)

L

. PUBLISHED BY T. ¢, BROWNE.

CINCINNATI




Entered, according to Act of Gnugrésa, in the yeur 1863, by
P. 0. BROWNE,

In the Clerk’s Office of the District Court of the United States
- - for the Southern District of Ohio.

{

Puinrep By 1. (). BRrOwnE,
Bouth-Enst cor. Third and Sycamore.
Qincinnati, 0,

DEDICATION.

TO THAT WHICH-1 MOST FEAR,
‘WHOBE GOOD OPINION I !lOBT. COVET,
TEHR PUBLIC,
18 THIS VOLUME RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED BY
THE AUTHORESS.




ORA, THE LOST WIFE,

CHAPTER 1.

“On, my Father, be merciful |
The agonized prayer was wailed out in the silence
| and gloom of & lonely chamber, and the fitfal flashes
of light from a grate where the half smotheréd blaze
i played over the black, smoking ceals, revealed but
partially the half prostrate form of & lady from whose
lips the piteous lamentation had issued,

She was sitting upon the carpet, her arms crossed
upon a chair, and her face buried upon them. A
dress of deep black fitted closely about a slender
form, and the loose sleeve falling away, gave the
gleam of a snow white arm through the fitful light; .
* but neck and shoulders wero vailed in a mass of long
dark hair that flowed over them and swept the floor.
Heavy sobs and low quivering moans followed that
audible cry for help and pity, and then the moans
gradually cecased, and in a little while she ‘wept
softly, quietly, as if relief had come to an over
burthened heart, and tears were gently washing. away

its-stinging battemess
¢
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Half an hour passed and the blaze. burned brighter
and more steadily. At last the bowed head was
- raised, and it was a strangely sweet face that was

reévealed, as with one tiny white hand the lady swept

back the mass of rich hair that had fallen over it
and become wet with that rain of agonized tears,

. The brow was low, broad and full; a perfect type
of intellectual beanty. The eyes large and shadowy
~soft and lustrous now in the xist of tesrs till hang-
ing wpon the long lashes—in. color like a violet,
changing to black almost, with each phase of straying
thought. . The cheeks were round and fall, yet very
delicate in their contour—the lips full and arched

like & bow. .The chin delicate, but bearing that un-
- mistakable Btamp of firruaess so plainly expressed in
that feature of the face. There wis a deep crimson
burning now upon the cheeks, and the dark lines
~under the eyes spoke of suffering. But, with the
* ftraces of suﬂ'emng wpon her face, you.see endurance
and meekness in the expression of, the beautiful

mouth, and the brow and eyes are shadowed with a
“high and lofty purpose.

- %Ah, me!” she gighed once more aloud, and with
a mournful thnlhng softness in her voice. “It is
hard, but it is right, L feel. Ah, Edward Imay never

~“again look up proudly in your face and call you

‘mine! - That bright dream has passed like a golden
. Hlood of sanshine .behind a cloud that may- never
~scatter, and henceforth, unloved (would to God I

R conld Bay tmlovmg)l must meet life alone and un-
~.aided. No, not unaided,” she added, and a beautiful

light broke over the face she slowly lifted upward,
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% for Thou, oh my Father, who hast seen into the
innermost depths of my heart and knoweth its strug-
gles to follow after the right; will aid me through
life, even unto death—though all others forsake me.”

* The lady rose to her feet with another deep drawn

| gigh. She was not tall, but about medinm size, with

a form and movements of indescribable grace. A
watch rested in her belt; a plain, but elegant brooch .
fastened the mourning collar ‘about her white throat,
and a plain circlet of gold banded the third finger

“of her left hand. Ier whole appearance was that

of an elegant, refined, and high-minded woman;
strugghng with grief, wresthng with pain, but slowly,
surely rising above these inflaences, throngh love
and Faith,

She took up the poker, stirred the now glowmg, ~

coals until every corner of the chamber glowed with

the bright light they sent out, and then gliding softly-

to the bed, she drew aside the heavy curtains and

revealed the form of a child sleeping upon the pillow.
It was 2 sweet and touching picture, and a mist oxce
more gathered over the lady’s eyes as she gazed down
upon the child with its round, softly flushed cheek
nestled in one dimpled hand, and the light shining
rings of fair hair lying over the forehead. The tiny

lips were slightly parted, and the little pearly teeth ‘J

just peeped from Dbeneath them; the breath ca@:'?
softly and regularly tp the I;stening ear of the mothé
and the long lashes sweeping the baby’s chaek;, ‘

~ seemed serenely to. vail the clear orbs which o

opening you may find as deep, clear and beautifels i‘l
a8 these were wont to-be, which are now misty mth"

1
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unshed tears. Mother and child are very like; only
-one isa fairer typo, becauso in a minature form of
beanty

- Opee more the lady sighed heavily, and gently‘

dropped the curtains, gliding back to the fire, and
dropping her forehead upon the mantle ‘piece as she
murmured
. “Only for her! only for her! it wonld be less hard !
Se young, so tender, so beautifal--ohi God, could I
cver béar fo see her suffer.  To grow up obscurely-—-
~ perchance beneath the blighting shadow of suspicion
~~to come at last to what# Misery? ' Ah, Heavens,

let me not. think of it! For myself, I should not mind-

poverty and foil, but for her I shrink from it as from
a pestilence. Have I done right, to fake her from all
that ‘could brighten youth and life, to expose her,
- perhaps, to suffering, insult, everything, that the poor
. . and- helpless have to endure? Oh; my heart is torn

- with conflicting emotmns—-—my brain racked with
confusion! Father in heaven! I am waak and pow-
erless! Help mel”

‘With clasped hands and boWed head she. prayed
with passionate fervor, wrestiing with the terrible
forms of  evil that beset the pathway where she was
advancing, pleading for light, for strength and guid-
éice, till once more the shadow was lifted, and her
- face'grew calm, -

A gharp cry from the bed broke the silence that, '

£gllowed and going to it, the lady took the child in
& mgs and sat down in a rocker which she drew
ore the grate. -

“ My baby woke soon,” she said gently, us she _

i

'glowmg coals s if in deep thought.
slte sat unheeding, aud then turned her face suddenly
- !

~ to her mother.

~ but now she did not speak.
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folded the long white night dress over the dlmplcd
feet. “Why can’t little Ada sleep ¢

The child’s eyes were wide open and fixed on tho
For & moment

"% Mamma I”
“'Well, my darling.”
“ Ada see papal” said the child, with trembling

cagerness. The lady’s cheeks, lips -and brow grew
ashen, but as if determined to hide the spasm thab
had struck a chill to her heart from human eyes, she’
choked down the quivering gasp that rose in her
throat, and asked softly: :

“ Ada saw papal Where{”

The' little creature’s face lighted with an intelli-
gence beyond her years, and closmg the starry eyea
she laid one soft, dimpled cheek in'her hand, and the
tip of a tiny finger over her forhead. A

The lady smiled sadly. '

% Ah, mamma understands.

ed she saw papa.”
“Yes, Ads jeamed,” nodded the child dehghted

Her little giri dream-

‘at being so readily understood.

Then she added: _
L Mamma, where iz papa?
papa |
Again the lady’s lips grew even ‘more deaﬂﬁy in
their hue, and. her frame shook as if with an ague,

4 Oh, mamma,” the little one permsted

Ada wants to sed‘

« Ada ' ¥
wants to go to papa! Take Ada back to papal® "

PR

i
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~ “Oh, my baby, how you torture me,” moaned the

mother, hiding her white face upen the~ child's '.

shoulder, ¢ Mamma cannot take you to papa |”

~4“But Ada wants to go back to papa. Do take
Ada to papa,” pleaded the little glrl W1th a quiver-
ing lip.

“ My child " faltered the lady once morc, “you |

" do not know what’ you ask. Papa is far, far away—
and oh, God! all unworthy the love of his pure little

child! - Oh, Edward! Edward . this is some of the §

froits of your’ work! Not I alone must suffer, but
the little one whose fond, pure love ought to have
kept you true to us both. Oh, Heaven, forgive you!
Oh, God! help me to forgive youl” -

She rose and placed the child in the chair, and
with quickly beating heart, tightly locked hands and
corrugated forehead, paced the floor back and forth
in strong agitation, She was too weak in the heavy
struggles she had endured, to yet rear an impenetra-

ble barrier of firminess betwesn herself and her sor- -

row-~to establish a self-control. :
- Ada's éyes followed her mother’s form in wonder

.., and grief, forgetfal of all save the scene before her,
A great throb of pain swelled the little heart and - §

the lips parted with a low, sobbing g ory, which brou ght
the mother back to her side, and eatching her o her
bosom, she folded her there with reraorseful tender-
ness; and- strove as only a mother can to hush the
sobs -that guivered through the room with: pitiful
pat}ms

“My baby! my precious baby! Ihad no nght to

: fmake you feel what I suffer! Obh, I will try with
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God’s help, to shicld you from the consequences of
the step I have taken. Oh, surely, surely, you were

" never destined to drink the cap of sorrow from your

infancy! God forbid! My baby!' my baby! 1 will,
I must shield you IS ’

Thus murmuring, with loving intensity, she klssed
and carressed her, till the little girl grew quiet, and
once more sat up in her mother’s lap, her tearful
eyes fixed in childish wonder upon her pale, troubled
face.

"Bat gra.dually the little orbs grew heavy and the
curly head sank upon her bosom, while the lady sat
still and mute; When slomber had completely

1 wrapped the child’s transient grlef in oblivion,the

mother softly laid her upon the plllow once more,
and then with slow, thoughtful mein, paced back
and forth through the chamber.

Heavily the hours dragged along. The rain beat
against the window panes, and.the wind surged
drearily around the building with heavy, monotonous
sound, but the pale, silent woman whose footfalls

- woke no echo on the thick carpet, heeded ueither.
' " Nor did she heed the loud clang of the town clock

as it tolled . the midnight hour Wrapped in her
own thoughts, she never paused in that slow, mo-
notonous walk until the fire had died out of the
grate, and the great city grew quiet, as if for a brief
space of time its mighty heart had ceased its pulsa- .

tions.
_ 'Then, with a cold shiver, she threw hergelf upon

] thm bed beside the sleeping babe, and sank inte a
. - tronbled slamber.
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CHAPTER II.

“Para, Migs Durand leaves us to-day.”

There was & shade of tronble in the clear brown

eyes of Madeline Olifton a8 she communicated this

little piece of information to her father, who had just |

taken his seat at the breakfast table with the morning
'papers beside him.

The old Doctor looked across at her with some
surprise,

~#(oing to leave to~day, you say, my lova
that for #?

What's

Madeline gighed a llctie eadiy, but smiled qmeﬂy q

as she returned:

“To get married. Surely you have not fure;otten
that I told you of the fact more than two woeks. ago,
and now the time has come for her bo leave, and her
plaee is still nnsupplied,”

“Bless my soul! I did not remember anything
about it! Why didn’ jou remind me? Going to
marry, oh!  Well, well, I snppose we ust gWe lrer
up, as there is no help for'it, seeing she is going to
marry. When a woman fixes her mind upon that
impertaut event of her life, there’s an end to their
nsefulness,” .

- %1 detlare, I do not see what we arc to do without
her,” returned the daughter serionsly,  *Slio seemed

- to understand us so Well that I am afraid we will |
- - néver find her equal, and for the children’s sake more

than my own, I regret it.”
(12)

" tor cheerfully.
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“To be sure it’s bad; but never mind, child, we'll

soon get another, I hope just as good,” said the Doc-
“I-onght to have attended to the

matter befors, but its not yot too late, Lot’s seo.”

He took up one of the papers and looked at the -

advertising columns. After ranning his eye down
thom for a fow moments, he threw the paper aside
and took up another.

4P see, I'll see,” he muttered

~will suit.”

“ What is it, father ¢’ asked Madeline, potring out

b & second cup of coffeo for him as he laid down the

paper, thonglitful still.

“An advelt:sement for a situation as governess
It ia a lady at the M House, who is in want of
just such a situation a3 we have open. It remains to

| bo scen if she 1is just snch a person as we want, ' I

| will call there to-day.” :
So the subjeet was dismissed, and & hvely conver-

sation ensued, in which others of the family took a
part.

the tubla in the cheerful little breakfast room. Dr.
Clifton himself was a hale, hearty man of fifty; very
kind and benevolent in his nature—a Epoughtful,
tender, and geuerous friend, and a devotdd father.
The happmess and welfare 0&‘ his children wis above
all other earthly. considerations. Of these hdhhad
threo; & son of twenty-five, who had adopted his
idfthex s profession with fair prospects of success; a
daughter, Madeline, of nineteen, wise and thoughtful

Here, aftor a moment’s search,

his eye rested thoughtfully. '
“ Perhaps she

It was a pleasant circle that had gathered round.

i
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" beyond her years, and the pet of the household, Kate,

~ who was abont twelve, and as great a teaze as ever-
~ lived, yet impulsively affectionate and generous in
W at last died broken-hearted. She had written to her
B relatives, informing. them of her condition, but the
‘@ cold reply they retarned only served to' hasten the
§ termination of a wretched life, and her discarded,
B lielpless orphan daughter, fell dependent upon. the
fl charity of her mother’s benefactors.
Il demur or hesitate to accept the trust the wretched
i woman bequeathed them in dying, but with a loving
g tonderncss rare and beautiful, Mrs: Clifton gathered -
& the littlo one to her bosom and murmured:

her nature. Other children he had had, but death
had cat them off in their bloom, as it had also his
gentle and noble-minded Wlfe Mra, Olifton had died
scarcely a year previous to 'the introduction of the
family to our readers, and the blow was all the more
severe because of the two little orphan girls whom
they had adopted, and who, more than their own
- children, needed her tender care and careful training.
One of these was the only child of & neice of Mrs.

Clifton’s, who, in dying, begged that she wonld re.
ceive and roar her as her own. The other was the
danghter of an Italian lady avound whom the direst
‘misfortuncs seemed to accumulate until death relioved
~ her of & burthen lifs could not sustain.

- Bhe had mairied in opposition to the will of her
relatives, and with her proud young English husband,
had songht a home in America, whele they m:ght
cstablish more congenial relations, Scarcely a yoar
.passed however, bef01e a sudden misfortune swept
away the little ‘toxtune Mr. Montes possessed, and
shortly atterward he was stricken down with a fever
and died, leaving his widow and infant alinost utterly
destitnte,

Poverty, toil, and iliness combined, bowed the nat-

“urally delicate, tenderly reared woman to the earth,
and iii her sorest distress, Doctor Clifton had been

called in, and his great benovolent heart became in-

terosted in the helpless mother and child. Mrs, Olif-
ton entered into his generous plans for their aid with a-
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spirit of humanc love worthy to be classed with his, and

) they gave her a home where she was kindly cared for.

But day after day she drooped and faded away, and

They did not

«] accept this little babe in the spirit One has

E taught ns who said, ‘Inasmuch as J,ou do it unto one
§ of these little ones ye do it unto me.’
| 1ot be more tenderly cared for than this iy little
§ adopted daughter,—God helping me,” and Doctor
§ Clifton clasping the ¢old hand of the dying mother, |

| -8aid earnestly:

My owa will

« My wife has spoken for both of us.” _

‘8o the sufferer was corforted in her last moments
by the divine love of two noble hearts.

‘Mary Stannton and Agnes Montes were nearly the
same age, Agnes being but a little more than & year
Mary’s senior. Sothe three little girls ranging down
from Kate, twelve, eleven, and ten, were no light
responsibility, but Dr. Clifton declared it a great bless-
ing, and he called them his jewels.

And this was the cirele that, gathered around the
breakfast table on the moxmn« in which we introduce-
them to the reader. ' :
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Dr. Clifton, Jr., had sent down an excuse, saying §

“he wonld breaktast later, as he was busy, and Miss

Durand had & slight headache, so that the little oncs §
‘felt at liberty to break through the resteaint their |

grave brother and governess’ presence imposed upon

the d chattered -
m, and chattored like magpies when the Doctor 8 happy children who were merrily and joyously dis-

j cussing the enjoyment in atore for them. -

had thrown aside his paper to enjoy his coffee and
their society exclusively.
“Papa,” said Kate, “ won’t you come and take us
‘out riding with you this afsq_moou? We are not o
have any school you. know, and it will be so nice.
Just see how brightly the sun is shining.”

“Yes,” put in Mary, “and see how the rain drops
They look for all the §
world just like little diamonds jingling up and down §

have frozen upon the trecs.

" on the twigs.
look I”
Madeline glanced out of the window through which
the trees to which Mary alluded could be seen, flash-
ing in magnificent beauty beneath their load of ice-
~ Jewels; and the Doctor with a genial smile upon the
animatod and expectant faces of his danghter and
neice, turned a look upon Agnes who sat eating her
breakfast quietly,
‘What does my Aggie say?” he asked..
want a holiday too, and a ride?”
Without lifting her great lustrous black eyes from
her plate, the child answered gravely and respecifully;
_“The holiday I shall have anyway, as Miss Durand
is going. As for the ride, l am not anxious. I shall
like either to go or stay as you please, sir.”
“Bnt 1 had rather see less indifference, my little

Oh, how beaﬁutlful the woods must

% Does she

17
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OR A,
girl, and that you &houid enJoy it as other gn‘le of
your age enjoy such things.”

There was no response, apd Mr. Clifton sighed as

he inwardly compared the grave, singular character
of the Italian girl with those of the two laughing,

“Well, good bye, pets. I guness I'll have to give
you all a nde this afternoon, Here, come kiss me,
and I'm o '

Kate 5prang up with a bound and caught him round
the neck.

“QOh, you dear, dear, good papa! I wont teazo you
any more for a week!” and with a dozen impulsive
kisses upon his bland, happy face, she sprang through
the door and up the stairs like an antelope. Mary
came next with loving and childlike grace clasping
his neck a8 he stooped to kiss her, and she too went
up stairs.  Agnes rose quietly. There was no feeling
in the large eyes she lifted to his; no loving pressure
from the red lips she gravely held up for hm caress,

‘But with more tenderness than he had .shown either

of the others, he drew her for a moment to his bosom
and softly pmssed his lips to hers.
. #Don’t forget to see about the governess this morn- |
ing the first thmg, papa,” Madeline requested as she. °
came rotind to his side, happy likg the others of his
‘children, to receive the accustomed token of love af
parting.

“ My daughter, had you not better accompany me
in my. sealch i

. 4] cannot, indeed, father
2

Therc arc 50 many

-

B
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fhings to look. after to-day, I cannot be spared. I
must not risk my reputation as housekeeper, you

. know,” she added playfully.

“T.can’t see how you could in looking up a gov- g
erness for your little sisters,” said the Doctor in reply,

but he added:

It doesn’t matter.
for'you have enough to do anyway. Good morning,
my love.” He pressed a kiss upon her pure clear

brow and was gone, while she turned to her duties §
with a quiet steadiness much at variance with her §
Her mother’s death had wrought a wonderful §

age,

change in her, developing her at once into a guiet, §
strong, almost self-reliant woman. No one would
have dreamed she was once as wild and thoughtless

as the heedless, impulsive Kate, whose rattlebrained
_ digposition gave her gentle elder sister so much care;
and yot before the great afiliction which had laid a
“heavy hand upen a happy famlly, Madeline was even
more wild than she.
Ah! how circumstances change or develop us!
Doctor Clifton drove duecﬂy to the M—— before
entering upon his round of professional visits., He
went into the Clerk’s Office, examined the register,
and foand the name of Mrs 0. Melednth St. Loms,
Mo:, and sent up his card.
' Thele was & shade of earnest thonght upon his
brow as he sat waiting in the Ladies’ Pmlor for the
lady he had called to sece. His children’s happiness
was of toe much moment to allow him to place a
person over them whose influence could prove in-
jurious, and he was aware of the difficulty he had to

I'll attend to the affair myself

19
meet in secking for an instructress now from among
total strangers./ Even the best judges of human naturg
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are sometlmes(decewed notwithstanding evidencds

flattering or derogatory to a character which they may
seek to understan
would he find Ho had been induced to believe
that he had found what he desired from the advertise-
ment. And yet what could advertisements say to

¢ roveal the true character of & person? He sat lost in

thought and speculation when the door opened and a
gervant announced :

¢« Mrs. Meredith,” and at onee 1et1red

Doctor Clifton rose, and the slender, dark-robed

gentleman, as was the sweet pale face and clear soft
voice that grected him. With a dignified, yet gentle

_manner, she accepted the seat he placed for her, and
motionéd him fo resume his own, saying:

“Yon have seen. my advertisement ¥ -

“Yes, Madam, [ have in-this morning’s paper, and
wishing to engage a person gualified as you claim to
be, I have callod to see you about it. I presume yon
are a widow,” glancing at her black dress, ** or more
likely an orphan, for you look very young ¥ -

“And suppose I should say you were corréet in

‘ sayin\g both,” she answered with 4 sad smile.

i

“Then, Madam, I should say you are very unfor-
' tunate indeed. You are from St. Loms [

*Yes, sir, directly.”

“Yon have lived there?”

“No, sir, a different part of the world I have ealled

Who was this lady, and what

© figure of the lady glided to meet him with a grace and
- guict ease as pleasing to the fastidious eye of the old
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my home when prosperity . and peace allowed. me
stich a haven. But circumstances have changed all
things in my life. 1 am alone—not helpless, I {rust,
but self-dependent. The past is full of pain—Iet me
forget it. In the present I only seck to find the way
to future advancement and nsefulness.”

There was little that could be read in the calm, sad

face before him, and the good old Doctor felt not a
little puzzled and awkward in proceeding. DBut after
_ aslight paunse in which he vainly tried to read some-
thing of the feelings passing within the mind of the
gtrangely fascinating woman before him, he said in-
terrogatively: ‘ :
“You of conrse bring refer ences’
Bhe turned her large "eyes upon him with a clear,
full gaze, and answered frankly:
“No, sir, I do not.”
- “Why, Madam! excuse me, but will you allow
mo to ask you how you expect to obtain & respectable
*dituation without xecommendatwns? Perhaps you
have friends here? Or—
% No, sir,” she 1uterrupted with gentle dignity.
“] have no friends here, and I am not surprised at

the astonishinent your manner expresses at the step I

*have taken toward gaining & footing in a good family
without references. But let me tell you frankly, sir,
that my ability to perform any duties I may under-
take, and my deportinent must be my passport. info
any family where I may be so fortunate as to gain
almittance. My greatest misfortune is'my loneliness.
None need fear me. I come from a good family, and

“till. now have never known the nced of self-depen-

|
|
|
I
]
|
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dence. But as I said, fortunes change, and I am
making my way forw&rd now, blindly, ‘perhaps, but
carnestly, trustfully. If you will try me you will
never have need o regret it. This is all I can say
for myself.” .
Her manner was peculiarly earnest and frank, and
the faco was now lighted with a pure, truthfal and
innocent expression that won the intercat of the man
before herto an intense degree.. Bat generous and
benevolent as he was, Doetor Clifton was not one to
work blindly where the welfure of*his children was con-

1 corned,.and he would af once have cut short the inter-

view as useless, but for tho strange interest that drew
him toward the young and desolate being before him.

“ But, Madam,” ho said, “do you not know youw
have undertaken an almost impossible thing . You
bring no references—you tell us nothing of yonrself to
guide us to a knowledge of your character, and yot
you ask us blindly to receive you-into the bosom of
our families and place our dear little ones in your
hands? Pardon me,” he continned kindly, secing -
her face crimson painfully, “I donot speak to wound
you, bat to show yon the position you have taken, for
I really do not think you can comprehend the light in
which you place yourself by so extraordinary a step..
You will find yonr path full of thorns and diffienltios
at every turn, and be doomed atflast to disappoint-
ment—perhaps worse. You will meet with unkind-

- ness and rebuff. -Iam not trying to discourage you
in what you may deem right, believe me, Madam,
- but I say in all kindness that you cannot get along

thus in a suspicions world,”




. exclaimed the Doctor.
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One small hand had crept up over the crimson fore-
Liead while he was speaking, and now shaded the
eyes from which the tears were dropping silently.
- The old gentleman looked at the slightly bowed figure
with cowpassionate kindness, and slowly rising took
a step toward the door.

.8he looked up then, and with a little quivering ges-
ture, 88 if selt-control was beyond further offort, said
ap ealmrrly ~

#Oh, sir, I do know the difficultics yon mention,
- but for my child’s sake I would brave everything!
I have a tender, delicate daughter for whont I must

labor, aud I can endure anything for her sake. Is

there po hope of proving my personal worth—for oh,
sir, I/do not deserve scorn or blame—only pity, as
there is a Father in' Ht,aven who knows my healt this

moment }”

. “Poor woman! How little you know this World ”
“My child you are a very
novice, and are not fit for that you would undertake.
You are but a child at best, yourself, and have a little
one you say to care for. Now come and sit. down

. here and tell me frankly how you expect in your |

.youth and beauty to meet a cold world, and hanging
a vail between your life and it, ask it to accept you
without suspicion and unkindness, Everything will
go against you in your helplessness. -And if you give
no confidenee, how can yon make friends? There
are those who will pity yon because they see you alene

~ and helpless, but they will not trnst yon, because they

know nothing of you.”

There was snch- an air of fatherly kmdness in his

o
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manner 2s he seated himself and took a clhair near
hex, that her woman’s heart went out to him asa
little child’s in lové and confidence. But there was a
feeling of shame that held her mute for several mo-
ments until the Doctor’s words won from her lips that
which she had it in her heart to tell him.

“Come,” he said, “tell me something about your-

self, and if I can, I-will help you, for I sincerely pity

you, and wonld gladly aid you out of this unpleasant
position. I cannet, however, oven to spare your feel-
ings, leave youn blind to the exact extent of the error
into which you have fallen,” _

“I will tell you,” she said tremulonsly. “I feel
your kindness, and seo that I am almost helpless
alone. I had never thought to breatheto mortal ear
what I am going to tell you, but your age and kind-
ness win my confidence. - I ask your assistance, and
after all, it is but right that you should know in
whom you take an mterest pamf'ul as 1t ig to me to
tell yon.™

Then followod & brief sketch of her past life, mmted
sometimes in sadness, sometimes with  tears and
angaish. The Doctor listened with rapt attention, and
when she had done, he tuok her hand respf.ctiuﬂy

“Lady yon have done well to confide in me, [
can and will befriend yon, for I know you have
spoken truthfully. My sympatﬁy you have to an
entive degreo, fur your sufferings have been severe.
But now 1 will leave you, and this evening will eall
anl speak with you farther. Rest assured of my
assistance, and try to be cheerful, Consider me your
friend.” .
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“Thank youl” ﬁmrmnred the lady through her
tears. *‘And oh, believe me, Sll‘, you will never find-

me ungrateful.”

indly and took his leave, ' | ‘ ‘
Ho prossed her hand kindly and took his leave, - § way scemed hard indeed, and she would have instant-

and then she went to her room and burying her face
among the pillows of her couch, wept long and freely.
- When evening .came Doctor Olifton returned ac-
cording to promise. He looked a little sober and
thoughtful, but was kind and respectful in his manner.
Mrs, Meredith met him with some restraint. She
had not got over the painful struggle of the morning
to reveal that which had cost her so much. But his
manner soon dissipated it. There was but one thing
that brought a trouble now to both.
" %Mps. Meredith, we will give you the situation we
. have if youn find yourself competent. You are at lib-
erty to try it, and if you {ail to please us, we will find
you something else; but what will you do with your
child ¢’

“What will I do with my c‘mld # she wpeated
o Why gir, ean I not have her with me ¢’

*But you cannot care for a little one and at the
same time discharge school duties. Have you not
thought of this before ¢’

“Yes sir, but I always thought to have & nurse and
keep: hel near me. I could not bear it otherwise.”

- “There 1 think you are mistaken. Do not under-
take too much, lest you fail in'all.’ I think your best
plan wonld be to put her out to nurse. - There is an old
lady living in the same block with ourselves, who will
tako her if you are williug, and as I have known her
for years,l can vouch for the tender care the child

 will receive.
B my desire to aid you have looked into matters of most
'§ importance.
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- 1 have thought of everything, and in

What do yon say to the proposition ¥
‘Mrs, Meredith was silent for some moments, Her

ly rejected the idea of parting with her child, giving

Lo pure, innocent charge into the hands of strangers;
| but now, plainer than ever betore, she saw the diffi-
! culties of ber way, and could not reject the only hand

that offered her assistance, when another might never
be offered in the same spirit of benevolent good-

E ness. But ought she to let her child go from her

sight? Tor her only, she sought to labor, this was
her sole motive in life. She had expected dificnlties,

f Lut she had never intended them to separate her
j from her child, where every-hour she might not watch

over and train her mind as only a mother can, and
| cvery impulse rose up-against it.

“You musi make some sacrifice for the sake of
your child, Mrs, Meredith,” said her benef’actox, txred
of the delay.

%1 know it,” she answered, “but sir, I cannot have
hier go eut of my sight. . She is all I have, and it will

| bo the sele joy in my lonely life to rear her rightly—

to preserve her spotless, with God’s help, from the

[ world., How ean I answer for her future if I fail to

plant in her the principles that are to sustain her
through life. Doctor Clifton, a_Mother’s eye should
never leave her child, and Icaunct let mine go from
me.’

“But it is bctter for both yourself and little one,

and I would net advise 1t did 1 not feel itse. Do
3
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not acthastily. I offer you a situation on the strength |
of your confidence, which another would not give, ; B
and you will bo. placing more obstacles in your own ' |

‘way than you are aware of, if you reject it.”

“ Rir, I am fully aware of the truth you have spoken,
but I feel it my duty to keep her with me, If you
cannot allow me to take her with me under your roof,

then I fear I must look further, and trust in God for 1 Z
aid, for I cannot, indeed I cannot gwe up my little : §

. ch:ld to strangers.”

There was a spice of stubbornness, with all his 1
goodness, in the old Doctor’s composition, and when -

he was willing to go so far to aid one as he had made

have the sole proposition he had made thus decidedly
rejected.

child under his roof, where three children already
claimed his care, and honestly believing it better that
the child should be kept ont of her mother’s way, had
" in his own mind made it a sort of conditien that she
should*send her out to narse or give up the situation.’
. “Is this your: final declswn L he asked a little
coldly.
% What can I say moxe?” she returned with pmnfu}
gadness in her tone.

« Ah life is indeed harder to snstain patlently than
I thought! The world requires. conditions which it
places between the heait’s of God’s- creatures and
their dearest wishes, and I fear me those who reject
them, will be called ungrateful and stubborn, Bat
sir, to end this matter, I will say that I must not put

For the mother’s fecling he had due J
. respect, but he did not relish the idea of a little |

§ Defriend you.
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my little girl from my own care, and in doing my
duty, however hard may be the path I shall have to
tread and the difficulties to surmount, I shall look to
God for help, and do believe that I shall not look in
vain.! :

¢ You are blmdly turning your face from one of
His especial favors, if you could but see it,” answer-
ed the Doctor somewhatimpatxently. “Iam anxious
and ready to assist you, and you refuseit. I hope you

~will not have cause to regret the step you dre taking,

but I much fear yon will. Remember this, however,
and it is all that I can say now; you will find that

! _ ' | my experience in the world has rendered me a correct
up his mind to do in regard to her, he did not like to l

judge of what is before you in your position, and
when you too, through that experience, have gained
the knowledge 1 have, and can make up your mind to
accept my advice and assistance, I am still willing to
Till then, I leave you to experiment,
I may not give you the situation you have open. for
you now,” he added, “for it must be filled soon, aud
your rejection "renders it necessary I should look
futther. There may be some other way, however.”

He bowed and turned to go, leaving her standing
near the middle of the room with astorm at heart be-
yond his kecnest preception. She could not see her
way clearly, or make a distinction between accepting
or rejecting finally, for her child’ymake. And during
the struggle, ho passed out and ‘was gone,

“Oh, what have I donel” she moaned. “Ho’

§ would have been my friend, and I eould have trusted

him, but now I have sent him from me, perhaps feel-
ing that all his kindly intercst was wasted, and may
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never again find one who will be-the samg friend to a

lonely stranger ke wonld have been! My Father in
mercy gmde me, for oh, indeed I am blind !?

Blowly she groped her way back to her chamber, §
in such an agony of mind as scarcely to be able to .

stand. .Little Ada lay sobbing bitterly upon the bed,

fears and strnggles came back and as on the night
previous, she paced her room ‘in ‘# wild conflict of

feeling till the gray dawn crept in at the window, and §

she was compelled from exhaustion to Lie down.

CHAPTER III.

A wrek had passed away, and Mrs. Meredith was
almost dispairing. She could not go out and leave
her little girl, and the answers to her advertisement
had been discouraging. She found all that Doctor
Qlifton had warned her of, painfully true. Some
were cold and rescrved, leaving her- at once after a
few inquiries—gome were quizzical and openly sus-
picious—which was an alrost intolerable torture to a
nature liko hers. Knowing her own integrity, and
purity of purpose, and feeling the great willinguess at
heart to bear all things for the sake of right, it was a
sore trial to be looked upon as the world looked on
her,and suspected of evil she might not combat with-
out exposure of her most sacred feelings, and the past
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which she was secking so jealonsly to hide. More

had to be borne than she had even dreamed, with her
worst fears alive, and she began to doubt the pro-
priety of the step she had taken in rejecting Doctor -
Clifton’s conditions, Of the two alternatives, she
found this the bitterest by far, for now erept in the

and a momentary forgetfulness of the sharp pain she texrible. fear that ber means wonld all be exhgtlated

endured, came with her endeavors to sooth her. DBut
after a time when the child again slept, all ker doubts |

befure she could gain asituation, and then whag
she do with her child fo depend on her? She would
have to go forth into the world, and perhaps see the

| little creature for whom she was snffering all this pain

and anxiety, deprived of even the commonest necesi-
ties of life, and be unable to supply her. The future
scemed very dark and hopeless, — her strength was
fast failing beneath the frial, and still she knew not
what to do, or how to act. Care and loss of rest
occasioned by her anxiety, was making terrible in-
roads on her health, and there was also a dread of
personal illaess added to her other troubles.

But in the midst of all this wlien she was almost
ready to sink down helpless and despairing, Doctor
Clifton came back, His kind heart relented when he
thought of her distress and longliness, and the memo-
ry of her sweet young face lived too vividlyin his heart

| for him to abandom her mercilcssly to the dangers

of & world of which she had so little experience.
After all it was but natural that she-should cling to
her child, and while he felt angffyed at the ideaof
bringing them both into his house, he admired the
spirit of devoted love that had made her refuse to part
with the little one; and during & week’s time to re- *
fleet upon the matter, had allowed himself to-decide
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in her favor, provided she had been unsuccessfal in §
making other arrangements, His mind had been §
sorely disturbed about her, and after making this
. decision, he felt much better pleased with himself'than §
he had done since he loft her. And while nuder tho
infinence of the focling, he went back to the hotel to
inguire about her. She was still there, they informed

kim, and he sent up his card. |

. ““Ah!” he said, as she appeared, loocking worn and §
_ x_ll. “You have found it as I told you, I see by your ;i
face. I declare, you are nearly ill—your hand s |

burning with fever! . How do you get-on ¥’
“ Badly,” she answered drearily.

- ““It is even worse than you told me, and my strength
is less to bear it than I thought, though my will is; B
unchanged. Oh, T shall -be ill, and then what will’

‘become of Adai” oL

“1?0 ot be alarmed,” he returned pityingly Te-
garding the shaking, suffering form of the woman. |

':‘*'j[ have thonght the matter over, and have spoken
with my daughter about you. If you wish to come,

you may bring your child, and we will sco how things .

can be arranged.”

With a glad cry she caught his hand to her lips
and pressed it as a little child might have done, is
eyes filled instantly with tears and the sight of her
gratetul face brought a hearty self reproach.

“What a cruel old wretch T have been to let you
suffer 801" he said wiping his face: “But eomo, I
will tako you home with me, and make up for it ’in
" future.  'Will you go with me now?”

“ Willingly,” she returned brokenly.
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“Oh, sir, may Heaven bless yon! I was almost
ready to doubt God’s goodness, but you have proved
that it is with me still, even in my weakness.”

She went up stairs to get her things, and under the
inflnence of the generous impulses &t work in his
heart he went out to the office and paid her bill,
ordered her baggage scnt to his residence, and then
awaited her in the Ladies’ Parlor.

“What a singular interest this woman excites in
me,” he mused ‘as ho waited. “Idontknow why it is,
but I suppose its her youth and helplessness. And
then ghe is so grateful! It will be a pleasure to help
the little thing. But Dless me, she is a very child;
and I almost think I am a fool to place her in such a
position in my family, What will she do with those
wild girls! But never mind,we’ll see.” And so dis-
missing the perplexities of the present from his mind,

the Doetor met Mrs. Meredith when she came down,

and conducted her to his carrizge which was waiting,
telling her that her baggage would be sent atter them,
and he wonld take her hotne at once. .

A strange, fatherly sort of feeling erept into the
good old gentleman’s heart as he scated the lady
by his side. and. drove off. Then little Ada’s.pure
eyes looking straight to his with their innocent inguir-
ing gaze, stirred a yearning tenderness he eould not
have understood, had he not been a fathor. With
that same cmotion of tepderng@f he had a thousand
times lifted his own children to his bosom, aud now
with an irresistable impulse, he bent his head to print
4 goft kiss on the npturned brow, and was rewarded
by a bright, confiding swmile that drew him strongly

4




32

toward the little innocent being.
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He now began to

wonder that a feeling of r(jmgnance liad ever existed * f
against the idea of receiving her in his home; but at .
the same time his heart was relenting and swelling

with such tenderncss his judgment told him that he
was acting unwisely in placing a governess over his
children Who had a child ot her own to look after and
claim her time.
On the way, he spoke of the different 'members of
" his family in a manner which gave, her some insight
into their characters. Mrs. Meredith listenod with
great attention, and asked a number of questions
which betrayed that mteresﬁ@ her employer, and

" which -pleased him still more,since it spoke well for

her in the duties that -waited her-in the future.

- Madeline met them with a kind, easy grace that
warmed her hearf toward her at once, and' Mrs,
Meredith’s first thought, as she looked inte her sweet,
quiet faee wag: ¢ We‘ shall be friends, at least.” The
children were shy and curions with the exception of
Agnes, who after a slight nod when Dr. Clifton pre-

gented her to her futnre governess, quietly seated her- -

self in a corner and seemed to pay no further atten-
tion. Mary, after a shy glance into the pale sweet
face of the mother, earried off the child to a sofa
where they soon made friends. and began a regular
game of romps ; Kate was more than usnally quiet.
After a moment, Madeline excused herself and went

‘out, but- soon returned with a gixl who "she said.

would show her up to her room. Ora, as we love to
call our heroine, rose and taking Ada from Mary with
a winning smile which warmed the little girl’s heart,

tonched her deeply
# her in regard to the lady’s history except that Sho

33
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il woent up stairs, whither in-a short tinve Madeline fol-

lowed. There was a look in the blue eyes of the

H stranger as she went out, that haunted the warm-

hearted maiden, and her extreme youth and loncliness,
Her father had said nothing to

i was of a good fanily, and that misfortane had thrown

1 lier upon her own exertions for support.

This was

 cnough.  Beyond, eve!‘ytlnno was sacred to herself
[ unless she chose to confide in her; but she was sor-
{ rowing, and needed sympathy, and at the risk of being

: thmwht intrusive, she would go up to her room.

The door stood very slightly ajar, and gently push~

: ing it back, Madeline discovered Mrs, Meredith 'in a

¥ far cornerof the room with her faee burried in the

sofu, while smothered sobs, and low broken murmurs

 stirred the silence of the chamber. Ada was clasped

to her bosom with her right arm, her little wandering
oyes brimming with tears, her lips gnivering with
distress.  The pieture was too tonching for guiet con-
templation. ~ With a throbbing heart the gentle girl
glided to her side and passed her arm abont the slight
form of the kneeling woman.

“Torgive me if I intrude,” she said with a voice
laden with loving sympathy, “but I cannot bear to
see you looking so distressed and lonely. Be com-
forted.  Yon shall not feel the neeg of friends here.”

Ora lifted her head and fixed %her brimming eyes
on the sweet girlish face. There was a glad light in
them that the tears could not hide, and her voice was
broken and tremulous as she replied :

“You mistake mo. I do not weep for distress,
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but for thankfulness. ~ My heartis so full at this nnex-

pected blessing, that words are powerless to express,
You do not know what it is to be alone
_and friendless, and to meet with disappointment tilt
dispair has well nigh paralyzed every faculty. Per- §
haps I am not fit for what I have undertaken ; but God |
knoweth my will is good, my motives puve, and with §
May He B
Ihad B

what I feel,

His aid, I will try to merit. yoar kindness.
bless you and your kind father as you desorve.
not hoped for such a haven of rest as this,”

“1 trust you may find it so, indeed,” replied Mpde-
% But even here you will donbtless find §
«We are not fanltless, and you will remember §
But we

line gently.
trials.
that every picture has its light and shade,
do hope you will find more of light than shadow here,
‘We will try to make you happy if we can.” "

“Thank you—you are too good,” murmured Ora’

thoroughly unnerved. Do not think e altogether
weak and babyish,” she added after a short pavse.
“1 have soffered so much anxiety lately, that this
relief has entirely overcome me. I shall soon be my-
self again.” : :

Just then a servant was beard in the hall with her
trunks, and Ora hastily arose to her feet and went
toward the glass to brush her hair which liad fallen in
disorder about her flushed face,
ward and saw the trunk¥ brought and deposited in
the room, and ther coming back to where Ora stood
she said earncstly:

~You must try to feel at home and satisfied with
us, and always look npon me 28 4 friend. Can I do
anyl;hmv for you ¥’ : )

Madeline went for--
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4 Nothing, thank you.”

Ora had again to struggle with her tears and did
not ‘darc trust herself to speak forther. But she
clasped the small white hand of the. danghter as she
pad clasped the father’s, and pressed a grateful kiss
upon it, Madeline’s eyes filled as sho released it, and
then hastened from the room lest she too should lose all
sclf control, A pretty, tidy Irish girl came in soon,
and said Dr. Clifton had sent her to take care of baby,
and Ora unpacked her trunk to-get at the liftle one’s
wagdrobe. The girl took the White frock handed ouf,
and dressed the child while the lady replaced the
dress she wore, with an elegant black bombazine and
crape collar, adding no ornaments than those she
always wore. '

Madeline came in herself when the tea bell rang,

‘and the two ladies descended the staire together.

Here the whole family now assembled, inclading
Mr, Harry Clifton whose portrait-we shall attempt to

. dtaw for the reader.

When Mrs. Meredith entered with Madeline, he
was stretched at full length upon the sofa, his broad

white forehead supported by a hand, white and deli-

cate a8 a woman’s, and on one finger of which sparkled

" asingle diamond. His hair was very profusc and

curling round his head in beautltnl glossy rings,

His brows were high, arched angewery dark—his eyes
in color like his sisters—a deepvich brown—changing
to-a cold, steely gray in mements of passion. IHis
nose was slightly aquiline, rather pmminenr and
betrayed the high proud nature in the thin;’swelling
nostrils, and the fine lines of the mouth, The cheek.
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bones rose high and firm in their ontline, the chin
heavy, the lips full, the teeth glitteringly white and
marvelously beantiful.

He lifted his eyod only for an instant to the face of R

the youug governess as she entered and was pre:
scuted by Dr. Clifton, with one keen, penetrating
glance that cut her like a knife; and then seemed
: totally to ignore her presence.

He was evidently moody, and took his seat at the
table in utter silence. The few advances made by hig
father to open a conversation, met with no response

except merely a respectful ackuowledgment without -

warmth. And knowing his son’s peculiar moods, the

- ol gentleman abandoned the effort.

Ora was very ill at ease. A atrange nervous daead
made her quiver ill she almost spilled her tea in lift-
ing the cup to her lips. - But she exerted herself
bravely to hide her constraint, and conversed in an

N ordinary tone of voice, and with an eagy, Eelf-possessad

manner with Madeline and her father,
Mary and Kate were each content to eat in silence.
" Agnes being usually quiet, become no objeet of atten-
tion ' from taciturnity now. But two or three times
_daring the meal, Harry Clifton,whose keen eyes took in
everything withount seeming to, discovered a strangely
baleful light in the girl’s black oyes, and' her red lip
ceurve with a scornful smile, For an instant his own
faco lighted with a half defined expression of intelli-
gent interpretation of the child’s thoughts—but in an
'mstant afterward, he appeared absorbed in thonght.
Before the others had dene, he gravely rose and ex-
cusing himself passed from the room to his study.

ORA, THE LOST WIFE. 37

No comments were made upon him in his absence, -
and Ora conecluded the grave, almost severe silence he
maintained, to be foo natural to excite remark. As
soon a8 she counld, she too excused herself on the plea
of weariness and attention to her little girl-—and went
to her room.

That night long after the family - retued she lay
thinking of her new position, her duties, and pain-
fully reviewing  her abilities, to. judge if she might
fulfill them, A thousand misgivings tormented her, -
and she wondered if they would be kind and patient
with her amid difficnlties. . Would Dr. Clifton remain
her friend—would Madeline remain the kind, gentle,
thoughtful being she had proved hergelf in the ontset
of her new career? Wounld the children ever learn to

~ Jove her? Here again misgivings intruded upon her

thoughts. Little fear was there for Mary Staunton.

A look into the child’s eyes proved her heart hers

already, but she was not so sure of Kate and Agnes,
And well she knew that everything depended upon
the successfal control of her pupils—and the best con-
trol, is ever throngh love. Could she but win their
love and coufidence she had no fears for the futare.
Otherwise, much might be dreaded. -

-Thus pondering, she at length fell asleep with her
littlo daughter’s bright head nestling upon her bosom.

Py




- kindness of its members.

CHAPTER 1V.

* A wrsk passed away ere Ora Meredith felt hersclf
fairly installed in her new home, notwithstanding the
1t took that Jength of time
to wear away the strangeness and newness of things
- around her. Madeline’s kindness and sympathy grew

with her acquaintance of the young governess, and
both Mary and Kate were in three days her declared
friends. "~ Agnes held- aloof coldly, as she ever did
from friends or strangers. | flarry Clifton she had

not seen more than two or three times, and-the old B
gentleman, though much abroad, was almost as in- -

visible at home except when at ‘his meals. Then he
_ was kind, genial and almost fatherly in his manner,
His prepessession in her favor evidently increased,
and things bade fair to runsmoothly, What a sense

of rest and peace crept into the weary woman’s heart .

as she realized it. Once used to the regular routine

of affairs, she was now begmnmg to feel the real

sweetness of rest and security.

TLere was but one thing that really disturbed her, -

and prevented heart and mind from falling into that
calm which generally follows excitement and unrest.
This was a knowledge of Agnes’ dislike. She had

seized every opportunity to win the child {o her, but

beneath het cold reserve, lwked a stronger barrier

in the shape of a growmo hatred. - She ]md studied .
her carcfully, tried to win atteniion, but found her’

efforts fruitless in every respect. The little creature
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{ was an enigma, and she had no key to solve it.
| Here was a seed for future trouble, and unless ghe.

could master it, and plant it in proper soil she felt

| that it would germinate for evil purposes.

One morning seated at her desk in the school

| room, she observed that Agnes sat idly twirling the

leaves of her book, her eyes fixed upon the branches
of a tree that stood outside the window. For some
time she aliowed her to remain absorbed in her own
fancies, and then spoke to her gently.

“ Agnes you are not studying.”
4] know it,” without turning her head,

“Well, why not#”

“ Because I do not choose to.”

“Agnes!” Ora’s voice spoke the pain she felt.
She was not astonishéd. She knew that soomer or

later there must be war between them. The time

had come. * Ono or the other roust conquer.

The girl turned her brilliant eyes upon the pa}e
sad face of her governess with an express:omsno
child should ever wear.
scorn, hate and-defiance.

“Come to me," said Ora quieting her tone to one
of calm authority.

The girl did@ not heed or move, but kept her eyes
fixed upon her face.
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"« Agnes!” '

A low laugh responded. Now the blue eyes of
the governess grew dark, almost black with intense

It was. full of insolent

They met the fiery black orbs of the -

\
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pupil in a steady gaze, and saw burning there all the
stronger, more evil passions of her strange nature,
She knew that her whole soul was roused against her,
and she must subdue it, and spoke with the resolvc
thiilling through her voice.

«Agnes, you must obey me, or I must pumsh you.
Come to me.”

“I will not! you dare not touch me!” Ora rose
and crossed the room quickly, but with a quiet, even
step.  The tumultuous feelings of pain and anger

that rose in her heart she put down with a mighty |

effort, that she might bend every cner o*y to one pur-
pose W1th steady precision,
~ Agnes’ eyes bla.zed, and she looked like a young
tigress ready.to spiing upon its prey as her governcss
approached her;. but there was something in the
. steady glance of the blue ‘eyes -bent on hew, that
checked her in spite of herself.

“Do not touch me,” she gasped passmmtel;

“T will call Mr. 011ft0n n

“What is all this? spoke Harry Clifton at the
door. His study adjoined the schoolroom, and the

" door being slightly ajar, the voices had attracted him.

Quick as thought Agnes sprang past Ora’s cutstretch-
ed hand before it touched her shoulder, and stood by
the young physician. A

“ Do not let that woman touch me! If she does, I
shall murder her!”

_ Ora turned to face the intrnder, and met a g]ancc
that exasperated her,
- face. Orly a quiet, half trmmphant smile softly
creeping about his mouth, and yet the brilliant eyes

There was no surprise in his’

© me”
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| had a slight look of inquiry. She seemed to fobl
| their meaning. They said.

“ Has this pale, delicate
little woman enough of nerve and stamina in her ¢
put down ‘this young tornado of rebellion? Let us

soe.”
& Mr., thton, have you come here to interfere with

my authority, or support it she asked gazing
straight into his eyes.
% Do you need support P he asked thhout a change

of expression.
“No sir,” decxdedly “If you come not to mter-

fere, leave me to accomplish my own purposes.

~ Miss Montes rebels against my authority. I desire
" to, and must,establish it firmly for her sake and my

own—for the sake of my other pupils—the duty I
owe your family in the position I hold. Have you
anything to say ¥’

There was 2 flash of feelmg on his handsome face
for one instant, but the nature of that feeling conld
not be determined, it faded so quickly. He answered
by a question. ' '

“Do yon mean to punish her{”

“Yes.”

3 Why ?”

¢ Beeause I have told her she muet obey me, or I
should have to punish her, I h? passed my word
It cannot be broken.” L
© «You are determined to use severe measures?’ -

« My, Clifton,” - Ora had to struggle hard to main-
tain her steadiness and quiet tone of voice. “Iwish
to know dlstmcﬂy if you came here to interfere Wlth

4
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. %Supposing I have, what then# his tone was al-
most msolpnt

“Then sir, I must say that you are very Wrong in
" the course you are taking. ' If T cannot control my pu-
pils entirely as I desire, how am 1 to gain over them
a ‘proper influence for good? Understand me, sir,

I claim this as my domain. I must be mistress heré |

or nothing, Allow me to judge of the nature of the
offences I am called upon to punish, and to punish
a.ccording to my judgment. This I must exact, or
resgign my place.”

-She had said more under the spur of exasperated
feeling, than she kuew to be pradent, but the words
had gone forth and she would bravely abide the re-

‘sult. She felt herself: right, and no power could
~ shake her purpose. Her position must be firmly
.eslablished or destroyed forever, Shée would stand
her ground and -ondeavor to gain the field. He
was regarding her with an unreadable expression,
and gtood silent for a moment after she had done
speaking, Then he bowed frigidly, saying in cold,
measured tones, V

“ Certainly, madam, I have no right to interfere
with your authority here, and of course must allow

" that you know how to use it. May I ask, however,
that yon will fully explain the difficulty . =~

Ora_explained bricfly, and with dignity. He lis-
tened almost respectfally to lier clear statement, then
with a second bow frigid as. the first, turned upon his
heel and quitted the room, saying simply:

“ 1 leave her to your tender mercies,”

" She beard him enter his room, whistling as if

it out of my power by ungrounded dislike,.
" conceive why you shosld dislike or wish to wound
me. When I think how muoch your friends will be-
 pained at this, it pains me doubly, and when 1 rement-
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nothing had occurred, Her blood was boiling with
indignation, until ‘her cheeks were stained crimson
with the tide, but her quiet, firm manner underwent
no change, ag she again faced the rebellious girl who-
had caused this commotion. The child’s eyes still -

' glared defiance, even thougl she had lost her champ-

ion. It would be hard to say which of the two were
strang by a stronger purposo—the child or the wo-
man, But Ora had gained one vmtory She took
courage for the second.

“ Agnes, I am very sorry to punish you,” she began
gently, ¢ But you have disobeyed me, defied my an-
thority—sought to enlist others in your favor against
me, and, combining the whole, leave me to sum up a
most gerious offence. I have told you I should pun-

© igh you, and I must do it, although it pains me deep-

ly. Indeed the punishment is as severe for me, as I

- can possibly make it for you, for I had hoped better
- things of you.

I have tried to make you love me,
and through your love, to ‘win you gently to your
duties, helping you happily through thom. You put
I eannot

ber that you are motherless, the pain inereases till it -
becomes a sore and bitter trial tgfpunish you, Yet
I must do it, hecauso. yon bave sobeyednme, and I
bhave swid I would punish you.?

Agnes’ blazing eycs were obscured by a mlst
Had the earnest tones and sincere manner of her

teacher reached a place in that strange, unchildlike
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heart? She felt the sapremacy of the will ghe .h_afi
set herself up against, as her subdued manner indi-

cated, but she was not conquered. She tirned her

back upon her, partly in defiance, partly to hide the
tears she could not repress.

Ora took her hand and drew her resistingly to-
ward her desk. ‘ :

« Now Agnes, I sball banish you from the school-
room for the remainder of the day. You ecannot
‘come, down to dinner or tea, and I shall keep you
locked in your room. Dr. Clifton and his daughter
must be informed of your disgrace, and when’ you
come out, you must make up your mind to confess
your fault and sorrow for it to them and - myself,
This is & severe prnishment my child, but you force
meo to inflict it. It is always easier and pleasanter
to do right. Do you nof see into what pain and sor-
. row you will cast every member of this family, by
your willfulness¢  Surely, you will goon feel purry to
have wounded those who love. you so much, and de-
gire only your good.” S

Agnes did not reply,and Ora taking her arm, now
led her uaresistingly from the room. She was con-
quering. Only a few more judicious movements,
and the vietory would be complete.

‘When she reached the room, she . did tot thrust
her in angrily, and leave her. But she repeated very
sadly and feelingly. C

« Agnes, I am very sorry you have forced me to
punish you so severely. I can sec into your heart,

my child, and know what I am doing, but I canvot.
help it. Try to conguer the bad spirit that possesscs
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you and give rise to better and nobler feelings,. Hero -
18 your book. You must stady your lesson. I will

- ‘come and hear it at noon.”

She passed ont and locked the door without more
words, and Agnes scowled darkly after her. But
per gentle, loving, sorrowful tones were still ringing
in her ear, and gradually subduing the anger' that
had blazed up against her. For the first time in her
life, a chord in her heart had been touched, and if.
vibrated to that tonch with a strange thrill the child
could not define. Love and tenderncss she had had
all her life, and had not heeded it because it was
untempered by firmness and decision. 1lere sho
found a spirit softened with love, strengthened with

- pwrpose;and with the inherent sense which compre-

heids and admires tho stronger and nobler powers
of superior minds, this child of dark and bitter pas-
sions slowly began'to feel the dawn of a better and
higher nature, ~

The narration of the little opisode of the mornin;;v,
did cast a shadow over the family circle which Ora
felt like-a. child. Madeline’s gentle face grew sad
and her eyes were full of tears. Dr. Clifton was
grave, but he said prompily. - p

“You did right,  We have been perhaps too con-
scientionsly tender with Agnes because she was or-
phaned and dependent upon We do not wish

her ever to feel herdependence. Buf there are ele-

ments in lher nature that. must either be eradicated .
or subdued, else 1 forsee trouble for her future.”

“I am not.sure that we have done her a kindness
by aliowing her willful nature full scope. We haye *
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vaiuly tried to win her, We had no heart to punish

her”. ,

., “Here ig where serious mistakes are often made,”
observed Ora. “As much harm may be. done by
mistaken kindness as intentional wrong.” But sho
forbore to add any more, and silence fell upon the
party. In her recital she had not touched upon the
part Harry Clifton had: played in the affair, and he

appeared utterly oblivious to the:most remote knowl- .

edge, preserving unbroken silence throughout. -

When Ora returned to the schoolroom, he pointed
over his shoulder after her as she mounted the stairs,
and said with a smile. '

«We've caught a tartar, Mad. Whew! you should

have seen her eyes flash1”

“Why, did you see it? asked Madeline surprised. -

“Yes, I went in on her at the outset, hearing the
rampus from my study. By George,a Queen might
have enviéd her!” and he langhed, a low shortlaugh,
-« Fow was it? She represented it rightly,” asked

Madeline half disturbed.
« Perfectly,”

He then explained ivhét pas-sed; word for word.

«] am only sarprised at her' forbearance with me in

her recital,” he said in conclusion. - ‘

., “Here we have more strength of character than 1
“had sapposed,” said the Doctor. “Itisagood omen;

when we take into consideration her loving genile- -

“pess and sweetness of disposition. 1 tlhink from
present appearances, We may trust her”

~ «Dont be too hasty my good Father; Aggie iz a

little ‘voleano, and Mrs. Meredith has not succeeded
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in heaving the stone over the mouth of the crater
Wait till she’s conguered.” ‘ -

“I wish she may have a bloodless victory said the
Doctor.” Madeline was.silent, I

*“ Well, there’s one thing sure,” added Han:y more
lightly than was his wont. “There is a queen here
and she is pretty sure to exclude trespassers from he;
domains. 1 for one have no further desire to risk m
head, and leave her to reign in peace.” :

So saying, he took up his bat and wentfout, -

Agnes lifted her eyes calmly to her tescher’s face
when she went up to hear her lessons, apd handing
her the book recited her task without hgésitaﬁou or
blunder. Ora contented herself with saying kindly:
“That is tvell,” and marking anothier lesson, left het-' '
to herself again, ' o

At evening, when she weunt up, she found her with
a hot, flushed face, and traces of tears on her cheeks -

* Bhe had evidently been weeping bitterly, but she

reeited her lesson promptly ag before, and.ther Org

~ sat down by her in the gathering shades and taking

the child’s hand, asked softly:
“ Aggie, are you sorry for your fault?”
The answer was prompt and candid as the girl Iaid
her cheek burning with blushes on her teacher’s knee
“Yes, very sorry.” B o
Ora’s heart throbbed, "‘,Poog’dxild” she"thought. 7

- What a struggle it must kave cost her to bring her-
self to this.” She stooped and kissed her, szi'ying:

B T.iwre i? tho-seal of your forgiveness. We will
b‘f fmer‘:ds in future, Aggie, not foes, and happiness
will spring from love.” "
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Al, what.a subtle power is that which gprings
from kindness. Withott knowing it, Ora Meredith

was slowly gathering up the stray threads of that .

fierce child’s better nature, and winding them about
herself in a bond that could break only with death,
The inherent promptings of the child’s nature lead
her to despise those whom she could rule, to revere,
aud love thie only one whom she bad ever seen who
had used a controlling power over her.

Much to the surprise of every member of the fami-
ly, Agnes confessed her fault to Dr. Clifton and Made-
line on the following morning, frankly, and expressed
~ her sorrow. They had never before known her to
yield to a will opposed to ber own, and give way to
better feelings. They could not-understand it. So
different—so unlike herself with that shy, yet frank
manner, and the hot blushes mantling her cheek
while she owned her fault.

Was the teacher a magician, thus to transform her

in a day?

CHAPTER V.
In the guiet and hush of the evening hour, Dr
- Clifton’s family had gtrolled one after another into
the library, Dark clouds drifted without, und an
occasional patter of rain, made the fire look more
" bright and cheering within. Ora sat in a far corner,
at the piano, Agnes at her side wrapt in a dreamy

spell born of sad music. Dr. Clifton reposcd upon a
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- lounge at ease, while Madeline sut lookmg listlessly

. into the ‘grate, casting now:and then a look of quiet

. interest upon the pale sweet face just outlined against

. the crimson wall paper. The singer’s thoughts mnst

. have been busy with the past, there was such a low,

. lingering swectness in her tones.

| (xradually the wandering fingers steadied, and the'
~voice which had given forth only brief snatches of.
songraow swelled out in a touching “ Invoeation.”

# Tho thine yes be shaded, and thy cheek be faded<—
The’ the seal of death be on thy brosr,
Btill.no fate can sever our true hearts forever,
Tell me love, where dwells thy spirit now? '

« Does it rest in stillness, ‘mid the gioomy chl]lneas,
In the silent chambers of the tomb ?
Boes it wander darkling, 'mid the diamond sparkling,
In the deep mouthed caverned halls of gloom?

" % Where the boundleass acean rolls in ceaseless mobmn, :
Does it joir the dwellers of the daep;
Do the fuiry daughters of the cryatal waters
Lull thee with he sound of streamns to sleep?

¢ By the hopes that perished—ny the love we cherished,
By the smile that ever answered mine— ‘

(bwe, oh, give some token, ere my heart be broken,
That shall lead ety weary soul to thine.’

Madeline’s tears were dropping silently on her
black dress as the thrilling tones died away in the
raournful refrain. No words can express the pasgion-
ate sweetness of the voice whose gower earried the
words deep into the hearte of heff hearers. Even Dr.
Clifton’s eyes swam in tears, and Agnes stood with hey
fittle hands clasped, and her bosom heavin& with
wild emotion whea it was ended. Kate and Mary |
had paused in some light amusemeut they Wero ahoul:
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to begin, and when the song was finished, stole soft-
- ly from the room with shadows upon their young
faces. It broughé back. the dead face of a lost
_mother on & tide OE; melting memories.
thought only of her whose passionate heart had for
o brief space of time thrown off the mask of serene
composure to wail out a plea to some lost one

for whom it longed. The spell was complete, It ;
1 savéﬁbut fortanately, even in misfortune and pover-

seemed almost wacrilege to breath a word which

would dissipate the memory of those ead strains §
which still seemed to stir the air with their trerau-

lous sweetness.

It was soon broken, however, by a voice which §
l glance of cool affrontery.

sounded hard and cynical as Harry came in by a side
door and advanced toward the grate.

“’Pon my word, you all seem tolove darkness, bur-
rowing yourselves in this gloomy place like so many
mice. What’s the attraction?”

- % Oh, brother, it always seems nice and cosy in

here,” replied Madeline pleasantly, hoping to soften
- the eﬂ'ect of his tones,  and then Mrs. Meredith was
singing.”

“So I perceived as I entered,” he rephed dryly.
“ By the way, madam, did it never occur fo yon to
make a better use of your voice—on the stage, for
instance? Iiwould be a vast difference from the
dull, plodding life of a governess.”
. His words were insulting, and Madeline spoke
quickly, with a troubled look,

“Brother! how you talk! How can. yon be 80
mde? The stage, indeed!”

The 1ast words were gpoken jn a' lower tone, buf;

The others -

“hér with unusual force,
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they caught Ora’s ears, whose héhrt swelled grate-

fully. His voice had broken very painfully upon her

under the influence of the.-memories that would rise
in her heart, and his words stung her. with a deep
sense of m_]ustlce and inenlt; but she answered him
in a voice as calm and unrufﬂed as usnal with a slight -
tinge of coolness ghe could not repress.

“] do not doubt it would be vastly different as you

ty, we.are still at libertyto choose the mode of labor
which provides us with bread™ Mine, certaisly, could

not approach to anything like/publicity.” )

- “Why, do you foar the public?” he asked with a

Her brow flughed hotly, but she hfl:ed her eyes
to his face as she rose and eame toward the grate
with a steady gaze, and scornful lip, saying. :

% No sir,Ishould not fear the public, but I dispise
it too much to make of m_yself a playthmg for its
amugement.”

The entrance of a servant with cards plevented far-
ther remark on: his part, and she turned aside with a.
throbbing heart. His wanton rudeness had moved
As she turned, she caught a
full view of Madeline’s face as she took the cards. -
There was a brilliant flush fipon her cheek and a light
in her eyes which spoke volumeg as she repeated
‘Guy Bartoni, ‘Charles Lafargeﬁ}apa, Guy has re-

turned.”

.« “Todeed! John, light the gas and show him in
here. It is warm and pleasant in this room my dear,
and he is no stranger,” he added to Madeline whose -
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vivid color deepened as her father thus recognized
his right to. a familiar footing in the family. Nei‘her
Jof them noticed the half gasp of the governess at
the name, nor the ashy palcness which overspread
her features. ‘
sound of her quick drawn breath and noted the pallor
of her face as he caught a slight glimpse of her pro-
file, and a smile wreathed his lips, while his great
- eyes flashed out a glance of triumph. In a moment
“she had glided nnnoticed, except by him from. the
. room, ' 4 ) .

“ Ah! there is & web here, ek #” he half muttered
under his breath. “What is it? Shall we get hold

of the meshes by and by, and anravel it} We shall

sge.”

The smile of satlsfactmn grew broad upon his face,
lighting it to a look of generous cordiality as he
smoothed and stroked his cheek moftly with a soft
white hand. The sister mistook it for pleasure at the
‘new arrival, and looked grateful and heppy.

" A deadly faintness had seized Ora at the sound of
the first name Madeline had spoken, and she hasten-
ed from the room to hide the miortal fear that struck
to her heart like a blow. As she mounted the stairs,
the gentlemen came out of the parlor and preceded
by the servant, crossed the hall toward the hbrary
door.

Casting one look over the ballustrade as_she

~ goined the landing, she saw distinetly, two fQCOS‘
. strongly lighted by the hall lamp, One was dark

and foreign, with heavy beard and large black eyes.

~ The other was fair—almost boyish with dancing blue -

Harry alone had canght the stifled j
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eyes and a cherry month that seemed forever laugh-
ing amid ity dimples. With a Iow ) moah, she press-
ed her hand over her heart and dragged herself
slowly to her room where she threw herself upon her

knees beside a chair and buried her face in the arms -
l she threw over the cushion. It was an attxtude she

i

alwa,ys assumed when in pain.

How long she remained thus, she could not tell;
but at length she was roused by a knoek at her door
bpunglng up, she demanded what was wanted in a
voice which shook shghtly in spite of her efforts to
control it.

- “Master Harry says, will yoil please come down and
favor us with some musie,” returned John without.

“Tell your master that I am not well, and desire
to be excused,” she replied and as the servant re-
treated, she clasped both hands over her forehead
with a gesture of indiscribable pain.

“QOh, why does that man seek to torture me ?” ghe -
groaned. “Insults, taunts and veiled sarcasm is all
that he can give meo. Oh, heaven grant that he did
not observe me when I heard hisname. Perhapshe
did, and has sent for me to further his effort to un-
delstand why it should move me. But no, it wag
only to add another sting to the insult of to-nightand
I'will not seem to take any further notice, Whatid it
that makes him pursue me hate? Oh, if he
should discover that Guy Bastoni is known to me,
what may not follow? Idare not thirk of it. I seem
to be helding & cup in which sparkles all the wine
of life there is left to me., Will his hand strike it

~down and leave me to die of thirstin a wilderness of
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m:sery? Oh, why has he come here? How did he

~ find that fa1r young dove whose heart he has won,

I could see it by the flush on her cheek, and the §
) lnght in her eye! CUan he be her chosen lover? Oh, §
God forbid! The Vulture with the Dove—oh, Heav- §
I should die to

en is too merciful to mate her thus.
see her wed him—sweet beauntiful Madeline! Ab,

what shall I do—how escape his eye? How shall it
Oh, T amin a

warn -her? Dare I warn her at all?
strait. Father, help me {”

She had been pacing the ﬂoor, and now she fell
tpon her kmees, Thus it ever is, in our misery., We §

commune with ourzelves until wo see our helpless-

ness, and then we turn to that power without which §

~'we can do nothing,

Hours passed before she sought her couch and §
endeavored to close her eyes in slamber.

It was late before the family left the library. Ora
upon her knees, had heard the light pafter of Made- [
line’s feet as she passed her door; a fow moments later 1

‘she had heard the strangers mount the stairs also and [

enter chambers on the same floor with hers. After-

wards Dr. Clifton passed to his room. It was ahalf
“an hour later before Harry retired, and then a8 he
went by her door, she fancied she heard & low laugh,
_ which stilled the beatings of her heart and made her
blood course through her veins like streams of ice.
What could it mean? What mischief Avgs blewmg
against her that should bring a laugh liké that to his
lips? Oh, were the bright days of peace and rest, and
the hopes that sprang out of them, about to fade away
mto the dread chaos from which she so lately escaped?

OHAPTER VL

A 11emT streamed in upon Ora's face and woke her
from the disturbed slamber into which she had fallen.
She rose with a sickening sense of dread, as the
memory of the preceding night came back to her;
and endeavored to perform the duties of her gimple
toilette as usual.

But her head swam and her trembhng ﬁngers re-
fus&d to perform their office. After several vain at-

‘tempts, she realized that she was too ill to.git up, and

went back again to her couch, feeling, even with all *
her suffering, a sense of rehef when she thought
that this would preclude the necessity of leaving her
room during the day.

It was Sunday, and school duties being removed
from her thought, left her fre¢ to nurse her illness
and her troubles in the guiet iand solitude of her own
chamber. =
. Half an hour passed and zill the rooms had given
up their inmates. She heardi the light, bouyant tread
of the young housekeeper as she went by her door;
afterwards those of the gué‘sts as they desended.
Oceasionally a girlish laugh regched her room, and
she knew that Kate and Magwere enjoying their -

. privileges of rising to bfeakfast with the guests, to

the fullest extent: When the gentlemen went down,
the noise suddenly ceased and then all appeared

very quiet below
ya (55)
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Ada’s eyes had been.open nearly an hour and the
nurse had succeeded in dressing and carrying her off
while her mother yet slept, so that she was now in
utter politude,

A ghort time passed, and a servant ecame up to ask
if she was coming down to breakfast. She replied
negatively, and when he had gone, closed her eyes
" wearily and lay still.

Thought was very busy with past events, and both
heart and bla,m felt the pressure of contending eme-
tions. The glimpse of a familiar face and form had
had the power to recall events she would have given
much to forget ; and now the quiet tide of her life was
stirred again to a turbulant flow which might never
again settle into the blessed ecalm which for a httle
* while had made it seem so s‘weet

Tears hung on the tremulous lashes that lay on the-

white cheeks, and the masses of brown hair scattered
- over the pillow, were damp with cold dews of suffer-
~ing, when Madeline ‘came in softly and stood over
her. She had not heard the. light tap en the door,
nor her slill lighter step as slie eutered; and did not

even feel her presence till a seoft, cool hand touehed

her forehead.

“Gh, you are ill,” -began Madehne in her kind,
eager, earnest way.. ** Why did you not send down
word, and let me come up to yon at once?

Ora locked up in her face, and gmiled a sweet,
patient.smile.

“You are too good. Ido not need anything but

rest and would never think of taking you from your _

guests »
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She forced herself to speak indifferently. ¢ My

b guests could have done without me, for a little while,

~ at least,” Madeline replied with a soft blush. Then
4 she took some Cologne from the dressing table and

- sat down beside her, bathing her head with the utmost
‘B tenderness as she continued,

“Do you know that I came up here to tell you
something? Miss Durand used to be my confident

and adviser in all household matters and I loved

her very much, but I think 1 can speak to you more

. freely than I could have done with her. I am not
like most young girls,

I have no confidants out of
my own home, and you know that Papa is uot the
most proper confident in 4ff things. So you see,

+ being obliged to go to some one, | have come to forco
| some sympathy from you.” ’

A deeper glow rose to the fair cheeks, as, aﬂ;er the

. half hesitating and apologetic preface, she prepared
. to pour into Ora’s ears, the story of her love and hap-
| piness.

The lips of her suffering hstener, grew more ashen
in their hue, but the blue eyes unclosed with a brave,
steady gaze upon the blushing face, and she forced
herself to listen calmly. j

“You see it has been a.long time since I bave
scen him—Guy, I mean-—and I was very much sur-

prised when he came last night. AHe had written us

from the West, but his letter never reached us. Two
years ago, hg. went across the Plaing to California,
and has justreturned. We were betrothed long be-

fore my mother’s death, but he never said anything
.to her or father about it particularly—I was so young.
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I knew that my father liked him, though I fear poor
mamma did not. She never seemed to have the con-
fidence in him that papa did; but she never said

‘anything to me about him, I was too young to think

of marrying, and I begged him to wait until he
returied, before much should be said in any way-

He consented and so it has stood. We corresponded - |
as regularly as possible,and I always had delightful §

lotters from him, dated from various places.

“I suppose he will want the marriage to .take
place now at an early day.” She went on = litile
" more hurriedly. “But I cannot bear the thought of

leaving papa and the children. They would miss
me. It is the only draw-back to my happiness. I
know they can never get along without me, and it is
“folly to think of it for 2 moment. No one could take
" my place, and Guy has set his heart upon my going
with him to a beantiful residence on. the Hudson,
some distance from town, I want your advice, dear
Mis. Meredith. What shall Ido? 1 have not given
Gay an opportunity to press his w1shes, as yet, but if
he should, what can I say to him in excuse for re-
maining with papa and the children ¥
Ora’s position was an extremoly dehcate and
" painful one, but she rephed gently, though Wxth an
effort. :
“ The sxmple trui;h, dear -Madelme. He cannot
gainsay your wishes, surely, when he knows that they
cannot do without you. No one else can fill your
place, since your mother is gone, and Ido not wonder
at the feelings of perplexity you express. I do not
lilke to advise upon so delicate a subject as’ this, but
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since you ask me, I confess I eaanot imagine how’
they could do without you at present.”
“I am sure they conld not,” returned the young girl

1 ~ in a tone denoting deep thought. She had appeared

lost in revery during Ora’s speech, and seemed only
to have caught the sense of the last words. Atlength
she added, rousing herself and speaking positively!
“It is not to be thought of. T will tell Guy that he
must wait longer. He may demur, but if I am- not
worth waiting for a while longer, I am not worth
having. . Still, I dread the task of telling him go.”
She dropped her head thonghtfully upon one hand, -
and Ora surveyed the sober face pityingly. “Oh,
Father,” she thought, *“surely thou wilt not let this
pure, sweet girl be sacrificed by wedding one like

him. Ah! help me to save her! I cannot bear to

think of it! What can Ido!”
A hasty sammons from Kate took Madeline har-

riedly from the room at this moment, and she did not

seo her again for several hours.
But she was not forgotten by the ever thoughtful

| -girl. A nice cup of tea and some toast came up;
“and every little while a messenger was sent to know - _

if she felt better.

All day Madeline’s cheeks wore the rich color it
had assumed during her little narrative of the morn-
ing, and her manner was shggy confused at times,
a8 if pervous with the, dredd she had expressed.

: Harry Clifton’s eyes shot rougmsh glances at her
o occasmnally, wlhich served only té increase her con-

fusion, seeing thh he at lagt forbore, and left her
in peace for the time being. The family all weit to
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church in the afternoon, accompanied by the two -

‘gentleman, and after their return, household matters
occnpied her till after dinner, which served to relieve
Madeline till evening, from the dreaded tete.a zaze,

_ At length, however, Hairy and the younger gentle-
man ptarted off to the smoking room to enjoy their
cigars, and Dr. Clifton betook himself to the Library,
The little girls went up to the nursery to have a romp
with Ada before bed tune, and the two were left
alone. :

1t was a moment longed for as much by one as
dreaded by the other, for he went up to her instantly,
caught her hand, then drew her close to his bosom
~ whero she, hid her faoe, now dyed to the forehead,
with crimson,

- “Ohy-Lina, how eruel you have been to me all thig

long day,” he said reproachtully. “I have been

dying to hold you here, where I have so longed, for -

two weary years, to fold you closs, close to my heart;
and yet you hold yourself aloof now that I have
come back, and given me no opportunity to say a
dozen words to you alone. TLook up, darling, and tell
me—do you love me now as whon wo parted? Are
yeu still mine ¢’

“ As ever, dear Guy,” she lifted her face from his
bosom and attempted gently to withdraw herself from
his arms. - “ You do not deem me capable of change,
I hope. Until I know you unworthy, you will cver
hold the first place in my heart above all others.”

“Then tell me why you have avoided me so scra-

pulously P he questioned holding her fast and again .

drawing her within his embrace. “1I bave even tried
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vainly to catch your glance to reassurc me. Last
night I fancied this sweet face, the face of an angel,
it was so radient with joy. To-day, however, I have
been almost tempted to believe myself deceived, you
were 8o cold and distant.”

“QOh, no! not distant or coId dear Guyl Only
perplexed.”

% And why perplexed ¥

She looked up frankly, and with a confiding sweet-
ness in her manner, beantiful to see, as she rephed

lowly.
“ Becanse I remembered that in the last letter I

-gver received from you, you told me when you came.

back, 1t ‘would be to claim me at onceé for your

wife—
“ And go I shall” he interrupted. I must have

R my bride now; without delay. Surély I have waited

long encugh. You do not méan to put me off a,rram,
do you Madeline ¥”

41 must, indeed I must”

* His brow clouded, and an expression of pam swept
over her face as she observed it.

“ And why must you? Explain Madehne You
profess-to love |me, and I cannot understand what can
come between us when this is so. Your father has
long known of our-attachment, and favors our union.
With mutunal love and his approyal, what excuse can -
you bring ¢

“Myi father 8 lonely hefplessness-——my sister’s need
of me. Guy, my mother is taken from us, you well
know, In my poor way,I have tried hard to fill her
place, and though I know how far short my efforts
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have fallen I still know that they wonld mss me

here, next to her, What could they do without me$

- Ah, Guy, I cannot leave them yet. My daty is here,

and 1 must not, selﬁshly pass over it, much as ['would -

like to gratify you.”

" % Gratify me!” his fone was almost scornful in its

bitterness, and Madeline looked at him, startled—al-
most affrighted. He put her from bim and strode
back and forth through the room.

“Oh,” he said hitterly, “ I had never expected thfs,
After-all this loug waiting, I came back to you, my
heart glowmg with happmess at the thought of call-
ing you mine. Then you como to me, and tell me
still to wait. Plead a duty another might perform,
and expect me to listen to it patiently I”

A low sob replied to this outburst, and he went
 quickly to the sofa where she had sank and cov-
ered her face with her hands to hide the tears she
could not repress,
~ “Torgive e, mdehne, if I pain you; but I can-

not bear the thought of again dragging through lone-
Iy, weary years withont you. The disappointment of
the moment made me forget myself, I did not mean
to wound you, darling. Tell me that you did not
‘mean it—that you were only trying me, to teal; my
love.”

« Ah, no Guy! - I am no trifler, you well know I
have faith in your love, and would gladly be your
wife to-moirow, could I leave my poor father, and
the darling children my dying mother conﬁde& to

my care. It pains me to disappoint you, Still I’

must do it. I have thought a ‘great deal about it,
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and the more I think, the more I feel the sense of
duty which binds me here. If I conld stay with them
after our marriage, it would be different, but that,you
have always given me to understand, I must not ex-
pect to do. Therefore the only way left me, is to say

f ¢ wa,xt until I can leave then safely. I cannot do it
|| now.”

The interview was long, and very painful to the
devoted girl whose love and duty were thus divided.
The lover became more earnest as she porsisted in
her refusal. He was angry and persuasive by turns,

but she remained firm, and they parted in mutual

trouble. Madeline carried an aching heart and tear
wet face to her pillow that night. Guy was angry and
impatient. He was both impulsive and selfish, and
could ill brook opposition to his wishes. In Madeline
he had expected to find a pliant subject, and her
firmness surprised and galled: him. He left her a
wild, gay and very loving girl. He came back to

. find her a strong, firm woman; with a depth .of
* thought and purpose. beyond his most extravagant
ideas. = He did not like the change. 'Woman, accord-

ing to his views, ought never to have a wish, except
throngh their husbands, and he wanted his W1fe to be
his slave,not his compamon on the footing of an equal,
with wishes and opinions independent of his own.
Strange as it may seem, on geflection, the world
claims a very large class of men &h the same ideas—

;much too large for the happmess of that portion of

the opposite sex, who are in every way fitted to
stand on an equal footing, morally and in an mtellec

‘tual sense of the word.
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Moxpay morning found Mrs. Merideth at her post,
but she looked pale and ill, so that her excuses for not

"“going below stairs, were readily accepted by all the

fariily. Unsuspecting, none except the ever watch-
ful Harry, could see a deeper motive in her with-
drawal, than to avoid meeting strangers while feeling
too ll to mix with society. But the one hasty glimpse
- of her pallid face and wild eyes on the announcement
.of the visitors, had roused his interest to an intense
degree. He know that there was cause connected
with them for the course she was pursning, and he re.
solved to fathom the mystery. His first attempt proved
futile. ‘ ' : :
X By the way Guy ” he had remarked to. Bartoni at

~breakfast, “you have been in S8t. Louis & great deal, .

Did you ever, when there, meet with a Mrs. Meridoth”
* Merideth? No, I cannot remember that I ever did.
Why do you ask ## o
“0, acasual question. My sister’s governess came
- from there, and having once, undoubtedly, moved in
the more refined circles of society, I thought you might
possibly have known her,” ' -

“T think not. I have mo reccollection df such a

person,” :
Convorsation changed to varions subjects, but had
little life in it.  Madeline looked sad thongh evidently
{G4) o o
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§ striving to appear cheerful. Bartoni was in no mood
| for talking more than politeness required, and the

Doctor was sober and thoughtfal. In the sad face of
hid child and the discontented one of her saifor, he

| read the difficnlty between them, and it distarbed his

ngual happy flow of spirits. He conld not see a cloud

j upon the beloved face of his devoted child without
f acute paiv ; and the very.cause of her sadness, en~

deared her to him but the more. In her self-denying
love, he saw a new beauty of character which exalted
her. An intense and proud admiration mingled with

the warm emotions of paternal ‘affection stirring in

‘'his bosom. Now more than ever, he felt how decp
| would be the loss, were she to go from his fireside.

The very thought brought a mist to his eyes which he

Drushed aside hastily to keep watchful eyes frorp ob.-

serving. :
After breakfast, Harry and Charles Lafarge, who
appeared the sole oxception to the general depression,

§ strolled off together, and the Dr. prepared for his

usnal round of professional visits. On leaving the

‘room, Bartoni had eraved a private interview, but he

felt himself unequal to it in his present state of mind,

f and put him off till his retarn. The lover submitted

with a bad grace, and went to his room, and kissing
thelittle girls, the Doctor sent themy up to their govern-
ose, diemissed the servants, and tugped to his danghter.

“ Well, my child, how is it? M¥istI give you away?”
* “No, no, dear papa! not now! I cannot leave you
and my darlings yet,” she replied eagerly, but in tear-
ful sorraw. I could not be so selfish as to think of
it.” ¢
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“Then I must tell Guy I cannot spare you? He
cannot be kopt long in suspense. You wish me to say
. to him when I grant him the interview promlsed that
I cannot give you up?”

- % Yes, dear father, it s my sincere wish., It dlB

tarbs. him very much, and I feel sorry to disappoint :

him; yet it must beso. Be gentle and kmd with him,

father, but be decided.”
¢ Suppose he will not take my refusal or resigus
Lis suit in consequence 3

“ Ah,no! he could not do that—at least, if he loves |

“me, he would rather wait than give me up,” she cried
_in a startled way. “If he could, his love wonld not
be the treasure I have deemed it.
such a thing of him.” :
The Doctor smiled. Such is woman’s devotlon
She will not helieve anything unworthy the object of
her love, till it is proved to her unmistakably !
“Well, my love,” he said aftera little pause. “I
will do as you wish, the more readily since I feel how
utterly miserable we should all be to lose you. Bat it
- pains me-to sec yon thus sacrificing yourselt for us.
We ought ta be more unselfish.

“ No, no, best, dearest of fathera! you have 1 never
beeu guilty of & se]ﬁsh thuw! It is my earnest wish,
I could not be. happv éven with him, and know that
you needed me, and I far away. Only try to soften
this disappointment for him, and my heart will be
lighter. He feels it so keenly!”

Hex eyes were full of tears, the lips quivering with
gmef Dr. Clifton drew her to his heart, ‘

~ “ My brave, generous, noble-hearted child!' How

I will not think
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can I ever repay such nnselfish devotion! God bless

. youl”

“Ah! He has. blessed me with a dear good
father, whose comfort is above all things, whose hap-
piness it is my joy and pride to promote.. How conld
Ileave you now, with these little, untrained chil-
dren on your hands? What eould you do with them ¢
He must wait til} Kate is old enough to take tpy’
place.”

The conterence of the afternoon was Iono- and trymo' ‘
to poor Madeline who waited in painful suspense to
hear the vesult. After her father and lover had been
closeted for an hour, they sent for her,—a summons
she obeyed in great fear.and trembling.

Both gentlemien looked up as she entered and the -
smiles upon their faces somewhat reassured her,

“ Come here my danghter,” said the Doctor pleas-
antly. *“We have made an amicable settlement of
this little matter, which needs only your eo-operation
to render it complete, Guy has consented to remain
with ug, and make this house his home, if* you will
name an carly day for the wedding, which leaves yon
still in the sameo position toward us, as heretofore,
What do you say ¥ - ‘.

She loaked at Guy, whose eyes pleaded for an affir -
ative response, and with a blush and smile, she Jaid
her hand in his. The old man Jreathed a deep sigh-
of velief. A load was taken fr8m his heart.

“Ah! this is as it should be! Now I can sec my
child happy, and haveallof yon withme! Bat, pussy,
you have no idea what a-vast amount of argument I
had to use to bring him round to my side of the ques-
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tion. Iam ous of breath, exhausted! T leave you to
punish him for his eraelty.”

So sdying, he took himself off, his face all aolow
with happiness and genial humor,
girl to his bosom and murmured,—

“8ee how much I love you, my Madeline! Igwe
- up the long cherished dream of years, for the joy of

calling you mine without delay. Now, darling, name
the day, and make the fime very short, for 1 cannot
bear to wait.”

Thus we leave them in the broad sunhght of re-
stored happiness; while we look in again upon our
herome
" The children had ﬂuug their, books aside for thie

“ day, aed bounded joyously away, glad to be free, and -

the teacher with a faint sigh of relief, closed her desk
and bowed her head upon it. She was very weary.
On this day, her duties had been more than usually
trying. She could not concentrate her thoughts upon
the work before her, and bring them from the dark
chaotic pool into which they were constantly flyingk
Agnes had observed her absence of mind and depres-
sion, but attributing it to illness, thought only of try-
ing to lighten her labors by more than usnal care;
while on the contrary, Kate and Mary seized their
advantage to become more careless and mischiovious
than ever.”

‘For a guarter of an hour, Ora sat still in her place,
the sunlight streaming in upon her hair, and lighting
it to a glorious radianée. . Bhe was o still, an observer
might have thonght her asleep, but for the occasional
- shudder that passed over the Blight frame.

PR

Guy clasped ther |

Agnes
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who had come Dback, stood seveml minatez by her
side, before she ventured to touch her arm and attract
her attention.

“ What is it, dear ¥ she asked looking up wearxly
“ Why have you come back instead of going to play
with the girls §”

1 could not go with them when you looked so sick.
and in trouble, dear Mrs, Merideth, I feel too sorry
to play.” ‘

The child’s carnest tones of sympa'thy touched the
troubled, longing heart of the woman, She drew her
to her gide with an impulse of strong affection.

o« *Dear little Agnes! gupposing I am sick, and in
trouble, what could you do for me? Go,darling, and
play. . Do not let a thought of me mar your pleasure.”

% Oh, please, dont send me from you. You know I
am not like them, and dont care to play as they do.
I had rather stay with you. Besides, I dont want to
go where I may see that man.” s

* What man do you mean,” asked Ora in surprise.
. “The tall,.dark man they call Guy Bartoni. He
makes me shudder whenever I look into-his cyes. T
fqgl dreadfully when I am where he is.”

" «Why, Agnes, what makes you Why should he
make you feel badly ¥

“Idonotknow. ButIam sure there is something
in it. - He is not & good man. Cpn you imagine how
people feel when a snake lookl’f:to their eyes and

charms them?* Well, I feal just 8o when he looks at

me, Oh, I cannot b&,a.r it!”
She shwerﬁ‘:d and drew closer to the slde of her
teacher.”
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“Dont talk so, my child. You do not know what
you are saying. "Mr. Bartoni is your guardian’s friend
and guest, and you must try to banish such groundless
faneies,” said Ora, concientiously striving to put aside
her own feelings and bring the child to'discard her
antipathy. But Agnes was strong in her expression
of loathing, and no power could remove her dread
and dislike.

For the first time, Ora obserwd that she held in her - §

hand & sheet of music. She took it from her and
looked at it. It was an air from Trovatore. -
“What are you doing with this, Agnes ¥’
“Prying to learn it. I was in the musie room just

now, but Icould not quite get it all right. Wont you
please show me how to sing this pall:?”

She pointed to a difficult part in the music, and
looked up wishifully.

“ Oertainly dear, but I'm afraid it is most too hard
What made you choose this piece ¥
< Because I liked it better than any other pxece I

know. It snits my feelings.”

« No, no, Aggie. . Dont say that It is too sad a

ery for this little child heart of yours to, understa.n% '

You mistake your love for musie,for sympathy Wit
the sentiment of the song. Oome, I will teach you.”
They went out together, and in a few moinents her
rich, full tones swelled out in the mest touching of
. Verdi’s matohless compositions. Ak ! Che La Mor-
te Ognora !” The child’s voice chimed in with hers,
clear, and sweet as a bell, with a promise in it present
‘power, of a glorious development in the future. Ora
was surpmsed She had often, obsewed her love for
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- musie, and noted with pleasure her rapid progress.

But never before ‘had such passionate feeling rung
through the child’s tones as thrilled her now.

“Oh! I know just how any one would feel to say
such words,” cried Agnes when they had finished.
‘I went to the Opera once with Madeline, and I cried
bitterly when this part was sung,”

She placed her finger upon the words—

C: Qut of the love I benr thee,
“Yield 1 my life for thee!
Wilt thou not think~—

Wilt thou not think of me?

k! fare thee well, my Leonora, fare thee wolly

“I conld: scarcely breathe! Oh, if one I love so
much, were to leave me, I should die!” and from the
earnest, passionate tones in which she uttered the .
words, Ora knew that she felt what she expressed.

“Ah me!” she sighed inwardly. % Poor, strongly”
loving, passionate little heart! What bitterness may
be in store for you, should you ever find one on whom
your affections may rest!”

‘At this moment Madeline came in upon them, wear-
ing a look of radient happiness. Ora’s heart beat
heavily,” What was coming now. Her prophetic
fears spoke but too traly.

“ Come, inte my room a little while, please” she
begged shppmg her arm a:.oungbflcr with loving con-

| fidence. 1 want to talk te you.”

For & moment Ora struggled with the feelings that -
threatened to overpower her. Then she bade Agnes
go down stairs and stay with the girls, and went away
with her eager companion,
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Madelin-é in the excess of her happiness, seated her,
and_threw herself in childlike abandon at her fee,
rdsting her fair face upon her lap while she clasped

both hands in hers, . .
“ Ak it is so nico to have somebody to talk to

when we are too happy to contain ourselves!  1am

g0 glad that I can make  friend of you, and not feel

that I am-losing my dignity by treating you as an
equal. For you are indeed my superior, in every re-
spect, and are so good and patient always, I must love
you. But, here [ am running on without saying what
I brought you to hear! I am so glad its all over.
Oh, I was so heart sick last night ; so sad and fearful
to-day! Guy was so disappointed and angry when I
told him that I could not leave my father, and said so
many bitter things.— He is so impulsive, he cannot
bear opposition. But he had a long talk with papa,
and now it is all right. He will stay here—all of us
ean live together, and I can be with my dear charges
till they no longer need me! 'Ah! I'am so glad. I
have had to make him a promise for an early wedding
i consequence of his yielding to papa’s request to
stay hero, and we are tobe married early in the spring.”
She did not see the deathly hue of the face abové
her, and was too absorbed in her own thoughts to note
the trembling of the fingers threading her hair. .And
so, while the pale lips closed in mute .agony, repress-
ing the cry that rose from her heart, the young girl
went on with her story, telling her of the plans formed
for future happiness, and the many glorious prospects

spread out before them, : o
It was quite dark ere she had done and rose to go

-
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below, so that she did not see the strai!ned look of
suffering upon the faco before her, in the dim light,
and -she left her, unconscious of the misery she had.
awakened, . ' ‘

On separating from his b\etroihed_, Guy had gone up
to his room, his thonghts' divided between plessure
and diseontent. Could good Dr. Olifton have Jooked
into tho man’s heart, and seen the secret motives which
prompted hig actions, he would have shrank shudder-
ingly from committing his child to the care of such a
being.

Bartoni, was a8 his name indicated him, of Italian

‘ descer}t. His father was a native of Italy, coming from
| a family of great wealth and influence. Heo boasted a

long line of titled ancestry, of which he was very
proud, but his father had fallen in love with the coun-
try in which he took a fancy to travel, and onie of her.
fair daughters captured his affections, He married in
New York and died shortly after the birth of his only

-son, 'Mrs, Bartoni remained with her relations after.

his death, and as the boy grew up, gave all her atten-
tion to his education. She wasa very kind, indulgénb
mother, and the strong passions transmitted from
father to son, made her at an early period of his life,
the slava to his wishes and whims. And so, growing,
up-thus ancontrolled and nurestrained by steady hands,:
at twenty, he was as wild and wislfal as it was.péasi: :
ble-for him to be. Nothing biit a strong element of |
pride in his nature, saved him from open recklessness,
Shortly after his twentioth birthday his mother died,:

- dnd the funeral rites were scarcely ended, ere he left
_ the city for parts unknown, (

7
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Two years passed away, and he came back, A
change had come over him. He was less wild, more
steady and manly than heretofore, and his friends grew
very hopeful over this good omen,
pired to change the favorabloe light in which he suc-
ceeded in placing himself, and when he saw Madeline
Clifton, and songht to  engage her interest, the Dr.
had quietly suffered it, feeling that he was safe in
doing so.

8till we have scen the course she had pursued, and
know how it was that the marriage did not take place
at the time,  She pleaded her youth, and won his
promise to wait in silenco. He went to California in
the interval, but of that portion of his life during hie

" gbsence, no one knew anything beyond what was sur-
miged from his letters. This, however proving eatis-
factory, no one sought to know more.

In returning, he had brought with him a friend,
- Charles Lafarge, who he said, had shared his wandex-
ings:amid strange scemes. They were inseparable.
He spoke glowmgly of his position, possessions and
talents, and the bright, handsome face of the stranger
did ‘the rest, Three days had not passed, ere he be-

* eaine a general favorita.

Wo have said that Bartoni sought his room, his
mind divided between pleasure and discontent. The -

* grim smile upon his dark features certamly betokened

satisfaction as he threw himself upon a lounge and

tossed the masses of raven hair away from his iaee,

mnttermg half andibly 1~

% Pretty sure thing, thongh ! Guess T can stand the
terms for a while, when the bird is eafe in my bands.

Nothing trans- .

disappointed.
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Leave my. sdt & little time to transfer it to a cage of my
own choice; when the -old man’s purse strings have
yielded handsomely to my wants. By Jupiter, Made-
line ¢s a handsome—yes, a queenly girl; but duced if
I dont take some of the spirit out of her when she is
safoly my own. I yield now! We'll see who gives

| in six months hencel”

And it was to this man, Dr, Clifton was. about to

give his Poarl boyond price! To this man she had

given her sweet, pure love!l

Suddenly upen the stillness, broke strains of rich,
entrancing wmelody. With the first notes, he started
to a sitting posture and listened mtently, scarcely

“moving till the last tones melted away in-the stillness,

Then ho breathed heavily and exclaimed! .
“There can be but one voice on earth like that!

‘Burely, I would know it amongst & thousand'! Yet'

how absurdly I am talking! II; were impossible for
her to be here. But who is it, then? -Ah! I have it!
The Governess! I 1emember a ¢child’s voice accom-
panying hers. Besides I heard the family speak of
her glorious voice. ' No wonder. - But what a won-
derful resemblance. I could almost have sworn that
it was Glendora’s.”

He heard Madeline’s voice as they came out of the

f music room and went down' the corridor and eager
| for a glimpse at the stranger’s faceplooked cautmusly

, however, to catch

through the door. He was ool

“snything but a glimpse of the two lorms as they dis-

appbared in Madeline’s chamber, and turned away

“She iz a

“I mast be mistaken,” he muttered
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visitor, doubtless, I cannot think of Madeline on such
familiar terms with the childrens’ governess! I must
_ﬁnd out who she is.”

" This little incident awakened anew train of thought
which he indulged, pacing slowly back and forth
throngh his room till the servant came in to light the

"gas. Then he took from his trunk materials for writ-
' ing, and remained thus engaged, till summoned to tea.

On going below, he glanced around as if expecting
to see some one. Madeline observed it with a look
of inquiry, and he said smiling: .

- T thonght you had a visitor. I heard sueh sweet
- music a little while since, I was tempted to hope for a
repetition. Who was the fair songstress ¥

«“That was Mrs. Meredith. She does sing very
sweetly. 1 do not wonder yon were charmed. I
never hear her sing withont tears springing to my
eyes.  Her-expression is matchless. She makes you
feol overy word she utters, and evidently feels them
 more keenly herself. I would give anything for her

musical talent.”

~4Or an equal portion of your own” laiighed he1
father, *How is she, my daughter? I have not seen

her to-day. She was complaining yesterday
“Somewhat better, I think, but far from well. She
has been in the schoolroom all day, and looks pale
and tired. I hope she wont get iti, from over exer-
tion.”
Guy looked surprised. He could Dot understaud
the deep fnterest expressed in & mere governess, much

less the close intimacy of his affianced bride with one

ocoupying so inferior a position.

ORA, THE LOST WIFE. 77

“She must be a prodigy,” he remarked somewhat
dryly, ‘to elicit such praise and awaken such interest.
Who is she §”

*The lady of whom I spoke the other morning, as
a fovmer resident of St. Louis” said Harry in reply,
without waiting for others to speak. She appears to
be creating a commotion. Father and sister 'Mad :
were her sworn allies from the beginning ; Kate and
Mary soon succumed to her charms, Little black eyed,
tornado Aggie, was harder to manage. She was
never known to love anybody in her life, but after &
certain time, there was war between two opposing
forces. The governess proved the stronger of the two
and brought the little rebel to terms most extraordlj
nary. She now worships her very footsteps. Iam
the only unconguered reprobate of the family I believe
and am patiently waiting my turn.” ’

He spoke lightly, but he knew he was mterestmg
his auditor by the expression of his face, and hoped
thus to catel & clue to the mystery he was endeavor-
ing quietly to solve.

“ Why, really, sir,” observed Mr, Lafarge, “ your
governess becomes quite a heroine. Does she asso-
flate with the fawily # T am becoming curious to see
er,

This was what Harry wanted. Hoe h0ped thus
without seemying to desire it, to brigg about a meetmg, |
Dr, Clifton farthered his wishey finconsciously.

“We will ask her to como down, if she feels able, -
and favor us with some masic. 1 enjoy her smgmg;
very much, and have a proof that you will, also Guy
by yom remark a few moments since, Ml Lafarge’
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has yet to judge from personal knowledge, if' it is to
his taste.” '

T ghall certainly be glad of the opporfunity,” re-

turned the gentleman. ‘¢ You quite interest me.”
Alittle silence fell upon the party gathered round
-the board, broken at length by a cry that startled
them as by the.shock of an earthquake, it was so wild
‘and piercing. It came from above, and Madeline
without apology sprang through the door and darted
up the stairway. The cries continned, proceeding
from Ora's room. Dr. Clifton followed more slowly,
Harry remained with the guests, in breathless sus-
- pense to learn the canse of the alarm, -

The scone presented to Madelino’s view on entering
the chamber, was one of wild confusion. Ada sat
sereaming in childish tetror upon the floor, while her
nurse supponted the head of the fallen mother upon
her lap. Ora lay pale and still as if death had smit-
ten her with one blow from the fair scenes of life, a
erimsou stream pouring over the purple lip and stain-

ing the carpet by her side. Agnes stood over her
wil:h locked hands and rigid features. Terror and
anguish had deprived her of speech after the first wild,
agonized screams that had brought the famﬂy to the
seenc.

*¢Oh, Father of mercies!” ¢jaculated the fml as she
hastily bent ‘'over the prostrate form. “What is this ¢
How did it happen?  Tell me,some of you. Can you
speak, Agnes? Father, father, come quickly!”
~ “Here I am” eaid the Dr. entering. “Why, what

does thismean ? Ali! a hemorrage! Help me, daugh-
ter, to lift her on the bed. Hold up her head nurse,
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till I can lift her in my arms, There, that. is
right.”’

They laid her on the couch, and with great prompb~
nesd, the old man applied restoratives. A crowd was
ronnd the dvor. He ordered every one kept out, and
enjoined quiet. ’

“Kate and Mary, go down stairs my children, and
nurse, take that child from the room. Agaes, go with
them. Go, Madeline, and seud John to me fo get
what I want, Tell them down stairs that it is not
anything very serious, I hope. Then come back to
me. Above all, do keep things quiet. I hate such
confusion.”

His orders were obeyed plomptly by all save Agnes,
Shie erept into the shadow of the curtainsand remained
like a statue, hor acute senses alive to every word and
action that might indicate hope or despair,

Tu a shork time the hemorrage was stopped and the
sufferer opened her eyes la.nﬂ'mdiy -The Dr. bade her
be guiet in very kind tones ; told her that her recovery
depended on her silence, ani strove to re-assure her
by his manner, in every way. A look of glatltude
swept over the white face, and a mist obscured the

“dark orbs, but she remained perfectly still as he di-

rected.

Then from Jane, the girl's story, as repeated to
Madeline after being sent ou!;)a learned how itall
happened .

After giving Ada her supper, she had carried her
into her mother's room to undress and put her to bed.
She thought the lady looked very pale as she lay upon

~ the soia. but as she was always pale, she had not paid
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‘particular attention. Ada had clambered wp for a
kiss where she was lying, and Mrs. Merideth raising
herself to a posture more Buited to her efforts, sud-
denly pressed her hand over her bosom as if in acute
pain. A fit of coughing followed, and she got up
and started acrosg the room toward the dreé%iug table,
When about mid way, she paused, nttered a faint ery,
and fell to the floor as if dead—the blood pommo-
from. her mouth in a stream.

The first ery of alavm, was from the girl, and had .
attracted Agucs who had never left the Music Room.

The child’s screams had reached the dining room and
brought Madeline and the Dr. to the spot.

‘Toward midnight, a barning fever set in. Made-
line who had-iusisted on watching the sufferer the first
part of the night, summoned her father who shook his

head uncasily. He did ot like the.symptoms. As-

he feared, a dangerous illness ensued which threatencd
o termiuate the existence of the patient,

CHAPTER VIIL

A wrex had passed away since the incident which
had occurred to disturb the regular routine of life in
the Clifton Mansion. The morning after the catastro-
phe, the visitors left, cutting their visit much ghorter
than they had expected to do under the circumstances
prevailing. The portion of Guy’s relations with
whom he wag on intimate terms, were absent on a
European tour, Those still in town, had been es- -
tranged from him by an old, boyish freak, leaving him
undef the necessity now, of going to his own lonely
regidence on the Hudson or taking up lodgings. in a
Hotel. He preferred the latter, and on Tuesday after-

-noon both himself and friend were snugly installed at

the A——, where they intended to remain until the
return of his aunt’s family, who were expected home
in a few weeks, 4

Dr. Clifton was unremitting in his care of the inva-
lid. Madeline devoted.. But she lay scorched with -
fover and wild in delirium. The hearts of: the watchers'

‘ached with the piteous wailings that issued from the

parched lips of the sufferer. Sopetimes they were
startled by the wild bursts of agény that escaped her,
and incoherent ravings‘of{ a murdered child, She.

seemod to fancy herself tho mother of a beantiful

boy, for whose life she pleaded in pdssionate vehe-

" mence. Then she would wail ont that he was dead

(81).
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and that ,hefr heart was broken. Often she fancied

herself in a wilderness, with her child in her arms,

helpless to get out. She would call upon friends to

" come to her, and save her. ‘Then she was whitling . §

over strange lands, and amid strangers. But all this
was so wildly confused, no clue could be gained as to
a fixed meaning, and they termed it but the distor-
tions of a fevered, unsettled imagination.

- On the sixth night, Dr. Clifion pronouﬂced a crisis

at hand. A young Iady friend who lived next door,
. kindly shared the anxious vigil, and the three forms
of ‘the watchers tooked like so many statucs, as the
hour of midnight approached. Madeline sat upon
the side of the conch, her eyes bent upon the pale,
thin face. Dr. Clifton beside the bed clasping one
tiny hand, his fingers on the faint, flutfering pulse.
Miss Gerhard sat a little apart, but wearing an ex-
pression of anxious interest awakened by the many
enthusiastic praises she had heard from Madelme
and the children, of their lovely governess.

With a low moan the sick woman tossed up her
hands and an expression -of scorn and anguish swept

+. her features. The great dark blue eyes fixed as if

" upon some hated object, and blazed resentment as
she broke forth passionately. {

-« Away sir, and never dare to speak to me again!,

The very gound of your voice is pollution! I would

- have you know, sir, that lonely as I am, neglected,

scorned, if you will, I am still able to defend myself
~*from insult, and will do it. Go from me this fnstant.”
Dr. Clifton looked up quickly at his daughter whose
* face was the picture of angelic pity.. He was begin-

: culhes
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ning to sec more than the more imagces presented
throngh the medinm of delirinm, while she was still
blinded by ignorance. A rememberance of her
brief history before she came to them, connected

‘this fragment with it, vaguely, it is true; but still

dbﬁnitely enough to convince him that she was re-
tracing in feverish paths, the footsteps trodden in
her past life, ,

“ Aly” she again murmured—now gadly and bro-
kenly “Edward, Edward! but for you, 1 had never-
been thus exposed to insult and wrong. Oh, what
has come over you—where is your pride and self-

respect, thus to leave me to struggle alone with diffi-
!77

" The revelations were becoming too marked. and
painful, and the good old physician administered a
potion hastily, to quiet her ravihgs, while Madeline
with a soft sponge, gently bathed the white brow -

from which the beautiful hajr was tossed back in

luxuriant waves and scattered upon the pillow. They
could not bear to sover this wealth of beauty from
her head, and bad striven with all care to save it,suc--
ceeding by keeping napkins, wet in ice Water, laid

over the hot brow.

In a few.moments she became quiet and Ia; till.
A gray pallor slowly crept over the featureﬁ; d the
scarlet lips gradually grew p The Dr’s eyes were
riveted upon her face.  Madbline was trembling with .

 the great fear that swelled-her heart. - The shadow

of Death was upon the beautiful form. Wonld it

- settle there, and still it to eternal slumber ¢

-Whiter, whiter grew the pallid face. It looked like

PR
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a pure sculptore of parian marble in its immovable
beauty, The large eyes were but half vailed by the
long, dark lashes, and the little hands lay limp and
cold across her bosom. Ah! surely the dread De-
stroyer was at his workl A moment more, and it
would be finished !

“Oh, papa | will she dief—is she dead ¥’ breathed
the temﬁed girl almost itaudibly. {

He placed his ear to her heart. It beat faintly:
An almost imperceptible respiration moved the linen
over her bosom. But the faint spark of life was so

uncertain, he scarcely dared reply, and sho took it .

for granted that she'was already dead. Bowing her
face upon her hands she wept silently.

Several moments passed away. A deep inspira-
tion heaved the bosom wherein the-faint heart still
throbbed lowly. Then the breath become more full
and strong. - A steady inspiration followed that heavy
sigh, and slowly, very slowly, the color, like the deli-
cate tint of a seashell, dawned upon the cheeks and
lips. The eyes closed in.a natural repose, and a gen-
. tle perspiration stood upon the forehdad. With in-

" ‘tense interest, the physician watched -the dawning -

of a new life, gs it were, and as it increased, a glow
‘of deep satisfaction settled upon his kind face.

“Safe!” he ejaculated. - Look up, my danghter;,

I thick the danger past.”

- A low murmur of thankfulness responded. The
generous girl had come to love the quiet, sorrowing
‘womad, with 8 love almogt beyond her own under-

standing. The restoration of her life at a moment.

when she thought her gone forever, was to herloviog
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‘heart, like a special boon from the divine sonrce of

all mereies. Thankfully she bowad ker head again,
uow in earnest prayer.

Half an hour later, Madeline prevailed spon her
father to retire. Ora slept peacefully, and after pre-
paring a place,in an adjoining chamber communica-

. ting with the one they now occupied, for Miss Ger-

hard, she turned the gas to a twilight, and eo{ﬂy laid
herself beside the invalid.

She did not try to sleep. Noththstaudmg her
father’s assurance of ‘the speedy recovery of their
charge, she feared a change, and lay wakefully ob- -
servant.

Sometime passed away, and at Iength she closed
her eyes in utter weariness. The watching of the
past week, had worn her very much. Yet the attend-
ant excitement of the vigils, had prevented her feel-
ing it so keenly as she felt it now. She was nearly

. falling asleep unawares, when a faint movement af

the foot of the couch, caused her to look up. Fora
moment the vision that arrested her gaze, caused the
blood to circle icily about her heart.

A tiny figure stood there, a loose ﬁowing robe of
white falling abount it, while long, waving curls floated .
over the little shoulders. A pairof large, eager eyes
rested npon the two figures atretched upou-the bed
shining like stars in the dim Leht.

% Adal my child! what bsbught yon here, darling?”
- Bhe rose quickly, and took the little form in"her
.a.rms The child was shivering with cold, but was
@ery qniet; submitting herself passively to her em-
brace. Fearing to waken the sleeper, Madeliné took
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her to the far side of the chamber, near the stove,
and wrapped a warm shawl around the chilled limbs,
“Tell,” me, darling, she repeated. “How came

you-to leave your nurse? What brought you here? -

“Ada couldu’t sleep,” said the child pitiously,
“Ada wanted mamma.”

“ Dear little angel! God has kindly spared your
mamma. You shall have her again, pleaso Heaven |
But you ought not to come out here in the cold at
this time-of night. Why could not you go to sleep,
baby ¢ ' S '

“ Mamma said Ada must never sleep till she had

- 8aid her prayers, and Ada did not say them to night.
_ Jenuy was cross, and covered her up before she

could say them. Where is my mamma? I want my

»

. mamma [ :

“Poor childI” cried Madeline. *It caunot see its

- mdmma to-night. You shall see her to-morrow, dar-

ling. Come! Maddy will take you back to bed,
and hear your prayers. Then you must go to sleep,
and when it gets light, you may come in here and
see your mother, my pet.” '

“No, no! Ada wants to stay. Let Ada go to mam-

ma now i

She looked toward the bed, and held out her arms
pleadingly. Her little lips quivfred a8 if about to

. cry, and Madeline trembled lest she should startle

thesick mother with her sereams, She was perplexed

 bitrove to soothe her with promiges, which the lit..

tle one-utterly refused. :
“If 1 take you to mamma, and let you kiss

will you then go back with me to the nursery ¢ «ghe-

- get well now, thank God,
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questioned, The child’s face lighted gladly as she
replied : ' .

“Qh, yes, let Ada kiss mamma |”

She took ler in her arms, and crossed the room
quictly, whispering her to. be very still, The child’
was carried to her mamma, and looked in wishful
hesitation at the thin face lying before her. Then
she spread her little aris to clasp her neck in glad
impulse, forgetful of all, save that she was with hor
mother. - Madeline drew her back in alarm, and a
ery of disappeintmentgbroke from her lips.

Ora’s eyes opened quietly, and gazed upon the two
fignres—one face marred by grief and disappoint-
ment—the other with alarm. She recognized them
instantly, and a faint smile broke over her featuresas - -
she tried to speak. ' ' '

“Baby! poor baby. It wants its- mother,” she-
breathed weakly. “@ive her to me, Madeline.”

Fearing to do more harm by opposition than com-
pliance, the gentle nurse laid the child on the spot
indicated by the mother’s eyes, and with a.cry of
satisfaction, she nestled her bright head against the

tender bosom, and clagped her neck with both arms,

Ora looked up gratefully murmuring, N
“Poor little baby ! she cant do without m ave
I been gick long? I am so weak.” -
“Not.very long. About Da‘.{eek, But you will
e quiet, though, dear
Mrs. Meredith., you must not talk. ShallI take Ads
away ¥ ® D
“Nogno., Let her stay.. She will not disturb me:-
How much trouble we must have given you all.”
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“No indeed! Dont think of it. And now you
must not talk. - Go to sleep, and if Ada needs atten-
“tion, I will take care of her, Now I will lic down
‘with yor both.” *

There were foew hours left for rest, but ere day

dawned, Madeline slept heavily besxde mother and
child. Ada went to sleep without a word or move-

ment, her little longing heart at rest! No one had
ever dreamed that every night the poor chill had

stood gilently by the door in “her little white gown, -

vainly hoping to get in, and #hat the nurse, waking
and missing her, had sought and carried her back,
chilled to numbness, to her little crib.  The girl was
afraid to tell, lest she should be censured for want of
. watchfulness, and it was long ere they learned how

‘the yearning baby heart had suffered thus silently in
. unchildlike patience.

- would shield the Past from pr{ing eyes.

OHAPTER IX.

Sprmva had come, bright and beautifal, and Ora
with her wan spiritual face, began to look, forward
gladly to the green freshness of earth, hoping to regain
health and strength with the genial sunshine and the
fragrance of flowers. Charles Lafarge in company
with Guy Bartoni, had frequently called at the house
since ker illness, but she had no difficulty in avoiding
them while yet an invalid. Now she was resuming

.the old routine of duty, but studiously refused to par-
- ticipate in the social arrangements, as heretofore.

Madeline expostulated ; but she said : -
“Tndeed, I feel so weak and poorly fitted for socie-
ty, I had rather keep my owii room. You are very
good, I know, and I'thank you. But think, dear Mad-
eline, of what possible advantage can it be to me to -
be seen- with you by your friends, treated in all re-
spects one may say, as an equal ¢ They will wonder
who aid what I am, where I come from, and al] about
me. The apparent equality, will ronse curiosity that
I prefer to avoid. My life?! been painful, and I
I cannot help
it if I am over sensitive. Suffering has made me so -
however. Let me be, sweet little friend, except such
times as when you are alone. Then I will join you
at your meals, My evenings I wonld like always to

gpend alon% )after Ada goes to sleep.  When you have
8
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company, pray dont thmk of my ]oulmg you at any
time.” - \
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* . This was more than she had ever said of herself

s

"« for-me than my merits,

directly, since she had been with them, and Madeline

drank it—eagerly. She was alive with interest since: | _ ¢ _ ©
4 wonder at your scvere seclusion, and said he missed

# you. Furthermore, he commissioned me to bring you
4 outof your ‘burrow,’ as he termed it.” The Teacher’s

the illness wherein so much that was wild and fright-
ful had been murmured, and she longed for the history
of the governess, more than anything else on earth,

ked her father to explain if he could, -
Once she had asked her P B ance.came back to her eyes Madeline had seen on the

night when he suggested the stage as a more lucrative
§ profession. Sherecoiled at having reopened the wound

 patient, love, and perhaps she wxll sometime explain . afresh, and hastened to change the conversation.

and he replied gravely : “ My child, what I know, I
am not at liberty to tell. She has suffered; but I be-
lieve her pure as an angel—almost as. good. DBe

herself, more than I could tell you,”
 And it was with this Hope increased that she now
heard: the words Ora dropped casnally. It shone
* brightly, wistfally from her eyes as she regaaded her.

“You must do as you like, of course, but we feel
too much interest not to wish to have yom with us
more, and to have others know you. They wonld not

‘feel surprised at our regard, could they know you as
we do.” ' .

“« Ah, yon are too flattering,” was the grateful, play-
ful response. Yet a look of trouble flitted instantly
over the thin face, and she turned her eyes upon the
young girl in halt sorrowful ingquiry.

“ Wimt do you know of me to make yon love me?

T am not good; I am not very social or lovable in any
paltlcuhr way ; your own generous heart does more
“In fact I have given you a
grefit deal of tronble, and little else.
just why you arc all 50 good to me.”

# s0 poignant,
§ during ber illness, was swept away by a single sen- -
. tence.
§ guard at the door to aim at her some poisonous shaft
 the very mowent she should merge from the shelter-
- i ing precints of her own domain. '

family and special friends, or to

I dont kpow -
s J sought to place her.

01
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“Come; you shall uot depreciate yourself, Nor
will I pamper your vanity,” she added playfully, “by
enumerating the virtues that make us love yon. Big
seriously, I want you to be with: us more. Even
Harry, who is the oddity of our household, expressed

brow flushed hotly, and the old light of angry disturb-

It was nof, however, a memory of that insult that

disturbed her, but the knowledge that he still pursned

her with that spirit of annoyance which was growing
The faint hope that he had forgotten it

She knew wellthat the household enemy stood

Madelinc Jett her, feeling both pain and disappoint-
ment. A long conversation failed to win her over to
her wishes in rogard to general intercourse with thé
ain any confidence:

from her whatever, relative tg™hor past life, beyond

| what she had said. Madeline was generons to a fzmlt

and not-over worldly in her'mind, Had she been, slle

| could never have expected society.to regard their gov-

erness in the favorable light in which she so lovingly
She did not stop to ask the rea-
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)
son why people would not accept: as an equal one
occupying a subordinate position, even though she
- ight be considéred as such, and so treated in their
,-owan family, Ora, gitted accomphshed toa.high degrce,
noble in her nature and trie womanly prineiple, was
to society nothing, while she combined with these

qualities poverty and gelf dependence which made it
# and unapproachable than previously.
4 avoid'me? I have not seen you to speak half a dozen

nécessary for her to labor for her bread.

Later in the day, accident threw her face to face
with Harry Clifton as she passed from her own room
to one on the floor above on some trifling errand.
She flushed deeply, then paled. She could not look
upon her enemy, as she had gradually learned to.con-
~sider him, wholly unmoved. But drawing her slight
form up hanghtily, she wounld have passed with acold
" nod, had he not interposed to stay her progress.

He held out & hand to her with a frank pleasing
gestme, while his handsome face lighted as if with
genume pleasme

““ How nice it seems to see you'ount again, Mrs.
. Meredith,” he exclaimed. “I declare, the house be-
gan to assume a faneral-like aspect while you were
ill. You are growing stronger now thouglh, and we
all hope to see you in your accustomed places again,
I cannot fell you how we miss your little quict fignre
amongst us. Yon are keeping yourself too close en-
tirely. Come ont now, and have exercise with us.”

“ Thank you, sir.” Bhe returned po]itely but with
a tinge of coldness she could not melt, in her tones,
N You are kind, but I am still mdmposed 101 soclety
where 1 can avoxd it” :

He-looked at her keenly.

¢ That woman is a riddle I will solve yet.
§ zles,—she interests me strangely with her beautiful
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“TIsec,” hesaid blantly, “ You have never forgiven
me for that rude speech of mine. May I ask it now #”
“ There is no need, Mr, Clifion. I never remember
such trifles to any one's prejudice and had nearly for-)

{ gotten the circumstance entirely.”

“Then what is it} You do not like my society, and
since yon have recovered, are more persistently cold
Why do you"

words gince you left your room to resume your school
duties, ’
Ora evaded a direct 1ep1y, and with an CXCUsE, -

forced her way past him and left his presence. e

lovked after her, the light on his face chanfrmu' to one -
of deep dlspleasme ,

“By the Lord,” he muttered under hts breath,
She puz-

face and haughty manner. Il solve that mystery
around her, or my head shall lose its cauning. Iow
she tantalizes me! Gentle, loving and teude1 to all’
others—I have seen it! To me, cold as ice and shar P, -
as steel, Here is metal worth trying. Let me pwve
it and see if it is true thronghout.” ,

He went'down stairs, took his hat from the stand in
the hall, and went out upon the street.

It ‘was warm and bright,without, and the stleats
were thronged. He had not gone far when he met

~Guy and Charlie, as he now familiarly called the lat-

ter. His grecting was warm and really joyous.
“Halloé¢! T'm glad fo meet you, gentlemenl” he
said extending to each a hand. “ Qut sunping your-
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selves, eh? Beantiful day, isn’t it. What a lncky
+ follow I am to have met you just here. It is near by,
and T have just got some paintings home I want you
to look at. Come round and give me your opinion of
them.” _

“ With all the pleasure imaginable,” respo:nded'

Guy. Oharlie acquiesced readily, and the three pro-
ceeded to Dr. Clifton’s. o -
Madeline was out, and they went up to-the gallery
of which the family were justly prond. Iaintings were
Harry’s especial passion, and he never lost an oppor-
" tunity to incrense the store already collected so happily
in the long room where the lights and shadows fell
upon them so advantageously. o
Sometime passed in their examination and criticism.
Ghy's taste was fine, and his remarks very diserimina-
ting. Leaving them for a moment on 8 slight pretext,
Harry lightly descended by a private stairway, camo
ont in the hall leading past the music room and en-
tered one beyond, as if on some errand. The one
glance directed within, showed him the young teacher
in a far corner, selecting some music, with Agnes by

#
her sidé. He knew it was her usual bour for giving

her pupil a lesson in vocal music, and had made hie .
‘B previons oceasion.  Guy and Oharlie stood as if rooted

calenlations nicely. In a moment he returned to the

‘gallery. .
« Well, have you done here, Guy? How do you

like the collection as a whole, You are a good judge.

Tell me frankly.”

“]t cannot be surpassed in any privato gallery in
New York,” was the reply, made from honest convie-
tion. “Some of these are of the grandest and ravost
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| works to be fonnd. T eannot express the appreciation
4 I feel of their, great value.”

“Thank you, Guy. Your compliment is very grati-

§ fying. - I have one more Ishould like to show you. It
§ hangs in the music roowm, and represents a young girl

seated by a stream near the base of the Rocky Moun-

| tains, playing upon a Harp., It looks strangely out
# of place lere, but the workmanship is superb. A long
8§ line of emigrant’s wagons and large groups in the back
ground of rough looking men and women, explain her
§ presence, but she appears set apart by her dress, habits
l and exceeding beauty from the others. Come and see
g it.” ‘ ‘

| . '
He led the way, and the others followed with inter-

est to see the pictare. At the threshold Harry slighty
j pansed to say: '
“Pardon, Mra. Meredith. I am going to show .

these gentlemen a painting that is here. We will not
long intrude.” T

He turned toward' the painting as he uttered the
apology, but his glance never quitted her face for an
instant as she lifted her eyes frou the pile of musi¢ on
a stand beside her, and encountered the- strangers.
Then he ¥aw her pale and grasp for breath ason a

to the spot. Tho former took a few hasty strides for-
ward * Glendora! Can it be,l;.w'i?'br Heaven’s sake how
came you here?’ e

Ilis face was as pale as hers,—his eyes wild and
full of passionate light. Harry took it all in with an
inward ;exultation admirably covered by a show of
extreme surprise. A ‘

i
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“So you are acqumnted after all,” hie exclaimed. § . . . . ,
& cion on the fair fame of a woman.,
~ “Why, Mrs. Meredith, how is all thns? I should have | now, but it is just to you to say that e is no fit in-

8 mate for this houso, and I krow it.”

" thought you wonld have recognized Mr. Bartoni when
you saw him before.”

The first deep, sharp, bitter sting of the wound was
. . There
Anger at the perpetrator of the mis- | nan’s tones were full of indiguation ; but neither Ora

chief was the best remedy she conld have had for-the fj Guy had womP whiter faco than his at that mo-

gaping wound. She turned a sca.thmg glauce upon B | ¢

8 planted a d hi !
“Did I ever. profess not to know hlm, Mr. Olifton? § agger in his own heart which ho dreamed

" But §

over now. The deed was hopelessly done.
was 1o escape.

 him as he atood before her.

You: never asked me if he was known to me.
had you not done what you have to-day, it would have

words to say to you, sir,” she said firmly and with icy
. dignity, and turning with haughty mien to leave them.
No one strove to detain her.
blow upon the two visitors and the poor vietim.
Harry saw his advantage, and for the time being, was
elated with his snccess.
- Guy turned and strode rapidly to a window, where
_ he stood for several moments in deep thought. He
was evidently disturbed to an intense degree, but in a
few moments he came back looking serions—almost
sad. ‘ o
« Harry, is that the governess of whom I have heard
so much? Is that your sister’s and my betrothed’s
bogom fiiend. Tell-me that it is not so §*
“But it igso! Why? For Heaven’s sake, expla.m

_ this mystery !”

Bartoni turned again and stroda heavily over the
ﬂoor Then he came back and said regretfully:

§ he paid huskil
been batter for all concerned. Guy Bartoni, I have no 14 hnsklly.

The incident fell like a B
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“ Harry, I am the last man on earth to cast Buspi-
I would net do it

ORA, THE LOST WIFE.

His glance bore a deeper significance than his
words. -
“ Good Heaven’s! Can it be posslble'" The young

He had gone too far, and without knowing it,

not of till he felt the sting of its wound.
“Guy! this mﬁr.tter must be fully explained now,”
¢ This is no time for false modesty

or quibling. You must tell both my- father and my-

| self what you know.”

“Is not my word sufficient, Harry? 1have said she
is no fit inmate for this house, and my friend, Charles

t Lafarge will bear me out in the sssertion, if you need
j farther evidence than this.” - -

His tone was cold and offended.

* Psrdon me Guy. I do not mean to doubt your
word, but it is not enough. Tell me all—when and
where you knew her. I may be excused my perti-
nacity under the circumstances. She has long beenan
inmate of the house, favored by the family as one of
ns,and I would know whom we have thus favored, in
aII the paltxculara ” < ?

“You ars pertinations, trul‘y,” gaid Guy, annoyed C

beyond his patience. o had gone as far as he wish-
ed, but he was now compelled beyond his limit. * But
since you wish if, I will tell yon that I met her in a
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Southern City, where she appeared to be in extreme

want, Iknow nothing of her history beyond the fact

. that she was separated from her: husband. I eannot
affirm the cause, tho’ evil minded people might easily §

constrne it in an uncharitablé light from her subse-

quent life. I will not enlarge her faults, Want has §
raneh to do with sin and its accompaniment of misery. §
I pitied her from my soul,and aided her in a measure. §

But I have said enough. Wil it suffice you #”

“Yes. One thing more, however! What name

did ehe bear? :

1 dectare, I have forgotten all but the first, which §

is Glondora. Do you remember it Charlie?’
- ¢ Dumont, I think” said the other readily.

“ Enough !” cried Harry turning from the room.

“ Gentlomen, we will seek my father,”

The three young men proceeded down stairs with
various emotions, Harry was still white and his §
ayes looked stony. He could not recede now from §

the path he had entered, and he summoned all his

courage to get throngh. Guy was angty and uneasy, §
yet forced to appesr calmly quiescent. Oharles Lafarge §

looked pained and deeply disturbed.

- Dr. Clifton looked up from some papers as his
son entered accompanied by the young men. He
saw instantly, that something unusnal had occurred,
and questioned them in the first moment as to the

canse. _

“Harry, Guy, what has happenéd?” Tho son’s voice |

was very husky as he repeated the little incident of the
afternoon, and its results. The Dr. listened in bewil-
derment. Guy confirmed all that Harry said, with
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some further particalars, and then a deep silence foll
upon the whele party.

~ Five, ten mimites passed. The old man paced the -
room thoughtfully-—the son stood in the shadow of a

window, his face hidden from the fumates. The two
gontlemen sat ineasily awaiting the issue of this event.
At last the Dr. heaved a heavy, painful gigh. There

were traces of tears on his check as he looked up and:

said :

“Well, I suppose I must believe what ‘you'" both 80
strongly assert, but if any others had said it of her. I
should have turned them from my door as villiano::s
slanderers. Iknow Guy, that your intevest is linked
with ours, and cannot think you actuated by other than
pure motives in this revelation. It seems almost jm-
possible, though. She is so fair, 80 lovely, so high
minded. Few have her intellect and strong womanly
traits of character. . It is hard to think her anght but
what is spotlessly pure and good. Here her deport-
ment has everbeen that of 2 lady., How hard it scems

“now, good as she has been in our eyes, to furn her
~out into tho cold world, Yet we must do it, I éui)Q

pose.” ‘
Thero was much sorrow, bat neithor anger or indig-
nation in his tones.  Had he searched his great gen-

| erous heart, he would have scen how utterly it denied

a belief in the vile tale to destrgy a good, true woman,
At length the -young men &scaped, glad to be free,
and Harry went to, his room with a heavy load upon

his heart, while his father sought his daughter. The

ﬂft]!(;r attributed the stern hard look and manner of
his son, to anger at the supposed decoption, bat could

-
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he have followed him to his room and watchel him
there in his misery and sel{ reproach, he would have
. been enlightened strangely.

'At the moment when Harry' Clifton had reached
forth his hand, and in his cruel, wilfal might, smote
~ her from the fair pedestal on which she stood, he
 found that he Joved her better than his own life!

Ah! Blind, wilful mortality! How mad we-are!

CHAPTIER X.

By what singular circumstances was that once
happy mansion the shelter of misery, where all
should have been joy. And still more singular, that
one pingle being with a want of manly principle,
should have done it all. 1t was throngh Guy Bartoni

that the poor governess first folt a keen sense of an- |

guish, Through him Lina had suffered fora brief
space of time which plunged others as well as her-
self in misery, And now through him they were all
suffering together, The Dr. found Madeline at last
engaged in domestic duties, and. calling her into the
Tibrary imparted to her the story he had heard. She
was wild with grief and indignant astonishment.
She could not credit the story, yet her lover had: told
the tale, and in the recognition, there was too much
proof. She remembered too, how Ora had avoided
Gy on various pretexts, ¢ and bringing to mind every-
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thing, together with her own eandid statement of a
painful past into which she conld not allow the curi-
ous to pry, she-found a dark array against which
her confused brain strove vainly to combat. The
struggle was harder since it was between the two—
her friend, a8 she had fondly ealled her, and her
lover, Could she doubt him, one whom she loved as
life? Besides, what did she know of Ora to dispute
her lover’s truth in regard to her. She was alone,
friendless, wrapped in & vail of mystery none could
fathom. - Conviction struggled hard with her love and
generous feelings. She thought of everything that
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‘had occurred since her arrival at the house, and with

all the evidence against her, for her life, she could
not think of the patient, quiet, self-possessed and lov-
ing woman as other than pure, spotless, high souled.
There seemed an atmosphere about her elevating in

d itself. All had felt it who even'came in contact with

her. How could she bring herself to turn coldly -

| away and cast her from her heart?”

Yet the world would hear of this, and now for the
sako of others, she remembered what course it would
pursne toward herif she dared to harbor one on whom
the blighting breath of suspicion had fallen. For
her sisters sake, shie raust cast all other thoughts and
feelings aside, and act the hard,‘cold womsan of the
World«-tum a lonely woman out into its mists in_

§ storm and the whirlpool of, life wzth none o truito—

none to save, if the btllowsr grew.-too strong for her

‘woman’s power to combat! What bitter, bitter tears

fell from the brown eyes! what agony stirred .the
noble woman’s heart in the girlish bosom |
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The conflict grew stronger as thought worked
laboriousty through the dark mists. Wearied, over-

. come with it, she sank by her father’s side and Wepl:

passionately.
“ Oh, papa, what can we do? I can never tell her

to go! I could not bear to repeat this story to her!
She scems so good, so true! Oh, papa, can you believe

it

« Dauahter, daughter, Lina, darling, be more calm.
How can we help it? It is very painful. Iam as
willing to discredit it as you can be, but the proof is
too strong. 1 have been thinking over what she told
me of herself, and I confess that I cannot bring my

mind to view her story as false.. Yet the two will §

not run together wholly, She may have left out the
part I have just heard, and related the truth in the
part she did reveal. Yet if it be true, I cannot be-
lieve this of her, for it seems so opposite to the course
she pursied all her young life. I would I had the
power to investigate the whole affair.”

«It would be but just. And yet,” said the girl
while a hot fiush stained her cheeks. - “ I shonld not
say 80, perhaps, since my words imply a doubt of
- Quy’s veracity.” -

« Madeline,” said the father tenderly. Mrs. Mere-

dith is a poor lonely, and if we cast her off—g friend-
léss woman. She has suffered deeply, I do surely
‘believe. Ihave always thought that suffering cansed
by the wrong of others to herself. Not from any
wrong she ever did to any one. More than this, she

~ _hasa Jittle helpless child, who will sharé the mothex s §
- blight out in the world.

Now, snpposxnm Guy was
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mistaken. Would it not be more worthy in us to in-
vestigate and prove this mistake than bring so much
shame and suffering on a lonely struggling woman?
And we will suppose further. Now mind, my child, I
am only supposing a ¢ase!

‘Well, supposing, I say, Guy for some motive, should
hgve wronged lier, seeing her powerless to refute this *
charge. Would you not rather know it now, than
after your marriage with him #”

Py apu ! 1 ¢

Madelme 8 eyes lToocked up at him througlz herx-
‘teata, in utter astonishment.

% Oh, tell me, do you suspect Guy of any hldden
motive ! Do you doubt his truth ? For merey’s sake,
tell me 1?

“No, Lina, no!” he answered very sadly. "«1 have

| done wrong to put such a case to you, my child, I

hardly know why I did it, P'm sure. But for this
woman my heart is full of pity. Iam ina quandary
how to act. God help us that we do not wrong her,
blttexb' wrong her!”

Lmthm and farther down into these two noble
hoarts, the good Angel was working. - Gradually the
purest swoetest fountams were reached, and flowed
forth at the touch, a divine wave of G’kwrzty that

-overflowed and exalted them. The maiden’s heart

was all aglow with it.
setgtiment. - i

“ Father, we mus? not §end her out into the world
wt Let vs investigate the matter fully. Bid Gy,
IIgery, all of our household who havo heard this
thing, be quiet for a little time. We must get at the

Ther‘li'pé first to speak the
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eract truth before we care to turn against one of
God’s children, and she laboring so faithfully and
- bravely under our very eyes, in the path of right.
Gy is a strong man, as you say. She a weak woman.-
Let me be unselﬁsh and above all, true to my own .
sex. I will not turn from her and Jeave her to die in
shame, unloved, uncared for. What might be her
fate, should she go away from us. What may we
not spare her if she stays. And, oh! if it should
" prove false, though my heart should break, all my
-life I should thauk God for the Zruté.
« My brave, my noble child! God bless you, dar-

)
llﬂ%r Clifton’s eyes brimmed ttll the tears fell on the
bright brown hair falling over his knees, and he bent
with fervent, tender reverence to press a kiss on the
spotless brow. -

~ Bat let us follow Ora.
Crushed, quivering, almost stunned beneath the

blow, she staggered to her room and threw herself

upon Her kuees, helpless from the- tide of anguish -
Pride and anger had sustained -

sweeping over her.
her till beyond the sight of the trio. Now she re-

" ¢oiled from the blow she had Jecexved with a low
wail of intense agony. She had encountered her
deadly foc, face to face. Ho was the dread and the
bane of her life. He held rain for her in his cruel

bands. He too, was in her power.’
pose her danger as a ghicld between them. He was

a man, desperate, nnprincipled. She a woman, weak
and powerless, If therc was war between them,
might, not nght would conquer. She knew that he

He would inter- .

this ternble outburst.
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waﬂ ‘afraid of her, and that he would not hesitate at
any means to put her from his path. A dark cloud
was over her head. She felt the icy chill of the
storm already. Oh, when and where Would it all
end !

A little arm stole around her neck, a little hot face
stained with tears of passmnate grief, was laid against
her own. The storm in the hosom of Agnes Montes,
child though she was, was awful,

“Oh! dear, dear Mrs, Meredith! That man has
foully belied you! T could murder him! Oh,Iwould
langh in joy this minute to trample his heart under
my, feet He is blacker than sin. He ig sin itself!
They did not notice me. I heard it all, and I wanted
to kill him then! I always said he wag a bad man! -
He is a terrible man ! Oh, the black, black slander !

| If Lam a little girl, I know how dreadfully he injured

youf. I heard him' tell Harry that you were no fit
inmate for this house, and then he said you werg
parted from your husband, and he had saved you
from wint, He hinted other awful things, too, and I
thonght my brain would burst-while he stood there
and talked ! Harry was white as death with passion, -
and I felt asif I could murder him too, and that other
man! Oh, I knew that Guy Bartoni would bring a
curse to thxs house and he Aas brought it !”

All this was uttered with a passionate vehemence
andxapr;:htv beyond descriptiof. Ora lifted her white
face'and' gazed awe stricken-upon the frail author of
From the child’s lips ket fears
weré confirmed. His first step was an offort to blast
her fa:r fame, and hurl her from his path by that
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meang, The frightful falsehood had been uttered.
1t would be believed, She was powerless to bring
- proof againstit. Already shame was flowing in upon
' her life, and would soon overwhelm her. What mat-
tered it ¢ if she was innocent, if they believed her

guilty.” Her punishment would be the same; What :

mattered it then? Ah! much to her own pure soul!
Nothing to the wozld, where there was a semblance
of evil. * ' ,

“ God help me! God pity me[” ghe eried, and the
little child gathered the white face against her bosom
and the two sobbed together—prayed together till
darkness had shrouded all things in a common
mantle, , :

Then Ora shook off the torpor that was creeping
over her, and resolutely roused herself to action. She.
had faith in Madeline’s love, and perhaps the Dr. who
had ever been so kind to her, would not wholly dis-
credit the story he had heard from her lips in the
beginning. She -started up hopefully, with a wild
jmpulse to go to them aud appeal to their sense of
justice against this wrong, but recoiled with-a ery
when she remembered that she would be appealing

. to them against a son—a lover. Would not the Dr's
eyes look coldly upon her, while Madeline’s lips
would wreathe in scorn and anger? Could they be-
lieve her hefore him? Too long, through motives of
delicacy and fear, she had failed to warn the gentle
gitl against this villian, hearing her story of love,
seeing it go on day after day, and week after week
in silence. Now they would deem ‘it a fabrication
raised up in self defense. Their incredulous scorn

e ———
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~would kill her! She dared not go to them now! Too
l?te she saw the fatal mistake, and must bear the
consequences of her folly, - ‘ ,
_ Another wild whirl of passionate feeling scized
her. She could not bear companionship in such a
painful state of mind, and calming herself with a
mighty effort, she kissed her little child friend ten-
dprly, fervently, and sent her from her.

- “Go darling,” she said. “To me your symiiathy
is precious ag life itself, for it is all I have in my sor-

~row; but it is wrong for me to let you suffer so for my

sake. Dont be so distressed, Aggie. God will help
ne where He sees me so wronged and friendless!

G‘O, my Petl” ) 2 .
' Oh, please dont send me away,” begged the little

. creature. “It kills me to think of you all alone here,

crying and suffering without anybody! I dont care
whatthey say | Ido love you! I wiZl love you better
than anything in the world! Oh, let me stay with
youl you will feel better if you let me put my arms
arounds your neck and stay by you; for then yowll
Jeel how Ilove you, and wont be so lonely in your
tronble? - Oh, do let me stay I” ,

'“Dear, blessed Aggie! Devoted friend! Thank
God for this one, at least” murmured Ora clasping
the devoted girl in her arms, -

“ But, Agnes,” she continued, “I must send you
away, because it is better fop@is both,”

'If you stay here to tallto me this way, and fondle

- over me, I shall never gain self control enough to -

m;éet with what may be yet to come. Go to your room
and l\athe this poor little hot face, and then kneel
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down and pray God to aid us both. You may come
to-me again bye and bye.”

Wxthout another word, Agnes obeyed her teacher
“and quitted the room. All the whole force of her
strong nature centered in her love for her governess.
- She would have died to serve her in her distress, and
secing how'she might help her by submitting to her
wishes, she no longer refused to go away, and passed-
out quietly, casting a wistfal, lingering look of love
upon the suffering face as she departed,
~ Buried in bitter reflections, poor Ora sat still and

mute where Agnes had left her. She thought of
nothing but her misery, heeded nothing, until a glight
rustle at the door made her look up. A folded paper
was slipped beneath and lay upon the carpet, and
with a strange, sickening sensation of fear, she scarce
knew why, she lifted it and went to the gas which
she turned up as brightly as her eyes could bear in
their weak state. Then she unfolded the sheet with
-trembling finger. The writing was clear and bold,
but hastily written as if under a sndden impulse.
Her “heart-beat heawly, and her eyes grow wild as
she.read :

" 4Ora Meredlth this hour has revealed to me a fu-

ture dark with utter mlsery I have had my eyes
opened to a truth of which, in my willful blindness,
I never even dreamed. Inever paused to ask myself
why I loved to. watch you in your quiet, queenly
~ beanty, or followed you with my curious gaze, long-
ing to get down amid the mysteries of your life. I
loved to annoy you,and have used rudeness many
times for that means, - Nothing to me seemed so
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grand a8 to-see those blue oyes flash, and your slendm
form rise fo a ‘queenly dignity, while the. steel-trac
spirit of the woman, cansed ever sharp, yet faultless

- retorts to fall from yourlips. Day after day I songht

to know you, but you have ever held aloof—avoided
me—now I feel, justly, I knew it then, but it only
stimulated me the more, When Guy Bartoni came
here on that evening when I uged so gross an in-
sult to wound your sensitive feclings, I know that he
was known to you, and I resolved to find out from
him and you the secret of that knowledge. It has
been a fixed purpose, whose accomplishment has
gealed my doom, for in the hour that I learned your
shame, I learned too, that I loved you, wildly, pas-

_sionately, madly! God help me! I would give my
life to undo what I have done. And yet, ean yon

not refute this awful slander—for slander I would
fam believe it. Come forward, and prove your inno-
cence, for God’s sake! Or giye me the power to do
it for ‘gou Tell me that you are what you have
seeméd to nus—a widow. Tell me that you have no
husband living! Tell me where and when you saw
this man, and though he were my own brother, I will
go to the earth’s end to prove your truth against him,

. I'conjure you, by all you hold dear to you, to listen

to me, and let me be your friend, Forgive me for
the -wild confusion of my loye! I cannot help it!
This hour has eaused revolution in my whole life. .
Worthy or unworthy, it is"¢entered in you!”
 Merciful God! this to follow! Oh, what will
¢come next.”
Smk bewildered, she sank down, grasping the epis-
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tle in cold, rigid fingers. She was stunned by this
new phase of troublc Was it only a fresh insult,
__intended as a fiualsting, to thus offer her his love, or
rather to declare and thrust it upon her in her last
extremity of sorrow? Or wag he in earnest, and felt
in reality, the desire to clear her fame from the foul
agpersion? Any way, she could but take it as the
- Jast drop added to a bitter cup. Now, more than
ever, it was beyond her reach to attempt exonorating
herself. To tell them now, would appear a desire to
clear hergelf for his sake. She dared not do it.
There was but one course left her. She must go

away from the house. This was no longer a place

for her, even if they, in their generosity would allow
her to remain. Her pride rose asp with bitter rebel-
* lion at the thought of being furned awey from this
once peaceful haven. She felt overwhelmed with
shame at the thought. An impulse to leave the
place silently, quietly, before they had an opportunity
to send her forth, seized her ; but would this'be bet-
ter, to creep away like the guilty thing they deemed
her, afraid to. brave their just indignation? Here,
pride again revolted. What could she do?

She was still undecided, and lost in perplexity,
when Jenny brought Ada in to put her to bed. Be-

fore the girl, Ora. strove hard to appear as usual. .

- Ske could not bear that servants should see and com-
ment upon her misery. :

.Duting the process of disrobing, little Ada’s eyes
rested wistfully upon her mother’s face. WhendJen-
ny had robed her in her night dress, she sprang from
her lap, and struggling with its long lolds, reached her
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mother’s feet, where she sank on her knees,and lifted
her little folded hands ready to say her nightly prayer.

* Ora’s tones faltered with intensity of feeling, as
she repeated the simple, beautiful prayer whick ex-
presses ‘ail the human heart could ask for—* Our
Father.” The baby tones followed, clear and sweet
in their infantile lispings, but the little petitioner did
not rise when she had done. ' Her great eyes looked

‘uP eagerly in the troubled face abeve her.

% Mamma, may Ada pray herself#?

1 “Yes, darling. What does my little daughter want
to pray for ¥’ asked the mother surprised and serious.

:The child again folded her hands and the long
lashes veiled the blue eyes, while the sweet tones
repeated earnestly:

“Oh Dod, bless my pretty mamma, and dont let
anybody hart her, or make her ky.” '

Mrs. Meredith caught the little creature to her
bosom convulsively, thrilled to the heart by the baby
prayer for protection. The eyes of love, even when
undersfanding not, had penetrated the cloud that
shrouded her life, and the pure Little heart sent up
its plea for the sunshine.

« Oh, gurely,” she breathed, “ my Father, if Thou
turnest from me, Thou canst not from this little habe”

At the usual hour Ora’s tea came up to her room
as'if. nothing had occurred. ~The boy said Miss
Madeline had company to.t%, and had sent up hers
to ‘her room, ag she had said she preferred to take

" her mesls alone when strangers were present.

Ora felt the intended kindness in the message, and
her heart swelled gratefully. The words scemed to

v
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convey & wish that she should aitach no impm'té,nce

‘to the matter further than the words expressed. Sho .

- had asked for pormission to remain in her room
except at such times as when the family were alone,
and it was kindly, thoughtfully granted.

But another thought occured to her after a little
while.
what had oceurred, and she was yet to feel her indig-
. nation. Inthat case,the hope that was again spring-
ing up in her heart, must die out. Ah! when will
we cease to multiply tronble, and feeling our inno-
‘cence rely upon & higher power to sustain us.

Madeline did not get an opportumty to go to Ora
during the evening.. Company came in to tea, and
others arriving after, detained her till late. 'Whenshe
passed her door at last, all was quiet within, and she
concluded to wait till morning before expressing the
kind course they had decided fo adopt toward her.

Filled with this purpose,she come out of her room
_early, and proceeded to that of the governess. When
she reached it, she found it emptyl Ora was gone |

Perhaps Madeline had not as yet, learned

CHAPTER XI.

Sm Yzars previous to the commencement of our
story, & beautiful little cottage was reared in one of
the loveliest portioris of the Old Dominion. It stood

' upon a little knoll; thickly carpeted with green grass,

and, .sloping away gently to the edge of the beantiful
stream, that wound in and out among the lofty hills, -
ghtl;ermw and fiashing in the bright smlshme, like &
stream of molten silver. '

There was & rare colleetion of shrubbery in the yard
and garden, and woodbmes, eglantines and sweet
honey-suckles clambered in wild luxuriance over the
windows and portico. Two large elms, starding at
each end of the cottage, reag.hed ont their giant
branches; and locked themselves in an almost impen-
etrable mass over the roof; and the wide-spreading
willows in front drooped lovmgly over it, as if to .
shelter it-from every rude breath. The neat little
palings surrounding the yard, were overshadowed by
a thick border of sugar-maple and locusts, and, so
ennrely excluding the coftage irgm view, that it was
lmpossxble to catelr a glimpsé of the Spotless walls.
until you had opened the kitle gate and begun to
ascend the broad graveled walk,

In'the borciera, flowers of every descrlpmon bloomed
profnse]y "Roses of every kind filied the air with

their| rich fragrance, and the beautiful meek-eyed
A ST




114 ORA, THE LOST WIFE. .

violets peeped shyly out from some luxuriant mass of
summer chrysanthimums, and starry pinks. Hgar.e a
" coral honey-suckle climbed gracefully over the white,

delicato frame-work that supported it; there a sweet- |

brier shook off its fragrance on the balmy breeze.
' Bright, orange-colored crocuses nodded hereand thc'zfe,
beautifully contrasted with the dense masses qf mint,
and geraniums, that lifted their scfu'let h.eads prqudly,
vieing with the queen of flowers in ﬁheq‘ statelinesa.
The whole presented a scene too gox'ge?usly beautiful.
Aor desgription; and this was more 111{9 an Edlen,
where Bdward Piorcelie had brought ll:lS cinld-l.lke,
beautiful Lride, than, a. place Where sorrow might
glide in with her stealthy step, and lay a bhght}ng
hand upon the happy hearts of those two loving

ereaturgs. - : o
Edward Piercelic was the only som of a country

clergyman, and the heir to a handsome estate. His.

father had taken greq'pains with ‘his cslllcatiou, and
at the ago of twenty-one, he graduated with the prond-
est honor that heart .conld wish, aud;r‘etnrned Iaonje
to his parents, where he was, as he had ever been, the
pet aud idol of his father’s household. - .
~ ‘Once, when Edward returned home at vacation,
he found s fair, delicate little girl an inmate of his
. l. I ’ . ’ ’
‘hoghce was' &l orphafl, whose parents haa‘l died direct-
1y -after landing upon the contihe:#, lea.'vmg her a]onff,
destitute among strangers. My, Piercelie, whose hcmt‘
ached for the sitnation of the little stranger, took her
" to his howe, and cared for her, as though she had

been his own. Thus years passed away, and the
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delicate child grew up, under the tender care bestow-
ed upon her, to be a beautital woman, = '
Edward had, however, paid very little attention to
the little stranger until his last vacation, when, struck
with her wondrous beauty, he suddenly changed his
indifferent manoer, and became as tender and devoted
a8 ho had previonsly been careless and cool; and
when he at last departed for his last term in college,
the'gentle girl clung to him, and. wept as thongh her
heart would break, while he, scarcely less moved, tried
to sooth her with assurances of lnsting affoction, and

- promises to return and claim her as'his bride.

Time passed slowly away, and summer merged into
auntumn, antamn to winter, and winter to spring, ere
the son returned again to his father’s hearthstone ; and
then: the joy ho felt at meeting was soon chauged to
sorrow, for his parents were stricken down with a
malignant fever, and died within threo days-of each
other, I o
Theg. the two orphans stood alone. Neither conld
claim a kindred tie on earth, and their desolation and
frightful bereavement but served to cement the bonds
of their plighted affections. ‘ .

Standing alone, beside the corpse of their almost .
idolized father and guardian, after the mother’s funeral,
the two had gazed mournfully ipon the dead, and
then lifted their eyes to each pthier’s faces, and in that-
mute glance, then said, plalnly as words could have
spoken: “Wo are alone, now—all that is left of a
once happy circle!” and stretehing forth their hands
simultaneously, they met in &, close clasp with the
simple mtterance of a name, . ' C
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“ Nina.”

“Edward.”

And thus wete they pledged with only the eyes of
God, and the presence of the dead. for witnesses to
their solemn plighting. :

“Two raonths afierwards, they were married, and re-
moved to the beautiful little cottage before described,
leaving the parsonage vacant, for the reception of the
new minister, who had been chosen to £ill the place of
the dead.

And here, in th1s quiet spot, snrrounded by the
rarest beauties fashioned by the hand of natmre, they
found but one drawback to their happiness, and that

was regret for those who had, in their first flush of -
youthful joy, been removed from the path which they §

had so fondly hoped in future to make bright for
them.

But as the time passed away, they for got in & meas-
ure, their loss in the joys that crowded upon them, and
with health, beauty, luzury and the innocent prattle of
the little one who came to gladden their hearts, they
were as happy as it is possible for creatures of carth

to be.
" But there are serpents, who are ever on the alert to
entor tho Hden bowers, and beguile the inmates to sin
and sorrow, and theirs was nmot an exception to the
baneful influence of the wily reptile.”

Oue evening, Edward, upon returning home from -
town, threw into his wife’s lap a damty b1llet saying,

- gaily—
“ There, little one, is an agreeable gurprise for yow.”

“ What is it, Edward 1?

. 1elamonsh:p existing between us, then,

‘sarcastic you are.
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“Read it for yourself,” 1etm ted her husband , pleas-
antly : -
Mrs. Piercelie open(,d it, and with a smlle, ran her
eyes-down the page.. ‘

“Why, Edward!” she said surprised, ‘I never
knew that you had & cousin hvmg—-—-l thought you had '
not a relative in the world.”

“ Faith ! and so did I, yet it scems tha.t I have, and
a beautifal one, too, if, as she asserts, she is the young
lady whom I met at Mrs. Porter’s during my college
term. But it puzzles me that she did not discover the
However, I
suppose she hag’ just found ‘it out, and ‘as it is more
charmmg to have a pleasant trip out in the country
just now, she will presume upon it to spend a few
weeks with us at our ‘delightful country seat.’ »

“Why dear,” exclaimed Ning, in surprise, “ how
I hope you are not displeased with
this contemplated visit?”

“Not displeased, ‘darling,” ratnrned Kiward, en-
cu'chng his wife’s waist thh his arm, and gent}_)
dra.wmg the shower of shining brown emxls upon his
shonlder. *But it is 8o annoying to have our happy
quiet broken in npon. [ feel as if I conld be forever
contented -here, alone with my two treasures, and I
fear, when once disturbed, all will not seem the same
as it did before,” - s

“ Well, Edward, if yowdon’t want her to como, 'm
suro you might put her off some way.” .

¢ N 0, no ! That will never do,” he returned, quickly.

“ Bosides I cannot think of keeping my little bird
caged \up forever, alone.. If she never has pom-
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panions of her own age to warble with her, I fear she
may grow weary of he: confiuement.”

« Oh, Edwatd I she answered 1epw¢caf‘ully “how
coald you say so! Was I ever so happy in mylife as
1 have been here, with none but yourselt and our little
one aud servants,
- but that God will .grant us the peace and happincss
that has hitherto been ours.” And the swees, dear
eyes were raised lovingly and confidingly to her hug-
‘band’s face.

“God bless you, love,” he returned, kissing the
white brow. ¢ And may our. futare be as happy‘as
‘the past ‘has been.
suppose,” he added, after a pause. *We canuot put
her off easily, and it is all foolishness in me about her
leaving a cloud behind her, as I have fancied she
-would, ever since I read that letter.”

 How singular,” said Nioa, thoughtfully. I can-
not see how she could in any way disturb us. Af
least it wonld be but a ripple upon the cloar surface
of the stream, that would leave no trace when it should
have passed away. Wlho conld possess the power to
mar our happmesa 8O loug a8 we are seeure of edch
other’s love.”

~ % No one, my pet,” returned Edward, fondly, “and
we will dismiss all fears.”

“ Wel Who entertained any but yourself;” retorted
his wife, playfully. “For my pavt, I think it will be

very nice to have a beautiful, accomplished ‘city

cousin’ visit us in our rural cottage. It wilt be some-
thing so new to entertain a perinanent guest. And
~ then,” she rattled on Joyously, “won’t wo havc"hel 80O

I ask for nothing uwpon the earth . §

But Alice Murray must come, I. §
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in love w1th our country life, that she will never want

g to go back to the hot, dusty city again! Of cool,

sweet evenings we will all walk ont, aud stroll along
the river bankﬁ, or climb the cliff, to catch a glimpse
of thel magnificent scenery boyond. We will also
have books and music to while away the hours, which
will be all too fleeting, so laden ‘will they be with
happmesa Then, of mornings, when I shall be too
busy to leave home, you shall take her out riding—
put her on my beantiful little Snow-flake, and I will
stay hére to prepare something for your dinner. Let
me seé!  You shall have fine turtle soup, vegotables,
roast chicken and turkey, and mice cakes, strawberries
and eream, such as she has never seen in the ecity.
And then, oh! won't I make her stare, with the fresh
fragrant prints of golden butter, the nice fresh eggs,

| and cold milk, vicher and sweeter than she has ever

tasted.: Oh, Edward, she must come !
. % And soshe shall, little pet,’ ” returned Mr. Piercclie,
“ We’ll write to hefl at once,”
“ There I—that’s your own dear self again ; and I'l
show you how happy we shall all be!”
¢ And shan’t you feel loncly when she is gone ?”
“No indeod, Ill have'so mach to do to keep things -
in order, and prepare for the winter, You know by
the txme she goes away, I'll have to begin pa*mg

™ away bnttel, eggs and picklesy and there will be the

blac!\hcfx ries, quinces, gmpes( damsons, and peaches to
preserve, I'll have no. time to feel lonely and discou-
tcnl“ed Besides, this fairy cot, where I have cver -
been 30 bLlesscd and happy, can never be anything but
p]easadt and atiractive to-mne, come what may.”
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. «@God grant it,” was the fervent response. “Like

the enlightened bard, I think ¢ there’s 'no place like
home ;’ and I should grow inexpressibly sad to see my
little wife becoming discontented with it.”

¢ No fear of that,” dear Edward. I could not be
happy out of my sweet little home-circle, and as long
as 1 possess my hushand’s love, I shall never desire to
leave it.” ' .

" The words were earnest and simple; but, in after
years, Edwad Piercelie remembered them, with agony
and remorse tugging at his heart-strings; and he
would have given his life, twice over, had he possessed .
the power to recall those years, and again live over

that happy period. ‘

CHAPTER XIL

- Arror Mugray came to Rose Cottage in the first
flush of June, just when the golden harvests were
ripening for the scythe, and the scarlet cherries hung

eous masses from drooping boughs, Professing

in g& .
to yteld herself up entirely to the ease and freedom
of country life,she ran hither and thither, like & wild

thing, stopping but an intant in one place, where,

like & little humming bird, she fluttered a moment
over some rare plant or dainty flower, then away
again, like a flash of light, while Nina 4und her hus-
band followed laughingly. ‘ e

)
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They felt more at easc with the gay girl, than they
had expected to feel; and the bright, laughing face
of their guest and cousingcame, like a ﬂar;h‘ of sun-
light, into the little cottage.

Alice was tall and slender, with ejres and hair as
black as the raven’s wing. Her head was small
finel.)r f.ormed, and she wore her hair abont her neck’
in ghining coils, which gave a sifgular expression to
her elfish face. Her cheeks wore the brilliant tint of
thx.e carnation, and the small, pearl-like teeth gleamed
brightly within the scarlet, proudly curved lips that
were perpetually wreathed in a smile, which was pe-
culiar t0 herself. Evening after evening found them
rar‘nbling or the river banks, or scaling some rugged
height, till Nina, at last, laughingly, declared they
would cither get drowned, or fall from some fri,ghtfu‘l
precipice and break.their necks; or meet a worse
fate, from her sad inattention to her house-keeping—
starve to death; and, assuring them of her unv&illirt;g-
lness to curtail their pleasure, bade them go without
1er. -

At first they protested strongljr against this, but

| Nina gaily resisted their entreaties- to aceompany-

thex.n. ev{ary day; and each evening saw the cousing
stro]lu.ag: over the beautifal grounds, or mounied u;foﬁ
the spirited horses, of which Edward was-so justly-

| proud, ﬁy:rin g over the valleys, mere likc Indians than
*

civilized jpeople. T
- And Nina, glancing now and then from a door or

‘window, as she glided swifily about, engaged in

household duties, wonld smile brightly at the thonght
of their pleasure, and then away, with swift and skill-
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ful fingers, preparing some dainty luxury o refresh

them upon their return.

_ Thus weeks passed away, and a cloud began to
‘darken the brightness of their, hitherto, uninterrupted
happiness. Nina was no longer urged to accompany
them in their walks or rides, but seemed to be wholly

“forgotten.

And then the cheeks of the young wife began to
pale, and the head to droop mournfully, as the con-
viction that she was neglected forced itself upon her
mind. She struggled hard to repel it, and to excuse
them on the grounds of having herself nrged them
to go without her; but she did not expect, when
doing this, that she was to be entirely dropped off,
and left alone, day after day, while they walked, rode
or visited some fall, cliff or ruin, to while away the
long summer hours, which bégan to drag heavily with
the young wife. . ' ”

Aunt Sue, the old cook, had observed the change
in her young mistress, and her honest old heart was
grieved and indignant at its cause. ‘

One morning Nina was giving her some directions
about dinner, while busily picking aver some cur-

" rants, when she observed, abruptly:

« Miss Nina, Marse Edward an’ Miss Muiray take -

heap o’ rides an’ walks lately.”
“ Yeg,” returned Nina, absently; « they seem to be

_enjoying themselves.” ,

“What for you neber go too P asked Sue, with a

gsidelong glance at her mistress. '
“Oh, I can’t spare the lime to go as often as they
 do, and should not feel like going if 1 conld.”
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. “ Well, Miss Nina,” returned the old negress, work-
ing away vigprously ‘at her batch of wheat dough;
" yon can do jis’ as yuu pleases, but if I was in yom? '
pla({e,lﬁshould not Ylow 2 hushand of mine to go gal-
lantin’ & young girl roun’, and never noticin’ me once
to the scandal of the whole country.” o

Nina’s lips blanched. |

““,’Why;!, Sue, people don't talk about it, do they ¥

_ Deed dey does! Dide’t I hear Miss Wilson
whisper to Miss Jenkins last Sunday, comin’ out ob
de c.hurcl}, 118’ to look how dewoted Mr: Piercelie was- -
to hlB‘ cousin, while his poor wife was at home pinin’
her life away wid neglect! I tell you, Miss Nina
dese works shouldn’t go on any longer]! T4 puta,
stop to dem, dat I would!” and she stepped back

Wfth a ftourish of indignation, and began vigorousI):

wiping.the prespiration from her cbony visdge.

“' Oh " said Nina, with lips that grew whiter and
whiter ea'clh woment; “this is too much! But are
you certain, Sue, that you weré not mistaken ¥

“ Mistaken I” indignantly replied Aunt Sue; * you
tink, mistiss, dat I can’t believe my own ears?, Miw

§ dis, I knows dat people hab more room fto talk dan

yfni eber dreams ob; my own eyes sced enough las’
night to convince me.” o
. “ What‘d;jd you see, Sue?” agked Nina, trembling
in overy ligh.  But Sue shook her head mysterious-
y- , a |

+

i ‘ o '
“ You's unhappy nufl, Miss Nina, "thout me doin’

more to make you feel wuss. Ise fraid Ise done said

too much already.”
£ ! ' . '
“Too much for you to be silent now, and not

1
|
|

i
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enough to satisfy me. I must kuow what you saw,”
repeated Nina, with a defermined air. 0
© @ Well, mistiss;” coming up close to her, and rob-
bing the dough off one hand with fhe other, “las’
night I went ouf, jist after supper, at’ who dus I see
*in do garden but Miss Alice an’ Marse Edward. De
moon was shinin’ light as day, and dey was talkin’
Tow like, so I counldn’t hear what dey said, but I saw
him put his arm roun’ her, and kiss her. Now, Miss
Nina, what you think ob dat ar; ain’t L.right in say-
in’ I’d put a stop to dese sort ob work” . . :
« Susan, never let me hear of your watching your-
master in this manner again—mnor any one. He may

do & he pleases, but you shall not be & spy upon his

actions; understand this.” ‘
« Laws! Missis, I didn’t mesn no harm by it,” cried
Sue, in dismay. “ I jis—" o
" «No matter,” interrupted Nina, “it was very wrong,
and you must never be guilty of such an action again.”-
With these words, she rose and set her pan of cur-
tants upon the table, and left the kitchen. The par-
lor was deserted, and she threw herself, with her face

upon the pillows, upon the lounge, and burst into an

irresistible fit of tears. :
4« Qh!” she murmured chokingly, “if I only dream-
ed that he had ceased to love me—that another
usurped my place in his heart—it would kill me.”
And then she lay a long time, weeping and indulg-
ing unhappy thoughts, shut up in that little room,
where, for years, she had been so happy. ‘
Edward and Alice had gone out riding, and did
not retarn ill late, and Alice went directly to her
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room, to gchangé' her dress for tea. Nina was by
with tea, 'a‘.nd”éEdward, in an absent, preoccu ils‘c}lr
manner, t?;iféiv himself upon the sofa, Wilisﬂillﬁ' SO};;
11}{e one epgaged in deep thought. He nevzr-ongg
A‘seemed to notice his wife, who. g'lided so silentl
abqqt the?g snowy tea-table, a'rranging‘ the rich ‘fruity
zmd ‘cal.rels her hands had culled and prepared t:
tempt his appetite. And poor Nina felt this keenly :
but _she was a brave, frne woman, and struggléd ha{d,
against the tears which rose threateningly, as she -
strove to qsk in a cheerful manner: .y, ’
- “Did you have a pleasant ride, Edward 2

i“© Very 1 ? : .

And he continued whistling. He did n
with the bright, fond smile lis was fvgnltmfoki::al;tz&
upon her, ?.nd the young wife felt her heart swell
ah‘]‘l(‘)ﬁs:} t: Fursting, at the tone and manuner.

1at I'not tired!” cried a clear, ringi ice i

the doorway, and Alice glided irz, ingll?gvf;g?aﬁ
be‘:futy;hér face all aglow with brilliant smiles

| Oh, m)’i” he exclaimed, springing up and leaéin
he.r to a seat. “Only lazy; and you, I see; are morf
bright and’ fall of spirit than ever, after our long

jaunt. By the way, are you not hungry ¢?

“AJittle. Bat,in my enjoyment, I forgot that we

‘went away before dinner.”

t « sgdd;ld I, till I caught the seent of that delicions
ca, and that reminded me-thit I
Nina, is tea ready &’ ‘ am wolylly :hungry.
“Yes, I have been waiting till Alice « ' com
ave b g ce would come
down,” repl&ad Nina, gently, and moving to her place,
as she speks%; and her hand shook 5o, as she handed

’
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the tea, that she almost burned Edward’s fingers,
which drew-from him an exclamation of reproach:

 “‘Why, Nina, how awkward you are! What is the ' f}

matter with you, to night#?

4T am not very well,” she replied, striving haui to

keep back the tears. “I have a bad headache.”

" “Then why didn’nt you go to your room, and leave

Jane to wait on us? She could have done as well.”
“But I did not liketo leave her to do it, knowing

how you have always insisted upon my pouring your B

tea.”
Mr. Picrcelie took no notlco of the remark, and,

turning to Alice, entered into an animated conversa-
tion upon the beauties of the acenes they had visited
_ that day, while that poor pale-faced woman, with a
crughed and agonized heart, gat quietly listening, and
struggling bravely with the emotions that almost
overwhelmed her in their fearful strife,

“After tea, the two, still enga.o'ed in Jively conversa-

Lion,. took chairs out upon the piazza, while Nina
' supermtended the clearing away of the tea-things;
and then, with an aching head and breaking heart,
‘the young wife sought her room, and threw herself

Wlthout undressing, upon the bed.
That was a fearful hour for Nma Piercelie,and she

from the blow of the axe that is-t0' put an end to
every earthly hope and aspiration. There were no

_tears now; only great drops of prespiration bended - "

“the white hrow, and rolled slowly off upon the pillow,
drenching it as with the cla.mmy dews of death, whilé

every limb quivered, as if in thg last agony. She

.
i_
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had twmed her heart stlin(rs about thiat one loved

bemg, a,é (,losc-ly as the clmgmg vine wraps its ten-

drils abont the branches of a tree; and now that the
tree was falling, she could feel the silken fibers snap-
ping, slowly, one by one, and life itself seemed going

- out, in the awful struggle.

’l‘hus the hours passed and the deep hush of night
was ovez; the darth. The silence grew oppressive,
for nathmg but the wild beating of her own heart, -
and the gentle, regular respiration of her child, broke
the profound stiliness. Every vein ‘seemed swollen
with a tide of molten lead, and her temples throbbed,
to bavstig, with a bmmnw pain. It was more than
she could bea.r, and, with a stifled scream of agony,
Mrs. Plelf,cehe sprang from her couch, and hastened
down sta.lrs

Her des1gn was to procure something W1th which
to bathe her throbbing temples, and she hurried on, .
forgetful Ia,nd heedless alike of everything except the
f'ea,r{'ul pain that was maddeping her. -

Semycely knowing what she did, she opened the
front door, and passed out nmselessly, taking her way .
through a side-gate, down to the little meadow, where'
a cool spbng bubbled up amid the violets. She'did

§ - not heed the heavy dew in the long grass, that-
ghrank from ity torture as a. poor-criminal shrinks E

dlenched‘l her garments almost to her waist, but
almost flew over the intervening space, and knelt
beside Lhe little spung, dagﬁmg the cool, bright wa-
ters over her fevered brow. It stilled the wild throb-
bing, and the low, unceasing bubbling and murmur

-of the watérs sovthed her disordered nerves, more -

than aught else 'could have done, and, grateful for

¢

i
F
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the relief she had fonnd, she laid her cheek down

upon the wet grass, and wept—wept such tears as
give relief to an overburdened heart; while the stars
looked calmly down npon her, and the moon sailed
on as brightly through her azure course, as though
" no cloud had ever darkened its lustre.

CHAPTER XIIIL.

_ Tue little clock upon the mantle chimed the hour
“of twelve, as Nina glided again into the cottage, and
she was about to ascend to her room, when the low
hum of voices fell upon her ear. The parlor door
stood open, and a single stream of moonlight fell
directly upon the sofs, where sat Edward and Alice.
Nina shook violently; but a spell riveted her to the
spot, and, in the deep stillness, every word that was
uttered she heard as distinetly as thongh it had been
spoken in her very ear,

There were low words of tendemess, and vows of
eternal affection interchanged, and the young wife
seemed eongealing into stone, as she heard one, who
had solemuly promised, before God’s altar, to-love,

" cherish and protect her through life, breathing in
another’s ear more passionate words of love than she
—his wife—had everheard him utter,” Then, to some '

of his fond assurauces, the low voice of the syren came
in reply:

§ now!” was the quick reply.

d remained for her.
Strong in the intensity of her despair, she heeded
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“ And Nina, your wife, what is to become of hor "
“ Nina'l Oh, Alice, do not speak to me of her
“I am sorry for her,

poor child, but I cannot help it. She is not capable

of bestowing upon me the great love with which
;- you can enrich my life.

She is only a simple, silly
child, and you are a grand, beautiful woman. I

} never loved her—1I knew not the true meauing of the
] word love tilll beheld ‘you, Alice, my own! my

beautiful !”
Oh, God! thig, then, was the reward for yeai‘s of

& devotion and almost blind idelatry! She had poured
4 out her wealth of treasure at his feet, and he trampled
§ upon it as nought but dust.
3 she was unable to move from the spot;
3 not faint or uiter the least cry. Agony and despair

Her brain reeled, and
but she did

gave her irstrength and she battled bravely with her

weakness,

She had heard enough! Her husband no longer

loved her--had never loved hier, according to his own
: wordsviand the poor, broken-hearted wife looked
d forth into the future, as the weary travoler gazes far

out upon & barren waste where he is compelled to-go,

§ but which will afford neither food nor drink to appease

his gnawing hunger, or quench the raging thirst that

§ consumes ]rum

With, a yiolent eﬁ’ort Nina, shook off the awful
lethargy that was beginning to steal over her, and
darted quickly up the stairs, Inamoment’s time she
had decided upon her course; and now, action alone
She did not pause or falter now.
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nothing but what she had to do. She lighted a lamp,
and going to the wardrobe, took down a black dress,
" which she hastily donned, and then, collecting a few
 of her most valnable articles, and packing a change
of apparel for herself and child, in a small satchel,
she threw on her cloak and advanced to the little
crib, where the child was so sweetly sleeping.

She bent over her a moment, as if engaged ‘in
prayer, and the bright tears fell fast upon the little
one's shining curls ; bus the babe slept on unconscions
of sorrow and suﬁ'ermg :

At last the mother rose and lifted the little oné
gently from the crib, and folded a warm cloak about:

the tiny form; then putting on her own hood, and\

taking the sachel in one hand, she made her way
noiselessly down the front stairway, and cautiously
opening the door, passed out of the cottage. She
‘Heard the low murmur of voices still in the parlor, as
she passed under the window, and her heart.almost
- stjlled as the sound of that loved voice fell, perhaps
."for the last time, upon her ear; but she glided swiftly
on, and passed out of the little gate into the open
» highway.

One moment she paused upon a little knoll, and
gazed wistfully upon the cottage, where she had
known so much happiness, and the tears rained over
her cheeks, she murmured a farewell to the acenes

she had so much loved, and the sobs came thick and §

fast, when she turned away, murmurmo‘i-.
«(Oh, Edward! Alice! God pity and forgive you”
The following morning, when, surprised at his wife’s
non appearance, Edward Piercelie sought her roomj
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/ :
he found that mother and child hud both gone, no
cne knew whither, ’
From that hour, Edward Piercelie was a wretched,
remorse-stricken man. Then the seales fell from hxs
eyes, and the syren’s chains no longer enfettered hin,
and he saw how cruelly unjust he had been to one,
who, though scorned and wronged, was yet too pure -

' and noble minded to.reproach him for his baseness.

Poor old Sue lamented, londly, her mistress’ loss,
and openly, and with the warmest indignation, charged
her master and Alice Murray with breaking her heart
and drlvmg her forth from home, alone to wande; |
among strangerswperhaps to die of want—a charge
which one received with huiility—the other, with
rage. f

“ Wil you sit here, and thus permit your own ser-
van$ to abuse us, Edward ¥’ she asked passlonately,
ag Sue’s mdlgnaut accusahbns poured forth in a tor-
reat.

He did not rep]y, and Ahce rose to her feet, tremb- -

ling in every limb.

“Leave the room,” she commanded, angrily, “ How
dare you lutter such words as- you have done,. to my .
face!”

“ Beecause dey’s de truf, an’ ye ca.n’t /enylt You's
not only broke my poor, dear Missis’ hicart, but you's
made yourselves de by- wm:g}s'ﬁf de whole country,”

“Itis false!” cried Alice, passionately. “ A false-
hood of your own coinage? No one-wonll dare to
utter a word agalnst my fair fame, becanse I accom-
panied my cousin in his rides.”

“Maybe dey WOuIdu’t if you’d a had dat cousin’s
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wife along wid you, or even a gone ouly *casionally ;
but ye went ebry day, from mornin’ till night, an’ she
* sat here alone, or worked her finger nails off for you,
blisterin’ her sweet face an’ hands by de fire, to make
_you a nice cake or pie, while you was disgracin’ her
and yerselves; an’ breakin’ her heart.” '
“ Great God ! Edward, will you permit that creature
"to go-on thus? and Alice’s face was white as a sheet,
with passion. o
“We deserve it,” he said, humbly. “How can we
deny her accusations, when we know and feel their
;justness? Oh, Alice, how blind we have been! But
1 can see it all now! Oh, Nina, Nina, my poor in-
jured wife!”  He sank back upon the sofa, and the
proud gifl stamped her foot impatiently upon the
“Jeaye the room, ] say!” and she hurled a book at
her, with such force that, in dodging it, it missed Sue’s
" head, and shivered a large mirror, near which she

stood, into a thousand pieces. Seeing the old negress . §

still disposed to disobey her, she seized a chair, and
" would have hurled that, also, but Sue, seeing the
- danger, and really terrified at the fiendish expression
of her-face, hastily left the room, muttering bitter
anathemas againgt them both.

« Neber mine,” she said, closing the door hehind -

her. “Ye'll repent this, sometime, and, when ye'r
on yer dyin’ bed, hated and despised by everybody,
ye'll be gorry for the misery ye've made for one whose
greatest fault was to heap kindness on you, when she
ought to kicked ye, like a dog, from her door,” -and
Sue was gone. ‘ :
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Alice tarned to Edward Picrcelic,
“I"hls wealuess surprises me, Edward. Have you
gone'mad, that you can hear yourself and me insulted,

* in this manner, and not use your authority to prevent

‘and punish sach insolence ¢ If that negro belonged
:;)'ms,lwould whip ber within an inch of her life for
1is.

“I will not!” said Edward, rising and pacing the
floor. “She is the only one who cared for, whilbe we
blindly wronged and neglected her. Oh, Alice you
ask me if I have gone mad, and I would give w:)rlds

~if 1 could only answer ‘yes, and feel that all this

injury, inflicted upon that pure, angelic girl, was but
a freak of madness, on my part, and net blind, delib-
erate cruelty” Co

“Poor weak fool!” sneered Alice, whoge .anger
(1.ep;'ive:ii her of her prudence. “How long is it
since you confessed to .me that yon had nover:
loved the woman whom you foolishly made your
wife " - '

All the fire and resentment of Mr. Piercelie’s natare
was roused at her tone and saeer, and a fierce quarrel

_ensued, and, on the same day, Alice Murray, “dis-

graced, and smarting under the disappointment and
overthrow of all the schemes she had built ilp, loft
Rose Cottage to retarn to Richmond. Then, without
delay, Edward Piercelie 'c_{?parted in search of his
Tost wife. s :

- But thig was ro easy matter, for he had no clue to
the direction she had taken, and she had left no word
or .line by which he might be guided. He made in-
quiries in every direction, but no one had scen such a
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person as he described, and weeks and months passed
away in fruitless search. -
_ 0ld Sue was disconsolate; and declared she knew
“her poor. Missis had drowned herself in the river, and
as the time passed on, without any more success than
had attended him through -his fruitless inguiries,
Edward began to fear that her surmises were true,
and Nisa had indeed put an end to a miserable ex-
istence, .

Then the little cottage was deserted, and Edward
Piercelie became a wanderer. Buthow different from
the gentle being, whom his inconstancy had driven
from him. Both had gone forth, it is true, with sorrow

and agony at their hearts ; but one bore 2 conscions-
ness of having done her duty, so far as possible, as a |

true wife, while the other was stung with remorse
and shame, for his cruelty and injustice. '

CHAPTER XIV.

Our once more, alone and friendless, in the unchati-
table world. But again with shame and indignation
in her heart, and a fire in her brain that robbed her of

reason. She had taken up her child at midnight, and

‘gtolen forth into the street, intent alone *mpon cne
thought—escape. She wanted to flee from Hirry's
Jove, from Madeline’s hate, from Dr. Olifton’s anger.
Too much had been crowded upon the poor woman in

done, |
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her physical weakness. A fit of mental abberration
was the result, in which she went out from amonast
her friends, and took her Jonely way toward a (list:nt
part of the eity. '

Qn; and on, she wandered, scarcely feeling the
weiglit of the little form which at another time, she
couldi not have carried. -

. At last she come fo the Battery, and there sinking
in a friendly shadow, bowed her head over the child

who at length had closed hier eyes with weariness after
& eason of quict wonder at the strange proceedings of
the mother, o
. What passed through her mind during the remsin-
ing h(?urs-of night, was the wild brain of a maniac

and bears no record. She must have slept, at ler;gthz

| When the day dawned, restored to consciousnesg, sho

gazed around her in blank dismay, striving vainly to
account for her presence in such & place. L

The hum of life was rising deeper and dééﬁer
zf.broaq. Wheels ratiled over the stones, and hoﬁ*aea
feet pqé.tering befove them, chimed in harshly with!the
rough jar. There were sounds of footsteps uponithe

| pavements, and every where, indications of re-awak-

ened life, _

Weak: trembling, perplexed, Ora rose and walked
away with her now almost insupportable burden.
This cguld nof last long. - A temporary place of rest
must ble found, where she conkl reflect what was to-be

She“#was not long in finding a second class boarding
house, where she resolved for the present to seck shel-
ier.  Bhe reflected that here she would be more secure
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from observation and curiosity than amongst a higher

class of people, and thongh her thoughts turned in

" disgust from its coarse appointments au associations,
she felt that she must soonér or later accustom herself
to adapt herself to circumstances. Misfortune was
pursuing her relentlessly. To what might it not
drive her in the end?

She rapped at the door, which was opened, and a

- ghabby girl showed her into what she termed a parlor,
but which was in reality, a most miserable excuse for
a common sitting and dining room combined. She
stated her business briefly.

The landlady was a widow; a little, sharp, parch-
ment-visaged woman, with small, glittering black
eyes, and a cunning, disagreeable expression of coun-
tenance, that Ora did not hke bat she refiected that
she knew nothing of the woman; and she’ might be
much better in heart than her face indicated; and at
most, if it should prove otherwise, she would only
remain a day or two, perhaps, and, if she should
display an inclination to annoy her, alle could easily
seek other quarters,
~ «] g’pose,” said the woman, eyeing her keenly, as

- she took a seat.and lifted Ada to her lap, “that you
can pay your board in advance? It takes money to
buy food, and I can’t Bupply ny boarders with neces-
sary articles, unless they give me the means before-

« hand to do it.”

] will pay you now for one day and night.
that I may go away. Butif I remam lonom T will
pay you punctually every morning.”

“Well, you can do as you like, bus. if you re in

Afror ‘

!
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{ search of work, I'll warrant you don’t get a place inside
{ of aiweel, and yon’d just as well pay me for a week
{ in advance, and have the trouble off your hands, at
§ once. What are you goin’ to do?”

+ “I cannot tell. I shall probably get a situation as

§ governess, somewhere,”

The woman shook her head positively.
- “Can’tdoit. Peopledon’tget governesses for their

§ children now-a-days. Just as quick as they’re out of
§ the cradle they sends them whoppin’ off to boardin’

school, and keeps them there till they’re fifteen or six-
teen, and then they brings them out and marry’s them

i right off. No use for governesses, you see.”

‘Ora smiled, in spite of herself, at this, and replied,

with an effort to be grave:

“1 presume governcsses are not wholly excluded |

| At least T have just Ieft a place whero I held such an
j officd.”

“ What made you leave? Was it a nice Rlaeé L
*Veny-nice,” said Ora, replying to'the last question,

§ and taking no notice of the firet.

“ They gave you good wages, I reckon?” glancing
at hor neat black gilk, and the child’s tastefully em-
broidered frock. ‘

“Very good,” returned Ora, quxetly.

“ Many children 9” '

11 Three'” 7'-:‘*

“ How long had you been. there i

“ Three months.”

“The children had got through I &’pose, with their - -

studies ?”
[11 N . )
: 12
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“ Then, what made you leave such a nice place? I
reckon, though, you had some ditticulty with them.”

“No. Circuunstances, which could not interest you, H
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{  tone that savored of displeasure. “ ButI thought you

caused me to leave,” answered Mrs. Meredith, wearied §

with the woman’s inquisitiveuess, and fearing for the 4

length of the interview.

-« But I am worn and tired,and would be glad to go §
to my room, if you will be so good as to show me to §

it,” she continned, rising.

“ Oh, sit down, DI'll have to have one fixed up a :
little for you first, and you can just lay your little girl §
on the lounge there, while I have something brought §

in for you to eat.”

Mrs. Meredith sank back, wearily, and the woman §
She felt that she had not chosen the §

left the room,
~ best of boarding-houses, as she glanced around the

littlé apartment, filled with greasy, shabby furniture. §

She shuddered, as she laid Ada's little head wpon the
goiled pillow of the lounge; but her arms ached with

her weight, and through trouble and exhanstion, she §

felt as thongh she would faint. E :

In & short time the woman returned with a cnp of
tea, and & dry, hard looking piece of brown bread.
Ora turned from it in disgust.

« You'd better drink it,” nrged the woman. “There's
nothing half so strengthening as a good cup of tea. It
refreshes one amazingly. Drink it, do.” '

“ No, thauk you, I cannot,” replied Ora, “T only
need rest to refresh me,  If you can have a pice piece
of toast and a cap of strong tea for me by dinuer time,
T think I may feel more like eating.”

“ Well, just as you like,” returned her hostess, int

i

;:f;)‘t”teel faint, and a good cup of tea WOllld; do you

+*I'm sure I thank yon kindly, for your thoughtful
attention, and am sorry for the trouble you ﬁavz had
to get it, since I have no appetite for it.”

. Mrs. Meredith’s manner was so gentle, while utter-
ing these words, and her face shone so full of tbuching
fsz?dness, that the woman forgot her displeasure'at once
in contemplating the beautifal but sorrmv-stricken’
woman before her. :

Her next words, however, proved that herin(juisitim
propensities predominated over her sympathies.

“ You've been married, 1 suppose ” |

“Yes,” replied Ora, with & slight start,

* How long "

4 8ix years.” -

“8ix years!” Why, bless my soul, you must have
been almost a baby six years ago, from yonr looks
now !” ’ i :

“I was fifteen,” said Ora, with a faint smile at the
woman’s astonishment. L

“ Fifteen! Well, that's a heap too young toimnl’r_y.
You ought to have stayed at home with yoi:'r mother o
while longer, and then there'd been plenty time to sce
trouble.” - - |

“Alas!? replied the lady.eadly, “I had neither
father nor mother, I was-an orphan.? |

' How long have they been dead ¥

“I was but ten when they died.”

“DPoor thing " with a touch of pity. ¢ An orphan
at ten, and a widow at twenty-one! Well; well.
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"Prouble comes to all of us. 1 lost my poor,dear hus-
band, Mr. Ichabod Jenkins, this ten years ago, and
" I've had to souflle mighty hard to git along, but some
way I always done it. - I aint like some people, who
gset down and cry, with their hands lyin’ idle in their
. laps, when trouble comes. I know I loved my poor
old man jist as well a8 any woman ever could; but
when God saw fit to také him from me, 1 said ¢ (xod 8
will be done,’ for, surely, if He deprives me of oue,
He will, in His mercy, send another to comfort me;

and so I’ve managed to git along this far, and am ~

waiting patiently for the protector. I feel He will. not
fail to send one to me.”

“ Now,” she continued, settling herself comfortabl ¥
in her arm chair; and taking up a blue stocking, whose
* ‘color could scareely be discerned for dust and grease,

another man as Mr. Jenking was,; ’cept by the rarest
chance. While he lived, I always had some one teo
work for me, and keep me in plenty; while, at the
same fime, I always had my own way about every-
thing. Dve always thought a woman knowed better
how to manage things than men. They git along so
“much nicer with everything. Men are such great
gawky, awkward things, generally, they do nothing
but blotch and blunder if it wasn’t for the women.
I've told..my poor, dear J. enking many and many’s
the time, that he would starve to death if it wasn’s; for
ne, to tell and direct him about everything, and lo
was smart and sensible énough to see the truth of it.”

Ora saw that Mrs: Jenkins was disposed to he com-
municative, but it -was more agreeable than bel‘ng

‘e

im-the first style.
“Jf T was to marry a hundred times, I'd never git’ siclt  §
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~questioned, and she suffered her to go on without
interruption. Sitting with Ler face to the window,
where she could look out upon the street, and watch
the throng as it surged on, she almost forgot her, in-.
deed ; am] it was only the incessant hum of her voice -
that kept her cognizant of her présence.

.%But you know,” resumed Mrs, Jenkins, * thatit's
a hard thing to lose a good, kind husband ; and more
especially when he’s descended from one of the first
families in the old country. - Yes, Jenking was one of
the proudest names that graced -the aunvals of the
whole united continent. No man could boast of a
prouder, than my poor lost Ichabod.”

“He was borned and raised on the land of & real
Iord—Lcud Wentworth, of England—and was raised
When he was only fonitéen, he

- served as-a sort of valet to young master Wentworth,

and after he had grown up to be a man, became head
valet——that wag after his-old master dlulg and master
Fredrig- fell heir to the estate— and I'm sure, Lord
Fredrie thought the world and all of him.

"¢ But some people say somebody they call F Fortune,
¢is,a fickle jade,” and I s’pose it’s so, for my poor, dear
Iclﬂabod didn’t keep his place long after his old master
dled Lord Fredric Wentworth came home oo morn-
mg, after a night speut in caroueal, and found his
hfmdaomest diawond ring -w#s missing ; and some-

‘way it happened that the worst guspicions féll on my
. poor husband, and he was searched, and not having

the stolen ring about him, they had his trunk searched,
and there it was, sure- enough, where somebody ha.d
pl'lﬁ'lﬁ no doubt, to get my husband locked up in _]suI
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through motives of revenge. At any rate, I always
thonght so, and I had the best of reasons: for a young
man I knew, one of the lower servants, had had a
grudge against him ever since he married me, which
was just about two weeks before Lord Wentworth died.
“He had begged me to have him again and again,
on his very knees, but I always wouldn’t. Thad done
surrendered all the great wealth of my spotless affce-

tions to my Ichabod, and there wasn’t no room in my

heart for even the shadow of another’s image.
“So, as I said, I always thought he put that ring
there, just through pure revenge, and he might a
thonght if he could once get Iehabod out of the way,
~ he'd maybe get a chance to carry me off by main force.
However, be that as it may, my poor husband was
sent off to prison, and I thought I should go crazy
when they took him from me. Oh, that was a sad,

sad time, but ¢ the darkest honr come jist before day,”

" you know, and one morning whe should come into my

room, jist as it was beginning to get light, but Ichabod -

himself, creeping on tiptoe and looking skeered half to
death. _ '

¢ ¢ Betty,” said he, in & quick whisper—

¢ What do you want, Ichobod ¥ says L. -

“ (3t up and dress,” says he. ‘I am going away,,

and want you to go with me,’
* ¢ Why, where are you going ¥ says I, in surprisc.
“¢To America,” says he.

«¢To America,’ says I. ¢ What! away across the :

 ocean? ) _
“¢Yes,’ says he, ‘Make haste, or wo'll be too late

for the ship that’s going out.’
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« < But, Ichabod, I don’t want to go,’ says I ¢ What
are you going thele for ¥
«¢Listen, Batty,” says he, bending down close to my
ear, ‘I've jist escaped from jail, and I won’t be put

_back thero again for stealing a thing I neversaw; and

Pm going to leave these cursed wretches,and go where

~ gentlomen are treated like gontlemen. Now, Betty,

you know how I've always loved you better than any-
body in the world, and if you have the least bit of love
for me you’ll be quiet,and git up at once and go along
with me.’

“ could’nt stand it when he talked so aﬁ'ec;jpnate
to mo, and I got right up, without another word, and
gathered up my things and followed him to the ship,
where we took passage for America, and we came
right here, where we lived ever since, till, poor, dear
Ichabod died, and left me a poor lone widow, without
anybody i m the wide w01ld to do anything for me, since
he's gone.”

Here Mrs. Jenking covered her eyes with her blue
checked apron, and gave way to an imaginary fit of
tears, . inly wondenng, all the while, that her guest
should seem so Tittle impressed with her pathetic story.




CHAPTER XV.

“ MADELINE, my daughter, what is the matter?”

Lina sat with pale featares and compressed lips
behind the coffee arn a8 her father entered with the
greeting above recorded. She answered in simple
and quiet sorrow: -

i Mrs. Meredith is gone, papa.”

“Gone! Mrs. Meredith gone!” he repeated. * Why
where to—when ¥

“TLast night she must have left the honse, but
where to, God and herself alone know. Oh, papa, I
cannot tell yon how grieved I am, I bad so much
faith in her. I trosted her, and loved her in spite of
everything, but this last act has completed her over-

throw. If she was innocent, and knew it, why did.

~ ghe leaveus? Ah! I cannot express the pain I feel at
this step. Yet it has saved me the trouble of tarning
her away.”

‘4 Gone, and withont a word of explanation or self
defence. Poor, misguided woman! What is to be-
como of her? Lina, she must have been out of money,
very nearly. I have not paid her for the last month

as yet, and with all her little necds, she conld not have  §

_had much left. Did she not send to yon for any at
any time since this affair”

“ No, sir. I have not seen or spoken to her since
the occarrence of yesterday. I 1ntended to have gone

(1)
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to her last night, T piticd her so much, but it was late .
when I was left at liberty, and then I supposed she
had retired,as every thing waa still in her room.”

“Well, wellI” the Dr. sighed heavily. “It is a
sad affair all the way through, and I cant just see my
way cleatly how to aet. Yet her last step removes
the necessity of investigating the matter in her behalf,
The best we can do, is to leave the whole thing%e die
away, and sy ne more about it.”

Poor Lina was willing enongh to drop it, for it was-
a subject frought with sach pain, she shrank instine-
tively from openly canvassing it.

A mnew thought, however, scemed to strike her as
she sat thoughtfully waiting the cutrance of the other
membors of the family, She lifted to her mther
pair of eyes in which fear shone deeply.
~ “Paps, whas if she should destroy herself.” Huotoo

. looked disturbod, but in a montent ke replied reassuz-

ingly: “I do net think we need fear so bad an end as
this, ”(If she conld do such a thing, I am much mis-

| takenin her character—in all respects ! he added

emphaticaily.

“Yet, remember how sensitive she is, and the fact
that she teok nothmo' but her child with her, and the
clothes they wore. We cannot tell how the thought of -
«isgrace amongst ws who have treated her so well,
wmﬂfi work upon her feelipgs. Oh, I fear I shall
uever rest again until I kot where she i is, and what
she. is doing, if indeod alive. Papa, in pity for her,
poor, forlora, and as you say, misgrided W@mm—m
stitute a search. It will relieve my suspense.”

He promised te de 8o, and ou the eatrance of the
13
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little girls, shortly followed by Harry, they all sat
" down to breakfast.

The young man looked haggard and worn as if he
had not slept. Madeline’s gaze rested on his face
anxiously, but to her kind inquiries, he replied shortly
that he was ‘¢ well enough,” and dispatched his break-
fast silently,

‘When he rose from the table, Madehue fo]lowed
him into the hall.

¢ Brother, Mrs, Meredith went away last night.”

He was just in the act of taking his hat from the

rvack when her words fell npor his ears, and he wheeled
‘upon her almost fiercely.

“What! gone! You are mad! How could she
Jeave the house without anybody knowing it ”

 Brother!”
~ Thesister’s grieved, astonished tone recalled him to
himself & little.

“Rister, pardon me. I do not mean to speak un-
. kindly, but I believe that woman has completely upset
us all! In the name of all that is good, why did she
leave us in this manner? She is either guilty or a
pitiful coward! 1 was d:sposed to credit her for some-
thing better.”

He turned and strode wp the staxrway, instead of
going out as at first he had intended to do, his
face stony, lips sternly compressed, and dark eyes
blazing.

Madelme looked after hi n
he should be so strongly mpved ; but all thought of
his strange conduet fled when she discovered Agnes at
her side, with tightly locked hands, and a face from

,inwardly wondering why :"
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which all color had fled. She appeared scarcely to
lircathe as she whispered gaspingly.

“ Lina, Lina! did you say she had gone?”

“ Why, yes, child. But——Ao"nes, Agnes! Papa,
Come!”

The first words had scarcely left her hps ere the

~child sank lifeless at her feet, white and still as if

death had smitten her.  Dr. Olifton hastened forward

‘and took her from his daughter’s arms, cax{rymg her

into the breakfasf; room and dashing water over her
face. .

In a minute she recovered coneiousness, but turned
her face into the sofa pillows on wluch they laid hel,
and refused to be comforted. :

“1 declare,” exclaimed.Kate recovering froni her
terror, "*“1 do believe our governess was & witch and
has left a spell npon us all. 'Who would have thought
Aggie could care so much about anybody "

“ Hush ! my love,” commanded her father. He bent
tenderly over the grieving child. -

“Agnes, darling, dont be so disturbed. We all
feel very much grieved, but I am afraid she is not
worth the feelings wo have wasted on hor.”

With the aspeet of a little fury she started up now,
and confronted him with blazing eyes.

“ Dont say that! Dont anybody dare to say that
of her! She was worth a;};,&nd more than we could
give her! She was as geod as an angel, I could kilf
anybody, to hear them say one woxd against her! I
wont hear it! Oh! I loved her so mueh! and now
she’s \gone—been driven away by a bad, bad man !
Oh! there is nobody to love me now! Ishall diel” .

4
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Choked with anguish, she sank back and sobbed
bitterly.

« Madeline, take this girl in charge, my love. I
dont know how to manage her,” said the Dr. pitying-
ly, but wearily.
be well whipped for being so saucy to papa,” and
Mary looked on curionsly. Wn;h tears Btreaming over
her face, Madeline gently slipped her arm aromnd
'Agnes’ waist and drew her from the room leading her
up stairs in silence. With her woman's heart, she
comprehended, in a measuve, something of the wild
grief that stirred the little hosom of the passionate
orphan, and 'there was more of sorrow than anger in
the quieting words she uttered, when she had taken
her kindly to her own room and tried to soothe her.

" Meantime, did Ora remember, sitting in the loneli-

ness of her miserable chamber, how this child would
sorrow for her? Yes, and wept mnany, many bitter
tears over the memory.

Since the moment of her waking, slie had striven to
siccount for the manner in which she left the house,
but vainly. She recalled plainly the event of the pre-
coeding day, and that which followed in the evening;
bat beyond that, all was blank until she found herself
glone, with her child in her arms, seated by the walls

of the Battery. A thought of Harry, and that pas-

~ sionate confession, crimsoned her brow with shame,—
of Agnes, and her gentle heart ached with anguish—

of Madeline, of Dr, Clifton, and she was overwhelmed

with contending emotions of shame, regret, gratitude.
- What wonld they think of her now! Ah, she felt but

too well that all their good opiunion of her-formerly-

Kate stontly declared * she ought to -
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must give way now, and they would despise lier for-
ever ! She must have fallen aslecp, and in that state
left the house. There was no other way in which
‘conjecture conld run. If they had put her out, it
would not have been in the middle of the night—it
could not have been done without some knowledo'e of
the act on her part,

The day passed drearily away. Nothing ocenrred
to distract her thoughts from her misery, exeept neces.
sary care of Ada, and Mrs. Jenkine’ officious atten-
tions. The prattle of tho former was unceasing. She
was full of wonder at their strange surroundings, and
asked numberless questions. The poor mother was
glad when slumpber at last laid & temporary seal upon
the curious eyes, and hushed the childish voice to
quietude, as night softly folded her dark mantle over
slumbering Natuare,

A week passed away in this miserable state. All
of the meagre sumn her purse contained, was at length
expenderd, and Ora was obliged to sell her wateh to
sapply her wants. - It was hard to part with so ngeful
an article, endeared to her by long nse and past asso- “
ciations. But 'she could not bear the thought of in-

debtedness to the coarse, curious woman under whose

roof she had taken shelter, and aa yet she corld not
muster courage to go forth in the world, sceking for
labor which sha felt herself unable to perform.

There wore  fow otherféfaale boarders i in the house,
of whom she canght a glimpse occasionally. They
came ‘and went every day, as if intent upon their
several avocations. One frail, sallow looking being,
with a dry, hard congh, passed her room every morn-
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ing with a bundle under her arm which she carried to
her own chamber, taking it away again in the evening.

* Ora surmised rightly, that the woman was a scam-

stress, b ino'ing and carrying away her daily work;
One morning she accosted her as she Went by, with
a question.
“Good morning.. Is that sewing you have mth
you §”
The woman looked at her and answered shortly.
“Yes,”
“ Pardon me, but where do you get it ¢ Can I obtain
gome from the same place ? I want to do something.”
“1 dont know.” The woman said stopping and
turning square around. “ Perhaps you can, but yon
dont look much fit to do it, any more than myself.”
Her language though half rude in tone, was not
_ without an air of culture. She spoke like an educa-
ted person. Looking at her intently, Ora became in-
‘terested.
“¥ should really like to try, if you will tell me
where to go. Is it asking too much of you ¢’
“ No, I will help you if I can. You have a cluld
“have’t you
1) YOS » ; T
. “Then if the work can be had, to-morrow morning
I will bring & double portion so you need not leave
her. You ean take the work to your room and try it
and-get your part of the pay when it is done.”

“Thank you! you are very kind, but—" The

woman did not stop to hear herfinish the sentence,
Entéering her chambeér, she elosed the door abruptly.
The image of this hollow eyed, sallow faced woman
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iraunted Ora all day. She could not rest when she
remembered how frail and worn she looked.

Mrs. Jenkins with a species of rude delicacy, sent
ar brought Ora’s meals to her room, Afterdinner on

 that day, when the things had been cleared away, sho

went resolutely to the stranger’s door and knocked,
She expected to be repulsed, but a good impulse was
working in her heart, and she determined to persevere
in the purpose which had taken possession of her.
The first tap was unheeded. The second brought
the inmate to the dvor. She looked surprised when
she saw who her visitor was, and asked nograciously :
“What do you want
“I am doing nothing, and feel tired of idleness.
Let me help you with the work yon have or hand.”
~ “I cant do it. I have need for all I shall get to-
day for my work.” :
“You mistake me. I do not want the money, I
have enough for present purposes. I only wantsome-
thing to keep me busy. You are looking tired, too,
and"% Ihelp you, you will get done sooner, 8o you
can rest,” ‘
Ora’s voice was fall of sweet womanly sympathy.

~ The stranger looked at her sharply, but was evidenily

softcned by her manner, even while answering her in

the same abrupt tone.

* Poor people cannot aﬁ'oxd to work for anybody but
themselves, and’ you are p’oor, I faney, or you would

~not be here.  'When you have toiled as long for your

daily bread as I have, yon will know better than to

give away your time and strength for nothing.” .

“ Ah, but remember that my time is better spent
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in aiding you, when I see yon lovking worn and ill,
than in doing nothing. The busy fingers, you know,
always lead the brain away from that which nost
weiries it You will do me a kindness, to; let me
help you.” : ;
“Well, if you are determmed, yau may wmt hele,

I will get the work for yon.” i

She elosed the door in her face, and left her stand: .

‘ing there for several minntes, Then she camc out
aud gave her a garment placed and basted mady to
BEW.
“Do yon know anythmrf abont snch wolk ﬁ” shtﬁ
_asked as Ora took it from her hands, ' ‘
“Oy yos. I think I can sew most anything, re{ipec%fg
ably.” )

heart was very hoavy, but she saw a woman, pooy
and fiiendless like herself, toiling on alone. The timie
might come when a smile and word of sympathy
wonld appear like a priceless boon to her weary
seul, even as a smile and kind word might prove to
this stranger.

“When you get tired, come and give it back to me,
Dont weary yourself too much with 1t e

* No fear of that,” ‘ . ,
, ach ‘went into their own rooms, and Ora’s swift

“fingers plied the needle steadily, while her thoughts

were busy with her neighbor, It was well that some-
thing had come between her and the brooding thoughts

-of -personal suffering, and that interest in another :

won her from herself. She was fust bocoming unfitted
for straggling with the difficulties of her new position,

Ola smiled pleasantly as she said the words, Hfr .

#  seen the inside since thar.sle’s been,
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Ada took a little pile of blocks which Mrs. Jenkins
had given her, and amused herself with burilding houses

§ and plat,tlmg of a thousand things while so engaged

Sometimes the mother paused to watch her, and with
loviog kindness, answer her questions. But a thought

‘of the pale woman across the hall, would again set
¢ -her fingers to going, and before dark, she had

finished the work very weatly, and carried it to the

owner. ‘ |
Standing closely in the door whlch she opened but

| slightly, the woman examined it mmutely,then ghe -

looked up and said:

“You sew very well, and have done it qmckiy I
thank you for your aid.”

Without' farther words, she turned and again shnt'
the door in her face. Evidently she willed to live in
severe seclusion. Ora was too refined, and tender of
other’s feelings to wish to pry into their lives, but ghe-
felt strangely mterested in this poor forlorn being, and
was almost disposed to feel disappointed at the deci-
ded tféatment she received at her hands.

" At the moment she turned away, Mrs, Jenking
came up stairs, . .
“What,” she said. “Have you been trying to git
sequainted with that queer bird ¢ You'll find it hard
work, if that’s your game. She has been in that
room over a month now, aud pot a blessed soul has
Ouce I wentto
have a little chat cause she appeared so lonesome like,

1 Lut shé gave me to understand that wy rvom was

better than my company, an’ refused to let me in. I
pretended to be offended that 1 conldn’s visit ladies in
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my own house an’ hinted as much to her, When she
up an’ said so prond like :

“‘ Madam, I pay you what you -ask for the room.
While I do this it is meine, and I shall receive whom.
soever [ please. Understand, that I have no time to
waste in gossip, and no deenre for such pastime if 1
_had.’”

¢ She ‘puts on airs, 1 tell you, but she pays me a
good price, regular every week to the day an’ hour, so
. T'keeps her. Butshe’s mighty queer.”
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Ora had no desire for a goesip with her communi-

tive landlady, and on a trifling pretext, entored her
room as soon a8 she could break away.

A few more days passed, but now employment
rendered the weary woman more content with her
changed estate. Every day her neighbor brought her
work from the store where she obtained her own, and
carried it back when done. The pittance gained was
slight, but every night it was punetnally paid into her
hand, and it was that much assurance agamst future
want,

him from the pleasing indulgence.

-which was concealed by a thick veil.

| CHAPTER XVI

Cuarres Lararce sat in his room, lazily pufling
forth blue volumes of smoke from a choice cigar, and
watching the thin, spiral wreaths rise upward and
melt away, when a heavy knock upon the door startled
The next moment

‘Guy Bartoni was in the room, looking excited and

impatient.
- “Halloa, Guy! you are late, old bo_‘y
kept you so long ¥

‘What has

“ Why, the devil’s to pay!” was the profane and
emphatic rejoinder.

“ How ? what’s gone wrong?”

*Nothing, but everythmg will go wrong, if we

dont look out.”

Guy drew a chair close to his friend, and sat down.

His face was very dark and troubled.

“ Charley, you remember Antoinette Wade P
“Yes, I should think so.”
. “Well, she is in New York!”
* % The devil ghe is!”

Both faces were now clouded with deep concern.

“ Yes,” continued Guy, she is herc; I cannot be
mistaken, For more than a week I h‘we followed her
at various times, trying to get a glimpse of her face,
I first saw hier
come out of L—7s store on Bwadwav, and something

(155) -
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in her carriage attracted me. Ifollawed her then,

but lost her in the crowd. Since that I have scen her

soveral times, always losing her as at first. Last
Baturday, 1 canght a glimpse of her in the Park, but
was no more successful in seeing her face than on
former occasions. The Keeper told me that she came
there every Saturday since the weather had been warm
enough and he has never seen her ralse her veil
once.” :
¢ This afternoon gs I came up Broadway pretty late
I met Sefton, who, clapping me on the shoulder, con-
gratulated me on my approaching marriage with Miss
Clifton. We stood talking for several minutes, and I
had just uitered the words; ¢Yes, the day hds been
fixed, atlast, and I shall have theloveliest bride in New
York ’ when I feli some one press almost yudely
agamst me, and a liftle piece of card board was slipped
in my hand which hung at my side, Here it is.”
He handed it to Charley as he spoke. In faint,
delicate t:aeery wag pencilled ;
 Two wives uill imprison you for bzgamy ?
“ And what became of the person? You saw her
who slipped this in your hand §” ,
“Yes, it was the veiled woman. Idid not want
Sefton to understand the affair, and put him off langh-
ingly when he questioned me curiously as to what it
“meant. As soon 8s I could I got away and followed
her, butshe was no where to be seen, Al the cvening

has been passed fruitlessly, and that it was which Lept ‘

me go late,”
“You think this woman was Antoinette?” -
“Yes, I am confident of the fact,”

e I s o At e G Tt e e e T E T
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“Bad! bad! Doubtless.she heard yon namo the
lady, and the appointed day for your marriage?”

“Too surely, Ifear; and if she did, the game’s up.’
No hope of the affair being vver, and we safely off for
Europe before she can do all the mischief that lies in
her power. I say, Charley, she must be found, and
safely disposed of. I thought myself safe, when that
little white-faced governess was ont of the way, but
here & more dangerous foe steps in her shoes. By the
Lord, if I ever set eyes on her again, I will' not let
her escape !’ -

“ And what are you going to do with her when you
get her ¢ queationed Lafarge.

Guy locked thoughtfully at the ceiling for a full
minute before answering.

“] have thought of a way,” he Bmd tummo‘a
strange look'upon his companion, You remember
Jar Vm? He ia still on hand, though he has removed
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“the basis of 0peratlons to a d:stant locality from the

old quarters, Itold youall about him before we came
here”™

“Yes, I do remember, but is it safe, gnite safe,
Guy ¥’ '

- ¢« Pghaw! yes!

| Money will do anything. I have
the old fellow under my thumb, and he’s bound to do

my will. He has more at stake in the gawic than I

§ have, and blowing on me _would hardly answer.

Besides, she’s alone here.” Who is there to interest
themselves to find her ont? I tell you, those institu-
tione are capital when a fellow wants to get rid of
troublesome fiiends 17

| -« How will you manage the affair?”
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“That remains to be scen. Circumstances must

guide me for, the plesent, and will, no doubt, soun

develope a plan of action,”

“Very well, you know best, old fellow! May you
Y y y you ¢
But come ; are we to keep onr engage- 3

be successtul,
ment with your fair fiancee -
- “Qertainly. Plentyof time, if we go at once. Are
you ready ¥ :

The two descended the stairs, Went out upon the
street, and with arm locked in arm proceeded toward
'Dr. Clifton’s.

Madeline had that evenmgasma]l company of select
friends for the enjoyment of a private musjeal enter-
" tainment.
great city, were collected in the spacious music room,
now one blaze of brilliance and beanty. The young
hostess was looking surpassingly lovely, as she moved
among her guests ; a dress of silver grey silk, fitting

closely to her perfect form, coming up fo the throat,

and falling away in wide flowing sleeves from the
white arms. Guy had never seen her more beautiful,
and a pang wrung the guilty heart when he remem-
bered how unworthy he was of such a ireasure.
Perhaps she might never be his! There was a dark
Fate over them. Should she suffur the sable veil to
fall between him and his love, he was lost eternally.
" He approached her with apologies for his tardiness,
but in his heart he was muttering desperate vows to
win her or die in the effort. He was more determined,
now that a possibility of losing her appeared to hm
awakened heatt.
That night the mansxon rung with mirth and music.

Some of the most cultivated talent in the {3
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Wit and humor flashed forth amid jewels of %lwught,

and every heart in the little assemnbly beat to a meas-
tire that is the nearcst akin to perfect happiness the
seul can reach, while confined in an earthly casket.
Guy was the last to leave when the little paxty
broke up.  While the servants were putting out the
lights, he drew his betrothed into the grand old library.
where they had spent many happy evenings together,

and took a lover’s leave,

“Ah!” he whispered, “how hard it is to say
good bye,’ even though for a little while. How
impatient I am for the time to come when I may
never more leave you, darling Madeline.”

He drew her blushingly within his arms, and pressed
a kiss on the pure forehead. It was the last kiss he
ever printed there.




CHAPTER XVIL

Arpi had passed with her showers and sunshine,

and May took up her buds and blossoms, weaving §

them into & wreath to twine about her brow as she
smilingly began her journey in the new year. .

As the weather grew warmer, Mrs. Meredith grew
more and more oppressed with a heavy torpor that
settled over her whole being. Itwas with very great
effort that she continued the work with which her
strange friend supplied her. Intwo weeks time from
-. the beginning, she found herself unable to perform
her usual task of daily labor.

In the last few days, her neighbor had appeared
more taciturn and stern than usual. Now she came

in, tapped at Ora’s door, and laid down the bundle.

without a word, passing to her own room without ever
secming to think of the curiosity sueh conduct might
excite. In the evening she carried it away again in
the same manner. She usually eame in after this
was done, about eight o’clock, and was scen no nore
until the following morning,

It was the day following that on which Guy Bartoni

had been alarmed by the ineident on Broadway, that
she came to Ora’s room early in the afternoon with a
neat roll of work in her hand. Her manuner was not

less distant than usnal, but there was a something
. (160) . :

# . “Dont think of it.
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strangely sweet in her voice as she spoke, handing
4 ' the bundle to Mrs. Meredith as she did so:

“I have an important errand to do this afternoen,

4 but T have promised this work shall go home as
4 usual to-night.
4 accomplish the other, so I come to you, If you will
‘do it, I will make the consxderauon equal to the
task. »

I have not time to. finigh it and

She was looking straight- at the pale, fast fading

face of the sufferer as she spoke, and noting the rapid
change of the last fow days, drew back and said
‘hesitatingly:

“Yet I ought not to set yom at a double task.

You have enough of your own, which it is quite as
‘necessary to finish, and are already worn almost to
‘death. I am worse than blind fo have thought of
it. I would not, had it not seemed so imperative.
Thave tried to putit off, but all day something haunted
‘me, urging the necessity of immediate action. Much

may depend upon it—the peace and bappiness of a

life-time are often marred by an hour’s neglect of a

Yet I don’t know just how

duty we owe to others.
I have passed my word, and

1 ought to act in this,
do not like to break it.”
I can easily do what is neces-
sary,” -answered Ora, taking the work from her. -
reluctant hand. “If therg,ds, as you hint, an abso-
lute necessity of perforrmng a duty to secure another’s
happiness, you would be culpably wrong to neglect
that duty. Go by all means, and do not feel concerned
for me. God will give me strength for the labor I
am compelled to p(;fform.i’4£ l
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% Do you honestly believe that ¥’ queried the woman
with an intense look that held Ora's gaze in spite of
herself. .

“Assuredly Ido”

“Then cling to your SJaith!?” was returued impres-
sively ; but the words were fullowed by a short hard
laugh strangely at variance with her mapner as she
uttered them. Then she added half in explaua-
tion: .
“I gnoe bad faith, but I have lost it—aye! even
in God! Dont stare. It began in my own home,
among friends I trusted, and the evil followed me
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till all confidence in mortals fled, and with it, my faith

in God, eventually. You look what I kaow you feel,
but it is true, and your borror will not change the

bitter truth. I would give my life for one tithe of

my old trust. Then I had charity, and now I have
none. Without charity, the humanr heart is like a
flower without either dow or rain to nourish .it, and‘
everything beautiful or lovely in it fades. "Dry and
dead, without odor or color—how do we look upon it
Just like that flower is my heart to-day, without faith,

hope or charity. Oh! see to it, that you preserve
your faith, woman!”

Hard, bitter, almost passionate were the tones in
which this was delivered. The wondering hearer
looked with pity upon the wretched being who could
declare herself so dead to all that was good and

noble in natare. But her elosc observation here aided

heiin a fitting reply.

«How strange it scems that people will sometimes §

misrepresent themselves. If your heart were the

i tiful principle of truth and honesty.
i 28 another reason, a duty to perform on which rests
j the happiness of some one.
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. dead thing you call it, you would be utterly incapable
of one ennoblmg emotion.”

“And am [ not? was the bitler response. I
feel as if I never can again on earth know a good

: . thought, do & good deed. 1 don’t care!”

“ Do you know you are not speaking truly ¥ asked
Ora, steadily.
“Why, how dare you say that to me ¥’ szud the

\i woman hastily and with growing excitement.

“Come, do not get angry. I mean no unkindness,
T only want to prove to you how unjustly you abuse
yourself;” Mrs, Meredith hastened to say gently, but
still with firmness. “1In the first place, unwilling to
breal your word to your employers, you bring this
‘work aod ask me to finish it that they may not be
diappointed, That betrays good feeling and a beau-
Then you assign

. To perform that duty,
| you inconvenience yourself.' In your desire to pre-

§ serve'the happincss of others—in yeur reloctance to
i overtask me because I look worn and ill—in all
§ combined, you have herc in a few moments shown

g mc that you are truthful, gencrous, and kind. Tle -
g world may have embittered you with its cr nelty and

injustice, but God endowed you nobly in the begin-
ning, and the seeds of His goodness are still in the
heart you would have me believe dead to good
emotions.  Why will you do yourself and your
Oreator such wrong @

~ Ag Ora finished, her hearer stood gazing at her in
undisguised astonishment. She had never looked
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upon, the frail, delicate, scemingly dependent, help-
less woman with a thought of such strength in her
natare. Her firm, straightforward, yet gentle reproof
stunned her for several moments into ntter silence.
Then she smiled faintly, and replied in a half musing
tone : : , o
“Bome people seem o have the faculty of finding
pearls buried in mud, where none would cver é!ream
of the existence of a gem. Ishall class you in the
nufnber of these rarities,” and without farther words
~turned abruptly away, and descended the stairs.
"This strange conversation with the st;-al_lge woman,
made a deep impression upon Ora’s m‘md, and as
‘ghe sat sewing, she thought of everything that had
. been said, and mused upon it. Time passed almost
unheeded while thus engaged. - She did not leave her
work or think of leaving it, until gathering shadows
rendered her unable to see. Then she remembered
that it was the hour for carrying the work home, and‘
moruently expected the return of her neighbor.
Hastily lighting her little lamp, she rather ner-

vously took up the work again, eager to finish it 3

before her return, and fearing her ability todo it: It
_ wanted a good half hour’s work before completing,
and feeling weary now that her mind was recalled

from its thought realms, she smveyed the article
8 darkness and kept hope gpdenergy alive, On this
§ cvening it acted like a charm.  After the little lashes

ruefully. But the desire to get thiough was strong,
and nerving herself for the task, the ncedle flew in

-~ and out of the cloth like a little glancing ray of light. 8

Ada had become tired of play, and begged for her

supper; but with a few words of encouragement, B

7 ghe put her off till the task was finished. A littlo
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story served to keep her quiet for a timo, and at last
the mother with a deep sigh of relief, ruse and folded
the finished garment and wrapped it up. She felt
thankful for the strength which had sustained her to
the completion,so that the woman might not be disap-
pointed. But as time still sped and she did not come,
a feeling of uneasiness began to take the place of
gratification. She gave Ada her supper and then sat
awhile to amuse her with little songs and stories, as
was her custor. Ora loved her child beyond any
earthly thing, and felt the necessity of perfect free-
dom of intercourse between herself and her danghter,
‘to establish that affection and confidence so lovely
in such relations. It was her constant effort and care
to lay her little daughter to.rest with a happy heart.
No clond must settle over the pure young mind to mar
it with hideous visions in sleep. A sweet, southing
song as @ lullaby, or a preity little story to amuse
and please her, were the regular routine, togethtr
with the little prayer, after which the blue eyes elosed
peacefully, and the happy child was at rest. These
hours were sometimes heavily taxing, but oftence
served to soothe and quiet her own overstrained
nerves. The happiness she strove to spread as suu-
light over the fair head of her innocent child, reflected
into her own troublous lifeya ray that brightened its

had settled upon the soft cheek in sweet repose, Ora
cat by her a long time in quiet, peaceful thought,
The clock on Mrs. Jenking’ mantel piece below stairs
striking ten, at length aroused her.

—t
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“Ten! and she hasnotcome! What can have hap-
pened to keep her# she murmured. A fecling of
alarm began to take entire possession of her. She
was more interested in this strange being than she
had ever realized until now, and she soon found her-
-gelf striving to devise a means of tracing her. A
moment’s thought, however, convinced her of the
futility of such an effort. She had not the most
remote idea of the direction she had gone, and it was
growing late at night. All thought of search was
folly.

She remained waiting and listening for her foot-

steps till after midnight, when the thought oceurred,

to her that she might have tome in while she was
engaged ‘with Ada, and it then being too late to
carry the work to the store, which closed early, she
"had gone to her own room and retired.

It seemed so probable, that Ora now endeavored

to dismiss her fears and try to get some sleep. Fear
of disturbing the household prevented her assuring
herself fully by knocking af the door and ascertaining
the truth; so she at length retired .and goon fell

asleep.

i says she must sec you,
g and told her to g0 away, but she wont do it till she

B Dositively.

i 1 feol afraid of her.
“ Nonsense, my child, she conld do me no possible

lharin, even were she What you imagine.”

| Kate followed Madeline from the room and stopped

§ upon the landing where she conld see the stranger,

who sat upon the hall sofa waiting.
f§ an air of prond depreeation as the young girl ap- -
| proached her, but the keen eye§ swept her from head

'CHAPTER XVIIL

“ SwTER, thereis a strange woman down stairs who
Molhe says she looks wild,

sees you.”

Kate burst into her sister’s room excitedly, and
delivered this little pieco of intelligence. Madeline
roge from the work on which she was en'mged in
‘wonder and curiousity, '

“A strange woman, Katie ? what can she want
with me? I’ll go and see, however. Some beggar,
perhaps.”

“No, she dont look like a beggar,” asserted Kate,
“But she does Jock like a crazy woman.
Dont go down, Lina,”

She rose thh

to footat a glance. The slight expression of tronble

f and fear went out as the survey was completed, and a

j -sorrowtul pity took its place.

i she saw a mist obseure the strange orbs as she gazed
'in surprise upon her visitor’s face

Madeline fancied that

(167).
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“Yon wished to see me?’ she asked, kmdly

< What can I do for you?” .
“Nothing, lady, except to listen to what I have

astranger to make, but I make it for your own sake.

» You would not wish others to hear What Thaveto say 3
q frame of the young girl asshe laoked upon the strange,

to you,”

With increasing wonder, Madeline turned to the‘

library and bade the woman follow her.  On entering, |8
‘ § fulstory. Madeline’s heart lay like lead in her bosom,

she pointed her to a seat,

“8it down,” she eaid. * Yon look tired. Now, |

what have you to say to met I am impatient to
hear,” '

An unmistakable mist now gathered in the dark
eyes, and the worman’s voice faltered painfully.

« Believe me, Miss Clifton, I would rather perform

- any task than that which brings me here; but you are g
in peril, and I dared not hesitate to dlschalge the duty
-1 owe you. It is doubly hard now that I have seen

changed.”

“You speak in riddles,” 1ephed Madeline, with
growing impatience, “How can Ibe i in- peril—of B

what? Please come to the point at once.’

“T will. Pardon me if I am over b]unt I would §
not seem impertinent. Baut you are encraved to be

married to-—to—Guy Bartoni ¢’
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pain accompanied the mention of the name. All the
color forsook Madeline’s cheek on the instant, and she

gazed speechlessly at her visitor, ere she could articu-

‘come tell you. Will you take me somewhere that I § late:

may speak to you freely without bﬂmg heard by others ?
Do not distrast me. The request is a strange one for

“Well, and if T am, what then i

Instead of replying, the woman covered her face
with her hands, and her frame shook violently, either
with pain or passion, A cold horror erept over the

plainly habited, cowering creature before her. Her
cvident poverty ; her shame and distress, told a pain-

and & cry like a wail burst from her lips:
“Do not, do not tell me what I foar—de not say
that he has wronged you!”

The woman looked up quickly, and a hard, 8tern -

look replaced the pitiful anguish it had shown but &
moment before.

“But Ido say it! Aye! he has bitterly wronged -

me, and would add to the black sin with which his

soul if'stained, by wronging yeu likewise, Ah, I ges -

you. You look so young and trusting. Yes, it is [§ by the horror in your face what you are thinking ; but

very hard to tell you that which may, perhaps, change ¥

the whole carrent of your life, even a8 mine has been @
‘B It is suflering which has chau«red me, not sil, as you

you are mistaken! I was, afew years ago, a8 fair as
you, and as pure—I believe as good as yor canbe,

think! My ouly sin has been in the were fact of ever
having loved a mau so black- heaate,d as Guy Bartoni;
and T do believe it must b i, deop aad deadly, to
love such as he! DBut I must give you proof of what
Isay. This will explain afl.”

She took a folded paper from her bosem and handed

A spaam contracted the sallowfeatures, as if severe it to Madelme, who received it with a shiver. A
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terrible dread paralyzed her. She had scavcely power
to unfold . the little slip of writing she h'eld. - When
ghe did, a numbness froze her blood till even her
breath seemed stilled as she read. .\It: was a certificato
of marriage, duly signed, and bore the date of nearly
two years back. ' ‘ : .

Poor Madeline lifted her eyes piteously to the face
of the stranger. '

« And you—you are—his—wife ¢

« Yes, lady, I am his wife, or the law makes me so
in the world’s eyes. - But I had sworn never fo call
myself by the name again, and should not, but to Bave
you. I could die when I think how 1 once lovefl him
—falge, perjured villain that he is! Oh, heis not
worth & thought, except of scorn !” . |

The thin figure was erect—the eyes blazing-the

“proud lips curled—the very personification of the’

scorn she expressed. Madeline caught a portion of
the outraged spirit of the wife, and a tide of resentful
feei,ing, smothered the pain that.threatened t.O madden
her. Her ‘voice grew stronger and steadier as she

gpoke:
P“ Tell me everything. I would understand the full

extent of his deception.” _ .
The woman lifted her bands and pressed them tightly

over her forehead for several seconds. Then she began
slowly. -

«T must be very brief. I can only tell you enongh‘
I am a native of the §

to satisfy you of wy trath. ive of |
South. Tt was there that I first met with Guy

Bartoni. He was traveling for pleasure, and‘it was
at the Springs I first saw him. The acquaintance

T e T S T
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. was but teniporary, yot he appeared pleased with my
gociety, and I regretted when the time came for us to
part. I never heard from him after my retarn home
to Louisiana, and had nearly forgotten him, when we
met again unexpectedly, It was at St. Pauls, Min-
nesota, and I was with a party about to cross the
Plains to California. He,and a young man whe pro-
posed making the trip alone, gladly fell in with us,
and we all started together. :

As we traveled, I saw a great deal of him. He
was by my side constantly, and I learned to look for
him eagerly from day to day, wntilat last I could not
disguise the fact that I loved bim. It amounted to
an infatuation, and my woman’s instinets soon tanght
me that he was as decply in love as I was mysclf,
An agcident nnited us. I had but oue relative living
besides my father—that was a sister who was in Cali-
fornia, and to whom we were going. My mother
died three years previous to eur joarney. One day
my father ventured away from the party a littlo dis-
tance, and in an ungnarded moment, his. horse took
fright and stumbled with him, over a rocky ledge,
killing him almost instantly, bofore any one could reach
him to render aid. Oh, that was an awful hour for
mel We buried him there where o was killed, anmd

§ left him amid the wild rocks in the wilderness. 1
| thoughs I should die too, then,- -1 felt that I could not

leave him, my dear, good father, and go back into the
world alone.  In my wild despair and anguish, Guy
Bartoni whispered bis love, anl took me to his heart
to comfort me.  'When a little farther oy our journey,

b we fell in with a another party, and amoug their nnm-
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ber wag a minister, It required little persnasion to
induce me.to wed him there, for my lonely, sorrowing
heart deeply felt the need of -a tender friend. So in
a sweet, secluded spot in the wilderness, wherfa- we
camped for the night, we were married by moon'l;‘ght,
. the whole company standing heneath the stars in the
hush of the night, with bared heads, listening to the
solemn vows which bound us to each other.
¢ 1 shall never forget that night. Its solemnity was
almost awful.  Still it was beautiful, and I was as

happy a8 L could beunder such sad circomstances. - i

‘ We all réached 8an Francisco together, and before
doing so, the minister who married us gave me this

certificate signed by himself and several others, as you

e.
SG“,I was not happy long, however, in my relation
as a wife. Hesoon wearied of me, and mylovae scarcely
outlived my husbapd’s. It had nothing to Keep it
aljve. Three wocks after my marriage, the sca!es fell
from my eyes, and the broad glare of a thousand impor-
fections appalled me. He possessed none of those

noble attributes which have power to bind a woman’s [

heart to man forever, and for whicl I had given him

credit whenT gave him my heart. Unkind, unprinei-

pled, cruel, Isoon hated him with all my sonl ; 1could
ot help it. He repaid the sentiment with interest. We

parted at length, he going his way, I mine. I held-
that certificate as a bheck upon his actions. I would §
not be divorced. Iresolved that he should not wreck [§
the life of another as he had mine, and have never

ceased to watch him, thongh he has nearly eluded me

goveral times. My meanswere limited. Ihave been §

4. where the others are.”
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obliged to lsbor hard, sometimeés, to sustain lifa,
which, after all, is not worth sustaining. 1t might be
different, if I chose. Icould foree him to support me,
but I would scorn to take anything from 2 man I so
thoronghly despise. I wonld rather starve.”

It was iwpossible to doubt the truth of the story she
heard, for every word burned itself into the soul of the
listener, with indestructible force. Yet Madeline asked
half mechanically:

“And those witnesses—the minister—whore are
they now #” ‘

* The minister lives in California. I do not know

“Does Mr. Bartoni—does your—husband know
yon are here : :

“Yes, I think he does. I have’ warned him to
beware of his actions. Oh, I so feared I should not
get to see you before the matter was carried to extrem-
ity—before he had completed the terrible farce, and
you were lost forever. I haveagonized over the thought
untitl was almost helpless.” | 7

There was a gray pallor creeping over the thin
features, and Madeline observing it, rang for a glass
of wine lest she should faint. Young as she was, and
selfish as youth is apt to be, she did not forget what
the woman hefore her had suffered, or that she deserved
all the pity that the heart can give. Deceived in her
hmsband, deserted, left to. %1l and poverty, with the
bitter consciousness of her wrongs in her soul, how
uruch more need to think of her than of herself, even
though her heart was aching over the death of its
bright hopes! With all the depth of her pure nature,
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she had loved him—looked vp to him in the full sweot
confidence of her womanhood, and saw the fair image
she had-almost Worshlpped crumble to worthless dnst
at her feet. Oh, what agony for woman, in her trust-
ing nature, to endure! There is no ahgnish so keen
- a8 that which rends the heart when it finds its idol
unworthy its wild idolatry—when ne charity or genc-
rosity can avail to cover the hideousness of its defects |
But strong in her native goodness, Madeline Clifton
resolutely stifled the moans of her own heart to com-
fort another whose sufferings, for having inflicted the
blow, were almost a8 intense a8 hers in receiving it.
Antoinette clasped the little hand stretched toward
her, and as she pressed her white, trembling lips upon
it, begged wistfully :
- % Do not despise me, dear lady, that I have been
instrumental in destroying your happiness. I know
how hard it is for vou to bear. God knows [ have
reason! Oh! it has embittered me until somotimes I
- fancp myself inhaman! But sympathy softens us. I

am a better woman than I was before'I came to you,

even though it was to give you pain! Tell me, that
when I am gone from you, you will not 1emcmber me
unkindly for what I have made yon suffer. It would
have been more unkind in me to leave you in hls
hands anwarned of your danger 1”

“Indeed it wonld, and believe me, I thank you from
wy heart. You have saved me from a fate too terrible
to contemplate. My God, how awfull”

She had scarcely seemed to realize before the fu]nesa b

of the danger from which she had escaped through the
wretched woman who had risen to her feet and stood

?ﬁ\
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cowering before her. Now it burst apon her with
overwhelming force-—stunning, ernshing her, and she
fell upon her knces by the sofa, shrinking, quivering,
shaken to the soul by the storm that swept over her.

At this moment Dr. Clifton’s step was heard in the
hall, and the daughter sprang wildly to her feet. In
another moment he was in the doorway, and she had
flung herself npon his bosom, sobbing frantically.

*“Oh, papa, papa! Oh, dear, dear papa, my heart
will break!” was all that she could articulate.

“ My child! Lina! daughter! what is the matter?
what has happened ¥ cried the Doetor, in alarm, leok-
ing down at the clinging, shaking figure in his arms,

and then at the woman standing in the midst of the

room, with clasped hands and convulsed features. He
had never before seen his danghter so moved, and the
thought that something terrible had occurred, half .
erazed him, as he continued to question her and re-
ceived only sobs and broken cjaculations in reply.
Then he appealed to the stranger sternly :

“Woman, have you had a.nythmg to do with this?
Is it your work § Tell mne 1nstant1y if you know any-
thing abont it ¥

T'or reply, she stepped forward and piaced the paper
in his hand. A smgle glance showed him what it
was, and the exgressxon that swept over his face, for
one moment, was awful to behold.- Lina felt his arm
close like a vice aroung: Aer person, while Guy Bar-
toni’s wife saw the color rige in a crimson torrent to
his forehead, and his lips grow purple with rage. His
voice was thlck and husky as his flery glance rested
upon her. :
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“And you can prove the truth of this ¢’ he asked.

“Yeg, I can. Ol sir, I catwe not here to pain, but
to save her.”

He set his teoth hard, and fairly hissed the words
that followed her deplecatmg appeal,

“By the living God, he shall rne the day he was
born—I swear it!”

Lina’s sohs were stilled with fearful rapidity, and
she looked up in terror npon her father’s altered face,
Inall her life she had not seen such an expression upon
At a8 it now wore, or heard such fearful words from his
lips. She was nowas white as marble with the deadly
- Jear that seized her. ,

- “Papa, papa! you look terrible!” she cried in 3 dis-
may. “Oh, what would yon do?” '

“ Never mmd child. Time will show.”

His calmness was more terrifying than his anger
He took astep toward the door, but Madeline clumr to

- him tightly.

“ Papa, dear papa, I will not let yon go now.. You
would do something frightful, I know, and then I
should die. . Do be calm, dear father! Wait, think,”

Her tones were fall of passionate entreaty, and the
. outraged father wheeled upon ber almost savagely.

- % Madeline, what do yon fear? ThatI will find -

that man, and rid him of the life thzl% is a enrse o his
kind!_ Can it be that you can still
man whose object was to destroy yout Look at that

© woman there! Sho is, donbtless, hislawfn]_ wife, and ..
“ho would reducs you to a more miserable condition | |
than hers, for you cannot be Iawfu}ly his! And yet :

you plead for him.”

eel & regard fora
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“You mistake me, sir,” replicd the girl, proudly.
“I do not plead for him, but for yourself. You are
an old man, father, and no match for a strong, desperate

- being like Guy Bartoni. Should you meet him in

your blind wrath, there is no telling what may happen;
and if’ harm should come to you through Aim—oh, it
wonld kill me! Think of my little sisters—pity my
anguish, father—for surely the pain of such deception is
bitter enough for one weak woman to bear! Desides,
think of the scandal to which such an affair would
give rise! Your daughter’s name will fill every
mouth—-an object of pity to some-~~food for idle gos-
sip for others! Oh! I conld not bear this I”

Tho Doctor stood irresolute, but white and cold,
until the end of the appeal. The thought of being,
overmastered by any man, curled his lip with contempt
when she warned him; but it faded away when she
painted the closing pieture. That was too revolting
to contemplate. His child a by-werd for the rabble!
Ged forbid! The thought calmed him to reason.

“ You may be right,” he answered donbtfully, “ but
do not suppose that I shall let this matter pass. He
shall pay dearly for his villainy ! If Iam anold man,
I am a father too—an outraged father, on whose beat
and holiest feelings he has trampled remorselessly,
and it shall not pass unpunished. ~ He shall pay
dearly for his rashness.”,™”

Madeline’s form was rocking slowly to and fro as
the angry tirade was ended, and the poor old man
had but time to catch the sinking fignre in his arms
as it fell to the floor. Then he carried her:to a sofa
and with loving anxiety tried to restore her to cou-
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sc:uusnesa, mingling with- his endearmenls and se]f-
aceusations, bitber denunciations agamst the cause ef
this suffering.

He did not cali for assistanca. = He could not bea’r

that others should Jook npon their misery. He chafed
the little hands and bathed the white face with water
he found wpon a stand, even forgetful of the woman
who had been the nawillinginstrument of their suffer-
- ings. And, taking advantage of the opportunity pre-
sented by hls 1orgettu]ness Antoinette Bartoni stole
goftly from the room and outinto the street, now hghted
by myriads of lamps which put to flight the darkness
that had spread over the city.

She was weak and fainf. A trembling numbness

slowly crept throngh her veins as she turned her ateps
homeward. - Several times she was compelled to stop
and lean against a lamp post for support, or to git

down upon the white marble steps of some splondid

mansion, until she conld gather alittle strength to
move onward.

She had risen that mommg with a nausea which

caused her to loathe food, and through the whole day
not one mouthful had passed her lips. Anxiety of

mind, followed by the intonse excitement of the past -

two houts, added fo the fact of her abstinence from
food, were sufficient to shatter stronger. nerves than
hers, but sho had scarcely given it a thought nntil this
" moment, when her trembling limbs refused to bear her
weight. Now she reproached herself for carelessness,

She folt almost as if she should die! It would not

matter, were she within her own room, sheltered by

‘the miserable walls, which, however miserable they
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“might be, still served to sbmen hier from the eold

world and its pitiless cuuosmy She eould not bear to
die in the street like a panper—that would be terrible,
In her utmost poverty, she had never lost her pride
and self dependence, but had struggled bravely for-
ward through difficulties, even as she had striven to
move onward, now, despite her weakness and increas-

. ing numbness.

Presently the lamps seemed to grow numberless,
and the stately honses on cach side of the street en-
larged to twice their size and moved like a huge
panorama before her. There were forms passing her
that looked like giants, and two, larger than the rest,
came meeting her with loeked arms. Bhe tried to
colleet her strength to stand out of their pathway, but
in the effort, recled and fell upon the pavement, losing
all conscionsness with the fall. .

"1t was a compassionate face that bent over the pme-
trate form, full of manly pity and sympathy ; but the
mocking langh from his companion faded the divine
light ﬁom it, as a breath of poisonons vapor would
steal the rich hue from a beantiful flower. Charles
Lafarge felt almost ashamed of the momentary feeling
of humamty that had stirred his heart, when hls
heartless companion mocked him thus. Yot he lifted
the head from which the little hood had fallen, and
discovered the pale, stilk fuce bencath the mass of
dark hair falling over' the shoulders, A ery of smr-
prise broke from him. .

“ My God, Guy! Itis Antoinette!”

- “The deunce it is !”
* All apathy was gone now, and a fierce gleam lighted

-
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the dark eyes as he too stooped fo Jook at the face, as
if to convines himself of the truth. -

‘ You ‘are right, by Jove!” he exclaimed, “What
the devil brought her here? Ah, can she have boen
at the mischief 1 foared alveady? This looks bad!
Run, Charlie, and get a hack at once. I will stay
here! Now is our time to got her away. She may
not have done the mischief yet, but if she has—"

The sentence was lefs unfinished, but the demoniac
expression of face was more fearful than words could
- have been. Charles Lafarge half hesitated and shiv-

ered, but a second theught caused him to do as he was

. bidden, and he disappeared.

A little crowd was soon gathered about the spot,
and eager guestions were showered at the darkly
watchful guardian, standing sentinel over the still
insensible form.
brevity :

“Away, all of you! What is it to you, who and
what she is, or what is the matter with her?’ She is
in smy care, and that is enough Off aud leave me in
peace.”

One by one they dispersed, and others fol]owmg,
were dismissed in a like manner. Speculation was

‘rife in the bosom of eack, It was curious and inter-
 esting to see & handsome, elegantly dressed gentleman
standing over the form of a poor, poverty stricken
creature like that, and claiming her as his charge.
Perhaps he had a right, and his pride, stung and
wounded, sharpened his tongue to strangers who wit-
nessed hls humiliation. An unfortunate sister, or
‘relative, perhaps! Who could tell?

He aunswered with curt, stern §
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Aye! who conld tell? How little would any ono
dream of the relation existing between that proud,
stern man, and the poor, prostrate woman! Whe
wonld dream that it was his wife he thus stood over,
eager, fierce, watchfnl, like a hungry tiger watching
its prey?

In a short time he was relieved, as Charlie sprang
from a eab that drove rapidly to the spot, and assisted
him to lift her within., Then the two entered the

" vehicle, and bidding the driver move on, fustened the

door upon their nnconscious vietim—now fally in their:
power. ‘
Away! past those elegant structures-— through

teeming, rattling Broadway, and on, up onc street,

down another, then np another; till it wonld have
been almost impbssible to follow in the mad, intricate
drive, ont into the darkness and obseurity of tho city, .
beyond its limit of culture, and warmth and beauty.
Here all was rank, loathsome, footid and poisonous,
wherein swarmed hundreds of human beings like
vormin, tervible in their want aud poverty. Bat it
was not here that the jonrney was to end! Still on,
over stones, through mud—over a dnll, ngly road,

) until the dark outlines of a gloomy structure was

faintly traceable against the sky ; surrounded by trees,
and seeming to frown glowenngly over all who should
come beneath its shadaﬁ

Here the carriage stopped and the driver d:smount-
ing from his box opeued the door and the two men
cmerged from it—one looking up regretfully at the
grim walls—the other heaving a sigh of relief, while

" an ejaculation escaped him.
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“At last]” he said. “ What an age it has tiken
you to drive this distance,” he growled at the driver.

* Sure sir, an’ I came fast as the horses conld car Ty

us atall, at all. They ran just as if, for all the world,

the divil hisself wur afther thim. Divil the minit did K

they iver slacken their pace to brathe ; but fur all that,
yer honor’s not satisfied with all poor Pat or the bastes
could do.”

“Shut up, you blunderhead !” eommanded Guy in
a fierce undertone. “Who asked you for all this
tirade? Go and ring that bell there by the little door
in the wing. Ring twice—once quickly—then wait
while you count six and ring again,” '

The man took off his hat and thrust his thick fingers
through the mass of matted sandy hair over hlB flat
forehead, but obcyed the order as well as he could,
stooping down to make his way under a mass of vines
that hung over a frame near the little gate. When he
bad succeeded in reaching the door, he got hold-of

.the bell handle and gave it a sharp pull, He then
waited to count sixteen, very deliberately, before he
pulled it again, muftering under his breath :

¢ Bure, an’ I'll count six wid a vengeance~the dirthy
spalpeen ! to falk to a poor divil in that way afthor
the divil’s drive I give him, Halloa! are ye comin’,
thar |

The last exclamation was drawn from him ina

deeper undertone, 4s 2 step sounded within. The next .

moment, a bolt was drawn, a key turned, and the
door being slightly opened, a gruff’ voice demanded
what. was wanted,

The Irishman was saved the trouble of replying, by
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Bartoni himself, who stepped upon the stoop at this
woment, and roughly throsting the man aside, whis-

- pered a few words in the ear of the doorkeeper.

Without another word, the fellow opeued the portal

- wider, and as Guy went in, he bade the man go oui-

side and wait for him.

/ Ten minntes later, while Charles Lafarge was pacing -
the little space between the gate and the carriage,
Guy came out, followed by three men, Thrusting his

“arm in Charlies’, Bartoni drew him to the other side

of the carriage, and the men opening the door, took
out the still helpless woman, who had lain all this
time npon the cushions.

“ 8he might recognize us,” whispered Guy. ¢ They
have their orders, and kuow what to do with her.
Listen !”

A faint, pitiful ery escaped Antoineite’s lips as the
two men lifted and carried her through the little gate.
The third man waited until they entered the door and
Gluy camo round to where he stood. Then nodding
his ‘head with the simple word ®To-morrow!” he
disappeared within the building, and the two men
re-entering the conveyance, the driver turned his
horses’ heads once more towards the city.

Perched upon his box, the man ruminated upon the
object of the strange proceédings he had witnessed.
He was not bright or shyewd, but his memory served
him to link these events into & suspicious chain against
the men inside his coach. First, Charles Lafarge’s
excited -manner as he called him, and gave him the
direction he was to drive—(information which had
been received that very evening during a conversation
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upon what was to he done in case the woman they
sought should be found), followed by the entrance of
PhG stranger—the long drive, the mysterious house and
its mysterions inmates, as well as the gentleman’s
surly humor, spoke of anything but.g just or pleasant
transaction. Patrick O’Neal carefully stamped each
and everything he had seen and heard, upon his
- memory, by a process of his own fashion, and mentally

resolved to look out for a key to the enigma, if only
to spite the * spalpeen for bein’ so kard on a poor divil
a8 did the best ha could for him.” It will be scen that
Patrick was sensitive and not over forgiving in his
hature. : !

Guy and Charles Lafarge got rout of the eah on
Broadway, near Maiden Lane, and paying the man
liberally for his time, turned away and were soon lost
in the distance, - :

For several moments after they had gone, Patrick
‘remained standing where they had left him, clutching
the golden coin he held, tightly, and evidently think-
ing with all his might. A vague idea of something
he ought to do seemed struggling in his mind for
development, but ideas had to labor hard within his

thiek skull, ere they could result in any tangible per-

pose, and now, after deliberating for some time to no
account, he slowly mounted to his perch, and taking
up the reins, drove away, still perplexed and uncertain,

As for Bartoni and his comrade in villainy, after -

leaving Maiden Lane, they went up Broadway some
distance before cither ventured to speak. Guy’s mind
was clonded with fears. He would have given any-
thing he possessed to know where Antoinette had
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been; ere falling in that swoon in the street. Yet
what else could bring her to that portion of the city,

] saveithe wish to do him harm. He had every reagon

to suppose that'she had heard him speak Madeline
Clifton’s name the day she thrust the little card into
his hand, bearing the lines which warned him of her
presence. It would be no hard matter to find out ber
residence, knowing her name, and his prophetic fears

{ told him that she had betrayed him to his betrothed.

In that case, he was thwarted in everything but his -
vengeance on her. That would be proportionate to
the,injury she had done him -

Poor Antoinette!

CHAPTER XIX,

Wt changes come to us in a brief space of time |
A duy may serve to strip us of all wo hold dearest on
carth, an hour to erush all the fairest hopes of life,
leaving us-heart sick and desolate. :

Poor Madeline Clifton wept away the first bitterness
of her grief in the loneliness and silence of her own
chamber. Hers was too true and loving a nature not
to feel deeply a woe like this. Shewould have staked
her!life on her lover’s toith and goodness, yet how
bitterly had she been deceived. But for the incontro-
vertible proof she had received, she must have trusted
and loved him still. But that little strip of paper in
the hands of the miserable woman who cailed herself
his ‘wife, had swept away her faith in him forever;

16 :
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and with her trust, her love muat die. That love had
received a terrible blow, and with a fearful cry of
agony recoiled, struggled, wailed and died forever!
Nothing but the dead chill ashes were left on the
young heart’s altar, and pride, rising with slow but
gathering firmness and power, began to sweep them
away with a sure and steady hand. :

For herself the bitterest trial was-over. For others
the pure heart bled still. - When she gathered her
strength, and with a patient sweetness almost angelic,
came down to breakfast as nsual, the morning after
the awful revelation which had blighted her life, it
-was for the sake of others, that they might not fecl
too deeply the blow, by witnessing its cffect npon her.

The Doctor’s usually kind faee was stern and hard.
He could not forget.

" ter was practising now—‘‘that self control gives
strength to combat all evil;” secmed entirely to have
faded from his own mind. Through the whole night
sleep had oot visited him, and the cauldron of his
wrath boiled hotly, leaving the sad impress npon face
and manner.

Madeline cast her eyes around the cirele with a sick-
ening sensation -at heart. Agnes Montes was no
longer like herself. The time that had clapsed since
Mrs. Meredith’s disappearance, had metamorphosed
her. She seldom spoke, and when she did, her tones
had the bitter acrimony of an adnlt whose whole life

had been a series of disappointments, tiil natnre’

became misanthropie. The darkly beautiful face had
grown thin and sharp in its outlines, while the black

The lessons he had impressed
upon the minds of his children, and which his dangh-
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eyes; burning with an ever fitful light,. looked almost
ghostly in their size and expression. o

Kate’s joyous laugh, and Mary’s innoeent prattle
were hushed, and with pained expressions upon their
fair young faces, their glances wandered silently to
each member of the family, returning again to theu'
plates, misty with tears.

- :But it was when she looked upon the brother, of
whom she had been so justly prond, that the gentlo
heart received the keenest -stab, and the brown eyes

“grew humid. The bleared orbs, pale haggard cheeks,

sternly compressed lips, and general untidy appear-
ance, told a tale too pitiful for even love to mistake!
To what misery had that happy circle been reduced,
and for what purpose? The soft eyes drooped, and
the aching heart sent up a prayer unspoken by the
pale lips: '

““God, kast Thou a pulpose in, thie? Oh, be mwor-
(:1f111 17

'Harry was first to break the silence that reicrned
His tones were fretfal and complaining, -

T ghould like to know what’s come over everybody
ini this honse! I have not heard a pleasant word, or
séen a smile, and'I begin to doubt the evidences of
1y own senses sometimes, and fancy some malicious
sprite or fiend has transportéd me to unknown scenes
and new associations. Thisls no longer my pleasa.nt
happy hé)me, but & fimeral shade Where every indiea-
tion of joyous life mnst be suppressed. What is the
matter with you all §”

“You will know soon enough,” was the grave,
half severe response from the father. ¢ Meantime, be
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8¢ good as to keep complaints to yowrself, for at this
mowment they are particalarly nnwelcome,” 4

* Harry’s brow flushed angrily, but he made no
reply. Universally tender and kind as his father ever
had been, he was aware that it wonld be rather a dan-
gerous experience to break through one of his most
rigid rules,which was that no unpleasant circumstances
should ever be discussed in thepresence of the younger
members of his family.

“Of what nse,” wonld he argne, “is if, to taint the
young minds of little children, and darken their lives
with evils in which they have no part? Life brings
all these things soon enough, and experiencs ig the
best, though a very painful teacher. Keep their hearts
disposed to charitable impulses while you ean, and to
do this, you must make it beautiful, Itis crnel to
turn the dark side of a picture for child eyes to look

" upon, when there is & bright one to be seen,”

And, in my humble jundgment, were these rea-
sonings more prevalent in the minds of parents,
thildren would grow np with purer hearts and minds,
bapable of greater love and charity for a world, which
we make hard and cold by the people we tmm to live

m ...

When the meal was onded, the Doctor rose and re-

quested his son to follow him to the library. Poor
Madeline trembled in anticipation of the story that
would there meot his car. - What would he do? He
had been called away in his father's place, the day
previous, to visit some pahents at some distance, and
had not returned until late in the night. THe was
therefore ignorant of all that had paased, and was yet
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to laarn the shame of the black deceit practised wpon
his beloved sister,

With a fervent prayer in her heart that God would
guide them all aright, the noble girl took up the duties
of the day bravely and patiently.

Calling the little girls together, she apoke to them
with foreed, but loving cheerfulness in her tones.

“ Dont look so sad, my darlings. There i no need.
Isee your dear faces clonded because ours have been
but it has passed, I hope, and the little trouble th&t
worried us will soon be over. I want you to forget it
and be yourselves again. Katie, you may finish that
drawing for my bedroom to-day, dear, and Mary can
work on my card basket. Put your fairest colors in
it, pet, and make it bright and pretty. And you,
Aggie, what will you de for sister ?”

"The child stole to her side closely and slipped alittle
burning hand in Madeling’s soft palm.

“ Love you,” she answered plaintively, “Itisall -
Ican do, I'm afraid. I am sick and tired.”-

Another sharp pang wrung the gentle heart. - What
next was coming? What power was at work here
to soften this. child’s cold and bitter tones and
haughty manner to one of tenderness and love. Was
it the precursor of coming evil? 8o unlike her
of late, and now with thése burning hands and .
weary tones! Terror and'pain struck coldly to her
heart. I

“Bick and tired, my love! ' What makes you so!

. How.are you sick ?”

Agnes smiled a little, but after a moment replied:
4 I dont know.. [have felt g0 tired foralong time,
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and I want something—I dont know what—!ill I feel
sick. Oh! dear!” )

¢ (Jome, you are only melancholy because we have
been troubled. Ismnot that it? Yon will fecl betber soon
again, Now I want you to do something to-day, and
you say you love me, so I know you will do it. What

ghall it be? Oh, I have it now! I promised little

Ellen Parker a doll, if she wonld not worry her
mamma while she was ill ; and as she was very good
and quiet, she must have it. How would you like to .
go out and buy one for her, darling? Kate and Mary
can go too, and when you come back, you shall dress
her with some pretty pink silk I will give you for the
parpose, and little Ellen can be made so happy. Dont
you; think you wounld like it ¥’

« T guppose so,” was the reply, but the tones were

very dreary. Evidently the little girl had no heart -

for the proposed employment.
Still, knowing action to be the best remedy for

sadness, Madeline resolved to engage the children®as

pleasantly as possible, to make them forget unpleasant

things, and as Kate and Mary seemed eager for going

ont, she went up stairs to see them prepared for the

gtreet, and soon sent them away, feeling, relieved to

‘hiave done this much, The many . sights npon the
sidewalk would proveto them a happy diversion, and
something of that nature was very desirable while her

lhome thus rested nnder & clond.

Her first impulse after seeing the little girls off, was

to hasten to the library to her father and brother, but

when she arrived at the door she found both had gone 1

_ount. Sick with dread she went up to her own roomn
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+and fell upon her knees. There the great sorrows of
her young life found vent in prayers and tears, wrest-
ling with God as His children only wrestle with Him
iwh‘en in agony of spirit. Believing His promises,
claiming His love, we who follow the divine teachingg
of the Savior, will not give up tho struggle, but cliz?g
to those promises for relief and aid until our agony is
soothed with the whisperings of the recording Angel
who proclaims our sins erased from the Book of Lifo,
© But notwithstanding the firm reliance placed in
protecting power, Madeline was only human, and
weak fo struggle thus wnaided with her destiny.
Father, brother, all seemed absorbed, and, there was
no arm on which to lean, except- God’s, in her sore
distress. She was strangely placed for one so young.
Tglere were very heavy burdeus of responsibility upoan
her young shoulders, and now in her misery, when
stie needed a sympathizing friend on whom she might
lean and seek comfort, shic was compelled to fall -
back upon her own strength, and fight the battle for
victory alone,

Ob, could she have had,but for one hour, a mother’s
bosom or which to lay her weary head and weep, the
heavy load would grow less oppressive! Were even
her father or brother to take her tenderly in their ars
and speak loving enconragement in her ears, she
would feel new impulsesefor life stirring within her
bosom ! But they had left her to herself, and gone
without a word—and for what? A dozen times the
question retorned to her mind, whence she strove to
banish it!—Had they gone to_look for Guy? If so,
what would happen? She dared not think of it. She
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had her father’s promise not to get into a quarrel with
him, but Ha.rryl Ho was young, strong and full of
passionate lifo! There was ‘no guaranty for his
silonce! She could scarcely wish it, for with all her
gentleness, Madeline was proud, and felt the insult
deeply that Guy Bagtoni had put wpon her. Yet her
love for her dear ones was strong, in her woman’s
hearf, and she shrank from a contest with danger lest
they should suffer.

At the sound of her father's step below, Madeline
‘hastened down stairs, but ke had gone out again and
entered his carriage, and blaming herself for her
foolish fears, she turned back to her room,

I am afraid that some of the young honsekeeper's
duties were unattended, however, that day. By strong
offorts she succeeded .in busying the girls with their

varions employments, and it was with a veal flash of

pleasuro that she saw Aggie’s wan face lighted with
wakened interest, as her little fingers fashioned the

robe the devoted sister cut and fitted for the doll sho

had bought. But after that, she wandered restlessly
. from room to room, striving vainly to engage herself
in something to tnake her forget the haunting memo-
ries that arose to agitate and unstring her nerves,

.Once she went into Harey’s rooin, It wag insad

disorder, and she sighed heavily as she glavced around
the protty chamber, and noted evidences of his grow-
jng ecarelessnes, which the chambm maid’s
scmcely gerved to remove.

11is booke and papers he allowed no one to touch,
but himsalf, and these were scattered profusely over

table and desk,

_ believe hor to be.

duties
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A little bronze hand resting npou 2 loose sheet of
paper, attracted her attention. She observed that
hasty lines were scrawled upon it, but in a half absent
manner took it up, glancing down the page wearily.
Suddealy her eyes fixed upon words that sent the hot
blood coursing in a wild wave to her heart. What
could it mean ! ] Again she Lifted her eyes and re-read
the whole over, and with a Jow er ¥, she sank upon the

carpet, coveuﬁc her face with her hands.  »

“This, tou ! thxs too! Gh, God, the cup is bitter!
fam but human, and toe help]ess to drink it, Letit
pass from me.”

. These wero tho barning words that were e traced upon .
thc paper that fell from her grasp and fluttered to her
feet ;

“What is life to me now? It might have been very
bright and leautiful, but I myself he!ped to destroy

overy hope I reared in the freshness of my youth, I
have driven the woman I loved from my father’s
house, as though she were thle guilty thing I can never
Why did 1 tell her of my love, and
that, too, in the hour I had brought her face to face
with the man whom I feel to lmvc belied her ! My
God! Tshall go mad! A wanderer! Perhaps an
outcast from very want ; and it is-I who have diivon
her henee! "Why did I not keep quiet and clear her
fame, as the maa should do who loves a woman truly!
Ohy, mad, blind fool that Fave been. Tao late, oo
late! She wonld hate me now, cven had she been
disposed to do otherwise before. I hate my gelf! Tt
matters little what becomes of me. The sooner this

nmembTe, bateful, and useless life is ended, the better
17
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for me and all that Jove me. Iam beside myself, and
"yeckless. Shame and sorrow must come of it., I
would that I were dead !” .

And this was the solution of the enigma which had
puzzled her for so long ¢ Oh, where was her woman’s
wit:that she had not before seen it? This had paled
the, raddy cheek and dimmed the bright dark eye!
This had driven him from his pure, manly habits,
and brought him into evil assoeiations. This had
stained his once spotlessly pure name, and made him,

“she knew but too well, the frequenter of places where,
~in early vouth, his foot had never trodden !

What could she do to save him? He must be
saved ! She could not bear to see her handsome,
proud, and manly brother sink from his height, and
fall to the lowest. depths of reckless misery. Thal
morring she had observed, for the first time, how
rapidly he was falling, and from a fate so.cruelly dark
and terrible, she seemed powerless to rescwe him,
Turther and farther, each step she took forward,
plunged her into utter misery. If life-had become
thus wearisome, here was a double inducement fo call
out Guy and stand a chance of getting rid of it. To
her excited fancy, he seemed even now secking to
madly cast that life aside, in his blind recL!essnebs'

Then came in a thought of Ora! Ah! poor Orat
She could see it all now! What had she not suffered ]
This was what had driven her henee, and not a sense
of guilt. It was her brother’s wild infatuation! Guy
Bartoni’s falsehood! Slowly the just mind of the

girl labored through the.mists and clouds of difficulty,

and rested upon the truth. Did she believe his story

% broken woman!
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nowt No. With her love all faith in his truth
vanished, Perhaps Ora knew of his guilt and he
foared ber ; awd thus, by blasting her fame, sought to
free himsclf by turning her from hiy pdth. Yet if
this were so, 'why d:d she not defend herself by
exposing him? The question rose painfully ; butthe
answer was found in a remembrance of her delicate
position and extremely sensitive nature.

Now that Bartoni’s villainy had become apparent,
and Harry’s wild confession as written on that sheet
of paper had révealed to her the true state of affairs,
her quick mind and generous heart worked link after
link into an evidénce combatting the long array against
her, overwhelming it, and at ]ast Om Mered1th was
Justlﬁed

But where was she now? Poor, wmncred heart-
Madeline sobbed and wrung her
hands in pa,ssmnate gorrow, thinking of her, and how
ghe had wronged her in every thouchtbcfoxe this little
piece of paper cleared her from the guilt and shame
of deception.

Now she knclt humbly and prayed for her restora-
tion to them, that they might make some Jeeompcnée
for the many wrongs, cruel and bitter, tlmy had
unthtmoly heaped upon hel At .




CHAPTER XX,

OrA MEREDITHR—turn we once more toLer. A few
short days had brought many and distressing changes.
Since the disappearance of the stranger in whom she
had found a kind friend and assistant, she felt as if
her last earthly stay and prop was removed, and she
must stand alone, reliant only upon herself, Aheavy,
heavy heart she carried within her breast, as the days
waned, and her strength failed her. Through the
mterested kindness of Mrs. Jenkins she had succceded

in obtainiug some plain work, but illness and trouble
combined, kept cyes ‘blinded and fingers unsteady,
‘until her employer grew impatient over the delay of
the articles that were to have been returned at a
certain time, and when it was carried home, she
‘veceived the brusque assnrance that it was the last she
could have, only ¢ to keep and spoﬂ ? and then Mrs.
Jenkms, seeing no fair prospect in the future, after
siezing everything available, turnéd the wretched
lodger foreibly into thestreet. Stinging and insulting
words followed her from the coarse, vile tongue of
‘the woman, and catching her child to her bosom, weary
and miserable, she wandered away amid the fury of a
thunder storm that was raging without. :
_soon drenched to the skin. Both weary and faint
from fasting, Life now promisud little bub wutter
misery in the fature. Toil, pain--poverty in its

(196} o
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bitterest form to battle with, and its attendant evils of
scorn, misconstruction, unfeeiinnr rudeness and want
of kinduess. How could she hope for anything better,

when she had struggled vainly for so long against 1t?
What had she done, that life should be tumed thas to
gall and bitterness in the bloom of her youth and

ileslmess? Ah! the heart sickened and shuddered

under its heavy load of aliiost insupportable woe !
The little child in her arms, thin and pale, and pinched
with want—absolute want, must; now lie there, per-

& haps, and die of starvation. | | The dreary, hepeless

future lay befme her. Had she work, her strength
was too far spent to accomphph it w1th0ut first, vest
and kind eare to restore her. Where could these be
fornd? No where on carth tha,t she knew. There
seemed nothing left her but to :

To die! Ah what thouvhts rose with the word
Death was rest——peace and rest eternal, Unkindness
could not penetrate the grave, nor scorn stir the heart
to tinult from its calm repose. Cold and want conld
not reach beneath the sheltering folds of the white
winding sheet, and there seemed .4 blessed sweotness
in the thought of having the weary lirebs hidden away
where th(y mwht lie at rest and feel no morc the

§ aching and paip of toilsome_dags. and nights. Oh,

¥ could she and Ada lie dowg and feel the cold, ﬁun
§ fingers of the Angel of Reést surely calming the hot
Both were. f| pulses of life, how gladly would she Welcome its
q coming.
§ much df experience, bitter and fearful, had been
3 crowded jnto her; short life, '

# of the cruel draught.

She was longing inexpressibly for it. Too

She sickened at the taste
Must she drink it for years and
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yearatocome? Howinterminable the future seemed.
And how maliciously Misery paraded a grim pano-
rama before her mental vision ! '

She saw herself dragging wearily thr ounrh the years,
her child growing up amid coarse and unconwemal

associations. Her fair; loving child, with her danger-

ous dower of almost immortal beauty, and her sensi- "

tive nature—both evils from which even the rich find
it hard to shield the possessor from their attending
dangers and pain, What, then, would it be for her?
Could she guard and shield her chxld in her poverty ?
More than this, she saw Want stalk grimly by, and
leave tho print of his cruel fingers on the white face
of that little child, Half of her life might be passed
under the shadow of his gaunt form, and then at last
she might see that grim spectre bear her away, and
she powerless to stay the theft. *Oh, God! Oh,
God! Take us from the evil to céme!”

Slowly her steps were wandering toward the river.
She did not know it until she stood near the pier, and
saw the vessels looming up in the gathelmtr gloom,
Thén there was a half- “inviting music in its tIa.sh and
murmur, as the boats eut through the waves, and the
driving rain fell upon it. She conld fancy herself
quietly at rest beneath, with the bright head folded
forever upon her bosom, in an embrace death could
render eternal.

Her heart was aching—her brain burning. An
oternal relief_was in those dark, dashing waters.

Why might- ghe not take it and be iree——sbe and her

poor, suffering babe? She longed for it, she year ned [
She mmust §

for it beyond anything on earth, now.
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aceept it. But one moment of darkness—perhaps a
stenggle —a little striggle —in which the arms of

mother and child would clasp each obhel and then all

would be over.

There was bliss in the thought. Instinctively she
canght Ada to her heart and took several steps forward,
,sfaudmo“ upon the very edge of the pier. Sorrow had
demented her for a m'oment-——wanb and cruelty driven
her mad. She was not responsible for the influence
evil thoughts gained over her in that hour, and made
death seem so blissfully inviting, It was rest, peace,
love—everything to her, and she sought it W{Idly—-

eagerly.

There was a murmured prayer upon her lips, and
an eager, longing look of love in the blne eyes taking
1 ]ast view of the ehtid upon her bosom ; and then she
bent her head and closed her eyes in antlmpdtlon of
the desperate leap. She gathered her energies to gpring
beyond reach into the cool dark waves, buta hand fell
roughly upon her shoulder; and a hard, harsh, yet not
unEind voice, dispelled the madness that wrapped her
brain in its subtle delirinm,’ ‘

‘“Sure, an’.is it agoin’ to jump into the wather, yer
afther doin’, woman ¥ If I hadn’t got ye this blisged
minit, ye d a ben gone, sure ag Pathnck O'Berne’s
pig got into O’Flarty’s garden and eat up the praties!
What's the matter wid ye' Come, tell me now, like.
a dacent gu!, an’ its mefelf that'll help ye if its in
mo power to do anythmv at all, at all. What’s the
matter?” | :

Ora sank down with a moan.

“ No ltome—not-even a shelter in this -storm-—no
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bread--nothing on earth but death. Oh, why wrest
- me from that, Goaway, and let me die!”

“Diel well sure, an’ I shan’t do it, if' its all the
same till ye’s,” was the decided response. ¢ What if
ye's have no home, nor bread, nor anything. Tortune

.13 mighty oross sometimes, an’ sorrow comes to
everybody. Betsey Miles has got-alittle house that'll
do for shelfer in the rain, an’ a fow praties in the
corner. Ye’s shall share ’em till ye’s can get some
for yerself, Come home wid me.’

A light stole in upon the mind of the sufferer. God
created all life for o purpose. e had yet use for
‘hers, and would not permit her to destrey it. e
had sent s instrnmeunt to save hor. There was
no eseape, she must submit,
gathering in her heart, melted wnder the influence of

tho better thoughts that rese. If God preserved lifo

thas for His purposes, He would provide scmething for
its comfort.
an earnest, She rese humbly and followed the uncouth
Trishwoman whe steod to her in the light of a savior;
and there was repentence and shawe mingled with the
praver for strength and merey she feebly uttered.

¢ Father, Thou seest my weakness, and Thoun alone.
Sceing meo but human,

art the source of strength.
with hmmanity’s bitterest sufferings, Thou canst for-
give. Ob! remember me in merey.”

Ere long she beeame conscious of having entered
asmiall room with a fiveplace, where a little brighs

five was kindled, throwing out cheerful zays of light. -

It Tooked mvntmcr and homehke notw;thstandmu the
bare ﬁocu and scant furniture. g

L3

The rebellion that was
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Befora she was aware of what she intended to do,
Ora found herself relieved, by her hostess, of the little
girl, and her own weary limbs reposing in a large,
much worn ¢ane bottomed chair, Everything looked
clean and neat around her, and now that she turned

‘her eyes upon the woman whoso bnsy fingers were

divesting Ada of her wet garments, she thought the .
face less harsh and ill-favored, and the dress, though
dripping from her late exposnre in therain, was clean
and whole. 8itting before the few blazing boards on
the hearth, with the torpor of weariness, pa!in and
want, ereeping over her, she still wondered how it was
that she did everything so swiftly and quietly. There
was a little chest in one corner of the room, and from

this Betsey took several articles of ehild’s elothing,

from which. she sclected a_white night gown, and

4 laying the others caretully in their placc again, put

Sheltor aud food already was offered as '
4 soft towel.

the article we have mentioned upon the child,whom
she had already bathed, and wiped dry with a clean
 The long brown curls, straight now from
being wet, had been wiped also, and brushed away
from the little thin face; and when she was dressed
in the niglé}l: robe, the mother thought she lqoked
terribly pale and deathly. Perhaps it was the gloom
of evening 'and the gathering mists in her eyes, but
she much feared it was neither, that caused the deathly
wanness apparent upon the-child’s features. ‘
While she looked on'dand strove to think steadily,
Betsey Miles brought from a closet a little erib which
had a nice clean bed and pillows in it, for & child to
rest upon. . The shects looked snowy white, and the
pillows vely soft. Litting Ada upon them she care-

i
!
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fally tucked her in, and without a word left her and
© again disappeared, this time in another smail room
leading frow the one where she sat.

When she came back she had 2 cup of warm milk
and bread in one hand, and a slice of bread and
butter in the other, Oue she handed to the mothel,
while with a spoon she gave the other to the famishing
~ child.

Ora’s heart swelled and her e‘) es grew bhud when
her daughter grasped’ at the food with a wild, glad
ery, and devoured it with the avidity of partial
starvation. Dutin a little while she sauk bdck satis-
ficd. The weak stomach refused more, and with a
“tonching weariness in the bird-like tones, she ealled
to her mother:

% Let Ada pray now,and go to sleep.”
- Ora moved forward and took the little hands in her
own, while repeating in choking tones the ever beauti-
ful and touching prayer which had been almnost the
first that was taught to tho little child, for whom o
suffer death it would be nothing, were her happiness
“secured by that death—* Our Father.” For her there
was peculiar sweetness in it, and she thought on this
night, more than a double meaning,. She never felt
it as she did now. * Lead ws not into temptation, but

deliver us from evil,” Had not e preserved her from .
the evil of self-destruction in the hour of her tempta- '

tion. Ilad ITe not given to her lips and those of her

child, the daily bread that preserved the life He had

willed tosave? How strangely and unexpectedly had
she been snatched from the fate shesought.  Thoughts
like these dwelt in her mind while she repeated the

ORA, THE LOST WIFE. 203

prayer, and Ada's voice chimed in murmurmn-ly
When she had done, the little girl’s eyes were already
closed, and almost in the same moment she slept—
heavily, as if she might never wake more, it was so
profound.  She was weeping silently whon she turned
from the contemplation of the tonching picture, and
attempted to swallow the food Mrs. Miles had given
her. ‘

A wondcrful faculty this poor woman possessed.
She could keep her tongue still while feet and fingers
were busy, and accomphsh more in fifteen minutes
than another would have done in an hour, when. the
heart had beed more in the gratification of a morbid

. curiosity, than the relief of suffering. She had pansed
- reverently during that brief prayer, but at its close

she once’'more went to the chest, and this time it wag
a woman’s night dress she brouzht out. That chest
seemed the naceptacle general of all imaginable Hind
of things; for in a little while she had taken various
small patcels from it which she laid upon a chair, and
at Jast came back with a new comb and brash, and
without waiting to ask permission, unloosed the heavy’
bands of hair wonnd around Ora’s aching head, and
let the wet mass fall over her shounlders in W;ld plofn-

‘slo.

Ora’s hair was both an inecumbrance and a glory.
Had there been a spark ofanity in her composition, it
must have fixed upon this native wealth, which a Prin-
cess might have coveted,and been unable with all her
wealth and power to pmchaée '

When sheé stood up and sﬂﬁ'ued it to fall around

ber, it descended almost to her feet, veiling ler form
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liko a mantle. Great care had kept it soft and rich,
while the bright gloss of the dark brown waves, gave
it an air of indescribable besuty.

Mrs, Miles conld not suppress an exclamation of
surprise and delight, as the heavy rolls fell about

Ora’s person, and she endeavored to brusk it out

smoothly,

“Heoly Mother, did anybody ever see sich a head of
hair? Sure, an’if ye's was as poor as Job, this would
be a fortune to yes any day. There aint the likes of
this in this blessed city.”

Betsey was naturally handy, and very gentle; and
Ora sat soothed and resting wnder her kind hands,
while she. performed the office which made her feel
such a sense of grateful relief..

In less than half‘ an hour, she too was clad in a
loose dry robe, and reposing on a clean bed in' the

little back room, where, after tea, Betsey bronght the -

erib and placed it beside her.

The tea she had made strong and fracrl ant, which,
with the thin slice of toast deliciously bwwned over
the few glowing ceals upon the hearth,made the poor
-wanderer feel like another being.

It was quite dark when Mrs, Miles had gotall her

little parcels tied up and again stowed away in the
chest, and she was compelled to light a candle to -

complete the task. After that she went outside the
back door, and Ora could hear the splashing of water,
a8 if some one was washing clothes, Listening and
thinking, she became convinced -that her own and
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Ada'’s garments were 2ndergoing a purifying process, -

and it was not long ere they hung smoking upon the

| «God alone knows !

.and no new one.
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backs of three or four chairs, with a fire blazing
before them, kindled by the woman whose resources
seemed like magic, springing from all sorts of odd
places. Throngh the open door, Ora had scen. her
raise & board in the floor, and from beneath draw out
the wood which she used. An iron was placed before
the fire to get hot, and a blanket folded over the little
table, where, after the clothes had dried sufficiently,
they were neatly ironed and hunﬂ' again over chairs
to air. ‘
All this done, Betgey for the first time betrayed a
sign of cenriosity, Or, perbaps, we should say inter.
est, for those who act as she did, are seldom moved
by motives of curiosity alons, There is a deeper
foundation, and goodness and benevolence ave, the
predominaut gualities in such compositions,

Bringing a chair near the bed, she planted it close
to Oia.s hea.d and asked, in a veice she strove to
render kind :

“ What made ye’s want to drownd yerself, to- day ”

& Want and suffering!”

“ How came ye’s to be in sich want as to drive ye's
to sich a sinfnl deed as self-destruction ¢
T eacarcely comprehend,” Ora
replied almost vehemently. “Iworked while I could.
When I grew too ill, it was taken from me becaunse I
could not get on more rapiy with it, and the_n L got
in debt, and being unable to pay board or rent, was
stripped of the little I had and turned out of doors.
The story is short, but comprehends a great deal !
“Yes, a short story, but no litde one for all that;
Hundreds like ye's have been turned
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.out doors, an’ some of ’em like yeo’s have tried to
end their misery in the dark river. DBuf its very
foolish an’ wicked. Isaw ye's pass here as if ye's
could see nothing in the world, but what ye’s was
thinking of, an’ I knowed ye’s was in a strange way.
I throwed & old shawl over my head and followed
ye's as fast as L could, to see what ye's wanted to do at
the wather, I thought meby ye wanted to get in, but
~ didn’t like to go up to ye’s till Isee ye's drop yer head
an’ yel lips move like prayin’.
‘now’s yer timo, Betsey Miles,’ so up I goes an’ got;
hold of ye’s jist in time to keep ye's from jnmpin’ in.
What’s the usc of takin’ one’s own life that’s give to
us to do good wid?” philosophized the queer hostess,
meditatively, ¢ Dont ye know, when the blissed
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Father thinks ye’s has had enough of this world, He'll

tako you from it Hisself$?

Thin I said to m) gilly -

e P e T e C

R TR

“Ibelieve you,” answered Ora, repentantly; veiling 4

her tearful eyes with her thin, slender fingers. 1L
was very wrong and sinful, but haman strength is
very frail. Idid pot think it kind or mercifal when
you came between me and death, but a little time for
thonght, and your great k}ndness has brought me
back to reason. Oh how canIthank you? You are

" an angel of goodness "
Ola. stretched out both delicate little hands, and
grasped the rough hard ones of her lowly friend.

There was a eurious mixture of feeling stamped upon

the featurcs of the woman. She appeared to appro-

ciate Ora’s gratitnde, and was yet unwilling to accept -

her thanks or aéknowledge any merit in the service
she Aad done her.  After a moment’s hesitation, she
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managed to. speak, but her words sounded very un-
gracious, and strangely at variance with the expres-
sion upon her face. :

“Go long wid yes,” she exclaimed. * Betsey
Miles a :mo’el of anything! Angel! a Irish angel!
Some folks gits fanny notions, an’ that’s no lie!”

In spite of' herself, Ora snnled The stress Betsey
laid upon the ¢ Iush” sounded: too ludicrons. There
was surely as much room for angelic goodness in the
composition of a poor Irish- woman, as any other.
Yet Betsey scemed not fo think so, or was very
unwilling to acknowledge it. Tor what reason, those
who knew her best, might have told better,

Betsey Miles was an exception to her class. Igno-
rvant, uneducated except in the commenest use of the
English language, she stood, still in her lowliness and
poverty, above her class in native intelligence and
strength of character. Hers had heen a p‘unf’ul lot,
and, unhLa, most in her station, she had become a
bet{:e1 woman from the taste she had had from the cup
of affliction. Her busband, a strong, able-bodied, easy
natured man, had been a jobber, and in an unlucky
moment, dumw which he endeavered to assist in
the raising of stones for house building, s puiley had
given way, and the unfortanate wreteh was crushed
beneath them. This had been a very heavy blow, for
they were poor, and all t} ic, offorts of both united, had
but been barely sufficient’to keop a shelter over then
heads, and provide them with the plainest necessities
Now she had funeral expenses to pay, and
nothing but her own labor to bear her out in the
difficulty.

ORA, THE LOST WIFE.
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But there wae another trial still in store for the
poor woman. Inthé midstof her grief-and suffering,
her little girl, a fair child of three years, was stricken
down and died. This child had been the idol of her

-rough, yet loving hearted parents. Frail, tender, and
wondrously beautiful, it seemed almost impossible to
stranger eyes to recognize in her the offspring of such
people as Billy Miles and his wife.
to please the pareuts as much asanything else. They
loved to adorn her beauty, and every spare penny
went for the purpose. Betsey was neat and tidy'in
her habits, and eounld use the needle deftly asa profes-
sional seamstress, She took in washing for families,

and often when these articles were carried home, a
present of some old garment from the ladies, would

enrich the little beauty’s wardrobe with a new article
of apparel, neatly cut and sewed by the mother’s
hands, while her clothes, washed, were drying for the

iron. She was never 1&1@, and thmugh her industry

many little comforts were provided for the baby it
might never have known otherwise. There were
soft white night robes made from old linen ; snowy

little sheets and pillow cases, for the hardly earned

crib, which became Betsey’s chief pride when it had
been bought aud furnished ; and every little dainty

that ‘could.be obtained, went to sustain the nncon-

scions author of the most perfect happiness the poor,
lowly, hard laboting parents conld possibly experience.

Poor Betscy’s heart was mearly broken under the
terrible blow of her child’s death.
ﬁttenotheued her most wonderfully. She labored
still, and kept Ler huuse neat, and lxcr person comforta-

And this scemed -

Bat it quieted and
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ble. She did not grow bitter and cross, and repine
vainly. From the day she buried the little Norah,
she turned again to her old routine, for if the poor
live, they have little time for idle indulgence of grief.
But someway she always seemed to find- others on
whom her scant means were expended, even as she
now expended them upon Ora Meredith and her child.
It may appear strange that one like her shonld seck
to be charitable, still, it is no less true. She found
many opportunities for the practice of her benevolent

¢ purposes, and not a few, in her simple way, had been
| benefited,

She had seen Ora pass her door 23 before deseribed,

clasping the little child in her arms, and her kmd
| heart thrilled with sympathetic pity,

Perhaps it
was the strained look in the blue eyes, as she passed,

! or the gight of the babe on her bosom, on whom the
| pitiless rain was falling, that had moved her so-
8 strongly. ‘

Any way, she had followed and brought
her hack. Mother and child were warmly clad and

| supplied with food, and now both reposed on clean,
& soft beds.
8 than had she, to relieve the present misery of the
§ sufferer? : '

What rich man or woman could do more

Ora lay for some time watching the face of her

| hostess, and thinking of ‘what'she had done, tracing
f out in the deed just performpd*the innate goodness of

a nature at once delicate and refined through sorrow,
Gradually she questioned her with interest which

l rew with the answers she received, and at length
| gathered from her the particulars we have touched
| npon in the simple history of Betsey Miles.

.18
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How her heart swelled for the wife—the mother—
bereft of alll  Whata chain of sympathy was woven
between them! Here was a woman on whom

had laid a heavy hand, and with whom she

led all her life. A woman with a loving

heart and hoble mind, bereft of all she cherished,
meekly taking up the burthen of her life, and Jaboring
still, patiently and uneomplainingly, and spending its
frnits upon strangers! Tor the time, the two were’
upon equal grounds, Ora felt the simple goodness of
the woman before her, above her own advantages of
education and birth, Both were poor—both suffering.
Why should she recognize a difference botween them?
Reflection humiliated her before the superior qualities

of her benefactress, withall her own advantages, she g

bad come to want with her child, while this woman

was able to bestow charity upon her in her need!
This mode of reflection was becoming very painful,

but perhaps it was the best she could have fallen into

at.the time, and-lead her into a self examination that’
Lad a wholesome effect upon her mind. New hopes, §
new wmotives and resolves sprang up faintly, it is true, E

but still they were hopes and resolves that might prove

the seeds of future good. ‘ )
But the weary mind refused at last to dwell longer

upon painful themes, and in utter exhaustion; Ora

closed her tear wet eyes, and with a prayer upon her 'J

lips, sank to sleep, while Betsy Miigé sat near, intently
gazing into the pale, sweet face, and upon the little

white hand, fair, soft and dimpling as a child's, that

lay over the sheets.
She too was buried in reflection, It regmired po
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effort to judge of the difference between hersolf and
her guest, in point of station. The delicate, refined
face, and sweel, pure language would have betrayed
Ora a lady te the most ignorant, even had she been
drawn from a gutter. 8o while she slept, Betscy
watehed and conjeetured over her. ,What had reduced
her to'this? She turned her cyes ﬁpon the sleeping
child, and & painful shade darkened her face for a
time and she sighed heavily. Perhapé she thought
of her.as high born and possessing every advanta:ge,

raghly-rushing from the shelter of her! home, upon

the cold charities of a cold world, while no arm was

stretehed forth to save her.  Something of this nature

must have risen in her mind to cause the shadow,
but it softened again, and there was only yearning,l

loving pity in the misty gray eves that regarded the

two so intently as the hours wore on.

CHAPTER XXI,

A sweEr and peaceful haven seemed this Iittle
tenement to Ora when the morning light from the
castern window falling' on her eyes, wakened her,
Betsoy marched with quiet footsteps back and forth,
busy in the preparation of Aveally dainty breakfast
The fragrance of coffee and frying ham sent a pleasant
odor into the room-—pleasant because she was
ravenously hungry, and felt now as if anything would
be palatable. Looking from the bed, she beheld a
plate upon the hoarth, heaped with toast, and very
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tempting in its rich brown color, A grateful thrill
quivered through her frame, and an earnest-petition,
" not framed in words, but in heart, was to'this effect:

“(God give mo strenglh to repay this bounty. Let the
bread this woman gives we, be as bread cast upon
the waters. Ah! help me, that I may repay it an
hundred fold. I thank Thee, my God, that Thou
hast made me with a gratefol heart.. Oh, kecp me
so forever, while it is Thy will that 11fe continues.
Show me the way that Ishould walk, and even though

the path be rongh and thorny, if Thou art near nge,I B

ghall not faint by the way”

Slowly the shadow seemed to rigse. The silver
linjng of the cloud was peeping ouf of the gloom,
and with the first dawn of its light, her heart rose in
warm thankfulness, and grasped at the hope rising
" glowly before her. If a way of present relief lnd
been prowded there was no reason to despair of it
in future. Faith was once more bonding the light
of her smile upon her, and her'strength infused new

life into the tried soul of the wanderer. 'Sheaccepted - ¢

unguestioningly. The proof of divine interposition
was so strong, she dared not doubt or question:
Only to wait and hope, and to arouge herself to worl.
Ada, still sleeping, stirred upon her pillow, and
as she did so, revealed the face before concealed by
the mass of falling cwrls. The cheeks were flushed,
and the respiration heavy and irregular. Witha

vague sense of fear, Ora rose quickly and caught the

Jiitle hands. They were burning ; the pulse ﬂutreunn
The mouth was parched and dry No necd for a
sccond exarination to tell the painful story. The
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child was ill} Tho conviction fell darkly over the
mother’s soul. The clond but this moment rising to
let- in light and hope, settled back with still heavier

‘ gloom, and the cold chill of blank despair blew over

her heart, like the chill winds upon a desert waste.

A half-smothered moan broke from her lips, as the
mother fell' upon her knees by-the crib, and full of
wonder, Betsey came to her side to see the cause of
her grief. A glance at her face a few moments
before, had shown her calm, almost smiling in her
new born hope and thankfnlness, She had not seen
her rise, and now felt half alarmed at tlus sudden
exhibition of feeling.

“ What’s'the throuble ¥ she asked abluptly

“Ohy My, Miles, my poor baby is iil! Feel her
hatidé-=look at her face! Oh! it is %h(ud "

Betsey took the child’s hands, and her coarse face
became the picture of fear and commisseration, while
her eyes filled with tears. One moment she stood
mutely by, her gaze upon mother and child alter-
nately. How her own heartached. She remembered
the sunny face of the little Norah lymn where Ada’s
now rested, while sho in her wild grief, knelt ‘where
Mrs. Meredith was kneeling. At another time she
might have tried to reassure and comfort her, in her
plain way, but now memory was: too strongly upon
her,  She could only loglt &nd weep.

“« Oh, Ada, my babe ! quivercd through the white
lips of the stricken woman, *Surely, I am doomed!

I could bear to suffer anything, but youn—all that I

have to love—the last earthly link, ok, it is too bitter !
How ean I bear this affliction?”
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« Don’t, don’t|” essayed Betsey, pityingly. © May
be it aint so bad, afther all.” ‘

But the mother knew that it was “Dbad.” Ada.s
eyes were first to unclose, in the morning, when well,
and her voico to trill in its birdlike tones, her joy in
the new born day. Her lithe feet, like elastic,
- bounded everywhere, and, full of lghtness and life,
woke all around her with their patteliuw Were she
not very ill, she would not be lying in that hot, heavy
glumber at such an hour.

“ Betsey,” she said, speaking famlhaxly, as to an
old friend, % Ada is very sick, and I must get a
doctor. Where can I find one? My child must not
die without an effort to save her. Tell me where to
go for one 1"

“Sure an’ I don’t know jist where ye’d find a
docther yo'd be afther bhavin. - Ye’s might get the
ope that lives jist a little Way up town, Docther
Wharton, or some sich name,

« Would he come to me, Betsey, if he knew of my
utter poverty and misery ¢ Suppose he should think
I could never pay him. Would he come ¥’

«Divil take the spalpeen that wouldn’t!” was the
1e_]omder, more expressive than elegant. “ What
man wid a heart, could kape hisself away, for the
matther of a dollar or two? Try him, that's the best

Way
Ora resolved to act upon this advice at once. Her

mother’s heart but too surely warned herof the danger -
of delay. Evcly other thought and feeling was’

swallowed up in the one great fear that had come
upon her. Her own fauhnrr strength, and the atten-
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dant horrors of her partially helpless condition, for
the time were forgotten.

Dressing as hastily as her trembling hmbs would
permit, she swallowed a cup of the fragrant coffce
Betsey forced upon her, and hastened away in quest
‘of a physician, Mrs. Miles had given her directions
how' to find Dr. Wharton, and she bent her steps
toward his office with a wildly beating heart.

1t was too’early for him to have gone ou!l on his
nsual round of visits, Her only fear was, that he had
not yet reached the place. Bat this fear decreased
as she neared the building that rose in stately splen-
dor before her, and saw that the doctor’s sign swung
outinlarge gold letters upon a black - ground, fastened
to the shutter of one window of the office. The
dwelling part of the house began to show signs of the
life stirring within. Her hopes rose a little, but her
heart throbbed heavily, and her breath came thick
and fast, as she mounted the marble steps and rang
the bell.

A sleek negro boy answered the summons, and,
stood insolently surveying her from head to foot as
ke demanded in no polite tone what she  wanted.”

“T want to sec Dr. Wharton,” she answered huskily.
“Let me see him quickly. My child is very ill.”

Without mo'ving, he said slowly—-

“ Dr. Wharton is not up yet. It is too early for
office hours. You mast wait, But stay ; om second
thoughts, you need not come to him, I think, for Le
will ‘be too busy. You'd hetter go to some other
doctor. I don’t think he can attend your chill.”
~ The tone and manner of the black were too much
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" for Oratobear. The fair, pale checks flushed hotly,
atid her eye flashed fire, Every nervewas quivering
_with excitement.
in her agonizing intensity, of feeling when she spoke
again,
“T do not ask you for your opinions. I want the
doctor, and demand that you inform him of the fact
instantly, Gol” '
He still hesitated, and Ora felt her blood boiling
with overwrought feeling, when a cold, measured
~yoice broke upon her ear.. The negro started as if

he had been shot, and as ke moved aside, her eyes
fell upon a tall, cadaverous looking man just behind
the boy, whose deep set steel cold blue eyes regarded
her sharply.

« What is all this about? What's wanted ¢
. The question was addressed to Ora, and she replied
to it as well as she could for the hot tears that were
springing to choke her utterance.

«Qh! sir, my child is ill, and I want a physmmn
immediately. The man hexe ‘told me that the doctor
" liad not yet risen, but surely he would get up for the
sake of saving a life, I cannot, cannot bear to think
of losing lrer. Sir, she is all I have on earth!”

Her tones were thrillingly passionate. She could
not control the feelings that were surging in her
bosom, but they might as well have been cold and
meaningless, for they made no impression upon‘ the
Leart of her hearer.

“ What did this boy tell you bes:tdes?” he asked in B :
| senses, Ora stood for a moment like a statue, where

| 1o had lofs her.

the same measured tones.
“That. I need not wait—that the doctor was busy

But her voice wag firm to steriness -
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and he did not think he could attend my baby. Stil,
it is a physicians business te relieve all who applyto
him, if poseible, and I believe if I could -see him
he.would surely come with me.”

“ Where do you live ¢

“A{ M- Place.”

“There? Whew!”

The tall shoulders were lifted with a shrug of dis-

gust, while the white, clammy looking lips curled.

“Can I not see Dr. Wharton #” persisted Ora, with
growing agony.

“Suppose you could and he consented to 20 with
you. Have you the means of paying for medical
attendance. for your child

“ Not at present. I have but a shelter Wlnch
benevolenco has aflerded me ; but if -1 live, no one
who befriends me now shaill evel have reason o
complain.  Iwill repay every debt, God helping me.”

How was it in human power to stand before that
noble hearted woman, her small hands clasped, her
bosom heaving, and the lofty purposes shadowing
the high,white brow—listéning to her eager words |
and swect faltering tones, and étill remain unmoved.
Yet no font did it reach in the cold heart of Dr.

E Wharton, He only shrugged his shoulders a second

time, and said abraptly: -

“ A fine story, and one I hear every day from your
class. I can’t do anything for yon.”

With the Jast words bie closed the door in her face,
and scarcely realizing the cvidence of her own

Then she turned slowly away,
19 '

4
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- bewildered and sick. A misty film gathered over
her cyes, and her limbs felt cold and heavy. The
“blow was almost like death. , ,
 How she reached Mrs. Miles's house again she
never know. She walked without any conscious
volition of her owa, and instinctively found the place
where her treasure rested. . ~
Poor Ora was white as wax as she entered—bher
lips were almost livid with agony. 1t was sometime,
ere the terrified Betsey could gather from her the

story of the repnlse she had met, she was so shocked -

and bewildered by what had happened.

But, alas! to poor Betsey, this was nothing so new
or startling. Born and bred in poverty, its ills wore
of daily oecurrence, and she had become {oo much
accustomed te them to feel thus keenly one blow.
Her cheerful tones somewhat aroused the suflerer, as
she bade her watch with the child until she made an
effort herself to bring the help she had failed to
gecure. As ghe donned her plain bounet and started
forth, Ora caught her rough hand, covering it with
tears and kisses.

“ Oh, Betsey, bring me help for my child, save her |

for mé, and I will be your slave! Oh, I cannot let

her die!”
Betsey huiried out, too much affected to speak,

and Ora bent over the crib with such feelings as

those alone can understand, who, like her, have been
bereft of everything that makes life dear or endura:

bie. .

A very little while had wrought a wonderful change
in Ada. Each cheek was white as marble, save
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where a bright red spot burned in the centre : and
the blue eyes, rolled np“}m'd,ﬂscemed fixed in’tlleir-
sockets,  The little mouth was half open—the ]i_ps
fast purpling, while the fever consumed the life in
the frail form. .Ora’s heart scomed breaking, She
could not think—she could not pray in her'agony.

She.felt almost as if she was going mad. T

It was more than an hour ere Mrs, Miles returned
accompanied by a middle-aged man who entered—-3
nodded slightly to Ora, looked at Ada and asked a
few questions, then tarning upon his heel prepared
to quit the place, saying: '
. ‘f No use—too late—can’t do anything—Dbetter as
it 18, anyway, better for mother and child—had
world this, for poor people. Good morning.”

And he too was gone without leaving oze gleam
of hope. The mother’s heart was too ‘heavily bur-
thened to bear this addition to her bitter cup, With
a low moan, her head sank upon the crib, and for a
timg all earthly sorrows found relief in oblivion.

Kind Betsey Miles found her hands full rather
unexpectedly.  The care of the two taxed her every
cnergy-—-the dying child and the uncorscions mother.
Still, she never, for a moment shrank from the task.
She thought nothing of the trouble she had brought
upon herself—only of the best means of a,ﬂ'ordti:ng'

! what relief she might. tosthe stray waifs drifted so

strangely in upon the humble hospitality she could
afford them, : '

It was almost dark ere Ora arose from' the ‘terriiale
blow that had fallen so crushingly upon her, and
recovered herself sufficiently to render any aid in
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nursing her child. DBut hers was an exceedingly
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ungelfish nature, and a pang of remorse shot through =}

her heart when shelifted her aching cyes to Betscy’s
face, and saw how worn and tired she appeared.
" Between the mother and child, Mrs. Miles bad had a
hard day’s labor, and her looks betrayed it in spite
of herself. Now, however, the mother roused herself
resolutely, and took her place beside her babe.. The
bitterest struggle -was past, and as hope receded,
despair calmed her. She knew that Death was
coming. Already the light of life was fading from
the blue eyes, and the signet of the destroyer was
planting its impress npon the baby brow. White
roses were springing in the cheeks but lately flushed
with the red ones of fever, and the mothet knew
that the morning light would find her childless.

A still, but bitter pain was in the heart of the

" watcher as the hours went by. Despair crushed and
~calmed her, but could not deaden the fecgling which
ptung to momentary fits of parfial madness. At

times she wanted to fly for aid, and seek still to
bring back life to the beloved form, Love clamored §

for its only object with frantic energy, but Hope
held no alluring light before the dimmed eyes of the
sufferer. )

So the hours rolled on.

One by one the sands
dropped from the glass of life, and as their golden P
gleams receded to the sheres of eternity, the cold,
chilly waves of Death rolled up to receive the tiny
burthen about to be launched upon its bosom. "~ And' §
when at last the morning’s sun rose and cast a flood B
of glorious beauty over earth and sky, the white §
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fingers of the mother were softly folding the dark
fringed lids over the beautiful eyes, and settling the
little waxen Limbs in their last repose,

Very, very calm was the look of the deep eyes
and the expression of the pale face, now. Words
were mockeries to express the feelings of the
bereaved heart, and so the lips werevmitte while that
heart sent up wild eries of agony, unheard except by
“Him who seeth and heareth ali things.”

Mrs. Miles’s tears dropped. silently as the mother

-gently but firmly put her aside, and persisted in
 herself performing the last sad offices for the dead.

It was a'‘touching sight to seo the fair young face
bending over the little sleeper, while with gentle
fingers she brushed and twined the bright curls over
the waxen forehead for the last time.- Everything
that loving care could do, she did alone, folding thce
little hands, and arranging the form as tenderlyt;s if
life still inhabited the tiny casket, and needed the
tender care she bestowed. Think of it, ye mothers,
who in your wild despair, shut yourselves up in
darkened roords to weep over your, lost ones, while
stranger hands compose your dead for the tomb!
Noue were there to lead her away from such an office,
and speak to her gentle words of comfort in her
bereavement,  Alone she had met her grief, and
alone she must bear out the trial. Poor mother!

~ But now ‘arose still another difficulty to surmount,
Between the two, protege and benefactress, there was
not a dollar to pay funeral expenses. What could be
done now? To whom could she go for aid? The
child must have decent burial. Yet how could she
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obtain the means? OD, it is a hard thing to find §

one’s self in such an extremity as not to be able to
claim one spot of earth suflicient to ley the dead!
How bitterly Ora felt this, none but God counld know!
Yot an effort must be made. She thought of Dr.
- Clifton, but recoiled instantly. She could not bear
to go to him! Pride had held her back, éven when
starvation threatened her, and she could not go to
him now! Her mind groped hopelessly amid the
shadows of her position for any ray of light by which
“to be guided, but it was in vain. Turn where she
would, all secmed dark and inextricable.” Atlast she
despairingly appealed to Betsey
“Oh, Mrs. Milés what can I do ¥
“ Sure, an’ ifs a hard case inthirely,” was the reply
of the poor woman, whose kind heart bled over Ora’s
tronbles. *1 wish it was in me power to help ye's,

but I can’t for the life of me sece the way mepilf,’

Och,hone! The saints hilp us!”

eagerly.

“T will goto some clergyman and tell him of my

difficulty. PerhapsImay obtain some aid, and give
my child a decent burial. I eannot bear that she
..sbonld be laid in & paunper’s grave.”

With a sad and heavy heart she started forth on
lier mournful errand, leaving Betsey to watch with
the dead. It was sometime ere she could find ont
where to bend her steps in search of a minister’s

dwelling ; and when she did, she applied .af three .

places vainly ; the gentlemen were either out, or too
much cngaged to sec any one. )

Atlast a thought oceurted to her which she gragped

. and re-entered the house.
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- At length she mounted the steps of a palatial like
mansion in the most aristocratic part of the town,
and with- trembling fingers touched the bell. In her
hand she hcld the strip of paper bearing the names
of the persons she had called upon, and the numbers
of their dwellings, She had obtained them by look-
ing at a Dircctory, and this was the last on the list.
1f she failed here, where should she go?

While she stood waiting, the door opened, and a
young gentloman came out hastily. Hig eye searched
her with one hurried glance, and then he was about
to spring down the steps when Ora accosted him
timidly

“Your pardon, sir, but will ;you see if Mr. Ray-
mond is home #° )

“Yes.  You want to see him? Ah, T am afraid
you cannot. He is very much engaged. Tell me
what you want. I may help you, perhaps.”

“Thank you, but I prefer speaking to him if
possible. - Could you not obtam an interview for

e i

“[g it of great importa,nce ¢
-« Very, sir, to me.”

-« “Of what natore, may I ask ¢’

“JExcuse me, please, but I would rather explam to
the clergyman lumself ? :
The young man’s eyes were on her face in a full

- gearching gazo, but the T()Ok was kind and wspecfful

notwithstanding. He saw that in her which seemed
to command courtesy, and he was not indisposed to
giveit. Ile turned at once without further questions,
In a2 minute he came
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back, and. begged she would follow him, which she

did, mounting a bxoad stfurcase, and pfmsmo belore

a Wlde -door.
Without knocking, the young man opened the door
and said :

¢ Hem, father, is the lady whe is so anxious to see ' '.

you,” and turning to her motioned her to enter, and
bowing respectfully, closed the door aguin and
vetired.

Ora’s heart ﬂuttered pain‘fully as she found herself

face to face with a tall, d{gniﬁed looking man of

fitty. His hair was white, and lent to his face some-
thing of a benevolent cast; but that was destroyed
by & more minute survey of the mouth, whose stern
lines were now stretched to portentous length as his
eyes asked:

“Well, what do you want #* :

“ Sir,” she began, but the words choked her, and
she buxst into tears, sobbing for a moment vwlent]y
i The minister neither moved nor spoke, but stood
waiting patiently for the explanation of her business,
This coldness Ora felt keenly, and it served more
than anything else could to calm her, Drying her
tears resolutely, she steadied her voice and began
again.

“Sir, I beg your pardon for this mtruslon, but

cxr('umstances of a most painful nature have foreed
me to it. Misfortunc has followed me in everything.
Thave lost hone, {riends, and the means even of

living. Iam alone in the world and almost an utter -

stranger in this city. Last night death severed from

-me the last kindred tie, and now alt I had to love or -
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comfort me is gone. Iam in a bitter extremity. 1
have not a spot to bury her—my little child, and no
means of obtaining ene. I came to you for assistance,
Oh, sir, if you can help me to give my little girl a
decent burial, all that you give shall be amply repaid
if my life is spared.”

She lifted hev eyes to his facc inher passionate
appeal, but his were pertinacions]y studying the long
rows of books along tho walls, When she ceased,
he pursed his lips shghtl;y, and cleared his throat.

“Hem! humph! sit down!” pointing to a seat.

A sad story,” he contmued as she sank half fainting

upon the chair. “Iwould like it more in detail,
before I promise anything. How came you in such
a forlorn condition? You have not glways been
poor ¢

“No, sir. Until the foew past years, I have never
lnown the necessity of labor. But misfortune comes
to all. I wae an orphan when I .married. When I
lost my husband I lost my wealth also, and had no
friends, conscquently, to go to for aid. Ihave,
therefore, cndeavored to work my way upward
amongst strangers, The task has proved a very
difficult one—more difficult than I eveér imagined,
and I have failed. I stand to-day friendless and
helpless?”

“ Bad, bad ”

e shook his head gra‘vely
% What have you tried doing ¥ ho continned. Ora

flushed. She could scarcely bear the thovght of :
going into details, but her love of truth foreed berto

reply: \
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“ At first I tried teaching, as governess in a genile-
man’s family.” ' '

“ Where was that?"

“Here, in New York,

“Whoso was it ?”

“TPardon me, but I cannot teH you. There are -

circumstances connected with my departure that yon
could not understand, for I cannot explain them
cically to you, and which would 1endel an atlempt
very painful,”

“Some misdemeanor of yours, I suppose, which
you fear to confess,” he rematked, rather severely.

“No sir, a misunderstanding th]OllD"h an enemy.
I ¢an say truly, I was guilty of no wrong, and

discharged my duty faithfully, as even they would

testify.”

“ Humph | Well after th‘lt ?

“ After that, Itook in sewing, but my health failed,
and I could not support myself on the little I could
make by my needle. - I-got into debt gradually,'and
after everything I possessed was sold, I was turned
from the miserable abode I had occupied for gome
time. 1 knew no place to go, and was too il toseck
ove. My child and I were exposed to the pitiless
storm two days ago, which has ended her sorrows,
while mine are increased. A poor woman saw and
took me in for the night, and her kindness has slel-
tered us since: - But she is almost as he]pless as L.
What to do, I cannot tell.”

= “Dhid you not know that there arethose whose '

business it is to bury the poor? Why did you not
go to them ¥
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" %O, sir, I'conld not béar that my child should be
buried as a paup.r. Indeed I could not.”

“And why not, since she is such # he asked coldly.

For a moment Ora was mute with agony. Then
she uttered painfally:

“T know, sir, that I have desceuded to the very
depths of poverty,and have no right te expect more.
But still [ cannot bear the thonghts of this last bitter
drop in my bitter cup. I cannot crush the feeling of
pride that makes the idea revolting ”

“Tt is your duty to do it, however, What does it
matter where the dead body is laid, or by whom, or
in-what condition, after the immortal soul has taken
its flight to God who gave it? It is our duty to
mortify the flesh, and purge it of such unholy senti-
ments asyou have just expressed. Iecertainly eannot
encourage such feelings in you.”

Ora covered her face in despair, That cold voice
had no pity or sympathy in it. And yet this man
claimed to be a servant of God, from whom we are
taught to expect love and kindness, as His chosen
people. What wonder if for a moment the poor
tried heart felt all the bitterness of a stirring rebel-
lion, not against her God, but against the test of

" endurance put upon her. What had she done to

deserve the long array of sorrow that had come upon
fer?  First, the loss ofshdme and friends—then toil
among strangers-— contention with difficuity, final’
disgrace, poverty, sickness, death, and now the cold
and cruel crushing of the last faint hope to which she
had elnig, and by one whose hand should bave been
stretched out in humane kindness at least, if no more.-
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While the bitter tide of fecling surged within her,
the ‘minister sat still, looking severe and grave as
though he had been led by a strong sense of duty to
reprove wrong. There was not a softening line in
* the whole cast of features, and as she looked up onco
again, wordi trembling upon her lips of bitter import,
she knew how vain it was to speak, and rose hope-
legsly. -i
- A strong impulse held her back, however, when
she reaehed the door. The wish which burned for
utterance on her lips, could not be withheld., Tears
were dried en the white cheeks now, and the fire
of agony and resentment blazed in the large eyes as
she turned them full on his face, one hand resting on
the handle of the door, and the whole form sha]nno-
from head to foot as she said: ‘

“Q@od forgive you, si. You profess to be His
servant, and yet this day you have been guilty of an
unchristian and cruel action. You have refused me

aid when you are surrounded with luxuries. You.

- have denied me a word of sympathy which would
“have cost you nothing, even when you see ihat my
heart is breaking. I am alone, helpless, without
friends, without means—anything that would give
me hope or strength for the future, and when I tell

you my condition and ask only tho harmless gratifi-

cation of seeing my child—who was all 1 had,
decently buried, you turn me away with the repr oof
due to sin, and tell me it is wrong to wish such a

 thing. Ohl if this is your religion—if #Ais ig the
religion you live upon, God pity you when you come

to die'l”? .
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The words were spoken, and she turned away

‘relieved, while the, dumb strock minister looked

after her retreating form as though she had heen
gome wild creation which suddenly sprang up to
confound him, and thento vanish from sight.. Before
he could recall his scattered wits, she was gone and
the servant had closed the door, once more shutfing
her out to drift helplessly in the wide world. .

The strength of despair alone steadied her footsteps
as she turned her face once more toward the humble
domicil where herdead rested. She paid no attention

-to the hundred eyes that gazed upon her as she

wended her way through busy crowds. She thought
of nothing but her helplessness—and the bitter agony

of her heart, which seemed likely to break with its

wearying load. And yet many an eye was turned
upon the pale, thin face as she passed, with the
strange look in the blue eyes that gazed straight
before her, and the purple, compressed lips that closed
like a vice upon her misery.

Thus she pursued her way from amid the throngs
to the more humble portion of the city, When

‘ within a short distance of Mrs: Miles’s abode she

paused and clasped her hauds togethm in a gestare
of indeseribable anguish. !

. % What ¢an Ldo ¥ broke from her hps in passlonate
accents. “ Must I submié to a fate so cruel? Oh!
God, what have I dofio that I should be punished
thus? Forgive me,if Irebel, but oh, rlhou hast tried
me hardly, and T am weak. What can 1do? Show
me a path that T may walk out of thqe darkness into
{he light! God be merciful!”
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There was a\looso pile of old boards heaped

against the.fence near where she stood, and she sat-

down upon them, dropping her face in her Lands.
The world had dealt very hardly with her, and do not
condemn her too harshly, dear reader, if sho wppe'aré
so childishly weak aund helpless. Who ‘could pass
through such a series of aflliction, and come out
strong and enduring still, ready to baitle on with
adversity §

Here began a struggle betwoen lieart and brain,
Reason strove to calm the tide that raged within Lier
breast, whilé Love and Feeling clamored all the
more wildly for the restraint Roason endeavored to
put upon them.

Reason is ever without sympathy, but the str enoth -

she gives is invaluable. And now her subtle sophlstl y
would make itself felt.

_ “Of what use to yield thus? she said, wisely,
“ God never created a being without the power of
self-control. God is just. He would not ereate wants
without the means wherewith to supply them, nor
sufferings too great for the strength to bear. Hoe tries

for purposes, and gives strength according to your |

needs. Iavo faith and rise up.  Why be so utterly
cast down? What havo you done with the teachings
ol a lifetime, that they have no power now to sustain
you? Has cxperience thrown her lessons awnay upon
yon? That which you are now suffering you have
voluntaxily brought upon yonrself, You ]e"ft.a, home
of luxury and the friends who idolized yon, beeause
one only, whom you trusted, proved unworthy. Did
you come out into the world expecting to find a
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pathway of flowers? Had you done|so, your firs
legson tmust have shown you your error. Step by
step you have struggled throagh thorhs, Will you
pause now in the midst of difficulty 'and make no
further efforts; or will you rise and stlﬁcm'le onward ¢
There is still the power within you. Only energy

{ grows lazy for want of exercise. Brin'g it forth and .

use it for good purposes. You are youpg—the world
calls you talented and accomplished. God has fitted
you for a useful life. Are you going to waste it in
uscless pmmoﬂ? Rise up bravely, meet your fate
whatever it be, and move onward.” '

But the sore heart cried out “What can I do?
Every hope seems crushed.  All that life holds dear
has been taken away. First, the idol I worshipped
crumbles to dust at my feet. Then comes suffering,
toil, disgrace, poverty, sickness and death. Why
must life be so laden with woe? Energy and hope
hoth lie crushed, because nothing in the dark future
encourages them to rige from the mountain weights
that bear them down. They cannot throw off the
load, for there is no purpose in the attempt-—no
motive in the future. Life is dark and useless.” Let
me die and be at rest.”

“« Away with such selfishness,” cricd Reason
steraly. “ Do you live for self alone, or will you try
to forget it, and devote somothmw to others ¢ God

‘moated his cmatmesv‘wﬂh responsive emotions.

Forget yourself awbile, and try to lighten the woes
of some wheo, like you, have wept themsclves blind
almast with helpless sorrow. Go and try to comfort
them, and see what a sense of peace will come upon
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ces.”

The colloquy was ended suddenly, and Ora star ted
‘s & hand fell lightly wpon her arm.
.(% “ Pardon me,” said the same matly voice she had

t

t*‘you when you read your success upon their happy
én _
[

but lately heard at the minister’s. “T fancied you
rere in trouble, and T have followed you. Idid not
|ieed words to tell mo that your mission to my father
%vas froitless, What can I do for you #

gﬁ

§ With a beating heart she looked up into his face '

b It was generous and kind, and sympathy alone marked
its expression:  She felt instinctive trustin his man-
Winess as he stood up before hér, but her voice
Eﬁa,ltered painfolly as she answered : ; :
“ Nothing.”
" “Nothing! TFor what did you seek my father P
7,4 Tempmary aid in a sad affliction. My child is
ead, and I wanted to bury her decently. I thonght
1c world help me, but he will not.  He tells me that
there arc those who will give the poor a pauper's
burial—no more. Oh! it will kill me! 1 conld
thave. taken charity, even from him, perhaps, though
%meant to diseharge the debt tha,t it might not b
alled by that name.  From you I cannot. »
. “ And why not from me ¥’
¢ % Because, -—bcca.use——~your father is & minister of
Yod, whose mission it is to comfurt and to relicve.
" He is an old white haired man. It seems right to
look to him for help when in distress.” ‘
“And he torned you from him!—but why
“wounld it not seem the same if I aided you?” he
pemsted

4 smile.
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She did not answer, and he continued with & half

¢ T understand. I am a young man, and you do

;3:'- not like the idea of obhga,tmp Strange! Even in
4 the lowest depths of misery, custom hath still its

T

power, and conventmnahty holds tightly upon the
reing that bind society.”

His last words were rather muttered than sPoken,
yet Ora caught their import, and blushed pamf"ully
that she should have betrayed her feelings so plainly.
After a moment he resumed : ‘

«] assure you that my sympathy prompts me
unconditionally to offer you aid in your distress, But
I respect your feelings and vould spare them. IfI

{ can help you, say the word, and you shall have what

you need. Ioffer to give you nothmg, only to loan
you that which necessity requires. You can more

{ than repay me, if. you will.”

« How—in what way ¥ murmured Ora, faintly.

He paunsed thoughtfuily one moment, then said:

@7 have a friend who is very ill, and for whom I
wish a kind and tender nurse. Oome and talu'a care
of her until she is able to be removed, and I will pay

you well for the service.” |
The color came and went rapidly in Ora’s face,

and she deliberated for a little while almost breath-.

lessly. “Was not thisa Promdentla.i intervention, and

should she disregard ﬁ'? The man was an utter

stranger. Whom the “friend” might prove, she
might surmise, yet she had no right to surmise
unﬂatreumr]y Her feelings were of a conﬂmtmg

ature and he saw it
s 20
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“Madam, I perceive you hesitate, and I think I §
understand the canse. But let me assure you that §
you need have no fear of committing yourself. Only §
the desire to aid you has prompted the offer. Tmight B
get others whom I know to fill tho place I offer you, |

‘but I see. how painfully you are situated,and fecling
.your worthiness, I am willing to trust you blindl\,

though I never saw you till to-day. Iam not in the -
_habit of acting thus upon impulse. But a part of
“your conversation with my father I overheard, and'I

must confess it angered me beyond measure. Hoe is
y father, however, and it docs not become his son §

to talk of his heartless ‘cruelty. - Let it pass. Will
: Prou accept assistance on the terms I offer ¥

With one more reassuring glance at the earnest,
manly face, Ora answered gratefully.
© “] will, and thaok you sincerely.”
" % What is your address ¥” he asked.

Wlth a sadly dreary smile she turned. her face
owards Mrs, Miles’s humble tenement, and pmnted
t out with her finger.

| “There, for a few homrs I have found shelter.
here you can find me when you want me.”

Taking & memorandum book from his pocket, he

arked it down and replacing it, handed her a small

roll of notes.

X There are twenty dollars. I will send a man to

take the child’s measure, and in the meantime have a
grave prepared in — Cemetery, that is, if you would

~ like her buried there”

%1 could not ask for more,” she returned subdnedly.

% Oh, sir, you are kind 1”

-
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“ Hush! do not speak of it. When all is over, I

will eome for you.”
e held out his hand kindly, and said as he took

leave:

“ Do not lose your faith in God because some of
His “ professing ” children err blindly. They may
have rigid notions, and mean onlyto do right. God

is good however, and it is to Him only we must look,
" not stOppmo’ to judge by the examples set by frail

humanity.”
Tears fell fast as he turned away, so that Ora

gearcely saw liis retreating form. Her heart was too
full for words of utterance,and he went away without _
hearing her thauks. _

Ah! what a load was lifted from her heart Her
present need was supplied, and in this lesson her
heart took fresh hope and faith for the fature.

With an earnestly grateful heart, she turned back.-
to look upon her dead before putting her from swht

forcver,




'CHAPTER XXII

Tz sun shone brightly, and many a rain Jewd
flashed from ovethmwmg bongh, as Ora descended
‘frem the carriage to follow her lost darling into the
Comeler 'y There were no other monrners to stand
beside her in her hour of affliction, but a kind hand
assisted her, and a strong arm was gravely presented
for support as she reeled forward, bhnded by suffering,
toward the open grave.
refused a seat in the carriage beside the bercaved
‘mother; stood a little way from the grave, tears slowly
coursing down her kind cheeks. Beside the grave
digger, the coach driver, and the gentleman to whose
kindness she owed everything, she was alone, Ah!
how keenly sho felt it! Her last earthly treasure !

and she was putting her away from sight with nota

single kindred heart to shed a tear over the remains |

The little coffin was lowered reverently, and the
mother’s eyes strained a last look down into the dark-
_ ness of the tomb ere the turf was heaped upon it.

The whole world séemed suddenly to have grown
dark! IHew could she live without the sunny smile
and prattie of her darling child! World she never
-see her more?  Conld it be that the sweet baby lips

had-for the last time lisped her name? Would the

little dimpled arms never mere clasp her neck in
childish aﬁ'ectxon? Ol, to think that all left of the

Betse}’ ‘Miles, who had 1 tor, compassionately.

griefs.”
4 Thoy put her in the carriage, tenderly, and seating
himself, Mr. Raymond took her head upon his knees,
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ouce bright being she had fondly called her own, was
enclosed in that tiny coffin, and that was to be baried -
from sight! She could not bear the thought! It was
like madness' A kind hand held her back as she
stooped over the pit and stretched her hands wildly

towards her babe, but she did not know or heed it.

With the first spadeful of earth that rattled down upon
her, the agony of her heart burst forth in a wail.

“()h Ada! my child, my p1ecmus baby! Icannot
give youup !”

With the cry, her form rocked and swayed like g.
reed, and unconecionsness brought her relief.

“ Poor thing,” murmured her kind hearted protec.
“@God has been mereifnl to
rob her for a time at least, of a knowledge of her

bidding the driver go on quickly. A kindly nod to
Betsey and the grave digger, and he was gone, leaving
the first, sobbuw piteously inside the Cemeter by, while
the other coolly performed his duty without apparent
emotion, e was used to snch scencs.

The carriage containing the two, rolled on rapidly.
Mr. Raymond sat still, gravely looking npon the wan
face he supported with deepening interest. He did

not strive to revive her. ﬁeern:nv temporary forget-
i fulness a nierey to the sulferer; he would not seck to

break it, but sat gazing qmetly and thoucrhtiully upon
¥ lor.

The fmtmes appemed very shalp and thin now.
Each delicate blue vein was distinetly traced npon the
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wax white surface of the broad brow, and the long |

laghiés lay upon a cheek that was deathly in its hue.
‘What suffering was written wpon the young features !
The month, even in its pale repose, showed it in the
weary expression that nothing could efface. - Thelittlo
hands showed itin their slenderness and transpareucy.

A heavy sigh escaped him.

“ After all, i he thought, “ my sympathy for this
poor, forlorn creature may prove a bane. What do I
know of her? She seems deserving; I conld stake
my best hopes upon it. Yet it is strange—so vefined
and lady-like; and yet so {riendless, It looks doubt-
ful. Still, I should not harbor suspicions without
proof. The ipnocent suffer far more than the guilty

Yes, and I will befriend you, poor lonely one, come
what may, until I know you unworthy.”

What sublime pity was on the manly face! What
earnest benevolence in the expressive eyes!  Theodore
Raymond_, was 4 man ount of a thonsand. Young,
handsome; intelligent, possessing a deep and- thoruugh

k,nowledgé of the world, and yet charitable and gene- §

rous in both heart and action.

When conscionsness returned, Ora found herself in
asmall, but comfortable apartment, with Mr. Raymond
bending over her, chafing her face and hands with
aromafic vinegar.
position she began to feel deeply embarrassed. The

blood flowed in crimson waves to her forebead, and

she attempted to rise from the couch where he had
laid her. He gently forced her back, however, aud
arranged the pillows under her bead.

‘Lie st%ll ” he said, with some firmness and a little

As soon as she could realize her »
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show of authority. “You are too weak to rise.
Presently you will feel better, then I will leave you.”

She could not defy his command, and lay still as
he bade her, while he continued to ba.the her temples.
His hands fell; very goft, and his touch was skillful as
a woman’s. Ora wondered how a young man like
himself conld have learned such offices,

“You feel better, now ¢’ he asked gravely, after
awhile. .

“ Yes, thank you, much better. You are too kind
to me.” » g

¢“ No, I am not. Did net duty require it, interest
wounld. I have brought you where your services will
be required, as I have told youbefore. When you are
better, you will find & patient who may need you day

and night, Ido not intend to tax you too heavily, for
you ate very far from strong. For a while, I will
myself share your dutics. Till you grow more able
to perform your task, I will take the night watches,
and you shall rest. Meantrme, a faithful seivant wsll
ﬂupply all your wants. You will have only fo follow -
directions. Now goto sleepif youcan. After awhile
I will send-you some tea., You will not sece your
patient tillto-morrow. ~ Keep quict till you are wanted,
Good afternoon.”

" He went to the window.and closed the shutters,
excluding the light, then laf[: the room quietly.

But Ora counld not sleep Thonght was too busy
with the changing events in her strange life. About
six o’clock, a servant woman brought a tray into the
room with her tea.  She spoke very gently to hex, and
sceted anxions to make her comfortable. Adtier she
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liad swallowed afew mouthfuls, she dismissed her, and
fell once more into reflections, that grew more and
-moré perplexing and painful, as she C(mtmned to
think. -

How strangely things seemed turning about, She
was Jikeastraw upon the great ocean, drlftmw whence.
the winds might blow, and helpless to turn any way
of herself. Again, as she had done hundreds of times

before, sho retraced all of her past life, coming back.

from the painful past to the dreary present, and won-
dering how it was all to end.

It was midnight ere the aching brain found rest in
natoral sleep.

To her intense surplise, Ora found upon waking
the following morning, a change of apparel spread out
upon a chair by the bedside. The dress was of black
stuff, rich and fine, but not entirely new. There was
a set of plain linen cuffs and a collar, with soft slippers
and new white stockings. The dress did not fit her
exactly; the waist wasa little too short, and the arms
- bound her slightly.  Still, the fit was not so bad asto
be noticeable, and when she arrayed hersclf, she looked
once more her own neat personage. ~Brushing the
hieavy bands of hair away from her forehead, she
rolled the shining mass in a heavy coil at the back
of her head, and then . sat down to await what was to
come. ‘

She did not have to wait long.
from the time sherose, a light tap came upon her door,
and M1 Raymond came jn:  His look was very kind
and his manner pleasant ashe camo forward and bade
her *“ good morning” in his quict, grave way.,

| In balf an hour - P
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“1 hope you feel better,” he said.

¢ Better than [ have felt in along time,” she roplied.
“I shall be quite rested soon,”

“I trust se. Would you like to be mtroduced to

4 vour patient?”

“Tt you please.”

“Follow me then. This way.”

e went out into a wide hall, ard continued along
it for a short space, pausing at length' before a door
on the opposite side, which he pushed lightly open,

§ and catered. The floor was richly carpeted, yielding

no echo to the foot that pressed upen it. The windows

were heavily draped with lace and damask, and nearly

every ray of light exeluded. It was several moments’
ere her eyes became sufficiently accustomed to the
gloom te distinguish the slight form resting wpon the
bed in one corner. Then she became conscious thats
pair of brilliant eyes regarded her intently.

“Ellen,” gaid Mr. Raymoud, softly, ¢ here is your
new nurse. She will be very kind to you I know.”

Ora advanced and clasped a little burning hand.
The invalid’s checks were crimsomed with a heetic
flush, and her eyes wandering. When she spoke, it
was in quick, rapid whispers,

“How good you are, Theodore.
withont you? You remember everything.

What counld I.do
Oh, when

| Ll I ever be able te ropay your love §”

« Hlush! you must not talk! Now I am going to
leave yon with Nurse until I can do a few errands. 1
will be back before the doctor comes to see you. Will -
you keep qniet like a dear good girl &1l I return §”

“You wont stay loag, will you, Theodore "

' 21
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“ No, darling. Only a littlo while.”

“Well, you must go then.
feel ag if I shonld die without you. Al others have
cast me off, while you are still good-and kind., "What
wonder if I cling to you? Dear Theodore!”

Both little hands were tightly folded over his, as he
stooped to kiss her tenderly. When he turned from

‘the bed, Ora saw that his eyes were humid with
unshed tears,

- “Keep her gniet,” he said. * I shall be hero again
soon. Do not talk, or let ber talk, if you gan help it.
‘Whatever she may say, however s you aro ot to mind.

_ She is—"

He did not finish the sentence, but laid one finger
expressively over his temple. Ora’s heart: thmbbed
tumultuously. ¢ Poor girl! sheis more afflicted than
me,” she thought “1 at least have reason left me, if
all else is gone.”

The sick girl tarned her face to the wall, and
sat quietly down beside her, It was a very lummous
apartment in which she found herself, and everything
peemed to indicate wealth and comfort.  Yet she was
at a loss to conjecture the relations between Mr, Ray-
mond and this gir] for whom she had been ealled to
render her services. She could not be his wife. She
felt rather than knew that she did not hold that rela-

tion. More, she knew that there was a deep mystery
connected with the two, and to fathom that mystery
she had no right. - 1t might be one in which she would
find cause to regret eonnection, could it bé unraveiled.
‘There might be sin and shame at the bottom, and she
would come in for a share of censure, were it discov-

But o hasten back, 1
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ered.  Still she eould but conjectyre, and it was
aukind and nugenerous to let those conjectures run
too hastily towards harsh conclusions, Had ‘she .
never suffered from misconstruetion, that she should
wrong others upon what simply appeared -strange?
She resolved to think generously of those with whom
she thus found herself nnexpectedly connected, and
leave the issue to the future and the Power that
ruled.

The patient was restless, and burning with fever.
Ora bathed her face and hands repeatedly, watching -
with tender pity and sympathy over the sufferer whose
cries sometimes filled the room,

At last Mr. Raymond came back, and entered the
chamber looking flushed and heated. He had been
gone three honrs. Now he assumed a place npon the
couch, and ta,kmg the girl’s hot hand, tried to soothe
her. His voice calmed her almost immediately, and

she sank down among the pillows like a tired child
| and soon fell asleep.

“Go to -your room, bathe your face, get some-
refreshment, and rest an hour,” said Mr. Raymond,
turning to Ora. “I will watch her?”?

“But I do not wish to leave yon. You are tired,
and need rest yourself. Let me stay while she sleeps,
and you take the rest you need more than 1.7

% Go,” he answered simrply, and she dared’ not
disohey. His voice was not harsh or unkind,: bu
very determined. It was evident that his will s
not be opposed or questioned. Tle exacted simple
obedience, without hegitation. That rendered him,
all would go smooth. Ora rightly imagined, how-
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ever, that with all his gentleness and henevolence, Mr.
. Raymond had a rough phasc in his character it might
. be _dahgerous to handle. She wigely resolvel to be
on her guard and do as she was bidden,

- A foew minutes later, while she sat in her own room,
she heard the door b ! ring.  Mr, Raymond came
ouf and opened it hinigelf, ]ettmg the visitor in and
leading him toward the sick chamber,

“The doctor,” thought Ora, “I wonder if he is
kind and skilful. He must be, though, or Mr. Ray-
~tond would not have him.”

Fifteen minutes passed before he went away. The
young man accompanied him to the door and then
returned quictly as before. For sowmetime all was
still. The hour passed, and then Ora went back to
the sick room.

“*You have not slept,” said Mr, Raymond, ag she
. seated herself ncar the bed.

* No, but I am rested. Will not you retire now #”

“Yes, I am going out again,” he said softly, as if
fearful of disturbing the invalid’s slumber, “I shall
trust you to look after Ellen till half-past ten to-night.
Then I will relieve you, and you can rest till eight
to -morrow morning. Meantime, you are to give these
powdels in the blue paper, every hour ; one spoonfal
of the mixture in this phial every two hours. - You
will not leave her a moment. The girl will bring

our meals at the proper time, which you can eat from
that table, whero you can see or hear evéry action or

sound. XKeep perfectly quiet. The doctor wishes this
sleep to continue undisturbed several hours. He has
given her a strong potion for that purpose.

Docs it
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seent oo ionw to wait for me? Can yon wa.tch o’
long #”

“Oh, yes. Do not think of me.’

L You understand perfectly all you are to do ?” ‘

“DTerfectly. The powders ever ¥ honr—the mixture ..
every two hours. Iam to keep very quiet and not
leave her,”

“Right, You are as precise as I could wish, I
tiust you. - Till Lalf-past ten good bys.” -

“ (ood bye, sir,”

He went out softly, Through the long still hours
Ora sat patiently.  This employment was no tax upon
wind or energy. Every physical want was supplied,
She did not have to rack her brain in devising ways
and means, and the quiet of the darkened chambor
was peculiarly soothing to her feclings, It was what
she needed most, and the necessary aftention given to
tho invalid, served in a measure to divert her thoughts
from personal subjects,

She could not have found a place better suited to
her in her present state. It was a haven of rest.




CHAPTER XXII.

A wikk had passed away, and Ora Meredith knew
no more of her patient than on the day she entered
the house. The fever was gone, now, and she lay
pale and weak, the very shadow of herself, it would
seem, she was so wan and frail. She was, withal, ‘g
beautiful being, and very sweet and patient.. Ora had
learned fo regard her with a steady affection for her
gentle sweetness after roason returned. It may readily
be supposed that her interest increased day after day
- But it was a pain to rest under the clond of mystery
enfolding so fair a creature. It was not curiosity
alone that made her long to know who and what she
+ was, and how she had been placed in such a singular

position ; but an earnest wish fo justify herin her own

mind,

In all this time no lving soul except the doctor had
entered the house. The one servant attended all
domestic duties, and Mr. Raymond shared the vigils
by the bedside of the sufferer,

Everything was strange and mysterious. She had
never even seen the doctor. Mr. Raymond always
_senf her to her own room at the hours he made his
~visits, and remained alone with him until he took his

leave. - This had become a regular rotine. The'.

doctor came at half-past ten night and morning, At

these ]1011(1‘284%3[)1' Raymond was always there. At nine
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oclock in the evening, he invariably dismissed Ora

to her room, and called her at six, requiring her to
remain in the sick room till ten. Then she had an
hour’s rest. After that she was on duty again till
nine. Mr. Raymond always watched through the
night alone.

On the morning of the sixth day, the sick girl was
sleeping soundly, and iu 2 healthfal, nataral repose.

‘Mr. Raymond had come in and looked at ‘her with
 glistening oyes, then sat down and drawmg a paper { ‘

{rom’ his pocket, began to read.

After awhile, he threw it down restlessly. He was
doubtless ill at ease. Ora thought he looked much
more worh and haggard than she had ever seen him,

. The long watching was beginning to tell upon his

strength. Ter eyes were fixed intently upon his face
with these thoughts, when his glance enconntered hers.

He smiled slightly, and she felt the color rising to her
cheeks,

“ Nurse,” he said, 1qn01mg the canse of her confu-
sion, “do you know that you have been here a whole
week, and never told me your name £

- % You did not ask me !”
% True. Ma.y I atone for my carelessness by asking
it now ¥’

“Yes, My name is Meredith.”

“ Was the little girl you buried your only child ¥

« Yes, the last kmd’red tie.
now.’ ‘ .
For a moment he dropped his brow upon his hand,
suffering it to rest there, He was byried deeply in
thought. Then he lifted his head and said abruptly:

I am utterly alone

S D S e A
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“You are » singular woman, Mia. Meredith,”

She started in surprise.

“Why#?

“You are unlike others. I cannot conceive of a
single being who conld come here as . you have done
and watch faithfally by a stranger, and never ask a
single guestion. YetIecan sce you are far trom
indifforent. You have a good deal of self-respect,
and wounld like to know with whom your lot has been
cast. Is it nof so? Why don’t you ask me ques-
tions 77 ' ' S

“I do not feel at liberty,”

“Why not? .

“If you wish me te know anything abont yoursclf
and this lady, you will tell me of your own free will.”

“You have both patience and discretion? Isnppose
* while you practice this rule, you wish others to observe
the same toward yon 7

“ Most certainly.” , )

“S8o 1 supposed. But if T were less thoughtful
and generons than yoarself, and asked you questions 7

“I shonld beg you to excuse my answering them.”

“Ah! yon would not tell me about yourself!
Suppose 1 demanded it, having placed one of .the

dearest charges the earth contains in your hands ???("" '

“You would scarcely find such a course necossaly
now. Ishould have granted you the right to ask me
anything you chose, in the beginning, and left you to

decide upon employing me or not, according to the
opinion you formed of me.  But you took me blindly,

and have so far seemed satisfied with my efforts,”

“Troe. You are the gnintessenco of obedicnce, .

1 no r'ighﬂ
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But while you have watched and glided about so softly -

in this sick rvoom, I have grown interested. Come,
ask me some questions. Let me tell you something,
so that I may have a fair right to some of your confi-
dence. I will be fair with you, Begin.”

T have nv questions to ask.”

“ Amd you do not wish to be asked any #”

“No.? ' ' '

“ Frauk and square. But I am not satisfied. Do

you have no desire fo k}lbW who that poor child }ying :

theve, i3, in whom I have taken such interest 4
“ Yes, a strong desire.”
“Then why did you not ask me P’ ,
“] thought you would tell me when you wished me
to know.” C ' .
“ Have you not mistrusted sometimes, that there

might be an unpleasant mystery connected with

ns 4 . : ‘
“I C-OQS Thave had some misgivings, ButIhave
t5 judge nnknown actions, or evils that may
not exist.” 1 ouly seek to serve you. God must judge
it you are right or wrong.”
¢ sighed heavily., “Ile will judge me,” he
ared, * and He will judge others bitterly.” Then
I aloud :
= &1 wish T coull know all that you have thought in
the past week, Yon are giet, Youn say very little.
But you are not unobsefvant} and your brain works

| all the more ragidly, while yogr tongue isstill.  Tell
B mc what you havg thegerht” ,

« That js impossible, . T have fught of too many
things to go into detail.Rye—" :

SEEIEr

S

A

B




260 -oma, THE LOST WIFE.

“Then give me the geneml course, and let details
alone.”

“Excuse me, I had rather not.”

“I see, Lam throwing away words vamly,” he said,
rising and softly pacing the room. "His face was a
puzzle mow. Ora could not tell whether he was:
quizzing her, or had somo other motive than mere
amusewent in the course he was pursuing. Iis face
was grave, and wore, still, a dissatisfied expression
abont the inonth and eyes. Hereturned to the ground
be biad first entered upon. ’

- *You know me?? \

“Yes sir, I know your name, and also that your

father is a mmister No more.”

“Whom do you suppese that glrl to be ?” pomtmg }

to the bed.

Ora shook her head.

“Would you like to know very much ¢

* Not if you have a motive in keeping the relation
concealed.”

“You have surmised whom she mlght be.
suppose she is my wifo?”

“No.” Tone and manner were posmve

“Who, then 7

Again she shook her head. :

“You are 2 hard customer,” he said, half laughing,
“but I'think a very Bafe one. You will neither
advance or quit ah ineh without seeing yonr way. I
have quietly contented myself with observing you, I

Do you

expected after the strangeness wore off, to have you

shower guéstions upon me, and had prepared to stop
_you suddenly. You have disappointed me, and out

+

&
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of disappointment intercst has sprung up.  Perhaps
curiogity were a better ‘word, theugh I dare say you
would resent it if I applied it to you, I have never
secn a woman who could be placed in so important a
position before, without asking questions. You have
been surrounded by mystery, and yet never sought to
fathom it out. I can’t understand you. I want to‘
know more about you. Tell me.”

His manner put Ora at ease. She would not gratlfy
him for many reasons.

“You give me the credit for generous forbearance,”

“ghe answered, “and acquit me of curiosity where

you are concerned. Can you not reward it by like
forbearance 2

“Bat I am willing to.answer any of your questions.
Ask me all you wish.”

«“T do'not want to ask any.”
“Because that would give me a right to question
yon "’ :

“ Yeg R

“Then I suppose we must both stumble on still in
the dark. I'have no idea of one-sided favors. Iam
very curious about you. You are no ordinary woman.
You are educated, refined, and possess pride to an
intense degree. You are seusitive, too sensitive for
vude or humble associations. Yet it pnzzles me ex-
ceedingly to guess how you with your mind, personal
appearance, general accomplishments and- feelings,
conld have been reduced to the pitiful extremity in
which I found you.” ‘

This was becoming painful in the extreme. Ora
shrank from such close pressing upon still sore wounds.
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“You are becoming cruel,” sho said tremulously
“ Migfortunes | pressed upon me too heavily for my
strength. It was no fault that bronght me so low.”

“ Forgive me,” he begged ﬁ-‘aukly. “I do not mean
to b> unkind or nureasonable. T believe Iam ina
singnlar hood this morning. Isuppose it arises from
the fact that I have just had a nice dish of seandal to
discuss at breakfast, fresh from the generous -hand of
a seandal-loving publig,

“Of what natare As it comes through the publiic,
of course it is not of a private natare,” Sald Ora, only
- half interested in what he might have found to amuse

him, and set him into so teasing and dxsam seable a
mool

A momeut’s dreamy pause; then ho answered,
“Noj; nothing private; still, it tonches 'me, because
some one I know is mixed up in it. Names are not
given, so 1 will not take license tlie newspapers
forbear to take. That would be unkind, It is this.
A young man, of not very proper habits, I must
coufess, has for somenme been engaged to a yousg
lady of this city. She is a physician's daughter, and
stands high in the social world, He stands high,

also, bot his most intimate friends know him to be:

wild—or rather Zuew him to be wild, Since a recent
absence, he has been carrying on a decp game, and
kept dark as possible. People began to look on him
as a wondrons example of reformation.

“I beliove everything run smoothly for a time.

What it was that wrought the change, i3 not known.
‘But lately the match was broken off, and the brother
of the girl flew out most furiously in search of the

R R R
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miscreant lover, determined to wreak vengeance on
him for whatever crime he may have committed. The
gentleman was not to be found, however. Probably,
expecting a storm, he betook himself to shelter in -
time—he and a bosom fiiend of his, and were not
discovered till yesterday, Here, now, is a choice morsel
for the romantically inclined. This blessed young
seéamp is found concealed in an old rickety house some
distance from town, where poor mortals who happen
to be in the way of others, have been gnapped up and
safely caged awayon a plea of madness. Splendxd
institations these, for a favored landlike ours!
Ora shuddered.’

“You cannot' mean that such places exist here
she said, ‘ ‘
« Yes, here as elsowhere. This place was kept by
an old fiend-—a Janvrin, or Jarvis, or something of
that sort, A number of poor wretches, goaded to the
verge of madness, were found there. The man was
imprisoned. The captives liberated and placed “in
proper hands. Amongst them, a woman, this self-
same sometime lover is said to have placed there.
Why, it is not known. Some whisper that she was
his wife, and it may be so, for from the conrse things
have taken, I presume nothing short of such villainy
could have brought on the issne we have now to
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‘contemplate, To make p,lonw story short, the brother

angd the lover metin midrtal combat.  Contrary to the
usual rule, the right one fell—the lover was vanquished.

He did not live three hours after the encounter, and
the victor made good his escape until the affair shall
have been hushed up. Iam glad of it. Igloryin
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the boy’s spunk, Had it been my sister, Ishould wipe
out any insult offered lier with blood, as he did.”

A buleful light flashed from his eyes as he spoke,
and for an justant their glance rested upon the invalid.

Ora saw both, and a ray of intelligence penetrated’
her mind for the first time. Why had she never.

thought of it before? But then, why should they be
alone, and so apparently friendlesst All was dark
as’ before, after a moment’s thought, She did not
attempt to clear np the mystery. Her mind was too

much sbsorbed with thoughts to which Mr. Raymond?s

story kad given rise. There were strange ovidences
that thrilled her through with conjecture, She

scarcely dared put the questions that crowded to her

lips; yet she could not rest in the suspense of uncer-
tainty, She must satisfy herself.

% And the- lady--ls nothing said of hler further ¥’
- she ventured, turning her face away to lnde the interest
she felt, and femed he might notice.
© “Nothing.”

“ Was she an only daughter i

“ No, there is another, a young girl of twelve. 1

think, . a]ao, there are two wards, a niece and an
a.dopted child. The son was an only son, and lIike his
father, a physician, bidding fair to rise to eminence, if I
mistake vot. Curse these meddlers, who are never
happy out of mischief! Honorable shootmv was too.
good for the fellow.  He ought to have been hung like
-~ adog. A murderer of peace and honor is worse than

he who takes life. I had rather have a sister of mine

d1e, than to stand in her place—the theme of every gos-
siping tongue! Yet she, poor girl, is good and inno-
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cent. Onee, their home circle was an eden, I never
remember to have scen one more perfect.  What must
itbe to-day! " God! Itexasperates me to think of it!”
How fierec and bitter his tone was! How tightly
his hand clenched as he spoke. Had he canse for
such depth of feeling on such a subject? Laoking
up, he caught a glimpse of Ora’s white lips, and eyes

| wild as if in affright. He was struck dumb.

“ How easily you are frightened,” he said, more
calmly. “Ithought you had more nerve than fo be
so startled at a little burst of indignation. Madame
Nurse, go to your room and keep quiet until I call
you. Mind that you get some better color in your
face, too, beforc I want youn.”

Without waiting further permission, Ora rose and
left the room. Bhe was glad to escape his keen
glance, just then, for her thoughts were in a whirl,
her heart throbbing as though it would burst. She
conld not doubt that she qnderstood the whole story.
Had she done so, the papér she had snatched up from
thé hall table had set all doubt at rest. There were
the initials of all the names, though as Mr. Raymond
had said, the names were withheld. They were plain

~enough to her, and her heart grew sick with its weight

of exciteraent. Bartoni dead! Harry Ohtton a
fugitive! Lina a broken-hearted girl—an anxious
sister] What a wreck ¢f a happy eircle, truly!
Raymond was right. None had been brighter, and
now what was it? And he—that man who had been

: ~he1 bane, had proved theirs’ alse! Something of .

. Theodore Raymond’s bitter spirit was stirred ‘within
her. Such a death was too good for him!1




CHAPIER XXIV,

. Tre soft haze of a summer twilight was upon the
earth, and its deeper shadows were' creeping slowly
into the sick chamber, Calmness reigned thronghout
the house. All things seemed lulled to repose
aboutit. The invalid slept. - Since becoming conva-
lescent, she had slept more than half the time, and
her guardian grew more quiet and less anxions day
affer day.

“Another week had passed. Since the morning he
had imparted the news of Bartoni’s death, he had
scarcely spoken to her, except to give buef short
orders. He questioned lierno more. His visits now
were as frequent, but of shorter duration. Once he
hdd said that his time was'very much oceupied, and

fﬁgr that, vouehsafed nothing further.
n this evening, he came much -earlier than usual

id sat talking cheerfully to the invalid till she foll

‘ asieep Then he drew a chair into the piazza in the
reir of the building, and sat sometime with his
. cigar, enjoying the breeze and the repose of things
a;bout him,

‘resently he put his hea,d msule the door and
‘ c'iled softly :
‘ r ¢ Nurge, bring a chair out here.”

Rising from the window where she had been
sitting, SIEZ gé))eyed Asshe stepped upon the piazza,
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he took the chair from her hand and carried it to the
further end.

“There, sit down.?

She hesitated.

“Tg it safe to leave our patient alone ¥

« Quoite. Else I should not ask you. Iwant you

to myself a little while.
She did notlike his tone ; nevertheless she sat down’

{ - and suffered him to place hlmselfnear ber.”

% T want you,” he began, # that I may express my
sense of obligation for the care you have bestowed
upon that poor girl in there. You little know what
she has suffered. Did you, your kind heart would
break, Ithought f should go mad sometimes. You
have been so faithfol, I feol deeply your debtor. 1
know I have gaid little, but I have seen and felt it
none the less, Will you consent to remain her
friend and compamon, as long as I may WISh ?”

«T will remain as long as she needs me.”

4 And suppose I ¢hould wish to take her away
from bere?. Would you travel with her—go wherever
she went, and be everything to her—her true and
staunch friend through all things ¥ :

Ora hesitated in painful embarrassment. How
could she promise this without a greater knowledge
of the girl she was requested to call ber friend—to
be ever near her, standifi the light of companion
and most intimate associate? .

«T would, if I could feel assured—" .

Here she broke down. She couldnot finish sucha
sentence to him. - A hot flush mounted to her cheeks,

and she was silent
23
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“Of what? Of your competency? Never fear.
I would trust you with the most precions one on
earth. I want change for her, and think of sending
her to Newport, or Saratoga for a few weeks. As
soon as she can travel, I nitist send her. You ecan
.take her there. There is no one else I could frust to,
‘do it, and I dare not follow you for a week. You
will be very quiet, of course. Will be séen very
Little. I shall send her there for her health, not
society, Poor thing, she will not want that now.”
He bent his head upon his hands, and sat silent
for some minutes. Ora remained quiet, but her
mind was in a state of fearful indecision. She wanted
to ask him about her history, but remembering the
conversation of a week previous, she dared not do
it. He relieved her at length, '
“1 have not dealt altogether fairly Wlth ycu, Mrs.
Meredith. I ought to -have told you something
delinite about our position. I saw that you were
perplexed, and I enjoyed it too much to break the
charm. I had a desire to sée how long you could
bear the uneertainty without questioning me, I tried
an exchange of confidence once, but failed. Iintended
‘to have satisfied you then, but your reticence deterred
me. It shall do so no Ionget You are at liberty
to keep your secrets. I need you—am safisfied that
youwill do all T wish youtodo. I#know youafit com-
panion for my sister, and could wish for no better.”
~ His eyes strove to penetrate the dusk, to catch
the expression of her face, but conld not. Ho felt’
her little gtart, however, She felt agif a weight had
rolled from her heart,
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“Your sigter!” she exclaimed after a moment’s

“silence.

“ Yes, my sister. Child, did you not guess it?” .

“ [ have thought so, sometimes. Still, I counld not
understand how she could be that, and no others near
her, Where are your parents, and why do youalone
care for her while she has been in such suﬁ'erino- and
danger?” .

“ Ay, why? Ttis a pitiful story, my little fnend
—you are my friend, are you notf—and I can giveit

. you in a fow words. My father is a hard, stern man.

We two are his only children. She married early,
and against his will. She is, unfortunately, self-
willed to a high degrce. She would listen fo no one,
Iler father disearded her, and six months -after her
ill-starred marriage, hier viliainous husband deserted
her amongst strangers, The agony of the heartless
act, made her ill. She wrote me, begging for aid in
her distress. In the impulse of the moment, T took
the letter to my father, and tried to intercede for her.
I begged that I might bring her home again, poor,
repentant suﬂ'elerl He flew in' a most terrible
passion, declared that she should not eome to his
house again. She had found the fr uits of her actions -
bitter, but she must eat them. Itried to reasonwith
him, reminded.him of his duty as a father and a .
professed Christian—he. -grew worse than ever,
Forbade the mention of her name, and bade me scek
her out, and aid her at the peril of being,like her,
cagt from his home and heart. I am his heir,
dependent upon him for all I have. IIe gave meno
profession, A poor, pitiful creature I should be, cast

/

-
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_adrift. I was tempted at first to brave him, for my
beautfful sister was my idol. 1 could not bear to
think of her in such distress. But Iknew my father
well. Had I done so, I should have been cast off
pennilegs, without a ray of hope for the future. In
guch a position, I could place my sister in but little
better circumstances than she was then. It takes
time and Jlabor to gain anything. Meantime, she
might die. I dropped the subject then and we have
not spoken her name in his house since. But I would

not let her die. I had her secretly brought here,

and all that money could provide, has beon given

- her, all that kindness could do has been done. If I

daily deceive them at home, it is not as black as the

sin of her banishment. After all, I do pot deceive
them. They ask me no questions, I have nothing to
answer. I pass my time as I like, and make use of

my liberty and my money to save her. And I will

doit. PoorEllen! I donot think my mother would
be harsh, only for my fathier. Every soul in his
house is his slave, myself excepted. - She dare not
think, except of him and his will. Therefore she is
helpless. I will not harass her with the knowledge
of thig state of affairs. She is ignorant, I will let
her remain so. As for my father, the day may come

when God will soften his heart to a spark. of

humanity.”
Qra’s heart was full of bitter pain.

¢ Soffering—nothing but suffering everywhere! |

The earth was full of it. Where could she turn, and
find it not? No where, this side the grave”
“ Now,” ho continued, “ you understand our rela-
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tion and position. You sce why I must act carefully,
It is more for her sake than my own. If I cause a
breach, both of us are hopelessly set adrift. CanI
but get along smoothly, I shall have enough for the
comfort of both, and I will see that my sister has
her full share. Am T right? Can you condemn my
course ¥’

“No. You are justified, knowing the ground on
which you stand. I admire your earnest devotion to
your poor sister, beyond expression, Could you
have the heart to abandon her to the cold world in
sickness and poverty? You are rmht in all you
have done.” .

“ I knew you would say so. I could not do other.
wise. It would be foolish to recklessly cast away
the means of helping her by braving my father. But
it would be damnable to desert her, and selfishly revel
in her portion while she starved. God! to think
of it!” - .

He "was strangely excn:a,ble at times, and these
cxclamations seemed wmuch at variance with hie
ceneral manner. He was not profane. A deep
nnder current of religious sefitiment ran through his
nature. But he did not evince it in his father’s way.

It proved iteelf in daily practies of good and generons

works. He assumed pothing. Sincere, generous
and charitable, he never-féfused aid to the suffering,
If there was a blemish in the character of Theodore
Raymond, it consisted in the deep bitterness to which
liis father’s injustice gaverise. Itwas contemptand
disdain for small, pitiful deeds, while wearing the
outward garb of ove who “walks with God.” The

-
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elder Raymond, a hard, cracl, and at heart unfeeling
man, was an object of contempt to his child—almost
of hatred ‘
This is hardly to be called unuatmal ; reader.
- From infancy, he had known him but as’s tyrant.
Before the world he saw him stand- as one “ chusen
of the Lord,” Inthe home tircle, he knew him guilty
of deeds,any generous, upright man would shun as
" a pestilence, and he knew him for a hypocrite. To
one just and high principled as Theodore, such
characters could but be repugnant, even though of
his own flesh and blood.

“] dare say you think very sirangely of me,” he
remarked to Mrs, Meredith after awhile. “I onght
to beg your pardon for my vehemence. But it half

“maddens me sometimes. I am forced into a position
most painful, for one of my feelings. Were I alone
interested, I should not fear to launch beldly upon
the tide, and steer my course alone amongst life’s
breakers. 1 have thought often, that I would prefer
it. But to do this would not save my poor sister,
and it would certainly break my mother’s heart, I
have no. right to disregard her happiness. Her

“triale are heavy, already, poor mother! What a
troublesome world we live in,” he sighed out at the
close.

“Yes, I have found it g0.

" Ora answered the exclamation half dreamily,; but
there was a thrill of sadness in her fone which made
her listener cast another piercing glance toward her
face, It was veiled so deeply, however, that tlro

' expxesswn Was lost in darkness.
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«Come into the house,” said he rising abruptly.
“It is too damp for you out here. You will be taking
cold.” ' -

Ora rose and followed him, wondering at the
apparent inconsistencies of the young man’s charae+

ter. He was growing more and more anthoritative,

and even brusque, as he began to know her, or rather
get used to her. . Yet she knew him at heart kind
and gentle as a woman, She had seen him so in his
manner, If this was assumed, for what purpose was
it? It puzzled her to conjecture.

On this evening, Mr. Raymond went away eatlier
than usual, even as he had come. And also, after a
long conversation with Ellen, who woke before he
left, took leave of the nurse in a new style. He
called her out as he went, on pretence of giving
some orders concerning higsister. When at the door,
he paused and stood on the steps several minutes.
The moon had risen, and fell in a broad glare over
the front of the building. His bared head was lifted
proudly-—his white brow bathed in the silvery beams.
Ora thought he looked very noble and handsome as
he stood there, his eyes fixed upon the shining
constellations above, ‘

“1 think you need not sit up, to-night, Mrs, Mere-
dith,” he said, at length, turning to her. “ZEllen is
so much better that the girts attendance will be all
she wants, I must guard your health in order to
keep you. If I allow you to ‘wear yourself out, then
we might lose you. After this I must not stay. I
would, if necessary, but it is not, since the danger is
past, and it is important.for me fo be at home.
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Father begins already to show signs of displeasure 1
.at my actions, thongh he geldom interferes with me §
in anyway. I must be guarded. Will you retire

early and leave the girl to attend Ellen ¥
“ Certainly not.” .
“No? Why,pray?’
 Because it would not be right.

still o weak and ill. She is helpless, as yct.

+ % But you may get sick.” - :
1 do not fear it, and I hope I am not so selfish as |f
I do not &

to shun my duty on so shight a prctexl;
love eage quite so well ag that.”
“ Hush ! who thought of such a thing I”

Xis tone was almost contemptuous, but he looked
pleased. Then he said in s voice very different from 3

the first, it was so gentle and earnest :

“You are kind, -My sister will one day be your
staunch friend. Perhaps you may need her, too. I J§
imagine you have few enough. You may count me

one, however, always, if I may elaim the title.
May 177
“You are too good,” was the tremnlous response.

A chord of feeling vibrated to the earmest, manly §

sympathy of his tone.

«] shall feel glad to know you such, most assured-
ly'” ' ) .

She had only uttered frankly what sho felt.
“Thank you.

you rest thero.
mght as I thmk you intend to do.”

She may be out
" of danger; still it is my daty to be uear her while }

Now, my little Nurge, I must leave §
you. Have Jane bringa cot in Ellen’s room, and do §
I don’t like to have you it up all §
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¢ It will not hwrt me)”

“ It might, You are not strong.” : :

“] have been well cared for, however. You
employ me to nurse, and take all the heavy night
watches otf yourself, More than this, I am satisfied,
and that is a great deal. Physxcal labor is s nothmrr
to ar overtaxed heart and brain.”

“Then your mind and heart are at rest, you would
imply? Iam glad”

“ Agnear rest as a wanderer’s can be,” she answered
sadly. ¢ I have lost home and friends. Still, there
is an air of peace and security under your roof that
is soothing. I should hiave died without this haven
into which a kind Providerce allewed my barque to
drift.” . :

“ Ah! you make me feel thankful, I have some-
times wondered how you felt, but feared to ask you.
I hope you may find it always a congenial atmosphere
where we dwell. You will at least find friendly
spirits. Now I will not kcep you out here. Good
night.”

He held out his hand and elasped her’s kindly.
{lis tone and manner were almost. tender. - The look
he gave at the “ good-right” almost meaning in its
depth,  Ora faltered out a response and hastily.
ctosed the deor.. Her heart was in a strange flutter, -
Something in the change” disturbed her. Yet ghe
could not have told whyr~ He had been only kind—
very kind, Bat the sharpest .critic could not have
discovered more than mere interest in his manner.
Any one, with but humane feeling, might have acted
the same. Yet it disturbed her decply.

o - 923
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Ellen’s large eyes were wide open when Ora |}
C Aarge ey T

. entered the room. She seemed now quite indisposed
to go to sleep again,and soon befr:yu to toss restlessly.

“QOh, this is wearying work,” she moaned faintly.
«I wonder if I shall ever learn patience to endure
meekly all that I feel 7

Ora sat down near her, taking in hers both wasted
litdle hands. _

“ Are you.in pain, dear?”

“ Yes, but not bodily. I cannot help thinking, and
when I do, my heart and brain get on fire. Oh, why
are some people doomed to bring sorrow to all they
love, while others—why was / born ¢”

A cry like this a hundred times had foreed its way
from Ora’s lips. She had wailed out in her bi}ter
agony, and cried “ why was I born?”  She could
eomprehend the feelings that gave birth to the plaint.
She could sincerely pity the poor girl before her, of
whose wretched life she had heard from the lips of
the brother. With quivering lips she stooped over
ber with a strong impulse of sympathy, clasped the
frail form in her arms, and hushed the sobs that
shook it, as she would a child’s, - Wisely she forliore
~words. The little tempest soon spent itself. The
" tears ceased, but the poor suffering heart, pining for
sympathy, could not carry its weary load.glone, "

“Theodore told you all about me,” ehd sdid at
length, more calmly. “I once felt afraid to speal.
The wounds in my heart are so deep, I shrink from
baring them to mortal eyes. DBut sometimes I have
wanted my mother, and longed so wildly for hex

bosom to plllow my head, that I have thonght of

e ot e T L

father is but hauman, and has human weaknesses; .-
§ His will is not too strong to break before the tide of

to veturn t®his arms.

1 Llow: Be patient.

" from my father’s dwelling,
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taking you into my confidenee—of telling you every-

thing, that T might have your sympathy. I thought -

you conld in a measure supply her place, for Idared
not send,to her,
know miy sorrow—jyou can pity me!l”

“ ity you! from my soul I dol” she breathed

' carnestly, tenderly clasping her close to her bhosom,

and smoothing back the tangled ‘tresses from the
broad forehead. Tears were s1lently coursing down
her cheeks and falling upon the pillow. “Ah, could
she not feel?’ Evely heart throb of pain was
more than answered by her own. Hers was old in
EOITOW.

“How much better for all, could I have died,”
murmured Ellen, sadly. “NowI must live an outcast
bereft of his love, barred
from my mother by his will, as effectually as though
the grave indeed enclosed me, A burthen upon my
brother-—a curso to myself ! Ah! why could I not
die "

“Hush! this is wbe]housl

cxpgogerates yonr view of your condition, Your

He may relent, and you be called
Do you imagine that anything

natural affection,

Ol nurse, you are a woman aud -

kS

Your present pain -

8 s pelmttted to fall npon ‘us thus hcavﬂy, without a -
| purpose in'it? Good to~ail may spring from this

God is very mereiful.”
“How can it be, when he sees us so helpless in

His hand, and yet sends us sufferings greater than

we can bear, Oh! Ican sc¢ no mercy init! He
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makes us weak, and then punishes us for our weak-
- ness }”

“Hllen! were you less excited, you would not utter 3
such words as those you have spoken! Calm your- 3
self, dear. 1 cannot let you get so nervous. You [§
will be ill again. Another time, when you are

stronger, I will point out to you many blessings aud

mercies which you overlook in your present state of &

mind.”

but bitterness all my life.

!”

fary

“Point them out to me now. They may serve to
calm me. I see nothing but darkness and misery—
not one ray of merciful light. I cannot see forwhat j
purpose I have been created. Ihave known nothing f
A brief period of infatna-
tion dazzled me—I was intoxicated with the strange |3
new joy that dawned upon me. Shut ot all my life
from the fountains of naturel affection, you may [§
guess how eagerly I drank of the proffered cup when §
- it-was held to my lips by one who seemed a very |

" Apollo in his magnificent beauty. . A} how soon f§
reached the dregs! They have tinctured every drop
of my blood with their poison, and will eventually 3
end my miserable existence by lashing it to maniac §

“Yon must not think of this so intensely. Bad'it §
is, but it might have been worse. You have suffered §
the bitter pangs of disappointment—seen, as have
many others, your idol shattered to worthless dust.at [
your feet. Nevertheless, it is yours fo igno_::é the [
past, and rise in the future to a happier existénce.
Experience comes to us in a dark and fearful guise,
gometimes., Yet the lessons she brings, are of more
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than golden value. You arc young yet, very young
aud fair. Healih will soon J‘e%tur'n and give bloom to .
your cheek and light to your eye. You will gain-
with your strength, new hopes and aspirations. As

you go out into the world again, you will find new

scenes and occupations, and \Till'have the advantage

of this experience of your life to gmnide you over

dangerous grounds.. Every trial comes to us for

good ; believe it and be hopeful.? '

- “Ah! it is easy for those to speak as you do, whe

have not had their idols shattered! their fairest

hopes crushed and trampled beyond restoration,

IIad you ever suffered as I have, you conld not talk

to mo in this strain, and so calmly I” ‘

A sad smile played over the features of the nurse.
She was half tempted to tell her the story of a love
lost—an idol shattered—of years of suffering, toil
and disgrace, of a little head lying beneath the sod
to-night under the pale stars, and a heart desolate

~with all this, striving hopetully to rise and send to the .

lips & word of comfort for the little being clasped in-
her arms. ' A
Hours elapsed ere Ellen yielded to slumber. Ora
tried almost vainly to soothe and quiet the excited -
nerves of her patient. Restless and feverish, she
tossed, moaned and wailed;until a fear rose strongly
of a relapse into the jlless from which she was
rccovering. Relief came at last. The eyes closed,
and the panting breast heaved only to gentle respira-
tion, Hhankfully — prayerfully, Ora smoothed the
drapery around the bed, and then laid down upon the
couch beside the sufferer to watch till morning.




OHAPTER XXV.

“You have not closed your eyes since Ileft you,
was Mr, Raymond’s salutation.
a par with the whole race of womankind.”
« “In what respect ¢”

“ Contrariness !

Ora laughed lightly, but Ellen said for her, qmckly.

and eagerly:
% 8he is not contrary, brother,
* the fault was mine.. Igot wild and restless last night.
I mnst have worried her dreadfally.”
“ What made you restless ¥”

“ You know, without the necessity of repeating,”
“Ihad been thinking, while
. you were at the door, and knowing you had told her §
abont i, I gave vent to my pent up feelings, and it §
It has done me §

good, though. I feel better for her sympathy Tam §

she answered guietly.

was hows before she got me quiet,

glad she knows all.”

» « Blessed institutions after all,” sa;d Theodore with

- merry smile,  Ora looked up and guestioned:
4 What ¥ -
Y “ Women.

s i

“Igee you are on %

If she did not s.leep;

| Give me a woman to. soothe and §

, comfort.!! They take the roughest, most jagged points §
and amooth them to things.of beanty and logliness, |
-even.” i

“ How inconsistent you are, sir.”

(270)
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“Not at all. Icalled youn contlaly because you
(Lsobeyed a particular order. Now I call yon ablessed
institution for having dene what no man could have §
done at such a time. Even I, her bxother, could ‘not’
have soothed her in one of those fits, She would have
worn hersell out, and to-day been at death’s door
again, most likely. As it is, she is better than before,
and rejoicing over womanly sympathy. Good 1”

Ora satd no more ou the subject. A look similar
to his parting look of last night, brought a troubled
light into her oyes, which she turned her face from him
to conceal. And yet the next moment, stealing a
olance at his face as he sat talking to Ellen, she
condemned herself for foolish fancies, Hehad grown
g0 utterly oblivious of her presence, looked so quietly
unconscions of everything save the invalid Blstm nnder
his care, she even began to smile at herselffor being -
so silly as to feel dlsturbed at all.

Yet we may not wonder that her senses were ever
on the alert, and that she constantly scanned her path
for the- shadows lying across it. She had suffered
enongh to make her far-sceing and cautious,

That same day, all arrangements being fully dis-
cussed for the proposed trip, Ora set abont arranfing
tho wardrobes for Fllen and herself, = The formet's
was vich and ample. * She should want but few
thinge. In the absence o his parents, Theodore had
gone to the room once belonging to his sister, now
locked. and forbidden premises, and taken out all he .
thonght she might need—himself packing them and

_ sending off the trunks by portérs he brought for the

purpose.
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For hersell Ora needed buf little. She wore simple

black always.

The first of July found them installed in comfortable
rooms at Saratoga. Theodore had written some fime
previously to engage them, and when able to travel,
sent Bllen and Ora to take possession. She was to
keep him advised of the patient’s progress by letter.y

he wenld mot follow till the first of August unlesg

Ellen should grow worse.

The roomns were large and commodious, command -
ing a pretty view {rom the windows., Two bedreom »
and o parler finely furnished and communieating.
Elen looked pleased, almost happy as she surveyed
‘the clegant fornitnre, The light shone so pleasantly

- in upen them as they sat in the parlor, and there was
a fine piane and a guitar standing just as her own
stood before £he became afugitive from love and home.
How thouo‘htfully carefal had Theodore been of his
wilful, etring sister ! Tears filled the large eyes and
dropped over the wan cheeks, even while she smiled,
and she exclaimed fervently :

*Oh, nurse, I feel the trath of which you bave se
- oftenr spokeﬁ, move foreibly at fhis moment than I
Ged 7s.morcifil, in spite of ny

See what a blessing he gives me in

Oh, what Wonld become of

have ever felt.
nnworthiness,
my dear, kind brother!
me without him 1"’

“God would find means of earing for yon still 1

‘was the reply. - *“He who numbers the bairs of onr
gads, and ‘suflers not agparrow to fall to the ground,?
il surely guard a soul He loves, and keep it for His

A short time from the beginning of-
# preparations, everything was complete,
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own glory. Who knows how much you may yet do
forr His sake #”

Everythmo' was strange about them, yet they found
no time for loneliness. A well atored book case.
supplied them with reading matter, and Ora divided
the -hours as best snited the taste of the invalid.
Sometimes she read aloud for her, and when she tired,
she conversed with, or played for her. A proficient
in musie, the pleasure she gave was beyond descrip-
tion. It needed one to catch the sweet, rich tones of
her voice, to understand the ecstatic thrill, music can

‘give, Wo have spoken often before of this glorious

gift. Now it was destined to prove a source of both
pleasure and annoyance,

1t was Ora’s delight ever, to sit at the piano in the
evening hour, breathing softly the airs she best loved,
Ellen was weary, and retired early. Ora could not
go so goon, and Ellen begged her to play. Only
snatches of song came fo her lips at first. One after -
angther, she skimmed lightly over for half an hour,
But the soul of music was being stirred within her.
Soon she took up decper, richer strains, giving to her -
voice its full scope and power. It thrilled the night
hour, and hushed the sounds of more discordant
notes by oversweeping them with its mighty waves.
One by one, strollers gathered beneath the balconics
of their room. The couple8 paused in their prome-
nades. Light vehicles were whirling by whose
ocenpants seeing the groups gathered there, drew in
reins and listened entranced, while the unconscious

1 songstress poured out those subhme notes that would

have won laurels of fame for a prima donna. Ora
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always felt,when she sung thus. She was trembling
from excess of it now, wh(,n she rose and parting the
-eurtains lightly, stood upon the baleony. A moment
she breathed the fresh air, drinking in the beauty of
the summer night, when suddenly her eye caught tho
dispersing crowd beneath hor. She would have given
it no seeond thought, perhaps, had not a murmur
reached her ear, out of which the words came to her

distinetly :
“A fine voice! man alive! itis Euperb snbhme'

Who can it be, I wonder? I would give the world [}

for a sight of the lips from which strains like those
can issue! She must be beautiful! Will she sing
again? Listen!”

The voice ceased, and Ora shrank back Wxthm the
room. To deny that she knew of whom they spoke,
wonld have been affectation, and that was a gnality
she did not possess, A thrill passed through her
heart—a thrill of pleasure. This was a gilt for which
she was fexrvently thankful. She was less miserable
when she could exercise it fidely. :

This was but the beginning of the escitement she
was destined to create. Ellen loved to hear her sing,
and she would not refuse to gratify her. Evening
after evening, the sweet tones filled thie room, and
were wafted ont upon the night to the ears that gronped
round to cateh the strains.

She knew that crowds were invariably attracted
there, but she had no feaxr. No one would dare to
come to their apaltments, and they never stirred

from them except in a close carriage to take a
drive. Then both were closely veiled. No danger of
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cither being recognized, even were they not among
sirangers.

This monotohons life was becoming wearisome,
however, Ora longed for some chana-e. At times -
she grew so restlc.ss as to find the conﬁnement almost
intolerable, and oune evening after Ellen fell asleep,
ventured to descend to the Ladics® Receptmu Room.
She dared not 'go into tho parlor; that was thronged
with gay visitors, and in her sable robes, with her
quiet, mournful face, unattended, also, as she was, she
would have secemed out of place. She foand a sereno
pleasure, however, in looking about her, it seemed
like a brief respite from thoe walls of a prison, to get
into another part of the house.

Through the open doors and windows, came ﬁoal;mg
in gay bursts of ]auohter? mingled with music. A
pair of swift hands swept the koys of the pianoin the
parlor,separated from her by a wide hall. Standing
near the open door, she observed a hush in the murmur
of-the many voices, and then a merry little air was
executed with great spirit. Merriment followed it.
There was abuzz and clamor at the end, then another
song with greater spirit still, told the effect of admira-
tion upon the songstress, Ora thought the voice very
clear and sweet. A faney of fumiliarity made her
steal into the hall and glance toward the piano, Thero
was a group avound it, bt through a little parting
she saw a dark, sparkhng face wreathed in smiles.

1‘ ‘ The shining black hair glittered in the heavy coils

wound around the head in fantastic fashion, The
cyes blazed and flashed ; the round cheek wore a
carnation-flush,  The ruby lips parted to disclose teeth,
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that shone in pearl-like whiteness. There was no
mistaking the figure or features. She had to lean
against the wall to keep from falling, as the increasing
throng shut out the vision.

Her head swam, her heart ached as sho turned back
to her room. ‘No one noticed the little slender figure
a8 she glided away and up the broad stairway. Had
they done so, they might have been startled at the
livid hue of her face. It looked asif the hand of
death had smitten her.

As one in a frightful dream, she glided on to her
room, and throwing herself upon the couch without
undressing, turned her face to the pillow and lay still,
Hours sped unheeded. It was near morning eve a
stiv gave signs of life to the sfill form. Then the

floodgates of feeling were raised, and violent sobs

shook her from head to foot. She wept long and
.passionately, burying her face deop in the pillows,
lest a gound should reach Ellen’s ears, and startle hor
into questions she might not answer,

T T s o oS T - T ey ™ <o o

o

‘get along.

OHAPTER XXVI

Tux last of July brought Mr. Raymond. Ho had
got away earlier than he expected, and brought with
him some stirring news, espee:ally for Ellen.

“ Father and mother are coming on,” he said, after
the first salutation had passed between them.

“Papa and mamma! Oh, brother, what brmgﬂ
them hero—what shall we do ¢ P

Theodore laughed at her alarm.

“Well, to answer your first question, father’s health
is giving way, and he must have change. Mother
accompanies him, and they will make a short tour of
all the watering places. It is easy enough for us to
The propnetor of the hotel is in my
t:onﬁdence, and you can mere]y keep your room the
few days they may remain. There is no danger of .
their finding you out.  Ipropased preceding them by
a day or two, to engage rooms and look about a little.

- Ishall have to go with them, perhaps, from lere.

Don’t look so blank, Ellen. Ican manage ai excuse -
to Ieave them somewhere olse, and re301n youshortly,”
“Qh, Theodoré—" .- '
« Well, what is it, dear”’
“ It seems so hard—"
% What seems hard ¢’ )
“Why, that my dear mother should come so near
me—live under the same roof, and I dare not go to

(.m)
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her-—dare not see or speak to her for a moment, but
" hide myself like a criminal from her sight.”

Elen covered her face with her thm hands, and
Theodore’s face showed signs of emotion he um]d
not conceal.
he kissed her wet cheek tenderly.

“Do not think of it, Ellen. I know it is hard,
dear sister, but the cloud will pass. The tinie may
soon come when you can go back to mother’s arms
and heart as of old.”

Ellen Jooked ap quickly.
her brother’s eyes.

¢

A singular Iight was in

“ What do you mean, Theodore ¥ she asked hali

ander her breath.
you look so?”

% Cannot you think?”

He regarded her steadily. .

“Why do you say this—why do

denial,
“Mother has always loved and pitied you. She
dared not show it becanse of his unbending will.

Were he gone, what wounld hinder her acting as -

feeling dictates?” J
~ “Then you think—you think—"

She faltered painfunily.

“1 think our father will not live long, " answered
Theodoro in 2 low tone, but very LfL]ml.y.

Again Ellen’s face dropped in her hands.

“Oh, God forgive me,” she murmured penitently.
“ Theodore,
hardness of heart against us, has almost made me

‘hate him.  Oh, I pray God forgive me”?

“No, brethel,” but her cheek paled in spite of the

our father’s tyranny and unnatural -

Gently, drawing the little hands away, -

{ unrestrained by her presence.
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The brother made no reply. Hia knit brow told of
dark thoughts as he sat with cyes bent upon the
carpet. Evidently the sister’s sentiments were feit
ae deeply by himself. Whether her pemtence,ls not

" known.

During this conversation Ol'a had mphdrawn with
a book into one of the farthest windows. Though a
confidant in their painful position, he:}r delicacy of
foeling prompted her to leave them to disenegit freelyy
She could not leave
the parlor. As the next best thing, ihe chose the
window, and drew the curtain about her.

The pause that followed Ellen’s Iast\ outburst was
broken by a stifled cry from Ora’s retreat.  Without
stopping to think, Theodere rose. and crossed the
room to her side. Ashe drew back the curtains, she

*turned Ier face as far from him as possible, to hide

its agonized expression, striving to reply calmly to
his question, ag to what had caused he cxclama
tion. ; ‘

% That lady startled me a8 she mou'nfed that fiery
horse. She is daring!”

Theodore looked out with interest, acceptlng the
explanation as the whole cause, and smﬂm g at her

fright.

‘tion. By the way, she sits ihat animal well,

“ Ilow timid you women are,” he said, “ that i 13, as
This lady appears to be an excep-
- He is
of mood mettle. See how he paws the ground with
hig impatient hoofs, and tosses his manc angrily to
one side, while she sits uncounscious of his wrath.

a general thing.

A beautiful creature. By Jupiter! Iscarcely know
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which is most mqo*mﬁcen(;-—the horse or his fair young
* rider {? -

. Ore’s heart heaved a heavy throb of dull, stinging
pain, Ellen, attracted by her brother'’s exclamations
of admiration, joined them at the window and stood
looking out.

The groom had led up a number of horses, and
one lady was mounted, A group of gentlemen were
near, ¢quipped for mounting also, as goon as their
ladies should be safely placed in the saddle. One
after another they assumed them, the lady first-served
holding in the reins steadily, and patiently waiting,
though her steed champed his bit and moved rest-
lessly about. IHer dark green habit was flowing
gracefully about her, the white feather of her hat
droopitig softly over her crimsoned cheeks, Shining
cotls of raven black hair fell at the back of her head,
half resting upon the white neck it adorned. -The
very embodiment of spirit and elegance she appeared,
Theodore had eyes only for her beauty, praising her

cnthusiastically, until the whole mounted party §

wheeled and dashed away.
~ Ora tarned to leave the windows, but Mr. Raymond
barred her exit. He looked latghingly in her face.
“T deelarc, you are pale yet! Who would have
thought you so nervous” .
Hot, crimson waves dyed her cheeks, and it was
on her lips to deny that she had been frightened, A
moment’s reflection sealed her answer, however,  If

not fright, he would want to-know what it was that -

had paled her cheeks and dilated the pupils of her
eye iu that fashion. She could not answer him, so

4 some lips.
] an erect head and firm step, she passed from the
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ghe must let him believe her weak and timid ass
child. The thonght was galling—the| more so as a
quiet glance showed the light smile of badinage
replaced by & half-contemptuous curl of the hand-
Resentment rose to her aid, then. With

room to her own chamber. Then, for the second

] time after looking at that fair young face, she buried
§ herself among the pillows of the couch and wept
X Dbitterly, first having turned the key of her door to
! keep out chance intruders.

After withessing Ora’s exit with his slyly mischiev-
ous glance, Theodore turned fo his smter, saying

| lightly.:

“1 wonder if I rea.lly offended Mrs Meredith? I
hope not. Iwould not like to think so, for sheisa
good, gentle creature, But tell me, Ellen, why are
you women 5o afraid of animalg? The sxght of a
horse or a cow frightens the life out of you” '

“Not quite so had as that,” said Ellen, laughingly,

“T don’t believe Mrs. Meredith is afraid of them. I

liave heard her express fondness for animals, and
once she told me she had been used to horseback
exercise in her childhood,and even after she grewup-

‘had ridden frcqueutly, havmw resided in the country

and kept horses.” -

«Then why did she tn¥n so white and shake like
an aspen when that lady mounted her ‘mettled
charger? D’'m inclined to the belief that she’s a
regular little coward. Some day I'll try her just for

:"' .the fun of it. By theway, would you not like a ride on
§ lorseback, 8is?  Seriously, are you strong euough g

24
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“0,1 would like it very much but brother, I can’t
{50 b

“ Why not #”
~ “There are several reasons. In the first place, we
must attract no unnecessary attention.”

“ We need not. This season,equestrianism is too
common for a quiet little party to become conspicu-
ous, We could ride ont without any one dreammg'
who you are.”

“Well, even were thatso, have no habit—neither

has Mrs. Meredith,”

!

CEA woman ’s excuse, but easily 1emedled You

can hire one.”

“Q brother! one anybody can wear for the asking ¢
No, I couldn’t do that1?

“ Why, you fagtidious little puss] Why are you
8o particular #?

“They would not fit us, even were they nice #?
returned Ellem 1 think we will not discuss the

. matter further”

“ But,” urged the brother pleasantly, “1 should
really like to take youn before father and mother get
here. Have you no tight-fitting jackets you could
wear with a skirt ¢”

Ellen mused a moment.

“Yes, you managed to get hold of a portion of my
winter wardrobe when you made that foraging expe-
dition on my account. There iz a bottle green
waist of cloth, and a black velvet basque in my
trunk.  But of what use can they be without skirts "

“None, that I know. But skirts can be made.
Where are the walsts 7~ .
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“Iwill get them,”

Ellen went into her chamber and in a few minutes
came back with the articles in question. ‘

“Your dresses fit Mrs. Meredith, do they not ¥ was
his next question,

“Yes, pretty nearly.”

u ’.lhen its settled! I'll go and buy stufl to match
these articles in color, and the maid shall sew them
up for you this afternoon. It will not take long, and
you can have your ride fo-morrow morning.”

“ But, brother-—" She was not allowed to remon-
strate, however. Ile siezed her little pale face in
his hands, and holding it up, kissed the pretty lips
heartily and ran away. Her laughing conclusion of
the interrupted sentence followed him ; .

“1 think it was a great mistake you were nota
woman. Iam sure,” she added to herself, % you excel
me in devising ‘ ways and means. ?

Theodore soon returned, followed by a boy with a
parcel. In a very easy, matter of-fact way, he gave
necessary orders about the making, very much to
Ellen’s amusement, and after seeing the skirts fairly
begun, sauntered off to enjoy his cigar.

As he went out, Ellen delermined to strive to
conciliate Ora, and accordingly tapped lightly on her -
door. There was no answer. She knocked again,
and this time hearing no reply, went away quite
serious. ‘

“You have done mischief, I fear,” she said
apprehensively, as Theodore returned to prepare for
dinner.

“ How 2




284 ORA, THE LOST WIFE.

“ Mrs. Meredith has not yet made her appearance,
aud refuses to answer my raps at her door.”

Theodore looked half-disturbed.. )

“T am sure I dow’t mean to offend her. T hope I
have not, seriously.”

Singularly enough, Ora in her quict dignity and
innate refinement, had won upon their feelings and
respect, in gpite of the disadvantages under which
Mr, Raymond had found her,  The thought of having
‘hart or offended her, made both unhappy. They
waited impatiently for her to show herself. ‘

She came at Jength, very pale, bat calm-and gentle -

as usual. Her mamner ignored tho little event of
tho morning. Had she shown in the slightest degree
a remembrance of it, Theodore wounld have hastened
to apologize and restore their nsnal happy flow of
feeling and intercourse. As it was, he conld not
approach her. He sawher determined to let it pass.
Ellen, more impulsive, broke forth regretfully :

“ Dear Mrs. Meredith, I hope you. will forget
brotlier's. thoughtlessness. He didn’t mean to offend
you. We are so sorry l”

“Borry, my dear? for what?” :

Ora's eyes looked genuine surprise, as she lephed

~in her soft, gentle tones, “you have noﬂunw to’
apologize for.”
“ Except my rudeness to you this morning, smd
- Theodore, frankly. “I beg you will forgive me, Mrs.
Meredith.”

“I remember nothing against youn,” retarned Ora.
«T never thought of feeling offended.”

“Then why shut yourself pertinaciously in your
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room all day, and refuse all company?’ he said
bluutl) . .

Ora’s face erimsoncd,

“In tho first place, I am not well to-day, and
something weighs upon my spivits. I was scarcely
fit for society, and focling it, withdrew.”

Her look and tone silenced him, He had no rlcrht
to ask the cause of the weight upon her spirits.
Having disclaimed feelivg offended with him, he
must accept her explanation without further words,
but he was puzzled and dissatisfied. The feeling of
wonder and displeasure deepened when the contem-
plated ride was broached, and Ora protested strongly

‘againstit. She should be pleased to sce them go,
.but she did not fecl inclined to accompany them.

“Indeed you must go. Brother got it up chiclly
on your account, [ lnow,” said Ellen, earncstly.
Opposition made both enthusiastic. She now wmhed

it as much as Theodore ¢ould. Ora smiled.

“ Why should he be anxious that I should go? o
sce if I am afraid of horses? I am not timid.”

“Prove it then by going with us to-morrow,” lie
answered, glancing at her face to note its changea.
The color again rose to her cheeks. The repugnance

 to this public airing amonnted almost to pain, and

still more and more puzzjed to understand her appar-
ently groundless oppofition and varying color, he
made the care of Ellen a necessity for her presence,
in case she should get fatigued and faint, Seeing it
useless to contend, she at last yieldeda quiet conees.
sion to their wishes, and with her promxse to go, the
subject dropped
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The space of time intervening was one of pes-
plexity and anxiety to Ora. Might she not meet Aer,
if she ventured beyond her room, Might not Jie bo
there, and if s0, might she not come in contact with
him ?  Sivce the first night on which the discovery
~ was made of her prescnce, she had been more
careful than ever, never daring to leave her room or
~ put hor foot beyond the floor that contained their
- suite. The question of Lis presence, she would have
given worlds to solve, but she dared not attempt it.
‘With no confidant to aid her, and her fears of making
herself known, she was completely barred from all
means of gaining the desired information,

Once, before that morning, she had caught a
glimpse of the lady of the grecn habit, and her mind
had been distracted by the questions that rose. She
tmust not put herself forward to see—she dared not
trust herself to meet her and ascertain who was with
ker, or anything more concerning her, than the siﬁple
fact that she was there—evidently a favored, courted
belle.  If Ae was near, he kept. himself closely
secluded, yet she rather inclined to the belief that he
was not with her. 'Would he come? Where was he
now? Would Fate, strange, capricious and cruel,
cross their paths once more! She clasped her hands
in‘agony. ‘“Oh! Ileaven forbid! spare me this
last trial ?

CHAPTER XXVIL

Tre morning chosen for the riding excursion
dawned bright and clear. The fresh air was redolent
with perfume; the merry birds twittering a glad
welcome to the new day. Theodore rose by sunrise
and sanntered out for a walk, while the ladies, after
a light breakfast, were preparieg for the ride. They
proposed  going some distance into the country,
halting for rest and lunch, rambling through the
woods till weary, and returning in the cool part of
the evening. He was anticipating much pleasure,
ashe looked abroad. Ieremembered how childishly
fond Ellen was of her freedom, and longed to see the
dancing light of her dark eyes, and the eolor once
more glowing in her pale cheeks, as of old. If he
had other motives, they were not predominant on
this morning, until a Jittle incident made them so.

As he strolled leisurely away enjoying his cigar
and the balmy morning air, a sadden turn in the road
Dbrought him face to face with fwo gentlemen with
whom he had become slightly acquainted since hig
arrival. DBoth lifted theit hats politely, suspending
an animated conversation as he approached them,
and grecting him pleasantly. ' '

“J am glad to have met you, Mr. Raymond,” said -
one of them in a cordial, easy way. “ We are going
to have 5021181% fine sport to-day, and would like you to

( .

v
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join ms. It is to be a ride—a picnic in the grove,

and return home by moeulight. 'We shall have music
and the most delightful socicty of Saratoga. - The
young Richmond belle mahes one of the party, Will
you go”

“ Burely, if it were possible, I have inducements
enough offered me,” smiled Theodore. “I should
like to join you, but I have an engagement to ride
with a couple of ladies to-day, one of whom is an
© invalid, and I fear unable to bear much fatigue. I
thank you, but 1 must decline.”

“Q, do not do so0,” put in the other gentleman.
“There is no necessity of declining on those grounds.

Take your ladies with you by all means, and if the

delicate one should need rest, leave her for an honr
or two atthe farm house close by. With the second,
you can join us for a litile while and have fine
sport.” -

Theodore thought a moment and decided after a
question.

“ What time do you start ?”

“ At ten.”
© %ThenI will j join you after yon get there. Ishall
stalt much carlier to get the benefit of the morning’s
freshness. It will be less fatiguing.  You may count
‘on seeing me for a short time at least, among you”

“ Very well, sir; shall be most bappy. Iwishyou
a pleasant ride. -Good morning.”

Both gentlemen lifted their hats, and separated.
Theodore took another tarn through the grounds, and
then bent his steps baek to his hotel.

- “The Richmond belle,” he mused as Le sauntered

~ shy, half shrinking manger,
~and read it instantly, but betrayed no knowledge
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on.  Doubtless that is the sparkling little lady of the
Green Habit. I will get an introdaction to her if it igl”

Suddenly another thought struck him. He]aughed
a little to himself as he induiged it

eIt will be mterestmg to see what Mrs. Meredath
will do if I can bring about & méeting without much
danger. I would really like to know what the
mystery i9 that lies in that quarter, for a mystery
there is, | am certain.”

Ellen and Ora were ready when he reached the

§ liouse, aud the groom was waiting his orders to lead

up the horses. Lllen mounted first, gleeful and
happy as a child to find herself once mere able to
go eut. Ora descended the steps slowly; reluctantly,
gluncing round to see if strange eyes were observing
Ler. Mr. Raymond noticed it, and meatally won-
dered whether she feared being seen becanse of
inexperience in riding, or becausc she wished to
avoid observatien frem otler motives. He smiled a -
little deubtfully as she approached her horse with a
She caught the glance

of the fact by a single look. Advanciag quietly, she
took the reims in her right hand, and with them,
placed it on the saddle, catching her habit lightly up
with the left. She did not hesitate when he held
out his hand, but placing lier little foot in his palm,

B mounted quickly and wighdut an effort.

Mr. Raymond’s cyes lighted with admiration not
unmixed with surprise, but quietly arranged her
dress as she took the mawe with her left hand and

lifted Lerself in the saddle for the purpose. The
25
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next moment he had vaulted into the saddle himsels,
and they started in nice order. -

"Ora sat her horse well.
silently and admiringly acknowledged the cxcecding

“grace of her slendor figuve, set off by the close fitting

black habit, She had never in her life appeared so
well to them-—never looked more the lady—well
bred, elegant and accomplished, than she did at that
moment

Ellen’s spmts rose as the warm blood in her veins
began to circulate with the exercise. She rode
fearlessly and rapidly in the face of her brother’s
entreaties to spare her strength, Witha gay,f Iaugh
ing reply, she dashed on, they following.

Ora’s ‘thick veil was down, and qoncealed her
features; but Mr. Raymond knew by instinct that she
wag as joyous as his sister, though more quiet. He
was musing upon what was to come. The test of
her hors?fﬁlanslnp had proved satlsfactory She had
not declined {rom fear or inexperience. He at once

" concluded that it was theé fear of meeting the strange

lady whose face had been sufficient to drive all color

" from her face the moment her eyes rested on her.

He was thinking of her cry of astonishment, her
livid lips, and her seclosion for hours on the day
previous, and surmised rightly that 1o ordinary
circumstances could have produced such an effect,
His interest grew upon him s he pondercd the
wmatter, grew and deéepened beeanse of the hold she
had taken upon his mind. Young, beautiful, highly

accomplished, and yet enveloped in mystery as to :

her past; preserving a rigid silence on all that

Ellen and her brother
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pertained to her previous history, you will not wonder,

- if Mr. Raymond’s curiousity got tho better of him,
- and his more noble and generons feelings were snb-

merged in the desire to know what she had refused

“to tell him.  He argned that he had a right to know

who his sister’s companion and friend was. A lady
she had ever been; that .he acknowledged. A
thought of evil in connection with her, returned to

. . him, glaneing from her purity and innate d;gmty, as

shafts from a bright surface of steel,

Perhaps Mr. Raymond had no right now to think -
and plan a revelation, after acting upon his impulsive
feelings and taking her unquestioned into his service
and hxs confidence, from the midst of unfavorahle
c1rcumstances Had he cared less for her, still
possessing the respect she inspired, he would have
gone on quietly, suffering her to leep her own
secrets unmolested or disturbed, within heér own
bosom. As it was, he grew daily more interested in
her singular, yet beautiful character, and as its
originality and depth became apparent; he found
himself studying, comparing her with others; puz-
zling over her hlstory, and in a fair way to lose
himself in the growing and absorbing interest of his
observation and speculation. E

How singular that he, like another, should thus
think and plan against her, Different feelings were
the mainspring of action] yet the result must be the
same. Harry Clifton had thus thought, plotted, and
exposed her iu the end; Theodore Raymond was fol-
lowing in his wake, oniy to meet a like fate, and find
ont too late that he lad worked out his own misery,

v




CHAPTER XXVIIL

. TFous hours later, ‘Ellen found herself comfortably -
settled on a lounge in a farm house, after having run 1§ -

abont till she was tired. Theodore laid peremptory
commands on her, and after quaffing a glass of the
housewife’s cool sweet milk, she prepared for a sleep
and rest.

Ora proposed toremain beside her, but both of them
vetoed the pmposal instantly. + Mr, Raymond must
have a companion in his farther rambles, and Ellen
could not sleep if he or she were deprived of any
enjoyment that was to be obtained. So, overruled by
the wajority, she readily donned her hat and started

forth.

Their path led through green meadows into the
fovest, whitlier Theodore bent his steps in search-of
the pienic party. Ora tossed back her veil as they

entored beneath the shade of the trees, and walked -

on with a quick, elastic step. Something in the scene
roused old remembrances. Her color rose; her lips
gnivered. She forgot her quiet reserve, and became
almost as enthueiastic as Ellen had been.

% Déar old woods " she cried as she gazed around

her, “How ye remind me of old, familiar scenes

of my childhood! Many a day I have rambled over :

rock and brook, revelling in the wild feeling of fregdom - The picture he- contemplated was fascinating. He

with Na.ture,as now. Do you know, Mr. Raymond, I i
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feel like a different being just now! I have left my
old sclf behind me. I am just as you might have
found me years ago, when the woqds were my daily
companions [” :

~ “Then you love Nature #” )

“ As a mother, I love her!” wag the fervent reply.

“ Has it been long since you were in the forest—
since you enjoyed a scene like this ¥’

“Very long.”

Her head half drooped with her answer. Sadness
was mixed deeply with the joy it called up, It has
been five or six years. Life’s dutiesin thattime have
been rigid. * The hot, teeming city claimed me her
servant, aud my work might notbeabandoued Iam
glad to come out again into the world of spaco, where
thonght and pleasure can walk hand in hand peace-
fully. Oh! Iam glad!?”

They had reached a little dell where a brook ran
bubbling and splashing over the stones. Ora threw
hergelf down upon a mossy rock, nestling with loving
joy against the giant body of a grand old oak, as she
would have nestled against the bosom of a mother
She threw down her hat suffering the breeze to fan

. her brow at will, and drawing her glove from her

hand, idly dipped the tips of her fingers in the spark-
ling water. Theodore sat ' down near her, commanding -
by he1 position, a full view of her face. . She appeared
to himin & new light. to-day Happiness, tinged even
with sadness as it was, gave her a dlﬁ'erent aspect.

became complimentary and poetical,
i What a subject for au artist 1 he exclaimed. «If
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ono were near, he might make his name and fortune

sare, if he were only skillful enough to give life to

the work of art as I see it at this moment in nature !

Youshould see yourself as I seo you, Mrs. Meredith—
Ora laughed lightly, interrupting him, -

ORA, THE LOBT WIFE, .

¢ (), wad some power o' giftie gie us, .
To see oursels as ithers ses us.”

she quoted. “ Is it not apropos, Mr. Raymond #”
‘He continued as if he had not been interrapted,
“you would be charmed with yourself. Enjoyment
has made your eyes bright as stars.
and depth in them I have never, seen before. It was
as.if a cloud had rolled away and lefi revealed the
bright Star of Evening, to shine out in deep’ and
intense lustre upon the world., Your lips are like the
scarlet—your cheeks wear the blush of the June rose.
On one side, that tree forms a splendid back ground
for your face. Its rough bark and dark color are suffi-

cient contrast to the smooth fairness of your cheek;

then there is a witching wildness in your hair, one side
of which has fallen over your neck and shoulder, Iying
like spiral threads of light over you, for a stray gleam
of sunlight is playing fantastically over them. Youn
have no“idea what a fine picture you would make.
Were it painted, people would say it was too besuti-
ful te be natural. They would call it a fancy sketeh.”

“ As if Nature were not more beautiful than Art!”
exclaimed Ora, with deepening color. “In my,
opipion, Mr. Raymond, no artist ever reached the

perfection of his art so nearly, as When he copxes

* Nature most closely.”

There is a light
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“Then you, at least, would acknowledge the justice
of my verbal sketch ¢ he laughed jestingly.

“ Nonsense !”

She laughed also, but the color mounted more
vividly. “You are Iaughinu' at me now, Mr. Ray-
mond.” -

“Indeed T am not,” he replied quickly, duoppmoF
his light tone and becoming more earnest. ““Ishould
not take such a liberty, I assure yon.”

Ora pulled up little tafts of moss and idly tossed
them into the stream whose bright rippling waves
whirled them away swiftly. Already she was begin-
ning to feel less joyous under the gaze he bent upon
her. The same expression she had seen upon it ence
before as they stood -upon the steps in the ecity, was
upon it now, and the same feelings of disturbance—
a vague, undefined dread—began to steal over her.
She wished Ellen had been with her, or that she was
back at the house. Perhaps Theodore divined the
ciuse of the shade of gravity that had come over her
features,-and sought to dispel it, for he sprang up and
began to break off branchés of evergreen and pluck
wild flowers,ostensibly to carry back to his sister.

“Give them to me as you gather them, and I will
twine them into a wmath,” she said, glad to be free
from liis earnest gaze. ‘

He did as requested,-46d while he roamed about in
search of the brightest lowers to be found, she wrought
them skillfully into a wreath, pausing now and then -
to look about her and enjoy the scene. A sense of
deep happiness grew up in her heart. The twitter of
the birds, the faint rustle of the breeze in the leaves,
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the purl and spiash of the brook, the. mossy stoncs,

the serabby undergrowth—all carried ber Dback to a
time when shﬁ'eung had as yet laid ne hand wpon
her fair young kife. She was too busy with her own
pleasant thonghts to heed her companion, whe, a
 little distance from her, had snddenly pansed to listen.
I a moment a wentlemau s head appeared just above
the brow of a Kittle hill abovebim. He came forward,
parting the bushes. carefully, a lady following, ler
lips wreathed in smiles. Theodore’s face assumed an
expression of astonishment, and he whistled nnder
his breath—

* Luck! by all that’s funny 1? he muttered. “Now
for it.. Let's sce what is eoming.”

. He turned and walked a few paces toward Ora,
pancing behind a plle of stones that served to sereen
him partially from view, He wished ouly to see her
face when the lady eame up, that he might set all
doubts at rest. Did she know her? He must see.

The lady and gentleman were eommg en steadily,
langhing and talking easily as they advanced. The
sounds caught Ora’s cars, and she hastily terned to
observe who was near. She did not appear embay-.
rassed, but settled herself back in her place ealmly,

-and drooped hor head slightly over her work. She
evidently meant to let them pass without further
notice.

That, howdver, seon became 1mpossxb]e. The gen-

tleman stopped and she heard him say something in .

alow tone to his companion. Involuntarity she raised

ber eyes, and as she did so, the stranger turned her -

head. Their eyes met. A rapid glance showed both

4
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faces pallid as marble. Theodore never forgot the
agony and intensity of Ora’s blue orbs, or the terrified

stare of the black ones she encountered. The recogni-

tion had been mutual, and evidently painful to both.
. The young man’s heart throbbed heavily. Ina
moment a sense of utter shame for the feelings that
had prompted him, and wretchedness he could not
understand, bad taken possession of him, He at once.
turned his back upon them and began breaking off

¥  somo laurel branches to cover his laie occupation as

spy upon the lady whom he had taken under his
care and protection.

The strangers passed on, “and were soon lost to
sight. No word had eseaped either. Only for that
ene glance, he might bave been just as much in the
dark as before. That had spoken voluines, His
surtnises were moro than veriied. But what they
Liad been to each other, and the mystery between them,

he was yet to learn. .
Ora lifted one quick, searching glance to his face

i as he came back to hor. Had he seen the glancet

His face said nothing, and her eyes fell to the ground

She was deadly pale, and her hands shook violently.
“T am afraid these people have startled you with

their sudden appearance,” he remarked. *You are

nervous.”
«You saw them ¥ she saﬂi ,8triving to appear calm.
« Yes, I was only a little way off. That was the
Richmond Belle everyhody is raving about—and the .
lady who rides so ‘splendidly, * I shall seek an intro-
duction some time soon. She is beantifal.”
e could not forbear this last remark, and her quick
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gosture of alarm or pain, answered to his expectation.

But she forbore comments. With a look.of unutter-

able wretchodness, she arose and said wearily:
“lam tired. Let us go back.”

- They retraced their steps slowly. She knew by his

silence, that he had penetrated her secrot. Had he

not divined the recognition, he would have bantered

her upon her nervousncss. But his ready acquies-
cence to her wishes, and 'gra.\;e demeanor, proved that
his suspicions were aroused, and he was pondering
‘the matter silently.

They did not join the pienic party. Finding Ellen
awake and willing to réturn, they accordingly mounted
and rode back home liesurely.

Ellen was full of life and spirit, and rattled on of
everything she had seen and enjoyed. Theodore
roused himeelf to meet her advancés, and they chatted
gaily. Ora’s silence excited no attention from the
young girl. She was always quiet; and so they
arrived at their hotel at length, withont her ever
having uttered a word since they started.

CHAPTER XXIX.

Kurex and her companion had scarcely reached
their rooms, ere Theodore came running into the
parfor, ﬁ - ‘

“ Father and mother have come,” he said breath-
lessly. ¢ They came about an hour ago, and have not
left the room since. They sent for me, but Mr. P—
told them I was. ont-semewhere. Ihope they did not
sce us as we rode up the street.” ‘ -

 Oh, my heart will break!” Ellen sank upon a
chair, pale and panting, clasping both hands over
her bosom.. “I wish I had not come here! What
shall I do?” :

“QOnly keep your room and do not venture out of

| it.till they leave. Courage, little sister, Al will go

well yet.” .

¢ Ah, but it seems so hard! Hiding like a crimi.
nal from my parents’ sight—hateful to their eyes as
though the blackest of sin tainted me. Ob, mother,
dear mother! [ cannot bear it }”

“See here, Ellen, this will not do,” began Theodore,

gravely, seating himself beside her and drawing her

close to his bosom. ‘‘Trust to your brother, whose

. luve for, and desire to proteet you, is the sole aim and

virtpe of his Jife. I know it is hard, but you can

bear it, Ellen—can and must. You must never

attempt to see them. If by aceident they should get
(299) :
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sight of you, the hopes I have so long cherished for *
both are at an end forever. Wo know too well tho

stern, unrelenting will of our father. Wo must not
. brave it, or all is lost Try to calm yomse&f‘ and be
patient, I beg.”
She looked up-tearfolly. =
“I will try for your sake, dear Theodore but'if youn
find'mne weak and childish forgive me, Evex y hpur
my heart yearns more and more for my mother,ﬁfnd
to think of her being noar mo—beneath the same

roof, and I forced to shut myself from her sight— 8 3

never hear the sound of her voice or feel even for a
moment the clasp of her arms around me, breaks
down all the firmness Ihave.. Ob, if I conld but once'
have her gentle hand on my head, and hear her say
a8 she used fo do, ‘God bless my daughter,” I think
Icould bear anything then. And yet, within but a

few yards of her, this may not be. Oh! brether! -

" brother !”

* . This burst of feeling soon spent itself, and she grew
more reconciled unde1 the influence of Mr Raymond’s
hopeful, hearty words of comfort. As soon as he saw
her quiet, he withdrow to seek his parents and wel-
come them.

He found his father Iymg upon the bed, pale and
feeble, while his wmotber, seated by him, bathed his
head with a reviving spirit. The journey had been
very fatiguing, and he was worn out.

Mirs. Raymond rose at once, and threw her arms'
about her son’s neck affectionately. Mr. Raymond
merely held ont his hand quietly.

“Iam so sorry not to have been in the house when |
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you came,” said Theodore. I hardly expected you
before to-morrow or the day after, How did yonbear -
traveling, sir ¥ :

“ Bad]y. I am used up entnely. All the strength

- I had i3 gone.”

-%You need rest, siv. Inalittle while you wﬂl feel
better. Are you tired, mother{” -

% No, my son ; only anxious. Your father has such
bdd nights—seo little sleep, that his strength is failing

*“ him in consequence.- I do hope the air hexe wﬂl

revive him. It seems pleasant,”
“It is so,” responded Theodore. ¢ Have youn
made up your mind how long you shall stay, father ¢’
“No. 1 have not thought much about it. I
snppose we will remain a weck or two till I get some

* strength. I cannot travel so. Ihad no idea how :: -

weak T was until within the last three days.”
-Theodore sat engaged in conversation for some
time, and then rising, said he would order tea in their

‘room. Heremained to partake of the meal with them,

and afterwards insisted upon sitting awhile with his

father until his mother could get some rest.

Mr. Raymond looked gratificd, and Mrs. Raymond’s
eyes filled as she gently patted him on the head.
- “XKind, good boy. What should we do without our

" dear, thoughtful son &

. Perhaps a thought of_ her other child, so near her
W1t110ut her knowled‘"ge, eame np Wlth‘ the caress.
Anyway, her pale, gentle face grew sadder, and -the
tears in her eyes dropped silently over her cheeks as

ghe turned away.
Theodore’s reom achmned that of his parents, and :
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he mate his mother go into it and Lie down while he :

made his father comfortable for the night.

 Oue would think you are used to nursing from
your manner,” said Mr. Raymond, noting 'his readi-
ness in everything, and apparent knowledge of all
that was to be dove. -

“And so I am,” thought Theodore but he said
nothing, . - ' :

It was ate in the evening before the old gentleman

fell asleep, and he had a chance to slip away to his-

. sister. She overwhelmed him with questions. How

were they?  How did theylook? Had they suspected
anything? What had they said? To all of which
questions he gave distinot- and literal auswers,
patiently and kiadly, He saw that she was excited
aud unhappy, and he pitied her from his heart.

After a little while he rose again.

“Don’t feel badly if I cannot ecome to you quite:
80 much as I would wish. 1will find chances to
- run in and tell you everything that happens, and
. you must try in the meantime to be as cheerful
as possible.  Mother will need me & great deal, you
know.” : '

“How'I wish I might-help her,” murmured Eilen,

- “Who will say that disobedience does not bring its
own consequences ! God forgive and pity me. [ am
.the most miserable and wretched of ehildren.”

“There! Do wuot reproach yourself usclessly.

Good night, darling. ~ You must go to sleep and be

bright in the morning. Ishall be in to see you the -

first thing I do atter waking.” ~
He kissed ber tonderly and went out. Ellen
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listened until his footsteps dicd away, and then going

_into her chamber, sobbed herself to sleep.

To Ora the boon would not come. Many hours
after the busy hum of life was hushed around her,
she sat by her windew in the pale moonlight and
thought.  Shadows once more were thickening
around her pathway. Turn where she would, the
clouds rolled darkly over her way, Bhe scarce was
made to feel the warmth and brightuess of the sun-
shine, ere it. was obscured, leaving her “chilled and
more dreary to grope her way through the gloom.

«“ Ahl when, and in what will it all end% Better
for me that I were dead.” -

Many a time the despairing cry had risen before.
Bitterly it rose now. She was so weary of struggling.
Concealment and mystery. were so sickening. - Trath
and frankness would bring upon hier the shame and
pity of ‘a wronged and neglected wife—from sowe,
scorn and doubt. Between the two stinging alterna-
tives, how could she choose? It was a hard gquestion,
How could any woman answer it, and feel at case in
the .decision she made? DBoth were painfal. Bhe
could not tell which was less painful of the twe..

Thus she sat long and silently, pondering, She

was not the only one, however, who could not sleep.

Across the little yard in the wing of the building, she
eould sce a dim light, and 2t regular intervals aslight
form pass and repass the Window with a monotonous
tread. She wondered sometimes who it was, and
what kept the watcher up so late at night in that
upeasy walk, Did she too snffer? Was-she unhap-
pily pondlering over some dark spots in her life? Ab,
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if 8o, God pity and comfort her, even as she wonld

erave His pity in her own dark hours,
 Aht Ora Meredith, how little you know for whom
your prayers ascend ! Could you but look into that
room and note the whiteness of that dark little fage—
the flerce clench of the small hands,-and the angry,
yet deeply suffering light of the black eyes, I fear your
pity wounld change to a different fecling. But God is
wise. You see none of this, iHe drops a wail
* betwoen the thoughts of His childven, that they may
not read the warring anger of each other’s hearts;
and so the flashing eyes and clenched hands are shut
out from ‘your sight, You hear neither the brokea
exclamations or angry breathings. When she pauses,
you do not know that her rapid fingers are tracing
lines all-important in the thread of your own destiny,
and that may goon change the whole aspect of y’“our
life.

And yet, who knows but the God to whom that

unconscious .prayer was breathed in answer to it,

prompted those lines which to-nmrrow’s mail will bear
away, like a white-winged messcnger to the sunny
South! -

CHAPTER XXX.

. Tue short space of one Week brought marked
changes to our little party. The elder Mr. Raymond
grew senous]y ill, and the physician called in shook
his head ominously when questioned as to his condi-
tion. Being a strictly conscientions man, he would
not hold out hopes that might not be realized. He
could only say :

1t is serious, and will require the best of nursmg
and skill to save bim.”

More than this he avoided uttering. Theodore
watched faithfully in the sick room, relieving his
mother all in his power; while Ellen, pale and
crushed, sat in her room with folded hands, resisting
any effort of her nurse to rouse and cheer her. It
was well, perhaps, for Ora, that this state of Ellen’s
should follow the painful discovery she had miade,
since it served to make her in a manner forget herself,
and devote all her energies fo other purposes than

| idle broodings and vain conjectures.

And yet a fearful change was wrought in a few
davs. Her usually pale fgee had grown of » marble
whiteness, while the fedfures so lately becoming round
and full, had again assumed their sharp outlines,
speaking silently of suffering and cdre. Her eyes
were darker, once more lighted deep]y with the old

Spalk of trouble that had slumbered in theu depths,
(305) 26
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and beueath thews, black circles were slowly creeping,
Had not the fueuds around hLer been so fully ocenpied
with their own carcs, they must have been alarmed
at the wondrous transformation of those few days.

One evening Theodore came in looking pale and
weary. To Ellen’s question he returned the usual
veply, “No better,” and shortly after, tock an oppor-
tunity fo say to Ola in a'low tone:

“I shall not come again to-night. Mother is worn
ont, and I shall stay by her. The end, I think, is
" near.  Try to keep Ellen as quiet as you can, and do

not let her know that there is such immediate danger.
Her excitemont, I fear, would make her either ill,
or forgctful of prudenca., Persuade her to retire
early.”

“ You. will send me word if anythmg happens #?

“Yes, good night.”

He took her hand in his, and a slight pressure
showed his appreeiation of her faithfuluess and sym-
‘pathy. For a moment his eyes rested on her face,
and a deep sigh escaped him. He noted the change
for the first time, and her uncomplmmng ‘gentlencss
‘touched his heart, He said nothing, however, and
went. ont slowly, after a few words to his sister,

That night, near one o'clock, a light tap on Ora’s
door roused her.

¢ Are you awake P’ asked a low voice outside.
“Yes. Do you want anything

“ Get up and dress yourself, quickly. Iwant you.? |

In less than thiee minutes, she came out and stood
beside lnm.
“ My father is dying, I fear,” said Theodore, in

- unforgiving !
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low, faltering tones.
Come with me to his apartiment.
faintivg fits, and T ean do nothing alone.

“But do not say angthing.
Mother is having
Ineed your

help sadly.”

She did not hesitate, but suffered him to take her
hand and lead her ont. They passed rapidly through

‘the dimly lighted hall to & stairway which they

ascended. When they reached the door above, he
opeired a door on the right, and entered a large room
where a painful picture was revealed,

Ora had never forgotten the stern features of the old
minister.. - The 1nﬁex1ble lines of his hard face were
as stern now as when he tarned her helpless from his
door, He was thinuer and paler, but the same
personage was there, strongly marked and mﬂexxble,
lying w1th half-closed eyes and haund, crossed over his
bredst, shaken with agony, and moaning piteously.

Mrs. Raymond, pale and weak, lay upon the sofa,
weeping silently, and kindly attended by a chamber-
maid whom Theodore had called in from the night
watch, while he went for Ora. The doctor eat near

the patient, noting every change carefully. Hescarcely

lifted his cyes as they entered, but appealed wholly .
absorbed in the sufferer.

A fresh burst of tears greeted Theodore’s return.
The poor womnau’s long suffering heart was sorely tried
in this hour.

« Oh, if he would only “remember poor Ellen kindly
at 13.&1;,” she whispered, “* I feel as if I could bear it
better. But to sec him die as he haslived—silent and

1

Theodore turned his head aside quickly, striving to
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swallow back the feeling that rose 1ebclliously iu his .

“throat and cholked his utterance,

“Ahl where is she now?—my poor wandorer 1
she mnrmured again, all her thoughts centering upon
her child, 1 feel as if I shall go wild to tth of
her far away,and in ignorance of the changé so fast
approaching. Oh, I am suve if she knew this, she

would hasten to her mother. She was always loving

and kind-hearted—poor, misguided girl.”

“ Yes, mother, and it is not her fauit she is not here
now,” spoke the brother ea.rnesl:]y “ Had not her
name been & forbidden word in her father's house-
hold, she would long since have come back to us, and
we all should have been happier.,”

. The mother made no reply, but turned her faca to
the sofa pillows and lay still.

Ora sat down by her, gently chafing her hands, .

while Theodore crossed the room to his father’s side.
A fearful paroxysm of pain was coming on, and his
groans and cries were becoming each moment more
terrible.

As the cries mcreascd Mrs. Raymond's dxstz 088
became insapporiable, She shuddered feebly, and at
last with a low, wailing ey, yielded to the deadly
faintness that crept over her.  She scarcely came ont
of one fuinting fit ere she sank into another, and Ora
had her hands full to attend to her.

Between the two the devoted son divided his atten-
tion. It was a fearful hour for him. Sometimes Ora
would lift her glanee to his face to sce how hebore ity
. but found him always calin and steady, though she
could sec plainly that he suffered, His father’s lifo
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secmed fast ebbing away, and the one great hope he
had cherished, was dying out' with the sands of hig
lifo; and as his hopes faded, a settled sadness and
quiet gloom fixed itself wpon his features. PoorEllen
must go on through life, broken-hearted with the

‘memory of her father’s unrelenting anger.

Thus hours passed, bringing no relief or change.
Mrs. Raymond grew worse, if anything, and now the

doctor divided his time between the husband and -

wife. The long-continued faints were becoming criti-

‘cal and alarming. Ora thought that the morning’s

sun would rise upon two hearts at rest, for she could
not hope that the poor woman would survive her
husband, even.though that husband had been cruel
and umelentmg ‘ o

Once when Theodore bent over his mwther, Ora
siezed the opportunity to whisper a réquest in his ear.
Her heart was full. She could no longer bear to
think of the girl’s painful, isolated position. All
night she had been thinking of her.

“Go for her, Mr. Raymond. Do bring her here,”
ghe pleaded. *Itis cruel to keep her away now,
when Death overshadows both, How can you bear
the thought ¢” :

'I‘heodoae began to tremble. -

“ (Can she bear it, do you think #’

¢ Better than to be left,there alone in this hour,
Oh, what does it matte¥ to them now? They will not
be aﬂ'ected by her presence, and it will comfort her a
tittle.” :

Theodore crossed to the doctor and whlspoled with
him a moment, and then went out hurriedly. Ora’s
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heart beat fast.  She folt sure he had gone for Ellen,
and now that be had gone, she began to fear the effect
upon her of this painful scene. How would she bear

it? Perhaps her strength would give way too, and’
Perbaps she would ery out in her

Jeave her helpless.

distress and alarm the honse. Every possible sngges-

tion that could disturb and render her uneasy, rose in’

her mind. )

Ten minutes, an interminable age it seemed, elapsed
before they eame. With an irrepressible impnulse,
Ora abandoned her post and hastened to meet them
before they could advance into the room, and threw
her arms around Ellen,

“Oh, dear Ellen, do be calm - now, for Heaven’s

ake,” slxe murmured, in her fear, as she pressed the
“Think of the awful
danger to yourself and them, and be calm !”

vou Do not fear,” roplied tbe poor girl, faintly, “I
will be a8 calm as any one here. Theodore would not
let me come till I had promised him, and I shal]l not
break it, even though my heart break iu the attemnpt
'to crugh it into silence.”

She verified her assertion by first going to her
mother, and gently, tenderly kissing her pale li ps and
brow ; lovingly stroking back the hair from her face
and bestowing every mark of overweening affection
upon her. Tears rained silently over her face, but
- for one moment sho did not forget herself or utter a
cry.

Aftera httle while she went to her father and gazed
earncstly npon his features, tliinned and sharpened
~ more than ever, by this night’s suffering. She took

A

and felt his luss upon her cheek.
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‘his hand in hers, and all the better feelings of her

heart rising with that touch, she fell upon her knees
by the bed uttering one little soby breathmg one
tonehing prayer,

* Oh, father, do not die till you have forgwen your
child! P’ . ‘

The appeal went to every heart. The doctor tarned
his faco aside to brush away his tears unseen, Ora
bowed her head and wept freely, while Theodore,
staunch and true in his loyal love, knelt by his sister,
and drew her within his arms.

No more tonching picture was ever seen. _

A little later, the sick man stirred and unclosed his
eyesi After the ‘paroxysm of whick we have spoken,
he had fallen into astupor, during which he lay as one .,
dead. But nowa faint spark of intelligence shone in
his oyes as they wandered round. The Doctor stepped
to his side, touchmg Theodore, who rose and stood by
him. The old man’s eyes rested fixedly upon him, with

¥ agrowing sense of yearning and inquiry. Now, E]]en

unable longer to endure the suspense, slowly raised
herself, and his cyes wandered to her face. For one

§ ‘moment brother and sister held their breath in an
t agony of suspense and fear.

1D But no cloud knit itself
in the old man’s brow. - After a moment’s steady

-gaze, he smiled a faint, tender smile, and half lifted
§ ono feoble hand, .

With a beating heart, ‘the poor girl bent to his lips
Then she krew
that she was forgiven, even had not the slight, cling.
ing clasp of the feeble hands iolded over hers, told
her 8o before.
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“ At last, thank God I” was the grateful ery of the

noble-hearted brother, and hastily turning away, he

sat down in & distant corner of the room, and sobbedl
like a child in his joy, while Ellen wept upon her
father's breast. . .

CHAPTER XXXI,

‘Tur morning sun shone in calmly upon a quiet and
gladdened group. Mr.
“gleeping, his son seated by him, while Ellen, her
young face lighted with grateful joy, sat on a low

stool near her mother's sofa, both hands fondly clasped |

/in hers, while the gentle cyes fixed on her features
spoke volumes of love and gratitude, The doctor
pronounced the crisis past, and said Mr. Raymond
would get well rapidly, turning a beaming glance on
Ellen as ho did so. - Mrs. Raymond_had a panaces
for all her ills in the happy assurance of her husband’s

safety, and the blessed. reality of her daughter’s

presence, The clouds but lately so threatening, were
rolling away, and light and peace had come back to
their darkened lives.

Ora looked on in quiet sympathy, and rejoiced in
the change. It was a rare and sweet feeling to enjoy
such happiness as she felt in Jooking upon the happi-
nees of these two devoted children, restored to a
parents love and conﬁdence, no longer compe]led" to
resort to deeeit to gain justice,

“It looked feaiful for them a little whlle smce,

Raymond lay peacefully
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she thought. ““Now all is well. A few hours have
changed, as it were, the whole aspect of their lives,
and it is very bright for them, May not I, too, hope
for a’change? "Snrely, I am not doomed to live all
my carthly life in dread and sadness, Oh, I must

hope for & brighter day.” : a

The dector was right,  Mr. Raymond reeovered
rapidly. In the course of & week he sat np; in afew
days mere he rode ont in an open carriage, and in &
forenight, was able to walk about aided by his staff,
his si)n always heside him.

"Lheodore watched over his foeblo footsteps a8 he
might a little tottering child’s, There was & new
ch.u m for him ia the old man’s society. His harsh.
ncss hud sternness he had cast off with the dangers
of his malady, and had risen to his new life, gentle,

© thoughtfol and kind.

“During his convalescence t;hey tad made fall and
mutual confessions. Theedore acknowledged his
S)Ste[ﬂ ef deceptlom and its motive, while t.he old
man’s tears fell silently over the remembrance of his
or uelth And now the young man lifted his head in
conscious pride, and his step grew more buoeyant and
springing ander the happy influences around him.
He could be his own noble, honest self without fear,
He saw his sister forgiven, and received lovingly
honre again in her pareyts’ hearts, aad his work of
sell'sacrifice was done.” ¢ eould love and revere
his father, anud for this he rejoiced with a joy wone
might guess, except those who, like him, have been
driven hom the tender emotions of ﬁhal love by

harshness and injustice. Now he w:scly ignored all
-oaT
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that was past, and lived in the present, calmed and
. satisfied.

As Mr. Raymond’s health 1mproved they mingled -

more in the society of the Springs, 'Theodore loved

to entiee his mother and sister into company ; and as

several of the lady’s old friends were there, it was not
long ere she had ‘a pleasant little cirele around her.

" Some of these were fully acquainted with Ellen’s

-~ history—the story of her marriage, being disearded,

and ‘her final retorn and reeonciliatien. It was

~ generally believed that her husband was dead, But

~ though this had afforded a niee piece of gossip abons

the'time of the meeting between the child and B

parents, they were sufficiontly delicate never to hint a
knowledge of the painfal eveuts and things passed
on pleasantly enough. v

But now came the most painful season for Ora. In
gpite of her efforts to keep aloof, she often found
herself drawn inte the society she wished to avoid.
Ellen’s warm heart, glowing in its vestored happiness,
clung more closcly to her, and the mether loved her
for her child’s sake—respected her for her own innate
dignity'and refinement. She had made a favorable
‘impression upon all, and was beloved and honered,
. But the footing on which she stood was mncertain,
The interest they betrayed in her gave rise to the

question :
% Who is she?”

. A lady put the question to Mrs. Ra,) ymond, and_ y

Ellen bad answered it quickly:
A lady—a widow whom brother engaged to take

care of me when B0 very ill this Sprmg Bhe has
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loat hier husband and a eliild, and has no relations to
-whom she nay look for assistance. .She told me
sho was an orphan, That she is a lady, however,
and has been accustomed to luxury, ever y one may
see.” ﬂ

“Where dqea ghe come from {”

“The South. Can you not tell her sonthern
nativity by her accent?”

“Sies I thought so. . 8he ;s a very mterestmg
person.”

“ Indeed, she is! I wish you could hear her talk
gomnctimes. Inever heard her eqnal in conversation ;
and her voice ahd expression in singing, are mateh-
less. You would love the ground she walked on, if
you heard her sing.”

“How extravagant you are, Ellen ”? smiled Mrs,
Raymend, g!ancmo- at the lady to whom the enloginm
was addressed,

“ Oh no, mamma, you are mistaken. No words
are competent to express her wondrous power. You
shall judge for yourself somectime, I will get her to
sing for yon. She used to loll me to sleep every

Amcrht, and invariably I closed my eyes with the tears

haniging wpon my lashes.”

“ You rouse ny curiosity,” said another lady. of the
group. “Can you gratify us also, and persuade your
friend to sing for our beneﬁt P

“Perhaps, but she is-véry shy, and Wates company
dreadfully.”

«I believe all ladies do who have et reverses,
and aro compelled to accept dependent positions
where they once took the lead in society. How I pity

M
L
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that class of refined poor peeple who drop from caso
and Juxury into labor and sclf-dependence.”

“Traly, their’s cannot be the happiest of lives,”
asgerted Mrs. Raymond.

«T do not think our friend is an c*(cc,ptlon She
does not look either happy or contented, Ouly
enduring and patient. She never complains, yet
she seldom langhs, and very often sighs heavily
when she thinks no one observes her, I find my
sympathles very strongly euhsted in her behalf, some-
times.”

"~ “Then she is so good and gentle. "I know I've
been very naughty and cross many a time,” put in
Ellen, “but she was always the same pationt, loving
nurse, in spite of it. I wishI could ever hope to be

half as good 17 . :
Thus interest was aroused by exciting curiosity and
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implanting a favorable impression of her in the minds §

of these gossip-loving ladies, ever ready for new and
* pleasing sensations. From the general impression,
old ladies found an outlet for sympathy, while the
young dipped into the romance of her history as they
gained an idea of it. Mnch to Ora’s pain and annoy-
ance, she scon found herself an object of special
atteution, sought after by all, some curiously, some
* with real kmdly interest, but in both senses, far from
_pleasant or agreeable.

The ene great dread of her hfe now, was of meet-
ing the lady of the forest encounter. No sight of her
| had betrayed her presence since she had been out of
the sick chambers of her friends., Still she foared,
ameong 86 many, it was a mere chance she had not
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seen her, and that the encounter might yet take place
af some ‘!.\‘ELWJIJ moment.

One evening Ellen and her mother, aided by somoe
friends, joined in persuading her to play for them.
She would rather have done anything in the world,
econscious d@s she was how all eyes would be drawn
upon her:  Yet she had no motive for refusing, and
went to the plano with a sick hedrt.

There was a necessity for exertion. She made it,
and sang a favorite Operatic Aria through well,
Everybody looked pleased, and the drawing-room-
began to fill. The Jadies begged for other songs, and

" while she turned the leaves of a musie book, seamhmg
“for something, Mrs, Norton, one of Mrs. Raymond’s
friends, bent over her with a compliment.

“Your voice is perfect, and now that we know i,
you may expect to find yourself in demand. We
poor pleasure seckers, look upon those possessed of
your powers, as » godsend. Do you know, we have
not had a single vocalist here since the little Rich-
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§- mond. belle went away. Weo who are obliged to

remain the season out, find it dull,. For my part, I
am halfstarved for seme good munsic. Be generous
and benevolent, Mrs. Meredith, and you will find us
a grateful people.”

Her response was-one of genial lightness. The
little lady’s chatter had “carried a dread from her
heart that before had wdighed it down heavily. ” But
now that she was sure of her absence, she could dare
to bask in the favor with which people seemed disposed
to receive her, and foar no humiliating results.,

She sang picce after picce with spirit and power,
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until at length, seeing that she began to weary, the
charmed circle broke, around her, and she was merei-
fully released. Eilen caught her arm as she took a
‘seat besido her, and pinched it slily. :

“You little witch,” she whispered hurriedly.

¢ There’s not & girl can stand a chance after this. All
* their noses will be out of joint] Only think, three
- gentlemen have begged to bo presented to you already.
Oh, well may it be said, ‘ Bewaro of the vidders.””
- “Hush, Ellen! What nonsenss !” returned Ora in
“the same low tone, looking round to see that no one
had heard the mischievous whisper. ¢ Who is that
coming this way ¢ -

“QOne of your conquests,” said Ellen, again, in a
minor key. ¢ He comes for presentation.”

She was right. The gentleman came up and
eddressed the young lady with a significant glance,
who, comprehending it at once, ‘presented Ora in dne
form. Ora conquered her annoyance as best she
eould, and entered into conversation easily. = The
gentleman was highly talented, eultivated after the
most approved style, and possessed a fund of inforina-
tion on home and foreign subjects sufficient to make
him a more than ordinary conversationist. Both
goon became earnest and interested, and those about
them dropped into silence, one by one, till they soon
had the whole of the attention of their immediate
circle. Ellen was delighted. Her friend was win-
ning lanrels of esteem and admiration from all,
while Lier own love increased from the appreciafion
of others. The mountain was moving. Mrs. Mere-

dith was coming back to her old footing, only ona
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more clevated scale than she had stood in-Doctor
Clifton’s family. Would the time come when she
would find herself hurled back in disgrace, to struggle
under the bitter tide of wrong and injustice?

I

*

CHAPTER XXXIIL

Ocroser came in her cnmson and purple glory and
gtill the Raymonds wers at Saratoga. The time
passed rapidly and pleasantly to all, Ora excepted ;
and even she was forced to yield to a certain sense
of secunty and peace akm to contentment.

Yet when talk of returning home reached her
ears, she was rejoiced more than 8¢ anything else. -
She could never feel wholly at ease until safe from

the possibility of meeting her encmy.

Only a few days yet remained of their stay, Theo-
dore proposed that they should make the most of it,
and accordingly there were long walks, rides and
mooulight strolls, between which times, they sang,
played, danced and talked as all people do,bent on
killing time and seeking enjoyment.

Ora, in the short seagon she had been out, had
unw1ttmwly gained many admirers. Seldom did she
sit down in the parlﬁr or walk ont without a crowd
of friends or a host of attendants, as Theodore langh-
ingly asserted. He seldom attempted to get near
her. He saw her every day, and that she was well

cared for. Beyond that he yielded her the merest
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civilities required of him, and then secmed to ignore

" Ler existence.

Always choerful, always gay, yet she saw a
¢hange. Had he remembered that unfortnnate
meeting, and did if raise doubts in his mind which
kept him aloof? Gradually ke had scemed to with-
draw from their old habits. There were no more
“guiet Little chats, no secming wish either fo be'near

or avoid, yet of cool indiflerence; perfect politencss
always observed alone or with others, but no more.

Iad things been different she would have been glad
of this. As it was, she feared his thoughts, his
silence, Lis indifference, his politeness. The latter
was too studied. It argned a change.

This continued up to the last day but one of her
stay. Onthe afternoon of that day she was sitting
in the patlor of their own suite of rooms, Mrs, Ray-
mond, Ellen and M Raymond having driven out
for the last time. She had declined accompanying
them, and had taken up s book to read, when Theo-
dore came in and accosted her lightly. :
. “Alone?  I'thought you were out riding ?

“No, I preferred home, How is it you did not
go?

“Like yon, I preferred home Iam sick of running
about; and ghall be glad to get away from here. But
yon are moping yourself to death. Why do you nol:
go down? There are threc ‘last roses of summer’
straying abont the premises nursing vain hopes, I
think I must get my friend, the propnetm to tonder

you & leI -of thanks for services done him this

SQ’[SOH.
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“ Why ¥ asked Ora, wonderingly.

Theodore langhed.”

“ Why, how innocent you are. For drawing cus-
tom, of course. I know no less than four gentlemen
who would have gone four weeks ago but for your
powers of attraction. They could not find it in their
hearts to leave while you remained.”

“Mr. Raymond !”

He lifted his eyes from the little braneh of ever-
green he had carried with him into the room, and
encountered her glance. A gurprised look he met,
and dignity mmorled with indignation was expressed
in every curve of face and fmm.

“Well,” he laughed easily, “is there anything in
that, that you look so prondly astonished? Ladies
love to know themselves admired. You know your-
self attractive, and are but receiving your due.”

She let fall her eyes and deigned no reply.

*“Is it notso?” he asked in the same tone, plucking
away at the leaves in -his hand. “Now {ell me
candidly, Mrs. Meredith, what makes a woman
kappier than to feel conscions of a beauty and
{alent that may win whom she likes to her feet?”

“«What?” she lifted her face full upon him, her-
deep eyes glistening with the sudden risé of emotion.
“ What makes a-woman happier than these, do you
ask? Strange question to-put to one of feeling and
principle! But, since ypwput this question, hear the
answer,. A woman, if she be a true woman, is
happy in knowing herself regarded as something
more than a thing of beanty and admiration—
something to respect and esteem above caprices and
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whims, and the petty ambition of drawing others to
~ herfeet. To fecl herself looked upon as an equal, a
companion ; a being whose feelings and sentiments
are respected, and whose weaknesses are free from
the sports and jests of her associates. You cannot
think such an ambition as you describe, ‘when
attained, can bring happiness, Mr. Raymond.”
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“1 know scores that are perfectly happy with just
such resources as we are discussing. Do you not &

feel a sense of happiness in your own power#”

“My power of pleasing? Yes. Ittends to enable |
me to make those around me happy. I desire it—in |
- @ measure cultivate it.. But I desire no powers to §
win me admiration.. It is a duty to try to add to the |

brightness of the lives of others so faras we may.
No duty demands that we seek admiration whic
conld affect only ourselves, and benefit no one.”

“I grant you that, but where will you find one
woman in a thousand who will stop to think of others

if she be pretty and attractive? She loves all the :
homage she can get too well, and will only think of
others so far as she can use them to further hor 8

purposes.” ‘

“For one who has a mother and a sister, you take
asevere view of the sex,” she replied, pointedly, her

feelings of chagrin and displeasare bursting out in

spite of herself. “I am surprised to find you so §

_uncharitable, It is unlike you.”

“No, it is like me. You have not seen me fairly §

yet. I have seen too much fliting and coquetry
since I have been here, not to get the old feeling
“stirred up, and this is one of the times I must let
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some of it escape. It is not good for me. I get
sickened. Perhaps I may find one womar in a
thonsand to whose strict prineiples of truth and
honor I can yield up my homage willingly—no
more.” : ,

* Yet there are many—very many good and true.”

“JFewer than you think, especially among the
fairest. They use their beauty as merchants. use

their fairest goods to attract attention. If they get d-

that, they care for little else.” ‘
A light began to break in

Ora smiled sightly.
upon her,

4

“ Perhaps you have reasons for the assertion,” she
said, “They may have been practising npon you,
and touched a tender place in your heart.”

She had said it jestingly. Ie looked her straight
in the eyes and said slowly: :

“Perhaps. You can judge best.”
~«1% I donot understand you! How can I know -
who may have been playing upon your feelings till
it has reached a point where you as good as declare-
yourself’ disgusted with the sex?” .

“Oh, you are a competent judge of human
nature. I give you eredit for discretion and good
sense,” .

“Thank you. You have changed your mind
since you asked me what more woman -wished, to -
constitute happiness, ghan the beauty and talent to
win admirers.” . '

He got up and crossed the.room to a window,
and stood looking out for a moment. - When he
came back, he sat down near her, His whole face
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and manner were changed. He was agitated and
eager,
“We lave talked nonsense Iong enough,” he said.
“ Excuse me for forcing it upoit you.' I dxd but jest.
T came here for another purpose. Mrs. Meredith, I
want to ask you a question Will you answer me ¢
“T will if I can rightly. What is it?”
- “Whio is the lady you saw that day we rode out—
the same on which mother and father came here ?”
The sudden question tarned her sick and ‘dizzy.
She could scarcely gasp out:
“ What reason have you for supposing I know ¥
" # Enough. - Your face and hers were sufficient to
betray your knowledge of each other. There is
knowledge and interest, peculiar and strong. I saw
lt ”
“ And supposing it were so, have you a nght to
question its nature ¥’
“Yes, I believe I have. I want to know for the
- pake of my fature peace of mind. Once Iasked yon
- to tell me something of yourself. You refused.
Since that, I have tried to be patient, and leave you
to tell me of your own free will.- That incident
gerved to increase my desire, and now I can bear it
no longer. I must know it.”
48P
“Nay, do not be offended. My happiness rests
. upon it, Mrs, Meredith, or I would not dare to do so.
Surely, we have a right to secure this if we can.”
- “T cannotsee where itinvolves yours in the least,”
she returned coldly,
“ You cannot!” His fones were passmnate. “Qh,
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can I beliove you when you say this? Where are

your woman’s eyes and wits, that you do not eatch
the secret of my interest? Ilove you! I would

" know if there is any reason why I may not seel to

win you. I have not dared till now, to even dream
of uttering the truth to mysclf, lest there shonld be
some barrier between us. Bat the time hag gozie by
foi suspense. Ouly tell me this—I seek to know no
more now. Is there ought existing between you
and any man who might seek to win your love?
1 ask this becausc your conduct has taught me that
you avoided attention from my sex, as though you

feared evil, This fear of evil could only arise!from

gome conscious barrier. Is it so, or am I in fault?

“You are right,” she breathed, unable to give any -
but a plain, frank answer to such a guestion,

“Ig it insurmountable ¥ His voice was thick and
husky.

¢« Tt is.”

He groaned as if in deep pain.

%] did not know,” he faltered, % what strong hopes
and feelings have sprung up, till now. You have
given me a blow!”

She rose to leave the room, shaking like an aspen:

“ Do not leave me yet,” he cried in passionate
entreaty, seizing her hand to detain her. “Spare me
yet a moment in which:fo speak to you.” '

“No, [ must not,” éhé said positively, “you may
be tempted to utter words ¥ must not listen to. Let -
me go, Mr. Raymond, and try to forget this wild
scene !”

- % Forgetit! 1 canuot, and you know it well. Tell
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me, what is it, that shuts me out hopelessly from
your thonghts?” :

“] cannot, Be assured that you are barred - from
me most effectually.  The nature of that bar, I may
not tell yon. Mr, Raymond, let me go. Do not add
to my pain by prolonging this sceme. My life has
been one of sorrow, I had hoped for peace now.
Do not destroy the last to which I cling.”. '

“God knows I would not, That you have suffered,
I'am fully aware, and it must have been deeply, to
have made you what you are. Iwould I might
shield you forever from the possibility of future
sorrow.” o .o L
- “Hush! I connot listen to such words ” -

- She struggled to get free,

“ What is it " ho continued. “ Tell me what it is -

that bars me from you! Do you love another ¥

“Mr. Raymond, cease this questioning, 1 have
answered enough. Remember our respective posi-
tions—master and servant—no more. Iam your paid
subordinate, and as far beyond your reach as the
North Star. Do not purste this painful subject
farther. It must end!” : .
~~ Bhe wrenched her hand from his grasp and swept
“from the room to shut herself up in an agony of
- grief and slarm, while he turned away, his manly
heart full of a wild, bitter and rebellious feeling new
to him, Leaving the place, he wandered away,
_ across the flelds to a little belt of woods, where he
threw himself upon the .grass sprinkled with the
bright autumn leaves, and lay brooding bitterly till
- darkness sheltered all Nature with one sable robe.

"
P

CHAPTER XXXIIL

Ir was after nine o’clock when Theodore returned
tothe hotel. "Ellen and Mrs, Raymond were in their
parlor. Ora was not to be seen. He supposed she
was in her room, and took a seat silently. Too much -
oceupied with his own thoughts, he had paid no atten-
tion to what they were saying when he came in—
did not heed them now till Mrs, Raymond called
to him across the room. ‘

“Come here my son, I want you.”

He rose slowly and approached her.

“ Well, mother, what is it ?”

Mrs. Raymond looked up at him quickly.

“What is the matter with you, my boy? Are yon
not well? You are quite pale and look worn,” she
cried in concern. -

“There is nothing the maiter with me, I am-
quite well, I assure you. A little dull, perhaps, bus
no moré,” he replied, anxious to allay her fears and
put an end to unpleasant questions, “Iid yon wish
to tell me something particular?”

“Yes, but I favcied 48 you came up, that you had
heard it already, yon lobk so°gloomy and disturbed.

~ Have you heard nothing unpleasant?”

“ Anything unpleasant, in what way?' Do you

-spelik -of “anything eoncerning myself or all of us—

or is it anything "about us at all?” he asked in per-
. (R2T

%
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plexity, his thonghts running upon his inferview [

with Mrs. Meredith, |

“ Abont Ellen,” answered Mrs, Raymond, compres-
sing her lips while Ellen dropped. her face in her
hands. Instantly his brow flushed. He saw that

something was wrong to affect them in snch astriking ¥

‘manner.

“ What is it, and who has been speaking of her?
he demanded sternly. ,

“ Do not allow yourself to get excited,” returned
Mrs. Raymond. “Itis"a woman and you can do
nothing. A stranger to us all. That is the most
singular thing about the affair. How could she learn
so much of our history? I never saw the woman
before fo-night in my life, and yet she seoms to
‘possess a thorough knowledge of .everything that
concerns us—even our most private affairs,”

“How did you learn this? Who isthe stranger #”

demanded Theodore. - ‘
- “I don’t know who shois, I am sire. She seems
to have been here before, from what I could gather
from a conversation I overheard between her and a
gentleman in the parlor.  She is tall, very slender,
with dark eyes and hair, - Very pretty snd very
stylish in her appearance. Ellen says she thinks she
saw her here before we came, on horseback, but is
not qitite sure. Iam inclined to think so. She must
have been here before, and some husybody informed
her all she reppated so volubly. Itis a shame! 1
cannot get over it, Who of our acquaintances bierc
is it that has made such free usc of our names'te
strangers £ :

[
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¢ What is it that was said?’ asked Theodore
jmpatiently. “Iamallin the dark as yet. Explain

= yourself mother.”

«Softly ! give me time, my son. It happened this
way: _ | o -

« When we returned from our drive, after changing
our dress, we went into the parlor, and Ellen sat
down' by Mrs. Tyler, while I, feeling a little tired,
went jnto a window near by, but just back of them,
and drawing the curtains, sat still,looking out.-

«T had becn there perhaps ten minutes, when a

‘ lady and gentleman came in and sat down near me,

and their conversation turned at once upon Eilen. I
could not help hearing every word, though they
spoke in a low tone. ‘

«¢Do you know that young lady? ' asked the
gentleman, indicating your sister by a slight - nod.
She langhed and answered Jightly.

“¢Yes, itis 2 Miss Raymond. Atleast she is called
g0, though she is martied. I believe her husband
proved a villain, and deserted her. A fit punishment

‘for disobedicnce, I suppose we may say. It was a

ranaway match. The father, who is a minister,
opposed it bitterly, and discarded her in consequence.
It is but lately that they were reconciled. I assure
you, it is quite an interesting little romance.’
wtIndeed! She is pretty, remarked the gentle-

man with a tone of ihterest.
%< Yeg, she is quite handsome. DBué her compaunion

is handsomer. Do you see that tall lady just bey?nd
her, with a book in her hand. Thatis her companion.

Ily%lievc she narsed her through adangerous illness,
‘ 28

-
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I have heard the whole history. After the husband
destrted her, the brother brought her home: secretly
and took care of her. It was then this lady was
cngaged. They came here, and a little while after-
ward, the parents came. The presence of their
daughter wag unknown to them till a dangeroug
iliness of the fathers brought it to light. They
thought him dying and she was brought to him,
-The consequence was a reconciliation, and a return
of the young lady to her former position. For my
part, the lady here said confidentially, ‘I cannot
-understand how she can bear to come before the
world again after sach unpleasant circumstances.
A discarded - danghter—deserted wife! She mas
have a good stout heart as the Dutchman says, to
endure it. She has, since the revelation, furnished
food for gossip for everybody here. They must
know how people regard the affair. How can they
come into gociety in the manner they have done?
One wonld think they would seclude themselves
- rigidly)”?
“ Here,” continued st Raymond, “she con-
-descended to stop, and I left the window. I went

straight to Ellen, excused her to Mrs, Tyler, and.

brought her out. I conld not bear the thought of
her sitting under the seathing criticism of this daring
stranger. Oh, it has hurt me more than I can tell!
How foolish we have been to stay here I

- “Aye!” eried Theodore, pausing in g rapid pace
across the room. “The fault is ours! We have
. been fools to ran this 1isk of scandal. We are not
iguorant of the world’s hubit of handling people’s
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nameg, and should have shielled ourselves by going
home and staying there.”

“ But, brother, you forget papas health,” put in
Ellen. “It was necessary to remain on his account.”

“Then we ought to have shunned society.”

“I agreo with you,” answered Mrs. Raymond,
“but we scarcely thought any friends we had here
would handle our names so freely. Old, valued
acquaintances, who ought to look over the follics of
youth, and be silent concerning them,”

“ Who ever heard of people doing that ¥ aspirated

' Theodore, angrily. “I ean tell you, mother, there’s

no one to be trusted with aifairs that tonch us in
tender point. The safest way is to keep aloof from
everybody, and guard one’s own interests silently, 1

am’ exasperated to think of this affalr, though it is
nothing wouderful, when we remember the cause; on

the contrary, it is quite natoral”

He turned abruptly and left the room, his thoughts
in tumult. ' That his sister was the subject of gossip
for strangers, was enough to upset his usual eqna-

nimity, even had he no other camse. But this,
combined with his personal- ﬂlsqulet made him .
gayage.

“ Who can this woman be that is meddlmw herself
thus in our affairs,” he commented inly. © <PIl find
out, if possible. She 1s most too ready with her
information. - Where could she have got such minute
particulars? I wonder—

His cogitations were cut short by an apparition
that stopped him short in his way down the hall. . A
door on the right. was hastily opened, and Mis.
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Meredith, came out, both hands clasped over her
bosom. IIOL face was pallid, her cyes wild. A
stender figure was behind her in the door way, and
sent'a modnno Iaugh after the retreating formof her
vigitor, for visitor she doubtless was, since she had
" cmerged from her room, .Theodore recognized the
Richmond belle in his brief glimpse of her, and a
thonght flashed through his brain,

« (ould Mrs. Meredith have informed her of their

history in such detail? She knew it, and that there
was a mystety between them, he knew already. He
had no doubt of the person whose insulting gossip
his mother had overheard, She was at the Springs
-when they came there, and had remained somefime,
The incident of Ora’s fright on first secing her—her
" subsequent meeting in the wood—everything came

back vividly. He had never forgotten them, but had -

given up his endeavor to unravel the mystery for the
time being. Now all the old interest was awakened.
Ie was -angry and determined to get at the bottom
of it. ‘

On seeing Lim, the stranger closed her door, and
he confronted Ora haughtily,

“ Mrs. Meredith, a word with you, if you please,
cre you join my wother,” he said commandingly.

She drew back surprised, and haughty as himself,
though trembling in every limb.

“ You must excuse me, I cannot speak with you
Liere. It is not & time or a fitting pla.ce, even wener
inclined to grant the request.”

“1do not wish the interview here. Come with me
~ outa litle way. I must speak with you”

here br
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“ Impossﬂ;le1 Suffer me to pass, Mr. Raymond.
1 have no time to spare.”

“Lwill not. - You must hear what I have to say,”
ho returned, drawing her arm within his own, and
tarning to descend the stairs. I will not detainyou
long.”

“ ’.Uus is an outrage, sirl” broke from Ora as he
drew her along, almost forubl_y “I have a.great
nind to eall for assistance.” o

“Be still,” he said in a low, determined tone,
% Don’t athact useless attention. I am not gomg to
murder you.” ,

She was panting with passionate rebellious feeling,
but he was heedless of the fact, and conducted hor
out of the house, entering a secluded walk and pro-
ceeding some distance to escape observation. Ora

({lsxe loose from his grasp and stood before
him. ' ' .
“fell me the meaning of this, si¥! You have

§ iaken a most unwarrantable liberty in thus forcing

an interview upon me. I thought the matter at an
end.” .

“ Do not mistake me!” he replied coolly. “Iam
not going to repeat my declaration of love to you, be
assured. I am now endeavoring to fathom this
mystery between yourself and that woman I saw
with you a moment since, You refused to tell me

| cuce t0-day, but now I repeat the request. What is

she to you, and why should you repeat fo her the
sad histery of my sister’s urnfortunate marriage? I
am puzzled to understand how it could bcneﬁt; youto
recount it to an utter stranger.”
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1 repeat anything concerning yeur sister to her?
vou arc mistaken, Mr. Raymond.  Sneh a thought
nover eptered my mind. What a.uthouty hd.ve you
in making the accusation §”

“ Her thorongh knowledge of the affair, and your
secret intercourse with Lier. I can come to no other
conelusion. How came you to tell her of our affair
Who is she, that she cares to know and repeat
 them?”

w Sir, you insnlé me with the question! Havel
not told you I did not repeat anything to her? As
for seeret intercomrse, I deny that also; Ineverspoke
to her till this night, and then she forced the inter-

view upon me by drawing me into her room. Your §
names were not mentioned once. Mr. Raymond, you §
are actinga ervelly mnkind part by me,” she conti- [
“1 am in an agony of dread K

and suspense. I must return at once to the house. §
f 1 must leave you as I have left every one else who

nued in a calmer tone.

Do not misconstrué me farther. Iam the last one to
injure one of your family, or to betray a confidence
reposed in me, as you would believe.”

“But what am I to think of all this ?. You will

Why do you refuse to tell me
It were better for you to

make no explanation.
who this woman is

explain than to lay yoursclf open to condemnation

and suspicion.”
&« Oh, Mr. Ra,ymond why will you persecute me ¥

'she crled suddenly, wringing her hands. “Ishall go
crazy! That woman has been the bane of my life—
poisoned my whole existence—bronght me to the
friendless, helpless condition you see me in now.
Do not ask me how. I cannot tell you. But' she is
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my bitter enemy, know thal:—-—and I hate——oh, I /mta
ber as I would hate a fiend incarnate.”

Was this Ora Meredith—this personification of
wrath that stood before him—her hands locked—her
frame trembling— hissing the words through her shut
teeth with the intensity of an overpowering emotion ¢
Theodore could scarcely realize the truth, and she

| stood beating one foot passionately upon the ground,

while his gaze penetrated the gloom to read her face.

“Mr. Raymond,” she added suddenly and eagerly
as a new thought seemed to-strike her, “ you to day
expressed an affection for me which I was forced to
put coldly from me. I did not wish to give you
pain, and do not now. I cannot help it if I have
done so. A cruel Fate pursues me. I am safo and
at rest nowhere. As soon as Ifind a little haven
where [ fancy I may be in peace, [ am driven forth
more utterly wretched. Oh, it is hard, hard! Now

was kind to mo, and gave me a peaceful home. I
beg of you to help me. Get me off by this night’s
train. You can help me. 1 must not wait till
to-morrow 1” : '

“But why to night? You must be mad. There is
not an hour to get ready in before the cars leave,
IIqw" could you go, and why shonld you? We all
expect you to return to the city with us,” cried

Theodore, in amazement,

“ But, I cannot, I a2nnot wait,” she replied vehe
mentiy 5 % Oh, if I stay here, I shall go mad! He
is commb- to morrow, will be here before we could
leave, aﬂd I dare not meet him. Ah, Mr. Raymond,

] i
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if you knew how I suffered, you would pity me! Do
not think me rash or mad. Iam quite sanc, but I
shall not be long, if this continnes.” '

He saw that she was wild with excitement, and- F

‘pitied her. His tones were kind and gentle thn he

replied: _ ‘ 7

“But this is an extraordinary proceeding, Mrs.
Meredith.. How am I to account to my friends for
~ your departure if you go ¢’

“Oh, I don’t know! Anyway you think proper.
Tmust go! Ymust, I tell you! I must go now, orI’
will be too late ! -

She was turning from him, but he caught her arm
and held her fast.

“Not yet. One word more, Ora.
you go

“Whyt Did I not tell yon some one was coming
whom I did not wani to see? I cannot see him, It;
will kill me.” 7

“Whor do you mean? Tell me Ora. I will be

your friend.”
" He held her tightly, and in an agony of impaticnee
she struggled to get free. DBut his calm, kind tones
arrested her efforts, A change of feeling rushed
over her instantly. '

“Iwill tell you,” she uttered desperately, It
will put an end to some things I can no longer strtig-
gle against. The man who is to be here is thy
husband. That woman came between him and me
nearly six years ago. She has wrecked my life. 3

Wff,y should

could not bear to know myself neglected for her. It §

drove me mad, and I left him, Since then my life
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‘has been one of toil and suffering.  Now you under-
stand tho mystery between us, You understand why
I paled and sheok at the sight of her. I could never
forget. Her face will live in my memory till death,
and the sight of it will madden me yet. To-night

she stood in her door as I came by, and suddenly
caught my arm before I had noticed her, drawing
me w1thm L will not repeat the scene that followed
She mocked and taunted me, and said he was coming
after her to-morrow. My God, cun 1 stay to see

| - him by Aer side again—¢to live over something of

the old agony and shame of years past! No, I will
not, Once [ woald have cat my tongue out before I
would have told you ¢his! How could I bear to tell
you such a tale of humiliation, and fcel that you
pltled me! Buat now,desperation has driven me
beyond my pride. I want onlyto escape him, You
have promised te be my friend. I have told you
tow much I need ome, in the story of my wrongs.
Will you be that friend; or will you retract?”

“I will be your frmnd ” he responded, huskily.

" Trost me, Mrs, Meredith. Ithank youfor your confi-

Would you had teld me leng age, when I
It would have spared us both much -

dence.
first agked you,

~ pain, and I should not have insulted you with *pity.’

However, it i all past now. I will help you all T
can. Where do you W!Sh to go? Back to the c1ty i
“Yos. But I can #6%er come to you agsin, I

- shall fiud something to do, someway. Al I wantis

to keep out of his swht for I could not bear it. He

b must not know where te look for me.”

“Will you answer me one guestion more, Mrs.
y g q )
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Meredith?” he asked tremulously, but siriving to
quiek hig tones to a steadiness hiding the intercst'ke
felt'in her reply.

“What ig it?”

“ Do you-—do you love your husband still #”

“Love him!” she uitered passionately, snatching
her hand from his arm. ¢ Love him still! o/ 1
hate him as Ido her! [have regarded him for years

as unworthy my love, but still excused him some-- f

what, till within the last year, When Isaw my child
die, I vowed solemnly never again to cherish a lenient
thought toward him. He was her murderer] He
has more than murdered—outraged, scorned, insulted
me! How could [ love him?’ o

He drew her arm within his once more in silence,
and they turned toward the house..
said: _

«I will help you off as you desire, but- you will
communicate with me in the city ¥’

“No,no! Ieannot” -

“Why? 1may be able to kelp you in some way.
You will need a friend in your: friendless - sitnation,
and I promise you to be true and faithful. Let me
prove to-you that I can be one, independent of in-
terested motives. I now understand fully how widely
we are separated. I will not distress you with my
professions of Jove. Only let me befriend you, as 1
wonld have any one bofriend my sister. Will you not
promise this? I cannot let you go away so forlornly.”

She hesitated, then gave him the promisg of
informing him of her whereabouts. He thanlked
her and added:

I

Presently he I

f parlor, a sickening dread upon her spirits.

before she could muster courage to gnter.
g she did so, her heart beat heavily.
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“One thing more. You canbot go away in the
clandestine manner you contemplate. You must let
my mother-and Ellen know it. Take leave of them
as you would of your best friends; and leave me to
explain to them.,”

They entered the house, and Theodore led her
up stairs. S

' You have but little time to wait,” he s2id. “Go
to your room, get your things ready, and 1 will
prepare them for your departure. Do notfear. All
will go well, and none but ourselves will know that
you are gone.”

He opened her door from the corridors, and she

¥ cntered, thanking him gratefully. In a litile while

ghe had packed away the few things that were left
out, and put on her things. She had sca:"\celiy

finished when the porter knocked at her door, and

asked for her trunk. Then she turned toward the.
What
would they say? What could they think of this
strange flight? She could hear their voices plainly,
as if in discossion, Theodore’s above the rest,

§ firm, strong, manly.

Two or three times her hand rested upon the door
When

- All of them were there. Ellen roseat once, and

§ came up, putting her _a,r-irfa aﬁ‘ectionately around her

neck, ,
“I am so scrry to lose yon,” she said. “So sorry
that any trouble should call you away thus un-

| expectedly. DBut yon must not forget us. You
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have been a kind, good friend, and we will love yau

always.”
Ora’s grateful tears fell fast over the bnﬂht) ouug

head, laid lovingly against. her neck in a farewell |

embrace. She had not expected this.. She looked

for surprise, distrust, perhaps anger.

Mrs. Raymond-held out her hand ard kissed her

cheek.  She looked bewildered, but asked no ques-
tions. Expressed herself grateful for the kind care
her daughter had received at her hands; and bade
" her remember them as her friends. Mr. Raymond’s
manner was less cordial, more bewildered; but not
distrustful. The leave taking was not half so bad as

she had feared, and she took Theodore’s arm in
inexpressible rehef when he presented it,to see lier

to the cars.

“You will not forgof: y!)ur prormses, he Sﬁld

gmvely,as he seated her inthe carriage and placed a
card in her hand,“ This is my address, and be sure
to let me know as soon as I get to town, where you

are. Ihave put what I owe you in this htl‘ge purse.
§ troubled heart. He had fathomed the mystery at last!

Tn your haste, you forgot T was indebted to you, and
you may need it. Farewell
your friend—always your fiiend to cémmand.”"

For oue moment he held her hand in both of his, §

. reluctant to say good bye. But time was up, and
~why detain her, Five minutes later the cars were
-speeding away, and he stood alone under the qaiet
stars, miserable, half bewildered, and heart- sick.
When he returned fo their rooms, all were tager
for an explanatlon At first he had told them only
that sudden, unexpected and distressing news had

Do not forget Iam §

i
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called her hence immediately, and bade them control ‘
their curiosity till she had gone. Thoy must ask her
no questions.  Ife would explain as soon as lie conld’
get time. Now he sat down quietly, and--told them

| in distinct terms what had occurred, and in snch a

manner as to enlist their feehntrs in her favor. He
knew it was best fo give them the truth. An excuse
would have served only to excite suspicion, So the
true state of affairs was known, and the Raymonds
were her fast friends.

CHAPIER XXXIV.

Bacx and forth beneath the trees where he had
stood with Ora, paced Theodore Raymond. The
quict stars looked serenely upon him through the

| purpling foliage, and ‘a low wind sighed softly

around, But there wag peace in neither for his

ad it brought him happmess? Here ‘knowledge
had stabbed bim with a stab keener than the blow
of an assassin, and he could n#t turn and resent it.
Itwas his own work. He had wrang from her in her
desperation, that which the proud lips for years
refused to utter, Poor:Ofa. No needto be told that

* she had suffered. He could read a whole history of
- woe in the hrief, passionate words that still rang in

his ears. . Her look of inexpressible misery; her
pasgionate, trembling tones haunted him ag o night-
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mare. He felt as if he should never be able to
banish them from his memory.

The picture he had seen that evening as she rushed

from the stranger’s room, rose up before him a
hundred times in bitter reproach, as his footsteps
beat a slow and regular measure to his stern self-
examination. The fair and beautiful face of the
“woman as she stood in the doorway—the red lips
wreathed in derision—her low, mocking laugh float-
- ing through the corridor—Ora’s chioking fear as she

sprang forward like a hunted deer—her white lips '}

quivering—her blue eyes wild with agony! .And
yet in that very moment he had confronted her in
his anger and resentment, and had insulted her with
an accusation humiliating to her high and lofty prin-
ciples! He conld have bitten his tongue to pieces
for having -uttered such words to her at that mo-
ment! The remembrance stung him till he ground
his heel into the earth in passionate self-reproach,
and denounced himsgelf as a fool and pitiful coward,

Still, the revelation of this night had proved a
blessing. He could understand and appreciate her
“now; and he could also see the ground on which
he himgelf stood. - No more would he have to walk
forward blindly. A paioful light was suddenly
thrown across his path, and he saw that it led through
loneliness and gloom.

Dawning day found him still out in the open air.
He felt as.if he could not breathe within the walls
of his chamber. So he sat down upon a bench dnd
watched the darkness fade away, while the gray
- dawn. crept slowly over slumbering Nature, and

‘usual. Little was said exe

§ s cause, but he qu},eted hy
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unsealed her eyes to look upon the glory of the New
Day.

Brighter grew the light of mormno' The golden
sUN. r0se ma_]estxcally.and flushed the eagt with a
erimson glory, spreading his bright rays abroad over
the varied scenes of earth, and lighting them into a
splendor and maﬂmheence beyond- the power of
mortal to express.

A long time he sat there. The hum of life rose
all around him ere he rose and sought his chamber,
though it was only for a change of dress, that his
fuends might not sec a mark of carelessness by
which his night vigil might be betrayed.

At the breakfast hour he joined his family as
bout -their return
home. Once Ellen revert departure and

“ Remember this is in ence, Dllen, and
gshould "‘not be openly d1scussed Nothing but a
feeling of desperation- could have driven her to
reveal her wrongs, and we ought not openly to canvass

‘them. Think what you will, but it were better to

say nothing.”

She accepted the reproof silently and conversation
turned upon other topics.

“By the way,” said Theodore, as he rose from the
table, “ Have you any o‘gjectwns, any of you, to my
remammw for the eveﬂm« train®?

“Why?”’ asked his fathe_r

“ Because, if not, I prefer to go on to-night., I
have some little things I want to do before I go.?.

“I cannot imagine what you have found just at
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this time to detain you,” remarked Mr, Ruymond in
thoughtiul surprise. “You were ready to ga yes-
terday.” B

“8o I was, father, but last night’s event has
changed my plans., It is connected with this sudden
departure of Mrs. Meredith, and I am anxious to
stay over to-day for my own satisfaction. You will
not object ¥*

“Why, no. - But it seems you take a great deal of
interest in the matter,”

“Indeed 1 do, siv.  Mrs. Meredith, besides being
a lady, and a Lmd faithfal friend to my sister, is a
lone]y, suflering woman, and I would befrlend her
in retnrn for all she has done for us, She needs it,
Heaven knows.”

“How can yoy
guestioned Mrs ‘ ‘

“What cireum must determine, mother,”
he replied, gravel I cannot tell you what L
propose cven, now. You shall learn when I get
home, however. You can go on this morning. I
will only be a few hours behind you. My baggage
" can go through with yours, and I shall not be troubled
with it.” ‘

“Kind ! langhed Ellen, « Allthe baggage you've
~ got would harass _you teriibly. Ib iswellto shlﬂ its
responsibility upon us.”

“Then I am to understand there is no ob;ectmh [
said Theodore, without heeding her.

“None of consequence,” replied his father, %If
you want to stay, do so, buf be sure to come on the
noxt train.”

iing—what can you do ¥

ORA, THE LOST WIFE. 345

Theodore saw them started, and then sauntcred off.
leisurcly. - IIis object in remaining was to see what
strangers arrived, and to endeavor to find out whether
Ora’s recreant husba.nd was really coming for her

rival.

Only three came on the morning train. Two wero
gentlemen, one a lady. In looking over the register
he found their names: “ A, Scott and lady;” “E.
Piercelie,” Could this be the man? If 80, he had
agsumed a name to cover his presence. The next
thing, however, was to ascertain which one of the
newly arrived gentlemen bore the name, and direct
his observations accordingly.

A little while later, the clerk aceosted him as he
passed by the office. ‘

“Mr. Raymond, a gentleman has just been en-
quiring for Mrs, Meredith—did she return with your
family?

“No. She preceded them. Who is the gentle-
man §” he asked, fecling-assured that he was on the
right track, and that it was Ora’s recreant husband,
truly. Yet if he was there under an assumed name,
and seeking to conceal it from her, why inquire for
his wife as soon as he arrived. Some thought of
mischief on the woman’s part entered his mind, bu¢
scarcely had time to form itself into a definite shape.

“His name is Piercelie, and he is a stranger just
in,” responded the clerk: “I'told him she was gone,
and promised to get her address from you.”

“T do not know it,” answered Theodore, quietly.
“Bhe ig no longer in our family, having volustarily

- withdrawn, since my sister’s recovery.”
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“Then you ecannot “give me the information he,

desnes i
- “Of conrse not, since I do noﬁ myself know where
she has gone.”. -

“Then I will say as much to him,” said the clerk,
taking up his pen, and Theodore sbrayed about the
oﬂice for somet:me, hoping he might come back to

~make further inquiry. Where was he now? Up
stairs, doubtless, with the woman he came to sec.
“The witch has completely enth]alled him, I sup-
pr)se ” he muttered.

“The day passed fruitlogsly ag regarded the success ;

. of his object. No further inquires were made, and
' the stranger was invisible. The time was fast
approaching when he must give over his watch, and
* he felt annoyed at not having seen Mr. Piercelie,
that he might himself Judge of his character by his
face. He had a suspicion that the woman had been
playing off some-trick on the poor wife, and might
not. have uttered the truth—a suspicion the inquiry
of the morning tended somewhat to encourage. But
while ke slood musing upon the matter, the light
patter of footsteps and little peals of langhter behind
him, warned him of the syren’s presence, and he
looked around gnickly. ‘

- She came forward habited for traveling, leaning
upon the arm of a gay, handsomely dressed young
man, whose laugh mingled with hers. - Theodore’s
hot hlood boiled as he saw him bend. his head
towards her with those wreathing smiles, as if fear-
ing to lose & word or tone of her voice. Could Ora
_ever have loved a man like that? Surely, she must

Afoppish.
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Lave been beside herself, or a child who kanew not
what to accept as worthy a true woman’s devotion.
He was one of the most insignificant of beings,
having nothing but his dress to recommend him.
His face was insipid—his drawling tones silly and
“ Could that man have been her husband—
once loved and honored ¥

Another lady and gentleman followed. “Mu. and
Mrs. Scott,” thought the young man as they passed.
A girlish, gentle face, a slight figure and ladylike
manners were distinguishable, while the gentleman,
a grave, dignified looking man, walked at her side
thoughtfully, his eyes roving about aimlessly over
the little crowd. He had no eyes for them, however
A passing glance satisfied him. The others engrossed

all his attention.

He got into the same car, atul took a seat near

them. They still laighing and chatting gaily about
everything but Aer. But never once did the sound
of ‘her name reach him. They had ignored her
existence. Wrapped up in themselves, they thought
of nothing beside.

At Albany he lost sight of them when they entered
the boat, but he had seen enough. It dim resolves
had been struggling to shape themselves in his
mind before, they faded now utterly. - He could
never expect to find dny g good in a'man like that,
and the thought of” a reconciliation in which he
might interest himself, in case Ora had been de-
ceived, made him lavgh.. Had she not declared

| che hated him? - Woll she raight, were he not an

object too pitiful for so strong an emotion. He




348 ORA, THE LOSYT WIFE.

seemed, to his prejudiced oyes, only fit for scorn and
confempt. : '

Three or four days passed away after his retury
ere Ora fulfilled her promise. Thea a note was put,\
into his hands, which informed him of her retreat.
She had sought = distant part of thie city, where she
haq taken refuge for'a few days until she conld find
a situation, and if he wished to see her, he was at
lx‘berty to call at any time snited best to his conve-
nience, ‘

He lost no time in availing himself of that permis- -

sif)n, tfik.irfg Ell.en_ with him to prove their continued
lfnel:]ndshxp and interest, and to show her how carnest-
ly he meant to adhere to his promise, ind
of interested motives. F o épendent
They f.ourgd her looking pale and wan, Trouble
was telling on her fast now. Her fones faltered
painfully, and her hands shook in their grasp as she
greeted:, them, She appeared restless, feverish, and
| half wild, thronghout the whole interview. Their
fears for her health were roused at once, and he said
decidedly : '

- “You are not well, and must come home with us
{ill you are strong” again. This will never do. We
must take care of you, Itis only right, and we will
hear no refusal.” o | \

Ellen joined him eagerly, but Ora shook her head
sadly. - , o '

‘fI h'ave no right to trespass upon you. I should
be an intruder, and feel worse than to remain here,
1 thank you, but cannot accept your kind offer.”
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“Indeed you can, and must,” agserted Ellen, posi-
tively. “ We shall all bo glad to have you, and if
you fall ill, which you look inclined to do, I will be
your little nurse.” ' .

“ But how would your mother like such  hasty
arrangements,” retnrned Ora, striving to speak
lightly., “She would not thank me for usurping your .
time, I fecl assured.”

% Not thank you! She will feel delighted to
think I am making some return for what you did for
me. Do come home with me. Iwill take nice care
of you”

“Thank you, but indeed I cannot.”

Ora was positive now. She was thinking of the
time when she had sought the father’s aid, and he
had turned her coldly from him without even a word
of sympathy or encouragement. She felt it impos-
sible ever to go across the threshold of his home
again. He had forgotten her, but she could never
forget. Past cruelty had left its sting. Now, even
had she the right they asserted, she would not accept
‘'his hospitality. . .

« Suppose you should fall ill here amongst utter

* strangers,” said Theodore, still urging the point.

“You may not get proper attention.” -

"%Then I can die,” she angwered drearily. * After
all, it would be the sweetest boon I could ask, There
is no more peace for mo here.”

«Do not despair thus” he returned. “A man
like the one you called husband, is not worth such
sorrow as you feel. He deserves only your con-

tempt.”
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She looked up quickly, a erimson flush sproading-

over her pale face, S

“Why do you say this to me? she asked hau ah-
tily. “You are the last one to speak disparagingly
of him.” I shounld think some delicacy of feeling
would seal your lips on such a subject.”

“ Do not mistake me, Mrg, Meredith. Ispeak only
from personafbbservation, without any other motive
than to comfort you, My family know the whole
affair. I have told them, that you may be justified
and befriended. I have brought my sister fo prove
it to you, and assure you mosl solemuly 1 had no
other thought.” _

His tones were so full of earnest and anxious
" meaning, Ellen was puzzled to understand them,
Ora, howevor, bowed silently, and nothing further
was said on the subjeet. They remained but g short
time aftgr this, and Ellen took an affectionate Ieave,

gaylng sge would come again very soon,
~ As soon as they were gone, Ora went to her room
and put on her honnet and cloak. Every day since

her return, she had visited Ada’s grave, and she was -
Y

- going toit now. She had done little else than weep,
and brood over her troubles, and half the time it
was‘upon the little mound that covered all she loved
on carth, ‘ ,

Drawing her veil over her face, she wended her
way to the Cemetery sadly. The sexton held the
gate open for her to pass in, turning to look after her .
as she glided among the tombs to that little grave in
the distant corner beneath the trees. ‘She had made

- her last visit the evening previous, and had. knelt
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down beside the simple stone, resting her hot face
upon the narrow block of marble tlfat bore t].ae qn;
gweet name she might yet utter Wfthout a sting o
chame, Now,in the placo of that little stone, was ?
Landsome head piece, surrounded by_a_ wreat-lfx ?
haif-open buds, and bearing upon th-ei side the Otl}m
of an angel justlifting her snowy wings tf)wa’ldi '11(16
heavens—ifs burthen the spirit of a little ,(‘,fn .
Clear, large letters standing out on the pure sur ‘10;3,
save tangible utterance to the evy of her 1'm;103t i;r)lu (;
:My ‘Lost Ada”” Who had done this? W. 11a
friendly hand had placed ‘it there, and hung 0v011§ :((1)
top a festoon of natural flowers ¢ He‘r heart sv:e 0
and throbbed tumultnously! There was dbﬂ Tc;]nc:;
person who could have remembered her dead. ; 1'&,
was Theodore Raymond. What had pl_'ompte. un;
to do this? A simple dtlzsn-e kfadgramfy hf?l‘ mos
sncred wishes in regard to her chi
S‘LCS}ES ?c:zllld scarc%ly think in‘ her surprise, and sat
W ildered and uncertain, S
do“‘v(r.]),hbelelg?le%’es, my lost darling,” she cried,
bondin’g her face to the green sod, ¥ What ]?atvtla 1
left to me now? And yet,” she added desperately,
after a moment’s pause, I_would not _recali yleu—l—c
no—not for worldé. Even in myilonehuess, Tt m;;
(God that e has spared you, my little blossom! : n!
“ancel of Heaven, thou wilt wait me there, nwl‘aatiy
Atbleast there is sométhing to look forward t(? in the
foture | - Anhour when the grave shall receitv,e,a me
kindly, and we shall be reunited, never to ng,. -
«« And does not that thonght eon‘afqrt you.- Sz-ltl} :
voige near her. “Surely it were enough to strengthe
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PS in all the trials of life—that meeting beyond this
vale of tears’ where there shall be no more sorrow ?

She looked up to find Theodore Raymond by her

side, his hat raised reverently—his noble forchead
bared and uplifted toward that heaven where his
pictured. ‘

_*Oh, Mr. Raymond! you here ! she faltered, “I
did not know you were noar. Yet I am glad,” she
added as she rose to her feet. “I wanted to ; eak
about. this—" pointing to the head stone. “I a:li 80
,su.rpr_lsed and bewildered, I do not know what to
think, Was it you who did it#” |

He' could not evade a positive answer, even imd
hf’ wished it g0 he smiled quietly, and replied in
ins,frank, earnest manner which was so winnine:

“ ’.Ygs, it was I who did it, my fricnd, Iak.new
t’nfxt it would be your wish to arrange something of
this kind, and I rightly judged that you would cfme
here ofteu.' The day I came home I gelected this and
had the lines cut in it. To-day it was brought here
by my order, and placed over the grave, Y?Julmust
forgive me the liberty, Mrs, Meredith. It has given
mwe much pleasare to do this in remembrance of one

8o dear to you; and I felt that no tribute of grati-

lur‘m on my part, for past kind sérvices from you

could be as acceptable us this”? ,
“But this is too kind, Youl ' '

- . ay me under shlies,.
tion for so much” . dor obliga
! f‘ (TI)n I:heé1 colntr-ary you must allow mo to sajf that
it is I—and all dear t W ' - oblieati
oo r to ae, who are under gbhgatapn
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« No, no, how can that be? You have paid me

[ well for all I have been able to do—more than
{ paid me in kindness and regard. I feel over-
i Whcimed with this favor. Indeed, I wish you had

: . his § i1 \
eyes scemed to seek a glimpse of that land he | vot done 1

| Lastened to say:

Her look of distress was sincere and Theodore

« Pray, pray do not look upon it in the light of a

favor. ‘I have done it as I would have done any-
j thing for Ellen which I thought would gratify her.”

‘She was not satisfied. He saw it by her look, and

i divined something of her feelings, as she stood with
E the air of uncertainty and bewilderment which had
B 1ot left her since the discovery. It was a delicate
 atter to venture a refercnce to the past, else he
B would have assured her of his sympathy apart from
| lis love. He would haye told her to forget that he
# had cver made the declaration of a warmer sentiment
E than mere friendship, and in trusting his truth and
§ lionor, allow him a friend’s privileges.

" Butthis he must not utter. He could only murmur
o sorrowful regret for having pained her. '

“No, nos it is not that, exactly. You have not
pained me—but I feel .perplexed and embarrassed.

| 1 cannot let you do such things for me. 1could not

accept gifts like this from you,and it will be a long
time ere I am able to pay you what this cost.”

. %Pray, say no more about it,” pleaded Theodore,

pained beyoul measure to find his effort to gratify
her, met in such.a mauner. He had not thought of
_the view sho might take of it, when he obeyed the

fmpulse he had conceived, to have the tombstone
‘ 30

T T S T, e
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placed there. “If” he added, “ you ever feel able to

gpare the trifle I expended wpon it, for your own §

satisfaction, I will not refuse to take it. But you
must give yourself no trouble or inconvenience. I
may never want a dollar of it, and it Were bettm
uged thuos, than lying nszeless or thrown away.”

“I thank you,” she replied giving him her hand
while large tears coursed slowly down her cheeks.
“You are so kind and thonghtful,I ought notto pain
you with such rebellious pride. ' Yet I cannot help
it. Do notthink me ungrateful,”

Gathering shadows were advancing, and fell over

the sable robes that rustled so softly near him; and
~as he looked into her sad face and felt the tremulous
motion of the little hands he clasped, a longing
impulse to draw the poor weary head upon his breast,
rose mightily in his heart. Bnt he must choke it
down—give no utteranve to the wish, even by a

sigh. She was the wife of another, and the tie,.

thouoh false and cruel, was as binding as though she
had been the loved and loving obJect that could
make the union between them perfect. Must this
Jagt forever? Must he always stand aloof, loving
her: with his whole soul, sceing her lonely, and
wretched, and not permitted to comfort her? See
her toil, and not be able to relieve her of care?
Passionate resentment against such a life filled: his

soul. He felt that he must spealk ount against it. It

overmastered every thonght beside, and still clasping
the tiny fingers,he gave -utterance to his feelings,in

- gpite of the prudent resolves he had mamtamed up
to this last moment.
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“ Mrs. Meredith, you must let me speak to you o
moment, and forgive me if I wound you. I cannos
bear to see you go loncly and forlorn—imposing upon
yoursell a sacrifice too great for the cause that
prompts it. Do you intend always to adhere to such
4 course as l}bﬂ are pursuing?-

whole life and malke it lonely and miserable? I
would not dare to agk it, had I not witnessed his

. fnithlessness in the devotioh with which he hent.

over your rival, and secmed ‘to hang upon every
word. 1 am not saying this to bias you. Itis only
just. Why not free yourself—sever.all this furever,
and secure to yourself a peaceful future at last,
untainted by the dread of his. persecu(:ions. It is -
your right.” :

She iooked at him w1Idly, with the startled air of
one who had received an unexpected blow.

“Irec myself,” she repeated. Do you mean
apply for a divorce?” °

“Yos, Whynot? Ile is no more your husband,
exuapt in nawe, than if he had never seen you. He
is heartless—souiless—faithless. He is a clog upon
your actions, and the drend of your existence. You
wrong yourself in leading snch a life.”

“ A divorced wite! I,a divorced wife!” Sheo
exclaimed, shundderingly. “Oh, no! never, ‘never!
Anything but that!* We were pledgéd over-the
dead.. *Till death severs the tie that bound us, Lam
his wife still in name, if not in heart. It does not
matter. Why should I wish the law to free me?
While he lived I could never marry another. There

: Will you let one . .
i who is s0 unworthy of u single thought, poison your
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could be no other advantage in freedom. No, no.
Do et speak of it.” |

“ But if he seeks you, and claiming you, harasses
yum lifo tiil it becomes a burthen? You could
sccure yourself from this. Can you hold thus intact
the ties that bind yon to a man you hate?”

“Yes, socner than break a vow uttered over the
“dead body of one who was more than a father to
me—sooner than stand before a publie tribunal and
.claim justice of the world, while its cold, crucl eyes
surveyed me in doubt—perhaps incredulity and
scorn!’ Oh,I beg you, say no more. It is impossi-

‘ble for me to follow your suggesiions. I can sufter
as I have suffered—perhaps die in the effort to
endure, but I cannot do.what you ask

1

- CHAPTER XXXV,

Tur next day was stormy, and Ora was unable to

go out. The wind sighed drearily around the build-
ings, and the rain plashing against the windows made
" herstart and shudder, when she remembered how the
storty wag beating abovo a little head that had onco
Jain so lovingly agaiust her bosom. Each day as it
‘passed, served to bring renewed longings for that
precious child ‘whose relea.se had Dbeen a Dlessing.
'While her judgment told her that it 'was far botter
that she should have been removed from a world of
¢are, her poor heart in its solitude craved something

©inwardly. .

to see her only for 8 moment.
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to fill the voil made by the crushing out of every
living hope.

She had lain silently upon the. sofa nearly all day-
long, too weak and indisposed to stir, since there was |
no possibility of getting out. A little fire had been
kindled in her grate, and gent a bright glow through
the room, but its light showed a pale and wrefched
countenance reposing on the velvet cushion—the brow
contracted, and the lines of the nrouth drawn tightly
in an expression of weariness and suffering very pitiful
to behold, _ o

“ Ah! if the end would but come !’ she moaned
* How can I bear it Jonger? 1 would I
could die! Oh, Father, give me rust?” q
" And even as she prayed, the * efrd ” was drawing
nigh—the end of existing cirenmstances.

The tinkling of the bell sounded below, and she
got up to Jook out. A carriage was drawn up before
the door, and she could see that some one stood upon

§  the steps waiting admittance. She could not distin-

guish the person, however, for the umbrella concealed
him almest from view.

In 2 moment a knock eame upon her door.

“Bome one for me,” she thonght, “Who can have
come in this storm #°

It wad Theodore. Hesent up his card, and begged
A sxckenmg gensa-
tion came over her.
" «Tell him he must excuse me,” she Bald to the-
gervant, I am not well and cannot come down,

Oh, why does he persist in torturing me ? ? she cried,

t;hrowwrr herself upon tho sofs again with her face in
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the pillows. ¢ Can he not seo that this life is killing
me ¢ _ ‘ '

The servant came back almost immediately,

“He says he is very anxions to see yon. * It is
important, He has news,and can’t you let him come
up, if you are too ill to,come down ¥

She raiscd both hands and pressed them over her
brow with a gesture of despair,

“B8ay-then that 1 will come down, Mary. What

~can he have to say now? Oh, I wish I might be left
in peace,” she cjaculated pasamnatdy, as the door
elosed on the girl.

He was atandmg by the mantel as she eame in, Lis
hatin his hand, lookiug anxiously towards the entrance
of the parlor. Coming forward at once, he held out
his hand and said feelingly:

“I am go sorry yon are indispesed. I shounld not
have dared to intrade upon you after heanng it, but
1 bring you news.”.

« News? Of what nature? But why need I ash?

. No good news can come to me now.”

“You ‘are too hasty. I think itis good. Ihave [§

found some-of your old friends,”

“ My old friends?’ she repeated “ who can you
mean

“ The Cliftons. Why did you not tell us before
that yon knew them? I met the dector te-day, and
learned it by accident.”

Ora had flushed crimson, then paled agaip.
Theodore led her to a seat, and made her sit down.

“You look as if I had struck yon,” he said, half
smilingly. *Is it such bad news to know that I have
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dlSGOVCled where you used to lwe before I knew
you?”

“ Do you know all 27 she faltel‘ed

“ Yes, all. Yo are a brave woman to bear all you
had to suffer there, Mrs. Meredith. But you have
long been justified.”

“ Justified, did you say? Oh, My Raymond then
they at last belicve in my mnocence!” she gasped,
clasping her hands,and looking up at him as he stood
before her. : o

“Yes, and have, for a Iong, long time. They
sought you vainly for a considerable period after you
leit knowing how you had been wronged. They are
eager'to assure you of their good t’eelmo' ?

“ How did it all come about §” she asked.

«In this way. When Ellen was‘ill, £ ealled in Dr.
Clifion, and .took him into iy confidence. He
attended her, and since our retnrn and an explanation
of affuirs as they now stand, has been to seems. To.
day I met ’him again, and incidentally, in speaking
of my sister, mentioned your name. He caught it
instantly, and questioned me about you with great
interest. The whole story came ont in the conversa-
tion, and I learped everything, When Guy Bartoni’s
villainy was revealed, they came to the couclasion
that you bad been awarc of the fact, and that was
the cause of his ahtem,pta to injure you. Was it not

g0 ¢ i)
“Yes, Ilearned by accldent that he had a wife

*living bef‘me I came to New Ymk He feared that I

wounld expose hinm.”
* % Which you should have done. That is the only
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thing the doector blames you for. He thinks you

shoald have told them at once.”

“To have done that would bave been to lay open

to them wany incidents I preferred not to relato, and
I eonld not bring myself to do it. Besides, I was a

stranger, unknown to them, while he was the betrothed

of the danghter, and had every advantage on his side,
What right had Ito expect them to believe me against
him? Ile did not hesitate at falschood and deceit
when it served his purpose.”

“ At any rate, be conld searcely have made matters
You had aright’

worse than they became in the end.
to defend yourself.”

Ora said nothing. There were things of which -

she might not speak to him, even in excuse. He
continued :

*] have some further nows for yon, When yon §
arc able, | am commissioned to bring you around to.

see poor little Agnes Montes, who has since your
departure been fast fading away. She loved you

better than any oue on earth, the doctor says, and

her whole cry is for you. 1 wanted to take you

to-day.”

“ Agaie | Ts she then so ill? Oh, poor child—

dear little friend. I will go to her at once! She
alone clung to me in my sorrow and distress! And
all this time she has never forgotten me! Dea‘r, dear
Agnes 1?

She was moved strangly now.
© % Are you able togo to-day? Do not overrate your
“ability,” said Theodme

*Is she dangerousty i1l 7"
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“Yes, so I gathered from the doctor:”

“Then I must go now. I will not think ef myself.
Wait for me. I will not keep you long.”

In a short tiine she retarned well wrapped up, and’
he placed her in the carriage, carefully striving to
shield her from the rain, which was still falling. She
conld with diffcalty realize the sudden changes she
was counstantly experiencing .now~~they fol]owed §0

rapidly enc upon another.

They were expecting her, for Dr. Clifton had
arranged with Theodore to bring her that day. - Lina,
anuch changed, but the same loving-hearted being as
ever, met her with & warm- embrace, and wept freely
ns she held her to her bosom. The Doctor held both
hands and loeked dewn at her with sympathy and
feeling shadowed forth in face and manner, '

“Fortune still buffets yow, evidently,” he eaid.
“You are worn to a shadow. Welcome back to peace
and rest.” . o

She conld not amswer. Her heart was too full.
Faces ard objects so familiar moved her beyond utter-
ance, and she could only clasp the frieadly hand, and -
give vent to her feelings in toars,

“ Oh, how much we bave thoughtof you, how much
we have wanted you,” said Madecline as she ied her
into the chamber where Agnes lay., ¢ This' peor
child has been wild a’oout you. We had to tell her

that you were coming, bo quiet her, for we kaew the

end was drawiuguear and her pitiful pleadlngs nearly
broke our hearts, ' It was a Providence that sent yomw
back to us.’ 4 ‘

“0h, uhat a pitifal wreek 17
31
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Ora’s heart ached as she bent over the httle form
stretched upon the bed, and felt the feeble arms twine
about her neck, as a glad cry broke from the child’s
lips.

“ A wreck indeed I”added Madehne almost bitterly.
“ Oh, if; seems almost incredible. Our whole house-
hold has changed! You have heard the sad story—
Guy dead, and by my brother’s hand—that brother a
lonely wanderer and exile from his native land. I
has been very hard to sustain life with all this misery

to contend against. And now AggieI oh, my poor
child 1
She bowed her head upon the pl]lows and sobbed.

Long suffering had nearly worn away her strength - :

to endure patiently these successive trials.

Theodore left after a short eonversation with Dr.
Clifton, and then the latter came up stairs.| Mutual
explanations followed, and the evening drew on
rapidly, ere they were aware. Ora could note a very
great change in every member of the family, now that
she could regard thom more attentively. She had not
been alone in her sorrow. Others had felt thie weight
of its heavy hand almost as keenly. " Even w11d
rattling Kate was quiet and subdued, her young face

shadowed with a thoucrhtfulness that; was saddening

" te see,
Seated by Acvnes, her hands clasping the fiail little
palms, she told them her own story, and listened to

all they had to tell her in return, They were not yet

done, when a summons fo tea interrupted them, and
they deferred the conclusion till afterward.
“Don’t leave me, please,” pleaded Agnos as the
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summons came. It has been 8o long 0 wait, T cant

have you leave me now. Let them blmgr it ap.”
“Yes, do,” said Madeline. *Yon look weak and’

ill yomself., Iinust go down with papa, but I will

_send yours to you. Try to rest a little.”

Ora suflered them to do as they wished, and
remained. Agnes drew her down to her closely.

#Oh, I am so happy to have yon all to myself a
moment,” she murmured as they went out, “I
wanted you, till my heart broke in its longing. You
don’t know how much I love you, or you Would have
come back.”

“But 1 have come back, my love, and now you will
get well,” said Ora, eheerfully, trying to keep down '
her tears at the child’s sad tones. '

« No, Ishall not. You have come too late to save
me. I grieved till T could not bear it. Bat you are
here to say good- bye, and I am so glad and happy,
I can thank God that you are come. I tried to be
patient, but I could not, It was so cruel to have you

~wronged and driven from me. I was a wicked girl -

then. Oh, you can’t imagine what black thoughts 1

~ have had in my heart! 'l despised—I hated them all

for what they have done |”
. “Bat )(m don’t feel s0 now, do you, Aggie? That
is W'I'O[!f"

“No, I don’t feel ge any more, I felt changed
every way, after awhile. I got sorry for being sucha
trouble to those who were so kind to me, and tried to
be good. It was hard to do, but I did it as well as I
could. Everybody had so much tromble I fried to

forget mine and help them. Lina was so sorrowful,
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and yet so patient with me when I was nanghty, I
was ashamed; and after awhile I grew to lovo her
dearly. I tlnnk Ilove everybody now, and I did not
like any one but yon at one time. I wonder why it
is 8o §” :
‘It is because you have learped to uudustand
things better, and can appreciate the kindness and
loye of your friends,” responded Ora, smoothing
back the black tresses from the child’s pale brow.
“ Do you think, Aggie, that you would like to leave
them?¢ You said Jjust now you could not get well.
Are you afraid to die?”
© % No, not afraid, but I do not want to die now, 1
feel as if I would love to stay with you all, but it

/

~ dont matter much, Iam not like other girls, and

would never be happy like them.”

“Why do you think so ¢”

“ Becanse I feel things so deeply. They hurt me
8o easily, and I am so easy fo get angry and unhappy
over things that do not go right as I want them. If
I set my healt on anything and could not have it—or
do it, I should go wild. I think God knows what is

best for me, and that is the reason He is taking ‘me .

away.”
- Was this a liftle child talking so gmvely and so
carnestly, resigning herself to the will of an over.

ruling power unmurmuringly? Passing from the

dawn of earthly existence into the mysteries of an
unknown world fearlessly! What a beauntiful lesgon
“in the example the child was teaching as her young
life ebbed away! ,
 Bhe talked to her till the others came up, partakmo*
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but lightly of the supper brought her in the interval,
and afterwards watching with them till late,

‘Before dawn Agnes grew weak, and continued so
the following day. The night succeeding, her spirit
passed quu,t]y to that “unknown Wmld ” where so
many Ora had loved had gone before, leavmg nothing
helind but the frail casket which she clasped in her
aring in a passionale burst of grief, One more tie
was severed, nover to be united again on earth.

CHAPTER XXXVI-

AxoruEr week went round, aud Ora was once more
installed in Dr. Clifton’s houschold as of old, only -
now she was understood and appreciated, Had Harr
been at home, she would never have gone back, but
he was a wandercr for an indefinite pemod and she
had no place togo to,and the asylum offered was very
tempting in her sadiess and loneliness. There was
double sweetness in the kind and affectionate treat-
ment she received, now thatthe stain had been cleared
from her name, and she found herself more than

~ restored to their esteem and love.

One evening shortly after her removal, she donned
bonnet and shawl, and taknw aboquet of late flowers
she had- obtamed for the purpose, she wended her
way to Ada’s grave, where she ‘went almost every
day. A singular pleasure always awaited her there.
She loved to scatter flowers over her child’s resting
place, and now that Aggie was laid beside her at
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her earnest request, she was drawn to the spot with
a feeling as if she was going to meet and talk with
her dem ‘ones. It was after four o’clock when she
arrived at the Cometery, and though cool, the day
was clear and bright. She sat down upon the little
mound, green dﬂd beautiful, strewing her flowers
lovingly over it. Then she dropped her face upon
her hands, and soon lost herself in a sad retrospection
of the past.

At length a heavy sigh, more resembling a groan
of anguish, caused her to start and look up. Then a
smothered ery broke from her lips, 'and she half rose
to her fect with clasped hands, abd face white as
death. A strange form was towering above her, an
agitated face,white as her own, pmtured against the
" ¢lear sky in bold relief.

¢ Nina,” said a husky voice, “ Nina, is it thus we
meet at last ¥

She could not speak or move. Like one frozen to
- ice, she stared at him in her terror and agony. Ho
repeated again, pleadingly :

“Oh, Nina, will you not speak to me? Yon have
not forgotteu. I see that you know me, even though
long years of suffering have changed us both,”

“Aye!” now broke from her lips. ¢ It Aas changed
us—myself particularly, But whose work was it,
Edward Piercelie! 'Who brought that suﬁ'ermg upon
- s both ¥

“Jt was L IwopId not try to deny it if I conld ;
but may not years of remorse and penitence wipe out
- the one sin and error of my life. Oh, Nina, if you

knew how those years have been passed, you would
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Cpity me-—you would come to me, and giving me your

hand, say in your own sweet‘. .childlike way as of old
“ Edward I forgive you.”

“ No, that cannot be. It is too late.. The time for
such words has passed. They were sealed upon my
lips the day I buried my daughter here, and knew
that it was your perfily which had opened for her

- an untimely grave! Had you been true to one of

the most sacred ties of nature--she had not died
amongst strangers without food or medicine, and been
forced to owe her very resting place to a stranger’s
charity! " Had you been true, I had not fled from
your home and become a wandemr—éompelled to
labor- for my. daily bread—suffer wrong and miscon-
struction—bo insulted with suspicion, and becomtrthe
object of pursuit for base and soulless beings, to whose
merey you counsigned me when you cast me off for
ancther! Oh, low can I remember all this, and
then, becanse you come to me and say you have
snffered, say that I forgive you! No! I will never.
ntter the words! You may suffer, if you indeed can,
which I donbt. Fresh from the presence of her for

whom I was abandoned, I cannot believe that you ean
come to me with any othel feeling than to devise some

new tode of tortire for my future! What have I

. done that you should thus persecute me? Why have
-you followed me here?. Has Alice Murray’s fascina-

tion lost its power? . Where is she uow, that you are
not beside her”

-She spoke rapidly, vehemently ~— passionately.
His tones were humble and yet tender as he endeav-.

ored to reply.
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“Nina, why wrong me? Suvely, if I havo sinned,
it is not to that extent your words would convey, 1
know not where Alice Murray is. She left the day
after you fled, aud from that day [ never saw her,
until a shovt time.ago. T heard of her at times, but
held no communication, When yon left, it broke the
spell she had woven about me, and L wag a miserable
man—the most miserable that breathed the breath of
life. Isoughtyou everywhere. -Our neighbors could
tell mc nothing—strangers could tell me nothing—no
trace or clue could I find to guide me, and at length
was forced to abandon a finitless search. I thonght
you dead, that you had killed yoursell in your misery,
and throncrh all theso years I have been a hermit,
- fecling as if 1 bore upon my brow the mark of Cain,
even worse, for one dearer than a brother, has been
wy helpless vietim, It was but a little timeo sinee, that
1 heard that you wero alive. " Alice, traveling North,
accidentally discovered you, recognized, fmd made
inquiries eoncerning your cmplonnenm a.nd position.
She wrote me a lettu, tel]mrr moe how I might find
you at Saratoga. No nced to repeat her account,
The thought that you were alive filled my soul with but
one desn'e and 1 hastened there, only to find you gone,
Ttried then to get your address, but failed. Thoy
told me then that you had left Mr, Raymond’s, and I

knew not how to seck you, but [ heard that he resided -

here, and I followed heping for some intelligenee. I
have been” nnsnceessfol vatil now-—must have been
for some time, probably, had.I not seen you as yan
eame-in here, and recognized yon. Oh, Nina, I fels

_that in the sight of you at last, God had answercd my
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prayer, and 1 was forgiven. I conld scarcely refrain
from flying to you and clasping you in my arms!
But I dared not, till you, too, had spoken my forgive-
ness. Will you not speak it now? Will you not
put your hand once in mine? I ask it for the sake
of the old happiness that for a little while was ours.’
He advanced and held out his band, his whole
frame tremulous with emotion, but she Bllrank back.
“No, I cannot. You ask too much. My heart is
steeled against you. - Iloved you onee, with a love as
strong as death—L would have died to prove that love,
but you trampled it under foot as worthless! Oh, shall
I ever be able to forget your own words? Shall I tell
you what you smd-—-how you told Aeryyou had never
loved me—called me a silly child, and deemed me
*incapable of the great love that eonld emrich your
life’ Do you forget your loving protestations, your -
kisses and vows of affection, and when she¢ pitied me,
bade her not mention my name! Must I give you a
history of what I suffered then—how with my heart
breaking 1 went to my room, and took miy child from -
the reof once sacred—then desecrated? How I stole
forth in the night and walked with my innocent
burthen to the nearest station, and there, unpereeived,
ook the cars that bore me away from youl - How
‘after that, T labored throngh weary months of toil and

|- study to mako myself fit-for some sitnation by which

I might keep my child.from want? Oh, those were
lntter dags. 1 went to'a little sonthern town, and
engaged teachers. I took my most valuable jewels
and sold them that I might have the means to live
and at the same time acquiro those branches of know-
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ledge Itequired.
of my trials. A wicked man saw my loneliness and
‘persecuted me with humiliating attentions, He 'was
a musician, aud I took lessons of him:in singing.
Ile was gentlemanly at first—then patronising, then
familiar, and I resented it. He grew angry at this,
said he was no musie teacher, but a gentleman of
Jeisure, and had been struck with my pretty face and
glorious voice, and sought thus to be near me and
win my interest.” Things began to look dark at
length. Several months had passed, aud I had over-
taxed myself bodily and mentally. Ifell ill. It was
then that a little child—a boy, was prematurely bom,
aud that, too, I must lay up against you, You killed
him, Edward Piercelie! Anothel evil grew out'of
th:s' That man found it out, and madeit the pretext
of suspicion and insult. He reported malicionsly
that I had been false, and my husband had cast me
off! I, mind you! Oh, I laughed, cven, in my
bitterness then, to think how I was slandered. Am I
not running up a score against yon, that will stand a
wall of adamant forever, between us? You were the
cause of all! Noneof this had come, had you not
driven me from ‘you with your faithlessness, I did
not realize it all then. Ii: was a long time ereI
learned to look upon yoh in a true light. I even
loved you till Ada sickened and died. Then my
whole soul turned. Ieould bear no more. You had
stood an idol, but your image shattered to irreclaima-
ble dust over her tomb! Then, I despised and hated
you. Iecannot helpit. Lhave cause..

Labor and study was not the worst '

The toil of [
years—the poverty, disgrace—death—all, all come
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between you now and one softening emotion. I will®
never forgive you—never! Go! leave me in peace!”
* ¢ Nina, Nina! have pity! Do not say that you
will mot forgive me. Take time, consider, but do not
condewmnn. I am not as guilty as yon deem me! Oh,

I cannot bear to live on unfor given. Here, over the .
body of oar dead child, I plead for pity 17 ‘

“ Aye! murder her, then turn to the heart-broken
mother and crave paldon for the deed. Buug up the
other also, and make him a plea too! You murdered
them-both, and I, their mother, may listen to you when
you bid me pity you in remembrance of them.”

She langhed a wild, bitter langh. Excitement had
turned her brain, almost, Her feclings had risen till
reason was overpowered. She conld think of nothing
in this hour but a long catalogue of woes, and it had
steeled her heartagainst him, He now stood shaking,
with bowed head, before her. - ‘

“T can bring no justification but my deep peni-
tence,” he mmmured chokingly. “Will it have no
weight with you 7

She lifted her hand with an imperious gesture, cold
incredulity and seorn stamped upon her haughty
face.

*1 have no faith in your penitence! You tell mo

| that thlough all these years, you have been a misera-

ble' hermit *believing ;me dead. You .say accident
discovered me to Alice Murray, and she wrote you.
When you fly to find me, but learning after one
brief ingniry that I have left the place, you turn‘and
devote yourself to Alice as of old. 'Why, if you bring
to me a penitent heart, did you not prove it in your

1
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actions? You did not leave her side all day. You
tool .her npon your arm at starting from the place,
and hung upon her every word. In the cars you
ignored any other existence but hers—were blind to
everything- but her presence. But now, having, as
you thought, cscaped observation, you hunt me down,
and bring a false protestation of penitence. Sir,’what
can be your object in this 17

Helooked like one amazed, and could with d1ﬂiculty
comprehend her meaning.
. “Icannot. understand yon,” he replied at length.

«T have never becn guilty of what you impate to me.
Some one has deceived you, but how,I eannot imagine,
or for what purpose. There is no one who kunows me,
that I am aware of; in this part of the country., And
if I had been seen and recognized, it would not have
"been in" such a way as you name, engaged. Isaw
Alice when we left Saratoga, but she was nof on my
arm. After a short interview that morning, I did
not see her all day. "I was in my room, too ill to stir.
¥ was too thoroughly unmawned by disappointment
" to do anything till the cars started. When at last,
the weary day came to a close, and I went down, I met
Mr. Seott, his sister, aud Alice. They were in the
White Monntains all summer, and had got as far
as New York on their return, when ' they learned

that Alice, instead of joining them there as arrange- -

ments had been made to do, had stopped at Saratoga,
and they returned for her. The party she was with,
had gone on, and she telegraphed thens for their escort
home. The lady on my arm was Miss Scoti—the
gentleman with Alice, hor brother, whose wealth is

{
v,
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sufficient attraction without the wit, which he l:wks in
a sad degree.  She married him in this city as they
went through, and you might have seen the notice in
the papers had you looked ; and by this time they are
home, Believe me, it was not I, as you have been
led to believe, who was by her, Who conld have
mistaken him for me " '

# It was no mistake. A fiiend informed me, who
is incapable of falsehood,” she replied, still incredulous
seemingly to every assertion.

“Then you will not believe me?” ‘ -

“No, If1did, Ishonld still be as far from a dis-

position to listen, I have no fancy to be lenient, because

Alice Murray may have cast you off for a new face
and fortune, You could uot marry her, and she hag
thought more prudently of her conrse, and has wiscly,
if you speak truth, married a fool, She does not de-
serve even such good fortune as to have a fool for 2 hus-
band, but may save horself by attaching him to her.”
\"‘ Will you not tell me who this friend was, who tol
yon, he said,” unheeding her last remark.
“ No, what does it matter ! Ibelieve him ; that is
sufficient. I repeat that he is incapable of falsehood,

. and I know you differently.”

It was a gentlemen, and one whom you regard with
deep intercet,” he faltered brokenly, * Perhaps one

~ you love, and that is what has hardened you. Tait sol?

She was silent.

“ Jg it trne ¥’ he cried, passionately, * and must [
leave you—unloved—unpitied—unforgiven! Will
you have no pity I” o

% Go!” ghe simply uttered.
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His hand was slowly nplifted, and pressed his fore-
head as if a blow had fallen upon it and he would ease
the pain by the action. His face was pallid as marble.
- % Oh,” he groaned bitterly. *Iam justly puuished,
but I caunot bearit. Oh, Nina, Nina, my wife, come
-back to me—believe me—pity me! I have told you
but trath! By all my hopes of heaven I swear it.
Do not cast e off so hopelessly. At least say onc
. word of forgiveness!?
"¢ have sald what I mean.
in cold, measnred tones.

I canpotytill you say at least you will try to forgive
me. Ninoa, I have wronged you bitterly, but not
enough to justify you in naforgiving hatred of me. I
cannot go down into my grave in peace till you have
pardoned my sin.”

Go,” she articulated

Still immovable as marble! Had she been of stone -

she could not have appeared more unfeeling, and as
her iciness increased, his excitement rose in proportion.
He was almost wild and incapable of self-control.

“ You have learned to be inhuman,” he cried vehe-
‘mently, “else you could not listen to me so totally
wonmoved. Nina, if you have one spark of feeling
left, 1 pray you hear me for the last time. Lot me

tell you again how I suffered; and how, when I gained

tidings of' you, I hastened with a wild, glad hope in
my heart, to call you mine once more. Once you
wore so gentle and forgiving, a word would have
restored me to your confidence and love, and remem-
bering this, though my sin was deep, is it a wonder
if I hoped to win you back when I had confessed my
wrong freely and offered you more than the devotion
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of a life in, expiation. I would be your slave, any-
thing you wished, only for-the happiness of hearing
you speak one forgiving word. Oh, speak it, speak
it, I implore you, for the love of Heaven, lest I go
mad! Nina, I am a man no longer, but a child,
dying at your feet, with the agony you inflict! If you
will not pity me, think of yoursell, Will you ever
know peace again, when still withont a word of pity,
youi sea me borne to my grave, and know that yonr
hand sent me there 3 ' ‘

Her Jip. curled scornfully, Was lie in hopes of
gaining anything by working on her fears? Her
{ime had come now. Had she a desire for revenge,
she could ask for no more power to inflict it than at
this moment, and the desire that had taken temporary
possession of her, urged her on to its completion._ A
sarcastic, scornful laugh grated upon his ear, and
she said derisively:

“@Go on, BEdward Piercelie.  You improve Wonder-

fully. You would make o fine tragic actor. You
" have such a fine flow of words, and could so easily

take hold upon the feelings of a °susceptible’
audience. I regret thatI cannot enter into the spirit
of your tonching address more fully. Unfortunately,
your early lessons, and loug costact with trying
scenes in daily life, haverendered me impervions to
such emotions as youpswould excite in a less expe-
ricnced person.”

“Then farewell,” he uttered with a sudden effort at
ealmness. “May you never plead at God’s mercy
seat as vainly for forgiveness, as I have plead with
yOU-”
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He turnel his face from her, and for one moment
bent his knee beside the grave of his child. His
pale hps moved, as if in prayer, and then lifting a
ﬂowm from the mound which she had so Jately scal-
tered there, he placed it in his hosom reverently, and
with one last look of unspeakable sorrow, he mur-
mured again a sad farewell as he thrued away.
“ Farewell, Nina, once my wife; now lost to me
forever. Farewell You will never be troubled with
me more.” ‘

He went away slowly, turning but once befme he

reached the gate, and looking back as if in hopes
she would relent and recall him. But she stood still
and unmoved, and he disappeared through the gate.

As he passed from her sight, something like pity
stole into her heart. A slight revolntion of fecling
made her sirk back with a moan upon the mound,
and resting her forehead against the celd marble,
breathe a half articulated prayer:

“ God forgive me if I have sinned.” -

She did not heed the passage of time, @nd it sped
swiftly away. It wag night before she was aware.

She was startled, at length, when sho looked up, to |

sce how dark it was growing, and with a heavy sigh,
rose and drew her mantle around her,

She found the gate of the cemetery locked when
she reached it and was forced to ring the bell before
she could get out. The sexton came out of his little
cottage, looking surprised at sight of her.

«1 thought you had gone, when | closed” and
locked the gate,” he said, but without answer sho
went out silently, and turned ber steps homeward.

restore him to her affection was impossible.

'CHAPTER XXXVIL

Srowry and sadly she ascended to her chamber, -
when she reached Dr. Clifton’s. Madeline came up
to her almost immediately. '

" “Iam so glad you have come,”she said. “Iwas
growing so nneasy about you. You are too weak to
ventare away from home so long. I will not let you
do it in future.”

The kind hearted girl went and put her arms’

" around her affectionately, and Ora dropped her head

against her bosom,afeehng of grateful emotion
'md remorse contending in her breast. The sad
tones of that last farewell were ringing now in her
ears, and had stirred dgain the frozen fountains of
her better natare. Already, in the brief space of
time she had to reflect upon what had passed, she
had made up her mind to tell him, if they should
meet again, that she forgave him. But that was all
she could do. Receive him again i confidence—
Noth-
ing but the dead ashes.of the old love remained in
lier heatt. She would not even try to rekindle the
flame, were it in her power. .He had said truly, that
she was “lost to him forever”

«Are you ill? asked Lina, anxiously, as she

received Ora’s weary head and lovingly stroked back
(377 32
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her: hair. % You are ewhe1 swk or very tned.
Which is it ?”

“ Both sick and tired, dear Madeline. Life’s trials
will never have an end but in the grave,”she replied,
drearily. “Oh! dear !

“«Why, what has happened ¢’ sald Lma, really
beginning to feel alarmed. ‘

Ora lifted her white face with a momentary

- expression of its former stony bitterness,

“He has followed me here—dfollowed me, and
found me outat last. He has even ventured to stand
upon the saered ground hallowed by the remains of

his innocent, helpless vmtlm«-desecratmg it by his -

presence ”

“Whom can you mean? Not your husband,

~ savely!”

“Yes, whom else shouli I mean? Oh, Lina, I
have borne much, and still live, but I can endure no
more. ' If the cords of lifo do not snap under the
pressure, I shall certainly go mad!”

“Where is he now #” asked Madeline in a subdued
and tremulous tone. ¢ He will not trouble you again,
. T hope.”

“ Perhaps not! He said he would tiot, but I can
scarcely believe him. He will be coming back again
goon. lexpectit”?

“ What did he say? Did he m'ge anything in
justification? Was he penitent?”’

“ Fou would have thought so, had you heard him.
If he has any feeling left, he is now learn-
ing- to understand what he made me suffer. He is
receiving his reward.” |

" believe them to be,
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“Why, how? 7 asked Lma, not comprchendma her
meaning.

“] refused to fowwe him,”

Madeline’s face became very grave and sad.

“Oh, Mrs. Meredith, this is unlike you,” she ven-
tured. “Christ did not refuse it to the most guilty
—will you be more severe than ysur Divine Master
in your condemnation ¢’ :

“ Lina, would you have me take hun back again
- “No, not if faith is shattered—love dead—as I
But you can forgive him
still.”

“Yes, I do now. Then, over the grave of my.
child, and remembering all, I could not.  Oh, I feel
as if I should die with this weight upon my heart,”
she added, dropping wearily upon a sofa. “When
shall | know rest?”

Madeline sat down by her, seeing her state of
wind, and taking her handsin her own, drew from
Ler a narrative of the sceme in the Cemetery. It
touched her to the heart. She eould not blame Ora,
but at the same time she pitied the man whose
ervors had wrecked the lives of both so sadly. She
belioved him to be sincere in his repentance,

“ Perhaps,” she thought hopefully, © all may yet be
right.” - !

Two or three days passed away, before Ora again
ventured to the Cemetery. She feared to meet Mr,
Piercelie, who, she could but believe, would ‘seek
her again. When she did go, it was early in the
mording, and Lina accompanied her. The latter wont’
to give some orders about Agnes Montes’ grave, and

A v
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this was a good opportunity. She feared to let her
go alone.

The gate was anlocked already, and they Wsnt in

wmhou{; ringing. - The sexton was at the farthest side
of the Cemetery from them, seemingly very busy,
and they sent a boy who was playing about the
cottage door, to say that they wanted to sec him.
Lina waited till he should rececive the message, while
Ora walked across to their lot.

A few moments later, 4 piercing scream rang oub
‘upon the air. Madeline turned her head just in
time to see Ora throw up her hands and then fall to
the ground upon her face. Terror for an instant
deprived her of motion, but in a moment she recov-
ered self-possession, and hastened to the spot, the
sexton following her. :

Ora lay as one dead, close to a stmno’e form
strotched out, face downward, upon the grave. .1t

{ho unfortunate husband. - A phial was+lying empty
- close by, labelled Iandanum, and the hand exposed
to view had grasped a small shp of paper|which

was a stranger, but_instinct told her who heLwasa— 4

must have slipped from his fingers and lay upon the.

ground just beneath. With a beating heart she
stooped and picked it up, reading the lines traced
there with tumultuous emotions of pain and pity:

« Nina, I cannot live without you, and Lavp come

here to die.  Perhaps you will forgive me when you

find how I have expiated my sin, and belicve in my
réemorse, Iimplore you, let me be buried here with
our child—it is all I ask” Madeline let fall lhe
paper trembling in ever y limb.
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% Why, what is this #” said the sexton, now coming
up. “I declare, it is the man who came here last
night, and stone dead now!” '

“Yes quite dead,” assented Madeline, beudmv
down to touch the cold hand. “ And she is nearly
as lifeless—" now lifting Ora’s head upon her lap,
and beginning to chafe her hands, ¢ Do get some-
thing quickly—some water.”

“Iwill. Do not touch the dead body. No one
must till the proper authorities are mformed I will
be back in a minute.”

He hastened away, and in a short time returned
with water, which they dashed over her face till
consciousness returned. But it was only for a
moment, and then she sank down heavily, with a
deep moan, and relapsed into insensibility.

- «0Oh, what shall I do? exclaimed Madeline,

. secing how hopelessly matters were becoming

involved. “How shall I get assistance, and take
her home §” -

“We must get her to the cottage now, and send
for a carriage afterward,” replied the man, taking her -
up in his arms as he would a child. “ Come, I will
take her to the house, and my wife will help you.”
~ As quickly as possible, Madeline despatched a
hurried note to her father, bidding him hasten to
her immediately. With all their efforts they failed

~ to restore Ora again, and she became terrified with

the thonght of death ‘But it seemed an age after
the messenger started before the Doctor arrived, and
then with the first glance, the ominous expression

[ of his face, seemed to confirm her fears.
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"I’apa 7 ghe whispered anxiously, “ What is it?
Is she in danger ¥

Her father stood for » moment holdlncr the wrist .

- of the patient, and when he did speak, it was to ask:
% How did it happen! The messenger could give
me no satisfaction, and your nete explained nothing.
How was she attacked R ‘
Madeline related briefly how she had preceded
her, and how, being alarmed by her shriek, she Lad

turned to see her fall, and on hastening to her, had

found her as one dead beside the grave wwh
was siretched the lifeless form of the seesesmblo.
guicide, -

-“Bad,bad! Wemust gethel home, my daughter,”
said the Doctor, at the elose. “The shock has com-
pletely prostrated her nervous  system. »

Reader, we pass rapidly over an intetyal of time
it were painful to! dwell upon. The-inguesi—-the
verdiet of snicide—the burial of the penitent hus-
band who had expiated his sin with his life. They
Iaid him beside the little child,as he had plead to be
1aid there in his dying hour, and the green grass
wrapped father and daughter in one common mantle
of living beauty

A year-has passed away since the morning on
. which he was found dead, and the revolving thel
of Time has turned up to light new scenes, while
the old ones slowly fade from the eye.

Harry Olifton is still in Farope, but he wntes
cheering letters that bring roses of happiness into
the fair cheek of his gentle sister. He means to

find few changes.
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come home soon, and bring a pretty little wife, of
whom he speaks wlowmwl) He has not fowotten
the old love, but he has considered it wxse]y, and
magtered it, to give place to one more propltlous of
future happiness.

Amongst those of our fuends whose interests have
been hnked ‘with Ora’s throughout this story, we
A new governess is in the old
place at Dr. Clifton’s, and the usual routing ef life
goes on steadily. Ora has been to her okl home in
the South, and has disposed of all the property once
belounlnrr to Edward Piercelie, It affords her all
she wants for future comforts. No-need now of
labor and toil. Surrounded by her friends, she is
resting—not. in peace, but in patience. Remorse ig
in her heart, that she cannot stifle. The oune hard,

_ cruel act of her life she could not forget. She had

dented a word of forgiveness to a suffering soul that

‘had rashly sought its Creator with the heavy weight

of sin upon it,and now she would give her existence,
but for one moment of life, in which to sct the longing
spirit at rest.

But, too late now! she can only pray for pmdon,
and endure meekly her punishment.

Look once more upon her, reader, ere the curtain
falls. She is gitting in the bay window at Dr. Clifton’s,
the light falling upop, her pale, delicately chiseled

_ features. Short rings of hair elustgr all sround her

head, which has been shorn of its wealth of tresses,
and gives her a much more girlish look than of ld.
She is still in the habiliments of deep mourning, and

refuses to soften the solemn color by one tint of a
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Dbrighter hue, though Madeline has more than once -
ventured to urge i, ‘ ‘ -
While she sits there, Theodore Raymond is an-

. nounced, and enters as an old, familiar friend., She
+greets him with the calm, placid demeanor of a sister,
and permits him to sit down by her, asking him ques- -
tions about the family, as she guietly continnes the
employment-that engages her. He does not seem to

Iike it, and takes the light fabric from her hands. )

“Please allow me to put this everlasting embroid-
ery away. I want yoa to talk to me now. ‘I have
come for the answer to my suit. Tell me at ounce.

Am I'to go back now and come no more, or am I to

‘hope to take you home and keep you forever?

There is no flush opon her cheek—ro change in
the light of the blue eyes; and she speaks very
slowly and sadly, looking in his facer '

“Theodore, you know what my life has been and is.

In the past, pain and misery beyond what mcst women

experience—Ifay. - The future embittered by regrets

that will never die. If you ean be happy with me,
thus overshadowed-—with all the lightness and spirit
of youth crushed out of my nature, and accept a sad-
~ dencd, prematurely old wife, I will not eay nay, for

you are dearer to rne than all earth beside. ‘%u’t I
tell you ffankly my ability to make your life bright
with strength and cheerfulness, has gone.”

“No, dear Ora, you mistake. To me your very
presence is sunshine, and I had rather have one of
your gweef, quiet smiles, than all earth beside.. Bless
you, darling. Tam at peace, now. I have waited
long, Ora, but at last God vonchsafes me a reward ihat
doubly compensates. Mine now—my own sweet
‘wife—God willing, you shall know serrow no more.”

O

TUE END,




