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LEANOR BURTON

A tha;age of eighteen T was betrothod 40: Eugene Burﬁnn,sa. ygnng

. man of polished manners, elegdnt exterior, and connpeted with.ons -

fivet families of New York. I was besutiful-so thewarld

- 5a.1d,a-e1ghteen and an heiress. My father was one of the weslthi-

st merthants of New York, with a princely mansion in town,.and -

as princely a mansion for summer residence inthe country. - Lhad -
. Jost my mother at-an age:s0.carly, that I can but dimly remember
“ber pallid face, At e;ghteen T was my fathgrs only a.n(l adegh&ed -

ohild, '

-Returning frems boardmg-schml where, a.pa,rt from the
I hod passed four years of a life, whichafterwerds was tohew
byifieeds 5o gingiilar, yes, unnataral, I was invested: by my: fat
with sthe: keys.«of his- city :mansivn; and installed 38, jts. misja;
Sl kept apart from the world,~~for my father gudrded.me from

e wiles and temptations with an-eye of sleeplest jealeisy,
deftito. form ideas:of my fature life, from the fancies of

dreazas, or from what ‘knowledge I had-gleaned fegn
Evgene -wea ‘my -fathet’s hesd clerk. In that capasi e
«quently visited onr mansion. To see him was :to love- hiy,
form was graceful and jyet wmanly, his complexion’ a rich byoy
#yes dark, penetrating, snd melancholy. As for mygelf,:
which, amid all my changing fortunss, I have preserisd.s

of happy and ihnocent days, shows ¢ girl of eighteen, -
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that may we]l be called voluptuoua, and a face (shaded by masses
" of raven hair) which, with its clear brown complexion, large hazel
eyes, and arching brows, tells the story of my descent on my.
. mother’s stde,—-she was & West Indian, and there is Spanish blood
* in my veins, My acquaintance ‘witht Eugene ripened into warm
passionate love; and one dpy my father surprised me as I
pon my lover’s breast, and jnstead of oludmg us, sald with
of unmistakeable la.ttafact;on : :

&« Rxght, Fugene! You have won my daughter’s love. When
you return from the West Tndies you shiall e married. And oneo

married, instead of my head clerk you shall be my partner.”

: .My fathor was a vencrable man, with a kindly' face and SROW-

 haiir s as he epoke, the tesrs ran down his cheeks, for (a8 I
wards ascertained) my marriage with Fugene, the orpha
of the dearest friends of his boyhood, had been the mos
“of his life for yours,
16ft for Havana, intrusted with an 1mportant and socret -
on from my father: He was fo he absent.pnly a month.
Why waé it on the day of his departure, as ho strained me to his
br: nd covered my face with his passionate kisses, that s dark
tment chilled my blood? O, had he never left my side what
“ f ageny, .of despalr,-—-yes, of cﬂme,——would hava been

: ---MAnd we pm:ted

-+ T'wad onge more alone in my father’s splendld mansion. 0&6 |

levening -he came home, but not with hiswusual kindly smile. . He «
- WA palo and froubled, and seemed to avoid my gaze. Without

it tenng the sitting room, he wens at once to his Tibrary and looked

fliiyiéelf in, having first dirested the servant to eall hini'in

My, Morton inquired for him. Tt-was after e;gh vheri Mr; "n» )

ton ‘called and was shown into the parlour, wh:le' the sermn@ Sont
‘announce him to my father. .
Misi Ellen; I believe 2 be said, as he beheld me by the»’hght
tral lamp,-mand thén & singular look passed’ over:his:
ok which at that time T could not definie, but:whiohaftem
vui mode tortibly olear to mo. . This Mr. Morton, whe:tl
 entered my father's house, Was by: no means: preposic
ifihis - exterior, Over: fifty years, corpulent in- fotm; bald-
sded;;his florid: face bore tho. amiemable traces of 'Y Iife exha.usted
eu ‘liliiulgenoe. .

%}' ﬂw*&d&
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thle T was taking a survey of this smgula,r visiter, the sexvant
entered the' parlour,-—-—“ Mr. Morton will plea.se walk up mto tha
library,” he said.

« Good night, dear,” said . Mr. Morton with & bow' and 3 gesture
that had as mucli 9f insolence a8 of politeness'in 1t —tt. Bye-bye,

- we'll meet a.gaui i

He went up stairs, and my father and he wero closéted togethier
for at lenst two hours, At ten o'clock I 'was sent for. I entered

" * the library, trembling I knew not why; and foand fuy father and-

Mr. Morton seated on opposite. sides of a table overspread with

ﬁ?ers,—a htingmg lamp, susperided over the table, gave hght f%o

scene, My father was deathly pale.

<€t "down, Nell,” he said in a voice’ so broken ‘and changﬂd, x

,ﬂmhf would not have recognised it, had I not goen his face: # Me.

‘Mox!bon has something to say to you.’*

-« Mr, Morton ! I ejaculated ; «What can he have to say to1
. ‘¢Bpeak to her,—spoak,” said my father, « speak, for. I pann
and resting his hands on'the table, his head drooped on “his bresst,
«8it down, my dear,” oxclaimed Morton, in a tono, of

| ffamﬂmmy, «I have a little matter of business with your ' fafher.
ETheres no uso of mincing words. “Your father, ‘my dear, 13 s
ruined men,"”

I/sank into & chair, and my fatheﬁgfoa:n confirmed Mdr’tdﬂ‘u

}Iopelessly involved,” contmued M. Morton. « Unless he /B, v
“thres hundred thousand dollars by to-morrow roon, he is’ a

| :hdtsﬁﬂMured man. Do you hear me, my dear ? Dlshoneured e
.+ «Dishonoured ! groaned my father, burymg his. hea.d m hm.
bhands.

RE And more than this,” continued Morton, % your fsgthéi' amnn

A

,',lus many meréa.ntﬂe speculmtxons, hag dabbled a httlé-—y"‘ ote

than a little—in the African slave trade. He hag relptions

cortmn gent.lemen at Hava,na, which, once known to our’ gi
: ment, would 001151511 ‘him to the convict's cell,” -

The words of this man filled me with mdlgnatxon and wi

- :Ea.lf fainting a8 X was, I felt the blood boil in my veins. |

' «Father, rebukd this' liar,” I said, 8 I placed my Hand o1

 shoulder’; ¢ raise yow: face, and tell hun that he is the

falseliood ss atrocious-as it is foohsh "

My father did not reply. c
¢ And more than' this,” Morton went on pe though ‘
heard me, « I have it in .my power, ‘either to relieve ¥o
from his financial embarrassments, o, "—he pause;i
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;ne frofn Imad to Foot,—¢ or to ﬂenounce hlm ‘Eo ihe Governmenf a9

one guilty of something which it salls pnmcy,“to w*f -ahn mﬁiﬂﬁﬁe.

‘ rel,wtlonshlp with the African slave trade.” .
" Again my f father’ groaned, but did ot Faise Kig facé S

' e £l truth burst upon tie. My father Was’ "

L mpﬁ:{,s powey. .Confused, half maddened, I ﬂung mykelf upon iy
kneed, and clasped Morﬁon by the hands, *

hipl”

~ Morton’ took my hanﬂs mthm ]ns omr, ‘and T)ent down’ unﬁfl I fei%
“breath tipon my ehecks

P .

Yes, ] yill fave bim,”] ho *hiﬂpered utha.t 13, fm' a Pﬂce——yﬁ' o

d, my (fear. _
H;s Iook ‘aould not e mrstaken. "Atthe's same moment, m 'fﬁt’ﬁer
tained lus‘ face from his hands; it was palhd ﬂ:storted sfampeti ﬁlth

is the only Way, Nelt,” he sald ina broken voice « other-, |

your father must rot in & felon 5 cell ”

:Amid all the misfortlmes of a varied, and changef‘ul leg, the‘, N

py L

»-,agohy of ihat monient hag never otice been forgotten. - I folt the
“blood rush to niy head——i Be it 50,” T criéd, and fell hke ai déad

¥ fl.fhe next da,y Wo Were married. . In the dusk of the evenmg
igures stood in the | spacions “parlonr of my | ‘Tathei’s m@neloh, by.
| 'hght. ofa smgle waxen candle. Thera was the c“lergyman, g
' dumb arprise-upqn, the partiea to this :ll—assorteci naryis

y'” a.tﬁer, his counf;ena.nce Wacant “almiost’ to lmbecxﬁfjr

owmg with sensual tnumjﬂx ,-»-and fhte thie bx?-id,e,. |

a8 e.'\gndml dress which' enve‘loyed e form,“‘ bt 40 "be
apﬁcend on the alir of | an unholy’ a 6 We. were tiiafHiad,

| Yotweon the parlour and the brida qhamher one Bo oY “’“a‘ihéd
ather than pubmit; to the embraces of t‘he un,wortﬁ sensmiiﬁt

uggew 8 hand, |
o wthen mornmg Ilght “broke 1 upon me aga.m, I fmmd1 myself in

hig‘avins, -
Thie. history of the next three months ma.y “be rapuﬂy told for
611_1‘315 of agony and shame.
o directed Eugane, by letter, to proceed’ from ‘Havana to
y of Mexwu, ssid my father to me, the second day after

"0 you'will not ruin my . fatiler, I shnekea' L yon”‘ﬁ"sa-?e B
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the Masrisge. «He will ot vetarn - for six monthis, and eeﬁamly

until his return shall not hear of this—this—niartiage.”

My father's mind was broken, and frot that hour he smsndered
himself to Morton’s sontiol. Morton took charge of his business
wiade otir house kis home—he was my-fathér’s master ‘and imine. -
The course which he pursued to blunt my feelings and deadeh eéveiy

faculty of my better nature, by rousiiig all that was serisial within «

ine, was worthy of him, He gave ‘parties at our home, to'the pro-
fligate of both sexes, selected from a certain class of the so-called

.} «fashionebles” of ‘New York, Revels - P""l‘mged from midoight
41 ‘entil dawn, disturbed the quietof our mansion; and in the witie-

gap and smid the exeitement of thése fashionable bt unholy orgies, .
T soon learned to forget the pure hopes of my inaidenhood. Three
months passed, and o word of Eugene, My father meanwhile Ws
sinking deeper every day into hopeless imbeeility. At Jength; ‘the

' early part of summer, my husband gathered together aparty of hik..
~ fashionable friends, and we departed on & tour to Niagers Falls,

the lakes, then a}ong the 8t. Lawrence, and to Montreal. At

Niagara Falls we put up at the —— Hotel, and the orgies:whigh &

‘had disgraced my father's mansion were again vesumed. My father
we had left at home in charge of a well:tried and faithfal zervant.
One suminér evening, tired of the seeiied which took plede’in ﬂﬁ'

- patlours, at the Hotel, I put on » bonnet'and veil and alone gmt-
1 “saecf my ‘Way. across the bridge to Goat Island, and from Goatdo

nd. The night was beautiful; from a clear sky themooh

.Bhe?i" Vor the falls; and the roar of waters slone dlﬂtﬂfmm .

-filence’ bﬁ-ﬁhe gcene. Crossing the narrow bridge, which separatés

“Goat Island from Luna Island, T took my way thrbugh the-decp

shadows of the thicket, until I emerged in'the moonlight; upén the

- ‘verio of the Falls. Leaning againet a small becch troe Aehich:

‘stanidd there, I clasped my hands upon imy bosom smd weps. fThdtr'

‘soénie, full of the grandeur and purity of natire; wioke the: m«mﬁ o

- “of ‘my piire and happier days
. #One plunge and all is over!” the thought ﬂashed over e, wﬂ
T mensured with'a rapid -glance the distance between myself und

‘the brink of the catarict. But at this moment I discovered that'l
was not slone upon Luna Island, A stranger was leaning ¢

‘@ tree, which was nearer to the brink of ‘the falls than' thé

agamst which I lesned. His face waq'in profile, the Tower piart:

ity covered with a thick moustache and beard; and lis gsze s a

lifted absently to the moonlight sky. As I dropped my veil o¥ér

Ty face, and ganed ot him freely, myself unperceived, I felt my - |
 limbs bend-beneath e, and the blood rush in a torre:s’ mym

2
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v Thad Only strength to frame one . word --’-u Eugene 1" and fell
' famtmg on his hear. :
. +When I-yecovered my. oonscmusness, I found myself restmg in
- his,afms, while he covered my face with burning kisees. .
¢ You here, Eleanor ! he cried. «This is. :ndeed an unexpected
sl -
He had. not heard of my ma.rnage! S . -
.41 am hore—with Bolne" fnends "’ I faltered “ My' father. could
: inot .come with me, and’
- . Between: the kisses wluch ‘e planted upon the ilps of hls be-
: ,troﬁhed (50'ho thought), he explained his unexpected appearance. at

. Niagara; . 7At Havana hehad received the Jetter from my futher,

> ﬁpqm::g hnn to hasten on important business to-the city of Mexieo.
e had. obeyed, and accomplishing his- mission' sooner than he an-
tmxpated, had left Vera Cruz for. New Orleans, taken steamboat
for Cincinnati, and from thence to Cleveland, and across the Lake
to Buffalo and Niagars Falls. « And now I'm on'my way home,
Fleanor,” he conclnded. «What a pleasa.nt surprlse 1{'. will be for
father "

. «I am married, Eugene I” the words wWere on my. llps, but I cnuld
“piot,5peak them. We rose and, arm im arm, wandered over the

Dridge up the steep and through the winding walks-of Goat Tsland.’

Leanmg .on the arm of Fugene, I forgot everything but.that. he

{Iﬂ?@d mey and that he was with me. T4did not dare o, thmjﬁ“tfh&t*“

to-morrow’s- light would: disclose to him the truth,~—that.I was
married, and to another. At léngth as we approached tﬁe dege,

. which- leads -from the island to the shore, I said, « Leave me,’

E ‘rﬁugene. ‘We -must not be seen to return together. To-moirow
* ‘{yougﬂaa call upon me, when I am in presence of my-~friends."”
One passionate embrace was exchanged ; and I watched- hnn, as

rogsed: the- bridge alone, until he was out of sight. ': Why, I

\ w}}ancl;, but gnimpulse for which I could not account, mduced“

mé to retrace my steps to Luna Island. In.a few moments-I had

grossed the bridge (connbcting Goat. with Luna Tsland), and stood.
"{onoe more on the cataract's brink, under the same’ tree, where an

./hour: before I.bad discovered Eugene. 'O the agony .off that
-smoment, 88 gazing over the falls, T called up my whole lifo; my
blighted. prospeots, and my. future without one ray of hope! Should
advance. but.a simple step and bury my sheme and my sorrows

" ybeneath the cataraet? . Once dend, Eugene would ‘at léast respeck

memory, while living he could only despise ad abhor me.

While thoughts Jike these flashed over my brain, [y eat Was

‘,lbl‘itedrmth‘.the chorus of & drmlnng—song, hummed in an upoven
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‘and fremulots voice; and in a moinent my. husband passed before

me, with an unsteady step. - He was confused and excited by the
fuines of champagne. Approsching the wérge ‘of the island—but &
few foet from the verge of the catarsct—where: the waters look

-smodth and: glass’y, a8 they are about to take the last plunge, he
staod: gazing’ now at the torrent, now st the moon, mth s vagne )

half drunken stare. . .-
- That-moment decided my hfe ! : : -~
His attitude, the cataract so near, my own lost and hopeless

| condition; all rushed upon me. Veiling my face, I darted forward v

and uttered a shriek. Startled by the unexpected sonnd, he turned, *

~ lost his balance, and fell backwards into the torrent. Butashe
felly he clutched a branch which overhung the water. Thus scafeely

two yards from the brink, he struggled madly for hia life, his fage .
upturned to the moon. I advanced and uncovered my -face. He

iknew ‘me, for the shock had sobered him. -

" «Fleanor, save me—save me " he cﬂed o
- T gaged upon him without & word, my arms folded on my breas,f

_ and saw him struggle, and heard the branch snap, and, ‘heard. his v

death- howl'as: ke wag swept over the falls. Then, pale death,

- snd shuddering as with mortal cold, I dragged my steps from the -
~islsad, ‘over the bridge, shtieking madly for help. Soon Iheard -
-'foctsteps and- voices, < Help! help!” I shricked, as, 1 was sur- -

" soiiided by a group of faces, men and women,—-—-“My hushand !

-, My husband ! ~ The falls !” and sank fainting in their midst.:

Mormng c&me, and no suspicion attached to me. ‘A mm’deresg,
if not ih deed, in thought certainly, I was looked upon 2§ the in-
congolable widow. Eugene left Niagara without seeing me. . Hov

. did he-regard me? I could riot tell. - The death of Morton hroke

- up our travelling party, and we returned to New York. I returned V’

:'in timé to attend my father’s funeral, and found myself the. heiress, -

- in my own right, of three hundred thousand doliars. . -An heiress

- and a widow, certainly life began to brighten! Morton removed, - -
the mcubus which. sat upon my . father '8 we&ltb. Wa# gone ;. and I»"""f‘.’-ﬁ;‘

“But wheré wag- Eugene? Months passed, s,nd I dui not.see hun.

. As he wis the head clerk of my father; I hoped:to see im, in com-
- pany with the legal gentlemen engaged in-closing up my. father’s -
_‘estate.. But he settled his accounts; closed all connexion with- my .
- father’s estate and business, but did not come near me. At length, '
- weary of suspense and heart-sick of the loneliness of my desolate

mansion, I wrote to him, beggmg & interview. He called. m the

~dusk of the evenmg, when & sugq‘ andle lighted up the apamm; o
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: inii gloomy parlotu'_ Hé wis' dressed in: deep mournmg, and 'my

o Madam, you mshad !to #eo. me," ’hfe began
‘His 6014 and fornial ‘manwer ‘out e ‘to the heart.

L& Eugéne"’ T otiod, snd flamg myself upon his breast,and pas.

S mon-e&teiy, but -in broken accents, told him how my fathers axmol-
pated ruin had forced me to marry Morton, -

Eugene was melted—— Eleanor! Eleanor‘ i low "you, and
aIWays shall love yoti, buty—but——"" - .
‘He patsed: in an agony: of suspensd I hung upon lm wor&s. :

E uﬁBuf,_.u" ‘
4Bt you are 80 rick, and J—T—am poor 1” IR : ‘

I drowiied -all furthei words mth kigaes, and in.a moment we

‘ 'ware fbei;rmihed agam. '

: : : 1

f We ,were mamed Eugene was the master of my fortun‘e, my

. person, and my future, We lived ha.pp:ly together, ‘cntent with

“onch other's society, and secking in the endearments of @ pure

i ‘martiage to blot oiit the memory of an unholy ome. My Tishand, .

Arily niy husband, was ‘all that I could desive; and by me,. he
- ‘becaine the posaeﬂsor ofa jpnneely revenue, free to gratify his taste

" fgeall that' is -besutifal in the sts<~in" painting and-seulpture—

- rwithout hiridrance or control, Devoted to me, always kiiyd

to grahfy my stightest wish, Eugene was all that.I' cot 4 desie,”
We lived to ourselves, and forgot thie -miserable: mockery cailedJ

' #¢'the fashionable  world,” into which Morton had introdused ‘me.

" Thus & year passed awsy, and present- happiness ‘banished. the

‘metnory’¢f & gloomy ‘past. After a year; Eugene bagan to have

~ ‘imiportatit -éngagements, on- pressing business, in Philadelphia,

- Bostor, ‘Baltimors, and Washington His ‘ahsence was death to

| i, but having full- confidence in him, and aware that his-business °

" “uust be of vital isiportance—or assuredly he would notleavs me~—

- Togave b depart, f:me and again, with grief too ‘deep for words;

3l -always hailedl his ‘return—thevery eoho of his' step—with a
" joy s deep. On one oceasion, when he Ieft' me, for a'day, ons |

* ~‘business visit to Philadelplils, I detérmined, I scareely kuew why,
. ifo follow him, and greet him, on his arnval in’ Philadelphia, with -

- ‘the unexpected but wélcome surpriseof my presence. Clothing
 ‘myself in black—Dblack velvet bonnot, and black velvet mantilla,
“and with a dark veil over my face—I followed hini-to the ferry- .

: boat grossed to Jersey City, and took my seat mear him in:the

~ chirs. "We'sirived in Philadelphia late at night. To my surprise
o ‘“he dui Hiot put up at one of the prominent hotels, but bent his way
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test nhm:e and dstant part of the, city. - 1. Sollewed; himite &

retwote paxt of Kesisington, and sow. him: hnaok at.the.door of s
isolated two-story house.. After. », pause, it weg nmgd, aad ha
entered. I maited:from:she hour of twelve wntil three, hut ho-did
pat ve-appear. - Sadly, and- with heavy sheps;- I bent.my wayde

- the-oity; snd took Jodgings et a respectable but. third-rate favern;

representing myself as a widow from the'interior, and teking gronk
aaro toeonceal- wy face from; the gage of the landlerd and. 8eEVADts.
Next morning it was my first care to progure a. male: dxess—if
faetters not how or with; what cawtion and trouble—and tying it
up in a compact bundle, I made my way to. the. open. copntry, and
enﬁereti a wood. It was the fivet of antumn, snd already the lonyes
were titited with rainbow dyes, . In the thiokest part of the woad.J
dASposed of my female attire, and asyumed the male drese-—hing
frock, buttoned to the throat, daxk pantalogns, and:gaiter hoots. My
dark hair I arranped beneath & glased oap. with military bujtons; :

Cutting a switch, I twirled it japntily ip my hand, and, anxious 9

test'my disguise, enterved a wayside cottage, near the Becond wtreet .

. road, and asked for a glass of water.  While:the back of the tensnt
of the cottage-—an.aged woman—was turned, [ goged in the looks

. mg~glasa and: beheld myself, to. ell appesrance, a young map of

. medinm stature, with brown complexion of exceeding richnoes, lips .
of eherry rod, arched brows, eyes of unusual brilliancy, and black

%Msd in & glossy mass beneath a glaged cap. It was: the

fimuge of & handsome boy of nineteen, with no.down on the Lip and

no heard on the chin. Satisfied with my disguise, and with s half-

-~ formed: ides floating throngh my brain, I bent my steps to the

isolated house, which I had seen my husband enter the night before.
T knocked ; the door was opened by a young girl, plainly elad, but
of surpassing beauty—evidently, not more than sixteen years old.

A sunny complexion, blne eyes, masses of glossy brown hair, com-

bined with- an expression which mingled voluptuous warmth. with
stainless innocance—such waw her face. As-to her form, althpngh
not sotsll a8 mine, it mingled the gra.eaful outlmas of the mdq:,
with the ripeness of the woman,

She gazed npon. me with pusprise; obeying 3 suddgn mgpulse I
snid-~« Excuse me, Miss, but 1, promised to.meet.fim here, ., You
know;”? with a polite bow and smile, ¢ jO}I k;;ow wh,vm 1 mﬁm ?”u '

23 M Orewford,” she hesitated. . .
- # Bxactly so—Mr. Crawfurd, my w&mﬂ& fmnda wio hﬂf %-

'ﬁdeialz 40.me, and who dedired me t0.me0t him. here at this hmgg"
<My mother ia not a$home,” hesitatad the. ;yonng g;rl, “mﬂ m

hor absence I do nof like to——-”
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“Recewa atrangm, yoti ‘were about ;to- add? 'Well, Miss; Iam'
not ‘a stranger. As. the intimate friend of Mr. Gmwfurd who
" especially desired him'to meet me here—""
' +IThese words seemed to resolve her dotbts. She motmned me: t;o
entér; and we passed into & small room, neatly furnished, with the
- light, which oame through the ‘enrtained windows, shining: upon a
pwturé——the portrait of -Hugene Burton, my husband.
-« Capital likeness of Orawfurd " I sald ca.relessly tappmg my "
- switeh against my boot.
- e Yes—yes"-—she replied, as she took a peat at the opposxte end =
of the'sofa, < but not so handsome.”

* In the course of two hours, in which mth a ma&dened pulse,
anid heaving breast, I waited for the appearance of my hushand, I
. learned from the young girl the following facts: She wag a pooy
girl, and her mother with whom she lived, a widow in very moderate
miwumsta.ncea 'Her name wa;s Ads Bulwer, Mr. Lawrence Craws

¢ 'fird (this of course was-the aszumed name of my hushand) was's
- wealthy gentloman of anoble. heart—he had saved her-life in- &
. railrond accldent, some months before. He had been unhappy
bowever in marriage; was now divorced from a wicked and unfaith-
. ful woman; and—here was the climax~« And next week we are
- 10 be married, and mother, Lawrence, and myself will proceed to
Buropa directly after our marriage.” :
_{"This was -Ada's story, which I heard with emotxons fﬁa‘t can”
 pearcely be imagined. Every word planted & hell in my heart;
‘At length, towards nightfall, o knock was heard, and Ada hastened
to'the door. Presently I heard my husbands step in the entry,
and th?n kg voice—

‘% Dearost”~-there was the sounci of & kms—« I have got rid of
that infamous woman, who killed her first. husband, and have:
trned all my property into- ready money. On Monday we- start
for Europe."l '

" He'entered, and a8 he entered I glided behind the door. Thus
hm back was towards me, while his face was towards Ada, and his
. armg about her waist.

- «0n Monday, dearest, we will be marned a.nd thehe—'"
" I waa white with rage, but calm as death. Drawmg the poignard
(which T had néver parted withsince I first procured it), I advahoed
" and struck him, once, twice, thrice in the back. He never belield
e but: fell ‘upon Ade’s breast, bathed in blood, She’ uttered &
ahnek ‘but 1aying my hand upon her ehoulder, I said sternly—Luc. -

& Not a'wopd! This villain seduced my mly mter, a8 he would

lmre seduced you "
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T tore }nm from her arms, and Jaid him on the sofa; he wq&
speechless ; the bleod. flowed from his mouth and nostrils, but;: by
his glance, I saw'that he knew 100, Ada, white a8 8. ahi:oud, :
tottered towards him. - :
. % SBeducer.of my: materf hwe We m&t ads Ja;st ?" I said- aloud, md
then bending roy: fhceko his,. and-my bosom eloge to his heart, I
whispered—« The:ewieked woman who killed her first husband gives
you this"—and-in my.rage buried the poignard in his breagt. Ada
foll fainting to thie floor, and I hurried from the house. It wasa
dark’ night, enlivened ouly by the rays of the stars, but I gained .
_the wood, washed the blood from my hands, and: resumed my femplg
" sttite. In less than an hour I reached the Depot at Kensington, .~

entered the cars, and before, twelvp, crossed the threshold of my o
k awn house in New York,

How I _passed the mght—mth what émotlg‘)ns of agony, remerse,

Jeadousy——matters not. "And- for three days safterwartis ‘as T

awaitéd further developements, I ‘was mony times nesr . famhg L

mdnsss. The aeoontt of ;ny husband 8 deat.h filled the. pa.pm; H’ Ly

a.ttmbuted to na.tuml grmf at hxs untunely end, On the founhdﬁy
I-h4d his body brought ‘on from’ Philadelphia; and on the. fifth, -
- - His, faneral, following' hix corpse. to the family. vault,
W, widow's weeds: and blended.- with tears of grief, or ofn -
. Ade Bulwer I never saw again, but- believe she dlegl v
ﬁmhm & year, ofconsumption, or o broken heart. -

Alone in my mansion,, secluded - from the world, I passed ma;ng
months in barrowing meditations on ‘the past. Oftentime, I saw
slie face of Engene dabbled in:bleod, and both awake and in By
dreams I saw, O, how vividly, his last look! .
{a»lthﬁngh ‘Eugene, as I discovered. after l:ns dea.th had reqkle,ssly
siuiddered morg:than one-half of my. forthne); but what mattered
riches.to.one devoured, Jike. myéelf, by an ‘over gnawing. remorse! -
. What might I have been had not Morton forced me into. that
unholy matriage? Thié question.was never oyt of my mind for a"’
long yeir, during which I wore-the weeds of w1dowhood, and kept
almost entirely witliin the limits of my mansion. .

" Towards the close of the year an. ingident ocoured which, hagl an -
important bearing on my fate. ' Near my home stood a church, in-
which » young and eloquent preachier held forth to the admiration v
of a fashionablé congregation, every sabbath day. . On one oscasion -
I ocoupied & seat near the pulpit, and wag much struck Igy hil
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j‘éﬁ%hful appeara,nce, cembmed with eloquence so- toucking ' and
- énthisiastio. - His eagle eye shone from his pallid face, with all
she five of an sarnost—~a heattfelt sincerity. - I was struck by the
ent}re manner.of the ma,n, and more than once in hm ‘aérimon’he

‘gobtned i addresd me'in especlal for our eyes ‘met, as though there.

Wag ' tutual magnetism in our ga.ze ‘When T returned ‘home, T
‘Beuld not banish ‘his face nor his gceents from my ‘memory ; Ifelt
higself devgureti by opposing emotions. ‘Remotde for the past,
-ningled with & sensation of interest in the youthful preacher, . At

letigth, after, much- thought, I sent him this note by the  hands ef '

‘kﬁgi'vant in hvery - . " . .

o sﬁR:verend Sir—

“A lady who heard your eloquent sermon, on ‘Conscmnce, on

e ga.bba,th last, desires tp ask your a,d\nce in 5 matter touching. the

" -pegee of her soul. - She resides at No -, and. will be glad to

ive you to—morrow evemng’ S E BN

stsingular ‘note was despatehed and ‘the sarvant du‘ected o

the ‘Rev. Herbert Lansing of my full name. :AS th -
oiiited - ‘hour drew nigh; T felt ‘nervous-and restless. Will:-he'

the -’Sha,ll I unbésom niyself to Ium, and obtain at least a’ pois |

of tnéntal peace, by confessing .the deods and ‘thoughty #hich
0 «reét sogheé,vy onmy soul ? At last dusk eame, twmém@és LAY
S 'hghted oti the mantel of the front parlour, and; seatéd: eﬁs

" Tervoisly awaited the coming of the preaoher. o v

«« T will confess all!” I th(mght and, raising my eyes, sm'veyed ‘
- mySeIf fn'the mirfor swhich hung opposite. The past year with all.
s sortdW had: rather'added to, than detractéd from' my ‘personsl -
u.pi)ea.mnce "My form was more matured and womanly. And:the
- - ‘worroyy which I had endwred had given = grave earnebiness o my

- iook which, in the ‘eyes of ‘some, would' hiave .been more’ winning
' than the: glance of voluptuous languor. Dressed in. deep black,
ny ‘busticovered to the throat, and my hair gathered plainly aide

from iy fice, I Tooked the grave,. serlous-—-and I may'add ‘Wlthq;;t.‘ T
vanity-<tho beautiful widow. ' The Rev. Herbert Langing was at-
. hounced at last——how I trembled ag I 'heard big stepin the lmil' '

. He entered ‘and greeting him with an extended hatd, I thankeulg

. him warmly for calling in answei to my informal note, and motibhed

- him tp 8 ohair. . Thére was surprise and constraint in his manner,
‘but he never once, took his eyes from my faee He stammered and

. *%ven ‘bhished, as he spoke to me. C
G ‘mj ot epﬁke, madarm, of a case of conscience,” he began

4
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A caso of conscience, about which I msheri to speak to you—-—'" |
« Surely,” he said; fixing his gaze earnestly upon me, ; and his
words seemed to be forced from him, even against kis will, « surely -

oné go beautiful and so good, cannot have anythlng hke sin upon

her soul,
Qur gazg, met, and from that .moment, we talked of everythmg _
bus the case of conscienve. All his restraint vanished, His eye. -

flashed, his voice rolled ‘deep'and full; he was eloquent, and he

was ot home. We seemed to have been ecqumnted for years. We
talked of history, poetry, the beautiful in nature, the wonderful m_' .
art; and we talked without effort; as though our minds mingled

~ togother, without even the aid of voiceand eyes. Time sped nm\se—= Lo
. lessly—it was twelve o’clock before we thought i nine, H’e roaqlrf‘ C
| Wge—— ' B

ehall do nryself - the pleasure to call.again,” he smd and hm

T extended - ‘my hand. Hxs hand met it in a gentle pressure."‘, '

o .4'1‘119.{: touch décided our fate. As though my very being and his . -
*: ‘had rushed together and melted into one, in that slight pressurq of
‘hand to hand, we stood silent and donfused, oné fe%ng in our g‘ ‘

-blusbmg and pale by turns,
R Wogmn I" he gaid, in a voice scarcely ahove a whzsper, «yo
e me mad,” a.nd sank half fainting on his knees.
I bent down and drew him to my breast, and covered his fore:
head with kisses. Pale, half fainting, 'he lay almost helplesely in

" my arms. - ¢ Not mad, Herbert,” I whispered.  «But, I il be

your good angel. I will cheer’ you in your mission of: good i S
-will watch over you as you sscend, step by step, the dlﬁcult ster L
of fame. And, Herbert, I will love you!” e

It was the first time that: young brow had trembled to. awomm .

kis, | o
“ Nay—nay—-—tempﬁ me- not!” he murmured and unwonntf y
arms-from his neck, and staggered 4o the door, . :

But as he reaehed the threshold he. turned our. gaze met,__;

-rushed forward with outspread [y

#Llove youl " he cried, and his face. was buned on my bosom. /

* %, . JEC i_.'t‘.'_t_“,‘

i

From that honr, the Rev, Herbert Lansmg Wk, the consm
visitant at my house. He lived in my presence. . His-sermons,
ﬁn'merly Ioft]r and sombre in. theu' enthusmsm, now beeame coldimﬂ

2 I
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with a passionate warmth, I felt a strange interest in the beauti-
fal boy : a feeling compounded of pure love, of passion, of voluptu-
gusness, the most intense and refined. o

«0, Eleanor, do you not think that if I act ir'lgl.}t in &ll‘ other
respects, that this one sin will be forgiven me?” said ]‘EIerbert., as
one sabbath evening, after the service was over, we sat side by S'l(le,
in my home.. It was in a quiet room, the curtairi down, a light

shining in front of a mirror, and a couch dimly seen through thé :

shadows of an alcove.

¢«One’sin? What mean you, Herbert ?” ,

«The sin of loving you,” and he blushed as his earnest gaze mot

ine. , e , |
i « And is it a sin to love me ?” T answered in a low voice, suffer-
ing my hapd to rest upon his forehead.

g“ Yis ‘!”phe stammered, ¢ to love you thus unlawfully.”

«Why unlawfally ?” .

He buried his head on my breast, as he replied—u I Tove you as
a hushand, and T am not your husband.”

«And why,” I exclaimed, seizing him in my arms and gently
raising his head, 8o that our gaze met, and why can you not be
my husband ? T am rich; you have genins. My wealth—enough
for us both-—shall be linked with your genius, and both shall the

more firmly cement our love. - Say, Herbert, why can you not be.

my husband?” . -
He turned pale and avoided my gaze. .
« You are ashamed of me—ashamed, because I have given you

the last proof which a woman can give to the man she loves.”

« Ashamed ! O, no—no—by all that is sacred, mo! But,

Eleanor : ; .
. And bending nearer to me, in faltering accents he whispered the

gecret to.my ears. Ile was betrothed to Mary Somers, daughter -

of the wealtiest and most influential member of his congregation.
He had been betrothed long before he met me. To Mr. Somers,
the father, he owed all that he had acquiredlin life, l?o,thj in position
and fame. That gentleman had taken him. whfm 1 frlendlesg orphan
boy, had educated him, and after his ordination, had obtalped'for
him the pastoral eharge of his large and wealthy congregation.
Thus he was bound to the father by every tie of gratitude; to f:he
daughter, by an engagement that he eonld. not break W{thput in-
gratitude and disgrace. My heart died within me at this revela-
tion., At once I saw that Herbert could never be lawfully mine.
Between him and myself stood Mary Somers, ‘and every tie of
gratitude, every emotion of self-respect and hqnour.

s
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Not long after this interview, I saw Mary Somers at church,
made the acquaintance of her father, a grave citizen, who regarded
me as a sincere devotee, and induced Mary to hecome a frequent
visiter at my house. Shesconfided all to me. She loved Herbert
devotedly, and looked forward to their marriage as the most certain
event in the world. She was a very pretty child, with clear blue
eyes and brown hair, and a look of bewitching archness. I do not
stop aside from the truth, when I state that I sincerely loved her;
although, it is also trne, that I never suffered myself to think of

_her marriage with Herbert, as anything but an imposgible dream.

An incident took place one summer evening—about a year after
Herbert's first visit to my house—which, slight as it was, it is just
as well to relate. It is such slight, incidents which often decide
the fate of a lifetime, and strike down the barrier between virtue -
and crime.

I was sitting on the sofa at the buck window of the parlour, and
Mary sat on the stool at my feet. The light of the setting sun
shone over my shoulders, and lighted up her face, as her clasped
bands rested on my knees, and her happy guileless look was
centred on my countenance. As I gazed upon that innocent face, -
fall of youth and hope, I was reminded of my own early days, and
at the memory, a tear rolled down my cheek. T
_ Yes, you shall marry Herbert,” the thought flashed over my
mind, «and I will aid you, Mary—yes, I will resign Herbert to
you.” !

At this moment, ITerbert entered noiselessly, and took his place
by my shoulder, and, without a word, gazed first into my face and
then into the face of Mary. O, that lock! It was never forgotten.
It was fate. For it said, as plainly as a soul speaking  through
eyes can say——« Thou, Eleanor, art my mistress, the companion
of my illicit and sensual love, but thou Mary, art my wife, the pure
partner of my lawful love!” j

After that look, Herbert bade us good evening, in a tone of
evident agitation, and hurried from the room. '

. From that hour, Herbert avoided me. Weoks passed, and he
was not seen at my house. At church he never seemed to be con-
sclous of my presence, and the service over, hurried at once from
the place, without a single glance or sign of recognition. At
length, Mary’s visits became less frequent; and when she did come -
to see me, her manner manifested a conflict of confidence and sus-
picion. " That this wounded me, that the absence of Hethert cut
e to the soul, will easily be imagined. I passed my time between

‘
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" alternations of hope and despair, now listening—and in vain—for
the echo of Herbert's step, and now bathed in unavailing tears.
Conscious that my passion for Herbert was the last link that bognd
1me to purity—to life itself—I did not give up the hope of secing
him at my feet, as in former days, until months had elapsed.
Finally, grown desperate, and anxious to avoid the stings of
wounded love, the perpetual presence of harrowing memories, I
sought the society of that class of fashionables, to whom my first

. husband—Morton—had introduced me, I kept open house for
them. . Revels, from midnight until dawn, in which men and
women of the first class mingled, served for a time to banish re-
flection, and sap, tie by tie, every thread of hope which held me :co
a purer state of life. The kennel has its orgies, and the hovel; in
“which ignorance and squalor join in their uncouth debauch; but
the orgies of the parlour, in which beauty, intellect, fashion, iand
refinement are mingled, far surpass, in unutterable vulgan.ty,
the lowest orgies of the kennel. Amid the uproar of scenes 11}{e
these, news reached me that the Rev. Herbert Lansig and Miss
Mary Somers were shortly to be united in marriage. o

One evening I was sitting alone, in the back parlour, near &
table on which stood a lighted candle and a wineglass (for I now,
at times, began to seek oblivion in wine), when Mr. Dudley Haskins
was announced. - Dudley was one of my fashiohable friends, over
forty in years, tall in stature, with a florid face, short curling
brown hair, and sandy whiskers. e was a roué, and a gambler,
and—gave the mark—one of the first fashionables of New Yg)rk.
Dudley entered, dressed in a showy style—blue coat, red .velvet
vest, plaid pants, brimstone coloured gloves, and a profusmn_of
rings and other jewellery—a style indicative of the man. Seating
himself on the sofa, he began chatting, in his easy way, about pass-
ing events of fashionable life, and of the world at large.

« By-the-bye, the popular preacher, young Lansing, is to be

_ married—and to such a love of a girl—daughter of old Somers, the
millionaive. Lucky fellow! Do yon know that I've often noticed
her at church—a perfect Hebe—and followed her home, once or

" twice, and that I should not mind marrying her myself if I eould
get a chance.”

And he laughed a laugh, which showed his white teeth. «Bakh!
But that's it—I can’t get & chance.” -

Perhaps T blushed at the mention of this marriage, but he imme-

~ diately continued :

«On dit, my pretty widow, that this girl Somers has cut you

/
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oat. Lansing once was sadly taken with you—so0 I've heard, How
ig it?. All talk, T suppose ?” ‘ ‘
I felt myself growing pale, although the blood was boiling in my

‘veins. But, before I could reply, there was a ring at the front

door, followed by the sound of a hasty footstep, and the next
moment, to my utter surprise, Mary Somers rushed into the room.
Without seeming to notice the presence of Haskins, she rushed
forward and fell on her knees hefore me, her bonnet hanging on
her neck, her hair floating about her face, and that face bathed in
blushes and tears. : :

«Q, Eleanor! Eleanor!” she gasped, «some slanderer has told
father a story about you and Herbert—a vile wicked story—which
you can refute, and which I am sure you will! For—for—"

She fell fainting on my knee; the violence of her emotions, for
the time, deprived her of all appearance of life. Her head was on
my lap, one hand sought mine, and was joined to it in a convulsive
clasp.

O! who shall say, that those crimes which make the world
shudder, but to hear told, are the result of long and skilful
planning, of careful and intricate scheming? No—no-~the worst .
crimes, those which it would seem might make even the heart of a
devil contract with horror, are not the result of long and delibe-
rate purpose, but of the temptation of a moment, of the fatal
opportunity ! . : ,

~As her head rested on'my lap, a voice whispered in my ear

« Your rival {—retire for a foew moments in search of hartshorn
or some such restorative—and leave the fainting one in my care.”

I raised my head and caught the eye of Haskins, Only a single

‘look, and.the fiend was in my heart. I rose—the fainting girl fell

upon the floor—I hurried from the room, and did not pause, until
I had reached my own chamber and Jocked the door. Pressing
my bands now on my burning temples, now on my breast, T paced
the floor, while perchance fiftcen minutes—they seemed an eternity
—passed away.
~ Then I went slowly down stairs and entered the back parlour.
Haskins was there, standing near the sofa, his face wearing an in-
solent scowl of triwmph. The girl was stretched upon the sofa,
still insensible, but——I dare not write it. Opposite Haskins
stood Herbert Lansing who had followed Mary to the house and
arrived—too late.  His face was bloodless: o

«0, villain!” he groaned, as his maddened gaze was fixed on
Haskins, « you shall pay for this with your blood I” o
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« Softly, reverend sir—softly ! One word of this, and the world
ghall know of your amours with the handsome widow.”
. Herbert’s gaze rested on my face———

¢« You—knew—of-—this,” he began, with a look that can never

be forgotten.. . , :

~  «Pyrdon, Herbert, pardon—I was mad,” I shricked, flinging
nyself at his foet, and clutehing his knees. L
. For a moment he gazed upon me, and then Iifting his clénched
right hand, he struck me on the forehead, and T fell insensible on
the floor. The curse which he spoke as I fell, rings even yet in
my ears.

* ® * Cok * * * *

Three days have passed since then. Such days as I will never
pass again! I have just learned that Haskins has fled the city;
Lis purpose to obtain Mary’s hand in marriage, by first accomplish-
ing her shame, has utterly failed. Her father knows all, and is
now using every engine of his wealth to connect my name with
the crime, which has damned every hope of his idolized child.
And he will succeed ! T feel it—I know it—my presentiment can-
not prove false. What shall I do? Whither turn? And Herbert

~ is a raving lunatic. This too is my work. Yes—yes—I am re-
golved. I am resolved. ' ‘

#* * % Tk * ® . %k *

To-morrow’s dawn will bring disgrace and shame to me, and in
the future I see the crowded court-house, the mob eager to drink
in the story of my guilt and the felon’s cell, But the morrow’s
dawn I shall never see!

1 am alone in my chamber—the very chamber in which I became

Morton’s in an unholy marriage; Eugene’s in the marriage of a
stainless love; Herbert’s in the mad embrace of passion. And
now, O, death, upon that marriage couch I am about to wed
thee ! : 4 ‘

The brazier stands in the centre of the bridal chamber, its con-
‘tents were ignited half an hour ago, every avenue to my chamber
is carefully closed—already the fumes of the” burning charcoal

. hegin to smite my temples and my heart.

Mhis record, written from time to time, and now concluded by

a hand chilled by death-—I leave to my only living relative, not
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as an apology for my crimes, but as an explanation of the causes
which led me to the brink of this awful abyss.

Air! Air!  DMorton, for thee I huve no remorse—let the branch
suap—over the. cataract with thy accursed face! Thon wert the
cauge of all—thou! DBut, Eugene, thy last look kills my soul!
Herbert, thy curse 13 on me! And poor Mary! Air! Light!
Tt iy 8o dark—dark—O, for one breath of prayer!

J




" CONCLUSION.

TrE preceding Confession, signed by the tremulous hand of the
poor suicide, was found in her room with the senseless corse, by
the Relative, to whom she addressed it. For days after the event,
the papers were filled with paragraphs in regard to the melancholy
affgir. A single one, extracted from a prominent paper, will give
some idea of the tone of the public mind :— '

(Batract from a New York paper.)

«TraeupY 1N Hien Lire.—The town is full of rumours, in regard
to a mysterious event or series of events, implicating a member of
one of the first families of New York. These rumours are singularly
startling, and although they have not yet assumed a definite shape,

certainly call for a judicial investigation. As, far as we have been -

able to sift the stories now afloat, the plain truth, reduced to the
briefest possible shape, appears to be as follows: Some years since
Misg E—— ~——, daughter of old Mr. ,‘one of our first mer-
chants, was, while under an engagement of marriage to Eugene
B———, forced into a marriage with Mr. M——, & man old enough
to be her father, but who, it is stated, had the father absolutely?n
his power. The marriage took place, but not long afterwards
M-, while on a visit to Niagara, was precipitated over the FalIs:
at dead of night, in & manner not yei satisfactorily explained.
e ‘- (30)
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Soon afterward the young widow, then immengely rich, encountered
her former botrothed, and the fashionable world were soon after-
wards informed of their marriage. A year passed, and B——, the
husband of the former widow, was found in Philadelphia, mysteri-.
ously murdered, it was not known by whom, although it was
rumoured at the time, that the brother of a wronged sister was, on
that occasion, the avenger of his sister's shame. The beautiful
Mrs. B——— was once more a widow. Here it might seem that her
adventures, connécted so stgangely with the death of two husbands,
had reached their termination. But it seems she was soon fascina-
ted by the eloquence of a young and popular divine, Rev. H
L—— While betrothed to Miss M—— 8——, daughter of a
wealthy member of his congregation, the eloquent preacher became
a visiter at the house of the rich widow, and finally his affections
heeame entangled, and he was forced to choose betwecn said widow
and his beirothed. He sacrificed his affection for the former, to his

' solemn engagement with the latter. The ¢slighted’ widow endured

the usual pangs of ¢despised love’ coupled with something very much
like Ttalian jealousy, or rather jealousy after the Italian school.
The betrothed was inveigled into a cortain house, and her honour
zacrificed by a gentleman of fashion, known for thirty years asa

~ constant promenader on the west side of Broadway, Mr. D

H——. The widow (strangest freak of a slighted and vindictive
woman !) is said to have been the planner and instigator of this
crime. We have now arrived at the sequel of the story. Unable
to obtain the hand of the Rev. H— L——, and stung by re-
morse, for her share in the dishonour of his betrothed, the widow
put & period to her own existence, in what manner is not exactly
known, although conflicting rumours state the knife or the poigon
phial was the instrument of her death. No coroner’s investigation
took place. The body gave no signs of a violent death. ¢Disease
of the heart, was stated in the-certificate of the physician (how
vompliant he was to the wishes of rich survivors we will not say) as
the cause of her unexpected decease. She was quictly buried in
the family vault, and her immense estate descends to a Relative,

- who was especially careful in cloaking over the fact of the suicide.

The tragedy invelved in the affair will be complete, when we in-
form the reader, that Mr. D H—— hag fled the city, while

his poor vietim, M—— 8 , tenants the cell of an Asylum for =

the Insane. Altogether this affair is one of the wildest exaggera- -
tions, or one of the most painfil tragedics, that ever fell to the lot
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" of the press to record. Can it be believed, that a young lady,
honourably reared, would put a period to the lives of two husbands,
then procure the dishonour of a rival who interposed between her
and a ¢hird hushand?  Verily, ¢fact is stranger than fietion,’ and
every-day reality more improbable than the wildest dreams of
romance. The truth will not be known until the CoNFESSION, said
to be left by the young widow, makes its appearance. But will it
appear? We shall see.” co '

So much for the public press. «

. 'The reader can contrast its rumours, with the facts of the case
as plainly set forth inthe previous Confession, penned by the hand
of the unfortunate and guilty Eleanor. _ -,

How this Confession passed from the hands of the Relative to
whom it was addressed, into the hand of the one who writes these
lines, is a matter which may excite the reader’s curiosity, but which
the present writer is not at liberty to explain, It passed honour-
ably from one hand to:the other, at all events.

A few words more will close this painful narrative. ‘Eleanor-

was quietly and honouwrably buried. Xer relatives were wealthy
and powerful. The ¢physician’s certificate” enabled them to avoid
the painful formality of & coromer’s inquest. She sleeps beside
her husband, Eugene Burton, in Greenwood Cemetery.

- Soon after her decease, Mr. Somers sold all his property in New. -
York, and with his daughter disappeared completely from public .

View.
Herbert Lansing temained in the Lunatic Asylum for more than
a year, when he was released, his intellect restored, but his health
(it is stated) irretrievably broken.. After his release he left New
York, and his name was soon forgotten, or if mentioned at all, only
as that of a person long since dead.
Dudley Haskins, after various adventures in Texas and Mexico,
.¢turned up” at last in California. His last exploit appears in a
San Francisco paper— ‘
¢« Among the numerous black-legs who infest our otherwise peace-
ful community, none has been so prominent for months past, as one
Dudley Haskins, formerly well known as a man of fashion and pro-
fessed roué in New York, but latterly only known as a professed
black-leg, up to any desperate act, living by his wits, and as reck-
less as he was poor.. 'The last exploit of Dudley, undertaken by
him with & view fo retrieve his desperate fortunes, took place near
Sonora, and ended rather disastrously. John Hawkins, a poor
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fellow from the States, who had achieved a little fortune in the
mines, was on his way home with his well earned store. He was
found near Sonora barbarously murdered. Unfortunately for Dud-
ley, the knife with which the deed was done was indentified, ?he :
property. of the murdered man found on Dudley, and Dudley him-
self strung up by Judge Lynch, after an hour’s trial. A pitiful
end for the once brilliant roué of New York city!” -

And that was the end of Dudley Haskins.

A single incident more, and this narrative is at an end,

About a year after the death of Eleanor Burton, a young man
in moderate, circumstances, accompanied by his wife (a pale, faded,

.~ although interesting woman) and her aged father, took up his resi-

dence in O—, a pleasant village in south-western Pennsylvania.
They were secluded in their habits, and held bus little intercourse
with the other villagers. The husband passed by the name of
Wilton, which (for all that the villagers knew to the contrary) was

his real name.
One winter evening, as the family were gathered about the open

wood fire, a sleigh halted at the door, and a visiter appeared in the
person of a middle aged man, who came unbidden into the room,
shaking the snow from his great coat, and seating himself in the
midst of the family. Regarding for a moment the face of the aged
father, and then the countenance of the young husband and v.nfe,
which alike, in their pallor, seemed to bear the traces of an irre-
vocable calamity, the visiter said quietly,—

« Herbert Lansing, I am the Relative, to whom Eleanor Burton
addressed her Confessions, and whom she invested with the trustee-
ghip of her estate.” ‘ "

" Had g thunderbolt fallen into the midst of the party, it would
not have created go much consternation, as these few words from the
lips of the visiter. The young wife shrieked, the old man start.ed
from his chair, Herbert Lansing (otherwise called Mr, Wilton}), with
the blood rushing to his pale face, said simply, « That sceursed
woman !” - ,

«T hold her last will and testament in my hand,” continued the
visiter; «I am her nearest relative, and would inherit her estate
but for this will, by which she names you and your wife Mary, as
the sole heirs of her immense property.”

Herbert took the will from the visiter’s hands. .

« Ag administrator of her estate, I am here to surrender it into

¥
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your hands. The will wags made as 2 small atonement for the
-injury she cauged you.” |

Herbert quietly dropped the parchment into the fire :

«Her money and her memory ave alike accursed. ™ I will have
nothing to do with either.” o

That night the Relative turned his face eastward; to take posses-

sion of the estate of Eleanor Burton.

THR BXD.
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