; you were aware of that; you saw the post-

mark."
"Yes, Marguerite; and [could have seen the contents

had I chosen it, and would, under all the circumstances,
have been justified in so doing; but I would not break
your seal, Marguerite. NoW, however, ~bat I have de-
livered the letter, and you have read it~ I claim the righ
to know its contents."

Marguerite held the letter close against her bos
while she gazed upon him in astonishment and expecta-
tion, not to say dread.

"With your leave, my lady," he said, aPproaching her;
and throwing one arm around her shoulders, held her
fast, while he drew the letter from her relaxing fingers.
She watched him while. 'he looked again at the post-mark,
"New York," which told next to nothing, and then opened
and read the contents-three words, without either date
or signature, "Allis well !" that was all.

lie looked up at her. And her low, deep, melodious
laughter-.that delicious laughter that charmed like music
all who heard it, but that now sounded wild and strange,
answered his look.

"Your correspondent has been well tutored, madam."
"Why of course," she said, still laughing; but presently

growing serious, she added, "Philip,' ~~~ould to God I
could confide to you this matter. It is the one pain of
ray Life that I cannot. The time may come, Philip, when
I may he able to do so--but not now."

"Marguerite, it is but fair to tell you that I shall take

every possible means to discover your secret; and if I
find that it reflects discredit on you, by heaven "

"Hush! for the sake of mercy, no rash vows! Why
should it reflect discredit upon any? ~Why should mys-
tery be always in thought linked with guilt? Philip, I

'am free from reproach 1"
"But, great heavens! that it should be necessary to

assure me of this! I wonder that your brow is not
crimsoned with the thought that it is so."

"Ah, Philip Helmstedt, it is your own suspicious na-
ture, your own want of charity and faith that makes it
so," said Marguerite.

"Life has-the world has-deprived me of charity and
faith, and taught me suspicion-a lesson that I have not
unlearned in your company, Mrs. Helmstedt."

"Philip, dear Philip, still hope and trust in me; it may
be that I shall not wholly 'disappoint you," she replied.

But Mr. Helmstedt answered only by a scornful smile;
and having too much pride to continue a controversy that
for the present, at least, must only end in defeat, fell into
silent and resentful gloom and sullenness.

The harmony and happiness of their island home was
broken up; the seclusion once so delightful was now in-
sufferable; his presence on the estate was not essentially
necessary; and, therefore, after some reflection, Philip
Helmstedt determined to go to Richmond for a month or
six weeks.

When he announced this intention to his wife, request-
ing her to be ready to accompany him in a week, Mar-
guerite received the news with indifference) and promised
to comply.

It was near the first of April when they reached Rich-
mond. They had secured apartments at the - House,
where they were quickly sought by Colonel Compton and
Mrs. Houston, ~ho came to press upon them, for the term

/
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of their stay in Richmond, the hospitalities of the colonel's
mansion.

Marguerite would willingly have left the' hotel for the
more genial atmosphere of her friend's house; but she
waited the will of Mr. Helmstedt, who had an especial
aversion to become the recipient of private entertainment
for any length of time, and, therefore, on the part of him-
self and wife, courteously declined that friendly invitation,
promj)ing ~t the same time to dine with them at an early'
day.

!JQhe colonel and his daughter finished their call and
returned home disappointed; Nellie, with her instinctive
dislike to Mr. Helmstedt much augmented.

The fashionable season was over, or so nearly so, that, to
electrify society into new life, it required just such an
event as the re-appearance of its late idol as a bride, and
Mrs. De Lancie ~elm~ted,(for by the will of her father,
his sole child and heiress 4was obliged to retain her patro-
nymic with her married name.) )

Numerous calls were made upon the newly wedded
pair, and many parties were giveA in their honor.

Marguerite was still the reigning queen of beauty, song,
and fashion, with a difference-there was a deeper glow
.upon her cheeks and lips,, a wilder fire in her eye~ and in

her songs a dashing recklessness alternating with a depth
of pathos that "from rival eyes unwilling tears could
summon." Those who envied her wondrous charms did
not hesitate to apply to her such terms as "eccentric,"
and even "partially deranged." While her very best
friends, including Nellie Houston, thought that, during her
three months' retirement on Helmstedt's Island, Margue-
rite~had

Suffered a sea change
Into something wild and strange.

No more of those mysterious letters had come to her,

at least among those forwarded' from their home post-
office, and nothing had transpired to revive the memory
of the exciting events on the island. B~ut Mr. Helmstedt,
although he disdained to renew the t~pi~e, had not in* the
least degree relaxed his iPigilant watchfulness and perse-
vering endeavors to gain knowledge of Marguerite's secret;
vainly, for not the slightest event occurred to throw light
u~ofl that dark subject. Marguerite was not less tender
and devoted in private than brilliant and fascinating in
public; and despite his wounded confidence, he could not
choose but passionately love the beautiful and alluring
woman, who, with one reservation, so amply satisfied his
love and pride.

'IL1~eir month's visit drew to a close, when Mr. Helm-
stedt accepted an invitation to a dinner given to Thomas
Jefferson, in honor of his arrival at the capital. Upon
the day of the entertainment, he left Marguerite at four
o'clock. And as the wine-drinking, toasting, and speech-
* making continued long after the cloth was removed, it was
very late in the evening before the company broke up, and
he was permitted to return to his hotel.

On entering fir~t his private parlor, which was lighted
up, he missed Marguerite, who, with her sleepless tem-
perament, usually kept very late hours, and whom, upon
the rare occasions of his absence from her in the evening,
he usually, when, he returned, found still sitting up read-
ing while she awaited him. Upon glancing around t~e
empty room~ a vague anxiety seized him, and he hurled
into the adjoining chamber, which he found dark, and
called in a low, distinct tone,

"Marguerite! Marguerite !"

But instead of her sweet voice in answer, came a silent,
dreary sense of vacancy; and solitude. He hurried back.
into the parlor,' snatched up one of the two lighted lamps
that stood upon the mantelpiece, and hastened into the

r
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chamber to find it indeed void of' the presence he sought
An impulse to ring and inquire when Mrs. Helmstedt had
gone out, was instantly arrested by his habitual caution.
A terrible presentiment, that he thought scarcely justified
by the circumstances, disturbed him. He remembered that
she could not have gone to any place of amusement, for
she never entered such scenes unaccompanied by himself;
besides, she had distinctly informed him that preparatkms
for departure would keep her busy in her room all the
evening. He looked narrow around the chamber; the
bed had not been disturbed, tl~e clothe~-closets and bureaus
were empty, and the ~trunks packed and strapped; but
one, a small trunk belonging to Marguerite, was gone.

'-The same moment that he discovered this fact, his eyes
fell upon aiii~te lying on the dressing-bureau. He snatched
it up: it was directed in Marguerite's hand to himself.
He tore it open, and with a deadly pale cheek and darkly
lowering brow, read as follows :-~

Our Private Parlor - House, 6, P.M.
"My BELOVED HUSBAND :-A holy duty calls me from

you for a few days, but it is with a bleeding heart and
foreboding mind that I go. Well do I know, Philip, all
that I dare in thus leaving without your sanction; but
equally well am I aware, from what has already passed,
that that sanction never could have been obtained. I
pray you to forgive the manner of my going, an extremity
to which your former inflexibility has driven me-and I
even venture farther to pray that even now you will ex-
tend the shield of your authority over my absence, as
your own excellent judgment must convince you will be
best. Philip, dearest, you will make no stir, cause no
talk, you will not even pursue me, for though you might
follow me to New York, yet in that great thoroughfare
you would lose trace of me; but you will, as I earnestly

pray you to do, await, at home, the coming of your most
unhappy but devoted MARGUERITE."

It would be impossible to describe the storm of out-
raged love and pride, of rage, grief and jealousy, that
warred in Philip Helmstedt's bosom.

"Yes! by the eternal that hears me, I will wait her
coming-and then I then !" he muttered within himself,
as he cast the letter into the fire. All night long, like a
chafed lion in his cell, he paced the narrow limits of his
lonely apartments, giving ill vent to the fierceness of his
passions in half-muttered threats and* curses, the deeper
for suppression. But when morning broke, and the world.
was astir, he realized that he had to meet it, and hi~
course was taken. His emotions were repressed and his
brow was cleared; he rang for his servant, made a care-
ful toilet, and at his usual hour, and with his usual
appearance and manner, descended to the breakfast-table.

"I hope Mrs. Helmstedt is not indisposed, this morn-
ing," said a lady opposite, when she observed the vacant
chair at his side.

"Thank you, madam; Mrs. Helmstedt is perfectly well.'
She left for New You last evening," replied Mr. Helms
st~dt, with his habitual, dignified courtesy. And this
story went the rounds of the table, then of the hotel, and
then of the city, and though it excited surprise, proved in
the end satisfactory.

Later in the day he took leave of his friends. And by
the next morning's packet 'he sailed for the island, which
he reached at the end of the week. And once in his own
little, isolated kingdom, he said,

"Yes, I will await~ you here, and t~uen, Marguerite!

&
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CHAPTER VI.

THE WII'E'S RETURN.

She had moved to the echoing sounds of fame,
Silently-.silently died her name;
Silently melted her life away,
As ye have seen a rich flower decay,
Or a lamp that hath swiftly burned expire,
Or a bright stream shrink from a summer fire.-Mru. Kemane.

~> Nn~nLY maddened between the deeply suppressed,
conflicting passions of wounded love, outraged pride,
gloomy jealousy, fierce -anger, and burning desire of re~
venge, Philip Helmstedt's impetuous spirit would have
devoured the time between his arrival at the island and
Marguerite's expected return. Now feeling, through the
magic power of memory and imagination, the wondrous
magnetism of her personality and praying for her arrival,
only that all else might be forgotten in the rapture of
their meeting-then with all the force of his excessive
pride and scorn, sternly spurning that desire as most un-
worthy. Now torturing himself with 'sinister speculations
as to where she might be, what doing? with whom tarry-
ing? Then feeling intensely, as resentfully, his indubita-
ble right to know, and longing for her return that he
might make her feel the power of the man whose affection
and whose authority had been equally slighted and
despised. And through all these moods of love and jeal.
ousy still invoking, ever invoking, with a breathless,
burning impatience that would have consumed and
shriveled up the intervening days-the hour of her return;
for still he doted on her with a fatuity that 'neither pos-
session nor time had power to sate, nor pride nor anger
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force to destroy-flay, that these agencies ~nly goaded
into phronzy. Strong man that he was, she possessed
him like a fever, a madness, a shrouding fire! he could
not deliver~himself from the fascination of her individu~
ality. Was she a modern Lamid, a serpent woman who
held him, another Lexius, in ~r fatal toils? So ?t some-
times seemed to him as he ~walked moodilrup and down
the long piazza before the house, looking out upon the
sea. At all events she held him! very well, let it be so,
since he held her as surely, and she should feel it! Oh!
for th~ hour of her return! All day he paced the long
piazza or walked down to the beach, spy-glass in hand, to
look out for the packet that should bear her to the isle.
But packet after packet sailed by, and day succeeded day
until a month had passed, and still Marguerite came not.
And day by day Philip Hehnstedt grew darker, thinner,
and gloomier. Sleep forsook his bed, and appetite his
board; it often happened that by night his pillow was
not pressed, and by day his meals were left untasted.

Speculation was rife among the servants of the house-
hold. All understood that something was wrong in The
family. The Relmstedt servants took the part of their
master, while the De Lancie negroes advocated the cause
of their mistress. lit was a very great trial to poor old.
aunt Hapzibah, the housekeeper, to find 'her best efforts
unavailing to make her master comfortable in the absence
of her mistress. Every one likes to be appreciated; and
no one more than an old family cook whose glory lies in
her art; and so it proved too much for the philosophy of
the old woman, who had taken much pride in letting
"Marse Fillup see that everything went on as riglar as
dough Miss Marget was home hersef"-to see her best
endea.;~ors unnoticed and her most recherche dishes un~
tasted. And so-partly for her own relief, and partly
for the ~liAcation of her underlings in the kitchen, she

8
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frequently held forth upon the state of affairs in some.
thing like the following style:

"De Lord~bress de day an' hour as ever I toted mysef
inter dis here house! De Lord men' it, I pray! Winner
what Marse Fillup Hempseed mean a-scornin' my bes'
.ook dishes? Better not keep on a-'spisin de Lord's good
wittles-~'deed hadri' he if he is Mar~e Fillup Hempseed!
Come to want bread if he does-'deed will he! Set him
up! What he 'spect? Sen' him young ducks an' green
peas? down dey comes antotch! Try him wid lily white
weal an' spinnidge? down it come ontaste! Sen' up
spring chicken an' sparrowgrass? all de same! I gwine
stop of it now, I tell you good! 'deed is I. I ain't~gwine
be fool long o' Marse Fillup llemps'd's funnelly nonsense
no longer! I gwine sen' him up middlin' and greens, or
mutton an' turnups-you hear me good, don't you ?"

"I wonder what does ail master ?" remarked Hildreth.
"I know what ail him well 'nough! I know de reason

why he wont eat his wittles !"

"What is it den?"
"He can't eat any ting else case he's-eatin' his own

heart! An' it makes men mad-that sort o' eatin'
does !"

"My Lors !" ejaculated Hildreth, in real or affected
horror.

"Eatin' his own heart," continued old Hapzibah-.
"eatin' his own heart, wid his black eagle head an' hook
nose poke down in his buzzum a-chawin' an' a-chawin'!
Always a-chawin' an' a-chawin'! Walking' up an' down
de peeazzy a-chawin' an' a-chawin',. Stan'in' up to his
screwtaw, tending ' to write, but only a-chawin' an' ~
chainn. Setting' down at Ae table, a-chawin' an' a-
chawin'-not my good whittle > mine you, but his own
heart-always his own heart. He better stop of it too.
It won't 'gest nor likewise 'gree wid him, nor udderWise

fetch Miss Margit home one minit 'fore she thinks proper
for to come."

"Well, den, ennyways, t'ink it 'pears mon'ous sti~ange
your Miss Marget don't come home ef our Marse Fillup
wants her to come"-here put in old Neptune, one of the
]Ielmstedt negroes.

"set him up wid it," indignantly broke in aunt Hapzi.
bah-" set you an' your marse bofe up wid it. Who de
serpent! he? or you either? I reckon my Miss Marget
callers went an' come when ebber she thought proper,
'fore ebber she saw de hook nose o' Marse Fillup Hemp-
seed, or any his low life saut water niggers either. Not
as I tends for to hurt your feeling's, Nep; you can't help
bein' of an' antibberous creetur like a Ian' terrapin or a
water dog, as 'longs to nyther to'ther nor which, nor alke-
wise to hWyou in de teef wid your master, who is a right
spectaclee, 'sponsible, agreeablee gemplemun, ef he'd leave
off a-hookin' of his crook nose inter his buzzum an' a-
chawin' his own heart; which he'd better, too, or it'll run
him rampin' mad !-~.you see, chillun, you see I"

One afternoon, during the last week in May, Philip
]Ielmstedt, as usual, walked up and down the beach in
front of his mansion house. With his arms folded and
his head bowed upon his chest, in deep thoughts he paced
with measured steps up and down the sands. Occa-
sionally he stopped, drew a small spy-glass from his
pocket, placed it at his eye, and swept the sea to the
horizon.

Before him, miles away to the westward, lay the west-
ern shore of Maryland and Virginia, cloven and divided
by the broad and bay-like Thouth of the Potoma&-with
Point Lookout on the north and Point Rodgers on the
south. Beyond this cleft coast the western horizon was
black with storm clouds. A freshening gale was rising
arid rushing over the surface of the water, rippling its
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waves, and making a deep, low, thrilling murmur, as if
Nature, the improvisatrice, swept the chords of her grand
harp in a prelude to some sublime performance. Occa-
sionally flocks of sea-fowl, sailing slowly, lighted upon the
island or the shores. All signs indicated an approaching
storm. Philip Helmstedt stood, telescope in hand,
traversing the now dark and angry waste of waters. Far,
far away up the distant Potomac, like a wl~ite speck upon
the black waters, came a vessel driven before the wind,
reeling against the tide, yet gallantly holding her course
and hugging the Maryland coast. Marguerite might be
in that packet (as indeed she might have been in any
passing packet for the last month), and Philip Helmsted~
watched its course with great interest. Nearing the
mouth of the river, the packet veered away to avoid the
strong current around Point Lookout, and still struggling
between wind and tide, steered for the middle of the
channel. Soon she was clear of the eddies and out into
the open bay, with her head turned southward. Then it
was that Philip observed a boat put out from her side.
A convincing presentiment assured him that Marguerite
had arrived. The gale was now high and the sea rough;
and that little boat, in which he felt sure that she was
seated, would have but a doubtful chance between winds
and waves. Dread for Marguerite's safety, with the eagle
instinct to swoop upon and seize his coveted prey, com-
bined to instigate Philip llelmstedt to speedy action.
He threw down the spy-glass and hastened along the
beach until he came to the boat-house, where he unfast-
ened a skift~, threw himself into it and pushed off from the
shore. A more skillful sailor than Philip Helmstedt
never handled an oar-a gift inherited from all his sea-
faring forefathers and perfected by years of practice. He
pushed the boat on amid heaving waves and flashing
brine. heedless of the blinding spray dashed into hi~ face,

until he drew sufficiently near the other boat to see that
it was manned by two oarsmen, and then to recognize
Marguerite as its passenger. And in another moment
the boats were side by side. Philip Helmstedt was
standing resting on his oar, and Marguerite had risen
with one low-toned exclamation of joy.

"Oh! Mr. Helmstedt, this is very kind; thank you.-...
thank you."

He did not reply by word or look.
The wind was so high, the water so rough, and the

skiffs so light that they were every instant striking
together, rebounding off, and in imminent danger of being
whirled in the waves and lost.

"Quick, men, shift Mrs. Helmstedt's baggage into this
boat," commanded Mr. Helmstedt, as with averted eyes
he coldly took Marguerite's hand and assisted her to enter

~ his skiff. The two men hastily transferred the little
travelling trunk that comprised Marguerite's whole i~ag-
gage-and then with a respectful leave-taking, laid to
their oars and pulled rapidly to overtake the vessel.

Philip and Marguerite were left alone.0 Without ad-
dressing her, he turned the head of the skiff and rowed
for the island. The first flush of pleasure had died from
Marguerite's face, leaving her very pale-with a pallor
that was heightened by the nun-like character of her cos-
tume, which consisted simply of a gown, mantle and
hood, all of black silk. For some moments Marguerite
fixed her large, mournful eyes upon the face of her hus-
band, vainly trying to catch his eyes, that remained
smouldering under their heavy lids. Then she suddenly
spoke to him.

"Philip! will you not forgive me
The thrilling, passionate, tearful voice, for once, seemed

not to affect him. He made no answer. She gazed im-
ploringly upon his face-and saw, and shuddered to sees
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that an ashen paleness had overspread his cheek, while
his eyes remained rooted to the bottom of the boat.

"Philip! oh! heaven.-speak to me, Philip !" she cried,
in a voice of anguish, laying her hand and dropping her
sobbing face upon his knee.

The effect was terrible. Spurning her from him, he
sprang to his feet, nearly capsizing the skiff that rocked
fearfully under them, and exclaimed,

"I do not know where you find courage to lift your
eyes to my face, madam, or address me! Where have
you been? Come, trifling is over between us! Explain,
exculpate yourself from suspicion! or these waters shall
engulph at once your sin and my dishonor I"

"Philip! Philip I" she cried, in a voice of thrilling
misery.

"Explain! explain! or in another moment, God have
mercy on your soul I" he exclaimed, drawing in the oar,
planting its end heavily on the prow of the skiff, in such
a manner that by leaning his weight upon it he could
capsize the boat-standing there, glaring upon her.

"Philip! Philip! for the Saviour's sake, sit down," she
cried, wringing her pale fingers in an ecstacy of terror.

"Coward! coward! coward! you fear death, and do
not fear me nor shame I" said Philip Helmstedt, his eyes
burning upon her with a consuming scorn that seemed to
dry up her very heart'?~b1ood. "Once more, and for the
last time, madam, will you explain ?"

"'Philip! mercy !"

"Commend yourself to the mercy of heaven! I have
none !" cried Philip Helmstedt, about to throw his whole

* weight upon the oar to upset the boat, when Marguerite,
with a shriek, sprung up and clasped his knees, exclaim
ing,

"Mercy! Philip! it is not my life I beg at your hands;

it were not wQrth the prayer! but another innocent life.
Philip, spare your child," and fainted at his feet.

The boat, shaken by this violent scene, was rocking
fearfully, and he had much ado to steady it, while Mar.
guerite lay in a dead heap at his feet. The phrenzy of
his anger was passing foil' the present. The announcement
that she had just made to him, her swoon and. her perfect
helplessness, as well as that majestic beauty, against the
in~1uence of which he had been struggling through all this

A~ scene, combined to stay his frantic purpose. He ~tood
like a man awakened from a nightmare, recovered from a
fever, come to himself. After cautiously trimming the
boat, and leliting it drift until it had spent the violence of
the impetus, he took up the oar, turned its head, and
rowed swiftly toward the island. Pushing the skiff up
upon the sand, he got out and fastened it, and then went
to lift Marguerite, who on being raised sighed and opened
~er eyes and said, a little wildly and incoherently,

"You will never be troubled by any more letters,
Philip."

"Ah ?"

"No I and I will never leave you again, Philip."
"I intend that you never shall have the opportunity,

my-..Marguerite."
She had, with his assistance, risen to her feet, and lean-

ing on his arm, she suffered herself to be led up the slope
toward the house. The whole sky was now overcast and
blackened. The wind so buffeted them that Marguerite
could scarcely stand, much less walk against it. Philip
had to keep his arm around her shoulders, and busy him-
self with her vail and mantle, that were continually blown
and flapped into her face and around her head. By the
time they had reaches the house, and dispatched Forrest
to put the boat away and bring the trunk home, the storm
had burst,.
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All night the tempest raged. Marguerite, in the midst

of all her private trouble, was sleepless with anxiety for
the fate of the little vessel she had left. But for Philip, a
nayy might have been engulphed, and he remained uncon~.
earned by any thing aside from his own domestic wrong.
The next morning the terrible devastation of the storm
was revealed in the torn forests, prostrate fences and
ruined crops. Early Marguerite, with her spy-glass, was
on the look-out at the balcony of her chamber window,
that was immediately over the bay window of the parlor,
and commanded a magnificent sea view. And soon she
had the relief of seeing the poor little barque Rafely shel-
tered in Wicomia iidet. With a sigh of grat~ude, Mar-
guerite turned from that instance of salvation to face her
own doubtful, if not dangerous prospect. Philip Helm-
stedt, since bringing her safely to the house, had not no-
ticed her by word. or look. He remained silent, reserved
and gloomy-.in a mood that she dreaded to interrupt, lest
~he should again rouse him to some repetition of his fury
on the boat; but in every gentle and submissive way
she sought to soothe, accepting all his scornful repulses
with the patience of one offending where she loved, yet
unable to do otherwise, and solicitous to atone. It was
difficult to resist the pleading eyes and voice of this mag-
netic woman, yet they were resisted.
* In this constrained and painful manner a week passed,
and brought the first of June, when Colonel houston and
his family came down to their seat at Buzzard's Bluff. Mr.
and Mrs. Helmstedt were seated at their cold, t#~te4t-te~te
breakfast-table, when Nellie's messenger, Lemuel, came in
with a note announcing her arrival at home, and begging
her dearest Marguerite, as the sky was so beautiful and
the water so calm, to come at once and spend the day
with her.

The mournful face f Marguerite lighted up with a

transient smile; passing the note across tl~ e table to Mr
Helmstedt, she said,

"I will go," and then rang the bell an~ directed For-
rest, who answered it, to conduct the messenger into the
kitchen, give him breakfast, and then get the boat Nereide
ready to take her to Buzzard's Bluff. The man bowed
and was about to leave the* room, when Mr. Helmstedt
looked up from his note and said, "Stop 1"

Forrest paused, hat in hand, waiting in respectful silence
for his master's speech. After a moment Mr. Helmstedt
said,

"No matter, another tim& will do; hasten to obey your
mistress now."

The two men then withdrew, and Mr. Hehnstedt turned
to his wife and said,

"Upon second thoughts I would not countermand your
order, madam, or humble you in the presence of your
servants. But you cannot leave this island, Mrs. Helm-
stedt."

"Dear Philip-Mr. Helmstedt! what mean you ?"

"That you are a prisoner! That you have been such
since your last landing! and that you s~all remain such-
if it be for fifty years-do you hear ?.-.until you choose
to clear up the doubt that rests upon your conduct !"

"Mr. Helmstedt, you do not mean this !" exclaimed the
lady, rising excitedly from her seat.

"Not ?-look, Marguerite I" he replied, rising, and fol-
lowing her to the window, whereshe stood with her large,
mournful eyes now wildly glancing from the bright, glad
waters without to the darkened room and the stern visaged
man within. "Look, Marguerite! This island is a mile
long by a quarter of a mile wide-with many thousand
acres, with deep, shady woods and pleasant springs and
streams and breezy beaches-almost room, variety and
pleasurQ enough for a home. Your house is besides corn.

4
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portable, and your servants capable and attentive. I say

your house and servants, for here you shall be a queen if
you like-."

"A captive queen! less happy than a free scullion."
"A captive by your own contumacy, lady. And mark

me. I have shown you the limit of your range-this
island! attempt to pass it and your freedom of motion,
now bounded only by the sea, shall be contracted within

the walls of this house; and so the space shall narrow
around you, Marguerite, until-"

"Six feet by two will suffice me
"Aye! until then if need be !"

"Mr. Helmstedt, you cannot me an this! you are a gen-
tleman !"

"Or was; hut never a fool, or a toel, lady! God

knows-Satan knows how strongly and exclusively I have
loved-still love! but you have placed me in a false and

humiliating position, where I must take care of your
honor and mine as best I may. You cannot imagine that
I can permit you to fly off, year after year, whither, with
whom, to whom, ~'or what purpose, I know not, and you
refuse to tell! You left me no other alternative, Mar-

~ guerite, but to repudiate
"Oh! no, no! sweet heaven, not that! You love me,

~Philip Helmstedt! I know you do. You could kill, but

could not banish me! I could die, but could not leave
you, Philip !" interrupted his wife, w~h an outbreak Sf
agony that started cold drops of dew from her forehead.'

"Compose yourself. I know that we are tied together
(not so much by church~ and state, as by something in-

herent in the souls of both) for weal or woe, blessing or
cursing, heaven or hell-who can say? But assuredly
tied together for time and for eternity !"

"God be thanked for that at worst !" exclaimed Mar-
garet, fervently. "Any thing-any thing' but the death

to live, of absence from you, Philip! Oh! why did' you
use that murderous word ?"

"You lefi~ me no other alternative than to ropu-

diate~-"
"Ah !" cried Marguerite, as if again the word had

pierced her heart.
"Or-I ,was about to s~ay-.restraixr. you. I cannot

repudiate-I must restrain you. You, yourself, must see
the propriety of the ~

"But, Philip, my husband, do you mean to say that I
may not even visit Mrs. Houston ?"

"I mean to say that until you satisfactorily explain

your late escapade, you shall not leave the island for any
purpose whatever."

"Not even to visit Nellie ?"

"Not even to visit Mrs. Houston."
"Philip, she will expect me; she will come and invite

me to her house; what shall I say to my bosom friend in
explanation? or, keeping silence, what shall I leave her
to think ~

"Say what you. please to Mrs. Houston; tell her the
truth, or decline to explain the~ motives of your seclusion
to her-even as you have refused to exhibit the purpose
of your journies to me. You can do these things, Mrs.
Helmstedt."

"Oh' heaven! but the retort is natural.' What will
Colonel Compton t4ilnk or say ?"

"" Refer Colonel Compton to me for ~n elucidation. I
am always ready, Marguerite, to answer for my course
of conduct, though I may seldom recognize the right of
any man to question it."

"I could even plead for an exception in favor of my
little Nellie; but that I know your inflexible will, Philip."

"It is scarcely more so than your own; but~ now, do
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you forget that there is an answer to be written to Mrs.
Houston ?"

"Ah, yes," said Marguerite, going to the escritoir that
we have already named, and hastily writing a few Words:

"Dearest Nellie, I am not well and cannot go to you;
'waive ceremony, beloved, and come to your Marguerite."

Meanwhile Mr. Helmstedt rang for Mrs. Houston's mes.
senger, who, he was informed, had gone down to the
beach to assist Forrest in rigging the "Nereide."

"We will walk down to the beach and send him home,~~
said Mr. Helmstedt, taking his straw hat and turning to-
ward Marguerite. She arose to join him, and they walked
out together across the front piazza, down the steps, and
down the terraced garden, through the orchard and the
timothy field, and finally, to the sanded beach, where they
found the two negroes rigging the boat.

"Mrs. Helmstedt will not go, F9rrest, so that you 'may
leave the barque. Lemuel, you will take this note to your
mistress, and say that we shall be glad to see the family
here."

Marguerite had not been down on the sands since the
stormy evening of her arrival, and now she noticed, with
astonishment, that of all the little fleet of some half-dozen
boats of all sizes, that were usually~ moored within the
boat-house, but a single one, the little Nereide, remained;
and she saw that drawn into the house, the door of which
was chained and locked, and the key delivered up to Mr.
Helmstedt. Wheu this was done and the meu had gone,
Marguerite turned to her husband for an explanation.

"Why, where are all the boats, Mr. Helmstedt ?"
"Sold, given away, broken up, dispersed-all except

this one, which will well serve the necessities of myself
and men."

"But why, Philip?
"Can you not surmise ?~ You are a prisoner-it is no

jest, M~guerite-a prisoner! and we do not leave the
means * escape near such! I am not playing with you,
Marguerite! You fled me once and maddened me almost'
to the verge of murder and suicide !"

"I know it. Oh, heaven, forgive me
"And you must have no opportunity of repeating that

experiment. Your restraint is a real one, as you will find."
She turned upon him a look so full of love, resignation,

and devotion, as she held out both her hands and said,
"Well, I accept the restraint, Philip. I accept it. Oh,

my dear husband, how much more merciful, than that other
alternative~ of separation! for your Marguerite tells you,
Philip, that would it come Without sin, she would rather
take death from your hands than banishment. The one
great terror of her life, Philip, is of losing you by death
or separation: she could not survive the loss, Philip, for
her very life lives in your bosom. How can a widow live?
Your Marguerite could not breathe without you; while
with you, from you she would accept any thing-any
thing. Since you. do not banish her, do your will with
her; you have the right; she is your own." A few more
words sighed out upon his bosom, to which he at last had
drawn her, and then lifting her head, she murmured,

"And listen, dearest husband; give yourself no care or
anxiety for the safe custody of your prisoner, for she will
not try to escape. It is your command, dearest Philip,
that binds me to the narrow ~niits of this island, as no
other earthly power could do. You know me, Philip;
you know that, were I in duress against my will, I would
free myself; I would escape, were it only to heaven, or to
hades! Your bond, Philip, is not on this mortal frame,
out on my heart, soul, spirit, and I should feel its restrict-
ing power, were all nature else beckoning me over the
limits you have prescribed, and all opportunities favorable
to the transgression."
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"You love me so; you say your life lives within mine;
and I believe it does, for you inhabit me, you possess me,
nor can I iinhouse you, incendiary as you are-and yet
you will not give me your confidence ;W111 not justify
yourself before me; while I, on my part, may not bate
one jot or tittle of your restraint, until you do."

"I do not arraign you even in my thoughts, love; so
far from that, I accept you for my judge; I submit to
your sentence. There is this dark cloud settled on my
bowed head, love (would it rested only on my own), and
some day it may be lifted. In the meantime, since you
do not exile me, do your royal will unquestioned with
your own, my king. Ah, Philip! we are not angels, you
and I; and we may never find heaven in this world or the
next; but such as we are, even with this cloud between
us, we love each other ~ on this earth, we cannot part;
and even in the next we must be saved or lost-together."

"Marguerite, tell me, is there a hope, that one day, this
mystery may be cleared up ?"

"Philip, dearest, yes*; a faint hope that I scarcely dare
to entertain."

During all this time she had been standing within his
circli~ig arm, with h~ face upon his shoulder, and her
soft, fragrant ringlets flowing past his cheek. Now, as
she lifted her head, her wild, mournful eyes, fell upon a
distant sail skimming rapidly over the surface of the
sparkling water, from the direction of Buzzard's Bluff.

"Nellie is epming~ dear husband," she said; "but she
shall know tha~tit-i~? my own pleasure to stay home, as it
truly is, since you will it."

"No concealment for my sake, Marguerite. I tell you,
I will answer what I do. Kiss me now, thou cleaving
madness, before that boat comes."

On bounded the little sail-boat over the flashing water,
and presently drew so near, that Nellie in her green hood

could be recognized. And in a few more minutes the
little boat touched the beach, and Nellie, with her two
boys,~ as she called her step-sons, jumped ashore, and ran
to greet Marguerite and Mr. Hlelmstedt.

"And here ~re my ~boys, whom you have never seen
before, Marguerite. Ralph, speak to Mrs. Illelmstedt.
Frank, that's not the way to make & bow, sir! pulling
a lock of your hair; you must have learned that from
Black Loin. Ralph does not do\so; he's a gentleman,"
said the young step-mother.

Marguerite, who had~embraced Nellie with great affec-
tion, received her step-sons with kindness. And Mr.
Helmstedt, who had welcomed the party with much cor-
diality, now led the way up to the house.

This was Mrs. Houston's first visit to Mrs. Do Lancie
Helmstedt's new home, and she was full of curiosity and
observation.

"How rich the land is, Marguerite! I declare th~ isle
is green down to the very water's edge, in most places-.
and so well-timbered. And the house, too; how substan-
tial and comfortable its strong gray walls look. I like
that bay window with the round balcony over it, to the
right of the entrance; such an unusual thing in this part
of the country."

"Yes, my husband had it built just before he brought
me home; the bay window abuts from my own parlor,
and is arranged in memory of that 'celebrated' bay win-
dow of your father's library and music-room. The round
balcony above it opens from my chamber, which is just
over the parlor; both the window below and the balcony
above command a magnificent western view of. the bay,
and the opposite shore of Maryland and Virginia, divided
by the mouth of the Potomac; you shall see for yourself
to-day."

"And yet it must be lonesome herr for you, Marguerite.

I
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I do not understand how one like you, who have led so
brilliant a life in the midst of the world, can bear to
live here. Why, I can scarcely endure Buzzard's Bluff,
although it is a fine old place, on the main land, with
neighbors all around."

"'My mind to me a ~(ng4om Is:

Such perfect joy I fi~ therein,"'

murmured Marguerite, with an ambiguous smile.
The day passed agreeably to all. Mrs. Houston had a

budget of city news and gossip to open and deliver.
And by the time that this was done, dinner was an-
nounced; and when that meal was over, Mrs. Iloubton
reminded her hostess of her promise to show her through
the house.

Nellie was unhesitating in her commendations of Mar-
guerite's chamber.

"Rose-colored window curtains and bed hangings and
lounge covers, by all that's delightful~; why, Marguerite,
you have every thing in civilized style in this savage part
of the w(rld I" Then they passed out of the chamber
upon the balcony; and stood admiring the wide expanso
of blue water, dotted here and there with islets, and the
far distant coast, split just opposite by the river, and
varied up and down by frequent - headlands and inlets.
Marguerite placed a spy-glass in her friend's hand.

"I declare, Marguerite, this island lies along due east
of the mouth of the Potomac. Why, I can see the pines
on Point Lookout and Point Rogers with the naked
eye-and, with the aid of ~he glass, I do think I can see
so far up the river as your place, Plover's Point."

"That is fancy, my dear; Plover's Point is fifteen miles
tip the river."

As the air was calm and the water smooth, with the
promise of continuing so for the night o.t least, and as
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there was a fi~ill moon, Mrs. Houston felt safe in remain.
ing to tea.

When she was ready to go home, and before she left
the chamber, where she had put on her outer garments,
she tried to persuade Marguerite not only to come very
soon to Buzzard's Bluff, but to fix the day when she
might expect her.

"You will excuse me for some time yet, dearest Nellie.
The truth is, that I arrived at home the day of the last
storm; in crossing in a boat from the schooner to the
island, the wind was high and the water very rough, and
I received a terrible fright-was within an inch of being
lost, in fact; I have not entered a boat since-have not
the least idea that I shall be able to do so for a long time,"
said Mrs. Helm4edt, evasively.

"Why, not even when the sea is ~s calm as it is this
beautiful night ?"

"I fear not-the sea is proverbially treacherous."
"Why, you do not mean to say that-.-rather than

venture on the water-you will confine yourself to this
island all your life ?"

"I know not indeed! life is uncertain~mine may be
very short."

"Why, Marguerite, how unlike yourself you are at this
~uoment. What I Marguerite-my heroic Marguerite......
she who 'held the blast in scorn,' growing nervous, fear~
ing storms, doubting' still water even, thinking of death?
Whew! there must be some noteworthy reason for this
metamorphosis! Say, is it ~so, my dearest Mrs. Helm-
stedt ?" inquired Nellie, witl~ a smile half archness, half
love

For an answer Marguerite kissed her tenderly, when
Nellie said,

"Well, well! I shall visit you frequently, Marguerite,
Whether you come to see me or not, for no change has -~

9
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come over your little Nellie, whom yoiii know you can
treat as you please-slight her, flout her, affront her, and
she is still your little Nellie. Now please. to lena me a
shawl, for the air on the bay is too cool at nig~ to make
my black silk scai~f comfortable, and I'll go." ~

Mr. and Mrs. Helmstedt talkedd down to the beach with
N"ellie and her boys, saw them enter the boat, which quickly
left the beach, and, with the dipping oars raising sparkles
of light i~n its course, glided buoyantly over the moonlit
water toward the distant point of Buzzard's Bluff~

Philip Helmstedt and Marguerite were left alone on the
neach.

Philip stood with folded arms and moody brow,
gloomily watching the vanishing boat.

But Marguerite was watching him.
He turned and looked at her, Baying in a tro~4iled

voice,
"Marguerite, you are the warden of your own liberty.

You can speak, if you choose, the words that will free
you from restraint. Why will you not do it? You pun-
ish me even more than yourself by the obstinate silence
thiit makes you a prisoner."

Philip, it is not, as you think. I cannot speak those
words to which you allude; but, Philip, beloved, I can
and do accept your fiat. Let it rest so, dearest, until
perhaps a d~ may come when I may be clear before
you."

"The air is toe chill for you; come to the house," said
Mr.. Helmstedt, and without making any comment upon
b~r words, he gave Marguerite his arm and led her home.

From that day forward, by tacit consent, they never
alluded to the subject that gave both so much uneasiness.
And life passed calmly and monotonously at the island.

Mrs. H9 uston made herself merry in talking to her
mother, who was on a visit to Buzzard's Bluft of ~ar~
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gueritt"5 nervousness and its probable cause. And both
mother and daughter waived ceremony and often visited
the island, where they were always received with warm
welcome both by Mr. and Mrs. Helmstedt. And not the
faintest suspicion that there was any cause of disagree-
ment between their friends ever approached the minds of
either the Houstons or the Comptons. They saw the
deep attachment that existed between Philip and Mar-
gu~rite, and believed them to be very happy. It is true
that Mrs. Helmstedt's palpable ill.health was, a subject
of frequent comment on the part of Mrs. Houston, as
well as of serious anxiety to Mrs. Compton.

"I fear that Marguerite will not live, I fear that she
will die as her4nother died," said the elder lady.

"I can scarcely realize that such a glorious creature
should die; nor do I believe it! But she does remind
me of that rich, bright, tropical flower that I bought at
the conservatory in Richmond, arfd brot~ig~Jit down to
Buzzard's Bluff., It 'did not fade or bleach in our bleak
air; but dropped its head, wilted and died, as brilliant in
death as in life. Marguerite lived out her glorious life in
Richmond among worshipping friends-but now! And
yet Philip Helmstedt loves her devotedly, loves her al-
most to death, as my little step-son, Franky, vows he
loves me," said Nellie.

"'To death!' there is some love like the blessed vivify-
Ing sunshine, such as the colonel's affection for you, Nellie;
and some love like the destroying fire, such as Philip
llelmstedt's passion for Marguerite. And I do not know
that she is one whit behind him in the infatuation," re-
Dijed her mother.

One morning, Mrs. Houston brought a new visitor to
see the beautiful recluse of Helmstedt's Island, the Rev.
Mr. Wellworth, the pastor of Rockbridge parish, on the
~orthumberlaud shore, a gentleman) 'who, from his ele-
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vated moral and intellectual character, was an invaluable
acquisition to their limited circle.

Mr. Wellworth expressed a hope that Mrs. Helmstedt
would come to church, and also that she would call on
Mrs. Wellworth, who would be very happy to see her.

But Marguerite excused herself, by saying that her
health and spirits were fluctuating and un~rtain, and
that she never left home, although she would, at all times,
be very much pleased to'receive Mr. and Mrs. Wellworth,
whom she hoped would do her the signal favor to waive
etiquette, and come as often as they could make it con-
venient or agreeable.

Readily admitting the validity of these excuses, the
pastor took the lady at her word and soon brought his
wife to visit her.

And excepting the family at Buzzard's Bluff, this
amiable pair were the only acquaintances Mrs. llelmstedt
possessed in the neighborhood.

Thus calmly and monotonously passed life on and
around the island; its passage marked that year by only
two important events.

The first was the retirement of Colonel Compton from
political life (dismissed the public service by the new
Th~esident, Thomas Jefferson), followed by the breaking
up of his establishment at Richmond, and the removal to
Northumberland county, where the colonel and his wife
took up their abode with their daughter and son-in-law
at ]3uzzard's ]3lufY. This event broke off the intimate

connection between them and the bustling world they
had left, though for a few weeks of every winter Nellie
went to visit her friends in the city, ~nd for a month or
two, every summer, received and entertained them at
Buzzard's Bluff. Nellie declared that without this variety
she should go melancholy mad; and at the same time
wondered how Marguerite-the beautiful and brilliant

Marguerite-would endure the isolation and monotony
of her life on the island.

The other important occurrence was the accouchment
of Mrs. Helmstedt, that took place early in October,
when she became the mother of a lovely little girl. The
sex of this child was a serious disappointment to Mr.
llelinstedt, who had quite set his ~beart upon a son awl
heir, and who could scarcely conceal his vexation from
the penetrating, beseeching eyes of his unhappy wife.

Mrs. Compton came and passed six weeks with the in-
valid, nursing her with the same maternal care that, in
like circumstances, she would have bestowed upon her
OWD daughter, Nellie, and often repeating cheerfully,

"When Marguerite gets well we shall have her out
among us again," or other hopeful words to the same
effect.

But Marguerite was never again quite well. Brighter
and brighter, month after month, burned in her sunken
cheeks and mournful eyes, the secret fire that was con-
suming her frame.

CHAPTER VII.

THE VISITOR.

Speak! speak thou fearful guest !-Long/eiow.

I could a tale unfold whose lightest word
would harrow up thy blood !-SI&ak.tpea..e.

SPIRITUALLY speaking there is no such thing as time or
space, as measured by numbers. For often moments in,
our experience drag themselves painfully on into in-
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definitely protracted duration, and sometimes years pass
in a dream, "as a tale that is told."

Life passed monotonously to all on Helmstedt's Island;
but most monotonously to her who might not leave its
shores. Every one else among its inhabitants often
varied the scene by going upon the main-land on either
.side of the bay. Mr. Heimstedt went off almost every
* morning, not infrequently remaining out all day to dine
at Colonel Houston's, Mr. Wellworth's, or some other

* friend's house. The domestic and out-servants relieved
each other in turn, that they might go to ehureh on
Suzidays, or visit their friends on the shore. Only Mar-
guerite never upon any account left the island. Th0
Houstons and the Comptons would expostulate with her,
and talk to Mr. Helmstedt, alike in vain.

"Indeed I cannot leave the island, dear friends," would
Marguerite say; without assigning any reason why she
would not. /

"Mrs. Helmstedt do~s not choose to leave home; it is
her will to confine herself to the island, and her will is a very
dominant one, as you know," would be Mr. Helmstedt's
explanation.

U I declare it is a monomania! Margu~<rite is a riddle.
Here some years ago she used to run away from us all,
and be absent six or seven months without deigning to
inform us either where or why she went; now she chooses
to confine herself within the limits ~of her island home,
without giving us any reason for the eccentricity. But I
suppose, indeed, that it is all occasioned by the state of
her nerves," would he Nellie's comment upon all this.

Meanwhile Mrs. Helmstedt passed her time in superin.L tending her house and servants, all of which was fault-
* lessly managed; in rearing her child; and in attending,

~s only a devoted wife can attend, to the personal comforts,
of her husband during the day, and in entertaining him and

any chance visitor with her harp, or voice, or varied con-
versation in the evening. Those days upon which Mr.
Helmstedt was absent were the longest and heaviest ol
all to the recluse-but her greatest comforts were her
child, her occupations, and the contemplation of the glo-
rious scenery around her.

She could never weary of the "infinite variety" of the
sea. Some days, in line weather, when the sky was clear,
the air calm, and the water smooth, the bay spread out a
vast level mirror, framed far away by green ~shores, and
reflecting the firmament from a bosom pure and peaceable
as heaven. Other days, when the winds were rising and
the waves heaving, the whole sky lowered down upon
the sea, the wild waters leaped tp meet it, and clouds and
waves were mingled together in dreadful chaos, like two
opposing armies in mortal conflict. Some nights the
whole grand expanse of the bay was changed into an
ocean of fluid silver, with shores of diamond light, by the
shining of the full moon down upon the ~lear water and
glittering white sandy beach. Other nig7l~{s, when there
was no moon, the dark, transparent waters reflected
clearly the deep blue firmament, brilliantly studded with
stars, And between these extreme phases, under foul, or
fair days, or dark or bright nights, there was every variety
and shade of change.

iWhen the weather and her engagements permitted, Mrs.
]Ielmstedt, attended only by her faithful Newfoundlander,
"Fidelle," passed much time in walking up and down
the sandy beach, looking far out upon the free waters,
or using her spy-glass to observe some distant passing
ship and its crew. She made the most of the space al-
lotted to her. The isle, a mile 'long by a quarter broad,
was about two miles and a half around. Often, to afford
herself the longest walk, she started from some given spot.
and following the beach made the circuit of the ii~a~ ~

(



1~4 LOVE'S LABOR WON. LOVE'S LABOR WON. 155
A long and varied walk for a stranger; hut monotonoi~s
to her who had no other, and who from her earliest in.
fancy had been a natural rambler. She who, through
childhood and youth, had delighted to wander out among
the wild scenes of nature, and lose herself amid the path-
less woods; or to spring upon her favorite steed and fly
over hill and vale, miles and miles away; or jump into a
boat, propelled bi~her own single hand, and explore the
coast with its frequent points and headlands, creeks and
inlets, felt most severely and bitterly this constraint upon
her motions. She never complained, in word, or even in
look; she accepted the suffering and hid it deep in her
heart with her secret sorrow. Both preyed upon her
health of i~iind and body. Daily her form grew thinner,
and the fire in her cheeks and eyes brighter and fiercer.

Philip Helmstedt observed all this with pain and dread.
Yet his pride and firmness would not permit him to yield.
one tittle.

This 15 a conflict between~ our wills, Marguerite," he
said, "and one in which you should, at once, as you must
sooner or later, yield."

"I will when I can, Philip !"
"You must, for yo~re very weary of this island."
"I have not said so.
"You are very obstinate, Mrs. Ilelmstedt."
"I am very unhappy in offending you-..that is a greater

sorrow to me than my restraint."
"They are the same in fact. Remember, Marguerite,

that you are your own custodian, and knoW how to get
your liberty. Speak and you are free I"

"Would, indeed, that I might utter the words you wish
to hear, Philip Helmst~dt. Alas, I cannot 1"

"Will not, you mean. Very well, Marguerite, then
remember that you choose this confinement to the island."

She bowed her head in proud, though sad acquiescence,

saying, ' Be it so! I accept your version of the affidr,
Philip. I choose this confinement to the island."

Mrs. Helmstedt's immense wealth was for the present
not only of no use, but of some vexation to her ; ~it was
troublesome to manage, upon account of her various es~
tates, being in places distant, or of difficult access; and
some four or five times in the course of each year, it be-
came necessary for Mr. Relmstedt to make a journey of
three or four weeks for the settlement of accounts.

These absences were so trying tQ the secluded woman,
who had no companion but her husband, and could scarcely
bear to lose him for a day, that she suggested to Mr.
Helmstedt that they should avail themselves of the first
favorable opportunity to dispose of Eagle-flight, her moun
tam farm, and of her house on Loudoun street, in Win-
chester. Whereupon, Mr. Helmstedt, who desire oth-
ing better, immediately advertised the property for sale
and soon found purchasers. When the transfer w~as made
and price paid, Mr. Helmstedt consulted his wife in re~
gard to the disposition of the purchase money.

" Invest it in your own name, and in any way you see
fit, dear Philip," she said.

And he probably took her at her wo~d, for the sub~eet
was never renewed between them.

Plover's Point% her most valuable estate, being but
fifteen miles up the river, on the Virginia side, was so
readily accessible that it~ had been permitted to remain
under cultivation, in the hands of an overseer, subject to
the occasional supervision of the master. taut at last an
opportunity was presented of selling the place for a very
liberal price, and Mr. Helmstedt made known the fact tc
his wife. But Marguerite declined disposing of Plover's
Point upon any terms whatever.

"It was my mother's ancestral home, ~nd my own~ birtb
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ni/~Iwishplace, dearest Philip! As my mother left it to
to leave it to my daughter."

"As you please," said her husband, and dropped the
subject.

A few days after that, he came to her with an inquiry
whether she would be willing to give a lease of the pro.
perty for a term of years. And glad to be able~ to n~eet
his wishes at any point, Mrs. Helmstedt at once agreed to
the proposition.

The new tenant of Plover's Point was Dr. Hartley,
with his wife, son and daughter. whey were a great ac-
cession to the neighborhood, for though fifteen miles up
the river, they were in that spare district considered
neighbors, The Houstons, Comptons and Wellworths
calle upon them, as also did 1~r. Helmstedt, who apolo-
gize r the non-appearance of his wife, saying that ~Mrs.
Helmstedt suffered in health and spirits, and never left
her home; and expressed a hope that they would dispense
with form and visit her there. And this, at last, Doctor
and Mrs. Hartley decided to do, and after having once
made the acquaintance of Marguerite, they felt powerfully
attracted to pursue it.

About this time, being five years from the birth of her
*

daughter, Marguerite became the mother of an infant son,
who merely opened his eyes upon this world, to close
them again immediately in death.

The loss of the babe was a severe disappointment to Mr.
Helmstedt, and for that reason a heavier sorrow to Mare
guerite. Her health was now so enfeebled that her phy-
sician, Dr. Hartley, earnestly advised a change of air and
scene; and his advice was warmly seconded by her friends
at Buzzard's Bluff.

This consultation took place in the presence of Mar.
guerite, who smiled proudly and mournfully.

Her husband answered,

LOVE'S LABOR WON. 157

"Tt shall be just as Mrs. Helmstedt decides; but as
~he has confined herself exclusively to her home, against
the wishes and advice 6f all her friends, for mor~rVhan
five years, I greatly fear that she will not be induced, by
anybody, to leave it."

Mrs. Houston replied,
"Think of it, Dr. Hartley. Mrs. Helmstedt has not

set foot off this island for nearly six years! enough in
itself to ruin her health and spirits."

"Quite enough, indeed," said the kind-hearted physi-
cian, adding, "I hope, Mr. Helmstedt, that you will be
able to persuade your wife to leave here for a time."

"I shall endeavor to do so,". gravely answered that
gentleman.

And when the visitors had all departed, and Mr. m~
stedt was alone with his wife, he took her white, ~ns..
parent hand, and gazing mournfully into her emaciated,
but still brilliantly beautiful face, said,

Marguerite, will you. have mercy on yourself! will you
save your life? will you, in a word, make the revelation
I require as your only possible ransom, so that I may
take you where you may recover your health? Will you,
Marguerite ?"

She shook her head in sorrowful pride.
"Have you so mistaken me after all these years, Philip!

and do you think that the revelation I could not make for
your dear sake six years ago, I can make now for my own?
No, Philip, no."

'And again, for a time, the harassing subject was
dropped.

Mrs. Helmstedt had one dear consolation; a lone
angel was ever at her side, her little daughter "Margaret,' 1

as her Anglo Saxon father preferred to write the Dame.
As the lady's health temporarily rallied, her sweetest em*
ployment wa*s that of educating this child.
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Margaret had inherited little of her mother's trans-
cendant beauty and genius; but the sl\adow of that
mother's woe lay lingering in her eyes-those large, soft,
dark eyes, so full of earnest tenderness. Through the
dreariest seasons in all the long and drt~ary years of her
confinement-those desolate seasons when Mr. Helmstedt
was varying the scene of his life at Baltimore, Annapolis,
or some other point to which business or inclination
called him; and Nellie' was enjoying the society of her
friends in Richmond, and Marguerite was left for weary
weeks and months, companionless on the island, this loving
child was her sweetest comforter. And little Margaret,
with her premature and thoughtful sympathy, better liked
to linger near her sad-browed mother, than even to leave
the ~le; but sweet as was this companionship, Mrs.
Helmstedt, with a mother's unselfish affection, was solicit-
ous that Margaret should enjoy the company of friends
of her own age, and frequently sent her, under the charge
of Ralph, or Franky Houston, to pass a day at Rockbridge
Parsonage, with Grace Wellworth, the clergyman's child,
or a week at Plover's Point with Glare Hartley, the doc-
tor's daughter; and still more frequently, she invited one
or both of those little girls to spend a few days on the
island.

But at length there came a time, when Margaret was
about twelve years of age, that she lost the society of her
young friends. Grace Wellworth and Glare Hartley were
sent up together to Richmond, under the charge of Colonel
and Mrs. Houston, who were going thither on a visit, to
enter a first-class boarding school, and thus Margaret was
left companionless; and for a little while suffered a de-
pression of spirits, strange and sad in one so young.

Mrs~Helmstedt saw this with alarm, and dreaded the
farther effect of isolation and solitude upon her loving and
sensitive child.

4

She must not suffer through my fate. Dear as she is,
she must leave me. The sins of her parents shall not be
visited upon her innocent head, said Marguerite to herself.
(Alas! Mrs. Helmstedt, how could you prevent the action
of that natural and certain consequence?) And that same
day, being in her own special parlor, of the bay window,
with Mr. Helmstedt, she said,

"Do you not think, Philip, tha1~ it would be best to send
our daughter to Richmond, to be educated with her friends
Grace and Glare ?" a

"By no means, Marguerite: the plan is not to be
thought of for a moment," answered Mr. Helmstedt, who
did not love his child with one tithe of the affection he
bestowed upon his wife-notwithstanding that through
pride and obstinacy., he still kept the latter a sort of ~pri-
sonor of honor-and who, knowing how 1dear to her was
the society of her little girl, would not let the interest of
Margaret conflict for an instant with the happiness of her
mother.

"But our child has attained an age now when she
needs the companionship of her equals, as much as she
wants Leachers."

"Marguerite! there is not in this wide world a teacher,
man or woman, so, in all respects, and for all reasons,
competent to educate your daughter as yourself. You
delight, also, in the occupation of instructing her; there-
fore, she shall not leave you."

"But her isolation-her loneliness? Her evident de-
pression of spirits ?"

" She feels the loss of her companions, as she must feel
it for some days, after which she will get over it. For the
rest, a child abroad with nature as she is, cannot suffer
from loneliness; and even if she did, her sufferings would
be less than nothing compared with what you would feel
in losing her for years."

L
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"I pray you do not consider me in this affair."
"Cease, dear Marguerite: the child is better with you,

and shall not leave you,~' said Mr. Helmstedt.
And as little Margaret entered at the same moment to

take her music lesson, the subject was dropped, and Mr.
Helmstedt left the room.

But Marguerite did not yield the point. After giving
her young daughter her lesson on the harp, and while
sitting exhausted on her sofa, she suddenly said,

"My dear, you miss Grace and Clare very much, don't
you ?"

"Yes, dear mother."
"Wouldn't you like to go to Richhiond and enter the

same school they are in ?" she inquired, pushing aside the
dark clustering curls from the child's fair forehead, and
looking wistfully into her face, which was suddenly sha-
dowed by a cloud of grief or fear. "Say, would you not,
my Margaret ?"

The little red lip quivered, and the dark eyes melted
into tears; but she answered by asking, softly,

"Do you want me to go, mamma
"I think, perhaps, it might be best that you should do

so, my love."
"Well, then, I will go," she said, meekly, struggling to

govern her feelings, and then, losing all self-control, she
burst into a fit of irrepressible weeping; in the midst of
which her father re-entered the room, and learning the
cause of Wer emotion, said,

"Cease crying this moment, Madge. You shall not
leave your mother."

"But-sir, mamma prefers that I should go ;" said the
little girl, quickly swallowing her sobs and wiping her
eyes, for sle feared even more than she loved her father,
though she loved him very much.

"Your mother prefers that you should go, only because

she sees you look sad, and fears that you feel lonesome
nere without companions of your own age."

"Oh, but-I should be more lonesome at Richmond,
away from my dear mamma," said the little maiden, with
a look of amazement, that her mother should, for a mo-
ment, think otherwise.

"Of course you would: so then let the matter rest
Mrs. Helmstedt, are you at~ length satisfied ?"

Marguerite bowed and smiled to her husband, and then
turned upon her daughter a look of ineffable tenderness,
while forming the secret resolution, that her own devoted
love and care should compensate to the maiden for the*
absence alike of teachers and companions.

And well she kept her silent promise. No princess
ever had an instructress, at once so accomplished, so com-
petent, and zealous as this little island rustic possessed in
her gifted and devoted mother. And from this day also,
whether, for her beloved mother's sa e, she shook off her
sadness, or whether a happy re-acti n had taken place,
Margaret did not appear to the least degree
from the lonQliness so dreaded for her. As other more
favored children learn to walk by nature, so this lonely
island maiden learned to ride on horseback, to row a skiff,
and to work a little sail-boat. And daily, after her les-
eons were over, she would, in her free, unquestioned way,
run down to the beach, get into her little boat and row
around the isle, or if the wind was fresh and not too high,
plant liver' slender mast and hoist her sail.

Ralph Houston was at this time at Harvard University;
but Franky was at home, preparing for college, under the
direction of the Rev. Mr. Wellworth, whom he attended
in his library three times a week. And Franky came
often to the island to see his young neighbor, Margaret,
and in his affectionate zeal would have been Graee~ Clare,
die city of Richmond and himself, all in one, for her sweet
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sake. While at home in the evenings, h~ carved "core
nelian" rings and bodkins out of broken tortoise-shell
combs, and "ivory" needle-cases and paper-folders out of
boiled mutton-bones for her; ~nd she wore and used them
because they were Franky's ~ork. And if he ha~d pocket
money, as he~ generally had,'~or he was a great favorite
with his stepmother, who liberally supplied him, he was
sure to send it by the first opportunity to the city to buy
the newest book, picture or music, for Margaret; who,
whether the present were good, bad or indifferent of its
kind, read the book, ~framed the picture, or learned the
music, because it was the gift of Franky. As time
passed, Mr. Houston observed this growing friendsh~/p
with delight~ and prophesied the future union of the youih
and m~iiden-a provision at which Franky would blush
scarlet between boyish shame and joy. Other interested
parties took cognizance of this state of affairs. Mr.
Helmstedt, whenever he gave himself the ti~ouble to think
qf his daughter's future, viewed this prospect without dis.
satisfaction, which was, perhaps, the highest degree of
approbation of which his sombre nature was now capable.
And Mrs. Helmstedt also, conscious of the precarious
hold of her feverish spirit upon her frail body, found great
comfort in the contemplation of Franky's clear mind and
affectionate heart, cheerful temper and strong attachment
to her child But if Margaret loved Franky, it was "at
second best," and as much for the sake of one far away
as for his own. There is no accounting for the wayward-
ness of the passions and affections, and if the truth must
here be told, Margaret in her secret heart better liked the
dark, earnest, thoughtful man, Ralph, who was twelve
years her senior, and whom she never saw more than
twice a year, than this fair, gay, gentle youth who was
her almost daily companion. And no one suspected tiPs
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secret which was but dimly revealed to the young maiden's
self.

But at length the passage of time brought the day
when Margaret was to lose Franky also. Ralph Houston
had graduated at Harvard, and was coming home for a
visit previous to going out to make the grand tour. And
Frank, now fully prepared to enter college, was to take
his brother's vacated rooms at the university. Nellie
Houston had appropriated all her available funds in fitting
out Franky for his new life, purchasing delicacies and
luxuries, in the way of fine and costly weari~ig appag
and elegant toilet apparatus, such as his father's prudence.
or economy would have denied him; for never did a
motJ~er dote upon an only son with a fonder affection than
did Nellie on her fair step-son, her "pretty boy," as she
called him, even after he was twenty years of age. Many
of the presents she ha4 purchased for her "boy," such as
a rich watch and chain, a costly seal ring, a heavily-chased
gold pencil-case with a ruby setting, richly-embroidered
velvet fatigue ~ap and slippers, a handsome dressing-
gown, Paris kid gloves, linen cambric handkerchiefs, per.
fumery, scented soaps, etc..-articles, some of them, only
fit for a lady's toilet, she had smuggled into his trunks,
unknown to his father; but some things accidentally fell
under the observation of the colonel, who stared in as-
tonishment.

"Why, what upon the face ot~ the earth, Nellie, do you
think Frank wants with this gimcrack ?" he said, raising
the lid of an elegant inlaid dressing-case.

"He will want it at his morning exei~cises," said Nellie.
"Ah, it is you who are making a dandy of that boy I

I shall, by-and-by, expect to hear, as the highest praise
that can be bestowed upon him, that he is 'lady-like."'

"Well, sir, your gallantry will not deny that is ve"y
high praise."

10
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"Humpli! yes! about as high as it would be to call a
lady 'manly.'~~

"Well, why shouldn't that be high praise also? Why
should not a man, with all his manliness, possess. the
delicate tastes of a woman? and why should not a
woman, with all her womanliness, possess the courage
and fortitude of a man? My Franky shall have lace
shirt-frills and collars and cuffs, if he likes; and I, if
there's to be a war with England, as they say, will ~go
aud S 'list for a. sojer,' if I like," said Nellie, petulantly.

"Ha, ha, ha! You will certainly have an opportunity,
my dear," said the colonel; then, growing serious, "for a
war can no longer be staved off."

In addition to her other efforts to please her "boy,"
Nellie determined upon giving him a farewell party, the
first party ever given in the neighborhood. It was diffi-
cult in that sparse district to "drum up" enough young
people to form a single quadrille. Grace Wellworth and
Clare Hartley were at home for the Easter holidays.
Grace had brought a schoolmate with her, and Clare had
an elder brother John; and these fo~ir were invited. Mr.
and Mrs. Helmstedt and their daughter, were of course
bidden; Nellie herself carried the invitation, with the
view of teaming Marguerite into accepting it.

"Now, Marguerite, you must be sure to come, it will
do you good. You can come over early in the afternoon
so as to get a good rest before it is time to dress, and
when all i8 over, you ean stay all night, you know. Mar-
guerite, do come. Mr. Helmstedt, lay your commands
on her, make her come, bring her,". said Nellie,. playfully
appealing to the master of the house.

"If Mrs. Helmst\edt baE~placed the slightest value upon
her husband's wishes, not to use so obnoxious a word as
r~ommands, madamshe would not have confined herself
to the island thus long," said that gentleman.

4
4
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"You will please to excuse me, dear Nellie. Mr. Helm.
stedt and Margaret will go with pleasure; but for my.
self, I cannot leave home."

"You only think so, Marguerite. I declare it is.
monomania that your friends ought not to put up with,"
said Nellie, impatiently. But her words were as vain
then as they had been for many years past.

She went home to make arrangements for her fete,
and Marguerite busied herself in preparing her daughter's
costume for the Occasion. Margaret was delighted at the

~ prospect of going to a party, a thing that she had heard
of and read of, but never witnessed. At h~ngth the all-
important day arrived. Mr. Helmstedt said that he
should attend his daughter to Buzzard's Bluff, but that
afterward he should have to leave her there ancVgo to a
political meeting at Heathville, so that she must prepare
herself to stay all night with her friends, as he should not
be able to return for her until morning.

"But then mamma will be alone all night," said Mar.
garet, uneasily.

"Never think of me, sweet girl; I shall sleep," re-
plied her mother.

Early in the afternoon, Forrest received orders to get
the "Nereide" ready to take his master and youn~ mis-
tress across to the Bluff. And Mrs~ Ilelmstedt with
affectionate care, dressed her daughter. Never ha~ Mar-
garet been in full dress before. Her attire was rather
delicate than rich, and consisted of a lace robe over a
rose-colored silk skirt, and a wreath of white and red
rose-buds in her hair. Her~white kid gloves and white
satin shoes were wrapped up to. ~be put on when sho
should reach the Bluff.

When~ all was ready, Marguerite walked down with her
husband and daughter to the~ beach to see them off. As
they reached the sands, a pleasant abject met their view.

1'
/
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It was a fairy-like boat, of elegant form, artistically
painted, of a shaded gray on the outside, and white,
flushed with rose-color, on the inside; and bore upon its
prow, in silver characters, "The Pearl Shell."

"And here is the Pearl," said KFranky Houston, who
had just leaped on shore, goingt~ Margaret and taking
her hand, "will you allow me to put her in it, Mr. Helm-
stedt ?"

"Certainly, Franky, since you were so kind as to come.
Your dainty.' shell' is also s omewhat cleaner and more
suitable to her dress than our working day boat."

"How do you do, Mrs. Helmstedt?. Come, Marga-
ret," said the youth.

"Stop, Franky, I must bid mamma good bye first,"
~replied the maiden, going up to her mother. "Sweet
mamma! you will not be lonesome 7"

"No-no, my love, I shall go to sleep-good everilng,"
said Mrs. Ilelmstedt, throwing over her daughter's head
and shoulders a fleecy white shawl, to protect her from the
sea breeze.

"Come, Margaret," pleaded her companion.
"Yes, yes, I am coming, Franky. Mamma, dearest

mamma I I do so dislike to leave you alone to-night--it
seems so cruel. We are all going b~it you. Every body
on the island, black and white, can go abroad, but you.
Mamma, why Is it? Why do you never leave the island,
dearest mamma ?" inquired ~Margaret, fixing her earnest,
tender eyes wistfully upon her mother's face.

"Because I do not will to do so, my dear; there, go
and enjoy yourself, love. See, your father and Forrest
are already in the other boat, and Franky is~ waiting to
put my pearl in his shell, Good night, sweet 1" said Mrs.
Helmstedt, kissing her daughter, with a smile so bright
that it cheered the maiden, and sent her tripping to join
her companion.

187~

The Nereide, con~ah~irg Mr. Helmstedt and his man,
had already left the shore. Frank handed Margaret into
the dainty boat, that was so perfectly clean as not to en-
danger the spotless purity of her gala dress. When she
was seated, and Franky ~had taken ~his place at the oar
and pushed a little way from the shore, he said,

"This boat is yours, you know, dear Margaret; my
parting gift; I had it built on purpose, and painted it
myself, and named it for you. 'Margaret,' you know,
means 'pearl,' and this boat that carries you is a pearl.
shell; I colored it as near like one as I could. I should
like to have the pleasure of rowing you about in it, but"
-with a deep sigh-" I can't! however, you will not
want attention, Margaret, for my brother Ralph will be
home, where I am sure he will stay; for they say that
we are on the eve of wai~ with England, in which case it
will not he expedient for him to go to Europe-so, of
course he will stay home, and equally, of course, if he is
a great Don, he will supply my place to you, Margaret!
I T

ou have not answered one word that I have said to you
~why, what is the matter 7"

Margaret, with her thoughts and affections still lingering
with her mother left behind, had turned to give her a last
look, and in doing so, had started and grown pale to see
her still standing there, her black dresar strongly marked
against the drear, white beach, alone desolate, in an atti-
tude and with an expression of utter desiiair. Margaret
had never before surprised that look of heart-broken hope
lessness upon her mother's well-guarded countenance, and
now having seen it, she never afterward in life forgot it.

"You do not speak, Margaret; yo~i do not like my
boat ?"

"Oh, indeed, I do, Franky! and you are very kind; but
I am thinking ,of mamma; I am afraid she will be lone.
some to.~.night, and indeed I wish to return to her."

&1
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"Nonsense, my dear Margaret! she would send you
off again; besides, what would your father say ?"

"But do then, look at her, Franky, where she stands
alone."

The youth turned around; but Mrs. Helmstedt saw
them watching her, smiled her bright delusive smile,
waved them adieu, and turned away.

Margaret sighed
And Franky pulled rapidly for the Bluft~, which they

reached just after sunset.
"Is not that a fine sight, Margaret ?" asked her com-

panion, as they left the boat and climbed the bluff, polnt~-
ing to the illuminated front of the mansion, that cast a
long stream of red light across the darkening water.

"Yes," said Margaret, absently; for she saw in ,her
"mind's eye," not the twenty festive lights before her, but
her mother's solitary figure left behind on the beach.

They soon arrived at the house, where the young girl
was met by Mrs. Houston, who conducted her to the
dressing-room, Where Grace Wellworth, Clare Hartley,
and half a dozen other young ladies were. arranging their
toilets. Very enthusiastic was the greeting between
Margaret and her young friends, whom she had not met
since their Teturn.

"Why what exquisite taste is displayed in your toilet,
Madge, you little rustic, one would think a city milliner
had arranged it-who dressed you ?" inquired Clare
Hartley.

"A more delicate hand~my dearest mamma," said Mar-
garet, her thoughts again reverting to the mournful figure
left standing alone on the beach.

When they were all ready, they descended to the
dancing-room-two large parlors thrown into one, bril-
liantly lighted, and half filled with a corrpany of young,
middle-aged and elderly persons, for there w~s not youth

N

.aough in that neighborhood to make a considerable
assembly of themselves. A temporary platform at one
end of the room accommodated four sable musicians, with
a large and small violin, a tambourine and banjo, which
they were tuning up with great zeal.

Frank "opened the ball" by leadingg Margaret out;
ether couples instantly followed, and the dancing coin-
menced, but through the liveliest strains of the music,
Margaret heard only her lonely mother's fond "g~ d
night," and with flying feet and beaming smiles around
her, saw only her mother's solitary figure and mournful
brow.

AU Marguerite llelmstedt.1 how could you presume
to say, "The sins of her parents shall not be visited upon
this child."

About nine o'clock the supper was served; and while
the company were crowding in to the supper-table, Mar-
garet called Franky aside and said

"Franky, the moonlight is bright upon the water; if
you love me, dear Franky, ta~e me home to mamma."

"Why you do astound me, dear Margareti what would
the company say? Mother would never let you go."

"I must steal away unobserved; for, Franky, I am
sick to return to mamma! Something draws me so
strongly that I must and will go, even if need be alone-...
do you understand ?"

"I understand, dear Madge, that you inherit firmness
from both sides of your house, and that it is of very little
use to oppose your Will, therefore, Margaret, I am at your
orders."

"Thank iou, dear Franky-now go and see that the
boat is reaay wh 4 j run and put on my other shoes and
a We can ~o, &~ Auite unobserved; and when
yapeIo~ies and adios to Mrs.

I
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Frank obeyed her.
And ten. minutes after the youth and maiden were in

the "Pearl Shell," skimming over the moonlit waters
toward the isle.

Meanwhile Mrs. llelmstedt, when she had waved adieu
tc the young people on their way to the party and turned
from them, did not go immediately home, but rambled up
toward~the north end of the island; and here she walked
up and down the sands, watching absently the monoto-
n4iis in-coming of the tide, or the leap and dip of the fish,
or the slow sailing of some laggard water-fowl through
the evening air. As far as her eye could reach not a sail
was visible in any direction; land and wt~ter was a scene
of unbroken solitude for hours while she walked there~
The sunset threw into deep shadow the long line of the

polite western shore; the sky grew dark; and still the
ad recluse pursued her lonely monotonous walk. After

awhile the full moon rose and changed the darkened bay
into a ~sea of fluid silver, and shining full against the
blackened western shore, changed it into a line bf diamond
light. Then Marguerite was aware of a sail making
down the bay, and bearing full upon the island. There
was no reason for the feeling, but the approach of this
packet lijIed the lady's mind with a strange anxiety, alike
impossible to explain or expeL~ The vessel anchored near
the isle and sent out a bo~t,~~ned by two sailors, and

* containing a third person, apparently a passenger.
The boat rowed rapidly toward the very spot upon

which the lady~ stood watching. In five minutes it
touched the sands, and the passenger, a gentleman of
about fifty years of age, stepped ashore, and wa~dng up
to Marguerite, bowed respectfully and inquired

"Will you be so good as to inform me macla w r
Mrs. Helmstedt is at prese~it at h

But as the stranger approaches~

4;
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pale, and now, leaning against a pine tree for support,
exclaimed in a faint voice,

"My God! has it come at last ?"

"I fear, madam, that I have alarmed you by my~sudden
approach; re-assure yourself, dear lady !" said the visitor,
politely.

But Marguerite, dropping her hands from before her
agonized countenance, exclaimed,

"Braunton I am I so changed, then, that you do not
know me? I am Marguerite Ilelmstedt, whom you seek.
But in the name of heaven then, what fatality has brought
you here ?"

"A. fatality indeed, madam," answered the stranger,
in a sad tone.

"Come up to the house! by a merciful chance I am
alone this evening," said the lady, struggling to sustain
herself against the agony of mind that was written in
characters of iron on her corrugated brow. The stranger
gave her his arm~as an indispensable support, and the two
proceeded toward the mansiQn.

CHAPTER 'WIIL~

LOVE, WAR, AND BETROTHAL.

Her mother smiled upon her bed,
As at its dde we knelt to wed,

And the bride rose from her knee;
And she kissed the lips of-ber mother dead

Or ever she kissed me.-E. B. Bro~onft&g.

Noz~u ever ~n~w what passed between Mrs. Helmst.dt
and the ~d stranger who was closeted with her,

I
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in her favorite parlor, for several hours, that evening.
No one was in the house, in fact, at the time, except the
lady, her venerable guest, and her two confidential ser-
vants, Hildreth and Forrest, who had, of late years, grown
into the habit of silence in regard to every thing concern-
ing their unhappy mistress. Once in the wane ~f that
evening, Forrest had 'apped at the door for orkrs, and
had caught a glimpse of his mistress's blanched and hag.
gard face, as she directed him to retire and wait until he
should hear her bell. And after waiting in the dining.
room opposite, for some hours, Forrest heard the depar-
ture of the visitor, but listened in vain for Mrs. Helm-
stedt's belL

Meanwhile the "Pearl Shell," containing Margaret and

Frank, glided swiftly over the moonlit waters. As they
neared the island, they saw another boat, containing a
pair of oarsme~i and a single passenger, push off from the
beach and row rapidly toward a schooner, anchored some
quarter of a mile off. But as it was not an unusual oc-
currence for passing vessels to send out boats to the isle
for water, wood, or provisions, purchased from the
negroes, the sight of this one leaving its shores occasioned
no remark.

"Now row swiftly home, dear Franky, or they will
wonder what has become of us," said Margaret, as soon
as she had spring upon the shore. But Franky refused
to leave her until at least he had seen her safely housed.
So he took her hand, and they ran on up the sandy
barren, through the long timothy field, through the
orchard, and through the garden, until they reached the
front piazza, where Margaret insisted 'ipon dismissing
her boy lover, who reluctantly left her. 4

And Margaret rui into the hall door, and thence into
ner mother's favorite parlor, on ~he threshold of which she
stood appalled?

The two wax candles upon the mantelpiece were burn-

ing dimly, and their pale light ft~ll ominously upon the
figure of Mrs. Helmstedt, sitting on the short sofa, with
her hands clasped rigidly together on her lap, her eyes
fixed and strained outward, and her face blanched ~nd
frozen as if the hand of death had just passed over it.

One instant Margaret stood panic-stricken, and tlAe next
she was at her mother's ~'ide, speaking to -her, kissing herb
stroking her forehead, and trying to unclasp and rub her
rigidly locked hands. For some minutes these efforts
were all in vain; and then a deep shuddering sigh, that
shook her whole form like the passage of an inward storm,
dissolved the spell that had bound her, and she grew con-
scious of the presence of her child.

"Mamma, what shall I bring jou? I had better call
Hildreth," said Margaret, softly, stealing away. But the
hand that she had been i~iibbing, now closed on hers with
a tight, restrainhig clasp, and a deep, hollow, cavernous
voice, that she scarcely recognized as her neither's,
answered,

"No-~..no.--.call no one, my child-stay with me."
Margaret dropped upon the sofa, beside her mother,

with a look of mute wonder and devoted love, and seemed
to wait her farther commands.

"My child," spoke the same hollow, cavernous, awful
N

voic~ "speak to no living soul of what you have en
to-ni~h~

"I will not, dear mamma; but tell me what I can do
for you."

"Nothing, nothing, Margaret."
"Can I not help you somehow ?"

"I am beyond help, Margaret."
"Mother, mother, trust in your loving child, the child

of your heart, who, would give you back 1~er life if she
could give you happiness with it, mother," murmured

S
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P4 Margaret, most tenderly, as she caressed and fondled the
rigid form of that dark, sorrowful woman-." trust in your
loving child, mother, your child that heard your heart
calling her to-night over the moonlIt waters, and through
all the music and laughter, came hurrying to your side."

"Ah I so you did, my dove, so you did; and I, so ab-
sorbed in my own thoughts, did not even ask you whence
you came, or how, or why."

"Franky brought me at my earnest request. Now trust
in me, dear mother, trust in your faithful child."

"If ever I be driven to lay the burden of my grief
upon any human heart, Margaret, it must be on yours-
only on yours! for little Margaret, in my life, I have loved
many and worshipped one, but I fully trust only you."

"Trust me ever, mother! trust me fully, trust me even
unto death; for I would be faithful unto death," said the
maiden, earnestly, fervently, solemnly.

"I know it, and I do trust you perfectly. Yet not
now, not just now, need I shift this weight from my heart
to yours-'tis enough that one living heart should 'bear
that burthen at a time. I may leave it to you, as a legacy,
my Margaret.~~

"A legacy-a legacy-oh! mother, what mean you ?"

inquired the maiden, as the sudden paleness of a deadly
terror overspread her sweet face.

"Nothing, nothing, my dove, that should alarm you. It
i8 the order of nature, is it not, that parents should die
before their children'? But who talks of dying now?
Your soft touches, my child, have given me new life and
strength Lend me your arm; I will retire."

"Let me sleep with you to-night, dear mother," pleaded
the maiden, from whose earnest face the paleness of fear
had not yet vanished.

An affectionate pressure of the hand was her only an-
swer. And Margaret assisted Mrs. Helmstedt to gain

her chamber. That night, in her prayers, Margaret earn
estly thanked God that she had been led to come home so
opportunely to her lonely mother's help.

And from that night the close union between the mo-
t2er and daughter seemed even more firmly cemented.

The neit day Mr. Helmstedt returned. He had spent
the night at Heatliville, and called in the morning at
Buzzard's Bluff for Margaret, and hearing that she had
grown anxious upon account of her mother left alone on
the island, and had returned, he simply approved the step
and dropped the subject.

Later in the same week, Franky Houston, boy as he
was, took a tearful leave of Margaret, turning back many
times to assure her that Ralph, when he came, would not
leave her to mope in loneliness, but would certainly, to
the best of his ability, supply his (Franky's) place. And
so the candid, open-hearted boy left.

And Margaret, who had grown to understand how dear
she was to Franky, felt her heart stricken with compunc.
tion to know how glad she was that his place would soon
be supplied by Ralph.

Grace Wellworth and Clare Hartley had also returned
to their city school. And "Island Mag" was left again
companionless.

Not for a long time.
With the warm days of early summer came Ralph

Houston, as he said, for a short visit home, before he
should sail for Europe to make the grand tour.

But this month of June, 1812, was a month big with
the fate of nations as well as of individuals. The bitter
disputes between the young Republic and the "Mother
Country," like all family quarrels, did not tend toward
reconciliation, but on the contrary, month by month, and
year by year, had grown more acrid and exasperating,
until at length a war could no longer be warded oft; and
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thus, without the least preparation, either military or naval,
Congress on the eighteenth of June, 1812, declared war
against Great Britain. Never had Young America before,
and never has she since, taken so rash and impetuous a
step. Never had an unfortunate country plunged head-
long into an unequal and perilous war under more forbid-
ding circumstances; with two formidable antagonists, and
without either army or navy in readiness to meet them.
Yet no sooner had the tocsin sounded through the land,
than "the spirit of "r 6" was aroused, and an army arose
'almost as miraculously as the myrmidons of A~gina.
Simultaneously, all over the country, volunteer companies
were formed and marched toward the principal points of
gathering.

Among the first who sttLrted into action at the country's
call, was Philip Helmstedt, who set about raising a com-
pany of volunteers in his own neighborhood, and at his
own proper cost. This enterprise took him frequently
from home, and kept him absent for many days at a time.
At last, about the .ariddle of July, he had formed arid
equipped his troop of one hundred men, and was prepared
to march' them to obtain his commission from Mr. Madison.

Mrs. Helmstedt had watched his preparations for depar-
ture, with the mournful resignation of one whom sorrow
had accustomed to submission. lie was to join his men
at Belleview, and take one of the larger packets bound up
the Potomac River to the capital.

On the morning of his departure, Mrs. Ilelmstedt had
risen early to superintend the final arrangements for his
comfort. And they breakfasted alone at an early hour.
Their child had not left her chamber; her father having
taken, leave of her on the evening previous. When 'break-
fast was over, and the ~servants had withdrawn from the
room by their master's order, Mr. Helmstedt approachA
his wife, and seating himself beside her on the sofa, said,

J
"Marguerite I we are about, to part. God knows for

how long. It may be years before we meet, if, indeed, we
ever meet again, Marguerite I"

"I know how long it will be-until we meet in the
spirit world I" thought Mrs. Helmstedt; but she spoke
not, only looked lovingly, mournfully in the face of her
departing husband.

"Marguerite, shall not this painful feud of years come
to an end between us ?"

"There is not, there never has been, there never can
be, a feud between us, dearest Philip. It was my bitter
misfortune not to be able to comply with your just require-
ments. In view of that, you fixed my fate and I accepted
it. There is no feud, dearest husband."

"Marguerite, I cannot endure the thought of leaving
you for so long a time, restricted to the narrow confines
of this island, and yet I cannot do otherwise unless-."

"Dearest Philip, I have 'grown accustomed to confine-
ment on this island, and do not-." She paused ab~
ruptly.

"Marguerite, you were about to say that you do 'not
care about it; but you never uttered an untruth in your
life, and could not be betrayed into doing so now. Mare
guerite, you do care; you care bitterly about the restraint
that is placed upon your motions. Dear Marguerite, you
know the conditions of peace and freedom. Will you not,
even at this late day, accept them ?"

"Oh, Mr. llelmstedt, had it been possible for me to have
accepted these conditions, I should have done so, not for
my own advantage, but for your satisfaction, thirteen
years ago I Since that time nothing has happened. to
render the impossible possible."

"Then I am to understand, Marguerite, that you still
hold out in your resistance 7" said Mr, Helmstedt, more
gloomily than angrily.
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She did not reply at first, except by a steady, mute,
appealing look from her dark, mournful eyes. But as
Mr. Helmstedt still looked for a reply, she said,

"Dear Philip, is you remarked, we are just about to
part, and heaven only knows if ever we shall meet again
on earth. Let us not have hard feelings toward each
other."

"Good.by, Marguerite," he said, suddenly rising and
taking his hat and gloves.

"Good~by-not yet. Philip, turn: let me look at you !"
She clung tightly to the hand he had given her, and held
him fast while she fixed a long, deep gaze upon his face-
a gaze so strange, so wistful, so embarrassing, that Mr.
Helmstedt cut it short by saying, gently,

"Farewell, dearest! let me be gone."
"Not yet! oh, not yet! a moment more. !" her bosom

swelled and heaved, her lips quivered, but no tear dimmed
her brilliant, feverish eyes, that were still fixed in a riv-
eting gaze upon his face.

Mr. Helmstedt felt himself strongly moved.
"Marguerite, why Marguerite, dearest, this is not like

you! You are in soul a Spartan woman! You will re-
ceive my parting kiss now and bid me go," he said, and
opened his arms and pressed her to his heart a moment,
and then with another whispered, "Farewell," released
her~

"God bless you, Philip llelmstedt," she said.
The next instant he w~s gone. She watched him from

the door, where he was joined by his groom and valet,
down to the beach and into the boat; and then she went
up-stairs to the balcony over the bay window and watched
the boat out of sight.

j "There! That is the last! I shall never see his face
again," she murmured, in heart-brokjrn tones, and might
have cast herself upon the ground in her desolation, buI
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that two gentle arms were wound about her, and a loving
voice said,

"Dearest mother."
No more than just that-so little yet so much.
"He is gone, Margaret, your father is gone," said Mrs.

]telmstedt, passing her arm over the head of the maiden
v ud drawing it down to her bosom.-..." he is gone..-gone 1"

"I know it, dear mother, I know it; but 80 also, is
every good and true American gone, on the same path."

"True, my dove, true," said Mrs. Helmstedt; but she
did not say, what farther she felt to be true, namely, that
from her he had gone forever.

That afternoon following the departure, Ralph Houston,
with affectionate thoughtfulness, came over to cheer the
lonely ladies.

He had accompanied Mr. Helnistedt from the Bluff to
Belleveiw, and witnessed the embarkation of himself and
his company, on board the schooner Kingfisher, bound for
Alexandria and Washington, and after thus seeing ~them
off, he had ridden back as fast as possible, and crossed to
the isle. Mr. Houston spent the evening, planned some
amusement for the next afternoon, and took leave.

Ten days of weary waiting passed, and then Mrs. Helm.
stedt received a letter from her husband, announcing that
they had reached Washington; that he had received a
captain's commission; had reported himself and his come
pany ready for service; and that they were then waiting
orders.

"Has my father any idea where he will be sent, mamma?"
inquired Margaret, after this letter had been read aloud.

"No, my dear; at least he has hinted so; we must
Wait to hear."

Ten, fifteen, twenty more anxious days passed, heavily,
and then came a second letter from Mr., now Captain,
Helmstew,, post~niarked New York, and bringing the ia.

11
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Ff1 intelligence, that upon next diay succeeding writing of the
first letter, he had received orders to depart immediately
with his troops to join General Van Rennseiaer on the Cana-
dian frontier; that the suddenness of the departure and the
rapidity of the journey had prevented him, until now, from
writing a line home; but that they were now delayed inF
New York, for a day or two, waiting for a reinforce'bent

11 from the state militia.
11 This was the last letter that Mrs. Relmstedt received

for many months; but she sent on and ordered the prin-
{WI cipal Northern papers, that she might be kept advised of

the progress of the campaign.
Alas I little but continuous disaster signalized this open-

ing of the war; repeated rebuffs, varied, by small suc-
cesses, and climaxing in the defeat of Hull, and the loss
of Detroit, with all Michican territory. These calamities,
while they shocked, aroused the temperate blood of allI i~ those laggards; at home, who, until now, had looked on
philosophically, while others went forth to fight.

Colonel Houston applied for orders, and old Colonel
Compton sat in his leather arm-chair, and swore at the
gouty limb that unfitted him for service. At length the
news of the disastrous defeat of Van Rennselaer, on the
fourth of' October, followed by his resignation of the com-
mand, reached them. And when General Sniythe, of
Virginia, was appointed to fill his post, Colonel Houston
received orders to join the latter, and proceed with him
to the Northern frontier.

Ralph Houston was most anxious to enter upon the
service; but at the earnest entreaty of his father, reluc-
tantly consented to remain, for awhile, at the Bluff, for the
protection of the family left behind.

Mrs. Houston accompanied her husband as far as Buf
falo, where she remained to be in easy reach of him.

At the Bluff, were left old Colonel and Mrs. Compton
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("a comfortable couple" who were always, and especially
now in their quiet old age, company enough for each
other), and Ralph Houston as care-taker.

At the lonely , isle were left Mrs. Helmstedt and her
daughter. And very desolate would the lady haye been,
only for the presence of her "dove." Very monotonously
passed the winter days on the sea-girt isle. No visitors
came, and the mail, bringing newspapers and an occa-
sional letter from Captain Helmstedt, Mrs. Houston, or
Frank, arrived only once a week; and not always then.
But for the frequent society of Ralph Houston, who was
almost an inmate of the family, the dreary life would
have been almost insupportable to the mother and child.
While they sat at needlework in Mrs. flelmstedt's private
room, he read to them through all the forenoon; or, if the
sun was warm and the air balmy, as often happens in our
Southern winters, he invited them out to walk over the
isle; or when, in addition to war~n sun and balmy air,
there was still water, he prepared the little Pearl~ Shell,
the gift of Franky to Margaret, and took the maiden
across to the Bluff to visit the old people there. But as
no persuasion w~utd ever induce Mrs. Helmstedt to join
them in these water trips, they were at last relinquished,
or at least very seldom indulged in.

"Dear Margaret, I think~ your mother has a* natural
antipathy to water, has she not ?" asked ~alph Houston,
one day, of the girl.

"No, it is to leaving the isle; if my dear mamma was
a Catholic, I should think she had taken a vow never to
leave Helmstedt's Island. As it is, I am at a loss to
know why she ever remains here, Mr. Houston."

"I never remember to have seen her off the isle, since
she came here. There must be a cause for hor seclusion
greater than any that appears," thou~it Ralph Houston,,
as ho handed Margaret into the little skiff,, and throw lila
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glance up to the house, where from the balcony of her
chamber window, Mrs. llelmstedt watched their de-
parture from the shore. For this was upon one of those
very rare occasions when they took a little water trip,
leaving the lady alone on the isle. .As he glanced up,
Ralph thought Mrs. Helmstedt's thin face more sunken,
and her eyes more brilliant, than he had ever noticed
them before; and, for the first time, the thought that
death, speedy death, was awaiting that once glorious
woman, smote him to the heart. They were not out
long ; even Mr. Houston now no longer pleaded with
Margaret to remain out upon the water to see the wintry
sunset ; but followed her first hint to return. The winter
evenings at the isle were pleasant with Ralph Houston
for a guest. .He read to the mother and daughter, while
they sewed or sketched ; and sometimes the three formed
a little concert among themselves, Mrs. Helmstedt play-
ing on the harp, Margaret on the piano, and Ralph Hous-
ton on the flute ; and sometimes, that is to say, once a
week, or seldomer, the mail came in, bringing its keen ex-
citement ; it always reached the isle on the evening of
Saturday, when Ralph Houston was sure to remain to
hear the latest neivs of the absent. Always there were
newspapers, bringing fresh and startling news from the
Canadian frontier, the Indian settlements, or from the
ocean, where our infant navy, like young Hercules in his
cradle, was strangling the serpents of wrong and oppres-
sion, and winning more glorious laurels than were lost
upon the land. Sometimes, there came intelligence of a
disastrous loss on the northern frontier-sometimes, of a
glorious victory at sea; but whether were the news of
triumph, or defeat, it ever roused Ralph Houston's blood
almost beyond the power of his control. He chafed and
fretted like Marmion in Tantallon Hold.

".A. most unworthy task, dear Margaret, to be left at
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home to take care of two old people, who do not need
either my company or protection, while the struggling
country cries aloud for every man, capable of bearing
arms, to come to her help ! A most unworthy post is
mine !

They were standing alone within the bay window of
the parlor, on Sunday morning, after having read in the
papers, that had come the evening before, of the repulse
of Smythe at Niagara.

Ralph spoke as bitterly as he felt, the enforced inaction
of his life.
-" A most unmanly part to play !"

"' They also serve who only stand and wait,' " said
Margaret, gently.

His stern face softened instantly, and he looked on her
with a smile, full of deep tenderness and beauty, as he
answered,

" True, sweet Margaret, yet, nevertheless, the only cir-
cumstance that renders this standing and waiting en-
durable is-do you know what, dear maiden ? Your
sweet society, and the thought that I may be useful in
making the days pass less heavily to you and to her who
is dearer to you."

A swift, burning blush crimsoned the neck and face of
the young girl. And just at this juncture, Mrs. Helm-
stedt entered the room. Always her first glance was
directed in search of her daughter ; and now, she started
and pressed her hand to her heart, at the tableau that was
presented to her. Within the crimson-draped1 recess of
the bay window, the pair were standing. Ralph stood,
resting one elbow upon the frame of the harp, and 'clasp-
ing Margaret's hand, and bending over her half-averted
and deeply-blushing face. Both were too absorbed in
their own emotions, to perceive her gentle entrance, and
she stood for a minute, unobserved, gazing upon them,
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To Mrs. Helmstedt, her young daughter had, up to this
hour, seemed an unconscious child, and now she stood
revealed to her a young maiden, awakening to the con.
sciousness of loving and being loved. Yet though this
revelation was unexpected, it was not quite unaccept-
able. More than in any other man, Mrs. Helmstedt
confided in Ralph Houston for the wisdom, goodness and
power, inherent in his soul, and including in themselves
every otlwr virtue. And, after a few years, should she
live to pass them, and ~should he have the patience and
constancy to wait-with less reluctance than t6 any other
man, would she entrust the life-happiness of her only and
cherished daughter, to the charge of Ralph Houston
All this passed, in an instant, through the mind of the
mother, as she crossed the room and bade them "Good-
morning."

Margaret started; the blush deepened on her face. But
Mr. Houston, still holding her hand, and leading her from
the recess, greeted Mrs. llelmstedt affectionately, and said,
frankly, as one who would not conceal his disposition,

"I was just telling Margaret that nothing but her sweet
society, and the hope of being useful to herself and her
mother, could reconcile me, at this time, to the unworthy
inactivity of my life."

"We should indeed be very badly off without you, Mr.
Houston; butldonotsee what compensation for a dull
life, you can find in the company of a little island rustic."

"'A little island rustic,' my dear lady. I have lived in
the great world where there are more false jewels than
real ones, and I know how how to prize a real pearl that
I find amid the sea

"Do not waste poetry on my little girl, Ralph Houston."
"Again! 'little girl!' Well, I suppose she is a little

girl, scarce fourteen years of age, just in her dawn of ex~
istence! Yet the dawn is very beautiful! and we, who

are up ~early ~nough, love to watch it warm and brighten
to the perfect day," he said, bending a grave, sweet look
upon the downcast 'face of Margaret.

To break up this conversation and relieve her little
daughter's embarrassment, Mrs. 1Jeln~stedt touched the
bell and ordered breakfast to be served directly, in that
parlor; and it was speedily brought thither.

Spring at length opened, and the recluse family of the
island were once more in communication with the outside
world.

Old Colonel and Mrs. Compton paid a visit of a day
and night to Mrs. llelmstedt, and again, although they
knew it to be a mere form, renewed their oft-repeated en-
treaties that their hostess would return their visit.

The Wellworths caine and spent a couple of days, and
carried off Margaret to pass a week at the parsonage.
And during the absence of the young girl, it' should be
observed, that Ralph houston did not slacken in the least
degree his visits to the island, and his friendly attentions
to the solitary lady there.

Soon after Margaret returned home, the. Doctor and
Mrs. Hartley came to the isle to spend a day, and when
they departed took the maiden with them to Plover's
Point to spend a fortnight. Truth to tell, the young girl
did not like to leave her mother; but Mrs. llelmstedt,
ever fearful of the effect of too much isolation and soli-
t~de, upon the sensitive nature of her daughter, firmly
insisted upon her going.

Ralph Houston was ubiquitous. He did not fail in
daily visits to the island, and yet two or three times a
week he contrived to be twenty miles up the river at
Plover's Point. There~ are no secrets in a country neigh-
borhood. The attachment of Ralph Houston, the heir of
Buzzard's Bluff, to the little island maiden, was no secret,
though a great mystery to all.

,14
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"What can a man of twenty-five see in a child of four-
teen ?" asked one gossip.

"Money," quoth the other-" money; Miss Helmstedt
is the richest heiress in the whole South, as she will in-
herit both her mother's and her father's large property."

"Humph! I guess Mr. Houston will have to wait a
long time for that property; Mr. and Mrs. Helmstedt look
as if they might be the elder brother and sister, rather
than the parents of Miss Helmstedt."

"It is true they are a very youthful-looking and hand-
some pair; but at last their daughter will inherit their
property, if she lives; and meantime, when she marries,
no doubt her parents will dower her handsomely; and
that is what Mr. Houston knows. AM he sees what's
what, and takes time by the forelock, and wins her heart
before any one else dreams of laying siege to it.'

"But her parents will never permit her to marry so
young."

"Of course not; but what matter to Mr. Houston, if
he can secure her heart and her promise. He under-
stands perfectly well what he is doing. '~

Thus, with their usual perspicacity and charity, the
quidnuncs of the county settled the matter.

Meantime the news from the Canadian frontier was of
the most disheartening character. The defeat and cap-
ture of General Winchester, at Frenchtown, was followed
speedily by that of Generals Greene and Clay at Fort
Meigs, and Generals Winder and Chandler at Burlington
Heights.

Colonel Houston had been dangerously wounded, and
after lying ill two months in camp, was sent home to re-
cuperate. He arrived at the Bluff, in charge of Nellie,
who had grown to be quite a campaigner, and attended
by his faithful servant, Lemuel. Nellie could not leave
her wounded soldier, but she dispatched a note announc-

ing her arrival, and explaining her position to Mrs. Helm-
stedt, and praying that lady to come to her at once with-
out ceremony.

This was perhaps the severest trial to which Mrs.
Helmstedt's fidelity had been put. She did not hesitate
a moment, however; but wrote a reply, pleading to be
excused, upon the score of her shattered health. This
answer of course displeased little Mrs. Houston, who, in
a few days, just as soon as she could leave her invalid,
went over to the island with the intention of relieving her
heart 'by upbraiding her cold friend. But as soon as she
met Mrs. Helmstedt and saw her changed face, Nellie
burst into tears, and cast her arms about Marguerite's
neck, and had no word of reproach for the suffering
woman.

As Colonel Houston recovered from the fatigue of his
journey, and convalesced under the genial influences of
his quiet home and native air, Nellie often left him to
spend a day with Mrs. Helmstedt. And as often as
otherwise she found Ralph Houston there before her.

"That is right, Ralph," she one day said, approvingly,
"I shall be sure to tell Franky, when I write, what care
you tak~ his little sweetheart."

"Swe~etheyt ?" repeated Ralph, with a grave, dis-
pleased ~q6L

'~ Yes, ~s~veetheart, or lady-loveAr you like it better.
Di~In't you know that my Franky and little Margaret
were cut out for each other?"

"Really, no, nor do I know it now."
"Well, I inform you; so don't go too far, my fine

fellow."
Ralph was silent. These remarks affected him despite

jiis reason, and raised into importance many trifling in-
cidents until now unnoticed, such as the raillery of
Margaret upon the subject of Franky by Dr. Hartley;
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the favorite keepsakes of Margaret, all gifts of Franky;
and finally, the frequent correspondence between the
young collegian and the island maiden. Then Frank was
handsome, gay, near the age of the young girl, and had
been her intimate companion for years. All this looked
very illy ominous to the hopes of Ralph, but he gener-
ously resolved to investigate the case, and if he found an
incipient attachment existing between the youth and
maiden, to withdraw at once from the rivalship, at what-
ever cost to his own feelings. This conversation with
Mrs. Houston had occurred one Saturday afternoon, as
he was taking that, lady from Hehnstedt's Island to the
Bluff. So anxious became Ralph Houston upon this
subject, that after seeing his step-mother safe home, he
turned about and rowed swiftly to the island, and en-
tered the parlor just as Mrs. llelmstedt had received the
weekly mail.

"I felt sure you would return anti join us in discussing
the news brought by this post; and it is glorious, at last.
This paper contains an account of the repulse of Proctor
from before Fort Stevenson, by the gallant Croghan
iDo read it," said Mrs. Helmstedt, passing the paper to
Mr. Houston.

"And here I am yet !" impatiently exclaimed Ralph,
as he took the paper and sat down to assure himself of
the contents. But frequently, in the course of his pe-
rusal, he glanced over the edge of the sheet at Margaret,
who sat absorbed in the letter she was reading g.~-now
sr~iling, now looking grave, and anon with eyes swim-
ming in tears.

"Yes it was a brilliant action, and Lieut. Croghan is a
true hero," he said, as he finished the perusal and laid the
paper aside. But )iis eyes were fixed on the maiden.
Mrs. Helmstedt noticed this and said,

I
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"Margeret has a pleasant letter fi'om Franky." Ralph
visibly changed color.

"Read it, my child."
"You read it, Mr. Houston; dear Franky !" exclaimed

the girl, half smiling, half weeping, as she gave the letter
to Ralph. Mr. Houston felt that he must peruse it. It
was a frank, gay, affectionate letter, written as freely as a
boy might write to his sister, yet much more warnily than
any boy would be apt so to write. Mr. Houston could
gather nothing definite from its contents. It certainly was
not the letter of a young, diffident, uncertain lover, but It
might mean either an intimate, youthful friendship, or an
understood betrothal. Upon' the whole Ralph felt dis-
heartened; but resolved to see farther before resigning
his hopes. He arose to take leave, and declining the
friendly invitation of Mrs. Helmstedt, that he should
spend the night on the isle, departed.

The next morning, Ralph had some conversation with
his father, the result of which was the consent of Colonel
Houston that he should depart, as a volunteer, to serve
under General Browne.

The same day Mr. Houston went over to the island, to
apprize his friends there of his intended departure. Mrs.
Helmstedt was not surprised or displeased, but on the
* contrary, cordially approved his resolution. But Mar-
garet, no adept at concealment, betrayed so much deep
and keen distress, that Mr. houston's lately entertained
ideas of an attachment between herself and Frank were
all shaken. And he determined, ere the day should be
over, to satisfy himself upon that point. In the course
of his visit he conti'ived to say, aside to Mrs. Helmstedt,

"Pray, grant me a confidential interview of a few mo-
ments.

"Margaret, my child, go down to t~he quarters and see
if uncle Ben is any better to-day, and if he. Wants any

ii
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thing from the house; and if he does, have it got and seni
to him. One of our gardeners is ill, Mr. Houston. Now
then, how can I serve you ?" she asked, when her daughter
had left the room.

"Mrs. llelmstedt, what I have to say, relates to the fair
creature who has just left us. You will place confidence
in me when I assure you, that, with the exception of those
few impulsive words uttered the other morning, and af-
terward repeated to you, I have never said any thing to
your young daughter of the subject that lies nearest my
heart; because, in fact, it is an affair belonging to the
future, and I did not wish to be premature."

"You were quite right,' Ralph. It is time enough
three or four years hence for any one to think of address-
ing Margaret."

"Assuredly. But yet, as I deeply appreciate and de-
votedly love this young maiden, it behooves me to have
some security that I am not freighting with my whole
life's happiness, some untenable barque in which it may
go to the bottom."

"And what precisely do you mean by that, Mr. Hous-
ton ?"

"In a word, I have gathered from the conversation of
my fair step-mother, and from other corroborating cir-
cumstances, that there exists a sort of Paul and Virginia
affection between my younger brother Frank and Mar-
garet Helmstedt."

"Permit me to assure you that testimony and circum-
stances have deceived you. It is not so. Of Frank I can-
not speak advisedly; but, as far as her sentiments toward
him are concerned, Margaret is heart whole "

"Are you sure of this ?3' asked Ralph, with a deep joy
lighting up his dark and earnest countenance.

"Absolutely certain of it."
"Then, Mrs. lT~Imstedt, since this is so, and as I am
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about to depart for a long and dangerous service, will you
permit m~ to speak to your daughter upon this subject 7"

The lady hesitated.
"Understand me, if you please, Mrs. llelrnstedt. I

know that, even under the most auspicious circumstances,
thie marriage must be delayed for years, and under any
circumstances shall wait your fullest concurrence; for my
pearl once secured to my affections I can wait. Nor do I
wish now to bind her by any pledge to me, but leaving
her entirely free, I desire only to pledge myself to her,
that I may write to her as freely and confidentially as to
my betrothed. You can trust me to that extent, Mrs.
Jlelmstedt 7"

"I can trust you fully to any extent, iRalph Houston. It
is not lack of confidence in you. But, you understand that
I must not sanction your addresses to my daughter with-
out consulting her father. Taking for granted that your
inclinations are approved by your family, I advise you to
get Colonel Houston to write to Captain llelmstedt upon
this subject. That is the proper course to pursue, and in
the mean time I beg you to delay speaking of this matter
to Margaret until you have heard from her father."

"I will obey you, certainly, Mrs. Helmstedt, al-
though-"

"The formality is a bore, you mean. Well, I know
you think so, and yet it must be borne."

Mr. Houston arose to leave.
"Will you not wait to see Margaret ?"

"I think not now, Mrs. Helmstedt, for if she should
wear the sweet, pale face she wore just now, I should
have some trouble to keep my promise. Good morning,
madam."

The "inclinations" of Ralph Houston were highly ap-
proved by his father, who sat down the same day and
wrote to Captain Helrnstedt, asking the hand of Margaret
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in betrothal to his son, and stating that a mere betrothal
was all that was necessary to satisfy the young people for
some years.

A weary fortnight passed before there could arrive any
answer to this letter. At last, however, it came. Captain
Ilelmstedt, wiih the stately politeness of his nature, ac-
knowledged the compliment paid to his daughter; ex-
pressed the highest consideration for tl~e suitor and his
family; did not as a general thing approve of early be-
trothals or long engagements; thought this~ however, to
be an exceptional case; and concluded by referring the
matter exclusively to the maiden's mother, in whose ex-
cellent judgment and maternal affection he expressed the
highest confidence.

"There, you may look upon this as the sanction of your
addresses; for of course, I suppose, there will be no diffi~
culty raised by Mrs. llelmstedt," said Colonel Houston,
as he placed the letter in the hands of son.

"Oh, no, sir! in fact Mrs. llelmstedt has given me to
understand as much."

"What is all that about ?" inquired Nellie, who did not
happen to be au fait to these transactions.

Colonel Houston explained.
"And Margaret will engage herself to yo , Ralph, who

are teb or twelve years older than she is? And Mrs.
Helmstedt will sanction th~1t engagement? Well, well,
well."

"Why, what is the matter ?" asked Colonel ~Houston.
"This world! thisworld! I did not think that Margaret

was so light and fickle, or that her mother was so~-.
governed by worldly motives. ~

"Pray tell me what you mean ?" asked Ralph Houston,
uneasily.

"Why, the whole county knew Margaret and my Franky
were like a pair of young turtle doves. Everybody re-

marked it, and said they were born for each other! Shame
on you, Ralph Houston, to offer to supplant your younger
brother in his absence; and shame on that wanton girl
and her worldly mother to allow you to do it I"

"Nellie, come, come, this will not do," said Colonel
Houston.

"But I know what it means," Nellie continued im-
petuously, "they know you are the eldest son and heir
according to our barbarous law of primogeniture, which,
I thank heaven, Mr. Jefferson is about to get repealed,
and they think that you will have nearly all your fathers
estate, while poor Franky will have little or nothing; but
I'll see! All that I have any control over, shall go to
swell the portion of my Fran ky, until we shall see if he shall
not be a little richer than his fortunate elder brother. Oh!
the i~nprincipled creatures."

"Cornelia !" exclaimed Colonel Houston, severely.
Ralph's face flushed for an instant, and then, controlling

himself, he answered, with his usual moderation,
"You are in error, fair little ~other; I neither could,

nor would supplant any man, least of all my brother; no
such attachment as that to which you allude exists, or has
existed; I have ascertained that fact."

But Nellie angrily averted her head without deigning
to reply. And Ralph, although he had so positively re-
pudiated all belief in the groundless assertions of his step-
mother, nevertheless felt a deep uneasiness impossible to
dislodge. A single seed of distrust had been s6Wn in his
heart, whete it was destined to germinate and to be fos-
tered into strong and bitter growth.

In the midst of this conversation, the family were in-
terrupted by the entrance of Jessie Bell, or as she was
familiarly and jocosety called, Jezebel, Mrs~ Houston's
maid, who reported a messenger from the island waiting
without.
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"Let him come in here," said Colonel Houston; and
the next moment uncle Ben entered with a face so gray
and corrugated, that Mrs. Houston and Ralph became
alarmed, and simultaneously exclaimed,

"Why, old man I what is the matter ?"

"Marster in heaven knows, ma'am! but I think my
mist"ss is dying !"*

lyingg !"

Every member of the family was now upon their feet,
exclaiming and questioning in a chaos of surprise, grief,
and dismay.

"Yes, ma'am, very suddint! No, sir, dere was no good
tome of it, as we dem knew. Yes, Marse Ralph, sir, Miss
Market is with her ma, an' very much 'stress," said the
old man, answering right and left to the storm of ques.
tions that was hailed upon him.

"I'll tell you all I know 'bout it, Marse Colonel Hous-
ton, sir, if de ladies '11 hush an' listen a minute. See, las'
night I fotch de mail home 's usual. Der was a letter
from our master as pleased our mistress very much. I
never seen her in sitch sperrits-she, nor Miss Marget!
We sarvints, we all noticed it, and saiU how something
was gwine happen. Same way dis morning , Miss Marget
and her mother both in sitch sporrits at the breakfas'-table.
.Arter breakfast' dey .went out long o' me in de garden, to
'rect me 'bout transplantin' some late flowers, and we wor
all busy, when all of a suddint mistress give a short, low
scream, and when we all looked up, there stood mistress as
white as a lilly, pressing her hand to her heart and staring
straight before her. We glanced roun' to see what scared
she; and it was a little, old, leaky, boat with one oar, and
a young man in a shabby uniform, like a runaway sojer,
just stepping from it on to the beach. He came up while
mist~ss stood there pale as death and pressing her hand
on her heart; and he etched his cap sort o' half inipident

V4
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and half sorrowful. Mistress raised her hand for a minit
as if to check him, and then she beckoned him to foIJ ~W
her, and went on to the house. Miss Marget looked
uneasy, an' I did i~'t know what to make of it. More'n
two hours passed,\and then the young man came out,
walking fast, with his he ad down, and passed right by
without seeing us, and got into his leaky~boat, and pushed
off as if the old inemy was arter him.

"Miss Marget ran in the house to her mother. But
in two minutes we heard her screaming like she was mad,
and we all about the place rushed into the house, and up
the stairs, into mistress' chamber. And there we saw our
mistress, lying on the floor, like one stone dead; and
Miss Marget wringing her hands and crying, and trying
to raise her. We were all scared almost to death, for
there, besides, was the cabinet, where the plate and jew~
elry is kept, all open; and we made sure that that sorterr
had robbed aii~d frightened mistress into this swoon.~ For-
rest went arter the doctor; and Hildreth and aunt Hap-
zibah put her to bed, and tried o ry way to fetch her
round. But when she come to self, she fell into con-
vulsions; and when that was over, she sunk into the
same swoop~ Then aunt Hapsy sent me, pos' has'e,
arter Miss Nellie an' Mr. Ralph. An' here I is, an'
dat's all."

Nellie, who looked very pale and anxious, now
touched the bell, and summoned Jezebel to bring her
scarf, bonnet and gloves, while Mr. Houston went out to
order the boat got ready to take them to the* island.

And in less than a quarter of an hour, Mrs. Houston
and Ralph, forgetful of their late feud in their common
cause of anxiety, were seated side by side in the boat,
that, propelled by six stalwart negro oarsmen, glickd with
directness and rapidity toward the island. As soon as
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195



198 LOVE' S LABOR WON.

the boat touched the beach, Nellie sprang out, and with.
ou~ waiting an instant for Ralph, hurried to the house;

"i.' her own bed-room, Mrs. Houston," was the mourn.
ful reply of Hildreth. to that lady's hasty question.

Nellie hastened up-stairs and entered the chamber of
sickness and death. Coming out of the brilliant light
into the half-darkened room, Nellie at first saw only Dr.
Hartley standing at the foot of the bed; as she advanced,
she found Margaret, pale, but ~still and self-collected, at
the head. Nellie's haste and anxiety sunk into awe as
she saw, extended on the bed, the ruin of the once beau-
tiful Marguerite fle Lancie. 411 her late displeasure was
forgottenn or repented, as she gazed upon that form and
face so magnificent even in wreck. The pillows had been
withdrawn to give her easier breathing, and her superb
head lay low; the lace night-cap had been removed to
give coolness to her throbbing temples, and her rich, pur-
plish black tresses, unbound, rolled in mournful splendor
down each side of her pallid, sunken face, and flowed
along upon the white ounterpane; her eyes were half
closed in that fearful te that is not sleep or waking,
and that Nellie at first sight believed to be death.

Mrs. Houston turned an appealing glance to the physi-
cian, who bent forward and murmured in an almost in.
audible tone.

"She is easier than she has been since her attack, ma-
dam. She has been resting thus for" (the doctor took
out and consulted his watch) "twenty-five minutes."

"But what, then, is the nature of her illness ?"
"An acute attack of her old disease, brought on appa-

rently by some great shock."
"Is she in imminent danger ?"
"FIush-.--~sh I" said the physician, glancing toward his

patient. Nellie followed that glance, and saw that Mrs
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Ftelmstedt s eyes were open, and that she was attending
~o tl$ir conversation.

"Oh, Marguerite! dear Marguerite I what is this ?"
cried Mrs. Houston, bending over her friend and dropping
tears and kisses on her death-like brow.

"Nothing unusual, Nellie; only the 'one event' that
'happeneth to all';' only AeRtb.. Though in truth, it is
inconvenient to die just novr,~1ellie ~ this morning I had
no reason to expect the messenger; and to say truth, I
was in no respect ready."

"Marguerite I dear Marguerite! let me send for the
- minister," said Nellie, wringii~Jxer hands and dropping

fast tears.
"No; what good can the minister do me, think you?

No, Nellie; that is not what I meant1. If I have lived all
my days for the pride of life s 4~affections of the flesh,
at least I will not mock God n '~With the 'offer of a heart
that these idols have ground' to dust. As I have lived,
will I die, without adding fear an4 self-deception te the

* catalogue of my follies." Mrs. flelmstedt spoke faintly
and at intervals, and now she~' pi~u~ed longer than usual,
and gathering breath, resumed,

"But since this summons has found me unready, in
other respects which may be remedied I mus~t use the
hours left foi~ action~ Nellie, TN~eIlj#~ this is no time for
useless tears," she added, seeiDg Mrs. Houston weeping
vehemently.; "you must aid me. Dr.. Hs*t1ey,~will you
grant ' '~ few moments alone with my friend. ?"

* unless you both promise that yoi~r interview is
not to be exciting or exhausting."

"We promi doctor, that on the contrary, it shall be
soothing. et my chilg, attend the doctor' down
into the p~lor, ~' bd see that refreshments are placed
before him."

Pale :8~ still and self-governed, the young n~iden fol.
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lowed the physician from the chamber. And the friends
were left alone.

"Colonel Houston got a letter from my husband yes-
terday 7" inquired Mrs. Helmstedt.

"He got it this morning, dear Marguerite."
"I received one from my husband last night; he spoke

of one mailed at the same time to Colonel Houston; he
consents to the betrothal of Margaret to Ralph, or rather,
he refers the matter to me, which amounts to the same
thing. Nellie, I have but a few ho~rs to live; before I
die I wish to place the hand of my ~hild in that of Ralph
in solemn betrothal; and, when Iii~est in the grave, you
will take my orphan child as your daughter home, and
comfort her until her father, to ~whoin Dr. Hartley has
written, arrives. Oh, Nellie, be kind to my dove I"

"Indeed I will! Oh, indeed I will, though I was dis-
appointed for Franky! I will love her as tenderly as if
she were my own. Don't doubt me. You know I have
always been a good step-mother 7"

"An excellent one, dear Nellie."
"And don't you know, then, how tenderly I should

cherish yo~ir orphan child? I have two sons; but no
daughter; I should take Margaret to my heart as a much
desired daughter," said Nellie, earnestly, and at that mo-
ment, in that mood, she sincerely meant all she said.

"Thank you, dear Nellie. Margaret will, at\~the ago
of eighteen, inherit the greater portion of my patrimony,
including Plover's Point, which has been secur her.~
This will make her independent. Upon the demise of~her
father.-long and happily may he yet live-she will come
into the p6~'ssession of one of the largest tunes in the
South. Ralph's expectations, I know, or', ~arly equal;
therefore, deny her no indulgence, no wt~h of her heart
that wealth can satisfy; for Margaret is not selfish or ex-
acting, and will make no unreasonable demands. - But

bow I twaddle. Have the soul of kindness toward my
orphan girl, and that will teach yott what to do."

"Don't doubt me, Marguerite. I will swear to you if
you, require it,~' said Nellie, who believed herself to be
as constant as she was fervent.

"It is enough! Is Ralph here ?"
"Yes, dearest Marguerite."
"Let him be called at once."
Nellie flew to do her friend's bidding, and swiftly re

turned with Mr. Houston.
"Draw near, dearest Ralph; looking my face; but dos,

not look so shocked; you read what is before me, and
what I wish you to do; you have seen my husband's letter
to your father; there is another, which came yesterday to
me; Margaret will show it to you; go to her, dearest
Ralph; she has read her father's letter, and is prepared
to hea ou have to say; go to her now, for I would

before sunset; do not leave her again until
I leave he then take her with you to your parents'
home to await her fathei9s coming. And oh! Ralph! as
you hope for the blessing of God at your greatest need,
comfort your orphan b as only you can comforL~ her."

"As God hears me !" said Ralph Houston, reverently,
dropping upon one knee, and bending his noble head over
the wan hand the lady had extended to him.

"Go to her now, Ralph, for I would~join your hands
before sunset."

Ralph pressed the wasted fingers to his lips, arose and
went out, in search of Margaret.

H' found the maiden alone in her mother's favorite
parlor. Dr. Hartley had gone out to send messengers
for Mr. Well~orth an~d Colonel Houston to come imme-
diately to the island, if they wished to see Mrs. Helrnstedt
once nwre in life. And Margaret had thrown herself
down upon the sofa in solitude, to give way to the tor-

L
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rent of grief, that she had so heroically suppressed in the
sick.room of her mother.

Ralph Houston entered the sacred precincts of her fill
grief, as reverently as he had left the death-chamber of
her mother. He closed the door softly, advanced and
knelt an instant to press a pure kiss upon her tearful
face ;. then rising he lifted her, tenderly, from the sofa, and
gathered her to his bosom.

"Permit me, dearest," he said, "for henceforth your
801'i'0W8 are also mine."

What farther he said is sacred between those two
hearts.

The day waned-the shadows of evening gathered
over the earth, and the shadows of death over the chain.
her.

Mr. Wellworth and Colonel Houston arriv d abotit the
same time.

The clergyman was immediately sho into the
chamber of Mrs. Eelmstedt. ~he w g rapidly.
He went gravely to her side, ~g sorrow for her
illness,~and anxiety to hear how she felt. A.nd finding
from h~r answers that she sti med full possession of
her brilliant intefi!~t, he drew a c air, sat down, and en-
tered upon religious topics.

But Mrs. Helinstedt smiled mournfully, and stopped
him, saying,

"Too late, good friend, too late; I would that I had
had your Christian faith imprinted upon my hea4~ while
it was soft enough to receive the impression-it might
have made me h ppier at this hour; but it is too late, anl
it does not mat er

"Not mat rI that you have no faith! Oh! Mrs.
Hehnstedt, my child, is it possible that with all your
splendor of-intellectual endowments~you lack faith !"

Marguerite smiled more mournfully than before. "I

believe in God, because I see him. in his glorious works;
I believe in Christ as a wonder that once existed on this
earth; but-as fo a future state .of rewards and punish.
inents-as for o mortality, I tell you, despite all the
gifts of into ith which you credit me, and my ex-
tensive re ration and experience, at this hour
I know no ore in the next I shall be; or whether with
the stopp of this beating brain, and the cooling of this
burning heart, ought and affection will cease to exist;
or if they wil transferred to another form and sphere.
I know nothing."

"Goa have mercy on you !" prayed the good minister,
ho would then and there have sought to inspire the

'~ving faith,'~ but that the dying woman silenced him.
"'1'oo late, dear friend, too late; the short time left me

must be gi not to selfish thoughts of my own uncer-
tain fi~.t~e, b o the welfare of those I am. about to
leave. ~Wt~ ) lease to mjng the bell ?"

The minister complied.
Mrs. Houston forestalled every servant by hastening to

answer the summons.
"Dear Nellie, bring Ralph and Margaret to '~ine, an

ask your husband and the doctor to attend. And le
lights be brought, Nellie; it is growing dusky here, or
else my sight is failing, and I would see the fttce of my
child plainly."

Nellie stopped an instant to press a~kiss upon the
clammy brow of her friend, and then hastened to do her
bidding

A few minutes after, the door opened, and Ralph Hous-
ton entered, reverently supporting the pale but self-
controlled maiden on his arm, and accompanied by his
father, step-mother, and the doctor.

They approached the bed, and grouped themselves
around it. On the right side stqod Ralph, Margaret, and
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Mr. Wellworth; on the left, Colonel and Mrs. Houston
and Doctor Hartley.

The dying woman turned her dark e~tes from one group
to the other, and then spoke.

"We sent for you, Mr. Wellworth, to jo~i the hands of
this young pair-not in marriage, for e of them
is much too youthful; but in a solemn e rothal, that
shall possess all the sanctity, if not the al force of
marriage. Will you do this ?"

"I will do every thing in my power to serve Mrs.
Helmstedt or her family," said the clergyman.

"Margaret, my love, draw this ring from my finger,
and hand it to Mr. Wellworth, who will give it to Ralph,"
said Mrs. Helmstedt, holding out her thin, transparent
hand, from the fourth finger of which Margaret drew the
plain gold circlet, her mother's wedding ring, and passed
it to the minister, who put it in th~ hand of Ralph
Houston. Then the dying woman ti~ ed her solemn
eyes upon Mr. Houston, and in a voice thrilling with the
depth and strength of a mother's deathless love, said,

"Ralph Houston, you promise here, in the awful pres-
ence of God-of the living, and of the dying-to love

~ and respect this maiden, as your destined wife, and to
wed her when she shall have attained a suitable age ?"

Ralph passed his arm protectingly around the half-
sinking form of Margaret, and answered, slowly and
solemnly,

"In the presence of God, and of her mother, I promise
to love, and honor and serve, my a~ffianced bride, Mar.
garet, until such time as she shall bestow her hand in full
1.iarriage on me, and thenceforth forever. So help me
God and all good angels."

"Amen. N&w place the ring upon her finger."
Ralph Houston obeyed; and then Mrs. Helmstedt

beckoned them to draw nearer, and taking the hand of

Margaret, she placed it in that of Ralph, saying, aol.
einnly,

"Ralph Houston, I bestow upon you ~ny heart's
precious child-my dove, as you have heard me call her.
Oh, be tender with her. And may God so love and bless
you, as you sb~aR love and bless the dove that is to nestle

~in your home."
"Amen 1" in turn said Ralph.
And still holding their hands together, Mrs. ]Ielmstedt

s-skeptic for herself, believer for her child-called on
Mr. Wellworth to seal and bless this betrothal with
prayer and benediction.

At the signal of the minister, all knelt. And while
Mrs. Helmstedt still held together the hands of the young
couple, Mr. Wellworth reverently lifted his voice and
prayed God's blessing upon the living and the dying.

They all arose from their knees, and Mrs. Helmstedt
pressed those joined hands to her lips before she released
them. She was very much exhausted, and turning to
the doctor, whispered, in a voice nearly extinct through
faintness,

"Doctor, I must live an hour longer-one hour longer,
doctor-is there no potential drug that will keep life in
this frame for an hour ?"

"You may live many hours, or even ~iays-nay, you
may even recover, dear lady-for while there is life there
is hope. Now, you are &nly exhausted, and this will restore
you," said the physician, pouring out a cordial, and
placing it to her lips.

"Thank you; yes, this is reviving !" answered Mrs
llelmstedt, drawing one deep, free breath.

"And now you must lie still a~nd rest."
"I will-soon. Dear friends," she continued, address-

ing the group around the bed, "you will please withdraw
now and leave me alone with my child. Go you also9
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dear Ralph, and leave Margaret with me. You will have
her all to yourself soon. Well then, kiss me before you
go," she added, seeing Ralph Houston hesitated. He
bent dowh and pressed a reverential kiss upon her cold
forehead, and a loving one upon her fading lips, and then
arose and silently followed the others from the room.

And the mother and child were left alone.
The room seemed changed and darkened~ The shadow

of some "coming event" other than death hung over
them. ~

Mrs. Helmstedt lay with her hands folded in what
seemed prayer; but was only deep thought.

M~r~areV stood affectionately waiting her wishes.
Neither Ice for a few minutes.
Then M& B~lmste&t said, in a changed and solemn

voice, whose sound caused Margaret's heart to thrill with
*t~sp~e dread,

"Oome hither, my dove."
"I am here, sweet, dear mother," replied the girl,

striving to repress her grief.
The lady opened her eyes.
"Come sit upon the bed beside me-sit so that I can

see your face-give me your hand."
Margaret obeyed, silently praying God to give her

strength to repress the flood of tears that were ready to
gush forth.

"Little Margaret, for* though you are an affianced
bride, you are still my little Margaret," said the, lady,
closing her fingers upon the soft band, and gazing fondly
into the dark, true, tender eyes of the maiden, "little
Margaret, some time ago, when .your loving heart led you
to leave a festive scene to rejoin your lonely mother; and
you surprised me prostrated with grief and dismay, you
i mplored me to confide my sorrows to your faithful heart;
and I told you that if ever I were driven to trust the ter~

rible secret of my life to mortal man or woman, it should
be to my loving, loyal child-only to her. You remem-
ber ?"

"Oh, yes-yes, mamma 1"
"That time has come, my dove! I have a precious

trust to bequeath as a legacy to soi~e bae; it is a secret
that has been the grief aitd bane and terror of my life; a
secret that lies as yet between my ~ouI~ and God; yet
must I not go hence and leave no clue to its discovery.

Little daughter-as I said once before-I Io~e many, I
worship one, I trust only you; for of all the people I
have known, loved, and respected, you are the most true-
hearted, I think also the wisest. Dear child, I will not
bind you by any promise to keep the secret about to be
entrusted to your charge, for I feel sure that for my sake
you will keep it."

"Through life and unto death, mamma; the rack should
not wring it from me; may God so keep my soul as I
shall keep your secret, mother."

"Nay, nay, there is a contingency, my child, under
which you might reveal it; and it is to provide for this
possible contingency that 1 feel constrained to leave this
secretiwith you."

"I will be faithful, dearest mother."
"I know it, my dove !-sit closer now and listen. But'

stop-first go and see if the door is closed."
"It is closed, dear mother."
"Ah, but go and lock it, my child."
Margaret complied.
"It is fast now, dear mother."
"Come then and sit upon the~ bed where you were

before, so that I can see your sweet face; give me your
dear hand again-there I-now listen."



CHAPTER IX.

FALLING ASLEEP.

oh, mother Earth I upon thy lap
Thy weary ones receiving,

And o'er them, silent as a dream,
* Thy grassy mantle weaving,
Fold softly, in thy long embrace,

That heart so worn and broken,
And cool its pulse of fire beneath

Thy shadows old and oaken.-.- Wktttier.

MEANWHILE, the friends assembled down-stairs, in Mrs.
llelmstedt's parlor, waited anxiously for her summons.

Presently, the bell rang, and Nellie Houston sprang up
quickly to answer it. And soon after she left, Margaret
appeared, but with a face so changed, so aghast, that all
who beheld it were stricken with fear and wonder. It
wore no expression of grief, or terror, or anxiety-it
looked as if all these emotions were impossible to it,
hencef6rth---.it looked awed and appalled, as though some
tremendous revelation of sin or suffering, or both, had
fallen like a thunderbolt upon that you~g brow, and
stricken childhood from it at once and forever.

Ralph Houston, who was waiting for her appearance,
sprang up to meet her, and, alarmed at her expression of
countenance, hastened towardher, exclaiming,

"Margaret, Margaret! what is it ?"

But, with a gesture of almost awful solemnity, she
waived him away, and, silent as a visitant from the grave,
passed through and left the room.

Ralph gazed after her in consternation, and then turned
npon his father a look of mute inquiry.
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The colonel gravely shook his bead, and remained silent.
Margaret did not return.
Some hours subsequent to this, near midnight, were

assembled, in the chamber of death, o~d Colonel and Mrs.
Compton, the Houstons, Dr. flartle~\ and Mr. Wellworth
.-all the family and friends~ in fact-except Margaret.
She had not made her appearance sinc~. With that look
of anni1~ilated youth, she had passed through the parlor,
and gone out. All wondered at her absence from the
dying bed of her idolized mother; but none expressed an
opinion upon the subject.

The chamber was dimly lighted, by a shaded lamp that
stood upon the hearth, and reversing the natural course of
light, threw the shadows, in strange fantastic shapes, to
the ceiling. It projected the shadow of Mr. Wellwortli,
who stood at Mrs. Helmstedt's feet, up over the bed, uitil
it looked like the form of some dark spirit, swooping down
to snatch the soul of the dying.

Mrs. ILelmstedt lay on her back, with her head~quite
low, and her hands wandering gently over the white quilt,
as if in search of some other, clasping hands-sometimes
murmuring softly to herself in calm delirium, and occa-
sionally opening her eyes and looking around cognizantly 2,
as though recognizing all who were~ present, an~missin~
one who was not.

Nellie stood at her right hand, often ben ing anxiously
over her.

Another hour passed; and still Marguerite Helmstedt
lay in a state of gentle whispering delirium, varied with
brief, lucid intervals. Was it in the former, or the latter
of these conditions, that she breathed the name of her
mother, then of her father, then of Nellie?

At the sound of her own name, Mrs. Houston bent to
listen to her words.

"Nellie, dearest," she murmured, very softly, "when
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prisoners die, their bodies are given up to their friends,
are, they not ?"

"Yes, surely, dearest Marguerite, when they have
friends to claim their bodies," answered the lady, greatly
wondering at the strange direction the dying woman's
delirium had now. taken.

"And if they have not friends, then they are buried in
the prison grou~iids, are they not 7" continued Mrs. Helm.
stedt.

"Of course, I suppose so, dear Mai~guerite."
"But, Nellie, I have friends to claim my body, after

death, have I not 7"
"What do you say, dearest ?" inquired Mrs. Houston,

bending closer down, for the voice of the dying was
nearly extinct.

' I say, Nellie, dear, when my spirit flees, it would not
leave this poor, racked frame behind in the prison. Claim
my body, Nellie, and bury it anywhere I anywhere! out
of this prison I"

"Yes, dearest Marguerite; be content; I will do it,"
answered Mrs. Houston, soothingly, as she would havo

oken to a maniac.
'What does she say ?" asked old Mrs. Cozzipton.
'Oh, thing to any purpose, mother. She is wan-

dering in her mind," whispered the unsus-
picious Nell . ~4~s if calmed by her friend's promise, Mrs.
Helmstedt lay perfectly quiet for a few moments~ and
then her fair, thin hand went wandering over the quilt; as
if to clasp that other loving hand, and not meeting it, she
opened her large, dark eyes, turning them about the
du~y room, as if i~ search of some one; then she raise&
and lixed them, with a wild gaze, upon that* sinister
shadow that swooped over her head.
4t this moment, the door was quietly opened, and

'~t:argaret entered. Her face had again changed. It now
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wore th. look of one who had, in this short space of time,
snifered, struggled, arid overcome-of one who had gazed
steadily in the face of some appalling trial, and nerved
her heart to meet it-the look, in short, of a martyr who
had conquered the fear of torture and of death, and was
prepared to offer up her life. But from this, night, through
all time, Margaret's face never resumed its youthful char.
actor of simplicity and freedom..

On coming into the room, her eyes were at once turned
toward her mother, and the first object that met thefr
glance was the large, starry eyes fixed, as if magnetized,
upon the swooping shado~r on the ceiling.

Margaret went at once to the fire-place, and removed
the lamp from the hearth to the mantelpiece, and placed
an alabaster shade over it, thus reducing the BRectres, and
bringing the unnatural relations of shadow and substance
into harmony again. Then she went softly to her mother's
side, and slipped her hand into that wandering hand, thatclosed fondly and contentedly upon it. Thenow clasp
of~ her child's slender fingers seemed to recall the wan-
dering senses of Mrs. Helmstedt. Her dark eyes soft-
ened from their fixed and fiery gaze, as she turned~ them
oi~ her loving child, murmuring,

"Margaret! my little Margaret I"
And presently she said, "It is time you were at rest,

dear friends. Bid me good-night. Margaret will lie
down here by me. And we will sleep."

No one seemed inclined to comply with this proposi-
tion, until, Mrs. Helmstedt looking annoyed, Dr. Hartley
beckoned Margaret, who left her xnothei~'e side for an in'
stant, to hear what he had to ~ay.

"My dear child, I, myself, am of the opinion, that we
had all best retire from the room. Shall you be afraid to
stay here, and watch alone ?"

"Oh, no, doctor, no I"

408
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"'But not alone art thou, if One above doth guide thee
on thy way.' Very well; return to your watch, my
child, and be sure, upon the least sign of change, to call
me quietly. I shall stay in the next room."

"Yes, doctor," said Margaret, going softly back to her
place.

*"Co~e, friends, I think we had better retire and leave
this child with her mother," said the doctor.

"Bid me good-night, first," said Mrs. Helmstedt, as
they all prepared to withdraw.

They all drew near her bed-Mrs. Houston nearest.
"You last, Nellie! you last, dear Nellie !" said Mrs.

Helmstedt, as Mrs. Houston stooped to receive her kiss.
One by one, they bade her good-night,. and left the

room. Mrs. Houston, by request, lingered longer.
"Come closer, Nellie-closer still-bend down," whis-

pered Mrs. Helmstedt, "I have one last favor to ask of
you, dear Nellie. A trifle-yet I implore it. A foolish
one, perhaps; for little may reck the soul, even if it sur-
vive, where or how the cast-off body lies. But do not
lay me here, Nellie! Lay me at the feet of my father
and mother, under the old trees at Plover's Point. Do
you promise me

"Yes, yes, dearest Margaret," faltered Nellie, through
her gushing tears.

"Now kiss me and go to bed. Good-night."
Mrs. Houston left the room, and the mother and child

were once more alone tog(4her.
"Are you sleepy, little Margaret?"
"No, dearest mamma."
"I am, and so ought you to be, my dove. Come, loosen

your wrapper; lie down on the bed beside me, and I will
pat your little shoulder softly, until we both fall to sleep,
as we used to do long ago, Margaret," said Mrs. Helm-
stedt, speaking with a playfulness, strange and incom-

f

prehensible to her~ child, who, though her heart seemed
almost breaking, and though these tender words and acts
weakened and unnerved her, prepared to comply. Once
more, she lay down by her mother's side, and felt the.
gentle hand upon her neck, and the cooing voice in her
ear, as that dying mother sought, as heretofore, to soothe
her child to sleep.

Let us draw the curtain and leave them so.
The friends, dismissed from Mrs. Helmstedt's death

bed, re-assembled in the parlor. The sloctor lingered.
there for a moment to take some little refreshment pre-
vious to r suing his watch in the spare room above.

"What do you think of her now, doctor ?" inquired
Mrs. Compton.

"I think, madam, that the quieter she remains, the
longer her life will last. She will live, through the night
probably~through the morrow possibly."

The night indeed was far spent. No one, thought of
retiring to rest. The doctor took a lamp and a book, and
went softly up-stairs to sit and watch in the room ad-
joining Mrs. ILelmstedt's. And the 'party who were left
below gathered around the little wood fire, that, even at
this season, the chilly nights on the bleak island rendered
necessary.

Amid the distress and confusion that iiad reigned
throughout the house since the mistress's illness 4 no usual
household duty, save only the getting of meals, and the
making of beds, had been attended to. Among other
neglected matters, the window shutters had remained
open all night. So that the first faint dawn of morning
was plainly visible through the windows.

A ~ soon i~s it was daylight, the sad party separated~
old Mrs. Compton going about to take upon herself for~
the better comfort of the family, the supervision of do-
mt~tic affairs, and Nellie stealing softly on tip-toe up to

13
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the loath chamber. Nevertheless, the watchful old
physician heard, and came to speak to her at his own
door.

"How has she passed the night, doctor ?"

"In perfect repose, as far as I can judge."
Nellie stole noiselessly into the room, softly took away

the night lamp that was still burning, then gently opened
a window to admit the fresh morning air, and finally went
up to the bedside to gaze upon the mother and child. It
was a touching picture. Both were sleeping. The
shadows of death had crept more darkly still over Mrs.
Helmstedt'5 beautiful face, but she seemed to rest quietly,
with one hand laid over Margaret's shoulder, in a pro..
testing, soothing manner. Margaret's face had the
troubled look of one who had been overcome by sleep,
in the midst, aiid despite of great sorrow. As Nellie
gazed, Mrs. llelmstedt, with the sensitiveness of the
dying, perceived her presence, and opened her eyes.

"How are you, dear Marguerite ?" inquired Nellie.
Her 'lips moved, and Nellie stopped to catch the faint

murmur that came from them.
"Hush-slit don't wake her. It took so long to get

her to sleep-and sleep is such a blessing."
"Sleep is such a blessing." These were the last words

of Marguerite Helmstedt. Saying them, her eyes turned
with unutterable love upon the little form sleeping beside
her, and her hand essayed again its soothing part, but that
dying hand was too feeble, and it slipped, powerless, from
it8 work.

Margaret, at the same moment, opened her eyes, with

that distressed, perplexed expression wherewith we first
awake after a great sorrow. But in an instant all was
remembered. Her mother dying since yesterday t Simul-
taneously with this anguish of recovered memory, came

LOVE'S LABOR WON. 213

that strange power of* self-control, with which thi3 young
creature was so greatly endowed.

"How are you, sweet mother ?" she asked, calmly.
The lips of the dying woman fluttered and faintly

smiled, but no audible sound issued thence, Her powers
of speech had failed. Margaret grew deadly pale.

"Do not be alarmed, and do not worry her with ques-
tions. She is very much exhausted. The doctor will
give her a cordial presently," said the pitying Nellie,
seeking to conceal the terrible truth. But had she looked
for an instant into that pale, resolute face, she would not
have feared any unseemly outburst of sorrow on the part
of that young girl.

Nellie, assisted by Margaret, placed Mrs. Helmstedt i~
an easier position and arranged the bed drapery. Then,

while old MrsL Compton and Dr. Hartley paid a visit to
the room, she took Margaret down-stairs and constrained
her to take a cup of coffee, that she might be able to
attend upon her mother through the day, Nellie said.
And upon this adjuration, Margaret forced herself to take
some refreshment.

After that the young girl resumed her watch, and never
again left her dying mother.

As yesterday passed, so passed this day, except that
Mrs. Helmstedt was sinking faster. As yesterday, so to-
day, she lay quietly, in a gentle, murmuring jelirium, not
one word of which was audible, but which flowed on in a
continuous stream of inarticulate music. Her life waned
with the day. Late in the afternoon, during a lucid in-
terval, 'she signed her wish that all might depart from the
room, and leave her alone with her child.

And they went.
And as upon the night preceding, so upon this after-

noon, at a sign from Mrs. flelmstedt, Margaret lay down
beside her as if consenting to take some rest. At another
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sign, she drew her mother's powerless hand over her own
shoulder. And then with a sigh of content, Mrs. Helm-
stedt closed her eyes as if to sleep.

The day was dying. The sun was sinking low on the
horizon. In the parlor below, the friends of the family
were watching its slow, but sure descent, and mentally
comparing it with the steady decline of life in one above,
and mournfully wondering whether she could live to see
another sunrise.

In the recess of the beloved bay window, Mrs. Helm-
stedt's forsaken harp still stood in mournful splendor. The
level beams of the setting sun, now shining through this
window, touched the harp, drawing from its burnished
frame responsive rays, "in lines of golden light." A mo-
inent thus stood the harp in a blaze of quivering glory,
and then, as a sheaf that is gathered up, the rays were all
withdrawn, and the sun sunk below the horizon. Simul-
taneously, as if some awful hand had swept its strings,
each chord of that harp in swift succession snapped, ~ a
long, wild, wailing diapason of melody, that died in sil~ce
with the dying sun, as though all music, light, and life
went out together, forever. All arose to their feet and
looked into each other's faces, in awe-stricken silence.
And the same instant, a sudden, prolonged, despairing
shriek rang through the house.

"It is Margaret I Something has happened I" exclaimed
Ralph Houston, breaking the spell.,
'All immediately hurried ,up-stairs with prophetic inti-

mations of what had occurred.
They were right.
Marguerite Helmstedt was dead, and her daughter was

distracted!

With matchless heroism Margaret had maintained her
self-control until now; but the grief restrained for her

i4Qliz~d mother's sake1 now broke all bounds-..-.and raged,

I
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a wild, wild storm of sorrow.' Who shall dare t1~ apa
preach her with words of comfort? Who, indeed, can
console her? Not one of you, well-meaning friends; for
you never Bounded the depths of woe like hers. Not you,
young lover; for in the passionate idolatry of her grief,
she feels that to listen to your voice, beloved as it is,
would, at this hour, be sacrilege to the presence of the
dead. Not even you, holy, eloquent minister of God.
Seek not to ~oothe her sorrow, any one of you. It were
vain, and worse than vain. It were a mocke~y>Can you
breathe the breath of life again into the cold bosom of the
dead mother that lies in yonder chamber? Can you cause
that stilled heart to beat? those closed eyes to open?
those silent lips to speak and murmur, softly, "My little'
Margaret, my dove ?" In a word, can you raise that dead
to life? If not, then go to, and trouble her not with your
commonplaces. Before the image of an only child, just
orphaned of her mother, that merely human comforter
whoTMbest comPrehends her sorrow, would stand the most
confounded-dumb. 'Leave her to God. Only He who
wounds can heal.

That afternoon, late as it was, Dr. Hartley set off for
his home, to commence preparations for the burial; as,
in accordance with Mrs. Helmstedt's directions, she was
to be laid beside her father and mother, in her ancestral
resting-ground at Plover's Point.

It was long before Margaret could be forced to leave
ber mother's chamber, and then no one knew what to do
with a child so lost in woe, until, at last, her old nurse,
Ilildreth, without venturing a single word of consolation,
just lifted and bore her away from them all-bore her up
to an old quiet attic, a sort of "chamber of desolation, '~
where she sat down and held her-still never breathing a
word~..on1y making of her own, embracing arms a physi-
cal support for the fainting form, and of her affectionate
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bosom a pillow for the weeping head. And so she held
her for hours, while she moaned and wept.

"Oh, mother, come back to me! I cannot bear it-I
cannot! Oh, God, have mercy! Send her back to me!
Thou canst do all things, dear God-send her back I"
And sometimes: "Oh, mother! do you hear me? are
you near me? where are you? Oh, take me with you!
take me with you! I am your child, your heart's child I
I cannot live without you, I cannot! Oh, my mother,
call me after you-call me, mother! Don't you hear me
.-don't you hear your child? Oh, mother, can't you
answer me-can't you answer your child? Oh, no-you
cannot-you cannot! and I am growing crazy !" And
other wild words like these; to all of which old llildreth
listened without making any expostulation, uttering any
rebuke, or offering any vain words of comfort. At last,
when exhausted nature succumbed to a deep and trance-
like sleep, old Hildreth carried her down and tenderly un-
dressed and put her to bed, and sat watching hours while
she slept.

The next morning, when Margaret opened her eyes,
her grief awoke afresh. She wished to fly immediately
to the side of her mother. But this, was strictly forbid-
den. At last, partly because she had already shed such
floods of tears, and partly because she made almost superb
human efforts to control herself, she restrained the out-
ward expression of her grief, and went to M~rs. houston
and said,

"Let me see my mother. If you do not, I shall die.
But if yoti do, I will be very quiet, I? will not make a
moan, nor shed a tear, nor utter a single complaint. Cone
eider-when the coffin is once closed I shall never-never
see her face or hold her hand again! Even now I can
never more hear her voice or meet her eyes; but I can look
upon her face, and hold her hands, and kiss her; but In a

little while I cannot even do that. Consider then how
precious, how priceless is every moment of a time so
short; and let me go."

Margaret spoke with so much self-control and forced
calmness, that her words and manner were strangely
formal. And Mrs. Houston, deceived by them, consented
to her wish.

And Margaret went down to the favorite parlor where
Mrs. ]Ielmstedt was laid out. The shutters were all
closed to darken the room; but the windows were up to
ventilate it; and the breeze blowing through the Venitian
blinds of the bay window, played upon the broken harp,
making a fitful moaning in straiage harmony with the
scene. Margaret reverently lifted the covering from the
face of the dead, and pressed kiss after kiss upon the cold
brow and lips. And then she took her seat by the side
of her dead mother, and never left her again for a moment
while she lay in that room.

The third day from that, being Saturday-, the funeral
took place. As it was to be a boat funeral, all the neigh-
bors of the adjacent shores and islands sent or brought
their boats. A large company assembled at the house.
The religious services were performed in the parlor where
the body had been first laid out.

After which~the procession formed and moved down to
the beach, where about fifty boats were moored. Not a
single sail among them, all were large or~ smaller row*
boats. The' oars were all muffled, and the oarsmen wore
badg~ of mourning on their sleeves.

~h'e is land boat, "the Nereide," had had her sails and
n~/sts all taken away, and had been painted white, and
furijished with a canopy of black velvet raised on four
poles. The twelve oarsmen seated in it were clothed in
deep mourning. Into this boat the coffin was reverently
lowered. This was the -signal for the embarkation of
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every one else. In twenty minutes every boat was ready
to fall into the procession that was beginning to form.
The boat containing the Rev. Mr. Wellworth and Dr.
Hartley led the van. Then folloWed the Nereide with its
sacred freight. Behind that came the "Pearl Shell,"
containing the orphaned girl, Mrs. Houston' and Ralph.

After them came a skiff bearing Colonel and Mrs.
Compton and Colonel Houston. Other boats, occupied
by friends and acquaintances, and others still, filled with
old family servants, followed in slow succession to the
number of fifty boats or more.

Slowly and silently the long procession moved across
the waters. It formed a spectacle solemn and impressive,
as it was strange and picturesque.

The sun was near its setting when this funeral train
reached "Plover's Point," an abrupt headland crowned
with. ancient forest trees, that nearly hid from sight the
old gray stone dwelling-house. On the west side of this
iluff, under the shadows of great elms and oaks of a hun-
dred years growth, the family resting-place lay. Here
the boats landed. The coffin was reverently lifted out.
The foot procession formed and walked slowly up the hill.
And just as the latest rays of the setting sun were flecking
all the green foliage with gold, they gathered around her
'ast bed, that had been opened under the shade of a
mighty oak. There they laid her down to rest.-

"There, where with living ear and eye
She heard Poto~nac's flowing,

And through her tall, ancestral trees,
Saw Autumn's ~unset glowing,

She sleeps-~still looking to the West,
Beneath the dark wood shadow,

As if she still would see the sun
Sink down on wave and meadow."

CHAPTER X.

TUE ORPHAN BRIDE.

"Coi~ts, Margaret, come, my dear child, it is time to go
home," said Mrs. Houston, gently trying to raise the or-
phan from her kneeling posture, by the grave.-.:" come,
dear Margaret."

"Oh, I cannot! Oh, I cannot! Not yet! Not so
soon !"

"My love, the boat is waiting and the rest of our friends
are gone.~~

"Oh, I cannot go so soon! I cannot hurry away and
leave her here alone."

"But, Margaret, it is late, and we have far to go."
"Go then, dear Mrs. Houston, and leave me here with

her. I cannot forsake her so soon. Doctor Hartleywill
let me stay ~at his house a few days to be near her,~ I
know."

"As long as you like, my dearest child! as if it. were
your own house-as it is, and as if you were my own
child," said the kind hearted physician, hiying his hand
as in benediction upon the bowed head of t~e kneeling
girl.

"But, my child, think of Ralph! You have not spoken
of him since-since your hands were united. Consider
now a little the' feelings of Ralph, who loves you so en-
tirely," whispered Mrs. Houston, stooping and caressing
her, and thinking that all good purposes must be served

in drawing the orphan girl from the last sleeping-place of
her mother.
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"Oh, I cannot! I cannot! I cannot think of any
living! I can think only of her! of her! my mother!
Oh, my mother !"

"What! not think of Ralph, who loves you so devo-
tedly 7"

"Not now! Oh, I cannot now! I should be most
unworthy of any love if I could turn from her grave, so
soon, to meet it!' Mr. Houston knows that," she pus-
Bionately cried.

"I do, my Margare.! I feel and understand it all. I
would not seek to draw you from this place; but I would
remain and mourn with you," said Ralph Houston, in a
low and reverential tone, but not so low that the good
doctor did not overhear it, for he hastened to urge,

"Remain with her then, Mr. Houston! there is no
reason why you should not, and every reason why you
should."

And so said Mrs. Houston, and so said all friends.
"But what says, my Margaret ?" inquired Ralph Hous-

ton, stooping and speaking gently.
"No, Mr. Houston, do not stay, please; leave me here~

alone with her-let her have me all to herself, for a little
while," whispered Margaret. And Ralph arose up,
thanked Doctor Hartley, and declined his hospitality.

"Good-bye then, dear Margaret! I shall come to you
in a day or two."

"Good-bye, Mrs. Houston."
"But you must not call me Mrs. Houston now, my

child. You must 'call me mother. I have no other
daughter, and you have no other mother now. Besides,
you are my daughter-in-law, you know. So you must
call me mother. '~ Say.-will you not ?"

"Oh, I cannot! I cannot, Mrs. Houston! You arc
my mother's friend, and I love you very dearly; but I
cannot give 'you her dear title. I had but one mother in

this world-in all eternity we can have but one; to call
another person so, however near and dear, would be vain
and false; excuse me, Mrs. Housto.n," said the girl,
gravely.

"As you please, then, dear. You will get over these
morbid feelings. Good-night, God bless you," said Ntrs.
Houst9n, stooping and pressing a kiss upon the brow of
her adopted daughter.

When' every one else was gone, the old doctor lingered
near Margaret.

"Will you come now, my child ?" he asked, gently.
"Presently, dear doctor. Please go and leave me here

a little while alone with her."
"If I do, will you come in before the dew begins to

fall ?"

"Yes, indeed I will."
The doctor walked away through the woods in the

direction of the house. Let us also leave the orphan to
ber sacred grief, nor inquire whether she spent the next
hour in weeping or in prayer. The doctor kept on to
the house and told his daughter Clare to prepare the best
bed-chamber for the accommodation of her friend Mar-
garet.

And before the dew fell, true to her promise, Margaret
came in.

Clare took charge of her. If ever there existed a per-
fectly sound mind in a perfectly sound body, that body
and mind was Clare Hartley's. She was "a queen of
noble nature's crowning." She was a fine, tall, well de.
veloped girl, with a fresh and ruddy complexion, hair as
black as the black eagle's crest, and eyes as bright and
'strong as his glance when sailing toward the sun; with
a cheerful smile, and a pleasant, elastic voice. She took
charge of Margaret, and in her wise, strong, loving
way, ministered to all her needs-knowing when to speak
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to her, and better still, when to be silent-when to wait
upon her, and best of all, when to leave her alone. And
Margaret was by her own desire very much left alone.

Every morning she stole from the house, and went
down through the woods to sit beside her mother's grave.
For the first few days, the hours passed there were spent
in ~inconsolable grief. Then after a week she would sit
there quietly, fearlessly, in pensive thought.

In the second week of her stay, Mrs. Houston came
and brought her clothing from the island, and with it a
large picket of linen cut out and partly sewed. This
was a set of shirts that Margaret and her mother had
been making up for her father, the very day that Mrs.
Helmstedt had been struck with her death sickness.

"I thought that if she could be interested in any of her
former occupations, her spirits might sooner rally," said
Mrs. Housto~n to Clare. And afterward in delivering the
parcel to Margaret she said,

"You know your father will be home soon, my dear,
and will want these to take back to 'camp with him.
Will you not try to finish them all in time?"

"Oh, yes! give them to me! how could I forget them.
She was so anxious they should be done," said Margaret,
with an eageri~ess strangely at variance with her earnest,
mournful countenance.

In unrolling the racket, she came upon the shirt-ruffles
that she knew her mother had been hemming. There
were the very last stitches she had set. There was the
delicate needle just where she had stuck it when she left
her sewing to go out into the garden, that fatal morning.
Margaret burst into tears and wept as if her heart would
break, until she became exhausted. Then she reverently
rolled up that relic, saying,

"I cannot finish this ruffle. I would not draw out the

needle her fingers put there, for the world. I will keep
this unchanged in remembrance of her."

"And when will you be willing to come home ?" said
Mrs. Houston.

"After my father comes and goes. I would rather stay
here near her to meet him."

"And when he goes, will you come ?"

"Yes."
After dinner Mrs. Houston left Plover's Point.
Margaret remained, and each morning after breakfast,

took her little work-basket and walked through the woods
down beside the grave, and sat sewing there all day.

One day while she sat thus, a gentle footstep approaches,
a soft hand was laid upon her shoulder, and loving voice
murmured her name.

Margaret looked up to see the mild old minister~ Mr.
Wellworth, standing near her.

"My child," he said, "why do you sit here day after
day, to give way to grief ?"

"Oh, Mr. Wellworth, I do not sit here to give way to
grief. I only sit here to be near her," pleaded Margaret.

"But1 my child, do you know that you grieve as one
without hope and without God in the world ?"

Margaret did not answer; she had never in her life
received any religious instruction, and scarcely understood
the bearing of the minister's words.

"Shall I tell you, Margaret, of. Him who come down
from he~reu, to light up the darkness of the grave P'

Margaret raised her eyes in a mute, appealing glance
to his face.

"Shall I speak of Him, Margaret? Of Him, of whom,
when his friends had seen him dead and buried out of
their sight-the angel of the sepulchre said, 'He is not
here-but risen 7"'

8till that uplifted, appealing gaze I

i
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"Of Him, Margaret,. who said, 'I am the resurrection
and the life ?"'

"Oh, yes! yes! tell me of Him! tell me something to
relieve this dreadful sense of loss and death, that is press.
ing ali the life out from i~iy heart," said Margaret, earn-
estly.

The old man took the seat beside her, held her hand
in his own, ~and for the first time opened to her vision the
6piritual views of life, death and immortality-of man,
Christ and God.

Sorrow softens and never sears the heart of childhood
and youth. Sorrow had made very tender and impressi-
ble the heart of the orphan, its soil was in a good state
for the reception of the good seed.

To hear of God the Father, of Christ the Saviour, of
the Holy Ghost the Comforter-was to her thirsting and
fainting spirit the very water of life.

She followed where her pastor led-.she sought the
Saviour and found him not far off. Here Margaret re-
ceived her first deep religious impressions-impressions
that not all the stormy waves that dashed over her after
life, were able to efface. In religion she found her
greatest, her sweetest, her only all-sufficient comfort. So
it was in following the strong attractions of her spirit, that
Margaret gradually advanced until she became a fervent
Christian.

It was on Monday of the third week of Margaret's visit,
that just at sunset Mr. Helmstedt arrived at Plover's
Point. And reader, if you had been, however justly,
angry with Philip Helmstedt, you must still have forgiven
him that day, before the woe that was stamped upon his
brow.

His innocent daughter's tempestuous sobs and tears had
been healthful and refreshing compared to the silent, dry,
acrid, burning and consuming grief, that preyed upon the

heart and conscience of this stricken and remorseful man!
Scarcely waiting to return the greeting of the doctor and
his family, Mr. Helmstedt, in a deep, husky voice, whis-
pered to his daughter.

"Come, Margaret, show me where they have laid her."
She arose and went before, he following, through the

deep woods, down beside the grassy grave.
"Here is her resting-place, my father."
"Go and leave me here, my girl."
"But, my father "

"Obey me, Margaret."
She reluctantly withdrew, and left the proud mourner,

who could not brook that even his child should look upon
his bitter, sombre, remorseful grief.

"I have killed her, I have killed her !" he groaned in
the spirit, "I have killed her as surely as if my dirk's
point had reached her breast! I crushed that strong, high
heart under the iron heel of my pride! I have killed her!
I have killed her! I have killed her in her glorious prime,
ore yet one silver thread had mingled with her ebon locks!
And I! what am I now! Ah, pride! Ah, devil pride!
do you laugh now to see to what you have driven me!
Do you laugh to see that I have done to death the noblest
creature that ever stepped upon this earth! Yes, laugh
pride! laugh Satan! for that is your other name."

Oh! terrible is grief when it is mixed With remorse,
and more terrible are both when without hop~e.-without
God! They become despair-they may become-mad.
ness!

It was late that evening when Mr. Hehnstedt rejoined
the family in the drawing-room of Plover's Point. And
his sombre, reserved manner repelled those kind friends
who would otherwise have sought means to console him.

The next day Mrs. Houston came to make another.
effort to recover her adopted daughter.
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Mr. Ilelmstedt met the bosom friend of his late wife
with deep, yet well controlled emotion.

He begged a private interview, and in the conversation
that ensued, apologized for the necessity, and questioned
her closely as to the details of his wife's last illness.

Mrs. Houston told him that Marguerite's health had
steadily declined, and that the proximate cause of her death
was a trifle-the intrusion of a fugitive British soldier whom
she had relieved and dismissed; but whose strange, or rude
behavior was supposed to have alarmed her, and accelerated
and aggravated an attack of the heart to which she had
of late grown subject, and which, in this instance, proved
fataL

"An attack of the heart.-yes, yes-that wh~ch is the
most strained the soonest breaks," said Philip Helmstedt
to himself, with a pang of remorse.

Again and again begging pardon for his persistence,
he inquired concerning the last scenes of her life-hoping
to hear some last charge, or message from her, to himself.
There was none, or at least none trusted to Mrs. Houston's
delivery. Ah! Philip Ilelmstedt, could you imagine
that the last words of your dying Wife to her absent hus-
band, could be confided to any messenger less sacred than
her child and yours, when she was at hand to take charge
of it.

The same morning, when Mr. llelmstedt walked through
the woods down to the grave, he found his daughter Mar-
garet sitting sewing by the grassy mound. She arose as her
father approached, and stood waiting to retire at his bidding.

"No, no, my child I you need not go now. Sit down
here by me." And Philip llelmstedt took his seat and
motioned Margaret to place herself by his side.

"Now tell me about your mother, Margaret," he said.
The poor girl controlled her feelings and obeyed--re-

lated how, for months past, her mother's life had steadily

waned, how at shorter, and still shorter intervals, those
dreadful heart spasms had recurred-how-though the
narrator did not then know why-she had put her house
in order-how anxiously, feverishly she had looked, and
longed for his, return, until that fatal day when a sudden
attack of the heart had terminated her existence~

"But her last hours! her last hours, Margaret I"
"They were tranquil, my father. I spent the last night

alone with her-she talked to me of you. She bade me
give you these farewell kisses from her. She bade me
tell you that her last love and thoughts were all yours-
and to beg you, witl~ my arms around your neck, and my
head on your bosom, to comfort yourself by loving her
little, bereaved daughterr" said the child, scarcely able to
refrain from sobbing.

"And I will, my Margaret! I will be faithful to the
charge," replied the proud man, more nearly humbled than
he had ever before been in his life.

"I passed the last two hours of her life alone with her.
She died with her head on my bosom, her hand over my
shoulder. Her last sigh-I seem to feel it now-was
breathed on my forehead and through my hair."

"Oh, heaven! But yourself, my Margaret. What were
her directions in regard t& your future ?"

"She had received your letter, dear father, intrusting
her with the sole disposal of your daughter's hand. And
being so near dissolution, she sent for Mr. Houston and
joined our hands in betrothal at her death bed. Then
she wished that after she had departed, her orphan girl
should go home with Mrs. Houston, to wait your will
and disposition, my father."

Mr. Helmstedt turned and looked upon* his youthful
daughter. He had scarcely looked at her since his return.
Although he had met her with affection and kissed her
with tenderness, so absorbed had he been in his bitter,

14
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remorseful grief, that he scarcely fixed his eyes upon her,
or noticed that in his two years absence she had grown
from childhood into womanhood. But now, when without
hesitating bashfulness, when with serious self-possession,
she spoke of her betrothal, he turned and gazed upon her.

She was looking so grave and womanly in her deep
niourning robe, her plainly-banded hair, and her thought-
ful, earnest, 'fervent countenance, whence youthful light-
ness seemed banished forever. There was a profounder
depth of thought and feeling under that young face, than
her great sorrow alone could have produced-..as though
strange suffering and severe reflection, searching trial, and
terrible struggle, and the knowledge, experience and wis-
dom that they bring, had prematurely come upon that
young soul.

Her father contemplated her countenance with an in-
creasing wonder and interest. His voice,' in addressing
her, unconsciously assumed a tone of respect; and when,
in rising to leave the spot, he offered her his arm, the
deferential courtesy of the gentleman blended in his man.
ner with the tender affection of the father. And after-
ward, in the presence of others, h~ always called her, or
spoke of her, as Miss Helmstedt, an example which all
others were of course expected to follow.

The next day Mr. Helmstedt departed for the island.
Margaret was anxious to accompany her father thither,
but he declined her offer, expressing his desire and neces-
sity to be alone. He went to the island, to the scene of
his high-spirited, broken-hearted wife's long, half-volun-
tary, half-enforced confinement ~ he went to indulge in
solitude his bitter, remorseful grief.

He remained there a fortnight, inhabiting the vacant
rooms, wandering about amid~the deserted scenes, once
so full, so instinct, so alive with Marguerite De Lancie's
bright, animating and inspiring presence-now only

haunted by her memory. He seemed to derive a
strange, morose satisfaction, in thus torturing his own
conscience-stricken soul.

Once, from Marguerite's favorite parlor, were heard the
sounds of deep, convulsive weeping and sobbing; and
old Hapzibah, who was the listener upon this occasion,
fearing discovery, hurried away in no less astonishment
than consternation. And this was the only instance in
the whole course of his existence, upon which Mr~ Helm-
stedt was ever suspected of such unbending.

At the end of a fortnight, having appointed an over-
seer to take charge of the island plantation, Mr. Helm.
stedt returned to Plover's Point.

This was upon a Saturday.
The next day, Sunday, his young daughter' Margaret

formally united with the Protestant Episcopal Church,
over which Mr. Wellworth had charge, and received her
~rst communion from his venerable hands.

And on Monday morning, Mr. Helmstedt conveyed his
daughter to Buzzard's Bluff, where l~e placed her in charge
of her prospective mother-in-law. The same day, calling
Margaret into an unoccupied parlor, he said to her,~

"My dear, since you are to remain here under the guar-
dianship of your future relatives, and as you are, though
so youthful, a girl of unusual discretion, ~nd an affianced
bride, I wish to place your maintenance here upon the
most liberal and independent footing. I h~e set apar1~
the rents of Plover's Point, which is, indeed, your own
property, to your support. The rents of the house, farm,
and fisheries amount, in all, to twelve hundred dollars a
year. Enough for your incidental expenses, Margaret ~

"Oh, amply, amply, my dear father."
"I have requested Dr. Hartley to pay this over to you

quarterly. In addition to this, you will certainly need a
maid of your own, my dear; and it will also be more con-
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lenient for you to have a messenger of your own, for there
will be times when you may wish to send a letter to the post.
office, or a note to some of your young friends, or even
an errand to the village shops, when you may not like to
call upon the servants of the family. I have, therefore,
consulted Mrs. Houston, and with her concurrence have
directed Hildreth and Forrest to come over and remain
here in your service."

"Are they willing to come, dear father ?"

"What has that to do with it, my dear? But since
you ask, I will inform ydu they are very anxious to be
near you."

"I thank you earnestly, my dear father."
"Forrest will bring over your riding-horse and your

own little sail-boat."
"I thank you, sir."
"And here, Margaret, it will be two months before the

first quarter's rent is due on Plover's Point, and you may
need funds. Take this, my dear." And he placed in her
hand a pocket-book containing a check for five hundred
dollars, and also several bank notes of smaller value,
Margaret, who did not as yet know what the book con-
tained, received it in the same meek, thankful spirit.

"And now let us rejoin Mrs. Houston and Ralph, who
thinks it unkind that I should thus, on the last day of our
stay, keep his promised bride away from him."

The next morning, Mr. Helmstedt and Ralph Houston
took leave of their friends, and departed together for the
Northern seat of war.

Margaret bore her trials with a fortitude and resigna-
tion, wonderful when found in one so young. The recent
and sudden deceased of her idolized mother, the departure
of her father and her lover to meet the toils, privations,
and dangers of a desperate war, and above all, the un-
divided responsibility of .a dread secret-a fatal secret,

weighing upon her bosom-Were enough, combined, to
crush the spirit of any human being less firm, patient, and
courageous than this young creature; and even such as
she was, the burden oppressed, overshadowed, and sub-
dued her soul to a seriousness almost falling to gloom.

Mrs. Houston, to do thai; superficial little lady justice,
applied herself with more earnestness than any one would
have given her credit for possessing, to the delicate and
difficult task of consoling the orphan. And her advan-
tages for doing this were excellent.

Buzzard's Bluff was a fine, pleasant, cheerful residence.
It was, in fact, a high, grassy, rolling hill, rising gradually
from the water's edge, and, far behind, crowned with the
dense, primitive forest.

Upon the brow of this green hill, against the back-
ground of the green forest, stood the white dwelling-
house, fronting the water. It was a large brick edifice
covered with white stucco, relieved by many green Veni-
tian window-blinds, and presenting a very gay and bright
aspect. Its style of architecture was very simple, being
that in which ninety-nine out of a hundred of the better
sort of country houses in that neighborhood were then
built. The mansion consisted of a square, central edifice,
of two stories, with a wide hall running through the
middle of each story from front to back, and having four
spacious rooms on each floor. This main edifice was
continued by a long back building.

And it was flanked on the right oy # tasteful wing,
having a peaked roof with a gable end front, one large,
double window below, and a fan-light above. There were
also side windows and a side door opening into a flower
garden. The whole wing, walls, windows, and roof, was
completely covered with creeping vines, cape-jessamine,
clematis, honeysuckle, running roses, etc., that gave por-
tions of the mansion the appearance of a beautiful sum-
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mer house. This contained two large rooms, divided by
a short passage, and had been given up entirely to the use
of Ralph. The front room, with the large seaward win-
dow, he had occupied as a private hitting, reading, writing,
and lounging parlor; the back room was his sleeping
chamber. A staircase in the short, dividing passage, led
up into the room in the roof, lighted by two opposite
gable fan-lights, where he stowed his guns, game-bags,
fishing-tackle, etc.

Now, during the month that Margaret had passed at the
Point, Ralph had gradually removed his personal effects
from this wing, had caused both parlor and chamber to be
newly papered, painted, and furnished, and then expressed
his wish that upon his departure for the Northern frontier,
the whole wing, as the most separated, beautiful, and de-
sirable portion of the establishment, might be given up to
the exclusive use of his affianced bride.

Mrs. Houston consented, with the proviso that he
should not vacate the rooms until the hour of his de-
parture for camp.

Accordingly, the first evening of Margaret's arrival
she had been accommodated with a pleasant chamber on
the second floor front of the main building.

But on Tuesday morning, after Mr. Helrnstedt. and
Ralph Houston had departed, Mrs. Houston and her maids
went busily to work and refreshed the two pretty rooms
of the wing, hanging white lace curtains to the windows,
white lace valances to the toilet-table and tester, etc. etc.,
and transfiguring the neatly-kept bachelor's apartments
into a lady's charming little boudoir and bed-chamber.

When all was arranged, even to the fresh flowers in
the white vases upon the front room mantelpiece, and
the choice books from Mrs. Houston's own private library
upon the centre-table, the busy little lady, in her eager-
ness to surprise and please, hurried away to seek Marga-

A

ret and introduce her to her delightful apartments. She
tripped swiftly and softly up the stairs, and into the room,
where she surprised Margaret, quite absorbed in some
work, at her writing-desk.

"Oh, you are busy I" Whom are you writing to, my
dear ?" she inquired eagerly, hastening to the side of the
girl and looking over her shoulder.

She meant nothing, or next to nothing-it was her
heedless, impulsive way. She was in a hurry, and did
not stop to remember that the question was rude, even
when Margaret, with a sudden blush, reversed her sheet
of paper, and, keeping her hand pressed down upon it,
arose in agitation.

"Why, how startled you are, my dear! How nervous
you must be! I ought not to have come upon you so
suddenly. But to whom are you writing, my dear ?"

"To.-a---correspondent, Mrs. Houston."
"Why, just look there now! See what a good hand I

am at guessing, for I even judged as much! But who is
your correspondent then, my dear ?"

"A-friend! Mrs. Houston."
"Good, again! I had imagined so, since you have no

enemies, my child. But who then is this friend, you little
rustic? You have not even acquaintances to write letters
to, much less friends, unless it is Franky! Ah, by the
way, don't write to Franky, Margaret! He could not
bear it now."

Margaret made no comment, and Mrs. Houston, grow.
ing uneasy upon the subject of Franky, said,

"I hope you are not writing to Franky, Margaret !"
"No, Mrs. Houston, I am not."
"If not to Franky, to whom then? It cannot be to

your father or Ralph, for they have just left you. Come!
this is getting interesting! Who is your correspondent,
little one? Your old duenna insists upon knowing."
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Margaret turned pale, but remained silent.
"Dear me, how mysterious you are! My curiosity is

growing irresistible! Who is it ?"

Margaret suddenly burst into tears.
This brought the heedless little lady to her senses. She

hastened to soothe and apologize.
"Why, Margaret, my dear child! Why Margaret!

Pear me, how sorry I am! I am very sorry, Margaret!
What a thoughtless chatter-box I am of my age! . But
then I was only teazing you to rouse you a little, my
dear! I did not mean to hurt you I And then I had
such a pleasant surprise for you. Forgive me."

Margaret slipped her left hand into Mrs. Houston's
(her right was still pressed upon the letter), and said,

"Forgive me. It is I who am nervous and irritable
and require sufferance! You are very, very kind to me
in all things, and I feel it."

The little lady stooped and kissed her, saying,
"Such words are absurd between you and me, Maggie.

Come, I will leave you now to finish your letter, and
return to you by-and-by."

And then she left the room, thinking within herself
"The sensitive little creature! Who would have thought
my heedless words would have distressed her so? I did
not care about knowing to whom the letter was written,
I am sure. But, by-the-way, to whom could she have
been writing? And, now I reflect, it was very strange
that she should have been so exceedingly distressed by
my questioning! It never occurred to me before, but it
really was rather mysterious! I must try to find out
what it all means! I ought to do so! I am her guardian,
her mother-in-law. I am responsible for her, to her father
and to her betrothed husband.

Meanwhile Margaret Helmstedt had started up, closed
the door and turned the key, and clasping her pale face

between her hands, began pacing, the floor and exclaiming
at intervals,

"Oh, heaven of heavens, how nearly all had been lost!
Oh, I am unfit, I am unfit for this dreadful trust! To
think I should have set down to write to HIM, and left the
door unfastened! Farewell to liberty and frankness! I
am given over to bonds, to vigilance and secretiveness
forever! Oh, mother! my mother! I will be true to
you! Oh, our Father who art~ in heaven, help me to be
firm and wise and true !"

She came back at last, and sat down to her writing~
desk, and finished her letter. Then opening her pocket-
book, she took out the check for five hundred dollars,
drawn by her father, in her favor, on a Baltimore bank,
enclosedd it in the letter, sealed and directed it, and placed
it in the sanctuary of her bosom.

Then folding her arms upon herwriting-desk, she dropped
her hand upon them, and in that attitude of dejection
remained until the ringing of the supper bell aroused her.

Colonel Houston, who was waiting for her in the hall,'
received her with his old-school courtesy, drew her hand
within his arm and led her out upon the lawn, where,
under the shade of a gigantic chestnut tree, the tea-table
was set-its snowy drapery and glistening service making
a pleasant contrast to the vivid green verdure of the lawn
upon which it stood. Old Colonel and Mr~. Compton and
Nellie, formed a pleasing group around the t&ble. Colonel
Houston handed Margaret to her place, and t6ok his own
seat.

"My dear, I am going to send Lemuel to Eeathville
to-morrow, and if you like to leave your 'letter with me, I
will give it to him to put in the post-office," said Mrs.
Houston.

"I thank you, Mrs. Houston," said Margaret.
"Ahi that is what kept you in your room all the after.
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noon, my dear. You were writing a letter; whom were
you writing to, my child ?" said old Mrs. Compton.

"Pray excuse me," said Margaret, embarrassed.
This answer surprised the family group, who had, how.

ever, the tact to withdraw their attention ~3nd change the.
subject.

After tea, an hour or two was spent upon the pleasant
lawn, strolling through the groves, or down to the silvery
beach, and watching the monotonous motion of the. sea,
the occasional leap and plunge of the fish, the solitary
flight of a laggard water-fowl, and perhaps the distant
appearance of a sail.

At last, when the full moon was high in the heavens,
the family returned to the house.

Mrs. Houstoul took Margaret's arm, and saying,
"I have a little surprise for you, my love," led her into

the pretty wing appropriated to her.
The rooms were illumined by a, shaded alabaster lamp,

that diffused a sort of tender moonlight tone over the
bright carpet and chairs and sofa covers, and the marble-
topped tables, and white lace window curtains of the
boudoir, and fell softly upon the pure white draperies of
the sleeping-room beyond.

llildreth, in her neat, sober gown of gray stuff; and her
apron, neckhandkerchief, and turban of white linen, stood
in attendance.

Margaret had not seen her faithful nurse for a month-
that is, not since her mother's decease--and now she sprang
to greet her, scarcely able to refrain from bursting into
tears.

Mrs. Houston interfered.
"Now, my dear Margaret, here are your apartments-

a sweet little boudoir and chamber, I flatter myself, as
can be found in Maryland~connected with the house, yet
entirely separate and private. And here are your serv-
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ants: Ilildreth will occupy the room in the roof above,
and Forrest has a quarter in the grove there, within easy
sound of your bell. Your boat is secure in the boat-
house below, and your horse is in the best stall in, the
stable."
* "I thank you, dear Mrs. lloi~ston."

"I understand, also, that you~ father has assigned you
a very liberal income. Consec~uently, my dear, ~you are
in all things as independent as a little queen in her palace.
Consider also, dear Margaret, that it is a great accession
of happiness to us all to have you here, and we should
wish to have as much of your company as possible.
Therefore, when you are inclined to society, come among
us; at all other times, you can retire to this, your castle.
And at all times and seasons, our house and servants 'are
at your orders, Margaret; for you know that as the bride
of our eldest son and heir, 'you are in some sort our
Princess of Wales," she concluded, playfully.

"I thank you, dear Mrs. Houston," again said the
young girl. Her thoughts were too gravely prQ-occupied
to give much attention to the prattle of the lady.

"And by-the-way, Margaret, where is your letter, my
dear? I shall dispatch Lemuel early in the morning.

"You are very considerate, Mrs. Houston, but I do not
purpose to send it by Lemuel."

"As you please, my dear. Good~night,'Z' she said, kiss-
ing the maiden with sincere affection, notwithstanding
that, as she left the room, her baffled curiosity induced
her to murmur,

"There is some ill-mystery that I am constrained to
discover, connected with that. letter."

Miss Helmstedt, left to herself, directed Hildreth to
secure the doors communicating-with the main building,
and then go and call F%~rest to her presence.

"I shall not tax you much, Forrest," she said, "though

*1
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to-night I have to require rather an arduous service of
you."

"Nothing is hard that I do for you, Miss Margaret,"
replied Forrest.

"Listen then-to-night, after you are sure that all the
family are retired, and there is no possibility of your
being observed, take my horse from the stable, and ride,
as for your life, to Belleview, and put this carefully in the
post~office," she said, drawing the letter from her bosom
and placing it in the hand of Forrest.

The old man looked at her wistfully, uneasily, drew a
deep sigh, bowed reverently, put the letter in his pocket,
and at a sign from his mistress left The room.

But that night at eleven o'clock, Nellie, watching from
her window, saw Miss Helmstedt's messenger ride away
over the hills through the moonlight.

ChAPTER XI.

THE MYSTERIOUS OORRESPOKDENT.

"You, sir! I want to see you I Come hither I" said
Mrs. Houston, as she stood upon the back piazza, early
the next morning, and beckoned Forrest to her presence.

The old man bowed in his deferential manner, advanced
and stood hat in hand before the little lady.

"Where did you go last night after we had all retired 7"
Forrest bowed again, humbly and deprecatingly, but

remained silent.
"Did you hear me speak to you 7" inquired Mrs.

houston, impatiently.

The old man bowed once more very meekly, and an.
swered,

"I went after no harm, mistress."
"Nor after any good, I'll venture to say !.-.but that is

not the point, sir. I ask you where you went! and I
intend to have an answer."

"I begs your pardon sincere, mistress, but mus' dine
for to 'form you."

"You old villain! Do you dare to defy me here on
my own premises? I'll see about this I" exclaimed the
lady, in a voice more shrill than lady-like, as with a flushed
face and excited air she turi~,d into the house to summon
Colonel Houston.

But she was intercepted by Margaret, who had heard
the voices, and now came from her own apartment and
stood before her.

"Stay, Mrs. Hou8ton, I sent Forrest away onan errand,
last night, and if he declined to inform you whither he
went, it was from no disrespect to you; but from fidelity
to me. I had enjoined him not to speak to aiiy one of his
errand," she said, in a voice and manner so respectful as
to take away every thing offensive from her words.

"You did! Now then where did you send him, Mar-
garet? I am your guardian, and I have a right to
know."

"You must forgive me, Mrs. Houston, if~I decline t~
inform you," replied the maiden, firmly, though. still very
respectfully.

"I know, however. It was to ma~ that letter."
"You must draw your own conclusions, dear madam."
"I know it was to mail that letter! And I will put

on my bonnet and ride over to the post-office, and demand
of the post-master to whom the letter mailed last night
by the negro Forrest, was directed! There's not so many
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letters go to that little office, but what he will be able to
recollect 1" exclaimed Mrs. Houston, angrily.

"Oh, God !"

The words breathed forth possessed so much of prayer-
ful woe that the little lady half started, and turned back
to see Margaret grow pale and sink upon the corner of
the hall settee.

Mrs. Houston hesitated between her curiosity and anger
on the one hand, and her pity on the other. Finally she
made a compromise. Coming to Margaret's side, she
said,

"Maggie, I am treated abominably, standing as I do in
your mother's place, toward you, and being as if am your
guardian..~.abominably! Now I am sure I do not wish
to pry into your correspondence, unless it is an improper
one."

"Mrs. Houston, .my mother's daughter could not have
an improper correspondence, as you should be the first to
feel assured."

"Yet, Margaret, as it appears to me, if this cores~
pondence were proper, you would not be so solicitous to
conceal it from me."

It occurred to Margaret to reply, "Mrs. Houston, sup-
pose that I were writing sentimental letters to a female
friend, which might not be really wrong, yet which I
should not like to expose to your ridicule, would I not, in
such a case, even though it were a proper correspondence,
be solicitous to conceal it from you ?".-.but her exact
truthfulness prevented her from putting this supposititious
case, and as she did not i'n any other manner reply, Mrs.
Houston continued,

"So you see, Margaret, that you force me to investigate
this matter, and I shall, therefore, immediately after break-
fast, proceed to the village to make inquiries at the post-
Qffice." And having announced this resolution, the lady,
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gtill struggling with her feelings of displeasure, left the
hail.

Margaret withdrew to her own sitting-room, and threw
herself upon her knees to pray. Soon rising she touched
the bell and summoned Forrest.

The old man came in looking very sorrowfuL
"How did it became known that you left the premises

last night, Forrest ?"

"Somebody must 0~ spicioned me, chile, an' been on do
watch."

"Yes! yes! I see now! that was it; but, Forrest, this
is what I called you to say: in future, whenever Mrs.
Houston asks you a question, about your services to your
mistress, refer her to me."

"Yes, Miss Marget."
"You may go now."
"Pardon, Miss Marget; I wants to say somefin as '11

set your mm' at ease 'bout dat letter."
"Ah! yes, you nailed it ?"
"True for you, Miss Marget; but listen; de pos'-office

was shet up. So I jes drap de letter inter de letter-box~.
Same minit der was two colored boys an' a white man
drap as many as five or six letters in long o' mine. So
even ef de pos'-masser could o' see me through de winder,
which he couldn't, how he gwine know which letter
'mong de half dozen I drap in ?"

"True! true! true! Oh, that was very providential!
Oh, thank heaven !" exclaimed Margaret, fervently clasp-
ing her hands.

The old man bowed and retired.
After breakfast, Mrs. Houston, without explaining tho

motive of her journey to any one, ordered her carriage,
and drove to the village as upon a shopping excursion.

Now you have not known Mrs. Nellie Houston thus
long without discovering that with some good qualities,
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she was, in some respects, a very silly woman. She drove
up to the post-office, and by her indiscreet questions re-
specting "a certain letter mailed the night before by For-
rest, the messenger of her ward; Miss Helmstedt," set the
weak-headed young post-master to wondering, conjec-
turing, and speculating. And when she found that he
could give her no satisfaction in respect of the letter, she
made matters worse by directing him to detain any letters
sent there by her ward, Miss Helmstedt, unless such
letters happened to be directed to a Helmstedt or a
Houston, who were the only correspondents of Miss
Helmstedt recognized by her family.

The post-master thereupon informed Mrs. Houston,
that if she wished to interfere with the correspondence of
her ward, she must do so at her own discretion, and
necessarily before they should be sent to his office, as he
had no authority to. detain letters sent thither to be
mailed, and might even be subjected to prosecution for so
doing.

Mrs. Houston went away baffled and angered, and also
totally unconscious of the serious mischief she had set on
foot.

To an idle and shallow young man, she had spoken
indiscreetly of th~ young maiden, whose orphanage she
had promised to cherish and defend, exposing her actions
to suspicion and her character to speculation. She had
left the spotless name of Margaret Helmstedt, a theme of
low village gossip.

And thus having done as much evil as any foolish wo-
man could well do in an hour, she entered her carriage,
and with the solemn conviction of having discharged her
duty, drove home to the Bluff.

"God defend me, only, from my friends, for of my
enemies I can myself take care," prayed one who seemed
to have kn~wn this world right well.

From that day Margaret Helmstedt, whenever she had
occasion to write a letter, took care to turn the key of her
room door; and whenever she had oce'Asion to mail one,
took equal precaution to give it, unperceived, into the
bands of Forrest, with directions that he should drop it
into the letter-box at a moment when he should see other
letters, from other sources, going in. Poor girl! she was
slowly acquiring an art hateful to her soul. And one
also that did not avail her greatly. For notwithstanding
all her precautions, the report crept about thai, Miss Helm-
stedt had a secret correspondent, very much disapproved
of by her friends. And in course of time also, the name
of this correspondent transpired. And this is the manner
in which it happened. Young Simpson, the post-master,
to whom Mrs. Houston had so imprudently given a por-
tion of her confidence, found his curiosity piqued to dis-
cover who ~this forbidden correspondent might be, and
after weeks of patient watching, convinced himself that
the letters addressed in a fair Italian hand to a certain
person, were those dropped into the box by Miss Helm-.
stedt's messenger, old Forrest. A few more observations
confirmed this conviction. Then wishing to gain conse-
quence in the ~eyes of Mrs. Houston, he availed himself
of the first opportunity presented by the presence of that
lady at the offi~e~, to inform her of tli~ discovery he had
made.

"You are su~e that is the name ?" inquired tjhe lady, in
Surprise.

"Yes, madam, that is the name, in a regular slanting
hand. I always find a letter bearing that name, in the.
box, the moment aftei that old man has been seen about
here, and never at any other time."

"Very well; I thank you for your information; but
mind! pray do not speak of this matter to any one but
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myself; for I would not like to have this subject dis-
cussed in town," said Mrs. Houston.

"Oh, certainly not, madam! Y~u may rely on me,"
replied the young man, who, in half an hour afterward,
laughed over the whole affair with a companion, both
making very merry over the idea that the wealthy heiress,
Miss Helms~edt, should be engaged to one lover, and in
private correspondence with another.

And so the ball set in motion by Nellie's indiscretion
rolled finely, never wanting a helping hand to propel it on
its course; and gathered as it rolled. The rumor changed
its form: the gossip became slander. And every one in
the county, with the exception of Miss Helmstedt and her
friends, "knew" that young lady was in "secret" corre-
spondence with a low, disreputable sailor, whose acquaint-
ance she had formed in some inexplicable manner, and the
discovery of whose surreptitious visits to the island, had
been the proximate cause of her mother's death.

Could Mrs. Houston have imagined half the evil that
must accrue from her own imprudent conversation, she
would have been touched with compunction; as it was,
hearing nothing whatever of this injurious calumny, the
guilt reveled in the rewards of "an approving conscience."
She kept her discovery of the mysterious name to her-
self; hinting to no one, least of all to Margaret, the extent
of her knowledge upon this subject. And in order to throw
the girl off her guard, she was careful never to resume
the subject of the letters.

And the plan succeeded so far, that Margaret continued,
at intervals of three or four weeks, to send off those mys-
terious letters, and thus the scandal grew and strength..
ened. That upon such slight grounds the good name of
an innocent girl should have been assailed, may astonish
t!iose un acquainted with the peculiar character of a neigh.
boyhood, where the conduct of woman is governed by the
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most stringent conventionalism, and where such strin-
gel2cy is made necessary by the existing fact, that the
slightest eccentricity of conduct, however innocent or
even meritorious it may be, is made the ground of the
gravest animadversions.

Mrs. Houston, unconscious, as I said, of the rumors
abroad, and biding her time for farther discoveries,
treated* Margaret with great kindness. Nellie had always,
of all things, desired a daughter of her own. In her
attached step-child, Franky, sh~ felt that she had quite
a son of her~ own, and in Margaret she' would have
been pleased to possess the coveted laughter. As well
as her capricious temper would allow her to do so, she
sought to conduct herself as a mother toward the orphan
girl; at times overwhelming her with flippant caresses
and puerile attentions, which she might have mistaken
for "the sweet, small courtesies of life," but which were
very distasteful and unwelcome to one of Margaret Helm-
stedt's profound, earnest, impassioned soul, and mournful
life experiences.

The malaria of slander that filled all the air without,
must necessarily at last penetrate the precincts of home.

One day, a miserable, dark, drizzling day, near the- last
of November, Mr. Well*orth presented himself at the
Bluff~ and requested to see Mrs. Houston alone.

Nellie obeyed the summons, and went t~i receive the
pastoral call in the front parlor, across the halkfrom Mar.
garret's wing.

On entering the room, she was struck at once by the
unusually grave and even troubled look of the minister.

He ar4se and greeted her, handed a chair, and when
she was ~eated resumed his own.

And en after a little conversation, opened the sub-
ject of his visit.

"Mrs. Houstoz, t is my very painful duty to advise you,
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of the existence of certain rumors in regard to your amiable
ward, that I know to be false as they are injurious, but with
which I am equally certain you should be made acquainted."

Nellie was really amazed-so unconscious was she of
the effect of her own mischief-making. She~drew out her
perfumed pocket-handkerchief to have it ready, and then
inquired,

"To what purpose should I be informed of false, in-
jurious rumors, sir? I know nothing of the rumors to
which -you refer."

"I verily believe you, madam. But you should be
made acquainted with them; as, in the event of their
having been occasioned by any little act of thoughtless.
ness on the part of Miss Helmstedt, you may counsel
that young lady and put a stop to this gossiping."

"I do entreat your sir, to speak plainly."
"You must pardon me then, madam, if I take you at your

word. It is currently reported then, that Miss Helmst~dt
is in secret correspondence, 'secret' no longer, with a per-
son of low and disreputable character, a waterman, skipper,
or something of the sort, whose acquaintance she formed
in her mother's life-time and during her father's absence,
while she lived almost alone, on her native island. ~ow,
of course, I know this rumor to be essentially false and
calumnious; but I know also how delicate is the bloom
on a young girl's fair name, and how easily a careless
handling will smirch it. Some thoughtless, perhaps some
praiseworthy act on the part of this young creature-
such as the sending of charitable donations through the
post-office, or something of the sort-may have given rise
to this rumor, which should at once be met and put down
by her friends. But I advice you, my dear madam, to
speak to Miss Helmstedt an4 ascertain what ground, if
any ground, however slight, there may be for this injurious
rumor"
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For all answer, Mrs. Houston put her handkerchief to
her face and began to weep.

"No, no, my dear Mrs. Houston, don't take this too
much to heart! these things must be firmly confronted
and dealt with-not wept over."

"Oh, sir! good sir! you don't know! you don't know!
it is too true! Margaret gives me a world of anxiety."

"Madam! you shock me I What is it you say ?"

"Oh! sir, I am glad you came this morning! I have
been wanting to ask your advice for a long time; but I
did not like to. It is too true! Margaret is very im-
prudent I"

"Dear heaven, madam! do you tell me that you knew
of this report and that it is not unfounded ?"

"Oh! no, sir, I knew' nothing of the report, as I 'told
you ~before I I knew that Margaret was very, very' im-
prudent, and gave me excessive uneasiness, but I did not
dream that she had compromised herself to such an ex-
tent! Oh, npver I" exclaimed Nellie, still and always un-
suspicious of her own great share in creating the evil.

" You said that you' had thought of asking my counsel.
If you please to explain, my dear Mrs. Houston, you
shall have the benefit of the best counsel my poor ability
will fQrnish."

"Oh! heavens, sir! girls are not what they used to be
when I was young-though I am scarcely middle-aged
now-but they are not."

"And Miss Helrnstedt ?"

"Oh, sir! Margaret is indeed in correspondence with
some unknown man, whose very name I nev~r heard in all
my life before! She does all she can to keep the affair
secret, and she thinks she keeps it so; but poor thing,
having very little art, she cannot sticceed in concealing
the fact that she sends off these mysterious letters about
once a month."
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I And do you not expostulate with her 7" inquired the
deeplybsliocked minister.

"Oh, I did at first, sir, but I made no more impression
upon her than if she had been a marble statue of Firm..
ne . She would not tell me who her correspondent

as, whore he was, what he was, what was the nature of
the acquaintance between them; in short, she would tell
me nothing about him.'7

"And can neither Colonel nor Mrs. Compton, nor your
husband, impress her with the impropriety of this pro.
feeding ?"

"Oh, sir, they know nothing about it. No one in this
house knows any thing about Margaret's conduct but
myself. And the rumor you have just brought me has
never reached them, I am sure."

"Suppose you let me talk with my young friend. She
means well, I am sure."

"Well, sir, you shall have the opportunity you desire.
But-excuse me for quoting for your benefit a homely
adage..-.-' Trot sire, trot dam, and the colt will never pace I?
Margaret Helmstedt takes stubbornness from both parents,
and may be supposed to have a double allowance," said
Mrs. Houston, putting, her hand to the bell-cord.

A servant appeared.
"Let Miss Helmstedt know that Mr. Wellworth desires

'to see her," said Mrs. IIoustc~n.
The messenger withdrew, and soon returned with the

answer that Mi~s Helmstedt would be glad to receive Mr.
Weliwort ii in her own sitting-room.

"Will you accompany me thither then, Mrs. Houston 72'
"No, I think not, sir. I fancy Miss Helmstedt prefers

a private interview with her pastor. And I believe also
that such a one would afford the best opportunity for your
counselling Margaret."

"Then you will excuse me, madam ?"

"Certainly; and await here the issue of your visit,"
said Mrs. Houston.

With a bow, the clergyman left the room, crossed the
hall, and rapped at the door of Miss llelmstedt's parlor.

It was opened by Hildreth, who stood in her starched
puritanical costume, curtseying while the pastor entered
the pretty boudoir.

Margaret, still clothed in deep mourning, with her black
hair plainly banded each side of her pale, clear, thought-
ful face, sat in her low sewing-chair, engaged in plain
needlework. She quietly laid it aside, and with a warm
smile of welcome arose to meet her minister:

"You ~re looking better than when I saw you last, my
child," said the good pastor, pressing her hand, and mis-
taking the transient glow of pleasure for the permanent
bloom of health.

"I am .quite well, thank you, dear Mr. Wellworthi and
you ?"

"Always well, my child, thank heaven."
"And dearest Grace? I have not seen her so long."
"Ah! she has even too good health, if possible! it

makes her wild. We have to keep her at home to tame
her."

"But see-I am housekeeping here to myself, almost~
My dear father has placed my maintenance upon the most
lavish footing, and Mrs. Houston has given to his requests
in regard to me the most liberal interpretation. See! I
have, like a little princess, an establishment of my own.
This wing of the house, a maid and messenger, a boat
and horse; and my dear father has even written to have
the carriage brought from the island, for my use, so that
I may be able to visit or send for my friends at pleasure,"
said Marg~aret, with a transient feeling of girlish delight
in her independence.

"Yes, my child, I see; and I know that, in addition to
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this, you have an ample income. These are all great
and unusual privileges for a young girl like yourself:, no~
past childhood," laid Mr. Weliwortli, very gravely.

"Oh! I k~o~~hey are. I know too, that these favors
are lavished u jy6n me in compassion for-to console me
for.-.-as if an' thing could make me cease to iegret.~.~~~
h&re faltering, and finding herself on the verge of tears,
Margaret paused, made an effort, controlled herself and
resumed, "It is done in kindness toward her child; and I
accept it all in the same spirit."

"It is accorded in consideration of your grave and im-
portant position, my dear girl-.-.do you never think of it?
Young as you are, you are the affianced wife of the heir
of this house."

Again a transient flush of bashful joy chased the mel-
ancholy from Maxgaret's face. Blushing she dropped her
eyes and remained silent.

"You think sometimes of your position, Margaret ?"

asked the clergyman, who, for his purpose, wished to lead
and fix her mind upon this subject-"you remember some-
times that you are Ralph Houston's promised wife ?"

For an instant she lifted her ~lark eyelashes, darting
one swift, shy, but most eloquent glance deep into his
face, then, dropping thew, crimsoned even to the edges of
her black hair, and still continued silent.

"AhI I see you do. I see you do. But do you know,
my dear, that something of the same discreet exclusive-
ness, reserve, circumspection, is demanded of a betrothed
maiden as of a wife ?" inquired the clergyman, solemnly.

Again her beautiful dark eyes were raised, in that
quick, and quickly withdrawn, penetrating, earnest, feV~

I

vid, impassioned glance, that s8id, more eloquently th
words would have spoken, "All that you demand foi~ him,
and more, a million fold, will my own heart, daily, hourly

yield I" and then the blush deepened on her cheek, and
she remained dumb.

"She, the promised 'wife, I mean, must not hold free
conversation with gentlemen who are not her own near
relatives; she must not correspond with them-she must
not, in a word, do many things, whkh, though they might
be perfectly innocent in a disengaged woman, would be
very reprehensible in a betrothed maiden."

Margaret's color visibly fluctuated.-her bosom per-
ceptibly fluttered.

"Well, Margaret, what do you think of that which I
have been telling you ?"

"Oh I I know-I know you speak truly. I hope I
know my duty and love to do it," she said, in an agitated,
confused manner; "but let us talk of something else,
dear Mr. Wellworth. Let us talk of my little, inde-
pendent establishment here. When I spoke of the pleas-
ant nature of my surroundings, it was to win your consent
that dear Grace might come and be my guest for a week.
She would be such a sweet. comfort, to me, and I could
make her so happy here! If you will consent, I will send
Forrest with the carriage for her to-morrow. Say, will
you, dear Mr. Wellworth ?"

"Perhaps; we will talk about that by-and-by, Marga-
ret," he said, suddenly lowering his voice; "dismiss your
woman, I wish to speak, alone, with you, ~ny child."

"Hildreth, go, but remain in sound of my bell," said
Miss Helmstedt.

As soon as Hildreth had left the ro&m, Mr. Wellworth
drew his chair beside the low seat of Margaret, took her
hand, and would have held it while he spoke, but that
she, who always shrank even from the fatherly familiarity
of her pastor, very gently withdrew it, and respectfully
inquired,
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"What was it you wished to say to me, dear Mr.
Wellworth?".

"A very serious matter, my dear child Margaret, I
have no art in circumnavigating a subject. I have been
trying to approach gradually the subject of my visit to
you this morning, and I have not succeeded. I am rio
nearer than when I first entered. I know not how to
'break' bad news "

"In a word, sir, has misfortune happened to any of my
friends ?" inquired Margaret, with a pale cheek, but with
a strange, calm voice.

"No; that were more easily told than what I have to
tell," said the minister, solemnly.

"Please go on then, sir, and let me know the worst at
once."
* "Then, my dear Margaret, I have been informed that
you, a betrothed wife, have an intimate male correspondent,
who is neither your father nor your affianced husband, and
whose name and character, and relations with yourself,
you decline to divulge I"

Margaret grew ashen pale, clasped her hands, com-
pressed her lips, and remained silent.

"What have you to say to this charge, Margaret ?"
There was a pause, while Mr. Wellworth gazed upon

the maiden's steadfast, thoughtful face. She reasoned
with herself; she struggled with herself. It occurred to
her to say, "My correspondent is a gray-haired man,
whom I have never set eyes upon." But immediately she
reflected, "No, this may put suspicion upon the true
scent; I must say nothing."

"Well, Margaret, what have you to answer to this
charge ?"

"Nothing, sir.

"Nothing."
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"You admit it then ?"
" I neither admit nor deny it I"
"Margaret; this will never do. Are you aware that

you seriously imperil, nay more, that you ~gravely com-
promise your good name 7"

Her pale cheek grew paler than before, the tightly.
clasped fingers trembled, the compressed lips sprang
quivering apart, and then closed more firmly than ever.
It had occurred to her to say, "But this correspondence
is solely a business affair, with one of whom I have no
personal knowledge whatever." But then came the re-
flection, "If I give them this explanation, this ever so
slight clue, these worldly-wise people will follow it up
until they unravel the whole~ mystery, and I shall have
proved myself a cowardly traitor to her confidence. No,
I must be dumb before my accusers !"

"You do not speak, Margaret."
"I have nothing to say, sir I"
"Ah, dear heaven! I see that I must not 'prQphecy

smooth things' to you, my girl. I must not spare the
truth! Listen, then, Miss Helmstedt: Your name has
become a by-word in the village shops! What now will
you do ?"

It was on her pallid lips to say, "I will trust in God ;"
but she said it only in her heart, adding, "I must not
even insist upon my innocence; for if tjey believe me,
they will be forced to find the right track to this scent."

"Margaret Helmstedt, why do you not anT~wer me
"Because, sir, I have nothing to say."
"Nothing to say 7"
"Nothing-nothing to say !"

"Listen to me then. You seem to have some regard
for your betrothed husband. You seem even to under.
stand the duty you owe him! Think, I beg you, what
must be the feelings of a proud and honorable man, like
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Ralph Houston, on returning to this neighborhood and
finding the name and fame of his affianced bride lightly
canvassed ?"

It was pitebus to see how dark with woe her face be-
came-her hands were clenched until it seemed as though
the blood must start from her finger nails-but not one
word escaped her painfully compressed lips.

"I ask you, Miss Helmstedt, when Ralph Houston re-
turns to this neighborhood and bears what I and others
hear-what do you suppose he will do ?"

" He will do his own good pleasure ; and I-I shall
submit," said the maiden, meekly bowing her head.

But then in an mnstah jt'en as though she had heard
Ralph's voice in her ear, there was a change-her beautiful
head was raised, her color flushed brightly back, her dark
eyes kindled-flashed, and she replied,

" He may hear, as you and others do, incredible things
said of me ; but he will not, as you and others do, believe
them ! And I only dread to think what his reply would
be to any who should, in his presence, speak with levity
of any woman he respects."

" Margaret, pause.-bethink you! this is no idle gossip !
it is slander, do you. hear ? It is the venonmed serpent
slander that has fixed its fangs upon your maiden name.
I believe, of course, unjustly ! but nothing except an open
explanation will enable your friends to exculpate you and
silence your calumniators. Will you not give them such
a weapon ?". --

"I cannot," she breathed in a low tone of returning -
despair.

" Reflect, girl. Ralph Houston, when he arrives, will
surely hear these reports ; for, in the country, nothing is
forgotten. He may stand by you-I doubt not with his
unbounded faith and chivalrous generosity that he will;
hut-will you, loving and honoring him as I am sure you

9
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do, will you, with a blemisaed name, give your hand to
him, a man of stainless honor ?"

" No, no ! oh, never, no !" came like a wail of woe from
her lips, as her head sank down upon her bosom.

" Then, Margaret, give your friends the right to explain
and clear your conduct."

She was incapable of reply, and so remained silent.
"You will not ?"

She mournfgy shook hergad.
"Good-by, Margaret ; God give you a better spirit. I

must leave you now," said the old pastor. And he arose,
laid his hand in silent pray upon the stricken young
head bent beneath him, then ok up his broad-brimmed
hat, and quietly left the room.

As he came out, Mrs. Houston opened the front parlor
door and invited him in there.

"Well, sir, what success ?" she inquired, anxiously, as
soon as they were both seated.

The good old man slowly shook his head.
"None whatever, madam."
" She still refuses to explain ?"

" Ah, yes, madam !"

"In fact it is just what I expected. I am not surprised
There never was such contumacious obstinacy. Dear me,
what shall I do ? What would you advise me to do ?"

"Be patient, Mrs. Houston ; and, above ill things, avoid
betraying to any others out of your own immediate family
the anxiety that you reveal to me. 'It is written that a
m's foes shall be those' of his own household.' Un-
natural and horrible as it sounds, every one who has
lived, observed, and reflected to any purpose, must have
discovered that still more frequently a woman's foes are
of such."

" Really and truly, Mr. Wellworth, that is a very strange
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speech of yours. I hope you do not suppose that any
one in this house is the enemy of Margaret llelnistedt ?"

Assuredly not. I merely wished to entreat that you
will not again speak of this correspondence in the village
post-office."

"But dear me, what then am I to do ?"
"Leave matters just where they are for the present.

There is nothing wrong in this farther than that it Nhas
unfortunately been made t occasion of~ossip; there.
fore, of course it must be perfectly cleared up for Mar.
garret's own sake. But our interference . at present evi-
dently will not tend to p ~pitate a satisfactory denoue-
ment."

"Oh, how I wish her father or Ralph were home. I
have a great mind to write to them I" exclaimed Nellie,
who certainly was governed by an unconscious attraction
toward mischief-making.

"My good lady, do nothing of the sort; it would be
both useless and harmful."

"What then shall I do ?" questioned Nellie, im-
patiently.

"Consult your husband."
"Consult Colonel Houston! You certainly can't know

Colonel Houston. Why, well as he likes me, he would.-.
bite my head off if I came to him with any tale hoC
scandal," said Nellie, querulously.

"Then leave the matter to me for the present," said
the minister, rising and taking his leave.

Meanwhile Margaret Helmstedt had remained where
the pastor had left her, with clenched hands and sunken
head in the same attitude of fixed despair. Then sud-
denly rising, with a low, long wail of woe, she threw her.
self on her knees before her mother's portrait, and raising
both arms with open hands, as though offering up some
oblation to that image, she cried,
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"Oh, mother! mother I here is the first gift, a spotless
name! freely renounced for thy sake! freely offered up to
thee I Only look on me? love me, my mother! for I have
loved thee more than all things-even than him, mother
mine I"

Mrs. Houston, in her excited state of feeling, could not
keep quiet. Even at the risk of being "flouted" or ridi-
culed, she went into the colonel's little study, which was
the small room in the second story immediately over the
front entrance, and. sitting down beside him, solemnly
entered upon the all-engrossing subject of her thoughts.
The colonel listened, going through the successive stages
of being surprised, amused and bored, and finally, when
she ceased and waited for his commeiits, he just went on
tickling his ear with the feathered end of his pea and
smiled in silence.

"Now then, colonel, what do you think of all this ?"
"Why, that it must he all perfectly correct, my dear,

and need not give you the slightest uneasiness. That
our fair little daughter-in-law regularly writes, and
receives letters from a certain person, is of course a suf-
ficient proof of the cQrrectness of both correspondence
and correspondent," said the colonel, gallantly.

"All that may be very true, and at the same time very
indiscreet-think of what they say."

"Tah-tah, my love I never mind 'they hay!' the only
practical part of it is, that in the absence o&Ralph, if I
should happen to meet with 'they say' in man's form, I
shall be at the trouble of chastising him, that's all I"

"Now, colonel! of all things, I do hope that you will
not, at your age, do any thing r~sh."

"Then, my pretty one, pray do not trouble me or your-
self, and far less little Margaret, with this ridiculous
wickedness," he said, drawing her head down to give her
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a parting kiss, and then good-humoredly putting her out
of the study.

Colonel Houston, in his contempt of gossip, had un
happily treated the' si4ject with more levity than it de..
served. In such a neighborhood as this of which I write,
calumny is not to be despised or lived down.-it must be
met and strangled; or it will be pampered and cherished
until it grows a very "fire-mouthed dragon horrible and
bright."

in such .a place events and sensations do not rapidly
succeed each other, and a choice piece of scandal is long
"rolled as a sweet morsel under the tongue." Margaret
either ceased to write obnoxious letters, or else she
changed her post-office, but that circumstance did not
change the subject of village gossip-it only furnished a
new cause of conjecture. And this continued until
near Christmas, when Frank Houston was expected home
to spend the holidays, and a large party was invited to
dinner and for the evening to meet him.

'Frank arrived on Christmas Eve, at night. He invol-
untarily betrayed some little agitation on first meeting
Margaret ~ his emotion, slight as~ it was, and soon as it
was conquered, was perceived by his fond step-mother,
upon whom it produced the effect of reviving all her
former feelings of suspicion an ent toward Mar-
garet, for having, as she supposed, tri d with his affec-
tions, and abandoned him in favor of his elder brother.
And this resuscitated hostility was unconsciously in-
creased by Frank, who being alone with his step-mother
later in the evening, said with a rueful attempt at smiling,

"So Ralph and my little Margo-mine no longer! are
to be married. Well, when I went away I charged him
with the care of my little love; and he has taken excel-
lent care of her, that is all."

"You have been treated villainously, Franky I villain.

ously, my poor boy! And I am grieved to death to think
I had any thing to do with it! only-what could I do at
such a time as that, when her mother, my poor, dear
Marguerite, was dying ?" said Nellie, half crying from the
mixed motives of revived grief for the loss of her friend,
and indignation at what she persisted in regarding as the
wrongs of her favorite step-son.

"However, Franky, dear, I can tell you, if,~ that will be
any comfort to you, that I don't think you have lost a
treasure in Margaret, for I doubt if she will be any more
faithful to Ralph than she has been to you I"

"Fair little mamma, that is not generous or even just,"
said Frank, in a tone of rebuke, tempered by affection ate*
playfulness. "Don't l~t's imitate the philosophical fox in
the fable, nor call sour these most luscious of grapes hting
far above my reach. Margaret owed me no faith. My
aspiration gave me no claim upon her consideration. She
is a noble girl, and 'blistered be my tongue' if' ever it say
otherwise. Henceforth, for me, she is my brother's wife,
no more, nor less," said the young man, swallowing the
sob that had risen in his throat and nearly choked him.

"Oh, my dear Franky! my very heart bleeds for you,"
said Nellie, with the tears streaming down her face; for
if the little lady had one deep, sincere affection in the
world, it was for her "pretty boy," as, to the young man's
ludicrous annoyance, she still called him.

But Frank wiped hor tears away and kissed her. And
the next moment Nellie was talking gayly of the party
she had invited to do honor to his return home.

T~Js festhral fixed for Christmas was intended to come
off the next afternoon. There was to be a dinner followed
by an evening party. As the family were still in mourn-
ing for Mrs. Helmstedt, dancing was prohibited; but the
evening was laid off to be employed in tea drinking, par.
br games, cards, and conversation.
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Mrs. ]Tousj~~n, as far as the contradIctory nature of her
sentiments would permit, took some pride in the beauty,
wealth, and soejal importance of her "daughter" Marga-
ret; and experienced quite a fashionable, mamma-like
solicitude for her favorable appearance upon the evening
in question. Therefore, without ever having had any
altercation with the pensive and unwilling girl upon the
subject of her toilet, Nellie, on the morning of Christmas
day, entered Margaret's little boudoir, accompanied by
Jessie Bell, bringing a packet.

Margaret, who sat by the fire quietly reading, looked
ap, smiled, and invited her visitor to be seated.

"I have not time to set down, Maggie; all those cakes
are to be frQsted yet; the jellies are waiting to be poured
izfl&o the moulds; the cream has yet to be seasoned and
put in the freezers; flowers cut in the green-house for the
7ases; and I know not what else besides. Here, Christ~
mas day, of all days in the year, that I should be working
harder than any slave," said the little lady.

"I had no idea that you were so busy. Pray let me
and Hildreth assist you. We are both skillful, you know.
Please always let me know when I or my servants can be
of any use to you, Mrs. Houston," said Miss Helmstedt,
laying aside her book and rising.

"Nonsense, my dear, I don't really need your services
or I should call upon you. I came in to bring you a
Christmas gift. Your foolish little motlier-in..law, whom
you refuse to call 'mamma,' has not forgotten you. Jes-
sie, open that box."

The waiting-maid obeyed, and drew from it a rich black-
velvet evening dress, made with a low corsage and shore
sleeves, and both neck and sleevelets trimmed with point.
lace.

"There! there is your dress for this evening, my der.
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How do you like it ?" asked ~the little lady, holding up
the dress in triumph.

"It is very beautiful, and I am very grateful to you,
Mrs. Houston."

"'Mrs Houston!' there it is again. You will not say
'Mamma.' By-and-by, I suppose, you will expect me
also to say 'Mrs. Houston,' and we, a mother and daugh-
ter-in-law, shall be formally 'Mrs. Houston4ng' each
other. Well, let that pass-' sufficient unto the day,' etc.
Now about this dress. You do not, after all, look as if
you half liked it. It is true, I know, that velvet is rather
matronly wear for a girl of fifteen; but then, when one is
in mourning the choice of material is not very extensive;
and besides, for Christmas, velvet may not be very much
out of place even on a young person. But I '~n'i sorry
you don't like it," concluded Nellie, regretfully dropping
the dress that she h~d been holding up to exhibition.

"Oh, I do like it, very much indeed. I should be very
tasteless not to like it, and very thankless not to i'~el your
kindness. The dress Th~ as beautiful as can be.-only too
fine for me," said Margaret.

"Not the least so, my dear girl. Consider," replied
the little lady, launching out into a strain of good-humored
compliment upon her" daughter's" face and figure, riches,
position, prospects, etc., etc.

Margaret arrested the flow of flatteI~y by quietly and
gratefully accepting the dress. She woul4 have preferred
to wear, even upon the coming festive evening, the nun-
like black bombazine, that, ever since her mother's death,
had been her costume. But, in very truth, her mind was
now too heavily oppressed with a private and unshared
responsibility, to admit of her giving much thought to the
subject of her toilet. Her neatness was habitual, me-
chanical; beyond the necessity of being neat, dress was
to her a matter of indifference.
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Nellie next took out a small morocco case.
"And here,~ she said, "is Colonel Houston's Christmas

offering to his little daughter-in-law."
Margaret opened the casket, and found a beautiful

necklace and bracelet of jet, set in gold.
"I will wear them to-night, and thank the kind donor

in person," said Miss Helmstedt, putting it beside her
book on the stand.

Mrs. Houston then bustled out of the room, leaving
the young girl to her coveted quiet.

Late in the afternoon, the Christmas party began to
assemble-a mixed company of about forty individuals,.
comprising old, middle-aged, and young persons of both
sexes. The ~evening was spent, according to programme,
in tea-drinking, parlor games, tableaux, cards and conver-
sation, id est, gossip, i. e., scandal.

Among all the gaily-attired young, persons present,
Margaret Ilelinstedt, in her mourning-dress, with her
black hair plainly braided around her fair, broad forehead,
was pronounced not only the mo~t beautiful, but by far
the most interesting; her beauty, her orphanage, her
heiress-ship, her extreme youth, and her singular position
as a betrothed bride in the house of her father-in-law, all
invested with a prestige of strange interest this fair young
creature.

But, ah! her very pre-eminence among her companions,
instigated the envious to seize upon, and use against her,
any circumstance that might be turned to her disadvan-
tage. Whispers went around. Sidelong glances were
east upon her.

As a daughter of the house, she shook off her melan-
clioly pre-occupation, and exerted herself to entertain the
visitors.

But matrons, whose daughters she had thrown into the
shade, could not forgive her for being 'talked of' and

F

received all her hospitable attentions with coldness. And
the maidens who had been thus overshadowed, took
their revenge in curling their lips and tossing their heads,
as she passed or smiled upon them.

Now Margaret Helmstedt was neither insensible, cold,
nor dull; on the contrary, she was intelligent to perceive,
sensitive to feel, and reflective to refer this persecution
back to its cause. And though no one could have judged
from her appearance how much she suffered under the
infliction; for, through all the trying evening, she ex-
hibited the same quiet courtesy and lady-like demeanor;
the iron entered her soul.

Only when the festival was over, the guests departed,
the lights put out, and she found herself at liberty to seek
the privacy of her own chamber, she dropped exhausted
beside her bed, and burying her face in the coverlid, sighed
forth,

"Oh, mother! mother! Oh, mother! mother !"

The Christmas party had the effect of giving zest and
impetus to the village gossip, of which Margaret was the
favorite theme. It was scarcely in fallen human nature
to have seen a girl of fifteen so exalted beyond what was
considerefi common and proper to one of her age, and not
to L'ecollect and repeat all that could justly or unjustly he
said to her disadvantage.

This newly-augmented slander resulted in an event very
humiliating to the family at the Bluff.

Near the end of the Christmas holidays, Frank hap-
pened to be in the village upon some unimportant busi-
ness. While loitering near a group of young men in one
of the shops, he started on hearing the name of Margaret
Helmstedt coupled with a light laugh. Frank's oyes
flashed as he advanced toward the group. He listened
for a moment, to ascertain which of their number had
thus taken the name of Miss Helmstedt upon irreverent
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lips; and when the culprit discovered himself, by again
Opening his mouth upon the same forbidden theme, with-
out another word spoken on any side, Frank silently and
coolly walked up, collared, and drew him struggling out
from the group, and using the riding wand he held in his
hand, proceeded to inflict upon him summary chastise-
meat. Whe~i he considered the young man sufficiently
punished, he spurned him away, threw his own card in
the midst of the group, inviting whomsoever should list
to take it up (with the quarrel), mounted his horse and
rode home.

He said nothing of what occurred to any member of
the family.

But about the middle of the afternoon, he received a
visit from the deputy sheriff of the county, who bore a
pressing invitation from a justice of the peace, that
"Franklin Pembroke Houston, of said county," should
appear before him to answer certain charges.

"Why, what is tids ?" inquired Colonel Houston, who
was present when th~ 'warrant was served.

"Oh, nothing, nothing; only I heard a certain Craven
Jenkins taking a lady's name in. vain, and gave him a
lesson on reverence; and now, I suppose, I shall have to
pay for the luxury, that is all," replied Frank. And then,
being farther pressed, he explained the whole matter to
his father.

"You did well, my boy, and just what I should have
done in your place4 Come! we will go to the village
and settle up for this matter," said the colonel, as he
prepared to accompany his son.

The affair ended, with Frank, in his being fined one
hundred dollars, which he declared to be cheap for the
good done.

Bi~t riot so unimportant was the result to the hapless

girl, whom every event, whether festive or otherwise,
seemed to plunge more deeply into trouble.

When, after New Year, Franky went away, Mrs. Hous-
ton accompanied him to Belleview, ~whence he took the
packet. And after parting with him, on her return
'through the village, she chanced to hear, for the first time,
the affair of the horse-whipping, for which her Franky
had been fined. Upon inquiry, she farther learned the
occasion of that chastisement. And her indignation
against Margaret, as the cause, knew no bounds.

Happily, it was a long, cold ride back to the Bluff, and
the sedative effect of time and frost had somewhat low.
ered the temperature of little Mrs. Houston's blood before
she reached home.

Nevertheless, she went straight to Margaret's sanctum,
and laying off her bonnet there, reproached her bitterly.

Margaret bore this injustice with "a great patience."
That had, however, but little power to disarm the

lady, whose resentment continued foii weeks.
Drearily passed the time to the hapless girl-the long

desolate months b$ghtened by the rare days when she
would receive a visit from one of her two friends, Grace
or Clare, ~r else get letters from her father or Ralph
houston.

Toward the spring, the news from camp held out the
prospect of Mr. Houston's possible return home. And
to Ralph'8 arrival poor Margaret looked forward with
more of dread than hope.
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CHiPTER XII.

THE DAUGHTER'S FIDELITY.

"Still through each change oi~fortune strange,
Racked nerve, and brain all burning,

Her loving faith, to given trust
Knew never shade of turning."

MORE than fifteen months have elapsed, since the cluse
of the last chapter-months, replete with the destiny of
nations as of individuals. First, the prospects of peace
through the mediation of the Emperor of Russia, or by
any other means, seemed indefinitely postponed. The
desired return of the long absent soldiers to their homes,
was a distant and doubtful hope. The war continued to
be prosecuted on both sides with unremitting animosity.

Cockburn was on the Chesapeake. Now I know not
whether history has softened, or tradition exaggerated
the fierceness, rapacity, and cruelty of this licensed pirate
and his crew. History tells of quiet farmsteads razed to
the ground and peaceful villages burned to ashes.
edition speaks of individual instances of monstrous atrocity,
that resulted in the madness or death of the innocent
victim. But whatever may stand recorded in history, or
be believed in distant regions, concerning the conduct of
the British fleet in the Chesapeake-here on the scene of
action, here along the shores and among the isles of the
Bay, the memory of Rear Admiral Cockburn and his crew,
is, justly or unjustly, loaded with almost preternatural ab-
horrence~

The villages of Havre de Grace, Frenchtown, Freder-
iektown, Georgetown and Hampton, and other unguarded
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hamlets, whose natural protectors were absent at the dis-
taut theatres of the war, were successively assaulted,
sacked and burned, while their helpless inhabitants, con-
sisting of old men, women and children, were put to the
sword, hunted away or carried off. The massacre on
Crane Island, with all its concomitant horrors of de-
bauchery, madness and violence, had carried consternation
into every heart. Marauding parties were frequently
landed to lay waste defenceless farmsteads, whose mas-
ters were absent on the Northern frontier.

Still as yet nothing had occurred to alarm, for them-
selves, our friends in the neighborhood of Ilelmstedt's
Island. The sail of the enemy had been more than once
seen in the distance, but not even a single foraging party
had landed to lay them under tribute. Thus it was con-
sidered quite safe by the neighbors to vary the monotony
of their lives by forming a pic-nic party for Helmstedt's
Island. The company consisted of the Houstons, the~
Wellworths, the Ilartleys, and others. The time ap-
pointed for the festival was the first of August. The day
proved cool for the season, and consequently pleasant for
the occasion. The Wellworths came down to the bluff to
join the Houstons, with whom, at sunrise, they set out
for the island, where they were met by the Hartleys al:id
other friends, and regaled by a sumptuous sea-side break-
fast, previously prepared to order by ihe island house-
keeper, Aunt llapzibah. After that repast~ the company
separated into groups, according to their "attractions."
Of the elder portion, some formed quiet whist parties in
the drawing-room, and others sat down for a cozy. gossip
on the vine-shaded piazza. Of the younger party some
entered boats and went crabbing, while others formed
quadrilles and danced to the sound of the tambourine, the
fiddle, and the banjo, wielded with enliiusiasm by the
hands and arms of three ecstatic sable musicians. Mar-
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garet Helmstedt and her chosen friends, Grace Wellworth
and Clare Hartley, separated themselves from the com-
pany, and with their arms affectionately intertwined
around each other's waists, wandered down to the beach
with the purpose of making the whole circuit~ of her be.
loved island. Margaret has changed and matured in the&
fifteen months. She has become very beautiful, very much
like what her mother had been, but with a profounder and
more mournful style, "a beauty that makes sad the eye."
Time, experience, and sorrow have prematurely done their
work upon her. She, but sixteen years of age, looks much
older. She is dressed quite plainly, in a gown of black
gauze striped with black satin, a fine lace inside handker-
chief and cuffs, white kid gloves and black morocco gaiters.
iler jet black hair is parted over her broad brow, and rip-
pling in a myriad of shining wavelets that would, if per-
mitted, fall in a cloud of ringlets around her sweet, pale
face, and throw into deeper shade the shadowy, mournful
eyes. The white chip hat, plainly trimmed with white
ribbons, hangs idly from her arm. Within the last year
Margaret's position has not improved. It is true that the
subject of the letters and the unknown correspondent or
lover has been suffered to die out. Not even country
gossips can, without new materials, keep a vague scandal
alive year after year. And no such stimuli had been
afforded them. Margaret, whether she had ceased to
write, or had taken a more effectual manner of concealing
her correspondence, seemed neither to receive nor send
any more mysterious letters. But she had<not regained,

~ nor even sought to regain, the confidence, esteem, and
affection of her family. An atmosphere of distrust, cold-
ness, and reserve, surrounded, chilled, and depressed her
spirit, yet~ could not destroy the deep enthusiasm of some
hidden devotion that inspired her soul, and gave to her
beautiful, pale face, the air of rapt religious enthusiasm

seen on the pictured brows of saints and angels. Even
now, upon this festive occasion, as she walks between her
friends, the same deep, serious, earnest fervQr glows under
the surface of her eloquent countenance. They were im-
parting to her, as girls will, their girlish mysteries. and
inviting her to a similar confidence. But Margaret was
preoccupied and abstracted, and though her replies were
always affectionate, they were. not always to the point.

At last the brown-eyed and gentle little Grace ventured
to say,

"I tell you what, Margaret, it islsaid that there are two
sorts of people in this world~h.those who love, and those
who permit themselves to be loved. If so, then you be~
long to the latter class."

"Why do you think so, dear Grace ?"

"Why ?-here my arm has been around your waist,
and it might better have been around the stem of an oak
sapling! that at least would have nodded over me a little;
but you, you walk on erect, silent, thoughtful, and when
I speak to you of the flowers along our path, talk to me
of the clouds over our heads; or make an equally appli-
cable response to my observation, which shows how much
attention you pay to what I say."

"I beg your pardon, dear Grace."
"Of course you do, and of course I grant it, which will

not prevent your offending in the same *ay the very next
minute."

"Cease, vziatterbox I" exclaimed Clare Hartley. "Re-
member the~ Miss Ilelmstedt has other subjects to occupy
her mind to the exclusion of yeur mature ideas. She is
engaged, you know. Her affianced is far away. Like
that other 'Margaret, who in Lethgow's bower, all lonely
sat and wept the weary hour,' she may be thinking of-.

'The war against her native soil.
Her lover's risk in battle broil.'

I'
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Though after all, since they seem to be so quiet up there,
I shouldn't wonder if she is only thinking of household
linens, with a view to housekeeping. Let the 'plenishing'
be on the most liberal scale, Margaret,. for I and Grace
intend to spend a great deal of time with you after you
are married."

"~And we are to be your bridesmaids, of course, are we
not, dear Margaret ?"

"Dear Grace, pray do not; speak of any~ future event
with such presumptuous assurance. My marriage may
never take place," replied Margaret, with a mournful 'earn-
estness, that she did not attempt to conceal or modify.

"Your marriage may never take place I" exclaimed
both her companions, in consternation.

"I mean that life is full of vicissitudes; one or the
other of us may die."

"How gravely you speak! You are certainly the
daughter of Heraclitus, the crying philosopher. Why,
Margaret-"

She was interrupted by a piercing shriek from Grace
Wellworth, who, breaking suddenly from her companions,
ran like Atalanta up toward the inland of the island. They
looked up to ascertain the cause. With wild eyes and
blanched faces they recognized the occasion of her terror
and flight. Three boats had been silently pushed up on
the sands a few yards below them, and were now dis-
charging their crews, consisting of about twelve or more
from each boat, or fram thirty-five to forty British soldiers
in, all. One of these men had ir~stantly perceived the
flight of Grace, and moved by the mere animal instinct to
pursue the flying, as the hound pursues the running hare,
had cried out,

"Atalanta! Atalanta! By George, when a girl flies she
invites pursuit," and ran after her.

"For the love of heaven, let us not follow her example.

Let us stand our ground. Let us speak to the command-
ing officer, and we will save ourselves and her from farther
aggression," said Margaret, looking very firm, and not a
shade paler than usual. Glare drew herself up with dig-
nity and remained standing beside her friend.

The pursuer of Grace had now overtaken, caught~and
lifted the terrified and struggling girl, and laughing gayly
the while, was bearing her back to the scene: No more
dangerous spirit than that of wild fun and frolic seemed
to inspire the merry captor.

"Release me! Releaseme, I command you, villain ~
cried Grace, wild with indignation and fear, and strug-
gling desperately to free herself.

"Ha! ha! ha! the little brown partridge! how fierce,
and strong, and spiteful it is! how it flutters and flaps,
and beats !" exclaimed the soldier, holding his captive
tighter.

"Let me go! Let me go, I say! poltroon I" cried the
girl, wrestling madly with her captor.

"Kingdom come! what a wild bird it is !" exclaimed th
latter, squeezing his prize maliciously.

"Put me down! Put me down, I order you, marauder!
coward! brute !" resumed Grace, now maddened with
rage and terror.

"George! What! It is not a wild partridge, but a
young hawk that I've caught! What claws and beak it
has! how it bites, and tears, and scratches t: I must look
out for my face, or, by George! the best-looking soldier
in his majesty's service will be ruined !"

* "You a soldier! Poltroon I Coward !"

"Whe-ew! the little creature can call hard names too.
Well, come; one kiss for a cheap ransom, 'and I let you
go! What! Not one kiss? Very well; what is not freely
yielded must be boldly rifled! What the deuce-.--..--"
And despite her phrenzied struggles the "ransom'? was

ii
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Lezed, and Grace, furious at the indignity, was set upon
her feet.

"For shame, ensign! How dare you? Go directly
and ask the young lady's pardon," said the commanding
officer, who had just that instant reached the scene.

The delinquent addressed touched his hat to his superior
officer and said,

"I beg yours, lieutenant. If the bird had not flown,
the falcon would not have flown I" and repeating the ges.
ture of subordination he turned to obey. Going up and
standing before Grace, who gave him a furious look, he
took off his cap, revealing a very finely turned .head,
bowed profoundly, and said,

"Young lady, Ensign Dawson humbly begs your par.
don; and all the more humbly, because, poor wretch!
he cannot repent! nor evew-hardened sinner that he is
..-promise never to do so ~g~in. For if ever the oppor.
unity should offer, son of' perdition that you know him
to be! he would be sure to repeat the offence. Under

ch unpromising prospects, you will deign to stretch out
the sceptre of grace, whose touch is pardon to the poor
devil-William Dawson ?"

~"William Dawson."' The words were echoed by a low
thrilling, impassioned voice, that did not come from Grace,
whose lovely countenance, as she 'listened to the ensign's
apology, underwent the most ludicrous series of phases;
rage, curiosity, admiration, pride-all struggled for the
supremacy a moment, and then, shocked at detecting in
herself the slightest indication of relenting toward such
unpardonable. and atrocious impudence, she turned an4
walked away in haughty silence. Lieutenant King stepped
after her to offer a more suitable apology. At the same
instant Glare Hartley left the side of her friend, and went
to soothe her.

* And' thus Margaret Helmstedt and the young ensign
were left alone, standing a few yards apart.

He stood watching with laughing eyes the retreating
form of Grace.

But Margaret's ace was a study. Her thrilling, pas-
sionate voice it ~as that had echoed his name at the
instant of hearing it. When that name first struck her
ear, she had started and clutched her breast with both
hands, as one who had received a shot in the heart. And,
since that moment, she had been standing transfixed,
white and still, with burning gaze fixed upon the young
soldier. Presently her steadfast gaze attracted the atten-
tion of the object, who raised his eyes to hers. Th.
meeting of those mutual glances did not dissolve, but
changed the spell under which she labored.

She moved, stretched out her arm, and without with.
drawing her gaze, like a somnambulist or a mesmerized
subject, as if irresistibly drawn on, in measui'ed steps,
with fixed eyes and extended arm, she walked toward
him, laid her hand firmly upon his breast, and gazed wistu~
fully into his face.

The young soldier laughed, drew himself up, threw out
his chest, folded his arms, lifted his head, and so seemed
defiantly to offer himself for criticism. And in truth he
had no just reason to avoid inspection. He was very
possibly just what he had laughingly described himself-.
the handsomest man in his majesty's service. He was
one of the finest specimens of the Angl&Saxon race-
in form somewhat above the medium height-broad
shouldered, deep chested, round limbed, with a full face,
fair, roseate complexion, flaxen hair, merry blue eyes,
straight nose, finely curved, red and smiling lips, white
teeth, and an expression of countenance replete with
blended frankness, firmness, and good-humor.

But no recognition of his manly bi~auty was in the stead.
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fast, profound, and serious gaze with which Margaret-..
her hand still laid upon his breast-regarded him.

"William Dawson. Your name is William Dawson ?"

she said, speaking low and slowly.
"Yes, fair one I William Dawson, hitherto ensign in

his majesty's company of -, but henceforth your
liege subject I" replied the young soldier, laughingly,
though in great surprise.

"William Dawson," she repeated 1 without removing
her eyes.

"You have said it, lovely lady."
"William ~ she reiterated, as it were, uncon-

sciously.
"At your service, beautiful Virginian! What can I do

to prove my devotion? Blow up the Albion? desert my
colors? swear allegiance to that warlike hero, President
Madison? or, I have it! cut off Rear Admiral Cockburn's
ears? for I think he is the favorite antipathy of your
charming country women! Tell me what unheard-ofI. audacity I shall perpetrate to prove my devotion, and
above all things, tell me the worshipped name of her forf whom I am pledging myself to do any thing and every
thing I" said the young soldier, in the same tone of gay,
but not disrespectful raillery.

"I am Margaret Helmstedt," she replied, in a low and
thrilling voice.

"Great heaven I"
It was all he said. And there fell a pause and deep

silence between them for some intense and vital moments,
during which they gazed with unutterable emotions upon

each other's face and form. She could not have been
whiter than she had been from the first, so she remained
without color and without voluntary motion, but shaken
upon her feet as a statue by an earthquake. lie at length

grew pale as she was, shuddered through all his frame,

Fi

seized her hand, drew her closer, as one having authority
held her firmly while he fixed upon her blanched face a
gaze as earnest, as searching, as thrilling as her own had
been.

He broke the silence.
"Margaret Helmstedt! Margaret Helmstedt! I see

you then at last! And now that I gaze upon your face-..
how like, great heaven! to hers. Come-come! You
must go with me. You must inform me of that which
you alone have power to communicate. You must confirm
to me that fact which I suspect, but do not know*; or,
rather, which I know, but cannot prove. Come, Margaret
Helmstedt, come ;~ and, closing his hand cruelly upon
hers he drew her, blanched and unresisting, after him,
into the covert of the wood, where they were quickly
hidden.

There had been unsuspected witnesses to this strange
scene. So absorbed in their mutual subject of interest
had been the maiden and the soldier, that they had noli
perceived that the trio, consisting of Lieutenant Ring,
Olare Hartley, and Grace Wellworth, who were going up
toward the house, had been met by another party, con-
sisting of Mrs. Compton, Mrs. Houston, and Parson
Wellworth, who were coming down toward the beach, and
that ~a pause and a parley was the consequence. Nellie
Houston, who was at the same time a furious patriot and
a fearful poltroon, on seeing the hated and dreaded "red-
coat," had ejenched her fist, and frowned defiance, even
while she paled and trembled with terror. Mrs. Compton
had remained composed She had been an old campaigner
of the long revolutionary struggle, gnd was not easily
disconcerted by the sight of the British uniform. The
old parsoz~ had put on his spectacles and taken sight
Seeing that the officer, cap in hand, walked quietly
and inoffensively on, between the ~two girls, neither of

17
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whom betrayed the least uneasiness, he turned to the
frightened and belligerent Nellie, and said, "Do not be
alarmed, madam; he is an officer and a gentleman, and
will, no doubt, conduct himself as such, and compel his
m~n to the manners of men."

~And the next moment, when they met, the officer made
good the words of the preacher. Bowing profoundly, he
explained that his party had landed o~1~e island foi~ the
purpose of procuring a supply of fresh water and provi-
sions.

Nellie flushed to her forehead, bit her lips till the blood
came, and turned away in silence. She had no good-will
for the British, and would not feign even civility.

Mrs. Compton satisfied the claims of conventional po-
liteness by bowing coldly.

Mr. Wellworth took upon himself to be spokesman of1< his party, and responded.
"Sir, Major Helmstedt, the proprietor of this estate,

is now absent with the American army, in the North-
doing, no doubt, good service to his country; and good
execution among your ranks. We, whom you find on the
spot, are only members of a pic-nic party, consisting in
all of about fifteen ladies, young and old, two half-grown
boys, and four aged men. Your force, sir, looks to me
to be nearly, or quite, forty fighting men. Resistance
on our part would be in yam, else, Christian minister

fl as I am, I might be tempted to refuse give to our enemy
drink, though he were thirst, or meat, though he hungered.
The available provisions of the island, sir, are just now
very limited in quantity. The fortunes of war have placed

them at your disposition, sir. We are in your power.
We therefore confide in your honor as a gentleman and
an officer, that in appropriating the articles in, qr estion,
you will proceed with the quietness and courtesy due to
the presence of ladies.

'1

To this speech, which was more candid than concilia-
ting, the lieutenant bowed, assuring the clergyman that
"booty" and not "beauty" was the present object in
request; that the former should be removed with the
least possible disturbance to the latter; and counselling
him to withdraw the ladies to the upper chambers of the
mansion, while his-men came on and took possession, for
an l~our or so, of the lower rooms.

While the clergyman and the lieutenant thus conversed,
Nellie turned to the two girls, who had left 'the side 'of
their escort, and said, '

"Why, where is Margaret? Where have you left
her 7"

"Mar.garet! Oh! on the beach, or just above it.
There she is now, talking with. that saucy ensign I" ex-
claimed Grace Wellworth, in a tone of pique.

"No fear for our heroic Margaret! She is quite com-
petent to the care of her own personal rnifety," retorted
Clare Hartley.

"Yet I think it is very indiscreet in Margaret to re-
main behind conversing with that impudent young
ensign !" cried Grace, petulantly drawing the attention of
the whole party to the unconscious subject of her animad-
versions. Clare looked on in astonishment. Nellie
gazed' in consternation. Mr. WeIlwo~th stared like a
lunatic. And Lieutenant King declared it as his experi-
ence that Ensign Dawson was "the de~tl among the
girls." And before this group had recovered their self-
possession, they saw 1~he young couple disappear in the
woods.

"Go after them I Fly to her rescue! She is carried
off! Run, Mr. Wellworth," cried Nellie, in a pa~roxysm
of terror, as soon as she had recovered from her amaze-
ment.

But Lieutenant King advised the lady to be calm, and
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the clergyman to mind his own affairs, adding that the
young girl had accompanied the soldier quite voluntarily,
and that he would warrant her, or any lady, safe from
offence by Ensign Dawson.

"You would warrant him after witnessing his behavior
to me I" exclaimed Grac~ in a half-suppressed whisper,
which was, however, not so much smothered, but that its
purport reached the ~ara of the officer, who answered
earnestly,

"Had you been in the woods alone with that youthful
soldier, he would have respected your solitude and help-
lessness; but you were amid your friends, you ran, un-
wittingly challenging pursuit, and hence-but I do not
defend him, he was wrong, and I beg pardon in his be-
half."

"What? what? what was that, Grace ?" asked old Mr.
Wellworth, in alarm.

"Nothing, father! only when I took fright and ran
away, he gave chase, caught-and brought me back to my
party; that is all," replied Grace, suppressing the fact of
the rifled kiss, and blushing deeply for its suppression.

"Mr. Wellworth, I really must, insist upon your going
in search of Margaret. This lieutenant indorses the
ensign; but who indorses the lieutenant ?" inquired
Nellie.

Lieutenant King bowed "as if he had received a com-
pliment."

And moved by this persistence on the part of Mrs.
Houston, the old clergyman took the path leading down
to the thicket.

"Madam," said Lieutenant King, "will you permit me
to counsel you to proceed to the house, and withdraw
your female friends to the privacy of the upper chambers.
Myself and my men, who are not desirable company for
ladies, will follow in about fifteen minutes. They will

want refreshments. You will, therefore, be so kind as to
leave the keys of the pantry, storehouse, cellars, etc., in
charge of some male servant, with orders to wait upon
me."

"Sir, because all our able men are with the army, and we
~re d~'enceless and in your power, you shall be obeyed.
And for no other reason on the face of the earth !" ex-
claimed Nellie, flushing with anger, as she beckoned her
companions, and took the way, successively, through the
meadow, the orchard, and the garden, to the house. As
they turned away, the British officer bowed with scrupu-
lous politeness, and laughed within: himself:, as he mut-
tered,

"You are a 'good-nater' little lady," and took' the way
to the(beach to bring together his men.

Meanwhile, Nellie and her companions reached the
mansion, and spread consternation among the company,
by announcing that a British force had landed on the
island. With the recollection of Craney Islandt fresh in
their minds, there was not an old lady there who did not
expect to be put the sword, or a young woman or boy
who did not look to be carried off. But the calm courage
of Clara Hartley, and the cool serenity of old Mrs. Comp-
ton, did much toward soothing their fears and resto5g
quiet. Mrs. Houston then explained, that they were all
to go up-stairs and lock themselves in the chambers, while
the soldiers bivouacked below.

Hapzibah was then called, and ordered to produce the
keys.

"Well, I 'spose how der's no help for it, Miss Nellie;
far ef I don't guy um up, dem are white niggers bust
open ebery singly door in the house," said Hapzibah.

"Yes, and set it on fire afterward, and throw you in to
feed the flames I" was the comforting reply.
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"I 'fies 'em for to do it-white herrin's !-.-who's afeard?
-'sides which, I don't believe I'd blaze for 'em I"

"No; you'd blow up like a skin of gunpowder. But
hand over the keys, and go call your brother, old Euri-
pedes, to take charge of them and wait on the gentlemen.
You'll have to come up-stairs with the ladies."

~" Me go hide long o' de ladies, jes as ef I was feared
o" dem white niggers I Me leabe my poor, ole, innocent'
rudder 'lone, to be put upon by dem debbils! I like to
see myself a doin' of it! I'd see ole Hempseed Island
sunk inter de bottom o' do sea wid all aboard fust-dat's
me. Yer all hear me good, don't yer ?"

"They'll certainly throw you in the fire if you talk in
that way," said Nelife, laughing in despite of her secret
fears and anxieties.

"I wouldn't burn to save dere precious libes! I'd see
'em all blasted fust! I'd see it good! Dat's me! But
I begs yer pardon, Miss Nellie, chile! I doesn' mean no
'fence, nor likewise no disrespect to you honey.-'deed no!
But yer see do werry sight 'o one 'o dem dere boiled crabs
makes me crawl all ober-an' de sight o' one o' dere
scarlet~coats drives me ravin' mad as ef I wer a she-bull!
~dat's me! 'Cause yer see chile, de werry fust time one
o' dem dere debbils put his fut on toy do islan' he done
fetch death an' 'struction long ob him! An' now dat
debbil done gone an' fetch forty more dobbils more worse
nor himself. An' I wish, I does, how I could bore a hole
in do islan' an' sink it wid all aboard, I do-dat's me.
An' now I'll go artor my rudder You-Rip."

"Stay a mon~ent," said Mrs. Houston. "You can tell
~s-is there much wine and liquor in the cellar ?-for if
those wretches are permitted to drink themselves to mad.
ness, even the word of their commanding officer is no
security for their good behavior ?"

"Wine an' likkor! No, thanks be to my 'Vine Marster

I
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der. aint a singly drap to cool dore parchy tongues, no
more'n dero is in Aberyham's buzzum! Marse Fillup
done ship it all away to camp, for he an' Marse Wrath
to treat dero rudder ossifers wid, to keep dero couridge
when doy goes inter battle. Wish it was me goin! I
wouldn't 'quire no sich. 'Sides which, I'd shoot somofin
harder at 'em nor grape-shot inter 'em, as dey talk so
much about, which it stands to reason shooting' grapes is
nuffin but chile's play, and can't hurt nobody, much less
olern dere hardened b'ilod crabs, 'less deys 'stilled into
likker an' drank too much of, 'sides bein' a waste o' do
fruit; which dey do say as how 'willful waste make woe-
ful want.'"

"My goodness alive, Happy, how you do run on.
You make my head go round and round like a water-
wheel. Do go now and send Euripedos to me," said Mrs
Houston.

"I gwine," said Hapzibah, who took herself off.
And just then the gontlo~uen of the party,~who had

been out fishing at the opposite extremity of the island,
and had been sent for, arrived upon the scene, and re-
ceived the intelligence of the landing of the foraging party
on the western shore of the island, and of their momenta-
rily expected arrival at the house.

And now at last there was promptitude of action.. The
ladies and female servants were collected and hurried up-
stairs, with recommendations not only to lock, but to bolt
and bar themselves within the innermostThhambors. Old
Jlapzibah's ago, fearlessness and tearful remonstrances:
obtained for her the questionable privilege of remaining
out to stand by her "poor ole angel," as she lovingly
termed her brother. Euripedes and herself were entrusted
with the keys, and directions to wait upon the foragers.
The four old gentlen~en and the two boys then armed
themselves, and took their stations in the upper hall to
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defend, if necessary, the approach to the ladies' place
of retreat. These arrangements were scarcely concluded,
before the foraging party entered the house. And then
followed the feast, and succeeded the orgies !-and such
orgies! It was providential that there was no liquor to
be found, though every cellar, closet, cupboard and pantry
was ransacked, in the vain hope of finding a hidden store.
The hampers of the pic-nic party were rifled of their costly
delicacies, and a few bottles of rare wine discovered, but
this went only a little way among so many. You should
have heard old Hapzibah's indignant account of their pro..
seedings. She said that, "Each red debbil among 'em
'haved as if he wer' 'sessed o' seben odei' debbils more
worker dan hissef !" That when they failed to find the
wine, they drove her "'poor, ole, innocent , suffering' darling'
on afore 'em, an' swore all de hair off'n his head.-de
poor, ole, timid, saf'-hearted chile, as could' stan' muffin
o' dere debblish doin's"-that because she, aunt Hapzi-
bah, couldn't be here, and there, and everywhere at once,
"de 'fernal white niggers got inter her cabin an' stole her
trunk o' berryin' close, which she meant to go arter 'em
herself, an' git 'em back even ef she had to pull 'em out'n
Admirable Cockburn's own claws! Dough ef he, Cock-
burn, was admirable, she should like to know, she should,
who was abominable ! That dA~ low~life white herring's
was so 'fraid o' bein' poisoned, d~at dey made poor, olo
Rip, poor, ole, suffering , put-upon angel, drink out'n ebery
thing, whedder it 'greed with him or flot-a~' eben polledd
him to drink out'n ebery singly milk-pan in de dairy-
house, which ebery body knows he neber could 'bide
mIlk eber since he was weaned, which callers made him
dead sick to his stumick."

Finally, it was sunset before the marauders left the
island, carrying off with them not only all the grain, 'but
all the meat, fruit, and garden vegetables, and also all the
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poultry, and all the live stock with the exception of one
old black ram, the patriarch of the flock, whom Hapzibah
swore bitterly to carry to Oockburn, when she went after
her trunk.

It was quite dark before it was considered safe to war-
rant the descent of the ladies from their retreat. Fortu-
nately there would be a moon, or~else the half-starved and
thoroughly wearied pic-nickers must have rowed home in
darkness. Now, therefore, they assembled on the porch,
to talk over their misadventure, and wait for the 'rising
of the moon. But suddenly some one asked,

"Where is Margaret Helmstedt, and-."
"Where is Margaret ?" was echoed all around.
Nellie had hoped that she was safe in the charge of

Mr. Wellworth. But, Mr~ Wellworth, who from wander-
ing all over the island now joined the party, declared
that he had been unable to find her, and that he had ex-
pected to hear of her among her friends present. And.
now, as the alarm spread, and exclamations of,~" Where
is Margaret ?" "Where can she be ?" "Is it possible
she can have been carried off ?" were passed in distress
from one to another, and all began to separate to prosecute
the search for her, a quiet low voice was heard from their
midst, saying,

"I am. here-be not uneasy!" and, ghost-like, Mar-
garet Helmstedt stood among them! The sight of the
maiden was an immediate and great relief, but,

"Are you quite safe, my child ?" asked Mr. Well-
worth.

"Quite !" responded Margaret, sinking upon a bench
as if greatly exhausted.

"Where have you been ?" asked Mrs. Houston, sharply.
"Beyond the wa------" Her voice died away in silence;

she had fainted.
"It is fatigue, and fright, and 'want of foods" said old
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Mrs. Compton, going to the poor girl, raising h ead,
SAUd supporting it on her lap.

"And those wretches have not left so much as a rop
of wine to revive her, or even a candle to see her cc
by," exclaimed Nellie, who, whatever her 2ause of dis-
pleasure might be, was always moved by the sight of
physical suffering, with which she could the more readily
sympathize. But Dr. Hartley caused Margaret's head to
be laid down again, and water to be dashed in her face;
and by these simple means her recovery was soon effected.

As the moon was now rising, the company prepared
themselves, and went down to the beach to get into their
boats, which, they thanked heaven, had not been carried
off by the marauders. The trip back was decidedly the
pleasantest part of the whole expedition. An hour's row
over the moonlit waters brought them to the Bluff, where
Nellie ordered supper to be immediately prepared for the
whole famished party, who remained her guests that night,
and only separated after breakfast the next morning.

When her last guest had departed, Mrs. Houston en..
tered the private sitting-room of Margaret Helmstedt,
whom she found quietly sitting beside her work-stand,
engaged in sewing.

'Paking a seat close beside her, Mrs. Houston said,
"Margaret, I have come to request an explanation of

your strange conduct of yesterday, which, let me assure
4 you, has given your friends great pain, and even revived

all the old gossip of which you were the subject. Mar-
garet, I await your answer."

She looked up from her work, and fixing her dark eyes
full upon the face of her catechiserr, answered firmly,
though gently,

"Mrs. Houston, I have no explanation to make ~
The little lady flushed and bit her lip.
Margaret continued her needlework.
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"Then I am to understand, Miss Helmstedt, that you

consider it quite proper for a young lady to spend two or
three hours alone, in the woods with a soldier, who is not
of her kindred ?"

Margaret might have replied with truth, "No, Mrs.
Houston, I do not consider that at all proper," but. she
chose, on the contrary, to remain silent.

"And you doubtless think, besides, that an affianced
bride owes no consideration to her betrothed husband."

"So far from that, I feel that she owes the same as if
the church and the state had already blessed and con-
firmed the engagement," answered Margaret.

"Which, in your case, it will never do, unless certain
suspicious acts of yours are satisfactorily explained."

"Mrs. Houston, I do not understand you," said Mare
garet, flushing deeply.

"You do not seem to know that the honor of Ralph is
committed to your keeping I"

"Mrs. Houston, the honor of no human being ~can pos-
sibly go out of his own keeping, or into that of another."

The lady still bit her lip in high displeasure; but a
glance at the pale, pensive face, and mourning dress of
the orphan girl, a sudden recollection of her dead mother,
a reflection upon the inevitable misery that any real im-
prudence might bring upon that mother's only child, per-
haps modified her resentment, for in a kinder tone she
said,

"Margaret Helmstedt, you are on the bAnk of a fright-
ful precipice! pause! confide to me the nature of the ac-
quaintance subsisting between yourself and that strange
young man, whom you had evidently known previous to
your meeting yesterday morning. Is he the person to
whom you wrote those mysterious letters? Is he the
same whose visit to the island caused your poor mother
such keen distress ~ Was it the dread of your continued
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intimacy~, and possible union with such an unadmissible
person, that constrained her to betroth you to Ralph, and
consign you to my care? Speak, Margaret! It may be
in my power to help and save you !"

Margaret trembled through all her frame, but answered
firmly,

"'Dear Mrs. Houston, I thank you for your kindness,
but-i have nothing to say !"

"Margaret! I adjure you by the memory of your dead
mother, speak! explain 1"

She might have replied, "And in the name of my dear
mother, I repudiate your adjuration !" But fearing to
give the slightest clue, or in the least degree to compro.
mise the memory of her who slept beneath the old oaks
beside the waves, she answered,

"Even so adjured, I can only repeat, that I have no
explanation to make, Mrs. Houston."

"Then I will delay no longer. I will write to Ralph 1"
exclainwd Mrs. Houston, indignantly rising and leaving
the room.

"Oh! mother! mother !" The wailing voice of the girl
was smothered in her spread hands, and in her thick, dis-
heveled hair as she cast 'herself upon the floor.

Now whether Mrs. Houston really put her threat into
immediate execution, is not known. What is certain, the
increased coldness of all the family, even of the kind-
hearted, liberal-minded Colonel Houston, so distressed the
spirit of the orphan girl that she seldom sought their
company, and at last met them only at meal times. A
fortnight passed thus, during which the family at the
Bluff received no company and paid no visits. Such long
seasons 'of isolation, even in summer, were not unusual in
that sparsely settled place, where the undertaking of a
friendly visit was really a serious piece of business.

At the end of a fortnight, however, as the family were

sitting at dinner, Mr. Wellworth suddenly and unan-
nounced entered the room. His countenance betrayed
that some unusual circumstance had brought him out.
All arose to receive him. In the midst of the general
shaking of hands, the colonel put the question that all
longed to ask.

"What has happened, Mr. Wellworth ?"

"Why, sir, a party of British soldiers landed this morn-
ing and attacked the parsonage 1"

"Good heaven! I hope no serious damage has been
done ?" exclaimed Colonel Houston, while all listened
with intense interest for his answer.

"No, thank the Lord! There was providentially a
wedding at the church, a poor man's, whose friends had
all gathered to see him married. We armed ourselves
with what we could catch up, and, being much the larger
party, succeeded in beating off the assailants."

"I hope there was no blood shed ?" said the kind-
hearted Mrs. Compton.

"None on our side to speak of. They left one of their
party on the field.-Dodson......Carson.-.Dawson-yes, that
is his name, Dawson.-the very fellow that was with
the foragers who broke in upon our pic-nic party."

A low half-suppressed cry from Margaret,. had greeted
the name of the wounded man. But ~no one heard it
but Mrs. Houston, who resented it by saying,

"And I hope, Mr. Wellworth, the wretch was dead !"

"He may be so by this time, madam," replied the
minister in a voice of grave rebuke; "the poor young
man is severely wounded. We have put him to bed;
my daughter Grace and her maid are taking care of him,
and I am off for Dr. Hartley. I called just to beg you
to have me put across the bay."

"Certainly," replied Colonel Houston, who immedi-
ately dispatched his waiter to give orders fin' t1i~ hn~t to
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be made ready. And in fifteen minutes Mr. Wellworth
had departed on ~his errand.

It was late in the evening when the clergyman returned
with the physician, and both took their way to the par-
sonage. The next morning, when Dr. Hartley called at
the Bluff on his way home, he reported the wound of the
young ensign not so dangerous as had been represented.
And, in short, in a few days the young man was conva-
lescent. Before his full recovery, the British fleet had
k~ this portion of the bay, and had gone down to the
mouth of the Patuxent. The attack upon the parsonage
was the last foray made by their troops in that neighbor-
hood.

One morning, about the third week in August, the
family at Buzzard's Bluff were cast into a state of con-
sternation by an unprecedented event. Margaret Helm-
stedt did not appear at the breakfast-table. After awaiting
her coming for some time, Mrs. Houston sent to inquire
for her, and learned that she was not to be found. Her
maid was also missing. Her footman was next sought
for in. vain, and during the search it was discovered that
her little sail, the Pearl Shell, had also been taken away.
And while the trouble of the family was still at its height,
Mr. Wellworth was announced, and entered with intelli-
gence that seemed, in Mrs. Houston's estimation, to throw
light upon the mystery of Margaret's flight-.--.namely, that
his prisoner, the young British ensign, William Dawson,
had broken his parole and fled.

V CHAPTER XIII.

PERSECUTION

They said that guilt a shade had cast
Upon her youthful fame,

And scornfulmurmurs as she passed
Were minded with her name.

In truth it was a painful sight
As former fricndq went by,

To see her trembling lip grow #hite
Beneath each altered eye.-Mru. Holmci.

To the surprise of all the family at the Bluff, Margaret
Helmstedt, the third morning from her disappearance,
returned to her guardian's house. Mrs. Houston took
upon herself the ungenial task of meeting the delinquent.

"Well, Miss, or rather, I beg your pardon, madam, per-
mit me to congratulate you! though really I had not sup-
posed you would have so soon honored my humble house
with a visit," said Nellie, as she met her at the door.

"Mrs. Houston, I do not understand you: pray, let me
pass," pleaded the gir1 -vho looked pale, exhausted, and
heart-broken.

"Pass, indeed! I would first know wholt is that so
glibly demands to pass. No, madani; your right to pass
here is forfeited. I only wonder that you should present
yourself. But I suppose that you have come for your
effects; if so, inform me where they shall be sent~ and I
will have them forwarded."

Margaret leaned half fainting against the door frame,
but notwithstanding her physical prostration and mental
disturbance, she maintained her presence of mind.

"Mrs. Houston, you are mistaken. I bear no new name
or new relation, as your words would seem to imply."

(289)
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* "Then, Miss, so much the worse I" exolairhed Nellie,
indignantly.

"I do not understand you," said Margaret, in amaze-
ment.

1~ You do! And I wonder more than ever that you
should presume to present yourself before me I" retorted
the lady, raising her voice.

"Mrs. Houston, my mother wa~ your bosom friend.
Do not insult her daughter," said Margaret, as the blood
rushed to her face.

"You have dishonored your mother!" exclaimed Nellie,
in a paroxysm of emotion between anger, awakened
m o y and grief.

"God knoweth I" replied the maiden, dropping her
head and her clasped hands with a gesture of profound
despair.

But the altercation had reached the ears of Colonel
Houston, who now came out, saying,

"Nellie, my dear, this is not the way to meet this
exigency. Good morning, Miss Helmstedt, pray walk in
and be seated. Nellie, she is but a young thing I If she
has committed any grave fault, it carries its own bitter
punishment, God knows. As for us, since she presents
herself here again, we must continue to give her shelter
and protection until the arrival of her father. Nay,
Nellie, my dear, IF say this must be done whatever her
offences may be."

"You too! Oh, you too, Colonel Houston I" involun-
tarily exclaimed Margaret, clasping her hands.

"Miss Helmstedt, my child, I am not your judge.
Make a confidant of my wife, she loved your mother.
Go into your apartment, Margaret. Attend her, Mrs.
Houston."

"Colonel Houston, I thank you! Mrs. Houston," she
continued, in a faltering voice, "I returned here only-
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because-it was my appointed place of abode-the home
selected for me by my parents and-Ralph."

"Never mind about Ralph now, my child," said the
colonel, in a gentle tone, which nevertheless cut Margaret
to the heart. She meekly bowed her head and passed o~w
to her own apartments, followed by Mrs. Houston, who
threw herself into a chair and immediately commenced a
close catechism, which was interrupted in the midst by
Margaret saying,

"Dear Mrs. Houston, not from any-want. of respect to
you, and not in defiance of your authority, but from the
direst necessity-Oh t~ what am I saying I" She stopped
suddenly in great anguish and remained silent.

"Margaret Helrnstedt, what mean you ?" demanded.
Mrs. Houston, indignantly.

"Nothing! I mean nothing !"

"You mean to affront me I"
"No! heaven knows I"
"How can you explain or defend your conduct ?"

"In no manner I"
"And you expect us quietly to submit to your con-

tumacy ?"

"No! Do your will. I cannot blame you I"
"And IWph ?"

Like ~he r~ing of an inward light came a transient glow
of faitF from her beautiful face.

Ralph will think no evil," she said, softly.
~' Yet let me assure you, Miss Helmstedt, that though

Ralph Houston's chivalric confidence in you may be
unshaken; yet his father will never now consent to the
continuance of his engagement with you. You heard
what Colonel ffouston said ?"

"I heard,'~ ~a / id Margaret, with gentle dignity.
"You hear' ~ what then I"

18
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"Mr. Houston is twenty-eight years of age, and his
own master."

"And what follows, pray, from that 7"
"That in this matter he will do as seems to him right !"
"And yourself ?"
"I leave -my destiny with the fullest faith where God,

my parents and his parents placed it-in the hands of my
betrothed husband."

"And he will abide by his engagement! I know his
Quixotic temper! he will. But, Mhrgaret Helmstedt,
delicacy requires of you to retire from the contract."

Margaret smiled mournfully, and answered earnestly.
"N adam, God knoweth that there are higher principles

of action than fantastic delicacy. I have no right to
break my engagement with Ralph Houston. I will free
him from his bond; but if he holds me to mine, why so
be it; he is wiser than I am, and in the name of the Lord
I am his affianced wife."

Nellie scarcely knew how to reply to this. She looked
straight into the face of the girl as though she would read
and expose her soul. Superficially that face was pale and
still; the lips compressed; the eyes cast down until the
close, long lashes lay penciled on the white cheeks; but,
under all, a repressed glow of devotion, sorrow, firmness,
fervor, made eloquent the beautiful countenance, as she
sat there, with her hands clasped and unconsciously
pressed to her bosom. Despite of the strong ~ircum-

~stantial evidence, Nellie could not look into that face and
hold to her belief of the owner's unworthiness. And the
little woman grew more angry at the inconsistency and
contradiction of her own thQughts andjeelings. She
ascribed this to Margaret's skill in influencing her. And
out of her pause and study she broke forth impatiently,

"You are an artful girl, Margaret. I do not know
where you get your duplicity; not from your mother, I

know. No matter: thank heaven, in a few days your
father and Ralph will be here, and my responsibility over."
.And rising angrily, she left the room, and left Margaret
remaining in the same attitude of superficial calmness and
suppressed excitement.

Nellie went to her own especial sitting-room, commu-
nicating by short passages with store-room, pantry, and
kitchen, and where she transacted all her housekeeping
business. She found her own maid, the pretty mulatress,
with knitting in hand, as usual, in attendance.

"Go at once, Jessie, and call Miss Helmstedt's servants

The girl obeyed, and soon returned, accompanied by
Ilildreth and Forrest, who made their "reverence," and
stood waiting the lady's pleasure.

"I suppose your mistress has given you orders to reply
to no questions in regard to her absence ?" asked Nellie,
sharply.

"No, madam; Miss Marget did nothing of the sort,"
answered Forrest.

"Be careful of your manner, sir."
Forrest bowed.
"When did she leave the house ?"
"Night afore last."
"With whom ?"
"Me an' Hild'eth, madam."
"No others ?" -

"No, madam."
"Where did she go ?"

"Up the rivei~ some ways to a landing' on to do. Marylan
shor" ss I novei' was at afore."

Atul what then 7"
"She lef' we dem, Hild'eth an' me, at a farm-house

where WA hmded, an' took a horse an' rode away. She ~<
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was gone all day. Last night she come back, an' paid de
bill, and took boat an' come straight home."

"Very well, that is all very well of you, Forrest, so far.
You have told the truth,.I suppose; but you have not
told the whole truth, I know. Whom did she meet at
that farm-house ? and who rode away with her when she
went ?"

"Not a singly soul did she meet, 'cept it was de fami'ly.
An' not a singly soul did ride with her." .

" You are lying !" exclaimed Nellhe, who in her anger
was very capable of using strong language to the ser-
vants. -'

"No ! 'fore my 'Vine Marster in heaben, I'se tellin' of
you de trufe, Miss Nellie."

" You are not ! Your mistress has tutored you what
to say."

The old man's face flushed. darkly as he answered'.
"I ax your pardon very humble, Miss. Nellhe; but Miss

Marget couldn't tutor Zio one to .no false. An' on de
contrairy wise she said to we dem, my sister an' me, she
said, 'Forrest tand Hildreth, mind when you are ques'
tioned in regard to me tell the truf as ju's 's you know it.'
Dat's all, Miss Nellhe. 'Deed it is, madam. Miss Marget
is high beyant tutoring' anybody to any false." .

" There ! you are not requested to indorse Miss Helm-
stedt. And very likely she did not take you into her
counsels. Now tell me the name of the place where you
stopped ?" . '-

" I doesn't know it, Miss Nellhe, madam."
"Well, Lhen, the name of the people ?"
" Dey call de old gemman Marse John, an' de ole lady

Miss Mary. I didn' hear no other name."
"You are deceiving me !"

"No, 'fore my heavenly Marster, madam." ...
"You are !" And here followed an altercation not
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very creditable to the- dignity of Mrs. Colonel Houston,
and which was besides quite fruitless, as the servant
could give her no further satisfaction.

All that forenoon Margaret sat in her room, occupying
her hands with some needlework in which her heart took
little interest. She dreaded the dinner hour, in which
she should have to face the assembled family. She would
gladly have remained fasting in her room, for indeed her
appetite was gone, but she wished to do nothing that
could be construed into an act of resentment. So when
the bell rang, she arose with a sigh, bathed her face,
smoothed her black tresses, added a little lace collar and
locket brooch to her black silk dress, and passed out to
the dining-room.

The whole family were already seated at the table ; but
Colonel Houston, who never failed in courtesy to the
orphan girl, arose as usual and handed her to her seat.
Her eyes were cast down, her cheeks were deeply flushed.
She wore, poor girl, what seemed a look of conscious
guilt, but it was the consciousness, not of guilt, but of
being thought guity. She could scarcely lift her heavy
lids to meet and return the cold nods of recognition with
which old Colonel and Mrs. Compton acknowledged her
presence. The fervid devotion that had nerved her heart
to meet Mrs. Houston's single attack, was chilled before
this table full of cold faces and averted eyes. She could
not partake of the meal; she could searcely sustain her-
self through the sitting ; ndat the edse escaped from
the table as from a scene of torture.

" She is suffering very much, I will go and talk to her,"
said the really kind-hearted old Mrs. Compton.

" No, mother, do nothing of the sort. It would be
altogether -useless. You might wear out your lungs to
no purpose. She is perfectly contumacious," said' Mrs.
Houston.
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"Nellie, my dear, she is the child of your best friend."
"I know it," exclaimed the little lady, with the tears

of grief and rage rushing to her eyes, "and that is what
makes it so difficult to deal with her; for if she were any
other than Marguerite De Lancie's daughter, I would turn
her out of the house without more ado."

"My good mother, and my dear wife, listen to me.
You are both right, in a measure. I think with you,
Nellie, that since Miss Helmstedt persistently declines to
explain her strange course, self-respect and dignity should
hold us all henceforth silent upon this subject. And with
you, Mrs. Compton, I think that regard to the memory
of the mother should govern our conduct toward the
child until we can resign her into the hands of her father.
The trial will be short. We may daily expect his arrival,
and in the mean time we must avoid the obnoxious sub-
ject, and treat the young lady with the courtesy due
solely to Marguerite De Lancie's daughter."

While this conversation was on the tapis, the door was
thrown open, and the Rev. Mr. Wellworth announced.
This worthy gentleman's arrival was of late the harbin-
ger of startling news. The family had grown to expect
it. on seeing him. His appearance now corroborated their
usual expectations. His manner was hurried, his face
flushed, his expression angry.

"Good day, friends! Has your fugitive returned ?"

"Yes, why ?" inquired three or four in a breath, rising
from the table.

"Because mine has, that is all!" replied the old man,
throwing down his hat and seating himself unceremoni-
ously. "Yes, Ensign Dawson presented himself this
morning at our house, looking as honest, as frank, and as
innocent as that exemplary young man generally does. I
inquired why he came, and how he dared present himself.
He replied that he had been unavoidably detained, but
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that as soon as he was at liberty he had returned to re-
deem his parole and save his honor. I told him that
'naught was never in danger,' but requested him to be
more explicit. He declined, saying that he had explained
to me that he had been ~Ietained, and had in the first mo-
ment of his liberty returned to give himself up, and that
was enough for me to know."

"But, you asked him about the supposed companion
of his flight ?" inquired the indiscreet Nellie.

"Ay, and when I mentioned Margaret Helmstedt's
name, his eyes flashed fire! he clapped his hand where
his sword was not, and looked as if he would have run
~ne through the body !"

"And gave you no satisfaction I daresay 7"
"None whatever-neither denying nor affirming any

thing."
"And what have you done with the villain? I hope

you have locked him up in the cellar I" exclaimed the in-
dignant Nellie.

"Not I, indeed; if I had the case would have been
hopeless."

"I-I do not understand you," said Nellie.
The clergyman looked all around the room, and then

replied,
"There are no giddy young people here to repeat the

story. I will tell you. Grace is a fool! All girls are, I
believe! A scarlet coat with gilt ornaments inflames
their imaginations-a wound melts their hearts! And
our wounded prisoner, between his fine scarlet and gold
coat and his broken rib-(well, you understand me 1)-.
if I had locked him up in the cellar, or in the best bed'
room, my girl would have straightway imagined me a
tyrannical old despot, and my captive would have grown
a hero in her eyes V No, I invited him to dinner, drank
his health, played a game of backgammon with him, and
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afterward returned him his parole, and privately signified
that he was at liberty to depart. And however my silly
girl feels about it, she cannot say that IL persecuted this
'poor wounded hussar."'

"But, the d-.----.l! you do not mean to say that this
villain aspired to Grace also ?" exclaimed Colonel Hous-
ton, in dismay.

"How can I tell? I do not know that he did aspire to
Margaret, or that he didn't aspire to Grace! All I know
is, that Grace behaved like a fool after his first departure,
and worse, if possible, after his second. But Margaret,
you say, has returned ?"

"She came back this morning."
"And what does the unfortunate girl say 7"
"Like your prisoner, she refuses to affirm or deny any

thing."
"Mr. Wellworth," said Colonel Houston, "we have

decided to speak no more upon the subject with Miss
Helmstedt, but to leave matters as they are until the re.
turn of her father, who is daily expected."

"I think, under the circumstances, that that is as
well," replied the old man. And 80011 after he concluded
his visit and departed.

And as the subject was no more mentioned to Mar-
garet, she remained in ignorance~ of the visit of Mr. Well-
worth.

And from this time Margaret Helmstedt kept her own
apartments, except when forced to join the family at their
meals. And upon these occasions, the silence of the
ladies, and the half compassionate courtesy of Colonel
Houston, wounded her heart more deeply than the most
bitter reproaches could have done.

A week passed in this dreary manner, and still Major
Helmstedt and Captain Houston bad not returned,
though they were as yet daily expected.

Margaret, lonely, desolate, craving companionship and
sympathy, one day ordered her carriage and drove up to
the parsonage to see Grace Wellworth. She was shown
into the little sitting-room where the parson's daughter
sat sewing.

Grace arose to meet her friend with a constrained
civility that cut Margaret to the heart. She could not
associate her coldness with the calumnious reports afloat
concerning herself, and therefQre could not comprehend it.

But Margaret's heart yearned toward her friend; she
could not bear to be at variance with her.

"My dearest Grace, what is the matter? have I uncon~
sciously offended you in any way ?" she inquired~ gently~
as she sat down beside the girl and laid her hand on her
arm.

"Unconsciously! no, I think not! You are doubly a
t~aitor, Margaret Helmstedt! Traitor to your betrothed
a(nd to your friend 1" replied Miss Wellworth, bitterly.,

"Grace! this from you !"

"Yes, this from me! of all others from me! The
deeply injured have a right to complain and reproach."

"Oh, Grace! Grace! my friend !" exclaimed, Margaret,
wringing her hands.

But before another word was said, old Mr. Wellworth
entered the room.

"Good afternoon, Miss Helmstedt. Grace, my dear,
go down to Dinah's quarter and give~:-her her medicine,
Miss Helmstedt will excuse you. One of our women has
malaria fever, Miss Helmstedt."

"Indeed. I am sorry; but I have some skill in nursing:
shall I not go with Grace 7" inquired Margaret, as her
friend arose to leave the room.

"No, young lady; I wish to have some conversation
with you."
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Grace sulkily departed, and Margaret meekly resumed
her seat.

"Miss llelmstedt, my po.or child, it is a very painful
duty that I have now to perform. Since the deceased of
my wife, I have to watch with double vigIlance over the
welfare of my motherless daughter, and I should feel in~
debated to you, Margaret, if you would abstain from visit..
ing Grace until some questions in regard to your course
are satisfactorily answered.

Margaret's face grew gray with anguish as she arose to
her feet, and ch&sping her hands, murmured,

"My God! my God! You do not think I could do any
thing that should separate me from the good of my own
sex ?"

"Margaret, unhappy child, that question is not for me
to answer. I dare not judge you, but leave the matter to
God above and to your father on earth."

"Farewell, Mr. Wellworth. I know the time will come
when your kind nature will feel sorrow for having stricken
a heart already so bruised and bleeding as this," she said,
tying her hand upon her surcharge bosom; "but you
~re not to blame, so God bless you and farewell," she
repeated, offering her hand.

The clergyman took and pressed it, and the tears sprang
to his eyes as he answered,

"Margaret, the time has come, when I deeply regret the
necessity of giving you pain. Alas! my child, 'the way
of the transgressor is hard.' May God deliver your soul,"
and rising, he attended her to her carriage, placed her in
it, and saying,

"God bless you," closed the door and retired.
"Oh, mother! mother! Oh, mother! mother! behold

the second gift-my only friendship! They are yonrs,
mother! they are yours! only love me from heaven! for

I
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I love you beyond all on earth," cried Margaret, covering
her sobbing face, and sinking back in the carriage.

Margaret returned home to her deserted and lonely
rooms. No one came thither now; no one invited her
thence. Darker lowered the clouds of fate over her de-
voted young head. Another weary week passed, and still
the returning soldiers bad not arrived. The Sabbath
came-the first Sabbath in October.

Margaret had always found the sweetest consolation in
the ordinances of religion. This being the first Sabbath
of the month, was sacrament Sunday. And never since
her entrance into the church had Margaret missed the
communion. And now, even in her deep distress, when
she so bitterly needed the consolations of religion, it was
with a subdued joy that she prepared to receive them. It
was delightful autumn weather, and the whole family who
were going would fill the family coach-so much had been
intimated to Margaret through her attendants. Therefore
she was obliged to order her own carriage. The lonely
ride, under present circumstances, was far more endurable
than the presence of the family would have been; and
solitude and silence afforded her the opportunity for medi-
tation that the occasion r~~quired.

She reached the church and left her carriage before the
hour of service. The -fine day had drawn an unusually
large congregation together, and had~ kept them saunter-
ing and gossiping out in the open air ;~but Margaret, as
she smiled or nodded to one or another, met only scornful
glances or averted heads. More than shocked, appalled
and dismayed by this sort of reception, she hurried into
the church and on to her pew.

Margaret had ~dways, in preference to the Iloustons'
pew, occupied her own mother's, "to keep it ~ she
had said, in affectionate explanation, to Mrs. Aouston
Generally, Grace or Clare, or both, came and sat with her
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to keep her company. But to-day, as yet, neither of her
friends had arrived, and she occupied her pew alone. As
hers was one of those side pews in a line with the pulpit,
her position commanded not only the preacher's, but the
congregation. The preacher had not come. The con-
gregation in the church was sparse, the large majority
remaining in the yard. Yet, as Margaret's eyes casually
roved over this thin assembly, she grew paler to notice
how heads were put togeth~ and whispers and sidelong
glances were directed to herself. To escape this, and to
find strength and comfort, she opened her pocket Bible
and commenced reading.

Presently, the bell tolled; and the people came pouring
in, filling .their pews. About the time that all was quiet,
the minister came in, followed at a little distance by his
son and daughter, who passed into the parsonage pew,
while he ascended into the pulpit, offered his preliminary
private prayer, and then opening the book commenced
the sublime ritual of worship.

"The Lord is in His holy temple. Let all the earth
keep silence before Him."

These words, repeated Sunday after Sunday, never lost
their sublime significance for Margaret. They ever im-
pressed her solemnly, at once awing and elevating her
soul. Now as they fell upon her ear, her sorrows and
humiliations were, for the time, set aside. A hundred
eyes might watch her, a hundred tongues malign her;
but she neither heeded, nor even knew it. She knew
she was alone-she could not help knowing this; Grace
had passed her by; Clare had doubtless come, but not to
her. She felt herself abandoned of human kind, but yet
not alone, for "God was in His holy temple."

The opening exhortation, the hymn, the prayers, and
the lessons for the day were all over, and the congrega-
tion knelt for the litany.

"From envy, hatred, and malice, and all uncharitable.
ness, good Lord deliver us."

These words had always slid easily over the tongue of
Margaret, so foreign had these passions been to her life
at~cl experience; but now with what earnestness of heart
they were repeated.

"That it may please Thee to forgive our enemies; per-
secutors arid slanderers, and to turn their hearts."

Formal words once, repeated as by rote, now how full
of significance to Margaret. "Oh, Father in heaven,"
she added, "help me to ask this in all sincerity."

The litany was over, and in the little bustle that ensued,
0f people rising from their knees, Margaret's pew-door
was opened, a warm hand clasped hers, and a cordial
voice whispered in her ear,

"I am very late to-day, but 'better late than ~never,'
even at church."

And Margaret, looking up, saw the bright face of Clare
\411 artley before her.

Poor Margaret, at this unexpected blessing, nearly
burst into tears.

"Oh, Clare, have you heard? have you heard ?" she
eagerly whispered.

There was no time to say more; the services were re-
commenced, and the congregation attentive.

When the usual morning exercises Were over, a portion
of the congregation~retired, while the other remained for

4 the communion. Clare was not a communicant, but she
tayed in the pew to wait for Margaret. Not with the
rst circle, nor yet with the second, but meekly with the

third,~Margaret approached the Lord's table. Mr. Well-
worth administered the wine, and one of the deacons the
bread. Margaret knelt near the centre of the circle, so
that about half the set were served before the minister
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came to her. And when he did, instead of putt g the
blessed chalice into her hand, he stooped and whispered,

"Miss Helmstedt, I would prefer to talk with you
again before administering the sacrament to you."

This in face of the whole assembly. This at the altar.
Had a thunderbolt fallen upon her head, she could scarcely
have been more heavily stricken, more overwhelmed and
stunned.

This, then, was the third offering: the comfort of the
Christian sacraments was sacrificed. No earthly stay was
left her now, but the regard of her stern father and the
love of Ralph. Would they remain to her? For her
father she could not decide. One who knew him best,
and loved him most, had died because she dared not trust
him~with the secret of her life. But for Ralph! Ever at
the thought of him, through her de~er distress, the great
joy of faith arose, irradiating her so 1 and beaming from
her countenance.

But now, alas! no thought, no feeling, but a sense of
crushing shame possessed her. How she left that spot
she never could have told. The first fact she knew was
that Clare had left her pew to meet and join her; Clare's
supporting arm was around her waist; Clare's encouraging
voice was in her ears; Clare took her from the church and
placed her in her carriage; and would have entered and
sat beside her, but that Margaret, recovering her presence
of mind, repulsed her, saying,

"No, Clare! no, beloved friend! it is almost well to
have suffered so much to find a friend so loyal and true;
but your girlish arm cannot singly sustain me. And you
shall not compromise yourself for me. Leave me, brave
girl; leave me to my fate !"

"Now may the Lord leave me when I do! No, please
heaven, Clare Hartley stands or falls with her friend !"

exclaimed the noble girl, as she entered and seated herself

beside Margaret. "Drive on, Forrest," she added, seeing
Miss Helmstedt too much pre-occupied to remember to
give the ordei.

"My father was not at church to-day. So if you will
~send a messenger with a nqte from me to Dr. Hartley, I
will remain with you, Margaret, until your father arrives."

"Oh, Clare, Clare! if you hurt yourself for me, I shall
never forgive myself for allowing you to come."

"As if you could keep me away."
"Clare, do you know what they say of me 7"
Clare shook her head, frowned, beat an impatient tattoo

with her feet upon the mat, and answered,
"Know it! No: I do not! Do you suppose that I sit

still and listen to any one slandering you? Do you ima-
gine that any one would dare to slander you in my pre-
sence? I tell you, Margaret, that I should take the
responsibility of expelling man or woman from my father's
house who should dare to breathe a word against you."

"Oh! Clare, the circumstantial evidence against me is
overwhelming !"

"What is circumstantial evidence, however strong,
against your whole good and beautiful life ?"

"You would never believe ill of me."
"Margaret-barring original sin, which I am required

to believe in-I think I have a pure heart, a clear head,
and strong eyes. I do not find so rni~ch evil in my own
soul, as to be obliged to impute a part o~(it to another.. I
never confuse probabilities; and lastly, I can tell an Agnes
from a Calista at sight."

By this time the rapid drive had brought them nome.
Clare scribbled a hasty note, which Forrest conveyed to
her father.

The Comptons and the Houstons were all communi-
c~auts, and did not leave the church until all the services
Were over. They had been bitterly galled and humiliated
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by the repulse that Margaret Helmstedt, a member of
their family, had received. On their way home, they dis-
cussed the propriety of immediately sending her off, with
her servants, to Helmstedt's Island.

"Her father does not come; her conduct grows worse
and worse; she has certainlyforfeited all claims to our pro-
tection, and she compromises us every day," urged Nellie.

"I am not sure but that the isle would be the best and
most. secure retreat for her until the coming of her father
the servants there are faithfttl and reliable, and the place
is not so very accessible to interlopers now that the
British have retired," said old Mi~s. Conipton.

Such being the opinion of the ladies of the family, upon
a case immediately within their own province, Colonel
Houston could say but little.

"Dear mother, and fair wife, the matter rests with you
at last; but for myself; 1~. prefer that the girl should remain
under our protection until the arrival of her father. I
would place her no where except in Major Hehnstedt's
own hands."

The ladies, however, decided that Margaret Helmstedt
should the next morning be sent off to the isle. And the
colonel reluctantly acquiesced. As for old Colonel Comp-
ton, from first to last he had not interfered, or even com-

tmented, except by a groan or a sigh.
Upon arriving at home, they were astonished to find

Clare Hartley with Margaret. And when they were told
that Forrest had been dispatched to Plover's Point, with
a note from Clare to info rin her father of her whereabouts,
Nellie prophesied that the messenger wculd bring back
orders for Clare to return immediately. And she decided
lo say nothing to Margaret about the approaching exodus
until after Clare's departure.

Mrs. Houston's prediction was verified. Forrest re-
turned about sunse~ with a note from Doctor Hartley to.

his daughter, expressing surprise that she should have
made this visit without consulting him, and commanding
her, as it was too late for her to cross the bay that eve-
ning, to return without fail early the next morning.

Margaret gazed anxiously at Clare while the la1~ter read
her note.

"Well, Clare! well ?" she asked, eagerly, as her friend
folded~the paper.

"Well, dear, as I left home without settling up some
matters, I must run back for a few hours to-morrow
morning; but I will be sure t~ come back and redeem my
pledge of remaining near you until your father's arrivaJ,
dear Margaret; for every minute I see more clearly that
you need some faithful friend at your side," replied Clare,
who felt confident of being able to persuade her father to
permit her return.

Clare slept with Margaret in her arms that night. And
early the next morning-very early, to deprecate her fa-
ther's displeasure, she entered Margaret's little Pearl Shell,
and w~s taken by Forrest across the bay and up the river
to Plover's Point.

She had scarcely disappeared from the house, before
Mrs. Houston entered Miss Helmstedt's room.

Margaret was seated in her low sewing-chair, with her
elbow leaning on the little work-starid~beside her, her pale
forehead bowed upon her open palm; and a small piece of
needlework held laxly in the other hand~ lying idly upon
her lap. Her eyes were hollow, her eyelashes drooping
until they overshadowed cheeks that wore the extreme
pallor of illness. Her whole aspect was one of mute
despair.

The bustling, entrance of Mrs. Houston was not per-
ceived until the lady addressed her sharply,

"Miss Helmstedt, I have something to say to you."
Margaret started ever so slightly, and then quietly

19
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arose, handed her visitor a chair, and resumed her own
seat, and after a little while her forme~ttitude, her elbow
resting on the stand, her head bowed upon her hand.

"Miss Helmstedt," said the lady, taking the offered
seat with an air of importance, "we have decided that,
under present circumstances, it is better that you should
leave the house at once with your servants, and retire to
the isle. Your effects can be sent after you."

A little lower sank the bowed head-a little farther
down slid the relaxed hand, that was the only external
evidence of the new blow she had received. To have had
her good name smirched with foul calumny; to have
suffered the desertion of all her friends save one; to have
been publicly turned from the communion table; all this
had been bitter as the water of Marahi Still she had said
to herself; "though all in this house wound me with their
frowns, and none vouchsafe me a kind word or look, yet
will I be patient and endure it until they come. My
father and Ralph shall find me where they left me."

But now to be ~6i~t with dishonor' from this home of
shelter, where she awaited the coming of her father and
her betrothed husband; and under such an overwhelming
mass of circumstantial evidence against her, as to justify
in all men's eyes~ those who discarded her-this, indeed,
was the bitterness of death!

Yet one word from her would have changed all. And
now, she was under no vow to withhold that word, for she
recollected that her dying mother had said to her, "If
ever, my little Margaret, your honor or happiness should
be at stake through this charge with which I have bur-
dened you, cast it off, give my secret to the wind !" And
now a word that she was free to speak, would lift her from
the pit of ignominy and set her upon a mount of honor.
It would bring the Comptons, the Houstons, the Well-
worths, and the whole company of her well-meaning, but

mistaken friends to her feet. Old Mr. Wellworth would
beg her pardon, Grace would weep upon her neck. The
family here would lavish affection upon her. Nellie would
busy herself in preparationsifor the approaching nuptials.
The returning soldiers, instead of meeting diappointmenl
and humiliation, would greet-the one his adored btide-'
the other his beloved daughter. And confidence, love
and joy would follow.

But then a shadow of doubt would be cast upon that
grave under the oaks by the river.~ And quickly as the
temptation came, it was repulsed. The secret that Mar-
guerite De Lancie had died to keep, her daughter would
not divulge to be clear of blame. "No, mother, no, beau-
tiful and gifted martyr, I can die with you, but I will
never betray you! Come what will I will be silent."
And compressing her sorrowful and bloodless lips and
clasping her hands, Margaret "took up her burden of life
again."

"Well, Miss Helmstedt, I am waiting here for any ob-
servation you may have to offer, I hope you will make no
difficulty about the plan proposed,"

"No, Mrs. Houston, I am ready to go."
"Then, Miss Helmstedt, you had better order your ser-

vants to pack up and prepare the boat. We wish you to
leave this morning; for Colonel Houston, who intends to
see you safe to the island, and charge the people there con-
cerning you, has only this day at his disposal.' To-morrow
he goes to Washington, to meet Ralph and Frank, who,
we learn by a letter received this morning, are on their
way home."

This latter clause was an additional piece of cruelty,
whether intentional or only thoughtless on the part of the
speaker. Ralph so near home, and she dismissed in dis-
honor! Margaret felt it keenly; but she only inquired
in a low and tremulous voice,

808 309
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"And my father ?"
"Your father, it appears, is still detained by business in

New York. And. now I will leave you to prepare for
your removal."

Margaret rang for her servants, directed ]Tildreth to
pack up her clothing, and Forrest to make ready the boat,
for that they were going back to the island.

Her faithful attendants heard in sorrowful dismay.
They had acutely felt and deeply resented the indignities
inflicted U~Q~ their young mistress.

An hour served for all necessary preparations, and then
Margaret sent and reported herself ready to depart.

The family assembled in the hall to bid her good-bye.
When she took leave of them they all' looked grave and
troubled. Old Mrs. Compton kissed her on the cheek
and prayed God bless her. And the tears rushed to
Colonel Houston's eyes when he offered his arm to the
suffering girl, whose pale face looked so much paler in
contrast with the mourning dress she still wore.

They left the house, entered the boat, and in due time
reached Helmstedt's Island. Colonel Houston took her
to the mansion, called the servants together, informed
them that 'their master would be at home in a few days,
and that their young mistress had come to prepare for his
arrival, and to welcome him back to his house. That of
course they would obey her in all things. This explana-
tion of Margaret's presence was so probable and satisfac-
tory, that her people had nothing to do but to express
the great pleasure they felt in again receiving their young
lady. In taking leave of Margaret, Colonel Houston was
very deeply shaken. He could not say to her, "This
act, Margaret, was the act of the women of my family,
who, you know, hold of right the disposal of all such nice
questions as these. I think that they are wrong, but I
cannot with propriety interfere." No, he could not do-
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~ioun'ee the doings of his own wife and mother; but he
toO'k the hand of the maiden and said,

"My dearest Margaret-my daughter, as I hoped once
proudly to call you-if ever you should need a friend, in
any strait, for any purpose, call on me. Will you, my
dear girl ?"

Miss Helmstedt remained silent, with her eyes c'ast
down in bitter humiliation.

"Say, Margaret Helmstedt, my dear, will you do this ?"

earnestly pleaded Colonel Houston.
~ looked up. The faltering voice, azul the tears

soldier's cheeks touched her heart.
"The bravest are ever the gentlest. God bless you,

Colonel Houston. ' Yes, if ever poor Margaret Helmstedt
needs a friend, she will call upon you," she said, holding
out her hand.

The old man pressed it and hurried away.
The next morning! Colonel Houston set out for Wash-

ington city to meet his sons.
The reunion took place at the City Hotel.

.4

Captain Houston was eager to proceed directly~ home-
ward;* but a night's rest was necessary to the invalid
soldier, and their departure' was fixed for the next day.
Ralph Hous~on's eagerness seemed not altogether one of
joy; through the evening his manner was often abstracted
and anxious.

When the party had at last separated for the night,
Ralph left his own chamber and proceeded to that of his
father. He found the 'veteran in bed, and much surprised
at the unseasonable visit Ralph threw himself into the
e~wy-chair by his~ side, and opened the conversation by
saying,

"I did not wish to speak before a third person, even
when that person was my brother; but what then is this"
about Margaret? Mrs. Houston's letters drop strange,



312 LOVE S LABOR WON. LOVE'S LABOR WON. 813

incomprehensible hints, and Margaret's little notes are
constrained and sorrowful. Now, sir, what is the meaning
ofitall?~'

"Ralph, it was to break the news to yOur that I came
up hither to meet you," replied the colonel, solemnly.

"The news! Great heaven, sir, what news can there
be that needs such serious breaking? You told me that
she was well I" exclaimed the captain, changing color,
and rising in his anxiety.

"Ralph! Margaret Helmstedt is lost to you forever !"
The soldier of a dozen battles, dropped down into his

chair as if felled, and coi~ered his face with his hands.
"Ralphibeaman!"
A deep groan from the laboring bosom was the only

response.
"Ralph! man! soldier! no faithless woman is worth

such agony !"
lie neither moved nor spoke; but remained with his

face buried in his hands.
"Ralph! my son! my brave son! Ralph I" exclaimed

the old man, rising in bed.
The captain put out his hand and gently pressed hint

back upon his pillow, saying in a calm, constrained voice,
"Lie still; do not disturb yourself; it is over. You

said that she was lost to me, forever. She is married to
another then ?"

"I would to heaven that I knew she was; but I only
know that she ought to be."

"Tell me all !"
The voice was so hollow, so forced, so unnatural, that

Colonel Houston could not under other circumstances
I:iave recognized it as his son's.

The old man commenced and related the circumstances
as they were known to himself.

Captain Hou8tOn listened-his dreadful calmness as

the story progressed, startled first into eager attention,
then into a breathless straining for the end, and finally
into astonishment and joy! And just as the story came
to the point, of Margaret's return from her mysterious
trip, with the denial that she was married, he broke forth
with,

"But you told me that she was lost to me forever! I
se~'u:othing to justify such an announcement !"

"Good heaven, Ralph, you must be infatuated, man!
But wait a moment." And taking up the thread of his
narrative, he related how all Miss Helmstedt's friends,
convinced of her guilt or folly, had deserted her.

At this part of the recital, Ralph Houston's fine coun-
tenance darkened with sQrrow, indignation and scorn.

"Poor dove !-but we can spare them.' Go on, sir!
go on

"Ralph, you make me anxious; but listen further."
And the old man related how Margaret, presenting herself
at the communion table, had, in the face of the whole
congregation, been turned away.

Ralph Kouston leaped upon his feet with a rebounding
spring that shook the house, and stood, convulsed, livid,
speechless, breathless with rage.

"Ralph! My God, you alarm me! Pray, pray govern
yourself."

His beast labored, his face worked, his words came as
if each syllable was uttered with ag~3ny, "Who-did-
this ?"

"Mr. Wellworth, once her friend !"
"An old man and a clergyman! God knoweth that

shall not save him when I meet him."
"Ralph! Ralph! you are mad."
"And, Margaret! How did she bear this? Oh! that

I had been at her side. Oh, God, that I had been at her

-I
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side I" exclaimed the captain, striding in rapid steps up
and down .the floor.

"She felt it, of course, very acutely."
"My dove my poor, wounded dove! But you all

comforted and sustained herr sir I"
"Ralph, we thought it best to send her home to the

island."
"What I" exclaimed Captain Houston, pausing sud-

denly in his rapid walk.
"Yes, Ralph, we have sent her away home. We

thought it best to do so," replied the colonel, generously
suppressing the fact that it was altogether the women's
work against his own approval.

Ralph Houston had gone through all the stages of dis-
pleasure, indignation and fury. But he was past all that
now! There are some wrongs so* deep as to still the
stormiest natures into a stern calm more to be feared than
fury.

"What, do you tell~me that in this hour of her bitterest
need, you have sent my promised bride from the protec-
tion of your roof ?" he inqiUred, wa~Png to the bedside,
and speaking in a deep, calm, stern kone, from which all
emotion seemed banished.

"Ralph, we deemed it proper to 4o so."
"Then hear me! Margaret He~mstedt shall be my

wife within twenty-four hours; and so help me God at
my utmost need, I will never cross the threshold of Buz-
zard's Bluff again !" exclaimed Captain Houston, striding
from the room and banging the floor behind him.

"Ralph! Ralph! my son, Ralph I" cried the colonel,
starting up from the bed, throwing on his dressing-gown,
and following him through the passage. But Captain
Houston had reached and locked himself in his own
chamber, where, he remained in obdurate silence.

The colonel went back to bed.

Ralph Houston, in his room, consulted the time-piece.
It was eleven o'clock. He sat down to the table, drew
writing materials before him, and wrote the following
hasty note to his betrothed:

"City Hotel, Washington, Oct. 6th, 1815.
"MARGARET, Mv BELOVED ONE-Only this hour have

I heard of your sorrows. Had I known them sooner, I
would have come from the uttermost parts of the earth to
your side. But be of good cheer, my own best love
Within twenty-four hours I shall be with you, to claim
your hand, and assume the precious privilege and sacred
right of protecting you against the world 'for life and
death and eternity.

"Yours, . RAi~a HousToN."
Y

"'It is written that for this cause shall a man leave
father and mother and cleave to his wife.' I am glad of
it. Let them go. For my poor, storm-beaten dove, she
shall be safe in my bosom," said Ralph Houston, his
heart burning with deep resentment against his family,
and yearning with unutterable affection toward Margaret,
as he sealed and directed the letter, and hastened with it
to the office to save the midnight mail.
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CHAPTER XIV

MARTYRDOM.

Mother, mother~ up lh heaven,
Stand upon the jasper seas,

And be witness, I have given
All the gifts required of me;

Hope that blessed me, bliss that crowned,
Love that left me with a wound,
Life itself that turned around.-Mre. Browning.

AN evil fatality seemed to attend all events connected
with Margaret Helmstedt. The letter mailed at midnigl~t,
by being one minute too late for the post, was delayed~
whole week, and ttntil it could do no manner of good.

The little packet schooner, "Canvass-Back," Captain
Miles Tawney, from Washington to Norfolk, on board
which Ralph Houston, the next morning, embarked, when
but thirty-six hours out got aground below Blackstone's
Island, where she remained fast for a week.

And thus it unhappily chanced that Major Helmstedt,
who reached Washington, on his way home, a few days
after the departure of the Houstons from the city, and
took passage in the first packet for Buzzard's Bluff, arrived
thither the first of the returning soldiers.

Having no knowledge or suspicion of the important
events that had occurred, he caused himself and his bag-
gage to be landed upon the beach, below the mansion, in
which he naturally expected to find his daughter dwelling
in honor and security.

Leaving his trunks in charge of a loitering negro-
whom he ha4 found upon the sands, and who to his hasty
inquiries had answered that all the family were well-he
hurried up to the house.

(316)

He was met at the door by a servant, who, with omin-
ous formality, ushered him into the parlor, and retreated
to call his mistress.

Mrs. Houston soon entered, with a pale face, trembling
frame, and a half-frightened, half-threatening aspect, that
greatly surprised and perplexed Major Helmstedt, who,
however, arose with stately courtesy to receive and hand
the lady to a chair.

After respectfully saluting and seating his hostess, he
said,

"My daughter Margaret, madam-I hope she is well ?"
"Well, I am sure I hope so too; but Margaret is not

with us !" replied the little lady, looking more frightened
and more threatening than before.

"How, madam, Margaret not with you ?" exclaimed
Major Helmstedt, in astonishment, that was not free from
alarm.

"No, sir. You must listen to me, major-it could
not be helped," replied Nellie, who straightway began,
and with a manner half-deprecating and half-defiant, re~
lated the story of Margaret's indiscretions, humiliations,
and final expulsion.

Major Helmstedt listened with a mighty self-control.
No muscle of his iron countenance moved. When she
had concluded, he arose, with a cold and haughty manner,

"Slanders, madam-slanders all I I can say no more
to a lady, however unworthy of the courtesy due to~ her
sex. But I shall know how to call the men of her family
to a strict account for this insult." And throwing his
hat upon his head he strode from the room.

"Major Helmstedt-Major Helmstedt I Come bac~k,
sir. Don't go; you must please to listen to me," cried
Nellie, running after him, the principle of fear now quite
predominating over that of defiance.
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But the outraged father, without deigning a word or
look of reply, hurried onward toward the beach.

Nellie, in great alarm, dispatched a servant in haste
after him, to beseech him, in her name, to return and stay
to dinner-.or, if he would not honor her so far, at least
to accept the use of a carriage, or a boat, to convey him
whithersoever he wished to go.

But Major Hehnstedt, with arrogant scorn, repulsed all
these offers. Throwing a half guinea to the negro to
take temporary charge of his trunks, he strode on his
way, following the winding of the water-side road for
many miles, until late in the afternoon he reached Belle-
view, whence he intended to take a boat to the island.

His cause of indignation was reasonable, and his rage
increased with time and reflection. That Margaret had
been fully wronged by the Houstons, .he from his deep-
est convictions believed. That the charges brought
against her had the slightest foundation in fact, he could
not for a moment credit. All his own intimate knowledge
f his pure-hearted child, from her earliest infancy to the

day when he left her in Mrs. Houston's care, conclusively
contradicted these calumnies. But that, for some reason
or other, unconfe ed, the Houstons wished to break off
the contemplated alliance with his family, he felt assured.
And that his daughter's betrothed was in correspondence
with Mrs. Houston, and in connivance with her plans, he
had been left to believe, by the incoherence, if not by the
intentional misrepresentations of Nellie's statement. That
they should wish, without just cause, to break the en-
gagemeni with his daughter, was both dishonorable and
uishonoring-that they should attempt this through such
means, was scandalous and insulting to the last degree.
That Ralph Houston should be either an active or a pas-
sive party to this plan, was an offence only to be satisfied
by the blood of the offender. His pride in an old, un-

tainted name, not less than his affection for his only
daughter, was wounded to the very quick.

There seemed but one -it was to be found
only in "the bloody code," miscalled "of honor "-the
code which required a man to wash out any real or
fancied offence in the life-stream of the offender; the code
which often made an honorable man responsible, with his
life, for careless words uttered by the women of his
family; that code which now enjoined Philip Heimstedt
'to seek the life of his daughter's betrothed, his intended
son-in-law, his brother-in4rms. Nor was this all. The
feeling that prompted Major Helmstedt was not only that
of an affronted gentleman, who deems it necessary to
defend in the duel his assailed manhood-it was much
more-it was the blood-thirsty rage of a scornful and
arrogant man, whose honor had been wounded in the
most vulnerable place, through the only woman of his
name, his one fair daughter, who had been by her be-
trothed and his family rejected, insulted, and~ expelled
from their hot~se, branded with indelible shame.

"Ralph Eouston must die 1"
He said it with remorseless resolution, with grim sat-

isfaction, and in his heart devoted the souls of his pur-
posed victim and all his family to the infernal deities.

In this evil mood, and in an evil hour, Major Helm-
stedt unhappily arrived at BelleviJw, and still more
unhappily there met Ralph; who, in pursuance of ibis
vow never to set foot upon Buzzard's Bluff again, hadAthat
morning landed at the village, with the intention there to
engage a boat to take him to Helmstedt's Island, whither
he was going to seek Margaret.

It was in the principal street. of the village, and before
the only hotel that they chanced to meet.

Ralph advanced with eager joy t~ greet his father-in-
law.

S
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But Major llelmstedt's mad and blind rage forestalled
And rendered impossible all friendly words or explanations.

How he' assailed and ihsulted Ralph Houston; how
he hurled bitter scorn, taunt, and defiance in his teeth;
how, in the presence of the gathering crowd, he charged
falsehood, treachery and cowardice upon him; how, to cap
the climax, of insult, the infuriate pulled off his glove
aid cast it sharply into the face of the young man; how,
in short, he irremediably' forced upon Ralph a quarrel,
which the latter was, upon all accounts, most unwilling to
take up, would' be as painful, as needless, to detail at
large.

Suffice it to say, that the circumstances of the case, and
the public sentiment of the day considered, he left, the
young soldier, as a man of honor, no possible alternative'
but to accept his challenge.

"'Needs must when the devil drives;' and as there is
no honorable means of avoiding, I must meet this mad-
man and receive, his shot. I am not, however, obliged to
return it. No code of honor can compel me to fire upon
my Margaret's father," thought Ralph. Then aloud he
said,

"Very well, sir; my brother Frank has doubtless by
this time reached home, and will, with any friend whom
you may appoint,' arrange the terms of the meeting ;" and
lifting his hat, Ralph Houston, "more in sorrow than in
anger," turned away.

"There is no honorable way of escaping it, Frank, else
be sure that I should not give him this meeting. As it is,
I must receive his fire; but so help me heaven, nothing
shall induce me to return it," said Captain Houston, as he
talked over the matter with his brother, that evening, in
the private parlor of the little inn at Belleview.

"Then, without a thought of defending yourself, you
will stand up as a mark to be shot at, by the best marks.
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man in the country? You will be murdered ! just simply
murdered I" replied the younger man, in sorrow and dis~
gust.

"There is no help for it, Frank. I must meet him,
must receive his fire, and will not return it ?"

"You will fall," said the youth, in a voice of despair.
"Probably. And if I do, Frank, go to my dearest Mar-

garet, and bear to her my last words. Tell her that I
never so sinned against our mutual faith, as for one instant
to doubt her perfect purity; tell her that I was on my way
to take her to my heart, to give her my name and to defend
her against the world, when this fatal quarrel was forced
upon~e; tell her that I never fired upon her father; but
that I died with her name upon my lips and her love within
my heart. If I fall, as I probably shall, will you tell my
widowed bride this ?"

"I will! I will I" exclaimed Frank, in a voice of deep
emotion.

Meanwhile the innocent and most unhappy ~anse of the
impending duel, had passed a miserable week on the soli-
tary island, in dread anticipation of her father's and -her
lover's return, and with no one near her to breathe one
hopeful, comforting, or sustaining word to her fainting
heart.

It was late on the evening of the day of her father's
arrival, that she sat alone on the froiit piazza of her soli-
tary dwelling, wrapped in despairing thought, yet with
every nerve acute with involuntary vigilance; when amid
the low, musical semi-silence of the autumnal night, the
sc~ind of a boat, pushed gratingly up upon the gravelly
beach, reached her listening ear.

And while she still watched and waited in breathless
anxiety, she perceived l~y the clear starlight the tall figure
of a man, dressed in the blue and buff uniform of an Am..
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ri&an officer, and in whose stature, air, and gait she recog-
nized her father, approaching the house.

In joy, but still more in fear, she arose and hurried to
meet him. But so terrible was the trouble of her mind
and the agitation of her frame, that she could scarcely
falter forth her inaudible words of welcome, before she
sank exhausted in his arms.

In silence the soldier lifted her up, noticing even then
how very light was her wasted frame; in silence he kissed
her cold lips, and bore her onward to the house, and into
her mother's favorite parlor, which was already lighted up,
and where he placed her in an easy-chair. She sank back
half fainting, while he stood and looked upon her, and saw
how changed she was.

Tier attenuated form, 'her emaciated face, with its cavern-
ous eyes, hollow cheeks and temples, and pallid forehead,
in fearful contrast with her flowing black locks and mourn-
ing dress, gave her the appearance of a girl in the very
last stage of consumption. Yet this was the work only
of calumny, persecution, and abandonment.

Some one should write a book on Unindicted J3JIomi-
cides.

While Major Helmstedt gazed in bitterness of heart
upon this beautiful wreck of his fair, only daughter, she
fixed her despairing eyes upon him, and said,

"My father, do you wonder to find me here I"
For answer, he stopped and kissed her forehead.
"Father, my heart bleeds for you. This is a sorrowful

welcome home for the returning soldier."
"Trouble not yourself about me, my child. Your own

wrongs are enough, and more than enough, to engage
your thoughts. I know those wrongs, and by the soul
of your mother, they shall be terribly avenged I" said
Major Helmstedt, in the low, deep, stern voice of relent-
less determination.

"Father, oh, God I what do you mean 7" exclaimed
Margaret, in alarm.

"I mean, my much injured child, thi~t every tear they~
have caused you to shed, shall be balanced by a drop of
heart's blood, though it should drain the veins of all who
bear the x~ame of Houston I"

"Oh, heaven of heavens, my father I" cried Margaret,
wringing her pale hands in the extremity of terror. Then
suddenly catching the first hope that came,' she said,

"But you cannot war upon women."
"Upon all men that bear the name of Houston, then!

Yet did not they spare to war upon women-or rather
worse, upon one poor, defenseless girl! Enough! they
shall bitterly repay it I"

"But, father! my father! it was not the men; they were
ever kind to we. It was the women of the family, and
even they were deceived by appearances," pleaded Mar-
garet.

"It is you who are deceived! Mrs. Houston acted in
concert with her husband and his son I"

"Ralph ?~ never, never, my father. My life, my soul,
upon Ralph's fidelity 1" exclaimed Margaret, as a warm
glow o~ loving faith flowed into and transfigured to an -

gelic beauty her pale face.
"Miss Helmstedt, you are a fond .and foolish girl, with

all your sex's weak credulity. It is precisely Ralph
Houston whom I shall hold to be th& most responsible
party in this affair I"

"Oh! my God!"
These words were wailed forth in such a tone of utter

despair, and were accompanied by such a sudden blanch-
ing and sharpening of all her features, that Major Helm-
stedt in his turn became alarmed, and with what diplomacy
he was master of, endeavored to modify the impression
*hat he had given. But his palpable efforts only con-
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firmed Margaret in her suspicion that he intended to
challenge Ralph, and made her more wary and watchful.
to ascertain if this really were his purpose, so that, if
possible, she might prevent the meeting. That the chal-
lenge had been already given she did not even suspect.

But, from this moment, the father and daughter were
secretly arrayed against each other; he to conceal from
her the impending duel; she to discover and prevent the
meeting. And while he talked to her with a view of
gradually doing away the impression that his first violent
words had made i~pon her mind, she watched his coun-
tenance narrowly, keeping the while her own counsel.
But it was not entirely the wish to conceal her own an-
guish of doubt and anxiety, but affectionate interest in
him, that caused her at length to say,

"But, my dear father, you are just off a long, harassing
journey; you are, indeed, greatly exhausted; your coun-
tenance is quite haggard; you are needing rest and re-
freshment. Let me go now and give the orders, while
you occupy my sofa. Say, what shall I bring you, dear
father ?"

"Nothing, nothing, Margaret; I cannot-.--" began
Major Helmstedt; but then suddenly reflecting, he said,
"Yes, you may send me up a cup of coffee, and any trifle
with it that may be at hand. No, I thank you, Margaret,
you need not draw the sofa forward. I am going to my
study, where I have letters to writer. Send the refresh-
ments thither. And send-.let me see-yes! send Forrest
to ~

"Very well, ~my dear father," replied the maiden, leav-
ir~ the room "'Letters to write 1' 'letters to write!'
and 'send Forrest.' So late at night, and just as he has
returned home, oh, my soul 1" she cried, within herself, as
she went into the kitchen to give her orders.

When the tray was ready, Forrest was told to take it
up to his master's study.

Margaret, after a little hesitation, drawn by her strong
anxiety, followed; her light footstep on the stairs and
through the hall waking no echo. As she approached
the door of her father's study, she heard the words,

~ Forrest, take this case of pistols down-stairs and
thoroughly clean them; let no one see what you are
about. Then have a boat-the soundest in the fleet-.
ready to take me to the landing below the burial ground,
at Plover's Point. Do you prepare to go with me, and-.-
listen farther. At about daybreak to-morrow, a gentle-
man will arrive hither. Be on the Watch, and quietly
bring him to this room. Have breakfast served for us
here, and the boat ready for our departure when we rise
from the table. And mind, execute all these orders in
strict privacy, and breathe no word of their purport tQ any
living creature. Do you understand ?"

"I think I do, sir," replied the astonished negro, who
imperfectly comprehended the affair.

Margaret knew all now. Her father had challenged
her betrothed. The only two beings whom she loved
supremely on this earth, were in a few hours* hence to
meet in mortal combat.

With a heart that seemed paralyzed within her suffo-
cating bosom, ehe crept, reeling, to her own chamber, and
with the habitual instinct of soliciting' Divine counsel and
assistance, she sank upon her knees beside the bed. But
no petition escaped her icy lips, or even took the form of
words in her paralyzed brain; her intellect seemed frozen
with horror; and her only form of prayer was the eloquent,
mute attitude, and the intense yearning of the suffering
heart after the All Merciful's help and pity. She remained
many minutes in this posture of silent prayer, before the
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power of reflection and of language returned to her, and
even then her only cry was,

"Oh, God of pity, have mercy on them I Oh, God of
strength, help and save I"

Then still looking to the Lord for guidance, she tried to
think what was best to be done. It was now ten o'clock.
Day would break at four. There were but six hours of a
night to do all, if any thing could be done. But what,
indeed, could she do? Cut off by the bay from all the
rest of the world, and with fifteen miles of water between
herself and the nearest magistrate, what could the miser-
able maiden do to prevent this duel between her father
and her lover? To a religious heart filled to overflowing
with love and grief, and resolved upon risking every thing
for the safety of the beloved, almost all things are pos-
sible. Her first resolution was the nearly hopeless one of
going to her father and beseeching him to abandon his
purpose. And if that failed, she had in reverse a final,
almost desperate determination. But there was not a
moment to be lost.

Still mentally invoking Divine aid, she arose and went
to the door of her father's study. It was closed; but
turning the latch very softly, she entered unperceived.

Major Helmstedt sat at his table, so deeply absorbed in
writing as not to be conscious of, her presence, although
his face was toward the door. That face was haggard
with care, and those keen, strong eyes that followed the
rapid gliding of his pen over the paper, were strained
with anxiety. So profound was his absorption in his
work, that the candles remained unsnuffed and burning
with a murky and lurid light, and the cup of coffee on his
table sat cold and untouched.

Margaret approached and looked over his shoulder.
It was his last will and testament that he was engaged

in preparing.

The sight thrilled -his daughter with a new honor.
Meekly she crept to his side and softly laid her han~I
upon his shoulder, and gently murmured,

"Father, my dear' father I"
He looked up suddenly, and in some confusion.
"What, Margo! not asleep yet, my girl? This is a

late hour for young eyes to be open. And yet I am glad
that you came to bid me good-night before retiring. It
was affectionate of you, Margo" he said, laying down his
pen, putting a blotter over his writing, and then drawing
her to his side in a close embrace-" yes, it was affec-
tionate of you, Margo; but ah, little one, no daughter
loves as a true wife does. I have been thinking of your
mother, dear."

"Think of her still, my father," replied the maiden, in
a voice of thrilling solemnity.

Major Helmstedt's countenance changed, but, control:.
ling himself; he pressed a kiss upon his daughter's brow,
and said,

"Well, well, I will not keep you up. God bless you,
my child, though I cannot. Good night I" and with an-
other kiss he would have dismissed her. But, softly lay-
ing her hand upon his right hand, she asked, in a voice
thrilling with earnestness,

"Oh,~my father, what is this that you are about to do ?"
"Margaret, no prying into my private affairs-I will

not suffer it I" exclaimed Major Hefinstedt, in a disturbed
voice.

"My father, there is no need of prying; I know all I
Providence, for His good purposes, has given the know.
ledge into my hands. Oh, did you think that He would
permit this terrible thing to go on uninterruptedly to its
bloody termination ?"

"What mean you, girl ?"
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"Father, forgive me; but I overheard and understoQd
your orders to Forrest."

"By my soul, Margaret, this is perfectly insufferable !"
exclaimed Major Helmstedt, starting up, and then sinking
back into his chair.

But softly and suddenly Margaret dropped at his feet,
clasped his knees, and in a voice freighted with her heart's
insupportable anguish, cried,

"Father! my father! hear me! hear me! hear your
own lost Marguerite's heart-broken child, and do not
make her orphaned and widowed in one hour I"

"Orphaned and widowed in one hour !"

"Yes, yes, and most cruelly so, by the mutual act of
her father and her ~

"By her father and husband ?"
"Yes, yes! Am I not Ralph Houston's promised,

sworn wife? Oh, my father !"

"Death, girl! You call yourself his promised wife;
you pray me to stay my hand, nor avenge your wrongs,
nor vindicate my own honor; you who have been calum-
niated, insulted, and expelled from his house ?"

"Not by him, father! not with his knowledge or con~
sent! Oh, never! never! My life, my soul, upon his
stainless faith !"

"My daughter, rise and leave me, I command you,"
said Major Helmstedt, giving his hand to assist her.

But she clung to his knees and groveled at his feet,
crying.

"Father! father! pardon and hear me; hear me for
my dead mother's sake! hear your Marguerite's orphan
girl! do not make her a widow before she is a wife! My
father, do not, oh, do not meet my betrothed in a duel!
He was your oldest friend, your brother-in-arms, your
promised son; he has stood by your side in many a well
fought battle; in camp and field you two have shared

together the dangers and glories of the war. flow can
you meet as mortal foes? Crowned with victory, blessed
with peace-you were both coming home, you to your
only daughter, he to his promised bride-both to a
devoted girl, who would have laid out her life to make
your mutual fireside happy; but whose heart you are about
to break I Oh! how can you do this most cruel deed?
Oh I it is so horrible! so horrible! that you two should
thus meet. Duelling is wicked, but this is worse than
duelling! Murder is atrocious, but this is worse than
murder! This is parricide! this is the meeting of a father
and son, armed each against the other's life! A father
and a son!"

"Son! no son or son-in-law of mine, if that is what
you mean."

"Father, father, do not say so. He is the sworn hus-
band of your only child. My hand, with your consent,
was placed in his by my dying mother'~ hand. He
clasped my fingers closely, promising never to forsake
me! A promise made to the living in the presence of
the dying! A promise that he has never retracted, and
wishes never to retract. My soul's salvation u
Houston's honor I" pon Ralph

"Margaret Helmstedt! put the last seal to my mortifi-
cation, and tell me that' you love this man-this man
whose family has spurned you I"

"I love him-for life, and death,~nd eternity I" she
replied, in a tone vibrating with earnestness~

"You speak your own degradation, miserable girl."
"This is. no time, heaven knows, for the cowardice* of

girlish shame.' Father, I love him! For three long
years I have believed myself his destined wife. Long
before our betrothal, as far back, or farther, perhaps, than
memory reaches, I loved hhn, 'and knew that he loved me,
and felt that in some strange way I belonged finally to

828
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him. Long, long before I ever heard of courtship, be
trothal, or marriage, I felt in my deepest heart, and knew
he felt it too-that Ralph was my final proprietor and
prince, that I, at last and forever, was his own little Mar.
garet-aye! as your Marguerite was yours, my father.
And always and ever, in all the changes of our life, in
joy and in sorrow, in presence and in absence, I seemed
to repose sweetly in his heart as a little bird in its nest,
loving him too quietly and securely to* know how deeply
and strongly. But oh, my father, it has remained for the
anguish of this day to teach me how, above all creatures,
I love my promised husband, even as my mother loved
hers. The blow that reaches Ralph's heart would break
my own. Father, I can conceive this globe upon which
we live, with all its seas and continents, its mountains,
plains and cities, its whole teeming life, collapsing and
sinking out of sight through space, and yet myself con-
tinuing to live, somewhere, in some sphere of being; but,
my father, I cannot conceive of Ralph's death and my
own continued life, any where, as possible! for there, at
that point, all sinks into darkness, chaos, annihilation!
Swift madness or death would follow his loss! Oh, my
father, say, is he not my husband? Oh, my father, will
you make your child a widow, a widow by her father's
hand ?"

"Margaret, this is the very infatuation of passion !"
"Passion! Well, since grief and terror and despair

have made my bosom so stormy, you may call it so! else
never should my life-long, quiet, contented attachment to
Ralph be termed a passion, as if it were the feverish
caprice of yesterday. But oh, heaven! all this time you
are not an8wering me. You do not promise that you
will not meet him. Father, I cannot die of grief, else had
I long since been lying beside your other Marguerite!
But I feel that I *may go mad, and that soon. Already

reason reels with dwelling on this impending duel! with
the thought that a few hours hence-! Father, if you
would not have your Marguerite's child go mad, curse the
author of her being, and lay desperate hands upon her
own life, forego this duel! do not make her a widowed
bride !"

"Wretched girl, it were better that you were dead, for,
come what may, Margaret, honor must be saved."

"Then you will kill him! My father will kill my hus-
band I"

"Why do you harp upon this subject forever? Shall I
not equally risk my own life ?"

"No, no, no! be will never risk hurting a hair of your
head. My life and soul upon it, he will fire into the air!
I know and feel what he will do, here, deep in my heart.
I know and feel what has been done. Father, you met
him in your blind rage, you gave him no chance, of ex-
planation, but goaded and taunted, and drovQ him to the
point of accepting your challenge. You will meet him,
you will murder him? and I, oh, I shall go mad, and
curse the father that gave me life, and him death !" she
said, starting up and wildly traversing the floor.

"'Still waters run deep!' Who would have supposed
this quiet maiden had inherited all Marguerite De Lancie's
strength of feeling ?" thought Majar Relmstedt, as in a
deep trouble he watched his daughter's distracted walk.

Suddenly, as that latent and finaf resolution, before
mentioned, recurred to her mind, she paused, and came
up to her father's side, and said,

"Father, this thing must go no farther I"
"What mean you, Margaret ?"

"This duel must not take place."
"What absurdity-it must ccme off? Let all be lost

so honor is saved."
"Then listen well to me, my father," she said, in the
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long, deep, quiet tone of fixed determination; "this duel
shall not take place !".~

"Girl, you are mad. 'Shall not ?"'

"Shall not, my father !"

"What preposterous absurdity! Who will prevent it ?"

"I will I"
"You! Co~ne, that is best of all. How do you pro

pose to do it, fair daughter ?"

"I shall lay the whole matter before the nearest ma-
gistrate !"

"Poor girl, if I did not pity you so deeply, I should
smile at your folly. Why, Margaret, the nearest magis..
trate is fifteen miles off. Ft is now eleven o'clock at
night, and the proposed meeting takes place at five in the
morning!"

"Then the more reason for haste, my father, to save
you from a crime. I will order a boat and depart imme-
diately," said Margaret, going to the bell-rope and giving
it a sudden peremptory pull.

"Oh, then I see that this will not do. You are des~
operate, you are dangerous, you must be restrained," said
Major Helmstedt, rising and approaching his daughter.

"Father, what mean you now? You would not-you,
a gentleman, an officer, would not lay violent hands on
your daughter ?" she said, shrinking away in amazement.

"In an exigency of this kind, my daughter leaves me
no alternative."

"No, no! You would not use force to hinder me in
the discharge of a sacred duty 7"

"Margaret, no more words. Come to your room," he
said, taking her by the arm, and with gentle force con-
ducting her to the door of her own chamber, in which he
locked her securely.

Knowing resistance to be both vain and unbecoming~
Margaret had, for the time, quietly submitted. She re-

mined sitting motionless In the chair in which he had
placed her, until she heard his retreating footsteps pause
at the door of his study, and heard him enter and lock
the door behind him.

Then she arose and stepped lightly over the carpeted
floor, and looked from the front window out upon the
night. o~

A dark, brilliant starlight night, with a fresh wind that
swayed the branches of the trees.

Almost omnipotent is the religious heart; willing to
sink all things for the salvation of the beloved.

The means ,of escape, and of preventing the duel, were
quickly devised by her suggestive mind. Her chamber
was on the second floor front. A grape-vine of nearly
twenty years' growth reached her window, and climbed
up its side and over its top. The intertwined and knotted
branches, thick as a man's wrist, and strong as a cable,
presented a means of descent safe and easy as that of a
staircase. And once free of the house, the course of the
brave girl was clear.

There was no time to be lost. It was now half-past
eleven o'clock. The household, except her father and the
servant, whom he had ordered to watch with him, was
wrapped in sleep. Her father she knew to be deeply en-
gaged writing his will in the study. forrest she supposed
to be employed in cleaning the pistols in the back kitchen.

There was nothing then to interrupt~her escape but the
dogs, who before recognizing would surely break out
upon her. Thit there was little to dread from that cir-
cumstance. The barking of the dogs was no unusual
event of the night. Any noise in nature, the footstep of
a negro walking out, the spring of a startled squirrel, the
falling of ~i nut or a pine cone, was frequently enough to
arouse their jealous vigilance, a~d provoke a canine concert.
Only when the barking was very prolonged was attention
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usually aroused. Of this contingency there was no dan.
ger. .They woiAd probably break out in a furious on.
slaught, recognize her and be still.

But there was another serious difficulty. Margaret was
very feeble; weeks of mental anguish, with the conse-
quent loss of appetite and loss of sleep, had so exhausted
her physical nature that not all the proverbial powei~ of
the mind over the body, the spirit over the flesh, could
impart to her sufficient strength for an undertaking, that,
in her stronger days, would have taxed her energies to
the utmost. A restorative was absolutely necessary. A.
few drops of distilled lavender water-a favorite country
cordial-gave her a factitious strength.

Then tying on her black velvet hood, and her short black
camlet riding cloak, she prepared to depart. 'First, she
bolted the door on,~he inside that her father might not enter
her room to ascertain her absence. Then she softly hoisted
the window, and with perfect ease crossed the low sill and
stepped upon the friendly vine, where she remained stand.
ing while she let down the window and closed the blinds.

Thus having restored every thing to its usual order, she
commenced her descent. Holding to the vines, stepping
cautiously, and letting herself down slowly, she at length
reached the ground safely.

Now for the dogs. But they were quiet. Their quick
instincts were truer than her fears, and she passed on un-
disturbed.

How still and brilliant the starlight night. No sound
but the sighing of the wind in the trees, and the trilling
of the insects that wake at eve to chirp till day; and all
distinctly, yet darkly visible, like a scene clearly drawv
in Indian ink upon a gray ground.

She passed down through the garden, the orchard, an~
the stubble field to the beach, where her little sail boat the
"Pearl Shell" lay.

For the trip that she contemplated7 of fifteen Rr.fles up
the mouth of the river, a row boat would. h:ive been far
the safer. But Margaret was too weak for such pro.
longed labor as the management of the oar for two
or three hours must necessitate. The sail boat would
only requi& the trifling exertion of holding the tiller, and
occasionally shifting the sails. Happily the tide was in
and 'just about to turn; the boat was, therefore, afloat,
though chained to the boat-house, and so needed no ex-
ertion to push h~r Off. Margaret went on board, untied
the tiller, hoisted the sails, unlocked the chain and cast
loose. She had but time to spring and seize the tiller,
before the wind filled the sails and the boat glided from
the shore.

So far all h~td gone marvelously well. Let who would
discover her escape now, she was safe fr~u pursuit. Let
who would follow, she could not be overtaken. Her
boat was beyond measure the swiftest saUer of the island
fleet. True, before this fresh wind the boat might cap-
size, especially as there was no one to manage it except
herself; who to shift the sails must sometimes let go the
tiller. But Margaret was without selfish, personal fear;
her purpose was high, and had been so far providentially
favored; she would, therefore,' believe in no accidents,
but trust in God.

And what a strange scene was this, in which the soli-
tary girl-mariner was out upon the lonely sea.

The broad canopy of heaven, of that deep, dark, in-
tense blue of cloudless night, was thickly studded with
myriads of stars, whose reflection in the mirror of the sea,
seemed other living stars disporting themselves amid the
waves. Far away over the wide waters, 'darker lines
upon the dark sea, suggested the distant shores and head-
lands of the main. Straight before her flying boat, two
black points, miles apart, indicated the entrance to the
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mouth of the Potomac $ver. She steered for the lower,
or Smith's Point.

Under happier circumstances, this lonely night ride
over the dark waters would have charmed the fancy of
the fearless and adventurous girl. Now her only emotion
was one of anxiety and haste. Taking Smith's Point for
her "polar star," she gave all her sail to the wind. The
boat flew over the water. [dare scarcely say in how
marvelously short a time she reached this cape. This
was the longest part of her'voyage.

Hugging the Northumberland coast, she soon reached and
doubled Plover's Point, and ran up into the little cove, the
usual landing-place, and pushed her boat upon tho sands.

She next sprang out, secured the boat to a post, and
began to climb the steep bank, that was thickly covered
with a growth of pines, from which the place' took its
name.

Here danger of another and more appalling form threat-
ened her. Fugitive slaves, than whom a more dangerous
banditti can nowhere be found, were known to infest this
coast, where by day they hid in caves and holes, and by
iiight prowled? t~.bout~ like wild beasts in Bearch of' food or
prey. More than to meet the wild cat or the wolf, that
were not yet banished from these woods, the maiden
dreaded to encounter one of these famished and desperate
human beasts! Lifting her heart in prayerto God for assist-
ance, she passed courageously on her dark and dangerous
way; starting ~t the sound of her own light footstep
upon some crackling, fallen branch, and holding her breath
at the slight noise made by the moving of a rabbit or a
bird in the foliage. At last she reached the summit of
the wooded hill, and came out of the pine thicket on to
the meadow. Then there was a fence to climb, a field to
cross, and a gate to open before she reached the wooded
lawn fronting the house. there the last peril, that of the
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watch dogs, awaited her. One mastiff barked furiously~
as she approached the gate; as she opened it, the whole
pack broke in full cry upon her.

She paused and stood still, holding out one hand, and
saying gently,

"Why, Ponto! Why, Fido! What is the matter,
good boys 7"

The two foremost recognized and fawned upon her, and
under their protection, as it were, she walked on through
the excited pack, that, one b3r one, dropped gently under
her influence, and walked quietly by her side.

So she reached the front of the house, passed up the
piazza, and rung the bell. Peal upon peal she rung before
she could make any one in that quiet house hear.

At last, however, an upper window was thrown up,
and the voice of Dr. Hartley asked,

4 "Who's there?"
"It 15 I, Dr. Hartley. It is I, Margaret Tlelmstedt!

come to you on a matter of life and death 1"
"You! You, Margaret! You, at this hour! I ~m

j lost in wonder !"

Oh, c&me down, quickly, quickly, or it will be too
late !"

Evidently believing this to be an imminent necessity for
his professional services, the doctor drew in his head, let
down the window, hastily donned his apparel, and came
down to admit his visitor.

Leading her into the sitting.room, he said,
"Now, my dear, who is ill? And what, in the name

of all the saints, was the necessity of your coming out at
this time of night with the messenger ?"

"Dr. Hartley, look at me well. I came with no mes-
senger. I left the island at midnight, and crossed the
bay, and came up the river alone."

"Good heaven, Miss Helmstedt! Margaret! what is
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it you tell me? What has happened ?" he ~asked, terrified
the strange words and the ghastly looks of the girl.
"Dr. Hartley, my father has challenged Ralph Houston,

They meet this morning~ in the woods above the family
burial ground. I escaped from the room in which my
father had locked me, and came to give information to th~
authorities, that they may, if possible, stop this duel.
What I desire particularly of your kindness is, that you
will go with me to Squire Johnson's, that I may lodge the
necessary complaint. I regret to ask you to take this
trouble; but I myself do not know the way to Squire
Johnson's house."

"Margaret, my dear, I am exceedingly grieved to hear
what you have told me. How did this happen? What
was the occasion of it ?"

"Oh, sir! spare me! in mercy spare me! There is,
indeed, no time to tell you now. What we are to do
should be done quickly. They meet very, very early this
morning. ~

"Very well, Margaret. There is no necessity for your
going to Squire Johnson's, for, indeed, you are too much
exhausted for the ride. And I am now suffering too
severely with rheumatism to bear the journey. But I will
do better. I will put a servant on a swift horse, and dis-
patch a note that will bring Mr. Johnson hither. We can
go hence to the duelling ground and prevent th~ meeting.
Will not that be best ?"

"So that we are in time-any thing, sir.'7

Dr. Hartley then went ~ut to rouse the boy whom he
purposed to send; and after a few moments returned, and
while the latter was saddling the horse, he wrote the note,
so that in ten minutes the messenger was dispatched on
his errand.

Day was now breaking, and the house servants were all
astir. One of them came in to make the fire in the parlor

fireplace, and Dr. Hartley gave orders for an early break.
fast to be prepared for his weary guest.

Missing Glare from her customary morning haunts.
M argaret ventured to inquire if she were in good health.

-'4

At the mention of his daughter's name, Dr. Hartley
recollected now, for the first time, that there might be
some good reason for treating his young visitor with
rebuking coldness, and he answered, with distant polite-
ness, that Glare had gone to pay her promised visit to her
friends at Fort Warburton.

Margaret bore this change of manner in her host with
her usual patient resignation. And when. the cloth was
laid, and breakfast was placed upon the table, and the
doctor, with professional authority rather than with hos-
pitable kindness, insisted that the exhausted girl should
partake of some refreshment, she meekly complied, and
forced herself to swallow the contents of a cup of coffee,
though ~he could constrain nature no farther~.

They had scarcely risen from the table, before the mes-
senger returned with the news that Squire Johnson had
left home for Washington City, and would be absent for
Several days.

"Oh, heaven of heavens! What now can be done ?"
exclaimed Margaret in anguish.

"Nothing can be done by compulsion, of course, but
something may be accomplished by persuasion. I will go
with you, Miss Helmstedt, to the groTiind, and use every
friendly exertion to effect an adjustment of the difficulties
b~xveen these antagonists," said Dr. hartley.

Oh then, sir, let us hasten at once. No time is to be
lost !" cried Margaret, in the very extremity of anxiety.

"It is but a short distance, Miss Helmstedt. Doubtless
we shall be in full time," replied the doctor, buttoning up
his coat and taking down his hat from the peg.

21
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Margaret had already, with trembling fingers, tied on
her hood.

They immediately left the house.
"What time did you say they met, Miss Helmstedt ?"

"I said, 'very early,' sir. Alas, I do not know th.
time to the hour. I fear, I fear-oh, let us hasten, sir."

"It is but five o'clock, Margaret, and .the distance is
short," said the doctor, beginning to pity her distress.

"Oh, God! perhaps it was at five they were to meet.
Oh, hasten, hasten !"

Their way was first through the lawn, then through the
Btllbble field, then into the copse wood that gradually
merged in the thick forest behind the burial ground.

"Do you know the exact spot of the purposed meet.
ing, Margaret 7" inquired the doctor.

"Oh, no, sir, I do not. I only know that my father
gave orders for the boat to be in readiness to take him
(and his second, of course,) to the beach below the burial
ground at this point. Now as the beach is narrow, and the
burial ground too sacred a place for such a purpose, I
thought of these woods above it."

"Exactly; and there is a natural opening, a sort of
level glade on the top of tlAs wooded hill, that I think
likely to be the place selected. We will push forward to
that spot. "'~

They hurried on. A walk 'of five minutes brought
them to within the sound of voices, that convinced them
that they were near the duelling ground.

A few more rapid steps led them to a small, level, open
glade, on the summit of the wooded hill.

Oh, heaven of heavens! what a sight to meet the eyes
of a daughter and a promised wife!

The ground was already marked off. In the drawing
of the lots it seemed that the best position had fallen to
her father, for he stood with his back to the rising sun,

I'
I
4

that shone full into the face of Ralph, at the same time

dazzling his eyes, and , making him the fairest mark for
~e best n~arksman in the country.

At right angles with the principals stood the seconds,
one of them having a handkerchief held in his hand,
while the other prepared to give the word.

Margaret had not seen her betrothed for three years,
and now, oh! agony insupportable! to meet him thus!

So absorbed were the duellists in the business upon
which they met, and so quietly had she and her escort
stolen upon the scene, that the antagonists had perceived
no addition to their party, but went on with their bloody
purpose.

At the very moment of the entrance of the new-
corners upon the scene, the second of MaLjor ]Ielmstedt
gave the word,

"One-two-three.---fire !" Frank Houston dropped
the handkerchief, Ralph fired into the air, ~and Margaret,
springing forward, struck up the pistol of her father, so
that it was discharged harmlessly into the upper branches
of an old tree.

All this transpired in a single instant of time, so sud.
denly and unexpectedly, that until it was over no one
knew what had happened.

Then followed a scene of confusion difficult or im-
possible to describe.

Major Helmstedt was the first to speak. Shaking
Margaret's hand from, his arm, he demanded, in a voice
of concentrated rage,

"Miss Ilelmstedt! What is the. meaning of this? flow
durst you come hither ~

Margaret, dropping upon her knees between the com-
batants and lifting up both arms, exclaimed,

"Oh1 father! father! 01i Ralph! Ralph! bury youi

A. U
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bullets in this broken heart if you. will, but do not point
your weapons against each other 1"

"Margaret 1 my beloved 1" began Ralph Houston, spring.
ing to raise her, but before he could effect his purpose,
Major Helmstedt had caught up his daughter, and with

extendedd hand, exclaimed,
"Off, sir I How durst you? Touch her not! Address

her not at your peril ~ Dr. Hartley, since you attended
this self-willed girl hither, pray do me the favor to lead
her. from the scene. Gentlemen, seconds, I look to you
to restore order, that the business of our meeting may
proceed."

"Father, father I" cried Margaret, clasping his knees in
an agony of prayer.

"Degenerate child, release me and begone! Dr. Hart..
ley, will you relieve me of this girl ?"

"Major Helmstedt, your daughter and myself came
hither in the hope of mediating between yourself and
your antagonist."

"Mediating! Sir, there is no such thing as mediation
in a quarrel like this I Since you brought my daughter
hither, will you take her off, sir, I ask you ?" thundered
Major Helmstedt, striving to unrivet the clinging arms of
bis child.

"Father, father! Hear me, hear me I" she cried.
"Peace, girl, I command you. Fool that you are not

~o see that this is a mortal question, that can only be
resolved in a death meeting between us. Girl, girl, girl!
~re you a Helmstedt? Do you know that the family of
this man have wade dishonoring charges upon you?
Ch~rge~ that, by the heaven above, can be washed out
only in life's blood? Take her away, Hartley."

"Father, father!, Oh, God! the charges! the charges
that they have made! they are true 1 they are true I" cried
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Margaret, clinging to his arms, while she hid her face upon
his bosom.

Had a bomb-shell exploded in their midst, it could not
have' produced a severe or more painful shock.

Ralph Houston, after the first agonized start and shud.
der, drew nearer to her, and paused, pale as death, to
listen further, if perchance he bad heard aright.

All the others, after their first sQrprise, stood as if struck
tatue still.

Major Ilelmstedt remained nailed to the ground, a form
~f iron. Deep and uneartl4y was the sound of his voice,
as, lifting the head of his daughter from his breast, he
3aid,

"Miss Ilelmstedt, look me in the face I"
She raised her agonized eyes to his countenance.
All present looked and listened. No one thought by

word' or gesture of interfering between :the father and
daughter.

"Miss Helmstedt," he began, in the low, deep, stern
tone of concentrated passion, "what was that which you
said just now ?"

"I said, my father, in effect, that you zn~ist not fights
that your cause is accurst; that the charges brought
against me are-true!"

"You tell me that-.. ?"
"The charges brought against m& are true I" she said, in

a strange, ringing voice, every tone of which was audible
Lo all present.

Had the fabled head of the Medusa, with all its fell
powers, arisen before the assembled party, it could not
iave produced a more appalling effect. Each stood as if
Lurned to stone by her words4,

The father and daughter remained confronted like beings
charged with the mortal and eternal destiny of each other.
At length Margaret, unable to bear the scrutiny of his
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fixed gaze, dropped her bead upon her bosom, buried her
burning face in her hands, and turned away.

Then Major Helmstedt, keeping his eyes still fixed with

a devouring gaze upon her, slowly raised, extended and
dropped his hand heavily upon her shoulder, clutched,

'turned, and drew her up before him.
"Again! let fail your hands; raise your head; look me

in the face, minion !"

She obeyed, dropping her hands, and lifting her face
crimsoned with blushes, to his merciless gaze.

"Repeat !.-for I can scarce believe the evidence of my
own senses! The charges brought against you, by the
Iloustons, are-"

"True! They are true !" she replied, in a voice o~
ut'~r despair.

"Then, for three years past, ever since your i)etrotba~
to Mr. Ralph Houston, you have been in secret corres
pondence with a strange young man, disapproved by your
protectress ?" asked Major Helmstedt, in a sepulchre
tone.

"I have-I have !"

"And you have met this young man m~c~ than once in
private ?"

"Yes! yes !" she gasped, with a suffocating sob.
"On the day of the festival, and of the landing of the

British upon our island, you passed several hours alone
with this person in the woods 7"

* ~.. deprecating wave of the hand and another sob was
her only reply.

"Once, at least, you received this man in your private
apartment at Buzzard's Bluff ?"

A gesture of affirmation and of utter despondency was
her answer.

"The night of that same visit, you secretly left the roo.
of your protectors, for an unexplained absence of several

&

k

days, some of which were passed in the company of this
person 7"

For all reply, she ~raised and clasped her hands and
dropped them down before her, and let her head fall upon
her bosom with an action full of irremediable despair.

Her father's face was dark with anguish.
"Speak, minion I" he said, "these things must not be

left to conjecture; they must be clearly understood.
Speak! answer I"

"I did," she moaned, in an expiring voice, as her head
sank lower upon her breast, and her form cowered under
the weight of an overwhelming shame and sorrow.

And well she might. Here, in the presence of men, in
the presence of her father and her lover, she was making
admissions, the lightest one of which, unexplained, was
sufficient to brand her woman's brow with ineffaceable
and eternal dishonor!

Her lover's head had sunk upon his breast, and he
stood with folded arms, set lips, downcast eyes and im-
passable brow, upon which none could read his thoughts.

Her father's face had grown darker and sterner, as he
questioned and she answered, until now it was terrible to
look upon.

A pause bad followed her lcst words, and was broken
at length by Major Helmstedt, who, in a voice awful in
the stillness and depth of suppressed passion, said,

"Wretched girl! why do you linger here? Begone!
and never let me see you more

"Father, father! have mercy, have mercy on your poor
coild !" she exclaimed, clasping her hands and dropping at
his feet.

"Minion! never dare to desecrate my name, or pollute
my sight again. Begone !" he exclaimed, spurning her
kneeling form and turning away.

"Oh, father, father! for the sweet love of the Saviour 1"
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she cried, throwing her arms around his knees and clings
ing to him.

"Wretch! outcast) release me, avoid my presence, or
I shall be driven to destroy you, wanton !" he thundered,
giving way to fury, and shaking her as a viper from her
clinging hold upon his feet, "wanton! courtez

But ore that word of last reproach could be completed,
swift as lightning she flew to his bosom, clung about his
neck, placed her hand over his lips to arrest his farther
speech, and gazing intensely, fiercely into his eyes-into
his soul, exclaimed,

"Father, do not finish your sentence. Unless you wish
me to drop dead before you, do not. As you hope for
salvation, never apply that name to-her daughter."

"Her daughter 1" he retorted, violently, shaking her off;
until she fell collapsed and exhausted at his feet-" her
daughter! Changeling, no daughter of hers or of mine
are you. She -~would disown and curse you from her
grave! and-"

"Oh, mother, mother! oh, mother, mother !" groaned
the poor glrl, writhing and groveling like a crushed worm
on the ground.

"And I," he continued, needles~ of her agony, as he
stooped, clutched her arm, jerked her with a spring upou
her feet, and held her tightly confronting him.

"I-there was a time when I was younger, that hai
any woman of my name or blood, made the shameful
confessions that you have made this day, I would have
slain her on the instant with this, my right hand. But
age somewhat cools the, head, and now I only spurn you
..-4hus !"'

And tightening his grasp upon her\shoulder, he whirled
* her off with such violence that she fell at several y a:ds

iistant, stunned and insensible upon the ground.

U
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Then, followed by his second, he strode haughtily from
the place.

Dr. Hartley, who had remained standing in amazement
through the latter part of this scene, now hurried to the
assistance of the swooning girl.

But Ralph Houston, shaking off the dreadful apathy
that had bound his faculties, hastened to intercept him.
Kneeling beside the prostrate form, he lifted and placed
it in an easier position. Then, turning to arrest the doc-
tor's steps, he said,

"Before you come nearer to her, tell me this: What do
you believe of her ?"

"That she is a fallen girl," replied Dr. Hartley.
"Then, no nearer, on your life and soul," said Ralph,

lifting his hand to bar the doctor's further approach.
"What do you mean, Captain Houston ?"

"That she still wears the betrothal ring I placed upon
her finger. That I am, as yet, her affiaiiced husband.
And by that name, I. claim the right to protect her in this
her bitter extremity; to defend her bruised and broken
heart from the wounds of unkind eyes! Had you had
faith in her, charity for her, I should have accepted, with
thanks, your help. As it is, you have none; do not let
her awake to find a hostile countenance bending over
her ~

"As you please, sir. But, remember, that if the. assist-
ance of a physician is absolutely required, my services
and my home also, await the needs of Marguerite De
Lance's daughter," said Dr. Hartley, turning to depart.

Frank also, at a sign from his brother, withdrew.
Ralph was left alone with Margaret. He raised her

light form, shuddering, amid all his deeper distress, to feel
how light it was, and ~~ore her down the wooded hill, to
the great spreading oak, under which was the gwen
mound of her mother's last sleeping place~
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He laid her down so that her head rested on this mound
as on a pillow, and then went to a spring near by to bring
water, with which, kneeling, he bathed her face.

Long and assiduous efforts were required before she re-
covered from that mortal swoon.

When at length, with a deep and shudderi ng sigh, and
a tremor that ran through all her frame, she opened her
eyes, she found Ralph Houston kneeling by her side,
bending with solicitous interest over her.

With only a dim and partial recollection of some great
agony passed, she raised her eyes and stretched forth her
arms, murmuring in tender, pleading tones,

"Ralph, my friend, my saviour, you do not believe
xn~ guilty? You know me so thoroughly; you always
trusted me; you are sure that I am innocent ?"

"Margaret," he said, in a voice of the deepest pain,
"I pillowed your head here above your mother's bosom;
had I not believed you guiltless of any deeper sin than
inconstancy of affection, I should not have laid you in
this sacred place."

"Inconstancy! Ralph 7"
"Fear nothing, poor girl! it is not for me to judge or

blame you. You were but a child when our betrothal
took place; you could not have known your own heart;~
I was twelve years your senior, and I should have had
more wisdom, justice and generosity, than to have bound
the hand of a child of fourteen to that of a man of twenty-
six. We have been separated for three years. You are
now but seventeen; and I am in my thirtieth year. You
have discovered your mistake, and I suffer a just punish.
ment. It is natural."

"Oh, my God! my God! my cup overflows With bit-
terness I" moaned the poor maiden, in a, voice almost
inaudible from anguish.

"Compose yourself, dear Margaret. I do not reproach

you in the least; I am here to serve you as [best may;
to make you happy if it be possible. And the first step
to be taken is to restore to you your freedom."

"Oh, no! Oh, Lord of mercy, no! no! no !" she ex-
claimed, in an agony of prayer; and then, in sudden self-
consciousness, she flushed all over her face and neck with
maiden shame, and became suddenly silent.

"Dear Margaret," said Ralph, in a tone of infinite
tenderness and compassion, "you have suffered so much
~hat you are scarcely sane. You hardly know what you
would have. Our betrothal must, of course, be annulled.
You must be free to wed this lover of your choice. I
hope that he is, in some measure, worthy of you; nay,
since you love him, I must believe that he is so."

"Oh, Ralph, Ralph! Oh, Ralph, Ralph !" she cried,
wringing her hands.

"Margaret, what is the~ meaning of this 7"
"I have no lover except you. I never wronged you

in thought, or word, or deed; never, never, never !"

"Dear Margaret, I have not charged you with wrong.
ing me."

"But I have no lover; do you hear, Ralph? I never
have had one I I never should have so desecrated our'
sacred engagements. "

"Poor Margaret, you are distracted! Much grief has
made you mad! You no longer know what you say.'?

"Oh, I do, I do! never believe but I know every word
that I speak. And I say that my heart has never
wandered, for an instant, from its allegiance to yourself 1
And listen, farther, Ralph," she said, ~inking upon her
knees, beside that grave, and raising her hands and eyes
to heavier with the most impressive solemnity, "listen
while I swear this by the heart of her who sleeps beneath
this sod, and by my hopes of meeting her in heaven I that
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he with whom my name has been so wrongfully con-
nected was no lover of mine-could be no lover of mine 1"

"Hold, Margaret! Do not forswear yourself even in
a fit of partial derangement. Rise, and recall to yourself
some circumstances that occurred immediately before you
became insensible, and which consequently may have
escaped your memory. Recollect, poor girl, the admis.
sions you made to your father," said Ralph, taking her
han~ andgently constraining her to rise.

heaven! and you believe-you believe-."
ur own confessions, Margaret, nothing more; for

had ~an angel from heaven told the things of you, that you
hav4 stated of yourself, I should not have believed him 1"

"Oh, my mother! Oh, my God !" she cried, in a tone
of such deep misery, that through all his own trouble,
Ralph deeply pitied and gently answered hei'.

"Be at ease. I do not reproach you, my child."
"But you believe. Oh, you believe-"
"Your own statement concerning yourself, dear Mar.

garet; no more nor less."
"Believe no more. Not a hair's breadth more. Scarcely

so much. And draw from that no inferences. On your
soul draw no inferences against me; for they would be
most unjust. For I am yours; only yours; wholly yours.
I have never, never had any purpose, wish, or thought at
variance with your claims upon me."

"You must pardon me, Margaret, if I cannot reconcile
your present statement with the admissions lately made to
your father. Allow me to bring them to your memory.

j' Oh, heaven, have mercy on me !" she cried, covering
her face.

"Remember, I do not reproach you with them; I only
recall them to your mind. You have been in secret cor-
respondence with this young man for three years past;
you have given him private meetings; you have passed

1 hours alone in the woods' with him; you have received
him in your chamber; you have been abroad for days in
his company; you have confessed the truth of all this;
ani~ yet you declare that he is not and cannot be a lover
of yours. Margaret, Margaret, how can you expect me,
for a moment, to credit the amazing inconsistency of your
statements 1"'

While he spoke, she stood before him in an agony of
confusion and distress, her form cowering; her face sunk
upon her breast; her eyes shunning his gaze; her face,
neck, and bosom crimsoned with fiery blushes; her hands
writhed together; her whole aspect one of conscious
guilt, convicted crime, and overwhelming shame.

The anguish stamped upon the brow of her lover was
terrible to behold. Yet he governed his emotions, and
compelled his voice to be steady in saying,

"Dear Margaret, if in any way you can reconcile these
inconsistencies-speak !"

Speak. Aye, she might have done so. One word from
her lips would have sufficed to lift the cloud of shame from
h~r brow, and to crown her with an aureola of glory;
would have averted the storm of calamity gathering
darkly over her head, and restored her, a cherished daugh-
ter, to the protecting arms of her father; an honored
maiden to the esteem of friends and companions; a be-
loved bride to the sheltering bosom of her bridegroom.
A word would have done this; yet thatPword, which could
have lifted the shadow from her own heart aiA life, must
have bid it settle, dark and heavy, upon the grave of the
dumb, defenceless dead beneath her feet. And the word
remained unspoken.

"I can die for her; but I cannot betray her. I can live
dishonored for her sake; but I cannot consign her memory
to reproach," said the devoted daughter to her own bleed
ing and despairing heart.
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"Margaret, can you explain the meaning of these
letters, these meetings, in the woods, on the river, in your
own chamber ?"

"Alas! I cannot. I can only endure," she moaned, in
a voice replete with misery, as her head sunk lower upon
her breast, and her form cowered nearer the ground, as if
crushed by the insupportable weight of humiliation.

It was not in erring human wisdom to look upon her
thus, to listen to her words, and not believe her a fallen
angel!

And yet she was innocent. More than innocent. Do.
voted, heroic, holy.

But notwithstanding this, and her secret consciousness
of this, how could she-in her tender youth, with her
maiden delicacy and sensitiveness to reproach~how could
she stand in this baleful position, and not appear over.
whelmed by guilt and shame?

There was a dread pause of some minutes, broken at
length by Ralph, who said,

"Margaret, will you return me that betrothal ring ?"
She started. Her face, that had been burning with

fiery blushes, became suddenly pale as death, as she
dropped her hands from before it, and lifted to him a
piteous, prayerful gaze.

He repeated his demand. She answered,
"You placed it on my finger, Ralph! Will you also

take it off? I was passive then ; I will be passive now."
Ralph raised the pale hand in his own and tried bQ

draw off the ring.
But since, three years before, the token had been

placed upon the little hand of the child, that hand had
- grown, and though now so much emaciated, that the
bright circlet seemed to hang loosely upon the slender
finger, it was found impossible to draw the ring over the
first joint.

Ralph Houston, unwilling to give her physical pain,
desisted in his efforts, saying quietly, ~ he bowed and
left her,

"The betrothal ring refuses to leave your finger, Mar.
garet. Weli, good morning !"

But a change, beautiful and glorious as a sunburst,
transfigured the tortured countenance of The suffering
girl!

A smile, holy with the light of faith, hope and love,
dawned within her soul and irradiated her brow.

In a voice impassioned, solemn, thrilling with prophetic
joy, she said,

"The ring remains with me! I hail it as the bow of
promise! Through this dark night, the one beacon light I
In this black tempest, the one shining star I"

CHAPTER XV.

NIGHT AND ITS ONE STAR.

On my finger is a ring,
Which I still see glittering,
When the night hides every tlzing.-B. B. Browntng.

Two years had elapsed since the disappearance of
Margaret Helmstedt. For since her parting with Ralph
ilouston, the unhappy girl had not been seen by any of
her friends.

Rumor asserted that she had, in company with Ensign
Dawson, fled to England; and for once rumor had told
the truth.

Major Ilehnstedt, hearing this report, had caused secret
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investigations to be set on foot, that had resulted in
demonstrating, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that Mar.
garet Helmstedt and William IDawson had embarked as
passengers on board the barque Amphytrite, bound from
Norfolk to Liverpool.

From the day upon which this fact was ascertained,
Margaret's* name was tacitly dropped by all her ac-
quaintances. She had become the scape-goat to bear al!
their sins into the wilderness; the Curtius, whose immo-
lation had closed the yawning gulf of eternity between
opposing families. She was guilty! That fact once ad-
mitted, the cause of disagreement was removed, and a
common cause of sympathy substituted; and the Helm-
stedt and Houstons, frequently meeting at church, mart,
and festival, gradually approached each other, and at
length became reconciled.

It was about twelve months after the disappearance of
Margaret, that old Mr. Wellworth died, and his orphan
daughter Grace found a refuge in the home of Nellie
Houston.

Ralph Houston was then at home, considering himself
quite released by circumstances from his rash vow of for-
saking his father's house.

Grace was very pretty, and in her mourning dress and
orphan sorrow, very interesting.

Ralph was idle, ~depressed, and compassionate.
Pity first led him to pay some friendly attentions to

the clergyman's orphan, child, and the soft brown eyes and
gentle tones of Grace drew him into deeper sympathy.

But Grace, the weak-hearted little creature, permitted
herself to mistake all his brotherly kindness for a warmer
affection, and to fall incontinently in love with Ralph
Houston.

Now Ralph, with his profound, grave 'and earnest
character, felt himself so much older, wiser and higher
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than this little soft-brained girl, that he would never for
an instant have suspected the passion with which he had
inspired her feeble little heart, but for the interference of
-Nellie Houston I

There are some good-natured, well-meaning, busy hu-
man beings, who really oi~ght to be drowned, or put to
some other painless death-just upon the principle of
"the greatest good to the greatest number,"-.to prevent
them doing more harm than they have already done.
And Nellie Houston was one of these.

When the clergyman's orphan had been their inmate for
six months, and had so won her way into Nellie's heart
as unconsciously to have made her a partizan-for the
girl was really affectionate and artless-Mrs. Houston
called the attention of Ralph to the fact that Grace was
pining away under a secret sorrow, which was not for the
death of her father.

Ralph was sympathetic, but entirely unsuspicious,
and redoubled his kindly attentions to the suffering girl,
which of course only "aggravated her symptoms."

The~~, in a week or more, Nellie astounded the young
in~~n by informing him that he was "really cruel ;"that
urdess his intentions were serious, "he really should not
g'~ on so with the poor fatherless.~nd motherless girl."

Here was a revelation!
Nor, Captain Houston did not love Grace-but neithot

did he hate her; on the contrary, he rather liked her.
He thought her very pretty, gentle, and winning; he
supposed her to be tender, constant, and pious; more-
over, he believed her soft, pliable, elastic little heart ca-
pable of being broken!

It is true, she had not Margaret Helmstedt 's splendor
of intellect, ardor of affection, and earnestness of char-
acter; but, then, who would desire such gifts, to lead-..
as in Margaret's case-to such results?' The carefully.

22
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trained, pious child of the clergyman would be at least a
safe ini~stment for a man's.peace, honor, and comfort.

And since Margaret was lost to him forever; and since
it was impossible he should ever love another woman as
he had loved that "frail one ;" and since it was, never-
theless, inevitable that he must marry, why perhaps he
might, as well as not, make this pretty, engaging little
creature his wife.

Despair of the possibility of wedded bliss, indifference
to the future, restless desire for change, recklessness of
fate, combine to make many strange, unhappy marriages.

All these might have influenced, but could not have
governed Ralph; but that the constant presence of Grace
was a constant appeal to which he at once impulsively
yielded. Then-the die cast, the Rubicon passed, the
word spoken-there was no honorable retreat.

Gracej gave a tearful, blushing, tremulous consent; and
Ralph I~t&uston left her presence the most miserable of all
accepted lovers, accusing. himself of culpable weakness,
yet resolved to bear the penalty of his rashness.

His father, who desired nothing more than his happi-
ness, congratulated him, and kissed his bride elect.

His little betrothed had referred all the arrangements
to her friend, Mrs. Houston. And Nellie, very happy
with a wedding in prospect, set about the preparations
with great zeal.

The marriage was appointed to come off early in No-
vember; but, strangely enough, just so soon as Grace was,
sure of.her conquest, she began to fear him in the light
of a prospective husbar~d. Nor were her instincts at
fault; for, since their betrothal, Captain Houston had
not seemed nearly so amiable as before; he had grown
thoughtful, gloomy, stern. Grace comp~wed him most
invidiously with the frank, free, and joyous young ensign
who had first won her heart; but of whom, she said, it

was of no use to think now. As her marriage.day ap.
preached, she pleaded for another month's delay, a petition
which was granted by Ralph, with a promptitude any
thing but flattering to the prospective bride.

Christmas was the next day appointed for the wedding.
And, as the season approached, Grace was seized with a
second fit of doubt, fear and trembling.

"He does not love me a bit, dear Mrs. Houston! I'm
sure he's sorry he ever asked me; ever since he has been
engaged to me, he looks as glum as the old rusty suit of
armor, with the closed visor, in the museum. I know it
he marries me, he will misuse me and break my heart!
I had a great deal rather break it oft'~," said Grace to her
frien~l.

"Break a fiddle-stick! You are a little fool I Do you
expect a grave, thoughtful, earnest man, like Ralph Hous-
ton, to be forever simpering and fawning and fondling
you, like a feather-brained fool? Break off the marriage
for such whimsies indeed! Such a scandal! I'm aston-
ished at you !" And thus, partly in kindness, and partly
in wrath, Mrs. Houston scolded her protege into sub-
mission; and Grace, "half willing, half afraid," consented
that the preparations should go forward.

Clare Hartley unwillingly consented to officiate as
bridesmaid; Frank Houston reluctantly agreed to act as
groomsman; and Dr. Hartley offered to give the father-
less bride away.

It was arranged' that the wedding should be conducted
upon the quietest plan; namely, that early in the morn.
ing the bridal party should repair to the parish church;
that, immediately after her marriage ceremony, they should
return to a family breakfast at the Bluff; after which the
newly-wedded pair should set out for a short bridal tour
through the South; and that whatever nuptial festivities
Nellie might be disposed to indulge in, night be deferred
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until their return, a month later: this was designed by
Ralph Houston, with a ~view of putting off the evil day
of parade as long as possible.

The twenty-sixth of December, the day appointed for
the wedding, dawned clear and cold; the sun arose in
cloudless splendor above hills white with snow and im-
pearled with frost; over forests clothed with icicles as
with foliage; and over waters that shone like a sea of
molten sapphires.

Tbe whole bridal company that had assembled the eve-
ning previous, were ready at the appointed hour to set
out for the church.

To do the Houstons justice, this orphan girl and dow-
erless bride was most generously dealt with; her trous-
seau was extensive, costly and elegant; her bridal pres-
ents wer~ very recherche. Her dress was superb-a rich
white satiXi, trimmed with point lace; a white camel's-hair
shawl; and white bonnet with marabout plumes and point
lace vail. Never had little Grace been so splendidly
arrayed or so excessively frightened. Her sole brides-
maid was also dressed in spotless white of simpler ma-
terial and form.

At eight o'clock the bridal train started for the church.
The little bride, attended by her bridesmaid and her acting
father, occupied~ the first carriage; the bridegroom, ac-
companied by his groomsman, his father and his step-
mother, followed in the second; old Colonel and Mrs.
Compton and Major Helmstedt, in the third carriage,
brought up the rear; many of the men and maid servants,
who had obtained leave to attend the wedding, preceded,
flanked, or followed the carriages.

And so, a few minutes before nine o'clock, they reached
the church. Doctor Simmons, the pastor, was already,
by appointment, in attendance at the altar. A few of
the Belleview and Ileatliville people, who had obtained
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Information of the intended wedding, were sparsely scat-
tered through the pews.

The bridal party passed up the aisle and formed before
the altar. As Ralph Houston led Grace Wellworth to the
central position, he felt her hand quiver upon his arm and
~aw how pale she was; he stopped and 4vhispered some
kind and re-assuring words in her ear, and resolved in his
own heart to devote his life to the happiness of the gentle
little trembler by his side.

Amid the solemn silence that ever precedes such rites,
the marriage ceremony commenced.

"Dearly beloved? we are gathered together here in the
Bight of God, and in the face of this com~a~iy, to join to-
gether this man and this woman in holy matrimony;
which is commended of Saint Paul to be honorable among
all men; and therefore is not by any to be entered into
unadvisedly or lightly; but reverently, discreetly, ad-
visedly, soberly, and in the fear~ of God. Into this holy
estate, these two persons present come now to be joined.
If any man can show just cause why they may not be
lawfully joined together, let him now speak, or else, here-
after, forever hold his peace.-."

Here the minister made the customary pause; and then,
just as he was about to resur~e his reading, there was
the sound of an opening door, a bustle in the vestibule,
hurrying steps along the aisle, arid a clear
voice, exclaiming, cominandin~

"Stop, on your lives! the marriage must not proceed 1"
And at the same moment all eyes were turned in as-

tonishment, to see a gentleman, with a railed lady leaning
on his arm, advancing toward the altar.

The minister laid down his book; the bridegroom turned,
with a brow of stern inquiry, upon the intruder; the bride
stood in trembling amazement ;~ and Colonel ilouston,
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alone, had the presence of mind to demand, somewhat
haughtily,

"Pray, sir, what is the meaning of this most offensive
conduct? Dy what authority do you venture to inter-
rupt these solemnities 7"

The young stranger by this time came to a stand in
the midst of the disturbed circle, where he stood respect-
fully uncovered, and presenting to view a very handsome
specimen of the pure Anglo-Saxon race-tall, broad-
shouldered, deep-chested, with fair, roseate complexion,
merry blue eyes, and open forehead, shaded by masses of
chestnut curls.

"It is William Dawson !" exclaimed Grace, under her
breath, turning very pale.

"It is Lord William Daw 1" cried Nellie, in amazement,
forgetting the flight of years.

"I demand of you once more, sir, by what authority
you dare to break upon this ceremony 7" sternly repeated
Colonel Houston.

The young stranger turned and bowed to the ques-
tioner, smiling good-humoredly as he answered,

"Faith, sir! by the authority conferred upon me by
the ritual, which exhorts that any man who can show
any cause why these two persons may not be united in
matrimony, he forthwith declare it. So adjured, I speak
-happening to know two very good and sufficient causes
why these two persons may not be lawfully joined to-
gether."

"What mean you, sir ?'~ thundered the colonel.
"Good heavens, sir? because the fair bride has been,

fox' two years past, my promised wife, and because the
gallant bridegroom'~ betrothal ring still eii4~irc!es the fin-
ger of Margaret Hehnstedt !"

"And who are you, sir, that venture to take these

words upon your lips 7" nOw asked Ralph Houst6n, deeply
shaken by the mention of his Margaret's name.

"I am," replied the young man, speaking slowly and
distinctly, and looking around to read astonishment, won~
der, and incredulity upon each face, "William Da*, Earl
of Falconridge, the half-brother of Margaret Helmstedt,
by the side of our mother, Marguerite De Lancie, who,
previous to becoming the wife of Mr. Philip Helmstedt,
had been the wife and the widow of Lord William Daw
p-as, had my father lived, she would have been Countess
of Falconridge I"

The mystery was revealed; the secret for which Mar~
guerite De Lancie had lost peace, liberty, ~ind life; and
for which she had periled her only daughter's position,
happiness, and fair fame, was given to the winds.

"Should my statement require confirmation," ~con-
tinued the young man, "it can be furnished by documents
in my possession, and which I am prepared to submit to
any person concerned. Should even these documents
need endorsement, it can be procured from General A-.,
our lately returned Ambassador to London, and from Mr.
F~-, His Majesty's Envoy Extraordinary and Minister
Plenipotentiary at Washington," and bowing to the as-
tounded party, he retraced his steps.

The silence of amazement 15 ound all the hearers; nor
was thu spell broken until the young lady, who leaned
upon the arm of Lord Falconridge, drew aside her vail,
revealing the pale and lovely countenance of Margaret
Helmstedt, and crossed over to the side of Major Helm-
stedt, saying,
* '~Father, the labor of my life is accomplished; her first
marriage is proved; her son is acknowledged; her fame
is clear forever I" and overpowered by excess of emotion,
~he sank, fainting, at the feet of her astonished parent.

"Margaret! my Margaret !" exclaimed Ralph' Houston,
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forgetting every thing else, sj~ringing forward, raising her
in his arms, and bearing her toward, the window.

"Take her into the vestry," said the clergyman, leaving
his stand and preceding the party.

Thither Margaret Helmstedt was carried and laid upon
a sofa. Mr.~ Simmons and Dr. Hartley hastened away to
the parsonage to procure restoratives. Other friends go-
thered around, the insensible girl, but all who looked
upon her death-like face knew that this was no common
swoon, but a total exhaustion of the vital powers, from
which it would be nearly impossible to arouse her. Na-
ture, long strained to the highest point of tension, had
suddenly given way, as if, indeed, "the silver cord were
broken." The restoratives were quickly produced and
eagerly applied. In vain! no breath passed her pallid
lips, no pulse vibrated through her small, transparent
wrist. It seemed, indeed, as though she had reached the
goal of her labors only to die! In fear, and grief, and
deep remorse, her friends renewed their efforts. All curi-
osity to hear further particulars of the strange revelation
made by Lord Falconridge, gave way to intense anxiety
for the restoration of Margaret.

The sofa upon which she lay was narrow and uncomfort-
able. The disused vestry had no conveniences for being
well warmed. Altogether it was absolutely necessary that
she should be removed to more comfortable quarters.

Nellie Houston pleaded hard, with tears in her eyes,
that she might be placed in her carriage and conveyed to
Buzzard's Bluff.

Major Helmstedt wished to have her laid on a bed in a
boat, and taken, at once, to the island.

Mr. Simmons cordially tendered the use of the par-
sonage, which was close at hand. And Dr. Hartley in~
sister that she should be conveyed no further than the
asylum last offered.
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So, tenderly lifted in the arms of Ralph, Margaret was
conveyed to the parsonage, and laid on the bed in the
best chamber-namely, the one upon the first floor,
adjoining the parlor. Here their efforts to restore her to
consciousness were renewed, and vainly pursued.

Nellie Houston, really sorrowful, compunctious and
terrified, insisted upon staying at the parsonage, to take
care of her-begging her father and mother to draw off
all other guests, and entertain them at the Bluff.

But, though old Colonel and Mrs. Compton pressed
the party to accompany them home, not one was found
willing to accept the invitation, or leave the neighbor.
hood of the suffering girl.

Ralph Houston absolutely refused to stir from the
parlor adjoining her chamber.

Major Helmstedt walked up and down the piazza in
front of the house, but declined going further off.

Lord Falconridge begged the clergyman to direct him
to some inn, near enough to admit of his hearing from his
sister every hour. And having angled so skillfully for an
invitation, he received it, to make the present house his
home. And thus the young man was, for the second
time, under very different auspices, the guest of the par.
sonage.

Grace would willingly also h~ve remained; but Mrs
Compton had authority over her least; and so in-
formed her, much to her chagrin, that as the parsonage
was quite as full of guests as it would hold, she must
return with them to the Bluff. And so they carried her
off.

But, in truth, the bachelor establishment of Mt Sim-
mons occupied so little space, that th~i~e was quite room
enough in the house, for all. the guests that remained.

All that long day and longer night, they watched by
Margaret Helmstedt's insensii~le form, resuming, at iri~
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tervals, their efforts to restore her. Vainly, for a long
time.

And when, at last, a change came, returning life was
scarcely less alarming than appai~ent death had been.

A low, nervous fever supervened; and for weeks, during
which her life trembled on the verge of the grave, she
wandered in a most distressing delirium, which revealed
to all who heard her, how long, how intensely, and how
patiently~ she had suffered.

Now, she lived over again the weary months of misun-
derstanding, suspicion, and solitude, in her apartments at
Buzzard's Bluff. Now she turned, heart-broken, from the
communion-table, from which she had been repulsed; or
departed, crushed in spirit, from the roof from which she
had been expelled; or steered through the midnight sea,
for the fearful duelling-ground. Sometimes she talked
with her dead as her living mother, promising for her
trust a fidelity unto death; sometimes she pleaded with
Mrs. Houston; or sought to comfort her unacknowledged
brother; or besought her father to stay his murderous
hand; or prayed Ralph to suspend his judgment; or in-
voked her another in heaven to help her; or besought God
in mer~y to save!

It was terrible to those who took their turn in watch-
ing by her bed, or in the parlor next her room, to hear
these piteous, broken-spirited ravings and pleadings, and
Dot be able to pass the barrier of her unconscious-
ness, and make her feel how they now knew, and loved,
and trusted her; how deeply the repented; how much
they borrowed; how earnestly tl4~y desired to atone for
all they had caused her to suffer.

Grace was summoned from the Bluff, to assist the
worn~out Nellie in nursing the patient.

Day and night, Grace and Nellie took turns in watch.
ing by her bed.
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Pay and night, Major Helmstedt and Captain flouston
believed guard in the parlor.

Day and night, Lord Falconridge kept a horse saddled
in the stable, ready to ride at a moment's notice.

It was pitiable to hear poor, little, penitent Grace, in
)ier hours of watching, trying to penetrate the mist, of her.
patient's insanity, and make her comprehend the state of
affairs. When the suffering girl would, in imagination,
plead with Ralph, praying him to suspend his judgment,
Grace woWd stoop and whisper distinctly in her ear,

"Margai4, listen to me I lie does love you, Margaret I
nobody but y3u; although you found him standing up t~
be married to me. I don't know why he wished to marry~
me, but it was not because he loved me, for he loved only
you! AU if you could see him now you would know
it. He looks as ill as you do, although he is walking
about. Oh, Margaret, if I could only make you heed
me !"

But the sufferer heeded nothing but the scenes passing
before her own disordered imagination.

One thing was remarkable-in the most dreadful
pai~oxysm of her fever and delirium, if her wandeAug
glance happened to flash down upon the plain gold ring
that encircled the third finger of her left hand1 it acted as
a charm, her agonized face would soften into a beautiful
smile, and with her eyes fastened upon the token, she
would sink into repose and then gradually into sleep.

This cause and effect being observed by her attendants,
whenever she would become unusually excited, they wonld
vail her attention to the ring upon her finger, whereupon
she would grow composed.

Many weeks passed in this anxious manner, when at
length their prayers were heard, their efforts were crowned
with success, the illness of the beloved patient took ~

II;
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favorable turn. But her convalescence was long, slow,
and very tedious.

Her recognition of friends was at first so vague as scarcely
to seem real, and her communications with them so inter-
rupted, by the orders of the physician, as to give but little
Bati9faetion.

Ralph Houston's face was the first object, and his voice
the first sound that she recognized. It was with a thrill
of the deepest joy, gratitude and praise to God, that he
perceived her first intelligent glance respond to his anx-
ious gaze; felt her fragile fingers close upon his lapsing
hand, and heard her tender tones respond to his fervent
thanksgiving.

It was about this time, when their minds were relieved
from acute anxiety, that Major Helmstedt and Lord Fal-
conridge had a long business conversation.

Major Helmstedt desired to examine those documents
alluded to by Lord Falconridge, and he also advised that
letters should be dispatched to General A- and Mr.
F-, requesting their written testimony to the facts ad.
vanced.-.-.not for his own (the major's) satisfaction, he
said, but for the sake of those who might be disposed to
cavil.

The documents were exhibited, the letters written, and
satisfactory answers received.

Then the major informed his lordship, that being per-
fectly assured in regard to his identity and his claims, he
should proceed to make an act of restitution, and deliver
up into his hands such portioAof his mother's estate as
he would have legally inherited~

Lord Falcon ridge strenuously opposed this contemplated
measure, alleging that his own fortune already in posses~
sion and in prospect, was fully adequate to his most ex.
travant desires.

But Major Jlelmstedt was firm of purpose, and proceeded
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to invest his step-son with what he considered h~s legal
rights.

After the transfer was made, the first step of Lord Fal-
conridge was to execute an instrument, conveying the
whole disputed property to his sister, Margaret Helm-
stedt, "and her heirs forever."

It was in the soft, spring-like weather, early in Feb-
ruary, that Margaret Helmst~dt was pronounced well
enough to be removed, and was conveyed to the island.
Ralph Houston, at his own earnest desire, accompanied
her thither as her father's guest. Lord Falconridge was
of course one of the party.

But not until Margaret was fully restored to health,
was the whole secret history of her mother's most unhappy
life revealed. The facts, obtained at intervals, were in
brfef these.

Marguerite De Lancie, tempted. by inordinate social
ambition, flattered by the deep devotion with which she
had inspired her boy-lover, and fascinated by the gleam
of a marchioness's coronet in perspective, had at length
consented to a private marriage with Lord William Daw.

His lordship's tutor, the Rev. Mr. Murray, wh0
perhaps calculated that his permanent interests would
eventually be served best by flattering the passions of
the heir presumptive, rather than the prejudices of the
old nobleman, became a party to the plan, even to the
extent of performing the marriage ceremony. His lord-
ship's valet was the only witness. The certificate of
marriage was left in the hands of the bride. The cere-
mony took place at Saratoga, in the month of July.

Two months after, early in September, Lord Wlllh~m
Daw, summoned by his father to the bedside of his de-
clining mother, sailed for England~

Once, by a return vessel; Marguerite received from
him ~& letter, dated at sea, and in which he addressed her
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a~ nis "beloved wife," and signed himself, boy-lover like,
her "adoring husband." This letter was directed to
Lady William Daw, under cover to Marguerite De Lan-
cie. It was the only one that he ever had the opportunity
of writing to her. It arrived about the time that the wife
first knew that she was also destined to become a mother.

In the January following the ~receipt of this letter,
Marguerite Went with the Comptons to the New Year's
evening ball at the Exemitive mansion. It was while
st~inding up in a quadrille, that she o~'eriieard %WO gen-
tlemen, lately arrived, speak of the wreck of the barque
Venture, off the coast of Cornwall, with the loss of all
on board-passengers, crew and cargo-a fact that did
not become known in the city until the issue of the next
morning s papers.

Marguerite, on hearing the fatal news, fainted; and
thence followed the long and terrible illness that brought
her to the borders of death-of death, for which indeed
she wished, and prayed, and hoped; for what a wretched
condition was hers!

She, one of the most beautiful, accomplished, and high-
spirited queens of society; holding her lofty position
equally from ancient blood, boundless wealth; and great
personal worth; beloved by her friends, adored by her
acquaintances, idolized by the world; found herself fated
to become a mother, without the power of proving that
she had ever possessed the right to the name of wife;
found herself in imminent danger of being hurled from her
high place, down, down, down, to the dust of degradation I
In the excessive anguish of grief, distrust and wounded
pride, she would make no confidant, ask no counsel, seek
no comfort!

As soon as she was able to recollect, reflect, and act,
she felt that her only hope of recogni.tAtrn, i.s the widow
of Lord William Daw, rested with the family of the lat-

tar; she knew that for every reason it was better that her
child, perhaps destined to be the heir of a British marquis.
ate, should be born on British ground; and she determined
to go secretly to England.

She made her preparations and departed.
She reached London, where, overtaken by the pangs

of maternity, she gave birth to a son, and immediately
fell into a long and dangerous fever.

Upon recovering, at the end of two months, she sought
the Yorkshire home of her father-in-law, and revealed tQ
him her position.

Marguerite was prepared for doubt, difficulty, and delay,
but not for the utter incredulity, scorn, and rejection, to
which she, accustomed from infancy to tEe language o~
affection, deference, and adulation, was subjected by the
arrogant Marquis of Eaglecliff. Her rare beauty, queenly
grace, and perfect address, made little impression upon
the world-hardened old nobleman-for were not all suc-
cessful adventuresses pre-eminently gifted with these ac-
complishments?

Stifling the mighty passion of her indignant heart, Mar.
guerite exhibited the certificate of her marriage, and the
sole letter her young husband had ever had the power to~
write to her, and pleaded for a recognition.

Now the old marquis knew the hand-writing of his
son, and of his chaplain; but feeling~outraged by what he
chose to consider artifice on the part o~ Marguerite; diso-
bedience on that of William; and treachery on that of Mr.
Murray; ,and to stigmatize as a conspiracy between the
three, he contemptuously put aside the certificate as a
forgery, and the letter beginning, "My beloved wife," as
the mere verbal nonsense of a boy-lover writing to his
mistress.

Outraged, indignant and broken hearted, Marguerite
took her son and returned to her native country; put the
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boy out to nurse, and then sought her home in Virginia,
to reflect, amid its quiet scenes, upon her future course.

What could be done? She possessed the certificate., of
n~arriage certainly; but how could she prove it to be
genuine? The man to whom she had been married, the
minister who had performed the ceremony, the only wit-
ness who had been present, were all dead. /fhe letter in
her possession offered but slight corroborative testimony,
for though it was superscribed to Lady William Daw,
and was signed, "Your adoring husband," yet~it afforded
no internal evidence that the present claimant of the name
was the person thus addressed.

With this problem still burning in her brain, Marguerite
re-entered society, and to all inquiries relative to her long,
mysterious absence, answered gayly, "I've been gipsey-
ing!"

To Nellie's persistent questions-first, of "Where did
you go ?" she answered with fiery blushes, "To Terra-del-
Fuego !"

And when farther asked, "Where did you come from,
last ?" she replied, with a shiver, "From Iceland !"

A bitter fitness lurked in the ~hidden meaning of both
phrases!

Marguerite's confidential consultations *with various
eminent lawyers, had resulted in no encouragement for
her to seek legal redress; and dreading, above all things,
to blazon her proud i~ame before the world in so ques-
tionable a suit, with the probability of disgraceful defeat,
she determined, for the time, to remain quiet, to preserve
what trifling proof she possessed of her marriage; to rear
her boy in secrecy; and watch if, perchance, some oppor-
tunity for successfully pushing his claims should occur.
Farther, she resolved to remain unmarried, and to devote
herself to the welfare of this unacknowledged son, so that,
should all his rights of birth be finally denied, she could,
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at last, legally adopt him, give him her family name, and
make him her sole heir. Somewhat quieted by this re~o-
lution, Marguerite De Lancie became once more the as-
cemdant star of fashion. The greater part of each year
~he spent hi the hamlet in the state of New York, where
~lie had placed her son at nurse, accounting for her long
~hsences by the gay, defiant answer, "I've been gipsey-
* 7,
lug.

Thus three years slipped away, when at length Mar-
guerite De Lancie met her fate in Philip llelmstedt, the
only man whom she ever really loved, the only man whom
it was possible she eVer could love, the man, in short, who
kindled in her heart a fire destined to consume her whole
life. Fiercely, for a time, she struggled with this pas-
sion; madly at last she yielded to its power; desperately
then she hoped to reconcile the two incompatible antag-
onisms of her fate.

The tale she durst not tell her lover; she insanely
hoped might be successfully concealed, or safely confided
to her husband. She thought to exercise so firm a self-
control,. and so fine a tact, as to hide from him the least
sign of the fact that there had been any thing unusual in
her antecedents, until time and intimacy should give her
so strong a place in his confidence ~'s to enable her safely
to communicate to him the history of her secret marriage
and maternity.

Ah, vain hope-fatal sophistry! Philip Helmstedt,
to the last degree incredulous, jealous, and suspicious, w~s
the worst man on the face of the earth to whom to con~
fide her questionable story, with any hope of receiving
belief or toleration at his hands. And so, Co her mortal
cost, she found him!

They were married; and for * time she was lost in
the power that attracted, encircles, and swallowed up her
whole fiery nature.

23
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Fr~im this deep trance of bli~s she was electrified by
the receipt of a letter, advising her of the sudden and
dangerous illness of the unowned child, and beseeching
her to hasten to his bedside.

Here was an exigency for which~ she was totally un-
prepared. iBut concealing the motive for her purposed
journey, she prayed Philip Helmstedt to permit her to
depart, for a season, unquestioned. This strange petition
gave rise to the first misunderstanding between them.
With the terrible scenes that followed, the reader is al-
ready acquainted. She was not suffered to depart.

A subsequent letter informed her of the convalescence
of her son.

A superficial peace, without confidence, ensued between
herself and husband.

They went to Richmond, where Marguerite, filled with
grief, remorse, and terror, so distractedly over-acted her
part as queen of fashion, that she brought upon herself,
from wondering friends, the suspicion of partial in
sanity.

It was at this time that she received a third letter,
advising her of the nearly fatal relapse into illness of
her child.

Knowing, from past experience, how vain it would be
to hope for Philip Helmstedt's consent to her unexpected
absence, she secretly departed, to spend a few weeks with
her suffering child.

She reached the hamlet, nursed her boy through his

illness, and then, having had some reason to suppose that
the people to whom she had confided him, however well
disposed they might be, were, nevertheless, unfit to com-
mence his infant training, she removed him, and placed
him to be(reared and educated in the family of the poor
village pastor, to whom, for his services as tutor, she
offered a liberal salary.
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The Rev. John Braunton was a man past middle age,
of acute intellect, conscientious principles, and benevolent
disposition. It was not without some hesitation that he
consented to assume the charge of little William Dawson,
a measure to ~which he was finally led, as much by a desire
to be useful to the orphan boy as by any hope of gain.
But from his keen perceptive faculties it was impossible
to hide the fact, that the mysterious lady, who took such
deep and painful interest in this child, was other than his
own acknowledging mother. He kept this knowledge, or
this suspicion, in reserve, to be brought into use if the
future interests of the boy required it.

Having arranged a system of correspondence with the
clergyman, and paid a half year's salary in advance, Mar-
guerite Helmstedt departed for her Virginia home, full of
intense anxiety, as to the reception she would meet from
her husband-a high-tempered, arrogant, and despotic
man, whose rights and feelings she had most fearfully
outraged.

We know what that reception was. Philip Helmstedt
must have sacrificed her life to his jealous rage, but that
she was destined to be the mother of his child. But in
sparing her life, with cruel ingenuity, he devised a plan
that should vindicate his own outraged authority, and con.
strain her to a confession, or elser consign her high-wrought
nature to a punishment worse than death-a punishment
that made her beautiful home into

"A prison harsh and rude!
And pent within its narrow 'hell,'
How would her spirit chafe and swell,
How brook the stern, unbending law 1"

But, oh, he was perfectly "gentlemanly" in the admin-
istration of his own justice! Perfectly refined in the exe-
cuthn of his own sentence, upon his offending wife. He
wrned~ no bolts or bars upon her, laid no commands. He
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was far too fastidious for such coarse despotism. But he
riveted the fetters of his will upon her heart. He ealen-
lated upon the infatuation of that passion that gave her
up, body, soul, and spirit, into his power.

Repeatedly he reminded her, "I am not your warden,
Marguerite. You are your own custodian. Give me
your severed confiden~ and take the largest liberty-go
and come at your pleasure. Keep your own counsel, and
still go if you will-I should scorn to hinder you-only
in this case, never more return. My home would be
barred to you foreveiQ' And thus he had kept his wife, a

~ willing prisoner, for fifteen years.
But, in the meantime, Mr~ Braunton, who regularly re-

ceived his salary, wondered that he received no more
visits from the guardian or mother of his pupil. is the
years passed, he expostulated by letter. But she was
unable to explain. He wrote that the boy pined for the
beautiful lady, whom he had identified with the spirit of
the spring; for the spring used always to bring her, in
advance of the flowers and fruits.

Marguerite wept, but could not go, or, going, could not
return; and she sent money with directions that the boy
should want no possible indulgence, however costly, that
he might rightfully enjoy.

Mr. Braunton's letters next assumed a threatening as-
pect; he bitterly complained of the lady's. personal neg-
lect in refusing to visit the child; and further declared
that, in any exigency, he should not refrain from seeking
the supposed mother at her own home, and putting her
relationship to the test of investigation.

This filled Mrs. Helmstedt with alarm. She wrote
soothingly to the exasperated tutor, speaking of her de-
clining health, and promising, as soon as possible, to visit
the lad.

And some time after this, when Braunton suddenly ap-

4
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p~arod before her on the island, her soul was overwhelmed
~ith terror. But the minister had come, not to denounce,
but to inform her of the fact, that her boy, grown restive
in his rustic residence, had run a ay from home. Tho~igh
nearly killed by this intelligence,~he had the presence 3f
mind to place in the hands of the clergyman a thousand
dollars, with instructions that no expense should be spared
in pursuing ai~id recovering the fugitive. And, the same
night, the minister departed on his mission.

But nothing could be discovered in relation to the miss-
ing youth, and from this time Marguerite Helmstedt's
health rapidly declined-grief, remorse, and terror con-
sumed her life.

The war of 1812 broj~e out, and Mr. Helmstedt went
to join the American army in the North.

Once more, Marguerite saw her son. In the spring of
1814, he suddenly appeared before her in the uniform of
a British soldier'-claimed her assistance, and adjured her
to reveal to him his birth and parentage.

His miserable mother evaded his question, besought
him to return to the protection of Mr. Braunton; hastily
collected all the money she had in reach, placed it in his
hands, and promising to write, or to see him again, dis-
missed him.

But that visit was the death-blow from which Mar-
guerite never recovered. She died~ and, dying, bequeathed
to her daughter the legacy of this secret.

At this part of the narrative, Major Helmstedt broke
into bitter lamentations, exclaiming,

"Oh, Margaret! Margaret, my child! had my Mare
guerite only confided in me-in me, her husband-had
she but laid her heavy secret upon my faithful bosom,
I would have proved worthy of the holy trust! F would
have bpund up her broken heart, and upheld her, blame-
less, before the world! Yes, yes, I would have taken her
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son to my own paternal bosom, and frowned down iii!

questions of his legitimacy, and compelled his father's
stubborn family to acknowledge his claims I

"And you would have done well, my father," 5aid the
daughter, solemnly.

"But you see, my child, she refused to trust her hus-
band; she was ever self-willed, proud, and obstinate I"

"flush, hush I my father! no word, no breath, no
thought of reproach to her! She was right I"

"Right, Margaret 7"
"Right, my father! for you would have given it no

~} credence !"

"No credence! Have I not just told you that I would
have made her cause my own? taken' her son to my heart
and battled for his rights 7"

"You think so now, dear father, looking from your
present point of view. But you would not really have
acted, as you now, looking back from this, think you
would have done."

"Margaret, I would! for let me tell you that, notwith-
standing all, I should have felt sure that she loved me
only-first, and last, and truly! Margaret, she was slain
by her own accursed pride, her own fatal distrust 1"

"Fath&, do not deceive yourself.. She knew you best.
If she. had confided to you her dread secret, you would
have discredited her marriage, ~tigmatized her son, repu-
diated herself! Father, you would have driven her mad,
which would have been a more terrible fate than that of
the slow heart-wasting of which she died. Forgive me,
father, that I speak to you so plainly; but I. know no
holier duty than to vindicate her memory I" said the
maiden, with the mild, fearless, dignified firmness of one
whose spirit had grown strong under great suffering.

"Margaret," said the iron-hearted soldier, quite subdued

by her words, "do you believe that your father could have
acted thus cruelly 7"

"I think, dear sir, that you could not have helped it.
1{cniember, that when the cloud rested heavily upon my
head, you could not believe in me, the child of your heart,
who had grown up under your eye. How then could you
h ~re heliev~d in her-the acquaintance of a year, the wife
oI a few weeks 7"

"~~()uld to God she had put me to the test, I" exclaimed
this suW-dcceiver. "Would to God she had put me to the
test! Instead of withering away in her youth, ~she would
now be living in her beautiful prime beside me! Oh, my
child! In her death, what a waste of glorious life! Had
a hundred common-place women perished at once, by fire
or flood, that could not have shocked me with such a sense
of wanton waste of life, as the premature death of my
own magnil~cent Marguerite. Alas, my God! what ne-
cessity was there for that waste 7" exclaimed Philip Helm-
stedt, dropping his face into his hands and groaning bit-
terly.

Margaret said nothing.
At last he looked up, saying,'
"There is one thing, my" little Margaret, that in your

judgment of your father, you should know, and it is this:
Margaret, I am yet in the noon of life. For five years
past I have been a lonely man, exposed to all the winning
blandishments of your sex; yet never has my heart, for
one moment, wandered from' its fidelity to her who sleeps
beside the river, nor does' earth hold a prospect sweeter
than that of lying, in my last sleep, beside her."

- Margaret was weeping now. ".1 know it, dear father;
1 know it. But, oh, if you could only realize that there
is another life where those severed on this earth may
meet, never more to part I"

This whole interview between the father and daughter
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had been a most significant one. It was strange to see
that once proud, scornful, despotic man, on trial, ~ubd~ied
to gentleness, and pleading his cause, before that p~de,
fragile, suffering girl, who by force of moral stre'igth
alone had gained a high supremacy.

Having vindicated her mother's honor, Margaret wotz'd
now withhold the particulars of her own persevertui o,
self-denial, and labors, in the cause of her brother.

But the interest felt by her father and her lover w~ r~ot
to be thus put off. And little by little, they (h'OW fr4m
the reluctant girl the story of her heroic devotion to her
mother's trust ~nd her brother's welfare. The ample in-
come, drawn from her mother's legacy of Plover's Point,
had been regularly sent to Mr. Braunton, to be invested
for the benefit of WIlliam Dawson; afterward, under cover
of the same agent, a correspondence was opened with the
young man.

When subsequently they happened to meet and became
personally known to each other that day, on Helmstedt
Island, the young man drew her into the thicket and
sought to compel, from her lips, the story of his parent-
age; but Margaret refused to tell him any thing, and
spoke of her mother only as his patroness.

But when he begged to be shown her grave, Margaret
consented to accompany him thither. They took a boat
and went up the river to the family burial ground at
Plover's Point. They spent the middle of the day there;
and while still lingering beside her grave, the merry
hearted soldier, merry no longer, wept, saying,

"Be reserved as you will, Margaret Helmstedt, but
well I know that she who sleeps below, was my own.
mother, also! I know it now, as I knew it when, year
after year, with returning summer, would come that lovely
lady! Do I not know that none but my mother could
have bent over me with the looks of in turning love that

she wore? Margaret, do not look so distressed. I have
breathed my private ~O~vlctiOfl~ to your ear; you need
not confirm them; you will not dQ ~o; and I will never
venture to claim her as my mother, or you as my- sister,
until you give me leave; Margaret! not to be the pos-
sessor of the richest; landed estate in England (I am an
Englishman by birth, you know), would I compromise
her memory or distress your mind."

Margaret started. Was his allusion to the English
estate accidental, or had he, in any way, obtained a clue
to the knowledge of his father? After observing him
narrowly, she concluded that it was a mere coincidence.

They returned in the evening-the young soldier to
rejoin his comrades-Margaret to rejoin her friends, and
to meet suspicions which she had no power to quell.

It was some weeks after this when the famous attack
upon the parsonage was made, and young William Daw-
son was surrounded and taken prisoner. After this, after
his convalescence, and while upon his parole, an irresisti-
ble attraction drew him to seek Margaret in her own
home. He visited her in her private apartment, entering
and departing by the garden door. Nellie, watchful as a
cat, saw him depart. He came again; but Margaret,
though she pitied this unacknowledged brother from the
depths of her heart, besought him to come no more.
After that, longing with an alr~ost lover-like, desire to
see his gentle sister, he lingered near the house, watched
for her, and met her in her walks. The spies of Nellie
Houston discovered and ~reported this interview. Yet
again they met in the wo ds, where Margaret entreated
him not to waylay her. Vrom that day she walked no
more thither.

About that time also, AJlare Hartley, calling one day
at the parsonage, spoke in the presence of the young
ensign of her own and Margaret Helmstedt's purposed
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visit to Fort Warburton. The visit, however, was not
made; but William Dawson, missing Margaret from her
accustomed haunts, supposing her to be at the fort, and
longing above all things to see her again, wandered off
to the neighborhood of Fort Warburton, where, while
lurking about, he was taken as a spy, and as such might
have been hung, had he not been fortunate in bribing a
messenger to go and carry a note to his sister, whom he
now knew to be not at the fort. The messenger entered,
as he had been directed, by the garden door leading to
Miss Helmstedt's apartments. In going away, he was
seen by Nellie, who naturally took him to be the young
ensign. Margaret obeyed the peremptory summoi~s, and
the same night departed for Fort Warburton, whither she
arrived early the next morning, and where she had a
partially-confidential interview with her old friend, the
commanding officer, which, after some difficulty, resulted
in the discharge of the young soldier, to return immedi-
ately to the parsonage to redeem his parole. Thus she
had saved his life! And with the terrible train of mis-
fortunes that thence ensued to her, the reader is already
acquainted.

Immediately after the prevented duel and the parting.
with her lover, Margaret sought her brother, who still
lingered in the neighborhood, and together they went to
Mr. Braunton, to draw from him the fund she had placed
in his hands for the use of the 'young man. Then Mar-
garet formed a determination that she 'immediately carried
into execution. This was, to proceed to England, and
make an effort to get her brother recognized by his fa-
ther's family. Without confiding the purpose to William,
she expressed a wish to accompany him to England, to
whicL he readily consented.

Taking the marriage certificate, and the letter of Lord

.4.
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William flaw, which she always carried about her person,
she embarked with her brother for Liverpool.

On reaching England, she immediately sought the
northern home of the Marquis of Eaglecliff, to lay before
him the claims of his grandson.

They arrived very opportunely. The feeble elder
brother, the Earl of Falconridge, had lately died, un-
married. And that circumstance disposed the childless
old nobleman to investigate, candidly, a claim that might
give him a lineal heir. The certificate and the letter
were re-examined, and pronounced genuine. Moreover,
there lived a witness, of whom the old peer was cogni-
zant; though of whom others interested were ignorant.

This was no other than Allan Whisk, the valet who
had been present at the marriage, and who had been the
~ole~ survivor of the wreck of the Venture. The man
was hinted up and produced. He acknowledged his
~ signaturee, and expressed himself competent to give
the fullest testimony. As he was known to be a man
of undoubted probity, his evidence was invaluable.

Then, at that stage of the proceedings, Margaret gave
the marquis the address of her brother, for whom he
dispatched a carriage. At the first Bight of the young
man, the aged peer made an exclamation of surprise.
So great 'was his likeness to the late Lord William Daw,
that the marquis almost fancied b~e beheld again his long-
lost son.

Legal steps were immediately taken to establish his
identity and confirm hi~ position. Law processes are.
proverbially slow.-.-and these, in which the heritage of
one of the oldest marquisatesAni~e three kingdoms was
involved, proved to be most tedious. Mr. Braunton was
brought over from America as a witness. And, in all,
it was about twelve months between the time that
William Daw was acknowledged by his grandfather, and

h
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the time when his position as the legal heir of Eaglecliff
was permanently established. And it 'was more than
two years from the day upon which the brother and sister
had sailed to England, to that upon which they so op-
portunely arrived, to arrest what would else have been a
most unfortunate marriage.

But little remains to be written. With spring, Mar-
garet's beauty bloomed again.

In June, the month of roses, Ralph Houston led his
long-affianced bride to the altar.

After their marriage, they left home, accompanied by
their bridesmaid, Clare Hartley, and their groomsman,
Lord Falconridge, for a summer tour-not among the
crowded watering-places, but through the majestic and
beautiful scenery among the mountains and lakes of
New England and Canada.

They returned late in the autumn, and took u~' their
residence in the city of Richmond, where Ralph Ik-'~to'~
had been appointed to a high official post. ~IIere the
youthful bride found a rich heritage of social distinction.
Nothing could exceed the prestige of interest that invested
the daughter of "the magnificent Marguerite De Lancie."
Some people thought her more lovely than her mother
had been; while others contended that she could never
rival the splendid beauty, grace, and genius of that won-
drous woman, whose memory was then, as now, wor-
shipped almost as that of a goddess.

Lord Falconridge remained through the winter, the
guest of his sister and brother-in-law. Major Helmstedt,
of course, took up his abode with his daughter and her
husband.

Honest Frank Houston married Clare Hartley, with
whom he lives very happily at Plover's Point.

I am sorry that I cannot present poor little Grace
Wellworth as a countess, but, truth to tell, the young earl,

K
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ner lover, considerably cooled down 'by her fickleness,
never resumed his addresses. So Grace, in fear of being
an old maid, accepted the proposals soon afterward made
to her by Mr. Simmons, to whom she makes a very ex-
Bn3plary clergyman's wife.

One incident remains to be recorded. Before taking
his departure in the spring, Lord Falconridge, ac~om-
panied by Margaret, Ralph Houston, and Major Helm-
stedt, went to pay a farewell visit to his mother's grave.
As the party went up the wooded hill, their eyes were
attracted by a marble statue, gleaming whitefly from
beneath the shadow of the old oak, under which she lay.
It was the monument raised by Lord Falconridge to
the memory of his mother.

It was the majestic form of a woman, draped in simple
classic robes, her regal brow crowned with. a chaplet of
intermingled bays and thorns, and at her feet a broken
harp. It was, in short, the life-sized,~ perfect form, in
warble, of her whose maiden name it bore,

MARGUERITE DE LAROIF..

THE ENDS

I
I

*1

I
vi)

IL
II

882. 888



r
T. B. PETERSON AND BROTHERS' PUBLICATION

NEW BOOKS ISSUED EVERY WEEKS
Comprising the most entertaining and absorbing Works published,

suitable fur the Parlor, Library, Sitting loom, Railroad or
Steamboat Reading, by the best writers In the world.

4~' Orders solicited from Bpoksellers, Librarians, Canvassers, News
Agents, and .11 others in want of good and fast selling

book, which will be supplied at very Low Prices. ,p.-
MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS' WORKS,

Ruby Gray's Strategy.......$1 60 The ~ 60
Wives and Widows,.......1 60 The Wife's Secret,~.......1 60
The Curse of Gold~,.......1 60' The Rejected Wife,.. 1 60
Mabel's Mistake........ 1 60 Fashion and Famine,.1 60
I~oubIy False,....1 '60 The Old Homestead,........I so
The Soldiers' Orphans......1 60 The Gold Brick,........j so
Silent Struggles,.........1 60 Mary Derwent,.......1 60

The above are each in paper covet, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
MRS. EMMA D. B. N. SOUTHWORTWS WORKS.

The Christmas Guest,.....$1 60 The Lest Heiress,.........~$l r~o
The Maiden Widow......... 1 60 Lady of the Isle,.............. 1 50
The Family Doom......... 1 60 Vivia; or the Secret of Power, 1 60
The Changed Brides,.......1 60 Love's Labor W~n,............... 1 60
The Brides' Fate,..1 50 Deserted Wife............,.*.. 1 60
Fair Play,.............. 1 60. The Gipsy's Propbecy,........... 1 60
how He Won Her.........1 60 The Mother~.ln-Lav........1 60
lallen Pride..... 1 60 The Missing Bride.........1 60
The Prince of Dai*ness..1 60 The Two 8isters,.......... 1 60
rho Widow's Son.... 1 50 The Three Beauties........1 so
The Bride of Liewellyn......1 50 Wife's Victory............1 6.
The Fortune Seeker........1 60 Retribution.............. 1 60
Allworth Abbey........... 1 60 India; Pearl of Pearl liver,.. 1 60
The Bridal Eve.......... I 60j Curse of Clifton,..........1 60
The Fatal Marriage........1 601 Discarded Daugbter,............. 1 60
Haunted Homestead........1 601

The above are each in paper cover, or In cloth, price $1.75 each.

MRS. OAROLIfl LEE HENTZ'5 WORKS.
The Planter's Rorthern Bride,..$l 60 Maxr6ti~ Wariand,.....A.....21 64)
Linda; or, the Young Pilot of Rena; or, the Snow Bird,. 1 60

the Belle Creole,........... I 60~ The Lost Daugbtet'.........1 60Robert Graham. The Sequel Love after Marriage........1 60
to "Linda,"............1 60 Eoline; or, Magnolia Vale.1 50

Courtship and Marriage.1 60 The Banished Son.........1 60
Ernest Linwood...........1 '60 Helep and Arthur.........1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or a Green and Gold edition is issued
In Morocco Cloth, at $1.76 each; or $21.00 a set, each set in a neat box.

FREDRIKA EREXER'S W&RKS.
The ~eighbors,........... ......$l- 601 Father and Daughter,......$1 50
The lionie............ 1 601 The Pour Sisters,..........150

____________ I;The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.76 each.Life in the Old World. In two volumes, cloth, price,...........$3.60

~ looks sent, postage pall, cet receipt @1 the Zetail Price, by
T. 3. Peterson ~ Nrothers, PhIladelphIa, Pa. (1)



2 T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS.

BEST COOK BOOKS PUBLISHED.
The Young Wife's Cook Book......................Cloth,
Miss Leslie's New Cookery Book....................Cloth,
Mrs. Hale's New Cook Book.......................Cloth,
Mrs. Goodfellow's Cookery as it Should Be.............Cloth,
Petersons' New Cook Book........................Cloth,
Widdifield's New Cook Book..................Cloth,
The National Cook Book. By a Practical Housewife..Cloth,
Miss Leslie's New Receipts for Cooking...............Cloth,
Mrs. Hale's Receipts for the Million..................Cloth,
The Family Save.AlI. By author of "National Cook Book,".Cloth,
Francatelli's Celebrated French, Italian, German, and English

Cook Book The Modern Cook. With Sixty-two illustrations.
Complete in hundred large octavo pages,..........Cloth,

$1 75
1 75
1 75
1 75
1 75
1 75
1 75
1 75
1 75
1 75

5 00

WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following books are each issued in one large duodecimo volume, in

Vaper cover, at $1.50 each, or each one is bound in cloth, at $1.75 each.
The Initials. A Love Story. By Baroness Tautph~nus.........$l 50
Why Did He Marry Her? By Miss Eliza A. Dupuy...........1 50
The Macdermots of Ballycloran. By Anthony Trollope..........1 50
Lost Sir Massingberd. By the author of" Canyon's Year..~.... 1 50
The Planter's Daughter. By Miss Eliza A. Dupuy............1 50
Dream Numbers. By T. Adolphus Trollope, author of "Gemma,"... 1 50
Leonora Casaloni; or, the Marriage Secret. By T. A. Trollope.1 50
The Forsaken Daughter. A Companion to "Linda,"..........1 50
Love and Liberty. A Revolutionary Story. By Alexander Dumas, I bO
Family Pride. By author of "Pique," "Family Secrets," etc.1 50
Self-Sacrifice. By author of "Margaret Maitland," etc.........1 50
The Woman in Black. A Companion to the "Woman in White," ... 1 50
A Woman's Thoughts about Women. By Miss Muloch,.........150
Flirtations in Fashionable Life. By Catharine Sinclair..........1 50
Rose Douglas. A Companion to " Family Pride," and "Self' Sacrifice," 1 50
False Pride; or, Two Ways to Matrimony. A Charming Book.1 50
Family Secrets. A Companion to "Family Pride," and "Pique,"... 1 7~@
The Morrisons. By Mrs. Margaret Hosmer,.......................1 50
Beppo; The Conscript. By T. A. Trollope, author of" Geznma,".... 1 50
Gemma. Ati Italian Story. By T. A. Trollope, author of "Beppe," 1 50
Marietta. By T. A. Trollope, author of "Gemma,"............150
My Son's Wife. By author of "Caste," "Mr. Arle," etc.........1 50
The Rich Husband. By author of "George Geith,"............1 50
Harem Life in Egypt and Constantinople. By Emmeline Lott.1 50
The Rector's Wife; or, the Valley of a Hundred Fires..........1 50
Woodburn Grange. A Novel. By William Howitt............1 50
Country Quarters. By the Countess of Blessington............1 50
Out of the Depths. The Story of a "Woman's Life,"...........1 50
The Coquette; or, the Life and Letters of Eliza Wharton.........1 50
The Pride of Life. A Story of the Heart. By Lady Jane Scott.1 50
The Lost Beauty. By a Noted Lady of. the Spanish Court.......1 50
Saratoga. An Indian Tale of Frontier Life. A true Story of 1787,.. 1 50
Married at Last. A Love Story. By Annie Thomas...........1 50
The Quaker Soldier. A Revolutionary Romance. By Judge Jones.1 50
The Man of the World. An Autobiography. By William North,... 1 50
The Queen's Favorite; or, The Price of a Crown. A Love Story,... 1 50.
Self Love; or, The Afternoon of Single and Married Life,.......1 50

The above books are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

W Books sent, postage paid, on Receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphi\a, Pa.

WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following books are each issued in one large duodecinao volume, rn

1xzper cover, at $1.50 each, or each one is bound in cloth, at $1.75 each.

The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins, author "The Crossed Path,"...$l 50
Memoirs of Vidocq, the Fyench Detective. His Life and Adventures, 1 so
The Crossed Path; or Basil. By Wilkie Collins...............1 50
Indiana. A Love Story. By George Sand, author of "Consuelo," 1 sO
The Belle of Washington. With her Portrait. By Mrs. N. P. Lasselle, 1 50
Cora Belmont; or, The Sincere Lover. A True Story of the Heart,. 1 s~
The Lover's Trials; or Days before 1778. By Mrs. Mary A. Denison, 1 s~
High Life in Washington. A Life Picture. By Mrs. N. P. Lasselle, 1 50
The Beautiful Widow; or, Lodore. By Mrs. Percy B. Shelley,.1 50
Love and Money. By 3. B. Jones, author of the "Rival Belles,"... I so
The Matchmaker. A Story of High Life. By Beatrice Reynolds,.. 1 51)
The Brother's Secret; or, the Count De Mara. By William Godwin, 1 50
The Lost Love. By Mrs. Oliphant, author of "Margaret Maitland," 1 50
The Roman Traitor. By Henry William Herbert. A Roman Story, 1 50
The Bohemians of London. By Edward M. Whitty...........1 so
The Rival BelIes; or, Life in Washington. By J. B. .J&nes......1 so
The Devoted Bride. A Story of the Heart. By St. George Tucker, 1. 5(1
Love and Duty. By Mrs. Hubback, author of " May and December,'~ 1 50
Wild Sports and Adventures in Africa. By Major W. C. Harris, 1 50
Courtship and Matrimony. By Robert Morris. With a Portrait,... 1 50
The Jealous Husband. By Annette Marie Maillard,............1 50
The Refugee. By Herman Melville, author of "Omoo," "Typee," 1 50
The Life, Writings, Lectures, and Marriages of Fanny Fern......1 5(1
The Life and Lectures of Lola Montez, with her portrait, on steel,... 1 50
Wild Southern Scenes. By author of "Wild Western Scenes,".1 50
Currer Lyle; or, the Autobiography of an Actress. By Louise Reeder. 1 50
Coal, Coal Oil, and all other Minerals in the Earth. By Eli Bowen, 1 50
The Cabin and Parlor. By 3. Thornton Randolph. Illustrated.1 50
Jealousy. By George Sand, author of "Consuelo," "Indiana," etc. 1 50
The Little Beauty. A Lov~6 Story. By Mrs. Grey,..............1 50
Secession, Coercion, and Civil War. By J. B. Jones............1 50
The Count of Monte Cristo. By Alexander Pumas. Illustrated,... 1 50
Camille; or, the Fate of a Coquette. By Alexander Dumas,.1 50
Six Nights with the Washingtonians. By T. S. Arthur.........1 50
Lizzie Glenn; or, the Trials of a Seamstress. By T. S. Arthur.1 50
Lady Maud; or, the Wonder of Kingswood Chase. By Pierce Egan, 1 50
Wilfred Montressor; or, High Life in Net~ York. Illustrated.1 50
The Old Stoi~e Mansion. By C. J. Peterson, author "Kate Aylesford," 1 50
Kate Aylesford. By Chas. 3. Peterson, authojy' Old Stone Mansion,". 1 50
Lorrijuer Liialegood, by author "Hary Coverdale's Courtship,".1 5(1
The Red Court Farm. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of" East Lynne," 1 50
Mildred ArkelL By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "Red Court Farm," 1 50
The Earl's Secret. A Love Story. By Miss Pardee,...........1 50
The Adopted Heir. By Miss Pardoe, author of "The Earl's Secret," 1 50

'~ Cousin Harry. By Mrs. Grey, author of " The Gambler's Wife," etc. 1 50
The Conscript. A Tale of War. By Alexander Dumas........1 50
The Tower of London. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. Illustrated,... 1 50

y French, German, Latin, Spanish, and Italian without a Master. 1 50
Shoulder Straps. By Henry Morford, author of "Days of Shoddy," 1 50
D mys of Shoddy, and The Coward. By Henry Morford, each......1 50
The Cavalier, and Lord Montague's Page. By G. P. H. James, each 1 50
Rose Foster. By George W. M. Reynolds, Esq................1 50

The above books are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
Hans Breitmann's Ballads, complete and entire, with a full glossary, $3 00

Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following booke (a.e each ie~iue(l in one large octavo volume, in paper

eove~., at $1.50 each, or each one is bound in cloth, at $2.00 each.

Tfle Wandering Jew. By Eugene Sue. Full of Illustrations,.$1 so
Mysteries of Paris; and its Sequel, Gerolstein. By Eugene Sue.1 ~o
Martin, the Foundling. By Eugene Sue. Full of Illustrations.1 so
Ten Thousand a Year. By Samuel C. Warren. With Illustrations, ~
Washington and His Generals. By George Lippard.............1 so
The Quaker City; or, the Monks of Monk Hall. By George. Lippard, 150
Blanche of Brandywine. By George Lippard................I so
Piul Ardenheira; the Monk of Wissahickon. By George Lippard,. 150

The above books are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $2.00 each.
'i'he following are each issued in one volume, bound in cloth, gilt back.

Charles O'MalIey, the Irish Dragoon. By Charles Lever........$2 00
Harry Lorrequer. With his Confessions. By Charles Lever.. 2 00
.Tack Ilinton, the Guardsman. By Charles Lever.............2 00
Davenport Dunn. A Man of Our Day. By Charles Lever.......2 Oo
Valentine Vox, the Ventriloquist. By Harry Cockton,..........2 00

NEW AND GOOD BOOKS BY BEST AUTHORS.
The Last Athenian. From the Swedish of Victor Rydberg. Highly

recommended by Fredrika Brewer. Paper $1.50, or in cloth,.$2 00
Coinstock's Elocution and Reader. Enlarged. By Andrew Comstock

and Philip Lawrence. With 236 Illustrations. Half morocco.2 00
Comstock's Colored Chart. Every School should have a copy of it....5 00
Across the Atlantic. Letters from France, Switzerland, Germany,

Italy, and England. By C. H. Haeseler, M.D. Bound in cloth,... 2 00
Colonel John W. Forney's Letters from Europe. Bound in cloth,... 175
The Ladies' Guide to True Politeness and Perfect Manners. By

Miss Leslie. Every lady should have it. Cloth, full gilt back,... 1 75
The Ladies' Complete Guide to Needlework and Embroidery. With

113 illustrations. By Miss Lambert. Cloth, full gilt back......I 75
The Ladies' Work Table Book. With 27 illustrations. Cloth, gilt,. I 50
The Story of Elizabeth. By Miss Thackeray, paper $1.00, or cloth,... 1 50
Life and Adventures of Don Quixote and his Squire Sancho Pariza,

complete in one large volume, paper cover, for $1.00, or in cloth,.. 1 50
The Laws and Practice of Game of Euchre. By a Professor. Cloth, 1 00
Whitefriars; or, The Days of Charles the Second. Illustrated..100

HUMOROUS ILLUSTRATED WORKS.
Each one full of illustrations, by FeWe 0. £7. Darley, and bound in ('loth.

Major Jones' Courtship and Travels. With 21 Illustrations.$1 71
Major Jones' Scenes in Georgia. With 16 Illustrations.......175
Simon Suggs' Adventures and Travels. With 17 Illustrations.175
Swamp Doctor's Adventures in the South-West. 14 Illustiations,... 1 75
Col. Thorpe's Scenes in Arkansaw. With 16 Illustrations,...... 175
The Big Bear's Adventures and Travels. With 18 Illustrations,.175
High Life in New York, by Jonathan Slick. With Illustrations.175
.Fudge Haliburton's Yankee Stories. Illustrated..............175
Harry Coverdale's Courtship and Marriage. Illustrated.........1 75
Piney Wood's Tavern; or, Sam Slick in Texas. Illustrated......175
Sam Slick, the Clockmaker. By Judge Haliburton. Illustrated,... 175
Thunors of FaJconbridgo. By J. F. Kelloy. With Illustrations, ... 175
Modern Chivalry. By Judge Breckenridge. Two vols., each.175
Neal's Charcoal Sketches. By Joseph C. Neal. 21 Illustrations,... 2 50

4W' Books se~it, postage paid, on Receipt of 'the Retail Price, by
T. 3, Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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CHARLES DICKENS' WORKS.

~ GREAT REDUCTION IN THEIR PRICES. ~

PEOPLE'S DUODECIXO EDITION. ILLUSTRATED.
II educed in price from $2.50 to $1.50 a volume.

Tkj8 edition is printed on fine paper, from large, clear type, leaded, titat
all can read, containing One Hundred and Eigldy Illustrations on tinted
paper, and each book ie complete in one large duodecimo volume.

Our Mutual Friend..Cloth, $1.50 Little Dorrit,........Cloth, $1.50
Pickwick Papers..Cloth, 1.50 Dombey and Son,.Cloth, 1.50
Nicholas Nickl~by,.Cloth, 1.50 Christlna8 Stories.Cloth, 1.5@
Great Expectations,.Cloth, 1.50 Sketches by "Boz,".......Cloth, 1.50
David Copperfield,.Cloth, 1.50 Barnaby Rudge......Cloth, 1.50
Oliver Twist,......Cloth, 1.50 Martin Chuzzlewit,.Cloth, 1.50
Bleak House........Cloth, 1.50 Old Curiosity Shop.Cloth, 1.50
A Tale of Two Cities.Cloth, 1.50 Dickens' New Stories,....Cloth, 1.50
American Notes; and The Uncommercial Traveler.........Cloth, 1.50
Hunted Down; and other Reprinted Pieces.............Cloth, 1.50
The Holly-Tree Inn; and other Stories,................Cloth, 1.50
Price of a set, in Black cloth, in nineteen volumes............$28.00

" " Full sheep, Library style...................38.00
" " Half calf, sprinkled edges..................47.00
" " Half calf, marbled edges...................53.00

" Half calf, antique........................57.00
" " Half calf, full gilt backs, etc., 57.00

ILLUSTRATED DUODECIXO EDITION.
Reduced in price from $2.00 to $1.50 a volume.

T1~is edition is printed on the finest paperfrom large, clear type, leaded,
Long Primer in size, that all can read, the u'kole containing neas' Si*
Hundred full page illustrations, printed on tilted paper, from designs by
t'kuikskank, Pkiz, Jirowne, 3iaclise, MeL enan, and other artists. The fol..
lowing books are each contained in two volumes.

Our Mutual Friend.Cloth, $3.00 Bleak House........Cloth, ~3.00
Pickwick Papers.Cloth, 3.00 Sketches by "Bos,".Cloth, 3.00
Tale of Two Cities,.Cloth, 3.00 Barnaby Rudge,.Cloth, 3.00
Nicholas Nickleby,.Cloth, 3.00 Martin Chuzzlewit.Cloth, 3.00
David Copperfield,.Cloth, 3.00 Old Curiosity Shop,.Cloth, 3.00
Oliver Twist,........Cloth, 3.00 Little Dorrit........Cloth, 3.00
Christmas Stories.Cloth, 3.00 Dombey and Son.... Cloth, 3.00
The following are sack complete in one volume, and are reduced in price

from $2.50 to $1.50 a volume.
Great Expectations.Cloth, $1.50 J Dickens' New Stories, ...CMh, $1.50
American Notes; and The Uncommercial Traveler,.......Cloth, 1.50
Hunted Down; and other Reprinted Pieces,............Cloth, 1.50
The Holly-Tree Inn; and other Stories......Cloth; 1.50
Price of a set, in thirty.three volumes, bound in cloth............ *49.00

" " Full sheep, Library style.................~.
" " Half calf, antique........................ 09.00
" " Half calf, full gilt backs, etc.,................99.00

~' Books sent, postage paid, on receipt ~of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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CHARLES DICKENS' WORKS.
ILLIJ~TRATED OCTAVE EDITION.

Reduced in price from $2.50 to $1.75 a volume.

This edition 'as printed from large type, double column, octavo page, eae~
book being complete in one volume, the whole containing near &~ Hi*iadred
Illustration., by Oruikekank, Phi~, Browne, Maclies, and other artists.

Our Mutual Friend,.Cloth, $1.75 David Copperfield..Cloth, $i.m
Piekwick Papers.Cloth, 1.75 Barnaby Rudge.Cloth, 1.75
Nicholas Nickleky,.Cloth, 1.75 Martin Chuzzlewit,.Cloth, 1.75
Great Expectations.Cloth, 1.75 Old Curiosity Shop.Cloth, l.7a
Jiamplighter's Story.Cloth, 1.75 Christmas Stories.Cloth, 1.m
Oliver Twist.......Cloth, 1.75 Dickens' New Stories,...Cloth, 1.75
Bleak house.......Cloth, 1.75 A Tale of Two Cities,...Cloth, 1.75
Little Dorrit.......Cloth, 1.75 American Notes and
Dombey and Son,....Cloth, 1.75 PicNic Papers. Cloth, 1.75
Sketches by "Bos,".Cloth, 1.75
Price of a set, in Black cloth, in eighteen volumes,...........$31.50

" " Full sheep, Library style,..................40.00
" " Half calf, sprinkled edges..................48.00
" " Half calf, warbled edges,..................54.60
" " Half calf, antique,.....................60.00
" " Half calf, full gilt backs, etc.,...............60.00

"NEW NATIONAL EDITION" OP DICKENS' WORKS.
This is the cheapest complete edition of the works of Charles Dickens,

"Boz," published in the world, being contained in seven large octave vol-
umes, with a portrait of Charles Dickens, and other illustrations, the wh'le
making nearly six thousand very large double columned pages, in large, clear
type, handsomely printed on fine white paper, and bound in the strongest
and most substantial manner.

Price of a set, in Black cloth, in seven volumes,..............$20.00
" Full sheep, Library style.................25.00
" Half calf, antique......................30.00
" Half calf, full gilt back, etc............30.0w

CHEAP SALMON PAPER COVER EDITION.
Each book being complete in one large octavo volume.

Plckwick Papers.. .. 35 Christmas Stories,...........25
Nicholas Nickleby........* 35 The Haunted House...... 25
Doinbey awl Son,.. .... A 35 Uncommercial Traveler.......25
David Copperfield, .......... 25 A House to Let,............25
Martin Chizr.zlewit........* 35 Perils of English Prisoners, 25
Old Curiosity Sbop,,,..........,., 25 Wreck of tl~e Golden Mary,..25
Oliver Twist......,,..,,,,.,, 25 Tom Tiddler's Ground......
American Notes,., .. 25 O~ir Mutg~al. Friend,.-.35
Great Expectations........, 25 Bleak House...............35
H:rrd Times...............25 Little Dorrit...........h 35
A Tale of Two Cities.........25 Joseph Grimaldi,..,.,.........50
Somebody's Luggage,...25 The Pic-Nic Papers,.........50
Message from the Sea........25 No Thoroughfare...........10
Barnaby Rudge, ..... 25 Hunted Down,.,............21
Sketches by "Bos,".........25 The Holly-Tree Inn..........25
Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings arid Mrs. Lirriper's Legacy,............25
Mughy Junction and Dr Marigold's Prescriptions............' 25

~ Books seut, postage paid, oil receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. 3. Peterson & Brother., Philadelphia, Pa.

(
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WILKIE COLLINS' BEST WORKS.
The Crossed Path, or Basil,..,. 1 50 1 The Dead Secret. l2nio.1 sO

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
Hide and Seek.............75 Sights a-Foot,............50
After Dark................75 The Stolen Mask...........25
The Queen's Revenge...... 75 The Yellow Mask,...........25
Mad Monkton,............50 Sister Rose...............25

MISS PARDOB'S WORKS.
Confessions ofa PrettyWoman, 75 1 The Rival B&autics..........75
The Wife's Trials...........75 Romance of the Harem.......75
The Jealous Wife...........50'

The five above books are also bound in one volume, cloth, for $4.00.
The Adopted Heir. One volume, paper, $1.50; or in cloth......$1 75

The Earl's Secret. One volume, paper, $1.50; or in cloth,.......1 7~

MRS. HENRY WOOD'S BOOKS.
George Canterbury's Will.1 50 Oswald Cray.............1 50
Roland Yorke,............1 60 Verner's Pride............1 50
The Channings...........1 50 I~prd Onkburn's Daughters; or,
Red Court Farm..........1 50 the Earl's Heirs.........1 50
Bister's Folly............1 50 Sqnire Trevlyn's Heir; or,
St. Martin's Eve..........1 50 Ti~v1yn Hold..........1 50
~1ildred Arkell...........1 50 The Castle's Heir; or, Lady
Shadow of Ashlydyat.......1 50 Adelaide's Oath.........1 50

Above are each in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.75 each.
The Mystery..............75 J A Life's Secret.............50

Above are each in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.00 each.
Orville College.............50 The Lost Bank Note,.........75
Tb.c Runawey Match.........50 Foggy Night at Offord........25
The Lost Will.............50 William Allair.............25
The Haunted Tower..........50 A Light and a Dark Christmas, 25

MISS BRADDON'S WORKS.
Aurora Floyd..............75 1 The Law 25
For Better, For Worse, yer's Secret,......

p ~

~ Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa~

EMERSON BENNETT'S WORKS.
The Border Rover.......~.. 1 50 Bride of the Wilderness.I
Clara Moreland,..........1 50 Ellen Norhury..........
Viola; or Adventures in the The Forged Will,..........

Far South-West.........1 50 Kate Clarendon...........I
The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

The Heiress of Bellefonte, and I Pioneer's Danghter and the
Walde-Warren............75 I Unknown Countess.

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS. 7

CHARLES' LEVER'S BEST WORKS.
Churles O'Mailey...........75 Knight of Gwyixne........
Harry Lorrequer............75 Arthur O'Leary..........
J.a.k Hinton, the (iuardsman,... 75 Con Cregan.............
Toni Burke of Ours..........75 Davenport burn............75

Above are each in paper, or a finer edition in cloth, price $2.00 each.
Horace. Templeton,...... 75 1 Kate O'Donoghue........
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ALEXANDER DUMAS' WORKS.
Count of Monte Cristo......1 50 Memoirs of a Physician.....100
The Iron Mask........... 1 00 Queen's Necklace,.........1 00
Louise La Valliere........ 1 00 Six Years Later..........1 oo
Adventures of a Marquis... 1 00 Countess of Charney~.......1 00
Diana of Meridor..........1 00 Andree de Taverney........1 00
The Three Guardsmen.... 75 The Chevalier............1 00
Twenty Years After.......... 75 Forty-five Guardsmen.......75
Bragelonne; the Son of Athos, 75 The Iron Hand..........
The Conscript. A Tale of War? 1 50 Camille, "The Camelia Lady," 1 50
Love and Liberty. A Tale of the French Revolution of 1792......1 50

'1'iie above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.7S each.
Elmond Dantes,......... 75 Man with Five Wives........75
Feline de Chambure.........75 Twin Lieutenants...........7S
The Horrors of Paris.........75 Annette, Lady of the Pearls, SO
The Fallen Angel...........75 Mohicans of Paris..........so
Sketches iu France..........75 The Marriage Verdict........50
Isabel of Bavaria...........75 The Corsican Brothers,.......SO
Ceaut of Moret......50 George.50 j Buried Alive........25

GEORGE W. M. REYNOLDS' WORKS.
Mysteries of Court of London,..
Rose Foster. Sequel to it.
Caroline of Brunswick.
Venetia Trelawney........
Lord Saxondale.........
Count Christoval,........
Rosa Lamubert...........

The above are each in paper
The Opera Dancer........
Child of Waterloo........
Robert Bruce...........
Discarded Queen.........
The Gipsy Chief.........
Miry Stuart, Queen of Scots,...
Wallace, the Hero of Scotland,
Is;ibella Vincent..........
Vivian Bertram..........
Countess of Lascelles......
Loves of the Harem.......
Ellen Percy.............
Amnes Evelyn...........

1 00 Mary Price............
1 50 Eustace Quentin.........
1 00 Joseph Wilinot..........
1 00 Banker's Daughter........
1 00 Kenneth,...............
1 00 The Rye-House Plot......
1 00 The Necromancer,........
cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

75 The Soldier's Wife,.......
75 May Middleton..........
75 Duke of Marebmont,,...
75 Massacre of Glencoe.......
75 Queen Joanna; Court Naples,
75 Pickwick Abroad.........

1 00 Parricide...............
75 The Ruined Gamester.
75 Ciprina; or, the Secrets of a
75 Picture Gallery,........
75 Life in Paris............
75 Countess and the Page,.
75 Edgar Montrose.........

1
1
1

1

00
00
00
00
00
00
00

75
75
75
75
75
75
75
541

50
50
50
50

EUGENE SUE'S GREAT WORKS.
Wandering Jew...........1 Sf) First Love................50
Mysteries of Paris.........1 50 Woman's Love.............5(1
Martin, the Foundling......1 50 Female Bluebeard...........50

Above in cloth at $2.00 each. Man-of-War's-Man, ... 5()
Life and Adventures of Raoul De Surville....................25

MADAME GEORGE SAND'S WORKS.
Consuelo.................75 Fanchon, the Cricket, paper,... 1 00
Countess of Rudolstadt.......75 Do. do. cloth,... 1 50
First and True Love.........75 Indiana, a Love Story, paper,. 1 50
The Corsair...............50 Do. do. cloth,... 1 75
~Tc:i1ousy, paper......1 50 Consuelo and Rudolstadt, both

Jib, cloth.......1 7~ in one volume, cloth......2 CO

~ Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the 1~etail ?rice, by
~. B. Peterson & Brothers, 'Philadelphia, Pa. ~

Major Jones' Courtship.
Major Jones' Travels......
Simon Suggs' Adventures and

Travels..............
Major Jones' Chronicles of

Pineville.............
Folly Peablossom's Wedding,..
Mysteries of the Backwoods,...
Widow Rugby's husband,.
Big Bear of Arkansas......
Western Scenes; or, Life on

the Prairie............
Streaks of Squatter Life.
Pickings from the Picayune,...
Stray Subjects, Arrested and

Bound Over...........
Louisiana Swamp Doctor,.
Charcoal Sketches........
Misfo~tunes of Peter Faber.
Yankee among the Mermaids,..
New Orleans Sketch Book.

75

75

75
75
75
75
75

75
75
75

75
75
75
75
75
75

Drama in Pokerville.......
The Quorudon hounds.
My Shooting Box........
Warwick Woodlands,......
The Deer Stalkers........
Peter Ploddy...........
Adventures of Captain Farrago,
Major O'Regan's Adventures,..
Sol. Smith's Theatrical Appn'en-

ticeship..............
Sol. Smith's Theatrical Jour~

ney-Work............
The Quarter Race in Kentucky,
Aunt Patty's Scrap Bag.
Percival Mayberry's Adven-

tures and Travels.......
Sam Slick's Y~kee Yarns and

Yankee Le1i~s.........
Adventures of Fudge Fumble,.
American Joe Miller......
Following the Drum......

D'ISRAELI'S WORKS.
Henrietta Temple...........50 Young Duke...........
Vivian Grey...............75 1 Miriam Alroy...........
Veuctia..................50 I Contarina Fleming........

75
75
~'l5
75
75
75

75

75

75
75
75

75

75
75
50
50

So
50
50

FRANK FAIRLEGH'S WORKS.
Frank Fairlegh.............75 Harry Racket Scapegrace.
Lewis Arundel............ 7SlTomu Racquet..............75

Finer editions of above are also issued in cloth, at $1.75 each.
Harry Coverdale's Courtship, 1 50 Lorrimer Littlegood.......1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

C. 3. PETERSON'S WORKS.
The Old Stone Mansion......1 So I Kate Aylesford...........1 541

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
Cruising in the Last War......75 tlhace Dudley; or, Arnold at
Valley Farm...............25 I Saratoga................50

JAMES A. MAITLAND'S WORKS.
The Old Patroon........... 1 50 Diary of an Old Doctor.
The Watchman............. 1 50 I S artaroc.................
The Wanderer,..............1 50 The Three Cousins........
The Lawyer's Story.........1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

1
1
1

50
50
50

WILLIAM H. MAXWELL'S WORKS.
Wild Sports of the West,.......75 Brian O'Lynn..............75

Stories of Waterloo. 751

~ Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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HUMOROUS A1~ILRICAN WORKS.
Beautifully Illustrated bj, Felix 0. a. Darley.



~The MISS ELLEN PICKERING'S WORKS.
Grumbler..............75 Who Shall be Heir?.......

Marrying for Money.........75 The Squire.............
Poor Cousin...............50 Ellen Wareham,..........
Kate Wul~ingham...........50 Nan Darrel,...............
Orphan Niece,.............50

CAPTAIN NARRYATT'S WORKS.
Jacob Faithful..............50 Newton Forster..........
Japhet in Search of a F~idier, 50 King's Own............
Phantom Ship..............50 Pirate and Three Cutters.
Mid~hiprnan Easy...........50 Peter Simple...........
Pacha of Many Tales 50 Peruival Keene. ....

Frank Mildmay, Naval Officer, 50 Poor Jack.............
Snaricyow.................~O Sea King..............

38
38
:38
33

50
50
50
50

Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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WILLIAM RARRISOI~ ~AI1~8WORTh.'S WORKS.
Life of Ja.~k Shepp~d........5~J Tower of London.........
Lif~ of Guy Fdwkes...........75 Misers baugb~er,.,.........I 00

Above in I Vol.~ cloth, $1.75. Above in cloth $1.75 each.
Court of the Stuarts, ... 75 Life of Grace O'MalIey,.
Windsor Castle.............75 Life of Henry Thomas........25
The Star Chamber...........75 Desperadoes of the NewWorld, 50
Old St. Paul's..............75 Life of Ninon Do L'Enclos, 25
CourtofQueca Anne.........50 Life of Arthur Spring........25
Life of Dick Turpin..........50 Life of Mrs. Whipple and Jes-
Life of Davy Crockett........50 see Strang,..............25

G. P. R. JAMES'S BEST BOOKS.
Lord Montague's Page,...1 50 I The Cavalier,............1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Man in Black...........75 Arrah Neil................75

Mary of Burgundy......... 75 I Eva St. Clair............ so
D 'S PATENT SERMONS.

Dow's Patent Se s, 1st Dow's Patent Sermons,. 3d
Series, $1.00; cloth......1 50 1 Series, $1.00; cloth......1 50

Dow's Patent Sermons, 2d Dow's Patent Sermons, 4th
Series, $1.00; cloth......1 50 1 Series, $1.00; cloth......1 50

SAMUEL C. WARREN'S BEST BOOKS.
Ten Thousand a Year,...paper, 1 50 Diary of a Medical Student,... 75

Do. do. cloth, 2 00

Q K. PHILANDER DOESTIOKS' WORKS.
Doesticks' Letters,,........1 50 The Elephant Club.........1 50
Plu-Ri-Bus-Tah...........1 50 1 Witches of N"ew York.......1 50

The ab6ve are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

GREEN'S WORKS ON GAMBLING.
Gambling Exposed........1 50 The Reformed Gambler.1 50
The Gambler's Life........1 50 I Secret Band of Brothers.1 so

Above are each in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.75 each.

1 50

60
60
25
25
75
75
75
75
75

75

MRS. GREY'S CELEBRATED NOVELS.
Cousin Harry,.............1 50 I the Little Beauty,.......

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
A Marriage in High Life......50 The Baronet's Daughters,.......
Gipsy's Daughter........* 50 Young Prima Donna,......~....
Old Dower House...........60 Hyacinthe......
Belle of the Family,. 50 Alice Seymour,..........
Duke and Cousin,...........50 Mary Seaham...........
The Little Wife.............60 Passion and Principle,.
Lena Cameron..............60 The Flirt...............
Sybil Lennard..............~ Good Society............
Manwuvring Mother.........50 Lion-Hearted..........

3. F. SMITH'S WORKS.
The Usurer's Victim; or, j Adelaide Waldegrave; or, the

Thomas Balscombe...~... 751 Trials of a Governess.

REVOLUTIONARY TALES.
The Brigand...............60 Old Put; or, Days of 1778.
Ralph Runnion..........* 60 Legends of Mexico........
Seven Brothers of Wyoming, 50 Grace Dudley...........
The Rebel Bride............50 The Guerilla Chief.......
The Flying Artillerist........60 The Quaker Soldier, paper.
Wau-nan-gee, ..... 60 do. do. cloth.

50
60
50
75
50
75

T. S. ARTHUR'S HOUSEHOLD NOVELS.
The Lost Bride.............50 The Divorced Wife..........50
The Two Brides............50 Pride and Prudence.........50
Love in a Cottage...........60 Agnes; or, the Possessed......50
Love in High Life...........50 Lucy St~ndford.............50
Year after Marriage.........50 The Banker's Wife..........50
The Lady at Home..........50 The Two Merchants.........50
Cecelia Howard.............50 Trial and Triumph,. 50
Orphan Children............60 The Iron Rule.............50
Debtor's Daughter...........so Insubordination; or1 the Shoe..
Mary Moreton..............60 maker's Daughters.........60
Six Nights with the Washingtonians. With nine original Illustra-

tions. By Cruikshank. One volume, cloth $1.75; or in paper,...$1.SO
Lizzy Glenn; or, the Trials of a Seamstress. Cloth $1.75; or paper, 1.50

LIEBIG'S WORKS ON CHEMISTRY~
Agricultural Chemistry.......25 j Liebig's celebrated Letters on
Animal Chemistry..........2 ~i1 the Potato Disease.........25

Liebig's Complete Works on Chemistry, is also isst~ed in one large
octavo volume, bound in cloth. Price Two Dollars.

RIDDELL'S MODEL ARCHITECT.
Arejiltectural Designs of Model Country Residences. By John Riddell,

Practi~al Architect. Illustrated with twenty-two full page Front Eleva-
tions, colored, with forty-four Plates of Ground Plans, including the First
and Second Stories, with plans of the stories, full specifications of all the
articles used, and estimate of price. Price Fifteen Dollars a copy.

FRANK FORRESTER'S GREAT BOOK.
Frank Forrester's Sporting Scenes and Characters. By Henry Wil-

liam Herbert. With Illustrations by Darley. Two vols., cloth,.. $4 00
~ ~

W' Books sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Petor5on A Brothers,. Philadelphia, Pa.

I
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EXCITING SEA TALES.

Adventures of Ben Brace,...
Jack Adams, the Mutineer,....
Jack Ariel's Adventures,....
Petrel; or, Life on the Ocean..
Life of Paul Periwinkle,....
Life of Tom Bowling,........
Percy Effingham,...........
Cruising in the Last War,...
Red King,.................
T he Corsair,.................
The Doomed Ship,..........
The T hree Pirates,..........
The Flying Dutchman,.....
The Flying Yankee,..........
The Yankee Middy,..........
The Gold Seekers,..........
The King's Cruisers,.........
Life of Alexander Tardy,...
Red Wing,..................
Yankee Jack,................
Yankees in Japan,..........
Morgan, the Buccaneer,....

Davis, the Pira,............
Valdcz, the Pirate,..........

7.5
75
75)

75
75-

75
75
75
50
00

50
50
50
50
50
50
50

50
50
50
50
50

Gallant Tomn...- ...
Harry Helm,.......
Harry Tempet,......
Rebel and Rover,.....
Man-of-War's-Ma4,....
Dark Shades of City Life
The Rats of the Seine,.
Ch arles Ransford,............
The Iron Cross,.............
The River Pirates.....
The Pirate's Son......
Jaceob Faith ful,...... ..... .
Phantom Ship,..............
Midshipman Easy,..........
Pacha of Many Tales,........
Naval Officer,................
S narleyow,...................
Newton Forster......
King's O wn,.................'
Japhet,......................
Pirate and Three Cutters,...
Pe ter Sim ple,................

Poor Jak . ................ '
Sea King,.-..................

GEORGE LIPPARD'S GREAT BOOKS.
The Quaker City,............. 1 50 The E mpire City,.........,..
Paul Ardenheim,.............. 1 50 Memoirs of a Preacher .
Blanche of Brandywine,...... 1 50 The Nazarene......
Washington and his Generals; Washington and hi Me,

or, Legends of the American Legends of Mexico,....
Revolution,................ 1 50 The Entranced......

Mysteries of Florence,........ 1 00 The Robbers.......
Above in cloth at $2.00 each. The Bank Director' Sn

MILITARY NOVE~LS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
With Illuminated Military covers, in five Colors'.

Chres0Malley,...........
Jack Hinton, the Guardsmia a,
The Knight of Gwynne,....
Harry Lorrequer,...........
Tonm Burke of Ours,..........
Ar thur O'L eary,.............
Con Cretan,.................
K ate O'Donog hue...........
Horace Temple ton,..........
Davenport Dunn,...........
Jack Adams' Adventures,...
Valentine V0x,.............
Twin Lieutenants,...........
Stories of Wat erloo,..........
The Soldier's Wife,..........
Guerilla Chief,...........

-5

75
75

75
.75
75

75
75
75
75

The Three Guardsmen,....
T wenty Years After,.........
Bragelonne, Son of Athos,...
Forty-five Guardsmen,.....
Tom Bowling's Adventures,...
Life of Robert Bruce,........
The Gipsy Chief,..............
Massacre of Glence.........
Life of Guy Fawkes,.........
Child of Waterloo,..........
Adventures of Ben Brace,...
Life of Jack Ariel............
Wallace, the Hero of Scotland, 1
Following the Drum,........
The Conscript, a Tale of War.

By Alexander Dumas, ......

50
50
50
50
50
25
25
25
25
25
2-0
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50

50
50

75
75
75
75
50
25
25
25

75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
00
50

50

bifBooks sent, postage paid, on receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

I

'LIVES OF
Life of John A. Murrel,....
Life of Joseph T. Hare,....
Life of Col. Monroe Edwards,.
Life of Jack Sheppard,.....
Life of Jack Rann,..........
Life of Dick Turpin,..........
Life of Helen .Jewett,........
Desperadoes of the New World,
Mysteries of New Orleans,...
The Robber's Wife,..........
O bi; or, Three Fingered Jack,
Kit Clayton,.................
Life of Tom Waters,..........
Nat Blake,...................
Bill Horton,................
Galloping Gus,..............
Life & Trial of Antoine Probst,
Ned Hastings,..............
Eveleen Wilson,............
Diary of a Pawnbroker,....
Silver and Pewter,...........
Sweeney Todd,.i............
Life of Grace O'Malley,....

MILITARY
Ellsworth's Zouave Drill,...
U. S. Government Infantry &

Rifle Tactics,..............

HIGHWAYMEN.
50 Life of Davy Crockett, .....
50 Life of Sybil Grey,..........
50 Life of Jonathan Wild,.....
50 Life, of Henry Thomas .....
50 Life of Arthur Spring,.......
50 Life of Jack Ketch,..........
50 Life of Ninon De L'En'clos,..
50 Lives of the Felon.........
50 Life of Mrs.Whipple,.........
50 Life of Biddy Woodbui,....
50 Life of Mother Brownrigg,...
50 Dick Pa rker, the Pira te,....
50 Life of Mary Batemnan,.....
50 Life of Captain Blood,.......

*50 Capt. Blood and the Beagles,..
50 Sixteen..Stringed Jaeck's Figh t
50 for Life,..................
50 High way man's A venger,....
50 Life of Raoul De Surville,. ...
50 Life of Rody the Rover,.....
50 Life of Galloping Dick,....
50 Life of Guy Fawkes,.......
50 Life and Adventures ofVidocq,

AND ARMY BOOKS.
25 U. S. Light Infantry Drill,..

The Soldier's Companion,...
251 The Soldier's Guide,.........

50
50
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25

25
:25
25
25
25
75

S50

25
25
25

PBooks sent, postage paid, on Receipt of the Retail Price, by
T. B. Peterson & Broth~i's, Philadelphia, ,Pa.
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GUSTAV.E AIMARD'S WORKS.
The White Scalper,............ 50 Trapper's Daughter,.......... 75
The Freebooters,.............. 50 The Tiger Slayer,........... 7
The Prairie Flower,........... 75 The Gold Seekers,............. 75
The Indian Scout,............. 75 The Rebel Chief,.............. 75
The Trail Hunter,............. 75 The Smuggler Chief,.......... 75
The Indian Chief,............. 75 The Border Rifles, ............ 75
The Red Track,................ 75 Pirates of the Prairies,......... 75

LANGUAGES WITHOUT A MASTER.
French without a Master,...... 40 German without a Master,...... 40.
Spanish without a Master,,,,, 440 Italian without a Mater,,,,.,,,. 40
Latin without a Master,........ 401

The above five works on the French, German, Spanish, Latin, and Italian
Languages, whereby any one or all of these Languages can be learned by
any one without a Teacher, with the aid of this book, by A. H. Monteith,
Esq., is also published in finer style, in one volume, bound, price, p1.75.

HARRY C0OCKTON'S WORKS.
Sylvester Sound,.............. 75 The Sisters,................... 75
Valentine Vo'x, in paper,.. 75 1Tbe Steward,.................. 75

do. finer edition, cloth, 2 00 Percy Effingham,............. 75

WAR NOVELS. BY HENRY MORFORD.
Shoulder-Straps, ............. 1 50 The Days of Shoddy. A His-.
The Coward,................. 1 50 tory of the late War,.....150

A bove are each in paper cover, or each one in cloth, for $1.75 each. ~1

II
5,

Ii
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* WORKS. AT 75 CENTS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
Hans Breitman's Party. With other Ballads. By Cbarles G. Leland,
I~ans Breitmaun In Church, with other Ballads. By C. G. Leland,
Hans Breitmaun about Town, with other Ballads. By C. G. Leland,
Webster and Hayne's Speeches in Reply to Colonel Foote.......
The Brigand; or, the Demon of the North. By Vietor lingo,.
Roanoke; or, Where is Utopia? By C. 11. Wiley. Illustrated,......
The Banditti of the Prairie, 75 Flirtations in America......
Torn Racquet..............75 The Coquette,............
Red Indians of Newfoundland, 75 Thackeray's Irish Sketch Book,
Salathiel, by Croly...........75 Whitehall...........*.
Corinne; or, Italy...........75 The Beautiful Nun........
Ned Muagrave..............75 Mysteries of Three Cities,...,..
Aristocracy................75 Genevra. By Miss Fairfield,..
The Inquisition in Spain......75 New Hope; or, the Rescue.
Elsie's Married Life..........75 Crock of Gold. By Tupper,...
Leyton Hall. By Mark Lemon, 75 Twins and Heart. By Tupper,

~P5

75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75

WORKS AT 50 CENTS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
The Woman in Red. A Companion to the "Woman in Black,".50
Twelve Months of Matrimony. By Emelie F. Carlen.............50
Leah; or the Forsaken. 50 The Admiral's Daughter,... 50
The Greatest Plague of Life, 50 The American Joe Miller......50
Clifford and the Actress.......50 Ella Stratford..............50
The Two Lovers......... 50 Josephine, by Grace Aguilar, 50
Ryan's Mysteries of Marriage, 50 The Fortune Hunter~.........50
The Orphans and Caleb Field, 50 The Orphan Sisters..........50
Moreton Hall,.............50 Robert Oaklands; or the Out-
Bell Brandon,........... 50 cast Orphan,.............50
Sybil Grey,................50 Abednego~ the Money Lender, 50
Female Life in New York......50 Jenny Ambrose.............50
Agnes Grey...............50 Father Tom and the Pope, in
Diary of a Physician.........50 cloth gilt, 75 cents, or paper, 50
The Emigrant Squire,........50 The.Romish Confessional......50
The Monk, by Lewis.........50 Victims of Amusements.......50
The Beautiful French Girl, 50 Violet....................50
Father Clement, paper........50 Alieford, a Family History,.. 50

do. do. cloth........75 General Scott's $5 Portrait,... 1 00
Miser's Heir, paper,..........50 Henry Clay's $5 Portrait.1 00

do. do. cloth...........75 Tangarun, a Poem.........1 00

WORKS AT 25 CENTS. BY BEST ATJTHORS.
Aunt Margaret's Trouble, 25 The Mysteries of Bedlam 25
The Woman in Grey.........25 The Nobletn,,n's Daughter 25
The Deformed..............25 Madison's Exposition of Odd
Two Prima Donnas..........25 Fellowship,............23
The Mysterious Marriage, 25 Ghost Stories. Illustrated 25
Jack Downing's Letters.......25 Ladies' Science of Etiquette, 25.
The Mysteries of a Convent, 25 The Abbey of Innismoyle......25
Rose Warrington............25 (Iliridon's Ancient Eg~'~t 25
The Iron Cross.............25 Philip in Search of a Wife 25

Charles Ransford...........25 Rifle Shots................25
THE SHAKSPEARE NOVELS.

Shak~peare and hi~ Friends he Secret Passion.........1 CO
The Youth of Shak~pearo,..:::. 1 ~ T

Above three Books are also in one volume, cloth. Price Four Dollars.

~' Rooks sent, posta~o paid, on receipt of tlte Retail Price, by
T. B. Petorsoit 55 Brothors, Philadelphia, Pa.
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* WAVERLEY NOVELS. BY SIR WALTER SCOTT.
Jvanhoe . ... 20 The Betrothed..............20
~1ob Roy.................20 Peveril of the Peak..........20
Gay Manncring............20 Quentin Durward,...........20
The Antiquary.............20 Red Gauntlet..............20
Old Mortali~Y..............20 The Talisman..............20
lL~art of Mid Lothian,. 20 Woodsto~k................20
Bride of LammerlfloOr,. 20 Highland Widow, etc........20
Waverley............. 20 The Fair Maid of Perth,......20
~t. Ronan's Well.........., 20 Anne of Gelerstoin....... 20
Kenilworth........... 20 Count RObOrt of Pans,......20
The Pirate.............* 20 The Black Dwarf and Legend
The Monastery..........* 20 of Montrose....20
The Abbot............. 20 Castle Dangerous, and Sur-
The Fortunes of Nigel........20 geon's Daughter....20

Above edition is the cheapest in the world, and is complete in twenty-six
volumes, price Twenty cents each, or Five Dollars for the complete set.

A finer edition is also published of each of the above, complete in twen-
ty-six volumes, price Fifty cents each, or Ten Dollars for the complete set.
Moredun. A Tale of 1210, 60 j Scott's Poetical Works,......5 00
Tales of a Grandfather.......25 1 Life of Scott, cloth,.........2 50

"JEW NATIONAL EDITION" OF "WAVEZLEY NOVELS."
This edition of the Waverley Novels is contained inJive large octave vol-

umes, with a portrait of Sir Walter Scott, making foni' thon8aud very large
& double columned pages, in good type, and handsomely printed on the finest

of white paper, and bound in the strongest and most substantial manner.
Price of a set, in Black cloth, in five volumes.............$15 00

" " Full sheep, Library style,................17 50
" " Half calf, antique, or Half calf, gilt,. ,... 25 00

The Complete Prose and Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott, are also

published in ten volumes, bound in half calf, for........ ........ $80.40

SIR E. L. BULWER'S NOVELS.
The Rone................50 The Courtier...... 25

The Oxonians.............50 I Falkland,.....25

PETERSONS' ILLUMINATED STORIES.
A Year After Marriage.......25 The Two Merchants..........25
Love in High Life...........25 Galloping Dick.............25
The Divorced Wife......c.., 25 Life of Harry Tlo~5........25
The Debtor's Daughter,..25 Mrs. Whipple & Jesse Strang's
The Lady at Home,.,.........25 Adventures. .... 25
Mary Moreton..........., 25 Biddy Wo4~dhull the Beautiful
The Two Brides............25 Haymaker,............$5
Dick Parker.............25 The Rats of the Seine,. 25
J:Lok Ketch..............25 Ghost Stories Illustrated, $5
~~{other Browurigg.........25 Arthur Spring,...................~ 25

DR. EOLLIC~'S WORKS
Dr. Hollick's great work on the Anatomy and Physiology of the

Human Figure, with colored dissected plates of the Human Figure, 1 25

Dr. Hollick's Family Physician, a Pocket Guide for Everybody.25

GEORGE FRANCIS TRAIN'S SPEECHES.
Union Speeches. In 2 vols., each 25 1 Downfall of England,........10
Speech to the Fenians........25 Slavery a~d EmancipatiOn.10

~ looke aent, pos~,p p4tl, oil roooipt~ of jl~~ Rtail P4oe~ ~y

7
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16 T, B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS.

USEFUL BOOKS FOR ALL.
Lady's and Gentleman's Science of Etiquette. By Count D'Oi'sny

and Countess de Calabrella, with their portraits,..............50
Larduer's One Tliou~and and Ten Things Worth Knowing.........50
Knowison's Complete Farrier and Horse Doctor,...............25
Knowison's Complete Cow and Cattle Doctor,..................25
The Complete Kitchen and Fruit Gardener....................25
The Complete Florist and Flower Gardener...................25
Arthur's Receipts for Preserving Fruits, etc.,...................12

LIVES OF GENERALS AND OTHER NOTED MEN.
M')ore's Life of Hon. Schuyler Colfax. By Rev. A. Y. Moore, of

South Bend. With a Fine~ Steel Portrait. One vol. cloth. Price.. 1 50
The Lives of Grant and Colfax. With life-like portraits of each, and

other engravings. Cloth, $1.00; or in paper cover,..............75
Illustrated Life, Speeches, Martyrdom and Funeral of President

Abraham Lincoln. Cloth, $1.75; or in paper cover..........1 50
Life and Services of General Sheridan. Cloth, $1.00; or in 1)8 per,.. 75
Life, Battles, Reports, and Public Services of General George B.

McClellan. Price in papei~ 50 cents, or in cloth...............75
Life and Services of General George G. Meade, Hero of Gettysburg, 25
Life and Services of General B. F. Butler, Hero of New Orleans......25
Life of President Andrew Johnson. Cloth, $1.00; or in paper.
The Impeachment and Trial of Andrew Johnson, cheap paper cover

edition, price 50 cents, or a finer edition, bound in cloth, price .... 1 50
Trial of the Assassins and Conspirators for the murder of President

Abraham Lincoln. Cloth, $1.50; or cheap edition in paper covei> 50
Lives of Seymour and Blair. Price 50 cents in paper, or in cloth,... 75

Life of Archbishop Hughes, first Archbishop of New York.........25

REV. CHAS. WADSWORTH'S SERMONS.
America's Mission...........25 1 A Thanksgiving Sermon......15
Thankfulness and Character,.. 25 1 Politics in Religion..........12
Henry Ward Beecher on War and Emancipation................15
Rev. William T. Brantley's Union Sermon....................15

EXPOSITIONS OF SECRET ORDEILS, ETC.
Odd Fellowship Exposed......13 Dr. Berg's Answer to Arch-
Sons o~Malta Exposed,. .... 13 I bishop Hughes...........13
Life of Rev. John N. Maffit,... 13 Dr. Berg on the Jesuits,.......13

GOOD BOOKS FOR EVERYBODY.
Southern Lie; or, Inside Views of Slavery,.................1 00
The Rich Men of Philadelphia, Income Tax List of Residents.1 00
Childbirth. Its pains lessened and its perils obviated. Showing that

the pains of childbirth may be mitigated, if not entirely prevented, 1 00
Peterson's Complete Coin Book, containing fac-similes of all the

Coins in the World, with the U. S. Mint value of each coin.1 00
Political Lyrics. New Hampshire and Nebraska. Illustrated......12

CHRISTY & WHITE'S SONG BOOKS.
Christy & Wood's Song Book, 10 Serenader's Song Book.......10
Melodeon Song Book., 10 Budworth's Songs...........10
Plantation Mel.vlies.........10 Christy and White's Complete
Ethiopian Song Book.........10 Ethiopian Melodies. Cloth, 1 00

CURVED-POINT STEEL PENS.
Magnum Bonum Pen. Price per dozen, 75 cents, per gross.$8.00

-4~~O*- b-

" Rooks sent, postage paid, on recent of the Retail Price, by
T.' B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, P&

PETERSON'SMAGAZINE
THE CHEAPEST AND BEST.

SPLENDID OFFERS FOR 1871.

PETERSON'S 1~fAGAZINE has the best Original Stories of any of the lady'a
books, the best Colored Fashion Plates, the best Steel Engravings, &c., &c. Every
family ought to take it. It gives more for the money than any in the world. It will
contain, for 1871, in its twelve numbers-

ONE THOUSAND PAGES?
FOURTEEN SPLENDID STEEL PLATES!

TWELVE COLORED BERLIN PATTERNS!
TWELVE 1YIA1?I1IIOTH COLORED FASHIONS!

NINE HUNDRED WOOD CUTS!
TWENTY-FOUR PAGES OF MUSIC!

It will also give Fivz ORIGINAL COPYRIGHT NOVELETS, by Mrs. Ann S. Stephen.,
Prank Lee Benedict, and others of the best authors of America. Also, nearly a
hundred shorter stories, ALL oRIGINAL. Its superb

MAHOTH COLORED FASHION FLATES
are ahead of all others. Those plates are engraved on steel, ~wxcu THU USUAL SIZE.
It also gives receipts for cooking, for the nursery, for the toilet, for gardening, for
the sick-room, and for everything necessary for ladies.

SUPERB PREMIUM ENGRAVING.
To every person getting up a Club of four, at $1.50 each,

will be sent free, ou~r superb copy-right en- ~a
graving, (24 inches by 20,)

"WASHINGTON A'~ THE BATTLE OF TRENTON."
While to those getting up Clubq of eight, at $1.50 each, an extra copy of the

Magazine for 1871, in addition, will be sentfree.

TERMS-Always in Advance:
1 Copy, for one year $200
4 Copies............................................6 00
8................................................12 00

PREMIUMS.
Remember that every person getting up a Club of four, at $1.50 each, shall r-e-

ceive, free, a copy of "Washington I" Every person getting up a Club of eight,
at $1.50 each, shall receive, free, both a copy of "Washington" and a copy of the
Magazine for 187111 Specimens sent free, to those wishing to get up Clubs.

Address, CHARLES J. PETERSON,
300 Chestnut Strqet, Philadelphia, Pa.


