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IT seems the aspiration of Mrs. Southworth, ever to rise from
excellence to excellence, and to make each succeeding Work supe-
nor to all that have preceded it; and, as she generally succeeds, her
last work is, in almost every case, her best.

In striking originality and beauty of conception, and strength and
vividness of delineation, as well as in her peculiar power of fasci-
nating the minds and hearts of her readers, Mrs. Southworth 8tanda
alone. In what work of fiction, for instance, have we ever met a
character so original, piquant and captivating as her inimitable Ilagar,
that child of passion and imagination, in the Deserted Wife; the be-
witching elf, Jacquelina, in the Missing Bride; or the heroic and
devoted Kate Kavanagh in the Curse of Clifton.

But in her latest work V~via, or The Secret of Power, the authoress
has excelled herself. Vivia, the heroine, is a beautiful, gifted and
inspiring maiden, whose presence is a life-giving power to all within
her sphere: whose influence, like magic, or rather like grace, deve-
lopes the better nature of all with whom she is brought in co~itact-
so redeeming, elevating and inspiring is her benignant influence
upon the dreaming girl-artist Theodora, and the poor, but gifted
arid inspiring peasant boy Wakefield. Her "Secret of Power" con-
sists in her realizing FAITH in the goodness, wisdom and efficiency,
latent~ every human creature made in the likeness of the &eator;
in her sympathetic CHARITY, that leads her to seek and draw
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these hidden treasures in all souls; and in her animating xio~; that

assures her of victory.' With these spiritual agencies of Faith,
Charity, and Hope, she overcomes in herself and in others, the fear-

ful powers of the~World, the Flesh and the Devil. Like her Divine

Master, she comes to bring light to the darkened, hope to the de-
spairl.ng, and strength to the weak. Whenever in the narrative she

appears1 it is as if a sun-burst lighted up the scene. It would be
impossible within this short limit to give a fair idea of the character

of this work. In the first chapter the interest of the reader is pow.
erfully aroused, and it is kept keenly alive to the close of the volume.

The story opens with the description of a snow storm on the Alle-
ghani.es, tifrough 'which the bright~ and beautiful orphan, alone or

attended only by her dog, wanders doWTh the fearful passes towards

the valley, endeavoring to reach the mansiouwhere* her grandfather,
Colonel Malmaison, (who had ten years before discarded her father,)

lies dying and penitent, and praying to see his orphaned grand-
daughter. But in the twofold darkness of night and storm, the

wandering child loses her way, and chances to reach a lone convent,

where she seeks refuge and is kindly received and comforted by the
zuns.

The description of the winter evening in the convent, the pale,

beautiful Abbess Agatha, the sweet Novice Angela, and 'the gentle
sisterhood, in highly interesting and unique. In' the delineations
of convene life,' in this work, the authoress draws from a life-long

acquaintance with these retreats, and her fidelity and itopartiality of
description may be relied on with more safety than that of any eec-

tarian writer for, or against these institutions. The scene of the

death of Colonel Malmaison, on' the night of the storm, where the
late repentance of the father is rendered futile by the drugs of the

fell watcher-the remorseless Ada Malmaison, is replete with thrill-
ing interest;, as indeed is the whole work, which we heartily com-
mend to the favor of the reader.

~" Copies of either edition of "Vivia" will be sent to any part
of tJi~ United States, free of postage, on remitting the price of the
edition any one may wish, to the publisher, in a letter.

Published and for sale at the Cheap Book and Publishing Esta-
blishment of T. B. PETERSON,

No. 102 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia.

To tAom all orders should come addressed.
For a list of Mrs. ,S'outhwortl&'s Works, read the following pages.
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Thine is a high and holy work of love,
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OR,

TIlE SECRET OF* POWER.

CHAPTER I.

LIPE.

We are borne into life-it Is sweet-it Is strange-
We lie still on the knee of a mild mystery
That sn~iles with a change !-B. B. Bro2oni~ng.

GOD breathed into her the breath of life, and she became
a living soul. A breath of divine life inca~ated, a new
soul sent upon this planet to live, to struggle, perhaps to
sin, and oh I how surely to suffer. The advent of another
immortal. The miracle of each moment's recurrence, yet an
eternal mystery still. The setting in motion of another free
p~iV&r that shall move forever. The beginning of a life that
may have no end. It is but this instant called into exist-
ence.-.-an existence as yet unconscious, for it is withoutt
either thoughts or affections, yet an existence whh~h, when
countless millions of ages shall have rolled away, and suns,
with all their. systems; shall have sunk into nothingness-..
must ever go on and on eternally.

How will this living soul live? Will she be wasted by
worldliness, smothered in sensualit~y, or maddened by m~-

(2~)



28 vIvIA. LIFE.

lignant passions? In other words, shall the "world," the
"flesh," or the "devil" win her?

Or triumphing over the fatal three, will she preserve her
Divine life, and become the inspire of new life into other
souls dead in trespasses and sin? We shall see.

God breathed into her the breath of life, and she became
a living soul I That is the first and greatest fact of every
new existence. That is the common bond of human bro-
therhood. In that are the prince and the peasant peers.

In every life upon this earth there is a birth, a death, and
a resurrection, of which neither the parish register, nor the
family record ever speaks, for they are "of the spirit, spi-
ritual." In every life upon this earth there is effort, failure,
and success; aspiration, despondency, and vi4~tory; hope,
despair, and triumph-in other words, life, death, and resur-
rection!

One life of which I write, began in light, went down into
the darkness of death; yes! and was hidden a "night of
years" in the grave, ere the angel of the resurrection rolled
the stone away and called her forth. Despair not, Chris-
tian pilgrim, though the sky be utterly overcast, and thou
caust see "no light in earth or heaven," no sweet hope, no
fair possibility of life. Despair not-thou art only passing
through the valley of shadows, and by the very blackness of
the shadow on thy forward path judge the brightness of the
light beyond that casts it. Thou must pass through the

\shadOw to arrive at the light. Be good, be wise, be strong;
keep truth, though hope herself should fail, and thou shalt
ascend into life and light. So it was with our Saviour; so it
is with the lowliest disciple that takes up the cross to follow
Him; so it was with her of whom I write; so it has been
or may be with thee-" for one event happeneth to all."

"Genevieve. Call her Genevieve." The language was
English, though spoken in a foreign land and among for-

eign attendants. "Let your heroine saint be my infant's
guardian spirit also. Call her Genevieve." These were
the last words uttered by the young mother, as resigning
her child into the hands of her nurse, she sank back upon
her pillow. "Genevieve." The name so softly breathed
forth from the pallid lips of the fainting mother seemed
hailed with acclamation by the world.

The signal gun from the castle tower gave forth its tre-
mendous voice, and was answered by thunders of artillery
from the fortress that frowned above the river. The Fleur-
de-lis ran up and streamed from every public building in
the town, and every mainmast among the shipping in the
harbor. And a million of voices sent to heaven the joyous
shout-" Vive la princess I"

For in the same hour that this child was born in the hos-
pital, a princess was born in the palace. The high and
mighty princes and prelates of the kingdom received the
one-a meek and lowly servant of the poor, an humble Sis-
ter of Charity, embraced the other. All the "pride, pomp,
and circumstance" of a royal welcome hailed the one-a
simple " Jesus preserve her" blessed the other. For the
one was exacted the homage of the world, for the other was
asked only its sufferance.

Yet the name of the one has been written in letters of
blood upon the blackest page of history, and the name of'
the other traced in characters of light upon the book of life!

I

LIFE.



THE MOUNTAIN PATH. 81

CHAPT]3~R II.

THE MOUNTAIN PATH.

The wildest wa8to but this can show
Some touch of nature's genial glow;
But here, above, around, below,

On mountain or in glen,
Nor tree, nor shrub, nor plant, nor flower,
Nor aught of vegetative power,

The weary eye may ken.-SCOtt.

A WINTER night, a mountainPa5s, a snow-storm, and a

wandering child--that is the picture I wish you to look

upon-a picture evoked by imagination from the deep of

memory, and viewed through the clear obscure of many

years.
It was a winter whose fierce~ severity of cold has become

proverbial.
The time was the night of the third of January, eighteen

hundred and-. The calendar would inform you that it

was the eve of St. Genevieve.
The scene was one of those mountain gorges in the wild-

est part of Western Maryland.

The path, never safe even in daylight and in the best

weather, was now exceedingly perilous. The ground was

covered with snow that froze as it fell. The sky was "blind

with a double dark" of night and of clouds.
With toiling steps and weary feet the child reached the

highest point of the pass. The snow had nearly ceased to

fall, the wind had lulled, or arose only in fitful gusts.

She paused to take breath and look around her-for

though to one coming out of the light into such a scene,

nothing might be visible but the blackness of darkness, yet
(30)

If

to the accustomed vision of the night-wandering child, cer-
tain landmarks were dimly apparent, looming like blacker

shadows, denser clouds amid the general gloom.

Her piercing eyes could see the heavy vapor-laden range

of mountains that marked the opposite horizon, and even

distinguish their spectral peaks from the murky mists that

hung around them.
Then she looked down below her feet. Between the

ridge upon which she stood and that opposite ridge against

the horizon, a sea of impenetrable shadows seemed to roll.

She knew it was a wilderness of forests, rocks, and streams

-at this time a pathless desert, a horrible gehenna, without

sign of human habitation, with no sight but the black,

blacker, and blackest shadows of the night, clouds and

storm, and no sound but the roaring of the wind among

the ravines around, and the howling of some hunger-mad.
dened animal prowling through the forest below.

But never had man or woman a stouter heart than beat

bravely in the bosom of that child. Her fearlessness, like

her safety, seemed almost supernatural; yet the one was the

effect of the other, and both were the result of her organi-
zation and her training.

The descent was much more difficult and dangerous than

any part of the journey had been, yet the child did not fal-

ter. Her voice was elastic and firm as her foot was sure

and springing, as she said,

"J can see no light yet; but courage, my Fido; this is

the north ridge; we must be near Mount Storm; go on, my

Edo."
The great tawny bull-dog that crouched at her feet prose

slowly, stretched his heavy limbs, and pulling one poiider-

ous foot before the other, marched gravely with a measured

tread down the mountain-path.
Carefully she followed him.
The downward path seemed but a formless precipice of

I



THE CONVENT.

clouds and vapors, pitching headlong into an abyss of un.-
known horrors ; yet trusting in the sure instinct and firm
footing of her guide, she kept closely behind him.

And Fido led her safely down dizzy steeps, and along
the brink of slippery ledges, where a single false step must
have precipitated her down to a dreadful' death.

An hour of careful and toilsome descent brought her to
the foot of the mountain.

And then on the right hand, some quarter of a mile up
the valley, and immediately under the shelter of the same

ridge she had just passed, shone a light as from some large
building.

" Joy, Fido ! there is our resting place I" said the child.
But here a new trouble beset her. It was not so cold as

on the mountain-top-the snow was not frozen, but the
wind that had lulled for a time now rose in violence, lifting
the snow and tossing it in great drifts ; now hurling it in
masses against her slight form with a force that nearly pros-
trated her ; now raising it in clouds aloft, and showering it
into her face and neck and eyes, piercing, stinging, blind-

ing, like the points of millions of needles ; and now rolling
it up in great impassable ridges across her path. And over
all was hung a pall of darkness so profound, that but for

the guidance of that faithful dog, the frightful path could
never have been traversed, nor that distant light reached.

But Fido literally plowed with his own, body a farrow
through the snow-drifts for the child to walk in.

Their way now lay among the sparse and stunted ever-

greens that grew along the base of the ridge, and formed
the outskirts of the valley forest.

Occasionally around the projections of the ridge or behind
a clump of intervening trees, the light would disappear, but

by keeping along in the same direction, and close to the
base of the mountain, she could not lose sight of it entirely.

And hark! that was the sound of a clock striking. It

I

Same from the direction of the building toward which she
was toiling, and to which she was now very near.

The trees grew still more sparsely. And now and then
she caught glimpses of a collection of buildings, from the
central one of which streamed many lights. At last she
left the last trees behind her and emerged into an open,
space, and saw before her a high brick wall, sweeping

' around and enclosing an extensive group of buildings.
There was an iron gate in the wall before her, flanked with
a small Gothic chapel on the right, and a stone lodge on
the left. But both were quite dark.

" The lodge is closed; the porter is asleep, or else has
gone away We will try the gate, Fido 1"

3382 VIVIA.

CHAPTER III.

THE CONVENT.

Prom the gay world In early youth they fled,
And then to mountains, wilds, and deserts led,
They raised these cloister walls; the desert smiled,
And Paradise was opened in the wila.-Pope.

WimL the tempest raged without, all was quiet in the
convent walls.

In the central building that formed the cloister proper,
each nun and white-vailed novice had retired to her sepa-
rate cell.

In the young ladies' academy that occupied the ,right~
wing, the fair pupils, under the guardianship of the 'aus-
tere Mother Martha, were reposing in their dormitory.

In the female orphans' home that filled the left wing, the
children in charge of the gentle Sister Angela, were sleep-
ing on their little beds.

2
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In the infirmary, on the third floor of the central build-
ing, Sister Petronella, in her black robes and list slippers,
glided about among the little cots, looking too much like

a messenger ot death, but being really the herald of life to
many a sick and suffering child.

On the first floor of the same building.-in what might
well be called the heart of the institution-namely, the pri-
vate apartment of the Mother Superior, there were more life
and light and warmth.

It was a large, pleasant front room, on the left hand Bide
4 of the entrance hall. Its three tall front windows, when

open in daylight, commanded a fine view down this valley,
at the eastern extremity of which the convent was situated.
But now the windows were closed in with shutters and hid.

den with blinds. The floor was thickly carpeted, and the
walls ornamented with sacred pictures. The room was
heated by a blazing hickory fire, and lighted by a chande-

her of bronze, that hung from the centre of the ceiling.
Just under the light of this chandelier, stood a large

4 round centre-table, covered4 with a green cloth; around it
sat half a dozen nuns occupied with fancy needle-work; and

4
before each one stood a little basket filled with scraps of
silk, satin, velvet, lace, ribbon, bugles, beads, spangles, etc.
-being materials for the manufacture of those elegant pin

cushions, needle books, reticules, and other rather costly
trifles that filled the glass-cases of their show room, to be
sold for the benefit of the orphan asylum.

They were busy and happy over their work, comparing
and .combining materials, laughing, talking, and jesting~ as
any other set of girls or women might do. And the sin-

A cere iai~ghter of the younger, was not unfrequently prow
yoked by the quaint joke or repartee from the elders 6

Apart from the group around the table, and near the left-
hand corner of the flre-place~ sat an aged nun employed 'in
making a flannel garmentfor~sick~~.

'I

And opposite the old nun, on the right of the fire-place,
~at the Abbess. She was the reader for the evening to the lit-
tie company, and she had just finished reading the wild and
wondrous legend of St. Genevieve, whose festival was kept
annually upon this day. And now her voice had ceased;
the book lay upon her lap with her thumb still between the
leaves, where she had left off; and unmindful of the merry
talk and laughter that was springing up among the young
nuns around the table-she paused-perhaps in abstract
thought.~-perhaps in listening to the beating 'of the storm

2 without.
"Every face is a history or a prophecy"-her~ was both.

You could not have looked upon that woman as she sat
there~ without painfully wondering what wayward destiny
had brought her thither. She was apparently about twenty-
eight years of age-of a tall, finely proportioned and com-
manding form~ around which fell her black drapery with the
classic elegance of some Greek statue, and whose every
attitude when in repose, and every gesture when in motion~
was full of inexpressible dignity and grace.

She wore the severe habit of her order-the ample black
gown with the flowing sleeves, girdled around the waist;
the white linen barbette, fitting close as a frame around the
face and under the chin, and brought down and pinned
square over the bosom; the broad black band across the
upper part of the forehead; and the long black vail laid
over all, and hanging down upon the shoulders-thus con-
cealing every tress of hair, and every inch of throat, and
every glimpse of personal beauty, except the closely cut off
face and hands; and for sole ornament, the silver zcrose
upon the breast, and the black rosary hangingfrom the girdle.

But that face! you could not have looked upon it onoe,
and ever after in all the vicissitudes of life have lost its
haunting memory~that face, with the put'e oval outline ~fid
the pale olive complexion-with the deep mournfulness that

~.1J
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vailed the dark impassioned eyes, and the mute eloquence

that closed the full curved lips, whose lightest tone when

open thrilled you with its rich, deep melody-for her voice

was the luscious double contralto of a bosom vibrating with

its own fullness of life, music, and emotion.
How came she there ? A creature endowed with such a

glorious wealth of beauty, intellect, and feeling ? A being

formed to inspire and respond to the purest, highest, and
most fervent affection ? A woman created to bless home

and adorn society ? How had she missed her destiny;.how

had she fallen into this death-in life ? For her life seemed
hidden in the grave. She appeared only in the offices of

her religion, and she lived only wlth the old saints, martyrs
and heroes of the past. Ah ! beautiful and gifted, why was
she lost to the world ?

None of the nuns, her companions, suggested by their

appearance such questions.-for they were all more or less
rather below mediocrity. Three were old women, sickly,
faded, feeble and dull. You felt that now at least the quiet

monotony of' a life free from gnawing care or wearing toil,
was the happiest lot for them. The remaining two were

young, but untroubled by any serious amount of thought or

feeling. In looking upon them, you perceived that they
had made no very great sacrifice of heart or brain in re-

tiring from the world, that happily also had suffered no

very severe bereavement in being left by them.
One of the two-the pretty little French girl, Sister Mar-

garite, was a natural milliner, and the bonnet business in

losing her, probably lost an invaluable votary-that is all.
Her whole soul was now absorbed in the construction of a

blue velvet reticule-full large enough to hold it.
The other, Sister Lucy, was an incorrigible giglet, whom

you might be sure would be merry if not wise in any place.
The dark-eyed Abbess spoke at last. -

Ii
if

It

,"Sisters, I thought I heard the outer gate open--was
it so

"Yes, dear mother, and I think it was the wind blew it
open. St. Mary, it is an awful night !" said Lucy.

" I notice that when the wind blows harder than usual,
.Brother Peter always leaves that gate unfastened. I wonder
if he does it to keep us awake all night with its banging
and clapping, for I do believe he does it on purpose," said
Margarite.

"He does it on purpose, though not to keep you awake,
Margarite. Brother Peter has my order to leave the gate
unfastened these stormy nights, for the sake of any poor
travelers who might need shelter. Brother Peter sleeps
soundly, and they could never make him hear by knocking
at the gate-neither would they make us hear at this house,
for we are too far off'. So the gate is left unfastened that
any benighted wanderer, passing this way, may enter and

"St. Peter ! I hope no traveler is abroad to-night I
But now I think of it, I should not wonder if there was--
for I do believe that gate was opened by Sister Angela,
who has gone out to nurse or comfort some sick body or
sinful soul. No season, hour, or weather, ever stops her.
I do wish, mother, you would forbid her to go out at night
or in bad weather-for she will certainly catch her death
of cold," said Lucy.

"I doubt if any cold we have, can chill a body warmed
by such a fervent soul as Angela's. Besides,. I have no
right to hinder her."

" Hark ! that was the door-bell that rung !" exclaimed
Lucy.

" Who can it be at this time of night ?" questioned Mar-
garite.

"Oh ! it is some poor,' dying sinner, that needs the
prayers of the church for a parting soul."
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"Some storm-driven traveler, rather, who is tired and
wet and hungry, and needs rest, supper, fire, and a night's
lodging."

'VL~he portress must have left her office some hours since.
Go, Sister Josepha, and see who is there," said the
.4bbess.

The nun addressed left the room, followed by the eyes of
that little company; for few were the events which varied
the monotony of the lonely isolated convent life, so that
even the ringing of the door-bell, late on a stormy winter's
night, had in it something of weird interest.

They listened eagerly. First came the slight noise of
opening the door, followed by the rush of wind, then the
difficulty of closing it, after which a short conversation and
approaching footsteps, cut short and outstripped by a rush-
ing, impetuous sound that heralded the noisy entrance of a
huge bufl-dog, who burst into the parlor and stood shaking
himself until he raised a little snow-storm around him. His
formidable size, heavy limbs, and thick covering of snow,
made him resemble some great white polar bear; while his
short, thick head, strong jaws and sharp fangs, looked so
savage and ferocious, that the frightened nuns, with a simul-
taneous scream, sprang from every direction, and huddled
around their Abbess; but only for a moment, for the dog
was instantly followed by the child, who went directly up
and laid her hand upon his head and stilled him, and also
by Sister~ Josepha, who approached the Abbess, and said,

"It is a little girl, madame, who was on her way to Mount
Storm."

"Why, it is little Red Riding Hood! It is little Red
Riding Hood herself!" laughed Sister Lucy.

"It is little Red Riding Hood and the Wolf I" echoed
Margarine.

And "Little Red Riding Hood! Little Red Riding
Hood !" exclaimed all the sisters, flocking around.

THE CONVENT. 89
"A. little Una and her LiQu, rather," said the .Ab.

smiling sweetly on the child.
She was indeed a bright creature, as she stood there in

the light of the glowing fire; her fine little form clad in a
short cloak of scarlet cloth, embossed with frozen snow and
icicles that shimmered and sparkled like some costly em-
broidery of Oriental pearls and diamonds. The round hood
o~f the cloak had fallen partly back, displaying a face bright
with the beauty of childhood, health, and joy; lighted up
by a pair of brilliant hazel eyes; flushed with a carnatiqn
bloom on cheek and lip, and shaded by crispy, curling,
bright, brown ringlets, sparkling with gems of frost that a
fairy princess might have envied.

"Oh, see !" said the child, when she found herself the
centre of observation, "how the icicles are melting frQzn n~y
cloak! And Fido, too! see hbw he has scattered the snow
all over the carpet! Let us go out into the hall 1"

"By no means, my dear child," said the Abbess, looking
tenderly at her, "come nearer the fire. Lucy, take off her
wet cloak and shoes. Margarine, bring a suit of dry clothes
from the children's wardrobe. Sister Josepha, go and
bring some bread and wine, and spice, from the refectory, to
make her a warm beverage. Sit down, my child, and let
Sister Lucy remove your wet shoes."

"But 1~ount Storm-I thought this was Mount Storm
when I came into the gate. And, oh! I am very anxious
to get to it to-night. Is it far off? Can I get there ?"

asked the child, earnestly.
"No, my dear, you cannot possibly reach there to-night.

You left Mount Storm a mile down the valley to the left,
when you took the right-hand road that led you here."

"flow could I have taken the right road instead of the
left! But oh! I must-.-.-I must go to Mount Storm," said
the child, rising with every sign of great anxiety.

"Be content; sit down; you cannot get there to-night.
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You could not possibly have done so, even had you taken
the other road, although you might have lost your life in
the attempt, poor child. Did you eyer hear of Mad River?
It is a raging cataract that dashes down the rocks on the
left side of the mansion-house, and rushes with great velo-
city around the base of the mountain encircling the front @f
Mount Storm, forming a complete moat, cutting the place
off from the rest of the valley. The river is fordable in good
weather, but in a storm like this it is quite impassable.
The stream is so rapid also, that it seldom freezes except
along its edges; and covered over as it is now with its
treacherous vail of snow, you might have gone upon it una-
wares, and perished. Thank Providence, my child, that
you were led away from the left road and into the right.
For the rest, be content to stay with us to-night, and early
to-morrow as the stream can be passed, we will send you to
Mount Storm."

The little girl resumed her seat, and blithely gave herself
up to the hands of Margarite and Lucy, who had returned
with warm clothes, in which they were now dressing her,
while Sister Josepha warmed some weak wine and water,
and poured it over a piece of toast in a glass, and using a
chair for a stand, sat upon it some bread and cheese and a
saucer of marmalade.

All this time the sisters were feeling the utmost surprise
and curiosity, and would gladly have overwhelmed the child
with questions as to who she was, where she came from,
and above all things, why she was abroad on such a bitter
night-.--.while as yet the Abbess had not even asked her
name or troubled her with the least question. She had
only calmed her anxiety and ministered to her wants. But
~now, when she was warmed and fed, and sat in an easy chair,
with her feet toward the fire, the Abbess inquired gently,

"What is your name, my little girl ?"

"Vivia !"

Vivia ?"

"Yes-I know it is an odd name, but I will tell you how
I got it. My first name of Genevieve was too long for
every day, so some that loved me called me 'Genny,' though
others called me Vivia, which they thought was the pretti-
est half of the name and suited me better. Poor Fido!
what a sin to forget you !" said the child, breaking sudden-
ly off from her discourse, and looking pitifully upon her dog,
who had stretched his great length along the rug, and now,
with his bead extended flat upon his fore-paws, and his
great honest eyes fixed upon his little mistress, lay contem-
plating her comfortable circumstances with the utmost satis..
faction. "Poor, good Fido, how patient and generous
you are. May I give him this bread and cheese, madame?
He will take it from my hand and not drop a crumb on the
floor."

" Bread and cheese is not exactly the food for the dog,
my dear; he~ shall be fed and housed, though. Margarine,
will you attend to it ?"

The young nun took the plate of fragments, and using it
as a decoy, called the dog, but not until Genevieve had
said,

"Go, Fido," did he get up and follow her out. The
child looked kindly after him. "He is such a good dog~
you don't know what a good dog he is. lie brought me so

4 safely through the dreadful storm."
"And where did you come from to-day ?"

"From the little village of Eyrie."
"You don't live there ?"
"Oh no, I only got there to-day. I have lived mosi~ of

my life-that is, the first part of my life, at the Convent of
Notre Dame des Belles~4Euvres."

"Belles-4?Euvres I"
The word sprang spasmodically from the white lips of the

Abbess, from whose suddenly sharpened features every yes-
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tige of' color had fled, as she quickly crossed the room, took
the hand of the astonished child, and gazed into her face-
her bosom was oppressed to suffocation, her voice choked,
her vision obscured, her very reason reeling-but she felt
the eyes of all her nuns upon her, and with a superhuman
effort, recollecting herself, she calmly said

"It is past our usual hour for retiring, sisters. Disperse
to your cells. This child-I will myself take charge of her
to-night. Go, sisters-remember me and.-.our little guest
in your prayers to-night. Benedicite. Come, Genevieve,
I will show you your sleeping place."

And taking the hand of the child, she led her from the
room through the door that opened into the hall. At the
extremity of this hall was a staircase leading to a landing,
from which diverged two corridors-one to the right, the
other to the left-but both alike in construction, having on
one side a long row of windows looking out upon the hills,
and on the other side a long row of doors opening into the
cells.

The Abbess conducted her charge up the right hand cor-
ridor, at the farther extremity of which was a comfortable
chamber, with a fire in the fire-place, a carpet on the floor,
a white curtained bedstead in the corner beside a large win-
dow, whose white drapery, divided in the centre, fell grace-
fully around a little altar and crucifix that stood before it.
A picture of the Virgin and Child hung over the mantel-
piece. And two low chairs stood near the fire.

"Sit down in this chair, Genevieve, you must be very
tired, poor child, and I will not keep you up-but here are
some night-clothes, and-while you put them on-answer
me the questions I shall ask you. You told me your Christ-
ian name-what was your family name

"Laglorieuse, madame."
"Laglorieuse 1"
Again the Abbess had nearly lost her self-possession.

"And that place you named ?"

"Belles4Euvres, lady."
"low came you here, then? And who sent you here

to me this night-this night of all nights !"

"Dear lady, I was not sent to you; I was. sent to Mount
Storm, but did not reach it, you know."

* "True-true----how the wind raves! it was madness to
send a child out in such a tempest."

"There was no sign of a tempest when I came from Byrie
to-day."

"Little girl, tell me something about yourself; where
have you lived besides at Belles-~IEuvres ?"

"Belles4lEuvres was the first place that I ever remember.
I was very happy there. The nuns loved me dearly, and
taught me well. I lived there till I was seven years old.
Then Abbe Francois-"

"Abbe Francois ?"

"Yes, madame! he was the cure of the village church,
and the Confessor of the Convent at Belles-~Euvres..~he
was ordered to Ireland, and when he went he took me with
him, and put me to school at the Convent of the Visitation
in Fermanagh."

"And how long did you stay there 7"
"Nearly three years."
"And why did you leave it ?"

"Because, one day last autumn, while the flowers were
still in bloom, Father Francis got a letter. It was so old,
and bad followed him about to so many places, and was so
covered over with post-marks, that he could not tell where
it was from till he opened it. Then he saw that it game
from a gentleman in this country, who was very anxioi~.s to
know if a little girl was dead or alive, and where she was,
as he was growing old and ill, and wanted to see her before
he died. Father Francis said that I was the little girl he
wanted."

I

I
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"If you have not been forbidden to do so, tell the name
of the old gentleman who wanted you."

"Oh, no, I have not been forbidden-why should I be?
His name was Colonel Malmaison, of Mount Storm."

"Colonel-Malmaison? But go on. After the letter
came-what then ?"

"Father Francis answered it directly, saying that I was
the little girl inquired about. And then he got leave from
the bishop, and set out with me for this country. We were
two months on the water! Oh! it was very grand! A
week ago we got to Baltimore. And we traveled day and
night till last night, when we reached Eyrie, and there Fa-
ther Francis was taken so ill that he could go no farther."

"Father Francis! At Fyrie! And ill! Oh! Heaven !"

broke in a low voice from the Abbess. "Go on, my child."
"The inn where we stopped was kept by a widow. Fa-

ther Francis was not able to rise this morning; but he in-
quired how far Mount Storm was, and she told him three
miles. Then he asked if the family there were all well, and
she told him that Colonel Malmaison was lying at the point
of death. Then Father Francis grew very anxious, and
got out of bed, and said that he must go to Mount Storm;
but when he found he could scarcely stand, he had to give
it up. Then he asked if there was a conveyance to be had,
but the landlady told him no. Then he inquired for a mes-
senger, Ibut there was no messenger to be had, except the
landlady's son, who would not be home from school until
evening. When I saw he was so anxious, I said that if
any one would show me the road, I could take Fido with
me, and not be afraid to go. And Father Francis thought
that would be the best way. And he said it was my patron
saint's day, and very fine weather, and no doubt the roads
were good, and that with Fido along with me I could come
to no harm, So he wrote a letter while I got ready, and
he gave it to me to give to Colonel Malmaison. Then he

gave me his blessing, and told me to start. And I called
Fido and set oft'."

"It was a long and rough walk for a little girl."
"It was a grand walk! and I enjoyed it very much, until

the clouds came up, and night came on, and the sky dark-
ened, and the storm arose."

"Poor child !"
"But I got along very well, for Fido walked before me,

and I think he could see in the dark, he stepped so sure.
Still I was very heedless to have missed Mount Storm."

"And very happy to have done so, my child. You could
not possibly have crossed Mad River, and you might have
perished in the attempt. Your guardian angel brought
you aright."

"Indeed, I think it was Fido, and I like him to have~the
credit of it."

"Well, my dear, don't you think that good spirits may
guide faithful animals sometimes? Now say your prayers,
my child, and go to bed; rest well, and to-morrow one of
the sisters shall convey you to Mount Storm."

The child kneeled before the altar to offer up her evening
prayers. And soon after, the Abbess had the comfort of
seeing her in bed, and in a deep, sweet sleep.

Comfort? She stood by the bedside, gazing as one in
a trance upon the beautiful young sleeper, as she lay there with
one dimpled arm doubled up under the flushed cheek, upon'
which the long dark eyelashes lay delicately penciled, while
the bright, chestnut ringlets clustered thickly around the
broad, fair forehead. Long the lady gazed, murmuring,

"The very brow! the very brow! Oh! if ever the Diyine
set His seal upon a human forehead, He has set it on that
angel brow I 'Lagloriense!' Well named! All night shall
I gaze upon that sweet face! May your sleep be deep, lit-
tle one, that when I draw you to my throbbing heart, you
may not feel its beatings! And so he is at Eyrie! at Eyrie!
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so neat', yet so far! within my reach yet forever beyond it!
Said I that I was happy? Oh! fool! Oh! rnisety-mis~
ery beyond computation !"

Almost frenzied was her look, with her corrugated brow,
and wild and gleaming eye, as in a distracted manner she
reft the vail from her brow, the robe from her shoulders,
and threw herself with a gesture of despair upon her knees
.-.not before the crucifix upon the altar, but beside the
couch of the sleeping child; and not to pray, but to sob,
to groan, and to weep. Long and bitterly she wept, such
hopeless tears...-~.falling like a hot rain-as exhaust without
relieving the sufferer. With cold and trembling hands she
pushed back those heavy masses of dark hair from her
burning forehead; and as the ribbon that confined thei~n
slipped off, those rich ttesses fell and t'olled, Wave after
wave, in purplish lustre, down upon a neck and bosOm,
White, polished, and beautifully moulded as the bust of the
Medicean statue.

The sVOr~i of grief raved itself into quietness at length.
Rising, she gathered up her fugitive locks, wound them

around her head, and throwing herself npon the bed, and
supporting her throbbing brow upon her hand, she remained
gazing upon the features of the sleeping child-drinking in
as it Were to het' thirsty heart, an eternal memory of the
face that had come to bless her vision for a night, to leave
it forever in the morning.

CHAPTER IY.

MOUNT STORM.

flow shocking must thy summons be, 0 death!
To him that is at ease in his possession~.
Who counting on long years of pleasure here,
Is ~uUe unfurnished for the world to come !-BZair.

Au~ was quiet in the sick room.
Strong oaken shutters without, thick canvas blinds within,

and heavy crimson moreen curtains warmly lined, and let
dowii from ceiling to floor, kept out all sound of the storm.
A thick, soft Turkey carpet, stole all noises from the feet
of her who glided through the chamber. The ormolu clock
on the mantle-piece had been stopped, lest the noise of its
ticking, sounding preternaturally loud in the stillness of the
room, should fret the ear of the sleeper.

The taper of chased gold that stood upon the ebony
stand bet~veen the two windows, was shaded with a green
globe. Before the glowing fire in the grate, stood a Chi-

( nese s
creen of green silk that tempered the light and heat.Heavy crimson moreen curtains, warmly lined like those

at the windows, hung from tester to rollers, around the tall
four-posted bedstead, upon which lay the form of a dying
man.-4jolonel Malmaison, of Mount Storm and Red Ridge.

The watcher in his room was Ada Malmaison, the widow
of his younger son. A slight noise from within the curtains,
caught the attentive ear of the soft-footed lady.

"Ada ?"

"My dear father !"

"Where are you.-...I do not see you my child."
(4r)

I
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"Here I am, dear father," she said, gliding to the bed-
side and putting back the curtain.

"Ada! there came a letter, and there is a ship in-did I
not hear some one say so-or-how was it, Ada ?"

"You only fancied it, dear sir. Your head has been a
little excited; you are better now."

"AhI you think I am wandering in mind, but I am not
-I am not Oh! Ada, I dreamed-I dreamed. Has there
been no news in yet, Ada ?"

"No, my dear sir, there could not he, you know, since
there has been no vessel in."

"Oh! Ada, I have had such a dream! I saw in my
dream the wildest gorge of the north mountain in night,
tempest, and black darkness, yet I saw a young child toiling
through the thick driving storm, among the dreadful steeps.
I thought I had to help her down the pass. Oh! how often
and how fearfully we slipped, and caught' ourselves, and
pitched headlong, and recovered our position as by a
miracle."

"Such unpleasant dreams are not uncommon with per-
sons of disordered nerves, dear father."

"At last I thought I got her safely to the valley, and I
thought it was poor Eustace's orphan child, and I turned
to clasp her to my heart, and in my joy woke up."

"Your nerves have been very much excited, dear sir,"
said the low-voiced lady, gliding away to the ebony stand
before mentioned, upon which stood the shaded taper, some
phials and a glass, into which she poured a dark liquid from
one of the phials. Returning, she said-

"Take this sedative-"
"I will not take it-it would benumb my faculties, and I

want them all now."
"Do take it, sir; it will compose you, you will sleep

again, and wake with your mind all the brighter."
"I will not take it, girl. It will 'compose' me.-.-.ycs!

into insensibility. I shall 'sleep' again-..-yes! the last
sleep! and 'wake again with my mind all the brighter'.-yes I
in another world! No, Ada, I will not take it. I have~
something to do in this world yet. I will not sleep again
until I have done justice to that poor child."

"Oh! dear sir, be contented. The dear child of whom
you speak, we know to be beyond our poor human aid;
she is provided for among the many mansions of her
heavenly Father's kingdom."

"We do not know that. We have no certain proof of
it. Oh! fool that I was, to take the truth of that account
of her death for granted! But it may not be too late
yet. Ada, ring that bell."

"Dear father, what is it that you want.? Can I not wait
upon you ?"

"You ca~i~t go to Eyrie for a lawyer to-night! for that
S is what I ~ii~! Ring the bell, Ada !"

"Father, the household hus retired~ long ago, every ser-
vant is asleep in bed."

"Go and rouse one of the men, then-tell him to take
the fleetest horse in the stable, and go at once for Mr. Fer-

~ guson, and bring him here to-night. Quick, girl !-..quick!
-my strength fails."

"Father, it is after midnight......an awful storm is raging
out of doors. You cannot hear it in this thickly-closed and
curtained room; but it is the worst storm I ever knew."

"I cannot 'help that. It will not kill a man to ride
throug~~it Go! rouse Dick; tell him to ride to Byrie,
and bfirig back Mr. Ferguson with him., I will double.......I
will quadruple the lawyer's fee. I will pay him his qwn
price! There! he will come on those terms !"

"Father, listen to that deep roar-.---it is Mad River,
swollen by the storm to a raging flood! impassable by man
or beast. We are hemmed in for the night, sir."

3
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"Is it so? Oh, Eustace, Eustace! must your child be
beggared as well as orphaned ?"

"Dear father, try to calm your nerves, and exercise your
own clear reason. Reflect, sir, that when you were in sound
health of mind and body, you accepted the convincing evi*
dence of that child's death, without the slightest hesitation
and only now that you are ill, do you afflict yourself with
doubts of its authenticity. Your doubts, like your dream,
dear sir, are only the bad effects of your disLordered nerves.
If you were well again, you would not be disturbed by them.
Take these drops the doctor left for you, sir. They will
calm your excitement."

"No, no, dear Ada !-you mean well, but I have no faith
in those treacherous narcotics, that give a dying man an
easy death, because it is an unconscious one ~

"You are far from being a dying man, dea ather. You
are only nervous. There-let me lay my hz~ ~pon your
forehead-it may help your head."

"Thank you, Ada! Oh! that hand is very cool and
soothing: bless that hand.-it is as soothing as the narcotic
without being seductive to reason," said the dying man, as
the 'mesmeric touch fell gently on his forehead. Presently,
"Ada," he said, "do you really think she is safe in
Heaven ?"

"I have not the slightest doubt of it, sir !"
"But, oh, my Ada! if she is not !"
"If she is still upon this* earth, sir-your verbal will

shall be obeyed as implicitly as your written one could be
fulfilled !"

"How, Ada-how?" inquired the patient, drowsily.
"Why, thus-though I could not touch the half you h~ivo

left to my child, your grandchild-yet the other half that
your bounty has conferred upon me, should be equally di~
vided with the child of Eustace, if living."

"Would you do that, Ada ?"

"I would."

"Ada! do you promise your dying father to do that for4 the orphan child, if she can be found ?"

sirI do promise."
swear to perform your promise, my Ada ?"

"Yes ! I swear to do it."
"Ah, who is like my Ada? my Ruth? my angel? for she

has given sweet peace to my dying hours," murmured the
old man to himself, like one about to sink to sleep.

Ada Malmaison stole from his side, took the glass con~
v~ taming the opiate, returned, slipped her arm under his

head, placed the glass to his lips, and murmured,
"You woke in a fright just now, your nerves were agi-

t~ted, take this for me, it will soothe you," and before the
j half-mesmerized' man could recollect his objections, he had

mechanically obeyed her, swallowed the narcotic, and fallen
back in a heavy sleep.

She let down the curtains around his bedwent slowly,
with her noiseless tread, and subdued the light of the taper,
and then sat down in her cushioned chair, scarcely breath-
ing, lest~e

might awake the sleeper.
An honi' passed away.
The wind, that for a space had lulled, now suddenly

~' rising with tenfold fury, shook the house.
U The sleeping man started up in a panic.

"Ada! Ada! have you sent off a messenger for the law-
yer? If not-send, Ada! Quick! quick! or it will be too

Swiftly and softly she was at his side, her right arm
around his shoulders, her left hand holding the glass tohis
lips-her voice murmuring in his ear.

"Yes-yes, I have sent. Swallow this, it will give you
strength for the interview."

And ere the instinct of seli~-preservation had takan the
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alarm, the sufferer had quaffed the stupefying drug, and
dropped back in the same deep sleep.

"I wonder how long this is to continue? how often this
scene must be re-enacted to1~ight? If he wakes again, I
will increase the dose," said the watcher, as she put down
the glass, and resumed her seat.

Again and again was that scene re-enacted.
Again and again was the dying sleeper roused up, as by

some trumpet-call of conscience; and again and again, ere
ho became fully sentient, was placed to his lips the stupefy-
ing narcotic, which he swallowed mechanically, only to fall
back into a temporary living death.

It was a fearful night without I How the wind roared,
and howled, and shrieked around the house! shaking the
strong roof, and the firm windows, and the thick walls until
they trembled at its power. How the spirit of the storm
seemed now that of some lost soul, howling in its despair;
and now like the voice of some avenging demon, about to
shake the firm foundation of the building into ruins.

And it was a fearful night within, with the art~ and
panics of the dying man, pursued by remorse, the cold
fixidity of purpose in that fell watcher, with her ready nar-
cotic, to make that remorse forever ineffectual.

So the war went on without and within.
The night waned-the morning dawned.
Without~-the storm having spent its fury, subsided into

calm.
Within-the constitution of the dying man having ex-

hausted all its force of resistance, succumbed to the power
of the drug, and he lay in a dull lethargy.

Even the watcher, sitting back in her downy chair, with
her head sunk forward upon her chest, and her arms hang-
ing down beside her, slept the deep sleep of fatigue.

The sun arose, but no single ray could penetrate that
thickly curtained, "doubly darkened" chamber. The

waLtoher slept on; and she might still have slept on, but that
a g.itle knock at the door was followed by the cautious
opening of the same, and a stealthy step, and a low, respect-
ful voice in her ear, saying,

'k The doctor is down stairs, will I show him up, ma'ain ?"
"No-help me to arrange my dress. First pour some

water into that basin, and empty a half bottle of~ cologne
into it, and lay out more napkins. There, now, hand me a

K brush, and get me that white merino morning gown."
4 With nimble hands the woman helped her mistress to

complete her hasty toilet.
"Now go bring the doctor up, Bridget," said the lady,

as she finished fastening the last cord and tassel.
As the woman left the chamber, Ada went to one of the

windows nearly opposite the foot of the bed, looped back
the heavy curtains, drew up the thick blinds, and opened
the shutters, letting in a flood of morning sunshine.

As she stood there in the full light of day.-.-whav a woman
she looked! how exceedingly beautiful, yet with what a
strange style of beauty !.-~-a beauty at once attractive and
repulsive-a beauty that fascinated the eye, haunted the
imagination, yet I~epelled the heart. She was an albino of
the purest type, tall and slim, yet not thin, for her slender

~ form and graceful limbs were bea.iitifully rounded. ]~er
little head was cast in the Grecian mould. Her features

~. were small, regular, very clearly cut. Like Parian
~' marble for their pu oness, polish, and exquisite finish,

were the features at perfect face. 2LLer hair, of the
palest gold tint, ap ching white, was parted over the
l~w, receding forehead, rolled in soft waves down each side
t1i.~ bluish temples, wound around and gathered in a grace-
f~fal1 of ringlets over a comb at the back of her head.
But in strange contrast to her pure white complexion and
golden~white hair, eyebrows and eyelashes, wer~ her eyes
so small and dark as to 'be always taken for black, but could
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you have met their carefully guarded gaze, you would ha~ve

found them changeable-alternating green and gray-.c~dly
brilliant, treacherous, and repellant. Yet a basilisk's fatal
power to charm they had if once you fell under their spell.

Her hate was baleful, but her love was fatal. A woman,
she was, of a type it has never yet been my task to set,
without genius, without passions, yet not without appe-
tites ;-calm-blooded, cold-hearted, clear-headed ;-crafty,
sensual, selfish, and rapacious ;-whose avarice and ambi-
tion were hungers rather than enthusiasm ;-whose power
lay not in strength of intellect, but in strength of will, un-

scrupulousness of means, directness of aim, and singleness
of object. Her type, the sword-fish, who aims but to

strike, and strikes but once. As "Xyphias to his mark,"
so she to her object.

"Good morning, Mrs. Malmaison," said the physician, in
a low voice, breaking the lady's reverie as he entered the
room.

He was~ a very fine looking man, tall, well-proportioned,
with Roman features, dark, brilliant gray eyes, black hair,
and black whiskers meeting under his chin.

The lady smiled sweetly, but gravely, as she went to meet
him, saying, in almost a whisper,

"Good morning, Doctor Thogmorton."
~he physician approached the bed, and after regarding

the dying man some minutes, in
" How did he pass the night, m 7"
"Yery badly, sir; full of ner %xcitability, starts,

panics, and tremors, verging at tim~ pon delirium."
"AhI you gave him the composing draught regularly ?'!
"Yes-yet at first it produced only a temporary effec
'1'li doctor made such examination of his patient as

nature of the circumstances admitted, and then wrote a
prescription, and handing it to the lady, said,

"Should the Colon~L~wa,~ke, madam, and suffer a return
ft

M~UNT STORM. 55

of i~h~ y of last night, give him this mixture, ac-
cording to written directions. And should any other

change take place, madam, you will please to let me know
immediately. And pray give yourself some repose, dear
lady. Good day."

The physician left the room. The lady touched the bell.
Her maid entered.

"Bridget! admit no soul.-neither man, woman, nor

child to the house to-day! Let none of the servants come
up stairs upon any pretext whatever. Tell them that the
noise will disturb their master; and now go and serve my
breakfast in the next room."

The woman having received these directions, left the
chamber to fulfill them. And in a few minutes the lady
passed into the outer room, where her breakfast was placed
on a stand before her, while Bridget stood in attendance.
She had scarcely tasted her tea, when-Hark! what sound
was that? it came from the room of the patient-~--a heavy,
labored breathing, a struggle, and theii the death rattle.

Ada started from her almost untasted meal, and hastened
into the chamber of death.

Ahi neither nurse nor physician need have feared his

; relapse into the horrors of the preceding night-his suffer-
'~. ings were well-nigh over, he was in his last agony-the pur-

p e shadows of death had settled in the hollows of the
~7 cheeks and temples; the cold dew of death had beaded on
~ the pallid forehead; the film of death had come over the

fixed eyes.
She drew near and gazed upon those mortal throes with

a steady eye and an unchanging cheek-and wiped ~the
clammy moisture from the cold brow and lips, and took~the
poor wrist in her hands, and with her fingers on the pulse,
watched the ebbing tide of life as it beat-slowly-more
slowly, till it ceased forever. Yet a little longer she held

that wasted hand, to be sure, quite sure that all was over~-

I
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that it would never more make or mar a
over I the long struggle was past, the batt ought and
won, and she was victorious! She would venture to sleep
now!

-4----

CHAPTER V.

AN OLD FAMILY SERVANT.

He draweth out the thread of his verbosity ~ner than the staple of hL~ argu.
mer&t.-Shcdc6~peare.

"WELL! Marse Colonel's gone! We inns' afl go when
our time come, chuldun! ebery singly mudder's son and
darter ob us! all hab to pay dat debt of naturo.J~ wonder
who first tracedd it! can't put it off dough! who eber first
run up de bill! when de 'count presented we'se jes got to
settle it right on de nail! no supercedin', no getting' security I
no takin' de benefit ob de act ob 'solvency...-no! mus' settle
right up! no tellin' de collector to call agin, you'll pay nex'
time-no! mus' settle right up I"

This oration was pronounced by Pharaoh, once the late
Colonel Malmaison's own man, but now, for some years
past, superannuated.

As Pharaoh was rather an original, it may be necessary
t~ give you some idea of his personal appearance, as he
stood upon the kitchen hearth, with his back to the fire, and
his~ coat tails under his arms, delivering his opinions upon
matters and things in general, and the family bereavement
in particular.

Pharaoh was so black, so tall, and so thin, that he might
have served as a model for the illustration of a comic
almanac. His appearance would have been dismally spectral,
but for a full, busby suit of hair, as white as cotton woc~l,

'which, with white eyebrows, and white beard, formed the
most glaring and laughable contrast to the jet blackness of

'I his skin. And if in a fit of graciousness, Pharaoh smiled7
displaying a long, double row of ivory teeth, or if in a
solemn mood, he turned up the whites of his eyes, this
effect of contrast was increased tenfold.

As Pharaoh had little else to do in this world but to
take care of himself; he faithfully performed that first of
duties.

He quite eschewed the homespun cloth worn by the other
servants, and as he always succeeded to his master's cast-oft'

g, he preferred to wear them. So he generally ap~
peered in a well brushed, though rusty and threadbare suit
of black, with a white cravat, and but for his color, might
have been taken for a poor clergyman, or a decayed gentle~
man. He loved to refer to himself in his youth as a wild~
young blade, and now to affect the experienced man of the
world. He was also something of a philosopher, and of
course the oracle of wisdom to the kitchen.

His audience now consisted of his sister Dido, the cooks
his two nieces, Servia and Dorcas, and Mrs. Brunton, the
poor widowwho had been called into assist in the grave
duties that they had just completed.

"I do suppose he's done gone and lef' ebery cent o~ do
property to she too !" he continued, looking around upon
his hearers.

"Well, ole man, who would he leave his property to
'cept to his own dear, widdered darter-in-law and her son,
as is his Own dear grandson ?" asked the widow.

"Who? Mrs. Brunton, you's a white lady," said Pharaoh,
bowing low, "and we-dem is pussons ob color-but I hopes
we's all friend's here? I hope dere is no one wid in de
soun' o' my voice as 'ould make mischief in de fam~ly."

"If you mean me, ole man, you know I'd die afQz~e I'4
make mischief anywhere," said the widow. -

S
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"I believes it ob you, Missus Brunton. I meant no dis-
serspect; but only made my 'marks in a gen'al way 'fore
entering' on de 'ticlar 'scussion o' de subject' in han'-which
was, who should our late demented frien' and marker lef' his
property to? 1 sez-which it is my hopes we all se~-to
his own, dear dutiful, first born son; de son of his firstest
marriage, Marse Eustace, ef he is livin', an' ef not, to his
darter, case she ebber should be 'skivered! Cause why?
Why, cause all dis property, an' what's more'n dat, me
myself too, come 'long of Marse Eustace's an' Miss Bus-
tacia's mother, who was a lady born. An' none at all
come wid de secon' wife, who w~as de mother ob his youngest'
son, Marse Philly, to which, his widow and chile-ole
Marse-he has done lef' all de property 1"

"Now, who de debbil done make you so smart? How you
know all dat?" put in his sister Dido, to whom all Pharaoh's
share of flesh seemed unjustly to have fallen, she was so
fat and unwieldy.

"AhI I done bin seem' how things bin goin' on! I see
de trail 'o de sarpint-de trail o' de sarpint-creep, creep,
-crawl, crawl! Well! Marse Colonel done gone; it's
my hopes he went fair, dat's all I"

"Good gracious, ole man, you-you don't mean that-"
"Yes, I do mean jes' dat."
"You-you turn me sick," said the widow, growing

white about the lips; "if I thought so, I couldn't stay in
the house a minit. I should stifle! poison! heavens!
urh-rh-rh! urh-rh-rh !"

"P'ison! hush! no! what a horrid word! dat's a hang-
ing word-dat is! You said it, not me."

"What do you mean, then? ITrh! urh! you make my
blood run cold 'long o' your looks an' grimaces !"

"I means jes dis! Did-yow---nebber-heern-tell-ob.
..-de----EBIL EYE 7"

"Urh! Urh-rh-rh! no! don't roll yourn so! You
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make me feel like I was in the house with the Witch-of-
Indor !"

"Well, den! now listen to me good while I tell you
something. If I was a lady, or a gemman, I shouldn't
like to be any whar in Miss Ada's way, ef she didn't want
me dar-cause I should be dead sure o' having to get out
ob her way! I shouldn't want Miss Ada to want me dead,
cause I should be sartain some day soon arter to go dead I
I takes 'tickalar notice dat everything she wants to happen
-happens. Everything she wants to go on.-goes on.
Everything she wants to stop-stops. Ef she wants any-
body as is an eye sore to her out of her sight-dey travels.
Ef she wants anybody-no matter how far off' dey may be-..
in her sight-dar dey is. She ain't got no more heart nor
a white herring, same time ef she wants anybody to love
her-dey goes ravin' stracted mad arter her! Ef she wants
anybody to die-dey dies. An' hush, honey! ef she wants
anybody to be born-dey are born. Dar. l's summed up
her corrector, an' I could prove it by summing' up of her
history."

"Yes! much you know of her history or anybody else,"
exclaimed Dido, testily, for she felt that Pharaoh was '.' let-
ting his tongue run before his wit," in other words, talking
indiscreetly.

"I mean her history since here she's bin! Firs' place
she's a furriner, which, of course, you couldn't expect much
of sich! same time I'm willing' to make 'lowance for sich,
'vided dey 'ducks derselves properly, comm' inter cornp'ny
like dis," here Pharaoh made a circular bow to his au-
dience.

"Well, it is dreadful," said the widow, "to think how
in so few years all this fine family, so prosperous, an' so
promising, should a'perished one may say out of the land!
And none be left but this foreign 'oman and her child."

"Listen, children !" said Pharaoh, gravely. "Der be

S
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two deffunt sort of ruminations as may come to a house!
An' de one may be liken' to de fire as blazes all in a sud-
den an' 'sumes everything to cinders in an hour, an' leaves
behind it nothing but a heap of black ashes, which hows'w
ever, don't taint the air; or it may be liken' to tempest as
comes wid wind an' rain an' flood, and sweeps everything
to 'struction in a minnit, but leaves nothing baleful behind
-an' dis is debblish bad passions, when rudder rises up
agin rudder in a family, and Cain slayges Abel! an' makes a
gen~al wrack o' things all of a sudden an' forever, an' a-
done wid it! But oh! childun! de oder ruination. It
may be liken' to de mildew as creeps an' creeps-cold an'
(lamp an' slow-cold an' damp an' slow.-up de wall, an'
troo do wall, an' inter de parlor, an' inter do chamber, inter
de closet, till everything everywhere is cold an' damp an'
clammy; spotted, musty, an' pisenous-in de cellar an' do
garret, in de parlor an' do chamber, in do cradle an' do
couch, everywhere I eberywliere! And dat mildew is cold
blooded, 'ce'itful, cruel, household' treachery I" said Pharaoh,
shaking his white head and throwing up his trembling hands
with a wild, weird manner, peculiar to himself; as he stalked
away.

CHAPTER VI.

NELL.

In truth she was a strange andwayward child,
Fond of each gentle and each dreadful scene,
In darkness and In storm and winter wild,
No less than when on Nature's face serene,
The summer sun diffused his morning sheen.-Beattie.

"1Thcu~ PHARAOH! where's Blaise? There's about a
hundred thousand millions of snowbirds down on Mad
River," exclaimed a little girl, breaking open the kitchen

door, shaking a shower of snow from her skirts and shoes,
and panting for breath, as she stood waiting impatiently
for an answer.

Her obstreperous entree drew at once upon her the eyes
of all the little circle around the kitchen stove.

And in truth she presented rather a singular appearance.
Her name-Miss Helen Wildman, at your service, reader, a
relative of Mr. Bazil Wildman, of Red Ridge, and at present
a guest at will of Mount Storm.

She was about ten years of age, in stature scarcely seem-
ing so many, yet in face looking almost any imaginable
number of years old, her little visage was so weird and witch-
like. Her little figure was7 thin almost to emaciation. Her
skin was pale and dark, nearly to gipsy darkness. Her hair
was jet black, lustrous, long and straight as an Indian's, and
hung down her shoulders, and reached below her waist.
Her eyebrows, also jet black, and shining like water-leeches,
arched a pair of eyes in piquant contrast to her whole corn-

A~ plexion. Those eyes were light gray generally, yet of no
permanently fixed color; being in gladness or in excitement
bright, sparkling, l~lazing, now blue, now gray, now green,
as, springing about from object to object, they flashed rays

of light wherever they fell; or, in sadness and thought,
under the deep vail of their drooping lids and long, black
lashes, they shouldered into a dull, uncertain brown or black.

~ She wore a dress of broad-striped linsey, of many colors,
alternately crimson, black, blue and orange. A broad-
brimmed, black felt hat, adorned with a drooping crimson
feather, and tied loosely under her chin with a crimson
ribbon, had fallen back upon her shoulders. And ~red
stockings and black boots completed her dress, which was
altogether rather the worse for wear and tear. She now stood
leaning on a cross-bow, as tall as herself, with her eyes
dancing from one object to another as she waited for her
answer.
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"What de chile say? What dat you say, honey ?"

asked Dido.
"I say, where's Blaise? There's more than a hundred

thousand millions of snowbirds down on Mad River I"
"Oh! go 'long, right straightt out'n dis here kitchen, wid

your 'raculous stories, Miss Nelly! g~ !"
"Well, I don't care, there were a thousand, anyhow, or

else there must have been a hundred," said Nell, nodding
her head, in the most absolute manner, and increasing her
emphasis as she lessened her numbers.

"Dan now you talking' I now you comm' toward the
trufe! Dat's callers de way long o' you! You goes up like
a rocket, an' comes down like a stick! You callers raises a
great cry when der's werry little wool I a great smoke, when
der's no fire! Dat's you !"

"I asked you where Blaise was? Will you tell me where
Blaise is ?"

"How' de mischief I know anything 'bout Blaise, chile?
I ain't seen no Blaise since long afore Christmas."

"He said he was coming over here very early this morn-
ing," said Nell, with an air of vexation.

"Now what de chile want long o' Blaise-want him to
set trap to catch snowbirds for you, I s'pose I"

"Set traps for snowbirds? No I I'd scorn to set
traps I" exclaimed Nell, quickly.

"Jl7 hipp! honey! don't bite my poor ole head off'. I'd
like to know what's the harm o' setting' traps."

"It's so mean, it's so cunning, and deceitful and treach-
erous to set traps! I hate and despise and scorn traps!
You raise a trap like a little roof of a house, and you spread
a feast of crumbs under it, as much as to say-' Come, little
storm-beaten, hungry wayfarer, here is shelter and food for
you; here is a nice little house that I have built, and a table
that I have laid especially for you! I know the air is biting
cold, and the earth is now barren, because the snow covers

all your food; and the forest has no shelter for you because
the icicles hang from the trees for leaves. Then come,
hungry and half-frozen little stranger, come under this snug
roof that I have raised for you, and eat from this board that
I have spread for you.' And the pretty, trusting crea-~
tures, dart into the trap, but before they have picked a
grain-instantly the treacherous roof falls and crushes them
to death! Oh! it is past mean! Why, the wild Arabs of
the Desert know better, for if their bitterest enemy eats at
their board he is sacred from harm! And I'd just as soon
pilfer from the poor-box at the church door as set a trap
for a bird !"

"Dar now! tell you all so! Jes' listen to dat gal! on'y
jes' set her off wid a word, an' whiff! like a spark in a
powder can! she's off! she'll preach you a 'ration in de
time you bat you eye! An' den she's so 'sistent, too! . She
won't set trap for bird! not she! but-what she gwine do
'long o' dat bow-arrow?"

going to shoot with it."
you's gwine to shoot wid it! not de poor, dear,

innercen' birds-dey mus'n be touched, you know," said
Dido, ironically.

"Yes, I am! I know it's wrong, too! but I can't help it!
At any rate it is not so bad as setting a trap for them,
though. I do nothing deceitful, nothing treacherous; I'd
scorn it, I tell you! No! but I go with my bow and M'row
and wait till I see a cloud of snowbirds rise in the air, and
then I take aim, cry 'Look out for yourselves, little fellows,'
and let fly my shaft in the midst of the flock!, If I strike
one I strike him dead at once-he has not suffered-for pne
minute he was on the wing, and the next, without knowing
how lie got there, in the bird's heaven."

"Now, dere's anoder 'ration! an' all about a bird's hea-
ben, too! Pray, Miss Nelly, what would Fader Simeox~

2
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say to dat? Oh! you little hairtick! whar does you 'spect
to go to when you die ?-to de birds' heaven, maybe !"

"I don't know but I should like to go there 1"
"An' take your bows an' arrows, too I"
"Yes," replied Nell, disregarding the uplifted hands and

eyes of her monitress. Then quickly changing the current
of her thoughts, she grew restless, and exclaimed, in an irri-
table mood, "Oh, where is Blaise? he promised to be here
early this morning! Why don't he come along! It's past
nine o'clock now."

"How de vengeance does you 'spect he's gwine to get
ober Mad River arter such a storm as dat las' night ?"

"Oh! easy enough!* Why, the water has gone down
ever so much! The river can be crossed as well as need
be. Just before I ran in here, I saw one of the sisters from
the convent crossing the ford! Ha, ha, ha! Oh! they
looked so queer! the party did, I mean! the sister all
shrouded in black, and a little girl in a red cloak and hood;
and both riding on a white donkey-the little girl was rid-
ing behind the sister, holding on with her arms around her
waist; and they had a great tawny bull-dog following
them !"

"Humph! dere's anoder 'raculous story !"
"Why, Dido !" exclaimed the child, with flashing eyes;

"do you mean to hint that what I say is not true ?"

"N-n-no, chile! I doesn't mean to say dat. I on'y
means dat you stretches ob de trufe 'till it' almost breaks in
two-likewise also dat you 'maginates things as isn't always
true, an' tell 'em as sich! I doesn't blame you, chile!
cause it's your nature, an' you can't help of it," replied
Dido, with an air of toleration.

"I wish! oh! how I do wish somebody else had said
that of me besides ~you! somebody that it would not be
mean to punish for the insult! for if I were to tell of this,
you know what would be the end of it, Dido I"

"Yes !-now go raise a fuss here "

"You are sure I won't, Dido, and that is the reason you

feel free to affront me."
"I would now, if I was you! Oh! do please now go

and raise a fu~s roun' de house de very morning' as your
poor, dear ole step-uncle-in-law lays dead on his bed !"

"Eh !" exclaii~ed the child, suddenly changing color.
"Yes! do pray now! you don't owe him muffin, you

don't! he nebber was good to you in his life! he never guy
~ you nuffin, no more he didn't."

"Dead! oh! dead!"
"Yes, honey, yes! Sure we'se all got to die. ~y good-

ness alive, chile, git out'n dis yer way! Stop! don't drap!
don't fall down! least ways, not till I git to yer, hold on to
the chair! Lor', Lor', who'd a thought it would a' took
sich an effect on her 1" said Dido, as she rolled her round

~ body toward the spot where Nelly, pale and still, leaned
against the wall. She was so dark, that her change of color
only betrayed itself in the pallid lips, stricken apart with
the shock she had received, while her eyes, started and di-

4 lated, were fixed in an agony of questioning upon the face of
i the old negro; and her faltering tongue repeated mechani-
~ cally, incredulously, as ~ne unable or unwilling to receive

the truth,
"Dead! dead!"
"Miss Nelly! Miss Nelly, chile! Don't do so! don't 1"

said Dido, laying her hand upon the little girl's shoulder;
but with one half suppressed scream, Nell~hook off the
messenger of grief as she would have shaken off the grief
itself, and then turned, pulled open the door, and fied~~ as~f.
she would outrun and escape her first trouble, that never-
theless pursued her, kept up with her, clung to her, and like
a cleaving garment, remained with her.

Old Dido could not go after her; the idea was prepos-
4
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terous. She could only lift up both her hands in a sort of
pity and amazement, and ejaculated,

"Dat de way! dat de way she take ebery thing! ebery
thing! ebery thing! ebery thing in excess! If de sun
shines, she thinks all de yeth is a fire wid it! If a cloud come
ober it, she thinks it's a total eclipse ! ~ a rain fall, she
sees Noah's flood I If a. deep snow come, she thinks-she
thinks-" here Dido, never having heard of the avalanches
among the Alps, or of the climate in the Arctic regions?
came to a halt for the want of a hyperbole, until happening,
by association, to think of the snowbirds, she took up the
thread of her argument again with-" an' if dere's a handful
o' snowbirds in de bresh, she sees a million of millions!
'Sides which, ebery body is either a angel or a debil wid
her, an' she hates jes' as hard as she loves! But I means
to try to break her ob her ways, 'case I thinks it's my duty
to de poor mudderless gal! Dan I winner who de wen-
geance dat is !" exclaimed Dido, breaking off in the midst
of her soliloquy, as she heard the hall door-bell ring.
"Well, dar! I'm eomin'.-you need'n' pul de bell down!
dough I mos' wish you would, 'cause nobody 'bout here
could put it up agin, an' den I should nebber have its
racket to sturve me in my meditations! Dar! well, I'm
comm' !" she repeated, as she rolled her little round body,
as rapidly as possible toward the hall, to answer the reiter-
ated appeals of the bell.

Th~ door had not been opened that morning; all the
outgoers from the house had used the back-door; and now
it was so clogged on the outside with drifted snow, and
frozen up with ice, that Dido had a great deal of difficulty
in ~iuiling it open. At last it gave way, and Dido, with a
frightened exclamation of "Lor' 'save my soul !" tumbled
back and rolled down, as a huge bull-dog rushed in and
passed over her.

But the dog was followed by a nun in her black habit
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who immediately laid her hand on the dog's neck, while
Dido tumbled upon her feet, and the Sister, advancing,
said,

"Good-morning, aunty. How is Colonel Malmaison this
morning ?"

"Good-mornin' to yourselff, Sister Angela! How does
you do, ma'am? Lor', Lor', what a brute I made no more
o' walking' right ober me an' ef I'd been his ekals! Dear,
dear, chile! how did you ebber git cross de river ?-Lor'~a-
massy! upon top 0~ me, ef dat brute ain't tuk all my breaf
wid de scare he's put on me! Whose little gal iS dat?
But, dear me, Sister-I ax yer pardon, ma'arn-.-.here I is
talking' an' keeping' of yer in de cole hail. Come in out'n
de cole, sister! Come out'n de cole, chile !-.-.Here, come
inter dis parlor. I s'pose dey's made a fire here dis morn-
in' I leastways I hopes dey has, dough we's bin so much
upsot wid what has happen', an' I myse'f has so much on
my mind dat I'm not able to "tend to nothing , an' de gals,
an' dat good-for-nothin' white nigger, Briddy, has ebery
thing her own way in de house, which likewise, her worfiess,
drunken rudderr. Jimmy, has his on de plautashun! It
wer' my hopes der'd be a change! Yes! here is a fire for a
won'er I" said Dido, as having waddled to a door on the left-
hand side of the hall she opened it, and admitted the
visitors into a snug, comfortable parlor, green carpeted and
green curtained, and warmed by a glowing coal fire in a
grate. "Sit down an' get warm, Sister, honey! sit down
here by sister, little gal! dere's room for both ob you I" said
Dido, wheeling up a great green sofa toward the fire.
"Get out, yer brute !-.does dey 'vito great dogs to take a
seat in do parlor where you come from ?"

This latter courtesy was 'addressed to the dog, and ac-
companied by a menace with the poker. But Fido, who
had laid himself quietly down at the feet of his mistress,

p
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now slightly raised his head, and replied with a low growl,
which rather decided Dido not to prosecute the war any
farther.

"He is a good-hearted dog, aunty, but he doesn't know
how to return good for evil, any more than human beings
do, and so, if you speak cross, and threaten him, he will be
sure to growl back; and if you were to strike him, he might
bite you. It is dogs' nature, you know, and human nature,
too. I will put him out if you want him to go," said the
little girl.

"No, let him stay if he'll 'have himself proper, honey,"
said Dido, replacing the poker in its ring.

"And now, aunty, will you reply to my question," asked
Sister Angela, "and tell me how the Colonel is this morn~
ing, and whether we can see him ?"

"De Colonel! Ab, chile! we's all poor mortal sinners!
Marse Colonel 'parted dis life dis morning' 'bout little arter
snurise ~

"What do you tell me! That Colonel Malmaison-."
"Is brave his las'-which dere ought to bin crape on de

door to warn visitors o' what had happen', on'y de un'er-
taker is not nv, and dere's no crape in der house."

"I am very sorry to hear it !"

"Oh, it don't much matter 'bout it, chile, 'cause werry
few people can get ober here dis morning , an' de crape will
be on all right an' proper afore noon."

"I spoke of the Colonel. I am truly grieved to hear of
his death. How is his daughter? How is Mrs. Malmaison,
poor lady 7"

"Oh, chile! done shet herself up in her room, an' won't
let any body come near her, 'cept 'tis dat white nigger,
]3riddy Dirty I"

"Poor lady! I will remember ber in my prayers; and
you, Genevieve, must say the rosary of the Five Doleful
Mysteries for her. Where is Bridget Dougherty? can you

find her, aunty, and call her to me? I must send her with
a message to her mistress. It seems very hard to interrupt
the lady in her retirement, upon such an occasion, but as
this child concerns her more than any one else, I am sure
she would not like the interview to be delayed."

"Yes, chile, I know where to come at she," said Dido,
trundling herself out of the room.

But she need not have moved; for, not far from the door,
sh~ came full tilt upon Bridget, who was making the best
of her way to the parlor.

4

CHAPTER VII.

SISTER ANGELA.

Oh! her smile, it; seems half holy,
As if drawn from thoughts more far
Than our common jestings are~
And if any painter drew her,
lie would draw her, unaware,
With a halo round her hair.-B. B. Browning.

REVERENTIALLY, Bridget Dougherty saluted the Sister7
and stood waiting her commands.

Sister Angela explained her wishes, and Bridget left the
room to fulfill them.

And while the woman is gone, let me describe the fair
girl, whose enthusiasm had led her to adopt the laborious
and self-denying life of a Sister of Charity. -

She was of medium height, slight and fragile in form,
of very fair, transparent complexion, with large hollow,
dreamy blue eyes, and a pale, high forehead, elevated with
benevolence and veneration. The close black cap and
scuttle bonnet concealed every vestige of her flaxen hair,
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while the ample black shawl shrouded the outlines of the
delicate figure.

A. stepmother with daughters of her own, and them a
second brood of children, had made her presence unnecessary
and almost unwelcome in her father's house, while the
fervor of her veneration and benevolence had impelled her to
the ministering life of a self-dedicated servant of the poor, the
sick, the sinful, and the imprisoned. And who shall blame
her zeal, though that zeal wasted her own life, while it
served and blessed so many other lives?

When Bridget had closed the door behind her, Sister
Angela turned to Genevieve, who, since hearing the anounce-
ment of Colonel Malmaison's death, had remained up to this
time in pensive silence, and took her hand, and while press-
ing it affectionately, said,

"I am very sorry for you, my dear child, but I hope and
believe that Mrs. Malmaison will prove a kind friend to
you."

"I do not mind about myself at all. I am thinking about
the old gentleman. It must be so sad to wait and long for
any one's coming, and then, without seeing them, die. And
Father Francis! It will be such a grievous disappointment
to him."

"The aged man rests in peace, we trust; Father Francis,
as a faithful servant of heaven, will bend to the hand that
never wounds but to heal."

As the gentle nun ceased speaking, the door opened, and
Bridget appeared and invited them to walk up into her
mistress's room, where the latter was waiting to receive
their visit.

Sister Angela and Genevieve arose, and Fido got up and
shook himself', preparatory to accompanying them.

But the child laid her hand upon his head, and bade him
remain where he was and wait for their return. And he
laid himself down again accordingly.

They left the room, passed down the broad hall, and up
the wide staircase that led to an upper hall, from which
three doors on either hand led into different suites of rooms.
This hall was furnished as a library, the walls being lined
with book-cases and pictures, after the following manner:
Over the doors were hung family portraits, while the spaces
between the doors were fitted up with well filled book-
shelves. A green carpet on the floor, a round reading-
table covered with a green cloth, a settee, and several easy-
chairs covered with green damask, and lastly, a tall cylinder
stove, completed the appointments of the hall library, which
terminated at its front or eastern extremity, in a green
curtained bay window, situated immediately over the main
front entrance of the house.

Bridget conducted the visitors up the whole length of
this hall, and opening the last door on the left hand, ad.
fitted them into a room immediately over the parlor into
which they had first been introduced.

The waiting woman closed the door and retired, And
Sister Angela and Genevieve found themselves in a chamber
fitted up with a refinement of comfort that would, at any
other time, have arrested their attention. The bed-curtains,
window curtains, and chair and sofa covers, were all of blue
satin damask, and white lace, and the Brussels carpet was of a
white ground, with a running vine of blue water lilies. A
screen of blue and white silk, with a transparency representing
Juno throne amid the ch~uds, stood before the glowing grate.

On a luxurious couch, amid silk covered cushions of
down, reclined the lady. Without rising, she motioned
Sister Angela and the child to approach and be seated.

Sister Angela wheeled up a low sofa, and she and the
child sat down.

The nun, in a gentle voice, began to express her sym-
pathy and condolence with the lady in her bereavement.

But Mrs. Malmaison, whose eyes were riveted upon the
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face of the little girl, suddenly interrupted her by inquiring,
abruptly,

"Who is this little girl, Sister ?"

"I beg tour forgiveness, dear lady, I should have pre-
sented her in another moment..-her name is Genevieve
Laglorieuse, madame."

The name was heard with scarcely a perceptible start
and change of color, and a tremor quickly controlled by
the lady, as she extended her hand to welcome the child.

"She comes from the village of Eyrie, and brings a letter
of introduction," continued Sister Angela.

The lady took the letter, and her fingers trembled as she
examined the superscription and the seal. Presently she
said,

"You are both aware that all sealed packets that come
addressed to the late Colonel Malmaison must remain with
their seals unbroken until after the reading of his will, when
the legal executor appointed by that will, shall have the
sole privilege of opening them."

"No-we did not know that," said the simple nun.
"It is so, however," replied the lady.
And then-ostensibly as a matter of legal etiquette and

propriety-but really as a piece of policy to gain time to re-
cover complete composure, and to be unobserved while read-
ing it, Mrs. Ma maison placed the letter, with its seal still
unbroken, on the satin-wood stand beside her, and intimated
that their interview was at an end, saying,

"You, will easily excuse me, dear sister Angela, when I
tell you that many nights of unremitted watching have
quite exhausted my strength, and make repose a vital ne-
cessity."

"But this little girl, madame; from all that I can under-
stand, her arrival here was expected, or at least very much
desired by Colonel Malmaison, and I brought her under the
impression that she would remain here for the present at

least," said the Sister, looking in surprise and perplexity
from the lady to the child.

"And I must beg you, dear Sister Angela, to take charge
of her for the present. At such a sorrowful time as this, a
little girl, a stranger, could scarcely find our troubled home
endurable, or any member of the household sufficiently dis-
embarrassed to attend. properly to her comfort. Pray,
believe that in recommending her return with you to .the
asylum, I consult her best welfare," said the lady in a tone
so gentle, and with a look so tender and winning, that
Sister Angela lost sight of the real unkindness, inhospitality,
and discourtesy of the act, and at once accepted her ex-
plauatiou as perfectly reasonable and satisfactory.

She arose, and with Genevieve, made her adieus and
left.

A few minutes passed, during which the lady, with her
fair head raised upon her elbow, listened to the sound of
their retreating footsteps, until they passed out of hearing.
Still she listened until she heard the outside door open and
shut. Then she arose and went to the front window and
watched until she saw the white mule led up to the steps of
the porch, and t nun get into the saddle, and the child
climb to the pillion~behind her, and the animal set off in a
sober jog-trot down the avenue that let to the bridal-path
down the hill.

Then she left the window, returned to her seat on the
sofa, took up the letter and broke the seal.

As she read, her cheeks' faint color ebbed and flowed,
her bosom heaved, her limbs trembled. More than once
she reQled as she sat, and threw her hand up to her forehead
as if to compel self-possession. Her senses were on the
alert for external sounds, too. Hearing footsteps in the

;~ hall below, and dreading lest any one should ascend the
stairs and enter her chamber, and discover her in her present
state of agitation, she arose and went to the door and
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secured it. And then, instead of returning to her sofa, she
walked up and down the floor, muttering with pale lips,

"It is as I almost knew at once. This child is the
daughter of Eustace iNlialmaison, and the heiress of all this
property. And of all persons on earth, Francois La-
glorieuse has brought her home! Can he know of Eustacia's
whereabouts? At all events a meeting must be prevented
between them."

CHAPTER VIII.

THE ABBESS.

Canst thou forget that sad, that solemn day
When victim at yon altar's foot I lay;
Canst thou forget what tears that moment fell,
When warm with youth, I bade the world farewell,
As with cold lips I kissed the sacred vail,
The shrines all trembled and the lamps grew pale ?-Fope.

Soi~ days had passed. The weather, continued severely
cold, and the mountain roads were impassable.

The funeral of Colonel Malmaison had taken place.
Upon account of the impracticable state of the roads, the
solemnity had been but thinly attended.

After the funeral the will had been read in the presence
of all the household, and all the guests whp returned from
the burial ground and remained, from months of friendship,
self-interest, or mere idle curiosity, to hear how the vast
Malinaison estate had been devised.

The will was made in sole favor of Ada Malmaison, and
her son Austin. The landed estate and personal property
was left divided nearly equally between the mother and
son during the life of the former; at her death the whole
was to descend to the latter. Ada Malmaison and Ernest

Thogmortofl were appointed guardians to the child, and
executors of the will.

After the reading was completed, the household and the
guests separated to talk over the provisions of the will.
No mention had been made of the prodigal son, or of the
lost daughter of that house. Many who had stayed to that
reading, had done so in the hope of again hearing the
names of the youth and maiden, whose disappearance ten
years before, had ever since been the standing romance and
mystery of the valley, and to whose fate they had hoped by
means of the will to obtain a clue. But the name of
Eustace and Eustacia were not mentioned in the will, nor
was their existence alluded to by any member of the family.
And in all that.concerned their fate the guests went away
no wiser than they came. But all departed, wondering
afresh over the unknown history of the missing son and
daughter, and praising again the beauty, and goodness, and
the loveliness of the young and widowed mistress of Mount
Storm, fair Ada Malmaison.

The day after the funeral, the Abbess paced up and down
her parlor. She was alone, and waiting the return of Bro-
ther Peter, the porter, whom she had sent on an errand.
Not the first or the second time had she thus sent him, and
thus awaited him.

The Abbess has changed in the few days since we first
beheld her. Her face, from pale and thin, has become pal-
lid and sharpened. Her manner, from thoughtful, has be-
come gloomy, with alternations of nervousness.

~he was alone-she could not bear the look of any of her
nuns. She had not slept since that stormy night, and her
illness may be by the most simple.minded among them re-
ferred back to the events of that evening. She felt that,
and chose to avoid observation as much as was consistent
with prudence. She paused suddenly in the midst of her
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hurried and impatient walk, when she heard the outer door
open.

Another moment, and the old porter entered the room.
"Well, Brother Peter? Well ?" she exclaimed, hurry-

ing to meet him-but suddenly recollecting and checking
herself; she said, more calmly-" Did you succeed in deliver-
ing the note, Brother Peter ?"

"No, reverend Mother," answered the porter, who was
old and gray, and withered enough to be the grandfather
of her whom he so addressed-" no, reverend Mother-the
good Priest still lies insensible to all around him, nor can
they tell whether he will ever speak again !"

A tighter clench of the clasped hands, a firmer pressure
of the lips together-no other token of emotion escaped
the Abbess.

"And the note, Brother Peter ?"

"Here it is, reverend Mother," answered the porter, put-
ting in her hands a small envelope-" the woman at the
house wanted me to leave it with her, but I told her it was
of no consequence to be left."

"Thank you, Brother Peter-you may go now. Go to
the refectory and get something comfortable. I may send
for you again this afternoon. We must not neglect a dying
Brother, you know. Remember him in your prayers, good
Brother Peter. Farewell. Benedicite, benedicite."

Brother Peter retired.
The Abbess dropped upon her knees, and bowed her face,

with its streaming tears, upon her hands.
"A lady to see the Mother Superior," announced the

Sister fortress, ushering a visitor into the parlor-a slender,
graceful, gliding woman, dressed in deep mourning.

The Abbess arose hurriedly, turned to escape from the
room, and stood-face to face with Ada Malmaison.

A half-suppressed cry escaped her lips, as she sank down
into the nearest seat.

The visitor was perfectly calm-she took a chair, drew it
up opposite to that of the Abbess, and said,

"It is a long time since we two have met, Lady Abbess 1"
"It is! why are you here now ?" asked the nun, in a

deep, husky tone.
"The event that has just transpired, Mother Agatha,

* might well explain my visit to you. Well I know how you
must have suffered while that soul was passing-"

"Yes! yes! masses have been offered, and are still of-
fered, for the repose of his soul. Prayers and fasts and
vigils of those more worthy than I, shall still plead for him!
But never would that event you just referred to have brought
you here! What was it, then ?"

"Your prescience informs you that the death of. Colonel
Malmaison did not occasion my visit to you-does it not
also teach you what did bring me here ?"

The Abbess was silent.
The eyes of Ada fell upon the note, that lay unheeded on

the table. She took it up.
"This, then, is what brought me hither. I knew, be-

fore seeing this note-for I, too, have some gift in presci-
ence-that you were tempted to break our compact-and
tamper with, at least, if not profane all your obligations,
religious and secular !"

"This to me
"Ay! for what does this mean ?" she said, reading the

superscription-" ' To Father Francois Lagloriense. The
Keys, Eyrie!'"
read Open it, and see! Yes! since you have touched it,

it, and see !"

"Are you really in earnest, or is this merely bravado,
Lady Abbess ?"

"Read! read !"

"Very well, then, I will," said Mrs. Malmaison, opening
the small billet, and reading-
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Convent of St. Genevieve, January 6th, 18-.-~.
"'FATHER FRANCOIs

"'The little girl, Genevieve, whom you dispatched
from Eyrie to Mount Storm, has, for several reasons, too
lengthy to here explain, found a temporary home at our
house, where we should be glad to see you, when y~u Shall
be able to travel.

"'Your Sister in Religion,
"'AGATilA,

"'Mother Superior."'

She folded the note, and restored it to its envelope~.-all
in silence. At last she raised her eyes furtively, to meet
the burning gaze of the Abbess fixed upon her face. Drop-
ping her lids, to avOid that searching look, she asked,

"And is this all 7"
"All!"
"And you have given him no clue 7"
"None !"

Ada again raised the note to her eyes, and examined the
superscription.

"Ay, look I" said the Abbess, "does that tremulous, un-
certain tracing resemble the fair, characterless, Italian hand
writing you knew of old ?"

"No, for it is not the same-not written even by the
same person. This is the writing of some aged hand."

"You are right-it was written at my dictatiQn by Mo.
ther Monica."

"And why was it written 7"
"Does not your 'gift of prescience' inform you of that,

too ?"

"No! for you write to him, ~withholding the name by
which you were known in the world; you send for him to
come hither, yet know well that you cannot meet him with-
out sin, nor eyen make known your existence to him, with.

out a violation of youi' oath. No, Lady! no gift of pre-
science of mine, can explain a course SQ ~ said
Ada, in her sweet, pure, silvery tones-her eyes still cast
down, for the eyes of the nun were still burning upon her.

"And is there-oh I woman I-in your own breast, no
human tenderness, that can by sympathy plead for me?
Scarce ten years ago-you by death-I by a doom worse
than death-lost all that was most dear to us. And ~ow
-oh! you know it has been said that-' A living sorrow is
infinitely harder to bear than a dead one!"'

"A foolish saying."
"Yes, if taken literally-but we understand it, madame!

when the grave has covered our beloved, the worst that we
can suffer through them is over-as in the case of you and
him you lost. But when they still live and suffer-oh I
Ada! you asked me why I seiit for him to come here-it
was that I might-unseen, look upon him from behind the
darkened cloister-unheard, unsuspected-hear the~ tones
of his voice once more. Then he would have gone away
unconscious of my having been so near him, unconscious
of my very existence-and I, oh! Ada! I should have had
some drops of the elixir of life to have lived upon! for each
shade of expression on that face, each inflection of tone in
that voice, each attitude and movement would have wrought
itself into my brain and heart, and become a part of my
life, and reproduced itself continually through all the days
and weeks and months and years, I may still have to bear
my life !" said the Abbess, twisting and wringing together
her pale fingers.

"What infatuation! Why do you rave in this way to

"Why? I cannot t~]I* perhaps it is because you have
nothing new to learn of me as others might have; because
you know my ghastly story as others do not-cannot; and
because to you I must speak, or this beating heart must

VIVIA.
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break! You ask me for what purpose I had sent for him
to come hither. I have told you. You see it was not to
break my promise to you."

"But you would have broken your oath. Your oath was
-never to see Francois Laglorieuse again, and never to make
your existence known to him I"

Never to make my existence known to him! I never
contemplated doing so for a moment-but never to see him
in the way I named-oh! Ada! surely that was not the
terms of the promise-or if it was the literal, it was not the
implied meaning! how could it have been? how could I
have sworn never to see him, when I might not have been
able to avoid seeing him, when I might have seen him ac-
cidentally ?"

"If your mind were not weakened and obscured, you
would never deceive yourself, or hope to deceive me, by
such poor sophistry. We all know that an oath is binding
in its literal meaning. And you are bound by yours never
to look upon Francois Lagloriense again."

"Ada! A4a! you can release me from that part of the
promise, and you will! Let me see him once more~let me*
hear him once more-but once more-"

"What madness I"
"But once more, Ada I"
"It is insanity to think of such a thing I"
"Oh! Ada! what harm could the granting of this grace

do ?"

"What good could possibly come of it 7"
"Oh I Ada! my heart is starving I"
"A woman's infatuation about a man she has once loved

is proverbial, I know. Yet by experience I know not of
it, and by nothing in my own nature can I imagine it, or
understand yours. Methinks if I had proved a man a
doubly-dyed traitor, I should be able to disengage my soul's
life from his, I should shake him off into the fire of evil

whence he sprang-even as St. Paul shook off the ser-
pent."

"Yet I could not, and cannot. I know the evidence was
strong, was convincing-and to me it was overwhelming-.
fatal I Yet! communing with my heart of hearts, I cannot
realize or believe it. I have almost distrusted the evidence
of my own eyes and ears, as well as of those more impartial,
cool and collected, and therefore more trustworthy than
myself. And yet all night I fold that little child to my
bosom with a comfort-oh! a comfort that I should die in
losing. Tier sweet brow and eyes plead his cause to me
every hour! No evil could spring from a spirit throne
upon such a brow, looking from such eyes as hers, and her
eyes and brow are his. Oh! Ada !" said the Abbess, in her
deep and thrilling tones, "I must see him once again I"

"It cannot be! do you not know that you are not now
a responsible, moral agent? Could you dare, with so little
self-control as you seem to have now, to trust yourself near
him? For, if you could, I could not trust you-no! no
more than I could trust a maniac, for you would speak to
him, if you were sure of losing your soul by it! I know
you, Abbess! better than you know yourself I I know of
old that impulsive, almost reckless nature of yours! Thank
heaven that a 'hedge of thorns' closes you into a straight
and narrow path of safety, and do not tear your flesh and
shed your blood in trying to scale or break through the in-
accessible. barrier. Do not send for him again. Do not
attempt to see him, or be seen by him. Do not directly,
orin directly, any thing that shall in any way lead him to
know, or even to suspect, your existence, or that of-my

> son! for from all this does your sacred oath debar you,
~j which, if it be broken-hear me! so help me, heaven! I

give up to the world my share of this secret, and retire from
this country, leaving you all to that ruin which you will
have pulled down upon your own heads

5
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I'

"Ada I for the love of Heaven 1"
"You think me cruel, and I think you-mad! We are

both wrong, perhaps! Come let us reason together-let
us understand each other better. In your present state of
agitation, you must not think of having him here. And for
the present-"

"Oh, Ada, for the present I know as well as you do, it
is impossible. For he lies very ill, Ada, and they say it is
uncertain whether he will ever rise from that bed."

"Better, far better, for all concerned, if he never did-
that is-if such were the will of Heaven."

"He will rise! he will not die mow! Heaven will not be
deaf to the prayers and tears of one who has suffered and
expiated so much as I have. He will recover!"

"And if he does ?"

"He will journey hither to see this child-she will be
sent to him in the common parlor. I shall see him and
hear ~him from behind the grating; myself unseen, my pre-
sence unsuspected, as I said I"

"And then 7"
"He will depart, unconscious of the fact that I had been so

near him-unconscious of the fact of my being in existence."
"And then 7"
"But I shall have seen and heard him, and shall have

the memory of that interview to live on, through all the
weary, dreary years of my future life."

"What else ?-will any other blessings have accrued
from the visit ?"

"Yes! he will have left me his child !"
"'His-child !'" repeated Ada, slowly, looking furtively

yet deeply into the face of the nun.
"Yes! his child, Genevieve! Good Heaven! did you

imagine I did not know her again 7"
"'Not-know-her-again ?"' slowly echoed the lady,

looking with almost irrepressible amazement, yet with a

searching, stealthy glance at the downcast face of the
Abbess.

"Ay! did you think that I should not know her again,
though I have not seen her since that day, when an infant,
she was borne out from L'Hospital des Bel1es-~jEuvres, in
the arms of that man."

While the Abbess spoke, a change had again passed over
the face of the lady, and she answered, calmly-

"I am surprised that you should have recognized her. It
must have been a very painful recognition."

"Oh! it was! it was! and yet when I gathered her to
my bosom that night-oh! the inexpressible comfort that
infused itself into my heart. It seemed so good to have
her there! What a strange fatality was, that which brought
her to my door-she was sent to Mount Storm !..-.the tem-
pest drove her in here. What a recognition! She had a
letter directed to Colonel Malmaison. She was sent really
to you, I suppose, Ada."

Yes-she was sent to me. The letter, as you may
judge, was a mere passport to my presence, carefully worded,
of course, lest it should fall into other hands. I destroyed
it. And now let us leave the subject of the child, and re-
turn to that which led to it."
Col Not yet. That child told me that she was expected by

onel Malmaison. That a letter had been received by
Fra

ncois Laglorieuse, inquiring for her, and desiring her
presence-which was the cause of her being brought over.
That part of her statement filled me with perplexity. Can;
you explain it 7"

Certainly-Colonel Malmaison has always been kind
and indulgent to me. I naturally felt an interest in that
little girl, of whom I had never lost trace, I assure you.

A At last I told him of an orphan niece I had in France-.
and he wrote the letter of which the child spoke," said the
lady, quietly.
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"You are kind! you are not stern !" said the Abbess,

putting out her hand, and taking and pressing that of her
visitor. "You are tender-hearted, and you will do yet more
than you have done !-you will release me from that clause
of my oath that debars me from seeing Francois again !"

"Never I" exclaimed Ada; and there was a new earnest-
ness in her tone, that impressed the nun with the force of
unrelenting fate.-" Never! for it would be a sin! Know
that it is impossible, and think no more of it. You cannot
leave this convent. He must not be permitted to approach
its sacred walls. He must see and take leave of this child;
but I myself will convey her to Eyrie for that purpose. She
has been, as you surmised-consigned to my guardianship.
Sacrifice your sinful and insane desire to see this double-
dyed traitor again-and this child, since her presence is a
comfort to you-shall remain here as long as you will. At-
tempt to evade your oath, and be seen by this man, and you
bring destruction upon all !-for then, as Heaven hears me,
I will speak what I know !"

A. half-suppressed cry-and the hands she had been writh-
ing and twisting together, wrenched apart-and the nun
flung herself forward at the feet, and clasped the knees of
the lady, and with all the burning eloquence of passionate
sorrow, poured forth her prayer for mercy-for pity.

"Rise! rise! Agatha! you are frantic! some one may
come 1" exclaimed the lady, as nearly alarmed as one of her
cold blood, clear head, and steady nerves could be! She
might as well have talked to a fire or a flood. At last, slip-
ping away from the clasping arms of the prostrate woman,
she went and locked the door, and then returned, and ad-
dressed herself to soothing the mourner, even while she
steadily refused her prayer.

At length the agony of grief was over-the tempest of
sobs and tears had exhausted-without, alas! much reliev-
ing their subject. And then the lady arose to leave'the

sufferer, saying, as she bade adieu: "You will not send an-
other note or message to the village of Eyrie. I will see
him upon the subject of Vivia."

CHAPTER IX.

THE PRIEST.

Ah! weary priest, with pale hand8 pressed
On thy throbbing brow of pain,

Baffled in thy life-long quest,
Over-worn with toiling vain,

How ill thy troubled musings fit
The holy quiet of a breast
With the Dove of Peace at rest

Sweetly brooding over it.-Wldttier.

No matter how great has been the burden of regret,
grief, or anxiety that has oppressed us.-and we have had
our share of each-we have seldom fallen upon days so
evil, when the lovely, the glorious, and even the awful
phases of nature, have not ministered to our spirit's need,
have not soothed, sustained and consoled us-when the ge-
nial, vivifying sunshine, and the blooming flowers, and the
fruitful trees and vines have not breathed to us of Divine
love; when the lofty mountain and the shadowy forest have

spoken protection, and when even the
not to us of Divine
terrific storm has not thundered the presence of Divine
power. Therefore have we always worshiped nature only
less than nature's ~I1od.

No matter how humble the house, how small the chamber,
and how low tli~ roof that sheltered us, if its windows did
but look out upon the never-wearying, ever beautiful face
of our common i~her, that only face whose infinite variety
"age cannot wither, nor custom stale."

84 y I v I A.
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No tenement could be much humbler or more common-
place in its appearance and character, than the little village
inn at Eyrie. And no tenement could be placed in the
midst of more sublime and beautiful scenery. It was built
when the road was first opened, and the stage-road laid off
across the mountains, as a place to refresh the passengers,
and rest or change the horses. The range of mountains
through which this route passed, was, from their being
bristled all over from base to summit with quill-like pine
and cedar trees, called the Porcupines. Through the most
"feasible" gorge of the Porcupines the turnpike was laid
out, and in the most accessible spot the inn was erected. It
was a very plain, double-fronted, two-storied house, built
of rough hewn rock, and fronting southeast, while behind it
arose a gigantic ridge of rocks, quilled over with sharp look-
ing evergreens and mountain thorns, and thence called the
Porcupine's Rock. This towering pile of rocks and pines
and cedars, effectually protected the building from the fierce
northwest winds of winter, and from the burning afternoon
sun of summer. While between the back of the building
and the foot of the mountain, there was ground enough for
a spacious yard, and all the out-buildings necessary for a
country inn.

Before the house grew two great, old gnarled and twisted
elm-trees, that in the forenoon shaded the upper and lower
piazzas that ran along the front of the house. At the south-
west corner of the house, from a post and an extension
beam, looking dismally like a gallows, hung the tavern sign,
end a pair of crossed keys.

Around every country tavern, if it only stands long
enough, will gather in course of time a hamlet. Such a
hamlet collected around the Keys. First, on the same side
of the street, just below the sign, was opened a country
store that supplied the neighboring district with every ne-
cessary in the grocery, dry goods, hardware, druggist, shoe

maker, fancy and confectionery line. Then, on the same
side, just above the hotel, where a mountain torrent, now
bridged over, dashed across the road, came a miller. Then,
as a steep hill at either extremity rather shortened the
street, the new-comers, instead of extending their buildings
on the same side with the hotel, began to erect tenements
on the opposite side, which was soon taken up by a black-
smith's shop, built just across the street from the country
store-a lawyer's office and dwelling house all in one, oppo-
site the hotel, a doctor's home and office opposite the mill
-and, lastly, a shoemaker's shop, and a carpenter's shop
opposite the mill-stream. Behind, as a sort of suburb, were
the small cabins of wood-cutters, farm-laborers, and other
very poor country people, of that forlorn, destitute, and de-
graded elass, called by the negroes, poor "White Her-
rings."

Thus, you perceive that the village of Eyrie, though in
that wild and sparsely settled neighborhood enjoying quite
a local celebrity, was, in fact, only a small mountain hamlet
built along one street, and consisting of less than a half-
dozen shops, offices, and dwelling houses, collected around
its first nucleus, the-hotel; and outside of them a few
scattered huts seeming to play at hide-and-seek among the
rocks and ravines of the mountain-pass.

To return to the inn. In the second-floor chamber, at
the southeast corner of the house, lay a sick man-that
Father Francis of whom Genevieve spoke. He had now
been there long and weary days. Clean, but otherwise most
comfortless were the bure walls, the uncarpeted floor, the
wireless hearth, and the uncurtained windows of this room.
Being a corner room, it rejoiced in the light of four win-
dows, two in front, and two at the end-one being on each
side of the fireplace. These windows let in the weak, red
rays of the winter's sun, and half a sphere of snow-covered
mountain and valley scenery. The scanty furniture of this
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room consisted of a tall, spectral looking, four-post bedstead,
an oaken chest of drawers, a wash-stand, and two leather-
covered chairs-all of which were so old-fashioned, that
they might really have come over in one of Raleigh's ships.
The bed was, however, as usual in those country houses,
the most comfortable article in the chamber, abundantly
filled, well supplied with soft, full pillows, domestic linen,
thick homespun blankets, homemade yarn counterpanes,
and elaborately pieced quilts. The bedstead was placed
with its head against the partition wall next the passage,
and its foot toward the fireplace and the end windows.
And though the wind whistled around from the north, and
shook and rattled the window sashes, and flurried back
again only to gather force to whistle around from the west,
and play the same trick-and though Father Francis's
breath congealed in a crystalline wreath of frost 'within
three inches of his nose upon the bed quilt, yet he might
have kept up enough of vital heat for healthful action, if
only he would have economized the same by lying still and
keeping covered. And had his mind been disengaged, he
might have found occupation, amusement, and inspiration
enough in watching through the front windows the magni-
ficent landscape spread out before him-the endless prospect
of mountain and valley, forest and river, all frozen and
covered with snow-forming an interminable ocean of snow,
as it rose and fell in great waves of ridge and dell, and
rolled, purer, bluer, fainter in color and in tracery, until it
gradually faded away in the extreme distance, and was lost
under the southern horizon. But Father Francis cared for
none of these things now, and ever and anon he tossed
about in restlessness, and threw the cover from his chest
and shoulders, until chilled almost into torpor, he gathered
them around him again. There was no bell-rope or hand-
bell in the room-probably none in the whole establishment,
but by his bedside stood a stick that answered the same ~ur-

pose. In his restless changing of position, his eyes happened
to light upon this substitute, and divining its use, he seized
it and thumped a peremptory summons upon the floor.
He was promptly answered by the appearance of the land-
lady in the room.

She went up to the side of the bed, and said,
"Father Francis, there is a lady down-stairs--Mrs. Mal-

maison, of Mount Storm. She wishes to see you. Are
you able to have visitors ?"

"Yes-yes-show the lady up directly !" exclaimed the
invalid.

The landlady left the room, and soon returned, ushering
in the visitor, and immediately retired, closing the door be-
hind her.

"Fair and full of blessing as the Angel of the Annunci-
ation, Ada! Oh! how strange that such words should
spring to my lips on this, the first meeting for so many years,
Ada! But for many days before I was taken sick, you
were in my mind, and almost the first thought of my sentient
convalescence, was-Ada I" said the sick man, extending his
hand to his visitor.

The lady took that hand and pressed it, and then, in the
calm and deliberate manner usual to her, she drew a chair
and sat down by his bedside.

"Yes, it is long, very long, nearly ten years since we last
met, Father Francis !" she said.

"I thought never to have seen your face again, Ada 1"
"Until the commencement of your voyage and journey

hither I"
Until the commencement of my travels hither ! Yes I

~V Well, Ada! I came only to bring that dear child over-.
then to return to my parish, and, wear out my life among
my poor people."

You came, dear Father Francis, only to bring that
child over. I am glad you came and brought her. Only
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please tell me-I ask from the deepest interest in that
child's welfare-what encouragement had you to bring her
hither, Father Francis ?"

"A letter from Colonel Malmaison, addressed to the
American Consul at Ilavre, and forwarded to me. The
letter had followed me from station to station over France,
and half over Ireland before it reached me at Fermanagh.
I lost no time and spared no expense in obeying the wishes
of Colonel Malmaison, as set forth in the letter, and bring-
ing Genevieve over to this country. And now, dear lady,
tell me of the child-"

"She is well. She is now at the Convent of the Visita-
tion."

"I know that-but her future prospects ?"

"Alas! in all that relates to her future, you will have to
trust to me. Colonel Malmaison, hearing nothing of his
eldest son, or that son's only child, naturally enough con-
cluded them to be no more, and made his will accordingly,
leaving the bulk of his property to the only child of his
second son-my child, Austin! I am sorry for all this--
truly sorry-especially as nothing can be legally done until
Austin attains his majority."

The lady ceased speaking. The countenance of the
priest betrayed the deepest grief and disappointment. The
lady observed this expression, and hastened to say.-.

"Therefore you will please to confide to me the future
welfare of that child; and her fortune shall, believe me, be
just the same as if she were a daughter of my own. If
you should feel now, or at any future time, any doubt about
it, you can test my sincerity."

"Lady, humility is a beautiful virtue, but yours is always
doing you wrong. 'Doubt' you, Ada !-wish to 'test'
your sincerity! Why that were little short of blasphemy!
Do but assume the care of this child, and all my anxiety
for her will be soothed to rest."

"Then be at rest-I will care for the child as for my
own."

"Thank you! I thank you with the whole strength and
warmth of my heart-and if there were any stronger words
than-God forever bless you, Ada-to express my grati-
tude-they should be yours-God love and bless you,
Ada!"

lEer hea4 was averted, her eyes cast down; if there was
one thing that woman could not face, it was the fervent,
earnest "God bless you," that somehow she often managed
to evoke from others' lips, yet which always seemed in-
verted to "God judge you," before it reached her ears.
Bier face was averted, her eyes cast down, the priest could
not see the expression of her countenance, and even if he
could have done so, that fair, impassable mask would have
revealed nothing. As it was, he attributed her bearing to
meekness, to humility, for in very truth she had the look of
a fair, sensitive woman, painfully abashed at her own
praises.

"And now, dear and excellent lady, may I trouble that
serene soul of yours with one painful subject-Eustacia!
Eustacia! where is she? What is her fate ?"

Ada shook her head.
"In the last ten years I have wandered over half the

globe in search of her-'I cannot make her dead.' Oh!
tell me, you were her friend and confidante-do you know
nothing-?"

Again Ada shook her head.
"Speak! have you heard nothing ?-no reports ?"
Once more Ada shook her head most mournfully-her

silence was more expressive than words.
"Yet speak! oh! speak! tell me! do you surmise

nothing? Speak, Ada! I can bear any thing for a. relief
from this long and deathlike nothingness, in all that relates
to her fate."

A
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"Well! I will speak! In all your searches after that
lost woman, did you ever think of the opera companies ?"

"Good Heaven I"
"I repeat that I know nothing-and that I have heard

nothing. Yet, on a visit to Baltimore, some years since, I
was induced to go to the opera, to hear a celebrated singer
-Signora Vozzia, of whom you have heard. Well! I re-
cognized, or thought I recognized-and with what painful
astonishment you may judge-Enstacia! It was the last
appearance of the popular artiste, and when, at the end of
the performance, she was summoned by acclamation before
the curtain, and in a few words made her acknowledgments
for the favor of the public, I could not be mistaken-no
one could ever mistake her voice in speaking. I knew that,
notwithstanding the strangeness, the almost impossibility
of the situation-I looked upon Eustacia-..Eustacia, in the
vainglorious shimmer of diamonds and white satin, and
amid all the profane surroundings of theatrical life I"

"And you sought to reclaim her ?.-yes! undoubtedly,
you did-it were superfluous to ask it. Well! and then?
and then ~

"You may be sure I lost no time in seeking her; but
she had left the theatre before my messenger reached the
green-room. I then followed her to her lodging, and sent
up my name, but received for an answer that the Signora
had retired. In the morning I went again to her hotel, but
she had left the city in the early three o'clock coach, on her
way to Philadelphia. I still followed, but never overtook
her, for when I reached New York, she had sailed for
Ilavre. Her withdrawal had all the features of a flight. Or
at least I thought so. At a venture I addressed a letter to
her at Paris. Whether it ever reached her, I have no means
of knowing-for from the time of her leaving Havre for
Paris, I have lost trace of her."

"Well? well ?"
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"I returned home. Having no 1onge~ the present evi-
dence of my senses before me, I was suf~1 ciently in doubt
about the reality of my former conviction~ as to the identity
of Eustacia with the popular singer, to keep silence on the
subject, until I should be able to substantiate my assertions,
and, for the time, to content myself with watching the
musical intelligence in the newspapers, and sending off
letters at a venture, that never brought any response."

"Well? dear lady, well ?"

"That is all. I never again saw her name in any paper
that came to us-and never received an answer to any letter
that I addressed to her. And still I felt forced to maintain
a strict silence on the painful subject, and still from time to
time I have pursued my investigations."

The priest groaned deeply, and covered his face with his
hands.

The lady drew nearer to him, and her voice was silvery,
sweet and persuasive, as she murmured,

"Father Francis-forget that evil woman. It is a severe
sentence for me, who was once her friend, to utter, but
the good must not wreck themselves upon the evil-and
reflect, that most unworthy of regret or grief is she whose
sin darkened all your earthly life. And remember, that in
your deepest despair, when you turned from the world to
God, how Heaven restored the heart that earth had broken.
Remember! and by a cheerful fortitude, be worthy, deal
father, of the service to which you are vowed."

"Young monitress! I do remember, and thank you for
recalling me to duty. But, oh, Ada! Ada! that woman!
that woman! I said just now, that I could not 'make her

~4 dead;' as she rises before me now, in imagination-I cannot
make her false.'"

" Ah, sir! would that I could truly encourage you in that
view! but, you know too well the condemning evidence.
And you know also it is but the dotage of' sorrowful memory
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that shows her to you in that falsely-fair light. Grieve no
longer, sir; dismiss that foredoomed daughter of perdition
from your mind, or only remember to pray for her, if indeed
you think her a proper subject of prayer."

"I may not do so. No, though the world-may the
Lord pardon me, for I was about to say-though heaven
reject her, yet will not I. Paris-you said it was at Paris
that you had last heard of her ?"

"Of the opera singer that II fully believed to be her."
"Well, as soon as I am able to rise from this couch, I

set out immediately for Paris. The clue is a slight one,
but I have often followed slighter still. Shall I trouble
you, dear lady, to-morrow, or the next day, or at your
earliest convenience, to send Genevieve hither, that I may
take leave of her. It will save me a day."

"I myself will bring her here to-morrow."
"Many thanks, dear Ada. May Heaven reward you 1"
Again the lady's face was bowed, seemingly in meek ac-

ceptance of the blessings-really in shrinking avoidance of
the coals of fire thus heaped upon her head.

She was about to speak again, when the little hostess
flitted in to say that IDr. Thogmorton was coming up.

And Mrs. Malmaison arose and took her leave, and de-
parted.

And the next morning, true to her promise, notwithstand-
ing the dreadful state of the mountain roads, Mrs. Mal-
naaison drove from Mount Storm to the Convent, took up
the little Genevieve, and carried her to take leave of her
guardian the priest. Ada chose to be present during the
whole of the interview, which lasted from the middle of the
forenoon, until the low, descending sun threw the shadow of
the great porcupine over the house, and warned the priest to
give his ward the parting benediction. After which they
departed. Mrs. Malmasion took her young protege back to
Lhe Convent, and gave her up to Mother Agatha, and then

returned to Mount Storm, which she had scarcely time to
reach before the dark, cold, winter night fell over the
scene.

Two days from this, the priest, though still very feeble,
and unfit for travel, set out by easy stages on his return to
Baltimore, in order to be in time to embark in an outward
bound clipper for Havre. Ada Malmaison had furnished
the funds for his traveling expenses.

CHAPTER X.

THEODORA.

We win call her
Theodora,

Child of Ood.-Edith Mali.

"BLESSED are the dead that die in the Lord, for they
rest from their labors, and their works do follow them. In
peace depart then, oh! Christian soul, out of this world, in
the name of God the Father Almighty, who created thee;
in the name of Jesus Christ, the Son of the living God, who
suffered for thee on the cross; in the name of the Holy
Ghost, whose graces were infused into thee. Come to her
assistance; all ye saints of God. Meet her, all ye angels of
of God; and present her now before her Lord." The words
were sweetly and fervently breathed by Sister Angela.
They were a part of the beautiful ritual for a passing soul.
They were breathed forth for an aged and dying woman,
who had no other mortal comforter than the fair and fragile
girl who knelt and prayed by her bedside. The departing
pilgrim had lost all power of motion or of speech; her lips
could no longer move in response to the prayer. She was
dying fast though calmly, her eyes were fixed and filmed,
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but their gaze was settled upon the face of the sweet saint,
kneeling before her, who, as she prayed, still looked hope
and comfort and courage into those fast darkening orbs.
It seemed so good to have that young and holy maiden
there, so full of faith and hope and love that she was able
to transfuse them into that fainting soul.

"May Jesus Christ receive her 1"

This last response was made in a low, half-suffocated
voice, by a child that had all this time been kneeling by the
opposite side of the bed. Then both arose.

"She is gon~> said Sister Angela, reverently closing the
eyes from which the last light had fled, and composing the
limbs that were now cold in death. Then she smoothed the
coverlet. The child on the other side timidly assisted, and
then stood waiting.. She was not crying, not sobbing-but
she stood so motionless, so silent, so hopeless, with such a
still, patient, heart-broken look upon her little face, down
which the great tears were slowly rolling, that it almost
broke poor Angela's own heart to look at her. She went
around and sat down, and took the child in her lap, and
embraced her tenderly, saying, as she laid the grief-bowed
young head upon her loving bosom,

"Theodora, remember, dear, that she who an hour ago
was suffering here all the ills of poverty, sickness, and old
age together, and who bore them so meekly and so bravely,
is now a glorious saint in Heaven. And try to realize, I
mean, try to feel that it really is so, and think that if any-
thing could trouble her in her heavenly home, it would be
to know that you were grieving here. You are not a deso-
late orphan, my dear one, for, while we both live, I am your
earthly mother. And besides me, you have a mother in
Heaven. And above all, and yet nearer than all, you have
a Father in Heaven. Little one, I am almost as poor as
was the Master that I love and follow; yet not quite, for

He had not where to lay His blessed head, while the hum
blest of His servants have all things really needful at least.
And you, Theodora, shall share my home and my heart.
And now, dear one, do you know what we have to do?
Can you be courageous, little one? But you shall do as
you please. Listen! As there is no one in the house, we
must get help from the Convent. That is half a mile off.
It is very dark, but one or both of us must go. It is best
that I should go, and go alone, and that you should remain
here until my return. Are you afraid to stay here alone till
Icome? Jfso, I will shut up the house and take you with
me. Answer, Theodora, are you afraid ?"

"May be I might be, dear Sister, but still I would rather
stay than leave her alone, you know," answered the little
girl, meekly.

The blending of truth, affection and humility in her
answer, touched the sympathy of the gentle nun.

"I wish that some better plan were possible," she said.
"I will stay, dear Sister. I will kneel and pray while

you are gone. And then I shall not feel lonesome or
frightened."

"May the angels guard you, good child. Now fasten
the door after me, and keep it so until you hear my voice
at the door again," said the Sister, as she donned her hood
and mantle, and passed out into the wintry night.

In less than an hour, the assistance she went for was
obtained, and ~she returned to the house accompanied by
two other nuns, who remained through the night and through
then ext day until the humble funeral was over. And theu
Sister Angela led the orphan from the desolate home to the
Convent. And it was a very desolate house indeed that
they had left. An old dilapidated gray stone house, con-
sisting of only two rooms and an attic, and very poorly
furnished also-so poorly, that all it contained being sold,

6
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brought but a few dollars, which were appropriated to the
payment of the few small debts owed by the late tenant.

The very day of Theodora's arrival, Sister Angela sought
an interview with the Superior. She found the Abbess in
the green parlor already described. Sitting down, she
said,

"I have come to you, Mother, about this child, Theo-
dora. She has at present no home. Can she remain
here ?"

"Most certainly she must stay here until farther pro.
vided for-although the house is very full and the receipts
from the Academy are scarcely adequate to the support of
the Institution."

"I know it," said Angela, meekly, "I know it, yet 'the
cattle upon a thousand hills, is the Lord's,' and he who fed
the seven thousand with the five loaves and two small fishes,
will not suffer us to want."

"But this child has kindred who are well able to take
charge of her. I think I have heard a rumor that the
grandmother, who is just dead, was a lady of fortune and
family-and that she had very wealthy relatives, even s.
daughter and son-in-law whom she left in anger, and from
whom she remained away in pride."

Dear Mother Agatha, you have been here so short a
time, and you are so averse to gossip, that you know very
little of the neighborhood. Will you permit me ~o tell you
that story, as I happen to know it? And to d~ it, I will
be obliged to speak of myself."

"Say on, dear Angela. Your words will be all the more
interesting to me, if they~relate to yourself, for, dear child,
I have often wished to know the circumstances that led to
your taking the vail."

"I will make my account as short as possible, dear Mother.
My own sainted mother was called to Heaven when I was
but four years old, yet I remember her angel-face well.

THE 0 DORA.

Father Bernard, our aged confessor, taught me that she
had become my guardian angel, and watched over her child
constantly, and was near her always. Thus I always had
the feeling that my mother was with me; and if ever I was
tempted into any childish sins, the thought that the angel-
mother watching over me would be grieved by my fault,
withheld me. If any thing pained or grieved me, the thought
that my sainted mother would be distressed by my tears,
restrained me from weeping and complaint. Thus, you see,
the love of my dear mother became a religion to me, before
I could understand a higher and holier religion. And every
night I would fall asleep smiling, with my hands folded on
my bosom, as in prayer, and with the name of my mother
on my lips. I tell you this because it will enable you to
understand the bitter grief-perhaps I ought to say the
morbid and unreasonable grief-with which I learned from
the old servants, who were fond of me, that my father,
General Garland, was going to bring me home a 'new
mother.' A 'new mother'-the very words seemed to me
to be profane-and it was not only with grief but with
amazement, and a sort of blank horror, that I met the gay,
showy, laughing girl of eighteen, that was introduced to me
as my new mother. I fear I spoiled the wedding-day, but
without intending it. I wept passionately, refusing to be
comforted-they said, and thought, no doubt, that I wept
with anger, when I only wept with grief-with grief-for,
as it seemed to me then, not only was my dear mother's
memory desecrated, but I instinctively and deeply felt that
I bad lost my father. And that was true-I had lost him.
Let me be just to my step-mother-she was a bright, gay,
joyous creature, full of vivacity, and thus had a very en-
livening influence upon a dull, weary man like my father,
and so possessed almost unbounded power over him. She
was not only without a portion herself, but she had a
widowed mother and a younger sister in such. straightened
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circumstances, that soon after her marriage their affairs
arrived at such a crisis, that they were under the necessity
of coming to live at my father's house. Mrs. Carlisle, my
step-mother's parent, I must say, was very kind to me,
indeed. So was Miss Carlisle, for the short time she was
with us, but soon after her arrival she was married to Mr.
Shelley, a young merchant of ~Baltimore, and accompanied
her husband to that city. My step-mother at first seemed
disposed to be very fond of me; but I felt, without under~.
standing it, that there was no depth or earnestness in her
show of affection. I felt, besides, as if it were a sort of
treason to my own dear mother, to call that laughing romp
by that sacred name. So I did not return her caresses or
call her mamma, and I wept passionately when they wished
to make me do either. They naturally enough thought it
was ill-temper, when indeed it was only grief, and perhaps
mistaken fidelity to my own dear mother. However that
might be, Mrs. Garland, though very kind to everybody
else, seeing that I could not return her kisses, took a dislike
to me. My father also misunderstood me, said that I was
a perverse, spoiled child, and must be sent to school, to
learn better manners. And as I was eight years old, I was
placed at this very Institution.-Mrs. Carlisle, who was
always kind to me, interceded for me, and would have had
it otherwise; but my father was not to be turned from his
purpose, at least by any other than his wife, and she would
not interfere. Therefore I was sent here. And here I
lived very happily until IL was sixteen years old. Then I
was recalled home. In the mean time some change had
taken place. My father had other children, and, besides
that, was burdened with several of his wife's needy relations
-first, there was old Mrs. Carlisle, her mother, and then
there was her widowed sister, Mrs. Shelley, whose husband
had failed and died, leaving her with two children, and
without any support. They all found a home in my father's

house. But mY father still doted on his wife, and every
thing she did was good in his sight. When I returned
home, I found myself not only a supernumerary but an
additional burden. I had been happy in the Convent.
The service of Christ in suffering humanity was a vocation
that irresistibly attracted me. I mentioned my wish to
consecrate my poor faculties to such a life. I met no oppo~
sition except from Mrs. Carlisle, who erroneously imagined
the step to be a sacrifice. I was encouraged by my father,
and-the step was taken. I left the Convent for the first
time after taking the vail, to attend my father during the
long illness that terminated in his death."

Angela paused here to wipe away the tears that forced
their way, and the Abbess inquired in a low voice,

"What were all those women that he was supporting do~
ing, while you had the sole charge of nursing him ?"

"Mrs. Carlisle was giving me what assistance she could.
Mrs. Shelley was taking care of her eldest girl, who died
about the time my dear father did."

"And your father's wife ?"

"Was keeping house for the large family. I must has-
ten now to conclude this account. After these two deaths,

of my dear father and the little girl, I returned to the Con-
vent and to my labors among the poor. I have only rumor
now for what happened after IL left, for though I loved my
half-sisters, especially Rose the eldest, very much, yet I
seldom visited them, and they never came to see me. With
the solitary exception of a small bequest to this institution,
given upon my account, my father had left the whole of his
property unconditionally to my step-mother, trusting confi-
dently in her attachment to their children to secure those
children's future welfare, at least as far as money and her

4 efforts could secure it. But look what resulted. Mrs.
Garland, a handsome woman, but little over thirty, thought
proper to marry again. And if she probably wedded the
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first time for money and position, and attained them, surely
she wedded the second time only for love, for Doctor Thog-
morton, her second husband, has nothing but his profession,
which, you may judge, is not very lucrative in a neighbor-
hood like this. In bestowing her hand, she made no reser-
vation of any part of her property, either for herself or her
children."

"A. piece of deplorable carelessness, or else more culpa-
ble recklessness, as far as those children are concerned,"said
the Abbess.

Angela made no comment, but went on.
"This second marriage has not turned out very happily

for all parties. Doctor Thogmorton seemed to consider his
wife's children to have some sort of right to shelter, and
food, and clothing, especially as the house, plantation, ne-
groes, and bank-stock, of which he had become possessed by
his marriage with their mother, had come to her through
their father; but this toleration did not in any wise extend
to his wife's mother, sister, and niece, who were still living
there, whom he certainly considered very superfluous mem-
bers of the family-and he soon contrived to make them
feel themselves interlopers. Mrs. Carlisle, perhaps, he
might have endured, upon account of her great age, but
Mrs. Shelley and little Theodora, he would not tolerate at
all. No one, however, thought that he would go so far as
to request Mrs. Shelley to provide herself with another home.
But he did. Mrs. Carlisle was a proud woman, not in the
sinful and offensive sense of the word, but she was what is
called high-toned-she would not remain in a house from
which her unhappy younger daughter had been requested to
retire. She had a little money, but very little. So she
rented-at a merely nominal rent-that dilapidated build-
ing on Basil Wildman's place, and with the poor remnants
of unsaleable furniture that she had brought to Gray Rock,
she moved into the old house, and made there such a home

as she could for her daughter and grandchild. What a
train of calamities! Immediately after moving into that
old wind-riven building, Mrs. Shelley, always delicate, and
much more so since her misfortunes, took cold, and died
within two weeks. The family at Gray Rock did not hear
of her sickness until a few days before her death. Then
Mrs. Garland, I should say Mrs. Thogmorton, came over,
bringing a carriage full of comforts; but the old lady would
receive none of them. After the death of Mrs. Shelley,
Doctor Thogm~orton, with a late repentance, came over and
Yesought his mother-in-law to return. But-you will un-
derstand it-it was not pride nor anger-her heart was bro-
ken-she refused, and begged him to relieve her of his pain-
ful presence. He did so; but returned, accompanied by
his wife, the next day. And to his renewed entreaties she
joined tears and prayers. But, as I said, the poor old
lady's heart was broken, and perhaps her mind was slightly
deranged. She refused to go back with them, and besought
them, as the only thing left them now to do for her com-
fort, to go away and leave her alone. They went to con-
sider what could be done to induce her to change her pur-
pose. The neighborhood severely censured the doctor, and
his practice fell off. lie could not, however, do any thing
for the old lady then. He talked of applying to the Court
for authority to take her as an imbecile under his own pro..
section. But death arrested that purpose. Last Friday
night while I was repeating my Office, little Theodora came
running to me, telling me that her grandmother had been
suddenly taken very ill. I hastened to her assistance; and
when I got to her bedside, found her dying. It was not
possible to find a messenger that time of night to go ten
miles through the dreadful roads to Gray Rock, to inform
her daughter of her extremity. Besides, she was going
very fast, and I dared not leave her. I stayed with her to
the last; and in the morning sent off a man with the inteb
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ligence of her death to Gray Rock. The news threw Mrs.
Thogmorton into a brain fever. Thus, you see, it happened
that the poor old lady died and was buried without the
presence of her only living daughter. Doctor Thogmorton
feels very dreadfully about the sorrowful affair, and his own
disgraceful share in it. I expect that he will endeavor to
atone by taking charge of Theodora. But at present he
cannot leave the bedside of his wife, who is lying very ill."

"In the mean time, Theodora must remain here," said
the Abbess.

The Orphan Asylum dependent upon the Convent wa~*
full, and even crowded, as the Abbess had said. There was
not a spare cot in the dormitory, a vacant seat in the school-
room, or an empty chair at the table for another child.

Nevertheless, by day a place was made in the school-room
for the latest orphan, and a chair was placed for her at the
Sister's board, and at night she shared the cell of Sister
Angela.

CHAPTER XI.

THE CHAMPION.

Valiant Helen is as fire-.

Seeking danger, braving ire..-Anon.

THxonouA had scarcely a friend in the establishment ex-
cept Sister Angela. Not that any one was unkind to the
newly bereaved orphan; but that she herself was one of
those silent, shy, sensitive children, who never venture to
make advances toward the acquaintance or friendship of
others, and who often even shrink with fear or dislike from
advances rudely or coarsely made by others. And now
over her constitutional shyness had fallen the dark shadow
of a heavy sorrow, doubly deepening her natural reserve.

Her first introduction into the school-room, was a time
of serious trial to a grieved and sensitive heart like hers.
She was brought in during the time of recess by the Mother
Superior, who chose that hour as the one most likely to
make the little alien acquainted with her school-mates, and
who in presenting her, said-

"Little girls, here is a young companion that I bring
you. Her name is Theodora Shelley. I hope you will love
her very much, for she is very sorrowful ;" and so leaving
her the Abbess retired.

But the lady had not calculated on the thoughtless, wor-
rying, bunting instinct of the school-children, or on the
shrinking nature of the poor little "stricken deer," that she
had cast among them. As the last arrival, Theodora im-
mediately found herself an object of curiosity and remark to
these secluded children, whose temporary separation from
the rest of the world, made them many degrees more inqui-
sitive and observing than the children of the villages, or of
the day schools. Feeling, without understanding this,
little Theodora drew more and more away from notice. And
this made affairs much worse for the poor child. Her mor-
bid sensitiveness became a matter of amusement to her
thoughtless little companions. A few of the most mischiev-
ous among them gathered around her, with teasing ques-
tions and remarks, examining and criticizing her poor
clothing, and using many other ingenious methods of annoy-
ance, until the child, wounded and suffering in spirit, and
shrinking into herself, was almost on the verge of tears.

"Oh! if she ain't going to cry," jeered one tall, coarse-
looking girl, that they stalled Joanna.

"See! see! she's tuning up her pipes now! watch how
she does it," said another.

"Why, she pipes her eyes I"
"Don't she look pretty, though ?" inquired another girl,

of an ironical turn of mind, whom they called Liddy.
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"Look at her! what is she trying to hide behind 7" ask-
ed Joanna, mockingly, as the little creature shrunk and
crouched.

"She's trying to hide behind herself, I reckon ?" mocked
Liddy.

"Oh! she's going to swallow her head now, like a land
terrapin !" shouted Joanna, as the poor child dropped her
forehead, and covered her face with both hands.

"She's got such a pretty face, she ought to hide it," ob-
served Miss Irony.

"So she ought."
"I wonder if she's crying ?"

"Let's see," said the leader, Joanna.
And then the rude, thoughtless girls, ignorant, most

likely, of the real pain they were inflicting, and instigated
by that school-girl instinct of hunting, worrying, and tor-
meriting any thing that fled or shrank from them, gathered
around her and commenced pulling away her hands, peeping
into her face, mocking her, and there is no telling to what
extremity they might not have gone, if in the midst of her
distress, a champion had not arisen.

A little wiry-limbed, dark-browed, scowling, angry, im-
petuous witch, dashed into the midst of the group-felled
Joanna down on one side, and Liddy on the other, scattered
the remaining three, and planted herself in front of Theo-
dora, before any one had recovered their surprise, or found
tongue enough to object. And then still shielding Theo-
dora with her own valiant little person, she read her own
iRiot Act after her own fashion to the surprised and stupe-
fied girls, who had picked themselves up from where she
had thrown them, but had not as yet collected senses
enough to calculate whether they should close upon and
attack such a dangerous antagonist, or take the safer course
of reporting her to "Sister."

"Now, for the future, you let Theodora alone! Ain't you
ashamed of yourselves, you little-"

She was about to say, miserable beggars; but in the rush
of anger she remembered justice and compassion, and felt
that the poor, ignorant children were not to be reproached
with their misfortunes, so she continued:

"Oh, it is not your fault what you are! but if you wasn't
that, wouldn't I give it to you, that's all! Listen here,
you! you know very well, if I were to tell Sister how you
have been teaming, and worrying, and dragging, and pulling,
and making fun of poor Theodora, Sister would put you all
under penance till you had come to the sense of your
sins. And if you don't go right oil' to the other end of the
room, and leave me alone here with Theodora, I'll walk
straight in to Sister, and bring her right straight here to
see Theodora weeping, and I'll tell her all about it right
before your fac~s ! I will, as true as I'm a trump !"

This threat was, in some degree, effectual, The most
conscience-stricken among the delinquents slunk away,
covering their inglorious retreat by such mutterings as
"She'd better," and "I'll tell Sister myself, if it comes to
that," etc. Then turning to her protege, the little cham-
pion said,

"Don't you mind them! They don't know any better!
La! you know they are poor white peoples' children, what
c~n you expect? Why, dear me, it's their nature! Why,
v~ en when I turned my pretty white bantam pullet into the
barnyard among the common poultry, you have no idea how
the chickens pecked at her. It's the same way all over the
world, I reckon. Bat don't you mind them! I'm your
friend! And if Miss Joan or Miss Liddy trouble you
again, just call on me! I'll give them a lesson! Why
don't you look up at me ?--I do believe the child is a fool,
after all," she said to herself, as Theodora, who had shrunk
from her impetuous friend with only less of dread than she
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had from her foes, now turned up a pair of the shyest,
sweetest, softest brown eyes that ever were seen.

"Why are you afraid of me
"I don't know !" softly whispered the child.
"Ha, ha, ha !" burst in derisive laughter from the girls,

who heard this reply.
But the champion made a step forward in a threatening

attitude, the laugh quavered into silence, and she returned
and put her arms caressingly, protectingly, around the neck
of Theodora.

"What's the matter now? Are you afraid of me ?"

"Ye-es," whispered the child, more lowly than before.
"Why, you don't think I'll bite you, do you ?" inquired

the champion, laughing.
"No !" said Theodora, very softly.
"No, to be sure not! Why, I wouldn't hurt you, or

even hurt your feelings~ for the whole world !"

"Oh, hurting feelings hurts worse than all !" ventured the
child, stealing a glance at her friend's face.

"Oh, does it? I didn't know, because nobody ever hurt
my feelings, and I r-a-t-h-e-r think that they had better not
try!"

"Why, what would you do to them ?" shily questioned
Theodora.

They'd find out !" said the champion, mysteriously;
"I don't want to frighten you again, by telling you how!
But what makes you such a little coward? I thought you
were a brave girl, and I would have some comfort in you.
I thought you were full of spunk! Sister Angela said you
had a great deal of-let's see, what did she call it...-courage
and fortitude.

"She said that you stayed all alone in the old house, and
watched by the side of your poor grandmother when she
was lying dead."

"Yes," answered Theodora, her soft eyes filling at this

reference to the departed. "Yes, but you know the holy
angels were there, and so I was not afraid."

"ha! ha! ha! Oh! hear her !" laughed the other girls.
A menacing demonstration on the part of the champion

silenced them.
"The holy angels were there, and so you were not afraid?

]lumph! Well, do you know, I should have been as much
afraid of them as any thing else? IJh! you make me
shiver! Wh, I'm more struck with fear at the thought of
seeing an unearthly being than any thing in the world! I'd
rather meet a roaring lion, or an angry schoolmistress, or
Sister Shining Skylights herself, thaL the ghost of a saint
or a live angel! Ur-r-r-r-r! I tell you that at the very
sight of an angel I should fall flat upon my face and yowl!
I know I should! and I'm no coward neither! but if one
of them was to appear to me all alone in a dark house, it
would be the death of me."

"The glorious angels know that! they know that our
eyes cannot look upon them. Why, you know, we hear it
read in the Lives of the Saints that even the holiest of the
saints also fell flat upon their faces sometimes before the
blazing splendor of some glorious angel that suddenly ap~
peered to them. So the good angels that love and guard
small children do not show themselves, you know."

"No! I don't know any thing about them! but I know
if I had been in that lonesome old house in the dead of
night alone with a corpse, and thought that the angels were
near me, I should hav~e taken to my heels and never stopped
till I had left the old house far behind, and got into com~
pany that I did know something about! Well! what I'm
going to say is this: If you get into any more trouble, such
as you got into this morning, when the angels ain't on
hand, you know, just call on a little sinner-that's me! I'm
always on hand when innocence is to be defended, and
wickedness defeated, and justice done. And my name is
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Helen Wildman! that vulgar folks call Nelly and Nell
Gwin and Mad Nell, and sometimes Nell Fire! Now mind!
don't you make a mistake in. that last pet name, and begin
it with an II; you know, if you do-' angels and ministers
of grace defend you'-and that's a prayer I didn't learn
out of a missal !"

"No, it ain't in my prayer-book, but it is very pretty-.
where did you learn it ?"

"Out of a wicked play-book that I had to read in the
barn, because Blaise swore at me for having it-because he
said it wasn't a book for a little girl, no way he could fix it.
I didn't mind his swearing any more than his singing or
whistling,' but he just happened to be stronger than I was,
and he took the book away from me. So when I got it
again I hid it, and read it in the barn, and in the cow-shed,
and the hen-house, and in the corn-loft; and the way I have
to run and hunt and hide with that book this winter
weather, is a caution! Then I ran away and went to
Mount Storm, where there is a'~ big house warm all over,
and where nobody cared what I read."

"But would you read what you were told not to ?" asked
the child, cautiously.

"La.! yes! I don't belong to any body, you know! I'm
an orphan, too-only I know how to take care of myself,
like the rabbits. And as to doing what I am told not to
do-why I always do that-sure to do it. And when I got
hold of the book again, I hunted from one end to the other
to find out the wickedness that Blaise kept such a fuss
about, because I was determined to know all about it.
And, oh! I tell you it was wicked-no doubt about it--it
made me shiver. There was a horrid lady that killed a
good old king. And an awful hunchback that killed two
innocent little princes. And two hateful women that turned
their poor old father out in a storm to die! Oh, it was
wicked! that's certain! But then it was beautiful, too!

such good and beautiful ladies, such brave and handsome
gentlemen, such lovely islands out in the summer sea-.--such
fairies-Oh! it was beautiful, too! It was just as if, you
know, all your favorite saints and angels, and all the hateful
sinners and demons were put into one grand book! And
Blaise needn't have been such a fool as to think I would
take pattern by the sinners and demons, and go to murder-
ing old kings, and turning gray-headed fathers out in the
storm to die-and smothering young princes! No I it
made my blood boil to read about it only-and if I'd been
on the spot-well, you know, I should have got into a
scrape, that's all, because I couldn't have stood still and
seen all that done. I'll lend you the book if you'd like to
have it, it is as wonderful as the Lives of the Saints, or the
Arabian Nights-but I reckon you're too little to care
about it."

"No! oh! I can't read much, but I shon~d like to hear
about the beautiful things in it, and I will get Sister
Angela to read it to me."

"Sister Angela! whew! don't think of it! Why she
would think it was a great sin to touch a play-book, and
cry her eyes out at the wickedness of children I No! I'll
read some in it to you. And mind, don't you let Sister
Skylights find it out."

"Sister Skylights ?"

"Sister Simeon Stylites, honey !"

"Oh!"
"Yes! you see she is named in honor of that awful saint

that always makes my hair bristle up when I think of hhu
-especially on freezing winter nights, in high winds, or in
burning August noons-him you know-that awful man
that spent forty years upon the top of a pillar a hundred
feet high."

"You mean holy St. Simeon Stylites."
"Skylights, kitten, Skylights. I prefer to call it Skye
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lights; it is so much more appropriate. Yes, well, Miss
Griffin, when she came here to be a sister, which she didn't
do till she was 'age-able,' as the niggers call it, had the
ghastly taste to name herself for that hoary saint. So she
is called in the convent, Sister Simeon Stylites-but I call
her Sister Shining Skylights! And I'd rather advise you
to keep on the bright side of her."

Little Theodora's soft gaze, that usually found repose
only on the ground, was now raised and fixed upon the face
of Helen, in a sort of amazed, unconscious earnestness, as
if she were magnetized to that study of character.

"What are you staring at me so hard for, child ?" asked
the wild one, uneasily.

"Was I? I didn't know."
"Are you subject to falling into trances? Because, if

you are, I can't stand it, you know! I told you I couldn't
stand any thing in the ghostly way, you know. Come!
don't look so down about it either, for we are going to be
sworn friends, you know-brothers-in-arms, and all that-
I read about that in a book called Sir Fabian and Sir Julian
.-they were brothers-in-arms."

"Do you go to school here ?"

"Why of course I do! that i~; I do when I choose, and
only when I choose, and I wouldn't come at all, only to
please Sister Angela; and she is a sweet saint, sure enough !"

"You only come when you choose ?" repeated Theodora,
in soft amazement.

"That's all," said Helen, taking evident pride in her
superior independence; "I've got nobody to mind! I don't
belong to any body-I'm my own woman. Sister is coming
in to call school. Remember what I told you-if the girls
plague you, let me know-I'm only a day scholar, any how,
and dGn't come regular at that! but if I came only once a
week, I could keep them from ill-treating you."

The Sister teacher, who had now taken her seat, rapped
upon her desk and called the children to take their places.

As time passed, and nothing was heard from Theodora's
relatives, she gradually fell into her place as one of the per-
manent inmates of the Asylum. Domestic economy formed
a part of their education, and manual labor occupied a por~
tion of their time. Thus it was, that the Orphan Asylum
often turned out girls really better qualified to become in.
telligent and competent women, than the line expensive fe-
male academy in the opposite wing, where all the arts, sci-
ences, and accomplishments, attempted by such institutions
anywhere, were taught.

Theodora by degrees became domesticated among the
children, but remained the same gentle, retiring creature
that she had been from the first. The weird witch, Nelly,
continued to be her fast friend and protectress. But soon
she found another and a better friend in Vivia.

Genevieve was some two or three years older than Theo-
dora, and was a pupil in the academy, while the latter was
an inmate of the asylum. Thus it happened that some
months passed before they met and became acquainted with
each other.

Genevieve, with her bright, healthful, confiding nature,
was almost the very opposite to the shy, sensitive, shrinking
Theodora; and was for that very reason, perhaps, the best
friend and companion she could have, and therefore strongly
attracted the gentle child.

The circumstance that brought about their first acquaint-
ance, and led to their life-long friendship, was rather a queer4
one; and as it serves to illustrate the early characters of three
children who take prominent parts in this story, I hope IL
may be pardoned for relating it, and that no Catholic o~
Protestant friend will, for opposite reasons, take exception
to its narration.

IT
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It~was this: Little Theodora had i~ot lost her singular

and saving faith in the ever present watchfulness of saints
and augels-especially of her own especial patron saint of
imperial memory, and her own guardian angel-and never
failed silently to invoke their aid in time of need, and great
and frequent was the need of the poor little one. She was
continually misapprehended, and, with the best intentions
on the part of the teachers, often unjustly punished. For
instance, from some constitutional or educational defect,
her senses were as dull as her sensibilities were delicate;
her soft brown eyes were short-sighted, and her ears were
not quick to catch a passing sound; often she could not dis-
tinguish an n from a u, and her consequent mistakes in
spelling and reading passed for negligence, and tried the
teacher's temper quite as severely as it did the pupil's poor
little tender heart; and then her tears of grief and shame
passed for anger, her timidity for sullenness, and her abstrac-
tion for stupidity, and Sister Simeon would think it an ab-
solute duty to punish so refractory a child, for the good of
her temporal and eternal life. And then Theodora, in her
woful prison-" the dark closet".-would invoke her saint
or angel to her aid, and whether either one or the other
came or not, the child was comforted iii the thought that
they were near. In those days, the dear Heavenly Father
had been made too awful, and placed too far, and-it is a
strange thing to say-but it was the effect of her babyhood's
teaching, that little Theodora was far too humble to dare to
pray to the Lord, to make a spontaneous appeal, I mean.
She said the Lord's prayer, because she knew she was, with
all other Christian children, permitted to do so; but no
more. And when she felt her orphan state, her loneliness,
or any other sorrow very deeply, it was to her patron saint
or guardian angel she appealed.

Sister Simeon was Theodora's especial terror; and the
child never entered the arithmetic class-room, over which

Sister Skylights presided, without trembling, turning pale,
and growing many degrees blinder, deafer, and duller than
before; and consequently never failed to put Sister Sky~
lights' temper to the severest test, and to get herself into
the hideous closet, or into some other deep troubles. It
was not in Sister Skylights' nature not to take a dislike to
a child that gave her so much trouble continually, and it
was not in the nature of any thing that the little one should
not he made to feel it. Not that Sister Skylights was na-
turally a bad hearted woman, but she labored under, yea,
and wrestled with, a constitutional infirmity of temper, a
severe nervous irritability, subject to periodical aggrava-
tions of symptoms that were really awful to witness. And
the disciplining of little Theodora was the favorite safety-
valve of her perilous ill humor. And often and often were
saints and angels silently invoked to stand between the
child and her teac~r's wrath. It was curious, that though
Sister Skylights wa considered a very sensible and strictly
conscientious woman, and fatigued her confessor every
Saturday evening with the list of her trivial peccadillos,
she never dreamed of repenting or confessing her sins
against poor Theodora; but as the wearied priest himself
observed-" consciences are as different as individuals."

One day in early spring, a trifling indisposition sent
Theodora to the infirmary, and the child welcomed the pain
and langour that gave her a few days relief from the terror
of the class-room and Sister Skylights. But, alas, she did
not rejoice in mental ease at the expense of physical dis-
turbance long. It seemed, indeed, as if Sister Skylights
were fated to be her evil genius, and to follow her everywhere,
for she had not occupied her new cot three days, under the
motherly care of Sister Petronella, whose heart was by no
means so strong as her name might suggest, when a change
was made in the administration of that department, and
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Sister Skylights was made directress of the infirmary, vice
Sister Petronella, removed.

I am not sure that the appearance of that terrible bug.
bear at her bedside did not in some occult manner produce
a powerful reaction in the system of the feeble child, and
frighten her into a miraculous convalescence, so that she
was well before she had had time to be properly sick. At
all events, it is certain she was out of bed the day after
Sister Skylights' inauguration. And she was pronounced
well, though weak and unfit for study and close confine-
ment, and in need of gentle exercise and fresh air. And
now poor Theodora found that, in getting out of bed, she
had not got out of Sister Skylights' jurisdiction; for that
exemplary woman, with the view of combining utility with
hygiene, set her pupil to taking gentle exercise in sweeping
out the infirmary every morning.

It was her first lesson in sweeping, and a sorrowful busi-
ness it was, with such a task -mistress to teach her. But
Helen had found her out, and was on the watch, and every
opportunity she had, would come in and help her, but al-
ways in the absence of Sister Skylights.

One morning in the sweeping, Theodora's little broom
knocked over a ewer, and broke the handle oft~ Down
dropped her broom! and there was never such a picture of
consternation as the child presented, as she stood gazing at
the fragments!

" Fall of Jerusalem, Theo'! what's the matter ~ called
Helen, running to her when she saw her.

"Oh, what shall I do! what shall I dQ !" exclaimed Theo-
dora, in the extremity of terror and despair.

Why, what have you done already? that's the ques-
tion."

"Oh, see what I 'ye gone and done! See what I 'ye
gone and done I" said Theodora, dropping down on the
floor, in a Bitting posture, drawing the ewer and handle on
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to her lap, and trying, with trembling fingers, to adjust
thcm together. "Oh, dear! what shall I do? what shall I
do ?" she cried, disconsolately.

"You can't do any thing, and it's no use crying about
what can't be helped," said Miss Wildman, philosophi-
cally.

"Oh, Helen! if I could only make it grow together
again !" said Theodora, desperately making the attempt;
"if I could only make them grow together again I"

"If you could only perform a miracle! But your friends,
the saints and angels, can, you know. Why don't you ask
them ?" suggested Helen, maliciously.

"Oli~ so they can, Helen! and so I will !" exclaimed
Theodora, in perfectly good faith.

Miss Wildnian stared.
"Oh, Helen, I'm so glad you thought of it! Stay here,

dear Helen, till I run and get my prayer-book! I shall
want ~you to make the responses, you know !" and, hiding
the broken ewer under the bed, she ran out.

Helen gazed after her.
"What is the little natural going to do now, I'd like to

know ?" she thought.
In a few minutes Theodora returned, bringing the mass'

book.
"Now, Helen, I'm going to say the 'litany of saints' over

this broken ewer, to see if it won't mend it 1"
"In the name of Moses, what are you going to do ~

asked Kelly, in immeasurable astonishment.
"To say the 'litany of saints' over this broken ewer, to

see if they won't please to make it whole again for me 1"
"And do you really' think they will do it ?"

"Why, yes, I hope so, you know, Helen! Because
either one of them could have done it as easy as kiss your
hand, when they were on the earth, ~ejid would have done
it, too, to save any poo" child from blame; and do you think
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they ain't just as able to. do a kindness, and just as willing,
too, now they are in Heaven? I don't," said Theodora, who
was all this time busily engaged in turning over the leaves
to find the place in the book. Having found it, she turned
the hook down, open, upon the floor, and then took up the
ewer and handle.

"Why, you are not going to do that, sure enough 1"
exclaimed the amazed Helen.

"Oh, yes, I am, Helen! indeed I am! Here, I want
you to kneel down just there, and take the ewer and the
handle, and hold them together the way they ought to grow.
So!"

"This way ?" asked Helen, doing as she was bid, kneel-
ing down, taking the articles in question, and holding them
together in the required position.

"Yes-that way, Helen-that will do very well! Now,
Helen, I '11 kneel down opposite to you, and take the book,
and read out the petitions, and you make the responses
while you hold the handle to the ewer. And believe with
all your heart, Helen, and see if the saints don't hear us I"

"Fiddle !"

"No-you musn't say 'fiddle,' you must believe, if you
want the saints to help us! Now I'm going to begin,"
said Theodora, crossing herself.

And there they knelt on the floor of the infirmary--
facing each other-one holding the broken ewer and handle
together, and making responses, while the other held the
book, and read the litany of saints, in the full faith that the
saints would hear and help her by a miracle.

At it they went-occasionally-children-like-interspers-
ing the ritual with impatient improvisions of their own.

At it they went-Theodora hailing and Helen respond-
ing, as thus-

"'St. Michael I"'
"'Pray for us. ~

a'' St. Gabriel 1'"
.- " 'Pray for us."'
"'St. Raphael 1'"
"'Pray for us.'"
"'All ye holy angels and archangels!'"
.- " 'Pray for us.'"
"Helen, has the handle grown on yet ?"
"No, I tell you! And I don't believe it's going to grow

on either ~
"Oh! Helen, that's because you haven't faith! You

must believe, if you want the saints to help us! Now let's
go on again-

"'St. John ~
-"'Pray for us."'

St. Paul!' "

..- " 'Pray for us.'"
"'St. Vincent ~
-"' Pray for us.'"
"'All ye holy martyrs!'"
-" 'Pray for us."'
"Has it grown together yet, Helen ?"
"No! and the plagney thing ain't a-goin' to grow

together, neither I"
"Oh, don't say bad words, please-It's very sinful, par-

ticularly now-try again-"
"'St.
She stopped short, dropped the book, and clasped her

hands in an agony of terror, for--
There stood the terrible Sister, looking at them! !
How long she had been there, watching them, they, from

their absorption in the litany, could not tell; but there she
stood, now right over them, looking down upon them-not
frowning-but laughing inwardly, until she was scarcely able
to stand.

"Why, children, what are you about 7" she asked, in a
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softened voice, and by way of saying something, for she saw
very well what they were or had been about.

Theodora was still speechless and motionless, with clasped
hands.

But Helen started quickly to her feet, dropping the ewer
and the handle, and saying, impatiently,

"Why, she broke the old thing by accident, and was
saying the litany of saints to get it to grow together, and I
was holding it, as if it had been a baby for christening, and
I was its god-mother! I'm always making a fool of myself
br her," added Miss Wildman, solo voce-then speaking
aloud, and turning toward the little one, she said-." There!
I told you it was no use. The saints, I reckon, even if
they~hear you, have something else to do besides mending
broken pitchers."

Sister Simeon was still laughing inwardly, but her face
and her voice softened, perhaps under the genial influence
of the little drollery she had happened upon-and address-
ing Theodora, she said,

"Why, you made much too serious a matter of such a
trifle, my child! If you hadn't been so childish, and simple,
and sincere in what you were about, it would have been
very sinful to address the holy saints upon such a subject."

"It was you she was afraid of, Sister Sky-, Simeon, I
mean. I do think she did expect you would bite her head
off, for breaking the pitcher," said Helen, by way of giving
the formidable Sister a hint of her unreasonable severity.

"What, did you think, Theodora," said Sister Sirneon,
with strange self-deception-" that I would have blamed
you for a mere accident 7"

Yes-Theodora did think so, and moreover she knew so;
but she was too timid to reply.

"Get up and gather up the pieces, children, and finish
sweeping the room, and don't be so silly another time,"
said Sister Simeon Stylite, passing out of the infirmary.

Theodora breathed a long deep sigh of relief~
But Miss Wildman was in a wanton mood, and disposed

to make merry at the child's expense-
"Oh! ha, ha, ha! 1 shall never get over this! And so

you thought the saints and angels were going to mending
ewers; oh! ha, ha, hat and without white lead and putty,
too! oh! that's too good, I declare! I'll know where to
go to when I'm in a scrape; and I'll get you to make the
responses-ha, ha, ha !"

Poor Theodora drooped with mortification and regret,
both upon her own account and her saints-and still she
felt as if in some indirect manner they had saved her after
all.

But Helen went on teaming, laughing, jesting and making
herself merry, all in a perfectly good humored, friendly sort
of way however, over the subject, until the tears were trick-
ling down the drooping face of the child. Then Helen was
smitten with compunction, and would immediately have set
about her rough way of comforting the little one, but that
she was anticipated by a better hanj~

Vivia, who had all this time been ~silent and unnoticed
observer of the child, came and put ~her arm around her
neck, and raised her little head and kissed her lips, and said,

"You did nothing wrong, Theodora. You know you did
not. Why don't you say so, when you know so ?"

The child raised her imploring eyes to the bright face
bending over her-and though it was the first time she had
ever looked upon that face, her timidity was charmed away,
and she answered, softly-

"I wasn't so sure, when they laughed at me-Sister and
Helen, both," said Theodora, with her eyes magnetized to
that beautiful face, from which she seemed to draw life
strength, and inspiration at every glance.

"Be sure. Listen! Your childish faith did save y~u
after all. You prayed-your little heart was half broken
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with grief and terror; no matter if it was a trifle in itself
that caused your trouble-it was no trifle to you, as your
sorrowful orphanage is no trifle to good angels-well, you
prayed to the Lord."

"No-oh, no! not to the Lord; I would not have dared
to pray to the Lard for any thing less than some soul's
good."

"But why ?"

"Oh! He is so high-so mighty-a-so awful I"
"He is our Father."
"And He is surrounded by such circles beyond circles

of angels and archangels, powers, principalities, thrones and
dominions; oh! you see I know them all out of the cate-
chism! How could I dare pray to Him, and how could my
prayer get through all them? every one 'glorious, glorious,
glorious,' like the sun at noon. Oh! you know yourself, it
would never do. So when I am in trouble, I dare not ask
any one higher than the saints to help me."

"Listen. Look out of that window-you see the sun?
It is shining on a thousand hills and valleys forests and
fields of grain-.--and more than that, it is shining on many
worlds as large and many times larger than this world we
live on-and it is giving life to them all; but at the same
time that the sun is shining upon and blessing all those
other worlds, and all the great hills, and valleys, and forests,
and fields of our own world, too-it is not forgetting or
neglecting the smallest wild flower or blade of grass that
grows under our feet. Did you ever think of that? The
great earth turns toward the sun, and it is day and summer
-the little flower looks up to the sun and it lives and

blooms. The sun shines upon and blesses all, both great
and small. So our Father, He regards the small sorrows
that afflict the hearts of little children, as well as the great
cares that trouble the mighty ones of the world. For you

know, the Bible says that not a sparrow falls to the ground
without your Father."

But the waggish Helen, on the other side of the child,
was making such faces that Theodora, still fearing she had
been doing something very foolish, if not wicked, hung her
head with a downcast, inconsolable air. And Vivia, lifting
her chin again, and smiling in her face, said,

"Why, what is the matter? Those that succeed shQuld
rejoice, and you succeeded in your petition! Peace was what
you wanted, was it not? You didn't care about the trifling
ewer, that was of no value, but you cared about Sister, and
feared her anger ?"

"Yes."
"Why wasn't she angry ?"

"Oh," said Helen, entering into the conversation, with
a half-vexed, half-amused air, "because she couldn't help
laughing at the figure we cut, praying to the saints over a
broken pitcher !"

"Well, never mind !" smiled Vivia; "she was not angry,
and the appeal to the saints was the direct means by which
her anger was prevented. So, you see, Miss Helen, if the
saints didn't miraculously mend the ewer, the purpose of
the prayer was answered just as well. You know that
Heaven doesn't always answer our prayers' in the direct
manner in which we make them, but brings about the end
in better ways. Don't be laughed out of your little simple
faith, Theodora, and it will be wiser when you are older."

This was the beginning of the friendship between Vivia
and Theodora. And the child was thus early in life placed
between two influences, in many respects antagonistic, i~nd
was alternately affected by one or the other, as Vivia or
Helen was nearer to her.
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CHAPTER XII.

THE VALLEY.

Who can paint
Like Nature? Can Imagination boast,
Amid Its gay creations, hnea like hers?
Or can it mix them with that matchless skill,
And lose them in each other, as appears
In every bud that blows ?-Thomeon.

THE scenery in which are located the characters and
events of this story is not drawn from imagination only~

Some years ago-before the great railroad that now
passes through that section was laid out,-" in the good old
days" of turnpike roads, and sociable, slow stage-coaches,
it was my good fortune to travel several times backward
and forward through that romantic region of country. We
did not rush past with that speed that threatened to bring
us up nothing short of the next world. We went slowly
and carefully through those wild, tortuous mountain gorges,
and up and down those steep declivities, and through those
broken valleys, well wooded and watered, that lay between
those successive mountain ranges. In a pass, ou the western
declivity of one of the ridges, was the mountain hamlet,
where we often stopped, and which I have valued under the
name of Byrie. The convent also was not many miles
distant.

The country was then, as now, a beautiful half-reclaimed
wilderness. Successive mountain ranges ran nearly parallel
from north-east to south-west, with long, narrow valleys
lying between them. The mountains were covered from
base nearly to summit with a sparse growth of pines, thorns,

(124)

hemlocks, cedars, and other evergreen trees. The valleys
were varied with heavy forests, open glades, and running
waters.

That most beautiful valley in which our story is located,
lay embraced between two arms of the Alleghenies, thrown
out from the main ridge, and extending some five or six
wiles in a westerly direction. The arm on the right side
was called the North mountain, that on the left side the
South mountain, or ridge.

The western extremity of the North and of the South
ridge were nearly opposite to each other, and three miles
apart.

The lovely valley that lay embraced between these ridges
was thus in the form of a long, irregular letter U.

At the upper, or eastern bend, whence started these two
arms of the mountain, was situated the convent, whose front
commanded the whole down view of the beautiful valley,
broken and variegated with woods and streams and rocks,
and cascades from the mountain sides, and cabins nestled
here and there.

At the lower end of the valley, on the right hand, the
North mountain terminated in an abrupt cliff, known as
Mount Storm.

And the South mountain declined gradually in a suc-
cession of rolling declivities, known as the Sunset Hills.

A wild river took its rise upon Mount Storm, dashed in
a succession of falls down the side of the cliff; rushed around
the foot of the precipice, and still following 'the base of the
mountain ranges, took a bend into the valley, and wound
in and out and around the Sunset Hills, until it reached the
open country, where it flowed on leisurely to join the groat,
distant river, just visible to those who might stand upon the
hill-tops.

Beyond the valley the country was broken, hilly, and
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mountainous-towering into other ridges, and falling into
other valleys, for hundreds of miles in all directions.

In form the terminus of the North mountain, the cliff of
Mount Storm, bore some resemblance to a pair of steps of
stupendous size, and was thence often called the Titan's
step. It presented an equally suggestive likeness to an
enormous chair, of which the lower step formed the seat,
and the upper step the back, and from that circumstance it
was sometimes named the Giant's chair.

The lower step, or the seat of the chair, or the ledge of
the cliff; just as you please to call it, was about half-way
down the front of the mount, and comprised an area of
several acres in extent, connected with a deep alluvial soil.
Upon this ledge the manor-house, with all its commodious
outbuildings had been erected; and the ground had been
laid out, terraced and planted, exotic trees had been set,
and those indigenous to the soil thinned out and trimmed.

The manor was a square, double-fronted, three-storied
house, built of variegated granite, that gave it ~ite a
mosaic appearance. There was a handsome, rather heavy
portico at the main entrance ;-above the portico and in
the second story was a bay window; above that also in the
third story another. And in every story, two windows each
side the centre, making twelve in all. The house stood
about midway the area, in the centre of the ornamental
ground. A terraced shrubbery and flower-garden lay be-
fore; and a kitchen garden, vines, and choice fruit trees
behind. While several rods beyond arose the front of the
rock-not straight up, but bending backward as it rose.

Wild and beautiful, and in some respects well chosen as
this site was, it did not prevent stern matter-of-fact people
from calling it at first "Malmaison's Madness." But in
the course of time the place got its proper name. The
winds that raved around the exposed cliff procured for it
the apellation of Mount Storm.

Some two or three miles up the valley was an old fash.
ioned farm-house, called, from its standing under the shelter
of another towering precipice, "Gray Rock," while still
farther up and lying midway between Gray Rock and the
Convent, was another farm-house known as Red Ridge.
The farms attached to these homesteads comprised a portion
of the North mountain, and a part of the valley lying be-.
low it.

These were all the estates on the North side of the valley.
You already know that Mount Storm was occupied by

that" Snowy Florimel," the young widow, Mrs. Malmaison,
her son Austin, her housekeeper Bridget, her manager
Jimmy Dougherty, and her household servants.

Gray Rock was the home of Doctor Thogmorton, his
wife and her children.

And Red Ridge was tenanted by Basil Wildman.
But it is with none of these that we have to do just now,

but with a small cabin in a sparse cluster of stunted pine-
trees upon the top of the mountain, and appertaining to
the Gray Rock estate. It was known as the Gray Rock.
Cabin. It was an old log house, containing but one square
room, with a loft over it. It fronted south, and its only
door looked down upon the valley and across the opposite
mountain. It had a chimney of rough hewn rocks at the
back of the house, north ;-a small window east and another
west, with the door south as I said. A dilapidated fence
straggled around an impoverished looking garden, and
beyond that were sterile patches of ground once cultivated,~
now hidden under the snow. And all around on the moun-
tain were the stunted growth of evergreens, and in the
valley below the varied scene of woods and streams and
open glades before described.

The cabin was occupied by a miserably poor widow, and
her three childre~n-~~..a bo~and twin girls. How they sub~

L
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listed that dreadful winter, none but He who feeds the
ravens could tell.

While the husband and father, Abraham Brunton lived,
he had supported them by day labor on the surrounding
farms, by cutting wood and hauling it to the nearest town
for sale, and 'by hunting upon the mountains; while his wife
kept the cabin, tended the little vegetable-garden, took care
of a cow that supplied them with. milk and butter, kept
some poultry that brought them eggs, and two pigs that
were destined to be changed into winter bacon. Besides
this, she spun and wove all the coarse domestic cloth for
the children's clothing, and knitted all their stockings.
And sometimes she wove carpets for such housekeepers as
kept no loom or weaver at home.

But after the death of her husband, who had now been
dead some years, the widow and her children had suffered
very much--suffered 'a great deal from inevitable poverty,
and a great deal more from the losses and privations conse-
quent upon ignorance. Her garden, that might have been
a source of great help to herself and children, was suffered
to fall into sterility for the want of proper cultivation.

But after all, she in hei~ ignorance was only following the
same fatal course that rich valley farmers, in the utter reck-
lessness of extravagance, were pursuing-that is~ to say-..
starving the land and exhausting its substance, by cropping
it year after year, without returning it any nutrient in the
shape of manure, or giving it any rest for natural recu
operation.

Poor Mrs. Brunton, in her bleak mountain cabin, did.-
"the best she could." She took in spinning, weaving,
dyeing-in short, any work that she knew how to do, and
could procure; and she went out for a day's labor whenever
the opportunity offered, which was not very often in' a
neighborhood where nearly all the labor was performed by
the negroes.
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Her son Wakefield, a fine boy of twelve years of age,
helped her as much as he possibly could, not only in the
quantities of game he brought home from the mountain
hunts, of which he was so fond, and in the roughest and
most laborious part of the house and garden work, and in
taking care of his little sisters during her absence, but in
many indirect ways that none but the most affectionate and
thoughtful nature would discover.

It was' a cold, bitterly cold evening in February. The
snow was two feet deep on the mountains, and frozen over
with a thick crust of ice. Every pine and cedar, thorn and
hemlock, was weighed down with a deposit of snow.

The sun was down, and the northwest wind was up, and
raved and howled around the widow's little ruinous log
cabin, threatening at every gust to blow it over. For
ruinous the poor little cabin really was. In spite of the
best care, the rude, unseasoned material of which it was
built would wear old, the logs would dry and shrink, and
the clay daubing between them would 'crumble and fall
out. In the same manner the mortar between the stones
of the chimney would pulverize and fall, and the timber of
which the door and window sashes were made would decay.
So, though the one door and the two windows: might be
shut as closely as possible, the wind had its own way, and
entered' at any side or angle of the walls or the fireplace
where it listed to blow.

This evening especially the wind was, as the widow de~
dared, "trying of itself,"-sometimes it moaned and wailed
in the deep ravines like the lost spirits in the bottomless
pit-.sometimes it rushed roaring up the sides of the moun-
tain, whirling, rending and raging among the trees, like the
aforesaid spirits let loose upon the earth; and sometimes it
made a dead set upon the poor little cabin, shaking and
rattling its loose logs like dry bones or castanets upon
which it pleased to play weird music. Sometimes it fell

8
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back as if to gather breath and get ready for a spring, and
then making most ungenerous use of its power, would rush
upon the little door or windows in such a storm that it was
a miracle the whole house was not whirled before it like a
dried leaf.

lint the wind was an old acquaintance of the widow's, a
frequent visitor ,'~t the cottage, in fact an intimate friend of
the family, and not a fair-weather friend, by any means, but
one that had been faithful to them in adversity as in pros-
perity, "and more so too ;" for the poorer they became, the
older and looser their log house, the thinner and shabbier
and fewer their garments, why the more sociable and affec-
tionate and caressing the wind! In truth, the wind was an
example to summer friends. The family knew it, too!
and perhaps that was the reason they rather liked its rude
music, and took all its stormy assaults as so much rough
play.

The widow herself declared that she did not care how it
blew, if it would- only not blow down the chimney, and send
clouds of smoke ~nd a little hailstorm of sparks from the
fireplace into the room.

And upon this evening the wind, though it raved and
roared and raged-though it wailed and howled and shrieked
.-.-.though it wrenched and twisted and tore the great forest
trees-though it stormed and cannonaded and bombarded
the house-though it did everything that the most imagina-
tive poet or exaggerative novel-wright ever accused it of
doing-..-" with a perfect looseness"-yea, indeed, though it
did, to cap the climax in the widow's expressive language,
"try itself,"-yet it did not blow down the chimney and put
the cottage fire out. On the contrary, it "drew," and the
great pine logs piled up in the capacious fireplace sent a
glorious blaze roaring up the broad chimney, and also a
glorious light and warmth, and a pleasant, wholesome,
resinous odor through the humble room; and from the little

uncurtained windows, east and west, that fire sent long
glowing streams of ruddy light far out upon the winter
snow-~-a very cheerful beacon to all who might see it. And
upon this evening far and wide was this light seen.

It was seen by the people of the valley, who knew that
that lonely, cheerful light upon the mountain came from the
widow Brunton's cottage.

It was seen by Mrs. Thogrnorton, at Gray Rock, who,
looking out of~ the window of her back parlor upon the
gathering night, wondered carelessly what the poor widow
and orphans had for supper, or if they had anything, and
then turned, with new appreciation and great gusto, to the
enjoyment of her warmly carpeted and curtained room, her
comfortable lounging chair, and the anticipated enjoyment
of a well-spread tea table.

It was seen by Blaise Wildman, who, looking out of the
kitchen-door at Red Ridge, swore it was "going to be a
honey-cooler of a night," hoped that poor widow and her
children were not starving to death, vowed that "he ought
to be codwopple-hammered for not sending her some pro-
visions," and wished that what's-his-name, from the warmer
climate, might come and fetch him if he didn't send her a
bag of meal and a side of bacon the very next blessed
morning; and that he might be blamed if he didn't go and
see after her himself, too. And by the Abbess giving alms
from the front portico of her Convent, and who, casting her
dark eyes over the wintry landscape and around upon the
gathering darkness, chanced to descry the light streaming
redly from the mountain hut, east and west, over the snow,
and who, gazing on it, saId to herself,

"She never comes to ask assistance, although she must
be in great need. I wish we could possibly get her little
girls into the asylum. I must send to-morrow and see after
them." -

Finally t~hat cheerful beacon light was seen by a hand-
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some, sturdy lad in a homespun suit, with a fox-skin cap,
and a gun and a bunch of game across his shoulder, who
came singing a song as he trudged through the crusted
deep snow, among the stunted pines and cedars up the
mountain side.

Was the widow in such desperate need as her wealthy
neighbors thought? We shall see. Let us re-enter the
cabin. Its one room is poor and poorly furnished enough,
Heaven knows! But the glorious fire is a luxury that the
most costly and elegant saloon would, I am sure, be the
handsomer for, and which it cannot have. And that glow-
ing fire lighted up and displayed every nook and corner,
high and low, of a room just perfect in its cleanliness. In-
deed, it seemed as if the poorer that widow became the
more fastidious she grew. It was as if the last refuge of
her worldly pride and ambition, if not of her self-respect,
was to be found only in the immaculate cleanliness of her
surroundings. 'There was no great degree of neatness,
order, or beauty in the arrangement of her room-there
was only pure cleanliness and just so much of neatness,
order, etc., as was compatible with unpiastered log walls, an
uncarpeted deal floor, old, ricketty, misshapen and mis-
matched furniture, and windows broken and mended with
paste and paper. But the perfect purity! Soap and water
was that woman's only extravagance, and it became her!
Besides the pleasing cleanliness, there was the glowing, glo-
rious fire, which I am proud of as the great item of luxury
in the room, as it undoubtedly was, and which, being im-
mediately opposite the door, was the first object that would
meet your eyes on opening it and entering.

There was before you, on the right of the chimney, a
dresser of two shelves, filling up all the space across from
the fireplace to tIle corner, and resplendent with two rows
of brightened pewter plates and dishes leaned against the
wall4 ~nd further adorned by a set of cheap crockeryWare,

that were made the most of by the saucers being turned
down in rows, and the cups set upon top of them, with the
teapot and sugar bowl at one end, leading the pile.

On the left; of the chimney was the widow's loom, now
laid up in idleness for the want of work.

On the right of the door by which you entered, stood
the low-posted oaken bedstead, with its bed and blue
domestic yarn counterpane, and pillows in pillow-eases so
white that they might put many fine housekeepers to the
blush.

On the left of the door was the ladder that went up into
the loft, and under it, half-hidden in the shade of the corner,
was the widow's spinning-wheel-idle also for the want of
wool to spin.

About in spots, wherever there was room for them, sat
three or four rough, home-made pine chairs, the work of
poor Brunton de~eascd.

In the middle of the floor stood an oak table, also of
domestic manufacture by the same hand. This table boasted
no cloth, but it was scoured to such a milky whiteness, that
the want was not felt. That was all in the way of furniture,
if we except the kettle that was singing over the fire, the
oven that contained the corn pone on the hearth, and a few
other little household utensils.

There was no superfluity of any description whatever-
no little vanities in the way of ornament, no cheap looking-
glass or low-priced picture, or plaster-of-paris dog or parrot
or angel, as may be sometimes seen in such cabins-nothing
but the hardest, barest necessaries of life; yet over all ~ind
through all there was a sort of homely comfort and pictur-
esque beauty difficult to analyze.

So much for the still life.
Of the conscious life in that room there was first the

widow, a tall, thin, muscular-looking woman, with dark
hair and eyes, and a dark, sun-burned, wind-beaten, care-
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worn face. She wore a plain gown of some coarse stuff
that had once been black, but that now, through long wear
and frequent washings, had faded to an iron-gray. A blue
checked handkerchIef folded across her bosom, and a blue
checked apron tied around her waist; coarse yarn stockings,
and shoes clumsy with frequent mending, completed her
attire; her head was bare, and her hair was twisted up be-
hind and tucked under a horn comb in the very plainest
manner.

The two little girls, the twin sisters, Alice and Annie,
were pretty brunettes, right comfortably clad in homespun
linsey, that had once been as many hued as the rainbow, but
had by dint of frequent intercourse with soap and water
faded into an indiscriminate cloud of no particular color at
all. Between these two children on the floor was a basket
of cotton wool, in which slept a nest of young kittens, that
the young girls were never tired of looking at, taking out,
nursing, petting, warming, ~&nd worrying all in most
motherly tenderness conceivable.

While the children played, the mother busied herself by
taking down the cups and saucers and the pewter plates
from the dresser, and arranging them upon the table, and
going now and then first to one window, next to the other,
and then to the door to look out into the wintry night,
saying, as she returned to her task,

"I wonder where your brother is, children! It is very
cold. The wind blows as if it would take the roof off the
house! I wish he would come in."

Ah! it was easy to see by the expression of that poor
woman's face as she looked, and the tone of her voice as

she spoke, that her heart was "wrapped up" in that boy,
just as all the poor neighbors said it was. When she spoke,
the little girls would look up from their play and answer
nothing at all, or only say,

"I wish he may bring us home a live bird to keep."

The widow finished setting the table, by putting a pitcher
of milk and a pat of butter upon it. And then she sat down
in the chimney corner and took her knitting; but she had
not knit many rounds before she heard the joyous carol of
the boy's voice, as he approached the house, singing. In
another moment he came in with a lad's gay inoffensive
assumption of manliness, exclaiming,

"Well! here I am, mother! all right! and lots of game 1"
And then he stood his gun down with a sounding thump in
the corner, and cast his bunch of partridges and a pair of
rabbits upon the floor-all in a sturdy, off-hand sort of way,
as if he did not think much of what he had done that day,
and was a long way above making any amount of it.

"Come to the fire, my boy-make haste-do come-you
must be frozen," said Mrs. Brunton affectionately.

"Oh! not a bit of it! dear, no! never felt warmer. Field
sports warm up the blood, you know! So J3laise Wildmau
says! and it's the truth, I i~eckon! Oh! my! hasn't he
got a consign, though! ain't she a trump! Well! here
they are, mother," he said, taking up the bunch of game,
and feeling the birds-" they are not very fat !-contrary-
wise, I think they are very lean. They don't get much
picking now, you know, when the snow is on the ground6

Poor things, with their short commons they fare so much
like ourselves that I have quite a fellow-feeling for them, and
feel as if I committed a sort o' murder in killing them!
But that little witch of a Nelly! Oh! ain't she one of
them, though! Beasts of prey! they call the wild animals
beasts of prey! When here am I who hear the gospel
preached to me once a month, and here is Blaise who is book-
learned, and little Kelly, that's a girl naturally, and I'm
blamed, when we're killing these little speckled creatures in
their own homes, if I don't feel as if we were worse beasts
of prey than the dumb ones! and we hear the gospel
preached too !"
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"But the gospel says, 'Rise Peter, kill and eat."'
"The gospel says Peter dreamt that, when he was very

hungry. Hows'ever, mother, here are the birds, about two
dozen of them, I reckon-enough to make two or three rare
pies~-.and here are two rabbits, almost big enough to stuff
and roast like pigs. Wonder if there be any superior order
of beings that kill and eat us, in some way that we don't
understand, and all without our knowing it, as we do the
rabbits and partridges-I'm blamed if I don't sometimes
think it's likely P' said the boy, as he hung the game up on
a nail near the dresser.

"You do get some of the wildest notions, Wake, and I
think it must be 'cause you go so much among the wild
varmints."

"Ha, ha, ha! mother, that's the wildest thought of all-
shouldn't wonder if I got them all from you, mother dear."
* "I was always counted a believer, Wake !"

"So am I, mother."
"And in nothing more and nothing less than is set down

in Holy Writ."
"So am II, mother, only we don't know, Lord help us,

how much is set down there, long as we can't read for our-
selves."

"That's the truth, too! La, Wake, when I was your
age, I had such an ambition to learn how to read.
Oh, I remember when I was a little girl out at service
at old Madame Thogmorton's I-sometimes I would hear
the young ladies read, and then, oh! I got such glimpses
of the joys and delights there was in the insides of the
wonderful little books! But when I opened them and
looked to see if I could make out any thing b~y gazing, they
were just as dumb to me as ~ stone! And then the young
ladies, you know, would feel tickled half to death, to see
how I used to loiter, with my 'mouth and eyes wide open,'
they said-though I don't believe that.-to. catch and swab

low some 0' the reading! Then they made me bring my
work in the parlor of an evening, to sit and listen to the
reading. And as I stand here this minute, with this coffee-
pot in my hand, I do believe they enjoyed their book twice
as much for seeing how keen I enjoyed it; for they would
look at me, and be tickled to death sometimes! And, oh I
I did enjoy it-keen, I tell you! Oh, Wake! them was
evenings! Mr. William~Doctor Thogmorton that is
now, would come in when we were all in the parlor after
tea, and bring a little book, may~he no bigger than-than
your two hands laid flat together, yet in that book he would
sit down and read to the young ladies round the work-table,
and to me on the stool-there would be the greatest sights
of histories about nations1 and kings an.d queens and battles,
and murders and sudden deaths that would make your head
feel old. And then, another evening there'd be another
book no bigger, yet that seemed to hold all the whole
world, with the most wonderful stories of distant countries
that you never dreamed of; some countries where it is
almost always freezing winter like this, some where it is
burning summer all the year round; and then the different
races of people; and the wild animals; and wonderful birds
and fishes! And then other evenings again there would be.
other books, full of stories about knights and ladies and
castles that would make my heart burn. And sometimes
there was beautiful poetry th&~t would melt my bosom like
a snow-ball before the fire, and make the tears run down
my face in the foolishest way! But, whether I laughed or.
cried or gaped, as they said I did, I know one thing, I made a.
great deal of fun for them somehow, for sometimes they would
laugh at me until they were scarcely able to stir! Never
mind! I didn't care much, for ah! boy, those hours were like
the kingdom of heaven come down, and not one of those books
have I ever forgotten, or what was read in them, either!
That does make mc be able to amuse you with telling

*
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curious things these long winter evenings while I sit and
knit."

"But why mightn't some of the young ladies teach you
to read, mother; that's what I wonder."

"Laws, Wake, didn't I ask them often and often? and
so they would, may be, only they were too much given to
idleness like; and besides their brother, Mr. William,
Doctor Thogmorton that now is, wouldn't hear tell of sich
a thing for one minute; and he said a great deal about
mixing up of classes, and making poor folks feel above their
places, and so on, with a great deal of fine talk about things
that I couldn't make head or tail of, 'cept that the likes of
me were not to learn to read like the likes of them. And
may be it might be so, the Lord above knows.-no it wasn't
neither 1 I won't say it was, if an angel told me so! be.
cause I know better all out of my own heart! And I wish
I had learned to read, Wake, so that I might teach you
these long winter evenings, and no thanks to The school that
we can't afford to send you to," concluded the widow, as
she took the tongs, raised the lid from the oven, and find-
ing her corn-pone well done, proceeded to turn it out upon
a large pewter-plate, and set it upon the table, whence its
sweet, fresh, warm scent filled the room. Then she polished
off the coffee-pot and set it on the waiter, and then took
the single salt herring from the gridiron, put it on a little
dish and placed it also on the board. The sweet pat of
butter, the jug of milk and the maple-sugar being there
before-the supper was now ready. And she set the chairs,
and put the two little girls up on each side, while the sole re-
presentative of the " boys" took off his upper jacket and hung
it up, and giving his head a shake by way of dressing his
hair, came forward to take the place as man of the house,
at the foot of the table.

He was a fine, well grown, handsome lad, with dark hair,

and eyes like his mother's and sisters', and a fresh i~uddy
complexion, and a warm, frank smile.

"Sometimes, mother," he said, as he cut the pone and
helpedd his little sisters to bread, while the widow filled their
mugs with milk, "sometimes, you know, I feel discontented,
because I can't have what I see other boys have, nor go to
school like they do, and the rest of it-and then again,
mother, I hardly know how it is but my mind changes al-
together, and I feel like I do now, as if I was the very
happiest boy in the world, with such a dear mother-mother,
here! you take the middle piece of the fish, with the roe
in it."

When they had finished their meal, Wakefield got up and
took his little sisters down from their chairs, and wiped their
little hands and faces with a wet towel, and turned them to
pla$~ with the cat and kittens, while he set up the chairs and
poured out a pan full of hot water for his mother to wash
the dishes.

Then while she cleared up the supper-table, arranged the
neat dresser, and swept the hearth, he went out into the
rough shed and split up.a quantity of wood, a part of which
he piled up for the morning's kindling, and a part of which
he brought in for present use.

The widow had drawn the table to the fire, and lighted a
home-dipped tallow candle, (they had eaten supper by the
bright light of the fire, which was quite as bright as ever, but
Mrs. Bvnntou preferred to have the candle also.) And she had
taken her chair and her knitting, and sat down to work. The
little girls had taken their low stools, and nestled themselves
close to her skirts, begging, though it was six o'clock, to
sit up just a little while and hear mother tell stories. All
this had been done while Wakefield was out chopping
wood.

And when at last he had finished and brought in armful
after armful, and piled it up for the evening's use, he drew

6



140 VIVIA. THE VALLEY. 141

a chair and sat down opposite his mother at the table--and
as soon as he had thoroughly rested, he began to be very
uneasy for the want of occupation. He got up and walked
about the room, looked out of the windows, took another
turn or two and came back and set down. Then got up
again, took another turn, looked in upon the cat and kittens,
teased his little sisters in a gentle sort of way, came and sat
down again, yawned and wished it was bedtime, or that he
was dead-he felt so lonesome! meaning that he felt men-
tally so vacant, so hungry, so weary of idleness and inanity.

There is not by any means too much sympathy expended
upon physical starvation, but mental starvatjon is a thing
almost entirely ignored, though the latter is far more fre-
quently to be seen than the former.

"Mother, is there nothing I can do for you, this evening ?"

he asked, drearily.
"No, Wake !"

"Whatever shall I do with myself, mother? I'd go to
bed now, only I know I should lay awake and feel lonesome
all the same. Ain't you never lonesome, mother ?"

"Yes, Wake."
"And what do you do ?"

"Work as hard as I can, Wake-and if that don't do, I
say my prayers."

"And if that don't do, mother."
"Why then I bear it as well as I can till the feeling goes

off, Wake-and it does go after a while, just as any other
bad feeling does. It's a sort o' low heart-ache, one must
try to get rid of it by fair means, and if they can't they must
just bear with it like it was a grumbling tooth, until it goes
of its own accord. That's my thoughts. Now Wake, you
are having a bad feeling over you, and if you can't get shut
of it no way, just try to bear it till it goes of its own accord,
and it will soon go."

"Yes, mother, but it comes on now every day of my life, and

particular in the evening, and it lasts bad from supper time
till bedtime, four hours every night, as near as we can guess
without a clock."

"Well, you must be patient, and recollect the many
reasons you counted up just now for being the happiest boy
in the whole world."

"Well, I felt happy then, mother. I reckon it was be-
cause I had something to do.-.I had supper to eat, you
know, and wood to chop. And now there's nothing: oh,
dear!"

"Well, these days won't last forever," said the smother,
concluding with a half-suppressed sigh, as if she stifled the
thought that there mio'ht be as much to fear as to hope in
a change.

What poor widowed mother has not felt the same, even
while working hard for~~the needy- children that gather in
security around her hearth in the evening? alas I as much
to fear as to hope in their growing up, God comfort and
guard and guide them!

"Mother, I wouldn't feel so bad, nor grumble soif I only
could learn to read-for if I could read, mother, that would
put me in the way of learning every thing else, I am sure it
would! I could borrow books from Blaise, and from the
Sisters up yonder, too, and teach myself all these long winter
evenings, and afterward teach pretty sisters, and read to you
all, too! Whereas now, I have to mope away in worthless
idleness all these long, dismal evenings, and all the rainy days,
wasting such lots of time that I might be getting such a
splendid education. Its enough to make a boy-"

He broke off short, and passed his cuff across his eyes.
His mother laid her hand upon his shoulder:

"Never mind, Wake !"

"But I do mind, mother, and I can't help minding . Here
I'm 'most thirteen years old, and I don't know a letter in
the book! I don't want to stay here grubbing on this old
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mountain forever! I want to learn something and go
somewhere and do something of some account! And I
want you and sisters to be better off and to have things!
I don't see the use of being alive, if this is all !"

And again the mother's gentle hand was laid upon his
shoulder, and her loving voice said,

"What a poor, discontented boy you are getting to be,
Wakefield! I am sorry to see it, Wake. You 'don't see
the use of being alive, if this is all!' Oh, Wake! the use
of being alive is to d~ the will .of Him who gave us life, and
to growbetter and better every year we live-and that we
can do, Wake, here in our poverty on this mountain, as well
as anywhere else in this world! We are put on this earth,
Wake, to prepare for a better world; and that we can do
on this mountain, Wake, as well as anywhere else in this
world! Riches is a good thing, Wake, and learning is a
better; but righteousness is best of all, Wake, for it will
save us both in this world and the next. And if we cannot
be rich and great, Wake, and if we cannot be wise and
learned, we can be better than that-we can be honest and
true! honest and true, Wake !"

"Why," she added, smiling, "that is what I often think
about our little housekeeping. We can't have rich furni-
ture and beautiful pictures. and costly books in our house,
nor would they suit it; but we can have an ornament that is
better than them, and that ever so many costly things would
be of poor account without-we can have pure cleanness in
our clothes and in our cabin. And so in our souls; if we
can't have wisdom and learning, we can have what is better
than them-pure cleanness there, too. When I wash the
children in the mornin g, and myself, too, I do often pray to
the Lord to keep our souls clean. Yes, Wake! if we can't
have worldly wealth and wisdom, we can have clean souls,
and in clean bodies, anyhow."

"Yes, mother, but, you know, it seems to me I might

just as well have an education as not, and be getting it, too,
these long winter evenings. And it is so tiresome to have
nothing to do; and the evenings are so long! now, to reckon
by the length of that candle it can't be more than half-past
six yet! What shall I do ?"

"Now, I'll tell you what you can do-you can pick those
partridges. And while you are doing it, I will tell you all
the story of King Alfred and the wars of the Danes, as I
heard it read long ago. But stop; here are these poor
little things gone to sleep-without their story, too! I
must put them to bed first."

So saying the mother tenderly raised first one sleeping
child, and then the other, and carefully undressing them,
laid them on the bed.

"I don't like the children to go to sleep without saying
their little prayers, but it don't happen very often," she
said.

Wakefield had got down his bunch of game, and his basket
to receive the feathers, and was seated in the chimney-corner,
at his task of picking the birds. And his mother, sitting
down resuming her knitting, began to tell him all she re-
membered of the history of England, very much in the same
style, and with the same comments that any one else would
tell a story, "beginning at the beginning" and skipping
over large intervals of time, and very important events
that had been forgotten, merely because they had not im-
pressed her imagination, merely filling up the neglected
spaces, and connecting the narrative by saying that in that
time a number of kings reigned and made war and died, or
got killed, and then resuming her narrative at the next well-
remembered epoch. Thus she skipped from the Roman In-
vasion to the story of King Alfred; from him to William
the Conqueror....thence to the lion-hearted Richard and his
crusade, and his wicked successor John, and the story of
Prince Arthur~thence to Edward I., and the invasion of
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Scotland, with the story of Sir William Wallace. Then
with a jump forward over a hundred years, and the crowned
heads of a half a dozen kings, or so, she caine to the reign
of Henry V., the invasion of France, and the story of Joan
of Arc, and from that, with a leap, to the humpback
usurper, Richard III., and his murdered nephews-then on
to the story of the Royal Bluebeard, and his six wives-and
so on to Mary, and her successor Elizabeth, and the history
of the religious persecutions of those days-and then on
to the tragic story of Charles I., and then of Cromwell.

And that brought them to such a late hour, that the
mother stopped her narrative, rolled up her knitting, and
began to set the room in order for the night.

The boy's hungry, active mind was digesting rapidly the
crude material it had received, and drawing nutrient for
strong and independent thought. And while he put on a
fresh log to keep the fire all night, he said,

"It seems to me, mother, from all I've learned of history,
the great trouble was from people's getting too much power
in their hands. For it seems to me whether it was Catholic,
or Protestant, or Presbyterian,-or Pope, or King, or
Cromwell-whichever of them got the power, never failed
to turn Turk, and cut up the very-old gentleman 1"

And with this profound moral drawn from history, the
boy-philosopher lighted his candle, bid his mother good-
night, and went up stairs. The .woman also was soon at
rest. But even after midnight ha4d settled darkest over all
the scene-the fire on the mother's cottage hearth, sent out
through the windows, east and west, a ruddy, cheerful light.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE MORNING STAR.

Thoughts of great deeds were mine, dear maid, when O~rst
The clouds that wrap this world from youth did pass.
I do remember well the hour which burst
The spirit's sleep-In one that could not be
Aught but a lifeless clod, until inspired by thee..-Rkefley.

Tm~ next morning was as glorious as ever dawned upon
this earth. The valley lay bathed in sunshine, its fields of
frosted snow, its forests of glittering icicles blazed back a
white, insufferable splendor, equal to that of the rising sun.
From the stillness of the air, and the mild warmth of the
morning sun, it might be known that, ere the day declined,
the icy glories of this wintry scene would be melted away.

They were early risers at the widow's cabin.
Mrs. Brunton was up, had dressed her two little girTh,

made her bed, swept the room, and was getting breakfast,
when Wakefield ~appeared upon the ladder leading from his
loft.

Wake had been up as early as his mother, had made his
simple day's toilet, and had set his room in perfect order,
to fill up the half hour before he durst intrude below.

"Good morning, mother dear," he said, gayly, as he
crossed the kit4Aien and took two pails to bring water. As,
the spring was not far from the house, he soon returned,
and set the pails of water on the rude bench that usually
held them. "And now, mother," he asked, bringing in an
old tub from the shed, "what am I to give poor Sukey for
her breakfast? She had the last of the hay yesterday morn-
ing, and it was but a handful."

9 
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"You must cut up some of the carrots and turnips for

her. It is a great waste, as few vegetables as we have, and
really it does seem like taking the victuals out of the child-
ren's~ mouths to give them to the cow, but then it would be
a sin to keep on milking and starving her, poor thing !"

"Why, so it would, mother! though it does seem hard
to have to feed away our preciQus little stock of carrots and
turnips, for the want of fodder that costs so little, and would
be just as good for her."

"Ali, Wake, it is-' The poverty of the poor is their de-
struction,' as the Bible says. Half the time they haven't
the chance to save if they would. And then richer people,
with all things convenient about them, blame the poor for
their extravagance. But never mind that. It is no use to
coniplain of it, for there is so much nonsense talked and.
acted in this world, and so much injustice done in one way
and another, that it would be worse nonsense to mention it."

"Now you mustn't be stingy to poor Sukey. She gives
us sweet milk for breakfast and supper," said little Annie,
who understood nothing of the subject of conversation, ex-
eePt 1~hat her favorite's prbvender was in debate.

"No, you mustn't be stingy to poor, dear Sukey, Wake,"
chimed in little Allie, who was always an echo to her sister.

"No, no, my children, we wouldn't, for your sakes, stint
Bukey. There now you may go and help Wake to break
up the carrots, and put them in the tub for Sukey. And
then, as the morning is so pleasant, you may come to the
d6or and see her eat her breakfast, while I milk," said
their mother.

Wakefield had brought in a large basket of those roots,
and set it with the tub near the door, and the little girls
went as permitted to help him with his job, while their mo~
ther set the table and made the coffee. By the time she had
d~ne these things,, and was ready to milk the cow, they had
the food prepared, and Wake carried the tub out and set it

under Sukey's nose, while his mother took her milking stool
and pail and commenced operations. A poor looking, red
and white cow was Sukey, seeming quite haggard and care~
worn, as if she were altogether a member of the family; and
bore her share of all their anxieties and responsibilities, as
she certainly did in their privations and-their aWections.
When the milking was over they all came in, Mrs. Brunton
strained the milk, while the children watched her with as
much interest as if they had never seen that process before.
and then their breakfast was put upon the table. It was
almost exactly similar in fare to the supper of the night
previous, only that the remaIning half of the cold pone had
been sliced and toasted.

"I. think, mother, I'll go out and mend the fence this
morning, for as soon as the snow melts, and the frost is out
of the earth.~-and that will be soon now.-.-it will be time to
break up the ground for planting th~ garden."

"You may do that if you can, Wake; but I don't be-
lieve there's a nail in the house."

"Oh, yes there is, mother; I got a shilling last week in
Eyrie for holding a gentleman's horse, and I bought some;
I put a new handle on the hammer, too, the other day, you
know. La! I had as lief be without my hands as without a
hammer and nails !" laughed the lad, as going into tl~e wood-
shed he. brought forth the tools, and a bundle of old palings.
Then he went out to the scene of his morning's work~-the
straggling, dilapidated old fence that enclosed the lot, of
three acres, in the midst of which the cabin stood.

But ere he had commenced, the morning landscape, the
sublime and beautiful mountain and valley scenery, clothed
now in its winter ~garb of snow, and frost, and ice, all
glancing, flashing and sparkling in the dazzling light~ of'
the morning suu..-...like hills and. fields and forests of alabas~-
ter, Pearls and diamonds'-..caiight and sPell-bound bi~ eyes
and hi& soul. None but a bright, strong eye ~ouklAook
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so long upon that blinding radiance. Below him declined
his own mountain-side, a precipice of snow, spiked over
with countless stunted pines and cedars, whose dark green
foliage glittered with frost drops.

Below the mountain lay the valley, its fields all shining
in snow, and its forest trees sparkling in their winter foliage
of icicles. Mad River, now concealed by snow, looked like
a tortuous great gully, with trees and shrubbery in their
dress of ice, growing up and down along the ragged banks.

Before him, on the other side of the valley, arose the
South mountain covered with snow, and quilled with ever-
greens, powdered over with diamond dust of frost. An
unknown wilderness was that South mountain; from the
point where it started, the great range of the Alleghenies
above the Convent, to its western termination, opposite
Mount Storm, where it fell into those beautiful rolling, half-
wooded declivities called the Sunset Hills, there had not
been a tree feUed or a house raised.

In all the white and shining landscape, the only points of
color were the dark hue of the evergreen trees on either
mountain range, or scattered sparsely through the valley ;-
the red group of Convent buildings up the eastern extremi-
ty of the vale :-the chimneys and gable ends of Gray Rock
at the right hand, some quarter of a mile down; and the
long, rambling, ruinous old farm-house of Red-Ridge a
mile or so up the valley, and near the Convent. As the
two last mentioned homesteads were close under the shelter
of the mountain range upon which our boy spectator stood,
he could see but little of them except their roofs and chim-
neys.

Yes! there was another item of color, the brightest of all
in the snowy landscape. As the boy turned his eyes up
toward the Convent buildings, where the newly risen sun
was shining brightly above them, he described a little figure
in a scarlet cloak coming down the valley. She was yet so

far oft' that he could not have seen her but for the bright.
ness of her raiment, that shone like fire amid the snow. II.~
did not know that it was the morning star of his life about
to rise upon him. How should he of course? We never
know how much of our future destiny lies in the hands of
those of whose very existence we are unconscious. Wake-
field turned and addressed himself to his work. And as he
hammered away and got warm and interested in his labors,
he forgot all his discontent, his spirits arose to the effer-
vescing point and overflowed in song, and he worked and
sang until an hour had passed by; his songs had ceased,
but he was still hammering industriously, when a voice
spoke to him,

" Good morning, Wakefield ! you are very hard at work."
The boy started, for so engaged had he been that he had

not seen or heard the approach of any one, but now he re-
cognized~ before him the figure of the little girl that he had
seen coming down the valley.

There the bright creature stood like the impersonation of
confidence and joy; and by her side was a huge tawny bull-
dog, who, after taking a good look and smell at Wakefield,
made up his opinion that there was nothing deleterious
about him, and gave his judgment in a growl of modified
approbation.

"Good morning, Miss," returned the lad, gazing at the
radiant visitant before him with something of surprise, and
something of the undisguised, honest admiration of a frank,
warm-hearted boy.

"You wonder at my knowing your name, but I have
known you a long time, Wakefield, although you don' know
me."

"I wasn't aware that I was so famous," replied the lad,
smiling and slightly flushing.

".-As you may be some of these days, do yow mean,
Wakefield 1"'
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"Did you know that foolishness too? Why you must

be a spirit I" said the boy, fearing when he heard that acci-
dental speech, that his cherished day-dreams had somehow
come to light.

"Why, I am a spirit," said the visitor, smiling gayly,
"and I know a great number of things."

The boy looked up at the bright head aud face of the
speaker, with the brown clusters of little spiral ringlets, and
the brilliant rose bloom, and the star-like hazel eyes that
seemed to lighten even while they smiled on him, and he
thought the " spirit" had taken a beautiful form ; and then
he glanced at the great brute at her side, and thought that
the spirit had also an unwanted attendant.

"You are looking at my dog-how do you like him?
*You see that he approves you."

"I am greatly obliged to him I'm sure, and like him ac-
cording-but does he always go with you !"

"Yes, always! he loves me so, and it would hurt his
heart to be left behind."
* "His heart, Miss ?"

"Yes-and I wouldn't hurt the feelings of a dumb beast
because it is dumb, and cannot complain. Their lives are
such a mystery to us. They have no words, and men say
that they have no souls, yet they have more intelligence
and affection than they can express, and they know so
much more, and love so much more than they can tell.
Now look at this dog-he knows well enough that I am
praising his race."

The dog pressed his great head against the girl's cloak,
and batted his eyes as in affirmation.

"A wink is as good as a nod for a dumb dog as well as
a blind horse-isn't it, old boy ?" said Wakefield, patro-
nizing the animal. "But won't you come in the house,
miss?"

"My name is Genevieve. Yes, I will go in the house.

You need not leave your work to show ma the way ~ I 'can
find it out."

"Oh, I've done for the present," said the~lad, driving the
last nail, and then taking up his tools to attend her.

When they entered the cabin they fo~flid every thing in
perfect order. And Mrs. Brunton was sitting by the cheer-.
ful fire, knitting a~ay upon her second stocking, while the
first one lay across her knees for the convenience of mea.
surement. The children were sitting as close to her ~kh't~
as they could get-it was their way-and were highly ide-
lighted in trying their skill in knitting work upon a. pair of
garters-it w~as their very~ first lesson in that art, and the
novelty and the importance of the event fascinated them for
the time being.

On hearing the door open, Mrs. Brunton looked up from
her work, and in some surprise arose to receive her vlsit&r.

"This is a young lady that has come to see us; mother;
her name is Genevieve."

"Come to the fire, miss, you must have had a' bad walk
of it this morning."'

'~ Oh! no, the snow was fast frozen, and I' skimnied'6ver
it dry Shod-look," said Vivia, smiling, and '~~h~tii~g do*i~
to a pair of feet clad in white lamb's~wool 'stockings, that
had been draWn over her shoes, and looked jnite :Wo~Vhy
of the im ia~uTh.te cleanliness of the widow's cottage floor.

"Why they do look as if they had just st~~ped ~
glass-case, sure enough-and so do' you, too, my dear, f6i~
that matter, look just the same, I'm sure," she added, in
sincere flattery, as she placed her own chair for the little
girl. '~ * '~

As sooii as Vivia had sat down, the two children dropped
their knitting and come up to her, 'and won by ii~ :bi'lglit
smile, got down on the floor, one each side of %~i', id~i~t
their hands on hei~ lap, ~nd. admired her cloak, 'and ~eeii1ed
to like to touch hei', while she ~aresse'd and talked ~to~ih~
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.-leisurely, seeming to be in no haste to 'speak ner errand
at the cabin.

*" Now don't be forward, children-you worry the young
lady. Don't let them L~other you, they are troublesome
little things to any body they take a fancy to, miss," said
Mrs. Briniton.

"I am very glad if they like me. Pray don't make a
stranger of xnea I am not a young lady, and don't like to
be c~lIed miss."

"Why, la! why ?"
"I don't think it has a Bweet, friendly sound-it seems

to put me away from you," said Fivia, smiling ingenuously.
"Why, darling, that is the very last thing I would want

to do.-.-though I neversaw your bright, kind face' before !"
exclaimed the woman, whose heart seemed to be completely
captivated by the radiant creature.

Oh, I hope so. Well! I came here because I had long
wanted to come, and because this morning our Mother
wanted a messenger-for Sister Angela is sick, and Brother
Peter is at an age now that makes him love his arm-chair
by the little stove in his porter's lodge, better than a winter
morning's walk. Our Mother sends her love to you, and
begs you to come up to the Convent as soon as you can
conveniently.-to-morrow or next day, she said would do-~
for she requires your assistance about some work; and she
begs you will take this for her sake," concluded the little
girlrising and putting a small packet into the hands of the
widow, and closing the fingers so that neither of them saw
what it was.

"I thank her very much, my dear, for I have had no
work for many weeks, and was in a straight place, though
no one knew it. Does the Abbess ever have game for her
table, dear ?"

"No, indeed! where should she get it? You don't think
the Sisters~would go a gunning, do you? And as for Bro-

ther Pete; at the gate, I don't suppose he has fired a gun
for forty years. No! indeed, in the two years that I have
spent at the Convent, I have never seen such a thing."

"Well, dear, I shall be very glad to send the Abbess a
bunch of partridges, and a rabbit or so, every week while
they are in season, for the love I have for her."

"You are very good-hearted, I am sure, and I thank you
much for our Mother. I know she will be very glad to have
them, for dear Angela is so ill, and has no relish for any
thing we can offer her-and that might tempt her appetite."

"Now, dear, if you are rested, give me your cloak and
hood, you must not sit in them."

"Oh, they are both in one," said the girl, rising and
turning off the only outside garment she ever wore, and re-
vealing a brilliant, massy-hued, plaid worsted dress, with a
little black silk apron, and a tiny white linen ruffle around her
neck. The glittering spiral ringlets of her bright brown hair
clustered very thickly around her head, but reached only down
to her neck. Her new appearance awoke the little child-
ren's admiration afresh, and when she sat down again, they
came and played with her dress and with her hair, and then
again with her dress, and asked her if she wouldn't get
them one like it. And. Vivia told them "Yes," she would
-although it was a promise made in faith alone, for at that
time she certainly did not see her way very clearly through
to the keeping of it.

"Now, really, little folks, you shall not be so trouble-
some," said their mother, attempting to withdraw them.

"Oh, Vivia likes us mother, she ain't plagued at all,"
said Annie.

"So she does," exclaimed the subject of these disputes,
drawing the little iAack-headed creatures closer to her side.
Then she began to tell them of the Orphan Asylum and
the School, and the children there, and the Sisters that
took care of them.

152 v IyTIA.
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At that moment, Wakefield, who had been out in the
garden trimming trees, came in, and reported the snow to
be thawing so fast that the roads would soon be in a dread-
ful state. Vivia arose and took her cloak to put it on to
depart. IMrs. Brunton, after going to the door,' and look-
ing out, said,

"The snow is melting so fast that the paths will soon be
running rills. Don't think of going now, dear. Stay and
spend the day, and 'we will give you a partridge pie for
dinner. And toward evening the ground will freeze again,
and Wakefield will wait upon you home."

"Oh, I should love to stay indeed; and at the Convent
they have so much trust in my being able to take care of
myseW that they would not be uneasy," said Yivia, laying
down her cloak again.

"Oh, Wake! what do you think? Vivia says that
when 'the spring opens, we can go to school to her," said
Annie.

"Will the young lady take me, too, Annie ?" asked
Wakefield, smiling, and glancing at Vivia.

"No-they don't take boys at the Convent."
"tarn very sorry that they don't, Wak9field, I am sure.

I think there oughtto be a free-school for boys in this neigh.
boyhood, and I hope there will be in time."

"I hope so, too, for the sake of others; but if it is not
soon, it will be of no use to me, Miss Genevieve, for I am
nearly thirteen years 'old, and cannot read."

"And is there no one of your friends that would teach
you?"

"No, for all my intimate acquaintances know how much
I long to learn, because I have never made a secret of it,
yet' no one has ever volunteered to take the trouble of
teaching me."

"Then I will teach you, if you will permit me."
"No! will you, though ?"
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"Yes, indeed, if you wflt let 1me."
"But won't it be a great deal of trouble to you ?"
"No, indeed! On the ~6~itrary, it will be a very great

pleasure, Wakefield."
"I wonder, though, if it will? teaching is said to be such

a trying task !"

"It won't be in this case, with such a willing teacher and
such an anxious learner."

"Ah, when may I begin! but that is such a selfish ques-
tion, too."

"Have you any thing pressing to do this morning ?"

"Nothing in the world-which is not my fault-seeing
that I would work if I could find work."

"Well, then, there never will be such a good time for
beginning to learn to read as now. So we will commence.
But, will our lesson disturb you, Mrs. Brunton 7"

"No, my dear child, it will delight me; Heaven bless
you !"

"What books have you got in the house, Wakefield 7"
"Nothing but the Bible-.--and we can't read that, either

-but we keep it for the love of it, you know I"
"Well, get it, and we will go off there by the window,

and a boy of your age and quickness can learn all the letters
on the title-page in an hour."

Vivia drew her chair up to the east window; and Wake-
~1eld brouo~ht his duodecimo Bible, and drawing another chair
by his side, began to receive his first lesson.

"In a few years from this now, Wakefield, it will be you
who will be able to teach me, you know; because there' is
no limit to a boy's learning, if he once gets a start, with the
will to it that you have; while a girl seldom or never gets
beyond a certain point,"' ~he said, encouragingly.

And while the widow called the children to her side, re-
sumed her chair and her work, and their lesson in garter-
knitting, Wakefield entered upon the thorny path of know-
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I ledge, led by a fairer, brighter guide than ever attended
poor ambitious student.

So an hour passed quietly, and then the little ones, who
had grown tired of their lesson, became very restless, and
were strongly attracted to the window where the boy and
his girl-teacher sat. And notwithstanding the frequent ad-
monitions of their mother, made so many impromptu visits
thither, as to seriously interrupt Wakefield's studies; until
at length Vivia took from her pocket a little book full of
pictures, which she gave them to go away with.

Thus the remainder of the forenoon passed. The mother
got dinner more quietly than ever a dinner was got before.
And around the little meal there was a brisk and lively talk,
in compensation for the silence that had been previously.
Wakefield was full of confidence and enthusiasm, and declared
his belief that he should learn to read any book in a fortnight,
that is, if he could have his lessons regularly.

"I'll tell you what I have been thinking of, Wakefield.
There's Brother Peter, who sits all day long in his arm-
chair, over his little stove in the porter's lodge, with nothing
in the world to do. His office is a perfect sinecure; for by
our Mother's orders, the gate is never locked. I'm sure his
only uneasiness is in having nothing to occupy him.-per-
haps you, who are so active and industrious, don't know
what that feeling is."

"Oh, don't I, though, these long winter evenings !-it is
enough to make any body do something desperate, it is !"

"Well, now, I know that it would be a great blessing to
Brother Peter to have something interesting to do regu-
larly; and nothing could be more interesting than to teach
snch an earnest student as you, Wakefield."

"Oh, would he do it, do you think? would he do it every
day ?"

"I am quite sure he would; to teach one pupil is a very
light task, indeed, where he is as anxious to learn, and as
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quick as you are. And I am very certain that Brother Peter
would be much livelier for having it to do."

"Oh, I should be so happy! it would be like-I was just
going to say the kingdom of Heaven-so it would !"

"Well, Wakefield, I promise you faithfully that you shall
have the opportunity. I will see and speak to Brother
Peter, to-morrow morning. And to-morrow, as* soon as
you have done waiting on your mother, you come up to the
Convent and see the result."

Wakefield expressed his satisfaction in the most exagge-
rated, yet withal, the most sincere terms; for with all his
real gratitude to Vivia, he had reasons for preferring the
instructions of Brother Peter; he did not wish to give
Vivia too much trouble, and he had rather receive regular
instructions from a man, than interrupted lessons from a
little girl.

After dinner, as the boy's zeal was unabated, Vivia. pro-
posed to resume her teaching. And, with a little hesita-
tion, lest he should tire her patience, Wakefield consented.
The short afternoon soon passed. As the widow had pre-
dicted, toward evening it turned very cold, and the ground
began to freeze. And then Vivia wrapped herself in her
scarlet cloak to depart. And Wakefield put on a great
coat that was a queer misnomer, being much too small!

"You needn't go with me, Wakefield. There is no rea-
son why you should walk all the way to the Convent, and
then have to come all the way back to-night, when it
will be much colder than it is now. I know the best paths
so well that there will be no danger; besides, Fido will
take care of me, and we shall get home before it is quite
dark."

But neither Wakefield nor his mother would take this
view, and they looked so unhappy that Vivia at last con-
sented that the boy should attend her. She then kissed
the children, shook hands with their mother, received her



VIVIA. THE MORNING STAR. i59

promise to come to the. Abbess the next day, and attended
by Wakefield and, her faithful dog, set out for home.

Down the mountain-path, Whose very ruggedness WasIIOW

a help, ~asmuch as it kept them from slipping, and falling
until they reached the bottom; and along, under the shelter
of. the mountain on . their left hand, with Mad River at a
short distance on their right, until they came in sight of
IRed Ridge farm-house; past that until they came to the
part of their path where the river neared the ridge, and
then up the rising ground and through the woods, until the
trees grew thinner and larger, when they came to the open
space thatlay below The Convent 'wall, and saw the. group
of4 its red buildings,. with the mountains rising behind.

1~t was not quite dark when they passed the gate. Vivia
conducted the lad up, to the house,, and invited him to enter,
and sit and warm himself at the hall stove, while she left
him for~ a f~r unutes.

When she returned, she brought a new spelling book and
~ red comfoiaer. She put the book in the boy's hands, and
wrapped the comforter around .his neck, and, smiling, told
him that he wore her colors then, and was her knight, and
she enjoined him, for ~her sake, to distinguish himself-not
in the sanguin~ry fields of battle, but in the bloQdless field
of l~tte~'s. And, 4e knew the boy understood her well;
for )*e. had beguiled their wintry walk with a tale of chivalry
his mother had related to him. But he looked half-pleased
ai~d half-confused, as a boy of thirteen should, and said he
would do his very best, and then making his bo~~ to~k leave
and departed.

The next morning early Yivia came out of the Convent,
and tripping along down the straight avenue of locust
trees, that led from the main entrance to, the g1~eat gate,
reached the porter's lodge.

It was a small building of reddish granite, to 'the left of
the gate, with one door, window and chimney, and one

denizen. Vivia' rapped,. and hearing , a growling "Come
in," lifted the latch and entered.'

It was a~ small den, some twelve feet square, furnished
with a carpet, a stove, a table, two chairs, and a recess, with
a bed and a little stand, with a crucifix.

Brother Peter, a little, ordinary old. man, in a black gown
and black cap, was sitting. in his leather arm-chair, which
filled the space between the window and the stove, and early
as it was, appeared to be dozing as he stooped. over the fire.
As Vivia closed the door behind her, he looked up anl
smiled brightly, and exclaimed, cordially,

"Benedicite, my child I is it you? Come, bring that other
chair and sit up to the stove.'.'

"Thank you, Brother Peter," said Vivia, doing as she
was bid. . ..

"Are you pretty well, Brother Peter, to-day ?"

"Always well, I thank Heaven, 'my child."
"Is there any thing that would make you more comfortam

ble here, Brother Peter ?"

"Nothing, my child, I have every thing I need, and have
nothing left to ask for myself-.but the grace of God !" said
the old man, reverently lifting his cap.

"Well, Brother Peter, I have come this morning to ask
a favor of. you, for the love of the Lord."

"And what is that, my daughter 7"
"There is a poor boy-a' very intelligent boy, who i~ very

anxious to learn to read; it is a great pity he should not~be:
able to go to school; but his mother is a great deal too
poor to send him to a pay school, and there is no free school
for boys about here-I wish there was." .

"so do I, my child. Well, what boy is it ?"

"It is Wakefield Brunton, the son of that poor widow
that lives at the Gray Rock cabinn"

"Old" Ay I Well, my child, and what can Ido P'..~
Why, I oame to a~k you, if you could' not recei*e~4hat~

VIVIA.
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boy here for an hour, or two hours, just as you like, every
day, to teach him to read ?"

Brother Peter did not reply. And Vivia's face grew
anxious and animated.

"Think, Brother Peter, of the great blessing you might~~
be to that boy by teaching him to read; he is quite an
uncommon boy, and if he can only get 'the keys of know-
ledge,' as the simple rudiments are called-.he will then open
the temple and explore it for himself. Well, Brother
Peter ?"

"Well, my daughter, you know it is an unusual sort of
thing that you propose, and it has taken me by surprise,
that is all. But I dare say it is right, and a good work.
I'll think about it."

"But won't you try it, Brother Peter? You will never
know how it will work unless you do try it, and then if you
do not like it, you needn't go on. Now this morning you
looked very lonesome when I came in. Wakefield will be
here in a few minutes-now will you please to let him sit
here with you for one hour and learn his lesson."

"Well, my child, I don't see any great tl~ing, one way or
the other, in his sitting here and getting his lesson," said
Blow Brother Peter.

"And then will you answer any questions he asks you
about it ?"

"Well! there is not much in that, either. Yes, my
child."

"Thank you, Brother Peter; you have made me very
happy !"

"Me! I made you very happy, my child !" exclaimed the
old man, with vivacity; "why, it is nothing; and if it
really makes you very happy, why, I'd do a great deal to
make you so I"

"Oh, here is the boy just coming through the gate," said
Yivia, looking out at the window, and then starting up and

going out to intercept Wakefield, who was about to pass
the lodge on his way up to the Convent.

In a moment she returned, followed by the boy, whom
she introduced, by saying,

"Brother Peter, this is Wakefield Bruuton, whQ is coming
to school to you."

"Good-morning, Wakefield," said the old man, holding
out his hand, in a friendly manner, and adding, as he noticed
the boy's fine, earnest, intelligent countenance, "Yes, we
will try it a little while, Wakefield, if it is only to please
Miss Genevieve."

"Come, Wakefield, to the stove, and get a good warming,
and then we will arrange your studying-chair."

"Oh, Miss Genevieve, indeed I" began the lad, depre-
catingly.

But Vivia interrupted him.
"When will your mother be up here, Wakefield ?"
"Not till the afternoon. She can't leave the children

alone, and so she cannot come till I get home."
"That will be time enough. Now, Wakefield, here is a

little table that has been standing ever since it was made,
only for show. You can use it. Draw your chair up to it,
now, and let me see you comfortably at work before I go.
At noon, Wakefield, you are not to think of going all the
way home without having your dinner; so you are to come
up with Brother Peter to the Convent, and dine with him.
Our Mother knows of it, and there will be a slate and copy-
book left in the refectory for you...-4lIush, Wa~efleld I, you
are not to make any objection, for you wear your liege I~4y's
colors, and are bound to mind her ~

"Liege lady's colors ?" questioned Brother Peter, look-
ing in dull perplexity from one to the other.

"Yes, Brother Peter! This is the Knight of the Crim-
son Comforter! I have signed him with a. sign, and I have
bound him with a spell 1"

I0
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Yes, you young people will have your jokes! Well, it's

pardonable at your age.~~
"' Never mind I be careful of your health, dear Brother

Peter, and though you are sixty years old, you may yet live
to see' the day when it will be your proudest boast to say,

'Why, I, I, children, old Peter Yanheilner, taught that man

his ~udlment8 I"' said Vivia, smiling playfully, as ~he made

Wu~kefield dro~V the little table into the line of light from

the windoW, take his seat at it, and open his book~ "I
~hail put in i~ claim for a share of Brothel? Peter's future
boast, too, Wakefield," she added, as she went over his

lesson once with him before leading hin~ to the care of

Brother Peter. Then, smiling, she bade theta good-by,
and returned to the house.

CHAPTER XIV.

TH~3 0ONVI~NT'S CHILD.

"She was not very beautiful, if it be beauty's test
To match the classic modeF-~hefl perfectly at rest.

* * * 1 *

Said I she was not beautiful? Her eyeS upon your Bight
Droke with the lambent purity~ of planetary light;
M~d ax* intellectual glory, llk~ a lamp within a YM~

Lit up every feature of her animated face."

Vim~ Vivia reached the Conyent, she went immedi~'
atelyto theright wing, occupied by the youngladies academy,
in the senior class of which ~he was a pupll~ But the time
'of recess had come, and merely stopping to report herself
to her teacher, and hand in the written permit by which the

Abbe5~ had sanctioned her temporary absence, she joinedd
her eompauiOfxS in the recreation room.

"Dear Genevieve, C am so glad to see you 1" said a littW
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girl, coming forward and putting her arms around Vivia,
"where have you been so long ?"

"As soon as my lessons are over I go into the orphan

school, where I have the infant class since Sister Angela
has been ill."

"And~ yesterday? I saw your red cloak fluttering in
and out among the trees as you went from the gate, and

watched it until it was out of sight in the thick of the
woods."

"I went an errand to a poor widow, as Sister Angela
was sick and could not go."

"Ah, Genevieve ~ said the other, "if you knew how
much £ love you! It is almost a pity for any poor little

thing like me to love one like you so dearly I but I do so
much! And when you are gone I grow cold and stupid

and dull as a stone," said the little girl, with her arms still
clasped around Vivia's waist, as she stood before her~ with
her head thrown back, and her large, loving brown eyes

raised almost in adoration to the bright, young face that
was smiling 'down on hers.

"Dull! you dtill, Theodora! that is impossible! you only
get tired. You will 'get the medal in your class another
year I"

"AhI if you were with me, Genevieve, I could! but when
you leave me, I grow stupid I"

"You grow stupid! impossible! You must not believe
such a thing I" said Vivia, smiling down upon the animated
countenance that was raised so lovingly to hers.

And in truth a great change had come over the little
shrinking Theodora, in the time that she had been associated
with the bright, inspiring Vivia. It was ~hard to recognize
her in the animated, ardent girl befQre us. Theodora had
never been removed from the Con'~ent; but had been trans..
feared, at her aunt's expense, from the orphan a~ylmXi de-

partment to the young lady's academy, and there for one
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year she had, with the willing aid of Vivia, pursued her
studies very successfully. You may see from what has just
passed, with what a strong, passionate attachment she clung
to Vivia. Now she coaxed Genevieve away to a distant
part of the room, where they sat and talked until a Lay
Sister came in aud said that a visitor in the parlor desired
to see Miss Shelley, and that the Mother Superior requested
that she would come immediately.

"Good-by then, dear Genevieve; I suppose now I shall
not see you until to-morrow 1"

So saying, Theodora went reluctantly from the room,
feeling full sure that the visitor was no other than her dash-
ing aunt Maria, Mrs. Thogmorton, of whom she was
always afraid.

She left by a back door of the academy, crossed the
court-yard, and by a back door of the cloister entered the
central hail, and thence into the .A.bbess's parlor.

And aunt Maria the visitor proved to be. She was a
tall, finely formed, dark haired, dark eyed, high com-
plexioned woman, between thirty-five and forty years of age,
very richly and tastefully dressed, and altogether a woman
to command more coarse admiration than sincere respect or
real affection. She was sitting on the sofa by the Abbess.

"Come here, my dear-how do you do ?" she said, hold-
ing out her hand to Theodora. The little girl advanced and
took the proffered hand~rather coldly-and then let it go
and sat down. "I hope you have improved the time you
have been here, Theodora; it is one year, you know; you
might have got a~good common education in that time! and
and I truly hope you have."

"I think I have done my very best, aunt Maria; and my
teachers say they aresatisfted with me."

"Oh, yes, I know teachers say that when you escape
disgrace; but knowing your circumstances, Theodora, you
should have done much better than that, and I hope you
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have done so, as your quarter is up the last of this week,
and I am under the necessity of removing you from the
school."

"Removing me from the school !" exclaimed the child,
in dismay.

"Yes, Theodora, and when you are older, and know
more of life, you will understand that you have been very
fortunate in your orphan state in getting a year of school-
ing. I never was more fortunate."

"Yet I do wish I could stay until I had completed
the-"

"That cannot be, Theodora! We have a large family
to support and educate, and have already gone to more ex-
pense than we feel quite justified in going to."

"When am I to leave, aunt Maria ?'~

"Your quarter will be up the last of this week. You
will leave Saturday, that is the day after to-morrow. I
will call for you in the afternoon of that day. Come, come,
Theodora, don't go to crying; that is very foolish and un-
grateful in you 1" said the lady, impatiently, as she saw the
tears swell to the child's eyes.

Theodora also felt, that it must seem very foolish and un-
grateful to weep at the thought of leaving school for home;
she was sure she had never seen any other girl do so; they
were always grateful and glad; but she could not help it at
thought of going away from the school were she had found
peace, and from Vivia, who was the angel of her young life,
to that uncle's house of which she remembered nothing but
domestic discord and terror, or neglect, privation, and all
sorts of misery, and her tears broke forth afresh."

"I am very sorry indeed, miss, to see you exhibit~s~ bad
a temper !" said Mrs. Thogmorton severely, for she sinee~re1y
mistook the emotion of the child.

Theodora would have wished to say that it, was nc4~anger,
it was grief that made her weep, but even if the suffo~atioi~
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in her throat had not made it impossible for her to spe&k,
her natural shyness and timidity would prevent her, as it
ever did, from making herself understood. Mrs. Thog-
p:iorton then explained to the Abbess that the doctor had
leased Mount Storm for a term of years from ~MrS, Mal.
maison, who was going to the city for the present, fqr the
sake of affording her son Austin better opportunities of
education than could be procured for him here. The Ab-
bess changed color, but did not otherwise testify any interest.
The visitor further added that Mrs. Malmaison had just pur-
chased more land very cheaply at the Sunset Hills, and con-
templated building there. And soon after she arose to
depart, saying that by two o'clock on Saturday afternoon,
her carriage should be in waiting for Theodore.

When her aunt had gone, the child went back to the re-
creation-room in the faint hope of seeing Vivia again, but the
recess was over, the room vacant, and the pupils all in their
several class-rooms. A dull, unhappy afternoon, a. trouljled
night, and an anxious morning intervened, and then at the
recess hour Theodora met with Genevieve again.

"Oh, Genevieve, I am going to leave you," she said,
throwing her arms around Vivia's neck and bursting into
tears.

"I know it, Theodora, but be comforted, for I shall come
to see you very often."

"Oh, will you, Genevieve? but it is so far."
"I can walk it."
"And then you don't know aunt Maria."
"I'll make her acquaintance for your sake! Come, cheer

up! Your aunt is going to live at Mount Storm! It is a
glorious old place. You must be happy there. I shall
c~me very often, and when the spring fairly opens we shall
have fine times in that old terraced garden, and rambling
o~ver the mountain and down by the course of the cataract
and the river; how many mineral specimens we can collect

how many new, wild flowers; and how many beautiful
sketches we can make! Come, cheer up I"

Indeed there was no resisting the animating influence of
that bright creature. The look of Vivia uponthe pale, sad
face of Theodora was like the sunshine striking the rain~
eloud-and the child smiled back brightly through her
tears.

"Why, with all those inspiring influences arnincl. you,
you will become an artist, Theodore."

"Oh! if I could draw well! If I could draw your dear,
dear face, Vivia !"

"You will paint my portrait some time !"
"Oh! do you think s~, Genevieve? how happy that would

make me if I could believe it I"
"Be sure that you wiil! and not only my portrait, but

pictures! oh! such pictures! Shut your eyes and see if
you don't see them 1"

"Oh, Genevieve, you know I want to paint every thing
I love and admire. First of all your dear face, and then
those I read of in history-.oh! how my heart does burn to
paint Sir William Wallace standing before his judges I
And when I see a beautiful, heavenly sunset! oh ! it warms
my heart, and I feel so happy-so happy as if the wh~1e
heavens were pouring into my soul at once, and I *ant to
fix the beauty where I can see it forever; how I wif~h I
could draw well !"

"You must work hard and be patient, and not be dis..
courage at your failures, and by.and~by you will be abb~
to paint the beautiful things that are in your mind. And
as you get older, more beautiful things will come there,
and you will also be quite able to pro~luce ~

"Oh, how I wish in the time that I have been here that
the Sisters would have let ~xne take regular drawing lessons.
But no I they wouldn't; they said I must study the solid

4.
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branches first-only solid branches! And oh! how solid
grammar and arithmetic are I"

"The Sisters see no difference, nor make any difference
in the training of the pupils-they are all under one discip-
line, as if their minds were to be put in uniform as well as
their bodies. But never mind, I will still help you."

"Dear Genevieve, no one has ever helped me half so
much. Every one but my grandmother always said that I
was a dunce; and I thought it was true, too, and that grand.
mother did not tell me so only because she was fond of her
poor Theodora, and didn't want to give her pain. And at
the school here, too, they all said I was a dullard, and I be-
lieved it, and grew duller every day, and every thing I did
was either blamed or ridiculed until you came, and then all
was changed-somehow you woke me up and set me right
.-.--how was it, Genevieve ?"

"Indeed I don'1 know, Theodora; I only told you the
truth about yourself and cheered you up-I imagine that's
all."

"Oh I more than that-you warned my poor little chilled
heart, and brightened my mind-why even now, when you
go away, I grow cold and dull, though never so much so as
when you found me. Don't leave me long t~ myself, bright
Genevieve."

"I won't, dear, I will often come to see you since you
like to have me-and I like to be with you. The school-
bell is ringing! Now then," said Vivia, kissing her pro.
tege, and leaving her smiling.

The afternoon of the next day, Mrs. Thogmorton called
in her carriage to take Theodora away~ While she was
resting in the parlor, and Theodora sat with her, Genevieve
a8ked permission to come in and take leave of her friend.
Au~ this being granted she entered, and was introduced by
Theodora to her aunt. The bright, animating girl could
not fail to make a happy impression even upon a worldling

like Mrs. TI~ogmorton, and she inspired that lady with
such' unwanted benevolence and good humor, that as she
arose to depart, she said,

"Really, my dear, I shall be very glad to have you come
to Mount Storm, and. spend some time with us, when we
get settled. Let me see-this is mid-lent--well! by the
Easter holidays we shall be fixed; come then, and spend a
week with your friend."

"Thank you, Mrs. Thogmorton. I shall love to come;
but wouldn't it be very selfish in me to wait until all your
moving trouble is over? Won't you let me come any time
between this and Easter, and help you about arranging the
rooms-our Mother says that I am good at ~

"Very well, my dear, we shall be the happier the sooner
we see you. We commence moving on Monday, and hope to
get all the household furniture over,' and be at home in our
new residence, if not quite settled, by Thursday evening.~~

"Very well, then; Theodora, do you hear? Friday
evening after school, I shall come over to Mount Storm,
and stay and make myself generally useful until Monday
morning," said Vivia to the little girl, whose eyes were full
of tears.

"Come, come, my love," said Mrs. Thogmorton, kindly
taking the hand of her niece, "you must not grieve so. I
know it is very painful for you to part with your young
friend, who is more like a sister than any thing else to you;
but you hear her say that she will come on Friday, and we
shall all be happy to see her, I am sure."

"Vivia, will you. be sure to come 7" asked Theodora,
tearfully.

"Yes, I will assuredly."
Then Theodora embraced Vivia, who smiled encouragingly

upon her, bidding her be good and cheerful. And so the
aunt and niece departed-Mrs. Thogmorton in a more
kindly mood than Theodora had ever known her.



THE OLP FARM-HOUSE. 171

CHAPTER XV.

THE OLD PARM-HOUSE.

Oh, bright is that home when the spring-time returns,
And brighter than all when the evening lire burns;
When the snow falls without, and the comfort within~
Tells the time when the pleasures of winter begin.-Hra~ Rue.

Tiu~n~ was trouble at Red Ridge. Well, that was nothing
new. There always had been trouble there, ever since the
soil was first settled by the Wildmans-I had liked to have
written it the Wildmen. Names were first given to deno~o
the leading characteristic of the recipients; but in the
course of generations, through marriage and other modi-
fying circumstances, such characteristics have a great ten-
dency to run out, and family names quite a wonderful prow

declivity to become laughable misnomers; thus, I know of
Cravens, who are by no means remarkabh~ for cowardice;
Savages in a high state of civilization and refinement;
Lambs whose tempers I would not like to provoke; Lions
who are not dangerous brutes; Hawks who do not prey
upon their weak neighbors; and, vice versa; to say nothing
of brunette Whites and Blond Browns, and Bakers in every
other bnsines~ but the old legitimate one that probably gave
them their name. To return.

There must have been a remarkable power of endurance
in tjiat quality that gave the Wildman family their cognomen,
since that was as appropriate in the nineteenth century as
it might have been in the ninth, or in any other when it
was first conferred. Wild men they were known to be a5
far as they were known at all. :Reckless extravagance had
made them homeless adventurers in their QWU Q9untry, and
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finally driven them to this. un every generation they regti-
larly ruined themselves, and then, by a fortunate marriage,
or a prize in the lottery, or an unexpected legacy, came up
all right again-for these wild men were almost universal
favorites, not because they regularly wasted their substance
in entertaining and feasting their friends and acquaintances
~for many others, from Timon down, have done that, and
got little thanks-but that, in addition to their hospitable
qualities, they possessed other highly popular social gifts,
such as unfailing good spirits, a contagious mirthfulness, wit,
humor, etc., with the absence of others, such as offensive pride,
ostentation, and ill-temper, that might have neutralized all
the foregoing.

It was not possible that, with such courses, the family
should not have degenerated as much in person and in in-
tellect as in wealth, social influence and power, and that,
in successive generations, every plunge into ruin should not
be deeper, and every recovery fainter.

So that the last lineal descendant, the poor boy, Basil
Wildman, was not only the poorest of all his line, but he
was also the dullest in intellect, and the plainest in personal
appearance. He was still a minor, being but eighteen years
of age, and though both his parents were dead, there was
no particular reason why he should hurry himself to attain
his legal majority, since there was nothing to inherit, not
even the home of his forefathers, for that had been lost to
the late Colonel Malmaison by the foreclosure of a mortgage
upon the Red Ridge estate, held by that gentleman; and
the heir was only a tenant at will in the home of his
ancestors.

He would not have been there at all, in any capacity,
had it not been for the business talent, energy, industry and
perseverance of his grandmother, little old Mrs. Wildman,
who having been a girl of hu~nble parentage, and brought
Up with habits of labor and frugality) had for a long tJ~
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averted ruin from the house; and at last, when a spendthrift
son, following in the footsteps of a spendthrift husband, had
completed the household wreck, by mortgaging the farm,
breaking the heart of his wife, and drinking himself to death,
it did not crush this woman of great but unpretending ex-
cellence, who left the grave of her last son, in her old age,
to begin the world again for the sake of her grandchildren,
Basil and Helen.

The mortgage had been foreclosed; but to purchase
back the homestead at the sum for which it had been sacri-
ficed was within the bounds of possibility. She had gone
to Colonel Malmaison, who was not a hard hearted man,
and had rented the farm of Red Ridge at an annual rate
much below its value for a certain term of years. She had
also obtained from him the verbal promise that she should
have the opportunity of repurchasing the homestead at the
price of the principal and interest of the sum for which it
had been mortgaged. With so much to hope, she had re-
turned home aud commenced operations. She had taken
every thing about the place under her own control. With
the help of three or four able-bodied negroes that belonged
to the soil, and the assistance of Brunton, since deceased,
and of the boy Blaise also, when not at school, she had
worked the farm, and worked it well, with such a judicious
system, and such success, that year after year her barn had
been filled to overflowing; and this, together wit'~the wise
economy practiced in the family, had enabled her to save
money, and to anticipate, at no distant day, the repurchase
of the farm, when the death of Colonel Malmaison struck a
nearly fatal blow to her hopes; for even if she could amass
the necessary sum for the purpose, she, at sixty years of
age, could not confidently expect to live to see the day of
young Austin's majority, when the heir should be in a legal
condition to transfer any part of his late father's estate,
Still, there wa~ a chance that she might live so long, or

even twice as long, for she was hale, and she was regular
and moderate in all her habits; so why should she not attain
the age of seventy, eighty, or even ninety?

So she continued to hope, and to work, and to save with
untiring zeal, to leave a homestead to her grandchildren;
rising always with the earliest dawn of day and going out
to see the field hands at work, and superintending all the
business of the farm, seeing that the hands did their duty,
and that the labor was all properly and faithfully performed.

Still, though upon the whole things went rather prosperous-
ly with the old lady, she had some serious drawbacks, and one
pre-eminent source of anxiety; that was in poor Blaise.
Carefully as she had tried to train him rightly, nature was
so much stronger than education, that as Blaise grew up
into an awkward, red-headed hobble-de-hoy, he began to
manifest a natural antipathy to work, and a strong procli-
vity towards idleness, company, and fun in general.

She combated these tendencies as wisely and as well as
she could. Yet, one day, when returning at noon from the
field, where she had spent several hours under a burning
August sun, overseeing her hands stacking the rye, in pass-
ing near the barn, she heard a voice roar out-

"All four honors, and six tricks, by the hokey !"
Following the sound and entering the barn, she found

Blaise seated with his cousin Nelly, and his friend Wake
l3runton, playing three-handed whist (" or some other horrid
game," she said,) with a bottle of molasses and water in
the midst! Now, nothing could exceed the old lady's hor-
ror of cards and bottles-and, indeed, poor woman, she had
had reason sufficient to hate and fear both. And after th~
death of her last son, she had made a funeral pile of all the
cards in the house, and had locked up all the bottles in a
disused garret closet, and would not put one of the latter
even to the innocent use of filling it with milk or coffee
for Basil's school-dinner, for fear it might suggest bad

x
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thoughts in his head. And after all-now I The old lady's
sudden burst of tears startled the little card party.

Helen jumped up and ran away, oversetting in her flight
the bottle of molasses and water.

Wakefield rose quickly, picked up his ragged cap, and
blushing up to his eyes, made a shy, deprecating jerk of his
head intended for a bow, and slunk away with an intense
feeling of mortification at being detected in such unlawful
Orgies, and with a violent impulse to run also, only he felt
that it would be disrespectful to the old lady, and cowardly
in himself.

Blaise stood his ground, with his stiff, coarse red hair
bristled up like a halo all around his forehead-this was
not the effect of terror, but of a natural gift his hair had of
quilting up in that way, and of a habit he had when sur-
prised or perplexed, of pushing it up so. At his grand-
mother's tearful demand, he yielded up the contraband goods
-the cards and bottle, and walked before her to the house,
where she administered a severe lecture, that made him cry
and promise to work in the field all that afternoon, and all
the remainder of the holidays, too; but beyond that, pro-
duced no great or lasting effect.

There were two other inmates of the house; and of these,
the "first in honor as in place," was Miss Wildman, or Miss
Elizabeth, as she was generally called, a maiden lady near
fifty years of age, sister to the late husband of old Mrs.
Wildman. The negroes left on the plantation belonged to
her; they had been her share of the patrimony~though they
now worked for the benefit of the whole family. And
it was well for all parties, that in the division of the estates
these had fallen to Elizabeth Wildman, instead of either of
her brothers, in which case they must certainly have shared
the same fate of their companions on the farm, and fallen by
an execution under the auctioneer's hammer. Miss Eliza
beth probably inherited the qualities of her mother's family,

who were people of such cultivation and refinement, that it
is still a traditional wonder how one of their race ever could.
have fancied one of the Wildmans. But "love is the one
grand caprice of nature." Miss Elizabeth was, as all the
country people said, "every inch a lady." With her, family
pride, and wealth and consequence was an innocent illusion,
that sometimes really looked beautiful. The utmost malice
of fate could never make her feel that "the family~~ were
really poor and fallen, or that she herself was not quite
rich enough to be the lady bountiful of her neighborhood.
Often when they could not afford loaf sugar for their own
tea, she would send old port wine, bought for the purpose
from the druggist at Eyrie, to some poor sick neighbor for
whom it had been prescribed, or do some similar act of
rather extravagant bounty. "When limes is so scace, too I"
as poor old Mrs. Wildman would groan to herself-though
she did not venture to use one word of expostulation with
Miss Elizabeth, of whom she stood in a sort of traditional
awe, as having come of an "old family I" Miss Elizabeth
looked upon her htimble, hardworking sister-in-law, who
kept the family roof over all their heads, as rather a good
sort of low person-who used very ungrammatical language,
though' never unfriendly words, and often offended against
etiquette, though never against good feeling. S1~e not only
tolerated but loved her for the many excellent qualities that
she fully acknowledged her to possess; and she had excused
her brother's marriage with this humble creature, not only
upon account of her numerous virtues, but also by recalling
to mind all the princes of the blood, and peers of the realm
she had read of in her old romances, who had married pea-
sant girls. I suppose such laughable family pride does not
exist ~anywhere else except in Ireland. Still she always
treated her sister-in-law with the utmost kindness and con-
sideration, and would not upon any account, have betrayed
the fact that she remembered the obscurity of her origin,' or
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noticed the ungrammatical style of her conversation. Miss
Elizabeth had once been a very pretty woman, and was now,
at fifty, a very pleasing one. She was tall and thin, with a
fair, placid face, hazy blue eyes, and silver hair smoothly
parted under the trausparen~ folds of a white muslin turban;
her long, thin, withered hands were very white and soft,
and "lady like," and she was rather careful of them too.
Miss Elizabeth always maintained a sort of state, about her-
self; her dress, and her conversation. And though her
every-day gown was but a ten-cent calico, it was chosen for
its tiny, almost invisible pattern, and its grave, quiet hue;
for if she must wear a low priced fabric, it must not be of
mixed colors or visible pattern-and it was always made up
with extreme plainness, and worn with a certain air of dig.
nity that might have become a real Genoa velvet at the very
least. Her turban too, though it was made of a yard of
shilling book~mus1in, was always got up with exquisite
neatness, and fastened with a gold pin~her only jewel.
Miss Elizabeth was the skillful and untiring seamstress for
the whole family, and made and mended their clothing, and
pieced up a fabulous number of wonderful bed-quilts, mostly
kept only for exhibition. And if ever in bending over
her sewing, she got a pain in her back, and a suspicion in
her head that she was a drudge, she scouted the idea, and
quickly consoled herself by recalling to mind the prodigies
of needlework performed by great ladies in those good old
times, when, as she was fond of saying-" In spite of re-
verses of fortune, ladies we~ always ladies."

The remaining inmate of the house was-~a very different
person from all the rest. Her name was Kelly Parrott.
She claimed to be a distant relation of the Wildmans, and
her claim was admitted by the kind-hearted family, though
the relationship was so very distant, that no one, not even
the great mistress of genealogy, Miss Elizabeth herself,
could tell wherein it consisted. Miss Kelly Parrott ha4:
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been received into the house at the instance of Blaise Wild..
man's father, who offered her a home partly frorn pity that
no one else would, tti~ke her in, and partly fron~ the fact that
he found in her an inexhaustible fund of amusement. I am
inclined tQ think that there was some truth in Miss Nelly
Parrott's claim of kinship with the Wildmans, and that the
family eccentricities had found their culminating point in
her so-called insanity; for Miss Kelly was said to be crazy,
although there, was always "method in hei' madness," and
often wit or wisdom in her wildest words and acts.

Miss Kelly was the perpetual butt and victim of our
little Nell, who by the way utterly and indignantly repu-
diated her claim of relationship, and fell into a fury when
any one asked her if file, Helen Wildman, were named after~
her "Aunt Kelly Parrott I" The severest and the most
effectual rebuke that could possibly be administered to little
Nell, was to tell her that she "took after Miss Kelly Par-
rott." It. was always enough to make her a model young
lady, for a whole, day.

Mi~s Kelly Parrott was about forty years of age, she was
a short and thick-set person, with a large, round head,
covered with red hair, that she, said was "the family hair,".
and which she kept cut short enough to wear in frizzled
eurls.that made her head look twice its natural size, and
more like an enormous tow-mop than any thing else. ,. She
had faded blue eyes, and a fat, fair, freckled face, which it
was' her, favorite vanity to doctor with all the l9t~on8, washes,
pQwders, creams, and all other cosmetics that.sh& could beg~
borrow, or otherwise "annex."

Besides this, she was immensely fond of finery,, and a
faded, scarf, or dress, or ribbon, a piece of half-worn lace,
or, eru8hed arti(lcial flowers, Qr broken ostrich feathers, were
al Ways most acceptable presents to her, especially when they
happened to be "sky blue," or "pea green," os~ "violet
Purple," all of which colors Miss Kelly said suited her'
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As she was a sort of public beneficiary, and as all the
country neighbors knew her tastes, and liked to delight her
at so small a cost as the cast-off finery that even the negroes
had too much self-respect to bedizen themselves with, many
were the l resents that Miss Kelly received, and various as
numerous were the articles of her wardrobe, and astonishing
was th~ effect of her daily toilet, and stupendous the sensa-
tion created by her full dress for Sundays and festivals.

It was in vain that Mrs. Wildman bought good cheap
calicos, and that Miss Elizabeth offered to make them up
for her, she would not wear them, she would not even look
at them. In vain also was the kind remonstrance of Mrs.
Wildman, who finding her one wintry Sabbath decked out
in strange style for church, ventured to say,

"Indeed, Kelly, if I were you, I would have a little more
respect for myself than to wear Mrs. Thogmorton's old sky
blue 'gauze to church this morning."

To which Miss Kelly replied, tossing her head-
"And indeed, Mrs. Wildman, it is not to be presumed

that a person from your original station in society, who
never even enjoyed the advantage of filling the position of
a lady's dressing-maid, should be considered competent to
the business of counseling a lady upon the subject of her
carriage costume 1"

The choice language in which this sharp retort was en-
veloped, so completely blunted its point that it' struck quite
harmlessly upon simple Mrs. Wildmau's ear, and fell with-
out penetrating her brain or heart-as I wish all wicked and
crazy speeches intended to wound good hearts might always
fall. As for Miss Elizabeth, she treated Kelly Parrott with
unvarying kindRess, and privately consoled herself for the
hearing such insolence as this, by recalling to mind the lati-
tude of speech accorded by the great ladies of the good old'
timesto the court fool and jester.

But our little Nell was the family Nemesis, and never
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f~i1ed when she knew that Miss Parrott had insulted her
grandmother, to visit a choice and appropriate retribution
~ipon the devoted red head of the delinquent; saying to
Blaise that she considered it a "ten strike," when she could
avenge her friend and punish her natural enemy at one
blow.

CHAPTER XVI.

THEODORA AT MOUNT STOUM.

She is not beautiful, yet her young face
Makes up in sweetness what it lacks in grace;
She is not beautiful, yet her blue eyes
Beam on the heart like sunshine through the skies.-.Amefla WeThl,.

AN orphan child, with a very tender, shy, and sensitive
nature, thrown upon the bounty of a relative who did not,
in the least degree, desire the care and cost of her keeping;
who though not naturally cruel, was humanly selfish, and
would have considered it much "for the best," had the
measles or the whooping-cough or some other childish
epidemic relieved her of the burden; who took no pains to
conceal this state of feeling from the object of it.-such was
the condition of Theodora at Mount Storm. With her fine
spiritual perceptions, she soon felt the influence of this
atmosphere around her. And though she was seldom sub-
jected to the coarse, ill-treatment of which we read and hear
much in the lot of orphan and dependent children, yet still
she was chilled, depressed, and miserable. She needed. the,
vital air of love, and she found only the deathly atmosphere
of cold indifference. She was not the Cinderella of the house;
no one set her tasks beyond her strength, or put her to de-
grading drudgery, or stinted her in food or sleep; yet still
she felt wearied, unsatisfied, and lonely-for if no one
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threatened her, no one ever smiled kindly upon her; if they
did not strike her, neither did they ever caress her; if they
did not require of her hard service, neither did they ever
show her any token of affection or remembrance. They
just let her alone-saddest of all sad conditions for a being
like her! For if she had been a child of another sort-a
child of a stormy, hoyden temper, like Helen, or of a genial,
sunshiny nature, like Yivia-she might have forced or won
her way into notice and sympathy; or with the self-reliance
of either of those two, she might have dispensed with the
love of others, and stood alone; but, with her soft, retiring,
humble nature, that needed so much to be loved and lifted
up and encouraged, it was, as I said, the saddest of all con-
ditions to be let alone. Positive ill-usage, coarse material
brutality, would soon have killed that feeble little body,
and set the suffering spirit free. But she was only let alone
-to wander through all the rooms of that great, dismal old
house, with its forlorn aspect and haunting old histories-
alone to explore the terraced garden, or climb the rugged
mountain, or lose her way in the boundless forest, to get
frightened at some wood-squirrel or rabbit, as timid as her-
self~ and find her way back home as quickly and directly as
she could-or alone to sit in the vast, shadowy old garret,
until the gathering darkness of the night, and the shudder-
ing fear of ghosts, would drive her thence to the heart-chill-
ing atmosphere of the rooms below. No Qne attempted to
carry forward her education, to hear her read, or to teach
her to sew, or to knit, or to do any sort of housework, for
no one seemed to have either the time or the inclination to
attend to her.

Mrs. Thogmorton, with her house to keep, and her ser-
vants to rule, and her daughter Rose to marry off, and her
husband, the doctor, to manage, had enough upon her hands,
without the trouble of Theodora.

Rose was too much occupied with dress, company, flirty'
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tions, and other. vanities, to think of little Theo, except
sometimes to turn her into a subject of good-natured merri-
ment, calling her Cinderella, Goody-two-shoes, or Beauty,
and asking her, when she should come to marry the beauti-
ful young prince, the great king's son, if she would not
please to remember her poor relations.

Doctor Thogmorton seldom took notice of the child, or
if he did, seemed only to be counting up the cost of her
clotl~ing-which, by the way, cost nothing at all, being the
cast-off apparel of the two little girls, Jane and Martha,
who were now at the Convent school.

And as for the servants about the house, they knew it to
be less trouble to do all the work than to teach Theodora
how to do a part of it.

This family had the reputation without the reality of
wealth, and under these circumstances much domestic un-
happiness arose from the conflicting policies of master and
mistress; for while Doctor Thogmorton~..who was origi-
nally a miser, by reason of his little benevolence and hope,
and his great cautiousness and acquisitiveness, and who had
married the supposed wealthy widow, not to squander her
fortune, but to secure himself from the remotest possibility
of want-thought it wisest and safest to retrench the ex-
penses and hoard the income of the family, and would have
stinted them in common comforts, lest they should come to
lack the very necessaries of life, Mrs. Thogmorton, who
was endowed with high hope and love of approbation, with
very little cautiousness, saw a greater necessity than ever
for launching out into expensive ostentation, in dress, fur..
nature, equipage, entertainments, and every other species of
false show by which she might dazzle the eyes of her neigh-
bors, so that they should not be able to see the real poverty
under its glistening vail, and so, finally, that she might thereby
secure a rich husband for each of her daughters, and an heir-
ess for her son.
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Their removal to their new home, and the "coming out"
of Miss Garland, were fresh temptations to ~Eexpatiate~~ in
ostent~atiOD.

Rose Garland was undoubtedly as pretty as a well-pro.
portioned form, rather full for early girlhood, regular fea-
tures and a blooming complexion could make her.

Mount Storm was the show mansion of the neighborhood,
every private dwelling in the valley being a mere ordinary
farm-house, or log cabin. Much also of the handsome old
furniture, being almost immovable, remained standing just
where Mrs. Malmaison had left it-that lady thinking it
would suffer less damage in remaining there until she should
want it for her new house at Sunset Hills, than it would en-
counter in being removed and stored. So with the rare
and costly articles that were left at Mount Storm, and with
the furniture that was brought thither from Gray Rock, the
best rooms of the mansion-house were furnished and
adorned. One suite of rooms-all the appointments of
which were too recherche~ for common contact, remained,
by previous agreement, closed, as the occupant had left it---
this was the splendid apartment of Ada Malmaison, de-
scribed in a former chapter. The upper rooms of the house,
however, were entirely unfurnished, and the garret was
abandoned to Theodora and owlets.

Some of the old servants of the Malmaison family re-
mained still at Mount Storm, under the new administration.

Among them was Pharaoh, who was the greatest coin-
fort Theodora had. The old man had not been hired,
because he was not considered worth wages; but he had
been permitted to stay, for the reason that his services were
worth his food and the doctor's cast-off clothing, and further,
that he was-in his well-brushed black coat, and white neck'.

'cloth, and powdered-looking head, a remarkably genteel and
aristocratic seeming servant. The old man was~. as full of
family history, romance, fable, song and story, as any old

THEODORA AT MOUNT STORM. 183

minstrel retainer of the olden times-and never had he found
a listener so attentive, interested, and admiring as Theodora.,

He was her circulating library, her theatre, her academy
of music, her gallery of pictures, and her voyage round the
world, all in oi~e-and she was his intelligent audience,
his appreciating public, admiring posterity, and embodied
fame!

When the family were all gone out for the day and the
evening, and Theodora suffered with loneliness and fear in
the great empty, ghostly house, and' when the shadows of
night gathered over the vast rooms and long halls, and the
phantoms of superstitious terror invoked~ by her highly ex-
citable imagination gathered around her, she would creep
to the head of the kitchen stairs and call, in a frightened,
half-hushed tone-

"Uncle Pharaoh! Uncle Pharaoh! are you there 7"
And the old man would come to the foot of the stairs

and answer-
"Yes, chile, an' soon as ever I done polishing' this silver,

so I can bresh my coat and make myself 'sentable, I gwine
to come wait on you, little mistress."

And then Theodora, as she dared not show herself in the
kitchen, as much from fear of the cook as from dread of the
coarse company that took advantage of the absence of the
master to gather there, would sit down upon the top step
and wait until the old man could come up to her2. And
then the old creature, whom she never presumed to take into
any of the family Litting-rooms to keep her company, woula
seat himself a step or two below her, and commence, and
pass hour after hour in relating old country legends and
household traditions, aI)d in telling or inventing stories in
which he would describe places with such vividness, that her
impressible imagination received the whole picture and dis-
tinctly beheld it, and in which also he would imItate i~oices
with so much skill that her excitable fancy saw the 'whole
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scene enacted before her; and' then, to vary the~evening's
entertainment, he would sing songs, or propound conun.
drums.

"Uncle Pharaoh !" she would say, sometimes, "'what a
pity you' didn't know Vivia when you were'young-if you
had, you would have written poetry, or painted pictures,
and made yourself a famous man."

"Ah! chile, that couldn't o' bin, no ways in the world,
you see 'cause I'm not white. ~ us what I is,"
Pharaoh would answer, with a quick resumption of his self.
e~teem.~'

On~ morning Theodora sat perched upon an old oak
chest, with her' head leaning on the sill of her garret win-
dow. 'It was the window in the gable 'end that looked to-
ward the valley, and commanded the whgle length and
breadth of that scene. ' But the landscape was not beautiful
now, broken up 'as it was in the great spring thaw, and
showing patches of discolored snow, alternating with quag-
mires of half frozen mud. 'And Theodora, finding nothing'
attractive in the view, half closed 'her dull and 'drooping
eyes, as she leaned there cold and lifeless. In all the house
below there was not a resting-place for the sole of her foot.
For there h'ad arisen that morning at the breakfast-table
some great matter of dispute between the doctor and his
wife, and their furious looks and high words had frightened
and sickened her, even before the doctor happening to cast
h~s glance upon her shuddering form and pale face and di-
lated eyes, suddenly extended his arm and finger toward
her, and pointing in a sarcastic manner, began to reproach
'his~ wife, among other extravagances, for '~ filling the house
with' beggars." To which madame replied, with equal
severity, that he himself was a beggar when she married him,
and that if it had not been for her folly he woi~zld be a beg.
gar stifl-that she had never repented that folly, but, once,
and that was ever since it happened! that she hoped Rose
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would learn by her experience, and never throw herself
away. Whereupon Rose, dreading to be made a party in
the quarrel, got up suddenly and left the table tind the room,
and Theodora stole away and ran up to her gaitet.

And there' she ~now sat, depressed, apathetic, and almost
dead, with only this conscious wish in her heart: that
she had no relations at all, so that she might live at 'the
orphan asylum until she should grow up, and then become
a "Sister." But even that' was a very feeble emotion; and
she lay there with her arms doubled up under her pale
cheek, and her dull leaden eyes hal( open, seeing nothing,
hearing nothing, feeling nothing, thinking nothing.

She perceived no one enter and approach, felt no presence
very near her, until her head was gently lifted hy two white
hands, a warm kiss was pressed upon her forehead, and the
~nimating countenance of Vivia smiled upon her!

Her eyes kindling at that smile, she sprang up and' cast
herself in the arms of her friend. Then Vivia sat down
upon the chest, drew Theodora to her side, put her arm
around her waist, gathered her cold4iands to her own warm
bosom, and inquired cheerfully,

"Now what is the matter with my little Dora ?"
"Oh, dear Vivia, nothing is the matter now you have

come; but you were away so long !"
"I had so much to do, and the roads have been impas.

sable to foot-passengers. This morning I set off at snurise,
so as to get here before the ground thawed. So now open
your heart, little Dora, and let me in; show me all that is
amiss."

"Oh, dear Genie, every thing was wrong till, you came,
and now I don't care about any thing else, I am so glad to
see you."

"Every thing, Dora?"
"Well, yes, almost; first of all I am so lonesome, nobody

loves me here."

6
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"Love them, Dora, and they will love you.~~
"I can't. I don't want to. I feel more like hating

them; they frighten and sicken me so."
"Hate is not in your nature, Dora; don't try to make

it there. Don't you pity your uncle and aunt, sometimes,
when you see them unhappy ?"

"Yes-sometimes."
"I am sure you do, for the Lord moves you to kindness.

Well, cherish that feeling for them. It will be no more
trouble for you to cultivate that little flower of compassion
that sprang up naturally in your soul, than it would be to
transplant there a weed of hate. Don't you see ?"

"Yes, dear, good Genie; but you don't know how ill.
behaved they are to me-let me tell you what happened
this morning."

And then Theodora related all that had passed in the
breakfast-room.

"Well, Dora, I hear all that; and now I suppose you
think the doctor a very bad man, do you not ?"

"Yes, indeed, I do think he is the very worst in the
world."

"Well, Dora, if he were so, he would be more to be
pitied than the poorest beggar that ever perished in cold
and hunger; but he is not so, Dora; there is good in the
doctor."

"Good in the doctor I" exclaimed Theodora, as a vision
of the man, as he stood in the morning with his arm ex-
tended, and his face distorted with rage and sarcasm, as he
pointed at her own little harmless self appeared to her
spiritual eye.

"Yes, there is good in every human being; and you can,

if you will, draw the good out instead of the evil. And
you can prove for yourself, if you wish, how much good
there is in the doctor. And it would be interesting to you
to find that out, wouldn't it ?"
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"Yes, but how 7" asked Theodora, smiling.
"Thus.-you owned, just now, that you sometimes felt

sorry for your aunt and uncle, because they lived so un-
happily together; now that compassion, if cherished, would
often prompt you to such little kindnesses as a girl like you

might show-.--but you don't do them."
"No, II am backward, you know."
"Well, you ought to do them. Follow the sweet, com-

passionate monitions of your heart-do all the kindness
that it moves you to do toward all persons, good or bad-
never mind if you think they seem not to deserve it; per-
haps they do not, but *perhaps also they will after a while.
Evil can never be conquered by evil; it can only be re-
deemed by good."

"Well, but dear Genie, what is good and what is evil?
People confuse my mind so much about that. Now, the
Sisters take upon themselves poverty as a good, and I know
the doctor thinks poverty the greatest of evils."

"Never mind their differences. One name for good is
LOVE, and one name for evil is HATE, and that is all we have
to do with it just now. Now, then, you thought the doctor
a very bad man-' the very worst hi the world,' you said,
because of his conduct to you this morning, when he was
only very angry, and, for the time being, thoughtless, un-
reasonable, and unjust. By this time his anger is gone;
you did not provoke him, and so, having nothing to remem-
ber against you, he thinks only of his own unkindness to
you; he does think of that; his good angel will not allow
him to forget it; so, dear, you must not remember his harsh-

ness to you, but take his repentance for granted, and follow
every sweet prompting of your heart to kindness, and see ~*

what a good result may follow; instead of an element of
discord, you may become a spirit of peace in this house-
hold."
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"I will try, dear, bright Genie, and if you will come to
me very often, I may be able."

"And now, what else, Dora ?"

"Look at this room," said the child.
Vivia looked around her. It was a large, tight, well-

finished garret chamber, with sloping roofs, and one window
in the south gable end, at which they sat, and where the sun
shone in so brightly and warmly that there was little need
of fire. It was furnished with a cot and that chest only.

"Well, it is a fine room! with the most magnificent view
of any room in this or any house! Only wait till the snow
is melted and the young grass puts up and the trees bud!
the view from this window will be one of heavenly beauty!
And in the summer you can open the door between this
room and the next, and hoist the opposite window in the
north gable end, and have a draught through the rooms
that will make it delightful to be here. Arid I will help
you to fix up your apartment, too. I think it is a fine
thing to have all this garret to yourself!"

"Oh, but at night, dear Genie, I am so much afraid to
sleep up here by myself. I wake up sometimes, and feel so
lonesome in the great, dark, still place, and I think of ~l1
the people that have died in the old house, and their ghosts
walking, and I get so frightened I can scarcely help scream-
ing out !"

"You! you, my little heroine, who watched by the dead
kody of your dear grandmother all night in the silent
house ?"

"Oh, I knew good angels were there, and here I do not
think they come; but I am afraid evil spirits do."

"Evil spirits cannot come near you unless you draw them
by anger or hate, or some evil disposition, which you have
not got, dear; and good angels will be with you wherever
you may be, while your own heart is good. Remember
that, dear. And now, about your drawings!"
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"I don't draw now. The pencils are all worn to the
wood, and I have no knife to sharpen them."

"Take them all to the doctor, as he sits in his arm-chair
after dinner, and ask him to sharpen them for you."

"Oh, I couldn't! Oh, I should be afraid to!'
"No matter-do it! He will put them all in order for

you with pleasure. After this morning's affair, he will be
glad to do you any little kindness that he can. And, Theo-
dora, he will be a better man for having done it. Will
you go ?"

"Yes, Genie, I will try to do whatever you tell me
"And now, your dress-what is the matter with it ?"

"Oh," said Theodora, laughing at the figure she presented
as she stood up in her old ash-colored merino, "it is ugly and
uncomfortable-it feels as badly as it looks, too. I have
my cousin's cast-off clothes, and Mary's gowns are too long
and too loose, and I have to lap them over and tuck them
up. And Jane's are too short and t~o tight, and they
squeeze me nearly to death !"

"Why are they not altered and made to fit you ?"

"No one has time to do it, and I have no needle and
thread, and if I had, I should not. know how to go to work,
and no one has time to show me either. They tell me that
it would be less trouble to do the work themselves."

"Well, I have come to spend the day and night with you,
and I will get sewing materials from Rose Garland, and I
will cut and fit and baste the work for you, and show you
how it. should be done, and I can help you to do it too,
while I stay; so now cheer up," said Vivia, kissing Theo-
dora.

It would take too long to linger with this angel visitant
.~-..to go step by step with her and show how she changed
the shadows of that house to brightness, how she set Theo-
dora right with her relations, how she reformed her attire,
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and adorned her room, and left it peopled with beautiful
associations, lovely memories, and bright hopes.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE GARRET.

There is a light around her brow,
A glory in her star-like eyes,

Which shows, though wandering earthward now,
Her spirit's home is in the skies.-.Moore.

FROM the day of Vivia's visit, Theodora's health, Spirits
and circumstances improved.

her once desolate attic chamber, made more comfortable
and attractive by a few touches of Vivia's magic hand, and
placed under a r~ore hopeful light, assumed a new and
cheerful aspect. And yet there had been only a few trifling
changes wrought, one or two additions made, and some
animating characteristics pointed out; a little trouble taken
to make possible improvements, and then a looking upon
the brighter side-that was all. Theodora's garret pos-
sessed some original good qualities as a basis for improve-
ment; it was high and dry, weather-proof, and commanding
a most extensive, magnificent and beautiful landscape of
mountain and valley scenery. It was capable of being well
warmed in winter, and well ventilated in summer. The
bare and sloping walls were white, the uncarpeted floor was
clean, and the windows clear and stainless. The fui~iiture
consisted of a cot bedstead, with its narrow mattress and
single pillow and scanty covering, and of the oaken chest
that contained Theodora's small stock of second-hand clo-
thing, and always stood under the south gable window, as
a sort of seat, or as a table, according to the owner's need.

Thus that chest contrived more than "a double debt to
pay," for it performed the threefold duties of wardrobe,
chair, and desk. This was the condition of things when
Vivia volunteered to assist Theodora in arranging this
attic, which I hope I may be excused for thus minutely de-
scribing, inasmuch as it was the constant home of the orphan
and studio of the artist for many long years, or until she
was eighteen.

A little white quilt and valance, graciously bestowed by
Mrs. Thogmorton, gave the small cot bedstead quite a neat
appearance. A little table, with a drawer, disinterred from
heaps of rubbish, in another room, and brought and set
beside the south window, covered with a white cloth, and
ornamented with a small hanging mirror, flanked by two
card-board boxes, formed a tolerable dressing-stand. White
cambric curtains, made from an old skirt of Rose Garl~iid,
shaded the two windows. A little three-cornered wash-
stand and two chairs, extricated from thelumber room, and
polished up for service, completed the new additions of
furniture.

And the broad ledge of the north window afforded Theo-
*~ dora a convenient drawing and reading desk; in one corner

of which was piled up her little stock of drawing materials,
and in the other her small library, consisting of a pocket
Bible, Goldsmith's Natural History, Tooke's Heathen
Mythology, Butler's Lives of the Saints, and the Arabian
Nights. All precious relics of her mother, with the ex-
ception of the last mentioned, which was a premium gained
at school.

Here, all day long, the neglected, but studious, enthu-
shtstic child sat alone and worked with her needle or with
her beloved pencil, or read or dreamed, never interrupted,
unless she happened to forget the dinner hour, and some
impatient servant came running up to call her, and after-
ward to scold her all the way down stairs. But Mrs.
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Thogmorton who was an orderly housekeeper, put a stop to
that by giving directions that she should not be called, say.
ing that if Theodora did not appear with the other members
of the family when they sat down to the table, she might
miss. her dinner, to teach her the lesson of punctuality.
And after that it frequently happened that Theodora, read-
ing or drawing, or sewing and dreaming-these two last-
mentioned processes always going on together-forgot all
about her meals until hunger and faintness reminded her
of them; and upon these occasions, when she went below, she
invariably found that the table had been cleared, and every
thing from it put away some hours before. Then she would
go into the kitchen where she found a friend in old Pharaoh,
who always had, from his own resources, a large apple or a
roasted sweet potato, or something of the sort, saved up
for her, and this amply satisfied her wants until supper time.
For whether it be true, as has been said, that genius is
naturally~ ascetic, or whether that feebleness of her organiza-
tion aud~imperfection of her external senses, to which I
have before averted, rendered her indifferent to luxury, I
do not know; but certainly Theodora was singularly ab-
stemious, literally eating only to live, content with an apple,
a ernst, any thing that would stop the importunate craving
of naturee, that drew her mind away from the subject of its
rapt contemplation.

One of Theodora's greatest troubles was the wearing out
of2 her pencils and the giving out of her paper, and the
difficulty of procuring a new supply. This she considered
a. very great deprivation indeed, though, in point of fact,
it was not an evil, but rather a good, as the scarcity and
frequent exhaustion of her materials prevented her from
wearying herself, and kept her enthusiasm ever green and
fresh.

Second only to her passionate love of art was her love of
books. Her little stock of books had been read once, and

only once; she was not one to wear out any volume, how-
ever well beloved, with frequent perusal; and never cared
to read any work through a second time; a creative mind
seldom does; such a mind draws from one book at one read-
ing all the ideas homogenial to its own nurture and growth,
and then goes on with insatiate hunger to find fresh food
from other sources. So Theodora, in those intervals of
time, when her pencil remained idle for the want of paper,
or else her paper blank for the want of a pencil, read every
thing that she could lay hands on.

I have once described the library of Mount Storm, as it
existed in the days of the late Colonel Malmaison. It
occupied, you may remember, the central passage of the
second story, the walls of which were lined alternately with
family pictures and well-filled book-cases. It remained un-
altered in all respects.

Theodora passed this passage many times a day in going
to and fro between her garret and the lower part of the
house. At first, and for many weeks, she only looked long-
ingly at the book-cases; finally unable any longer to resist
the daily and almost hourly temptation, s~he trespassed upon
the collection-opened a book-case, selected a volume of
Cook's Voyages, and carried it off to her roost to devour-
yes! that is the word, for that afternoon the book was read,
and the next morning it was exchanged for another, which
was read before night, and replaced by a third. And so in
the Course of a week, Theodora got through a dozen or
more volumes of miscellaneous literature, when Vivia sud-
denly appeared, bringing a couple of pencils and a roll of
paper.

*Then the star of art was in the ascendant for two or thr~e
weeks, until the drawing materials being exhausted, the
library became again the daily resource.

~shouldhesitatetotellyouwhatscoresofvolumesupon
all subjeets....arts, science, literature, belles lettres, this young
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girl waded through. What though she did not understand
all that she read ?-the zest, the excitement she felt in pur.
suing some unattained, dimly perceived ideas would carry
her through formidable volumes of dry metaphysics or drier
theology. She read every thing-all was "grist" that came
to her intellectual "mill"-.-that is to say, all with a few ex-
ceptions; for though the whole library was open to her,
and no one interfered to restrain or direct her choice of
books-yet that fine instinct, that was nature's compensa-
tion to her for a feeble frame and imperfect senses, made
her a delicate discerner of spirits in books as well as in
people, and she invariably closed and replaced any volumes
accidentally opened, which a careful mother would have
kept from her knowledge. In those days illustrated works
were not nearly so numerous as they are now; therefore it
was very seldom that Theodora found in her researches
among the books a good engraving, and when she did, it
was an epoch in her history-and the print was copied with
great zeal, to the. best of her ability. The first sight of any
new picture was an event of intense interest to her.

As the season advanced, the visits of V"ivia to Mount
Storm became more frequent, and the life of the solitary
little enthusiast grew proportionately brighter. Almost
every Friday evening Vivia would make her appearance at
the door of Theodora's elevated domicile, and there she
would often find the girl at the north window, perched upon
a chair, in any other than a graceful attitude, with her work
before her on the ledge of the window, and her face bent
down low over it, so absorbed in drawing as to be totally
unconscious of the approach of Vivia, until that bright
creature touched and smiled upon her;* then with a sudden
joyful start, Theodora would spring up and throw herself in
the arms of her angel.

Vivia was also gladly welcomed by the family at Mount
Storm. I do not mean to say that any of them, except

Theodora, loved her, but all liked her, all were pleased with
her animating presence. The doctor was as gallant and
polite to her as though she had been twenty years old,
instead of fifteen. Mrs. Thogmorton would have inaugu-
rated her into the best guest chamber in the house. Rose
invited her, nay, pressed her, and grew angry because she
declined, to share her own luxurious apartment on the
second floor. But Vivia would have mercy on whom she
would have mercy, and chose to share the attic of that pale
young enthusiast whom all the household dubbed a dunce.
And Rose thought it quite incomprehensible that a beauti-
ful girl of Vivia's age should prefer the society of a stupid
child of twelve, moping in a garret, to the company of her-
self and the beaux that nightly congregated in the cheerful
drawing-room below.

But Vivia by no means encouraged her friend to confine
herself so closely to that attic chamber, to which her devo-
tion to art and her feebleness of frame alike united to bind
her. When Vivia came over Friday evening, they would
rise early Saturday morning, make up their bed, put the
room in order, dress themselves, and then open that oak
chest, examine Theodora's impoverished wardrobe, alter or
repair what needed improvement, and so spend an hour or
two before breakfast in putting the child's scanty clothing
in good order for the next week. After breakfast they
would return to the attic and look over Theodora's sketches
of the previous week-Vivia making certain suggestions
and giving some instructions. After an hour or two spent
thus, they would put on their bonnets, and go out for a
long ramble up the brow of the precipice behind the man-
sion house, over its summit, and down into the forest
on the other side. Sometimes they would ramble in an
opposite direction; down the avenue that led from the
front portico of the house, through the terraced garden to
the rugged steps cut in the solid rock that led to the base
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of the mountain and the banks of Mad River; cross over
the rapids by springing from rock to rock, and ramble
through the sparsely-wooded vale until they reached the
Sunset Hills-most beautiful now in their summer glory; a
perfect Acadia, an Elysium, an Eden, a picture for a Claude
Lorraine pencil, not for mine. It was where the South
mountain range came to an end by falling in a succession
of undulating hills, now covered with soft, fresh verdure;
encIrcled by clear, purling brooks, tributaries of Mad River;
shaded by groves of trees, some growing in close groups
upon the hilltops, some following the course of the streams;
and enamelled by couiitless varieties of wild flowers. It
was the favorite haunt of birds also, and the blue bird, the
oriole, the mocking bird, the bob-o'-link, and the humbler
thrush and linnet made this paradise vocal with their
concerts. How much Theodora rejoiced in these walks
with Vivia! Life and strength were inhaled with every
breath; light came to her languishing eyes, and color to
her cheeks, giving her face a wonderful charm, which, if it
was not beauty, riveted attention with a sweet fascination.
Here, seated on a flower-bank under the shade of some great
tree beside the brook, Vivia would sometimes look at her
with her own bright face full of loving admiration.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE roou STUDENT.

A wide future is before him;
His heart will beat for fame,

And he will learn to breathe with love
The music of a name,

Writ on the tablets of his heart
In characters of tlame.-Sargent.

ON Monday morning, going home from one of these visits,
Vivia passed as usual through the front gate of the Convent,
but upon this occasion she paused by the porter's lodge,
which now, in summer, was a very pretty place covered
with creeping vines, the culture of which was a favorite oc-
cupation of Brother Peter; and shaded by one of the two
Titan poplar trees that grew each side of the Convent por-
tal. The door and window of the lodge were both open
for the better circulation of the air, and Vivia saw the whole
interior of the lodge, and that Wakefield Brunton occupied
it alone.

There were now five other poor boys of the neighborhood,
who, through Vivia's intercessions, shared Brother Peter's
instructions; but as their attendance was almost necessarily
irregular, there was seldom more than two or three present
at a time, besides Wakefield, who was invariably punctual;
and that was as many as the little room would accommo-
date.

Now, however, the hour was early, and no one had arrived
but Wake, and he sat with his chair drawn up to the table,
his elbows resting on it, his forehead dropped upon the
palms of his hands, and his eyes fixed upon the open gram-
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mar before him. His attitude and expression was very
serious, not to say sulky.

Vivia went up behind him and laid her hand upon his
shoulder.

Wake looked up and met her happy, inspiring smile
"Good morning, Wakefield."
"Oh! good morning, Miss Genevieve," he said, getting

up and handing her his chair.
"Thank you, I do not wish to sit down, Wakefield.

Where is Brother Peter ?"

"Not come down from his breakfast yet I"
"And none of the boys come yet ?"

"No, Miss Genevieve, they do not come Qften or early,
not nearly so much so since you do not ~ome tohelp us,"
said the youth with a dash of reproach in his tone.

"I hoped,. Wakefield, that I had got you all well stated,
and duty called me elsewhere."

"I never see you at all, now, Miss Genevieve !."

"I have two large classes in the Orphan Asylum to
teach, and the children's ward in the Infirmary to visit regu-
larly; besides I. have the sole care of our Mother's rooms,
and am obliged by her orders to go on with my own; ~tu-
dies."

"But I thought, Miss Genevieve, that you took the high-
est honors of the Academy, last year, so there was no more
for you to learn there ?"

"I took the highest degree certainly, yet our Mother di-
rects me to occupy certain hours every day with reading and
irn~roving myself in music and iu painting; and I must not
disobey her, Wakefield; but I will ask her to remit my ob-
ligatious sQme days, so that I may visit you."

A sort of sulky assent rather than thanks was the re-
spouse.

"Well, now then! now that I am here-what' is tl~e
matter, Wakefield ?" asked Vivia, cheerfully.

"I have so much to contend with, Miss Genevieve, so
many privations and hinderances, and even almost insur-
mountable obstacles, T feel like giving right up, that I do,
for I think I have more to struggle with than any one ever
had before."

"No, you have not; yours is the trial of every human
soul, the trial that is to prove what manner of spirit they
are of-strong spirits, persevering, self-denying, heroic
spirits, willing to endure, if necessary, severe privation, to
perform hard labor, to wait hopefully long years for final
success, surmount all obstacles, and* grow stronger in their
struggle-Only weak, pusillanimous spirits, who cower before
hardships, disappointments and difficulties ever fail. 'Many
are called, but few are chosen,' for the simple reason that
few are willing to persevere to the end. And that is right.
For you would not have the glorious prizes of life, that
should be the conquests of industry, self-denial, and courage-
as easily in the reach of sloth, gluttony and cowardice?
No, in this struggle cowards fail, heroes conquer! Now
are you a hero? will you conquer ?"

The youth-he was now a handsome boy of fifteen, flush-
ed and then smiled; his despondency and surliness were
charmed away.

"Miss Genevieve," he said, "if only you would come often
and speak a cheerful, animating word to me, such as you
have this morning, I should not droop so sadly I"

"I will come when I can, Wake; but you will be strong
and not need me; you will remember how many young stu-
dents have toiled alone, without any to speak a kind, cheer-
ing word to them, and you will grow. strong in thinking
what triumphs they finally: achieved."

"Oh,! I could not-could not do without you, Miss
Genevieve-.-...you are like~like the breath of life to me!
When you. talk to me I feel able to do any thing; but when
you stay away 80 long I lose all hope and confidence in my-
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THE POOR STUDENT.

self. I see that I am only one of a despised -race----one of
the 'poor whites'-the son of a day laborer; and the
thought of ever being any thing better than my poor father,
seems to me like presumption; and the idea of ever distin-
guishing myself; or doing the world any sort of good,
seems then no less than raving madness. Why, look at
me I"

"Well, I am looking at you, and I see if you will only
be true to yourself; that you could scarcely be in a better
position than you are now for attaining success."

"What, Miss Genevieve! not if I were a rich man's son ?"
"No! for the temptations to a life of ease and worthless-

ness would be more serious obstacles to your success than
any which you now encounter; the sons of rich men seldom
or never distinguish themselves."

"Well, then, would I not be better oft' if some wealthy
gentleman were to take charge of me and send me to col-
lege, and afterward on my travels for improvement ?" sug-
gested Wake, smiling at the fancy.

"A thousand nays! it would destroy or impair your chief
element of success, your self-reliance; II know of one poor
and highly gifted boy, a poet, whose genius attracted the
attention of a rich man; he was adopted, educated and sent
abroad-.but it did not end well; the temptations of the so-
ciety in which he was thrown, won him from the self-abnega.
tion of genius-and after a few fitful efforts, his glorious
promise went down in a slough of self-indulgence, sinking in
dissipation, and finally terminating in disgrace and death.
I know of another, a youth of great talent, and a strong
practical turn of mind; he educated himself and studied
law, and had a vocation for politics; he attracted the atten-
tion of a great declining statesman who thought his young,
unwearied genius would be useful to him; he patronized
the boy, who thought his fortune was made by that distin-
guished notice; he was gradually initiated into the secret

machinery of party tactics; he was taken to mass meetings,
and to political barbecues to make speeches; he did the
statesman, not the state, some service; he thought himself
on the high road to distinction, but alas! he gradually lost
first his inclination toward a close application to study, and
then he lost the power; he acquired a taste for wandering,
for high living, for popular applause and excitement gene-
rally. When the statesman that had brought this young
aspirant out died, his mighty mantle fell not upon the shoul-
ders of his disciple, grown too weak to bear it-but listen!
upon the sturdy back of a young man who had never been
made effeminate by patronage, but who had schooled him-
self between the hours of driving a plane behind a carpen.-
ter7s bench-while the light of that young, ruined genius
was quenched in-wine! These facts are portions of family
history, Wakefield! I have heard them many times, in de-
tatched portions, which I have put together to draw my own
inferences-this is one, Wakefield, that self-made men are
the best and strongest, if not invariably the most righteous."

"So I think, Miss Genevieve, when I hear you talk.
Yes! and for a long time afterward I feel equal to any ex-
ertion or any accomplishment, but when you are long ab-
sent I grow depressed and discouraged, and II think how
shall I ever succeed in the end-I, the son of a poor widow ~

"Listen further, Wakefield! if I were to call over to you
all the distinguished men that our country has produced in
all the departments of fame, you would find nine out of ten
the sons of poor parents, laboring men, or widows. Some
day we will go over the list together, just for the curiosity
of the subject, and see if I am not right. There! Brother
Peter is coming-mind, don't disappoint him of what is
likely to be his favorite boast when he falls into dotage and
garrulity. And here, Wakefield, here are two cravats I
have brought you. Theodora hemmed them, but they are
luy colors, and you will wear them for my sake, and think
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of all I told you," she concluded, putting on the table two
half squares of white cambric, dotted over with small red
rose buds. Then before he could thank her she bade him
good-by, and tripped away, leaving the boy full of new
zeal. She tripped along up the shaded avenue leading to
the' Convent. Meeting Brother Peter she gave him good
morning with an animating smile and nod, that made the
old man feel it to be a very good morning indeed; and then
passed into the building.
* Were Theodora and Wakefield then her only proteges?
Far from it! Time would fail to tell you of them. In the
cloister; in the Young Ladies' Academy; in the Orphan
Asylum; in the Hospital; in the valley below; in the
mountaIns around ;-.-wherever there was sickness of soul or
body to be ameliorated or cured; a fainting heart to be
enc~iiraged; a failing mind to be inspired; hardships to be
softened; dullness to be enlightened; bad passions to be
exorcised; estranged friends to be reconciled; evil habits
to be changed; circumstances to be improved; ignorance
to be taught; deficiencies of any sort to be made up; suf-
fering from any cause to be soothed or cured;~ there the
bright visitant might be found ministering as far as they
had need and she had power, to whomsoever would receive
her.

One long, long summer's day, Theodora bent over one
picture from morning till noon; forgot her dinner, and
pursued her work, until the gentle admonition of hunger
brought it to her mind; even then she postponed the
claims of nature, and went on with'her work until appetite
went away and fever came; and still with flushed cheeks
she bent over her drawing until the summer sun descended
and set, and the waning day gave not light enough for
her eyes; even then she took up her materials and moved
them to the south window, where there was still some lin-
geriug light, and perching herself upon the oak chest,'and

placing her picture on the window ledge before her, she
bent over it again with the same unwearied zeal. She was
still bending over her work when two cool hands were
placed upon her burning cheeks. She sprang up, her eyes
dancing with joy.

"Why, Vivia, what an unexpected pleasure to see you
here in the middle of the week, dear !"

"So it is to me! To-morrow is the Fourth of July, you
know, and a holiday; and I got leave to come to you this
evening, to stay until the fifth; but how your cheeks are
flushed, and how hot your hands are-you have a fever,
dear."

"Only a fever of excitement, Genie: I have been all day
long at work on this picture, and I cannot make it what I
wish to I" said Theodora, in despair.

"Cannot come up to your ideal-a very common case,
my love; for no matter how great your power of execution
may be, the ideal, the heavenly gnide, will still keep above
you, and it is well, for thus only can it lead you from height
to height infinitely. Yet you will succeed with your pic-
ture."

"' Oh, I don't know, I have been working at it all day;
my head aches badly, and my heart aches sorely, and yet
it seems to me that the picture gets worse and worse.
Only look at it," said Theodora, in a responding voice,
'handing the sketch to Vivia.

"Not this evening, dear, there is not light enough to see
it to advantage, and you are too much exhausted already.
We will examine it together tomorrow morning," replied
~Wivia, taking the picture, and putting it 'away in a plain
portfolio, formed of a doubled square of common blue paste-
board.

Theodora sank upon the floor and dropped her head upon
Vivia's lap.
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"It is in vain for me to ever thinic of being an artist-....
I shall fail and break my heart, I know I shall I"

"You will not, you will succeed! you are a very young
girl yet-your sketches are wonderful. All artists feel de-
pressed at times. You must not despair because you can-
not accomplish what even finished artists cannot always do.
Your aspirations, united to such perseverance as you have,
are an earnest of the highest success. You will yet paint
pictures-glorious pictures, that shall inspire all who be-
hold and understand them. But to live to do this, my Dora,
you must take better care of your poor little body and not
let it suffer so. Just take the same pity on your poor little
faithful, ill-used servant of a body, that you would on any
other abused slave, and show it some mercy. Come now!
bathe your face and head, and comb your hair," said Vivia,
rising and pouring water from the ewer into the basin.

Theodora smiling faintly, went and obeyed her. And
after she had washed and dried her face, and while she
stood combing out her dark brown hair, Vivia uncovered
a little wicker basket that hung upon her arm, and display-
ing its contents, said-

"Here are some fine peaches and some pears, the first
of the season. They came from our Mother's garden-I
brought them for you; I will pare some while you plait
your hair-they are the very best things you can eat noW
after your fasting to cool your fever ;" and taking a silvers
clasped knife from her pocket, Vivia prepared the fruit.
"There is a great deal of life-giving power in fresh, ripe
fruit, if you notice, Theodora," she said, handing her friend,
who had sat down beside her on the chest, a delicious peach.

"There is a great deal more in your dear love, Vivia; I
should have died for sheer want of animation if it had not
been for you.~~

"Not you! you could not be spared! You would have
had a more lonely, sorrowful time, and might have painted

dismal pictures-perhaps that would have been the worst.
Now when you have done eating, we will put on our bon-
nets and walk out into the pleasant twilight. We will climb
up to the top of the ridge and watch the harvest moon rise,
and then come home in time for Mrs. Thogmorton's tea-
table.

"But will it not be too late for us to go out, dear Genie ?"

"No-you must have a walk after such a day as this has
been with you. The evening is delightful. Fido came
over with me, and he can go with us. So there will be no
danger. Poor Fido! he is getting old now, but I hope he
may have a metempsychosis and be a man next time. I itm
sure he deserves to I" said Vivia, smiling, as she finished
paring and handed the last peach to Theodora.

When she had eaten this and declared herself to be de-
lightfully.refreshed and strengthened, they put on their bon-
nets, went down stairs and sallied forth, accompanied by
]?ido, for a walk. They were gone two hours-returned in
time for tea, spent the evening with the family in the par-
lor, and retired to their attic for the night.

CHAPTER XIX.

THE GIRL ARTIST.

Yet must her brow be paler, she has vowed
To crown it with the crown that cannot fade
When it is fadei-R. B. Browning.

Tm~ next morning, after they had risen, made the bed,
set the room in order, washed and dressed themselves, they
went to examine Theodora's picture. It was spread out
on the oak chest and they sat in judgment upon it. It was
a sketch of Henri de Navarre, at the battle of Ivry, taken

I
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at the moment he is in the act of saying to his followers.-..
"Soldiers! if your colors are taken, rally to my white plume!
You will always find it in the path to glory I" or, as Ma.
caulay beautifully renders it--.

"And if my standard-h~~arer fall, as fall full well he may-

For never saw I promise yet of such a bloody fray-.
Press where ye see my white plume shine, amid the ranks of war,
And be your orillamme, to-day, the helmet of Navarre."

"Well Vivia, what do you think of it I"
"It is a fine subject for the pencil, my little hero-wor~

shipper "
"Ah! that is what I feel deep in my soul! but I cannot

do it, you see! that's what breaks my heart! and the prin.
cipal figure, my hero on horseback, flourishing his fighting
falchion and cheering his hosts is the greatest failure. The
horse looks more like a donkey in a fit of St. Vitus's dance,
than the mettlesome, snorting war-horse that I intended to
make. And my hero has been in turn a sulky man, a wild
man, a sick man, and a mad man, as I have worked at him
.- for when I tried to make him look firm, he only looked
solid; when I changed that, and tried to make him look en-
thusiastic and inspiring, he only looked crazy and danger-
ous; and now, after working myself into a fever, you see
what I have turned out-.-a lunatic riding on a donkey that
has been bit by a tarantula! I could laugh, if my heart
wasn't half broken by this failure."

"It is. not a failure-it a very well-imagined picture-
though it might be better in its execution; still, a very
few striking touches will remedy its defects. It is a wonder.
ful work for you, at your age, Theodora, and gives promise
of great things in the future. For what little girl, not quite
thirteen years old, unless she had great genius, would dare
to imagine such a subject as this of your picture, and ven-
ture even to realize it upon paper? Give me your pencil,
and I will show you what you meant."

* Theodora handed the required instrument, and Vivia
studied the picture before her, touching it slightly once,
then studying carefully for a while, then touching it again,
then studying, then touching, until a quarter of an hour had
passed, during which she never looked up from the picture,
which she had not touched more than half a dozen times-.
she seemed to be chary of her pencil strokes, reflecting how
to make them as few as possible, and to place them where
they would tell best, and bring out the hidden soul of the
rough sketch. Her own face was as beautiful as an angel's
while she bent over this work of love.

"There, Theodora! that is what you meant, dear," she
said, at last, holding up the picture.

An exclamation of surprise and delight burst from the
lips of Theodora.

"Oh! dear, Vivia, the very idea lit lives! it moves! but
every thing you touch lives! how did you do it ?"

"I believe I only deepened some of your own touches to
bring out certain points of the picture in greater relief."

Theodora smiled delightedly, and then drawing another
sketch from her simple portfolio, laid it over the first one,
and waited the result.

"Rose Garland's likeness I" said Vivia.
"Yes! I am so glad that you know it I"
"I could not miss knowing it, though it has a more beau~

tiful expression than Rose-you could not help idealizing,
if you would."

"Has it any expression? it seems to me to be a blank,
dumb ~

"It seems so only compared to the picture you have in
your mind's eye-lend me the pencil again~m~y I touch
this ?"

"' Oh, dear Vivia! how could you ask me? You may
do what you please with me, and all I possess I" exclaimed
Theodora, embracing her friend, and giving her the pencil.

{
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About five minutes Vivia studied the likeness, touching

it only with three or four well-placed strokes, and then she$
handed it to Theodora, saying,

"There dear, is that what you have in your mind ?"
"How did you do that, Genevieve !" exclaimed Theo-

dora, joyfully, seeing that with these few strokes Vivia had
brought the picture to life.

"I don't quite know, but I want you to watch me next
time, to be able to do it yourself."

"Why it seems to me that you just touch the corners of
the mouth, and it smiles; and the eyelids, and the eyes
lighten; and add a stroke to the shadows of a curl, and it
waves on the breeze! How do you do it ?"

"I cannot tell! watch me, and learn," said Vivia. "Show
me another."

Theodora took out a third sketch and laid it over the
other two.

"Doctor Thogmorton! Idealizing again! He looks
like a Coriolanus, Dora !"

"Oh! the face is like enough, but it is just as dumb as
the others. Take your magic wand and make it speak,
dear Fivia, while I look on and try to learn the spell."

"This needs only the lines deepened, and the features
pointed off, thus, look ?" said Vivia, taking the pencil and
touching the picture at two or three points to bring out
the character.

"That is himself!" exclaimed Theodora, joyously. "I
almost expect to hear him tell me to get out of his way !"
she added, laughing.

"Now, Dora, do you know what I am going to do to
day 7" asked Vivia seriously.

"No! whati"
"I am going to take these portraits down stairs and show

them to the family.

I:

"Oh, no! oh, please don't! they would make so much
fun of me and my work !" cried Theodora, in real distress.

"Suppose I were to assure you that they would not?
Theodora, they have not the slightest suspicion of your real
genius for art. And they ought to know it. You require
faciJities for improvement that I believe they would cheer~
fully afford you. Shall I not take them down now ?"

"Just as you please, dear Genie; we can see the result."
So Vivia rolled up the two portraits, and when the

breakfast bell rang she took them down. And afterward,
when the family were assembled in the front parlor, she un-
rolled the sketches, and placed the portrait of Rose Gar-
land before the original.

"What's this? dear me, my likeness! where did it come
from? Who did it? Where did you get it, Genevieve?"

"Do you think it~good 7" asked Vivia.
"Why, it's splendid !" exclaimed Miss Rose, who was

not very exact in her application of words. "Splendid!
but how came you by it ?"

"Theodora drew it from memory."
"Theodora? tut! she couldn't," sneered Rose* "but who

did?"
"Indeed, Miss Garland, Theodora drew it; and when

you have done looking at that-"
"Done looking at this! why, child, do you suppose I am

going to let it pass out of my possession? the only 'counter-
feit presentment' of my face I ever had in my life 7" said
Rose, half in jest, half in earnest.

"I was going to say, Miss Garland, that when you have
done looking at it, I cah show you another portrait, equally
well done by the same hand; here it is," said Vivia, laying
the other before her.

"Papa-doctor I" exclaimed Rose, taking and gazing at
it in astonishment. "Mother! come here! do come here!
here is a mystery!
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The doctor and his wife came to see what was the matter.
The portraits were shown, their authorship revealed, and

the family were astonished, and the work praised to the
heart's content of Yivia.

"Poor little miserable, I knew she was always wearing
my lead pencils, and getting them sharpened, until papa-
doctor had mercy on her, and on himself, too, and gave her
a cheap pen-knife! but I had no idea of this. I wonder
who has kept her in pencils and paper ?"

No one answered, no one knew except Vivia, and she
gave no information; but only said,

"I think, Dr. Thogmorton, that your niece has a very
high degree of talent for art, and that she ought to have
every advantage in cultivating it."

"And she shall, she shall," said the doctor, slowly and
thoughtfully; contemplating, with much satisfaction, his own
idealized portrait, which, perchance, might have suggested
the idea that such a remarkably noble looking man ought
to behave well. Then he smoothed out the portraits, and
went and placed them carefully in a portfolio of engravings
that ornamented a centre-table in the drawing-room.

And where in the mean time was Theodora? To avoid
this scene, the timid creature had stolen away from the
breakfast-table, and without approaching the parlor had
hastened to the garret, whither Vivia soon followed her with
the favorable verdict of the critics below, and with the
promise of Doctor Thogmorton that she should have every
advantage for the cultivation of her talent. Of coUrSe
Theodora was delighted, and thought that with these
promised advantages, her success was secured.

And the doctor really meant what he said, though unfor'
tunately he was only vaguely cognizant of what those
pledged "facilities" ought to be. When he next went to
Eyrie, he procured from the druggist there, who was also
the fancy dealer, bookseller, and stationer of the village, a

box of paints, a set of camel's hair pencils, and a supply of
Bristol board, and presenting them to Theodora the next
morning at breakfast, gave the girl almost the happiest day
she had ever known in her life; and to her warm but shyly
expressed thanks, he replied, good-naturedly, that he would
keep her supplied with materials, and that all she would
have to do would be to go on and paint pictures enough to
cover all the walls in the house.

Theodora had never drawn in colors, and the possession
of her box of paints was a fresh stimulant, had she needed
one; and she toiled indefatigably, sometimes with success
and high enthusiasm, sometimes with failure and despond-
ency, always with perseverance. Vivia came to her aid very
often. This bright visitant would find her favorite-some-
times at the garret window, bowed down with cheeks burn.
ing like fire, over her work-sometimes, in the old deserted
garden-arbor, thrown down upon the grass, with her head
supported by her arm, and an open book under her eyes.
And always she brought her encouragement, life, and light.

They had not been at the Sunset Hills for some weeks.
One evening, when Vivia entered Theodora's attic, she
found the girl perched upon the old oak chest, with her
feet drawn up under her, in a more comfortable than grace~
ful position, her elbows on the window sill, her chin on her
hands, and her soft brown eyes contracted in the effort to
see distinctly some distant object.

"Will you tell me, Vivia," she said, when the first greet~
ings were over, "what that white segment of a. circle is,
over at the Sunset Hills? I never noticed it until this
week, and I can only see it when, as now, it catches the
last rays of the sun."

"That, my dear? Why, it is the rising walls of Mrs.
Malrnaison's new mansion-house. The contractor and
builders have been at work there for a month past, and the
walls are just rising into sight."
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"Why, you don't say so !" exclaimed the girl, with great
interest; "it will be a most beautiful place, but I am so
surprised! why didn't you tell me before 1"

"I took it for granted that you knew, as Doctor Thog-
morton is Mrs. Malmaison's agent. I did not reflect that
you were such an abstracted little dreamer."

"And that is the reason we have not been there lately ~
"Yes, dear; it is not a pleasant place to go to just now,

with the litter of the building materials, and the shanties of
the workmen, and the drinking and noise and confusion.
But by-and-by it will be delightful. Mrs. Malmaisoti has
directed the doctor to spare no expense in hastening the
cornpletion of the building; so the contractor has engaged
a number of workmen, and promises that the mansion shall
be ready for habitation upon the first of the new year."

"I had not heard a word of it."
"You mean you had not listened to a word, you

little abstraction! Perhaps you have not heard either that
Mrs. Mahnaison is expected, in the course of a few weeks, to
visit Mount Storm ?"

"And to bring Austin 7-yes, I have heard something of
that, for aunt has had her suite of rooms opened and pre-
pared."

CHAPTER XX.

THE sPIRIT OF THE CHOIR.

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

The mistress of the sister arts,
Where all their beauty ~yes.~ChaflgedfrO~ Campbell.

IT was near the middle of August when Mrs Malmaison,
with her son Austin and her servants, came up to the country
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seat at Mount Storm. Doctor Thogmorton, who was at
once her tenant and her agent, received the lady with great
distinction. And Mrs. Thogmorton, with assiduous atten-
tion, conducted her to the reserved suite of apartments that
had been prepared for her use. Mrs. Malmaison's especial
business in the neighborhood, was to give her personal at-
tention to some details in the construction of her new house
across the valley at Sunset Hills; while at the same time
she hoped to derive benefit from the salubrious air of the
mountains. Early every morning she rode, attended by
Doctor Thogmorton and Austin, over to the side of the
new mansion, and passed a few hours in consultation with
her architect. She returned before noon, and spent the middle
of the day in receiving calls from the neighboring gentry,
who came to welcome the lady's brief return to her home.
She passed the evening in entertaining visitors at Mount
Storm, or in going into company elsewhere.

The doctor, Mrs. Thogmorton, and her daughter, Rose
Garland, were in their fullest flower of gayety and good
looks.

But all this, time the poor orpan, Theodora, for the reason
that she had no good clothes in which to make her appear-
ance before the great lady, was bidden to keep herself out
of sight; and so she confined herself to her garret, only
Coming down the back stairs, aird slipping out of the back
door to get a little fresh air, and appearing only at the
second table.

When the Sabbath came Mrs. Malmaison inquired whether
Divine service would be offered at the Catholic Chapel at
flyrie, or at the Convent; as Father Bernard, the parish priest,
officiated on alternate Sundays at these two extreme points
of his extensive charge.

Doctor Thogmorton replied that on this Sunday, being
the Feast of Assumption, mass would be offered at the Con-
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vent chapel. Thither, therefore, the lady went, accompanied
by Mrs. Thogmorton and Rose Garland.

The chapel was an elegant little gothic structure, on the
right-hand side of the Convent gate. Within it was beau-
tifully finished and fitted up, and adorned with several
choice statues and fine oil-paintings over the three altars and
between the tall, pointed windows of stained glass, through
which the morning sun streamed, flooding the scene with a

rich rainbow glory. At the right-hand side of the church,
behind an elaborately ornamented lattice, was the cloister, in
which~ the Sisters of the Convent worshiped. Opposite the
altar, over the front entrance of the chapel, was the gallery
appropriated to the choir, and in which stood one of the
finest-toned organs in the country. The church was filled by
a rustic congregation from the immediate neighborhood.

It certainly was not religion, nor its perversion, supersti-
tion, nor even force of habit, that brought Ada Malmaison
to church, but the mixed motives of worldliness, ennui, and
refined sensuality. Sunday in the contrary were dull, it
looked well to go to church, where besides, there was sure
to be nothing said or done to trouble her conscience, but
every .thing to please her senses. By the holy works of
art, the dumb eloquence of the sacred paintings and sta-
tuary, the heavenly music and the imposing ceremonies,
others might feel their soils roused and raised to worship,
size only fe~It her senses wrapt in a sort of delicious elysium.
The antique style of beauty in the chapel, the elaborate
carvings, the fine old pictures and statues, the highly ornate
altars, the rich vestments of the priests, and the deep-toned,
mellowed light thrown by the stained glass-WindoW5~ pleased
her eyes; while* the fine music in all it variations, in the
singing of the choir, the pealing of the organ, and the
chanting and intoning of the sacristans, delighted her ear;
and the rich aroma of the incense penetrated her brain with
an influence that enveloped her senses in a sweet delirium.

I
THE SPIRIT OF THE CHOIR.

215
But the music had .the greatest charm for her. Nero loved
music passionately. Ada Malmaison loved it madly. Yet
to her it was altogether a sensual gratification. She had an
exquisite ear, but no soul. Music delighted her sense of
hearing, but woke no high, holy, or loving aspiration; it
had no redeeming influence upon her-nay, it might have
had an opposite influence; she would, if she thought it
necessary, procure the gratification of this hunger, by any
low, unjust or cruel means. If any one doubts the truth of
this assertion that the appetite........(for passion of taste it does
not merit in this inst\ince to be called)~for music m.ay exist
together with intense selfishness and sensuality, let him call
to mind some of the foreign professional singers whom he
may have seen, and whose faces were stamped certificates of
the fact I have named. However, with all her selfishness,
worldliness and sensuality, Ada Malmaison was very crafty
and secretive ;~ passions and emotions she had not, and the
character of her inner life never revealed itself upon her
snow white, delicately chiseled face. She sat in the church,
not worshiping, but wrapped in this sensuous elysium until
one voice awoke her from it.

Such a voice!
They were singing the Gloria in Excelsis,. with the ac-

companiment of the organ and of the whole chorus. This
was a girl's voice. Suddenly, out of the storm of music by
the whole chorus, it arose and soared, sweet, clear, pure,
elastic, joyous as some angel in the free ether winging her
rapturous way to Heaven!

"Gloria in Excelsis !" the voice seemed to hover and
float in the sunny mid-air awhile, then in a sudden rapturous
flight to soar upward i~*an ecstasy of loving adoration!
No words can describe its delightful, inspiring power.
Ada Malmaison was enchanted. Never had she, an ama-
teur in music, heard a voice so charming. She became as
it were." all ear," and in the variations of the music, lis-
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tened with a sense athirst for that delicious strain. When
the service was over, she arose with a sigh, she could not
bear to think that she should hear that heavenly chorister
no more.

"Who was that, that sang solo in the Gloria ?" she in-
quired of Rose Garland, as they were coming out of the
church.

"That was Genevieve I.~aglorieuse, or Vivia, as we call
her."

"Oh !" that was all the fair lady said at the time. But
when she was seated in the carriage she asked, "Do they hav@
Vespers in the chapel?"

"Always."
"And does that young lady sing 7"
" Yes, madam."
"Then I shall go to Vespers this afternoon. Bid Pha-

raoh to drive fast, doctor, or we shall not have time to dine
and rest, and get here again for Vespers."

That afternoon the lady was even more delighted than
she had been in the morning.

And the next day at an early hour she ordered her car-
riage. Telling Doctor Thogmortoll that she should not
visit her new mansion-house that day, she entered the car-
nag e and drove to the Convent.

That morning the Abbess sat alone in her parlor; her
chair was drawn up to the centre-table, where lay paper,
pens and ink; she had been writing, but just at this moment
had sunk back in her seat with her head bowed upon her
left hand, while her right, holding the pen, hung listlessly
over the arm of the chair. Her attitude and expression
were full of utter despondency. Her face, in it8 deep
shadow, could not b~d.iwtinCtly seen, but a glimpse of the
pale cheek, and the long, thin hand that supported her head,
gleamed in ghastly contrast to the blackness of her robes
and vail. The door opened gently, and a sweet, glad voice
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asked permission to come in. In an instant the face and
the attitude of the woman changed. Her head was raised,
her eyes lighted up with a1 sudden glow of unutterable love,
and her arms were extended, as she said, in a voice whose
every note vibrated with its deep, passionate tenderness,

"Yes, always, my own beautiful darling! Come to my
arms my Genevieve!"

With the swift, smooth dart of a bird, Vivia flew to the
embrace of her Mother, and nestled there, with her arms
around her neck and her cheek against her bosom; while

that Mother gazed down upon her blooming face, smoothed
the bright hair, and caressed her with many loving words,
in the soft tone of some ring-dove cooing to its fledgling.

"Do you love me, my own Genevieve ?"

"More than all the world, my dearest Mother. Ah,
surely you know it."

"I do, but like to hear you say so. Do you love me as
if I were indeed your own mother ?"

Vivia was silent, but tried to compensate for her silence
by the most tender caresses; until seeing the face of the
lady begin to work with suffering, she hastened to say,

"More than any one else in this world that I have ever
known, do I love you, lady; but my own dear mother,
whom I never saw upon this earth..-.my sweet, young mother,
who died so sadly when she was very little older than I am
now-.-my aLngel mother, who went to heaven the same hour
that I came on earth.-you are not sorry that I love her best
of all, lady ?"

A low, deep sob, and then the Abbess arose, put Vivia
gently from her arms, and walked to the fireplace, where
she stood with her forehead leaned against the mantle-

Piece.
"You are not hurt, you are not pained that I love my

dear, lost mother as a guardian angel, lady ?" asked Vivia,
going behind her and putting her arms around her waist
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"No, no," replied the nun, in a choking voices with her
hand clutching at her chest.

"I love you more than all else in the whole world, more
than I ever loved Father Francis."

The hand that was disengaged was suddenly waved,
quickly, shortly, impatiently, and the Abbess leaving her
position, came and reseated herself in her chair. Vivia
threw herself down at her feet and laid her head in her lap,
taking and caressing her pale, thin hands, saying,

" I will live my love, I will prove it, I will never leave
you, Mother."

"My bright angel! the world has many attractions for
one like you," said the Abbess, in a trembling voice.

"None strong enough to entice me from my beloved
Mother I"

my own! I would not accept your promise, did I
not know how short my troubled life is like to be-and I
would love to have my darling near me while I live, so she
would be happy. here."

"I am very happy, dearest mother, and I will never,
never leave you until your own voice bids me depart."

The pale nun gathered the young girl to her bosom, and
strained her to her heart, and called her, her blessing, her
darling, her angel, the life of her life, and many fond im..
passioned names besides.

"A lady to see the Mother Superior," said the voice of
the fortress at the door.

"Show her in. Go, my darling, my blessed darling, until
I get rid of this visitor," said the Abbess, embracing and
dismissing Vivia, while the fortress went to usher in the
guest.

"Ada Malmaison !" exclaimed the Abbess, turning paler
than before.

"Yes, Mother Agatha! Ada Malmaison, and not the
Denx~n, as your ~palled look would seem to say," replied
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the fair visitor, in the sweet, clear monotone that distin..
guished her.

"Excuse me, madame! pray sit down," apologized the
Abbess, recovering herself and offering a chair.

"I thank you, I must avail myself of your civility so far,"
answered the visitor, taking a seat, "but farther I do not
know that it. is necessary iye should flatter each other.
Your first reception of me w~s probably the most sincere."

"Probably," said the Abbess.
- Never was a greater contrast between human beings than
there was between these two women.

The Abbess with her dark face that the deep lines of
thought, suffering, and passion had aged before its time, and
her large, dark, soul-thrilling eyes and deep-toned voice.

The visitor, the fairest of all fair women, and the calmest
of all calm creatures, with her snow-white face, so statuesque
in its repose, and so polished in its smoothness, and her
clear, pure, silvery tones.

They were as opposite in costume as in every thing else
-the dark, troubled nun, clothed in the black~ vail and
habit of the convent; the fair, calm visitor, in a light and
elegant carriage dress.

"You are waiting to know my business here,, Lady
Abbess. It is soon told; I came to remove Genevieve."
* The Abbess started up with a half suppressed cry that
deepened to a groan as she sunk back into her chair.

"You promised that she should stay with me," faltered
the unhappy woman.

"What, forever ?"

* "Ah! you are safe now! You spring the screws upon
my heart as you please'!"

"What mean you, lady, by these words? That which I
a~k of you is very simple. Miss Lagloriense is my ward,
and as such. should enter the world," said Ada, quietly.

"She is my child!" moaned the Abbess, in that deep,

219218.
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rich, vibrating tone of passionate emotion, as though all
the strongest chords of her heart had been swept at once,
and wailed forth a whole life time's pent-up agony-" she is
m~y child!"

"Dare to cThim her, then !"

The words were defiant, but the tones were clear and
calm as ever, and contrasted strangely with the burst of
passion in which the other exclaimed,

"Woman! or fiend! are you ?"

"Which ever you please-but-Abbe5S~ or-what are
you ?"

"MADAME 1'
"That does not answer my question."
"Fiend I you are a fiend! You have made my life-not

a desert-that iliad been mercy I but a Gehenna of dry bones!
a, hell of murdered hopes and burning, maddening memo-
ries! But, woman! there will come a day when our cause
shall be tried before the tribunal of the Highest! Thank
God, there is a Judgment Day and a Lake of Fire I"

"A pious aspiration I" said Ada, serenely.
"Not content with having bereft me of Francois, not

Bated either with having rended Austin from my bosom,
and kept him from my sight-"

"Abbess I"
-" You would tear this child also from my bleeding

heart I"
"Come, Holy Mother Abbess! Bride of Heaven! what

have you to do with family love and vain human affections,
renounced at the altar long ago-and guilty now, if enter-
tained in your perjured heart? Do you ever visit the con-
fessional, lady? are these vain repinings and sinful longings
poured into the ear of your spiritual guide? Or is there
not a reservation like the accursed portion kept back by
Ananias and Sa.pphira ?"

I
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"Fiend I say again !" broke from the tortured, heart and

lips of the nun.
"I will set the Holy Mother Superior of St. Genevieve an

example of forbearance, and not return railing for railing,"
said Ada, calmly; "I remain in the neighborhood for one week
longer, at the end of which time I shall call and take Gene-
vieve away and convey her to the city, where I shall stay
until the house at Sunset Hills is ready. Good mornings
Mother Agatha," concluded the visitor, retiring.

The portress let Mrs. Malmaison out, but had scarcely
shut the door behind her, when the sound of a heavy fall
arrested her attention, and upon running into the parlor,
she found the A\bbess stretched upon the floor in a deep
swoon.

About the middle of the week, Mrs. Malmaison gave a
part~ to the young people of the neighborhood, and invited,
among others, Genevieve, from the Convent, and BInise and
Helen Wildman, from Red Hill. When the invitation ar-
rived for Vivia, the Abbess, who had in the mean time re-
covered self-command enough to inform the young girl of
the impending change in her prospects, said to her, in a
voice that she vainly attempted to render steady and cheer-
ful,

"You will see Austin, Mrs. Malmaison's~heir, at this
ball, my dear child; notice carefully how he looks, how he
talks, and whether he seems strong in health, and intelligent
and good-so that you may be able to bring me word."

"I will do so, dear Mother, and I will come home early
to-morrow morning, for I grudge every hour I spend from
you since you tell me I must leave you on Monday. But,
must it really be so? -Remember, no power but your own
shall send me from you."

"Yes, it must be so, my Genevieve! this lady has a claim
upon you which I have no power to withstand, nay, that I
must support, and it is 1 that bid you go."

I
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"Well, dearest Mother, since it must be so, I will write
you every week, and when I shall be of legal age to act for
myself, I will come back and remain with you so long as we
both shall live."

"I will not allow you to bind yourself by any promise,
my child! Only remember that I beg you always to write to
me freely about Austin, but do not wonder if, in my letters
back, I omit all mention of the youth's name."

"I will follow your directions very carefully, dearest
Mother."

Here the conversation ended.
The party at Mount Storm was as pleasant as a party

could be, that was almost improvised at that season. It was
held all over the house and grounds. And the young peo-
ple danced in the saloon, took refreshments in the dining-
room, or strolled out in couples and trios over the mo~pnlit
lawn, and through the shrubberies. As soon as Vivia ar-
rived and missed her friend Theodora, she flew up into the
attic, where she found the girl sitting at the window, and
watching with interest the groups of young people on the
lawn.

"It is an enlivening scene, dear Genie," said Theodora,
smiling, as she got up to embrace her friend.

"Yes, it is. Come down with me, and join it."
"Oh, I don't like to. I don't know any body there, you

know, and my dress is not fit," said Theodora.
"I can prepare you one," said Vivia.
Then the old chest was overhauled, and a sprigged inns-

lin frock that had belonged to Miss Garland was taken out,
and Vivia's nimble fingers,.with the aid of needles and thread,
soon tucked it up and took it in, while Theodora ran down
stairs to heat an iron to press it out. When Theodora was
dressed in this frock, Vivia took half the rose-colored rib-
bons from her own hair and adorned the head of her friend,
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and then gayly bade her notice that they were both dressed
alike.

And then they went down stairs, and out upon the lawn.
As they wandered about together, many joyous young crea-
tures sprang to meet Vivia, and to all of them she intro-
duced hcr friend Theodora. And many of the youths in
turn vied for the honor of her hand in the first dance; but
V"ivia replied to all that she should not dance in the early
part of the evening, and perhaps she should not dance at
all. Presently, at a turn in their walk, they came upon
Mrs. Malmaison and her son Austin. They made a beau-
tiful pair. lTivia thought so the instant she saw them, while
Theodora gazed at them both in the fixed yet unconscious
way she had when absorbing from any object all the beauty
and inspiration she could draw. Austin was of a fine, tell,
slender, yet well-rounded figure, with a stately head covered
with a profusion of sunny, bright brown ringlets like those
of Vivia, with pure Grecian features, and pale and clear
complexion; but whose eyes were those? those large, dark
shadowy eyes of such unfathomable depths of mournfulness?
iiiid in such strange, sorrowful contrast to his youthful grace
and beauty?

When Vivia first saw those eyes she started, and her face
flushed and paled, and flushed again, as under the sudden
light of a new discovery.

And when Theodora first met their deep, mournful gaze,
some profound and hitherto unknown point of sympathy in
her own heart was touched, and she felt vaguely but
earnestly that she could give up all her own little life's dear-
est joys to make that other life happy; she dropped her sb y
eyes dii'ectly, but she still seemed to see and feel that
mournful gaze that w~is drawing her very soul from her
bosom. All this passed in the few seconds that Mrs. Ma!.
rnaison was advancing, and presenting-.

"My son, Mr. Malmaison, young ladies. Miss Laglori.
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euse, who is your friend ?" she asked, while Austin was
bowing to the girls.

"Mrs. Thogmorton's niece, Theodora, who lives in the
same house with you," said Vivia, in great surprise, which
did not, however, exceed that of the lady, though the latter
betrayed none, only saying,

"Indeed ;" and then adding, "I must leave Austin to en-
tertain your friend while I take a turn with you, Genevieve.
Shall I do so?"

"I thank you, madame, ye1s," said Yivia, taking the
offered arm of the lady, and walking off with her.

"Genevieve, this is the first time we have met since I left
you at the Convent, after taking leave of Father Francis,
some six years ago.~~

"Yes, madame."
"Yet you are aware, I suppose, that I am your only legal

guardian 7"
"I have been lately told so, madame."
"It was at the earnest solicitation of the Abbess, that I

left you at the Convent to be educated during the last six
years; but now I think the time has arrived when you should
be initiated into the manners and customs of society out-
side those walls. Therefore, I have concluded to remove
you and take you with me to the city-the Abbess has men-
tioned this to you before ?"

"Yes, madame, she has. May I ask you without offense,
lady, how it comes that you are my legal guardian 7"

"Assuredly," said Mrs. Malinaison, quietly, "you are
my niece."

"Then, aunt, will you tell me something of my parents 7"
"Tell me first, how much you know of them ?"
"Only this-that my father died before I lived, and that

my mother went to Heaven the same hour that I was born."
"Do you know who they were 7"
"No, lady; what I have told you, I learned from my first

I.
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225guardian, Father Francois Lagloriense, who was also my
uncle; although such relationships are ignored, you know,'
by those vowed to the altar; therefore I call him only my
spiritual guardian. He told me what I have told you, and
that I should learn more from you."

"Have you ever asked Mother Agatha the questions you
have put to me ?"

"No, madame."
"Then I refer you to her for all information."
"Lady, I never could speak to her upon this subject."
"Why !"

"I cannot tell you I"
"Then I cannot tell you more of your parents than this

-that you bear the name of only one of them."
While this conversation was going on in one part of the.

lawn, Austin Malmaison had drawn Theodora's arm within
his own, and led her down one of the althea walks. The
pale, sweet face of this little creature, so different from all
the bright young faces around, had interested him at the
first sight.

"Did I hear Miss Lagloriense say that you are staying
at Mount Storm ?" he asked, as doubting the evidence of
his senses.

"Oh yes, it is my home," she replied.
"And I have been here a week-.--how is it that I have

not seen you ?" Austin inquired, in a tone gentler even than
his usual gentle one, as if to smooth any possible rudeness
in the question.

Theodora did not reply, and of course he did not press
the inquiry. But after a few minutes Theodora said-..

"Since you have been here I have been so very busy with
my pictures."

"You paint, then ?-.-but excuse me, I am asking you a
great many questions."

"Oh-.do-..-." Theodora began, and then blushing, hui~
14
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tated. The youth looked down at her delicate face, ~ith
its downcast eyelashes sweeping the pale cheek, and thought
it the very sweetest face be had ever beheld.

You were going to say, Theodora~-" lie began.
"Oh, only that you must not mind asking me any thing

you, wish to know. I shall be very glad to tell you," she
replied in a low voice.

"Thank you, Theodora. IDo you mind my calling you
Theodora? it is such a beautiful name, of such holy signifi-
cance as to be a title in itself."

"Oh! no, every one calls me so," she said, in the same
low voice.

"Well, then, Theodo2ra, you paint ?"

"Yes, a great deal, but not very well; I have had ~io in-
strnctorY

"Except the original great master! the oldest of all old
masters-~-Ood in Nature !"

Theodora's cheek suddenly flushed, her eyes lightened,
and her whole countenance beamed as with the pure electric
fire of a glorious inspiration. And Austin, gazing with
veiled admiration, thought what a beautifully changeful
face it was. He felt very much interested in her, and wished
to know her condition, who and what she was exactly, and
the reason of her seclusion in the midst of the family; but
he hesitated, notwithstanding her expressed permission, and
the humility and simplicity of her character, that would not
have taken offense at the act, to ask her any questions ex-
cept upon the subject of her art.

"I would like very much to see some of your pictures if
that were permissible, Theodora," he said.

"Ob, indeed, they are not worth looking at. I do not
say it as words of course, but because it is true; 0~p I,
that paint them, get the heart-ache wi~li looking 4~heir
faults," said TheodortJ', in sudden alarm, raising ~b~#*eI
d.precRtingly to his.
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Austin smiled brightly on her at this ingenuous speech,
and Theodora cast down her eyes again; but still saw in
her soul the beautiful smile that made his face as radiant as
inspiration had rendered Theodora's Own.

Thus they walked and talked, while in still another part
of the garden walked Basil Wildman and his adopted sister
Helen. Helen was now about sixteen years of age, and
had grown up almost beautiful; so nearly so, that many
people said that Helen Wildman had just escaped being the
most beautiful girl in the state; while many others thought
she had not missed it at all. She was of medium height,
with slender figure, lithe, agile, and graceful in all its mo-
tions as that of a gazelle or a French danseuse; with an
elegant little head of shining jet black hair parted over her
forehead, like two folds of black satin, rolled in a knot, and
fastened with a silver arrow at the nape of her neck; with
eyebrows black and glossy as water leeches, and long, close,
black eye-lashes, that failed large eyes of every imaginable
shade and color, as passion, imagination, fancy, or any other
quality or emotion of heart or mind affected them; fine eyes
that flashed or smoldered, but never melted; with a com-
plexion as dark as an Anglo-Celt's could be, and only
warmed in the cheeks and lips with a rich, brilliant glow,
caught from the woods and fields, among which her life Was
passed.

Whether Helen were beautiful or not, she had all the
beauty of the family.~uo share of it had fallen to the lot of
Blaise.~.....poor, good~hearted, ill-taught J3laise. lie was now
about twenty-two years of age, tall and awkward, with large
hands and feet, and a large head, covered with a thatch of
stiff, red hair, that liOthi4g could persuade to lie down; with
a coarse, freckled face, with a forehead so flat, that the
bump of benevQlence above it looked like a. "bump" indeed
that had been received by accident in a hdl, or by a blow;
with a large, short, stumpy nose, a long upper lip, a shape-
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less mouth, and a square, protruding under jaw; and lastly,
with pale, blue eyes, with their lower lids seeming larger
than the upper ones, and having the appearance of shutting
upward. Added to which personal attractions his manners
were rough, and the best tones of his voice a good-natured
growl.

"I wish the dancing would commence I I do so! I am
tired to death of this lazy ~auutering about," said Helen
impatiently, stopping and throwing herself down upon a
garden seat.

"Well, it will begin soon," said Blaise, standing before
her. This pair had always been inseparable companions
and confidential friends. And now, as Blaise stood before
Helen, he lowered his growl to a very confidential tone, as
he said, "Nell! look over yonder at those two walking up
the althea walk."

"I see them I the young man is the lion of all this enter-
tainment, and for that very reason the very fellow I mean
to lead off the first dance with."

"S'pose he don't ask you 7)~
"Suppose I make it impossible for him to avoid asking

me 7"
"Why, how can you do that ?"
"Ahi that's the secret that the serpent taught Eve, and

Eve bequeathed to all her daughters-~.do you think I am
going to be the~ first female to let it Qut? No, sir I"

"Well, never mind the young man, I know him. I have
not. forgotten Austin Malmaison; but look at that sweet,
quiet, gentle little pale-faced creature on his arm 7"

"That? oh I the poor little miserable! that's TheodQra,
Mrs. Thogmorton's niece; Theodora, who believes in saints
and angels, and that sort of trumpery; and among the com-
mon people in this world hasn't pluck enough to say her
eoul's her own I" 8aid Miss Helen, scornfully.

"She's not a bit like you, Nell I that's a fact! I like the
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little creature I I do, indeed; it makes me feel sort o' good
and warm about the heart, sort o' religious, you know, to
look at her sweet, little pale face and drooping eyelids."

"Don't be a fool, Blaise."
"But I say, Nell! indeed you know I feel as if th~at little

mite of a creature was some kin to me-and I never saw
her before to-day," persisted Blaise.

"Now, I wonder if I have ~all the sense as well as all the
good looks in the family I" inquired Miss Helen, with a
sneer.

"'Good looks!' burn my buttons! why, has any body
been putting it into your head that you have good looks?
Why you are no more good-looking than a thornapple, a
nettle, or prickly pear, or any thing else that one gets out
of the way of."

"I should like to know what you call good-looking, then I"
exclaimed Miss Helen; "yourself; I suppose."

"Well, yes, I hope I am not ill-looking, but if you want
to know what I call real good-looking, look there at that
sweet little creature! She's real good-looking.......that is if
good-looking means looking good I"

Helen tossed her beautiful head disdainfully as Blaise
continued to watch the young couple.

"I say, Nell! but by George! he's very sweet with her !"
exclaimed Blaise.

"He's a fool !" said Nelly, "a downright, unmitigated
fool, to be wasting his time on such a little miserable,
when.-"

-- " You are on the ground? hey, Nell ?"
Helen laughed. While they spoke, Austin led Theodora

to a seat near them, and~sat down by her side.
"I say, Blaise, I'll tell you what I'll do," said Helen,

and mind you attend and be guided by my wisdom. I'll
take you up to Theodora and introduce you. Of course;
Mr. Malmaison, seeing me standing, will get up and offer
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me his seat beside Theodora. I will thank him and take
it. You then ask Theodora to dance, for the sets are going
to form. Now Theodora never dances, so she will refuse
you, as she has no doubt already refused Mr. Malrnaison."

"Well, but if she refuses me, what good to ask her 1"
"What a stupid! because that will oblige Mr. Malmai-

son, standing right before us and looking at me, to ask me,
if from nothing but politeness. I shall accept the invitation,
and you will remain tkte-d-t' te with little Theodora the
whole evening, if you choose, for if the heir escape me, then
Eve has disinherited one daughter of her secret. Come !"

The brother and sister arose and went toward the young
couple who were the objects of their machinations. And
the plan of Helen succeeded so well that in a few minutes
she found herself leaning on the arm of Mr. Malmaison, at
the head of the leading quadrille, while Blaise was left
to terrify little Theodora with his uncouth figure and ugly
face, and well meant but blundering attentions. And this
lasted all the evening, for Austin Malmaison did not escape
the thraldom of his beautiful enslaver.

Fivia remained all night, and early the next morning set
off on foot for the Convent, keeping along the course of
Mad River, under the shadow of the mountain, until she
reached Red Ridge, the home of the Wildmans, where she
turned into the farm-yard and went up to the house. It
was still so early that she found none of the family stirring,
except old Mrs. Wildman, who uttered an exclamation of
pleasure as Yivht entered.

"I called this morning to take leave of you, Mrs. Wild-
man. I am going away with Mrs. Malmaison; but I wish
to leave with you this comfort-that I had a talk with
Austin last evening, and told him all your struggles; and

he promised me that as soon as lie should reach his majority,
he would let you have the farm at the price his father bad
agreed with you upon, and refund to you all the money that
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his guardian has made you pay over and above your rate of
rent in his fat her's time."

~"You blessed angel! it is ~ I have to thank for this,"
said the old lady, warmly grasping her two hands.

"Not at all, it is Austin, and I will tell him how happy
he has made you! And now good..by! I shall. see you
again in spring," exclaimed Vivia, kissing the old lady, and
running off. When she reached the Convent gate, Bile

found Wakefield Brunton sitting on the steps of the porter's
lodge studying his lesson, but in a very despondent attitude.

"Good morning, Wakefield: how are you getting ott 7"
said Vivia, cheerfully.

"Sadly enough, Miss Genevieve," replied the youth,
rising and bowing.

"Why, how isthat?"
"I have to stay away from school,, and hire out every

day that I can get a day's labor; besides that, I have to do
the hardest part of the housework, and all the garden-wo~k.
It leaves me scarcely any time for study," said the youth,
di~contentedJy.

"Yet, with all your hindrances, you are very far advanced
for one of your age! Wakefield, take courage! better days
are just dawning for you. I was talking with Austin Mal-
Inaison last evening, about a primary school for boys here.
lie i~as interested in the plan, he is so sympathetic and gen-
'erous; and he has promised that he will have a cheap
school-house built for the present, and employ a young man
who will be able to teach for the small salary of three hun-
dred dollars a year, which he will pay out of his allowance
until he comes of age, when he will be able to enlarge the
plan. And, Wakefiel~, I spoke to him of you, and he
authorized me to say th~t you should have the place if you
Wished it. The school-room will be built immediately, and
the school opened as soon as it is finished."

To understand the joy this gave, you should have teen
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the youth's beaming face, and dancing radiant eyes, that
soon melted into tears, as he said-

" flow much I have to bless you for I"
"No-it ie Austin, that you and many others will have

to bless-now, Wakefield, good-by! I am going away on
Monday. I shall probably be gone all the autumn and win-
ter, but I shall see you again in the spring, and when I
come back I shall find you quite a person in authority."

"Going 1 are you going away! you I" exclaimed the
youth anxiously.

"Yes, Wakefield, I am going with Mrs. Malmaison to
the city."

"And with Austin-he is high born, he is wealthy, he is
handsome and accomplished, and-and-you have great
power with him," cried the youth, faltering, uneasily.

Vivia held out both her hands to him, saying-
"Yes, Wakefield, that is all true-he is my cousin-my

ftrs& cousin you know, which is only one remove from a
brother."

"Oh! oh! is he 1" exclaimed the other with irrepressible
satisfaction.

"Yes," said Vivia severing one sunny curl from her head
-" here, Wakefield, keep this in memory of me, until I
come back in the spring," and ere the boy could thank her,
she put it in his hand with a smile, and ran away.

Vivia entered the private parlor of the Abbess, whom she
found, as usual, at her reading and writing table.

The lady arose and opened her arms, and the young girl
flew fondly to the offered embrace, and even while they stood
thus, the Abbess looking down fondly upon the bright head
resting against her own dark draped bosom, Vivia spoke-

"I have scarcely known Austin a day, dear Mother, yet
feel as if the time had never been when I was not as inti-
mate with him as now.-.And that is because Austin em-
bodies all those fine old ideals of excellence in poetry and
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fable with which I have lived familiarly all my life. Per..
haps that was the reason also why I possessed the magic
key that opened every chamber in the temple of Austin's
glorious spirit. I saw all the treasures of his soul. The
genuineness of none I doubted, the strength of some I
proved. lie is enthusiastic, generous, and unselfish to &

romantic degree. He is every thing that his most excellent.
friend could wish him. 'We shall have great joy in our
Austin, Mother! Oome, sit down in your chair! let me sit
at your feet and tell you what your Austin is about to do:"

"My Austin !" exclaimed the Abbess, in surprise and
alarm.

Vivia closed the lady's pale and quivering lips with a kiss
like a sacred pledge of confidence; and gently urged her
into her easy seat, and sat down upon the rug at her feet;
and resting her bright head against her lap, began and re-
lated all the generous and benevolent intentions of Austin;
while the dark-eyed Abbess listened with her heart.

For the few days that they continued to pass together,
Vivia cheered the spirits of the responding lady, and bright-
ened all the future to her hopes.

In the mean time, Austin at Mount Storm, had not failed
to improve his acquaintance with the little, delicate, fawn-
eyed girl that he had met the previous evening, and had
found so interesting. He gained Theodora's confidence,
and persuaded her to let him see some of her paintings;
and he gradually drew her on to speak, shyly, of her artist
hopes and aspirations. And he gained her promise to paint
for him a picture, the subject of her own selection, for
a Christmas gift And next he gained her permission
to select and send* to - her some fine engravings. He
coaxed her out to walk also, and guided her timid foot-
steps up the loftiest heights of the mountains to the nearly
inaccessible but finest points of view. The new friendship
springing up between Austin and Theodora excited only a
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transient surprise, and all uneasiness was quelled by the re-
flection :-" Oh, it is nothing but compassion that actuates
Austin. It was the same principle in Genevieve's conduct.
]3oth pity the poor little thing, and she is only a child."

And so a few golden days passed-days of deep and ear-
nest interest to the young man's hearts; days of new1 sweet,
strange joy to the gentle girl's life.

And then came the day of departure. And Mrs. Mal-
inaison's superb traveling carriage, occupied by that lady's
self; Vivia and Austin, and followed by a second vehicle
containing the servants and the baggage, set off from
Mount Storm, en route for the city.

And in one month from that day, the doctor, Mrs. Thog-
morton, and Miss Garland accepted an invitation from Mrs.
Malmaison, and left Mount Storm for a visit of some weeks.
And Theodora was left alone with the servants who were*
in charge of the old mansion.

-4---

CHAPTER XXI.

YOUNG LOVE.

Maiden! since we met thee last,
O'er thy brow a change hath past;
In the softness of thine eyes,
Deep and still a mystery lies;
From thy voice there thrills a tone,
Never to thy childhood known.-Hemafl&.

THEODORA was alone at Mount Storm; alone with her
beautiful and glorious dreams. A new inspiration animated
her genius, and a new feature appeared in her pictures.
Now she scarcely needed Vivia's life-giving touch to make
her figures speak. There was the new glow of vitality
through all her works, for now a. life-giving power was
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breathed into her own spirit-breathed through those who
loved her into life. Vivia and Austin loved her and found
pleasure in her pictures, and now to realize the ~heavenly
visions of her soul for those two alone was happiue~s
enough.

One creation began to dawn upon her canva&.-at once
an ideal picture and a true portrait-a work that in its pro~
gress absorbed her whole soul, yet one that she would have
instinctively covered on hearing a footstep in the sanctuary
of her attic studio.

One morning she stood before her easel contemplating,
studying, and touching this picture here and there as inspi-
ration guided. She was wholly wrapped in her work-
every faculty of mind and body-...seeing, hearing, feeling,
thought-was held in abeyance or was concentrated upon
her picture She heard no footstep, no door open, saw n&
human form, perceived no presence near until a hand seized
her picture from its stand, and a voice laughed aloud, ex-
claiming,

"I do declare, Theodora, if you haven't painted Austin
Malmaison's portrait !"-said Helen Wildman, the las1~ per.
son in the world whom she could have wished to see in her
sanctuary, stood laughing immoderately at the consterna-
tion she had caused.

"Please to put it down, Helen! Oh! dear, please do
~put it down," pleaded Theodora.

And when Miss Wild man perceived that she was not only
surprising but really distressing the girl, she replaced~ the
picture and gazed at her soberly, seriously, searchingly, and
from her to the portrait, and back and forth several tim~
until Theodora's pale face grew crimson under the inffictioi.

But whatever was passing in Helen's mind upon the sub-
jects of her scrutiny remained for the present her own ~ecr~t,
she only said,

"I ~,was looking from your work to your face, Theod~ra,
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to see if I could find out where the secret of your skill lies,
but I cannot find it; there is nothing in your little face to
promise any thing of the sort. I wonder why I can't make
pictures, too. Why can't I, do you think ?"

"I suppose it is because you don't love to make them as
I do," answered the young artist.

Helen had thrown down her beaver hat, and dropped her-
self into a chair near the fireplace, where a little cheerful
wood fire was burning.

Theodora reversed her picture on her easel, and drew a
chair near that of Helen, to keep her company while she
should remain.

I cannot take upon me to state the relative proportions
in the mixed motives of ennui, caprice, and benevolence
that sent Miss Wildman to see the lonely little recluse; but
I know that she credited herself with benevolence alone-
and that before she left, another, and by far the most power-
ful motive, was added to her .incentives to cultivate the ac-
quaintance of the girl artist. "IF thought you would be
lonesome here, Theodora, and so I just ran over to see how
you were getting along. I do think it was shocking in your
uncle and aunt to leave you in the house with no one but
the negroes for company."

"But they are trustworthy servants, Helen; and I am
very well satisfied !"

"Well! but you must not mope. You must come over
to Red Ridge and see me often, won't you ?"

"Thank you! May-be! I cannot promise !"
"Oh! but you will promise! Come once! just once;

I will come and fetch you," pleaded Helen.
In those days and in tha$ neighborhood animal magne-

tism had never been heard of.
Now Helen Wildman unconsciously possessed and exer-

cised a very high degree of magnetic power. Helen knew~
of course that she had a very strong will of her own, and
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that it generally had its way; yet, in her ignorance of mag-
netism, or rather of the name of magnetism, she often won-
dered why it was that people yielded to her so readily.
And poor little Theodora, on her part, had an extremely
delicate, susceptible, impressible nature, and she too, in her
ignorance of magnetism, wondered how now she yielded to
Helen against her own better judgment. Helen turned
the conversation to the party at which they had last met,
and then by easy gradations to Austin Malmaison, and the
days he had spent at Mount Storm, and the walks and talks
he had had with Theodora. And the young recluse, though
with most persons and upon nearly all occasions, singularly
shy and reserved, now found herself, against her better rea-
son, yielding up to Helen's demand, all the external facts
of her late life's history; how Austin had taken an interest
in her pictures, how he coaxed her out and guided her
trembling feet up to the mountain heights to the grand
views she had never seen before; and how she was to paint
a picture for him, and to receive soon a roll of fine engra-
vings.

At the end of an hour Helen concluded her visit. When
she reached home that evening she said to her brother-

"Blaise! if you care any thing about that little caprice
of yours, you had better look after her! Austin Malmaison
has taken a fancy to her, just as sure as I stand here telling
you of it !"

"I don't believe it! she is such a mere child! the little,
little creature I"

"So she is, yet you fell in love with her."
"Golly I so I did, Nell! I never thought of that I But

she don't care for Austin I Don't now, Nell! don't say she
does! she's too little, you know! such a tiny, tiny girl."

"No, she don't care for him yet; except as a sort of
second Vivia. She loves Vivia and Austin as though they
were her brother and sister; but though her love for Vivia
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can never change, her affection for Austin may. Now Us'
ten to me, J3laise! 'make hay while the sun shines" the
present is your very best opportunity. That dainty young
gentleman is necessarily out of the way; the coast is
clear, the girl's heart is free, her hand is disengaged, and.-.-I
should love her for a sister-in-law, and I will help you, to
the best of my ability, to obtain her."

"But she is so young yet-the little, little creature," said
Blaise, dwelling fondly on these last words; "and if I should
court her in earnest now, it might frighten her and set her
against me, so that I might never get her.'~

"Oh! Heaven mind your wits! you need not frighten
her; but you ean begin to be. very good to her, can you
not? and I will be with you to play propriety-"

.- " You play propriety 1"
u-." And to keep you in ~ountenanee. And when Mrs~

Thogxnorton comes home, she will begin to have an idea!
And she will be on your side. And you will continue to go
there. And so your marriage with Theodora will gradually
grow to be considered a settled thing, and Theodora will nq
more find strength of mind enough to object to it, than sh~
would to oppose the sun coming up, or any other fore-or-
dained event in nature. And so you'll get her in propel
time."

Blaise mused awhile and then said,
"I don't think she fancied me at the party. But then

~he might fancy me better on a longer acquaintance. Any-
how, if she don't like me at first, if I only get her, I shall
be so good to her, I shall be such a slave to her, that she
can't help liking me, though I mayn't be so rich, or so
goodooking, and soft-spoken, and book-learned as some.
And I know myself; if I was the richest, and the learnedest,
and the best~looking man in the state, I couldn't love Theo-
dora any better than I do-and if I had the pick of the

I

I
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whole country, I couldn't look away from her little, little
face I"

"There! I am not Theodora! Only do as II say, and
you'll get her; and afterward, -J3laise, if you don't make her
happy as the day is long, I myself', T-seeing she has no one
eIsa to take her part-.--will call you to account for it; I
dreamt once of killing a man in a duel 1"

"I! I ever neglect or ill-treat her, seeing I may be so
near Heaven as to get her? Why, look here, Nell! I'd
cut my tongue out and bait fish-hooks with it, before it
should speak one word that wasn't loving to that little,
shrinking creature."

"I'm glad to hear it," said Helen, who felt that she had
rather a difficult account to settle with her own conscience
for these machinations.

Diana of the Woods, as she was, Helen had let her wild
heart escape her own custody, and fall captive to the hand-
some heir of Mount storm, and consequently had quite &

personal interest in the success of Basil's suit to Theodora.
Helen was full as good as her word, and quite surprised

at her own success. She visited Theodora. frequently,
caressed her fondly, and made herself in some sort necessary
to the loving, clinging nature of the solitary child. She
drew her sometimes out to spend a day and night at Red
Ridge; and when the season deepened into winter, and the
hunting season commenced, she used all the influence she
possessed to persuade Theodora to join herself and J3laise
and Wakefield in their hunting expeditions.

She had an additional motive for entk~ing her little friend
to make one of these parties; it was this: she at her pres-
ent age of young womaiihood, began to feel conscious of
a certain indelicacy in being the only female in a party of
hunters, even though one of that party was her own elder
brother. This feeling was not strong enough to conquer
her passion for wild sports; but it was quite enough to
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dora to become her companion in them.

And in this attempt Helen was more successful than she
had dared to hope. For apart from the magnetic power
of the beautiful and self-willed gipsy over the gentle, sus-
ceptible nature of the lonely child, there was a picturesque
and romantic aspect about the wild life of the brave, adven-
turous girl, that possessed a strong attraction for the young
enthusiast. The artist-mind of Theodora very highly ap-
preciated the handsome and spirited Helen. She sketched
her twice, first as the goddess Diana, and next as Die Ver.
non; and the latter she transferred to her canvas to finish
in her best style of art.

There was no one to oppose Helen's influence over Theo-
dora; she had the whole field to herself, and took posses-
sion, of course. Sometimes Theodora felt that neither
Vivia nor Austin would approve of her joining the unfemi..
nine sports of Helen Wildman; but this was a dim, distant,
almost unreal instinct; while the opposing influence of
Helen was very strong, near and real.

When Helen had one of these hunting parties in view,
she usually came over in the afternoon to Mount Storm, and
coaxed Theodora to return with her to Red Ridge, and
from that place enticed her off early the next morning, if
they were going after rabbits or birds, or at night if the coon
were the object of pursuit. The party usually consisted of
Helen, Basil, Theodora, Wakefield, one of the negro men,
and a couple or two of pointers and setters.

Theodora was only half willing and half afraid when mak-
ing one of these expeditions, and was ever striving to con-
quer the girlish tendencies of her heart, as if to be sensitive
and full of compassion were something to be ashamed of and
to be overcome.

It was a curious point to observe that both Basil and
Wakefield treated Helen with an off-hand indifference, as
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though she had been a third boy, which indeed they seemed
to consider her, while they addressed themselves to serve and
assist Theodora as though she were the only girl of the
party, in some strange, involuntary way cast among them.
And this went on until Helen suddenly woke to the knowledge
that, with all her beauty, she was not now receiving,, and
that she never had received, her "dues" of service and re-
spect from the boys. This first roused her wrath, and then
set her to searching for the cause, which she was not long
in finding. It was not in her nature to permit this neglect
to continue, so that she became as troublesome and as ex-
acting as she could possibly be.

Basil's jealousy awoke about the same time. It gave him.
the greatest uneasiness when Wakefield anticipated him in
helping Theodora over a fence or up a steep. And in
rejoining the little girl, in passing Wakefield, he would
whisper gruffly,

"Go help Helen, can't you I"
And Wake would look at him in a sort of amazement,

and go and do as he was bid-which, by-the-way, would not
prevent him from flying to the assistance of Theodora at
the very next opportunity.. And this continued until Basil
could endure it no longer, and was forced to take an occa-
sion to say to his companion,

"Wakefield, we have been friends a good many years.
Now I want you to do me a favor. Just you attend to
yourself, or to Nelly, or to any thing else you like, only leave
little Daughter to me."

Wakefield looked searchingly in the rugged, irregular
face of his friend a moment, and then with the involuntary
excktmation of "It isn't possible 1" gave the required
pledge.

And thenceforth in all their expeditions, Wakefield be-
came the beau-cavalier of Helen, and Basil devoted himself
to Theodora. Considerate, tender, and delicate as his rough,

15
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untutored nature permitted him to be, was Basil in his atten~
tions to the young girl. He called her "Daughter." And
Theodora grew to like him in the character of a sort
of a rugged young bear of a father or elder brother;
just upon the same principles that she looked upon
old Pharaoh as an antediluvian "uncle." She certainly
never remotely dreamed of Blaise as a lover; such an idea
would have frightened her forever from the party. Blaise,
though very obtuse in most respects, had in some blunder-
ing manner stumbled upon the knowledge of this truth, and
therefore he continued to call her "Daughter," and was
careful to keep up the fiction of his ~assumed paternal rela-
tion to hide the fact of his real position in regard to her.
Thus passed the autumn and the first weeks of winter.

It was drawing near Christmas, when one day Theodora,
sitting sewing at her garret window, saw Blaise Wildman
driving a carriage up the winding road that led to Mount
Storm. She saw that there was a deal box in the cart, but
felt too little interest to wonder about it. The cart, as it
approached the house, wound up out of her line of vision,
and passed also out of her thoughts, until there was a rap
at the door, and old Pharaoh put his head in and said,

"Miss Theodora, chile, here's Marse Basil Wileman come
long o' some box for you, out'n Eyrie."

In much perplexity and doubt Theodora hurried down
stairs, where she found Basil standing in the hall giving
directions to two negro men who were bringing in a pack-
ing box.

"How dy'do, little Daughter? I was at Eyrie this
morning, and happened to see at the commission store this
big box that come down from the city for you. So I jusu

gave the fellow an acknowledgment for it, and got it put
upon my cart and brought it over. Where did it come
from? who sent it? what's in it, Daughter 7"

"Indeed I don't know any thing at all about it, and I
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can't think !" said Theodora, stooping down to read her
name and address in full upon the top.

"There is no mistake, you see !" said Blaise.
"No. Austin promised to send me a roll of engravings;

but I expected them through the post-office in the same
way that I get the drawing paper that Vivia sends. Open
the box, Mr. Blaise, and see what is in it."

"That's easier said than done, Daughter; but we'll try.
Here ! you fellows! get me a strong chisel, and a big hammer
and a hatchet."

When the tools were brought and the box opened and
unpacked, it was found to contain, first a. packet of very fine
engravings, then a packet of books treating upon the art of
painting, a parcel of drawing paper, leaf ivory, and pre-
pared canvas, a large mahogany box of the best oil colors,
a box of the finest water colors, several sheaves of paint
brushes and pencils-...and lastly, a fine black walnut silver-
mounted easel, in three parts, that could be easily set up or
taken down, and packed if necessary in a very small com-
pass.

Theodora was so undemonstrative that no one could have
guessed her intense delight and wonder at the possession of
these treasures. They seemed to her a fortune, whose value
was not to be computed or realized, the reception of which
must form an era in her life and, color all her destiny. While
with beating heart and beaming eyes she contemplated her
wondrous wealth, Blaise was contemplating her, and wishing
that he himself had had the money and the knowledge and
the forethought to have procured her this happiness.~and
he could not help exclaiming jealously,

"The doctor is wonderful good all of a sudden !"

"The doctor! dear me, it was not the doctor, but Mr.
Malmaison that sent them !"

"Mr.....-." Blaise repressed the malediction that arose to
his lips. This was worse than before.
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Theodora began to fill her arms with as many of her
treasures as she could carry to remove them up stairs. And
Blaise conquered his ill-humor, and helped her to carry
them to her attic. And then helped her to set up her easel,
and arrange her other articles, and he promised to make
oaken frames for her pictures, and hang them for her, and
then reluctantly took his leave.

That night Theodora could not close her eyes for joy.
And the next day she was up with the first dawn of morning
to review her riches. But in the course of the following
afternoon Helen came over, and used all her arts of persua-
sion to take Theodora off to Red Ridge for the evening.

Upon the first of January the doctor and his family re-
turned, unexpectedly, accompanied by Mrs. Malmaison and
Vivia, but not by Austin, who remained behind at College.
Mrs. Malmaison had run up only for a week's sojourn to
give directions about the interior adornment of her mansion,
that was now nearly completed. The meeting between
Vivia and Theodora was full of emotion, especially on the
part of the latter, as if they had been separated for years.

Vivia ~also had her private mission down in the valley-
this was as Austin's substitute, to pay the workmen the
balance due for finishing and furnishing the little school-
room, and see the young teacher duly inaugurated. Vivia
took Theodora with her wherever she went to superintend
this business, which with equal promptitude and skill she
soon completed. Every day also she contrived to spend
some hours at the Convent, to cheer and enliven the sad
heart of the Abbess.

Vivia had not been many days in the valley, before she
learned with surprise and pain, the growing intimacy be-
tween her little Dora and the young Wildmans; and she
was still more shocked and grieved to find that Theodor8~
had been drawn in to join their reckless sports. True Vivia
reflected that the lonely and isolated girl, with her depend-

nt

ent and clinging nature, must inevitably have been attracted
by Helen's trenchant, courageous individuality, and so she
wondered less than she grieved. But sheexpostulated with
Theodora-

"I do not ask you, love, to break with Helen, for that
would scarcely be just; but join no more of their hunting.
You have not been accustomed to such things; you are not
like Helen, who has all her life been the companion of her
brother's amusements of every kind. But your nature is
too delicate for such rude associations, and your little frame
too fragile for such violent and dangerous sports," she
would say, as she tenderly, protectingly embraced her pro-
tege.

And Theodora, resolved that she would follow Vivia's
counsel. Alas! for good resolutions.

At the end of the week, Vivia having seen young Wake-
field Brunton fairly established at the head of his little school
of fifteen pupils, and having bidden adieu to the Abbess,
and bestowed her parting kiss upon Theodora, departed
with Mrs. Malmaison for the city.

As soon as the field was clear, the temptress reTappeared.
Helen found great difficulty in re-establishing her power
over Theodora,...~4t took time and perseverance; but she
succeeded at last. She coaxed her over to Red Ridge,
to spend a few days. Mrs. Thogmorton favored the visit,
and Theodora, went. During her stay a snow-storm arose,
and still further protracted her visit.

It was the second day after the storm, when the ground
was all covered with snow, that being Saturday and a
holiday, Wakefield Brunton came to iRed Ridge, to invite
Blaise Wildinan to go upp.n the mountain and shoot partrid-
ges. Blaise readily consented, and Helen volunteered to
be of the party, and set herself to coax and worry Theodora
into joining her. It was in vain that Theodora endeavored
to plead off>~ Helen would hear of no refusal. Theodora
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alone, with no one to sustain her, had little inherent power
of resistance, and she reluctantly consented.

It was still quite early in the morning when they set
forth. It was very cold and the narrow way frozen hard,
aDd the surface was so slippery, that it was difficult for them
to walk on the level ground, and very dangerous on the
mountain side.

The young men trod firmly and safely. And Helen step.
ped with a free, elastic, sure foot. Ri~t Theodora moved
trerublingly, with fearful uncertainty-often slipping, some~
times falling, and always pale and trembling, yet ashamed
to betray her timidity and awkwardness beside the courage,
grace, and agility of the spirited Helen. Basil helped The-
odors as much as possible, carefully supporting and guiding
her footsteps, until they began to ascend the mountain by
the narrow path that obliged them to walk in single file.

It was upon the summit of the ridge that the sport begun,
and continued with great success for two hours or more.
Necessarily the party was frequently separated, and scattered
over the ridge. In the excitement of the sport, Theodora,
who was only a spectator, was gften forgotten by every one
but Blaise, who never went far from her side.

But at last toward the end of the morning's amusement,
Helen with her powder-flask and shot-pouch empty, and her
game-bag full, returned to the side of her friend, where
Blaise, with his two dogs, his gun and his spoils, already
stood waiting. Wakefield, the old negro, and their pointers,
had not yet made their appearance; but Blaise said-

"We will not wait for them to come, Helen. Just as
likely as not they have started a hare, that has led them
miles away from this. And Daughter is so pale with fatigue
and cold aud fright and what not, that she looks ready to
die; so we will take her home directly."

They immediately began to descend the mountain side,
and Blaise assisted Theodora with the utmost teudernbss and
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care, until they had gone a few yards in the descent, when
suddenly. a flock of partridges sprang up almost in their path,
and flew on before them. Blaise forgot every thing else in
his sportsman's instinct, and raising his gun, shot into the
flock, bringing down several birds, that fell at various dis-
tances-then he ran, springing from point to point down
the precipice, after the dogs that had dashed on before.
He was soon out of sight, though not quite out of hearing,
as he shouted-.-..

"Come on, girls!"
Helen took hiiii at his word, and crying-" Come on,

Theodora !" lightly dropped from crag to crag by the aid
of the cedar bushes, and then sped down the mountain-path.
Theodora attempted to follow, going timidly, cautiously,
holding by the saplings to steady herself, but almost afraid
to let go, and drop as Helen did, least she should not be
able to stop. So she went on in fear and trembling for a
few yards, giddy when she dared to look at the precipice
below her feet, till at last, in going down a very steep and
slippery place, her feet suddenly flew from under her, her
frail clasp upon a ~dry sapling was jerked away, and she was
precipitated to the rocks below. One wild terrific scream,
uttered in falling, had reached the ear of Blaise, and almost
palsied the heart in his bosom, for he at once divined its
cause.

Instantly by a great effort recovering his panic, he rushed
back upon the mountain-path, looking right and left, and
soon came upon the form of Theodora stretched upon the
rocks, blood-stained, pale, insensible, perhaps dead! With
a terrible cry, he threw himself down beside her, and raised
her form in his arms. His frantic cries had reached Helen,
who now came running to the spot, where she found Blaise
supporting the head of Theodora, and beside himself with
terror and despair, crying-.

"Oh I Nell! NeIl I she's dead I she's dead L-Dora! Theot
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Daughter! Little Daughter! Oh! darling! breath again!
open your sweet eyes! Ali! Nell! Nell! we've murdered
her, and I shall go hang myself 1" and more frantic words
like these.

"I don't believe it! she has not fallen twenty feet; she's
only stunned, she'll come to presently," said Helen, kneeling
beside the insensible form, slipping her from Basil's arms
upon her own lap, and bidding her brother to run for some
water from the nearest spring, while she loosened her
clothes.

Blaise hastened to do as he was bid, bringing the water
in his cap, and then kneeling down and bathing the face of
the fainting girl.

But Theodora showed no signs of recovery.
"Where is your pen-knife, Blaise ?" inquired Helen,

stripping up the arm of the victim, and binding it tightly
with her handkerchief; until the veins in the hollow of her
elbow knotted up like blue cords-" Where is your pen~
knife, Blaise ?"

Either Blaise did not know what she was doing, or did
not see the point of her question, for he paid no attention
to her, continuing to bathe the face of Theodora, even while
Helen quietly rifled his pockets, possessed herself of the
pen-knife, unclasped and tried its sharpest blade, and then
with a firm, resolute hand, proceeded to open the vein of
Theodora's arm. The blood began to flow, the injured girl
opened her eyes just as Blaise perceived what Helen was
about.

"What a butcher !" he cried, indignantly.
"Hush! she is recovering," said Helen, proceeding to

loosen the ligature about the arm, that the tide might ebb,
while she bound up the wound.

"Recovering! oh! thank Heaven! Theodora! my little
Dora? How are you, Daughter ?"

Theodora languidly lifted her eyelids, but with a iQok

of sickness and suffering, as though she could not tolerate
the light, she dropped them quickly."

"She has had a concussion of the brain! I know by the*
looks of her eyes that she has," said Helen.

"You.-you've hurt her arm! that's it! You-you've
no more tenderness than a.-than a Mohawk! gashing at
her tender vein with a penknife !" said Blaise, furiously.

"I've saved her life! and that's all the credit I get for it!
However, I didn't expect any credit. See now if you can
lift her gently in your arms, and bring her along toward
home. Thank Heaven, the remainder of the descent is
easy."

Basil lifted the light form of the suffering girl, and bore
her tenderly down the mountain-path.

She gave no further sign of consciousness, except when
as her bruised and broken frame received an unavoidable
jar by the roughness of the road, she would breath forth a
low moan, that went like a sword through the bosom of
her carrier.

He took her at once to Red Ridge, where the frightened
family took charge of her, while he sprang on his horse and
galloped over to Mount Storm and brought the doctor and
Mrs. Thogmorton.

They found Theodora very severely injured. Upon the
bed, hastily prepared for her by Miss Elizabeth Wildman,
she lay seemingly a mere shattered wreck. It was impos-
sible to remove her to Mount Storm. She must remain
where she lay. The doctor stayed with her all day and all
night, using his utmost skill to save her fluctuating life.

But for two weeks Theodora's death was daily expected.
And two months had elapsed, and April had come, before
the poor girl could be placed on a feather bed, laid in a
cart upon springs, and removed to Mount Storm. Her
aunt wished to put her in one of the bed-chambers on the
same floor with herself, but Theodora, begged to be con~
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veyed to her dear old attic, where she could see her pictures
around her on the wall, and see through the windows far
over the mountain and valley scene. And the doctor also
thought, that in her excessively nervous and excitable state,
she would be better off in that remote quarter of the house,
where she would certainly be free from noise and disturbance.
So thither she was conveyed.

Through all Theodora's illness it was really distressing to
see Blaise. Of all creatures he was the most afflicted. He
scarcely ate, or slept, or rested for one moment. With the
most haggard expression of anxiety, he hung up'on the doc-
tor's looks and words. And his own life forces seemed to
ebb or flow as Theodora grew worse or better. After her re-
moval to Mount Storm, he came over regularly every day,
and often twice a day, to inquire after her, sometimes beg-
ging Mrs. Thogmorton, for "heaven's sake," to let him go
up and see Theodora. And Mrs. Thogmorton granted his
petition as often as she thought proper to do so. At first
that lady ascribed Basil Wildman's deep distress about
Theodora's illness to an excessive and morbid remorse, but
after a little while she discovered the truth of his attachment
to the young girl, and in a confidential chat with her daughter
Uose, she said,

"It will not be such a bad match for Theodora, in case
she recovers her health, poor thing, which, by the way, is
very doubtful; however! if she ever does get upon her feet
again, I will do all that I can to promote the marriage-.
after awhile, my dear! of course, ii mean after awhile,
Theodora is quite too young at present, but in a year's time
I think it might do, for you know it would be very absurd
in me to permit Theodora to throw away a good opportu-
nity of settling herself for a mere scruple of youth."

By the last of April, Mrs. Malmaison's splendid new
mansion at the Sunset Hills was completely finished and
superbly furnished throughout.
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And upon the first of' May, Mrs. Malmaison, accompa-
nied by Vivia, and attended by all her servants, arrived
there to spend the summer.

Austin did not come with his mother. He was still at
college, and was not expected home until the summer vaca-
tion should commence.

Upon the day after her arrival, Vivia hastened over to
Mount Storm to see her suffering friend. She found her
on the cot-bed in the attic. This was the third month since
Theodora's accident, and she was not yet able to walk.
?erhaps the first tear that Vivia ever shed, was dropped
upon this pale and broken human flower before her.

"Don't weep, dear ~Vivia! I know what you are thinking
of! the doctor has told you that I shall be a cripple for
life. Well, dear, it will not make so much difference after
all, for I never was strong enough to have much use of my.
self!"

"Oh! Theodora !"

"Besides, dear, it all came from my own feebleness of will!
I never had the moral courage to say 'No,' Vivia! but now
heaven has once and forever said 'No!' for me! Do not
weep."

II will not. I was wrong to weep. All is for the best,
since Heaven permits it. You will get better, my dear
Theodora. I know you will. You will soon be out of that
bed. Nay! indeed you shall. And though a little lame-
ness may cling to you for some time, yet that infirmity will
not interfere with the very best cultivation of your beauti-
ful gift of painting. Nay! on the contrary, it will favor it
~-it will wed you the closer to it! Come! cheer up! I
mean to spend the greatest portion of my time with you,"
said Vivia, stooping and imprinting a kiss upon the pale
forehead of her friend.

And from that morning Vivia daily visited Theodora,
and spent several hours with her in cheerful conversation,
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reading, or in singing to the accompaniment of a guitar.
And the delicate invalid began to recover hope and life
and strength. When Theodora was able to sit for hours
propped up in the bed, without fatigue, Vivia, as a new
means of interesting and amusing her patient, began to give
her lessons on the guitar. Theodora was an apt pupil, and
the amimating influence of her progress in this charming
science contributed greatlyto her rapid recovery. In a few
weeks Theodora, supported in the arms of Vivia, was able
to ride out daily. And by the first of June, leaning on the
arm of Vivia, and assisted by a crutch, she was enabled to
take short walks around the garden and shrubberies. But
notwithstanding her improvement, the opinion of the doctor
was confirmed, that Theodora was to be a cripple for
life.

CHAPTER XXII.

VIVIA'S VOTARIES.

In vain the sage with retrospective eye
Would from the apparent "what," conclude the "why,"
Infer the motive from the deed, and show
That what we chanced was what we meant to do.-Po~e.

WAKEFIELD BRUNTON was a very zealous young teacher.
Ifls own long hunger after knowledge had taught him com-
passion for other poor boys growing up in ignorance, and
made him very devoted in his duties as an instructor. And
though there were few, perhaps none among his pupils who
would sympathize with his own enthusiastic love of learning,
yet with such an earnest master the school could not but
prosper.

Wealthy gentlemen of the immediate neighborhood,

t

moved by the example of young Austin Malmaison, con-
tributed their portion to the support of the enterprise.

Wakefield considered himself only the leader of a little
caravan of pilgrims to the temple of knowledge, and bound
to keep in advance of his followers. Therefore he devoted
every spare shilling and every leisure moment to the increase
of his stock of learning. The hours before and after school
and in the intermissions were given to study. And any
one passing the school-house early in the morning, at noon,
or in the evening, might have seen through the open door
or windows, a solitary young man absorbed in reading.

It was well for Wakefield, that a distance of three miles
separated his home and his school-room, and that the obli-
gation of early rising, and a long, brisk walk, twice daily,
together with the necessity of hard manual labor in the
garden or at the wood pile, every night and every Saturday,
was continually upon him to counteract the ill-effects of so
much confinement and such severe application to study.

It was better still for him, that when, from severe toil,
depressed and morbid, he was inclined to forget the goods
and magnify the ills of his position, he had Vivia with her
divine alchemy to transmute his discontent to rejoicing, by
convincing him that the inconveniences that disturbed, were
also the blessings that saved him. Vivia was the sun of
his world. And when her visible presence was not with
him, her spirit still possessed, animated his soul, a living
spring of inspiration.

Vivia was now the most brilliant attraction in the circle
of youth, beauty and genius that the fine taste of Mrs. Mal-
maison had collected at her elegant summer seat at Sunset
Hills. She was, besides, the inapproachable prima donna
of the fine concerts held in Mrs. Malmaison's drawing-room.
Yet Vivia loved best of all to get away from the gay vani-
ties, and fly to hover over her protege at Mount Storm.

The6dora must have been considered very beautiful, but
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for the accident that had crippled her. And even as it was,
a peculiar beauty and interest invested the lame girl. Her
form was rather under the medium size, but perfectly sym-
metrical, and when in repose exquisitely graceful. All the
features of her fair face were fine and small, except the
broad, white forehead, and the large, dreamy hazel eyes,
ever valued by the long and drooping lashes. Slender,
arched eyebrows, and soft, wavy brown hair, plainly parted
over the crown of her head, harmonized well with the deli-
cate, transparent paleness of her complexion. But her
greatest charm lay in the expression of patient suffering in
her sweet intellectual face. And when she moved, her
little limp suggested only the thought of some crippled bird,
and drew the heart toward her with irresistible sympathy.

Theodora continued to make great progress in her paint-
ing, though as yet her productions could not be classed
with works of art. She earnestly desired that when Mrs.
Malmaison should return to the city, she might be permitted
to accompany that lady, and remain with her to take lessons
from some metropolitan artist. But Mrs. Thogmorton
would not for one moment listen to such a proposition.
Under this'~'disappointment, Theodora's, spirits must have
sunk, but that Vivia sustained them with such encouraging
words as these-

"The Father who endowed you with your beautiful gift,
Theodora, placed you also in the midst of the most glorious
inspirations. The source of all life, and Nature, his great
medium, are with you. Need you seek masters while the
fount whence all the greatest masters drew their inspiration
and their power is accessible to you also? Why should
you go out of your way to obtain from secondary agencies
what you may have from the fountain head? The only
difference that the absence of masters to instruct you will
make is this-that whatever you may become, you never
will be a copyist; your pictures will not be imitations but

1

living originals." And Theodora hearing this, smiled, be.
lived and persevered.

Doctor Thogmorton and his family began to take pride
in and also derive profit from Theodora's genius. The walls
of the house, whence Mrs. Malmaison had removed her
choice works of art, were now again adorned with Theo-
dora's pictures. As Mrs. Thogmorton supplied the young
artist with materials for her painting, and afterward had.
the latter framed and hung up, she considered that she had
thereby purchased and possessed the exclusive right to them
-an appropriation on the lady's part that Theodora was
far too diffident 'and gentle to resist.

The young enthusiast not only covered the bare walls of
the old house with her historical and landscape pictures, and
painted portraits of each member of the family, but also, as
Mrs. Thogmorton proffered her niece's professional services
to all her particular friends, Theodora was compelled to
take likenesses of all the neighbors besides. Her portraits
were very popular; for though she never intended to flatter
her sitters, yet it was in the very nature of her genius to
idealize her subjects, to develop and illustrate any hidden
beauty that might be there, and even where there was none,
to throw over the poor and barren reality the beauty,
dignity, and splendor of her own soul. And this would be
done not only involnutarily, but so truthfully that not one
individual peculiarity or features of the original would be lost
in the portrait, however idealized the latter might be. Thus
in her hands Doctor Thogmorton's stiffness became the
dignity of a sage, Rose Garland's levity the joyousness of
Hebe, Helen Wildman's eccentricities the grace and freedom
of Diana-and Vivia's inspiring smlle.-*ah I there she
paused. It was impossible to idealize, or even to equal the
reality of Vivia. And the reason of this was, that Vivia
refused to meddle with her own portrait. She, whose life-
giving hand, with a stroke of that pencil that in her fingers
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became a magic wand, could make the dumbest subject elo-
quent, refused to touch her own portrait; so that the young
artist who could idealize and glorify every other subject,
could never hope to approach the heavenly beauty of her
inspire.

In the mean time Theodora would have done much better
if she had sold these earlier productions of her easel,
even for window-blinds and fire-screens, and devoted the
price to the purchase of "good and sufficient" clothing.
For though she painted portraits for all the friends of the
family, no one ever ventured to tender any form of remu-
neration to the young artist, who, toiling all day and late
into the night, month after month, was so poor, that her very
best clothing wa~ so excessively shabby as to be a constant
source of trouble and mortification. All Vivia's ingenuity
and Theodora's industry could not make old clothes look
well forever. And often, when the very best care had been
taken to make Theodora's poor~ dress look well, even Mrs.
Thogmorton would be put to the blush by the poverty-
stricken appearance of her niece before her sitters~ But
the lady would try to cover her confusion under a laugh
and a declaration that-

"Artists are always proverbially slovenly."
Theodora never even in thought resented this injustice;

but on the contrary endeavored to palliate their fault to her
own conscientiousness, by imagining the embarrassment her
neighbors night feel in offering any sort of compensation
for service to the niece of a lady who evidently thought it
degrading to woman to work in any manner for remunera-
tion. She also sought to excuse the short-comings of her
aunt by reflecting upon the unhappy blending of pride arid
poverty in her family, and the great difficulty they daily
contended with in the unnecessary business of keeping up
appearances before that bugbear, the world. So in the
midst of unrequited toil and many privations, she kept the

sweetness of her temper undisturbed, though to do so she
half-blinded her own moral sense. An error, that. We
may judge as mercifully, or forgive as freely as we please,
but we may not apologize, or excuse, or palliate wrong-
doing in another, more than in ourselves. To do so habit-
ually were to cherish' a false charity that would end in ob..
scoring our own conscientiousness. Look at a wrong
clearly, judge it righteously, and forgive it freely.

Basil Wildman, was a frequent visitor at Mount Storm.
He was welcomed and encouraged by Mrs. Thogmorton
and her family. But he did not often see Theodora, or ever
see her alone. And she remained iz~ blissful ignorance ~f hIs
pretensions. Several circumstances combined to blind the
young girl to the aspirations of her clumsy admirer.-.-the
abstracted, dreamy and retired life she led-all her intellect
and imagination being. concentrated upon her art-all her
affections and sympathies absorbed by Vivia, and one other
as dear though absent-.-together with the external facts
that Basil was the most reserved and awkward of all timid
and self-doubting lovers, and that he was also further re-
strained from making any demonstration by the policy of
his sister Helen, who constantly warned him against ven-
turing any advances toward the hand of Theodora, until
her guardian spirit Vivia, should be out of the neighbor-
hood. So Basil sighed and submitted, saying,

"Any body might not believe it, Nell, but I do love her
poor dear little dove, a great deal more now than I did be-
fore she was crippled. 'And when I see her rise to cross
the room and limp so painfully, oh! how I long~how my
very heart yearns for the privilege of raising that little help-
less form in my arms, and carrying her whither she would
go, and telling her how precious she is to me; how precious
beyond price every glance of her sweet eyes, and every
cad&ice in her voice, and how I would pour' out the last~
drop of my hear1~'s blood, if that would restore her to heaUh.
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I only want her, my precious love, to take the best care of
her, and make her the happiest little darling in the whole
world."

d~ ~ declare, Blaise, you have improved in your language
since you have known Theodora. Where did you ever
hear the word 'cadence' before ?"

"Oh! don't repulse me with your jests, Nell! I think
my heart would burst, if I could not speak to some one;
and to whom but to you, Nell? It does me a shadow of
the same good as if I had leave to speak to Theodora her-
self?'

"I wonder if any body will ever love me so
"You! you, Nell! ha, ha, ha! no, of course not! what

an idea!"
"Yet I am much handsomer than~ Theodora, 'though I

say it as hadn't oughter say it,' and I have the use of all
my limbs besides."

"So you may be, and so you may have-but.--.-"
"But what!"
"I can't tell," replied Blaise, who always knew more and

felt more than ever he could utter.
And here the conversation ended.
The summer Nacation arrived. At the University Com-

mencement, Austin Malmaison graduated with great eclat,
and then came down to Sunset Hills to repose for awhile
upon his laurels. Mrs. Malmaison gave a large party in
honor of his return. All the gentry of the neighborhood
were invited, and nearly all accepted the invitations, and
they, together with the guests that were staying in the house,
made quite a large company. IDoctor Thogmorton's family,
including Theodora, were invited. But Theodora, fearful
that she would not be able to make a passable appearanCe
with any dress that she possessed, was in serious doubts
about going, until one morning Rose Garland came up
into her attic, bearing on her arms a pretty evening dress
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of silver gray harege, which she spread out upon the bed,
saying,

"There, Theo! I have never worn it but once, because
I don't like it, but it will just suit such a quiet little mouse
as yourself; so if you can alter it to fit you, you may
have it."

"Oh, thank you, Rose! I like it very much; but indeed,
Rose, if you only would think so, it is the prettiest dress,
you have, and the most becoming. You look like a moss
rose in it, dear Rose."

"I don't like the moss-.--so be a moss rose-bud yourself,
Dora," said the young lady, smiling as she went.

When the evening of the party came, the family of Mount
Storm assembled in the parlor Preparatory to setting out.
Rose Garland was showily arrayed in a bright green silk,
that rather set ofT her brilliant complexion and shining au-
burn hair. Mrs. Garland was imposing in a mazarine blue
gros-de-nap. And the spiritual beauty of Theodora, in
her shadowy drapery of silver gray, was lost amid such
dazzling lights.

They entered the carriage and droire to Sunset Hills, and
reached there-not too soon, as Mrs. Thogmorton saw by
the flitting figures of the dancers passing the illuminated
windows of the saloon.

They were met in the dressing-room by Vivia, who had
remained there in waiting for her friend.

"Oh! how lovely you look, Vivia I" broke in admiration
from the lips of Theodora as, after being embraced, she
stood off to gaze upon her friend. Vivia was dressed in a
rose-colored gauze, made so full, that as she moved it floated
around her like a morning cloud. A crown of half blown
blush roses sat above her white forehead and bright brown
ringlets. "how beautiful you look, Vivia 1"

"And so do you, my love."
"Mel why, look at me!"
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"I do. Fortunatus's purse, with a French milliner to
disburse its contents, could not have dressed you in better
taste, except-you have nothing in your hair, my love ?"

"No, why should I have? It is such a mockery to dress
the head of a poor lame girl."

"That is morbid, and the beautiful head shall have its
due," said Vivia, selecting a few moss buds from a vase of
flowers on the dressing-table, and weaving them quickly and
gracefully into a light and elegant wreath, which she twined
around and among the soft brown tresses of Theodora.
And then she drew her arm within her own, and followed
the doctor, who, with Mrs. Thogmorton on one arm and
Rose Garland on the other, led the way into the drawing-
room.

It was very well filled, almost crowded. And they were
obliged to move so slowly, that Theodora's limp escaped
notice, until she attained the harbor of' a seat in a remote
part of the saloon, whence unobserved she could enjoy the
sight of other's enjoyment. Vivia remained by her side
until Mrs. Malmaison came up with some guest, whom she
wished to distinguish, and presented "Mr. Conynghame,
of Scotland," to "My niece, Miss Laglorieuse." This gen-
tleman immediately invited Vivia, who could not refuse, to
"honor" him with her hand for the quadrille, and led her
off to the set that was just being formed.

Mrs. Malmaison, after a quiet greeting, and a few words
with Theodora, glided away among her guests, and the little
recluse was left alone to amuse herself with observing the
company in the saloon. Besides the dancers, there were
some few promenades, who contrived, between the qua~
drille sets and the walls, to find space to make the circle of
the room. These revolving stars interested Theodora very
much, both a~s-a study of individualities, and as a medium
of the information that she had been too diffident to ask of
any one. The one absorbing subject of interest and con-

versation, seemed to be the person in whose honor this
party bad been given. Austin's wealth, college honors,
manly beauty, grace, accomplishments, etc., w~e canvassed
again and again.' Theodora learned from their discussion
that Mr. Malmaison had arrived but that afternoon, and
had not yet entered the saloon. But even while they re-
solved and talked, Theodora saw from her retreat, Austin
enter. He was the same pensive, preoccupied looking man
that she had first known him. He lingered for some time
just within the door, letting his languid eyes rove leisurely
over the heads of the company. Then he began to make
his way slowly through the room, stopping frequently to
exchange greetings with friends and acquaintances. Then
Theodora for a while lost sight of him in the centre of the
crowd. This set of quadrilles was over. Gentlemen were
finding seats and ices for their late partners, and a tempo-
rary confusion prevailed, out of which Austin suddenly re-
appeared, now near to Theodora, but unconscious of her
proximity. It amused the latter to observe the revolving
promenades, many of whom did not know the person of
Austin, discussing the hero of the evening in his own
presence, and it surprised her to observe how entirely
absent-minded, unconscious, or indifferent the young gene
tleman appeared as he continued to retreat before the
pressure of the crowd, and backing toward her own quarter
of the room. Presently he turned abruptly, saw and recog-
nized herself, with a sudden smile of joy.

"How do you do, Theodora, I am so. very glad to see
you," Austin said, taking the seat by her side, and reiterating
his delight at the meeting, and pouring out a number of
unconventional questions as how she had enjoyed life, ocon-
pied herself, and progressed in her painting since he had
seen her last?

To all of which questions Theodora replied with diffident
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frankness. At last, when quadrille sets were being formed
again-

"Do you dance, Theodora ?" he asked.
"No, Austin."
"You are not religiously opposed to that amusement, I

am sure."
"Oh! no, but I cannot dance."
"Oh! if that is all, you will soon acquire the art-you

have such a fine ear for music that a little observation of
other dancers would soon initiate you into the mysteries of
Terpsichore. Come! there is Mr. Conynghame leading
out Vivia, let us be their vis-a-via, and you cannot go
wrong."

"I thank you, Austin, I am sorry that I cannot dance
with you, but I am lame."

"Tight shoes," thought Austin, but he said-" Not seri~
ously, I trust, Theodora ?"

"1 had a fall on the ice some eighteen months ago. The
doctor says that I am lamed for life; but do not look so
sorry, Austin; I am quite used to it now, and it does not
distress me the least."

"Dear Theodora, I will not believe that doctor's decision
-you must go to the city with my mother, and have the
advice of some eminent surgeon.~~

"Perhaps I might be permitted to do so; but, now do
not tarry here with me, Austin; I am very well entertained
in watching the dancers and promenaders. Go and join
them. There is Helen Wildman, waiting for a partner."

"Who is that taking my name in vain ?" exclaimed
Helen, whose quick ear had caught the familiar sound of
her own cognonien, as she advanced toward them. Helen
wore a dress of clear white muslin without ornament; her
rich black hair was arranged in plain bandeaux, and adorned
with sprigs of the coral honeysuckle. Helen was in high
beauty.

Austin immediately arose, as in duty bound, and proffered.
her his chair by the side of Theodora. Helen thanked him,
and accepted it, declaring at the same time thai she was
heartily tired already of sitting still.

"Wou~d you make one of our unworthy sex happy, by
becoming his partner in the next quadrille~ ?"

"Certainly," said Helen, smiling inwardly at what she
supposed to be the success of her ruse, and rising to place
her hand in that of Mr. Malmaison.

But with a deep bow and an "Au revoir," Austin turned,
mingled with the crowd,, and disappeared, leaving the
young lady to reseat herself in the last degree of perplexity;
but in a very few minutes Mr. Malmaison emerged from the
crowd, and reappeared before them accompanied by Wake~
field ]3runton, whom he formally presented. Theodora gave
Wakefield a bright and cordial welcome, and Helen, though
in a rage, could do no otherwise now than bestQw her hand,
which he had come to solicit for the next set. As they
walked off to secure the vacant stand opposite Vivia and
Mr. Conynghame. Theodora lifted her soft eyes, full of ap~
probation and inquiry, to the face of Austin, who with a
smile of satisfaction resumed his lost seat at her side, and
replying to her silent questioning, said-

"You are equally surprised and pleased to see Wakefield
]3runton with us to-night. Well, dear Theodora, I will not~
have a secret from you. It was I who made his presence
here a condition of my own. I know the social conser-
vatism, so essentially opposed alike to Christianity and
republicanism, that prevails among us-and IL thoroughly
scorn and detest it.. Wakefield Brunton is poor in this
world'~ goods, and of so. called humble birth, as if, pardien!
any man with God for his father can be humbly born; as
if in the glory of that Divine Parentage all lesser distinc~
tions were not lost; all distinctions that is-that the Father
does not in his own wisdom make by his gifts. Thus by
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Lhat Father's endowments, Wakefield is the equal of many,
and the superior of most in this saloon. By his own in-
herent worth, he is entitled to the best respect we can give
him. His character, education and gentlemanly manners,
fit 'him for society. And I, for one, am determined that as
far as my influence goes, moral and intellectual excellence
shall, Without regard to any other circumstances, receive
their due."

Theodora replied silently, but eloquently, with that soft,
bright smile, "like a light within a vase," that Austin ever
found so inexpressibly charming.

"Vivia is of our opinion, dear Theodora. She danced
her first quadrille, before you came in, with Wakefield
Brunton. That was his passport to the favors of other
young ladies."

"Vivia," began Theodora, in a voice that with excess
of emotion faltered, and then broke down for a moment
before she could go on; "Vivia seems to me like some
1~.oyal' maiden whose smile bestows rank, and whose touch
confers nobility on whomsoever it falls."

"It gives~e so much pleasure, in my absence from you,
to remembert~iat you have Vivia, dear Theodora."

The time passed swiftly until the quadrilles were again
brought ~to~ a pause, and the tired dancers were seeking
seats. ' -

Oh! oh~h !" panted Helen, approaching them and lean-
ing on 'Wakefield's arm, "I am wearied nearly to death 1"

Austin knew what he was expected to do, and arose and
resigned his seat to this' troublesome and exacting beauty.
Wakefield stood zealously fanning her.

"IL am much obliged to you, Mr. Brunton, you needn't
Wait. Mr. Malmaison will be kind enough to "

There are "none so deaf as those who do not choose' to
hear," and Austin perseveringly kept his face averted, and
presently stooped down and whispered to his companion,
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"You have been sitting so long, dear Theodora, that you
must be very weary. Take my arm and come into the
music room, it is empty."

"But my lameness, Austin ?"

"Shall not attract the least attention; besides, why need
you care if it does, poor bird ?" k

This was said with such infinite love and tenderness, 4hat
the proudest and most sensitive heart could not have felt in
the words the least alloy of humiliating pity.

"You know that a crippled bird is apt to hide herseW"
said the. young girl, smiling.

"Not from the companion whom her absence would
grieve, dearest. Come! the music-room is very near, the
door is ~just behind us. Come! let me lead you there, and
then I will go and fetch Vivia, and we three will have some
music among ourselves," said Austin, taking her hand.

Theodora's cheeks were beautifully flushed as she arose,
took Austin's proffered arm, and submitted to be led into
the music-room.

"I thought I hinted to you, Mr. Wakefield Brunton, that
you need not wait !" exclaimed Helen, indignantly venting
her disappointment upon her late partner's head, and
snatching th~ fail from his hands.

'But while she was fanning herself with furor, and before
Wakefield had thought proper to obey her, Vivia came up,
attended by a gentleman.

"Miss Wildman, permit me to present Mr. Conyng..
hame."

Miss Wildman bent her bright little head in acknowledge.
ment of Mr. Conynghame's deep bow.

"Miss~Wildman, wi~iI you confer upon me the honor of
your fair hand in the next quadrille," was the solicitation
that presently followed this introduction.

"It is not a particularly fair hand, under the glove......in
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fact it is rather brownish, but such as it is, you are welcome
to it for the occasion specified," said Helen.

The foreigner stared, and took the first private opportu-
nity to make a note of it.

"Wakefield," said Vivia, turning smilingly to the dis-
carded partner, "will you be so kind as to give me your
arm to the music-room."

A. flush of joy arose to Wakefield's brow as he bowed
most reverentially and obeyed.

".A.h! really, Miss Wildman! I ask for information, being
a traveler for improvement-do people in the polite circles
of this country, address their acquaintances by their Chris-
tian names ?"

"When their names are Christian; yes !"
"And is there really nothing like etiquette ?.-I beg

pardon, I ask for information."
"As I never saw the genuine article, I cannot inform you

whether there is any good counterfeit of it or not. I believe
people do pretty much as they please! A late President
of the United States, the morning after his inauguration,
went down to the city market, bought a cow and drove i~
home before him," said Helen, demurely.

"In-cred-i-ble I" exclaimed the amazed foreigner.
"Fact. You see he was an old farmer. His family did

not feel flattered by his elevation to the Presidential chair,
I assure you! His 'old woman' said she knew the fuss
would 'kill Billy;' and it did, too I"

The foreigner was busy with his notes,
"Excuse me-the facts you have imparted to me, are so

very singular, and worthy of preservation. Pardon, again!
you said that in this republican community, each man's
pleasure was the rule of his actions ?"

"Each person's-man or woman's," said Helen, amen&
ingly.

"Ah! but with no higher control; suppose their plea-
sures conflict I"'

"Then, bowie knives and pistols," said Helen, solemnly.
While Helen was "doing" the foreigner, Vivia and

Wakefield proceeded to the music-room.
"Do you propose to study any of the learned profes-

sions, Wakefield ?" inquired the former.
"To acquire a knowledge of them-yes! to practice any

one of them-no !"
"Why?"
"Because the alloy of falsehood and charlatanism ming~

hug with each, would repel me at the very threshold of such
a career. I have a strong apl)etite for study, and shall
read all that I find worth reading upon law, physic, and di-
vinity; and I have also the power of concentrating my mind
upon one pursuit, and would doubtless win a fair share of
success in the practice of either of those professions, but
pourquoi? when I don't believe in either of them as pro-
fessed and practiced now."

"You spoke of the alloy of error mingling with each one
of these sciences, but only of alloy; would you therefore re-
ject the whole precious ore

"Yes! unless I could refine it-a task in this case be-
yond my skill. But to leave the metaphor. Look at the
law! a hopeless, inextricable entanglement, out of which
cunning and not right, unless it is rich enough to buy cun-
ning, finds its way. Physic! why it seems to me that the
whole practice of medicine is essentially opposed to th
laws of nature, and that if a present sickness is cured, it i
at some fearful cost of future life and health. Divinity! it
is what Christ taught ~the church run into mere external
forms, and split up into ten thousand antagonistic sects;
while, who has the spirit of Christ? Good heaven! when I
think of the magnificent cathedrals, in their pomp of archi-
tecture, lifting their costly steeples toward heaven, and
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overshadowing, in more senses than one, the ragged, hungry,
ignorant, and all-suffering children at their base, I turn
away from divinity, sicker at heart than from either of the
human 'devices.' Dear Vivia, I would, sooner than enter
into either of those 'learned professions,' go back to my
work on the mountain and cultivate peas-for with them at
least, I should find truth and self-respect."

"Then, have you formed no plans for the future ?"

"None. Yet I do not wish to lead an easy, useless life,
or a life useful only to very few. But for the present I see
for myself no field of useful labor likely to be so productive
of good, as that of taking care of my mother and little
sisters, and educating the boys committed to my charge."

"Yet I wish you had some great, definite object that
need not he inconsistent with your present duties. No
matter, such an object will reveal itself in time. Let us go
in."

They had paused at the door to exchange these few words,
and now they entered the music-room. V"ivia smiled brightly
at seeing the serene, happy look of Theodora. Austin arose
and offered chairs, and the four friends seated themselves,
and were soon engaged in an animated conversation, which
lasted until they heard all the company passing out to-
ward the supper-room, which was in the furthest part of
the building. Austin and Wakefield arose to attend their
companions thither. But Vivia and Theodora both objeQted,
saying that in the present rush after refreshments, they could
not possibly get any thing except hard rubs, and that they
preferred to remain where they were until the press was
over, when Vivia would know where to find something that
had not passed through the war of the supper-table. Then
Austin said, that as the adjoining saloon was empty, and
the quadrille band silent, an excellent opportunity was now
afforded. them to have some music. Vivia smilingly con-
sented, sat down to the piano, and played and sang some of

her finest pieces, to the great delight of her little audience,
who all loved music, not only with the ear, but with the
soul. Then she arose, and said-

"I want you to hear Theodora sing her Spanish ballads,
to her own accompaniment on the guitar."

Theodora, who never would have had the courage to play
before a mixed company, hesitated only a moment, and then
took the instrument and soon forgot herself, and made
others forget her in melody. The silence that prevailed
during, and for some moments after her songs were over,
was the best comment upon their perfect beauty. Theo-
dora felt that; she laid the instrument down, and her face
beamed wit the inner light of love, as she said-

," My teacher was Vivia."
But this congenial little circle could not long remain un-

disturbed. At the solicitation of Austin, Vivia went to the
harp and commenced playing the prelude to his. favorite
song, when several ladies and gentlemen who had wandered
from the supper-table back to the saloon, attracted by the
first sound of V"ivia's voice, now made their appearance at
the door of the music-room. However disconcerted the
little party might really feel by this unexpected addition to
i~heir number, there was nothing to do but receive and enter-
tain the intruders. Austin bowed and wheeled forward a
sofa for the ladies. Vivia looked up, acknowledged their
presence with a smile and bend of the head, and continued
her song. And very soon others were added to her audi-
ence. The guests were now pouring back from the supper
room into the saloon. Replete with the good things of the
table, and indisposed to immediate exercise in promenading
or dancing, they were just in the mood to become the pas-
sive recipients of amusement. Drawn by the notes of the
harp and the delicious voice of the singer, they now crowded
to the music-room, filling it to suffocation.
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In a short pause of her singing, Vivia turned to Austin
and whispered,

"Theodora cannot bear this close air, she is already
drooping, take her out through the conservatory into the
garden. .1 will join you there as soon as I can get free."

Austin stooped and proposed this plan to Theodora, who
immediately arose, gave him her hand, and permitted him to
take her away. The attention of the company was fortu-
nately concentrated upon Vivia, and so the shy girl was en~
abled to escape without drawing curious observation to her
misfortune. They passed out of the music-room into the
conservatory, and down through a walk, bordered each side
with terrace above terrace, filled with the rarest and most
beautiful exotics, yet scarcely paused to admire them; for
their rich aroma, delicious as it was, was too oppressive for
the delicate girl, already half-fainting for pure fresh air.
Through the opposite end of the conservatory they emerged
into the garden.

"'Will you walk or sit ?" inquired Austin, leading her
toward an arbor.

"I prefer to walk awhile. Nay," she added, looking up
and smiling, and then quickly dropping her eyes, while a
rosy flush suffused her cheek-"you must not look so dis-
tressed, Austin. Motion is not painful to me. It is only
unpleasant to feel the eyes of strangers following me when
I try to walk, that is all."

"Since motion does not give you pain then, dear Theo-
dora, mind nothing else connected with this calamity. Only
believe that your friends love you better than ever for the
beautiful patience it has developed in your soul. And for
myself, dear Theodora, believe that it is my heart's dearest
hope to be able to shield you from every possible uneasi-
ness."

"Basil I Basil! I have been looking for you everywhere I
Oh I is it you, Mr. Malmaison? I beg your pardon I I

thought when I saw you walking so confidentially with Dora
that it was my brother," said Helen Wildman, suddenly
breaking upon them..-" Where is he, Dora? Do tell met
It is time for me to go home 1"

"I am sure I do not know, Helen. I have not seen your
brother this whole evening."

"Indeed! why? how is that? have you had a quarrel ?"

asked Helen, in a dozen exclamations, and with a look of
unbounded astonishment-that 7 taken with her previous
words and her whole manner, very much perplexed and
troubled Austin.

"No, we have not quarreled, of' course. What makes
you talk so, Helen ?" answered Theodora in amazement.

"Fickle, then! or capricious! Well! Mr. Malmaison,
will you be so kind as to go and look up my brother; I
will stay here and take care of Dora until you come," said
Helen. Austen bowed, and went to do her bidding.

In the mean time Vivia, having flnishef her third song,
resigned her place battle harp to Mrs. Malmaison, and came
out to join her friends. She came up just as Austin had
left. Her presence was a check upon Helen's eccentricities,
and therefore a signal blessing to Theodora. Austin soon
returned, accompanied by Blaise, who seemed in a very
miserable mood, as he took Helen's arm within his own,
bowed, and stalked away. When they were gone, Austin,
with hesitation and reluctance, informed Theodora that Dr.
Thogmorton's carriage was waiting, and that Mrs. Thog~
morton had dispatched him to look for her niece. Theo-
dora signified her wish to join her party, and they turned to
to re-enter the house.

"We need not traverse the whole suite of festivee' apart~
ments," said Vivia, lalighing, "we can go along the back
verandah, and enter the cloak-room at once."

"Will you be rested sufficiently to drive out with Yivhi
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and myself to-morrow afternoon, dear Theodora ?" asked
Austin, in taking leave at the door of the dressing-room.

"Of course she will," answered Vivia, as they bade him
adieu and entered.

CHAPTER XXII.

ADVERSE POWERS.

Whom first we love, you know, we seldom wed;
Time rules us all. And life Indeed is not

The thing we planned It out, ere hope was dead;
And then we women caxanot choose our lot.

Much must be borne whivh it is bard to bear,
Much given away which it were sweet to i~eep.

God help us all, who need indeed his care,
And yet I know the Shepherd loves his sheep.~-UnYcnoton.

W'u~ next afternoon, the next after that, and many suc-
ceeding days of the pleasant summer weather, Austin came,
accompanied by Vivia, to take Theodora out to ride in the
little pony carriage. Rose Garland exclaimed, "What a
whim I" Mrs. Thogmorton declared" They are spoiling that
girl ;" while the doctor had too heavy care upon his ow~
mind to heed trifles, and Basil Wildman, on his part, seethed
and fretted in silence, i~nd Helen-bided her time.

Another, not the least interested in these affairs, Mrs.
Malmaison, looked on quietly, never encouraging, never
deterring her son or niece in any of their movements.
When they brought Theodora to Sunset Hills, she welcomed
her in an even, silvery tone of voice, which possessed as much
music as could possibly exist separate from emotion.

But earlier than usual in the autumn she made prepara-
tions to return to Baltimore, and by the first of Octoberjher
mansion was again closed for the winter.

The parting between Austin, Vivia and Theodora was
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cheerful, full of hope and promise. Austin was confident
that his mother would come down with a large party, and
keep Christmas in the country house, and that but little
more than two months would pass before they should all
meet again. And so with mutual kind wishes and gay hopes
they separated-alas! when and how to gather again?
The departure of Austin and of Vivia was the closing
of a bright epoch in the life of Theodora. It is true
that their absence was intended to last but a very short
time, and that frequent letters lightened the heavy days,
still many circumstances combined to darken and oppress
the season.

Anxious care, that had long brooded over the counten-
ance of the doctor, now clouded the faces of all the mem-
bers of the family. There was a scarcity of money, a diffi-
culty in getting credit, and frequent trouble from duns whom
it was impossible to satisfy. Jane and Mary, the younger
daughters, had reached an age when it became proper to
remove them from school; but they were still permitted to
remain there-the reason of their non-removal unspoken but
evident-the payment of their board and tuition bills had
been put off from term to term, and they were now under-
stood to be deferred for final settlement until the removal
of the pupils. And as the family were not in funds to meet
the payments, the two young ladies were left a sort of hon-
orable hostage, with which, hy the way, the gentle sister-
hood would have made no difficulty in parting.

Affairs were in this uncomfortable condition until about
the middle of November, when Theo.dora received a letter
from Austin, telling her that his mother had suddenly de-
cided to go to Paris with all her family for the winter; that
he was more disappointed than he could express, in not
being able to come down and spend Christmas near her;
that nothing but the suddenness of Mrs. Malmaison' move-
Iuents would have prevented him from running down to tal~e

1'1
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leave of, *hqr in person, instead of writing that letter which?
he said, was.written on the eve of their voyage. He finished
by assuring her .of his devoted affection, and expressing an
earnest hope that they should meet early in the spring.
Theodora wept long over this letter before she could see to
~ead*~that of Vivia, which accompanied it. Fivia's epistle
was as affectionate and cheerful as herself. She expressed
her, great regret at their mutual disappointment and separa-
tiQn, but, bade Theodora "stand fast in the faith" that they
would have a joyful meeting the next spring. And in the
mean time she charged her with a commission-not to let
Wakefield grow discontented and depressed in her absence.
-. And, by the way, in writing her adieu to Wakefield,
Yivia had also said very much the same thing in effect-.
namely, that he must not leave Theodora to fade and droop
in the confinement of her home, but must frequently go and
draw her out for a quiet walk or ride. Thus giving her
friends in charge of each other, she sought to provide in
her absence for their welfare.. Doctor Thogmorton also re-
ceived letters from Mrs. Malmaison, speaking of her impend-
ing voyage, and the uncertain length of her absence, and
giving instructions as to the conducting of her two estates
of Mount Storm an9~ Sunset Hills. If this mail brought
sorrow to Theodora, it certainly seemed to bring nothing
but gladness to the other members of the family.

Doctor Thogmorton moved as if a great weight had been
lifted from his mind, and he looked like a criminal reprieved
from immediate death and enjoying a reasonable hope of a
final exemption from execution. But not until the arrival,
..three days later, of the next mail, with the New York pa-
pers containing the news of the sailing of the steamer, with
i~he list of her passengers, among whom were the names of
"Mrs. Malmaison, Mr. Malmaison, Miss Lagloriense, and
tw~ servants," did he look as if he felt a full pardon had ar-
.riv~d. .4.n4 now the doctor stepped about, tt free, active,
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busy, hopeful man. And his new cheerfulness was reflected
in the faces of all his family.

It was in something less than a month from the departure
of the Malmaisons, that the doctor announced to his family
his intention of selling out, his property .in Maryland, and
emigrating to Teras. Great as was the astonishment..I
had nearly said the shock-of this intelligence, it was, when
when once fairly understood, entirely approved. Mrs. Thog-
morton, worn out with long efforts to preserve a factitious
gentility, was not unwilling to go to some new place where
there was no necessity for "keeping up appearances." And
:Rose Garland, and also her young sisters, when they came
to hear of the plan, were all agog for the novelty of a long
journey, and a change of country.

But Theodora? Every one seemed to forget her, even
when commencing the preliminary measures for their break.~
ing up and removal. Theodora' did not even know whether
she was expected to accompany them, or any arrangement
was to be made for her remaining behind. And she was
much too diffident to intrude her personal interests upon
the notice of the busy and excited family. The doctor suc-
ceeded in disposing of a portion of his property on very
advantageous terms. Their most troublesome creditors were
satisfied, and the young ladies school bills paid.

Jane and Mary came out from the Convent like birds from
a cage, all eager for a further dight, and lent their aid most.
zealously to hasten preparations for departure. These girls,
respectively seventeen and nineteen years of age, would
have been knownanywhere in that neighborhood, from their
strong. family likeness, as the, sisters of Rose Garland.
They had her embon point, her clear red and white com-
plexion, her bright yellow hair, and her merry blue eyes,
and looked scarcely younger than their blooming sister.
Their fresh young spirits put quicksilver into the jaded
limbs of the wearied family, so rapidly from the moment of,
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their arrival did the work of pullIng down and packing up
go on. The time fixed for leaving Mount Storm was the
first of the ensuing January. It was now the middle of
December, but two weeks remained, and no word had been
spoken to Theodora relative to her destiny.

Basil Wildman continued to be a frequent visitor at
Mount Storm. But he remained as awkward, timid and
tongue-tied as ever; contented to sit silent a whole evening
in the parlor, if Theodora were only in his sight, but
anxious and restless if she were invisible, and off and away
the moment after he had ascertained there was no hope of
her appearance.

Helen remonstrated with him upon the subject of his
self-doubt and hesitation.

"Only two weeks left till they all leave Mount Storm,
and you have not proposed to Theodora yet !"

"Well, I can't help it. There has been no opportunity.
There has always been a room full of people when I have
gone there to see her."

"And there always will be, of course; you must make
an opportunity. Go and ask to see her, and I warrant an
uninterrupted interview."

"Oh! I couldn't! never! it would scare her, the little,
shrinking creature I"

" Not a bit of it! besides, supposing it did? She would
get over it, I reckon."

"And then I shouldn't know what to say to her no more
than a-than a-"

"Than a Basil Wildman! you can't go beyond that for
an illustration of stupidity. Why don't you read? But
what's the use of talking! You never would study to
improve your mind. A fine cultivated companion Theodora
will have in you !"

"Now don't, Helen! don't! you know I never had time
to study," replied poor Blaise, in perfect good faith.

I

277
"No, but you have had time enough to go up to Eyrie,

and play cards, and lose money. A fine provider Theodora
will find in you."

"Oh! don't Helen, don't! I never will touch another
card after I get her."

"But you will never get her, if you don't ask her."
"I would if I could get the chance "

"Make a chance I"
"And knew what to say-"
"I'll tell you-I'll give you a programme of putting the

question from my own experience."
Helen did so, and "beat the words into his head until he

had learned them by heart," as she afterward expressed it.
"And now," concluded Helen, "that you have your speech
at your tongue's end, you must so time your visit to Mount
Storm that you reach there just after daylight, and yet be-
fore candlelight. Then ask to see Theodora. They will
understand, and invite you into a vacant parlor, and which
in twilight is so dusky that you cannot see to blush. When
Theodora comes in, rise and meet her, hand her a chair,
take one by her side, and with what preliminaries the time
suggests, deliver your speech. Your alternative is to do
that or lose her."

"I'll do it," said Blaise.

CHAPTER XXIV

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.

Metamorphosed with a mist ress.-.Skalce2,eare.

ACCORDING to this programme the play proceeded up to
a certain point, and then.-.but we anticipate. The next
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day, a little after sunset, Basil Wildman presented himself
at the frcrnt door of Mount Storm. Basil was in his best
looks, if that could be said to be best which had' never been
good. But Helen' had superintended his toilet. She had
brushed his coat, varnished his boots, 'tied his cravat,
combed. and waxed his stiff red hair,' which. she declared to
be as sharp and prickly as flax-hackles; and finally had
smoothed his hat and set it on his head, given him his neatly
cleaned and mended gloves, and turning him round about,
concluded he might "do7 " and dismissed him.

And now Blaise stood knocking at the hall door of Mount
Storm. He was admitted by old Pharaoh, who invited him
into the drawing-room, and said that he would call the
ladies.

"No," faltered Blaise, "only Miss Theodora."
And while Pharaoh was gone to do' his bidding, Blaise

waited, thinking the minutes hours, and wondering at the
unusu&1 length of the twilight. And yet at last, Theodora
entered too soon for his composure. Arid he must ' have
lost his' self-possession in all manner of nervousness, but
that'when his eyes fell on the figure' of his little 'lady-love,
her delicate, spiritual beauty, and fluttering, crippled: move-
ment toward him, made him utterly forget himself; and think
only of her; drew out his whole heart toward h~ ~n the
tenderest compassion, with the yearning desire to shield and
defend her from all possible harm, to surround her with
such care and comfort as only such deep and pure affection as
that which burned within his own heart for her could supply.
And as he went to nieet her, this w~rm, pure, unselfish love,
gave sornethix~g of grace to the awkward, ungainly form,
and somewhat 'of melody to the coarse, r&u~h voice, and
some degree of free utterance to the hesitating mind. And
when he led her to a seat, he stood half embracing the chair
~zi which.: 'she rested, "and. asked wJ~en Dr. Th~gmoJYI~on
thought 6f leaving." ' :'.~
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She answered, "On Wednesday week."
"And-are you going with them, Dora ?"

"I do not know. Nothing has been said about it."
"Oh! do not think of going, Dora. You never could

bear either the long journey to Texas, or the rough life in
that wild country. I came here this evening on purpose
to beseech you not to think of going."

"Why, Basil-"
But he had sunk down by her side, as if, however, with-

out the least diminution of tender reverence, to draw nearer
to her; and half kneeling and half embracing the chair that
held her, with the natural eloquence that deep, strong, ear-
nest, fervent feeling lends the most untutored nature, he
poured forth. the history of his love, lie told her that be-
fore he had known her, he had never loved, and scarcely
indeed had lived; that his life had been a mere round of
work, food, and sleep; and not much higher than that of
the oxen that plowed his fields. But that she had awak-
ened his heart and his brain, and quickened a host of bedu-
tiful thoughts and affections, that all turned to heras their
inspire and their 'object.

The instructions of Helen were quite forgotten, all art
was forgotten, pure affection only was remembered,' truth
and nature only expressed. Theodora heard him in silence
and in deep emotion, for every glowing word he breathed
revealed also the hidden yearning of her own 'soul toward
another. It was true that for that other she could never
be any thing dearer than the little friend and'protege; yet,
at 'least, she must never hold a nearer 'relation than that to
any one. But from the depths of her gentle heart, she com~
passionate the disir4erested lover, whom sh'e must soon
dismiss to leave her presence, taking disappointment with
him. And yet how should she speak the words that mu~t
give such great pain t& one Who perhaps loved her 'more
than did any other in the whole world.
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She could find no language gentle and grateful and sooth-
ing enough in which to couch her rejection. She dropped
her head upon her bosom, and covered her face with her
hands. But that did not prevent the tears revealing them-
selves by stealing through her fingers. Basil felt encouraged
by her gentle emotion, and essayed to remove her hands.
But immediately and voluntarily dropping them, she said,

"Dear Basil, I always loved you like a dear brother, and
always shall. Please try to forget that you ever thought
of me in any other light, and I shall forget what you have
said."

There was a pause, interrupted at length by Basil, who,
in a choking voice, faltered,

"Do you mean, Theodora, that I have no hope-no hope
of-of-"

"Yes, dear Basil, that is what I mean. I shall never
change my-name, Basil, as it is not right indeed that I
ever should."

"Why? Dearest Dora, why ?"

Theodora raised her eyes in one expressive, mournful
glance, that said more eloquently than words could have
spoken,

"Out of my studio I am quite helpless," and dropped
them again.

Basil understood, and hastened to assure her earnestly,
fervently, that her helplessness did but bind him closer to
her service, that all he wished to live for was to promote
her comfort and happiness, and he was going on in the same
strain, when Theodora gently raised her hand and stopped
hk~

"Don't, dear Basil. You cannot immolate your life upon
that of a poor invalid like me. No, be silent I I only weep
because I must say no; but though it is said, painfully, fal-
teringly, believe me it is a decision irrevocable as if it were
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sternly sworn. Let us forget what has been said, arid be
brother and sister as before."

"Good-by! God bless you, Theodora! As to our be-
ing brother and sister as before-I shall never see your
sweet face again. And-and he who cannot love you bet.
ter may have better succes&-but-in any event-God for-
ever bless you !"

And Basil pressed her hand and was gone-out before
the candles were in, and galloping home through the short
winter twilight.

"Rejected! rejected I" he exclaimed to Helen, who met
him at the horse block.

"Rejected! Come in and tell me all about it, and don't
look so woe-begone! I'll warrant it is nothing of a rejec-
tion after all."

Basil tied his horse, leaving him for a groom to take
away, and followed Helen into the parlor that was just now
empty of living furniture. He threw himself despairingly
upon a wooden settee, and in a broken, disjointed style, re-
lated what had passed at the interview.

"Pooh! don't you see she is not more than half in ear-
nest? Try again," said Helen.

"No, I have bid her good-by, forever. I would not
trouble her again for the world. It would be rude to
repeat my proposal after what she said," moaned Basil..

"Nonsense! you needn't trouble her again. Go to her
aunt."

"Helen! if you think I would do any thing that is not
upright and straightforward to get Dora, you are very much
mistaken. If the little, delicate creature can't like such a
great brute as I am, she can't, and it is no wonder, that is
all. I'd cut my tongue out before it should speak a word
to her guardians, to give her annoyance."

"How little you know of girls," said Miss Helen, corn.
petently, "or you would know how much they sometimes
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like being coaxed and persuaded into doing just what they
are inclined to do. Only get Mrs. Thogmorton to plead
your cause with. Theodora."

I'll do nothing of the sort; Well do I know~ should
Mrs. Thogmorton favor my cause, what style of pleading
she would use with her dependent niece. No! I would not
set her on my poor, dear little wounded bird-if it were to
save my soul from death !" and getting up, as if sick of the
interview, Basil left the room.

Helen paused in deep thought-" What spell," she cogi-
tated, "has that little, pale transparency over the hearts of
men? How has she charmed Austin, high-born, wealthy,
proud, and fastidious as he is? How has she fascinated
his opposite, my poor, ignorant, boorish cousin, and so
metamorphosed him that he is beginning to think and feel
-to have delicate scruples and aspiring ideas !-actually,
by slow degrees coming on, I should not wonder-to be a
gentleman !.-perhaps-who knows? a scholar I Well!
Austin must be given up, and Basil must be accepted! But
it is I who shall have to accomplish it all, and in less than
two weeks, too! &nd to do it, I must see Mrs. Tho~mor-
ton, to-morrow."

CHAPTER XXV.

CO N 5P IRA C I ES.

With a little hoard of maxims,

Preaching down a daughter's heart.-Tenn~,I8on.

ACCORDINGLY, the next morning, Helen Wildman went
over to Mount Storm, and asked to see Mrs. Thogmorton,
alone. That lady was deep in the business of packing up,
and with soirie surprise and impatience at the interruptio~

ftnd perplexed conjecture as to its cause, left her work and
went into the parlor to receive her visitor.

Helen had come upon an errand that would have con-
fused almost any other agent than herself. But bashfulness
was not h~besetting weakness.

Smiling archly, she arose and came forward to meet and
shake hands with her hostess. When that ceremony was
over.-'

"Mrs. Thogmorton, I have come courting," she said.
"Courting-.-.Miss Helen !"

"Yes, ma'am! a curious .errand for a young lady, this
not being leap-year."

"You are-incomprehensible, Miss Helen."'
"And you-~--are excessively busy! I understand that,

Mrs. Thogmorton, and will take up as little of your pre-
cious time as possible; and I will, if we come to an under-
standing, stay and 'help you the remainder of the day."
* "No, I did not mean that, Helen-but what is it you
mean?"

"Why, that I have come to court you for your influence
with Theodora, on I~~ihalf of my poor, love-sick, broken-
hearted Blaise," said Helen, laughing.

"Well! what can I do? How far has thiB matter pro-
ceeded ~ I

"To the awfnl~ ultimatum of 'a' rejection. He proposed
yesterday~-.-..was refused-and now only defers committing
~iiicide until 'he can decide as to the best manner of making
away with himself," said Helen, 'still laughing.

"I~.ii~ally! and is he so seriously disappointed ?"

"To the verge of madness."
"Pooh! I never c~tn make y~u out, Helen. Is this really

~so, or are you ~esting?" '
"I urn solemnly' in earnest," said Helen, gravely.
"Absurd I 'but 'it serves Basil 'rightly. He should ha4e,,

I
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spoken to me first. Go home, Helen, and send him back
to me-I can promise him a better answer."

" Ay ! but hear me a moment, Mrs. Thogmorton. My
honest cousin is afflicted with crotchets. -One of his crot--
chets is a strong objection to have Theodora influenced in
his favor ; his idea is that her response to his affection must
be entirely voluntary, nay, spontaneous as his own feeling.
So, you see, if you and I are to put our heads together to
make these lovers happy in spite of their whims, we must
use management. I do not deny that I am very anxious to
have Basil marry Theodora. I think marriage would be
the making of him.n"

" I understand you, Helen. I must say that I honor the
delicate scruples of Basil, needless as I think them. And I
approve your sisterly affection and solicitude, Helen. So
few people would give the gipsy Helen credit for so much
love and wisdom."

Helen fidgetted uneasily, made a mocking and self-mock-
ing grimace, and then said-" It is so purely disinterested
on my part also."

" I am sure of it. Now in this affair I know what to do.
You are only, when you return home, to persuade Basil of
what is the truth, namely, that his rejection yesterday even-
ing meant nothing at all. Feed his hopes. I will be at
work in the mean time with Theodora-and when all is ready,
I will send and let you know. -But-we are liable to in-
terruption here; come up into my room, where we can talk
over this matter without the fear of intrusion.n"

.And thither the two conspirators repaired to elaborate
their plans. An hour passed, and Helen came out and re-
turned home.

In the mean time the unconscious object of these machina-.
tions stood before her easel, painting; .as usual so absorbed
thatshe took no heed of an ascending step and an opening
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door, and another presence in the attic, until a soft hand
was laid upon her shoulder, as a soft voice said,

" My dear !"
And Theodora started and turned to see her aunt, a

most unusual visitor.
" How flushed your cheek is, my love ! and how brilliant

your eye ! This painting is a consuming fever that is burn-
ing out your life. You must stop it. Come away to the
fire. I want to talk to you."

And half leading and half embracing the fragile creature,
Mrs. Thogmorton conducted her to the little old sofa that
now sat near the wood fire. When they were seated, Mrs.
Thogmorton, modulating her voice to the sweetest tones
of love-said-

"My dear little Dora, we have scarcely ever understood
each other rightly-and I fear you have often thought me
unloving when I was only care-laden. My only sister's
only child, I have seemed indifferent--but I never knew how
much I really loved you, until now : now that we are so
soon to part."

" To part, aunt ?"
"Yes, my love ! Did you not think I knew it all ? Ah !

dear child ! why should you have hidden your heart from
me ? from me, who stand in the place of a mother to-you ?
Your dead mother's only sister ?"

"Aunt Maria, I do not kiiow what you are talking about ?"
said Theodora, in perplexity and vague foreboding.

"Ah, my little love ! don't know what I am talking
about ? Why, what a sly puss it is! or is it only a shy
one ?" replied the lady, with a dash of archness over her
tears, like a sunbeam on the raindrops.

" Indeed, indeed, ]f don't, Aunt Maria !".
" Hush shi-sli !" said the lady, drawing her down to her

bosom, and closing her lips with a kiss. " Hush sli-sh I
It is quite time now that there should be no concealment,
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286 VIVIA.for any~ cause whatever, between us. Do you suppose that
I have been blind to the object of Basil Wildman's visits
to this house for the last three years ?"

"Aunt Thogmorton-"
"Hush, dear, it is all right; I do not blame you the least

in the world. It was wrong, perhaps, to conceal the state
of affairs from me so .long; up, I may say, to the last possi..
ble. hour; it was unconfiding and unkind on the part of my
dead sister's child, who is in all but the name like a child
of my own. But I will not reproach you, love; it was na-
tural, perhaps; it was your constitutional shyness, probably;
or possibly it might only have been that you knew the mar-
riage could not be a very acceptable one to me; nor is it,
indeed; but I forgive you, my dear, dear Dora, and I wish
you every possible happiness !" whispered the lady, in a low,
gentle voice, pressing the little form closer to her bosom.

Theodora was so amazed, so alarmed, that her self-pos-
session was nearly or quite lost.

"But, aunt," she faltered, "indeed, Aunt Thogmorton.-.-"
"Nonsense, love! don't be bashful with your old aunt!

Besides, it is time now for me to have your full confidence,
that I may begin preparations for the wedding, you know,"
murmured the lady.

"I am not going to be married I" exclaimed Theodora.
"Pooh, pooh! my love, it is too late for these little

girlish prevarications now! We have but ten days left,
and the wedding must be over before we leave. It is best,
too. I do not believe in long engagements I"

"But I am not engaged !" said Theodora, in alai~m.
"Nonsense,, my love! Every one knows that you are 1"
"Before Heaven, I am not engaged !"

"Theodora, what do you tell me ?" exclaimed her aunt,
in a t9ne of well-feigned astonishment.

"The truth, nothing but the truth !"
"And you are not betrothed to Basil Wildman ?"
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"No in the sight of the Lord, no I"
Then you ought to be I" exclaimed the lady.

"No, dear aunt, no! I ought not to be! I am not help-
ful enough to be a wife."

Mrs. Thogmorton withdrew her arms from around the
form of her niece, put her away, and for some moments re-
mained silent; when she spoke, it was in cold terms.

"And what am I to understand, then, by that which I
have seen pass under my own eyes for these many months ?"

"Aunt Thogmort~on, if you will please to credit me, I
do not know what you have been talking to me about, or
rather the grounds for what you have said. I feel confused,
as one who has been aroused out of sleep, and with dreams
still clinging around her, is not fully awake, or able to
comprehend surrounding circumstances."

"In two words, I speak of the long a~/d frequent visits
of Basil Wildman to this house."

"Aunt! why other gentlemen have been iii the constant
habit of visiting the house for a much longer period, and
much more frequently than Basil 1" said Theodora, in dis-
tress.

This answer baffled and silenced the lady for a while;
but soon she recovered herself, and answered, in a gentler
voice, however,

"That is very ingenious, Theodora; but it does not ex-
plain the affair. We have all known the footing upon which
other gentlemen have come here; as friends of the family.
We have also known the footing upon which Basil Wild-
man came, as a suitor to yourself. Deny it, if you can."

Theodora could not deny it, but she said:
"I could not help his coming."
"That is an evasioxi, my dear. You could have helped

his coming. You should have helped his coming. You
should have given him to understand that his visits were
unacceptable."

C ON ~3PIRA OlE 8. 287287

'1

-t



288 SIVyI A.

" How could I do that, dearest aunt, when I did not
know until yesterday that his visits were intended for me 7"

" Now, Theodora, how could you, the most interested
person, be blind to that affection which every one else saw ?"

"I do not know, indeed ! but ah, I was blind !"
" Theodora, come, let us talk calmly and dispassionately

about this affair."
Theodora looked up-.
" Here has been this young man visiting you, paying all

sorts of attentions to you, hoping and expecting success to
his visits, for three years, unrebuked. It is true that I, my-
self, did not quite approve of him as your suitor. I thought
as my niece, you had a right to be more aspiring ; but as
there was nothing seriously objectionable in the young fel-
low, as you yourself had no dower, I would not interfere with
your free choice, and so he has continued to frequent the
house in the character of your accepted lover for years past,
it being generally understood that as soon as you should be
of proper age the marriage would take place. You are not
yet quite marriageable at seventeen, but the event is neces-
sarily hastened by our impending departure. So, my dear
Theodora, if you have any regard for our convenience, pray
leave vacillating, caprice, and coquetry ; all very charming,
no doubt, when there is time to indulge in the amusement,
but under present circumstances very awkward and embar-
rassing ;-and let us have a merry wedding before we go,"
said the lady, smiling and caressing her. '

" Aunt-my dear aunt, indeed you are entirely mistaken-.
I am not engaged. I have never given the slightest en-
couragement to Basil. And I mean never to marry, least
of all him."

" Then, Theodora, permit me to ask you what you intend
to do ? Here have we been confidently expecting that you
would be married before our departure, and that we should
leave you provided for. And now, at the last hour, almost,
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you tell me that you will not be married ! Now what do
you expect to do 7"

" Oh ! indeed, I do not know!I the question is so sudden!i
I did not know what you intended, I thought, perhaps,
that you would take me with you to Texas."

" Take you with us to Texas I Have you any idea of the
additional expense that would be, child ? Theodora ! you
know that I have now-nothing.-more the shame and pity !
And you have no claim upon Doctor Thogmorton, who
habitually eoznplains of the size of the family, and feels
abused because my own daughters remain so long on our
hands. The doctor could not be persuaded to take you to
Texas, Theodora. And even-if he could, would it be pleas-
ant to you to go, knowing that his protection was unwil-
lingly given ?"

" No ! oh ! no!i But is there not something that I could
do for a living ? Vivia says I have a future fortune in my
art."

" Poor child !" said the lady, looking at her half in :pity,
half in compunction-" a great fortune has your art been
to you!"

" Oh ! I know, here in the country ; but here people do
not bug pictures, except portraits, and do not appreciate
even :them. But in the city, aunt ! If you would take me
to the city on your way south, and introduce me to some of
your acquaintances, so that I may have protection, and get
me board with some respectable private family and leave me
there ? -I am sure if I did not make a fortune, I should
make a good living by painting, and soon be able to assist
Mary and Jane, and ease somewhat the burden of the large
family. I am sure that in the city I should be at least able
to do this. Perhaps I might even make a fortune ; but I
am not sanguine, and do not expect so much," pleaded
Theodora.

" What a chimera ! A young girl proposes to go to the
18
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city and set up a studio! Why, I am really wordless,
breathless, with amazement I It would be improper, indeli-
cate, indecent."

"But why, aunt? Why? It is surely not sinful. It is
surely better than to marry only for a living and a home."

"Theodora, you absolutely shock me! Never let me hear
you name such a thing again to me while we remain to.
gather! No, my dear, the only good and wise thing left
for you to do is to wed Basil Wildman. You owe it to
him. You have encouraged him whether you are inclined
to acknowledge it or not. You have given him hopes
which it were dishonest to disappoint."

"Oh! what shall I do? Oh, Vivia, if you were only
here! Oh! Aunt Thogmorton, I cannot! I cannot! Only
let me go away! I do not care where! I will never trou-
ble you or the doctor in the world if you will only let me go
away and do for myself!"

"Yes! you would soon indeed do for yourself, poor
child! Poor, helpless child! what would you try to do ?"

"What I said! What I said I" exclaimed Theodora,
clasping her hands beseechingly. "Oh, let me go !"

"Nonsense, child! I bade you not name such a wild
chimera to me again."

Theodora's hands were now unclasped and pressed against
her bosom.

"What is your objection to Basil ?" said Mrs. Thogmor-
ton, possessing herself of one of her niece's hands, and look-
ing steadily in her pale face. "What is your objection to
Basil?"

"Nothing, nothing that I should not also have against
any other."

"-Except- ?" said Mrs. Thogmorton, peering into her
face.

Theodora had stopped suddenly, and her cheeks were ~uf-
fused with blushes.

"Except- 7" again queried the lady, gazing deeply into
the blushing face. "Except-Austin Malmaison !" finally
concluded Mrs. Thogmorton. The pulse under her finger
gave a great bound, thrilled like a rudely touched harp-
string, and seemed as if about to stop. The cheeks that had
flushed to a brighter crimson now faded into pallor. The
face was averted, the eyes fixed upon the ground. Mrs.
Thogmorton watched her in silence a few seconds, and then
said,

"I have your secret, Theodora. I love you better for
knowing it. It shall be safe with me! But let me give
you a little piece of good common sense advice. Poor child!
the attentions of that young gentleman have quite turned
your head I" added the lady, seeing the increasing distress
of her niece. "You must forget them, Theodora. Those
attentions, marked as they undoubtedly were; meant nothing
-or nothing more than compassion for a sick and suffering
girl. Say, did you dream that they meant more than this?
Answer me."

"Oh, aunt ~
"Well, now, did you ?"
"No, madam !"

"I am very glad that you did not; for, Theodora, sum-
mon your reason! look at things by its clear light. ilere
is Austin, with every advantage of family, wealth, position,
personal graces and accomplishments, an extensive inter-
course with the best society in this country, and now also in
Europe, a match for the richest heiress or the greatest belle,
and-here are you, a poor little lame girl, quite penniless,
and nearly destitute-think of it I"

"I do, I do! Oh, madam, spare me! I never harbored
such vain thoughts-never I"

"Austin never could have looked upon you with other.
feelings than pity, and never considered you in any other~
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light tban that of a poor unfortunate girl whom benevolence
moved him to comfort and assist."

"'Oh, I know it! I know it! Why do you urge this so
persistently 7"

"Not to distress you, but to corroborate your own con-
victions, that a union with Austin is utterly beyond the
remotest possibility."

"I never dreamed of such a thing! For heaven's love,
say no more !"

"And yet, with your whole heart and soul and strength
you love Austin !"

A' deep, tearless sob seemed to rend her bosom, and her
head dropped' upon her open hands.

"The human heart is the most willful, weak thing that I
know of in the Lord's creation! It is not to wring yours
but to strengthen it, that I now speak. This fantastical
young. love, Theodora, is nothing more than a transient
epidemic of the bosom, by no means dangerous, to which
young people between fifteen and twenty-five are peculiarly
liable. It passes off in a short time, especially if the lovers
marry. As a general thing, I firmly believe that in ninety-
nine cases out of a hundred, no greater misfortune 'could
happen to one than a union with the first love. Marriages
of convenience~ are universally abused; yet, as firmly do I
believe that the balance of happiness is in their favor. I
judge from personal experience and from observation of
society. Theodore, my first marriage was one of coriveni-
ence, with a widower of thrice my own age-I being sixteen,
Mr. Garland forty-eight. My life with him was the happiest
portion of my earthly career; it was very blessed, had I
been wise enough to know it at the time. He died, and
after a few years~ of widowhood, I wedded a second time,
and from' motives of such pure affection, that I reserved not
one dollar of the fortune Mr. Garland had left me, but en-
dowed Dr. Thogmorton with the whole. Theodora, you

have been .w~th me all your life, and you saw me in both
positions; with whom was I happier, with the man of my
parents' choosing, or with the one of my own willful
choice ?"

"Oh, aunt, it is too late now, too sad now, to ask that
question 1"

"But it is not too late for you to profit by my experience,
It is not with the one she loves, but with the one by whom
she is loved that a woman finds peace."

"But may not the loved and the loving be one 7"
"I do not know. I have never proved it, either by ex~

perience or observation. I doubt it. But now, my dear,
take your own affairs into consideration. You must make
up your mind to marry Basil. He loves you, and he deserves
you. For though, as I said before, he is scarcely the equal
of my niece, yet under all the circumstances, he is as fair a
party as you could hope to find. Basil is of a good old
family, his circumstances are now comfortable. In cha-
racter, he is upright, honorable, benevolent, and, last and
greatest, he is disinterestedly and devotedly attached to you.
lie loved you before your misfortune, and his affection has
continued unabated since. His constancy should have won
a better return than fickleness and final rejection. And it
must still be rewarded, for however you may have answered
his offer of yesterday, after having suffered, and thereby
encouraged his visits for three years, you cannot in honor
withdraw. You must marry him, my love. Nay, hush!
say no more, my dear child! You really must, having gone
so far. There is no other way. Don't despair! take heart;
my child! You must be happy with Basil, he is such a
good fellow, and so devoted to you. I must go now. Good.
by for the present."

And so saying, the lady stooped and kissed Theodora
and passed out of the room.

TJnable to answer, Theodora sat half-stupefied with sor4
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row. Slowly she let herself sink upon the floor, and turning
her face downward, burying it under her arms and her cloud
of hair, moaned,

"Oh, misery! misery! misery !"

Long she lay there in the abandon of grief. After a
while, slowly she arose, cleared the disheveled tresses from
her face, looked around, went and secured her door, and
then walked to the large chest under the wii~dow, from its
depths took out a portrait, carried and set it upon her easel,
and fixed her eyes upon it with a burning gaze, spoke to it,
her whole soul's emotion trilling in the low tones of her
voice.

"Yes-I knew indeed, that from your own higher and
happier life, you looked down only in compassion upon the
poor sphere of mine. I knew that was all. Yet still it
were sweet to be free to dedicate this little life with all it
has of any worth, to you-to be free to think only of you
all day, dream only of yoti all night, live with you in the
spirit all my earthly life-looking forward to the time when
in Heaven the soul, casting off its disguise of flesh, shall
appear in its own immortal beauty, whenyon should see me
and know me for your own eternally, when I should rejoice
.to say, 'I have been faithful unto death!' This should
have been my earthly lot. Thus in a happy vision I should
have lived with you in spirit, my love! my love! Should
have merged my life in a blessed dream of yours, until the
night of earth should have been past, and the day of
Heaven at hand. And now! But it must not, shall not
be! I will keep my soul sacred to this my holy love and
heavenly hope! Oh, spirit! look on me through those
glorious eyes! give me strength to suffer and be true !"

While this young visionary was yielding to her soul's
enthusiasm, Mrs. Thogmorton wrote a hasty note and dis~
patched it to Red Ridge. Then looking up from her writing-
desk, she said,
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"I am sorry for her, too, Rose! poor little thing, she
suffers a great deal! but what else can be done for her?
The doctor is as cross as a bear. JJkr plan of going to
town and painting pictures for a living, is the most absurd
thing that ever was heard of! Austin, even if he were in
the country, never would dream of marrying Theodora I"

"Now, you know, I am not so sure of that! Dora has
the most taking little face that ever I saw! There is an
expression in her countenance, a look from her eyes when
she raises them to my face, that seems to drain the very
spirit out of my bosom! And I have been used to her all
my life, and am besides a woman, and not a very susceptible
one at that! There is a deep and exquisite beauty beaming
through her pale, transparent face. If I were a young man
I am not so sure I shouldn't fall in love with her myself.
So I don't wonder at Austin !"

"But her lameness! how can you talk so wildly I"
"But you don't see her lameness when she is still; you

only see her delicate, spiritual beauty, and even when she
moves there is not the least awkwardness or ugliness in her
limp. Her motion is as graceful as the flutter of a wounded
bird, it excites only the sweetest sympathy for her."

"You will presently tell me that the poor child's lame-
ness is an additional charm."

Rose laughed. "I do not think Austin found it a counter
charm."

~' Well, Rose, Austin is not in the country. I wish he
were! and that I was sure of his regard for Theodora; but
you must know that there is a wide difference between his
taking a poor lame girl out to ride, and-his marrying
her !"

"I don't know! ~Mrs. Malmaison did not think so! I
am persuaded that she went to Europe only to take Austin
quietly away from Theodora."

"Another reason for giving up hope in that direction;
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for if Ada Malmaison sets her face against any thing what-
ever, no power on earth can bring it to pass. I never saw
a. woman with such a calm, passionless, irresistible will.
There is nothing for poor Dora, but to accept Blaise I the
most fortunate thing that could happen to her, did she but
know it."

"And when is the precious wedding to come off ?"

"To-morrow evening. Invite a few of the neighbors;
but don't say any thing about it to her yet! I do not want
any scenes."

That same afternoon Blaise made his appearance, and was
received by Mrs. Thogmorton alone. His face was all
a-glow with blended joy and bashfulness.

"I do not know how to thank my dear Dora! I know
I am~ not nea~r worthy of her in any respect, Mrs. Thog-
morton! She looks to me so choice, so refined and deli-
cate, so like a princess that ought to be shielded away from
the common rudeness of the world-that I-.--tremble now
that I am sure of her."

Blaise was sitting directly in front of the window, the
light of which fell full upon his homely, glowing, ingenuous
face; but Mrs. Thogmorton was sitting with her back
against the same window, and her face in the deepest shadow.
Blaise could not see its expression, and thence labored under
the illusion that she could not see his countenance either,
and hence his greater freedom of speech. He continued:

"Could I see Dora, to tell her how happy amd grateful
her consent has made me ?"

"I think not. She is busily engaged in her preparations.
You know there is little time between this and to-morrow
evening. And I should think you would have sufficient to
occupy you. Have your family at home been apprized of
what i8 to take place ?"

"Oh, yes! grandmother and Aunt Elizabeth are as busy
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as they can be in getting ready to receive Theodora. They
sent their greetings by me, and they will be over to-morrow."

"Have you procured the license, and spoken t~ the
minister ?"

"Not yet. I did want to speak to Dora, first."
"But you cannot! she is as busy as a bee, and as bash-

ful as-herself! You must send your ~n~ssage by me."
I3laise hesitated, a cloud .-eame over his homely face, he

said,
"Mrs. Thogmorton, please forgive me for what I am go.

ing to ask you; but please also answer me frankly, on your
honor as a woman-have you influenced your niece in my
favor? Is it to your interference that I am indebted for
Theodora's late consent ?"

There was a pleading earnestness in his honest face that
troubled the lady; but she soon recovered her self-posses~
sion, and, half laughing, said,

"Perhaps, Mr. Wildman, my reply may wound and of..
fend you ?"

"No, it will not, madam! It may be what I half ex-
pect! But I shall have no right to be offended! I had
rather not owe the possession of Dora's hand to any thing
but her own heart. Speak, madam I"

"Very well, II will speak !" answered the lady, with a
great show of even rude frankness-" and I will tell you
plainly, as I told her, that I did not entirely approve this
intended marriage. I thought you rather a wild, unsettled
young man, and I thought Theodora also rather childish,
and that you two would not make a very hopeful couple.
But finally, believing the happiness of Theodora concerned
in this matter, and hoping that you would grow more steady
and domestic, and she more womanly, I have not opposed
the wedding. You must forgive me for speaking so plainly."

Basil was completely deceived and overjoyed.
"My dear madam! you make me so happy! But-has
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any one influenced Dora in my behalf? I am so much
afraid her action may not be voluntary."

"No one has spoken to her on the subject but you and
me. If you have any doubts, I must refer you to herself.
You can see her to-morrow."

"Oh, dear Mrs. Thogmorton, I am quite satisfied. In-
deed I fear it was very rude in me to ask you that question
at all; but you see I have Dora's happiness so much at
heart. My greatest satisfaction in this world would be in
taking care of her, and doing her good; but if, after all-"

"I understand you, Mr. Wildman, and I honor your
scruples. I have no doubt that you will make Theodora
happy. You will see her to-morrow morning, if you wish
it, though I should advise you not to appear until the even-
ing. And now I must wish you good afternoon and dismiss
you, for we have both enough to occupy us the remainder
of the day."

And so the interview terminated, Blaise returning home
to a fool's paradise.

CIIAPTER XXVI.

AN' UNCONSCIOUS BRIDE.

Count Beltram. What dost thou, woman?
Agne&. What I shall answer.

Wait and see !-&aulle.

AT an early hour the next morning, Rose Garland and
q

her sisters were gathered together in the chamber of the for-
mer, busily engaged in making a bridal dress. A pattern-
dress had been purloined from the old chest in the attic.
As yet Theodora knew nothing of the preparations going
forward. At the breakfast-table, however, she heard that
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there was company expected for the evening, and was there-
fore afterward not surprised or curious respecting any bustle
of arrangement.

Mrs. Thogmorton had confirmed herself in the thought
that she was doing the wisest and the best thing for Theo-
dora, and that all the means were made justifiable by the
end. Nevertheless as hour after hour of the forenoon slipped
away, bringing nearer the time appointed for the marriage,
her courage waned. She found it difficult and well-nigh
impossible to go and apprize Theodora of the coming event,
which she still resolved should take place.

"What shall I do ?" she more than once exclaimed.
"What can I say to her? Was ever a woman in such a
predicament ?"

At one moment she determined to seem to take it for
granted that Theodora knew all, and to let her find out by
seeing and hearing what was in progress. At another mo-
ment she concluded to go and sit down 'by her side, tell her,
and soothe and coax her into compliance. And she repealed
all former resolutions in favor of the plan Napoleonic, of
leaving all communications for the last, and then taking
her by surprise, and as it were, by storm. And finally that
also was abandoned with the despairing exclamation of-

"I am at my wit's end !"

"What is the matter ?" inquired the doctor, who had
Achanced to overhear these words. Now, Mrs. Thogmorton,
in her pride of government, had taken~ no counselor; but
being questioned, she nevertheless answered frankly,

"Why, Theodora does not know that she is to be mar-
ried this evening !"

"Whew-w! and everybody else knows it-that is a pretty
spot of work. 116w on earth does it happen ?"

Mrs. Thogmorton condescended to explain at some
length.-

"And now," said that lady in conclusion, "I do not know
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how to break it to her! And the Wildmans are expected
here every moment to see her."

"Deny her to them until she shall be prepared."
"I intend to do so, but in an hour or two after them

Basil himself wilLbe here, and then what is to be done ?"

"Bring forth the bride, to be sure."
"Yes! easy said I But suppose she will not come? Sup-

pose she grows serious and makes a scene ?"

"Compose her nerves I"
"Compose her nerves
"Yes! and do it before you break the matter to her 1"
"I wish you would talk common sense, Doctor Thog.

morton! for if you have no more idea of what you are talk-
ing about than I have, I am sure you are discoursing an
'infinite deal of nothing."'

"Can we never talk without quarreling? Very well, then I
I am content! only put off the fracas until to-morrow I when
we have leisure to come to a misunderstanding I"

Well, then, go. on and tell me what you mean, if you
yourself know !"

"Willingly, my dove! If this child up-stairs is likely
to give you trouble by her excitability, compose her nerves!
I have seen a dying man so composed that he has suffered
no anxiety on the subject of his will! Theodora was very
pale to-day at dinner. Go into her room and tell her how
pale she is! feel her pulse and send for me to prescribe!
There! Go at once-there is no time to be lost, for, by
Jupiter, there comes the carriage with old Mrs. Wildman
and Miss Elizabeth! I will go and receive them while you
see Theodora; then I will send you to them while I go to
her," said the doctor, hurrying down stairs.

Mrs. Thogmorton found Theodora lying upon her little
cot.

"What is the matter, my dear? Are you sick ?" she
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asked, kindly approaching the bed, and taking the girl's
hand.

"No, aunt, dear, only tired," replied Theodora, smiling
gratefully at this unwanted tenderness.

"Indeed I am afraid you are sick, or are going to be so.
I must get your uncle to come up to see you I" said the
lady, affectionately, sitting down by the side of the cot and
laying her hand upon the forehead of her patient. "I de-
clare your head is quite hot~ Yes, indeed, I must get the
doctor to see you."

"I assure you it is not necessary, dear aunt. I have only
my usual afternoon hour of weariness, I shall rise in a few
minutes."

"Your usual afternoon fit of weariness! You do not
mean to tell me that you have attacks every day ?~'

Theodora smiled at the seeming earnestness of the lady.
"I fatigue myself every forenoon, and rest for an hour

every afternoon. It is at worst only a lazy habit."
"It is very significant! My dear child, let your uncle

come to see you I"
"I would rather not, as it is unnecessary !"

"For m~/ sake! You know I feel more anxious on your
account than ever I did before I"

Again Theodora. smiled with a puzzled expression of
countenance, but replied,

"Very well, aunt, for your sake let it be then, though
I am sure that uncle will find me only lazy."

The lady stooped and pressed-what would have been a
Judas kiss to her lips, but that she had persuaded herself
that all her contemplated action was" for Theodora's good."
Then she went below, and passed into the parlor where the
ladies from Red Ridge were waiting for her. After welcom-
ing them. she said,

"I cannot ask you to go up into Theodora's room just
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yet. Poor dear, she is so painfully shy at all times, and
now she is quite indisposed."

"Nothing serious, I hope."
"Oh, no! only nervousness, Miss Elizabeth. She will

get over it-but in the mean time, shall I show you your
room

"Thank you. If you please," replied Miss Elizabeth,
speaking for the party. And the hostess conveyed off her
guests to their temporary apartments.

Evening came. And the company-without which no
country wedding, christening, or funeral can go forward-
assembled. Toward seven o'clock Basil came, accompa-
nied by his sister Helen. He was invited into a private
sitting-room to await the appearance of his bride. Helen
was invited at once into Theodora's presence. As she was
leaving the room, Basil said,

"Helen! try to contrive that I see Theodora a few
minutes alone before the ceremony. Somehow my heart
misgives me, and I would like to have a few words with
herself."

"Nonsense, Blaise! It is not etiquette, you know !-
Uowever, I will see if I can manage it; but in case I should
not be able to do so, you had better instruct me with any,
message you may have for Theodora."

"Thank you, Helen! I hardly know if it would be con-
sidered polite for me to send the message.-and yet-it
would be right! Tell her, Helen, that with all my heart, I
put myself and all I possess at her feet for her acceptance,
if she takes me of her own free will; but only so; for I
could not even be content except in her full happiness.
Tell her that, Helen! And do not let her throw herself
away to please me or any one."

"I hear, and if it can be managed, I will let you speak
to her yourself, if it is only to convince you."

Helen did not say of what, in such a case, he was likely
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to be convinced, and she knew full well that it could notbe
so "managed" as to afford him an interview.

When she was gone, Blaise walked up and down the sit-.
ting-room floor for half an hour, and then passed before a
long mirror, and viewed himself from head to foot :-.brist..
ling red hair that would not lie down, a sun-burned, freckled
skin, small, light gray eyes, a clumsy nose, a shapeless
mouth, round shoulders, long arms, an awkward form! She
never could like him-no, never! She was so symmetrical,
so delicate, so graceful! Every one must see the contrast
between them, the moment they should stand up together!
Every one must see that she could never love him! And
yet if she only could and did, how grateful, how devoted he
would be! One thing: 1J-.for near as the consummation
of his hopes appeared to be, there still seemed to be an "if"
~-he were so happy, so blessed as to gain her, though he
could not be the handsomest, nor the wisest, nor the wealthi-
est husband in the world, he would be the most loving and
disinterested, yes, that he would! that was in his power,
and such he would be!

His reveries were interrupted by the entrance of Wake-
field Brunton, who was to be his first groomsman, and who
came in smiling and grasping the hand of his friend7 and
wishing him all manner of happiness.

Basil, in a reserved and awkward manner, thanked him.
And soon after the door opened, and Helen beckoned Wake~
field to her side.

"Wake, my cousin Basil, there, is just as verdant as May
clover! Please to tell him that it is time !" and so saying,
she disappeared as suddenly as she had come.

Wakefield drew down the corners of his mouth, with be-
cQming gravity, and going up to Basil, said, solemnly, "It
is time !" drew his arm within his own, and marched out of
the sitting-room into the hall.

It was dimly lighted by a hanging lamp which neverthe-

I

Ii
ii

Ii

I,

1;
I,

IL



&04 VIVIA. AN UNCONSCIOUS BRIDE. 805

less sufficiently revealed a group of ladies standing near the
foot of the stairs, as if they had just come down 'and were
waiting..-There was Mrs. Thogmorton and Miss Garland;
and there, in the centre of the group, stood Theodora,
known by the bridal vail that completely hid her profile.
On the side of her stood Helen, her first, and Jane and
Mary~Garland, her second and third bridesmaids. A little
further on were gathered into a group Doctor Thogmorton
and two young gentlemen who were to act as second and
third groomsmen. Wakefield led Basil into the midst of
the ladies group, and presented him immediately before his
bride, where poor Blaise stood abashed and hesitating-

"You are to draw her arm in yours and follow us! Oh,
heaven mend your wits I" exclaimed Helen, in a fierce
stage whisper.

Mary and her cavalier had led the way; Jane with hers had
followed. Helen took Wakefield's arm, and went after.

And somehow Blaise found himself with a little delicate
gloved hand resting calmly on his left coat sleeve, bringing
up the rear. It did not shrink, nor tremble-that little hand I
It lay there coolly and quietly. He stole a timid look up
at the face above it-the face was no paler nor rosier than
usual.-the eyes were not downcast nor tearful-they did
not meet, neither did they avoid his gaze-they looked
straight forward the way that they were going. Her
look and manner revealed nothing; it was very strange I
He tried to speak once or twice-but the words-" stuck iu
his throat." At last, just as they were entering the saloon,
he managed to falter out,

"Theodora! My Dora I"
But she whom he addressed never gave the slightest in-

dication of her having heard him, while Helen looked over
her shoulder with a severe expression of countenance, that
said as plainly as words could speak,
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"You clown! can't you hold your tongue, and behave
with propriety 7"

And Blaise fearing that he had been guilty of some great
breach of etiquette, blushed deeply, aii~d was silent.

And the nest instant, with his senses all reeling, he
found himself and Theodora standing together in the ceiitre
of a semicircle, ranged before the clergyman, who, book in
hand, lost no time in beginning ng the solemn exhortation that
opens the marriage ritual. Blaise dared not glance at the
spectators around, or at the bride on his left hand, or the
friend on his right, or at the minister of God before him;
he kept his eyes fixed upon the carpet. When the time
came for him to make his responses, he stammered forth, in
a low voice, the words the clergyman put in his month.
A few seconds after he started, on 'hearing the sound of the
woman's response, the tones, low as they were, were not so
soft as those of Theodora, they sounded more like those of
Helen! But, of course, that must have been only his fancy,
he immediately thought; for the ceremony coiitinued and
concluded; and then he found himself giddy in the little whirl
of congratulations, that presently whirled him with his party
off to a distant sofa.

"How lifeless 1" "How cold !" "How strange I" wer'
some of the phrases, that even in that confusion of tongues
struck his mind, chiefly because he wondered to whom they
would apply.

He glanced up at Theodora seated on hi~s left-the same
calm, colorless face, the same quiet eye and composed
manner. He wished to address her, but he could not find
any thing to say, so fearful was he of making another signed
breach of good manners, so he confined his conversation to

U
answering speeches ~that were made to him by the young
bridesmaids and groomsmen, and by such transient inter~
locutors as came up to pay their eompliinents to the bride's
group.

19
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And still such criticisms upon some unknown, as, "Queer,
isn't she ?" "It is really offensive." "What does it mea'~ ?"

floated in hi8 ear.
Refreshments were served. That was some relief! Basil

could nQt have swallowed a. morsel £1wi~, if his soul's salva-
tion ~iad depended on 14s doing ~o. J~it it was some diver-
tiseinent to busy himself with the pretense. ~Wakefield was
o~Yeriug jelly, cream, lemonade, wine, all in turn to Theo-
dor&, ~ho neither accepting nor rejecting any thing, sat as
if ~ncQnscious of the attentions being lavished upon her.
,W4kefield was surprised into giving one deep, investigating
g1a~nce juto her passive countenance, and then with a suck
4eu paleness, turned away, and gave bis~ services to the
young bridesmaids. Blai~e saw all this.

"What is the matter ? Is she angry, or merely abstract-
ed ?" he inquired of himself; an4 looking at her more at-
tentively, he added-~" Yes! certainly! it is of her coldness
they are talking! Theodora-my Dora I" he whispered
earnestly in her ear.

She turned and gave him a vague, perplexed look, but
did not otherwise reply.

"My dear Dora, what is the mat-"
Blaise started abruptly, leaving his sentence half finished,

for Helen had given him a sly, severe pinch.
The musicians had now entered and taken their places,

and were tuning up their instruments for service. The
young people present were impatiently waiting for the
bridal party to lead off in forming quadrilles.

"Wakefield! Theodora cannot dance, and of course
Basil will not. It falls therefore upon you and me, to head
the first quadrille. Come !" And the witch led her captive
off.> Captain Castlemain followed with Rose Garland, a~d
sets rapidly formed, and the dancing commenced.

At a hint from. their mother, Jai~e and Mary Garland,
with their respective companions, had remained to keep
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Basil in conversation. Theodora eat in the same quiet
apathy, replying to any address with only that vague, per-
plexed, half-conscious gaze, that filled Basil with sorrow,
and all other observers with vain conjectures. If any of
these latter found expression in Mrs. Thogmorton's pres-
ence, she would with a smile reply-

"Oh! you know she is a very singular girl, unused to
company and excitement, which always drives her in upon
herself; and besides, to-night she is really very seriously in-
disposed."

This explanation found only partial favor among her
hearers.

At ten o'clock the dancing ceased temporarily, while the
company went to supper. Wakefield gave his aria to
Theodora, while Basil took Mary Garland to the table.
After the supper, which lasted but an hour, many of the
guests returned to the saloon, and the dancing recoin-
meuced.

It had been arranged that Theodora~ should, the same
night of her marriage, go home with her husband's family.
Accordingly, a little after eleven o'clock, while some of the
guests were still at table in the supper-room, and others
were dancing in the saloon, the carriage from Red Ridge
was brought to the door, a traveling trunk packed by Mrs.
Thogmorton, and containing all things necessary for her
niece's present use, was strapped on behind, and Theodora,
in the same strange apathy that had marked her deportment
the whole evening, was wrapped in traveling shawl and
hood, and handed in. Helen, Basil, old Mrs. Wildman,
and Miss Elizabeth, all found room in that capacious old-
fashioned carry~all.

"What is the.. matter with Theodora ?" inquired Mrs.
Wildman in a whisper, of Helen..

"Oh! nothing, grandma, she is dreaming, that is all," re~
plied the young lady; "dreaming awake; let her ak~ne."

eer
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But the next morning, while Doctor and Mrs. Thog-
morton, and their three daughters, were sitting around a
late breakfast-table, laughing and talking over the cleverness
with which they had married off that impracticable girl, they
were startled by the sudden apparition of Basil Wildman,
who, unannounced, burst into their presence, pale, haggard,
and shaking with mental disturbance.

"Mr. Wildman! Basil! for heaven's sake what is the
matter!" exclaimed the doctor, and Mrs. Thogmorton in a
breath.

"Theodora 1" cried Basil in a voice of anguish.
"Theodora! why, what about her ?"

"Oh, Heaven! ill.-ill to death! mad! dying, I think.
Oh! Mrs. Thogmorton! if you have deceived me, and de-
stroyed her-may the Lord-.never forgive you !"

"Basil! how wildly you talk! but under the circumstances
I must excuse you! Theodora is sick (she was not very
well yesterday) and you are crazy about it. That is just
all. I am very sorry for you both. You came for the
doctor, I suppose? He will go over, of course, imme-
diately."

"I came for you both. She is dying,.-.dying, I tell
ydu !" said Bh~ise7 wringing his hands.
* "Nonsense! you are needlessly alarmed, Basil," said the

lady, growing nevertheless pale, in contradiction of her own
words.

The doctor, who had at once arisen from the table, and
rung for his horse to be saddled, was now drawing on his
overcoat. "I think you need not come until you hear from
me, Maria; If she is as ill as he fears, I will send a mes-
senger for you. I am ready to attend you now, Mr. Wild-
man," said the doctor, nodding good morning to his family
as he went out. Basil stopped for no such ceremony, but
followed the doctor to hurry his motions.

Basil's terror had not much exaggerated the case. Doc-
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tor Thogmorton found Theodora extremely ill and quite
delirious. Mrs. Wildman was fidgeting around her bed in
the last degree of helpless, nervous excitability. Almost
the first thing the doctor did was to dismiss the good old
lady to her housekeeping, and install Miss Elizabeth as
nurse. Then he administered the remedies that seemed to
be indicated, and sat down by the bed-side of his patient to
watch the effect. For hours he sat there, repeating at in-
tervals the dose, and waiting with the greatest anxiety the
result. How much of compassion for the poor betrayed
girl before him, and how much of remorse for his own share
in her possible destruction, and how much fear for the ulti-
mate consequences of the act, mingled in his feelings of soli-
citude, it is impossible to say. But-there he sat, earning
"golden opinions" from all the family for his devotion to
the suffering girl. Toward evening the dangerous symptoms
that he had combated through the day, began to yield.
And rising,- he pronounced immediate peril past, and gave
Miss Elizabeth full directions for the treatment of the suf-
ferer during the night, requesting that in case of necessity
he might at any hour whatever be summoned, and then took
his leave. In going out of the sick chamber, he stumbled
and nearly fell over the prostrate form of Basil, who had
thrown himself down on the floor outside of the door, and
who started up, seized the doctor's hand and holding him
prisoner, implored a tri~e report of Theodora's condition,
and if possible, permission for himself to go in and sit by her.

"She is more composed, my poor fellow, and if you can
control your feelings sufficiently to keep quiet, you may go
in there and sit with her."

Basil wrung the doctor's hand in gratitude, and availed
himself of the permission given him.

Doctor Thogmorton, oxi reaching home, told his wife
that although he had found her niece quite as ill as she,
had been represented, yet as she was also too delirious
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to recognize any one, he had thought It unadvisable to sum~~
mon her.

Days and weeks passed while Theodora hovered between
life and death. The first of January arrived, the time
appointed for the doctor's family to begin their journey
southward, yet as Theodora still continued extremely ill,
her relatives could not in common propriety leave the neigh-
borhood. When, however, near the first February she was
pronounced convalescent, her aunt sent over the remainder
of her effects, consisting chiefly of her card and painting
materials, to Red Ridge; and the next day, accompanied
by the whole family, came over to bid adieu-.-.a Dieu.-
"to God" indeed the fragile, suffering creature needed to
be committed.

"I am very glad to leave you so well provided for, my
dear Theodora I I trust you will be quite happy, Though,
as I said before, Basil is not exactly the man I should have
chosen for you, yet as you seemed destined to marry him, I
will say no more upon that point. lIe is certainly very
devoted to you. Good-by my love. I shall mail a letter
to you from Baltimore. Basil must answer it. And as
soon as you are well enough, you also must write to me,"
said the lady, on taking leave of her niece.

They left the next day.
One would not have thought it, but even this parting

from relatives who had never been very kind to her, was so
painful to the sensitive girl, who considered it as the break-
ing of the last link that held her to her girlish life, that in
her weak, impressible state it caused a relapse that threw
back her recovery several weeks. Basil was now her de-
voted nurse. The gentlest woman could not have been
niore gentle. His solicitous love seemed to endow him with
the tact, skill, and tenderness, that only experience usually
gives.

A busy and critical season was approaching for th~

I

farmer-but l3asil, with an eye single to Theodora, let the
intere8ta of his farm take care of themselves, or be taken
care of by whomsoever listed to assume the trouble and
responsibility.

Poor old Mrs. Wildmati ~ighed over the state of affairs,
and once even complained to Miss Elizabeth-

." It is not that I have-xany unkind feelings toward the
little creature, especially as the love of her sweet face keeps
Blaise 'out of bad company, but it does seem so hard, that
after all my struggles to get along ~n the world, Blaise ~ou1d
not have picked out a fine hearty woman with property, and
some power of work in her, to be a helpmeet for him. And
now here is his girl of a wife not only unable to I~lp him,
but taking all his time up to attend to her. I do think I
am the most afflicted.-" and here the long-suffering old
lady broke down and wept.

"Oh! no you are not the most afflicted. This deljcat~e
young lady to whom Basil's own heart has led him, *111 satve
and reform him as no wife of your picking out would have
done," replied Miss Elizabeth.

This conversation occurred one evenhi~ while the ol~i
lady was laying the cloth for tea; and Miss Eli~abeth~ ~
usual in mild weather, was sitting sewing by the open
window. When the supper was placed upon the table, the
latter took a cup of tea and a piece of toast, and ~a~ried
them up stairs to Theodora, with the intention also ~
lieVing the watch of Basil, while he should come dowft to
johi the family at their evening meal. Basil had s~ce~~
reached the kitchen, when he perceived Jim, who hai~ 1Y~ti
dispatched to Eyrie for lemons and some other neesa~r1~s
for the use of the sick girl, approaching and holding up
with great glee, Three letter in his hands-

"A half of a half dozen, Mar~e fllaise! A'V Marse
Pos'offlce say how dey~s bin dere near two week 1"

netting a letter at Red Ridge was such a ~Very rare aird
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almost unprecedented event,, that the master was nearly as
much excited at the view of them as the man had been.

"Where upon the face o' the yeth would so many letters
a come from !" exclaimed old Mrs. Wildman, while Helen
and Miss Kelly Parrott, drew near and peeped oter Basil's
shoulder.

"One is from New Orleans, for me," said Blaise.
"Yes! that's from Mrs. Thogmorton," said the old

lady.
"Who's t'others from ?"

"I don't-exactly-kn~w," said IBlaise, in a hesitating,
troubled manner, looking at the other letters.

"One is marked Hay-Hay-something.--."
"Oh! Havre. They are foreign letters-hand them

here, and let me look at them," exclaimed Helen, impa~
tiently.

"Forring letters! hand 'em here this minit. I reckon
they're for me. Who else should they be for, indeed!
Who but me, has rich relations in forring parts to leave
them fortins ?" exclaimed Miss Kelly Parrott, in great
excitement, attempting to take the letters from Helen, who
now had them in her own possession.

"Hands off! The letters are directed to Theodora."
"Theodora, indeed! who has she got in forcing parts?".
"Give me Theodora's letters to keep for her, Helen," in-

tempted Blaise.
Helen reluctantly returned theme Miss Parrott taking

an opportunity to peer at their superscription, to satisfy
herself that there was fair play in their detention by the
present parties.

"Come! read your own letter Blaise! I want to know
how the doctor's family get on," requested old Mrs. Wild-'
man.

"I wish you'd all sit down to the table, and eat your
suppers like Christians. Such a fuss about letters I Well,

I
they are rarities in this poor, low-life, house, that's a fact 1"
exclaimed Miss NelJy, who had now lost all interest in the
family correspondence.

"Sit down, Miss Kelly, and I will wait on you," said the
most amiable old lady in the whole world. "Sit down all of
you and Basil, you can read your letter out loud, while I make
the tea, and Helen helps Miss Kelly to ham and tongue."

This little matter being amicably settled, Mrs. Thogmor-
ton's missive was read. It only announced the safe arrival
of herself and family at Kew Orleans, and expressed their
anxious desire to hearnews of Theodora by letter, that must
be directed to Galveston, the next place of their temporary
sojourn. After finishing the perusal, Blaise laid the letter
on the table for Miss Elizabeth to read, hastily swallowed a
cup of tea and a few mouthfuls of bread, and immediately
left the table, and hurried off up to Theodora's room.

"That boy will kill himself, with waiting on Theodora,"
said old Mrs. Wildman, sighing.

"Humphl hope it 'ill last," benevolently observed Miss
Parrot.

"He doesn't eat enough to keep a bird alive, Kelly,"
sighed the old lady deprecatingly.

"It's enough to keep a jackass alive, it seems," was the
second comment of this affable creature.

Helen, had any one been sufficiently interested in her to
observe it, might havebeen detected in neglecting her sup-
per quite as much as Basil had; she ate nothing, but mused
and crumbled her bread; her thoughts ran upon those let-
ters; she knew they were from Austin Malmaison; she would
have given.-a fraction of her honor, to have seen the con..
tents of those epistles; but that while they remained in the
possession of Bas~I, the seals were as sacred as the holy stone
she knew; however there was nothing like trying that ques-
tion, "Oft expectation, etc."

That night while Theodora slept soundly, she went up
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stairs, and offered to relieve Basil's watch; and upon his
~zpeeted refusal to leave Theodora's side, begged and ob-
tained permission at least to share it.

"Does talking in a low voice disturb her ?" asked Helen.
"No, not now! for when she sleeps at all, it is so heavy

that it's like death," groaned Basil.
"Very well I I am glad of it, for I have something to say

to you that concerns your happiness, arid she mtist not
hear."

"Helen, I do not mean to begin by having any secrets
from Theodora I it would seem like treachery. '~

Hem I 'hope it may last,' as Miss Nelly observes?
Has she no secrets from you 1"

"I don't know! hereafter she will not have auy wrOng
ones, I am sure I"

"Hem~m-m / hope IIwd may last, also! Very well, then?
The subject of our conversation this evening you need not
keep secret from her? if; when she is able to hear of it, you
see fit to tell her 1"

"Well, then, what is it ?"
"you know whom those letters came from ?"

"Yes I" sighed Blaise, "I suppose I do !.-they came
from.-'from that -handsome wealthy- book-learned -

Austin Malmaison I"
"Did you know that he was 1'heodora'g lover ?-and

thit that was the reason why Mrs. Malmaison took him off
to Europe ?"

- ~4J thought so I" choked Blalse.
"And now then! She knows nothing of those letters!

you have a right to open and read them! to possess your-
self of the eontents~and~the.......relations in which those
two stand toward each other--when he went to Europe......
that--would pnt you into a position to---know how to act
in the premises."

"Helen Wildnian I you are yourself, this moment, stain-

mering for shame at what you want me to do I" said Blalse,
warmly.

"Well I" exclaimed Helen, hastily, "if you look at It so
prudishly, at least you have the privilege of suppressing the
letters, which, under the circumstances, I think would be best,
as the perusal of their contents might make her very un-
happy hi her present position."

"Helen! you make me mad! Now I tell you what I
shall do. I shall keep these letters carefully, until Theo-
dora is able to read them. Then-mind you !.-I shall not
give them to her with my own hands, as if I wished to see
bow she would take them, and wanted to know what was in
them-no !-but I shall leave them on her table, so that sh~
may find them when she is alone, and read them without in-
terruption. I shall never name the letters to her; but if
afterward she chooses to give me her confidence, she may
do so! The Lord knows I am afraid the poor, unhappy
girl has been hardly and deceitfully enough dealt with, but I
have had no hand in her injuries-for I myself was deceived!
But it is too late now to help it! all that is left for me to do
is-to act right."

AhI poor Basil! what is left for any of us, in any strait to
do, but simply-right!

As Theodora recovered, Basil gradually absented himself
from her presence; that was a part of the self-denying rule
that he had laid down for himself out of delicate regard to
her.

One morning when she was well enough to come down
into the parlor, he came in bringing her a bunch of the first
white lilies of the season, and finding her alone, he left the
two letters on the table, beside the vase of lilies, where she
would not fail to see the superscription for herself. And
then he withdrew, and went around into the door yard, and,
to his utilitarian mother's high disapproval, occupied him~



self with planting a white jessamine vine, that he might
train it up to Theodora's chamber window.

Meantime, she sat there thinking how delicate and dis-
interested the affection of this poor uncultivated Basil really
was-how impossible that he should have been a cognizant
party to that base conspiracy by which her freedom and her
peace had been sacrificed, and conjecturing, as she often did
now, what could have caused that fatal apathy of intellect
and will, which had left her, on the evening of her marriage,
an easy victim to that bitter treachery. But through all
this, the lilies, unthought of, were wooing her notice. She
turned her eyes toward them, and her glance fell upon the
letters. She impulsively caught them up, growing pale at
the sight of the familiar hand-writing. She looked at each
in turn, and opened first the one of latest date.

HOTEL D'A-, Rui Dz V-., P.&i~is.
M~ OWN D~1~sT QNE-Though I wrote half a dozen

letters from Havre, and from this city, on Monday, Tuesday,
and yesterday, yet I cannot refrain from writing to you
again to-day. And indeed, even when the pen is not in
my hand, I am still,, in thought, writing to you. Every
new impression that I receive here, refers itself directly to
you, even as memory and as hope speak constantly of you.
Such folios I think over to you, that, were there any sun
power of daguerreotyping thought, your studio could not
hold the heart pictures I should send you. Yesterday I
described our visit to the Louvre; but to-day I write with
another purpose, for I 8hall not go again to a gallery of art,
until I can do so in attendance upon my dearest lady. My
heart's dearest Theodora! My soul's best, earthly good!
May I call you so at last? May I assume that you have re-
cognized the consecration of that heart that has long been
wholly your own? And that you have not disdained its offer-
ing? It is needless to inform you, my own, what my whole
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life, since our first meeting, must havetold you, how long and
devotedly I have loved you, how earnestly I have aspired to
the possession of your love. But it is necessary, my dearest,
to explain why, while all my conduct spoke one language to
you, my lips did not specially confirm it. A promise given
long ago to my mother, to the effect that I should form no
matrimonial engagement, without her consent, until after
my majority, has hitherto sealed my lips. How I longed
*for the time to arrive that should set me free. It has come;
to-day I am twenty-one; and the first use I make of my
newly-fledged freedom is to lay it at my lady's feet. My
own Theodora! the sea separates us, yet I could not refrain,
in this first moment of my power do so, to write you this
letter. Very soon in person I will follow it-and--"

-No more! she could read no more! Slowly, slowly,
word by word, line by line, the miserable facts of happiness,
unspeakable as unhoped for, so nearly secured, so irretrieva-
bly lost, had gathered around her consciousness, oppressing,
crushing her to the earth. For a little while she had re-
sisted the fatal weight, and summoning what fortitude she
possessed, compelled herself to read on-and then her
strength utterly failed, her head sunk upon her bosom,
her arms dropped by her sides, the letter fell from her
relaxed fingers, and she fainted.

The sound of a soft fall reached the vigilant ears of Basil,
who dropped his spade in alai'm and ran in, raised her in
his arms, and loudly calling for kelp, laid her on the
lounge.

And even in that excitement, while the family were
hastening into the room, and Basil's eyes fell upon the open
letter on the floor, he picked it up, and thrust it out of
sight into his bosom.

Old Mrs. Wildman sighed and groaned, and amid her
sympathy for Theodora, pitied herself likewise, that just
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now in corn planting time, they should be afflicted with thia
delicate, invalid girl. And she directed Basil to take her
up stairs into her chamber that she had left too soon, she
said.

A severe illness followed this event. Again Basil was
her unwearied nurse. The first object that met her eyes on
her returning consciousness, was the pale, worn, anxious
face of. her ~poor, unpolished, lover-husband. In all this,
under all the superficial ruggedness and awkwardness and
ignorance, there was a real vital germ of wisdom, goodness
and spiritual beauty, that a fine, penetrating spirit, like that
of Theodora, could not fail to recognize in Basil.

When she was finally convalescent, Basil was subpoenaed
to attend a trial at the county town, and left her for an
absence of several days. Now, had his manner to her been
many degrees less considerate and delicate, she must have
rejoiced at a deliverance, however short, from his company.
As it was, she missed him-missed the kind, attentive
countenance, that for her hact no other expression but the
most affectionate solicitude, that in her suffering was clouded
over with sorrow, an~ when she was better was lighted up
with joy. Basil loved her with a pure, deep, strong affection,
and he was, the only one in the family that did so. 014
Mrs. Wildman, Miss Elizabeth, and Helen, were as kind
as they could possibly be; but through all their attentions
and services, Theodora's fine sense perceived that she was
only compassionate as a delicate, suffering girl, and barely
tolerated in the light of a daughter. Basil loved her just as
she was, loved her devotedly, notwithstanding her helpless~.
ness. And from her soul she pitied Basil, and wondered
at the strange destiny that had inspired him with so absorb-
ing love for one who could never respond to it-never!
For though it has been said that, on one hand, "pity is
akin to love," and though that may possibly be true with
man's protecting instinct-yet "pity" is also too nearly
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allied to I' contempt" on the other hand, for the love of
woman, which is essentially a dependence and an aspira..
tion.

At the end of a week Basil returned. Theodora was in
the back piazza that opened behind the parlor, where he
sought her presence. There was, no .misappreh~nding the
light of joy that broke over his countenance as he caught
sight of her. But the very gladness of his expression was
subdued as he approached and inquired after her welfare.
She received and replied to him kindly; how could she
else? After a little he drew from his pocket a letter, tind
putting it in her hand, said,

"I picked this up just after you had dropped it, dear
Theodora. I need not surely tell you that no eye but your
own has seen its contents."

"I ani sure of that. Now, will you please do me anotho~
favor--will you go and burn this letter? and this QtheY
also ?" she added, drawing from her pocket the &ne which
had accompanied it.

"This I why, you have not read its-the seal has not been
broken I" said Basil inquiringly. *1

"Nor ever will be broken.' It does not matter now;
please ~

Without another word, Basil took the letters and went
and consigned them to the kitchen fire. Returning, he found
Theodora very pale, but, outwardly at least, calm. ~iuking
down by her side, kii~eeling, and half-embracing the back
of the little chair she occupied, with the strange1 beautiful
blending of adoration and of protection that distinguished
his whole bearing toward her, he said,

"Theodora, there is something that must be explained
between us. Dear Theodora, looking back upon all th~

* circumstances ot our marriage, I have been afraid thai you
were not a free agent when you gave me your dear hand'-'

I
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I have been afraid that you were acting upon com-
pulsion

He paused, but as she made no comment, he went on.
"This is what I wanted to say,' dear Theodora, that had

I believed you were acting 'against your own free will, I
would hare died-yes, a thousand deaths !.-before I would
have been concerned in such wickedness! Oh, Theodora,
tell me" that you believed this of 'me 1"

"I do, I do indeed believe it, Basil. I was always sure
that you could not have been a consenting party to that-'
deception."

"Deception-Theodora 7"
"Yes-there was no compulsion-they drugged me,

]3asil! gave me something that half palsied my intellect,
and quite palsied my will-then they dressed me, and
brought me down to you. It was my motive power, rather
than my understanding, that was affected-for I remember
all, and can recall my feelings. I knew, or partly knew,
what was going on around me-but it seemed to be a
dream, from which I had no power to awake."

"I'll-strangle that man the first time I meet him 1" ex~
claimed Basil, growing black in the face.

"A sin is its own severest punishment, Basil. What I
have just told you, was not intended to excite indignation,
but simply' that you might know all the facts; for little is
left us to hope, but from perfect candor toward each other.
Basil; I believe that you also were deceived 7"

Deceived! 'They sent me kind messages from you, and
invitations that brought me back to the house, and then
they brought me your acceptance of my poor suit. And
when I begged to see you, to hear from your own lips the
confirmation of my happiness, they put me off with inge-
nious evasions. Oh I but that my too selfish love had
'blinded me, I might have' known they were playing some

4

desperate game. 'Oh! 'if I' could but 'nieet that luau!'
when I do, but one of us will ever leave the spot' alive V'

'"Thank' heaven, you' will not 'be likely to' meet him.
They deceived themselves, before they deceived us. They
reasoned themselves, into 'the belief that they were doing' us
a service, and that. the. end justified the means. They 'be-
lieved the marriage a' desirable one 'for all parties-they
had no time to spend in combating what they had decided
to be fantastical objections, hence they determined to' bring
matters to a crisis, and by; strata~em~-for 'believe me, they
have not called their act by so harsh a name as-..-treachery."

"Yet it was the blackest, most atrocious 'treachery I
How can you forgive them and even seek to~. palliate their
wickedness ?"

"Because I must! The very instinct of self-p~eserv~ation,
drives me: to 'find excuses for them. 'It were too~orribI6-
too agonizing to believe that they. knew what they~ did, aRid
yet could do it. Our Saviour on the cross pi~yed for
his executioners-' Father, forgive them, for they know
not what they do.' That 'they know not what they do,'
is the truth I think of most wrong-doers. Loathe the sin
as much as possible, yet' judge mercifully of the sinner."

"I cannot make that fine distinction. I do not know
sin except through the sinner. Besides, the sinner creates
the sin, not sin the sinner."

"Then don't create another sin of anger. Judge kindly
as you can. They~ nursed me tenderly while I was ill."

"Aye I I suppose they rather preferred that you should
recover, than that they should have the guilt of murder on
their souls. Well, let them pass for the present, Theodora.
Oh I let me hold your dear hand a little, just while I speak
to you. lit is so sweet to hold it, and I will never ask it
again. 'This 'is what I' feel b~uiid to say to you..-that cete-
niony at. Mount Storm has given' 'me no claim whatever 'tot
your confidence or affection, until your own words confirm~

20
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it. A. sort of right of guardianship, I must hold, or seem
to hold, else you would have no protection until your friends
from abroad return-then, Theodora, you are the mistress
of your own fate; an exposition of the treachery by which
your consent seemed to be gained, a nine days' wonder, a
legal, formula, and you are free," said Basil, in a choking
voice, pressing the hand that he thought, in dropping then,
he was resigning forever.
* "And you, Basil ?" she asked, after a pause.

"Back to my plow-back among my oxen-almost
content if I leave you happy."

She held out to him again the hand he had dropped.
"Dear Basil, I have never seen any one so generous as

you-never. The Lord bless you, and the Lord guide us
both."

No more was said for the next few minutes, and then the
entrance of Helen broke in upon the interview.

CHAPTER XXVI.

A STRANGE HONEYMOON.

Can I bless thee, my beloved,.-cau I bless thee?
What blessing word can I
From my own tears keep dry?

What flowers grow In my fields wherewith to dress thee?
My goods revert to Ill,
My binding up would break thee,
My erownings curse and kill-
Alas! Icanbutlovethee:

May God bless thee, my beloved! may God bless thee!
-BUsczbets Barrett Brownftzg.

THE spring advanced, yet Theodora's friends came not
bgck. Her life seemed pausing, or ebbing. Like a young
tree taken up and planted in some ungenial soil and clime,

that cannot strike root and grow, but droops and drops its
leaves even in Spring, so Theodora, rudely snatched from
~he dream-life of her studio, and dropped down amid the
sternest realities of common-place life, drooped in spirit and
body. The delicate mind so rudely shocked, trembled
nearly into the chaos of insanity; and had her sympathies
and affections been so introverted as to be concentrated upon
her own wrongs and sufferings, the sudden rupture of all her
heart-ties, the blight of all her hopes and aspirations, must
have driven her to insanity. But her sympathies and affic..
tions went out to others, making, first bearable, then beau-
tiful, her life; for love creates beauty-goes forth blessing,
and returns blessed. "The sorrow of this world worketh
death." And had Theodora's heart been a selfish heart,~t
must, through its extreme tenderness and sensitiveness, have
broken under such trials; but it was a loving heart, and its
sympathies went forth in kindness to all around her. There
are two sorts of sensibility, one that is ~only an intensity of
self-love, and another that is a quickness of sympathy. The
first will magnetize to itself only evil where much is good.
The last will attract the good.

Thus Theodora could not be offended at the unconven~
tonal manners, and the ungrammatical language of her rug~
ged mother-in-law; t~ her apprehension, there was a certain
quaint picturesqueness in the old lady's manners and con-
versation, while she gave the greatest respect to that
thorough honesty of heart and life, and that predominant
devotion to her grand-children that had inspired and sup-
ported her through an old age of unremitting toil.

At dawn, old Mrs. Wildman would be up and out, blow~
ing her horn to rouse up her laborers, and would spend two
or three hours~ before breakfast in trudging from field to
field, and "seeing with her own eyes" that they did not neg~.
lect their work. Then she would come in to attend to the:
coffee and hot rolls. After breakfast, she would give ~outi
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provisions for dinner, and then go out to the field again, and
remain overseeing and directing her laborers until noon.
Then in again, tired, heated, and nearly worn out. Now
bad not Basil and Helen been habituated, from infancy, to
this sight, they never could have looked upon it with so
much indifference. But, "habit is second nature." To
Theodora's unaccustomed eyes, this was shocking. .A.ud
soon she was irresistibly drawn out to give the old woman
such aid and comfort as her own fragile frame could afford.
Against her coming in at noon, Theodora would have her
large flag-bottomed arm-chair placed at the shadiest win-
dow, and a basin of water and a towel brought, and a tum-
bler of wine and water prepared; and when the old lady ap-
peared at the door, panting, and nearly fainting with fatigue,
she would go and relieve her of her walking-stick and her
sun bonnet, and take her to the chair. And poor old Mrs.
Wildman, totally unaccustomed to any such consideration
from her family, would be as much embarrassed as pleased
by this attention, and would say, as she sunk breathless into
the seat, and received the glass of cool sangaree-.

"Thanky, child, thanks. Don't trouble yourself so much
about me, child. I aint been used to it, you know; and
may-be when I do get to looking for it like, then you might
get tired offering' it."

"No, it is a pleasure to me, and I never should get tired
of doing this trifle for you-such a trifle! hardly enough to
prove my good-will to do more if I could."

"La! poor child, what could you do? You mustn't
think how any of us expects it of you I" said old Mrs.
Wildman, at that moment freely forgiving Theodora her
supposed uselessness.

Theodora's kindness did not stop there. In many ways a
less loving heart would not have found she was enabled to
help and comfort the old lady, and all so quietly and unob-
trusively, tOo, that none but the recipient of her good offi-

ces, and Basil, who never was indifferent where Theodora
was concerned, perceived them.

"Why do you take so much trouble for grandmother,
Dora ?-she don't care for comforts like other people! she is
not used to them." -

"Oh! Basil, she is so old and works so hard! and lives
so hard !"

"Bless you, daughter! she doesn't care! Granny don't
mind! She's used to it."

"'She's used to it!' Oh, has her long, long labors and
self-denial and patience so blinded you? Have you so
missed their teachings? Because she seldom complains, do
you think that she never suffers? Because. she does not
give up, do you think she never exhausts her strength?
Think! seventy years old !" said Theodora, looking earnestly
into Basil's face, and conveying more by that look than by
many words.

The tears sprang into Basil's eyes.
"Indeed, II never once thought about it in that light,

never! I'm afraid I've been a very great brute, Theodora.
But, please the Lord, I won't be so ~any longer. I'll try
little by little to shift the burden entirely off her shoulders
on to my own; she would not trust me all at once; she has
got in the habit of thinking me untrustworthy-and with
good reason, I am afraid, Theodora."

Basil was as good as his word. From that day forth there
was no more negligence. He rose with the dawn, summoned
and set his people to work, and remained with them. The
old lady at first believed this only a spasmodic effort on the
part of Basil, who had never before attempted to take the
direction of affairs, but had always confined his labor on the
farm to driving~ a team, helping in harvest time, and "doing
jobs." She thought this new interest would not last long.
But she was mistaken. It did last, and Basil, who, fromn~ a
newly awakened sense of duty had entered upon the work,
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continued it because he began to feel interest and pleasure
in the task.

And Theodora saw nothing ridiculous in Miss Elizabeth's
quaint family pride, but respected its better fruits, such as
that liberality of heart and mind, which in the midst of priva-
tion could not realize poverty but quietly persisted in dispen-
sing bounty, and that exquisite personal neatness that threw
over her cheapest and coarsest of garments the air of elegance
and refinement. And she honored that pure benevolence
that rendered her so careful never to wound the feelings of
others, and that persevering industry that kept her at her
sewing-table, day after day, the year around, for the benefit
of the family. Theodora soon drew a second chair to Miss
Elizabeth's solitary work-table and asked for sewing.

"Pray, do not trouble yourself to assist me, my dear.
The work is not pressing, nor am I hurried."

"But I am lonesome, and do not know what to do with
myself, Miss Elizabeth."

"Oh! in that case, I will cheerfully lay aside my sewing
and walk or ride with you."
* "By no means, dear Miss Elizabeth. I feel like sitting
down i~nd sewing and talking with you, if it will not disturb
you."

"Disturb me, my dear! It would both assist and enliven
me. The only consideration is yourself."

"Oh! it will do me good."
Miss Elizabeth was making up summer clothing for the

negro women. She took the skirt of a striped cotton gown
from the basket of cut-out work at her side, and handed it to
Theodora. And the two were soon busily engaged. And
from that day Theodora spent her forenoons at Miss Eliza-
beth's work-table; Miss Nelly Parrott remaining near, be-
eausein the presence of "Mrs. Basil," as she now called
her, she enjoyed certain immunity from torment by Helen,
who had discovered that her persecution of that poor, ec-

F
centric creature were annoying to Theodora, and who,
strange as it may appear, would do nothing to disturb
the latter. Indeed, next to Basil, Helen was the most soli-
citous for Theodora's comfort and happiness. There was
nothing that Helen would not do to please and cheer The-
odora. Often, the latter raising her eyes suddenly would
meet the wistful gaze of Helen fixed sorrowfully, remorsefully
upon herself. And once, at that very table, where. Jiele;
for a wonder, had drawn up a third chair and put on her
thimble to help Miss Elizabeth and Theodora to finish a
piece of work, she suddenly inquired,

"Theodora, don't you think some people do wrong be-
*cause they cannot possibly help it? because it is their nature
.to do so? even as it is the nature of all created things to
yield fruit after their kind? Can the crab-apple help being
sour? or the aloe bitter? the nettle prickly? or the deadly
night-shade poisonous? And can certain human creatures
help being fiery, passionate, and self-willed as their natures
oblige them to be? Pray answer me; I asked for your
opinion."

Theodora could not answer on the spur of the moment.
She knew well enough what the answer should be, but how
to put her thoughts in words? She could have painted a
scene on canvas that would have represented it better than
her words could convey it.

"You do not answer me, Theodora. Then I suppose I
am right."

"No, you are wrong! Persons of the temperament you
speak of, may not be able to prevent the impulses of pas-
sion and self-will, but they are able at first to resist them.
If, however, they choose to persuade themselves that these
impulses are destinies, not to be resisted, of course, 1y in-
dulgence, they become irresistible. 'God is not mocked,'
and neither has He mocked us, by leaving us exposed t~
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mere evil within and without, than we can by His grace,
control."

For an answer Helen sighed deeply; but presently,
laughing recklessly and throwing down the coarse shirt she
was at work upon, she said she believed that she would go
to the post-office and see it' there were letters, and, going to
the door, she called Jim and bade him saddle Kit and bring
her to the house.

And soon Helen had donned her riding..skirt and hat
and mounted the family nag, and was galloping on her road
up to Eyrie. Three powers'mov~d her to that expedition.
Compunction, that dro~e her away from the sight of The-
odor&'s deathly pale and sad, though loving face; the rest-
less desire for motion; and lastly, a presentiment that at..
tra~eted her to the post-office.

A presentiment that, for a Wonder, did not deceive her;
for there was a foreign letter directed in the handwriting
ofAustin Malmaison to Basil Wildman-such a hugeletter..-..
that the longer she looked at it, the more wonderful it seemed.

She put whip to her horse and let no grass grow under
his feet until she was home again.
* She ~p~ang from' her saddle, called Jim, threw him the

reins, and ran into the kitchen where the family were all
gathered around the supper-table. She was 'determined that
there should be no concealment and suppressions of this
packet, so she laid it down before Basil, in ~igbt of all,
Baying,

"There, Blaise! there is a most- astonishing' packet from
'foreign parts,' as Miss Parrot calls the sunrise side of the
world. Do open it at once, and tell us all about it."

While the family looked on with the most 'intense in-
terest, Basil '~open the great envelope. It ~ontaiiled fot~r
other ~packets-three of them were letters, and the fourth
was a large engrossed and folded paper of' several 'pag~s~
Two of the letters, Basil, on glancing at, put quietly into
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his pocket; and to the questions and remonstrances of IThien
and his grandmother, he answered-." By-and-by! By-and-
by," and proceeded to unfold and look over the engrossed
paper; and then his face deeply flushed, and seizing the re~
mining letter, he hastily opened and read it-then drop.
ping both, he covered his face with his hands, started up
and left the table. All arose in dismay, and followed
him.

"What is it? For the Lord's sake, what is it? Have
you got into any new trouble, Basil ?" asked the poor old
woman, who was the first to find her voice.

"No, mother, no - ma'am-no trouble at all. Joy for
you.,'

"Basil? Joy? What joy? Will Ingot and Co. buy
the wheat? Well now! what makes yogi go on so? What
is the matter ?"

"Oh! nothing-it is nothing but just a goodness and a
generosity; yes! a magnanimity that~ leaves me nothing to*
say or to do! that just crushes me! Here! read this~-.-but
stop-wait one minute," said Basil, going up to Theodora,
who had lingered near the table, and taking the first two
letters from his pocket~, he said, "My little Dora, here is
your part of the mail. Go to your room and read them,
while I satisfy mother-afterward I will tell you all about
it."

Theodora eagerly clasped her prizes-and thanking Basil
with a look, escaped to her own room to peruse them.

When she was gone, Basil snatched up the paper and the
letter from the table on which he had let them fall, and
hurryIng back to where his grandmother and sister stood,
he exclaimed, hastily, excitedly,

"Oh! think of1 it only think of it! I married t&~irt
he loved-and-look at his revenge I"

Helen. grew very pale, and grasped the back of the chair
behind which she stood, while ]3aeil opened the letter.

K
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"Lord have mercy upon us! He's of age iiow, and he's
agoin' to put the screws to us for the rent o' this here plan-
tation just for spite !" cried the poor old lady, sinking down
upon the chair where Helen leaned, and throwing her
cheeked apron over her face, as was her wont when she was
going to weep.

"Do you think that is it, Helen ?" asked Basil.
"No," said Helen, paler than ever.
"Listen now! how vindictive he is, mother," said Basil.
"I wouldn't a believed it of him !" exclaimed the old lady,

sobbing.
"Hea~ then 1" said Blaise, reading:

HOTEL D'A-, RUE DE F-, P&nis.
My dear old school-mate;

Will you receive the congratulations of a rejected suitor,
forgetting that he was such! and remembering only that he
always has been and ever will be your own and Theodora's
warm well-wisher? And as a testimonial of his earnest re-
gard, will you accept the accompanying deed for the farm,
your own patrimony, that, had your present correspondent
been of legal age to convey it, would long since have been
restored to you? In the autumn I shall go to the "Orient"
.- but my address for some months to come will be at Paris,
where I shall be very happy to receive letters from you and
Theodora. Vivia joins me in cordial respect to your ex-
cellent grandmother and her family. We have both, as you
see, written to Theodora.

Your old classmate and ever friend,
AUSTIN.

"There! that is Austin's revenge! And here is the
deed !" exclaimed Basil.

"The Lord forgive me my harsh thoughts !" ejaculated
the old lady, clasping her hands.

N

"Not one word-not one thought for me! I am bundled
in with the 'family' along with Miss Nelly Parrot and the
rest. And, after all, he is not coming back; but is purpos-
ing to travel in the East, out of my reach! this is beyond
human power, and human endurance, as much! Oh, for
some potent magician s wand to compel him back again! I
have sold my soul on trust, but sooner or later I will have
its price 1" muttered Helen, behind her whitened lips, as
she left the room.

"It was generous, it was noble in Austin; but I ought
not to accept it," said Basil.

Miss Elizabeth, who, during the reading of the letter, had
been engaging the attention of Miss Nelly Parrot at the
other end of the room, now, at a signal from the old lady,
came forward, and was informed of the affair. And then
Basil went to ~seek Theodora.

She had, meanwhile, gained the seclusion of her own
little room in the east gable end of the farm-house; had
sunk into a seat near the only window and had examined
the superscription of her two letters. The first one, directed
in the handwriting of Austin Malmaison, was hastily, with
its seal unbroken, laid aside. The second, from Vivia, was
immediately opened and read. Theodora perceived, through
the tone of this letterthat the untoward circumstances of
her hapless marriage were intuitively known to Vivia, for,
&dicately as the lady dealt with this most difficult subject,
th' spirit of this communication, addressed to the recipi-
ent't~ deepest needs of thought and affection, was of that di-
vine aichemic power that transmutes all suffering to benefit.
* It informed her that the humbler, Christ-like work of her
mortal sorrow was the regeneration and immortal happiness
of a now earth-bQund spirit, to be delivered and uplifted by
his pure love for her. And that the eternal good uses of
this present life were of infinitely greater importance than
its transient and illusory happiness. We have space only
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for a 'few necessary extracts from that letter, that gave so
much' of comfort and strength to the fainting spirit, chilled
heart, and clouded mind of Theodora.

"We had hoped," she wrote, "to have been at home
long before this, dearest Theodora. ~But an affair of Mrs.
Malma.ison's, of which in time you will be informed, has still
detained us in this city, where the news of your marriage
has taken us very much by surprise. * * * * * *

You cannot doubt how sincerely and earnestly both Austin
and myself desire and pray for your happiness. But to be
as happy as we wish you, our dear one, you must, while ful-
filling your destiny on this planet, look to that spirit-world
where the mistakes of this earth are corrected, the sorrows
of' this earth sanctified to good and joy, and the innocent
gladness hereof crowned with immortality-that bright and
blessed spirit-world we are all fast approaching. * * *

No suffering is without its good uses, and no real evil can
come to any human being except through their own co-ope.~
ration. Faith in the Lord, hope in the future, love to your
fellow creatures, are the antidotes for all forms of evil6
Suffering is not an evil, inasmuch as it is not without benefit
to ourselVes orto others. We suffer not only by and t ugh,
but~-.-.the Lord be praised !-for our fellow-beings, also..-...
* * * * * * I read your strange destiny thus-a
spirit so heavily clay-bound, that he can lift his eyes no
higher toward the heavens than the level of your lovely
face, is committed to your spirit for deliverance and deveb
opment. Strange, but on 'this planet often seen, reversal
~f woman's aspiring love !.-.-But it is willed, or at least per-
mitted, for 'the end is not yet.' 'Be thou faithful unto
death,' saith our Lord, 'and I will give thee the crown of
life.' 'Delight thyself also in the Lord, and He shall give
thee (notice it, Theodora!) the desire of thy heart. Corn.
mit thy way unto the Lord, and trust also in Him, and
(again notice it, Theodora!) He shall bring it to pass,'
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singeth the inspired Psalmist. 'The crown of life,' 'the
desire of thy heart,' the abundant fruition of every duty-
immolated, earth-deferred affection and aspiration shall be
yours, are yours, waiting in the safe keeping of the Lord.
* * * * * * The pure love that has sprung for
you from the depths of that strong, rugged heart, is the
golden clue to lead his spirit heavenward. Hate Dot, lest
you sink with him; love, that he may rise with you 1-.
* * * Austin has written to you by this same mail. I

have a provision that you will lay his letter aside unread.
t~o not so. His letter is worthy of him and of yom Read
it. And now forgive me, dear one, that I have, for your
own sake, and for the first and last time, written freely of
your present circumstances."

Pressing this letter closely to her heart, Theodora turned
her head and wept a little. Then she put it in her. bosom
as some blessed relic and talisman against evil, and took
up and opened Austin's letter. It was much shorter, but
quite as considerate and affectionate as 'Vivia's h~d been.

"I write, now, dear Theodora, only to place our future
relations in the clear light of truth and friendship. Forget
the rash proposal you lately received from me, while I shall
forget the rejection it was fated to meet. I am going to
travel in the East. Vivia will probably be of the party.
In the long years that must elapse before we meet,. I en-
treat you to consider nip, what in deed and in truth I am-
your own and Basil's sincere and earnest friend and bro-
ther, and .tQ be so generous as to permit me to prove that
friendship by serving you both, as opportunity presents :it.
self.. * * * * Write or not, 'as the spirit move$ you,~
dear Theodora. I should be happy to get a letter from you';
but if I do not,~as in any case, I cannot hut ascribe the
best motives to your course.~' * * * *

There was but little more., She had folded the letter and
was dreaming over it, when a gentle rap at the door caught
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her attention. She knew the rap-no one ever rapped so
gently as that except Basil.

"Come in," she said. And he entered.
"Oh! Dora, you have not finished your letters yet," he

said, moving to retreat.
"Oh! yes I have. Remain. I have read Vivia's. And

here is Austin's. Look at it if you please."
Basil took it, and with a fluctuating color glanced over

it. Then, in silence he returned it to her. And next he
took his own letter from his pocket, and sitting down before
Theodora, read it aloud to her, and then displayed the deed
of conveyance. The warm tears were streaming from
Theodora's eyes. She made no other comment.

"I have never seen generosity like this," faltered Basil.
Still Theodora wept.
Suddenly Basil threw himself upon his knees before her,

took her hands in his own, looked deprecatingly, prayer-
fully in her face, and entreated-.

"Dora! dearest Dora I tell me-tell one who loves you
more than his own life and soul-did you love him?"

Her tears now came with sobs that shook her whole
frame.

"Did you, Dora ?"

"Forbear that question, Basil," she sobbed.
"May God give me a short life !" cried Basil, dropping

the hands he had held. The ejaculation was so earnest, so
despairing, that its very passion drew Theodora out of her-
self. Lifting her white hands, she put them around that
rough head bent near her, and drew it to her heart and
bowed her own face over it, until her cheeks lay amid those
disheveled locks-and with gentler flowing tears, she mur-
mured,

"Basil.-dear Basil, be patient as heretofore with me and
with our fate-I love you with a sister's tenderest love-
wait and trust in me.-.--will you not ?"

"I will-indeed I will !-it is a sort of religion to trust
in you, Theodora," Basil replied, lifting his head and rising
from his position.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE ABBE FRANCOIS.

Behold!
Your grief is but your sin In the rebound,
And cannot expiate for it !-Blfzalxth Barrett Browning.

THE Malmaisons at Paris occupied the first floor of a
first-class hotel, in a first-class street. Nothing less would
suit the cold pride of "Madame." Her great wealth and
high connection were a passport at once to the best Ameri-
can society in the city. A double motive brought Mrs..
Malmaison to Paris.-.-one-half of which the reader knows,
and with the other half will soon become acquainted; this
was, in a word, to purchase a title, in that most favorable
mart in the world for a worldly woman to barter wealth for
the hand and coronet of some desperately needy member of
the artcienne noblesse. It was a paltry ambition, unworthy
of that woman's cold, granite-like strength of will and un-
derstanding-or would have been under other circumstance~.
Ten years previous, in her first widowhood,, she might with
more propriety have aspired to that distinction. And yet
those ten years had passed over the form and features of
that caIrn, emotionless woman with no more effect than if
she had been the alabaster image that she looked. Will it
be believed ?.-a1 forty, in all except the vivacity of youth,
which, by the way, she had never possesses, ~eJ~pked as
youthful as Vivia at half that age! An ~ dewy
freshness was the most beautiful peculiarity ~f1~er albino
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style. No newly-opened lily in the morning c6uld look
purer and fresher. She did not deny or seek to conceal her
age-on the contrary, she took a cool pleasure in admitting
her forty years, and smiled at the irrepressible surprise of
men, and the excessive vexation of women of her own age,
who looked so much older and yet wished to appear so
much younger, and who, by her expose, must feel themselves
set down at sixty for the lowest. She also rather paraded,
in a calm way, her son, else no one would have guessed
such a relationship between the tall, dark-eyed, grave-look.
ing gentleman known as Mr. Malmaison, and her fair
beauty; they could have about as easily have imagined him
to be her father. So coolly certain was Ada of the untar-
nished lustre of her alabaster beauty, as seen in the delicate,
e~astiO roundness of her perfect face and form, the transpa-
rent fairness of her complexion, and the tender clearness
of her eyes, that it was in the insolence of power that she
kept her age before the people. Truly she never said in
so manywords, "I am forty years old," but she would say
something like this: "Oui, Monseignor~ I have seen the
statue, and agree with you that its whole effect is less
tirtistic' than artificial. At~ least such was its effect upon
me, when I visited St. Petersburg, some twenty-five years
ago." Or else, "Non madame, this is not my first visit to
?aris. I was here in the troublous times when the allied
powers occupied the city."

" Grand Dieu!. Cette dame est une Cagliostrefeminin!"
would be the silent comment, when Ada said this, with the
cool iiisolence 6f conscious beauty and power as who should
say, "Let those regard time who yield to its influence.
Years are nothing to me." "Elle est une Nino'n safls
Z'espri~," w~s sometimes said of this snowy beauty. The
~xirti she had secured was the Vicomte De Lozere, a gen-
tk~m~n ofuncertain age, but of distinguished presence, with
a podigre& as long as his list of creditors. This was the

881

~'affair" of Mrs. Malmaison, of which Yivia in be? letter to
Theodora, spoke.

In every great metropolis, of course, there are circles be-
low circles, and there are coteries and cliques a~ ignoratit
of each other as if histead of dwelling in the same city, they
lived at* relative antipodes. What, for instance, had the
poor abbes of the Eo~e de M U~mpe~sion, avid the H~5pi~at
de Ia Charite, t~ do With~ th~bbitues of the saloons of the
Tuileries?

~There was at this time a poor priest, at once abbe ~nd
nasitre of the Ec'51e de Ia 01zai~ite, who, not enjoying the
privilege of c~rnfesset~r to any dame-du-qualite, never by
any chance entered the magic circle of the elite. He was a
man of forty-five, with the bent frame and shrunken features
and whitened hair of seventy. He went plodding on from
day to day in his work of charity, unconscious that within
a stone's cast of his post of duty, sojourned the two women,
in whom, of all the race, save one other; he was the most in-
terested. A seeming accident brought their mutUal pro-
pinquity to his knowledge~

In the refined elegance of Mrs. Malmai~on's establishment
and surroundings, there was one very striking anomaly.-
this was in the person of her confidential attendant, Bridget
Dougherty, or "Biddy Durty," as the truthful nomenclature
of her dusky fellow-servants had dubbed her-Biddy
Dougherty, with her unmitigated Connaught face, and her
incurable brogue! Those intimate friends-if Ada Mel-
maison--a stranger to her daily associates and family circle,
could be truly said to have intimate friends.-.who chanced
to see this rude retainer about the person of the lady, gently
lifted eyebrows and shoulders, and privately classed Biddy
as un espr'itfami&er, une bfte noire, or, at the very least, a
caprice of Madame. All this Biddy, with her Irish quick-
ness, perceived, and.--sure of her position-..disregarded.
.&da Malmaison never lost sight, or surveillance of her
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strange Abigail. For some months past, however, it might
have been noticed in the family that there was a cloud be~
tween the mistress and the maid-a something absolutely
certain, yet difficult to define. Mrs. Malmaison was kind
as ever-yet no kinder, for that cool lady was seldom moved
by the moods of those around her. But Biddy had grown
flighty, despondent, and shy of her mistress-.-who, perhaps,
just now might have kept her under closer espionage than
ever.

One night about this time Vivia was startled out of her
sleep by a cry that sounded through the house. She sprang
up at the sound, hurried on her dressing-gown, and hastened
along the corridor in the direction of the cry that seemed
to have come from Bridget Dougherty's. room. The lights
were out; but a taper from within the little chamber of
bridget gleamed through ~ keyhole, at the extremity of
the corridor. Yivia hastened toward it, but before she
reached the spot, either the key was turned straight in the
lock, ~or . the light was extinguished, for it suddenly disap-
peared, leaving all in darkness a~nd in silence. She rapped
loudly at the door, however, calling-

"Bridget! Bridget! was that you that screamed? Is
any thing the matter 7"

A soft, shuffling struggle-and a sudden cry-
"Och! Howly St. rather! Miss Genevieve! Help !-"

and the voice was suddenly stifled amid a soft, floundering
sound-and once more broke out suddenly in the single,
piercing cry of "Murther I" and then was again stilled
under a subdued, desperate wrestle.

Vivia tried the door, but found it fast, then she flew to
ring the alarm~bell, but swiftly as she passed, she was ii.~

torcepted by the quiet opening of a door on the left hand
of the corridor, and the appearance of Mrs. Malmaison, in

1: her white-dressing-gown, j~nd delicate lace cap, looking so
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fresh, and calm, and cool, that her very presence acted at
once as a sedative and refrigerative.

"Well, what is the matter, Vivia ?"

"Good Heaven !-Bridget! She-"
"Has the nightmare, I suppose. She is rather subject to

it-let us go and see."
And Mrs. Malmaison, bearing the perfumed taper, led

the way to Bridget's little room. When they reached. it,
she requested Vivia to open the door. Vivia tried the
lock, and to her astonishment it now readily yielded, the
door swung open, and they entered. What a sight met
their eyes I

Bridget Dougherty was sitting straight up in bed, her
form rigid, her face blackened as by partial suffocation, her
eyes glaring into vacancy

But the instant the light flashed upon her sight, all this
changed, she fell back upon her pillow, dragging the cover-
let over her face, and with a prolonged howl, lay shuddering~
with an excess of terror.

"Bridget, what ails you ?" inquired Mrs. Malmaison,
coolly approaching the bedside.

Another wilder howl answered her.
"Are you ill, Bridget ?" inquired Vivia.
At the sound of her voice the woman uncovered her head

an instant, and seeing V"ivia, and feeling, or seeming to feel
reassured by her presence, opened the following battery
upon her mistress:

"And are ye come again to further me in me slape?
Oh! and it's afraid, I'll be after speaking iv yer ugly secrets
ye are! lit's the mercy of St. Father I'm strength enough
for the likes of ye I" etc. etc.

Vivia looked ~n in surprise and dismay, while Mrs. Mal-
maison fixed her eyes steadily upon the eyes of the excited
woman, and after a moment, without removing her gaze1 laid

THE ABBE FRANCOIS.
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her 'hand upon her forehead, and after anotherimoment,
spoke, coolly, calmly, kindly.-

"You have had an attack of nightmare, Bridget."
"Aye, was it an attack of nightmare 7" began Bridget

ironically, but without her former excitement. "Aye, was
it? and a snowy nightmare it was with a white coat and a
silvery mane, and-"

"Compose yourself Bridget," said the 'lady, quietly
stroking her forehead.

"-With a snowy skin and silvery hair, and-"
"Compose yourself, Bridget," monotonously repeated the

lady, smoothing the woman's forehead.
".-Silvery curls, and__"
"Compose yourself, Bridget," still reiterated the lady,

speaking in monotone and keeping her hand on the brow
9f the patient.

"Ourls and__" That was the last. Bridget's voice sunk
into inarticulate murmurs, and then ceased. A few more
passages of that magic hand, and the woman lay in a seem-
ingly 'deep sleep.

"She is over it now. Come, my dear, let us retire."
"Let me remain with her through the night, madame."
Mrs. Malmaison hesitated an instant, looked into Vivia's

face, and then answered,
"As you please, my dear; but summon me if you grow

tired 'of your watch," and taking up her taper, she passed
out of the room.

Vivia took her seat by the bedside of the sleeper,~ who
slept on so calmly through the short remaining hours of the
night, that when, at last, the matin bell of the neighboring
4.lci5le de la Charite rang, Vivia thought she might with pro-
pjiety leave her charge, 'and was preparing to do so, when
t~e door opened quietly, and Mrs. Malmaison, like a spirit
of peace, glided in.I

"Well, my dear, you have seen by this time' that there
was no necessity for the sacrifice of your night's rest."

"'Bridget has slept quietly enough certainly," said Vivia.
"Will you go now and sleep ?"
"I will: go now, and bathe and dress," said' Vivia, giving

a last glance at the couch of Bridget as she left theroom.
From this time there seemed to be a strange spell upon the

Irish woman. Good. Catholic as she was~ she never ap-
proached the church, while the gloom and sullenness of'her
wood, insignificant as she was, really infected, the whole
house; the servants of the establishment were overcast with
its heavy shadow, while Gabrielle, the little daughter of the
Conci&ge, declared that "cette femme Irlandoise" put her
in a grave, smothered her with clay! Only Mrs. Malmai-
son was unaffected, while a vague~ silent but a deadly strug-
gle seemed going on between the mistress andthe confidential
maid. It was about this time that Vivia'sand.Austin's atten~
tion was taken up with the news of Theodora's marriage,
communicated in. a letter from the Abbess.of St. Genevieve,
aud with the new arrangements that step seemed to render
expedient, and also with the still stranger intelligence con-
veyed by Mrs. Malmaison of her own: approaching' nuptials.
with the Yicomte De Lozere. The time appointed; for this
wedding was drawing very near;' but meanwhile tbe "USc
noir" of the household was g~owin'g blacker and sullener
every day.

One morning when Mrs. Malmaison. was gone upon a
shopping expedition, and: Austin had strolled out some-
where, Vivia was: in her own room, engaged in writing to
Theodora, when. a groan from a neighboring chamber fell
on. her ear-~-a second and a third succeeded, and then she
recognized the voice of Bridget Dougherty, and. hastened'to
her assistance.

The room at the extremity of the corridor was. open,. ~
upon the bed ky Bridget, writhing.



"What is the matter ?" asked V'ivia, drawing near in
compassion.

"Och, thin, honey, it's kilt I am, I'm thinking"'- here a
paroxysm of pain took her, and she spoke no more for a
moment, but remained wrestling in silence with the agony,
wbile V'ivia flew to the bell, and rang for a servant to send
for a physician. Going back to the bed, she found the
woman half fainting from her recent struggle. While bath-
ing her face with water she inquired-

"Where is your .pain, Bridget?"
"Och, honey, it's poisoned I am, I'm dead, sure, it's

poisoned I am! Oh! howly St. Father! it's a judgment
on meself-.so it is !"

Just at this moment the door opened, and a servant ap-
peared in answer to the bell.

"This woman is very ill-hasten instantly, and bring the
nearest physician, the very first one you can find," exclaimed
Vivia.

"Le bon Abbe de l'.Ecole de la (ihari.te est aussi ur& mede-
cm, Mademoiselle."

"Go, bring him at once then," replied Vivia, as she
turned her attention again to Bridget, while the lacquey
went 'to do her bidding. The woman was quiet in an inter-
val of eas~, and to 'V'ivia's renewed inquiries, she replied,

"Och! honey, myself is subject to faintness, and I do take
for it a gill of casthor ile in a toombler iv brandy, and that
same doos me a wurruld of. good. But the Lord have a
hand in me! and the lTargin betwane me and hurrum, I was
tuk this morning with a furthering pain in me chist and a
cowld faver, wid a burning in me head, as if it would fly to
pieces, and meseif did open the misthresses beaufet, and take
a sup o' suthing, and.-.-och! howly saints, I'm burning up
in my insides !" cried Bridget, suddenly breaking off, and
wriVhing with a return of torture. "It was p'ison! I'm
sure it was prison, and a thrap laid for ineself I Och! blis-
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sid angels! it's all over wid me! an it's not a doctor, but a
paste I'm wanting," cried the poor creature in the intervals
of her paroxysm.

Vivia sought by every means at hand to relieve her suf-
ferings.

"You shall have both, Bridget. The man I have sum
moned is both priest and physician," said 'V'ivia soothingly.

The words had scarcely left her lips before the door opened,
and the lacqney announced-

"L'Abbe Francois," and Vivia, turning with surprise and
joy, exclaimed, smiling,

"Father Francis !"
"My dear child! my dear Vivia! you here! Why, how

is this ?" exclaimed the Abbe, advancing and taking her by
both hands.

Before Vivia could reply to his question, a cry from the
sick woman, who was now in strong convulsions, arrested
their attention, and both hastened to the bedside. V~ivia in
hurried accents recounted what she had heard of the history
of the woman's seizure, and added that she feared poison had
been swallowed by mistake.

"Och, it was a thrap! it was a thrap! it was put there
for me," cried Bridget, in the midst of her suffering.

"Hush, hush, my daughter, you must not say that !" said
Father Francis, as he proceeded to examine his patient,
whose convulsions returning with accelerated violence, greatly
alarmed the spectators. Father Francis wrote a rapid pre-
scription and dispatched it by the footman, who had re-
mained in attendance in the corridor.

"She is laboring under the effects of strychnia," he whis-
pered, as he passed the pale and awe-struck Vivia. The
spasms now returned after shorter intervals and with greater
violence. And 'even in the intermissions so acute was the
nervous sensibility that a light touch, or the fear of being
touched, was enough to throw the patient into violent con-
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vulsions, at the same time that her mental faculties were no~
only undiminished, but increased in clearness and strength.
Even in the midst of the frightful spasms that contorted
her whole frame, her eyes remained clear and pure-only
sparkling and flashinglike stars.

"Father Francis, dear," she said in her intervals of ease;
you see I know ye and it's yourself I want to spake to!

Och! it's all over wid me! nought ye can do will relate me
body. But ye'1l let me relate me conscience.-" a terrible
paroxysm arrested her words, and while she Was still strug-
gling, the servant arrived from the druggist's with medicines
and a sponge. Father Francis hastily seized one ~f the
vials, pQured a quantity of cl4oric-ether from it upon the
sponge and gave it to Vivia, with directions to hold it to
the sufferer's nostrils. This was difficult-.for the approach
of any band fearfully augmented the violence of the spasms.

"Do not he afraid, indeed I will not touch you, Bridget,
only let me hold the sponge near enough for you to inhale
the ether-it will surely relieve you, try to snuff it up," said
the gently. The poor creature did as she was bidden, and

relaxing influence of the subtle element soon modified her
sufferings, while Father Franci~ administered a dose of the
extract of Indian hemp, the only antidote to strychnia then
known.

"AU it's no ~use at all, ~t all, Father dear I I'm going I
I know it, for when I'm not struggling, sure I'm ainicing
like a drowning man in the say I"

And in truth no one could look at her and doubt for a
moment the speedy approach of death. A. paroxysm more
frightful than any that had preceded it now convulsed and
blackened her form. This lasted some time, and when it
was over, her body remained in the twisted posture in which
the last awful spasm had left it; and her features were
crushed in and darkei~ed over with the shadow of approach-
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ing dissolution. Father Francis bent over, fearing that she
had already breathed her last.

"She is still living,, but can nothing be. done to restore
her ?" asked Vivia, in extreme anxiety.

"No power on earth can save her I" exclaimed the priest.
Then, sinking on his knees at the bedside, he addressed the
dying woman. "Bridget, my poor daughter! if there is
any thing you would like to say or do, any last sacrament
of confession or conimiinioii, it, were best done. now, my poor
child."

"EhI so soon, and me not ready 1" exclaimed the. terrified
woman, with a cry of anguish, as she started up and then
fell back in another convulsion that threatened to take her
life. "I knew it though! I knew it-only it is so dreadful
to hear you say it," she murmured, as the paroxysm once
more passed off.

"My poor daughter, you go to a merciful Judge. But,
before you depart, use the few moments that. yon have left
in preparing to meet His face. Genevieve, my dear, leave
me alone with my penitent."

"No I no 1-no! no. What I have to say must be said
before witnesses I Oh. I blissid saints be between me and
death till I tell it I Sure its laid on me conscience long I"
She ceased a moment, while Father Francis and Vivia, drew
near to catch the low tones of her failing voice. "Stoop
down-listen! lEustatia Malmaisorn~~~."

"Ha I Mon Dieu 1" exclaimed Father Francis, bending
down, "what of her ?"

"Twenty-one years ago she gaye birth to a living son~at
Mount Storm, in Maryland."

Again the voice died away in exhaustion, while the priest,
with strained eyes and blanched and breathless lips bent
over to catch h~r faintest tones.

"The birth. of that child, was concealed__"
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"But the mother! the mother ?" cried the priest, in an
agony of anxiety, lest that voice should fail too soon."

"She disappeared-and I-that is all I know of her !"

"And the child-"
"Is Austin Malinaison !"

"Grand Dieuc/" cried Father Francis, dropping his con
pulsed face into the palms of his hands. "Go on~go
on-" he said at length, without lifting his head.

"Och, then! there's not much more to tell I I helped to
conceal the real birth of Austin, and to palm him off on the
old man as the ~n of Mrs. Ada Malmaison."

"But ~why? why was this double fraud perpetrated ?"

"Oh! thin! don't ye know? To get all the old man's
money, which she couldn't have got unless she had had a
child, which she couldn't hope for, you'll know-because
demons never can be mothers." -

Here the voice died quite away, and Father Francis had
to bend his ear to within an inch of the sinking woman's
lips, before he could catch the answer to his next question.

"The real mother! Eustacia! tell me what you know
of her I"

"The blissid St. Father witness, I know nothing more
than I haye told yees-I wasn't in that sacret-ask her-"

These were the last i~itel1igible words that Bridget spoke.
Muttering something about "a trap," and "poison," and
mistress's beaufet,"' her voice sunk into inarticulate bab-
bling, and then into silence. She was sinking fast. Father
Francis stretching his hands over her, pronounced the
formula of absolution and benediction. Fivia held the
crucifix to the congealing lips, too lifeless to receive the
blessed sign with a kiss, while Father Francis clasped his
venerable hands, and lifted up his voice in prayer for a part-
ing soul. It was soon over.

"She is gone," sighed Vivia, laying the crucifix upon the

lifeless bosom; "shall I summon the women ~of the house-
hold, Father ?"

"No, my child! no, Vivia! Go you and watch for the

return of madame! Tell her nothing of this affair, but only
that the Maitre de l'Ecole de la, Charite would like to see
her in this room."

Vivia hesitated.
"My Father! must I do this thing?".
"No, no, Fivia, if you dislike the office! send the servant

who was here just now, to me, and go you to your own
apartment, and be quiet until you hear from me. There is
much to be talked over between us, my child"

"Yes! very much, Father I" said Vivia, still hesitating,
as if she fain would have remained.

"But this is not the place, my child. Go now and do
as I have directed you."

Vivia obeyed, and left the room. Seeing Victor in the
corridor, she sent him to Father Francis. And when she
passed to her own chamber, took out of her bureau a
miniature of Mother Agatha, painted by Theodora, and
also the last letter of the Abbess.

"I am sure-I am sure she is his long-lost wife; but at
any event, the miniature will prove the question. If she is
the lost Eustacia, he will know the miniature and the hand~
writing. What a fearful mystery of iniquity has that poor
Women pointed out I" mournfully thought Vivia, as she sat
gazing upon the m6at sorrowful face that ever artist trans-
ferred to the ivory. "Toni asunder in early youth; kept
separated by a tissue of falsehood-and now in their middle
age-he at the altar, she in the Convent! Can this hus-
band and wife ever meet ?"

While Vivia's soul was absorbed in these questions,
Father FraneA~ watched by the dead body in the little room
at the end of the corridor, and Victor, the footman, waited
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at the. head of the grand staircase to intercept Mrs. Mal.
mason.

Very differently had that lady 8pent the mOrning-~among
milliners, mantua~rnakers, jewelers~ and fancy~goods dealers;
and havuig left extravagant orders with all, she had turned
her horses' beads from the shops, and drove around to call
or leave cards upon several ladies of her circle.

It was late in the afternoon when she returned. .A.s the
carriage rolled through the porte cochb'e, and' entered the
eot~yard within, the lady noticed an unusual but sup~
pressed excitement among the loitering lacqueys of the es.
tablishment. She alighted from the carriage, entered, and
ascended the. grand staircase, near the head of which she
found Victor waiting. IBut this official, instead of, as in
duty bound, walking before his mistress, t.o open doors,
stood in her way, bowing.

"4th bien I que'st ?" inquired the lady.
"Monsieur l'Abb~ de l'Ecble de la Charit~ aUendeni, ma~

dame."
"Ou) dono, est Monsieur l'Abbe~?"
"En le petite chambre do l'Irlandaise."
"Allez-vous, dono /" said the lady, coolly.
The servant bowed and led the way to the extremity of

the corridor, where he opened the door, announced M&.
dame Ma~lmaison, and: retired. The lady entered the room,
n~t z'ecogni~ing in. the darkened light either the dead. body
extended upon the bed, or the form of the gray, bowed, old
maji watching beside it.

"You, wish to see me, mon pere," she said, calmly and
silently.

"Oni, madame! TToila I" exclaimed the priest, suddenly
rising and taking her hand, and drawing her to the bedside,
while he stripped o~ the covering, revealing the face of the
d~ad..

"Francis Laglorieux! you here? You have changed
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~o, that I did not recognize you," said Mrs. Malmaison,
calmly.

Voilcs I" exclaimed the priest, sternly, pointing to the
face of the dead.

"What is the matter with Bridget ?"

"Bile est MoRTE-et par vouS I"
"Abbe!" exclaimed the lady, in e tone of calm rebuke.
"~NEadame! you have wonderful self-command-let it

tivail you while I speak !" said the priest, in the same deep,
stern voice, as he compelled this impossible woman to take
the chair in front of him, and listen while he addressed her.

"Mada~ne, you are a very skillful, and hitherto you have
been a very successful woman, principally through favor of
your protector, Satan! But know you that the Prince of
Darkness, like other great potentates, in time grows weary
of his favorites, and leaves them to their own weak devices?
-so has Satan deserted you, madame! In no other way
can I account for the manifest weakness of your late con..
duct."

"Sir, will you please to come nearer to the point? Your
language-to say nothing of its discourtesy, which I am
willing to excuse-is exceedingly vague !"

"Then it shall be as pointed as you please, madame.
There are but a few words I have to say to you, and there
is 'but one demand I have to make of you. I am about to
speak the former and require the latter! All else I leave
to Monsieur le Commissaire de Police."

Go on, sir, in heaven's name !"

"Attend, then-twenty~one years since-"
"In truth, sir, you go back very far! almost beyond the

memory of the oldest inhabitant," sneered the lady.
Without noticing the interruption, the priest continued-
"I espoused in. your presence ~ustacia Malmaison.

Called away imperatively from the neighborhood, I left h~
in your care. That was the last I ever saw of my bride.
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You wrote to me that she had brought dishonor on her
house and fled. I sought her, by the false cue you had
given me, through the world! How fruitlessly, you know!
After years had passed, heart-broken and despairing, I en-
tered the church."

"11 est une histoire ancienne," said the lady.
"Oui! mais avec une consequence moderne et une de-

nouement inevitable! Voila la mort! She was your ac-
complice! but her conscience troubled her. She sought to
relieve her soul by the sacrament of confession; but her
spiritual director ordered her to put away her sin-in other
words, no longer to hide, but to disclose the falsehood of
which she. was the abettor before he could give her absolu-
tion. She could not bring herself to do this! shame and a
certain strange affection for you, and perhaps fear of you,
kept her silent under the goadings of her conscience. But

she was a good Catholic, and could not live excommuni-
cated by her Church. As year by year passed-as festival
after festival of the Church was celebrated, of which she
was forbidden to participate, the weight of her sin grew
heavier and still heavier. You saw the burden on her heart,
the struggle in her mind; and, with your marvelous power,
for a long time you controlled the operations of that mind.
But at last the conscience of one poor humble and igz~orant
woman grew to be a power that even you could not hold in
perpetual abeyance! You saw it-.you knew it! It seemed
necessary to your safety that this woman's tongue should
be stilled. Well, you did not dare to poniard her in sleep
~but you knew a certain weakness to which she was sub~
ject. You left a temptation in her way, and when the habit
had become established-listen, madame !-.--you put a 4*adly
poison in your decanter of Cognac. The victim fell into the
trap! Enough! So far the plot was arranged with con-
5llmmate skill, so as not to put your own life in danger!
Mds voila! did not Satan desert you? How else should

I: you have failed to foresee that the hour of death for her
would be the hour of disclosure of the past, and of ruin for
you? Finding herself ill unto death, she made a last com~
munication-not under the seal of sacramental confessiQn,
but before two witnesses, to establish her words. Shall I
disclose to you the subject of her confession, madame?

"L'est n'irnporte! she was probably delirious !" said the
lady, calmly.

"Ada Malmaison! demon that you now know that I know
you are-your demonology will not serve you further !
While there is yet time to do one voluntary good act of
restitution in your life, tell me-where is Eustacia ?"

"Do you suppose that you will l&~arn from me? I know
nothing of the poor woman you name. You have given
your speech more license, sir, than even your holy habit
warrants. You see how little it has moved me. Yet, but
in respect for that holy habit, I had not heard you so long.
Now, reverend sir, will you have the good feeling to with-
draw, and permit the attendance of women, to prepare this
dead for burial ?"

"Madame, I withdraw. Yet there will probably be other
visitors to this chamber, ere your women are permitted to
disturb this death-bed. Madame's business has been con~
ducted with a tact and policy that will save her life, but not
that for which she lives-that which is dearer than life-.
honor-position! This heinous affair cannot pass without
investigation, which certainly will not develop any thing
to Madame Malmaison's credit. Ha I had you, Satan for-
saken, self.blinded, lost sight of 4hat necessity ?" asked the
priest, upon perceiving just the slightest change of color in
that marble face; it was not a turning paler-for more color-
less than usual ~she could not be ;.-but it was as though the
faintest shade of gray had overspread the alabaster fairness
of her skin, and there was a scarcely perceptible tremor in
her voice, as she said-
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" Once more! will you do me the favor of retiring, Mon-
sieur l'Abbe ?"

"Once more! will you do me the favor of' informing me
what has become of Eustacia Laglorieuse 7"

"No, sir," answered Mrs. Malmaison, coolly and firmly,
for she had quickly recovered her self-command.

"Eh bien, Madame 1" 1 leave you to reconsider that
reply," said the priest, as he withdrew from the room of
death.

"Victor, show me into some private sitting-room, and
then go and inform Mademoiselle Lagloriense that I await
her," were the Abbe's directions to the servant he found
still lingering In the corridor.

Victor opened the door of un joli petit apartement on the
left, where Vivia soon joined her "spiritual father." Nearly
related as they were-uncle and niece, guardian and ward,
teacher and pupil, almost father and child, as they had been
for the first half of Vivia's short life; long as they had been
separated; much as they loved each other; their reunion
was without any other expression of affection than the ten-
der meeting of their eyes, and the loving tones of their
voices. When she came in, he took her hand and stood
holding it for a moment and looking upon her. Who is in-
sensible to beauty? Not even this gray, bent, prematurely
old and broken-hearted priest; and his eyes rested in pride
and admiration upon the graceful head, with its falling
ringlets of rich, resplendent, auburn hair, the snowy pol-
ished forehead, the perfect arch of the brows, the long fall
of the silky lashes, shading beauteous eyes of purplish blue,
the rich damask bloom on cheeks and lips, and the finely
developed, though lithe and graceful form. "How beanti-
~ said the eyes and heart of the man.

"You are like your mother, my child," said the calm lips
of the priest.

"My mother," repeated Vivia; life-long regret, tender-

I.

ness, wonder, all were expressed in the tone in which those
two words were uttered.

"We have both changed much since we parted, my
child. You have grown up with womanhood. I have fal-
len into age and decrepitude. I should have known you
any where by your likeness to your mother, even had not
Victor prepared me to expect to see you, by the information
that this floor was occupied by Madame Malmaison. But,
changed as I am) how did you know me, my child ?"

as if any superficial change could vail y0u from
me! Your eyes and voice, mon pare, remain nuohanged,"
said V"ivia, tenderly, as she sank into a ehair, and pointed
out another to the weary man.

"Not forgotten, my child, yet feebly remembered, Vivia!
for my letters for the last two years have remained i~t~-

swered I" said the priest in gentle reproach.
"What do you say, my father! Your letters unanswered I

I i~vkote to you regularly until letter after letter of mine
having failed to elicit a reply, I thought that you had left
Paris, and then I wrote to your ]?rovincial to inquire, but
failed also in obtaining an answer from him. Then not
knowing where to address ~you, having lost trace of you, I
waited patiently for you to recollect and write to me !" ex-
claimed Vivia, in irrepressible wonder.

"Mon .Dieu! 7oujours oeUe femme de disable !" ejacu-
lated the priest in astonishment and indignation.

"Could she have intercepted the letters? Would she
have done so

"Would she have hesitated to do any thing that should
seem to serve her interests? You heard poor Bridget's
communication; what think you of it ?"

"A portion ofit-.-that which related to Austin's paren-
tage, did not surprise we. in the coarse of my short life,
certain impressions received, I scarcely know how, or whez~,
slight indices, pointed out to me the true parentage (on one

22
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side at least) of Austin. The confession of poor Bridget
only confirmed what I before suspected, and added some
missing links to the chain of evidence."

"Slight indices, you said, had pointed out to you the true
parentage of Austin, on one side at least. Which side was
that 7" asked the Abbe, with intense interest.

His mother's," replied Vivia, in a low voice.
She held in her hand a thin packet of letters, and a small

morocco case; opening the latter, she put it in the hands of
the priest, inquiring,

"Father! do you recognize that face ?"

It was the miniature likeness of Mother Agatha in her
Abbess dress. A rush of emotion flushed, einpurpled the
face of the Abbe, which as suddenly receding, left him white,
and almost feeble as the dying.

"Mon Jjieu! Mon Dieu! c'est Eustacie! ou done est
*elle !" he cried in piercing tones.

"She is at the Convent of St. Genevieve, in Maryland,
where I was educated. She was the Abbess who sheltered
inc the first night of my arrival, from the storm, and in
whose charge I was afterward left for education. She was
the Abbess of Whose goodness and whose sorrow I wrote to
you so often, and with whom I continued to live until re-
claimed by Mrs. Malmaison-"

"L'est femme de diable encore? Toujours c'est ftmme
de diable I" interrupted the priest.

While these~explanations were passing between Vivia and
the Abbe, Mrs4 Malmaison was very differently engaged.
Having given particular instructions respecting the proper
arrangement of the remains of her unfortunate servant, this
lady passed serenely on to her dressing-room, made a new
toilet, and then, calm, fair, fragrant, and fresh as any morn-
ing dew-cooled lily entered her salon, to receive a party of
distinguished visitors, among whom was her fiance, the
~Vieomte De Lozerre, with his sisters. It was here, in her

I

pride of place, surrounded by her court, as it were, that this
queen of beauty and of sin was attended by certain official
visitors, who were not of the invited guests. It was about
an hour after her entrance, and while her company were
engaged in a lively and desultory conversation, that the door
was thrown open by a servant in attendance, who an-
nounced-

"Monsieur le Sergent de Police, pour madame."
"lie traitre I" muttered that lady, between her fair lips,

as she glanced at Victor; when to the consternation of the
assembled guests, a Sergent de Police, attended by a subor-
dinate officer, entered, advanced directly up to the lady of
the establishment, and bowing very deeply, inquired,

"Madame Malmaison, -n'est ce pas 7"
"Oui, Monsieur," replied that lady, with cool, question-

ing hauteur.
"Pardon, madame, mais Monsieur le Commissaire de-

sires the honor of madame's presence atthe cour de police,"
said the officer, very politely, or very ironically, and serving
the warrant with the air of a man presenting a card of invi-
tation.

The same slight gray shadow fell for an instant on the
lady's face, and vanished, as she answered, quietly,

"Tres bien. Be good enough to ring the bell and order
my carriage while I prepare myself."

"Qu'est se que 7" inquired the Viscomte, coming forward,
with consternation on his countenance.

"C'est rien-.-.au revoir, Monsieur I" replied Ada, smil-
ing in undisturbed serenity, as she courtesies, and gracefully
and majestically passed off through the door leading to her
boudoir and bed chamber.

"Pardonnez~ .moi, Madame, si vous plait-.--leave th&
doors of communication open," said the sergent de police,
following and keeping her in sight.

Haughtily the lady nodded compliance. Only a small and

b
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eThgantly appointed boudoir intervened between the salon
and the bedroom at the extremity of this suite of apartments;
and, therefore, as both do&rs were left open, not oDly the
police-officers, but the whole companyy in the salon, had a
full view of those rooms and Mrs. Malmaison's proceedings.
There was an elegant toilet table at the further end of the
furthest room, and in the direct line of vision from the
doors. To this table Ada Malmaison slowly advanced, and
stood before the mirror, with her back toward the specta-
tors, and seemed engaged in arranging or toying with the
light tresses of her hair. Then she took up and put down
in succession several of those elegant little trifles with which
her toilet stand was adorned. Finally she turned half-around,
threw up both white arms, and fell forward prostrate on the
floor.

With a simultaneous exclamation the visitors rushed into
the chamber. The sergeant of police, who was nearest
and first on the fatal spot, raised the wretched woman from
the floor. Her head and arms fell back, hanging helplessly.
She was already dead; and the tiny crystal vial that fell
empty from her relaxed fingers, and around which still
lingered the faint sweet odor of bitter almonds, spoke the
rest.

Enough-too many painful scenes have been described.
Permit me to pass lightly over those that ensue. As the
alarm spread, all the household flocked to the chamber 9 f
the catastrophe. Of the guests of the salon, the greater
portion hurried away, perhaps to escape from assisting at
the impending enquete within-perhaps also to spread the
terrible intelligence without; while the few remained pro-
bably from the mixed motives of curiosity to witness what
should follow and of conscious obligation to give in their
own testimony. It was in the midst of the confusion in-
cident upon the tragedy that Austin, returning from his ride
to Versailles, found his home in possession of the police and

crow4, Vivia, pale with grief and horrors, and supported on
the arm of the Abbe Laglorieux was by order of the coroner
present at the enquete. It was from the servants of the hail
that Austin hastily gathered the knowledge of what had. oc-
eurred. But little affection had ever existed between
Austin and his soi disant mother, yet the intelligence of her
awfal fate overwhelmed him with affliction. "Suicide by
prussic acid" was the verdict rendered after the enquete.

Pass we hastily over the days that followed.-the doubly
sorrowful funeral of the self-killed-.--the city talk, the news-
paper paragraphs-4he comments pro and con of the most
excitable and most forgetful people in the world. For a
day nothing else was spoken of but this event-in a week
it was totally forgotten.

After the horror of the suicide's unblessed funeral was
over, there came a quiet day when Vivia presented Austin
to the Abbe Laglorieux, and left them together to come to
a mutual understanding. Various circumstances and events
in the life of this young man, slight themselves, yet im-
portant in their suggestions, had in some measure prepared
him to hear that he was the son by adoption only of the
late unhappy woman whom he had so long addressed by
the sacred name of mother. When the Abbe related the
story of his youthful love and imprudent marriage, and subse-
quent loss of his bride, followed by his own entrance into
the priesthood; and., finally ended by disclosing the very
recent discovery of his long lost wife in the Abbess of St.
Gen~vieve, and of his unknown son in Austin-the latter
was not precisely ready to "rush into his father's arms"-
but sat pale, silent, thoughtful, incredulous, hesitating even
with a comment, still looking upon, still feeling toward the
venerable man before him as toward a stranger.

But when the Abbe agaiu spoke of his mother-his true
mother-the image of that beautiful pale nun whom he had
once seen dispensing alms at the convent gate, and whose.

VIVIA.



858 vivix. FAMILY SECRETS. 859

dark, mournful eyes, and deep melodious voice had so
strangely and sweetly thrilled his nerves and heart, Austin
hastily interrupted the Abbe's speech by exclaiming-

"We must go to her, sir! We must go to her at once!
I mean that Vivia and myself must do so-and-is it not pos-
sible that you can get leave to accompany us, mom pere ~"

"Yes', Austin, I can and will. My Provincial will ab-
solve and dismiss me, Austin. I attend you of course."

And still Austin did not offer himself to his father's em-
brace. Indeed he seemed rather reserved toward that aged
man, and it was clear that if any affection or friendship was
to grow up between those two it must germinate gradually
from the deep-soiled esteem of long association and mutual
knowledge.

And so the eastern tour was for the present delayed, and
our friends made arrangements for returning with all possi-
ble expedition to their own country.

CHAPTER XXIX.

FAMILY SECRETS.

Ay, fondly, fervently, these two had loved,
Had mingled minds in love'a own perfect trust,
Had watched bright sunsets, dreamt of distant years,
And thus they met! Oh, meeting sad and strange!
But are not meeting, in this world of change,
Sadder than rartfr&g8, oft? And thus they met!
Oh, since their youth's last passionate farewell,
How changed in all but love !-the true, the strong,
Joining in death whom life had parted long !-Fe2tcia Hemane

Ay, "sadder than partings," oft are meetings in this world
of ours. Well is it, it' external change be the worst that
has passed over us in the meanwhile; well, if the blight of
youth and beauty and expectation be the woi~st blight;

well if the bent form, wasted flesh, dimmed eye, and whitened
hair, the honest record of many years, be the worst marks
set upon the countenance; well if the hard and sharp; or
sensual or sinister expression there does not betray the
world-ossified, flesh-debased, or devil-perverted na~iire;
very well if, in all losses, spiritual life be not lost!.

The meeting of these two long-severed friends of whom I
am about to tell you, was not of this mournful nature. Sor-
roivful enough, indeed, it was, with the blight of all youth-
ful hopes and aspirations-the irreparable losses of all past
Lime-for what could restore their more than twenty years
of wasted life ?~.-but without bitter regret for themselves or
each other. The worst fault of their youth had been only
haste, imprudence, and thoughtless disobedience, in one
single instance, to parental authority-a fault resulting in,
and, as they in their fond faith believed, expiated by a life-
time of patient suffering and faithful devotion to the duties
they had respectively assumed. And so their meeting,
with all its earthly mournfulness, was still cheerful with
heavenly hopes. They met in age, each bound by irrevoc-
able vows that must keep them sacred from the bitter mock-
ery of this late earth-union; he vowed to the altar, to the
service of God for humanity; she to the life of mercy, to
the service of humanity for God. Ah, they met to reveal
themselves each to the other, to breathe again vows of undy.
ing affection and fidelity; and then--'to part forever ?.-no!
but to adjourn their reunion from time to eternity-from
earth to heaven! Oh blessed hope! oh, soundless depths
of joy to know long-suffering love, not lost, but sanctified,
redeemed, immortalized, laid up-the most precious crown-
ing blessing among the "treasures in heaven 1"

I know a be~utifal and. gifted girl who gave her heart's
first love to her spiritual adviser-a, skinless, a heavenly love,
yet must it be confessed as a sin.-And he, the young priest,
loved his charge not less strongly or less purely. But he
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kept that albprecious, heavenly fire pure from every form of
evil. He did xkot seek a dispensation from his vows-he
would not so trifle with faith pledged~ to God, not to man;
h~ht~d one interview with his beloved-.he set her soul on
fire with a celestial hope, adjourned their union from earth
to heaven and offered her up to the Mission of Mercy.
And she, with a loving reverence past imagination, bowed
acceptance of that doom~ The Lord gave her a short and
glorious though hidden life-a life whose mysterious riches
and joys were all of the spirit-a laborious life among the
poor, the sick, the sinful, and the prisoners. A refined, deli-
vate, fastidious girl, she went on her errands of love amid
sights and sounds and scenes in which every spiritual and
material ea~e was pained~where the external squalor,
111th, and disease were but the faintest indication of the in-
net foulness and decay. She went, in fine, where only such
spirits cam go without bringing away the smallest speck of
soil upon their white garments. His labors were in another
field, though among the same forsaken class. How much
good their devoted charity wrought has never been com-
puted here. They have both gone hence. And I love to
think of them, united in heaven. This is a slight digression,
and oiily made to illustrate the strong realizing faith, the
confident anticipation with which some spirits look to heaven
fQr the sure and bright fulfillment of every duty-sacrificed,
earth-deferred, pure hope and aspiration.

Let there be no sorrowful regret. for such as these; but
for those only whose loves, through evil, are lost for time
and for eternity. Eustacia, Madame Laglorieur, Mother
Agatha, whichever you may please to call her, for all these
names was the mourning Abbess of St. Genevieve Convent
justly entitled-had been prepared as well as it was possible
to prepare such a woi~xan, for such a meeting. First of all
Yivia had written to her, informing her of the sudden death
of Mrs. Malmaison, and of the casual meeting with the Abbe

Francois Laglovieux. NOW it ha~ been seen that very little-
love existed between Ada and the Abbess. And the intel-
ligence of the ~atastrepbe that ended the sinful life of the
former) shocked, withoi~t grieving the latter4 But that Vivia
had met Francois was the great absorbing point of interest.
The latter gave no further details..-there was nothing more
than these two single facts, one of which was enough to.
afford speculation for the fortnight that intervened before
the reception of a second letter advising Mother Agath&
of the change in their plans of travel, and of their speedy
return home in the company of Father Francis. Half ready
as she was for this news it was nevertheless a sho~k of joy
so thrilling, and exciting heart and soul, that neither reading,,
prayer nor meditation could for days compose them4 And
then came a letter from Abbe Francois. What a letter I
What an outpouring of the long pent fountains of love and
passionate grief. "Oh! my long lost, my ever mourned-.
my dearest-my only one I" he wrote-" I-whom sorrow
could never utterly break down-can now scarcely bear up
under the joy of the revelation that has been made to me I
To know you living-spirituallyliving, soul and body living,
wise, good, and useful, not dead, not lost to Heaven or to
me-but saved, redeemed, treasured, and mine as t am thine
to all eternity. Ab I mine own! I who have sinfully des--
paired and prayed for death for so many long years, now-
dread even the familiar sea least its waves should engulf me
ere I see your face again. For though I surely know that
we are one forever and forever, yet would I meet thee, my-
Enstacia, yet once more face to face in this scene of our
love and sorrow-yet once more to recall, to explain, an&
then forever to bury and forget the systematic falsehood~
that hid your fair soul from my vision, and kept us apart.
and unknown to each other for so many years. Our Austin!.
he has his mother's heart of fire and soul of light."

"Mine? alit no, not mine," mused the Abbess at this~

-1
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point of the letter, "from me, indeed, perhaps the burning
heart, alas !-.-.but not from me the bright and radiant soul I"

Emotions too deep for tears, shook her whole being.
Francois was coming, and life and the world, aye, and the
aspects of eternity seemed all changed in that prospect. He
was coming-.--he had come! A letter from New York pre.-
ceded his party by a few hours, announcing their arrival.
Very careful were they that no surprise should try the
strength of the already shaken woman.

It was a warm, refulgent day in summer, when the Ab-
bess, advised of their intended approach, sat waiting them.
Waiting? Oh! could any surprise have been more trying
than that excited vigilance and continued suspense? Hap'
pily it did not last long. As soon as she could reasonably
have expected the carriage, it rolled into the court-yard.

Vivia alone alighted and came into the room where the
Abbess stood incapable of speech or of motion.

Blooming and smiling with joy the bright visitant em-
braced her pale and trembling friend, and whispering,

"He is here," gently seated her in the nearest chair, and
went out and quickly returned ushering in Francois Laglo~
rieux, and then retired, leaving the long-severed pair al6ne.

That meeting! that strange meeting of mingled joy and
sorrow! who shall describe it ?-could either of the parties
most concerned have given any clear account of it? A
priest and nun.-.-.albeit many years anterior to their assump-
tion of religious and conventual habits-a wedded pair-
might not now meet as lovers ~r even as ordinary friends.-...
the very clasping of the hands was forbidden by the vows
that each had rashly taken. She arose to welcome him;
but could only point out a chair, thus mutely inviting
him to take it, before she sank back into her own seat. He
drew the indicated seat near her own and sat down. Not-
withstanding all careful preparation both were excessively
agitated, and at first quite incapable of conversation. They

talked incoherently; questioned or replied at random; com-
menced sentences and stopped abruptly; spoke in ejacula-
tions-and broke off to gaze-each upon the other's altered
brow in a sorrowful dismay. This, at first, and then the
deeply troubled souls grew gradually quiet, the course of
thought and affection smoother and clearer, and finally they
calmly gathered up the scattered links in their broken chain
of history, and put them together for a better understanding
of the past.

When all was explained, Monsieur Lagloricux said,
"The longer I have lived-the more I have learned-the

deeper I am impressed with the truth that no real evil can
happen to us, except with our own consent and through our
own co-operation. We were youthful and below all, we
were faulty, and therefore were we given over to believe a
lie! Had we been good, dear Eustacia, had we possessed
faith in each other, this great evil could not have approached.
Nay! had but one of us had faith in the other, that single
faith would have been mightyenough to have defeated the
machinations of all the powers of darkness. Had you pos~
sessed faith enough in me to have withstood the mighty
force of calumny, and even the deceptive evidence of your
own senses, for a little while, and had I possessed the like
faith in you, no power under Divine Providence could have
severed us. But we had already, in one instance, in that
o~' our marriage, shown ourselves passionate, self-willed and
disobedient, and we were prepared to believe farther evil of
each other, when the charge came, supported by such strong
evidence. Neither of us, alas! had a saving faith in the
other! Had we had, this evil could not have conquered us.
Ay! no evil can overcome us except with our own consent I"

The Abbe p&used, and after a brief silence resumed:
"Yet, let us thank the Power that bringeth good out of

evil, that our sorrow has been sanctified to our soul's eternal
welfare, and to the good uses of our fellow beings. In our
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grief many have been made glad. Especially is this true
of your portion, my Eustacia. Long have I heard-without
8u&pecting her identity with my lost bride-of the wisdom,
and goodness, and widely extended usefulness of St. Gene-
vieve's Abbess! How the poor, the sick, the sinful, the suf-
ferer of every kind and degree blessed her ministrations.
Ay! how the sick have been restored by her prayers, and
the case-hardened sinner subdued aud converted by her cx-
hortations-how-"

"Oh I hush, hush! 'Not unto us, not unto us, oh Lord,
but unto Thy Name be all the glory!"' exclaimed the
Abbess, clasping her hands, and raising her dark eyes, now
radiant with the light of holy enthusiasm.

"There is a mission of our order to be opened in this
neighborhood-a seminary for the education of youth.
Gray Rock, the old Garland property, has been purchased
for the site. It is expected to be commenced just as soon
as the interior of the old mansion can be fitted up. I sup..
pose it will be ready for the reception of pupils by the first
of September, the usual commencement of the autumnal
scholastic term. They will probably make me one of the
prefects of the new establishment. I shall remain in your
neighborhood. How will that suit you, my friend ?" in-
qujred the Abbe, after a little while.

"Well! oh! very well! dost thou not know it?" ex-
claimed the lady, her pale face glowing from the depths of
her soul's satisfaction, aud addiug..-.-" Thou wilt then become
thy poor Eustacia's spiritual director, wilt thou not ?"

There~ could be but one answer to that earnest question.
An hour yet they passed in sweet and sacred converse, and
then the Abbe passed out. Meeting Vivia in the hall, he
said-

"Go thou to thy aunt, my child, she will tell thee all
that it is requisite thou shouldst know. I depart to send
Austin to his mother."
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And while he re-entered his carriage and drove off, Vivia
rejoined the Abbess. The lady met her with a countenance
..-oh I so different from that which she had shown but two
hours before! so refulgent with a joy that looked through and
beyond this world! She caught her hand and clasped it fer-
vently while they~sat upon the sofa together, and she spoke..-..

"Oh Vivia! oh, my darling! what a joy to have the vista
of eternal life open to one's tearful eyes! to know that we
shall dwell therein in light and love forever! Oh! Vivia,
doubtless, lovers are very happy on their bridal day; but
we two, who have just now parted to meet no more on earth,
except in the sacraments of the church---we two, earth-aged
and earth-ruined! we are happier than they! for the as-
pects of eternity are revealed to us, and we know that the
precious love offered upon the sacrificial altar here, will be
restored to us in infinitely heightened worth a~.nd beauty in
Heaven-that death will not sever, but will unite us forever.
It is a marriage adjourned from time to eternity-from earth
to Heaven! Ah, with such a faith, can we not bear cheer-
fully, joyously, the burden of the latter days of mortal
life? AhI Vivia !, even you wonder at this change in me-
in us; but listen! it was not the simple fact of separation
on this planet that made the misery of either of us! that
alone-had duty made it necessary.-could have been well
borne! Ah, no! but the greatest error in our erring lives
-the deepest sorrow in our sorrowful hearts, was the doubt
of each other's truth! the fear of losing each other in eter-
nity. We doubt no longer, and hence our rejoicing!
Listen, now, for I have a story to tell you, my child. That
unhappy woman who recently laid sacrilegious hands upon
God's sacred gift of life, was the depository of your family
history, which s~ie never confided to me. On the contrary,
she misled me in regard to your parentage, and bound rue to
silence by vows that only her death had loosed. But my late
iritez~view with Francois Laglorleux has made all the past
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clear to me-as I shall presently make it to you. For your
history is so interwoven with my own, that to narrate the
one will disclose the other. My life, Vivia, ay! my life
commenced with my first knowledge of Francois Laglorieux.
I had grQwn until then, as minerals or plants grew-then I
lived !-was it not inevitable I should love my life-inspirer?
He was only the young French master in* the boarding-
school where I was educated. It was a very well con-
conducted establishment. No one could be more conscien-
tious in the discharge of duty than was the Principal of that
institution, .and her staff of assistants. There was some
half dozen masters in attendance upon the school ;-.-.-music,
dancing, painting, and the languages, each had their pro-
fessor, and each professor his day and his class. One of
the elderly female teachers was always'in attendance on the
young ladies, upon these occasions. Perhaps it was be-
cause Monsieur Laglorieux was very youthful and very pre-
possessing, that the principal, or her first assistant, was al-
ways present with the pupils at his class. But what vigi-
lance can bar the intercommunion of related spirits? I
cannot inform you exactly when or through what means it
was that I first knew Francois Laglorieux loved me with a
heaven-pure passion-or when the soul within me first
awoke to life and consciousness in response to that call.
Such sacred mysteries of the spirit escape us when we at-
tempt their analysis. But soon, I know, I lived only in him,
as he in me! And all this time, no word of love had passed
the lips of either, and so veiled was this delicate affection,
that not one of my lynx-eyed classmates, far less the teachers,
suspected its existence. Yet we were then supremely happy.
We never met but in the presence of the teacher and
the class, and yet I am sure we never wished for an inter-
view, or a ramble, or dreamed of marriage. I am sure we
did not wish to come 'to an understanding,' as it is called.
We both rather dreaded that as the breaking of a charm I

d

We both felt that to have an explanation would have been,
to have got further apart-to have come out of that failed,
sweet, subtle, delicious union, of which we were in some
beautiful way mutually conscious. Present or absent, we
w9re ever together-ever blessed in each other. Oh!
earthly eyes and ears, how short-sighted and dull! In our
class-room had Francois' voice dropped but half a tone in
speaking to me-had his eyes softened but half a shade in
glancing at me-my keen-eyed classmates and exemplary
principal would ~have discovered it. But we lived in each
other, and none but ourselves and the Lord knew it! We
would meet in the class-room with twenty other persons.
Francois might be at one extremity of the room with his
face turned from me, and speaking to the principal, and I
at the other, with my head bowed over my desk and my
eyes fixed on my French exercise.~-yet there would our
spirits meet and blend and part only to meet and blend
again. And the glow in either heart was lighted from the
life of the other. Those were beautiful and happy days I
We were Adam and Eve in Paradise, before the coming of
the serpent.

"But, ahl Vivia, the serpent came
"Regret is vain, else should I now regret that our love

ever took form in thought and speech. At the end of my
third scholastic year, my father came unexpectedly and took
me from the school. He took me to the hotel to spend the
day and night1 It was there that Francois sought me to
bid me adieu-and it was there amid the pangs of parting,
that he first breathed his love, and gave and received vows
of eternal fidelity. Oh! that the beautiful love had re-
mained forever a glory of the spirit !-that it had never
ultimate in wprd or deed! I think, if our love had re-
mained unspoken, we could have borne the impending
separation better. But when we parted, I lost conscious-
ness of his spiritual presence, if, indeed, his spirit was then



888 VIVIA. FAMILY SECRETS. 88~

with me. And I pined for his voice and smiles; and when
my father conveyed me to his distant home, and when every
day's experience only served to inform me in the know-
ledge that Colonel Malmaison would never, never consent
to bestow the hand of his only daughter upon an humble
French master, I fell into despondency and illness. My fa-
ther thought that I needed a companion-and as we were
destitute of near relations who might have come to share
our home, my father advertised for a suitable young lady to
be the home companion of his daughter. That fatal ad-
vertisement eventuated in the engagement of Ada Weaver,
the cashiered mistress, I have now not the slightest doubt,
of the unprincipled English baronet who contrived to palm
her off as a respectable young woman, upon the credulity
of -the simple-hearted country gentleman, my father. Her
coming was the coming of the serpent! Tken was the
entrance of sin and sorrow into my paradise. Oh! Vivia!
I was young and impressible. She soon magnetized me-
I believe that is the new phrase for the old diablerie. She
-.--.notwithstanding a certain instinct that warned me against
her-soon gained my confidence and my secret. Ah! what
a desecration of that sweet and sacred mystery to lay it
upon a bosom so false! At first she consoled me with a
deceptive sympathy, but did not seek to tempt me into
error. She had then indeed enough of her own personal
interests to engage her attention. She had fired her fatal
eyes upon my younger brother, Philip. He was the very
handsomest man I ever saw in my life. It was almost his
only attraction, Vivia! And that Albino-Circe was far
from indifferent to masculine beauty. You know, of course,
that When she had resolved to make him marry her, she ac-
complished her will! far weaker women than herself do
such things with great ease; and it took not a tithe of her
subtlety to fascinate the son and manage the father. Gb-
serVe! - Colonel Malmaison would have discarded either

of his children for any other mesalliance, yet he forgave
Philip for her sake-forgave him, though the Btronger mo-
tives of rivalry and jealousy (for the old man doted on the
syren) were added to those of family pride for opposing
their union. The marriage, however, took place in Febru-
ary. '~y father left the young couple in possession of the
shore plantation, and went up to Mount Storm. He wished
me to attend him thither, and to be his housekeeper and his
console. Would I had gone, as every sentiment of duty
and of affection prompted me to do; but, ah I I had fallen,
as all of our family had, under the spell of that evil one I
She wished to keep me with her for a purpose, and she had
her will! I remained. And my father departed alone. It
was very soon after his departure that I received a letter-the
first letter from Francois-it came quite unexpectedly, for we
had arranged no plan of private correspondence-we were
too guileless for that. I have since discovered that she insti..
gated the writingof that letter by writing to him and telling
him I know not what st6ry about the failure of my health and
spirits. The surprise and the joy of receiving that letter,
blinded me to the impropriety of carrying on the unauthorized
correspondence, and she took care that my eyes should not be
speedily opened. This correspondence commenced in March,
continued uninterrupted until July, when the summer vacation
set Francois at liberty, and he caine down to the sea-shore,
ostensibly for the recruiting of his health, which indeed was
weakened and wasted by his arduous duties in the schools of the
city-but really to be near me. The sea-coast village at which
he lodged, was distant three miles from our plantation. He
remained there two months-that is to say, until the first
of September. Mrs. Ada, with her sweet sophistries, en-
couraged our loves and favored our frequent ~ineetings.
And-when at last the time drew near that we were to part,
and Prancois was to return to his duties in the city, she it
was who first ventured to propose to us a private marriage

23
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-pledging herself to afterward obtain the forgiveness of
Colonel Malmaison for the irrevocable step. At first I na-
turally shrank from a course so undutiful and so indelicate;
but Francois, backed by Mrs. Malmaison, urged me, and I,
with an advocate in my. own bosom also, could not long
withstand them. We were married.-having no other wit.
ness to the rites, than Ada Malmaison.

"Yet four weeks longer he remained in our neighborhood
before he could tear himself away. Before he left, a plan
of correspondence was arranged, by which his letters were
to reach me under cover to Mrs. Malmaison, whose corres-
pondence was always sacred. My letters were to be
directed and transmitted by her hand to him.

"So he left us. And I never saw him but once again,
until I met him this day.

"Well, when he had gone I had little time to give to
selfish sorrow, for the clouds began to gather dat'k, heavy,
and threatening over our house.

"My brother Philip, whose health, since his marriage,
had steadily declined, was now failing so rapidly, that my
father came down from Mount Storm, and conveyed him
thither in the hope that the fine, bracing mountain air and
pure rock spring water might be able to restore him. He
was zealously attended by Ada, from whom, indeed, he
could not bear to be separated for an hour. But alas! the
mountain air and water had no remedial power for him.
The journey thither only wearied and exhausted him. lIe
never rallied from that state of prostration, but died at
Mount Storm, within less than a year after his marriage.
It has so often been said that 'when sorrows come, they
come not single file,' that it seems but a vain repetitiia
to say it over again now. But, in fact, troubles came to us
'in battalions.'

"We had not recovered from the first severe grief for
Philip's death, when my father received a letter from Eustace,

announcing his marriage with a French girl of obscure
birth. One would have thought that while grieving so
deeply for the lost son, he could not have been very angry
with the sole living one. But such was not the case.
Grief only seemed to deepen and confirm anger. He never
showed us the letter or told us the name of the poor girl
whom Eustace had taken to wife, but then and there he
solemnly renounced him, forbidding us ever to mention the
name of his eldest son in his hearing.

All this while my own individual troubles were pressing
me very heavily. I think that all ardent temperaments are
addicted to rash confidences, and to jealousies as rash. I
had risked, and now began to fear that I had wrecked my
whole life's happiness upon that unauthorized marriage.

"The letters of Francois had at first come regularly and
frequently, then they came less regularly and frequently. I
expressed my uneasiness to Mrs. Malmaison, and she
soothed and calmed me into superficial quietude. But as
weeks grew into months, the letters came at comparatively
rare intervals, and my anxiety rose gradually to fever heat.
Still she sought, or seemed to seek, to calm me, and to pre-
serve my faith in Francois. She said, no doubt that all was
well, that Francois was well, that we should know in time, etc.

"At last the letters ceased altogether. Missive after
missive of mine remained unanswered. I grew nearly
frantic at every new disappointment. And she had enough
to do to conceal my storms of sorrow and prevent an ex-
posure. She implored me to take care of my health; she
plied me with narcotics and sedatives; night and day she
or her maid Bridget remained with me.

"My father scarcely noticed my failing health and spirits,
so much was his interest absorbed in the welfare of Mrs.
Malmaison, wbbm he now regarded as the prospective
mother of his sole heir. But at length she called his atten-
tion to the fact that my strength was declining, and begged
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permission to take me down for change of air to the shore
plantation. He hesitated long before he gave hIs consent.
It was very difficult for him to accompany us then; but he
made Ada promise that she would send for him before the
expected family event.

"We went.
"And a few weeks after our arrival, there was, indeed, a

male heir born to the Malmaison estate; but, the babe
reputed to be the posthumous child, of Philip Malmaison
and Ada his wife, was' really mine. That unhappy Bridget,
and Doctor Thogmorton, were necessarily in the secret.

"As may be judged, Colonel Malmaison had not been
summoned before, and was not for several weeks after the
birth of his grandchild. When at last he came, Ada very
gracefully playing the invalid, gave him no time to ask why
he had not been sent for-but anticipated that purpose by
gently reproaching her 'dear father' for not coming at once,
in compliance with the request contained in the letter.
'Letter? What letter? He had received none,' he said.
Ada knew that perfectly well; but answered that it must
have been lost. So the scapegoat of a lost letter bore off
all the blame. Now, had her deception in respect to that
infant been found out, she would have excused her whole
action by her regard for his daughter's honor and his own
peace, and would have compelled him, instead of blaming
her perfidy, to praise her fidelity! But, oh! the unspeakable
-yes !-the inconceivable misery of my own heart during
the days that followed.

"Still no word came of Francois. And even Ada had
now ceased to bid me hope, but bade me try to divert
mind and think of something else. And she procured enter-
taining books for me. They were old-fashioned romances,
the staple of which, with variations, was always false mar-
riages, abductions, betrayals,-still the same revolting story
of woman's pitiable weakness and credulity, and man's ViO-

lence or treachery-until my very soul sickened with self-
loathing at these reflected images of itself. For several
of these seemed parallel cases to my own. Was there not
in my case, also, the secret courtship, the clandestine mar~-
riage, the separation, then the letters, few and far between~
and finally ceasing altogether? Ah! it seemed to me too
true that the parallel was complete all through, and that
my Francois was-what I will not wrong him now by
repeating! Palliate my folly, oh, Vivia! for I was 'but
sixteen and had no wise friend. Still my love pleaded for
Francois, against all this circumstantial evidence. Time
that comforts grief does but aggravate suspense. I grew'
worse. Still Mrs. Malmaison plied me with sedatives and
narcotics, and furnished me with books. Her whole treat-
ment was directed to one end.-.-namely-without self-com-
promise, yet surely-to ~confirm my mind in the belief of
Francois' perfidy and to subdue me to my fate. Hence the
character of her practice upon mind and body. There was
one secret I kept from her.

"I was moved by an irresistible impulse to proceed to
the city, and to find our for myself what had prevented

K Francois from writing or coming. But this cherished
purpose I kept to myself. I felt sure that Mrs. Malmaison
would oppose it. And I knew the strength of her will too
well to engage it. Now whether my strong constitution
had by the habitual use of sedatives grown accustomed to
and conquered their effects, or whether Mrs. Maln~aison no
longer administered them in their first strength I know not;
but certainly as autumn approached and the family talked
of returning to the interior, my restlessness increased-.--my

sh to seek out my husband became an insufferable god;
and so one night~-the very uight before the purposed return
of the family to Mount Storm-I gathered together what
valuable jewels I possessed, took the money I had been
saving for this very emergency, made them up into a packet,
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put it, with a change of clothing, into a small carpet-bag,
dressed myself in dark brown as an unattractive costume,
tied a thick vail over my bonnet, and at tweWe o'clock,
when the family were all in bed and probably asleep, and
on foot I commenced my journey to the distant turnpike
where the stage coach would pass to take me up.

"Vivia I I do not intend to dwell upon all the toils and
sorrows of a journey, and a search that ended in despair.
In time I reached the city of my destination. And after a
weary seeking and great misconstruction, and many rebuffs,
and not a few affronts, I learned that Francois had gone to
M , his native city in France.

"Vivia, I followed him! I went to France! Why I
did not die instead, I do not know! Why, above all, I did
not die afterward, I can no more tell.

"After a stormy voyage of three months we reached
M , and there I recommended my search. I had no
idea before of what a formidable enterprise it was to seek
for an obscure individual throughout a strange city. To
economize my means, I took the humblest, decent lodgings
that I could find.

"But a month of fruitless seeking had reduced me to de-
spair before I thought of applying to the police. It was
even then the last and bitterest resource, but I resorted to
it-offering liberal payment for information. And in
twenty-four hours, Vivia, I received intelligence that Mon~
sieur Francois Laglorieux lived at a small cabane about
three miles out of toWn, on the road to V . I lost
no time; I set out immediately; and after a ride of half an
hour, reached the lane leading between two green hedges to
the cottage. It was nearly dusk, and something prompted
me to steal upon and surprise Francois.

"At the head of the lane I jumped off my tired nag, and
gave him in charge of a little paysan.

Qui vive dans la cabane, mon enfant?' I inquired.

"'Monsieur Francois,' replied the child.
"'Seulement?'
"'Non, madame-avec son femme.'
"'Son femme !'-the word was ambiguous-I hardly

dared to hazard the next question.
"'Son femme marine?'
"'Oui, madame,' replied the child, unconscious of the

stab his answer gave me.
"With my heart slowly beating as though it were about

to stop forever, II walked softly up the shadows of the lane,
my dark dress toning in with the dark hues around, making
me quite invisible. So unobserved I approached the cot.
It was so tiny that a hop vine covered not only the porch
but the whole building, roofiLnd chimney.

"'As I drew near, the sound of voices stole softly upon
my ear. I could only distinguish that the first was the
voice of a woman, and the second that of Francois. Just
heaven! how I suffered.

"Then by the faint light of a lamp that gleamed through
the lattice of the parlor window and fell upon the end of
the vine-shaded porch, I saw two figures, saw them /dis-
tinctly in that partial but bright illumination. One was
that of my Francois-his dress poor, his face was pale, his
countenance was very sorrowful. B1 his side, reclining
upon his bosom, while his arm was t tenderly around
her, and his head inclined lovingly toward her, sat one of
the most delicately beautiful women I ever saw.

"A pang of jealousy like the sword of death pierced my
bosom at that sight, yet I looked on-slaying myself
through my eyes. She was scarcely passed childhood, yet
on the eve of motherhood! I gazed, and soon she spoke
again, raising ~her lovely face.

"'I feel that I shall die, Francois,' she said, very sadly.
"KN~ay, my dearest love, that is but nervousness; all
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women in your circumstances are haunted with that fear.
It means nothing that should alarm you.'

"'AhI but all women have not suffered as I already have
done.'

"'The more reason my Genevieve,' that you should suffer
no longer. We are very poor it is true, but no real neces-
sary of life shall you want if my labor, ay! or my life will
purchase it; but cheer up-we shall yet see better days.'

"These and other words of tenderest solicitude flowed
from his lips as he embraced and bent over her ; while in
extremest bitterness of spirit I looked on and listened.
Who had soothed me iu my greatest need I asked myself..

"Oh! I had thought to be prepared for just some such a
denouement as this-but now! the blow fell with all the
crushing and annihilating force of a thunder-bolt. Stunned,
blinded, reeling, insensible but for the burning anguish of
my heart, I moved from the spot; as one in a terrible
dream I performed the journey back to town.

"The next day I embarked on a homeward-bound ship-
one only purpose in my heart.-to see my child again and
die.

"The very day of sailing I was struck down with a low,
nervous fever, that lasted during the greater time of the
voyage.

"There were some nuns of the Order of Visitation going
over to the United States to carry their rule to a new
branch of the mother house at G-.-. They nursed me
with tenderness and skill. And by the time the ship
anchored at Norfolk harbor I was able to go on shore.
Something in the placid faces of those dear nuns had laid
my restlessness to rest, and smoothed and charmed my heart
to peace~ Bidding them adieu I took their address.

"Then I pursued my sad journey homeward. But when
I reached the last stage on the road, where yet my identity
was unknown, I stopped, left my baggage at the inn, and

with the same thick vail concealing my features, I set out
for Mount Storm.

"I did not intend' to make myself known to any but Mrs.
Malmaison or Bridget, and dreaded discovery by other
members of the household. Therefore I dare not approach
any entrance of the house, and thus days passed before
chance presented the opportunity I desired.

"At last, however, it happened that I met Bridget as she
was returning from early mass. I believe I nearly fright-
ened that poor woman out of her senses by suddenly raising
my vail and addressing her by name. When, however, she
had recovered her surprise, she readily promised to deliver
my message to Mrs. Malmaison. And she kept her word.

"An hour from that time Ada and myself met within the
walls of the church, always open, yet at that hour empty.
Oh, Vivia! I threw myself upon the bosom of that false
woman and poured out all my sorrowful story.

"'My poor child I had you confided ~n me, I should have
saved you that terrible experience! I should have informed
you of that which before I had hesitated to pain you by
telling-namely, of the perfidy of your lover, of which I
I had secretly sought, and obtained proofs. My poor
Eustacia, that woman whom you saw was his wedded wife
months before he ever saw your face,' she said.

"I thought I knew it-had known it long, yet hearing
her say it-I could not suppress a cry of pain. She tried
to calm me.

"She spoke of my child's future. She said that Austin
must remain as her own child in her own sole possession.
Most speciously she gloved over the sin of deception and
imposition by reasoning that the babe was as much the
grandson of C9lonel Malmaison as if he had been really
Philip's child instead of mine, and that therefore he was
quite as much entitled to his care and protection. That
the infant was entirely innocent of the sins of his parents,
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and should be exempt from their punishment, which would
surely fall heavily as wrongfully upon him were the secret
of his birth made known. Finally, that the discovery of
that mystery would certainly kill or craze Colonel Mal-
maison, while, on the other hand, the judicious concealment
of it would wrong no one, but on the contrary would pre-
serve and bless the child, and make the old man happy in
his heir.

"I was in her hands. I was sinking, despairing, all but
dying-all my power-all my inner life seemed stricken
unto death. I had no force to resist her-she did with me
what she would. After such an escapade I could not re-
turn home-she said. That I know well, but disregarded

"'Who fall from all they know of bliss,
Care llttl~ into what abyss.'

"She said a convent was the only shelter left me. The
Mother's house of refuge !-the sanctuary 1-it seemed to
open its arms to invite me to its rest! to receive my
tempest-tossed and weary soul upon its quiet, holy bosom!
I consented. I thought that I could lay down there and
die.

"Mrs. Malmaison then appointed a rendezvous with me in
the city, promising to bring my child with her when she
came.

"I hastened on to Baltimore, where she-having made
some plausible pretext for her journey, accompanied by her
confidential servant, Bridget, and bringing the infant, soon
joined me.

"We spent a day together, and then I took leave of my
babe, leaving him at the hotel in the care of Bridget, and
set out, attended by Mrs. Malmaison, for the Convent of
M . I think my heart was just then palsied, it suf-
fered so little in parting from the babe.

"We reached the Convent, which I entered as a postulant.

And Mrs. Malmaison took leave of me and returned to her
adopted child, and then to her home. Let me hurry over
what remains. My noviciate was short, and at the ei~d of
8ix months I received the black vail Well! the reaction
of my life of excitement, the calmness, the beauty and the
holiness of the sphere of devotion around me, soothed the'
restlessness of my spirit into a sort of rest. Months of
comparative serenity passed. 'Content-not happy'
might then have been said of me also. While still believing
Francois guilty, I forgave, as I could not choose but love
him. I prayed for him daily. And then from this mood
sprang the hope that he might not have been so guilty to-
ward me as he seemed. Somehow, as my soul grew calm,
this hope strengthened into a conviction against all evi-
dence.

"Time passed. I was changed to this Convent, and some
years after my arrival, I was made its Abbess.

"At last the night came when you made your appearance
at our house. You bore the impress of his features, you
called yourself a native of the village of Belles-ceuvres, in
France, stated your age to be ten years-called yourself by
his name. All this was circumstantial evidence so strong, that
I did not for an instant doubt that you were ~his child.
How entirely I had forgiven him, you may know from the
memory of the attachment I conceived for you, believed to
be his child.

"Mrs. Malmaison soon detected this mistake, and favored
it. She gave me to understand, not by direct assertion so
much as by inference, that you were the child of Francois
Laglorieux and of her own half sister. And that impres-
sion was never wholly erased until to~day. it is true that
years, expcri6nce and reason had done much to confirm my
instinctive justification of Francois and doubt of Ada. So
much for my own personal experience of that woman's du-
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plicity. Now for the synopsis of her practices upon Fran-
cois, confided by him to me this day.

"In the first place, in comparing notes, we find that she
intercepted our letters-and wrote to him fictitious accounts
of my excellence of health and spirits, but also of my father's
fierce and haughty temper, that Francois might practice
discretion, and at the same time feel perfectly easy upon my
account, while refraining from visiting me. Ah, well! I
was, as I have intimated, half prepared to hear of that un-
happy woman's treachery; but not so ready for what was
n~t disclosed to me. To go back a little, while I was at
school, my brother, Eustace, in his casual visits to me, had
formed a slight acquaintance with the young French master.
And when Eustace went to town, preparatory to sailing for
the Eastern continent, he again met, or rather indeed, souiiht
Francois Laglorieux, to obtain from him some information
about modern Paris. Francois, while imparting all the prac-
tical. knowledge he could bestow upon the subject, also en-
trusted to Eustace letters, and presents, and money for the
mother and sister he had left behind in France, and who were
still dependent upon the young French teacher for stipport.
Eustace cordially accepted the commission, and even after
his arrival in France, went to see them at their home in the
little village of Belles-ceuvres. His presence was opportune
-he found Madame Laglorieux in a mortal illness, and
Genevieve, the sister, in great affliction. The beauty and
the sorrow of this young creature equally impressed the
susceptible nature of Eustace. He delivered the remittances
entrusted to him, by Francois, offered his services to the fa-
mily, and lost no time in writing to inform the latter of the
state of affairs at Belles-ceuvres. But delay followed dehi~y.
The navigation of the ocean, and even the, overland mail
routes were not thei~ what they are now. Railroads wer~
rare, and steamships unknown. M-.--- was the, nearest
sea-port, and an unusually long time intervened before the

~ilin ~ of a vessel for the United States, and that one was
bound for New Orleans. You will understand now how it
was that five months had elapsed before that letter found its
way to Francois. It reached him long after his marriage
with me, and his return to his duties in the city schools.
Then there ensued the delay before a ship sailed for M-.--.
It was yet nearly a month before he would get an oppor-
tunity to embark. At length,, however, he wrote me a letter
explaining the necessity of his voyage, and promising a
speedy return. A letter which, being entrusted to Mrs.
Malmaison, of course, never reached me. He then set sail,
and after a voyage of two months, arrived at M-, and
hastened out to Belles-oeuvres, where he learned with deep
grief that his mother had been for some months deceased-
but also that Eustace Malmaison had married the beautiful
orphan. There was then an exchange of confidences be-
tween the young brothers-in-law. Francois confided to
Eustace the secret of his marriage with me, and his conse-
quent obligations to return immediately to America to be
near me, if not wilh me. And he became the bearer of
letters from Eustace to his father-.--letters which being en-
trusted to Mrs. Malmaison, shared the fate of other trusts
confided to that conscientious woman's care. Eustace must
have been very sanguine of his father's forgiveness, for at
the time of Francois's embarkation for the United States,
Eustace, with his youthful bride, proceeded on his tour of
Europe, spending recklessly the money that should have
been spared for their future contingencies. Francois reached
home to find one letter from me that Mrs. Malmaison had
thought proper to transmit. It was a letter fondly reproach-
ing him for his long silence. He replied to it-explaining
that silence by the long voyage which he said h~ had pre-
viously announced to me, and from which he had returned
as quickly as a letter could have returned-for he had come
back in the first homeward-bound ship. Of course, that

VIVIA.
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epistle was never permitted to reach me, nor did I ever hear
of it until to-day. At that very time, while I was breaking
my heart at the supposed neglect of Francois, he was writ-
ing to Mrs. Malmaison again and again to explain the
cause of my silence; and she was putting him off with one
after another of the most plausible excuses. At last, Fran-
cois resolved to come down and see me, and announced his
intention to Mrs. Malmaison, who wrote back by return
mail, imploring him not to think of so rash a measure-tell-
ing him that Colonel M~lmai~on was furious about the
marriage of his son, and tha'f~Eustace joined herself in
entreating him not to approach the house or further risk
enraging her old and suffering father, etc. ete, for there was
a great deal more of it. Francois began to doubt the fidelity
of my affection for him, and wrote to me to that effect, an
epistle, which, of course, went no further than Mrs. Mal-
maison's honest bands. While Francois still cherished
the purpose of coming to me, and only waited for my
answer to his letter before setting out for Mount Storm, he
one day received a letter from his sister, filled with lamen~
stations, announcing the death of her husband, who had
fallen a victim to the annual fever at M-, and begging
Francois to come over to her at once, for that she was ill,
alone, and in great need. Francois immediately enclosed
his poor sister's letter with one from himself for me, in an
envelope directed to Mrs. Malmaison, (who, of course, sup-
pressed the whole,) and then he sailed for M-, arrived
in due time, and hastened out to Belles-ceuvres, where he
found his sister alone in the little cottage formerly occupied
by his mother. She was in desperate need. And Francois
himself was almost equally poor, having spent his slender
earnings in the voyage. But he promised to remain and
take care of her until she should be well enough to return
with him to the United States. And then, failing to get
any sort of remunerative employment, he sold his watch and

chain, and seals-then his dressing case.-and even finally
his best suit of clothes to supply his necessities. * * *c

It was at this time that I in my frantic impatience and grief
left the safe shelter of my own home and my father's protec-
tion to seek Francois. And it was here, after a long and
weary search, that I at last found him, in the village at
Belles-ceuvres. And the delicate creature that I so natu-
rally mistook for his love, only sister, my own
brother's youthful widow, your own beautiful mother, Vivia!
There! now you know all! Only that they grew daily
poorer-that Francois denied himself the necessaries of life
that Genevieve might have its comforts.-that he would not
allow himself a. sufficiency of coarse food, lest she should not
have an abundance of fine. Finally, severe privations, to-
gether with grief and anxiety, threw him upon a bed of sick~
ness. And Genevieve was forced to enter the hospital.
You have heard that your mot~ier went to Heaven the day
that you came into this world, Vivia? Ah! well, Fran-
cois, your uncle, lost no time after his convalescence, in
removing you from the hospital. He gave you your moth~
er's full name in baptism-called you Genevieve Laglorieux
.-~-~placed you temporarily in the charge of the sisterhood at

the Convent of ]3elles-oeuvres-and then he returned to
America, wrote to your grandfather, giving all the particu..
lars of your birth, and commending you to his care. Mrs.
Malmaison intercepted and answered that letter-telling
him that Colonel Malmaison utterly refused to acknowledge
the infant or hold any sort of communication with the
family into which his son had married; and finally crushing
Francois with the intelligence of my disappearance from the
neighborhood, misrepresenting that event as a wanton
elopement, a heinous act of unfaithfulness to him. In a
conflict of griel dismay, and incredulity, Francois hastened
up into the neighborhood of Mount Storm, where he failed
of obtaining an interview with Colonel Malmaison, but sue-
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needed in meeting Ada, whose spoken words confirmed her
letters, and where he everywhere heard her version of the
elopement corroborated; for it is needless to say that that
woman, through the agency of Bridget, had set her own
account of the family misfortune in circulation through the
neighborhood. There were dozens who would have told
him, could they have induced him to listen, all the details of
Miss Malmaison's running away with a handsome stranger,
whom no one believed to possess a farthing to support her.
When, at that very time I was-as it were-dying with
grief while passing through my noviciate at the Convent of
M.-. About the same time that I received the black
vail, Francois, ignorant of my fate, and in despair at my
supposed guilt; returned to France, assumed the guardian-
ship of his infant niece, yourself Vivia, indignantly repudi-
ated the name of Malmaison, and gave you his own, and
placed you for nurture and education a permanent pen~
sioner at the Convent of Belles-ceuvres, and in the course of
a year himself entered holy orders. However, as years
passed, notwithstanding Mrs. Malmaison'8 utmost vigilance,
Colonel Malmaison heard a rumor that his eldest son, Eus-
tace, had died and left a motherless little girl in France.
Time and death had calmed his anger against Eustace, and
he wished to do justice to the orphan. He instituted fur-
ther inquiries that were so baffled and defeated by Mrs.
Mahnaison's persevering diplomacy, that all he learned in
years was the name of the orphan's guardian. Then he wrote
a letter, sent it to the care of the Superior General of the
Jesuits, whence it was sure to find and reach the humblest
member of that order for whom it might be intended, and
whence at last it found its way to Father Francis, who was
then, you know, the parish priest at Fermanagh, in Ireland,
where you also resided a pupil at that Convent school. That
letter brought you over, Vivia. Yet that woman, Ada, suc-
ceeded in preventing a meeting and defeating the great object

of your voyage. She had art sufficient to silence and send off
Francois, then the wickedness to destroy all evidence of
your identity, and pass you oft' upon the world as her niece,
while to me she affected to confide the secret that you were
the child of her half-sister. And but for poor Bridget's
late repentance, which cost that poor creature her life, we
should never have had the clue to this mystery."

"But what could have been the motive of that wretched
woman to engage in such a complication of deception ?" in-
quired Vivia, in a sort of horror.
* "To secure to herself the male heir, and through him to

further secure the use of the vast inheritance-wealth, rank,
position, and social consequence I"

Thus the nun and the maiden continued to converse upon
the subject of the narrative just related by the former, until
their attention was arrested by a ring at the hall door-bell,
soon followed by the appearance of the Mother-Fortress
with the announcement of

"A visitor for the Mother-Superior-a young gentleman."
"Oh Heaven, it is my child at last! it is Austin! Gor

my dear Vivia, and receive him, and bring him hither," fal-
tered the Abbess in a feeble voice, as she Bank back nearly
fainting in her chair, and with one hand covered her face.

In a few moments, while she still sat thus, she felt some
one gently sink at her feet, and as gently raise her disen-
gaged hand and press it to his lips. And unveiling her
eyes she beheld her son on his knee before her, still holding
her hand while his gaze was lifted fondly, reverently to her
face.

"Oh, Austin! Oh, my child]" she cried passionately,
rising and throwing up her arms.

He started up~suddenly to receive her, as with a gush of
irrepressible tears she fell upon his neck.

~y mother-my dear mother," he said, folding her to
his bosom, and then holding her there in reverential silence.

24
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"Austin! oh, Austin !" she cried, amid bursts of emotion,
"my child-my child, I am a stranger to you-to you,
whom, absent and unclaimed, I have ever loved with more
than a mother's tenderness-yes, Austin, with more~-infi-
nitely more-for that sorrowful affection was mingled with
all a mother's bitter and passionate remorse I And now,
Austin! now I I am a stranger to you~to you, who have
always lived in my heart! how wonderful I how terrible I"
she groaned with a shudder.

"No, my own dear mother! not a stranger are you to
me, but a mother very intimate and very, very sweet to my
heart you are. Listen, dear mother, for many years you
have been familiar to my mind and dear to my heart. First
of all from a casual sight of yonr beloved face as you stood
distributing food to the poor at the Convent gate-your
pale, beneficent face, that ever after with a sweet and solemn
influence haunted my mind.-then, when I came to know
you through the frequent conversation of our Vivia, so that
when finally our mutual relations were made known to me,
I was prepared to hail with joy the intelligence, and was
also enabled to interpret by natural causes the seemingly
occult attraction I had always felt toward you. Alit no,
my mother! not strange, but familiar, congenial, sweet, con-
soling are you to me, as may Heaven grant I may be to
you," said Austin, as, amid the tenderest and most rever-
ential caresses, he replaced her in the chair, and seated him-
self at her feet.

Vivia silently withdrew, and left word with the portress
that she should return to spend the night with the Mother-
Superior.

On this, the first day of her arrival, Vivia had many
friends to see, and as they could not yet know of her pres-
ence in the neighborhood, the quickest and the simp t
course was for her to go and seek them. There was
carriage at hand but that in which Austin had come, and

ii
of which she did not wish to deprive him. But there was
Brother Peter's old mule Salome, and there was a side-sad-
dle for the use of the Sisters when they had to call Salome's
sturdy strength into service to convey some one of them
upon a distant visit of charity. Vivia hastened down to
Brother Peter at the gate. She found the old man in his
rusty black gown and round skull-cap sitting in the door
reading his "office" under the shade of the vines. lle~ was
so intent upon his task that he did not observe her approach.

"Brother Peter."
"Deus Irce-Deus-"
"I say, Brother Peter."
"Deus Irce-don't interrupt me-when I am praising

the Lord! Deus Irce-" continued the old man without
looking up.

"Do you call that praising the Lord? To me it sounds
fearfully like reproaching Him."

"Eh? oh! is it you, my child? Yes, in a moment! Gloria
Patri, et Filio, et Spiriiui Sancto."

"Alit that will do better."
"Now, child, I can listen to you. But how glad I am

to see you then I There has been a wondrous going to and
fro, and driving up and down between the Convent and the
world. But I did not think in all their bringing they had
brought you, my dear I" said the old man cordially.

"Or that I had brought you two new cassocks, a halt'-
dozen velvet caps, and a hamper of real port wine, which,
I think, is good for one of your age !"

"So it is, child! so it is! notwithstanding fanaticism.
There should be moderation in all things, my dear, and
most especially in temperance! And I thank you heartily
for your gift, t~nd I promise faithfully to drink a single glass
every day at dinner, and to give a bottle of it t&~~y sick
that need it."
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"And now will you lend me Salome to ride over to Red
Ridge?"

"Right willingly, my child. Sit you here while I order
her to be saddled and brought down." So saying the old
man hobbled away on his errand. And in ten minutes the
mule was brought, the young lady mounted, and on her way
to Red Ridge.

When she reached the farm-house, notwithstanding that
the farm appeared in a flourishing condition, and the house
in good keeping, there was an atmosphere of gloom and
disappointment about the place which Vivia felt without
being able to explain; but which was interpreted when
riding up to the gate, she inquired of the little negro boy
that came to take her horse-

"Is Mrs. Basil at home ?"

"No, miss. Marse Basil and Miss Theodora done
gone."

"Gone! where ?"

"Id' know, ~

"When did they go?
"Id' know, miss-'tother week !"

Finding she could get but little satisfaction from this
small sample of a groom, she alighted, gave him the reins,
and was walking up to the house, when the door suddenly
opened and old Mrs. Wildman, Miss Elizabeth, Helen and
Miss Kelly Parrot, who had caught sight of her from the
window, all rushed out to greet her, and amid exclamations
of joy they hurried her into the house, took off her bonnet
and gloves, and seated her in the pleasantest seat by the
window.

And then Vivia had to listen to poor old Mrs. Wildman's
gratitude and praises of Austin, before s~ie could find an
opportunity of inquiring for Theodora.

"Ah! my dear child," replied the old lady, "Theodora
never fully recovered her health, and just about the time

U

that we heard of poor Ada Ma.lmaison's death, and of your
being expected home, Basil happened to take it into his
head that the Bedford water would be good for Theodora,
and as Wakefield Brunton's summer vacation had com-
menced, they made a party to go there for a couple of
months. Basil and Wakefield, and Dora and Helen were
to be the set-but Helen, you see, concluded at last to
stay at home and save money and, help me, good girl, Miss
Genevieve."

L~ We were all very much shocked at hearing of Mrs.
Malmaison's death! pray, was she ill long ?"

"No, Miss Elizabeth. She died suddenly."
"Dear me, how shocking. What was her disease~con-

gestion of the brain? attack of the heart? or what ?" in~
quired Miss Elizabeth, with a look of sincere sympathy.

"Jt is a most painful subject, please let us not pursue it,"
said Vivia, turning pale.

"Ah! forgive me, my dear, I was very, very thoughtless;
but I would not have willingly distressed you for the
world."

"Humph I" ejaculated Miss Kelly Parrot, in a tone of
such emphatic irony as decided Vivia to give a plain and
direct, though to her audience, a perfectly safe, because
utterly unintelligible answer. "Mrs. Malmaison died of
hydrocyanic acid, Miss Parrot."

"Ah! she did! and does that always kill suddenly ?"

"Very suddenly, Miss Parrot."
"Oh, yes, so it does I" I recollect.
"Hy-hy"---said Mrs. Wildman, in a musing tone-

"well I never heern tell of that complaint before, though
the doctors do have so many new names for old complaints,
that it does bother my head! Now no longer than last
week I was scared out of my life thinking one of my nigger
men was going to be a moon-struck madman, because the
doctor allowed how he had the new-moonery---when he come
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to find out it was nothing but an inflammation in the chest.
And here t'other winter, Dr. Thogmorton e'en almost driv
the last nail in my coffin, with telling of me-and the words
has run in my head ever since-how I had the chronic fa-
cial new-rology-when what do you think, but it was just
nothing at all but the old-fashioned rheumatic! Now I do
suppose that this hy-hy"-

"How I do despise ignorance !" interjected Miss Parrot,
"perfectly despise it! But after all, how should a person
of your rank know that hydra-hydra-hem, hem! hydra
-what's its name, means being bit by a mad dog !"

Here silence fell upon the little company, and they thought
they understood why it was that Vivia could not bear any
allusion to the subject. When next they spoke, it was upon
another topic. And soon after, Vivia took her leave.

"So Wakefield also has gone-well! perhaps it is as
well !" thought V'ivia, as she turned her mule's head up the
mountain-path that led to the widow Brunton's. The place
was so improved that Vivia could scarcely recognize it.
The dear old log hut had been put in complete repair.
The fences were in excellent keeping, and the garden and
the meadow in a very flourishing condition. The widow
was spinning under the shade of the trees before her cottage
door, but she turned with joy to greet V'ivia as the latter
alighted from her mule.

"Wakefield has gone to Bedford to earn a little money, as
assistant-clerk of the house during the season," said his
mother, "but I am quite sure that he did not know that
you were expected home so soon, Miss Genevieve, or he
would have remained here at your orders."

"But I have no claim upon Wakefield's time, Mrs. Brun-
ton," said Yivia, gently.

"Yes! every sort of claim to his most devoted service,
Miss Genevieve. He is at once your beneficiary and your
almoner," said the widow, affectionately.

"Where are your daughters, Mrs. Brunton ?" inquired
Vivia, as well to change the subject as from the interest she
felt in those young girls.

"Oh, Alice is with me, but her sister Annie has entered
the Convent as a postulant."

"And are you willing that Annie should take the vail 7"
inquired Vivia, gravely.

"Willing! certainly, I only wish her: welfare and her
happiness-and since she finds that in the life of a Sister
of Charity, why, Heaven bless her! so let it be !"

"Mrs. Brunton," said V'ivia, after a pause, "there are
changes now in progress in this neighborhood, that are
likely to affect-among others-you and myself. In the
first place there is to be opened, in September, a seminary
for boys, that will be the end of Wakefield's little school.
That we cannot, for his sake, regret, since it will send him
forth into the great world, where his talents will have a far
wider range of usefulness."

"Ah! may the Lord grant that last !"

"And now, Mrs. Brunton, in the second place, in the di-
vision of my grandfather's estate, the other heirs have
determined to give me for my portion, the new house at,
Sunset Hills. I wish to keep house, in which case I shall
need a matron to give conventional propriety to my es-
tablishment. Well, then, when Wakefield shall have left
this place to make a fortune for you, will you in the mean-
whih~ come and live with me

From her astonishment the widow was unable to answer
-and Yivia continued.

"Of course you will also bring Alice."
"Miss Genevieve !"

"I know itds a grave thing I ask of you, to break up
your old home and come and be the mother of a lonely girl;
but you know me, dear Mrs. Brunton, and can rely on my
word, when I tell you that it shall be the study of my life
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to make you happy, as though you were indeed my
mother."

"I know you would. Oh! my darling lit is not that I"
"You are thinking that Wakefield will have no home to

come to, when he re-visits this neighborhood. He will,
however; for we will furnish a room joining yours and
Alice's, and keep it for him when he comes to see you, and
we will call it. Wakefield's room."

"Miss Genevieve".-.began the widow, and then her voice
broke, and the tears rolled down her cheeks.

"Come, I see I have been too hasty with my proposition.
You must take a little time to consider it. And by the
day that I shall be ready to take possession of my new
house, I hope that you may be willing to join me," said
Vivia, gently.

"My darling, it is not that, either I my blessed one, don't
you know that you could not ask me any thing that I would
not do for you? And if this were a thing that required
any sacrifice on my part~-don't you know how quickly I
would accept of it? But you offer me, in your delicate
way, a luxurious home, with leisure, and with your com~
panion8hip, and all that I have perhaps craved, but surely
never hoped to possess, and-ought I to take it ?"

"Dear Mrs. Brunton, the world would never permit me,
a young, unmarried woman, to keep house without the pre-
sence of some respectable elderly matron. In a word, I
cannot, and will not attempt to do so, unless you consent
to confer on me this favor."

"Favor! good Heavens I"
"And as I said-I will give you your own time to con-

sider it, and your own terms in accepting it. And now I
must return, as I sleep at the Convent to-night. Good-
by."

"~ood-by.---and the Lord forever bless you, my dear
child."

When Vivia returned to the Convent, she found that
Father Francis and Austin had not left the premises, but
were temporarily lodged in the building appropriated, to
the Bishop on the occasions of his annual visits. From
the parlor of this house Austin described her approach, and
came out to receive her.

"Theodora ?" he inquired, as he joined her, and they
turned their steps toward the Bishop's lodgings.

"I did not see her; Basil has taken her to Bedford
Springs."

*" I think that was well. Yes; I am glad of it for many.
reasons. Had she been at home it would have seemed
unkind in me to keep away; and yet I could not meet her
with composure. And her absence, besides relieving me
of that embarrassment, will give us the opportunity of
doing all we wish for them at their home."

"Yes, I thought of that."
"By the way, Vivia, do you know that there has been a

discussion between my parents and myself. My parents,
both vowed to the altar, have determined to waive their
prior claims to our patrimony in my favor. And-inasmuch
as I thus come into the possession of the greater portion
of my grandfather's estate, they have thought it best that
I should retain his name-and I think so too. So that is
settled."

"And what are our plans for the autumn ?"

"Father Francis-as he commands me still to call him..-..
will remaiiti in this neighborhood and lodge at Gray Rock,
where he will superintend the preparations for the seminary.
lie thinks that you and myself, if we can procure a proper
chaperone, had best carry into effect our proposed tour of
the Eastern co~itinent."

"That will be admirable! In the mean time I will install
Mrs. Brunton and her daughter at Sunset Hills, to keep
the house warm while we are gone and to give us a welcome
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when we return. And, Austin! I wish you to invite Wake-
field to accompany us."

"Why, Vivia I"
"Yes! certainly, it will add tenfold to the pleasure of

our tour, and be of great convenience to us also, since
Wakefield has taught himself several Eastern languages."

"But will he go 7"
"Yes! The seminary will swallow up his school. His

mother will be provided for. His occupation will be gone,
and you will tender him the situation of traveling tutor,
interpreter, secretary, guide, for tbe duties of either or all
of which his character and education singularly fit him.

~ Therefore he will accompany us."
"It shall be as you say, Vivia," said Austin, smiling.
Vivia and Austin went zealously to work to make their

friends and proteges as happy and comfortable as possible
before leaving them.

Austin rode over to the Red Ridge farm to make exami-
nations, and take notes of what he could do to improve the
place and the mode of culture. Old Mrs. Wildman re-
ceived him; but it was Helen, who affecting to consider
him still as their landlord, accompanied him all over the
premises.

In a week Austin repeated his visit of inspection. The
next week he went twice. The third week three times; the
fourth week he rode over every day. Helen was always his
guide and interlocutor.

Vivia meanwhile prepared rooms at her house for the
residence of Mrs. Brunton and Alice, who were to remove
thither as soon as Wakefield should return from Bedford,
for the widow said she wanted to stay and receive her son
once more in the old home.

At the end of six weeks, Austin one day said to Vivia,
"I made the proposal to Wakefield, and he has accepted

it; he goes with us. And now I want you to do something
benevolent."

"Well?"
"Invite Miss Wildman to go with you as your com-

panion; you will need one. And Miss Helen is a very
intelligent, vivacious young lady, who will add much to the
life of our little party. And it would confer a great privi-
lege and pleasure upon the young creature to give her this
-the only opportunity she can ever have of seeing
Europe."

"Well, why do you not answer ?"

"Austin, because I am troubled! I do not want a com-
panion, least of all Helen, whom I cannot find it in my
heart to like !"

"I am grieved, Vivia," said Austin, in a tone of regret,
"to find such a prejudice existing in your mind. I have
quite set my heart on having this intellectual young girl
enjoy the privilege of seeing Europe. What is the use of
wealth, if we cannot confer happiness with it? You will
like her better on a closer acquaintance, Vivia. It was so
with me. Now, I confess I was once considerably preju-
diced against Helen, but the more I see of her, the better I
like her. Think of her giving up her first season at the
Springs, to 8tay at home and help her grandmother during
the absence of her brother. There are very few girls who
would have made such a sacrifice."

"That was well," said Vivia, glad to have any thing to
approve.

"I assure you she is a remarkably superior girl, Vivia,
and really we must not remember the hoydenism of her
childhood against her__"

"It would he unjust to do that."
"You will help me, then, to confer the benefit of travel

upon this interesting girl."
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present purpose !"

"I cannot, indeed, dear Vivia! I have quite set my
heart upon it I"

"Deny your heart !"

(C But why ?"

"I can give you no other reason than I have already
given; but why, I ask you in my turn, Austin, do you per-
severe in this ?"

"Not, Vivia, that I have any personal interest beyond
friendship and benevolence for this young lady. I have
loved once, and forever, Vivia! I can never love another I"
said Austin, in a tone of such deep mournfulness, that Vivia's
sympathies were strongly awakened. "But," he continued,
"my sorrowful love need not make me close my heart against
humanity. On the contrary, all the consolation I ever ex-
pect to find, aside from you, Vivia, is in delighting and bless-
ing others. I only wish to please this young Helen with
two years of what would seem to her an almost impossible
happiness."

Vivia felt that Austin was perfectly sincere in what he
said. He spoke the truth of the time, at least, and she could
longer oppose him.

Thus, by the first of October, all their plans were ar-
ranged.

The seminary for boys was in full operation.
Mrs. Brunton was established in Vivia's house.
And Wakefield had returned to join his party, who, ac-

companied by a respectable elderly lady, as chaperone, took
leave of their friends, and set out for New York, whence
they took the steamer for Europe.

CHAPTER XXX.

THE SPECTRE.

"Oh, not In judgment and not in wrath,
Caine the Angel of Death that day."

IT was the Christmas following the departure of Vivia
and her party for the East, that old Mrs. Brunton mounted
her mule to ride over to Red Ridge. The cause of her
visit was that she had just got - a letter from Wakefield,
containing news of such importance, that she felt obliged,
immediately, to communicate it to the family most con-
cerned.

The snow lay deep upon the ground, and the roads were
in the very-~ worst condition; that is to say, a thaw had been
arrested half-way by a freeze, and the roads were full of
knots and pits and glassy sheets of ice, more dangerous
than all. The air was, besides, piercingly cold.

But little did the hardy old woman mind the state of the
atmosphere or the earth, when her heart was set upon any
purpose. And so, sturdily, in her old gray serge cloak and
gray felt bonnet, she rode along; her sure-footed mule going
cautiously down the side of the hills, putting his first foot
forward, and letting it slide till he should find a safe rest,
and then bringing the other hoof along and advancing it in
the same manner-and so down the hills, and across the
mirror-like sheets of ice in the valley, and along the cedar-
fringed banks Qf Mad River, and around its bend and~up
the steep ascent of North Mountain to Red Ridge.

It was after the early dinner hour of the family that Mrs.
]3runton knocked at the door, which was opened by Basil,

(3~)
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who met the visitor with a cordial welcome, and brought
her in to the family sitting-room.

The four women of the house were sitting around a fine
fire of hickory logs, and they were all, with the exception
of the old lady, engaged in knitting.

Mrs. Wildman was spinning on the little wheel, but rose
up and welcomed and seated the visitor.

"Well, when did you hear from our friends abroad,
ladies ?" inquired th~ widow, after a few minutes.

"It has been more than five weeks since we got the last
letter. The mails must be very uncertain, for I am sure
we do not get more than half the letters written to us,"
said Theodora.

"To be sure! I s'pose not, indeed! neither do I; but
any way, I got a letter last night !"

"Oh, did you! what date? how were they all? when are
they going into Asia ?" were the questions immediately
rained upon the old woman.

"Hish! one at a time! What was the last news you
heard of them, Mrs. Basil ?"

"Nothing particular-only that they were all well-.
staying at Rome for a while, and expecting next to go to
Constantinople."

"There is-there is no bad news in your letter ?" ex-
claimed Theodora, as a sudden fear thrilled her.

"Oh, no, child! no, the best of news! especially to this
family; but you see, I thought maybe you had got it al-
ready, and so it would be Piper's news, like the field of
Flodden; then again I thought maybe you hadn't heard,
because so many letters get lost."

"Well! well! but the news !" exclaimed several.
"Ay, ay, it is astonishing, Mrs. Wildman, that I should

be the very first to tell you that your grand-daughter, Helen,
is married to the young heir of Mount Storm !"

"Helen! Helen married, and never said one word to us

about it !" exclaimed Mrs. Wildman, her emotions divided
between joy at the good fortune that had befallen her niece
and mortification at the supposed slight that had passed
over herself.

"Just like her! I am sure, the artful huzzy. She plot-
ted to get him, and now that she is a great lady you'll see
how much she cares for you, that's all I" remarked the
amiable Miss Kelly.

Theodora had started and turned very pale; but at the
same time she put out her hand to Basil, who was seated by
her side, and who, struggling with the jealous pang that
seized his own heart nevertheless, folded that delicate hand
in his own, and whispered his consolation-.

"Never mind, dear love! never mind! it will make no dif-
ference in Heaven 1"

"Ah, Basil, you are so good-so good. Oh! whatever be-
comes of me, may you in Heaven find your own dear Eve,
whom you shall love better and more happily than you have
ever loved me! and who shall love you in kind."

"You are the only Eve I ever think of-never mind-
let that pass, dear! I see it pains you still."

While this whispered conversation was going on, the
other members of the circle were still commenting upon the
news of Helen and Austin's marriage.

"And what did Mr. Wakefield say about it ?" inquired
Miss Elizabeth.

"Why, not much! You see, his letter was mostly filled
up with other things-and then he says-speaking of the
marriage-stop! I'll read you what he says ;" said the
widow, taking the letter from her pocket, unfolding it, and
commencing-" And now I have some astounding intelli-
gence for you.~. Helen Wildman and Austin Malmaison are
to be united in the holy bonds of matrimony on the first
Tuesday in the ensuing November, so that by the time this
letter reaches you, they will have completed their honey.
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moon. I have seen this affair coming on for some time.-.
and so also I think has Miss Lagloriense. Though I do
not feel the least at liberty to conjecture what that lady's
thoughts might have been, as she has never done me the
honor of conversing with me upon the subject. Nor, indeed,
did I feel free to allude to this impending marriage until
now that the engagement has been formally announced.
After the wedding, we shall all proceed to Constantinople
-thence to Alexandria and Cairo-thence to parts un-
known. Therefore,, if after this, letters come irregularly,
do not feel anxious, nor be in despair if they seem to cease
altogether, for we are going into the desert places of the
world, where post-offices are unknown, and mail-routes un-
heard of."

"But there !" said the widow, "I am getting into other
portions of the letter! And now, that is all lie said about
the marriage. Joyful event, is not ?"

"To think Helen should never o' said the first word to
me about it !"

"'Cause she wan't sure of it herself, until he popped
the question, and then she snapped him right up before he
could back out! that's the reason !" kindly explained Miss
Nelly.

"You forget, dear mother, that we haven't had a letter
for five weeks. And I did not go to the post-office yester-
day, and so it is very likely that there are letters from Helen
and from Austin waiting there for us," said Basil.

"Dear me! I wish I knew! I'd send Jim to Eyrie this
very afternoon, only the road is so dreadful; and besides, he
has got such a cold, that he is not able to be out of bed."

"Never mind, I shall go, mother."
"No, you must not! Don't think of it, Basil! The

road between here and Eyrie is really awful !"

"It don't mattermother. You are anxious to hear, and

so am I-therefore I shall go. I can ride Kit, she is
tolerably sure-footed."

The short winter afternoon was running to its close.
Basil arose, and went out to catch his horse preparatory to
the ride to Eyrie. Mrs. Brunton got up and said that it
was late, and that she "must be getting on toward home."

"And indeed you must not, but you must stay and get a
cup of coffee before you go. Supper will soon be ready,"

said old Mrs. Wildman, rising, and-without waiting for
her visitor to decline-walking otit into the kitchen to
hasten the meal.

"Now just to think I" exclaimed Mrs. Brunton, looking
helplessly after her vanished hostess-" And I really can't
stay! I can't indeed! It is time now that I was half way
home."

"Oh! sit down, Mrs. Brunton. You must never think
of taking that long, cold ride without having a cup of cof-
fee to fortify you before you set forth; and my sister will
not be long in getting it," said Miss Elizabeth.

"But, my child, it is a great deal too early for your
supper; and as for me, I ought to be half way home now."

." Oh! you would never hurt Grandmother Wildman's
feelings, by going away without tasting her coffee," said
Theodora, gently removing the visitor's bonnet, and placing
it oii the shelf.

"It is so late, I ought to be home this precious minute,"
exclaimed the widow, uneasily, as she sat down, and yielded
the point.

"It isn't so late as you think; the sun's in a cloud: can't
you see? I think old folks like you ought to wear specs !"
said Miss Nelly Parrot, really desirous of the guest's com-
pany, yet constitutionally unable to give a pleasant invi-
tation.

"A cloud! a cloud 1" cried the widow, catching up this
25
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word in alarm; "a cloud, did you say? Dear, bless me,
I must be going, then, sure enough I"

"Yes! there is a cloud, Mrs. Brunton; and now that I
look at it, I think it an additional reason why you should
remain where you are. I think we are going tG have more
snow, and that it will begin to fall before you could possibly
reach: home," said Miss Elizabeth, who had gone to the
window, thrown up the shutter, and now stood looking out.

~TheodoraMrs. Brunton, and Miss Nelly hastened up to
take a view for themselves, and form their own opinions.

The prospect was certainly a threatening one, the window
looked out to the north-west, where behind MoQut Storm
a great dark cloud, looking still darker in contrast to the
moss-covered cliff, was slowly rising.

"There is wind in that cloud," ventured Theodora, as an
opinion~

"And hail, and snow also," said Miss Elizabeth.
"I, for my part, never saw snow in a cloud as dark and

moist looking as that," declared Miss Nelly.
"Here, give me my bonnet, children, I must be going!

Indeed, I must," exclaimed Mrs. ]3runton, in a panic, as
she found and tied on her drab felt.

"My patience alive, you ain't a thinking o' starting with
such a cloud as this arising' ?" exclaimed Mrs. Wildman, as
she entered the sitting-room.

"Yes, indeed, I must fly! Good-by, Mrs. Wildman!
Good-by, children !" replied Mrs. Brunton, who flattered all
unmarried ladies, of whatever age, with this compliment to
their juvenility!

Mrs. Wildman followed her to the door, never ceasing to
reiterate her invitations until her departing guest had
mounted her mule, and started off in a brisk canter. Theu
her attention was arrested by Basil, who came into the
yard, leading his horse already saddled and bridled.

"And where are you off to this time of the afternoon ?"

inquired the old lady.
"Don't you know, mother? To the post-office."
"Now I hope you won't attempt any thing of the kind!

Do you see that cloud ?"
"Yes, mother, it is a wind cloud.-it will soon blow over-

it will be over by the time I swallow a cup of coffee and get
off," answered Basil, securing his horse, and then hurrying
into the house. In the sitting-room he found only Miss
Elizabeth, who was laying the cloth for supper. Therefore
without pausing he hurried up stairs to the presence of
Theodora, whom he found standing at the gable window
looking out upon the stormy sky.

"That is a magnificent aspect! Do but come and ob-
serve, it, Basil."

ile went up to the window and stooping over her shoulder
looked out. It was indeed a grand and awful sight. The
sun was setting behind the great clou~l that extended from
north to south along the western sky, like some black range
of mountains, with their peaks ablaze, while the lengthened
shadow darkened all the earth with a premature night.

"You never paint now, Theodora! You never have
painted since you have been in this house," said Basil in a
tone of regret.
* "No," replied Theodora, with a half-suppresse~I sigh.

"But why, dear, when you are so fond of it? why ?"

"When I was so fond of it you mean. I have never been
so since-since my illness. If I ever had any real genius
for art, I think I must l~ave lost it in that spell of illness.
I have never felt either the will or the power to paint since,
that time."

"That is sinGe you came into this house, Theodora!" I
"No! since my illness only-health does affect such

power-.-but I think I should like to paint a storm piece.
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And if I can carry the picture of this sky in my mind until
to-morrow, I think I shall set up my easel and attempt it."

"How I do wish you would, daughter! if I could see
you only once again interested in your old pursuits, I should
be better contented, because I should think you would be
happier."

"Don't feel anxious about me, dear Basil. I am getting
better every day, and of course cheerfulness will return with
health."

"Supper !" called the homely voice of old Mrs. Wildman
at the foot of the stairs. "Come! come, my dear! come
down to supper! I have to go to the post-office after-
ward."

"To Eyrie? No! do not think of it! Basil! Do but
look at that cloud! You will be caught in the storm !"

"I have been looking at it, daughter! And it does not
seem to me to rise as fast as I thought it would-there is
not yet a breath of wind, and it seems now to be stationary.
I should not wonder after all if it passed off harmlessly,"
said Basil, leading the way down into the lower room where
the family were gathered around the supper-table. Basil
gave himself only time to swallow a cup of coffee before he
started up to set forward on his ride. In vain his mother
and his aunt expostulated with him; he was firmly resolved
upon the jaunt. "If an old woman like Mrs. Brunton
sets off to ride ten miles, surely I can ride there and
back!"

"Yes! but if Mrs. Brunton was to run her own head
into the fire, would you do the same ?" asked the old lady.

Basil laughed at this method of argument, and bidding
them all good-night for the present, he hurried &ut and
mounted his horse. He had just settled himself in his
stirrups and turned from the horse-block, when Theodora,
who had fluttered silently like some crippled bird to his
side, now laid her slight clasp on the bridle.

"Basil, don't go."
"Why? why not, daughter ?" inquired the young man,

plead with her interest in himself.
"Oh! because of the rising ~
"But the storm will not be up these three hours. I shall

be back before half that time has passed."
"Basil-don't go," repeated Theodora very earnestly.
"You want letters from Vivia, and-your other absent

friends, I am sure you do; and I feel persuaded that there
are letters waiting for us there, which you shall see before I
sleep."

Theodora lifted her eyes to the cloud, and then turned
them upon her companion. She was very pale, and her
voice was unnaturally deep and tremulous when she said,

*"Basil! I beg, I entreat you, 4o not go out to-night."
"My little daughter what makes you so serious ?"

"I do not know !-the storm !"

"Pooh! that cannot be! You are very nervous, that is
all! The storm? why, my child, even if it overtakes me,
which is not likely, I am not soluble in water! and therefore
not likely to be melted in the rain! I shall be home again
in little more than an hour. Good-by, dear love," said the
young man, holding out his hand.

Some vague but solemn prevision-some deep, mournful
impulse compelled her to cling tightly to that rough, honest
hand, and to gaze up into those candid, affectionate eyes that
were fixed so pleadingly on hers, and then to put up her
lips, offering, for the first and last time in her life, the kiss
that made him happier than a benediction, as he said,

"God bless you, little daughter. Good-by !" and rode
away.

As Theodora~ turned to go into the house a sudden gust
of wind rushed through the pines, sent herself scudding on,
and blowing open the door, entered before her.

"Dear me! you had better stayed out altogether than to
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have brought the storm in with you !" grumbled Miss Kelly
Parrott, crouching into the corner.

"The storm is up, sure enough," said Mrs. Wildman, as
the wind, shut out by the door, roared and raved, around
the walls of the house-" how ]I wish Basil could have been
persuaded to stay home."

"Humph! 'willful man will have his way'-he wanted his
liquor! and his game of all-fours! tell me! Pm n~t to be
deceived! A-nd it will serve him right if he is caught in a
storm," snapped Miss Kelly.

"Don't unnecessarily agitate yourself, my amiable friend,"
said Miss Elizabeth. "As yet there is only wind, and, as
that is against Basil's back, we may say it is a fair wind,
which only helps him along faster."

"My 'gracious! but it is right in~ poor .Mrs. Brunton'~
face and eyes-how upon the face o' the yeth will she ever
get along ?" ejaculated Mrs. Wildman.

"Humphl for my part I am 'of opinion that those who
are out of the house, will get along much better than those
who are in it! I'm sure any body ought to be paid for living
here at the risk o' their lives! Old barn! just feel how it
rocks-for all the world like a cradle."

Here a sudden blast of' wind' burst open the door with
~ueh violence that ~he carpet was blown up, and inner doors
and windows banged to, and it took the united strength of
Mrs. Wildman' and Miss Elizabeth to close and hold the
door, while Miss Kelly Parrottslipped the iron bars through
the staples to secure it. And then; as they returned to
their seats, the wind died away for a few minutes, and then
arose with a fierce shower of' hail, that, like a storm of bul-
lets, rattled upon the windows! And how the doors shook,
and how the house 'rocked in 'the blast! Suddenly peering
through the duller noises of the storm, sounded a shrill
human voice..- '

"Gpen F open, for the Lord's sake 1"

Miss Nelly Parroit, impelled by curiosity, was the first to
rush to the door and open it-when, to the astonishment of
all, Mrs. Brunton fled into the house, as if the demon of the
storm pursued her.

"Goodness gracious alive! the wind was' against me, and
the hail met me before I was a mile on my way, and I had
to fly back as fast as I could."

"Come to the fire, for goodness sake! You are all over
sleet 1" exclaimed old Mrs. Wildman, relieving the traveler
of her gray serge cloak and felt bonnet, and seating her in
the warmest corner of the hearth, while the other women,
exerting all., their strength against the power of the storm,
once more forced to and secured the door. "Light the
candle, Betsy~ it is as dark as midnight here now," said
old Mrs. Wildman, "and I can't see to pour out a cup of
coffee for Mrs. Brunton."

"Lor'! child, never mind me," interrupted the latter-
"I couldn't eat or drink a morsel! It does seem a tempting
of Providence to be attending to creature comforts, with
such a storm as this howling around the house-merciful
heaven! what was that ?" she suddenly broke off and ex-
claimed., as a terrific crash smote the house.

All simultaneously started up, and gazed upon each other
in terror-.~while the house still trembled under the shock.
At lasts-.

"It is that old Lombardy poplar that has fallen and
struck the gable end," said Miss Elizabeth-" it must have
injured the i~oof very badly. We shall be inundated if it
has."

They all sat down, pale, trembling, helpless, while the
storm increased in violence.

"Where is ~Mr. Wildman? Surely he did not go out,
after all ?"

"iYes, he did, Mrs. Brunton, just about fifteen minutes
after yourself."
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"Oh, Miss Elizabeth! do you think that he can have
reached Eyrie yet ?"

"Yes, my dear Theodora, I have no doubt he got there
before, or just about the time the hail began to fall."

"He cannot get back to-night ?"

"Of course not, my dear; he will not attempt it."
"Oh indeed I hope not."
The candles were now lighted; and Mrs. Wildman

poured out a cup of coffee for her guest, who, seated at the
table, was eating her supper, under protest, while the storm
beat against the old house, and at every fresh blast the old
timbers strained and cracked, as if at the next gust they
must give way altogether.

An hour passed by, and still there was no abatement in
the fury of the tempest. But through all its other noises-
through the howling and shrieking of the wind, and the
rattling of the sleet, and the crash of falling timbers, was
heard a sound more awful than all others-one continual,
thunderous roaring-it was the voice of Mad River, aug-
mented by a hundred mountain torrents, and swollen to a
flood.

"Good heaven! if Basil should be on his way back, and
attempt to cross that river !" exclaimed Theodora, in a sud-
den panic, that communicated itself to all around her, ex~
cept to Miss Elizabeth, who held to her first opinion, and
said-..

"Never fear, my child! Rash as he is, Basii would
never attempt to cross the mountain and the river through
such a storm as this."

"No, indeed, never !" added Mrs. Wildman, by way of
reassuring herself as well as Theodora.

Midnight arrived, and still the storm raged with undi-
minished fury, while the thunderous roaring of Mad River
now rendered conversation almost impossible. The family
were cowering around the fire. The fuel that had been
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brought in for the supply of the night, was now exhausted,
and the violence of the storm precluded the possibility of
obtaining more.

"Children! I think we had better all of us go to bed,"
said old Mrs. Wildman.

"Dear me !" shuddered her visitor-"to go to bed in such
a storm as this, would seem like a braving and a defying
Providence I"

And so the other members of the little circle seemed to
think, as they drew their shawls closer around them, and
cowered lower over the dying embers.

But after the climax of midnight the storm began gradu..
ally to subside. And in another hour, as the wind had
fallen, and the fire was out, and the room cold, Mrs. Wild-
man's recent proposal, that they should all retire to bed,
was received with more favor, and after a few minutes they
all separated for the night.

Mrs. Brunton was put into Helen's vacant chamber,
which was upon the same floor with Theodora's, and divided
from it only by a narrow passage.

Theodora could not compose herself to rest. She shut
the chamber-door, set the light into the empty fire-place,
and then opened the little gable-end window to look out at
the weather. The first object that met her touch was the
leaves and branches of the fallen poplar tree that had been
blown down against the roof, and now lay leaning to the
left of the window. The wind had entirely died away; but
the clouds were still heavy overhead, and the snow and
sleet was falling steadily. And now no sound was heard
but the deafening roar of Mad River.

"He will not surely attempt to return to-night," she said
to herself, vainly striving to conquer the anxiety that
preyed upon her heart, keeping her from the possibility of
sleep-an anxiety that she could scarcely support alone,
and yet which she did wish again uselessly to communicate



~1o~ VIVIA. THE SPECTRE. 411

1~o others. She closed her window, undressed herself, said
her prayers, put out her candle, and went to bed, but not
to sleep.

Meanwhile all the household were at rest.
Mrs~ l3runton in her room, across the little passage, in

the other gable, had covered herself up snugly in bed, and,
lulled by, the roaring of Mad River that came deadened
through the walls and closed shutters, she had fallen into a
deep and dreamless sleep, which had continued for an in-
definite time, when she was suddenly startled out of it by a
piercing shriek from the adjoining room. She sprang from
her bed in an instant, and stood shivering in a panic of
fear, and of cold, for some minutes before she could recover
herself and collect her scattered senses. Then she went to
Theodora's room, rapped gently at the door, pushed it open,
and entered. And she saw Theodora in her white robes
standing, ghost-like, in the darkness of the room.

"My dear child, what was the matter? Did you have
the nightmare? Did any thing frighten you 7"

"Hush! Speak lower, Mrs. Brunton! I hope I did
not wake up any one else with my scream !"

"No, child, I do not think you did.-they are too far off
-but the partitions are so thin between your room and
mine."

"Yes," said Theodora, going to the mantle-piece, and
scraping a match and lighting a candle.

"~*ood heaven! you are as white as a corpse I and might
be. one but for your trembling! My dear child, what upon
earth is the matter! You frighten me nearly out of my
senses only to look at you I"

"Sit down here by me, and I will tell you !" said Theo-
dora, replacing the lighted candle upon the mantle-piece,
and resting herself upon the side of the bed.

Mrs. Brunton, with her eyes distended with wonder, placed
herself by Theodora's side.

"What was it now, my dear ?"

"A. dream, a vision, a reality-I know not what! But
as I lay here with my eyes closed, unable to sleep, I sud..
denly heard what seemed to be the refrain of a song, sung
by a chorus-and as if in singing they had passed by, and
passed out of hearing

"Dear rue! did you make out the words?".
"Only one-the refrain of the vanishing chorus, was,

'Free! Free!'"
"What a strange, unaccountable thing I" exclaimed the

widow, incredulously; "it must have been a dream I"
"Listen further. Simultaneously with the sound of the

vanishing chorus, I opened my eyes, and there I saw, as
plainly as I ever saw him in my life, Basil Wildman, pale as
death, and dripping wet, like one freshly come from a strug-
gle in the waves! I thought it was Thruself wet and weary
from the storm, and the passage of Mad River, and I started
up to speak to him, when the arm was stretched out with a
benignant and a valedictory gesture, as the vision vanished
from sight. Then it was that I shrieked! And all this,
from first to last, passed in an instant !"

"It was a. dream, child! a remarkably distinct dream!
that was all," said Mrs. Brunton, shuddering, in spite of
her own incredulity.

"Perhaps it was. Listen! What o'clock was that 7"
"It struck three."
"The night is far advanced! oh, howl wish it was

morning."
"Try to sleep, child."
"Oh! I cannot, Mrs. Brunton; i ax~p sick with nervous-

ness. But do you go."
"Oh. no, .I~ have had my sleep out, honey. I will not

leave you," said the kind woman, as she took a blanket
from.the bed, and wrapped Theodora in it.
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Theodora then bowed her head, and buried h6r face in
her own lap.

Mrs. Brunton wrapped herself in another blanket, and
sat down, and so they remained until the first faint gray
dawn of morning.

As Mrs. Brunton raised her head and perceived the pale
gray dawn faintly penetrating the chamber, she arose,
walked to the mantel-piece, turned the dimly burning tallow
candle down into its socket, and then went and opened the
window-shutters to admit the light of day.

Theodori~ got up and went to her side, and they both
looked out.

The scene baffled description. The neighborhood was
almost unrecognizable. The face of the country was
changed. They seemed to have been in one night trans-
ported to the polar regions. The parallel north and south
ridges of mountains enclosing the valley, were the only
steadfast and familiar features in the scenery. And even
they were, in form and appearance, modified by avalanches
of snow, drifted upon hills of torn and broken forests., The
valley between them was broken up into huge artificial
rocks, and ravines of i~e and snow. And Mad River run-
fling through the midst of these, roared and raged beneath
its prison walls of ice, like some caged wild beast. So ap-
peared the whole face of the country. Nearer the home-
stead, every pathway between the dwelling-house and out-
buildings was blocked up by great heaps of drifted snow.
Beside the window through which these women gazed, lay
the fallen monarch of the grove, the huge poplar-tree, sup-
ported by the roof o~ the ho use, and supporting in its turn
an avalanche.

"Whew! a bad look out !" exclaimed the widow, closing
the window, quickly, after an instant's view.

"You must content yourself to stay with us a week at
least, Mrs. Brunton," said Theodora.

"I do not know but you are right, my child! There
never was such a climate as ours! one can never put the
least confidence in the weather !"

"But we can do our best to accommodate ourselves to its
exigencies. And so, as we have no fire, we must hasten to
dress. By-the-way, Mrs. Brunton, do not speak below
stairs of my strange dream~; it would, perhaps, increase the
anxiety of the family."

"No, surely not! Are you cold, or are you nervous,
child, that you shake so ?"

"Both, I believe. I do not feel so fearful now that day
has returned; but, oh !-"

"What ?"
"Nothing! I won't tempt misfortune by cowardice."
They dressed in haste, and went down stairs; One of the

negro~ boys had plowed his own body through the drifted
snow, to bring wood to the house, and had made a large
fire in the sitting-room, where, (as the old kitchen was
rendered untenantable by the weather} Mrs. Wildman was
preparing breakfast, while Miss Elizabeth was setting the
table.

"My patience alive, children! did you ever see sich.
weather as this? Basil won't be able to get back to-day,
nor to-morrow nyther, I'm thinking! However, ef it wasn't
for being uneasy about him, I shouldn't mind it, seeing there
is nothing can be done on the farm now," said the old
woman, setting a hot loaf of bread on the table.

"But there is no cause of uneasiness, Mrs. Wildinan,"
said Theodora,, anxious to reassure herself.

"No-~-there's no rate cause, I s'pose; but you know
what human natur is, child! it can't ~ever be satisfied un-
less it sees. ~3ut, pshaw! there aint no cause; Basil aint
a fool! He never would have started to come back such a
night as last night," concluded the old woman, as she set
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the last dish upon the table, and called the family around
her.

After breakfast, Theodora took her place at the window
that commanded the way toward Eyrie. I said "way," for
the steep and narrow bridle-path, and the broad winding
road above, was now entirely obliterated, and so changed
was the side of the mountain, with its torn forests and drifted
snows, that it was difficult to recognize the exact locality
of that path. and road.

"The earth really looks as if it were resolved back into
original chaos," said Theodora to Miss Elizabeth, who came
to her side.

"In my long life I remember but one such a storm. It
was nearly fifty years ago," replied Miss Elizabeth, as she
sat down and took up her work-basket.

Theodora essayed to help her as usual, but the burden
of anxiety pressing her heart, rendered every second of pass-
ing time, and every stich of ~needleWork, tedious beyond
measure.

The temperature of the atmosphere had considerably
moderated, and toward noon a thaw had set in.

"If it keeps on this way the snow will soon run off," re-
marked old Mrs. Wildman, who, by way of helping to pass
a heavy day, was carefully dressing a turkey for dinner.

Through all the afternoon and evening it continued to
thaw. The melted snow-drifts from the mountain sides ran
down in torrents, plowing new ravines in their resistless
course. The banks of ice along the margin of Mad River
were broken up, and that stream, fearfully augmented by
the new tributaries from th~ mountains, overflowed its bed
and flooded all the galley, carrying devastation and ruin in
its course.

The whole group of the Red Ridge building was placed
* far above any danger from the flood; but from their point
of safety the family watched with the deepest commiseration

the destruction going on below them. As the waters arose
they covered first the fences and low land-marks, next small
cabins and cottages of one story in height, then taller dwell-
~ng houses, barns, stables and so forth, until the valley was
submerged, and over it rolled an inland sea whose shores
were the encircling mountains.* Over the surface of this
water floated fragments of the wreck-small cabins buoyed
up like boats, articles of household furniture borne out upon
the waves, tables, settees, cradles, sideboards, etc., floated
on with the struggling and drowning forms of horses, cows,
and sheep.

"Old as U am, never have I seen such a flood as this-...
never I" cried old Mrs. Wildman in dismay. "'Lisabeth,
child, there's an old spy-glass in the back loft. Do go and
bring it and let us try if we can see what has become of the
people."

Miss Elizabeth obeyed, and the old instrument was cleaned
and adjusted, and Theodora, as having the youngest eyes,
was placed at the look-out. Groups of men, women, and
children were then seen toiling for life upon the mountain
side toward the refuge of the convent-in another direction
other groups were making the best of their way up to Mount
Storm-and besides these-still others unseen, because
concealed by the declivity of the mountain, were toiling up
the steep to Red Ridge. All these had doubtless made their
escape before the waters reached a height to render escape
impossible. Theodora turned the glass, sweeping the whole
expanse of waters before resigning her point of view.

"I think that the people must all have escaped," said
Theodora, laying down the glass.

"Lord grant it I" and "Amen," responded the others.
It was growing too dark to resume the use of the spy-

glass, and so ~that instrument was restored to its place, and

* Those who have seen the spring floods of Harper's Ferry, and other such
places, will recognize this picture.
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the troubled family circle gathered once more around their
hearth.

Scarcely had they composed themselves, however, when a
bustle in the yard, followed by a knock at the outer door,
arrested their attention, and announced an arrival. Theo-
dora ran and opened the door, and found some, half-dozen
of their poorer neighbors, refugees from the flood, wanting
admittance.

Succor was most affectionately given them. Fresh fuel
was thrown upon the fire; the warmest seats by the hearth
were offered, and the table set; and all this was done amid
the warmest expressions of sympathy.

The news the visitors brought went no further than
to confirm the previous observations of the family. The
flood, they said, had been very destructive, carrying away
property and drowning cattle; but as far as they knew
destroying no human life.

"And where is Mr. Basil?" at length inquired one of
the refugees.

"Ahi he went to Eyrie yesterday afternoon, ~nd has
been kept there by the storm and the flood ever since. I
hope he will be able to get home to-morrow," replied old
Mrs. Wildman.

But now that her guests had warmed themselves, the
state of their clothing required attention. They were wet
and muddy above the knees. And Miss Elizabeth conducted
them up stairs and supplied them with clean and dry cloth~
ing, which they put on while Mrs. Wildrnan below stairs
prepared for them a comforting meal.

After supper the family and their guests gathered around
the hearth-no one could think of going to bed or to
sleep.

Towar~l morning the waters began to subside. The ebb
was rapid. At sunrise the watchers looking out saw that
the higher grounds of the valley were already bare though

desolated, and that the flood was fast returning to~wai~d2th~
channel of Mad River. The destruction of prb~ertT!they
knew must be immense, though the precise amount: of loss
had yet: to be ascertained.

Returning from their look out, the watchersg were pre-
vailed upon by old Mrs. Wildman to lie down and take
some rest, while herself ~ind Theodora' remained to prepare
breakfast for their now large company.

a Can Basil possibly return: to-day, do you think ?" iu~
quired Theodora of the 'old woman.

"Indeed, it is :hard telling; child. The roads must be
half leg deep in mud in some* places-if there was to ~onie
a freeze now, the traVeling mightn't be so bad)" replied
Mrs. Wildman, bustling about in her preparations.

In the course 'of an 'hour~ the room was put in drdor and
the breakfast made ready. Theodora went up stairs to
sumn 'on the 'family, but 'returntrig~ reported that~ all their
friends, worn out with watching, were fast asl~e~, and ad~.
"vised 'that they sho~tld not be wakened. Therefore the old
Wotnan>and the young on~ took' each a cup of coffeewhich
having drank, they sat' 'down to wait the 'walking of their
guests.

'The house wa~ so still that old Mrs. Wildman, exhausted
with her long vigil, began to nod, whereupon The6dor~i
arose' and closed the shutters, darkening the room, andthen
returned to her seat. The aged woman was soon fast asleep
in her easy-chair. And, Theodora, notwithstanding' the
'vague and rather unreasonable anxiety that troubled her,
began to feel the influence of s(nniber stealing over her
senses. But as 'often as she sunk into sleep she was startled
'out of that state by a strange shock of remorse and alarm,
as irrational at~ jt was incomprehensible and uncontrolhible.
When this had occurred several times, she became so ner-
vous as to be unable 'to sit' ~tiIl.

8he arose 'quietly and lo~ied at the clock-it was Very
26
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late In the forenoon. Mrs. Wildman still slept. She went
spftly up the stairs and listened. Her visitors gave no signs
of ivaking. The unaccountable feeling of gloom and terror
that oppressed her spirits, grew almost intolerable. She
-was rettirning down stairs when a knocking at the outer
door arrested her atteiltiQil and quickened her footsteps.
She hurried down with the vague impression that some
other homeless victim of the flood needed shelter. She
-opeited the door to find there only their own boy Jim,
while at an angle of the, house, a group of strange negroes,
-#tji frightened looks, gathered around some object that
tJ~eir forms concealed. Jim's own face was ashy gray
:wlth fear, or it might be with illness, for he had but just
left his bed;

"Why, Jim, my boy, you ought not to be up; but what
is the matter ?"

*~Oh, Miss Teodora! please go in and a~ Miss Lis'abet'
.to come here."

"Miss Elizabeth is very tired, and has gone to sleep.-.
;VJh~V will not I do? Do those poor people want food and
shelter ?" she asked kindly, stepping out.

Jim raised both hands to prevent her.
"Oh.! Miss Teodora! dont you go there! not you! not

y0u!"
Theodora turned very pale through an accession of that

unaccountable terror that now seemed about to be ex-
plained.

"Stand aside-let me go! what is it? what have those
men there ?" she breathlessly inquired.

~" Miss Teodora! now, for the Lord's sake! oh, Miss
'Lisabet! I'm so glad you're come! 'Suade her to go in I"
.said Jim, as Miss Elizabeth unexpectedly joined the party,
-inquiring-

"What has happened, Jim ?"

"Let her go in first, and I will show you."
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"Go in, dear Theodora."
"No, Miss Elizabeth, I cannot. I must see the worst,

once foi~ all I" she replied, passing them, and hurrying to-
ward the grout).

They followed fast, and overtook her just as she reached
the spot. The negroes, with grave and respectful looks,
bowed, and moving to the right and left, gave way.

And there, in the midst of them, lay the dead body of
Basil Wildman.

"My Lord! my Lord !" cried Miss Elizabeth, while
Theodora, half-fainting, sank upon her knees beside the
corpse.

A groan from behind fell upon Miss Elizabeth's ear, and
turning, saw old Mrs. Wildman standing pale, tearless, and
-after that first groan.-perfectly silent, gazing upon her
dead. At first, the shock had been too great to draw forth
tears; but the mute despair of that aged woman melted
Elizabeth's terror-frozen heart, and clasping her sister to
her bosom, she wept bitterly, while still Theodora knelt by
the side of the corpse, supporting its head on her bosom.

"Don't-it's no use, Betsy," said old Mrs. Wildman, re-
leasing herself from her sister's arms; and then, turning to
the negroes, she said-

"Take him up, children~gentle..there..gentle.......a 1 1 ~
bring him in."

The compassionate and respectful assistants carefully
obeyed this order, and following Mrs. Wildman, and ac-
com~anied by Theodora and Miss Elizabeth, conveyed the
dead body into the house and up the stairs and into a
chamber, where they laid it, for the present, on a bed.

All the guests of the house were now up, and, frightened
and distressed at the tragic event that had come to their
knowledge, gathered to the room of death to tender their
services, if the case were such that these should be re-
quired.
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Upon inquiry of the negroes, it was. ascertained that,
after the retiring of the water, the body had been found
by them near the banks of Mad RiVer, where it had proba-
bly been cast by the flood, and where the clothing had
been caught by the thorn-bushes among which it was
thrown.

Upon subsequent investigation it was discovered that
Basil Wildman, upon the night of his death, had reached
Fyrie just at the commencement of the storm-that he had
got letters from the post-office, and then, against the advice
and entreaties of all his friends present, had set out on his
return home, saying, poor fellow, in allusion to his old
habits, that if the elements were going to have a night of
it, it was no reason why he should do the same; that the
weather would grow worse and worse until morning, and
thgt. the family would sit up and be anxious until he should
retQru; finally, that he would get home in less than an hour,
and did not mind exposing himself for that length of time
to the storm.

The deduction from all the circumstances was, that upon
the night of the tempest, Basil Wildman had been drowned
in the attempt to cross Mad River.

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE EXECUTION.

Oh, Thought! Oh, Memory! gems forever heaping
High in the illumined chambers of the mind;
And thou, divine Imaginadon, keeping
Thy lamp's lone star 'mid shadowy hopes enshrined;
How, in one moment, rent and disentwined
At some mysterious touch, apart they fall-
Your glorious combinations !-broken all!
As the sand-pillars by the desert's wind
Scattered to whirling dust !-Hernan8.

SINCE the death of Basil, old Mrs. Wildman had sunk
into a state of gentle apathy and helplessness, and there was
none to take his place or hers upon the farm; unless, indeed,
Theodora could find strength and skill for the duty. Eliza-
beth could not, at her age and with her nature, change the
whole conduct of her life, and, from a sitting-room seam.
stress, become an agriculturist. Miss Nelly Parrott was
efficient only in the art of insolent Sponging. Thus three
helpless old women were, in a manner, cast upon the care
of Theodora, who, with her fragility and lameness, was in
some respects the most helpless of all-her only advantage
over the others being her possession of youth and non-pos-
session of unchangeable habits.

Thus, as the winter advanced towards spring, and she
missed the bustle incident to the season on the farm, and
noticed the apathy of the aged mother and the quiet de-
spondency of Elizabeth, it entered her mind that upon her-
self depended ~the salvation of this family from poverty and
ruin. Then she took a general view of her own capabilities
and of the resources of the plaoe.

(421)
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For herself, from having lived all her life in the cGutltry,

she possessed some knowledge of agriculture, gathered from
involuntary observation, and she had good-will and good
sense enough to improve this knowledge. She was very
delicate in organization, it is true, but then she was not
ill, and though her motion in walking was still that of a
crippled bird, she moved without difficulty or pain.

As for the farm, the field of wheat sown before Christmas
was growing finely. There was one yoke of oxen and one
draught horse-the other horse having been drowned with
his maste~. Of farm laborers there were but two-Jim and
another younger boy. There were, besides, an aged man
and woman, long superannuated, and living now upon the
bounty of their owners. Jim was the only efficient aid
upon whom Theodora could depend. But she wished not
to undertake any thing in her inexperience without consult-
ing Mrs. Wildman. So, one day, when the snow had all
disappeared, she said to the old woman:

"Well, Mrs. Wildman, what do you want done on the
farm ?"

"Nothing, child-.it don't matter."
"Shall Jim plow the brook field ?"

~" It don't matter, honey."
"Shall he plow up the clover field and prepare it for

planting corn 7"
"Never mind."
"I know it is a great deal too early to sow corn yet, but

we might get the ground ready, unless there is something
else that ought to be done first-is there 7"

"What, honey ?"
"Any thing that ought to be done before we plow those

two fields ?"
"Lord, child, it ain~t no use-nothin' ain't !" said the

old woman, quietly, almost complacently composing herself.
"Yes! you may say that! but I wonder how you think

we are till going to live? If I called myself the head of a
family, I wouldn't sit there smiling like an idiot, and letting
people want for bread 1" exclaimed Miss Parrott.

"It's all one, Nelly," replied the old lady very meekly.
"All one, is it ?-'tisn't all one I I do believe you're get-

ting into your dotage," snapped Miss Parrott.
Theodora seeing that old Mrs. Wildman was no longer

able even to give advice and direction, was fain to take
counsel with her poor assistant, Black Jim. And thus
under not very favorable auspices the spring work on the
farm was commenced. She had not counted upon all the
difficulties that stood in the way. The family were in want
of groceries, and as Theodora had not a dollar in her own
possession she applied to Miss Elizabeth.

"Lord, child, I haven't a cent of money I Where should
I get it? I haven't a single hand hired out! they are all
on the farm."

"I know-but are there no funds in the house? I do
not like to trouble Mrs. Wildman, because she is so-a1~sent-
minded.-..-aud just in proportion as she is brought to thinic
she is brought to suffer."

"I know it, my dear! leave her alone; it would be use~
less, besides, for she has no money. It took every cent to
pay for poor Basil's funeral, and left us in debt besides, I
suppose."

"And there is really no money in the house ?"
"No-I think we had better sell something-the yoke

of oxen for instance."
Theodora was really shocked at this proposal, betraying

as it did so much improvidence in the mind of her friend.
"But, Miss KElizabeth, to sell our sole yoke of oxen

would indeed ~be the beginning of ruin! that is not to be
thought of for a moment."

"Well, child, I don't know any thing about out-of-door
matters; bitt I do know the groceries are nearly all out, and

42% v 171 A.
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that there is no money in the house to get more. It is a
great pity Basil threw away so much money going to the
springs last summer. But he always would spend faster
thanihe could wake."

"IFush, don't reproach the dead. He never spent ~iuch
on himself, or spared much from his friends. When did
ever that rich, full heart understand the poverty of the
pocket, and close itself against the demands of friendship
~r of charity ?"

* ~That: is true-.-but.---it has left his family in great
straits."

The grain was growing finely, promising a rich harvest,
and upon this prospect, Theodora, seeing no other way of
supplying the immediate and pressing necessities of the
family, thought she would go to Eyrie and get credit for
such articles as they most needed. So the draught horse
was put in the old gig and Jiimn summoned to drive it. And
thus sh& went to the village grocery store.

"Tam glad to see you, madam. I was just about to send
a messeflger to Red Ridge, and your appearance has very
agreeably forestalled my purpose," said the proprietor,
bowing said haiiding a folded paperto his customer.

With a sinking heart Theodora opened it, and found it
to be a bill for the last year's groceries, ending the pre-
ceding January. She looked at the foot of the long
column of figures, and seeing the amount, could scarcely
suppress a cry-it was over three hundred dollars.

"I will take this with me," she replied in a trembling
voice;

'~ And-I should be very much obliged by an early set~
element, madam. I have a large note to pay in a few days,
and-"

"I fear I shall not be able to settle this account in time
for your note, sir. In a few months I shall apply for letters
of administration upon the estate of my deceased husband,

and then all claims shall be faithfully discharged," said~
Theodora. But with an unpaid bill like that staring her
in the face, she had not courage to give an order for the
supplies she needed.

Bidding the dissatisfied tradesman good~morning, she
directed Jim to drive to the shoe store, where she had also
some purchases to make on credit. Without leaving her
seat in the gig, she sent in the measures by Jim, who, after
an absence of fifteen minutes returned, bearing the packet
of shoes, and accompanied by the shopkeeper, who bowing,
presented his bill for the whole preceding year, saying,

"We generally send out bills on the first week of Janu-
ary; but delayed this upon account of the affliction of your
family, ma'am."

"I thank you for your consideration, sir," said Theodora,
growing paler as she received the account.

"Js it possible that the shoe-bill of a family of six white
persons and four negroes, can amount to one hundred dollars
a year, and their grocery-bill to three hundred? It is to me
almost incredible; but then I am inexperienced, and conse~~
quently ignorant; I must look over the items." Then
aloud, to the storekeeper she said, "Sir, I will pay you a
portion of this bill at least, from the very first funds that
come into my hands. In the mean time I do not wish to
open a new account while the old one remains unsettled."

And Theodora handed back the packet.
The shoe merchant looked in her face to see the hidden

cause of her unusual movement, and seeing nothing there
but gentleness, sadness, and sincerity, he answered, kindly
and respectfully,

"That does not make the slightest difference, Mrs. Wild-
man. iPray le~ your servant take charge of the bundle. I
confidently relied on the continuance of your family's cus-
tom."

'~ Ah, sir 1" replied the simple and unworldly Pheodora,1

A
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"unless our affairs take a favorable change, our custom
would not be a great profit, even if it were not a great loss.
I had no idea how much we were in arrears until I came to
town."

The creditor looked grave-but to his credit be it placed,
that he did not fail either in humanity or delicacy.-Theo-
dora soon took leave. There was a bottle of Stouten's
Bitters wanted for the old lady, and Theodora drove around
to the druggist to get with the medicine a long bill of the
year's drugs.

"Twenty-five dollars! Jim! do you give calomel and
quinine to the cattle ~ she inquired of her factotum, on re-
entering the gig.

"Law! no, Miss Teodory-surely not !"
"We, ten human creatures, Saxon and African, never

could have swallowed the tenth part of this medicine, and
in one year, and survive the effects."

"Hi ! law! Miss Teodory, don't you know when any
poor body comed to Marse Basil or Miss Lizzy, for distancee
..-and they hadn't no money-(as they generally hadn't-.-.for
what should a gentleman or a lady as has grocers, and
druggers and all to command, want of money ?)-they guy
~

A light broke on Theodora's mind. Basil, with his usual
reckless generosity, and undiscriminating charity, had been
feeding and clothing others besides his own family.

Theodora wished next to go into the village dry-goods
store to purchase on credit for Mrs. Wildman a much needed
Sunday gown. But dreading to face another unpaid bill,
she was leaving the village, when she found her precautions
all in vain; for a young shopman came running out with
flying hair and flying coat-skirts, and holding in his band a
fresh folded paper-hailed the driver of the gig.

Jim understanding the face of affairs, put whip to his
borse with~ the intention of running away.

"Oh, Jim! Jim! never do that !" said Theodora, laying
hold of the reins; "to the right about! face the enemy, Jim 1"

"To hail we-dem in the public street !" exclaimed Jim,
indignantly; and he jerked the reins so sharply and sud~
denly as to make the horse rear.

When the beast was quieted, the young shopman ap-
proached, and with many apologies, presented the account
of his employer.

"I will attend to it as soon as possible," said Theodora,
receiving the paper.

The young man bowed and retired.
"Two hundred and fifty dollars for dry-goods; three

hundred and seventeen for groceries; one hundred and three
for shoes; twenty-five for drugs. Nearly seven hundred
dollars in all-to say nothing of other unpaid bills of which
I may be yet ignorant. Jim! can you give a guess about
what our crops will bring this year ?"

"Law, Miss Teodory, nobody can't tell much about
craps, ma'am, in March! 'Spose we had good, tolerable
wettish wedder, wid no 'stroyin' storms, and nyther no
drout-we have good craps. 'Spose we have ither a long
drout, or else sev'al 'structive storms, to say nothing~ o'
'stroyin' wermin an' plagues o' Egypt, why you know your-
self, it 'ould spoil all; and all our labor dead loss 1"

"Yes! I know all that! but I trust in lilleaven that none
of' these fatal casualties will happen. I mean if all goes on
as well as usual; can you give a rough guess as to what
will be the profits of the year? In a word-Jim, these
bills tha.t the shopkeepers-"

"The low-life, white niggers! as if they couldn't o' waited;
I 'dare to Marster, I could hardly sit still on my seat and
listen to 'em !~'

"Hush, you forget yourself; you must not say such
things, least of all in my presence. The men were respect-
ful; I have no fault to find with them. I was about to say
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to yotl, that the amount of their claims is nearly seven
hundred dollars. Now do you think the profits of the farm
will be much over that ?"

"My goodness, Miss Teodory! I heard Marse Basil
say how the'place hadn't brought in five hundred dollars a

rear since he knew it I"
Theodora groaned in spirit, but then said aloud-.
"A. great deal of money was laid out upon it last year..~

therefore it must produce more this year. And yet, alas!
I have known even such sure speculations as those to fail I"

They were winding down the mountain path, a descent
not without danger, and so difficult as to require the greatest
care on the part of the driver-and Theodora fell into silence
that remained unbroken until the gig was drawn up before
the farm-house.

"Well! well, my dear, what fortune ?" inquired Miss
Elizabeth, as Theodora entered the sitting-room.

The girl shook her head and smiled sadly as she sat down
and drew off her gloves.

"'Went out for wool, and came home shorn ?"' exclaimed
the amiable Miss Parrott.

Theodora took no notice of spiteful speeches addressed to
herself' but proceeded to take off her bonnet and shawl
and put them aside.

"Well, honey," said poor old Mrs. Wildman, looking up
from her corner; "well, my child, did you get the rale
gun-powder tea? first quality, you know ?-I can't drink
poor stuff."

"No! she didn't get first quality! nor second quality! nor
yet third quality! she couldn't even get trusted for 'poor
stuff!' Serves her right, and you too! See what you've
brought yourself to in your old days !"

"AhI Lord; I have done the best I could, Nelly.-.and
if it was all in vain-still I can bear it."

"You can bear it! Yes, you! you've a right to bear

it! but you've no right to bring innocent people like me
to want! Where shall I get a cup of tea to-night, and to-
morrow and next day-where ?"

"In Bedlam, Miss Nelly !" said Theodora, quietly fixing
the semi~maniac with her firm gaze.

"G-r-r-r-r--- !" hissed Miss Nelly between a panic and~
fury, showing her teeth and shaking her fists at Theodora,
who very calmly received that graphic demonstration of
feeling.

The nearest and, for the present moment, the most~ im-
portunate care on the girl's mind was the old lady's supper.
How could she ever make it without tea, that had become
to the latter a real necessary of life.

"May there not be a teaspoonful remaining in the bot-
tom of the caddy, that will do to make her a cup of tea?
If there is only enough for her, we, you know, can do with-
out it for to-night; to-morrow, I will find means of replen-
ishing the grocery-closet," said Theodora to Miss Elizabeth,
as she went to the cupboard, as bare as that of old Mother
Hubbard, and turned up the tea-caddy. '~ Yes! I do de-
clare, there is half an ounce left-enough to last hex~ to-
night and to-morrow morning, and I am as glad as if I had
found a small fortune."

The next day Theodora once more put the services of
Jim, the horse and the gig, in requisition, and went to Eyrie,
to the shop of the watchmaker and silversmith, where she dis-
posed of her own gold watch-the ~gift of Yivia-for a little
less than its original cost. And then she went to. the
grocery store, and laid in a supply of groceries, telling the
shopkeeper, as she settled for them, that she should prefer to
purchase only with cash until the old bill should be settled.

"It was right. Vivia herself would be the first tOk ap-
prove the act. - I must not let a morbid attachment to in-
animate objects, gifts of love though they are, cause, me
to fail in love and care to those human beings looking to
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me for comfort," said Theodor~i, sighing, and endeavoring
to soothe the pain she felt in leaving behind the cherished
gift of Vivia while she journeyed home.

The family were thus made comfortable for some months.
Those among them who remained in ignorance of their em-
K~rrassments were comparatively happy. But Theodora, who

had gradually acquainted herself with the amount of the lia-
bilities of Basil Wildman's estate, found in old and new claims
an accumulated sum of several thousand dollars. Creditors,
to give them their due, are not generally a persecuting
class-they are "more sinned against than sinning." Cer-
tainly the old creditors of the Wildman family had been
patient for many years, some of them had even withdrawn
their suits; but the death of the head of a family is always
the signal for the rallying of claimants around the estate.
Creditors must be expected to assist at the "cutting up."
Therefore bailiffs and collectors, and also their principals
and employers, were rather frequent apparitions at Red
Ridge. Theodora always received them, taking upon her
own sensitive and gentle heart the . brunt and burden of
all rude and humiliating encounters and interviews. The
greater number of these unwelcome visitors were generally
respectful, yet a few were particularly otherwise.

~~In the d-l's name, madam! when is this account to
be settled ?" asked the rudest of this latter class, who, one
morning in June, had frightened Theodora with a visit.

"I have told you, sir," she said, "that if our crops thrive
I will pay you after harvest, and after we sell the wheat."

"If your crops thrive! Don't you know, madam, that
the crops are perishing on the fields under this drought ?"

"If that be so, sir, the worst that can happen to your
claim, will be that it will lay over until the end of the year
that the law allows us, when I shall take out letters of ad-
ministration that will authorize tue to sell a portion of the
property to satisfy all just claims against the estate'."
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"We shall see, madam!. we aball see !" exclaimed this
wan, clapping his hat upon his head, and leaving the room
and the ho~l8e~

Theodorakbad become accustomed to tliis~ species of in-
sane anger and pointless threats; but she never could grow
reconciled to the heartless and brainless brutality that
stigated them. The arrival of such a visitor as the las,
always shocked and terrified her, and his departure left her
trembling and exhausted.

Alas! apparently from bad to worse tended the fortunes
of the afflicted family of Red Ridge. I say "apparently,"
for it is a question whether in such visitations of sorrow,
there is any absolute evil.

June ended, but the drought continued.
"Heaven help us, then," said the farmers, "if we do

not have rain."
July came, and passed without even so much as a shower.
"If this weather continues, all our cro~~s,~will be lost,"

they said.
August came and passed. The wheat crop had been

ruined; but there was still a possibility of the late corn
being saved.

"The Lord only knows what will become of us, if he
does not send rain," said Theodora; and, in other words,
many more anxious people besides her.

Oh! rain! rain! it was hoped for, wished for, called for
in the homes, and prayed' for in the churches! Oh! rain!
rain! the poor panting cattle on the parched and calcined
meadows, supplicated for it, in their mute suffering-in
their choked and panting throats and dry, out-hanging
tongues and haggard eyes! Oh! rain! rain! But it came
not. And 6nJy He-the Infinite Wisdom-who formed this
earth and knew her every unsearchable secret, knew also
why he sent that long, long drought, and why it was neces-
sary to bring up the deeply sunken powers of the
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which would afterward compensate one season of scarcity
with many succeeding seasons of unpreoede~t~4~~undance.
The rain came not as yet; and the suspect ~th0~tria1, and
the' agony of i~l~ earth and her children w~tr\ ~ The dry
and, burning heat produced some of the worst effects of

~ st. The crops had perished; tl~e leaves on the trees and
* ushes withered, dried up, and fell, leaving the stems and
branches as. naked in August as in mid-winter; the grass
had withered from the fields, the very ground from which it
* sprung was dried to powder; rivers had shrunken to their
channel~,: and many lesser streams were lost; many springs
were entirely dry, and many more were at the lowest ebb
of water, so scant and brackish as to create faster than it
satisfied thirst.
* "If the Lord should permit this state of the atmosphere
to continue, more of us should die of thirst than ~
said. 'Miss Elizabeth, turning with aversion from the saltish
water she ha4A4ust tasted.

"It will n&w~ last; it cannot last; our Lord is good; I
feel sure this drought was necessary, without knowing why
or wherefore. We cannot know all the mysteries of nature,
and all the Divine system of economies in the creation and
preservation of the earth, and their functions."
.7 "But whydo you think so, my dear? How can such
a great and general calamity be for the good of the earth ?"

'~ Just: because it was a great 'general calamity sent by
~ur Lord; and such as he would not send to be fruitless
of final benefit-..because I have the warmest, brightest
faith in. the perfect wisdom, goodness, and power of our
]?ather."

Thus, by her loving faith, this. unlearned girl had divined
what the 'science of the chemist and geologist has since
demonstrated-namely, that an occasional long and severe
drought is necessary to draw the deeply sunken mineral

rs of the soil up to the earth's surface; and the

dreaded droughts, once superstitiously believed to be the
visitations of wrath by an angry God, are now known as
visitations of Divine love-features of Divine economy.

But however beneficial in its ultimate results, the drought
was, in its immediate effects, very disastrous. The wealth..
iest farmers felt their losses sensibly; while the less wealth~.
were seriously distressed; and the poor were nearly ruined.
Nor did the mischief stop with the agriculturists. Towns
and villages draw their living from the country; farmers,
disappointed in their crops, in their turn disappointed the
struggling tradesmen and professional men of the villages-
by omitting to pay old debts and making new cash pur-
chases; these tradesmen in their turn failed to meet the
notes held by importers and wholesale merchants of large
cities; finally these, by the non-payment of the hundreds of
country merchants, their customers, were unable to meet
the claims of home and foreign manufacturers; and the
effects of the drought, beginning with the farmers, was felt
through the whole length and breadth of the land, and
from the one extreme of the social scale to~ the other;
it was felt from Maine to Louisiana-from Wisconsin to
Florida; from the wealthy importer, with his fleets of mer-
chantmen traversing the ocean, with his city palace and his
country villa, and who experienced a temporary embarrass-
ment for the want of a fe.w hundred thousands, down to the
poor seamstress in her little room, whose work and whose
food fell short, because her customers were no longer able
to purchase new clothing or to put out their needlework.

Our little valley of Mad River and village of Eyrie had
their full share of trouble; the destruction of the crops
had been complete; wheat, rye, oats, corn, and tobacco, had
all been destroyed; the village shopkeepers' ricbest harvest
was immediately after that of the farmers, who, upon the
sale of their crops, always paid up old debts' and made
liberal cash purchases, and then opened new accounts. But
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now that there was no harvest in the valley, there were no
customers ,for the village-and the small tradesmen there,
always with notes to pay, never free from the fear of in.
solvency, were now upon the bvink of that commercial pre-
cipice.

If the late Basil Wildman's creditors now pressed hig
widow very cruelly, it was because they themselves were
severely pressed. Theodora had but one answer for every
one: "Tho crops have failed, as you see; early in the New
Year I shall administer upon the estate and pay every
debt; until then, I can do nothing." And as the law gave
her this period for preparation, the most impatient among
the claimants were forced to wait.

In the ~mean time the necessities of the family were sup.
plied by Theodora: The sum from the sale of the watch
had kept them in groceries for months; and when that was
exhausted, a diamond ring, another gift of Vivia, was sold
for half lt~ value, and the money applied to the uses of the
family; next a pair of bracelets followed; then a brooch;
then a picture of Saint Genevieve at the siege of Paris, ~
relic of Theodora's old days of enthusiasm, that had es-
caped the marauding hands of the Thogmortons, was sold
at the Seminary for a reasonably fair price. Thus, by the
disposal of her own personal effects, she kept the family
supplied with the necessaries and even the comforts of life,
and that without contracting a. single debt, until the close
of the year. She might indeed have spared her own
jewelry and supplied the family necessities by the sale of
the old family plate; but this plate she respected as a por-
tion of the estate, not to be disposed of until letters of ad-
~in~stration gave her the legal authority to do so.

Early in January these necessary letters were taken out
and the settlement of the claims commenced. Claims in
all of several thousand dollars having to be satisfied, it be-
came necessary to offer for sale a portion of the land. It'
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was surveyed and divided in half, and a day appointed for
its sale at auction. The day came and many visitors also
to see the sport, but none to bid for the land; thus the first
auction failed, and a second day was appointed. Upon
this occasion the auctioneer counseled Theodora to have
some friend upon the spot to bid against any grasping am!
dishonorable person who might be inclined to take advan-
tage of the circumstances to get the land for a merely
nominal price, and thus, in fact, commit a legal robbery.

"That land," said Theodora, "has been valued at seven
thousand dollars. Our debts are nearly four thousand. I
am willing, in this emergency, that the property should go
at much less than its real value; but if sold at all, it must
be sold for a sum sufficient to cover all our debts."

Thus the counter bidder was engaged; and when the
time appointed for the auction arrived, and the curious
crowd gathered, and the land was put up, and the would-be
purchaser began bidding, he was opposed by the other,
who had been instructed to outbid him up to four thousand
dollars. But the former saved the latter that trouble; he
was perfectly willing to give a thousand dollars for land
worth seven times as much, but when his opponent raised
his bids to one thousand five hundred, the former ceased
and left the ~spot; and the auction for the second time
failed. A third day was appointed with no better success;
a crowd collected, bra no one bid over two thousand dob
lars; they seemed unable or unwilling, while times were
so "hard," and money so "tight," to give more, while they
soon learned that the land would not be permitted to go
at that price. A fourth day was appointed and proved1
the most unlucky of all, for n&t a soul came to the sale.
Then it was for. the present indefinitely postponed. Meait-
while the smaller creditors were growing to be the most
importunate. One morning, just after breakfast, Theodora
was sitting washing up the tea-service, when she was suma
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moned to the parlor to see visitors. She arose trembling,
and went, expecting to see some creditor; but when she
opened the parlor door and saw within three very decent-
looking strangers, who behaved with politeness, she felt
reassured. He who seemed from an indescribable prestige
to be the principal among them, now came forward and
said gently and respectfully-..

"Mrs. Wildman, I have a very painful duty to dis-
charge here, which grieves me quite as much as it can any
member of your family."

"Wbat is it then, sir ?" faltered Theodora, turning pale
and sinking into the nearest chair. His next words in-
formed her that it was an execution at the suit of Millard
and Company, merchants, Eyrie.

"Proceed, Mr. Fenwick," said Theodora, rising weak,
trembling, yet struggling hard to support this shock with
dignity and self-possession.

She went into the sitting-room and beckoned Miss Eliza-
beth, and whispered faintly, "Get her up into her bed-
room; amuse her, and keep her there."

"What-what is the matter ?"

"Hush 1 be composed-it is an execution !"

"My Saviour I"
"Pray control yourself~ and do as I tell you for her

sake. See, she is watching us now. If this shock should
fall upon her, it would kill her. Coax her up-stairs, where
she shall be safe from intrusion. I must return to those
men."

And while Miss Elizabeth, upon some pretext or other,
conducted the most simple and docile of all aged children
up the stairs, Theodora returned to the parlor, where the
men were already at work valuing the furniture.

"Mr. Fenwick, there is one request I have to make of
you. There ie in a room above stairs an aged lady, the
mother of this family, whose health is in the most precari-

ous state. She does not know the extent of our embar-
rassments, and to learn them to-day by means of this execu-
tion, would give her a fatal shock. Will you and your
assistants respect her privacy ?"

"Assuredly, Mrs. Wildman. We need not, and will not,
set foot above stairs."

"I would entreat you, were it possible, to spare the fur-
niture of the sitting'room and of the kitchen, which she
sometimes enters. If it be necessary, you can empty the
parlor and the drawing-room beyond, for those I can easily
lock up; and as she never enters them, she need not know
what has taken place."

"I will endeavor to follow your wishes, Mrs. Wildinan."
The work progressed. The whole of the furniture of the

two parlors was levied upon, and then, as the supply was
insufficient to meet the demand, the farm-yard was visited,
when the yoke of steers, the wagon, and one of the two
cows, were confiscated. Then the steers were put to the
wagon, the furniture piled up within it, the cow tied to the
rear, and the whole team, driven by one of the subordinate
officers, left the farm-yard. Then the sheriff took his leave.

"Thank the Lord," said Theodora, "for many mercies
in the midst of judgment; first, that Miss Kelly Parrot
providentially took it into her head this morning to go and
spend the day where she would get a better dinner than we
could give her, and that, therefore, she knows nothing of
this affair; next, that the poor old mother's real home-the
chambers, family sitting-room and kitchen-remains undis-
turbed; so that she need never suspect our misfortune.
Then, that the milch cow is let't, so that she need not miss
milk from her tea; finally, that the old horse and gig re-
main to me, Ikir they might as well or better have taken off
ray two feet as to have carried away them," concluded the
poor lame girl as she fluttered back into the house, closed
and bolted the shutters, and locked-up the doors of the
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parlors, and then went to the foot of the stairs and called
Miss Elizabeth, who quickly caine down, exclaiming,

"Well? well ?"

"Well! the Evil One is not as black as he is painted!
You perceive that nothing is changed here ?" Theodora
said, smiling, and glancing round the sitting-room.

"What! did they take pity ?"

"No, my dear aunt, they took live stock and the furniture
ef the two parlors. Ii will tell you more after awhile. Say
nothing to Mrs. Wildinan of this, but bring her down to
the fire. I have to go to town."

So saying, the young woman went out into the farm-yard,
cautioned the two boys against talking of the visit they had
received, lest it should reach the ears of their old mistress,
and directed Jim to put the horse to the gig to take her to
Eyrie.

Then, while the boy obeyed her orders, she hastened up
stairs and made herself ready.

"Drive fast, Jim," she said, as they started.
Her first visit was to her friendly counselor, the auc-

tioneer, who was also a commission-merchant in Eyrie.
",I cam~to say to you that the land must be sold, Mr.

Moore. There was an execution at the house to-day. And
I am in hourly dread of another one that shall sweep away
wl~at the first has left."

"let it be swept away-better that your household fur-
niture should go, than that your land should be sold for a
sixth, of its value.'~

"Ahi but a life would be also imbittered and destroyed.
You know what the days of old Mrs. Wildman have been
.- and that from her last affliction she has never rallied.
She still, however, experiences a sort of serenity that I will
not have fatally disturbed by the knowledge of our diffi-
culties. Therefore let the land be sold, that she may finish
her days in peace."

"That is reasoned like -a very young woman. However,
since you are resolved, I am at your orders. When shall
the next auction take place ?"

"I shall not put up the property again at auction. I see
that people come upon such an occasion in the expectation
of gaining a grand advantage and making a grand specu-
lation, and they don't like to be disappointed in their per-
missible robbery, which makes me fear that human nature
is generally at bottom dishonest; and which has so warped
my opinion of mankind to the left, that I need somebody
to do something very magnanimous now to restore the
equilibrium. No, Mr. Moore, you are a commission-mer-
chant, and I authorize you to offet' the land at private sale.
That, I believe, does not tempt the cupidity of purchasers.
They expect to give something like an honest price."

"Very well, Mrs. Wildman; yet an auction is often the
most advantageous method of sale."

"Yes, I know, when for instance the property is very de-
sirable and the necessity for its sale not imminent; then
emulation, the spirit of competition, another strong passion
of human nature, overcomes cupidity and instigates rival
aspirants to outbid each other, even to a degi~ee~above the
real value of the property. But I have no time to talk.
longer with you, Mr. Moore, I have to see several of our
creditors in town, and tell them of this intended sale, and
prevail upon them to wait until it takes place, lest some
among them, seeing the example set to-day, may follow it
up by coming down on us with another execution to-mor-
row. Proceed with this affair immediately, if you please,
Mr. Moore. Good-afternoon."
* Mr. Moore placed his client in her gig, and bowed 'his
adieu as she~drove oft'.

Theodora's precaution was not unnecessary, and not,
either, unavailing. She obtained the requisite. delay, and
returned, home.
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Mr. Moore advertised the land for sale in the county
papers, and also, by a wise foresight, in the city and metro-
politan papers. It was from the latter he hoped the most,
and with the most reason, as the event proved.

A. gentleman on the look-out for some fine spot for a
country-seat, came from a distant city to see the agent and
view the land, with which he was so well pleased, as finally
to give five thousand dollars for its possession.

This sum satisfied all the creditors, and left a surplus of
a few hundred dollars, a part of which was expended in the
purchase of oxen and of horses to work the farm, and the
remainder was laid up to keep the family until the harvest
of another year should replenish their humble coffers.

And now the little farmeress applied herself with zeal and
energy to make the most out of the land that still remained
to them. Her success was a triumph of mind over matter;
for very little co-operation could the poor little frail and
crippled body afford the intellect, although it suffered with
perfect patience and did its very best. It was more also
than that, it was the triumph of reason and conscience over
all the strongest loves and attractions of her heart.

Theodora did not like practical farming for its own sake;
the personal supervision and direction of the negro boys
sweltering at their work under the burning sun of summer;
the inspection of pig-pens, and the scientific mixing of
compost heaps, were certainly not beautiful and attractive
occupations; even the milking of cows, and the making
of hay, pastoral and poetical as these r~iral occupations are
generally admitted to be, would not under other circumstances
have had power, day after day, to draw her from the
spiritual dreams of beauty that haunted and enchanted her
soul. But not the less firmly did she resist this fascinating
and seductive indolence, and give herself up to the good
works of usefulness.

To rectify her inexperience and enlighten her ignorance, as

well as to avail herself of the newest theories and dis-
coveries in the art of agriculture, sheleft an order with the
village bookseller to send for the best books upon this sub-
ject, and these volumes when procured were studied in the
leisure moments of the day and through the evenings, and
were ever at hand to be referred to upon any occasion.
Nearly all these books were written by practical agricultu-
rists of England or New England; and if our zealous little
farmeress read diligently it was that she might compare and
then condense the best wisdom of the collection for the
benefit of her own farm. She began to be interested in the
study and the practical test of her knowledge. Thus the
work, begun in loathing, and continued only from a sense
of duty, grew by slow degrees attractive; and when the
mysteries of the earth revealed themselves to her, the de-
tails of agriculture were no longer repulsive; even the com-
post heap, seen in its ultimate results of wonderful fertility,
of fine crops of grain and grasses, garden vegetables and
orchard fruits, was no longer an insufferable object.

"Who would ever have thought you would have made
such a good little farmer 7" said Miss Elizabeth one day to
Theodora, as the latter came in from the field.

"Why ?" inquired that young woman, smiling.
"Why, of course, because you never seemed to take the

slightest interest in it."
"Until I was forced to do so I"
"Forced, my dear ?"

"Well, impelled by a sense of duty. Dear Basil was
very-yes, was even-excessively kind to me. The least
and all I can do for him now is, to supply his place as well
as I can to those he has left behind," said Theodora, with
tears, born of~a strange compunction in her heart; "strange,"
for Theodora had really nothing to reproach herself with
upon Basil's account.
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"Well, my dear, that may be all very natural. I am not
surprised at that, but at the interest you take in every thing."

"The interest, Miss Elizabeth, has grown upon me.
Hitherto I have been a dreamer, and only loved nature in
her finished and beautiful effects; but I did not know, and
therefore did not love her in her laboratory. But now, that
I know and help her in her work; now that I co-operate
with her, I love and venerate her more than ever."

Miss Elizabeth perhaps did not fully appreciate this
sentiment; at all events, her next words were not a reply.

"That drought was a great draw-back to us all."
"Oh! well, sometimes it is necessary to draw back to get

impetus for a vigorous, fresh start," said Theodora, smiling.
Then she added seriously, "Now, whenever I think of that
drought, and its effects upon all grades of society, I am
deeply impressed with the relations of 'mother earth,' to
us, her children. As sure as the Lord is the Father of the
whole hAman family, the beautiful earth is our nursing
mother, and when her bosom is dry, we, her children, starve.
But we need not fear such a misfortune now; for this
season promises to be one of unprecedented fruitfulness.
All this I have found out while trying to supply dear Basil's
place to his mother and her household as well as I can 1"

"As well as you can, my dear; things never went on so
well and orderly and prosperously before; no, not even in
the old lady's best days, and with her best exertions."

"Ah, well! if it be so, it is partly owing to the great
improvement in agriculture and agricultural tools 'of these
latter days. And my easy success is mostly owing to.-
to-"

"Well, child, to what ?"
"To the alterations and improvements a friend made here

two years 8ince.~'
"Mr. Austin Malmaison! I know; he had the barn

remodeled, and sent home a number of curious-looking
machines."

"Yes, labor-saving machines, any one of which stand us
instead of half a dozen men and horses, and so enable us
to apply our resources to other needs of the farm."

"Us, child, why don't you say me, for you are singly the
manager of the place."

"No-.---us! Don't you do all the housekeeping, while I
do the farming, Miss Elizabeth 7-and is not the old lady
the proper head of the establishment? Us-certainly, us
-I should die of solitude if compelled to say me."

Miss Elizabeth understood as little of this sentiment as
of any of the preceding speeches, and I fear that, after all,
in many things, Theodora was compelled to say "I" and
"me" instead of "we" and "us." In nearly all her dearest
thoughts and feelings she was alone. It was very well that
she indulged no morbid cravings after "sympathy," which
it was impossible in her circumstaDces to receive. Even
her best and wisest measures on the farm were treated with
distrust by the family, and with contempt by the neighbors;
yet the former had no other chance than to risk their wel-
fare in her hands, even' while the latter shrugged their
shoulder, called her a visionary, inexperienced girl, and
prophesied the speedy and final ruin of the family. It re-
mained fortime to prove Theodora's worth. Inexperienced,
indeed, she was, yet that very inexperience was not without
its advantages; for if it left her without precedents, it left
her also without the prejudices of custom-hardened and
bigoted conservatives, so that her quick intelligent mind
found no obstacle to oppose to the reception ~of new and
enlighteningideas upon the subject to which she wished to
devote hers~1f.

'When her' grain was ripe for the harvest, and was found
to be the finest In the' county, the tone of the neighborhood
sentiment, as far as she was concerned, was in some degree
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changed for the better, and though some were still found
who refused her any credit, and ascribed her good fortune
to chance, by the repetition of the old adage-" A fool for
luck," yet others graciously acknowledged that the little
farmeress had done very well so far, if she should not yet,
by some new-fangled whim and fatal experiment, spoil all.
But Theodora did not spoil all. The crop was secured and
afterward sold. And by its sale Theodora proved herself
as clever in financiering as in farming.

"That is a wonderful little woman, that pretty little
farmeress of Red Ridge," said one of her neighbors, who
could not understand the metamorphosis of the miniature
painter of Mount Storm into the scientific and successful
agriculturist of Red Ridge, because they would not or could
not perceive that intellect is a power not of partial but of
general use, to be directed to the right or left, to literature,
art, science, agriculture, trade, government, or any other
branch of human effort and triumph by the mere decision
of the will.

Intellect is originally a pure central power, unalloyed
with prejudices and unbiased by circumstances. If, in the
course of its development, it turn decidedly to one pursuit
in preference, it is only because some affection within the
heart has inspired it, while some corresponding object with.
out has attracted it. Had Sir Humphrey Davy given hi~
sole attention to politics, he would, probably have attained
as great eminence in political as he certainly did in na~urcd

'> science. Milton excelled in theology and moral philosophy,
and would still have been celebrated in his prose works even
had he never written his great poem. The late Dr. W-,
the most eloquent and graphic thought-painter of the age,
had he devoted himself to art instead of oratory, would
have left instead of immortal books immortal pictures.

But we are wandering too far from our little painter
turned farmer. A holy sense Qf duty inspired all her actions,

and in the new and real interest she found in her work, and
in its beneficial effects upon the comfort and happiness of
those dependent upon her, she found her consolation. Yet
was not Theodora fully happy. That "virtue is its own
reward" is not true, and it need not take one half a lifetime
to find out that. If virtue-I use the word in its old classic
sense of heroic goodness-if virtue was its own reward,
then all the world would be virtuous on the spot-(poor
human nature asks no better than to be happy)-and there
would be little merit in it, and no more work for the
preachers of the pen and the pulpit. Virtue is not by any
means "its own reward," and to say that it is, and to en-
deavor to win inexperienced people to duty by such an
axiom, is a downright attempt at swindling, an effort to
obtain goods under false pretense. Virtue is glorious as
self-renunciation is glorious, as consecration to God is
glorious, as martyrdom is glorious.; but it is with a glory
often full of earthly pain, even of mortal agony; it is the
glory of Gethsemane and of Calvary, the glory of the
bloody sweat, the crown of thorns, the scourge, the spear,
the cross, the sepulchre; and God-God! is its exceed-
ing great, only satisfying, all-sufficient reward!

But again we leave the humble fortunes of the little girl,
who had only her young heart, with all its lovely aspirations
and affections, to lay upon the altar of duty. That sensi-
tive heart could not but feel the sacrificial steel and fire.
$he did not find virtue its own reward; and only by often
turning to the Lord, did she find warmth and strength for
her duty. She was always interested in her work, always
busy and always cheerful, yet never happy, never even
content; ever there was a great void in the bosom, never to
be filled; a mighty hunger of the heart, never to be satis-
fied; a deep wailing of the spirit, heard through all the
business and the clamor of the day. And in the evening,
in her own room, with the world shut out, came hunting
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dreams of the past, bitter-sweet, and which, reversed, became
strange, vague hopes for the future, repelled as soon as
recognized, yet oft returning, to be as oft repulsed.

And where was Vivia all this time? Theodora had not
heard from her, or any member of her party, since the
evening of the death of Basil. That circumstance in itself
however regretted, was not a subject of anxiety, as the last
letters of Wakefield Brunton had warned all their friends
Dot to expect letters from them while traveling in Asia and
Africa. But now nearly two years had elapsed since they
had past into Asia, and in that time, if their departure was
not an utter desertion of their friends, they must have found
opportunities of writing and transmitting letters. Probably
they had done so, though there must have been too many
risks in the journey of a letter from the interior of Asia to
the interior of America to permit it, except by the merest
chance, to come to hand. Thus it was not the failure of
letters, but the long-continued absence of Vivia that dis-
turbed Theodora. It was now full time that she should be
on her return.

It was in the wane of the second Autumn since Vivia
went away that another event occurred, bearing upon the
fate of Theodora.

One morning in November, Miss Elizabeth failed to
make her appearance at the breakfast table. Theodora
missing her, and having no messenger to dispatch, went
herself to ascertain the cause of Miss Elizabeth's absence.
She found that gentle creature still covered up in her bed.

"Are you not well, Aunt ?" inquired Theodora.
"No, my dear, I woke with a chill this morning, and now

I have a fever."
"Dear Miss Elizabeth, why did you not rap on the floor,

to bring me up to do something for you? I am so sorry. I
had not the slightest reason, until I missed you, to think
that you were indisposed."

"Dear child, I knew you had enough on your little hands,
withoUt having to wait on me," said the meek sufferer.

Theodore' laid her hand upon the burning brow and felt
the throbbing pulse.

"You have a high fever. Are you suffering in other re-
spects 7"

"I have some headache, and pain in the side."
"Sotne"-it was only necessary to look in her face to see

how much pain she patiently endured.
Theodora stooped and pressed her lips to that beating

brow, and saying,
"I will be back in another instant ;" fluttered down the

stairs, and dispatched Jim on horseback to Eyrie for a phy-
sician; then made a cup of tea and carried it up to the in-
valid.

When the doctor arrived-two or three hours later in the
day-he found her illness to be a severe attack of pneu-
monia.

Miss Elizabeth's disease soon ran its course-it was short
and fatal. In eight days from the commencement of her
illness, it became evident to all that recovery was impossi-
ble. The day preceding her death, Theodora, on entering
the sick room, found her in tears.

"Come here, my dear," she murmured, faintly; "I wish
to talk to you."

Theodore' drew a chair to the side of the bed, and bent
affectionately to catch her words. But Miss Elizabeth had
covered her face with both wasted hands, to conceal the
tears that nevertheless found their way between her thin
fingers.

"My poor child," she began, sobbing, "I am about to do
what will seem a very ungrateful, cruel thing, to you"-and
her voice broke down entirely.

Theodora, full of surprise and conjecture, poured out a
restorative from a vial into a glass that stood upon the
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stand near the bedstead, and slipping her arm under the
shoulders of the fainting woman, raised her and placed the
cordial to her lips. When the sufferer had drank it, Theo-
dora gently replaced her head on the pillow, put away the
glass, and resuming her seat, prepared to listen.

"Yes-a very unkind, ungrateful, cruel thing, to you
who have been so devoted to our family "

"But it is impossible you should do any thing of the sort,
Miss Elizabeth. Whatever you do, it cannot even be un-
kind."

"Ahi my dear, you have not heard! I wish, Theodora,
before I die, to manumit Jim and his brother, poor fellows."

"Do it, Miss Elizabeth I do it now."
"Ahi but my child, that act would deprive you of your

only dependence, your only farm laborers."
"Oh no, it would not, Miss Elizabeth," said Theodora,

eagerly: "they would not leave the farm; I should hire
them, and they would work with greater zeal, and also sup-
port themselves-their wages would cost me no more than
their support does now; so we should not lose, if we did
not gain by the exchange. Manumit them, Miss Elizabeth.
I cordially approve the act."

"God bless you, child. Send now for a lawyer."
Theodora stooped and kissed the brow of the dying wo-

man, and went to do the errand.
On the afternoon of the same day, the work of manumis-

sion was completed. And the next morning at four o'clock,
Miss Elizabeth peacefully expired.

When the business of the funeral was over, and the house
was restored to order and quiet, Theodora summoned the
newly manumitted servants to her presence, iflformed them
of their good fortune, and placed the deeds of manumission,
which had been duly recorded and returned, in their hands.

This was so sudden and so unexpected that the boys
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received the news of their freedom with as much dismay as
joy.

"And what mus' we-dem do now, Miss Teodory," in-
quired Jim, from the depths of his perplexity.

"Nothing just now. Get used to the bI~a that you are
free, and at the end of a week I will talk with you a gain."

When. the day arrived, she summoned the boys to her
presence.

"Jim, IL have a proposal to make to yon-that you and
your brother remain with me.. I will pay you the same
wages that the hired farm laborers in this neighborhood re-
ceive, and you shall occupy the same cabins you have, now,
and receive the same rations, but will clothe yourselves.
What do you say to that? Come, take time to think about
it."

Jim's countenance suddenly fell, and his chin dropped
upon his breast. lit was a bad sign, and Theodora felt un-
easy, but refrained from hurrying. him. At length the boy
spoke.

"We'll stay long o' you, if you want us, Miss Teodory,
in course."

But this was said in a tone expressive of so much dis-
appointment, and even sorrow, that Theodora hastened
to say,

"Nay, I only make you 'an offer, preferring you, who
have been here all your lives, to strangers; arid thinking
besides. that as you have still to work for a living,, you. may
prefer to work for a mistress you know rather than to seek
t'urther."

Still Jim held down his head and twirled his hat.
"J3ut I see,"~continued the young lady, "that I have not

made sufficient allowance for that love of novelty natural to
all youth, and especially natural to those who have led iso.
lated and monotonous lives." As, in addition to his other
unexpressed reasons of embarrassment, Jim understood but

28
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little of this speech, he remained silent, hanging his head.
"Therefore," Theodora went on, "you must not think that
that I wish to detain you here against your will."

"Miss Teodory, we likes and aspectss de very groun' you
walk on. But-"

"-Well, what? Tell me all your mind."
"Me an' Tom was thinking how we 'ould like to go and

seek our fortunes-but"
"-And you would not like to be disappointed! I can

understand that. Well, go; and if you should not find a
better fortune than you have left, come back; you will find
the old farm in the same place."

This, then, was the end of that affair. The brothers went
to seek their fortunes in the terra incognita of their dreams
.- the world beyond their mountains. Theodora would not
allow them to go forth empty-handed, but gave each a pres-
ent to save him from want until he should find work.

"It is so natural they should wish to go-they may
come back by-and-by. In the mean time, I must supply
their places with other laborers."

Again had Theodora's inexperience misled her-mistaken
first in the supposition that the boys, in their new-fledged
freedom, would be willing to remain upon the old farm, of
which they were heartily tired, she was mistaken secondly in
the idea that their loss could be easily supplied. There was
a great scarcity of hired laborers. The native poor of the
place were few in number, and were constantly thinned out
by emigration to the Western States, where manual labor
did not involve a loss of caste, (I had nearly said of cha-
racter); and the valley was too far inland and too obscure
for the tide of foreign immigration to reach it. Thus the
season was far advanced before the young farmeress suc-
ceeded in securing tbe services of two very inefficient eonS
of Erin, who had strayed into the neighborhood, and whose
inexperience and misapprehensions were a constant source

of' misfortune. Thus her land was for this season badly pre-
pared, and her seed-grain badly sowed; consequently the
crops were very unpromising, and those who passed by re-
marked-

"Our little farmeress is not this year doing very well."

CHAPTER XXXII.

THE END OP ASPIRATION.

Tell me why, good Nature,
Thou modest me what I am, with all the spirit's
Aspiring thoughts and vehement desires
Of happier ones? Ah! rather, why
Didst thou not form me sordid as my fate,
Base-minded, dull, and fit to carry burdens!
Why have I sense to know the curse that's on me?
Is this just dealing, Nature ?-Otwa~,'.

No letter from Vivia yet. "Hope deferred market the
heart sick"-weareth the heart out. Of late Theodora had
ceased to call or send to the post-office. Long since, in-
deed, she had felt a sort of shame in calling upon the func-
tionary there to look for a. letter that never by any chance
was found. For many years Fivia had been almost her
only correspondent, and now for years Vivia had been silent.

"Truly they will take me for a monomaniac, if I continue
to ask for letters that never come," sighed Tl~ieodora, as she
resolved to put a constraint upon herself and avoid troub-
ling the post-office.

Nothing in this age~ and country could be imagined more
solitary than~the life this young creature led. She had no
correspondents, no neighbors, and it might even be said
that she had no family circle. It is certain that she had no
COmpanions.

.50 461-
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Old Mrs. Wildman sat smiling serenely in her chair, and
dying slowly and calmly from day to day; her intellect had
gradually departed-her affections only remained, and these
last were centered upon Theodora only, among all living
creatures. The memory of things, from the date of Basil's
leaving home, the evening of his death, had either faded
entirely away or become hopelessly confused.. She still
often believed Basil to be just gone to the post-office, or
momentarily expected back.

"Won't you wait tea for Basil, honey ?" would she ask,
each evening, as she saw the table set.

"You know Basil took a. cup. of coffee before he went
out," would be Theodora's satisfactory reply.

- "Oh, so he did. Seems to me, child, I'm getting old
and forgetful. Stay! wasn't Mrs. Brunton here, too?
Where has she gone ?"

"Mrs. Brunton stated to go home, just before Basil
went."

"Oh! so she did, to get home before the storm."
Then, if the evening were clear, the old woman would

add-
* "But deary me, she needn't have been afraid! I don't

~ee no signs of a storm."
If, on the contrary, the sky were overcast and threaten-

ing, she would turn her eyes from window to window, moan-
ing piteously, and perhaps with some faint memory of the
tragedy that had occurred. Another distinct recollection
~he had-.it was of the announcement,. upon the evening of
Basil's last departure for home, of the marriage of Austin
Malmaison with Helen Wildman. And this fact-when it
came into her head, she announced with equal pride and
pleasure to any chance visitor that might come to the house.

"You knew, sfr, I suppose,~~ she said, to the tax-collector,
"that my granddaughter, Helen, was married ?"

"Yes, madam! so I've heard."
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"Dear, yes, sir! to Mr. Austin Malmaison ;" or sometimes
using a stiff, old-fashioned phrase, learned from Miss Eliza~
beth, she would say-" the young heir of Mount Storm."

She was not conscious of the fact of Miss Elizabeth's
death, but always spoke of her as being on a journey or a
visit, from which she was soon expected.

But upon Theodora, as has been said, she fixed her whole
heart. With the illflQceflt exactions of imbecility, she re-
quire.d the almost incessant attendance of her young pro-
tectress, a claim that Theodora could not fail to recognize.
Occasionally, the young lady consulted a physician in re-
gard to the proper method of treatment to be observed in
Mrs. Wildman's case. The physician repeatedly assured
her that the patient might with care survive for many years,
while the slightest neglect or disturbance might at any mo-
ment cause her death. Further, that the invalid would be
most in danger of a fatal attack during the night, for which
reason it was advisable that some one should sleep with her,
so as to be at hand at a moment's notice to give assistance.
There was no one for this service except Theodora, and of
course she did not hesitate to perform it. Every one, or
almost every one, knows of the deleterious and sometimes
deadly effect produced upon a young person by sleeping
with an old and infirm one; upon a young creature consti-
tutionally so delicate as was Theodora, this effect was very
speedy and very marked. She rapidly lost flesh and strength
and color; while, on the contrary, the aged invalid improved
in health, seeming to absorb the life her young nurse lost.
Perhaps the family physician, when he saw Theodora's fast-
failing strength, suspected the cause, for one morning while
making a call upon his patient, he asked,

"Who renjains with Mrs. Wildman during the night ?"

"I do, sir," replied Theodora.
Then give it up, at once, my dear-it is a slow suicide-

in your case, not a very 'slow' one either."
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But Theodora did not give up her post. The fear that
-her aged charge should some night die without help-..was
sufficient to conquer any prudent uneasiness upon the score
of her own state of health. Once, indeed, she thought of

- contenting herself with occupying a cot in the same room;
but the recollection that she had already three times saved
her patient, only through being so near to her as'to feel
the jar of her silently fluttering heart, confirmed her in
her resolution of sleeping only by her side. And the more
toil and anxiety the aged invalid cost Theodora, the more
tenderly the latter loved the helpless object of her care.

L But in the mean time the farm was necessarily much neg-
lected, and the two Irish assistants had every thing in their
ow~i way. What time their mistress could take from her
patient, she bestowed upon the thankless and fruitless task
of their instruction and improvement. After spending an
hour each morning and each afternoon, in giving them the
most careful and exact directions, she would return to the
house, and then they-but time would fail, and the credulity
of my readers be taxed, were it related what misapprehen-
sions and mistakes would ensue the moment the mistress's
back was turned.
* "Oh, Ireland! Ireland I" Theodora would exclaim, be-
tween a. sigh and a smile, for it was impossible to say
whether their misconstructions and blunders were the more
disastrous or the more ludicrous; "Oh, Ireland! Ireland!
what have I done to be condemned to civilize two of your
Sons ?"

But the deferential manner, rind perfect good humor of
the two Hibernians, together with their thorough honesty
of purpose, and willingness to be taught, saved them, even
after their worst errors, from any reproaches of a mistress
so considerate and gentle as was Theodora.

But the farm that year scarcely cleared expenses. And

the young agriculturist begun vainly to look about for bet-
ter assistance for the ensuing season.

Meanwhile a change was coming over the old lady. Miss
Nelly Parrot said that she was falling deeper into dotage
every day. She often seemed unconscious of the existence
of the persons around her, and spoke to the absent or the
dead, as if she were in this immediate presence. Thus she
held imaginary conversations with her mother and with her
own children. This, at first merely an interesting pheno-
menon to Theodora, so increased upon its subject, so ab-
stracted her from all visible and temporal things, that- it
grew alarming.

"My -Lord! but this is terrible! She is removed far
from us, even while she sits there in our sight! Her body
is with us, is living, and her soul is far away! This is very
terrible !" exclaimed Theodora.

"Yes! if you've a call to send patients to Bedlam, there's
one ready for you !" said Miss Nelly.

"Just as sure as you repeat any thing in that style again,
I shall send one there," replied Theodora, deliberately;
while all this time the old lady kept up an imaginary con-
versation with one of her own children, who had gone to
Heaven in its childhood forty years before. Events almost
never turn out as our hopes or fears predict. It had been

* feared that Mrs. Wildman would die in the night. And
hence Theodora's-sacrifice of her own health. It happened,
on the contrary, that the spirit of the aged pilgrim left its
earthly tabernacle in the noonday, while she sat in her arm-
chair, with her young nurse sitting, sewing by her side. It
happened thus. She had been holding an imaginary con-
versation with her own long-deceased mother-a very plea-
saut, lively ~conversation it seemed, for the old lady fre-
quently smiled, and sometimes laughed a sweet, low-toned,
jolly laugh, as she would reply. Theodora sewed, and

2 wa ched her charge with mingled awe and interest.

1~
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At length the conversation ceased. Theodora listened,
but it was not resumed; she bent forwardand looked; but all
seemed well; the old lady's hands were laid one over the
other upon her lap; her eyes were closed; but a smile lingered
around the corners of her month, that gave her the expres-
sion of one feigning sleep, yet about to betray the jest.
Some indefinable impulse-for certainly it was no suspicion
of the real state of the case, impelled Theodora to rise and
lift up the hand of her patient, and to speak; but there was
no reply to her words, and the hand that she had lifted lay
lifeh~ss in her own. The spirit had peacefully passed away,
leaving its parting smile impressed upon the clay.

It was after the death and funeral of the old lady, that
Theodora felt ihe full sense of her own desolation. There
was none left to: love her, and no one whom she could love.
She seemed indeed "alone in the world." The strength
that was no longer needed for the support of others, now
failed herself; a feebleness, like idiocy, fell upon her intel-
lect and will-a mortal weakness; nigh unto death, fell
upon her frame. She no longer aspired or endeavored;
hoped or feared; thought or loved. She scarcely: lived.

Early one summer morning Theodora sat musing upon
the door step. All was deserted and silent in the house,
(for that morning Miss Nelly Parrot, in disgust of solitude,
had gone off to inflict a visitation of herself upon Mrs.
Brunton and her daughters at Sunset Hills;) and all was
still 'and lonely in the lawn before the door; the high grass
bending over and meeting across the narrow foot-path, spoke
silently but eloquently of the desolate and abandoned state
of the premises. In the distant field, it i~ true, the two
Irish laborers were at work, but their approaches to the
house were too infrequent to keep down the grass that

crew around the door-step.
" It is in my own heart that death is, after all-the death

of starvation. I wonder how many die of the heart's star-
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nation," said Theodora to herseW still musing. "I am
idle. It is wrong to be idle; therefore I suppose there is
a duty in keeping the hands at work, even if the mind can-
not be interested in it."

And she arose and went up stairs to get needle-work.
She lingered some time, looking over old stores of house-
hold stuffs, and while she was still thus engaged she heard
a rap at the door at the foot of the stairs. She went down,
supposing the rapper to be Dan or John, one of her Irish
laborers. And Dan indeed it proved to be, who, with his
hands extended, and leaning on each side of the door frame,
awaited her.

"Well, Dan, what is it ?"

"Please, mistress, it is a lady."
"A lady-what lady ?-where ?"

"In the parlor where I showed her, ma'am, and I don't
know who she is."

"Annie Brunton, I suppose1 " said Theodora. "Well;
Dan, that will do, thank you. I will go to the lady, and
you can return to the field."

And Daniel jerked his head by way of a bow, and left by
the back door, while Theodora passed into the parlor,
wondering what whim had brought Annie Brunton to Red
Ridge. As she opened the door she perceived standing,
looking out from a distant window, a lady very plainly
dressed, yet bearing in her whole appearance, air and attitude,
the unmistakable marks of distinction. Something caused
Theodora's heart to flutter as she hastened softly toward
this lady, who\turned at her near approach.

"Vivia! oh! Vivia !" exclaimed Theodora, as she threw
herself nearly fainting with joy upon the bosom of her
friend. ~

Vivia sustained her sinking frame, holding her near her
heart, and kissing her fondly and frequently, until her
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paroxysm of joyous sobs and tears was over, and then she
sat down upon a chair, drawing Theodora upon her lap.

"Oh! what a joyful, joyful surprise !" at last again ex-
claimed the latter between a, sob and a smile.

"A. surprise! why, dear, were you not expecting me ?"

"Oh! expecting you! I had expected to hear from you
month after month, month after month, until expectation
seemed to be nothing but monomania, and then I resigned
it, lest the vain hope should craze me," exclaimed Theodora,
with a fresh burst of tears.

"But, my love," said Vivia caressing her, "we warned
you that after we should have entered Asia, there would be
but few and very uncertain means of communicating with
our friends here. Returning to Europe we wrote to you,
and as soon as possible followed our letters. Arrived at
New York, we wrote again."

"No doubt our letters are there waiting for you! dear
girl! If I had known that, I should not have given you this
Surprise."

"Oh! you should! it is such a joyful surprise! And
would you have delayed giving me this great happiness for
* half a day or even half an hour, by sending a messenger
before your face? Oh! never! It is so often we have
shocks of pain.-so seldom shocks of joy, Vivia! And is it
you, indeed? Oh! let me look at you again! life has been
such a, desert waste to me since you went away! Oh!
Vivia, let me gaze on you 4" cried Theodora, almost hys-
terically, striving to subdue her sobs, and to clear her eyes
from the blinding tears, that she might the better gaze upon
her friend.

"Yes, it is you I more beautiful and brilliant than ever.
Oh, Heaven! my heart will break with the happiness of
seeing you! Yet, oh, Vivia! I wish God would take you
to Himself now."

"Why do you say such things ?"
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"You look so beaming! so radiant! no sorrow has ever
come near you-no shadow has ever obscured those eyes
and that brow of light-and, oh! Vivia, this world is so
dark with sorrow! Can you escape? can you find a path
where they will not fall upon you ?" said Theodora, in a
voice of inexpressible sadness.

"You have been walking in the shadows, Mignonne.
There are sorrows, but the world is not dark with them."

"In the shadows, oh! yes in the deep shadows of death
and the waters of affliction. Do you know what has hap..
pened since you went away ?"

"Yes, my dear, I know."
"Ah! well, let it pass. Since I see you, all is well with

me; while for you, I hope that Heaven will keep you from
'the common lot,' and give you a life of unexampled happi-
ness !" said Theodora, in a 'voice of prayerful love.

"I thank and bless you, dear, for your sweet affection;
but would exemption from sorrow in this world be well ?"
questioned Vivia; and then, without waiting an answer, and
wishing to turn the conversation, she said-" But you do not
ask me after my traveling companions ?"

"True I-I thought," began Theo&ora, and then a fit of
trembling seized her, and her voice broke down.

Vivia came to her aid.
"They are for the present my guests at Red Ridge."
Theodora exerted herself and recovered her voice..
"Austin and Helen are well ?"

"Yes."
"And happy ?"

Passably. ~,

"And Wakefield ?"
"Wakeffeld is well," said Vivia; adding, with a smile,

"Wakefield has, during our tour of the continent, written
a great book of travels, for which.j predict.-.no matter
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what-I am a personal friend, and my provisions would not
therefore be considered infallible."

"A book of travels! Wakefield I"
"Yes, Dora, surprising as it may seem. The title of the

book is 'The Old World seen under New Light,' a title
that I shall persuade him to change, as in the event of its
being published, that title will give occasion for I know
not what sarcasms. Even Austin requested to be informed
if the 'New Light' referred to in the text was not that
young and brilliant luminary of belles4ettres, his friend,
Wakefield Brunton, Esquire~a piece of pleasantry that
seriously wounded the sensibilities of the author. I have
suggested-' Monuments of the Past in the Light of the
Present.'

"Wakefield is going to New York to try to get a pub-
lisher. Indeed, he would have remained there for that pur-
pose, but for his impatience to see his mother and sisters."

"Wakefield turned author! Well, I did think, perhaps,
that he would make a lawyer, or a doctor, or perhaps a
clergyman of himself. But an author

"You see, my dear, being a scholar, a thinker, and next
a traveler and observer, he could not well help it; but now
let us talk of yourself. I have come over to spend the day
and night with you; and I wish to take you home with me
for a visit to-morrow."

"My own dear Vivia, I thank you; but before I consent,
tell me-who will be there to-morrow ?"

"No one but Mrs. Brunton and myself. All the young
people will be over at the convent."

"Then I will go, dear Vivia."
Vivia was looking at her very affectionately and earnestly,

as if pleading for the confidence that she withheld.
Theodora read her thoughts, and answered them as if

they hadbeen spoken-.--
"Well, yes! broken and wasted and sorrowful as I am-
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wretche~n ~health, and happiness, and hope, as I am-I do
not wish to meet old friends who are happy in all that can
make this life happy. I should only be a shadow in their
sunshine. So I do not wish to see any one, Vivia, except
your dear self."

Vivia was still looking at her with the most solicitous
love. Yes! Theodora was wasted, broken, wrecked.

The finest materials are the first to lose their beauty when
put to harsh uses. The most delicate organizations suffer
the most in the rude contact of earthly hardships. Theo-
dora seemed almost a ruin I Illness, disappointment, sorrow,
toil, care, want, hopelessness, loneliness, self-neglect, had
all combined to do their work of destruction. Fair and
fragile she had always been, but now her figure was thin,
her complexion sallow, her features sharpened, her cheeks
and 'temples. hollow and shadowy, her hair thin, and her
eyes sunken. Still Theodora read her thoughts, and re-
plied to them.

"Ay, look 'at me, Vivia! This is the end of all my high
aspirations I Onc~L dreamed of a glorious life! Very
early in childho ~-aye, even in the night of my deep ob-
scurity and darl~ ignorance, an aureole of beauty and of
glory, 'like a young sunrise,' lighted up the future of my
dreams; beautiful visions visited my mind; beautiful spirits
lived in my soul; I knew not how the lovely beings would
take outward form; whether in music, or painting, or poe-
try, or sculpture-for beauty has many forms-but I kuew
that they lived, and I believed that they must appear ~ I
revised a sovereignty of genius that should give me a
mighty spell over millions of hearts, a power that I would
purchase with any amount of rennuciation, of labor, and de-
votion-a p~wer that I would use for the good of man and
the glory of God! Yes, I! humble in place, plain iii per-
son, weak in health, dreamed of these glorious powers,
achievements and elevations! And then came the sweetest



462 VIVIA.

dream of all-but no more of that! My God! ~en now,
after all that has come and passed, the memory of that
dream nearly kills me! Oh, Fivia! so to have dreamed,
with a common-place earthly life before me !"

"Your dreams were prophecies! it remains for you to
fulfill them, Theodora!" said her friend, earnestly.

"Prophecies! Oh, Vivia, do not mock me! Look at
me! ruined in health, beauty, fortune and hope-widowed
in the bitterest sense of the heart's eternal widowhood.-..
alone, poor, crippled, sick and helpless! This is the end
of all-this is death and the grave! This is the end of
aspiration !" said Theodora, in a voice that sounded like a
dying moan.

"And the beginning of achievement !" exclaimed Vivia,
in a tone full of electric life! You have hitherto only
aspired !-now shall you begin to achieve !"

"Achieve! me? do not mock my despair !" said Theo-
dora, bitterly.

"Despair! what! despair at twenty-five! Our Blessed
Saviour 4and Exemplar began his earth-work at thirty! His
humblest follower may take hope from his example !"

"Alas! Vivia, you do not know how changed I am! the
soul seems dead within me! It seems now that I love
neither God, nor man, nor nature around me. Once, love
for our Father -in heaven raised myw'h ole soul as on angel's
wings to heaven !.-.the love of my friends filled my heart
with joy! the world of beauty around me thrilled every
nerve with rapture! Now, the glory of the morning and
the evening, the sublimity of the mountain and the beauty
of the valley, wake no response from my soul, and I care no
longer either to praise or pray !"

"What! mentally and morally and spiritually dead at
twenty-five? Impossible! You are buried alive! I call your
8oiil from its living grave! Awake! arise! put on thy light
and strength I" exclaimed Vivia, with her inspiring manner.
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"Alas! Vivia! Come closer to me! Lay~ your hands~
on me that I may live! for your words, indeed, indeed, fall
upon the ears of the dead !"

Vivia took the feeble and responding one in her own
strong and beautiful arms, and lay her head upon her broad
and loving breast, and looked down upon her as if she.
would have transfused from her own rich vital power and~
glorious spiritual bounty all the life that feeble frame coul&
sustain.

"All that you have hitherto suffered and survived has
but prepared you for your work I In all our earliest aspi-
rations, dear Theodora, there is so much of the alloy of
self-worship! We desire love that we may be happy, wis-
dom that we may be powerful-not foi~ the sake of good,
not that w~ may bless our kind and create harmony around
us. Ax~d it requires suffering to purify genius from selfish-
ness. Now, all that purifies, at first weakens and exhausts,
aye, almost unto death! Yet shall there be a resurrection!
'Sown in corruption, raised in incorruption; sown in weak-
ness, raised in strength,~ is true also of other things besides
the buried human body. Awake! arise, then, oh! Theodora,
daughter of God! and put on thy light and thy strength!
live thine ideal life! do thine artist's work! think! love!
labor I" exclaimed Vivia, with a burning enthusiasm that
penetrated and aroused the lethargic brain, and warmed the
chilled heart, and inspired the lifeless soul of her protege.

And as those inspiriting words sprang from the glowing
lips of Vivia, the strangest and most beautiful phenomena
transfigured the face and form of Theodora; the- prostrate
spirit evoked by faith, arose informing and lifting up the
lately collapsed and sinking frame, flushing the pale face
and lighting~ up the heavy eyes, until the whole countenance
glowed with beauty, and the whole figure was instinct and.
erect with strength and grace. -

"Ah I that soul only needs arousing that she may cure
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the body," thought Vivia, as she, with wistful eyes re-
garded the child of her favor.

Thus-the former happy in imparting, the lat1~er happy
in receiving new life-the lady and her protege passed the
day.. Vivia bestowing from her own wealthy and bountiful
personality, both the spiritual vivacity and physical vitality
so much needed to nourish the wasted life-powers of her
rotary.

Reader, have you ever wondered why the gift of healing
by faith should have passed away with the days of our
Saviour and His first apostles? Theologians maintain that
the gift of miracles was bestowed only to attest the Divine
origin of Christianity, and~resumed when that religion was
established. But there is nothing in the Holy Scriptures
to prove that such a limit was attached to the gift of heal-
ing. The only condition necessary to the possession of the
gift was FAITH-the only limit to the action ~f this power
was-insufficiency of faith. Why now, in these latter days,
cannot the Christian believer, called to the bedside of his
pain-racked brother, heal him by the Word? Is the Lord
less omnipotent, or is man less faithful than in those early
ages of Christianity? We all l~now the tremendous power
for good or for evil of man over man, spirit over spirit. Often
more converting than the preacher's language is the preacher's
tone and gaze and gesture. Often more restoring thau all
the doctor's drugs is his comforting presence. What then
must still be the healing power of Christ put on by man in
faith? But this is a subject too deep and sacred for your
present writer. Let her return to her narrative.

That night, neither wishing to be separated from the
other, Vivia and Theodora occupied the same chamber.

At dawn, Vivia arose and awakened Theodorra to pre-
pare for a ride through the beautiful valley by the morning
twilight.

They were soon in the saddles. Vivia riding the horse
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that had brought her to Red Ridge, and Theodora going
on a gentle mare belonging to the farm.

As they wound their way down the narrow bridle-path,
leading from the Ridge to the valley, and bordering each
side with white dogwood blossoms ~nd pink honeysuckles,
all nature seemed just waking up and preparing to sing her
nation song of praise.

The valley lay below them, shadowy, green, and fresh
with dew-the opposite range of mountains, at the extrem~
ity of which were Vivia's Hills, arose darkly against the
horizon, now reddened with the coming day.

From all the earth arose a low, glad, thrilling murmur,
made up of the first waking movement of woods and fields
and streams, of insects, birds t~nd beasts, as though nature
softly swept her' harp-strings in a prelude to her grand
morning song of thanksgiving.

It was altogether a most animating and exh~laratin~
scene.

"It is the most delightful and invigorating ride I ever
took," exclaimed Theodora, inhaling a deep, life-giving
breath.

"It is because you take this ride at an hour in which you
never rode before.-between four and five o'clock on a sum-
mer morning-an hour of the exceeding beauty of which
you never dreamed, I venture to say. Poets and painters
have filled volumes ~with songs, and galleries with pictures,
of the sunset, the sunrise, etc.; but poets and painters mu~t
be an indolent brotherhood, for they miss the most glorious
and inspiring hour of the day or night--.the hour of nature's
wakening-when we surprise her at her mysteries, when
the earth is half spiritual, even if it be not filled with spirits.
Whence combs that low, delicious murmur, arising from
the ground, as if the earth were one grand harp, whose
strings violated to the whisper of the breeze? Can it all

29
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*come from nature, or are there spirit voices to be heard at
this hour ?"

"Spirit voices; I love to think that there are spirit
Voices. Oh! Vivia, I count as lost all the mornings that
are gone, in which I have not been out to wait on Mother
Nature at her matinal levee. I will not, if I can help it, miss
another morning ride."

They reached the foot of the ridge, and passed along a
narrow path, through the deep grass, that led to the flower-
bordered banks of Mad River. They crossed the stream at
a ford where the water was so, crystal clear that both riders
paused to admire the silvery sand and pearl-like pebbles at
the bottom.

Then resuming their reins, they climbed the opposite
bank, and proceeded through the deep grass and the low
copsewood, and finally the scattering groves of old forest
trees that grew up and down, and in and out, among the
bills to Vivia's mansion, which they reached at sunrise, in
full 'time for the very early breakfast, for which their ride
had given them an appetite.

As Vivia had promised, all the family, with the exception
of Mrs. Brunton, were absent at the Convent.

After breakfast, Mrs. Brunton excused herself from fur-
ther attendance, and departed to occupy herself with do-
mestic affairs, leaving the young ladies together. The
middle of the day was spent in repose, and the afternoon
was pleasantly passed by the friends in wandering among
the beautiful groves, or along the shallow streams among
the hills around the mansion-house.
* While they sat and rested upon a bank of wild violets,
under the shadow of a great elm-tree, and watched the play
of the purling brook at their feet, Vivia drew from Theo-
4ora. a detailed account of all her experience, during their
long separation.

At the conclusion, Vivia said, "You have acted well and
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wisely, dear Theodora, in all that has occurred. But now
this immolation of yourself must end. Nay, it has ended.
Now you must sell or rent your farm; you must accompany
me this ensuing autumn to the city; you must open a studio
there, and devote yourself to your beloved art. You must
give forms to the beauty in your mind; no matter whether
those forms of beauty be at once appreciated or accepted;
they must be created, and they will be immortal. And if
not in your world-life successful, you will be in your spirit-
life happy."

"Successful? Happy? Oh! do not even presume to
ask it! Successful? Only let my heart burn as heretofore,
but not as heretofore, without diffusing light and heat t&
any! Only let me hear deep oracles of the spirit, as hither-
to, but not as hitherto, without the power of utterance to
make them acceptable and useful to the soul-needs of any!
Let the heart consume itself in its own divine fires, so that
it makes some space in the world a little warmer and a
little brighter-let the spirit isolate itself, so that it may
hear and utter the prophecies within, and then-you may
forget the artist in her poverty and obscurity. She will
not pine for absent fame or fortune. She will not even
know whether she be 'successful.' But-' happy?' Did
you say I should be happy? Ah, no I ab, nevermore!
nevermore on this earth! Look, Vivia! that poor beetle
at our feet; some careless step-it might have been yours
or mine-has trodden upon it and crushed one quarter;
yet see how it struggles and stumbles as it tries to go along
on its remaining sound members! I am like that poor1
beetle, Vivia! I feel very like that poor mutilated insect
looks! Vivia! the left side of my chest has a crushed and
dying feeling, half. physical, half spiritual, since the will
within seems crippled with the heart."

"You have loved and you have suffered, and with all
the strength of your heart I Well! what then? Such are
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the conditions of the poet's and the artist's life! such the
indispensable conditions of their power! In your child-
hood you had the aspirations and provisions of genius; you
were willing to consecrate yourself to the enthusiasm for
art that possessed you; willing to be, or to do, or to suffer
.--.-any thing-all things in her service. Well, this love-

sorrow came; came, bringing storm and devastation to the
calmness of your life; came, laying open, as an earthquake
does, the deep abyss of your spirit, and passed, leaving you
weak and desolate, yet, in your weakness and your desolation,
wiser and more powerful than you could ever have been
without that deep experience! Love is the holiest of all
teachers, and sorrow is the next! You would not now be
willing to annihilate the memory of that love with all the
suffering that it has brought, sweet suffering at last, since it
has been fruitful of wisdom, power, and beauty! But love
is not all a woman's life! do not think it-love is not all of
my life, and yet you know my life is large and rich! My
Theodora, be strong and patient! how short is our earthly
life, even of the longest; and how very few live that
longest! Long or short, live out your life worthily! Live
blessing and blessed! Wait for death that dissolves all false
marriages, and confirms all true ones! Wait for heaven,
where there can be no more illusions of the senses, no more
deceptions or self-deceptions, no more unions of the false
with the true, the evil with the good. Ah! I think, were the
truths of heaven only accepted, earth would then possess a
divine patience! But, come! the sun has set, the moon is
just rising; it is beautiful, but the dew is also falling, and
you are not, as I am, on such good terms with nature as to
bear her damp as well as her sunshine, so let us return to
the house," said Vivia, and rising, she assisted Theodora to
her feet.

When they entered the parlor, they found the tea-table
set, Mid Mrs. Brunton waiting to preside at that meal.
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"When did our friends say that they would be home ?"
inquired Vivia.

"They have decided to sleep at the Convent to-night, and
to visit to-morrow the Jesuit Seminary, ~and to return here
to-morrow evening. But that reminds me-Mrs. Wildmau
certainly does not intend to return to Red Ridge to-night ?"

inquired the old lady, in conclusion.
"No, certainly not; Mrs. Wildman remains my guest until

to-morrow afternoon, when I shall myself escort her home,
spend the night with her, and come back here on WedEes-
day morning," answered Vivia, who had just then impro.-
vised the plan.

"iii! you two were always great friends, and you have
been so long separated.-.I do not wonder 1" observed the
old lady, as she filled out a cup of tea and passed it to
Vivia.

Accordingly, Theodora passed that night and the next
day at the Hills. And during that time Yivia won her
consent to all t~e plans she had proposed. And even in
that short space, Theodora's improvement in spirits, health,
and strength, was very marked.

Vivia accompanied her back to Red Ridge, and as they
sat alone in the farm-house that night, they discussed the
details of Theodora's removal.

"The household furniture may be let, if possible, with the
house and farm. The stock must be sold. The two old
superannuated negroes must be comfortably provided for in.
the cabin which they now occupy, and which will also be a~
home for my two poor young vagrants, Jim and Tom, if they
ever should wish to return. But what shall I ever do with
my familiar demon, Miss Kelly Parrot ?" inquired Theo-
dora, smiling in the midst of her embarrassment.

Oh! give yourself no concern, my dear, ab9ut that, I
shall invite her to take ~ip her abode at the hills, wjiere
there is room enough to accommodate her without incom-



470 VIVIA. THE END OF ASPIRATION. 471

moving others, and where, in my absence, she will be some
amusement to Mrs. Brunton, who can keep her in order."

Soon after, they retired.
And the next morning Vivia took leave of Theodora, and

departed to busy herself in procuring a tenant for Red
Ridge. She enlisted Wakefield and Austin in the same
enterprise. She visited Theodora two or three times each
week. And, day by day, Theodora improved in health and
spirits; and Vivia smiled joyously to see the blessed change.

On one of her visits to Red Ridge, Vivia was attended
by Wakefield Brunton, who siuce his return had been anx-
ious to pay his respects to his old playmate. The meeting
was on both sides a joyous ones Theodora found Wake-
field incredibly improved-the sun of the Orient had im-
parted a rich brown tint to his complexion, and given a
higher gloss to his raven black hair, and a deeper fire to
his dark eyes; his bearing also was self-poised, dignified,
and proud almost to haughtiness; yet his manner, when
addressed to herself, was very gentle an? respectful, and
when addressed to Vivia, was deferential even to humility;
there was indeed in his whole deportment to the latter, a
sort of sorrowful self-abandonment and deprecation, painful
to behold and impossible to understand, and to which Vivia
opposed an unvarying kindness, whose passionless serenity
was equally inexplicable and almost equally painful.

"What is it? What can it be? Have each or either
of these two loved the other? It is impossible to know,
for Wakefield's strange manner reveals nothing. And Vivia
never taxes another's heart with her own troubles," said
Theodora to herself, as she pondered over these things.

Wakefield was almost as much interested in Theodora's
fate as she had been in his own and Vivia's; for zis he and
his companion rode forth from the farm he said,

"Our Theodora has more beauty and interest about her

than she ever had before. Her eyes have the soft brilliance,
and her complexion the 'tender pallor~ of Tasso's Leonora."

"She has sout beauty, dear Wakefield," answered Vivia.
This was Wakefield's first and his farewell visits for the

next morning he set out on his journey to New York.
Vivia returned to Theodora. The latter thought she

detected for the first time a look of deep depression and
acute anxiety on the heretofore calm, bright face of her
friend, but in a moment, and before she could be sure that
it was there, it passed away, and smilingly Vivia said,

"You are growing strong, Theodora! There is no
longer a plausible excuse for your keeping your friends at.
a distance, since I can no longer with truth tell them that
you are indisposed. For your own sake and for ours, dear
Theodora, be firm; prepare yourself~ and come to-morrow
to call upon Helen. Break the ice of this estrangement,
get only the first interview over, and all will henceforth be
well between you! You will find~Austin unchanged, and
Helen much improved, and both worthy. a share of your es-
teem."

Theodora, who had grown pale and cold at the first pro..
position, nevertheless replied,

"You are perfectly right, as always, dearest Vivia. We
four cannot continue to live thus estranged; the meeting
must come sooner or later; it will cost me a pang, but I
will go."

"I thank you in the name of us all, my dear. Then I
will remain with you to-night, and take you home with me
to make the visit to-morrow. Shall it be so?"

"Oh! yes, dearest Vivia! you anticipate my earnest
wishes."

"And y6n will then spend the day with us, or the week,
as you shall feel disposed ?"

"You shall do with me as you please, dear Vivia."
Accordingly the next morning the friends arose at dawn~
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and prepared for another of those delightful rides through
the valley in the morning twilight.

When they reached the Hills the sun was just rising,
while the household were already up, and Mrs. Brunton's
early breakfast prepared in her own room.

"We n~ust take coffee with our housekeeper this morn-
ing, Theodorp I Indeed I, being an early riser, breakfast
with Mrs. Brunton every morning, and only sit down to
the family breakfast with Austin and Helen as a matter of
form," said Vivia, as she assisted her friend to relieve her-
self of her riding skirt.

"How long will they remain your guests, Vivia ?"

"Until we all go up to town together. Their house at
Mount Storm will not be ready for their reception this sea-
son."

They sat down to the table with good appetites for Mrs.
Brunton's fragrant coffee and delicate rice muffins.

And after the morning repast was over they repaired to
Yivia's apartment, where Theodore. reposed herself until
the young couple were ready to receive her in the morning
room.

Then Vivia came for her and conducted her in. As soon
as she entered, and before she could raise her eyes to see
Helen and Austin sitting near one of the balcony windows,
Helen sprung up, ran toward her, caught her in her arms,
kissed her, and burst into tears. Helen's emotion, sti~ange,
perhaps, but perfectly sincere, covered completely any loss
of self-possession that Theodore. might have betrayed.

When Helen had wept a little over the meeting with the
old schoolmate, whose life she had been fated to in many
ways imbitter, she took her by the hand to meet Austin,
who was standing ready to welcome, and who now advanced
to greet her.

She raised her eyes; the same grave and beautiful smile
met her glance.
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"I am very happy to meet you again, dear Theodora,"
he said; "I hope you will remain with us awhile. Since
returning hither, we have all felt very much the need of
your presence to make our family circle complete."

There was as much deference in his manner as there was
kindly affection in his words; both together had the effect
of calming the disturbance of his listener's bosom, and she
replied,

"I am so happy to meet you all again, Austin I They
were so long and lonesome-those days of your absence I"

"But now we are returned I Let us never be far or long
separated again! I do not see why we five, drawn together
by congeniality of temper, may not form one household! I
want Vivia and Wakefield to live with us, or to allow us to
live with them-but Vivia does not reject, yet does not ac-
cept my proposition. Vivia, for the first time, reserves
herself. But you-now while we all happened to be collected
under one roof-.-.how long will you ~remain with us 1"'

"I came to spend the day, Austin."
"She will stay at least a week, Austin! And if I have

influence enough over her, she will not return to the farm
at all."

"Yes I while 'closing business' there, it is just as well
that our Dora makes her home with us until we go to town,
and then accompanies us thither," said Austin, turning, as
he concluded, to Helen, as if to solicit her concurrence in
the plan.

Helen nodded, and smiled assent.
Theodore. was in the hands of her friends. We all know

how docile, and how easily led she was. And her friends
disposed of her as they would. She remained at the Hills,
only revurnfng to the farm when her presence there was
necessary to attend to the sale of the stock, and of the
growing crop, and lastly, to the transfer of the. pQssesSioii
of the house to the tenant Austin found to take it.
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Miss Nelly Parrot, at Vivia's invitation, came over with
the last cart-load of valuables from Red Ridge. Miss Nelly
was highly delighted at the change from the poor farm-house
to the affluent mansion; and consequently, got upon her
most dignified and'best behavior, until the family were pre-
paring to" go to New York, when Miss Nelly invited her-
self to become one of the party, putting her act upon the
most generous grounds, by declaring that she was attached to
Theodora, and would never, no, never, forsake her or allow
her to go unattended out into a heartless world, etc. In
vain Yivia good-humoredly promised to take excellent care
of Th~odora. No! no! no! Vivia left her once for years,
and might leave her again-and then what would Theodora
do ?-Miss Nelly triumphantly inquired, while reiterating
her fixed determination to abide by the fortunes of herlegiti-
mate protectress. This persistence on the part of the heroic
Miss Nelly, must have caused much disturbance to the
travelers, had not a providential visitation of rheumatism
laid Miss Nelly upon her bed~ with a reasonable prospect
of remaining there some days. And under the cover of
her indisposition, the family party retreated, and commenced
their journey.

They reached New York early in December, and took a
furnished house, in a quiet street, where they established
themselves for the winter.

Wakefield had found a publisher, and they found him
deeply engaged in reading his proofs.

Austin, in whose name the house had been taken, invited
and entreated Wakefield to leave his obscure boarding-house,
and come and take up his abode with them for the winter.
And at last, after a good deal of hesitation and difficulty,
Wakefield yielded with the air of one who accepted an in-
vitation, rather with the intention of pleasing his host than
of gratifying himself.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

MORE MYSTERIES.

"I thought she loved me-did me grace
To please herself-..'twas all her deed;

God makes or fair or foul our face;
If showing mine so caused to bleed

Another's heart, she should have dropped
A word-and straight the play had stopped."

THEODORA, in those days seemed unable to repress her
amazement in watching Wakefield, as he came in and went
out with his air of perfect ease, independence, authority.
His grand seignorial manners were incomprehensible to her,
who had known him from his boyhood, through all the days
of his penury and obscurity.

"Really, if I had not known Wakefield's origin; I should
have taken him for one born in the purple, accustomed to
dominion, destined to glory. Yet it seems to me, if I were in
his place, an aspirant for fame, the more exalted I became,
the more really humble I should be; but men think differ-
ently, I suppose."

Instinctively knowing that these criticisms would be un-
pleasant ~to Vivia, she never gave them utterance; but one
day, feeling this interest in hearing the circumstances that
had contributed to "form" Wakefield, she inquired of Vivia,
how he had been pleased with their Eastern tour, and how
they usually passed their time.

"It is impossible," answered Vivia, "but that he should
have been welt pleased. We traveled under the most favor-
able cozi~1itions of improvement, and for pleasure. Austin
and myselS you - know, having been abroad before, had

(4'r5)
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formed a somewhat extensive acquaintance in the higher
circles of the principal cities of Europe. We renewed many
of those acquaintances, and through them formed many new
ones. We presented Wakefield to all our circles simply as
a friend and fellow-citizen. And once introduced into
society, his personal merits accomplished all the rest."

"Forgive me; all what 'rest?'"
A cloud passed over the fine features of Vivia; but im-

mediately by an effort of the will, she smiled brightly, dis-
pelling the shadows, and replied,

"Well, he succeeded brilliantly in the saloons of Paris,
and afterward also, in Florence, in Naples, and in Rome.
This success-"

Vivia paused, and the same shadow returning to her
brow,

~" Well, this success.-intoxicated him ?" suggested Theo-
dora.

"No, certainly not."
"Gave him confidence, then ~
"He did not need that. This success-well! it was very

natural! You see what he is-handsome, graceful, gracious
.-.-with the condescension of a Prince, rather than the cour-

tesy of a courier; having the air of one who had never met
a superior to himself among his own se~-(fer his manner

to women is ever as deferential as you see it now)-i~nd
more than all, possessing a fine and highly cultivated in-
tellect, and conversational powers as brilliant as profound.
You perceive then, that being what he is, and introduced
as he was, his success was a matter of course. J3ut some-
how there prevailed an impression that he was in his own
country wealthy and distinguished. In a word, people be-
lieved, or took it for granted, that fame and fortune had
smiled upon him as favorably as the Muses had. And-

would you believe it, - Theodora. ?-.~-oux' rustic Wakefield
we&lly became quarry for manwuvQring mothers and inar*

riageable daughters! Of course nothing real in the way
of matrimony could have come of such illusions, for snp~
posing it possible that Wakefield could have been ensnared,

the moment there should have been a proposal there would
also have been a question of marriage settlements, when the
suitor's want of wealth must immediately have transpired.
I wished the people undeceived; yet even had it been my

part to open their eyes, there was no proper opportunity
afforded me of doing so. One day I mentioned the subject
to Wakefield, who, between a frown and a smile, answered
gayly, "Well! what can I do? If the old Countess of
Kilirnanscrew, with her four plain and penniless daughters,
takes me for a man of fortune, and follows me from places,
lavishing attentions upon-my imaginary wealth.-what can
I say? Must I tell her, "Madame, do not waste your
time in hunting me. You mistake in supposing me to be
a gentleman of family and fortune. I am only a poor devil
-the son of a farm laborer of Maryland.-and the secretary
of Mr. Austin Malmaison. Consequently, you perceive,
I have not money enough to buy your Lady Jane or Lady
Mary !" There was some truth in what he laughingly ad-
vanced. And as he chose to treat the subject so lightly, it

was dropped. We finally got rid of our two flattering
friends when we crossed the Mediterranean to enter ~

While Vivia spoke, and when she had finished, there was
still that struggle between light and shadow on her beauti-
ful face, and when she smiled it was not as formerly, like
the clear moonshine of summer, but rather like the sun
breaking tearfully through the clouds. She soon arose and
left the room.

"Ah! Wakefield is growing very worldly, and that is the
source of Vivia's disquietude. Ah! why should that bright
spirit ever stoop to love a mortal man? A spirit quicken-
ing and sustaining so many others, should lean on God only
.-...should bend to none lower! Oh, Vivia! queen and
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muse, why should you love, except only as God loves ?"

thought Theodora, as she sat alone after this conversation.
As she mused with her head bowed upon her hands, a voice
fell gently on her ear,

"Pensive or dreaming, dear Theodora ?"

She started, and looked up to see Austin standing before
her.

"Come," he continued, "let me take you into the parlor;
there is something worth your attention, I assure you."

"Thank you, dear Austin," Theodora said, rising and
accepting his offered arm.

When they reached the drawing-room, they found Vivia,
Wakefield, and Helen grouped around a stand on which lay
open a very handsome book.

"See, Theodora, dear, here is Wakefield's first-born-a
very pretty battling, and very elegantly dressed, too I" ex-
claimed Helen, beckoning her forward.

"Oh !" ejaculated Theodora, with glad surprise; then-
"but I thought it was not to be published until the first of
next month," she said, joining the group at the stand.

"That is true," said Helen, as she pushed -the book
toward the last comer; "and it will not be published until
the first of the month; but our dear Wakefield was so
anxious to see his offspring, that from the very first perfect
sheets he had a copy collected, and had it handsomely
bound, as you see."

Theodora drew the book toward herself, and examined it
with great interest. It was bound in the antique style,
richly embossed and gilded, with an illuminated title-page,
and an allegorical dedication, in which the work was mys-
tically offered to its inspiring source-the Muse-which
the initiated only understood to mean Vivia.

Theodora raised her eyes from the dedication page to
glance at Wakefield and Vivia.

Wakefield, unconscious, or forgetful of any other presence

near him, stood, earnestly bending forward, and fixing a
deprecating, imploring, passionate gaze upon Vivia, who
8tood mournfully, with averted head, colorless cheek, and
drooping eyelids. Theodora immediately withdrew her
glance; but while returning to the examination of the volume
before her, she pondered-" Ah, what can be the- trouble
between those two? If she loves him, he certainly adores
her I What then keeps them asunder ?"

The leaves she turned were full of striking illustrations,
from drawings, sketched amid the scenes they represented;
but though at another time they must have charmed her
attention, now they scarcely appeared to her eyes.

She looked up from the volume to see whether Austin
and Helen remarked the by-play that she had surprised.

It was evident that they had not; both were preoccupied.
They had withdrawn a step from the stand, and were speak-
ing together in low, vehement tones; but a few words
reached Theodora.

"Yes! it was wrong! very wrong," said the one.
"Wrong! Helen !" exclaimed the other in a tone, of sur-

prise and displeasure.
"Yes! wrong, sir! and therefore I do not like it, under-

stand !" said Helen, still in a low tone, but with a passion-
ate earnestness that still further betrayed itself in the swell-
ing bosom, flushed cheeks, and tearful eyes, while Austin
regarded her with less of indignation than of sorrowful sur-
prise.~

Theodora instantly withdrew her attention, and endea-
vored to fix it again upon the volume under her hand. It
was impossible, for still she mused.

"They also! Ah! then is there no happiness in the
world-and is every appearance of it only appearance ?"

Silently and sadly she was turning away, thinking to
withdraw unobserved, when Wakefield came to her side.

"You look the image of il penserosa, dear Theodora.
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Does not my poor book please you? T fully expect you to
criticism the illustrations, for they are engraved from sketches
taken by your humble servant, who cannot give the life and
grace to his poor attempts that an artist imparts to his
works. Had you been of our party now, dear Theodora, to
make sketches while I made notes, we should, between us,
have produced a book quite worthy the time the critics will
give to cutting this one up. But smile upon the poor
stranger at least; for do you know, that no one has smiled
upon it yet? It is an unpropitious omen !"

"You are in error, dear Wakefield; it is on the contrary
a propitious omen. I have too often seen verified the
homely proverb-' a bad beginning makes a good ending'-
in other words a 'sowing in tears and reaping in ~ said
Vivia affectionately, as she came to the young author's side.

"You are doubly mistaken, Mr. Brunton, for I've smiled
over your exultant production until my face is fatigued, and
just as soon as it is rested, I will begin smiling again.
And if you like I will call Mademoiselle Stephanie my
French maid, who is an adept at smiling, to smile while I
rest. Now I am sure the most zealous friend could not do
more," said Helen, advancing with a countenance from
which every vestige of dissatisfaction had vanished. At
this sally of Helen good humor seemed to be restored.

In a fortnight from that day, Wakefield's book was be-
fore the public. I know not whether it were a "pheno-
menon" of genius, being the first book of a youthful author,
probably it was not; possibly it came out at a fortunate
point of time; met a want of the public mind; filled some
little empty niche in the temple of letters,-(as a graphic
feature of the manners and customs oC the inhabitants of
some unknown part of the globe . might now do)-at all
events the book was a great success, and Wakefield Brunton
became the literary lion of the day; and that, too, when
literary lions were not nearly so plentiful and so short-lh~ed
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as they are at present; when to be such was reafly-rae/ier
..-.-a distinction; perhaps this lionization might also in some
degree be justly attributed to other accidents aside from the
merit or even from the success of his book; his social con~
section was most favorable; the Malmaisons had renewed
their acquaintance with many of the "upper ten" of New
York whom they had met abroad, and consequently saw
much company at home and went frequently into society.
Wakefield was always of their party; and even his elegant
person, graceful address, and brilliant conversation made~
his presence not only welcome but desirable; it remained
only for his literary success to complete his triumph and
constitute him the temporary lion of the saloons. Such
lionization is of course essentially mlgar and, rightly con-
sidered, any thing but a compliment to the modesty and good
sense of the lionized. Young aspirants do not think of this
-too eager are they to grasp the sparkling tinsel of a
transient adulation, mistaking it for the pure and solid gold
of an abiding fame. Too often exhilarated with vanity, all
earnestness of soul effervesces and evaporates in levity.-.
all taste for patient study departs, and then all power
creation is lost; the divine gift has been slighted and is
withdrawn. Where one son of genius withers in neglect,
tea .perish from adulation, as any one may prove for hims~Lf
by looking back up~p literary history, with this essential
difference, however, that the "one" who withers in neglect,
still leaves behind some monument of his genius, by which
"being dead," he "still speaks" to many succeeding gene.
rations-.--as for instance Ohatterton, Keats, Savage, our own
Brockden Brown, and many others. While the "ten" who
perish through adulation leave little or nothing beyond
some imperfect work~ that expires in its first edition, and a
transient memory that. dies out with their own personal
friends, as, for instance-but we will not recall to me~nory
the names of the fallen stars ofour literary firmament.

30
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Wakefield was now exposed to all the ailtiring dangers
of social adulation; whether he were really very much elated
by this, does not appear, since he had pride and dignity
sufficient to control and reserve himself. Vivia witnessed
all his triumphs; she was with him at every party of which
he was the centre of observation. And every journal con-
taining a favorable review of his book, speedily found its
way to her boudoir. Two months after its publication in
New York, it was republished in London, where it was re-
ceived with even greater favor.-an event that was con-
sidered a very high honor in those days when Sydney
Smith's contemptuous question-" Who reads an American
book ?" had-not received its overwhelming answer.

A friend of Wakefield, an English gentleman, whose ac-
quaintance he had formed at Rome, immediately upon the
issue of the London edition of the book, forwarded a copy
to the author, so that the latter received it simultaneously
with the neWs, of its republication in England. As soon as
be had torn off the wrapper, and found what it contained,
he carried it where he carried all his triumphs, to the feet
of Vivia.

He found her in the drawing-room, in company with her

three friends. Austin and Helen were dressed for a ride.
Theodora sat sketching at a distant stand. Vivia re-
clined musing in an arm-chair.
* As Wakefield was still a member of the family, he merely
nodded to the others, and then passed immediately to Vivia,
upon whose lap he placed the book. She opened it, read
the title-page, and then raising her serene eyes to the young
author's animated countenance, she said quietly-
I "Well! it is but a ju~st tribute to you, dear Wakefield."

"Ahi what are you: showing Vivia, there ?" inquired
Helen, gathering up her riding-skirt, and coming toward
them.

Vivia handed her the book.

"Oh! a cheap edition of Wakefield's work! Got out for
the million, I suppose, as the handsome one was for. the
upper ten! A pretty idea, but an ugly book."

"It is a London republication of the work," said Wake-
field.

"A London-what? Come here, Austin! witness a new
triumph of our author! Mr. Brunton, I am proud to know
you !" exclaimed Helen, gayly, tendering her hand in con-
gratulation.

Austin joined the group and looked at the book.
"Just what I expected," he said.
"How! just as you expected? Really, you all seemed

to have formed expectations for me, which I should never
have presumed to form for myself! and yet I am not con-
sidered deficient in self-esteem, either 1"

"No! parblen! as our Parisian friends say, you are not;
but how came this book to you ?"

"By the mail steamer across the ocean."
"Really now-but through whose agency, I mean
"Through that of Messieurs, the postmasters, I pre-

sufrie."
"Now that is astonishing! By the way, Wakefield, is

not success a means of grace to you? Does it not sweet~~
your temper, and dispose you to love and truth, and all the
heavenly virtues, and all the social amenities ?"

Wakefield laughed, and for the moment smoothed his
troubled brow.

"Well, Mr. B sent me the book."
"Ah! Iknew it!"
"Indeed-since when !"

"Since you condescended to inform me, of course; but
this I know, 'all out of my own head,' as the children say
-namely, that the English publishers never would have had
the sagacity to discover this treasure amid what they call
the rubbish of American literature, had not their attention
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been called to the book by Mr. B-, to whom you sent
an early copy."

"Ay! is that the reason why you 'expected it?'"
"Of course !"

"Humph! well, I suppose that is the explanation of it !"
said Austin, with a somewhat sobered countenance.

"Why, of course it is, my dear fellow! Ah! if every
thing were known, we have little to laud ourselves withal!
Come, Nelly, come! the horses are pawing and neighing
with impatience while they stand before the door, attracting
crowds of little ragged boys, who will 'hooray' when they
se~ us mount."

"Au revoir, Wakefield," said Austin, giving his arm to
Heh~n, and taking her out.

When they had left the room, Wakefield still followed
them with his eyes or ears, until they had mounted the
horses and ridden off. Then he glanced at Vivia, and turned
to look at Theodora. The young artist might have been a
statue for her unimpressibility by any external scene; evi-
dently, Theodora'was abstracted from all knowledge of time,
place, and surrounding circumstances. From Theodora's
statuesque figure, ~ gaze turned once more upon
Vivia. Something sinister, something fateful in his gaze
troubled the calmness of her bosom. He was as much at
home as herself in Austin's house, therefore there would be
no rudeness or unkindness in leaving the room, which she
resolved to do. She arose with her usual quietness, and
said, calmly,

"I have letters to write for this evening's mail, dear
Wakefield-and so you will excuse me for some hours."

And she passed on to retire~ But Wakefield seized her
hand.

"No! by all my sufferings, no, Vivia! you must not
leave me now! the hour has come at last I You must and
shall hear m~ I" he exclaimed in a low, deep thrilling voice,

as with a constraining impulse he restored her to her seat,
and folding his arms stood before her.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

REN UN CIAT ION.

Far, lingering on some distant dawn,
My triumph comes, more sweet than late,

When from these mortal mists withdrawn,
Thy heart shall know me-I can wait .-A norzymoue.

WAKEFIELD was fearfully pale; his dark eyes, contracted
and sunken, gleamed with the fires of a passion aggravated
almost to madness.

Vivia remained seated with a serene and queenly aspect,
somewhat softened by a slight shade of sorrow.

"V ivia," he began in the cold, formal, measured tone,
not of insensibility, but of powerful, and powerfully re-
pressed emotion. "Vivia, twice already rejected by you-
once in the East, and again on reaching our native shores-
there would be more than humiliation, there would be dis-
honor in urging again that subject; therefore I 8eek your
presence now with no intention of casting myself beneath
your feet to solicit your -reluctant love! I come to entreat,
nay, to demand an exph~nation of the causes of that fatal
inconsistency in your conduct toward myself which has re-
sulted in the wreck of my whole life's happiness! Vivia-
were you----all peerless as you are in every other respect.-.
Were you still the creature of conventionality, pride, and
prejudice, as are tno many of your companions in society,
I should but consider myself the transient dupe of an ac-
coinplished coquette, and should disdain to occupy my
thoughts further with the investigation of her motives. J3ut
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you are not one of these-as far as the heavens are above
the earth, are your thoughts above such low vanities. You

never act from indifference, still less from levity or wanton-
ness. Your motives are always serious and conscientious.
Some holy principle governed your conduct, therefore, in
this as in all things. What was it, Vivia? Why have you

led me on by a false hope, step by step, from height to
height, to leave me mad, blind, reeling upon the brink of
this dizzy precipice of passion and despair ?"

"Wakefield, subdue yourself-be calm."
"Calm? I am still."

'"Yes, still as the storm-fiend when 'he pauses to gather
his fearful breath.'"

"Vivia, from the day of our first momentous meeting,

through all the years of boyhood, youth, manhood, up to
this hour, my soul has been as bare before you as before
her' Creator; while yours' has been as inscrutable tp me
as-With reverence be it spoken-as that of the Creator.

But, Vivia, by the long-protracted trial of years, I swear
to you that to-day your heart shall be revealed to me
even as mine, has been and is to you! I await your expla-
nation."

"Mistaken one! do not insist upon this !"
"I insist.-persist!"
"Were I to reveal myself to you, you would cease to

love me."
"Cease to love you! then it would be because I should

cease to live! because the fate of Semele, oh, Muse! would
be my fate also I" exclaimed the youug man with a sudden
burst of enthusiasm.

Vivia remained serene and impassive.

"Your sojourn in the land of ancient poetry and my.

theology has tinged you with its picturesque tone, Wake.

field," was the only comment she made upon his wild
words; while heedless of the interruption, he continued-

"And yet I dare it! I dare the fate of Semele! Re-
veal yourself to me, Vivia, that at last I may see you 1"

"Wakefield, your language is that of insanity! Yet I
understand you. I would not affect to do otherwise. But
speak to me in sii~iple words, if you would have 'me reply."

"Well then, your motive! your motive! in all your deal-
ings with me

"From first to last, your good-purely that."
"My good! Great Heavens! and what was-and is my

good! my greatest good! yes! the only and all containing
good I ask from Heaven or from you-yourself! Oh'!
Vivia, I deemed you proud and aspiring! I deemed that
you would never bestow your peerless self upon one who

had not acquired some distinction in this world-"
"That demonstrates that you never indeed knew me

aright. The distinctions of this world are too often false
and transient."

Without heeding her interruption he went on-

"For you I aspired! endeavored! triumphed! only for

you! from first to last, for you! What was the poor school-
boy's motive? Were there any premiums, medals, set' be-

fore him? no, but your bright, rewarding smile! What
was the youth's incentive? college honors, degrees? In
what college truly did he pursue his studies? no! no! but

your elevating approbation! And what has been the
man's inspiration? fame? wealth? glory? no! no! no I

and forever no! but your crowning love !"

Vivia shook her head and waved her hand with a queenly
repelling manner; but Wakefield went on-

"What to me-to me indeed, is the adulation that has
been lavished upon me by these world-worshipers ?"-he
paused an instant, as a lofty disdain lifted the sh6rt upper

lip and dilated the thin and quivering nostril of his fine

classic profile, and then passed as an emotion, not familiar
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to: that face; and he continued in a grave and earnest
manner-.

:" Do I not know them? do I not know that men-.-oh!
how much wiser! how much better! how much in every
resp~ot worthier than ever I can hope to be !-~--have per~
ished through the neglect of such as these ?.-.-have perished
because, though seeming more than men, they were yet not
gods, and needed human sympathy and help, and found it
iiot ~among these worldlings? Do you suppose that I
fitterr myself, or suffer myself to be elated by all their
favor? Do you suppose that I am the least grateful for
it, even 7 Do I not know that any real worth within me
~aever would have won their applause, far less their respect,
still less their true sympathy? Do I not know that it is
not to myself nor to my work, but to you, to you that I
owe this social triumph, as I also owe my genius-nay, I
had nearly said my soul! And now, Yivia, listen! For
all these goods that I have received from you, you have
talreu a fearful price-a jewel worth them all-my heart's
~peace 1"

A deprecating wave of the hand and the words-.
"No I peace is not worth more than all, any more thau

sleep is worth more than action, death more than life,"
was the reply that V'ivia made.

But he continued with earnestness-
* "Oh, Vivia! three day8 stand out in living light from
all the other days of my life! The flr8t-that early spring
morning when, while at my boyish work of mending fences,
your voice reached my ear, and I turned to* behold you 1-
your little scarlet mantle, your radiant countenance, all glanc-
ing In the early sunlight! I see them still-shalk~ever see
'them! Oh, Vivia! in that hour my soul seemed first created!
The ~ec~nd day was, when, depressed and responding, I
~threw down my task and gave myself up to apathy, you sud~
denly appeared before me, smiled upon me, and, in playful

allusion to the chivalric stories we had read, you decked
me with your colors, called me your knight; and bade me
rise and struggle with my fate, 'conquering and to con~
quer I' I tell you, Vivia, that from that hour, a power of
endurance and of achievement, undreamed of until then,
invested my soul! The third day-we were no longer boy
and girl, but youth and maiden-you severed from that
glorious aureole-your hair, a ray of light-a ringlet of
gold, and laid it on my heart. Vivia! from that moment
the strength and patience of a hero descended into my
bosom; I felt the power given me to endure, to achieve,
to become-any thing! every thing! for your sake. Well,
I am young, yet I have won fame, and won the way to
wealth! I have laid my honors at your feet, but you scorn
alike the offering and the votary!, You-the bride for
whom I have toiled longer ~and harder than did Jacob
for Rachel-than did Menelaus for Helen, or ever man or
demigod for woman, or for goddess-you, the crowning
glory of my aspiration-you are not won! You-my muse,
my inspire, my guardian angel and guiding star! you have
led me up and up to the summit of this mount of ascen-
sion, only to disappear from my sight, to leave me alone
on its cold height-alone in bitter desolation! Oh, Muse!
why did you appear to the peasant child at his work?
Why did you inspire a soul into the soulless clod? that it
might suffer, writhe, madden, with a fruitless aspiration,
and a worse than fruitless-a destructive passion? Oh,
Light! why did you shine upon the poor moth, only that
he might consume himself in your cruel fire 7"

"Wakefield! nothing but transient madness, the double
frenzy of the poet and the lover, could excuse the exag-
geration of your language; and nothing whatever can even
palliate its irreverence! It is better that I give you no
explanation of my motives of action; better that you should
leave me, cease to think of me, and, if possible, quite for-
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get me," said Vivia, with a grave composure, that seemed
to rebuke the passionate vehemence of his language and
manner.

It did not even modify his excitement; he exclaimed-
"Leave you?, forget you ?.-.you p-great Heaven! even

you, with all your power, cannot enable me to do that!
Oh! you have created a soul-"

"Wakefield, you blaspheme !"

"Evo1ced~-.-and inspired a soul, then! and now you can-
not enfranchise that soul from belonging to you, from lov-

ing you and worshiping you! No! you cannot, in all the
ages of eternity, sever it from your own

"And yet must that soul he severed from mine at once-

enfranchisied~~yoii have used the right word." As Vivia
spoke, a cloud overshadowed her radiant brow, and the
deep melody of unshed tears trilled in her voice. "Wake-

field, you 'have invoked from me a revelation that I would
fain have withheld, and I must make it! It may wound

unto death that self-love, that you, in common with all
men, possess-it may obscure through all our earthly lives
your love for me-yet must I make it! The explanation
unspoken-and though we separate, your love for me
would continue uninterrupted-and though we might suffer
in our parting, we might hope to meet again in this world

to part no more! but that explanation once spoken-your
affection for me will grow cold, will die out, and nothing
short of a miracle can, in this world, revive it !"

"My love for you grow cold, Vivia! Look you! I
know that that sun now setting all the western horizon on fire
with its glorious light, will, in millions of ages, burn itself

'out; but-my love for you, ever in time or eternity, grow
cold? no! no! not if the soul be immortal !-for my love
is limited only by my soul's life! Oh! why should you
think otherwise ?"

"Because few mortal men's love could survive the revela-

tion I am about to make you! a woman's would. Were our
cases reversed, my affection would gain new life from a
knowledge of the position !"

"And if yours would, then mine will! or if it does not,
it will be because it is as full of life now as human love
can be! But what, then, is this revelation? I am lost in
conjecture I"

"Ah! you will understand when I tell you; you will
also wonder that you did not for yourself discover this-
our inverted relation," said Vivia, who still hesitated, as
one who sought excuses to defer the promised explanation.
"Well, well! listen then! you have just said, and you have
often said, that I-I-a mortal maiden, had 'created' the
soul in your bosom; mere raving, of course, impious rav-
ing, Wakefield! that nothing could justify; that you could
not endure another should say of us; that of course you
yourself in speaking, did not for a second believe; and yet,

Wakefield-and yet, in using those wild' and sinful words,
you approached something near the trulh I-and this is

what you can never bear to hear from me; the learning of
which will kill your self-love and your affection for me;
yet shall you hear it, for the knowledge will at last enfran-
chise your spirit, which must at any cost be freed. Yes!
you come near the truth! hear how near! for though I
could not create a soul, I developed yours, which, but for
i~ie, would have been stunted and dwarfed! Doubtless I
wv~ enabled to do this only through some spiritual, eter-
nal relation between us. I. held the one point of that
electric chord whose other point animated your bosom.
Well, I awakened and aroused the slumbering soul within
you-nay, more, I have involuntarily attracted and absorbed
that soul, until it is~ principally by and through me that it
lives! You think my thoughts; love my loves; live my
life! Your sentiments, opinions, principles, are not yours
because they are right, but because they are mine! You
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seek to live not in and from the Lord; but in and from
rue I To live from the Creator is freedom, individuality,
life indeed, and life eternal I To live only from a fellow
creature, is the abnegation of all these-is death or per-
version. In living from me, you forego your owir higher
place in the order of the Lord's creation. Withdraw your-
self therefore from me, Wakefield, and turn to the Lord."

"Vivia, this is all mere trancendentalism !"

"Ahi you really think so ?"

"I think that our united life would be very happy I"
"And I have not said that it would not; but happiness

is not, any more than peace is, the first object in life! I
might indeed give you my hand, as I long since gave you
my heart-.---and my life might be larger, and richer, and
happier for the possession of your love; you also might be
happier in your false paradise, but you would continue to
lose individuality, free agency, spirit-life--all of which I
should receive."

"Well! since I am willing! since I am desirous! since I
am anxious, to give heart, soul, spirit-all you! why do you
hesitate ?"

"Because the gift would impoverish you! since you do
not look to the Lord, nor open your soul to receive from
Him the spiritual life that would make you rich for giving.
Because in such inverted relations, our union would be out
of the Divine order. The woman should not stand between
the Lord and her husband, as in our marriage, I should
do."

"Transcendental !"

"No! not even strange, or unusual."
"Marriages, such as this, are more common than you

suppose-wherein men become, intellectually, morally, and
spiritually, the slaves of higher~souled women; which mar-
ried pairs, harmoniously related, observe with pity. Often
the domination of the woman is invisible.-' she by obeying'

.- (or rather by seeming to obey) 'rules'-but it is not the
less a real rule! Sometimes it is for good, sometimes for
evil-but in all cases the man loses his spiritual life: be-
cause he lives in and from his wife, and not in and from
God. In our case, Wakefield, should we now marry, my
dominion might be invisible, or it might seem to be for
good; you would appear to the world the man of genius, of
moral and intellectual greatness, the scholar, the poet, the
philosopher! while I should remain overshadowed. Bat
you would not the less have lost your selfhood in me, the
real life of your life. Wakefield! my Wakefield! leave the
woman whose love would only engulf you! leave her, and
grow up into the individual spirit of wisdom and power, that
the Lord intended you to be, so that in some future age we
may meet and blend forever without destruction-the one
to the other !"

"Stop," said Wakefield, shuddering as with a sudden
chill; "we all like to be killed or cured, secundum artem
-we like to know there is a right reason in our sentence.
Resolve me therefore this difficulty-if our marriage would
be a spiritual loss to me, why then was Basil's marriage
such a spiritual gain to him ?"

"Because his affection for Theodora lifted him from the
sloth and sensuality of his nature-while Theodora's love
for him was only a heavenly charity; because their spirits
c6uld never meet and blend as ours could, or the one en-
gulf the other as would happen in our case."

"That is all I had to ask you! It is over, then ?" qties~
toned the young man with an agonized tone and look.

"It is over for time. For this mortal sphere, Wakefield.
I renounce your love! Only in the Heavens, perhaps, will
you understand the full meaning and value of this renuncia~
tion."

"Vivia, farewelL"
"God bless you, Wakefield."
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He was gone-and she remained pale, cold, faint, as one
from whom all life had been withdrawn. An hour passed,
but her attitude continued unchanged. Austin and Helen
returned from their ride, looked in, and spoke gayly to her,
and disappeared to doff their habits; but she had not
noticed or replied to them. A servant came in, and with
more noise than necessary, replenished the coal fire, lighted
the lamps, closed the shutters, and then approached and
asked orders; she did not see or hear; and fearing to dis-
turb her repose, the servant quietly retired.

All this time Theodora had been sitting at the furthest
extremity of the two parlors, pursuing her work at a port-
able drawing-board, first by the light of the setting sun, and
now by that of a chandelier that hung above her head.

S

Vivia still sat wrapped in her cold apathy, until at length
"a still, small voice," a plaintive, pleading voice from the
other end of the apartment spoke,

"Vivia! oh! Vivia! please come and help me."
What could have rendered Vivia insensible to a call for

help? That little cry for aid penetrated where ruder sounds
could not have reached, and awoke her from her lethargy.
Rousing herself with an effort, she put back the damp hair
from her pallid brow and stood up.

"What is it, dear Theodora ?"
"Oh, such a strange instance of suspended power! This

morning such a glorious subject came into my head. It
was Regulus, before the Roman Senate. This afternoon I
began to paint it. As I worked, the vision brightened-
the countenance Qf the godlike Roman was before me dis-
tinct, and all glorious in the light of his sublime renuncia-
tion. 'But within an hour the vision has receded. I cannot
recall it. The face of Regulus I cannot finish, because I
can no longer see it. Come, help me, Vivia."

Vivia went to the back parlor, where Theodora sat be-
fore her small easel under the light of the hanging lamp.

Before her lay the unfinished picture. Vivia, bending over
her shoulder, examined her work.

"Regulus! yes, it is a fine subject, Theodora. Sit pa-
tiently before your canvas, therefore, and wait for the vision
to reappear; it is a glorious subject," she continued, and
drawing forward a chair and seating herself near the little,
pale artist, she began to speak of the grand old Roman hero
and martyr, of his sublime act of self-immolation on the
altar of his country's glory, with an eloquence that belonged
to her alone, and with an enthusiasm that communicated
itself to Theodora, who soon resumed her pencil, and with
a glowing cheek and kindling eye worked on while Vivia
talked.

At last when Vivia ceased, Theodora exclaimed in tri-
umph,

"Look now, dear Vivia! is not this Regulus ?" and she
turned the canvas toward her friend.

"It is a fine picture I That head is Christlike I" said the
latter.

"And was not the self-immolation of Regulus Christlike ?"
"Somewhat. And it was all the more admirable, that

he was a pagan without the revelations of Christianity to
sustain him! without the knowledge of another life that
should indemnify him."

"I think so, too; there is not much merit in bearing the
cross with the certainty of soon wearing the crown."

"No-and we who live in the light of revelation should
find the duty of renunciation easier !"

The entrance of Helen and Austin here ended the con-
versation.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

JEALOUSY.

Life may change, but it may fly not:
Hope may vanish, but can die not;
Truth be valued, but yet it burneth;
Lo're repulsed, but it returneth.-ShdUe~j.

WAKEPIELD returned no more that evening. As he
often spent his evenings out, his absence excited no remark.
But the next morning he made some excuse of alleged ne-
cessity to withdraw from the house to lodgings further down
town.

It was within an hour after Wakefield's departure, that
Vivia entered the little room over the front entry that had
been fitted up as a temporary study, and where the young
proprietor now sat reading. She approached the table,
and resting her hand upon its top, inquired,

"Dear Austin, are you not in correspondence with Pro-
fessor Rothsay, the President of the Newton Lyceum ?"

"Yes, my dear Vivia," he replied, rising and handing his
fair visitor to a chair.

I' And is he not making arrangements for a course of
lectures by various lecturers ?" inquired Vivia, sinking into
the offered seat.

"I believe so," replied the young man, resting his hand
upon the back of her chair, and bending downward to
listen with that reverential attention he always gave to
Vivia.

"Well, dear Austin, I wish you to write to Professor
Rothsay, and propose Wakefield. He has all the gifts of
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a successful public speaker. He would make a bi~l1iant
and popular lecturer."

"Ah I Wakefield thinks of taking up this sort of thing,
then ?"

"No, I do not know; but he will' not seek such an en-
gagement, I feel sure; consequently he will not get one,
unless it is offered him. And yet it is the best adjunct to
his author life. Therefore please do as I request. Name
Wakefield to Professor Rothsay; let the, proposal come
from that quarter; Wakefield will accept; and this arrange-
ment will open to him the way for other engagements of
the same sort."

"Very well, my dear Vivia, your will shall be done this
hour; but-as what class of lecturer would you have me re-
commend Wakefield, f~r instance ?"

"I scarcely know any branch of knowledge that Wakefield
could not illustrate. Upon many subjects he could speak
well; upon some profoundly as brilliantly-the present and
future of the East for instance; the same subject that he
has treated, but not exhausted, in his book."

"Very well, my dear Vivia; 'I shall write of him. as he
deserves, and as you desire."

"I thank you from my heart, Austin."
"AhI you are too emphatic."
"True, indeed! it is as if you never were kind before,

whereas this is but an atom in the world of your kindness
to me," said Vivia, as she rose' to leave the room. Her
voice was faint-that Austin had perceived already; but as
she left her chair and turned, the full light of the 'single
window fell directly upon her faee and figure; and Austin
saw and started.

"My dearest Vivia! why, Vivia! no I do not turn away.
What is the matter with you? Your cheeks are pale; your
eyes are languid; your voice is hollow ; you are going to
be ill!"
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"1~never was ill in my life, dear Austin t Don't becon-
cerned !"

"Vivia! what is it, then? tell your brother," he urged,
looking tenderly in her face.

"I want a change; and I shall have it; don't be con-
cerned for me, dear Austin !"

"But, Vivia-" he persisted, still holding her hand.

"Dear Austin, you know that I can take care of myself."
"In health! yes; but in sickness ?"

"Wakefield-Oh! yes, you promised to name him to the
President."

"Fivia," said Austin, growing more and more concerned,
"you are pale, and yet you have fever. Go to your room,
and let me send for a physician."

"'Physician, heal thyself,' you had best say to me! I
have healed many-have I not, my brother? I have upheld
many weak hands, strengthened many' feeble knees,' healed
many sick hearts and sick brains; myself shall I not heal ?"

"Vivia! let me attend you to your chamber, and send
Dora to you.

"No, no, I am not ill; really I am not, Austin; but,
come! to content you, I will promise that if I am not per-
fectly well this afternoon, you may order me to bed and
bring the doctor," said Vivia, withdrawing her hand, and
turning to depart.

"Very well! You have overruled my judgment, Vivia;
but I shall hold you to your promise."

"And I you to yours."
"Alit as for that, it is needless. I am about to perform

it now."
Good-morning.~~

"Take care of yourself, my dear Vivia; good-morning,"
said Austin, as he handed her through the door and re-
luctantly relinquished her hand.

Vivia went immediately to her own apartment with the
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intention of seeking solitude for self-communion and repose.
Nevertheless, she was not displeased, on opening the door,
to see Theodora ensconced in her only lounging chair.

Theodora sat with her head averted and bowed down,
and her chin supported on the palm of her hand, while the
wavy brown hair, slipped from the comb, rippled down to
the dimpled elbow that rested on the arm of the chair. The
black dress that she wore, without having any real coniec-
tion with the subject of her despondency, helped its effects.
Vivia thought that she had never seen a living picture love-
lier or more graceful than that formed by Theodora then.

Theodora was responding, weeping, and seeking strength
and comfort; therefore she was abundantly welcome.
* "Well! what is the matter now, my dear ?" inquired

Yivia, approaching and putting her arms around her pro-
tege.

Theodora started up and threw herself upon the bosom
of her protectress, Crying, in a plaintive voice.-

"Oh, Vivia! I have been waiting for you more than an
hour."

"Well, I am here, dear~-tell me what ails you !"

"Oh, Vivia, I am so unhappy."
"I can see that."
"Dear Vivia! please let me leave this house! please find

me some little place of my own, where I can live and paint
my pictures in peace."

"Yes-I will; do not disturb yourself," said the lady,
sitting down and drawing the weeping creature within her
embrace.

"Oh, Vivia! you do not know how embarrassing, how1

distressing it is to me to remain here."
"Yes, yes, I kndw. I had hoped better things from

Helen; I had believed that, with all her faults, she pos-
sessed a high, generous heart-incapable of such poor
jealousy.

1
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~' Of me too-"
"Of you, who she supplanted; yes, but that makes it all

the more natural and likely-a usurper never feels secure-
it is part of their retribution."

"But she is secure! she has him for whom she dishonored
her soul's integrity-as fast bound as church and state
can bind him; she knows that nothing but death can de-
prive her of him I why then does she grudge the brotherly
kindness that is so grateful to one so lonely as I am

"And so lovely ?"

"'Lovely'-.-do not mock your poor Dora, Vivia !"

"And I do not. Yes, you are lovely, my little Theo-
dora. You have just the sweetest, holiest, most spiritual
little face I ever saw. Do you not know it, dear? No,
indeed, you do not. Well, I tell you because the knowledge

will not hurt you, little humble-minded one! As for Helen!
yes, she is as secure as church and state can make her, of
Austin's hand, name, and fortune; of his heart, she is secure
as far as his reason and conscience can control that heart,

and no further; and that is the very ground of Helen's un-
easiness."

"Ah, what had she to fear from his interest in a poor
little lame girl? What interest could I inspire even in the

heart of a former lover, save only compassion ?"

0 "Usurpers tremble with or without a cause; but we will
talk no more, and think no more of this, dear Theodora. I
perceived your embarrassment, and have provided for it."

"You have thought of a home for me, then ?"

"I have thought of a voyage."
"How! of a voyage ?"

"Yes, dear Theodora."
"Where shall you go then ?"

"We shall go to Europe, for I intend that you shall ac-
company me-we shall go to Germany and to Graefen-
burg."

"We, L to Graefenburg, Vivia ?"
"Yes, my dear. Theodora, have you lost all hope of

curing your lameness ?"

"Oh, yes, long since! Do you not know the decision of the
doctors forbade hope ?"

"They were wrong, and so are you. There is a mode
of cure, and you shall test it. You shall be restored Theo-
dora."

"Ali! if I could dare hope it !"

"There is a peasant in Germany whose body was ~o
crushed and broken, that the physicians resigned all hope
of restoring it-then the peasant~ undertook his own cure
and accomplished it. Since which~ he has cured thousands
of all manner of diseases. This magician is called Preiss-
nitz; his spell is faith; his agent water; his place Graefen-
burg. And to Graefenburg and to this magician we will
go," said Vivia cheerfully. And then to Theodora's
wondering looks she replied by giving a detailed account
of the rise and progress of Hydropathy, at that time almost
unknown in the Unit&~d States.

"While in Europe," continued Vivia, "we went through

Germany, and visited Graefenburg. It was while wit-
nessing the wonder-working effects of the water-cure that

I thought of your case, abandoned by the allopathic phy-
sicians. We will go thither, and remain months or years
if necessary, for it is but a question of time.-.-.until you are
restored."

There were too many agreeable, not to say delightful
elements in this proposed journey, not to meet the eager
assent~ of Theodore,. To travel, to cross the ocean, to see
the shores of the old world, to go up the Rhine, to see
Germany, to stay a1~ Graefenburg, and be restored to per-

fect health, then to ~visit all the old cities of the ai'ts, a~d

gaze upon the master-pieces of the old painters und~seulptors
that had haunted her imagination through many a night
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and day of dreaming. All these seen in the poetic light
of youth and genius presented multitudinous subjects for
delightful thou ghL

The arrangements for the voyage were then discussed,
and the time of their departure fixed for the first of April.

The next day Vivia entered the study of Austin to in-
form him of the purposed journey. Austin was seated in
his customary leather chair, at his reading table, engaged
in the perusal of a letter that he held in his hands. On seeing
his visitor he arose, handed a chair, and smilingly offered
her the epistle, saying,

"IL have just received this from Professor Rothsay. He
is willing, upon my recommendation, to engage Brunton.
He has written to Wakefield by the same mail that brought
this. So we may soon expect to hear from that young
gentleman upon the subject of his offer."

"Ah, I am very glad !" exclaimed Vivia, with a bright
smile, as she received the letter.

When she had read and returned it, she observed, "The
professor is sententious; writes to the purpose, and no
more than is strictly necessary; therefore I infer that in
writing to Wakefield, he will not waste words in naming
your agency in the matter ?"

"Our agency! don't shirk your share of the sponsorship,
Yivia. No, I think he will not mention it! IL certainly
hope he will notj though of course I could not very well
request him not to do so."

Before Vivia could reply, there was a light rap at the
door, followed by the entrance of Wakefield, who on seeing
the lady, bowed coldly and distantly to her, and turned to
Austin.

"Ah, Brunton, how do you do? Where have you hid-
den yourself for the last few days? and what have you been
about? Getting up another 'sensation book', eh ~ asked
Austin, gayly rising and extending his hand.

"I have been-tired and-tiresome also, I think. I
have exhausted the city, and the city has exhausted me. I
have a broken heart, or an impaired digestion, I cannot
decide which! for the symptoms are very similar in both
cases, are they not 7"

"Don't know! never heard of but one broken heart-
namely, that of the ambitious porter, who attempted to lift
the millstone, and killed himself in the effort. Well, what
news

"I told you, I am weary of New York, and want to
change my quarters; and, by the way, II have just received
a proposal to deliver a course of lectures on the Orient be-
fore the Newton Lyceum," said Wakefield, with a some-
what important air.

"Ah, indeed! Let us see that famous proposal !"

"IL came, in fact, to lay it before you."
"For my advice upon it ?"

"Oh, no! I have already decided without you. I shall
accept the terms offered. I came, indeed, also, to say good-
by, for although I am not immediately wanted at Newton,
yet, as I have nothing to keep me here, I think I shall go
on thither, and look around before commencing my labors."

"And so you forsake us altogether? I am sorry you go
before it is necessary, but when do you set out ?"

"To-morrow morning," ~replied Wakefield; who, after a
few minutes more spent in desultory conversation, took his
leave, by shaking hands with Austin, and bowing distantly
to Vivia. Austiu looked from one to the other in a thought-
ful mood, but made no remark beyond an inarticulate
"humph !" When Wakefield left the room, he turned to
Yivia, and said,

"He does not suspect our agency in this affair 1"
"No; but, Austin, I came to you this morning, not with

any idea of the agreeable surprise I received; but, on the
contrary, with the intention of surprising you a little."



504 YIVIA.

"I am all attention! I am desirous of being surprised;
what is it, then 7"

"I am going to Europe again."
"Again! I will nominate you to the command of one

of the new ocean steamers! Verily, you wish to do nothing
but sail to and fro. I shall not consent."

"Luckily your consent, however desirable, is not indis-~
pensable, dear Austin. I shall go."

"And whom do you propose to take for company 7"
"Theodora."
"I thought so! And you will really leave us, Vivia?

There is another gone! What will Helen and myself do 7"
"'Love one another.'"
"Sarcastic."
"No-serious! take the Saviour's words to heart; they

are the cure for many ills," said Vivia, gravely and sweetly,
as she concluded the interview and left the room.

For the next few days Austin opposed the intended voy-
age with great earnestness and perseverance. But Vivia
could not be moved from her purpose; and as she went on
steadily with her preparations for departure, Austin's oppo-
sition was withdrawn. The first of April came and founl
Vivia and her protege ready for their voyage. The day
before their embarkation they had the satisfaction of re-
ceiving the first newspaper report of Wakefield's successful
debut as a lecturer.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

RETRIBUTI ON.

A nobler flame shall warm thy breast,
A brighter maiden faithful prove,

Thy youth, thine age, shall yet be blessed
In woman's love.-Montgomery.

IT is not our intention to accompany Vivia and Theodora
to Europe, or to detail the incidents of their residence there;
but, after giving a rapid and condensed account of those
painful circumstances that befel some of the nearest friends
they had in New York-to pass immediately to the day of
their return.

It was not to be expected that a. marriage such as the one
between Austin and Helen, the result of intrigue on the one
side and transient passion on the other, should prove happy
in the end. Such never are so; when the short-lived in-
fatuation that effected the false conjunction dies out, the
factitions union either drags on through long, weary years of
ill-concealed indifference and forced complaisance, or worse
.-of mutual dislike and incessant bickerings-or worst,
suddenly and prematurely, breaks in some storm of guilt
and sorrow.
And thus it proved in the case of Austin and Helen.

Austin-long since recovered from the hallucination of the
heart under which he had married Helen-and fully con-
scious now of the arts by which she had divided him from
his first love, and tempted him to her own fatal embrace-
yet strove to makes the best of his miserable mistake, and to
act conscientiously in the trying circumstances. He sought
to excuse Helen's conduct upon the grounds of her affec'
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tion for him, and as he felt that he could not give her his
heart, he gave her all things else that her heart desired.
?His fortune, his will, his personal presence and devotions
were always at her commands.

Helen hated the country and adored the city. Therefore
the country house was closed, the plantation left in sole
charge of the overseer, and an elegant mansion in a fashioiia-
ble street was purchased in New York, where they took up
their residence. Helen disliked domestic life and doted on
society. Therefore the house was superbly fitted up for the
entertainment of company, and always full, except upon
those occasions when the hostess sought the world without.
helen despised her democratic fellow-citizens and wor-
shiped the foreign aristocracy and the traveled Americans,
who were supposed to bring home a certain polish from
perhaps having been rubbed up against the gold-laced coats
of courtiers in some King's crowded ante-chamber. There-
fore her saloon was the resort of all the soi-disant German
barons, French counts, as well as travel-finished exquisitcs
and mustachioed nondescript, their satellites and admirers
who followed in their train.

And thus, while Austin, when not in attendance upon his
wife, was buried in his library, or out upon his long and
solitary country rides, Helen, ~notwithstanding her married
state, became the reigning belle of Avenue~ Yet
could not all the so-called pleasures, excitements and tri-
umphs of society, satisfy the ardent, craving heart of this
poor woman. For some months after her marriage she had
been intensely happy. The love, vanity and ambition that
had conspired to instigate her to tempt and enslave the fancy
of Austin, had been gratified to the utmost, and she had lived
for awhile in an intoxicating dream I There was then a gradual
awakening; hut that awakening brought with it no resig-
pation to the loss of that delicious dream! That "happy
madness" had passed away, but it left a memory that ren-

dered every other pleasure in life uninteresting to her. Her
high-strung organization required the enthusiasm, the ex-
citement of some "grand passion"-it need not have been
love-had there been any thing in her life to call out zeal,
courage, active self-devotion, in a word-meto-dramatic
heroism-Helen could have been a heroine, could have
risked or cast away her young life in any glorious achieve-
ment, could have done any thing except live on and on, in
a monotonous and wearying round of so-called pleasures
that, after their first novelty was passed, became "flat, stale
and unprofitable" to an insufferable degree. Helen had not
the womanly heroism of self-control and calm endurance-.--.
nor the christian heroism of philanthropy; and as there
was nothing in her days upon which to expend the fire of her
soul, its suppressed burning consumed her heart.

It was at this imminent period in her experience that a
newly-arrived, and reputedly distinguished foreigner, Comte
Albert De Ville, was presented to her. I shall pass hastily
over the miserable results of that acquaintanceship. De
Ville possessed a handsome person, an accomplished mind,
and an insinuating address. He had easily entered the
uppermost circle of fashionable life, and as easily obtained
the entree to the saloon of Mrs. Malmaison. He sought to
fascinate his beautiful hostess, and succeeded in pleasing
her. The "innocent" flirtation was, on Helen's part,
entered upon unconsciously, and pursued thoughtlessly,
until her interest began to be excited, and then.-.-we know
not, but may partly guess what must have been the throes
and struggles of that erring heart before it fell into sin.
Helen was too beautiful and too impassioned to enact with
safety to herself, hers. attempted r6le of "married flirt."
Now while I do not wish to palliate the sinfulness of Helen's
conduct, I do intend to remind you that there is much to be
remembered in mercy to her. She was from earliest infancy
fatherless and motherless, she was sisterless, brotherless; and
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if not a neglected, she was assuredly an unloved and child-
less wzfe. Could she have remembered her mother's face
or ~rayers, that remembrance might have saved her I or,
failing that and all things else-had she herself been a
mother, had she borne but one little child, that child would
have been her protection. Yes! though she had only borne
it to lay it in its grave, the memory of that child would have
been her salvation! Alas! that none of these saving influ~
ences were for her! Though at this world's bar, man may
not take these things into consideration in condemning her,
yet at Heaven'a Tribunal it may be that the Lord will, in
judging her.

However this might be, to make the sad story short, one
miserable evening Helen went out to a party, and returned
home no more.

And the next day the whole city was agog with the last
story Qf a great scandal in high life. Th~ reporters of
the press ferreted out all the particulars of the ease, and in
their desire to cater to the morbid cravings of their readers,
~suppressed no circumstance in that story of sin.

* Austin, wrapped as with a garment of fire in the burning
shame that had fallen upon him, fled the scene of his dis-

~honor; but he fled .as the avenger flies, to pursue and to
punish.

He- followed the guilty pair to Europe; and for many
months, during which he visited the principal cities there,
he was lost to the knowledge of his friends. But pursuing
a fugitive' couple in. Europe, must be very like the. old
housewife's proverb of hunting a needle in a hay-rick.

- Auatin found no certain clue to their retreat~
At the end of fourteen months, he returned to New York.

And the week after his arrival, chancing to. be in the read-
ing-room of the Astor. Hou8e, he picked up the Herald, and
in that omnium ga~herem of the whole world's -gossip, -he
found - news of those whom for more than a year he- had

vainly sought through Europe. It was comprised in a
short paragraph in the letter of the Paris correspondent, and
was as follows -

"The beautiful Mrs. M-n, whose elopement with the
Comte De Ville, some time ago, caused such an excitement
in the uppertendom of your city, died recently in the Rue
St Catherine, here, in great destitution."

That was all!
Austin's first experience on reading this, was one of deep

compassion, mingled with inexpressible relief.
As in a panorama, he saw the whole untold history of the

last year-her short-lived passion, or rather insanity, her
swift recovery of moral sense, her terrible remorse, driving
her from the presence of her companion in sin, her' insuffer-
able humiliation compelling her to hide her head in deep
obscurity, the accumulated wretchedness of mind, body,
and surrounding circumstances that, like the merciless action
of "some mighty torture-engine's whole -force," swiftly de-
stroyed her life!

All this passed rapidly with the distinctness of living
pictures, and the assuredness of revelation before his mind's
eye; and mingled, as T said, with the deep compassion that
caused his heart to bleed was a feeling of unspeakable relief.
She was gone-she could slit no longer, suffer no more on
this earth-" Never more on her should sorrow light, or
shame." And this wa~ well-well!

Austin's.~ next idea was to recross the ocean, to obtain
fuller and more reliable information of the circumstances
attending her death. It is true that he need not for this
purpose have made another voyage; he might have written
to some one of his numerous friends in Paris to investigate
and ascertain afl that he wished to know; but apart from
the unconquerable repugnance he felt to naming the subject
of his sorrow, or reviving the memory of the miserable
woman in the bosom of any friend, was that excessive rest-
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lessness of soul, that irresistible necessity for motion,
change, distraction, something to disintegrate and dissipate
the heavy burning weight of grief and shame that lay with-
in his heart.

Therefore, by the next outward-bound steamer, he sailed
once more for the shores of Europe. lie landed at Havre,
posted to Paris, went to the Rue St. Catherine, to the ob-
scure house where she had lodged, and to the room where
she had died-

"Of a maladie-sans-maladie," as the concierge informed
him. Then he sought out the physician who had attended
her, and whose report of her illness-" a low, nervous fever,
in which the mind was primarily affected," corroborated all
his own secret provisions. Then he visited the Cemetiere
de l'IIopi~al, ~and gazed upon the humble grave that charity
had given her.

That was all. Her personal effects had been swallowed
up by her necessities. She had left no papers of a~iy de-
scription, expressed no feeling, given no information, sent
no message. She was not one, indeed, from whom a death-
bed confession was to be expected. She had too much
pride, and upon occasion, too much secretiveness for that.
She was one "to die and make no sign."

Without meeting a single friend or acquaintance, Austin
left Paris as swiftly and secretly as he came, embarked
upon the first homeward-bound steamer, and returned to
INew York.

Experiencing still the indispensable necessity for exciting
action, Austin Malmaison arrived at home at the com-
inencement of one of those political struggles between op-
posing parties that occasionally engage and agitate the
whole length and breadth of our lang. The spirit of
Native Americanism was at its height. As some unhappy
men betake themselves to drinking, and others to gambling,

Austin Malmaison cast himself into the melee of political
warfare.

It not infrequently happens that some obscure, uncon-
scions, personal motive underlies and governs the opinions
and principles of even the most sincerely intending men.

And thus it might have been with Mr. Malmaison. A
foreign sprig of nobility had been the occasion of his family
wreck; and hence, perhaps, he, that had always been ex-
cessively cosmopolitan in all his sentiments, now became
extremely "native," and devoted his time, talents, and for-
tune to the promotion of the interests of that party. Na-
turally, he soon became one of the most popular and effi-
cient men in their ranks. Consequently,, in the conven-
tions, barbecues, mass meetings, and field speaking, he
soon found distraction enough.

Meantime, while Austin Malmaison found forgetfulness
of his domestic calamities in the excitements of political
struggle, Wakefield Brunton, was living, through another
set of experiences. After his repulse by Vivia, his whole
personality of body, mind, and spirit, reeled as a cripple
might, from whom some habitual support had been with-
drawn, and shivered as one cast out from light and heat
into outer darkness and cold. He possessed, however, a
sufficiency of self-control, and none of this inward, shudder-
ing weakness was apparent in the manner of the brilliant
and popular lecturer.
* This was the period of wounded self-love, unjust judg-

ment, and bitter resentment. Ha hated, or believed that
he hated Vivia, and he fell into a sarcastic style of writing
and speaking whenever woman chanced to be his theme..
About this time the infidelity of Helen, and the wrongs
and the grief of Austin, had a powerful effect on his mind,
and served to confirm him for the time in his cynical mood.
Being engaged in delivering a course of lectures on the
origin and history of the Reformation, he chose to deal

(
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v~y~ harshly with the memory of the historical women of
that period, without regard to party; and the Protestant
Elizabeth Tudor and the Catholic Catherine de Medicis,
Buffered almost equally in their fame at his hands. Every
thing took form and color and character from his mood.
And is not this too often the case even with the clearest
and frankest intellects?

But with one of Wakefield Brunton'~ moral and intel-
lectual excellel.ice, this jaundiced and distorted state of
mind could not remain permanent. An affair merely of
wounded love and humbled pride, it yielded in time to
reason and conscience; there was a healthy reaction; his
troubled soul settled and cleared; he looked around upon
the world with a true and steady eye; and knowing now
his power and his sphere of labor, he sought to purify his
soul from pride, anger, injustice, and every form of selfish~
ness; to give a spotless votary to the service of God and
man; to waive his love of present good fame, and to throw
the whole weight of his talent and influence, though it were
relatively the weight of a grain of sand, into the scale of
outraged truth, justice, and humanity; aye! even though
this should bring him proscription instead of adulation,
hatred for liking, contempt for honor, infamy for glory.
Some years ago the age of martyrdom had not passed; any
one could have had that crown for the seeking. I know
not if it be fully passed now; but now, at least, the right
reason of all dogmas, religious, political, and social, may be
freely discussed without costing the questioner his reputation
for honesty or for veracity; his place in the hearts of his
friends; arid his position in society; when as then-though
the advocates of free thought were not, as in still darker
ages, imprisoned, banished, sold into slavery, or broken on
~the wheel, yet they ever were proscribed, and the terms,
"fanatic," "infidel," "madman," were indiscriminately ap-
plied. "The animal is mad, avoid or destroy him," was

in effect, the sentence of the world upon any man of genius
who dared to think or speak in advi~uce of his time.

This was the sentence soon pronounced upon Wakefield.
It takes a man but a little .w~iile thus to ruin himself with
this world. Let an orthodox minister of the gospel, who
has been prophesying "smooth things" to a sleepy. ~ongre-
gation all his life, but once speak out the truth that per-
haps has been secretly burning in his soul for years, and
you shall see the holy horror that he shall inspire. And
yet must the truth be spoken: for no matter in what man-
ner it is received, it will remain in the memory, it will gai~i
space even; as in time it will fill space.~

But Wakefield's worldly popularity waned from the time
that, without fear or favor, he began to write and to speak
his truth. He wrote books and published them, but the
profits of the sales little more than covered the expenses
of their~ publication, while the principles they advocated
provoked a storm of criticism more than sufficient to crush
any youthful author. Thus his works were profitable
neither for his pocket or his reputation. But what of that,
if; by their dissemination, his truth should find its way into
some mind where it might possibly germinate like good
seed in good ground, and bring fruit, "some thirty, some
fifty, and some an hundred fold ?" So as long as he could
find readers, Wakefield was content to write and starve.
But even this ended. ~As his books were not more profit-
able to the publisher than to himself; he began to fin4 it
very difficult, and afterward quite impossible, to induce
any house to undertake the enterprise of bringing out his
works. As he himself was too poor to print them, his use-
fulness seemed to be gone. Yet he wrote on.

Still for a while. his erudition and talents as a lecturer
procured him a few engagements. But as in every subject,
whether of history, science, or belles-Iettres, with which phi-
losophy deals, there are the principles of truths and the
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dogmas of falsehoods, it was impossible for Wakefield to
give a course of lectures without revealing his f' peculiar
views." And thus the lyceums misunderstood or feared
him; and his popularity as a public speaker declined and
died out.

It would be too sad to trace his downward steps to ex-
treme poverty.

"Who has not seen," says Emerson, "the tragedy of
imprudent genius, struggling for years with paltry pecuni-
ary difficulties, at last sinking, chilled, exhausted and faith-
less, like a giant slaughtered by pins ?"

But Wakefield's c~se was not exactly such as this. It is
true that he had no trade, because in his boyhood and
youth his whole nature had~ set in as by a powerful attrac-
tion to a life of intellectual labor. And he had never
studied a profession, not from want of industry, because we
know that he had been an indefatigable student, but from
a too fastidious dislike to the imperfection and quackery
inseparable from each. And now as his chosen vocation
of author and lecturer failed to support him as a gentle-
man, Wakefield, instead of getting into debt, or obtaining
money from any friend, had the simple honesty to come
down in his pretensions, and to seem the poor man that he
really was. He took a cheap lodging, purchased plain
food, and wore coarse clothing. And even then, rather
than remain in the debt of his poor landlady or washerwo-
man, he would go out and do a day's manual labor when-
ever he could find employment.

CHAPTER XXX VII.

COMPENSATION.

No more alone, through this world's wilderness,
Although I trod the paths of high intent,

I journeyed now, no more companionless,
Where solitude is like despair, I went.-Shelle~i.

IT was a glorious evening near the first of October, when
the steamer that brought home Vivia and Theodora touched
the wharf at New York.

Austin had come to the city to meet them, and had taken
lodgings so near the landing place, that he was enabled to
be upon the spot to receive them at the moment of their
arrival.

The assemblage was so great, that for awhile it seemed
impossible to get sight of the party for whotn he came to
look.

Vivia was the first to emerge from the dense crowd; she
came, drawing gently after her Theodora, who still hung
upon her arm, and followed by an elderly maid and foot-
man, who carried sunshades, shawls, reticules, and such
other little personal belongings as had not been packed up.

On seeing them, Austin sprang forward to greet them,
shaking hands cordially again and again, and still linger-
ing over that ceremony until the increasing pressure of the

crowd n~aking him feel that he "stopped the way," obliged
him to get between, and give an arm to each of the ladies,
and hurry them !rom the deck to the wharf and to the car-
riage, that stood in waiting at a short distance.

The drive to the hotel occupied but a few moments. All
questions were, by tacit consent, deferred until they reached

(515)
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the private parlor of the party. Then, when the coach was
dismissed, and the ladies' bonnets and shawls laid off and
consigned to the care of their attendants who had followed
in a cab, and the three friends found themselves alone to-
gether, Austin drew his chair up before the sofa upon which
Theodora and Vivia sat side by side, and for an instant,
in silence, they looked at one another with that deep in-
terest of curiosity with which friends long separated, upon
their first meeting, examine each other. And in that sin-
gle instant of silent study, revelations were given and re-
ceived. As Austin looked from one to the other of his
recovered friends, he found them both changed.

Vivia seemed less brilliant than formerly. The far.reach~
ing, vivid lightning of her eyes seemed called back, gath-
ered in; and now those once flashing orbs shone with a
still, deep, starlike radiance, and the tones of her voice
were less elastic and vivacious, but smoother, calmer,
sweeter than formerly. For the rest, she was paler and
quieter.

But Theodora! He had been before struck with the
change in her, which every motion and gesture from the
moment of leaving the ship to that of entering the hotel
had revealed, exciting still ever-increasing surprise. Could
this graceful woman, whose every motion was full of elas-
ticity, and whose countenance was sparkling with vivacity,
could this indeed be the once pale, dejected little cripple?
Had the long living with Vivia effected this change? and
above all, had the electric life received by the former been
given from the life of the latter? Austin could scarcely,
for wonder, remove his attention from them.

And they, on their part, had, in that single instant
taken in all the change that had passed over him. And
this was a sad and blighting change. It is true that they
who were intimately acquainted with, his character, and
knew also his last great trial, had expected to find him

altered, worn, and haggard. This would have been too
natural to be wondered at. But, all the change was not
that produced by sorrow or humiliation, but by something
more deplorable. The marks upoii his altered brow were
not only those of grief, but of excess. As Vivia gazed
for a moment upon him, the keenest pang that had 'ever
entered that generous bosom, now wrung her heart. The
man sitting before her was really Austin, and yet seemed
not to be him. It is true, there were the same tall and
finely proportioned form, the same regular, classic features,
the same graceful and distinguished bearing; where,
then, was the change? Something was missing from the
expression of his eyes, and from the tone of his voice; alas!
the purity of both was gone, or rather the innocence of soul
was gone, and in the eye and in the voice the loss was be-
trayed! There, was a certain thickness and huskiness in
the deep-toned voice, once pure as the notes of an organ;
a certain semi-opacity in the dark, impassioned eyes, once
clear as those of childhood; a turbidness, not to say dark
flush over the rich complexion,. once transparent as. that
of womanhood; and a fullness, to use no harsher term,
about the fine features, once as cleanly cut and clearly de-
fined as those of a classic statue. Very slight were these
indices to the perception of superficial spectators. They
did not detract much from the external grace, dignity, and
beauty of his appearance, nor from his reputation as a very
handsome man and accomplished gentleman; they would
scarcely have been noticed by an indifferent acquaintance;
but to one as deeply interested as was Vivia, they were,
alas I tokens slight but sure of a soul world-warped, sense-
sodden! His style of conversation also partook of the
sain~. change.

Even Theodora's soul recoiled from one who had once
been all in all to her.

It took, as I said, but a moment of mutual observation
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for each party to perceive in the other these changes, good
and bad. Vivia was the first to break. the momentary si-
lence.

"Well, we meet again after so long a separation, dear
Austin. It was a long anticipated joy to me."

"And to me, then! I tell you, Vivia, that I have counted

the hours for months since you have been expected home.
And you, dear Theodora, are you not happy to touch your

native land again ?" he said, turning with something like
his old smile to the latter.

"Oh yes; but I am ladder to see my friends again."

"Well! what does that sigh mean? that you have left
~regrets behind ?"

"Oh, no; I have left no regrets behind, and brought
i~othing but happy meijiories away."

"Well, what then ?"

"There is one wanted to complete our party. Where is
Wakefield, dear Austin 7" she inquired evasively.

Austjn's countenance grew grave and troubled, and VI.

via roused her attention and bent forward to listen.
But Austin only answered by asking another question.
"You have read his last volume of Essays ?"

"Oh, 'The Progress of Truth 1' yes, and admired it ex-
ceedingly.: But do such books succeed? what has been
its fate ?"

"Hum-rn-rn-you have already surmised it."
"But the author-our Wakefield 7"
"Suffers the penalty of all would-be 'world menders,"'

replied Austin, who then commenced and gave a summary
history of the declension and death of Wakefield's popu-
larity. He concluded by saying, "Wakefield was very
unwise. I begin to think genius lacks common seiise. He
sacrificed to an absurd conscientiousness a prospect of the
most brilliant career that ever openEd before a young aii~

thor. Society is not prepared to receive his views, and he

should have seen it; there is a fitting time and place for
speaking the truth, and he should have known it."

"Yes," said Vivia, in a tone of sweetness and solemnity,
"there is & fitting time and place for speaking the truth.
The time is-when the opposite falsehood exists; the
place is-where it prevails! No matter if, out of the

million, but one receives that truth-in that heart it will

live, germinate, and spread-bear seed, and scatter them

to take root in other prepared hearts; its growth may be

checked, but its fruitfulness can never be destroyed-it will
reproduce itself and spread until it fills the earth. There-
fore has the condemned book not been written in vain, nor
has the broken-hearted author perished in vain I"

"Perished! Vivia ?"

"Aye! perished! I use that term in its finite meaning

.-for the soul and its truth are coeternal. But where then
is Wakefield? Austin, where is thy bosom friend 7" said
Vivia, bringing thoso two star-like eyes to bear full upon

her cousin's face and soul. "Aye! 'Cain; where is thy
'brother Abel ?"'

"I might ask, 'Am I my brother's keeper ?'-if, indeed,
that brother were one to submit to bonds, except to those
fair' bonds that were refused to him ~

* "Have you seen him since you came up to town ?"

"No, for 12 did not know where to seek him. It is said
that he has hidden himself in some poor lodgings in the
heart of the city; but where exactly, I could not learn."
* "But you have written to him ?"

"Certainly-at a venture; but have as yet received no
answer-in fact, there has been no time for an answer. But
come, ladies, here is supper; let us then adjourn the dis-

* cussion to another occasion," said Austin, as a couple of

waiters 'entered, bearing the materials for their evening
'repast.

As this was near the first of October, and as the Presi~
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dental etee ion was drawing very near, Austin seemed ex-
tremely anxious to return to the field of struggle.
)Yivia, on the other hand, was for several reasons de-

sirous ot~ remaining for the present in town. Among other
motives was her wish to serve Theodora, whose successful
pur~uit of art would require a city residence. Therefore, so
soon as Aftstin had ascertained the intention of his. cousin,
he fastened to engage for her party a suite of. pleasant rooms,
in an up-town hotel-and when he had seeii them corn-
fort~ably seVtled there, he took leave and hurried off to the
various scenes of political conflict.

Vivia's old friends begai~to gather around her, and soon
"the muse and beauty" suffered herself to be drawn into
the vortex of fashionable life. She had & double motive.-
t6 feel~the p~lse of society in regard to Wakefield, and also
to introduce 'Theodora to some &4hose few worthy and in-
fluential' couls who mingle in fashionable society and almost
redee.tiilts general f4volity.

In respect: to~ Wakefield, she discovered that he was so-
cially dead and forgotten-and a new literary lion, a young
gentleman who had whtten a volume of outreverses, roared
'in his' stead. She could gain no clue to Wakefield's resi-
dence; his publisher had entirely lost sight ~f him; and
the flireotories pointed out none but householders and busi-
ness fi~'ms. At length Vivia resolved to write to Mrs.
]3runton; who was still in charge at Sunset Hills, for the~
address of her son. It seemed a little abBurd to be under
the necessity of writing to Maryland to get information of
an individual, whom she knew to be in the city from which
she wrote; but there was in fact no alternative in seeking
intelligeuce of Wakefield.

While waiting for the slow response of poor old Mrs.
Brunton's unpracticed pen, Vivia pursued her quiet search
for Wakefield, and at the same time assisted Theodor~i in

her quest after a suitable house, where the latter could take
up her residence, and set up her studio.

One morning Vivia left Theodora entranced before her
easel, the subject of her picture being the arraignment of
William Wallace. After an absence of three hours, Vivia
returned, and found her friend in the reaction of creative
fever, sitting dreaming in the rocking-chair.

"I have good news for you, petite. I have found a
beautiful little cottage in a garden in the heart of the city,
that will just suit you."

"Oh, indeed! have you'? I am very glad I it is really
providential I"

"Well, we will go and see it this afternoon, Dora, and if
you like it, as I know you will, we can furnish it to-morrow.
By the way, have any letters been left for me ?"

"Yes, three, and several papers. One of the letters is
from Austin, and another from old Mrs. Brunton; I know
their handwriting; the third I think is merely an invitation
to some party."

"Give me Mrs. Brunton's letter," exclaimed V"ivia, as she
took it and broke the seal.

It was a very respectable, affectionate, but formally-
worded and brief communication, expressing the ~deepest
devotion to her to whom it was addressed, and giving the
intelligence that Wakefield lived at "No. - Catherine
street, third floor, back."

"We will, after visiting your cottage, my dear, drive
down that street to see what sort of a place it is. Now, let
us see what Austin talks about," said Vivia, breaking the
seal of the second letter.

Austin's "talk" was of barbecues7 political dinners, etc.
When Vivia had finished reading, she sighed deeply, and
looked at Theodora, whose face had become pale and sad.
They both feared that habits of excessive conviviality were
ruining Austin; but in their tenderness of his good name,

-V I V I A.
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neither uttered even to the other the thought uppermost in
her mind. Vivia silently opened the third letter, which was
found to be only a business circular; and then she examined
the papers, that were everywhere filled with political news and
discussions. Several times she met the name of her cousin;
and as her half dozen papers were about. equally divided
between the opposing parties, in some sheets that name was
connected with high praise, arid in others vi ith severe ani-
madversions. His habits of self-indulgence were exagge-
rated into gross excesses.-his private history was exposed,
his domestic misfortunes distorted after the fashion of those
political writers of all parties, who make us believe that
there is no such thing as truth and candor in any party
paper.

"What an audacious falsehood! Is there, then, neither
honesty nor decency among these politicians ?"

Vivia smiled sadly.
"It is of no use to grow excited. In these fierce contests

it is even as the sage says: 'Almost St. Paul will lie-
almost St. John will hate.' Come, let us to dinner, and
then to our drive."

That afternoon the cottage was visited, approved, and
secured. On their return home, Vivia made a little cii~cuit
to visit Catherine street and find No. -

The house in question was one of a long row Qf old three-
story red-brick buildings, chiefly occupied by pawnbrokers,
second-hand furniture dealers, and old clothes vendors. It
was about midway of the square; the front shop and
ground-floor was tenanted by an old Jew merchant of cast-
off garments, and the upper rooms were let out separately
to lodgers. It was with a strange blending of anguish and
exultation that Vivia looked upon the wretched scene of
Wakeleld's renunciation; it was with emotions akin to those
with which the faithful once witnessed the pangs and

triumphs of the martyr. They drove slowly past the house,
turned the corner and went home.

The next day the newly-rented cottage was furnished, and
Theodora's trunks and boxes were conveyed thither. The
studio was fited up, an4 the pictures she had painted
during her residence in Europe were unpacked and set up.

As the annual exhibition was near at hand, two of the
best pictures were sent up to the Academy as candidates
for admission, and one of them, "The Fall of Lucifer,"
was accepted. It was a terrible and magnificent picture,
though severe in the unity and simplicity of its composition.
The scenery was the immensity of space in darkness, the
sole figure was that of the falling angel, with locks stream-
ing upward, from the swiftness of descent. It was a work
of which, some months after its completion, the young
artist herself said, that she could scarcely recognize it as
her own work, or realize again the state of soul in which it
had been painted. But when it came to ticketing the
accepted picture with a price, Theodora objected,-.

"I cannot do it, Vivia! I would not part with Regulus
or William Wallace at all, except ~to give either of them
away to any dear friend that loved them. As for Lucifer,
I have no objections to disposing of that. But whoever
wants it, supposing any one does, must give me what they
please. I am not a tradeswoman, and cannot meddle with
such matters without a declension of power. I know not
how this may be with stronger minds."

When the day of the opening of the Academy arrived,
Yivia and Theodora attended in the crowd. There were
several hundred pictures on exhibition, and among them
were two or three very fine paintings, since of world-wide
fame.

After these, Theodora's picture attracted the most atten-
tion. It was purchased by a gentleman of Boston, who,
hearing of the young artist's circumstances, offered what
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every one considered a munificent price for its possession.
This sum made Theodora independent for the thue. While
holding the sum in her hand, before going to place it in a
bank, she said,

"Yivia, I feel somehow ashamed to keep all this money
for myself, while my old playmate and friend, who has
worked harder and better than myself, remains in penury.
I want to send, anonymously, a portion of this to Wake-
field."

"Do not dare to do so I I would sooner offer alms to
a prince of the blood."

"But what shall I do ?" complained Theodora; and to
endorse her words, the "eloquent blood" suffused her cheek
in an ingenuous blush-" I feel it to be disgraceful to enjoy
prosperity while our brother suffers adversity."

Vivia's countenance suddenly flashed with a radiant
smile, and she haid slowly, and with an ineffable sweetness,
as if each spoken thought were dwelt upon delightedly,

"A. choice spirit does not heed privations. The image
of the Most High, he dwelleth in temples not made with
hands, eternal in the heavens. The kingdom of this world,
and the glory thereof, has not failed to be offered to him,
if only he would fall down and worship the Satan of false-
hoods. He would not. Therefore his empire is not of
time or of space-it is in eternity and infinitude I"

Theodora's countenance, on the contrary, still revealed
the anxiety and dejection of her soul. She gazed sus-
piciously and remorsefully upon the gold in her lap.

"Oh, Yivia I" she said, "when I think of Wakefield's
misfortunes, I look upou my own success as a proof that I
have no real merit at all; when I think of his rejection by
this world, I look upon my own acceptance at its hands as
a token that I must in some manner have betrayed the trnst
of genius I"

"Not so, for your vocation differs somewhat from his.

Both are for good; but by different means. An artist,
however great his~ love of truth, need not offend as an
author must. The artist's work is more immediately benign.
It is his privilege only to create, while it is the author's
duty often to destroy. You are a creator of beauty-....Wake-
field a destroyer of falsehood. Therefore, you will be loved
and honored, while he will be persecuted or neglected."

"Ah, well! I dare not congratulate myself, or thank the
Lord that I am 'so highly favored, while that fated destroyer,
who would lift the pillars of the temple of Error only to
bury himself under its fall, is left tOr suffer alone. Vivia,
the soul may be very grand, but I have a pitiful feeling for
the poor body that it inhabits. I do want to see Wakefield
comfortable. I want to fill a sister's place near him. And
I shall do so. I must go to see Wakefield, Vivia."

"Do not flare to do so! Wait, I conjure you! Wait, I
command you! It is only my right."

The young author sat alone in his poor chamber. It
was, as has been said, a third-story back room, with but
one window, overlooking a confined prospect of old chim-
neys, dingy roofs, dilapidated dormer windows, murky walls
rising above pent and squalid yards and reeking alleys, and
all the abominations of the most wretched spot in the dis-
heartening heart of the city.

Before this sole window, Wakefield sat writing. A dingy
transparency, half draww up, admitted a sort of smoky
light. No vision of rising or of setting sun ever gladdened
this scene. The old chair in which he sat, the old table at
which he wrote, a discolored carpet, a rickety cot bedstead,
a rude bookshelf, the work of his own hands, and a. very
handsome traveling-trunk, a relic of past prosperity, COLD-

prised the whole furniture of this comfortless room. This
chamber had not even the merit of quietness and seclusion..
The adjoining front room was tenanted by a poor, laboring.
family; and the cries and squabbles of the confined and
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fretted children, and the scoldings and complaints of the
vexed and wearied mother, were almost a~s unceasing as they

were intolerable. In the attic overhead was a cobbler all
day hammering o.way at his lapstone, and a rag-carpet
weaver ever clattering at his loom. The noise of this

industrious pair above, together with the racket of the
family in the next room, and of the lodgers in the lower

stories, and the incessant passing up and down stairs of
men in coarse pegged shoes over uncarpeted flooring, made
of his place a purgatory to the quiet-loving author. Nor
was his room free from intrusion. An importunate rap
would bring him to his door, and a little black-haired girl
would put in her head with the request-

"Mother says, please sir, will you chop her a little wood ;)~
or, "Mother says, please, will you bring her a pail of water,
or, on some evening, "Father says, will you lend him a

shilling 'till Saturday night ;" or, upon some Sunday,
"Mother says, please sir, don't be offended, but here's a
bowl of nice soup she thought you might like."

So true is it, that go where we will, we cannot quite
isolate ourselves from the sympathies, the requirements and
the good offices, given and received, of our fellow-creatures.

At first, these interruptions were a great vexation to

Wakefield, but at length he became rather interested in his
poor neighbors, and the wood would be chopped, and the
killingg lent, or the soup accepted with equal good-will.
(F finally, he grew so accustomed to the noise around him,

hat he ceased to hear it at all.

\4Knd now, if he sat before his writing-desk unable to con-
centrate his thoughts upon the subject in hand, it was not
because a little Bedlam raved without, but because the

thronging memories of the past crowded all else from his
mind. He knew that 8/W was in New York. He had not
directly or indirectly sought her presence, yet he had seen
her, and the beautiful fair brow and starry eyes seemed ever

bending over him. It had not needed that vision to re-
vive her vision; that bright presence had never for an in-
stant faded from that constant heart. He too believed in
the eternal marriage of souls destined to each other; but it
is a wasting of the vital energies in man to try to live only
upon abstractions, however bright. There were' times
when for one warm clasp of Vivia's thrilling hand, he would
have foregone a hundred years of that far-off eternal union.
He sat now feeding upon the memories of the past, recalling
his first vision of her on that bright spring morning, recol-
lecting how, after that, he kept incessant watch for the little
red mantle-how he looked for it in all possible and impo~-

sible places-how often in the autumn, when roving through
the hills and glens, a burning bush, or. an oak sapling in the
distance, would become the ignis fatnus to lead him a long
chase after the little red mantle, that, after all, when it came
to him, would come unexpectedly. Then, the after years,
when his heart awoke to the one grand passion of his life-.
when he hastened after fame and riches that he might pur-
chase approach to something like equality with her-the
agony of impatience he suffered then, lest his youth should
pass, or she be married before he should gain those dis-
tinctions without which he dreaded to approach her. Then,
when fame and the promise of fortune was his, for a while,'
and he laid them at. her feet, the discovery of his tre-
mendous mistake! Here he dropped his head upon his
desk and groaned-the old agony had returned and bowed
him down. She seemed infinitely removed from him. How
long he remained bent beneath 'that passioned storm that
surged over and over his soul cannot be computed by min-
utes, or hours, for the spirit knows neither time nor space.
A voice sweeter thdn the music of the spheres rous~dr him.

"Wakefield-"
Hark! Oh, for the love of heaven, let this be no illusion.
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of sudden madness! he dared not break the spell by moving;
his very breath was suspended, his whole soul listened!

"Wakefield, look at me; I am your wife, if you will take
me."

She had come to him as she had ever come, in the moment
of his greatest need; she was standing at his side; she was
speaking to him in the queenly purity of her soul.

"YIVIA.! Vivia !" he exclaimed, and started up, opened
his arms, and with one great heart-sob of joypressed her to
his bosom-for a moment thus, and then relaxing his clasp,
he sank down in his chair, ghastly pale, nearly swooning.

"Do you blame him, friend, for weakness?
'Twas bis strength of passion slew him!"

Vivia's usually calm face was flushed and tearful-'--she
stood leaning on the table, for an instant, until Wakefield,
quickly recovering his presence of mind, started up and
placed her in the only chair, and sank half kneeling by'her
side, saying-" There lady, there, and thus let U8 talk-oh,
Vivia I"

Their "talk," alas! though it was the utterance of the
truest, holiest hearts that ever throbbed in human bosoms,
will scarcely bear repetition-it was like the conversation
of all friends and lovers long revered and suddenly meeting,
exclamatory, fragmentary, and almost as incoherent as their
emotions were tumultuous. At last, whefl an hour of each
other's society had somewhat calmed their souls, Wakefield
said, "I do not ask you, dear Vivia, to what this blessed
change i~~n yqnr purpose is to be attributed. You perceive
that I only~c~pt and rejoice in it."

"Well, though you do not inquire, I will explain; you are
* entitled to an explanation. It is not I who am changed,
dear Wakefield, but yourself; my resolution waited only on,
your change."

"Yes, I am changed," answered Wakefield, glancing with

a sarcasm that was free from bitterness upon his threadbare
coat, and thin, half transparent hands.

"Gloriously !" said Vivia, earnestly, "for now you serve
not the time, not fame, nor popularity, nor any other form
of selfishness, but the Lord, the .truth, and humanity. I
always knew that the day would come when fame and all
the rewards she brings in her train, would weigh nothing in
the balance with freedom of thought and speech, in the
cause of good and truth. The day came sooner than I
thought, blessed be the Lord! You have not hesitated to
immolate all your earthly goods upon this holiest of altars."

"Pause, dear Vivia; I wonld not be ready to overrate
my sacrifice. Tried by spiritual laws, it was no sacrifice at
all. Dearest Vivia, the suppression of the truth that
burned in my heart would have tortured me more than any
persecution the world has power to inflict upon me for its
expression. There was little merit, then, in choosing the
lesser evil. When the test of moral heroism is applied to
me, may I not be wanting I"

Vivia took the two thin hands he extended, and pressed
them against her bosom, saying, rapidly and fervently.-.

"Whatever trial comes, you will not be wanting. But I
wish to tell you, dear Wakefield, why, when I first returned
to New York, and heard of the beautiful truth and integrity
of your life, I did not come to you at once as I have come
this morning. It was not that I waited for you to pre-
sent yourself again to me. Well did I know that, after
what passed at our last interview, you would not do so. I
knew that I must come to you; but then a thousand
womanly shynesses, unknown before, troubled me; spite of
all reason and justice, my cheek burned, and my heart shrank
before the step Iwas about to take. I, even I, was tempted
to think that even you might misinterpret my act; that you
might think my visit unmaidenly or presumptuous, or some-
thing else that it was not and could not be'

33
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"That I-that I could have such disloyal thoughts o~
you, my queen, my lady! that I might have perished tht~
day that such could have intruded upon me! No, no! No,
no! No, Vivia, no! In my maddest days of resentment,
no unworthy thought dared to enter my mind. But why
should I deny it, when the very idea that such a denial is
or ever could be necessary is altogether inadmissible."

"Ak! well-all these doubts and hesitations--.-unwonte~
guests in my bosom-~--were turned out at last by the simple
integrity of my purpose, and I am by your side, dear Wake-
field."

"God bless you and preserve you, my own Vivia 1"
"But I must tell you about our liVtle Theodora. She has

a cottage and a studio. You know she had a picture on ex-
lilbition. She sold it advantageously, and wept over the
proceeds of the sale because I would not allow her to come
and divide it with her old playmate, as in times past he
divided fruit or nuts, in their season, with her You have
not a truer or tenderer-hearted friend in the world than my
little Theodora."

"And Austin? Hare they met-will she comfort him ?"

"Austin has injured his better nature, and Theodora
shrinks from him. Yet I hope that Austin's aberration is
but temporary, and. I mean that. she shaJi save him. The
sun has set, dear Wakefield. Will you take up your hat
now and walk with me to Theodora's cottage, which is my
present home, and spend the evening with us? How our
reunion will delight her affectionate heart I"

"But-a little longer...-~we cannot talk in those horrible
streets; give me a few moments more, while we arrange
our future. How long, dear Yivia, how long 7" he entreated,.
detaining her hand as she was about t~ tie her bonnet.

"I will change my name for yours just as soon as you please,
4? as some little preparations ean be completed that shall not
take many days. I have a preference to receive the wedding
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benediction in the little gothic chapel of St. Genevieve, and
at the hands of Father Francis, and in the company of our
friends there. You would also desire the presence of your
mother and sisters. Therefore, perhaps, I had better take
my little Theodora and go down to Sunset Hills. You
will follow just as soon as you please."

"Why may I not escort you down, dear Vivia ?"

"You may do so, if you please; but now-.-" said Vivia,
drawing her mantle around her, "it is time to escort me
home."

The exquisite little cottage parlor was lighted up with
that subdued, half light that artists love, and the fairy little
tea-service was laid when Vivia reached the vine-shaded
portico, and rang the bell. Theodora herself opened the
door, and greeted her friend with the accustomed kiss; but
when Vivia said,

"There is another with me," and Wakefield stepped for-.
ward, an exclamation of sincerest joy broke from the lips
of Theodora, as she offered both her hands, and warmly
clasped those of Wakefield, saying,

"Oh, Wakefield, I am so-so glad to see you, that I can-i
not even call you to account for not coming before-dear
Wakefield !"

And after drawing him into the passage, she fluttered
away, and in an instant laid another plate and napkin,. that
on entering he might fiuid three already laid~ and then she
fluttered back again, in the same joyous, agitated way and
conducted them to the parlor.

It was a very happy evening; during its progress the
programme of their journey into the country was arranged.
At a comparatively early hour, however7 Wakefield thought
proper to withdraw. Vivia attended him to the door.

"Our little Theodora. is very lovely, but she is thin and
pale," said Wakefield.

"Ah, yes! but that last is only since her return home.
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Austin's dereliction has wounded her more deeply than
even the fact of his marriage did. Then she thought that
she had lost him only for this earth; now she thinks she is
in danger of losing him here and hereafter. But she has
never spoken of this, but I know it. You will assist me to
bring Austin to his senses."

"If his affection for that lovely girl will not bring him
right, nothing will, and I give him up."

"Nay, nay I Stretch out your hand-clasp him with a
strong clasp-I would rather see a friend die than so fall I"

So they parted for the evening, Vivia returning to Theo-
dora, and Wakefield to his poor chamber, to glorify it with
the most beautiful and happy dreams that ever visited the
heart of an accepted lover.

Theodora lay awake all that night, pondering. Those
few years of farming and housekeeping had been of service
to her, in giving a somewhat practical turn to a once too
visionary mind. And the problem she laid awake to resolve
was simply this-" Wakefield wants money; his wardrobe
needs replenishing; he will wish to make some wedding
preparations; how will he do it without funds? and how
is he to get funds? that is the question! Vivia, in het sub-
lime indifference to such things, will never think of this!
will rebuke me if I bring it to her mind. She will, simply
without a single reservation, or a moment's thought of what
she does, confer l~er whole estate, as she confers herself~, upon
her husband, at the altar. So it must be my business.
Now how shall I get my little deposit at the bank into the
hands of Wakefield, without affronting or insulting him?
that's the finis question I"

And the poor girl revolved this in her head, in the vain
end eavor to solve it, or to sleep.

And early in the morning Theodora arose, pale and ner-
vous, but eager and excited, hurriedly made her toilet, and
put on her bonnet, and like a little conspirator as she was~

with herself alone, stealthily left the house, and walked until
she met the earliest down omnibus, which she hailed and
entered.

After a ride of two miles, she pulled the cheek-string, and
got out in front of the establishment of a well-known pub-
lisher and bookseller. Mr. B , the head of the firm,
was acquainted with Theodora. She inquired for him, and
was fortunate in finding him in his office. She requested a
private interview, and immediately opened her business.

"You are acquainted with Mr. Wakefield Brunton, the
author and lecturer ?"

"Yes, madam, though we have lost sight of him in late
years.~~

"Well, he lives at No. - Catherine street. I wish you
would be so kind as to purchase the copyright of a volume
of manuscript miscellanies that he has by him."

The publisher smiled at the apparent simplicity of his
visitor, as he answered,

"Really, madam, we would be very happy to oblige you,
but such books as that you propose are quite a drug in the
market."

"011, yes, I know! you don't understand me. I wish you
only to be my agent in purchasing the manuscripts from the
author. I want them for myself. I wish to read them and
to illustrate them with my pencil. You need not publish
them; though perhaps in the future I may find a publisher
for them."

While she spoke, Mr. B was looking at her eager,
animated face with as much interest as politeness per-
mitted.

"And how mucl~ are you prepared to offer ?"

Without speaking, Theodora took a pen and wrote a
check for five hundred dollars-it was the whole of her little
deposit.

"I want you, if you will be so very obliging, as not to
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give him this check; but4 as BOOU as the bank is open, get it
cashed and take him the money for the manuscript."

"Ahi and you wish..-"
"To remain unsuspected in this transaction..-therefore

my signature should not be seen on the check."
"But, my dear lady, this is probably ten times the worth

of the papers."
"Now, I do not know that."
"Be assured of it, then; and if you wish to assist this

young man-"
"I wish to possess the manuscript, sir, as I said. As

for pecuniary assistance, Mr. Wakefield Brunton will soon
be independent of that."

Delicacy forbade mor~ questions or expostulations. Theo-
dora, after making a few purchases as an excuse for her
morning ride, returned home with a triumphant heart, re-
solved to work very hard to replenish her empty coffers.

In the course of that day, Wakefield received a visit from
Mr. B-, and thanked Providence for a most unex-
pected windfall at the hour of his greatest necessity.

Their preparations for departure were soon made; and
Vivia and Theodora, attended by the elderly lady who had
niatronized them in Europe, and escorted by Wakefield,
departed for Maryland, and in due time arrived at Sunset
hills. I shall pass over the joy of meeting with their
friends, and leave to the imagination of my young readers
the details of the marriage that took place, as had bee~i ar-
ranged, at the little gothic chapel of the Conven~f'$L~
Genevieve, in the presence of the pale but tranquil Abbess
and her nuns, and of their own family party, Theodora and
Austin acting as attendants, and Father Francis as the,
officiating priest.
* There was but one little cloud over the marriage festival

that followed. This was occasioned by the shy, reserved
deportment of Theodora; ~he in every possible way, sought

to avoid Austin, who, with the tell-tale indices' of eicess
upon his countenance, still visibly resented that avoidance.
But as Austin left the neighborhoCd the morning after the
marriage, the cloud soon vanished. -*

Vivia and Wakefield took Theodora back to her city
cottage and studio, and then, unattended, they made a short
bridal tour. After an absence of four weeks they returned
again to New York, and sought out Theodora~ intending to
take her with them to spend Christmas at their home in
the country. They found her at her cottage, but 80 pale
and thin that they were seriously alarmed; and the next day
Vivia went alone to see bet

"Oh I my little Moon, 6fter seeing your sphere so full
and rounded, must I behold you on the wane again? What
is it now

No answer.
"Well! what have you been doing? any thing at your

art?"
"No, nothing, nothing! I cannot paint! inspiration~

life, purpose.-.-all are gone~.are~gone I"
"But why-why ?"

"Oh! Austin! Austin! if I had come home and found
him dead, I could have borne it; nay, if I had found him
married a second time; I could have borne it too! but to ~
him so fallen I so fallen I oh! wretehed~ongue of ming to
speak that word of. him! Vivia! you know tbat I have
suffered, and have borne suffering with some fortitude-~but
this, oh! this has struck the very sensorium of my. beingfr
and my heart and frame seem breaking, Yivia.~.-~seems ciiving.
in for the want of a supporting hope I"

"Take hope of me! Austin shall be rede~hied I Be4
lieve it! believe& it! Ha~re faith! By faith you shall re-
move mountain~, cure diseases, cast out devils, raise the
dead. FAITE IS ~ ~ICBET Oi' ALL PoWEa."

And Vivia pressing a kiss upon the brow of her friend1

{

VIVIA.
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left her to 8eek an interview with Austin, whose arrival at
the Astor House she had seen by the morning's papers.
She drove thither immediately, and requested to be shown
into Mr. Malmaison's parlor. She found Austin in his
dressing gown and slippers, and seated in an easy-chair by
a table, before the lire, solacing himself with a cigar, a glass
of brandy and water, and a political pamphlet. On hearing
the lady announced, he started up, threw away his cigar,
blushed for his brandy and water, and exhibited other such
signs of confusion.

"Resume your chair, dear 'Austin," said Vivia, calmly
seating herself, and adding.-" I came this mori~ing, to ask
you to go with me, to-morrow, to see our little Theodora."

Austin folded his wrapper over his knees, leaned back in
his chair, and answered mockingly.

"I cannot do so. She declines to receive me."
"As a visitor, yes! for she is living alone and must be

very discreet; but as a sitter, and accompanied by me, she
will have no scruple in receiving you. Come, Austin, I
wish you to give Theodora, a commission to paint your por-
trait for me-for 1 should like to possess your portrait by
her, as the souvenir of you both."

"U8 both I Well, dear Vivia, I perceive your kind in-
tervention, and I accept it with thanks! Yes! I will try
again. Though I have been repulsed by that lady, with
sufficient emphasis, I will not despair. I suppose a man
may submit with grace, to that which he knows he well de-
serves I"

"And especially when he knows that the merited rebuke
pains her who administer8 far more deeply than him who
receives it."

"You think it gives her pain to deny herself to me."
"It breaks her heart !"
Austin paused in deep thought, with his eyes fixed upon

the ground.

"Dear Vivia," he said at last; "did you ever see a per-
son with the impetus of a rapid descent upon him, unable
to stop himself?"

"No! Nor are you one of these! You have the power
to stop yourself when and where you will !~ but-shall I
consider the appointment for to-morrow morning made ?"

"Yes-yes, by all means 1"
"Then get a carriage, and call for me at ten," said Fivia,

rising to take leave.
The engagement was so well kept by both parties, that

at half-past ten they were set down before Theodora's cot-
tage. Theodor~i. received Austin with that cold and re-
served manner that she could not alter; but she bowed ac-
ceptance to the summons that was proffered her, and fixed
the next day, at ten, for the first sitting.

The visitors then took leave.
"You see how she treats me," said Austin, in a voice of

anguish, as soon as they found themselves alone in the car-
riage.

"And yet her true heart is breaking. You know why!
You can change all that. And you will do it."

Austin made a secret resolution, that while sitting for
his portrait, he would be temperate in all things.

Theodora was an excellent, but not a rapid painter. The
portrait, she said, could not be completed under six sittings,
and she preferred eight. Austin thought within himself
that he was willing to give sixteen, or six hundred, if it
would only secure her~ presence. Either Vivia, or Wake-
field, or both accompanied Austin in each of his visits to
the studio. And one thing was noticeable, that, whether it
was from abstinence, or from the refining society and
circumstances in *hich, day after day, he found himself, or
from both these causes combined,-it is certain that Austin's
countenance began gradually to lose those marks of excess
that had so marred. his grace, and to recover something of
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the old clearness and intellectuality. Theodora's reserve,
on the contrary, had continued unbroken. There were
eight sittings, occupying, in all, a fortnight6 At the close
~f the last, Theodora announced that the sittings were over;
but that she should have to retain the portrait for a few days,
to give such finishing touches as time and memory should
suggest, before exhibiting the work to the eyes of her friends.

"Then we must govern our impatience for a few days
longer," said Wakefield, rising.

Austin said he supposed so, and prepared to take leave.
"You two gentlemen may avail yourselves of the carriage.

I shall remain with Theodora until the afternoon. I will
meet you at dinner, dear Wakefield."

The "two gentlemen" bowed and retired, and Vivia was
left alone with her friend.

"Has Austin yet seen his portrait, dear Theodora 7"
"No; no one has seen it."
" I am glad of that. You know that one of the uses of

art is-?"
"Redeeming! Yes, I know."
"Let me look at your portrait of Austin."
Theodora turned the canvas toward her friend.
"You have spiritualized this."
"Have I? IL could not help it."
"I do believe you; you not only see your subjects spiritu-

ally, but you see them at their very best I You see only
the divine side of their dual nature. And you are very
right I To show a man what he ought to be, is to show
him what he may be. AhI what might not our Austin
have been !"

Theodora turned the canvas once more toward the
light and took up her brush. And while Vivia spoke of
.A.ustin and of the glorious promise of his youth, yet to be
redeemed, the infinite possibilities yet before him, the young
artist's heart began to glow and to communicate it~ fire to

her cheeks and eyes; her gaze grew upon the pictnre before
her, and though. she touched it but seldom, at eacl~ stroke
the portrait responded with a higher life, as if her won-
drous pencil possessed the power of psych6logizing the
dead canvas.

"It is done," she said at last, and sank half fainting in
the arms of Vivia.

The next day Austin received notice that the portrait
was finished and ready to be removed from the studio.
He came, accompanied as usual by Vivia and Wakefield.
When they entered the studio they found Theodora there,

alone. The portrait still rested upon the easel, and the artist
stood at its side with her arm thrown up over her work,
and her head reclined as though in weariness or dejection.
She looked up and bowed as they came forward, but
seemed incapable of changing her position. They stood
before the work in silence. It was at once a perfect like-.
ness, such as would have been recognized by any one who
had ever seen the original, and a highly spiritualized
picture. A rush of strong feeling darkened the pale
face of the erring man who stood before it, and in a deep
and thrilling voice, heard only by one, he said, "It is what
I aspired to be 1" and hurried away to a distant window to
govern or conceal his emotion.

When after afew moments he returned to the easel, he
found that Vivia aiTd Wakefield had withdrawn to the
adjoining parlor. Theodora remained in the same attitude
Her look of extreme paleness and powerless dejection,
smote him again to the heart. Dropping on one knee at
her side, he took her hand and said

"Theodora, my angel girl, have faith in me. I know, I
know, that my faults have nearly broken your loving heart;
but IL am changed from this hour; put me on no longer
probation, dear girl, but take me as I am; and I pledge
myself in the sight of the Lord, never, never, to do any thing
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to cause that gentle heart of yours a pain. Can you place
that cojifidence in me ?"

For the answer, she turned with a deep smile beaming
through her falling tears, and placed both hands in his.

Well I Theodora accompanied Vivia and Wakefield to
their beautiful home at Sunset Hills, to spend with them
the Christmas holidays. A.na eariy in the New Year there
was another wedding at the little chapel of St. Genevieve.
And now another Mrs. Malmaison lives at Mount Storm,
and that is our little Theodora, who rules lady of the
mansion where once she suffered, a poor~ neglected little
orphan. Her relatives, the Garnets, are never heard from.
The head of that exemplary family is supposed to be specu-
lating in California. Miss Nelly Parrot is still the permitted
family goblin of Sunset Hills; but like every other "depart-
ment" of that establishment, she is kept in tolerable order
by the governing skill of old Mrs. Brunton. The Abbess
Agatha, tranquil in her declining years, still presides at the
Convent. And Father Francis continues to direct tho
neighboring Seminary. They are waiting. And Vivia is
ever the medium of animating, sustaining, or redeeming
life to all within her sphere. And when one asked the secret
of her power, she answered holily-

"FAITH I"

THE END
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T. ~ PETflESQN
102 Cl~estnut Street, Philadelphia,

HAS JUST PUaLISHED AND FOR SALE

STEREOTYPE EDITiONS OP TilE FOLLOWiNG WORKS,
Which will be found to be the Best and Latest Publications, by the

Most Popular and Celebrated Writers in the World.

Every work published for Sale here, either at Wholesale or Retail.
All Books in this Catalogue will be sent to any one to any place, per mail,

free of postage, on receipt of the price.

MRS. SOUTHWORTH'S Celebrated WORKS.
With a beautiful Illustration in each volume.

RETRIBUTION. A TALE OF PASSION. By Mrs. Emma D. E. N.
Southworth. Complete in two volumes, paper cover. Price One
Dollar; or bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

INDIA~ TflE PEARL OF PEARL RIVER. By Mrs. Emma D. E~ N.
Southworth. Complete in two large volumes, paper cover. Price One
Dollar; or bound in one j.~lume, cloth, for $1.25.

THE MISSING BRIDEf OR, MIRIAM THE AVENGER. By Mrs.
Emma D. B. N. Southworth. Complete in two volumes, paper cover.
Price One Dollar; or bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

THE LOST HEIRESS. By Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth. Being
a. work of powerful interest. Complete in two volumes, paper cover.
Price One Dollar; or bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

THE WIFE'S VICTORY; AND NINE OTHER NOUVELLETTES.
By Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth. Complete in two volumes, paper
cover. Price One Dollar; or bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

THE CURSE OF CLIFTON. By Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth.
Complete in two volumes, paper cover. Price One Dollar; or bound in
one volume, cloth, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

THE DISCARDED DAUGHTER. By Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth.
Complete in two volumes, paper cover. Price One Dollar; or bound in
one volume, cloth, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

THE DESERTED WIFE. By Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth. Com-
plete in two volumes, paper cover. Price One Dollar; or bound in one
volume, cloth, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

THE INITIALS. A LOVE STORY OF MODERN LIFE. By a daugh..
tsr of the celebrated Lord Erskine, formerly Lord High Chancellor of
England. It will be read for generations to come, and rank by the side
of Sir Walter Scott's celebrated novels. Two volumes, paper cover.
Price One Dollar; or bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

The whole of the above are also published in a very fine style, bound
in fiall Crimson, gilt edges, gilt sides, full gilt backs, etc., and make very
elegant and beautiful presentation books. Price Two Dollars a copy.

(2)

CHARLES DICKENS' WGRKS.
The best and most popular in the world. Ten different editions.

Library can be complete without a Sett of these ~Works.
Reprinted from the Author's last Editions.

No

"PETERSON'S" is the only complete and uniform edition of Charles
Dickens' works published in America; they are reprinted from the original
London editions, and are now the only edition published in this country.
No library, either public or private, can be complete without having in it
a complete sett of the works of this, the greatest of all living authors,
Every family should possess a sett of one of the editions. The cheap
edition is complete in Twelve Volumes, paper cover; either or all of which

can be bad separately. Price Fifty cents each. The following are thofr
names.

DAVID COPPERFIELD,
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY,
PICEWICK PAPERS,
DOMBEY AND SON,
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT,
]3ARNABY RUDGE,
OLD CURIOSITY SHOP,
SKETCHES BY "BQZ,"
OLIVER TWIST
BLEAK HOUSE,

DICKENS' NEW STORIES. Con-
taming The Seven Poor Travellers.
Nine New Stories by the Christmas
Fire, Hard Times. Lizzie Leigh.
The Miner's Daughters, etc.

CHRISTMAS STORIES. Contain..
ing-A Christmas Carol. The
Chimes. Cricket on the Hearth.
Battle of Life. Haunted Man, and
Pictures from rtaly.

A complete sett of the above edition, twelve volumesin all, will be sent
to any one to any place, free of postage, for Five Dollars.

COMPLETE LIBRARY EDITIOI~.
In FIVE large octave volumes, with a Portrait, on Steel, of Charles

Dickens, containing over Four Tho~usand very large pages, handsomely
printed, and bound in various styles.

Volume 1 contains Pickwick Papers and Curiosity Shop.
" 2 do. Oliver Twist, Sketches by "Be;" a~4 Barnaby Rudge.
" 3 do. Nicholas ~lcklehy and Martin Chuzzlewit.
" 4 do. David Copperfield, Dombey and Son, Christmas Stories,

and Pictures from Italy.
' 5 do. Bleak House, and Dickens' New Stories. Containing

-The Seven Poor Travellers. Nine New Stories
by the Christmas Fire. Hard Times., Lizzie
Leigh. The Miner's Daughters, and Fortune
Wildred, etc.

Price of a complete se~tt. Bound in Black cloth, full gilt back, $? 50
'~ " scarlet cloth, extra, 8 50

" " " " library sheep,
" half turkey morocco,
" half calf, antique,

~' Ittuetrateci Edition i. described on next pa~*e~ ~

9 00
Ii 00
15 00
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ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF DICKENS' WORKS.
This edition is printed on very thick and fine white paper, and is pro..

fusely illustrated, with all the original illustrations by Cruikahank, Alfred
Crowquill, Phiz, etc., from the original London edition, on copper, steel,
and wood. Each volume contains a novel complete, and may be had in
complete setts, beautifully bound in cloth, for Eighteen Dollars for the
uett in twelve volumes, or any volume will be sold separately, as follows:

ELBA K HOUSE, Price, $1 SO NICHOLAS NICKLEBY, $1 so
PICK WICK PAPERS, 1 50 MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT, 1 so
OLD CURIOSITY SHOP, 1 50 DAVID COPPERFIELD, 1 &o
OLIVER TWIST, 1 50 DOMBEY AND SON, 1 50
SKETCHES BY "BOZ," 1 50 CHRISTMAS STORIES, 1 50
IIARNABY RUDGE, 1 50 DICKENS' NEW STORIES, 1 60

Price of a complete sett of the fliustrated Edition, in twelve
vols., in black cloth, gilt back, $18,oo

Price of a complete sett of the illustrated Edition, in twelve
vols., in full law library sheep, *24,00

Price of a complete sett of the Illustrated edition, in twelve
ye's., in half turkey Morocco, *27,00

Price of a complete sett of the Illustrated Edition, in twelve
vols., in half calf, antique, *38,00

All subsequent worke by O~arles Dickens will be tsstsed in uniform style wit1~
all tke previous ten different edition..

CAPTAIN MARRYATT'S WORKS.
Either of which can be had separately. Price of all except the four last

~s 25 cents each. They are printed on the finest white paper, and each
~orms one large octavovolume, complete in itself.

PETER SIMPLE. NAVAL OFFICER.
JACOB FAITHFUL. PIRATE AND THREE CUTTERS.
THE PHANTOM SHIP. SNARLEYYOW; or, the Dog-Fiend.
MIDSHIPMAN EASY. PERCIVAL KEENE. Price 50 ots.
KING'S OWN. POOR JACK. Price 50 cents.
NEWTON FORSTER. SEA KING. 200 pages. Price 50
JAPHET IN SEARCH OF cents.

A FATHER. VALERIE. His last Novel. Price
PACHA OF MANY TALES. 50 cents.

ELLEN PICKERING'S NOVELS.
Either of which ean be had separately. Price 25 cents each. They are

printed on the finest white paper, and each forms one large octavo volume,
complete in itself, neatly bound in a strong paper cover.

THE ORPHAN NIECE. THE HEIRESS.
KATE WALSINGHAM. PRINCE AND PEDLER.
THE POOR COUSIN. MERCHANT'S DAUGHTER.
ELLEN WAREHAM. THE FRIGHT.
THE QUIET HUSBAND. NAN DARRELL.
WHO SHALL BE HElP? THE SQUIRE.
THE SEC1~ET FOE. THE EXPECTANT.
AGNES SERLE. TILE GRUMBLER. 50 eta.
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MRS. CAROLINE LEE HENTZ'S WORKS.
COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE; OR, THE JOYS AND SORROWS

OF AMERICAN LIFE. With a Portrait of the Author. Complete
in two large volumes, paper cover, price One Dollar, or bound in one
volume, cloth gilt, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

THE PLANTER'S NORTHERN BRIDE. With illustrations. Corn.
plete in two large volumes, paper cover, 600 pages, price One DoLar,
or bound in one volume, cloth gilt, One Dollar and Twenty..five cents.

LINDA; OR, THE YOUNG PILOT OF THE BELLE CREOLE. Coin.
plete in two volumes, paper cover, price One Dollar, or bound in one
volume, cloth gilt, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

ROBERT GRAHAM. The Sequel to, and continuation of Linda. Be..
ing the last book but one that Mrs. Hentz wrote prior to her death.
Complete in two large volumes, paper cover, price One Dollar, or
bound in one volume, cloth gilt, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

RENA; OR, THE SNOW BIRD. A Tale of Real Life. Complete in two
volumes, paper cover, price One Dollar, or bound in one volume,
cloth gilt, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

MARCUS GARLAND; OR, THE LONG MOSS SPRING. A Tale of
the South. Complete in two volumes, paper cover, price One Dollar,
or bound in one volume, cloth gilt, One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

LOVE AFTER MARRIAGE; and other Stories. Complete in two vol..
nines, paper cover, price One Dollar, or bound in one volume, cloth
gilt, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents.

BOLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. Complete in two volumes, paper
cover, price One Dollar, or bound in one volume, cloth gilt, $1 25.

THE BANISHED SON; and other Stories. Complete in two volumes,
paper cover, price One Dollar, or bound in one volume, cloth gilt, $1 25.

HELEN AND ARTHUR. Complete in two volumes, paper cover, price
One Dollar, or bound in one volume, cloth gilt, *1 25.

The whole of the above are also published in a very fine style, bound
in the very best and most elegant and substantial manner, in full Crimson,
with beautifully gilt edges, full gilt sides, gilt backs, ete., ete., making
them the best and most acceptable books for presentation at the price,

published in the country. Price of either one in this style, Two Dollars.

T. S. ARTHUR'S WORKS.
Either of which can be had separately. Price 25 cents each. They are

the most moral, popular and entertaining in the world. there are a
better books to place in the hands of the young. All will profit by thok.

YEAR AFTER MARRIAGE.
THE DIVORCED WIFE.
TILE BANKER'S WIFE.
PRIDE AND PRUDENCE.
CECILIA HOWARD.
MARY MORETON.
LOVE IN A COTTAGE.
LOVE IN HIGH LIFE.
THE TWO MERCHANTS.
LADY AT HQME.

TRIAL AND TRIUMPH.
THE ORPHAN CHILDREN.
TILE DEBTOR'S DAUGHTER
INSUBORDINATION.
LUCY SANDFORD.
AGNES, or the Possessed.
THE TWO BRIDES.
THE IRON RULE.
THE OLD ASTROLOGER.
THE SEAMSTRESS.
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CHARLES LEVER'S NOVELS..
GHARLES O'MALLEY, the Iriah Drikgoon. By Charles Lever. Ce~n.

plet~ in one large octave volume of S24 pages. Price Fifty cents; or
an edition on finer paper, bound in cloth, illustrated. Price One
Dollar.

THE KNIGHT OF GWYNNE. A tale of the time of the Union. B~t
Charles Lever. Complete in one fine octave volume. Price Fifty
cente; or an edition on finer paper, bound in cloth, illustrated.
Price One Dollar.

JACK IIINTON, the Guardsman. By Charles Lever. Complete in one
large octavo volume of 400 pages. Price Fifty cents; or an edition
on finer paper, bound in cloth, illustrated. Price One Dollar.

~tOM BUI~K~E OF OURS. By Charles Lever. Complete in one large
octave volume of 300 pages. Price Fifty cents; or an edition on
liner paper 7 bound in cloth, illustrated. Price One Dollar.

ARTHUR 0 LEARY. By Charles Lever. Complete in one large ectavo
volume. Price Fifty cents; or an edition on finer paper, bound in
e~oth, illustrated. Price One Dollar~

KATE O~DONOGHUE. A Tale of Ireland. By Charles Lever. Coin-
pUte in one large octave volume. Price Fifty cents; or an edition
on liner paper~ bound. in cloth, illustrated. Price One Dollar.

HORACE TEMPLETON. By Charles Lever~ Thig i~ Lever's Now
Book. Complete in one large octave volume. Price Fifty cents.; or
an edition on finer paper, bound in cloth, illustrated. Price One Dollar.

BARRY LORREQUER. By Charles Lever, author of the above seven
Works. Complete in one octave volume of 4t1~ pages. Price Pifty
cents; or an edition on liner paper, bound in cloth, illustrated. Price
One Dollar.

VALENTINE VOX.-LIFE AND ADVENTURES OP VALENTINE
VOX, the Ventriloquist. By~ flenry Cockton. One of the most
humorous books ever published. Price Fifty cents; or an edition on
finer paper, bound in cloth. Price One Dollar.

PERCY EPFINGHAM. By Henry Cockton, author of "Valentine Vex,
the Ventriloquiet." One large octave volume. Price 50 cents.

ThN TflOU~AND A YEAR. By Samuel C. Warren. With Portraits
of snap, Quirk, Gammon, and Tittlebat Titmouse, Esq. Two large
octave vols., of 547 ?a~es. Prioe One Dollar; or an edition on liner
paper, bound in clot , 1, 0.

CHARLES 3; PETERSON'S WORKS.
KA~t~ A! t~~$ '1~D. A story~ of the Refugees. One of the most popu-

lar books ever printed. Complete in two large volumes, paper cover.
Prite Orte Dollar; or bound in one volume, cloth, gilt. Price $1 ~5.

CR~8t~ I~ ~HE LAST WAR. A Naval Story of the War of 1512.
First and ~ecofld Series. Being the complete work, unabridged. By
Charles J. Peterson. 228 octave pages. Price 50 cents.

9RACE DUDLEY; OR, ARNOLD AT SARATOGA. By Charles 3.
Peterson. Ilinatrated. Price 25 cents.

THE VALLEY ~AflM; OTL~ the AUTOI3tOGRAPIIY OF AN OR-
PHAN. A companion to Jane Eyre. Price 25 cents.
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* EUGENE SUE'S NOVELS.
THE MYSTERIES OF PARIS; AND GEROLSTEIN, the Sequel ta it.

By Eugene Sue, author of the "Wandering Jew," and the greatest
work ever written. With illustration. Complete in two large volumes,
octave. Price One Dollar.

THE ILLUSTRATED WANDERING JEW. Ry Eugene Sue. With
87 large illustrations. Two large octave volumes. Price One Dollar.

THE FEMALE BLUEBEARD; or, the Woman with many Husbands.
By Eugene Sue. Price Twenty-five cents.

FIRST LOVE. A Story of the Heart. By Eugene Sue. Price Twenty..
five cents.

WOMAN'S LOVE. A Novel. By Eugene Sue. fllustrated. Price
Twenty-five cents.

MAN-OF-WAR'S-MAN. A Tale of the Sea. By Eugene Sue. Price
Twenty-five cents.

RAQUL PB SURVILLE; or, the Times of Napoleon Bonaparte in 1810.

Price Twenty-five cents.

SIR E. L. BULWER'S NOVELS.
FALKLAND.. A Novel. By Sir B. L. Bulwcr, author of "The. Rouew

"Oxonians," etc. One volume, octave. Price 25 cents.

THE ROUE; OR THE HAZARDS OF WOMEN. Price 25 cents.
THE OXONTAN~. A Sequel to the Rone. Price 25 cents.

CALDERON THE COURTIER. By Bulwer. Price l2~ cents.

MRS. GREY'S NOVELS.
Either of which can be had separately. Price 25 cents each. They are

printed on the finest white paper, and each forme one large octave volume,
complete in itself, neatly bound in a strong paper cover.
DUKE AND THE COUSIN.
GIPSY'S DAUGHTER.
BELLE OF THE FAMILY.
SYBIL LENNARD.
THE LITTLE WIFE.
MAN~EUVRING MOTHER.
LENA CAMERON; or, the Four

Sisters.
THE BARONET'S DAUGHTERS.

THE YOUNG PRIMA DONNA.
THE OLD DOWER HOUSE.
HYACINTHE.
ALICE SEYMOUR.
HARRY MONK
MARY SEAHAM. 250 pages.

Price 50 cents.
PASSION AND PRINCIPLE.

2()0 pages. Price 54) cents.

GEORGE W. M. REYNOLD'S WORKS.
THE NECROMANCER. A Romance of the times of Henry the Eighth.

By G. W. M. ~Leynolds. One large volume. Price 75 cents.
THE PARRICIDE; OR, THE YOUTH'S CAREER IN CRIME. By'

G. W. M. Reynolds. Full of beautiful illustrations. Price 50 cents.
LIFE IN PARIS; OR, THE ADVENTURES OF ALFRED lYE ROSANN

IN THE METR(>POLIS OF FRANCE. By G. W. II. Reynolda.
Pull of Engravings. Price 50 cents.
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AINS WORTH'S WORKS.
JACK SHEPPARD.-PICTORIAL LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF

JACK SHEPPARD, the most noted burglar, robber, and jail breaker,
that ever lived. Embellished with Thirty-nine, full page, spirited
Illustrations, designed and engraved in the finest style of art, by
George Cruikshank, Esq., of London. Price Fifty cents.

ILLUSTRATED TOWER OF LONDON. With 100 splendid engravings.
This is beyond all doubt one of the most interesting works ever
published in the known world, and can be read and re-read with
pleasure and satisfaction by everybody. We advise all persons to
get it and read it. Two volumes, octave. Price One Dollar.

PICTORIAL LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF GUY FAKES, The
Chief of the Gunpowder Treason. The Bloody Tower, etc. Illustrated.
By William Harrison Ainsworth. 200 pages. Price Fifty cents.

THE STAR CHAMBER. An Historical Romance. By W. Harrison
Ainsworth. With 1Z large full page illustrations. Price 60 cents.

THE PICTORIAL OLD ST. PAUL'S. By William Harrison Ainsworth.
Full of Illustrations. Price Fifty cents.

MYSTERIES OF THE COURT OF QUEEN ANNE. By William
Harrison Ainsworth. Price Fifty cents.

MYSTERIES OF THE COURT OF THE STARTS. By Ainsworth.
Being one of the most interesting Historical Romances ever written.
One large volume. Price Fifty cents.

DICK TURPIN.-ILLUSTRATED LIFE OF DICK TURPIN, the
Highwayman, Burglar, Murderer, etc. Price Twenty-five cents.

HENRY THOMAS.-LIFE OF HARRY THOMAS, the Western Burglar
and Murderer. Full of Engravings. Price Twenty-five cents.

DESPERADOES.-ILLUSTRATED LIFE AND ADVENTURES OP
THE DESPERADOES OF THE NEW WORLD. Full of engravings.
Price Twenty-five cents.

NINON DE L'ENCLOS.-LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF NINON
DE L'ENCLOS, with her Letters on Love, Courtship and Marriage.
Illustrated. Price Twenty-five cents.

THE PICTORIAL NEGATE CALENDAR; or the Chronicles of Crime.
Beautifully illustrated with Fifteen Engravings. Price Fifty cents.

PICTORIAL LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF DAVY CROCKETT.
Written by himself. Beautifully illustrated. Price Fifty cents.

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF ARTHUR SPRING, the murderer of
Mrs. Ellen Lynch and Mrs. Hoizora Shaw, with a complete history of
his life and misdeeds, from the time of his birth until he was hung.
fllustratod with portraits. Price Twenty-five cents.

JACK ADAMS.-PICTORIAL LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF JACK
ADAMS; the celebrated Sailor and Mutineer. By Captain Chamier,
author of "The Spitfire." Full of illustrations. Price Fifty cents.

GRACE O'MALLEY.-PICTORIAL LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF
GRACE O'MALLEY. By William H. Maxwell, author of "Wild
Sports in the West." Price Fifty cents.

TIlE PIRATE'S SON. A Sea Novel of great interest. Full of beautiful
illustrations. Price Twenty-five cents.
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ALEXANDRE DUMAS' WORKS.
THE IRON MASK, OIL THE FEATS AND ADVENTURES OF

RAOULE DE BRAGELONNE. Being the conclusion of "The
Three Guardsmen," "Twenty Years After," and "Bragelonne." By
Alexandre Dumas. Complete in two large volumes, of 420 octavo
pages, with beautifully Illustrated Covers, Portraits, and Engravings.
Price One Dollar.

LOUISE LA VALLIERE; OR THE SECOND SERIES AND FINAL
END OF THE IRON MASK. By Alexandre Dutnas. This woik
is the final end of "The Three Guardsmen," "Twenty Years After"
"Bragelonne," and "The Iron Mask," and is of far more interestiAg
and absorbing interest, than any of its predecessors. Complete in
two large octavo volumes of over 400 pages, printed on the best of
paper, beautifully illustrated. It also contains correct Portraits of
"Louise La Valliere," and "The Hero of the Iron Mask." Price One
Dollar.

THE MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN; OR THE SECRET HISTORY OF
LOUIS THE FIFTEENTH. By Alexandre Dumas. It is beautifully
embellished with thirty engravings, which illustrate the principal
scenes and characters of the different heroines throughout the work.
Complete in two large octavo volumes. Price One Dollar.

THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE: OR THE SECRET HISTORY OF THE
COURT OF LOUIS THE SIXTEENTH. A Sequel to the Memoirs
of a Physician. By Alexandre Dumas. It is beautifully illustrated
with portraits of the heroines of the work. Complete in two large
octavo volumes of over .400 pages. Price One Dollar.

SIX YEARS LATER; OR THE TAKING OF THE BASTILE. By
Alexandre Dumas. Being the continuation of "The Queen's Neck-
lace; or the Secret History of the Court of Louis the Sixteenth," and
"Memoirs of a Physician." Complete in one large octavo volume.
Price Seventy-five cents.

COUNTESS DE CHARNY; OR THE FALL OF THE FRENCH
MONARCHY. By Alexandre Dumas. This work is the final con-
clusion of the "Memoirs of a Physician," "The Queen's Necklace,"
and "Six Years Later, or Taking of the Bastile." All persons who
have not read Dumas in this, his greatest and most instructive pro-
duction, should begin at once, and no pleasure will be found so
agree able, and nothing in novel form so useful and absorbing. Com-
plete in two volumes, beautifully illustrated. Price One Dollar.

DIANA OF MERIDOR; THE LADY OF MONSOREAU; or France in
the Sixteenth Century. By Alexandre Dumas. An Historical Ro-
mance. Complete in two large octavo volumes of 538 pages, with
numerous illustrative engravings. Price One Dollar.

ISABEL OF BAVARIA; or the Chronicles of France for the reign of
Charles the Sixth. Complete in one fine octave volume of 211 pages,
printed on the finest white paper. Price Fifty cents.

EDMOND DANT~ES. Being the sequel to Dumas' celebrated novel ~f
the Count of Monte Cristo. With elegant illustrations. Complete in
one large octavo volume of over 200 pages. Price Fifty cents.

THE CORSICAN BROTHERS. This work has already been dramatized,
and is now played in all the theatres of Europe and in this country,
and it is exciting an extraordinary interest. Price Twenty-five cents.
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ALEXANDRE DUXAS' WORKS.
8XETCHES IN FRANCE. By Alexandre Dumas. It is as good a

hook as Thackeray's Sketches in Ireland. Duinas never wrote a
better book. It is the most delightful book of the season. Price
Fifty cents.

GENEVIEVE, OR THE CHEVALIER OF THE MATSON ROUGE.
By Alexandre Dumas. An Historical Romance of the French Rero..
lotion. Complete in one large octavo volume of over 200 pages,
with numerous illustrative engravings. Price Fifty vents.

GEORGE LIPPARD'S WORKS.
WASHINGTON AND HIS GENERALS; or, Legends of the American

Revolution. Complete in two large octavo volumes of 5~$S pages,
printed on the finest white paper. Price One Dollar.

'tHE QUAKER CITY; or, the Monks of Monk Hall. A Romance of
Philadelphia Life, Mystery and Crime. Illustrated with numerous
Engravings. Complete in two large octavo volumes of 500 pages.
Price One Dollar.

THE LADYE OF ALBARONE; or, the Poison Goblet. A Romance of
the Dark Ages. Lippard's Last Work, and never before published.
Complete in one large octavo volume. Price Seventy-five cents.

PAUL ARDENHEIM; the Monk of Wissahickon. A Ro~nance of the
Revolution. Illustrated with numerous engravings. Complete in
two large octavo volumes, of nearly 600 pages. Price One Dollar.

BLANCHE OF BRANDYWINE; or, September the Eleventh, 1777. A
Romance of the Poetry, Legends, and History of the Battle of Brandy-
wine. It makes a large octavo volume of 350 pages, printed on the
finest white paper. Price Seventy-five cents.

LEGENDS OF MEXICO; or, Battles of General Zachary Taylor, late
President of the United States. Complete in one oetavo volume of
128 pages. Price Twenty-five cents.

THE NAZARENE; or, the Last of the Washingtons. A Revelation of
Philadelphia, New York, and Washington, in the year 1844. Com-
plete in one volume. Price Fifty cents.

B. D'ISRAELI'S NOVELS.
VIVIAN GREY. By B. D'Israeli, M. P. Complete in one large octavo

volume of 225 pages. Price Fifty cents.
TJrHE YOUNG DUKE; or the younger days of George the Fourth. By

B. D'Israeli, M. P. One octavo volume. Price Thirty-eight cents.
VENETIA; or, Lord Byron and his Daughter. By B. D'Israoli, M. P.

Complete in one large octavo volume. Price Fifty cents.
hENRIETTA TEMPLE. A Love Story. By B. D'Iaraeli, M. P. Coin..

plete in one large octavo volume. Price Fifty cents.
CONTARINA FLEMING. An Autobiography. By B. D'Israeli, M. P

One volume, octavo. Price Thirty-eight cents.
MIRIAM ALROY. A Romance of the Twelfth Century. By B. D'kraeli,

M~ P. One volume octave. Price Thirty-eight cents.
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E1W~RSON BENWETI"S WGB~S~
CLARA MORELAND. This is a powerfully written romance. The

characters are boldly drawn, the ~plot striking, the incidents rexilete
with thrilling interest, and the language and descriptions natural and
graphic, as are all of Mr. Bennett's Works. 336 pages. Price 60
cents in paper cover, or One Dollar in cloth, gilt.

VIOLA; OIL, ADVENTURES IN THE FAR SOUTH-WEST. Corn
plete in one large volume. Price ~0 eents in paper cover, or 76 cents
in cloth, gilt.

TIlE FORGED WILL. Complete in one large volume, of over 800
pages, paper cover, price 50 cents; or bound in cloth, gilt, price $1 00.

KATE CLARENDON; OR, NECROMANCY IN THE WILDERNESS.
Price 50 eents in paper cover, or 75 cents in cloth, gilt.

BRIDE OF THE WILDERNESS. Complete in one large volume.
Price 50 cents in paper cover, or 75 cents in cloth, gilt.

THE PIONEER'S DAUGHTER; and THE UNKNOWN COUNTESS.
By Emerson Bennett. Price 50 cents.

JIBIRESS OF IiELTiEFONTE; and WALDE-WARREN. A Tale of
Circumstantial ~vi4ence. By Emerson Bennett. price ~0 cents.

EIJiBN ~OR2BURY; OR., TEE APVENTURE8 0F AN ORP~AN.
Complete in one large volume, price 60 cents in paper cover, or in
cloth gilt~ $1 00.

MISS LESLIE'S NEW COOK BOOK.
MISS LESLIE'S NEW RECEIPTS FOR COOKING. Comprising new

and approved metho~ls of preparing all kinds of soups, fish, oypters,
terrapins, turtle, vegetables, meats, poultry, game, sauces, pickles,
sweet meats, cakes, pies, puddings, confectionery, rice, Indian meal
preparations of all kinds, domestic liquors, perfumery, reme4ies,
laundry-work, needle-werk, letters, additional receipts, etc. Aloe,
list of articles suited to go together for breakfasts, dinners, and sup-
pers, and much useful information and many miscellaneous subjects
~onneeted wi~th general house-wifory. It is an elegantly prinliedkO~
decinio volume of 620 pages; and ~n It there will be found Qae TI&ots-
sand and Eleven new Receipts-all useful-some ornainental-aiid all
invaluable to every lady, miss, or family in .the world. This wp~k l~ae
had a very extensive sale, and many thousand copies have been sold,
and the demand is increasing yearly, being the most comj~lete work
of the kind published in the world, and also the latest and best, as,
in addition to Cookery, its receipts for making cakes and confec-
tionery are unequalled by any other work extant. New edition, en-
larged and improved, and handsomely bound. Price One Dollar a
copy only. This is the only new Cook Book by Miss Leslie.

GEORGE SANDS' WORKS.
FIRST AND TB~UE LOVE. A True Love Story. By George Sand,

author of" Consuelo," "Indiana," etc. It is one of the most 6harin..
ing and interesting works ever published. Illustrated. Price 50 cents.

INDIANA. By George Sand, author of "First and Trtie Love," etc.
A very bewitching ~nd interesting work. Price 60 ecuti.

TflE CORSAIR. A Venetian Tale. Price ~6
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HUMOROUS AMERICAN WORKS.

WITII ORIGINAL ILLUSTRATIONS BY BARLEY AN!) OTHERS,

AND BEAUTIFULLY ILLUMINATED COVERS.

We have just published new and beautiful editions of the following
IIUMOROUS AMERICAN WORKS. They are published in the beat
possible style, full of original Illustrations, by Barley, descriptive of all the
best scenes in each work, with Illuminated Covers, with new and beautiful
designs on each, and are printed on the finest and best of white paper.
There are no works to compare with them in point of wit and humor, in
the whole world. The price of each work is Fifty cents only.

THE FOLLOWING ARE THE NAMES OF THE WORKS.

MAJOR JONES' COURTSHIP: detailed, with other Scenes, Incidents,
and Adventures, in a Series of Letters, by himself. With Thirteen
Illustrations from designs by Barley. Price Fifty cents.

DRAMA IN POKERVILLE: the Bench and Bar of Jurytown, and
other Stories. By "Everpoint," (J. M. Field, of the St. Louis
Reveille.) With Illustrations from designs by Darley. Fifty cents.

CHARCOAL SKETCHES; or, Scenes in the Metropolis. By Joseph C.
Neal, author of "Peter Ploddy," "Misfortunes of Peter Faber," etc.
With Illustrations. Price Fifty cents.

YANKEE AMONGST THE MERMAIDS, and other Waggeries and
Vagaries. By W. E. Burton, Comedian. With Illustrations by
Barley. Price i~'ifty cents.

MISFORTUNES OF PETER FABER, and other Sketches. By the
author of "Charcoal Sketches." With Illustrations by Barley and
others. Price Fifty cents.

MAJOR JONES' SKETCHES OF TRAVEL, comprising the Scenes,
Incidents, and Adventures in his Tour from Georgia to Canada.
With Eight Illustrations from Designs by Barley. Price Fifty cents.

STREAKS OF SQUATTER LIFE, and Far West Scenes. A Series of
humorous Sketches, descriptive of Incidents and Character in the
Wild West. By the author of "Major Jones' Courtship," "Swallow-
ing Oysters Alive," etc. With illustrations from designs by Barley,
Price Fifty cents.

QUARTER RACE IN KENTUCKY, AND OTHER STORIES. By
W. T. Porter, Esq., of the New York Spirit of the Times. With
Eight Illustrations and designs by Barley. Complete in one volume.
Price Fifty cents.

SIMON SUGGS.-ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN SIMON SUOGS, late
of the Taflapoosa Volunteers, together with "Taking the Census,"
and other Alabama Sketches. By a Country Editor. With a Portrait
from Life, and Nine other Illustrations by Dariey. Price Fifty cents

JIIVAL BELLES. By J. 13. Jones, author of "Wild Western Scenes!
etc. This is a very humorous and entertaining work, and one th ~.

will be recommended by all after reading it. Price Fifty cents.
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HUMOROUS AMERICAN WORKS.
YANKEE YARNS AND YANKEE LETTERS. By Sam Slick, alias

Judge ilaliburton. Full of the drollest humor that has ever emanated
from the pen of any author. Every page will set you in a roar.
Price Fifty cents.

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF COL. VANDERBOMB, AND THE
EXPLOITS OF HIS PRIVATE SECRETARY. By J. B. Jones,
author of "The Rival Belles," "Wild Western Scenes," etc. Price
Fifty cents.

BIG BEAR OF ARKANSAS, and other Sketches, illustrative of Charao~
ters and Incidents in the South and South-West. Edited by Win. T.
Porter. With Illustrations by Barley. Price Fifty cents.

MAJOR JONES' CHRONICLES OF PINEVILLE; embracing Sketches
of Georgia Scenes, Incidents, and Characters. By the author of
"Major Jones' Courtship," etc. With Illustrations by Barley. Price
Fifty &ents.

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF PERCIVAL MABERRY. By J. H.
Ingraham. It will interest and please everybody. All who enjoy a -

good laugh should get it at once. Price Fifty cents.

FRANK FORESTER'S QUORNDON HOUNDS; or, A Virginian at
Melton Mowbray. By H. W. Herbert, lllsq. With Illustrations.
Price Fifty cents.

PICKINGS FROM THE PORTFOLIO OF THE REPORTER OF THE
"NEW ORLEANS PICAYUNE." Comprising Sketches of the
Eastern Yankee, the Western Hoosier, and such others as make up
society in the great Metropolis of the South. With Illustrations by
Barley. Price Fifty cents.

FRANK FORESTER'S SHOOTING BOX. By the author of "The
Quorndon Hounds," "The Deer Stalkers," etc. With Illustrations by
Darley. Price Fifty cents.

STRAY SUBJECTS ARRESTED AND BOUND OVER; being the
Fugitive Offspring of the "Old Un" and the "Young Un," that have
been "Laying Around Loose," and are now "tied up" for fast keep-
ing. With Illustrations by Barley. Price Fifty cents.

FRANK FORESTER'S DEER STALKERS; a Tale of Circumstantial
evidence. By the author of "My Shooting Box," "The Quorndou
Hounds," etc. With Illustrations. Price Fifty cents.

ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN FARRAGO. By Hon. H. H. Bracken-
ridge. For Sixteen years one of the Judges of the Supreme Court of
the State of Pennsylvania. With Illustrations from designs by Barley.
Price Fifty cents.

THE CHARMS OF PARIS; or, Sketches of Travel and Adventures by
Night and Day, of a Gentleman of Fortune and Leisure. From his
private journal. Price Fifty cents.

PETER PLODDY, and other oddities. By the author of "Charcoal
Sketches," "Peter Faber," &c. With fllustrations from original
designs, by Barley. Price Fifty cents.

Vi IDOW RUGBY'S HUSBAND, a Night at the Ugly Man's, and ether
Tales of Alabama. By author of "simon $uggs." With original
Illustrations. Price Fifty cents.



1~ T. B. flTERSON'S LIST OP PUBLICATIONS.

HUMOROUS AMERICAN WORKS.
MAJOR O'REGAN'S ADVENTURES. By Hon. H. H. Brackenridge.

With Illustrations by Darley. Price Fifty cents.

&)L. SMITH; THEATRICAL APPRENTICESHIP AND ANECDOTAL
RECOLLECTIONS OF SOL. SMITH, Esq., Comedian, Lawyer.
etc. Illustrated by Darley. Containing Early Scenes, Wanderings
in the West, (Jincinnati in Early Life, etc. Price Fifty cents.

80L. SMITH'S NEW BOOK; THE THEATRICAL JOURNEY-WORK
AND ANECDOTAL RECOLLECTIONS OF SOL. SMITH, Esq.,
with a portrait of Sol. Smith. It comprises a Sketch of the second
Seven years of his professional life, together with some Sketches of
Adventure in after years. Price Fifty cqpts.

POLLY PEABLOSSOM'S WEDDING, and other Tales. By the author
of "Major Jones' Courtship," "Streaks of Squatter Life," etc. Price
Fifty cents.

FRANK FORESTER'S WARWICK WOODLANDS; or, Things as
they were Twenty Years Ago. By the author of "The Quorndon
Hounds," "My Shooting Box," "The Deer Stalkers," etc. With
fllu'strations, illuminated. Price Fifty cents.

LOUISIANA SWAMP DOCTOR. By Madison Tensas, M. D., Ex. V. P.
M. S. U. Ky. Author of " Cupping on the Sternum." With Illustra-
tions by Darley. Price Fifty cents.

NEW ORLEANS SKETCH BOOK, by "Stahl," author of the "Port.
folio of a Southern Medical Student." With Illustrations from
designs by Darley. Price Fifty cents.

FRENCH, GERMAN, SPANISH, LATIN, AND
ITALIAN LANGUAGES.

Any person unacquainted with either of the above laugnages, can, with
the aid of these works, be enabled to read, write and speak the language of

either, without the aid of a teacher or any oral instruction whatever, pro.
vided they pay strict attention to the instructions laid down in each book,
and that nothing shall be passed over, without a thorough investigation
of the subject it involves: by doing which they will be able to epeak, read
or write either language, at their will and pleasure. Either of these works
is invaluable to any persons wishing 'to learn these languages, and are
worth to any one One Hundred times their cost. These works have
already run through several large editions in this country, for no person

over buys one without recommending it to his friends.

FRENCH WITHOUT A MASTER. In Six Easy Lessons.
GERMAN WITHOUT A MASTER. In Six Easy Lessons.

SPANISH WITHOUT A MASTER. In Four Easy Lessons.
ITALIAN WITHOUT A MASTER. In Five Easy Lessons.

LATIN WITHOUT A MASTER. In Six Easy Lessons.
Price of either of the above Works, separate, 25 cents each-or the

whole five may be had for One Dollar, and will be sent free of postage to
any one on their remitting that amount to the publisher, in a letter.
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WORKS BY THE BEST AUTHORS.
FLIRTATIONS IN AMERICA; OR HIGH LIFE IN NEW YORK. A

capital book. 285 pages. Price 50 cents.

DON QUIXOTTE.-ILLUSTRATED JJIFE AND ADVENTURES OP
DON QUIXOTTE DE LA MANCHA, and his squire Sancho Panza,
with all the original notes. 300 pages. Price 75 cents.

WILD SPORTS IN THE WEST. By W. H. Maxwell, author of "Pi,..
tonal Life and Adventures of Grace O'Malley." Price 50 cents.

THE ROMISH CONFESSIONAL; or, the Auricular Confession and Spi-
ritual direction of the Romish Church. Its History, Consequences,
and policy of the Jesuits. By M. Michelet. Price 50 cents.

4
GENEYRA; or, the History of a Portrait. By Miss Fairfield, one of the

best writers in America. 200 pages. Price 50 cents.

WILD OATS SOWN ABROAD; OR, ON AND OFF SOUNDINGS. It
is the Private Journal of a Gentleman of Leisure and Education 1 and
of a highly cultivated mind, in making the tour of Europe. It shows
up all the High and Low Life to be found in all the fashionable re.
sorts in Paris. Price 50 cents in paper cover, or 75 cents in cloth, gilt.

SALATHIEL; OR, THE WANDERING JEW. By Rev. George Croly.
One of the best and most world-wide celebrated books that has ever
been printed. Price 54) cents.

LLORENTE'S HISTORY OF THE INQUISITION IN SPAIN. Only
edition published in this country. Price 50 cents; or handsomely
bound in muslin, gilt, price 75 cents.

DR. ROLLICK'S NEW BOOK. ANATOMY AND PHYSIOLOGY,
with a large dissected plate of the Human Figure, colored to Life.
By the celebrated Dr. Rollick, author of "The Family Physician,"
"Origin of Life," etc. Price One Dollar.

DR. ROLLICK'S FAMILY PHYSICIAN; OR, THE TRUE ART OF
HEALING THE SICK. A book that should be in the house of
every family. It is a perfect treasure. Price 25 cents.

MYSTERIES OF THREE CITIES. Boston, New York, and Philadel-
phia. Revealing the secrete of society in these various cities. All
should read it. By A. J. H. Duganne. 200 pages. Price 50 cents.

RED INDIANS OF NEWFOUNDLAND. A beautifully illustrated In-
dian Story, by the author of the "Prairie Bird." Price 50 cents.

HARRIS'S ADVENTURES IN AFRICA. This book is a rich treat.
i~wo volumes. Price One Dollar, or handsomely bound, $1 50.

THE PETREL; OR, LOVE ON THE OCEAN. A sea novel equal to the
best. By Admiral Fisher. 200 pages. Price 50 cents.

ARISTOCRACY, OR LIFE AMONG THE "UPPER TEN." A true
novel of fashionable life. By J. A. Nunes, Esq. Price 50 cents.

THE CABIN AND~ PARLOR. By J. Thornton Randolph. It is
beautifully illusti'u;ted. Price 50 cents in paper cover; or a finer cdi.
tion, printed on thicker and better paper, and handsomely bound in
muslin, gilt, is published for One Dollar.

LIFE IN TILE SOUTH. A companion to "Uncle Tom's Cabin." By
C. H. Wiley. Beautifully illustrated from original designs by Dar
by. Price 50 cents.
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WORKS BY THE BEST AUTHORS.
SKETCHES IN IRELAND. By William M. Thackeray, author of

"Vanity Fair," "History of Pendennis," etc. Price 50 cents.

THE ROMAN TRAITOR; OR, THE DAYS OF CATALINE AND
CICERO. By Henry William Herbert. This is one of the most
powerful Roman stories in the English language, and is of itself suffi-
cient to stamp the writer as a powerful man. Complete in two large
volumes, of over 250 pages each, paper cover, price One Dollar, or
bound in one volume, cloth, for $1 25.

THE LADY'S WORK-TABLE BOOK. Full of plates, designs, diagrams,
and illustrations to learn all kinds of needlework. A work every
Lady should possess. Price 50 cents iti paper cover; or bound in
crimson cloth, gilt, for ?5 cents.

THE COQUETTE. One of the best books ever written. One volume, oc-
tave, over 200 pages. Price 50 cents.

WHITEFRIARS; OR, THE DAYS OF CHARLES THE SECOND. An
Historical Romance. Splendidly illustrated with original designs, by
Chapin. It is the best historical romance published for years. Price
50 cents.

WHITEHALL; OR, THE TIMES OF OLIVER CROMWELL. By the
author of "Whitefriars." It is a work which, for just popularity and
intensity of interest, has not been equalled since the publication of
"Waverly." Beautifully illustrated. Price 50 cents.

THE SPITFIRE. A Nautical Romance. By Captain Chaniier, author
of "Life and Adventures of Jack Adams." Illustrated. Price 50 cents.

TN OLE TOM'S CABIN AS IT IS. One large volume, illustrated,
bound in cloth. Price $1 25.

FATHER CLEMENT. By Grace Kennady, author of "Dunallen,"
"Abbey of Inuismoyle," etc. A beautiful book. Price 50 cents.

THE ABBEY OF INNISMOYLE. By Grace Kennady, auttior of "Fa-
ther Clement." Equal to any of her former works. Pr~a 25 cents.

THE FORTUNE HUNTER; a novel of New YorK society, Upper and
Lower Tcnaom. By Mrs. Anna Cora Mowatt. Price 38 cents.

POCKET LIBRARY OF USEFUL KNOWLEDGE. New and enlarged
edition, with numerous engravings. Twenty thousand copies sold.
We have never seen a volume embracing any thing like the sams
quantity of useful matter. The work is really a treasure. It should
speedily find its way into every family. It also contains a large and
entirely new Map of the United States, with full page portraits of
the Presidents of the United States, from Washington until the pre-
sent time, executed in the finest style of the art. Price 50 cents a
copy only.

HENRY CLAY'S PORTRAIT. Nagle's correct, full length Mezzotinto
Portrait, and only true likeness ever published of the distinguished
Statesman. Engraved by Sartain. Size, 22 by 30 inches. Prico
$1 00 a copy only. Originally sold at $5 00 a copy.

THE MISER'S HEIR; OR, THE YOUNG MILLIONAIRE. A story
of a Guardian and his Ward. A prize novel. By P. H. Myers, author
of the "Emigrant Squire." Price 50 cents in paper cover, or ?5 cents
in cloth, gilt.
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WORKS BY THE BEST AUTHORS.
THE TWO LOVERS. A Domestio Story. It iz a highly interesting ard

companionable book, conspicuous for its purity of sentiment-i Is
graphic and vigorous style-its truthful delineations of character-.-.
and deep and powerful interest, of its plot. Price 38 cents.

ARRAH NEIL. A novel by G. P. IL. James. Price 50 cents.
SIEGE OF LONDONDERRY. A History of the Siege of Londondeury,

and Defence of Enniskillen, in 1688 &zad 1689, by the Rev. John
Graham. Price 3? cents.

VICTIMS OF AMUSEMENTS. By Martha Clark, and dedicated by the
author to the Sabbath Schools of the land. One vol., cloth, 38 cents.

FREAKS OF FORTUNE; or, The Life and Adventures of Ned Loin.
By the author of "Wild Western Scenes." One volume, cloth. Price
One Dollar.

WORKS AT TWENTYmFIVE CENTS EACH.
GENTLEMAN'S SCIENCE OF ETIQUETTE, AND GUIDE TO SO-

CIETY. By Count Alfred D'Orsay With a portrait of Count D'Or-
say. Price 25 cents.

LADIES' SCIENCE OF ETIQUETTE. By Countess de Calabrella, with
her full-length portrait. Price 25 cents.

ELLA STRATFORD; OR, THE ORPHAN CHILD. By the Countess
of Blessington. A charming and entertaining work. Price 25 cents.

GHOST STORIES. Full of illustrations. Being a Wonderful Book.
Price 25 cents.

ADMIRAL'S DAUGHTER. By Mrs. Marsh, author of "Ravens-
cliffe." One volume, octave. Price 25 cents.

THE MONK. A Romance. By Matthew G. Lewis, Esq., M. P. All
should read it. Price 25 cents.

DIARY OF A PHYSICIAN. Second Series. By S. C. Warren, author
of "Ten Thousand a Year." Illustrated. Price 25 cents.

ABEDNEGO, THE MONEY LENDER. By Mrs. Gore. Price 25 cents.

MADISON'S EXPOSITION OF THE AWFUL CEREMONIES OF
ODD FELLOWSHIP, with 20 plates. Price 25 cents.

GLIDDON'S ANCIENT EGYPT, HER MONUMENTS, HIEROGLY-
PHICS, HISTORY, ETC. Full of plates. Price 25 cents.

BEAUTIFUL FRENCH GIRL; or the Daughter of Monsieur Fon-
tanbleu. Price 25 cents.

MYSTERIES OF BEDLAM; OR, ANNALS OF THE LONDON MAD..
HOUSE. Price 25 cents.

JOSEPHINE. A Story of the Heart. By Grace Aguilar, author of
"Home Infiuence,~" "Mother's Recompense," ete. Price 25 cents.

EVA ST. CLAIR; A$~D OTHER TALES. By G. P. IL. James, Esq.,
author of "Richelieu." Price 25 cents.

AGNES GREY; AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. By the author of "Jane
Eyre," "Shirley," ete. Price 25 cets.

DELL BRANDON, AND THE WITHERED FIG TREE. By P. HamiI~
ton Myers. A Three Hundred Dollar prize novel. Price 25 ceris.
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WORKS AT TWENTY.flVE GENTS EACH.
KNOWLSON'S COMPLETE CATTLE, OR COW DOCTOR. Whoever

QWflS a cow should have this book. Price 25 eents.
KN"'WLSON'S COMPLETE FARRIER, OR HORSE DOCTOR. All

that own a horse should possess this work. Price 25 cents.
Tilt! COMPLETE KITCHEN AND FRUIT GARDENER, FOR POPU.

LAR AND GENERAL USE. PAce 2& cents.
THE COMPLETE FLORIST; OR FLOWER GARDENER. The boat

in the world. Price 25 cents.
THE EMIGRANT SQUIRE.. By author of "Bell Brandon." 25 cents.
PHILIP IN SEARCH OF A WIFE. By the author of "Kate in Search

of a. flusband." Price 25 cents.
MYSTERIES OF A CONVENT, By a noted Methodist Preacher. Price

25 cents.
TUE .ORPHAN~ SISThRS. It is a tale such as Miss Austen might have

been proud of, and Goldsmith would not have disowned. It is well
told, and excites a strong interest. Price 25 cents.

THE DEFORMED. One of the best novels ever written, and THE
ChARITY SISTER. By Hon. Mrs. Norton. Price 25 cents.

LIFE IN NEW YORK. IN DOORS AND OUT OF DOORS. By the
late William Burns. Illustrated by Forty Engravings. Price 25 cents.

3I1~NNY AMBROSE; OR, LIFE IN THE EASTERN STATES. An ox.
eellent book. Price 25 cents.

MORETON HALL; OR, THE SPIRITS OF THE HAUNTED HOUSE.
A Tale founded on Facts. Price 25 cents.

RODY THE ROVER; OR THE RIBBON MAN. An Irish Tale. By
William Carleton. One volume, octavo. Price 25 cents.

AMERICA'S MISSION. By Rev. Charles Wadsworth. Price 25 cents.
I~OLITICS IN RELIGION. By Rev. Charles Wadsworth. Price 12j cts.

Professor LIEBIG'S Works on Chemistry.
AGRICULTURAL CHEMISTRY. Chemistry in its application to Agri..

culture and Physiology. Price Twenty-five cents.
ANIMAL CHEMISTRY. Chemistry in its application to Physiology and

Pathology. Price Twenty-five cents.
FAMILIAR LETTERS ON CHEMISTRY, and its relations to Commerce,

Physiology and Agriculture.
TUE POTATO DISEASE. Researches into the motion of the Juices in

the animal body.
CHEMISTRY AND PHYSICS IN RELATION TO PHYSIOLOGr

AND PATHOLOGY.
T. B. PETERSON also publishes a complete edition of Professor

Liebig~s works on Chemistry, comprising the whole of the above. They
are baund in one large royal octavo volume, In Muslin gilt. Price for the
complete works bound in one volume, One Dollar and Fifty cents. The
three last are not published separately from the bound volume.

(IflA? IN FO*I ]297.
NOW IS TUB TIEB TG 1YIAKB UP (JUTES.

PETERSON'S MAGAZINE
THE BEST k~ID CHEAPEST i~i ThE WORLD ~ou LADIE13.

This popular Magazine, already the cheapest and best Monthly of its kind in the World,
evil be greatly improved for 1557. It will contain 9Q() pages of double.coluzau reading
matter; ft~ rseity' to tltirty Steel Piat~; ~d .Fi~re s~e~t Wood E ravu~~j~ wi~jzi~
is prop rti atel~ more thati any' pr1t~dicnl, of any prise, ever yet gave.

ITS THRILLING ORIGI~~AL STokI~s
Are pronoum~ed by the newspaper pz'esa, tAe ,st~lis7ied~anywiwre~ The editorga~ Mrs.
Ann S~ Stephens, author of "The Old Homestead," "Fskten and Famine," and Charles
J. Peterson, author of "Mabel,~' "Kate Ayleslbrd," "The Valley Farm," eta They are
'issisted by a corps of original contributors, such as n~ lady's Magazine ever had~ Mrs.
25. Dr. *1. N. Southwortb, author of "The Lost Heiress," "Retribution," etc., etc., is en-
gaged to write a nouveliettb 11r 1857. Alice Cary, Virginia F. Townsend, Caroline IL
Fairfield, Dretty Holyoke, I. W. Dewees, Lila Rodaran, Carry Stanley, Clara Moreton,
Ellen Ashton, eta, eta, wilt also contribute regularly, New talent is continually being
added; regardless of expense, so 'is to keep "Peterson's Magazine" unapproseha~ in
merit. MoralIty and virtue are always ineuleated.

Its' ColOrEd Fashion Plates in .I~franee.
~" It is the only Magazine whose Fashion Plates can be relied on, ..~p
Each number contains a Fashion Plate, engraved on Steel, colored d Ia mede, said cit

unrivalled beauty. The Paris, London, Philadelphia, and New York Fashions ass de.
soribed, at length, each month. Every number also contains a dozen or more New Styles,.
engraved on Wood. Also, a Pattern, from which a Dress, Mantilla, or Child's Costume,
can be nut, without the aid of a mantue-maker, so that each number, in this way, will
save a year's subscription.
Its superb NEZZOTUITS, a~n4 other STEEL ENGRAVIIqGS.
Its IllustratIons excel thozts of any other Magazine, each number containing a superb

Steel Engraving, either unezzotintor line, besides the Fashion Plate; and, in addition, rna~
merous other Engravings, Wood Cuts, Patterns, etc., etc. Th £ngravlngs, at the end
of the year, alone are worth the subscription price.

PATTERNS FOR CROTCIfET, NEEDLEWORK, ETC1
In th~ greatest profusion, are given in evei'y number, with Instructions how towork thexa.
also, Patterns in Embroidery, Inserting, Broiderie .knglasse, settlinggj Lace.mak~ng, etc.,
etc. Also, Patte,~'i for Sleeves, Collars, and Chenisettes; Patterns in Bead-work, hair-
work, Shell-irork; hlsaidherchief Corners; Names ~r Marking and Initials. A pleso Of
new and fashionable Music is also published every month. On the whols, it 1* the imes
complete Ladies' .Mzgaaine in the Worl~. Tar Ir rox Orca XzAL

TEB~-.ALWAYS IN ADVAlIOI~~
One copy for One Tear,..... 82 00 j Rijht copies for One Year,. .810 00
Three copies for Quo Year,.. 5 00 Twelve copies for On~ yeu,. 15 00
Five copies for One Tear,... 7 50 J Sixteen copies for One Tear, 20 00

~ ~ ©W~.
Three, Five, Eight, or more Copies, makes Club. To every person getting tap a Club

at the above prices, and remittug the money, we will give, gratis, "The Garland of Art,"
contaIning 50 Steel Plates; or ~' Mrs. Widdilleld's Cook hook," the only real cook book ever
yet published; or a volume of "Peterson" for 15fi6. For a Club otTwelve, an extra aepy
of tbe Magazine for L857 will be given, if preferred. For a. Club of Sixteen, en extra copy
and "The Garland" in a,%diUen.

Address, poet-paid, CHARLES 3. PZTERSOII,
2~fo. IOh~ Chestnut. street, Philadelphia.

*~ Specimens sent, gratuitously, If written for, post-paid.

~ All Postapastera constituted Agents; but any person. is authorized to get up a Club.
~'Zn temttt1ug~ when tile ~i~1a is large, a draft should be procured, the cost of which

bay b Ueilsotsdfrom the aut~n~.



T. 3. PETERSON'S
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

Cheap Book, Magazine, Newspaper, Publishing
and Bookselling Establishment, is at

No. 102 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia.
4

T. B. PN1~ERSON has the satisfaction to announce to the public, that he has remove
to the new and spacious BROWN STONE BUILDING, NO. 102 CHESTNUT STREET,
just completed by the city authorities on the Girard Estate, known as the most central
and beat situation In the city of Philadelphia. As it is the Model Book Store of the
Country, we will describe It; Itis the largest, most spacious, and best arranged Retail
and Wholesale Cheap Book and Publishing Establishment In the United States. It is
built, by the Girard Estate, of Cdllnectlcut sand-stone, In a richly ornamental style.
The whole front of the lower story, except that taken up by the doorway, Is occupied by
two large plate glass windows, a single plate to each window, costing together over three
thousand dollars. On entering and looking up, you find above you a ceiling sixteen
test high; while, on gazing before, you perceive a vista of One hundred and Fifty-Seven
feet. The retail counters extend back for eighty feet, and, being double, afford counter.
room of One Hundred and Sixty feet In length. There is also over Three Thousand fed
of sheltin~ an the retail part of the store alone. This part is devoted to the retail busi.
iieu, and as It is t~ie most spacious in the country, furnishes also the best and largest
assortment of all kinds of books to be found In the country. It Is fitted up In the most
superb style; the shelving are all painted In Florence white, with gilded cornices fox
the book shelves.

Behind the retail part of the store, at about ninety feet from the entrance, is the
counting-room, twenty feet square, railed neatly off, and surmounted by a most beauty.
fed dome of stained glass. In the rear of this Is the wholesale and packing department,
extending a further distance of about sixty feet, with desks and packing counters for the
establishment, etc., etc. All goods are received and shipped from the back of the store,
having a fine avenue on the side of Girard Bank for the purpose, leading out to Third
Street, so as not to Interfere with and block up the front of the store on Chestnut Street.
The cellar, of the entire depth of the store, Is filled with printed copies of Mr. Peterson's
own publications, printed from his own stereotype plates, of which he generally keeps
on hand an edition of a thousand each, making a stock, of his own publications alone,
of over three hundred thousand volumes, constantly on hand.

T. B. PETERSON is warranted in saying, that he Is able to offer such Inducements
to the Trade, and all others, to favor him with their orders, as cannot be excelled by any
book establishment In the country. In proof of this, T. B. PETERSON begs leave te
refer to his great facilities of getting stock of all kinds, his dealing direct with all the
Publishing Houses In the country, and alsotohisown long listof Publications, consisting
of the best and most popular productions of the most talented authors of the United
States and Great Britain, and to his very extensive stock, embracing every work, new or
old, published in the United States.

T. B. PETERSON will be most happy to supply all orders for any books at all, no
matter by whom published, In advance of all others, and at publishers' lowest cash
prices. He respectfully Invites Country Merchants, Booksellers, Pedlars, Canvassers,
Agents, the Trade, Strangers in the city, and the public generally, to call and examine
his extensive collection of cheap and standard publications of all kinds, comprising a
most magnificent collection of CHEAP BOOKS, MAGAZiNES, NOVELS, STANDARD
and POPULAR WORKS of all kinds, BIBLES, PRAYER BOOKS, ANNUALS, GIFT
BOOKS, ILLUSTRATED WORKS, ALBUMS and JUVENILE WORKS of all kinds,
GAMES of all kinds, to suit all ages, tastes, ste., which he is selling to his customers
and the public at much lower prices than they can be pz~chased elsewhere. Being lb.
sated at No. 102 CHESTNUT Street, the great thoroughfare of the city and BUYING
his stock outright In large quantities, and not selling on commission, us cast and will
sell them on such terms as will defy all competition. Call and examine our stock, you
will find it to be the best, largest and cheapest In the city; and you will also be sure to
'tad all the best, latest, popular, and cheapest soorks published in this country or ~l~"-
erbere, for sale at the lowest prices.

*~'Call in person and examine our stock, or send your orders liy ,nafL d~red, to the
CHEAP BOOKSELLING and PUBLISHING ESTABLISHMENT of

T. B. PETERSON,
01 No. ioa Chestaut Streot, PhU4.lpht&


