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PREFACE.

“Wuar shall we call her?” asked the mother, looking down
very tendetly on the new gift that God had given her.

And now another face leaned over that little one, whose life
they still counted by days; and this face was very fair,—in the
bloom of its early girthood, with sweet smiles straying among its
dimples, and a light that was like the light of some newly-born

_summer morning in its blue eyes. And the young girl’s thonghts
wandéered off to the friend who—no matter,—only, though many
weary leagues of land and wave stretched between them, she never
lay down at night but the other lay down bjr her side ; and she an-
swered, while her voice dropped softly over the name, “We will -
call her Virginia !’ :

And so, Virginia, set apart and consecrated to me aboge all
the little children who are in the world, because you are the first
child who for love of me was ever ohristened with my name, I
dedicate to you this, my first book.

They tell me that your soft eyes opened to the light of this
world when the winds of April were chiming through the mag-

nolia-groves of Louisiana, and flowers richer in bloom and fra-
I# © b
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grance than any my eyes ever rested on were crowning ner
forests and savannahs with their gorgeous beauty.

But the skies were cold, and the winds were storming wi_ld and
hoarse around my Northern home; and 1, with the dawn of last
April, was walking through a darkness great and sudden,—a
darkness that will never be uplifted from my heart till the morn-
inglight of eternity scatters it forever, and she comes to meet
"me in her singing-robes and shining crown,—she, whose gentle

life was just waking up into its womanhood,~—bhe dearly-heloved

sister, whose childhood was bound up so closely with mine that
the story of the one is the story of the other,—whose blue eyes

will never again wander eagerly along the pages I have written, -

 —whose words of loving praise will nevermoro be the sweet
reward of my labor; for, while the angels were singing joyously
over the new child born on earth, another band was singing, in
louder and more triumphant strains, ¢ Bekold, an angel iz born
in heaven !” J _
So doubly meet it seemed, Virginia, that I should dedicate this
volume to you, though there are precious names I might write

here,—names that lie in characters of light on my heart’s tablets,
and that will only be more radiant when I read them in
the Lamd’s Book of Life, written there by a love stronger and -

tenderer and more enduring than mine,~mine, whose heart
carries them, its priceless pearls, by day and by night. '

I have christened these pages * Livine anp Loving,” because
"the words seemed to me to embody, more fully than any other, the
grand idea of the whole,—the Livine axp tBE Loviwg, truly,
earnestly, hopefully, amid all the trials and 'perplexities and

.,’
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discords of time, o the end. Is not this, too, the sublime truth with

which we will all alike have to do, which underlies and over-
reaches all life, and which at last must make up the radiant
jewels that erown our eternity ?

Of these stories that I give to you, some have been traced
in the flush of newly-born summer mornings, and some\in
weary hours of the night, when the stars looked down mourn-
fully upon me,—some when my heart was very heavy with sharp
sorrows for itself or others, and some when it throbbed lightly
to the rhythm of youth and life and happiness!

But I hardly dare to hope your eyes will ever wander
, BeToss the words I am writing; for the Journey from baby to
womanhood is & long one, and close by are many paths that lead

Off to the Valley.

, And if our Father leads you through this while “it is yet

morning,” I shall love to think sometimes that there is a Virginia
in heaven, and that it is & name known and beloved by the angels
who walk there!

Ard now, if my pen were this morning a fairy’s wand, I hardly
‘know what good gifts I should summon the future years to bring
you! Would it be Genius,—that prayer which so many mothers
pray for their children? = How should I dare crown your baby
head with that bright, fearful gift? There are many times when
your woman’s heart would surely faint and your feet fail under
the burden. Great high-tides of enjoyment and rapture it would
bring you,—but hours, too, of darkness, and wearinsss, and keenest
suffering. I will not ask for you Genius!

Then, there are heauty and riches, Ob, Virginia, I leave all
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those things with God the Father, asking only that if your lifes
jost springing up mnow, blossom into girl and womanhood,
the white lilies of truth and purity may grow all around you,—
that you may be a sweet, gentle, noble woman, and that your
life be crowned with that radiant jewel, Love, without which, it
seems to me, any woman’s life must be incomplete,—not per-
Jected ! )

It may be that we, who bear one name, shall never look upon

each other’s faces; for your home under those soft skies is very
far away; and, though I have listened often to the stories of the
South land,—of its warm hearts, of its .princely hospitalities, and
of its glowing landscapes,—I know not whether my heart shall
ever respond to the one'or my eyes behold the other. -

But whether in life or in death, I pray for you, here,
one prayer,—the most significant, the most loving, and the most
comprehensive that, in their human weakness, my lips can utter
Or my pen can write :—

God be with you, dear Virginia! God be with you!
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IT was an old, yellow-brown, two-story house, and there was
nothing striking or original in its physiognomy or belongings,
that I know of. A high picket-fence ran all around the front,
and before this grew an immense locust, picturesque in itself,
and making a cool, shadowy quiet about the building even in
the warmest August noons.

Mrs. Ward—the widow Ward—Ilived here, who took boarders
whenever the tavern gave indications of . plethora, spun yarn
for mothers with large families, kept a cow, sold milk ; and, in

short, like a thorough Yankee woman, managed to support -

. &

herself independently and respectably by her own head and

hands,—for which all due honor be herein awarded her. You
can see her now dusting the window-panes, for she has-just
givep the parlor its weekly sweeping, She is small, straight,
wiry, with sharp, quick motions, and a positize sort of eye and
mouth, which _WOlllCi be o physiognomist’s best key to her
character.

But, after all, it is with Mrs.. Ward's lodger overhead, and
A 11

.
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not with herself, that we have at present to do. He came in

about half an hour ago from the tavern, where he takes his
meals, for the large rooms there are just now all occupied.

He has thrown open the two windows in front and the one
on the right, for he has a remarkable Dliking for sunshine and
fresh air. |

He is walking up and down the room new, humming
snatches of song, or relapsing into reverie,—not altogethér
agreeable, it seems, by the occasional knitting of his forehead
and the restlessness of his manner. .

* He is very young, slender, and of middling height, not
handsome, but fine-looking,—a gentleman by the Aonor of
man as well as by the will of God.” .

 The lines around the mouth are strong: he has force and
will : the eyes of arich hazel-gray smile out one moment.with
pleasant, happy thoughts, then ‘darken down with sad or vexa-
tious ones: he has fine feelings and impulses. From. these
premises you must d¥iw your own inferences of his character.
| Suddenly he speaks out with that nervous abruptness which
marks his whole manner :—

“Two weeks more in this dull, droning, disagreeable place !

I declare, it ¢s more than I can stand.

- I’d pack up and start -

off this very day, if my conscience was a little tougher than

_itis. But I promised that anxious mother of mine I'd stay
six weeks, and so I will, if T don’t go insane before the time
ig up and hang myself. I'd get the promise rescinded pretty

¥
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quick if she weren’t in Alabama, and it would teke a week for
the letter to go and another to bring me an answer. It’s all
sheer nonsense ﬁy coming)up here to Meadowbrook for the’
bracing air, for no reason in the world saving that mother and
Uncle Lawton must take it into ‘their wise heads that I was
growing thin, and might inherit consumpiion because my
father died of it.

‘“Here I am, twenty years old, and as well as any fellow in
iny class. It's too bad. Goodness! what’s that?”

There was a sudden swinging and dashing of boughs against
the side-window, a little, half-smothered shriek, and then a
small, sun-browned face peeped out from the green branches
on Norman Guilds.

,““Why, child alive, how did you get up here? Don’t you
know you’ll fall and break your neck ?”” (involuntarily reaching
out his arms to the child’s reseue.)

“I wanted those two peaches .on that big bough, so I
climbed up here to get ’em. Oh, dear! I'm going!” (for the
light hough swa,yed to and fro under the speaker.}

“No, you're not. Take tight hold of my hands.
now, give one spring: I won’t let you go.”

A moment later, and, panting with fright and exertion, the
little girl was safely landed in the chamber.

She was a strange-looking child, dark and thin, with ro
soft outlines or delicate coloring, with nothing pretty or at-

tractive about her, unless it might be her hair and eyes. The
N ,

There,
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one lay in tangled skeins about her face, but it was a rich
golderish brown, and betwixt it looked out the wild, large,
bright eyes. - - '

An old faded calico dress, which must originally have
been intended for a much larger person, and a 's’cilllolder and
equally ill-fitting pair of shoes, completed the child’s fout
ensemble. .

Norman Guilds took in all this at a glance. He was by
nature and education very fastidious. If he had met the little
girl under any other circumstances, or if he had not just done
her a favor, which always warms one’s heart toward ancther,
be¢-would not have spoken to her. As it was, he asked,
£ 'What is your name ?’’ B

¢ Muriel Heith.””

« Muriel Heith.” ~He had a great fancy for musical and
peculiar names. «That sounds very sweetly. I never heard
it before. Where do you live !

« Here, with Miss Ward.”

¢ Well, what do you do here? Haven’t you any relations?”

“] weed the garden, and pick the vegetables, and wash the
dishes, and milk the cow. I haven’t had any relations since
grandma died. That was two years ago.”’

A tremor crept through the child’s voice, and a mist over
the wild, bright eyes. -It touched Norman.

“ But your father and your mother? Are they dead too?”

“They died before I can remember. Papa’s vessel went

v
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down at sea, and it was that killed mamma : so I have heard
grandma say.”’ | |

Her loneliness appealed to his sympathies as no child’s had
ever done before ; ang as she suddenly swept back the tangles
of hair and looked at him, not boldly, but curiously, ear-
nestly, the young man noticed for the first time the strange,
bright deepness of her eyes, and that there was a thought in
them, ,

“ Well, what is it 7

She comprehended at once. #I wag wondering what made
you ask me all these questions. It can’t be because you Q

like me.”

“ What makes you so sure of that 7”
“ Because nobody does ; nobody has since grandma died,”

" He must have had a kind heart, this Norman Guilds, what-
ever his faults were, (and, I assure you, they were numerous
enough,) for he passed his white hand softly over the tangled
hair, and said, very tenderly, “Poor child! I am sorry for |
you!”

. Children’s intuitions are. usually correct ones. Muriel

Heith, the little friendless orphan-gir), JSelt this tone, She
looked up with a world of grateful surprise gathering into her
eyes, whose beanty grew like all truly beautiful things upon
the perceptions of Norman Guilds.” ‘There was a quick, gasp-

ing sob. Then, with a wild, sudden impulse, she threw her

ares around the young man’s neck, and cried there as'only a
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little child could, who had found whéit its heart had so long
vainly cried out for,—a fricnd. ¥

Norman sat down and drew the chili} into his Iap. He laid
her head on his shoulder, fenderly as lfler mother could have

" done in the days she. could not remember, and she sobbed

there for a while as though her heart were breakmg ; but it
wag only healing.

« What is it makes you cry so? Tell me aII ” he asked,
at last, in a low, soothing voice, when the sobs had grown

fewer. ) U
# Because you said you liked me. Tt seemed so good. I

love you. I do, truly.”
~ “Do you?” (checking the smile that was stealing about his
lips.) “Well, then, we will be friends always, Muriel. Are
you happy, living here with Mrs. Ward 2 |

«No!” (most emphatically.)

4 Why not ?” |

“ Because she don’ % Zmow me. She never could. All she
cares for is to have me work, work, work, from morning till
- pight. If I could only be like other little girls, and go to
- school and be dressed up! Soinetimes I think F1l kill myself

(

or run away.”

Every word she spoke revealed more and more of her half- -

" stifled, ill-directed, undeveloped nature. The young man felt
there were great beauty and great strength under the little
brown, homely face.

MURIEL, 17

# What would make you happy, Munel my child? Thiuk

will, now, before you answer me {/

She Tooked up in his face and smiled significantly. It was
a rare smile,—a smile that can only break up from a soul that
has Beauty, no matter in what sort of a easket the gem is
holden. ' :
“I have thought about it too many times to stop now. 1
should be very happy if I could go to school and study.
There is something away down in my heart that keeps crying
and craving: I don’t know what it is,—only it’s like a greatv
hunger there all the time. Do you understand me

“ Yes, poor child. It’s a shame to have you here. I begin

- to think you’re a genius, Muriel.”

Of course she did not understand his meaning; but he veent
on, more to himself than to her :— Somebody besides the widow
Ward ought to have the bringing up of you,—that’s certain !
How I wish Parson Hunter and his sister could see you !
They'd be sure to find out what a little ‘diamond in the rough’
you were. If they only would adopt you, now. I’ve a good
mind to ride over to Stony Creel: this very afternoon and see
about the matter,”

“Who js Parson Hunter? Where does he live ?” eagerly
asked Muriel.

, “He’s an old friend of my uncle’s. They were classmates

% 10 college. T visited them week before last, and Miss Meta

2
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said she wished she could prevail upon her brother to adopt
a child.” '
He was cogitating the matter in his own mind, and though
Muriel ’Heithbsat on his knee, and his hand kept up its soft
" caressing movement through her hair, I hardly think he knew
she was listening. | |
“Qh, how I wish I could go there !”
« Muriel! Muriel! I say, where are you?” The Joud, sharp
tones wound up the stairs and broke suddenly op the young
~ man and the little girl who sat on his lap. |

«If Miss Ward should ketch me in here.”” Muriel’s panto-
mime was a more expressive conclusion to this sentence than
any words could have been. “But no matter; I'll run out
this side-door, and down the back-stairs.” And she was gone
before Norman could interfere. '

In less than two minutes she came back again with a letter
for the young man, which Mrs. Ward said had been sent
over from the favern.

Norman seued it hastily and broke the seal. Iis face was
very white when he lifted it from the few brief lines Whlch
the letter contained. ‘

My mother is very ill. It is doubtful whether I shall
ever sce her alive,” he said; and then the young Southerner
" flung himself into a chair and burst into tears.

nd Muriel Heith went up to him and drew her arme
around his neck, and pushed up her little brown cheek to his,
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. and said, in those tender, trembling tones through which one

heart can speak to another, “I am very sorry for you, Mr.
Guilds” And he bowed his proud head on her shoulder,
and the child comforted him,

Half an hour later they parted, for it was necessary he
should leave immediately in order to take the noon train for
the city. It was very hard for Muriel, for he was her only
friend. But he took her hands in his and looked mto her
shining tears, and told her he would not forges her.

“Parson Hunter, of Stony Creek? Is that right?” was
the little girl’s last question.

“Yes. Now good-by.”

She would not say it, but she answered his kiss, and they
went on the different ways God had appointed them. Bus
Muriel, the child, laid up these words in her heart :—¢ Parson
Hunter, Stony Creek.”

It was a wild, rainy, shrieking night. Parson Hunter and
his sister sat together in the cozy little sitting-room of the
quaint, old-fashioned parsouage. ‘ He was a tall, fine-looking
man, with a mild, genial, expressive countenance, that had
just reached its sixtieth year, and his sister, Mehetabel, was
ten years his junior. There was a strong family resemblance

- between the brother and sister. Miss Hunter’s face was a fair

type of her character. It was gentle, beaming, placid, and
wust once have been very pretty. Then her smile was so
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warm and bright you cguld not see it without loving her.
Well, they sat on either side of the table; the pastor was
finishing his sefmon, and his sister a collar for the next Sab-
bath, when there was a loud, startling peal from the brass
knocker at the front-door.

« Goodness, Meta! who can be out such a night as this 7
exclaimed the parson, as he and his sister simultaneously laid

dowa quill and needle.
Before the lady could answer the door openecl and a child .

walked into the room,—a dripping, draggled, miserably-dressed
and miserably-worn child, with tangled hair straying about
her thin, dark face. :

Parson Hunter and his sister rose up dumb with astonish-

ment.
The little girl went stralght up to them, and her eyes
turned eagerly, wistfully, and yet timidly, from one to the

other. She might have been ten, she could not have been -

more than twelve, years old. .

¢They told me Parson Hunter lived here, and I have come
a long way to find you. Please don’t send me away!” She
said these last words Withg(ﬁllc.}l beseeching earnestness, there was
go much -t;-embling pathos in her voice, that™ Miss Hunter’s
womanly sympathies were aroused at once. She, whose tender
heart would not have refused'a dog shelter from the storm !

«No, my child, we won’t send you away. But where did
ybu come from this dreadful night? and what is it ybu want P
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T want you to let me live with you. TII be very good
and work ever so hard, if yow'll only let me study sometimes.

! Tve walked all the way from Meadowbrook since yesterday '

morning to find you.”

« From Meadowbrook ? Why, that’s twenty miles I re-
joined in"one breath the parson and his sister. :

I know it. -Last might Islept under the trees in the
wood, and to-day T Vvalked all the rest of the way.”

“But haven’t you any friends? What made you run away -
80, my child 7 queried the interested ministes.

“Let her sit down first, brother. Poor thing! she must be
so tired.”  And Miss Hunter pushed a chair toward her.

So Muriel Heith—for you know it was her, reader—sat down
and told her story simply, honestly, and yet with 2 natural
pathos which went right to the hearts of her heavers.

She told them of her orphaned childhood and her dead
Grandmother,—of her dull, wretched, toilsome life at the
widow Ward’s,—and of her climbing up the cherry-tree, and
how Norman Guilds had drawn her into the window. Her
hearers exchanged significant plances at the mention of this
name.

She related briefly her interviéw with him, and how he had
wished they could see her. e wonld have come himself
and told youabout me, I am certain, if the letter had not
come. But I thought about it every day, until, at last, one
night when I lay all alone in my bed, a voice seemed to eall
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out to me, ¢ Why don’t you go yourself and find ’em, Muriel ?
And T Iay awake till almost’ morning, thl})lilng about it. Two
days after I started Please don’t send me back, will you?
If you do I shall die.””

 «Don’t think about that now, my child: we will talk it
over to-morrow.” And the. tender-hearted old maid stroked
away. the tangled hair and looked on the little, dark face
ﬁhrough her tears. As for the parson, he stood still, thinking,
with an unusual moisture in his eyes.

And then Miss Mehetabel bustled off with the little girl
. into the kitchen and roused up Bridget, who was dozmo‘ by
one corner of the immense fireplace.

A brisk flame was soon kindled, and, enveloped in an old
wrapper and shawl of Miss Hunter’s, Muriel took her first
supper at the parsonage, pausing sometimes to ask herself
whether all this were not a dream, from which she would
awaken to find herself in the little attic chamber at Mrs.
‘Ward’s.

Mehetabel returned to her brother. He was walking
thoughtfully up and: down the room.

“Well, Ezra, what shall we do with the child? She
asked it in a plam, straightforward manner; for Miss Hunter
was & practical ‘woman, and never had any sentimentalisms
with her benevolence. | s

Then two rose up from the dead and plead with the pastor

for the little orphan. One was a gentle, fair-haired woman,
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the wife of his youth, for whom he had been a life-mourner ;
and the other, the blue-eyed babe she took with her when
she went from him. O, they were truly eloquent pleaders
for the little worn, weary child that was sleéping goundly
overhead. \ “

¢ Mehetabel, it may be God has sent us the girl to be a
light and comfort to our old age. We will keep her,” said
the pastor, te‘ndérly and solemnly. And so it was settled.

Muriel Heith had been at the parsonage about two months,
when a letter was received from Norman Guilds. The child had
improved very rapidly; for another life was being developed
in this mew social and moral atmosphere. She had many
faults, and of course there was much to eradicate, much that
required judicious guidance and discipline, in her nature.
But she had warm, rich affections, and a deep, conscientious

love of truth, and where these two exist there is a foundation

whereon to build.

Norman Guilds’s letter was brief, for he was on the eve of
stariina for Turope with' his mother, whose delicate health
demanded an jmmediate change of climate.

After apolocrlzmg for his sudden departure from the Nortb

- without seeing the pastor and his sister, he spoke of Muriel.

““You will see her for my sake,” he said, “and do what you
can for her. I am convinced there are the elements of a
great and beautiful character in this wild, neglected child.
Pfu'don me for suggesting that, taken to your own home, sur-
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—

rounded by its refining and elevating influences, she would

‘develop a rare and most interesting character.”

Miss Hunter read this passage to Bquriel,;raﬁher injudi-
ciously, perhaps; but out of the goodness of her heart, Oh, if
you had seen the large eyes darken and kindle with every
word, and the little, thin face, over which the warm-hued hair
now fell in thick curls, glow out as she listened to the words,
you would have felt that on Muriel, the child Muriel’s soul
God’s finger ha.d written that radiant word, GE\TIUS

: -

‘Ten years have passed. It is the late afternoon of an
October day. Mountains of rich gold and erimson clouds are
heaped in the west, and the young lady that sits by the front-
chamber window of the old pa,rsoiia,ge, where she has been
assiduously writing for the last three hours, throws down her
pen and gazes out on the sky.

Look at her now: her face is a study, It isnot handsome,
it never will be; but it is delicate and refined, with an infinite
variety of expression.

The low, intellectual forehead is swept by bsmds of rich,

wavy hair; the eyes,—oh, were there ever eyes like unto
them ! so dark, yet so clear, so mysterious, yet so easily read,—
in short, so wonderful and so beaufifal? The face ¥5 dark,
thin, irregular, and the mouth rather cold and proud, per-
haps sad in repose, but tender, sweet, childlike when it
nestles into a smile.
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The young girl looking off so absorbed in that sunset is en
anthoress, and her name—but you know that already. At

- lust, with a low sigh, she turns away, opens an elegant bound

jowrnal that Hes on the table, and, taking her pen once more,

\ . ywrites rapidly :—

«To-day is my twenty-fourth birthday. Tt is two years
ago this week since Uncle Bara was laid down by the wife of
bis youth, and, on thinking of this, the other has slipped from
Aunt Meta’s memory, dear soul !

T have been walking down the past, and hunting up old

~ acquaintances,—the days that are departed.

«Thirteen years ago I came to them. How well I re-
member that night! - Homeless, friendless, dirty, rawged igno-
rant, ﬁretched, T stood before them, and they took me in.
¢ Tnasmuch as ye did it to the least of these, ye did it unto
me” Oh, with what radiant gems shall the angels set these
words in their crowns! ﬁ

“What a bright life reaches up from that night! What
patience they had with me! Iow gently they treated my
foults' and encouraged and strengthened my virtues! And
then to think of the pains and money they expendec} on my
education. Father and mother, in spirit and in truth, have
they been to me!

-« And to think that now that ltile houseless orphan-«xrl is
famous; that great men call her gifted; that her name is a

-3
~N
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And while the young authoress was writing those words ‘a
gentleman was pacing up and down the parlor of the Stony

R Sy
S T s ot e

R

familifu' sound in the eottage-homes of the North and among
the fair valleys of the South ! | )

RS

B,
N

& 3 1 .

S@omei':lmgs I lie awake in the night-time, just as T did in

the old child-days, and it all seems like o dream,

[11 1] v

(“What visions of fame I used to have five years ago! and
1.10\: theg ;re all gone. I wish I eould feel for a single lour
Just as I did when my first poen ished i -

poem was published ¢
Creek Exeelsior.’ ' o e 1B

(14 1 k '

I begin to find now how little fame can satisfy a life, a
heart,—how small and meagre it is, after all. -

7 ; ‘

I have been asking myself to-day if T am happy; and

. ) 2
Tiﬂy h.eart. did not answer ¢yes,’ only my conscience and
intellect said, ¢ You ought to be.’

“ » - e -

There is sqme--longmg within me that is not satisfied
—8ome capacity of intense happiness in my nature that ha;
never been called out. Whatis it? Dumb silences of my
heart, answer ye me: what is it ? ’

£¢ 3 1 ( | .'

; . An-d now, Muriel Heith, what have you been writing ?
omething _y01.1 would not for worlds that mortal eyes should
sea: afzd yet it cannoi be wrong, for you would not blush
to lay it before the angels which are in heaven

“ Certainly, T was never i : ‘ '

1t s ver in love——There goes the supper-

No, "Muriel Heith, you were never in love 5 but your

woman’s keart has outspoken 041 that last page of the jour-nal
you so carefully lock away.

Creek hotel. ' ‘
He was young,—not very, but still he ¢
passed far beyond thirty,—tall and fine-looking, with a thin,
spirited Saxon face, and large piercing eyes. Twelve years
ago you listened to a soliloquy of his in Mrs. Ward’s front-

ould not have '

" chamber. 'The student-boy has not forgotten his old habit in

his riper manhood :—
- «Ty’s Tucky I got 1id of that pienic this afternoon: what a
namby-pamby affair it would have been! How many hours
of a man’s natural life he has to be bored for courtesy’s sake!
It really is too much for the very small stock of patience
- with which nature endowed me.
«Yt's the last journey I'll ever take with my cousin, John
Lawtc;n, that's certain. Poor Uncle Tom! it would have
almost broken his heart had he known how his son and beir

would squander his time and his money.
¢« Po-morrow I think I'll meet mother in New York. Oh,

there’s that call on that awthoress. I'm sorry I promised
John to go, for I hate the whole fraternity; but then I must
keep my word. Awoman authoress —an abominable creation !
—a being with brains and no heart! No doubt we shall be
entortained with a lecture on the intellectual superiority of
woman to man, and her manifest political destiny.

"¢ Litorary women always bave so many hobbies to ride. 1
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wonder if this one takes snuff and drinks strong tea. I
y
dide’t ask her name, even. No great wonder that John

called me s hater of the sex. And yet how much profounder

ism
y admiration, my reverence, my ideal, for woman than hig

is! and it is because, mdlv;tdually, she fal]ﬁ so far below my'

ideal that I am thus cynical and bitter.

“T ought to get married and settle down to my prt;fession
after rambling for ten years all over the face of the e&rth?
Nobody knows this better than I do. But where on earth
shall I find the woman to elect my mfe? T need her to
walk with me; but she must be a woman with a true, deep
lovmg heart and cultivated mind and tastes, else she could’

not ke my companion. I want a woman who can syntpathize
with m

who revérences the good and the true,—a woman whose love
shall _lnsp're and bless me, harmonizing and filling out my
life,—a woman whom I can love with all this great capacity
for loving, which proves its object must be somewhere,—a
woman to whom my heart could bow down reverentlyjand
say, ¢ My queen, riy conqueror!’ ”
~ Oh, Norman Guilds! while youn spoke the angel passed by
that way. .
¢ This is the place,” said John Lawton, as he opencd the
front-gate of the parsonage

“Yes; and, if you would have stayed to hear it, I should

t

T e

in my longings to bless and .to elevate humanity, -

NI
SRR
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;
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have told you that this lady—whom it is doing ourselves an
honor to call on, spite of your reluctance—was a protégé of

1417

‘the parson’s.
¢ What is her name [ ed
“ Why, man alive! don’t you know that? Muric) Heith!”
And John lifted the handle of the brass knocker.
A light suddenly flashed through the mind of Norman

‘Guilds. He knew who she was. ¢ John, I am very glad

you brought me here to-night,” he said; and then the door
opened. h
Muriel Heith, the authoreqs, entered the room with tha

half-reserved, half-embarrassed air which always characterized
her manner to strangers. She was not used to be lionized.

.'I doubt whether she was of material ever to be.

John looked at her curiously, Norman, long and eagerly,

as they presented themselves.
Muriel did not hear Norman’s name, and asked him to

repeat it after a fow moments’ desultory conversation. They
had, unfortunately, left their cards at the hotel.
¢ Norman Guilds. It is barely possible you remember it.”
One glance—eager, piercing—swept his face. Her own
brightened, her lips quivered. Then, with something of the

* old childlike manner he remembered, she placed her hands

in his, and answered, “I am glad to see you, Mr. Gruilds.”
The call, which was intended to occupy but a few mo-

“ments, extended into very late evening. John was profuse
) "
. g%
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in his praises of the young authoregs ag they returned to the

hotel, but hig cousin was unusually taciturn. L
However, Norman Guilds did not leave Stony Creek the
next day, nor the next week, for that matter; and. I know
that every day he visited the old parsonage.
Miss Muloch thinks that % God made about one of every

- thousand marriages that are committed on earth.” I have

been' inelined to this opinion sometimes myself. Be that as
it may, however, I believe the angels in heaven smiled when

Norman Guilds and Muriel Heith clasped hands and pro- -

mised to walk thus till God called them.

Late in November the young girl wrote in her journal,—

“ Nérman left to-day, but he is coming back to me with
the birds of April ; and then we are to be together,—together
- till death do part us! I am very happy, even in his absence.
The dumb silences of my heart are filled-now with the eternal
mugic. The .old-homé restless longings are all gone. God
be praised that I have found the¢ at last, Norman Guilds, my

KiNg !’
&

To Arthyr, Asleep.

S S———

SrILLy, oh, very stilly, with clasp’d hands,
That would hush down the beating of my heart,
[ stand and watch thy slumbers. ~ Round thee now,

Like silver clouds flung on a’summer sky,

‘The snowy curtaing tremble, and betwixt

Their loopings—a baptismal sent of heaven—
Plashes the sunshine on thy face and ha,ir.
O'bud of one brief summer, by that smile,
Like light on operiing roses, do I know
The angels are with thee,—that those blue eyes, .
‘Which break up to me in their sudden joy,
(As I have pray’d God’s seraphs might some day,)«
Still watch the radiance of those sapphire hills,
From Which so late thow'st wandered.

‘ One white hand,
Tike an unfolding lily, is crush’d up
Amid the clustering curls, whose golden hues
| Were canght among thy mother’s.




TO ARTHUR, ASLEEP.

Oh, most fair

And heaven-like picture that the world can throw

Along its changeful canvas,—child aslecp !

Through my dim tears, I stand to-day and watch

Mournful above thy rest; I who have walk’d

Out from the gates of childhood, and who wear

The ¢ burden and the weatiness of life”

-On heart and forehead. N .

» , What of joy or good
(Stringing along this hush the future’s pearls)
Shall shape my prayer for thee, that life may lay
Her gold, her myrrh; and incense at thy feet,— .
Her jewels round thy brow ?

Not these—not these—
Be my heart’s asking. May our Father lead
Thy young feet tenderly across the hills
To the “ far country,” and it shall be well,—
Well with thee, sweetest, even if thy life
Take but the key-note here, and sing the song
Upon the purple mountains! So sleep on,
Thy smile the Joving chorus of my prayer :—
“In life or death may God be with the child )’

{

~ The Weiory Bells.

And thou, too, whoﬂee’ér thou art,
That readest this brief psalm,
As one by one thy hopes depart,
Be resolute and calm.—LONGFELLOW.

CrrME! chime! chime! Sending down through the silent

" eorridors of many years their solemn voices, now soft and

sweet as the cradle-song of a new mother, now surging into a

full, rick, triumphant jubilee, and now melting down into a
~ deep, slow wail, that is, a blank groan of misery, anguish,

death.
Oh, memory bells! memory bells! your solemn voices ring
down to me, through the long distances, the story of my life.

‘To-night T will sit here very still and listen to you.

My-aunt was 2 stern, cold woman, and I lived with her
from infancy; for both my parents died before my recol-
lection. She was my father’s only sister, and ten yearslhis
senior. Her husband died in his youth and left her childless.

_ X can see her now, tall, thin, angular, with her smooth black

C B3




34 A THE MEMORY BELLS.
-

hair and cold gray eyes. I believe she loved me better than
any thing on earth; but she had little passion or emotion in
her nature. '

We were poor people,—not mise};aibly -80,—but my aunt
kept a small toy and needle-store,—the only ore in the village,
—and the small sales of this supplied all our wants. We
lived in a large, wide, old-fashioned house. One of the front
rooms was appropriated to the store ; the other was our parlor.
Great locust-trees stretched their cool, green arms in front of
the house; and at the back was a large, plethorio, tangled old
fruit-garden. This garden was my teacher, my iospiration,
my exceeding great joy. Under those fjgnarled old pear, and
straggling apple, and bending plum—hr,&nches, what dreams
have I dreamed, what visions have I seen, in the dim summer
afternoons when my aunt sat knitting ﬁé}:ind the counter in
the little store ! '

My childhood, though stark and uneventful for one of my

nature, was not really harsh or unhappy. My aunt did not
understand and of gourse could not sympathize with my tem-
perament; but she conscientiously tried o do her duty by me.
I was brought up to a strict observance of all the outward
forms and ceremonies of the religion my aunt professed. I

believe she was a good woman, though amarrow-minded ore,

and is in heaven now. :
Well, T came up in the old house to my fifteenth summer;
and, as my aunt’s health was not very good, she retained me

THE -MEMORY BELLS.

: \ from school that season to agsist her in the store. T did not

fancy this at all. The confinement was irksome and interfered
with my studies and my dreams, which were really my life.

One day in the early June my aunt left me in sole charge
of the store, while she went to the city to replenish her
stock of merchandise. ‘

It was a very warm afternoon and there were not many
customers; so I had taken an old volume of miscellaneous
stories into the store, and was deeply absorbed in these when
the sound of carriage-wheels drawing up under the locusts
roused me. I looked out and saw a young ‘man spring from
the buggy, and then assist a young girl fo alight. They en-
tered the store together. I can remember just how they
looked. N '

The young man was apparently about twenty. He was
not handsome, but his large, deep, gray-blue eyes were very
beautiful ; and strengfh and sweetness were in the gmile with

which he looked down or his companion.
Qh, she was beautiful as the flowers that drink the dews of

May, or the birds that flash through the sunshine! Her rich,
warm, goldenish hair lay in wavy folds about her sweet face.
Her cyes of deep blue looked out softly from their shining
lashes; and her small mouth was like the first opening of
crimson tulips to the sunshine. I did not feel then as I
should now; the face had no great force or power in it. I

. only felt its rare bloom and sweetness.
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The young girl had been out in the woods and torn her
dress—a delicate pink lawn—in searching for wild-flowers.
She was quite ashamed to return to the hotel in sych 2 di-
lapidated condition; so she had come into the store to get
some sewing-silk, and, with my permission, to mend the rent
there. |

# Perhaps I can do it for you,” I ventured, blushmg at- the
two pairs of eyes that were searching my face so curiously.

“Thank you. - It will be such a favor,” answered the soft,
musical voice; ¢ for, if there’s any thing I despise, it’s ménd-
ing a xgnt. Oh, that shade will just match my dress ” run-
ning her snowy fingers over the skeins of silk I had brought
forward.

# Will you walk into the other room 7’ T asked.

- «No, Woolsey, you mustn’t come now.” And she play-
fully waved the young man back, as he was following ug into
the sitting-room,

“ Yes, I must, too, Hattie. You needn’t think I'm going
to stay in the store here all alone\for half an houi-, with
nothing to do but bite my thumbs.”

¢ Perhaps you'll like to walk out in the garden, sir. It’s
very pleasant; and our flowers are in bloom now,” I sug-
gested. '

% Thank you; I'll go out and see if they are as fair as the
flowers inside.” :

I remember how she sat down in my aunt’s great rocking-
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 chair that always stood in the corner, and I gave her the great

palm-leaf fan which hung every summer above the mantel.

What & pieture she was with her loosened bonnet-strings
waving back and forth to the motion of her fan! T knels
down there at her fest, and sewed away to the low musicel
sound of her voice, dropping like a sweet song into my heart.

Harriet Lisle—like myself—was an orphan: But her
mother’s brother had adopted her. He was a widower, and
kig little niece was; hIS tne pet and idol.

Woolsey Duiton was the son of this unele’s wife’s sister. So
he wag only nominally Harriet’s cousin, though he was very
dear to her, for they had known each other from childhood.

Her uncle—Woolsey—and herself "had been travelling
through the State, and were stopping for a few days at the
hotel in the adjoining village.

Thus much I Jearned of Harriet Lisle’s antecedents before
I had ‘placed the finishing stitches to the Iong rent in her
dress ; and I reciprocated her frankness by giving her a brief
account of my own life. Afterwards we walked through the
garden and found Woolsey among the vines, whose buds were
strung like jewels amid the green leaves. '

‘We wandered up and down the old weed-tangled, tree-
shaded garden, with which Woolsey and Harriet were in per-

fect raptures. I remember the season was late and the apple-

trees were just in blossom, and the wind shook musically

~ through the white spray of the boughs. Woolsey plucked a

4
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branch of these and twisted them around my forehead, then
stepped back & moment and looked at me. There was some-
thing in his deep glance that brought the lids over my eyes,
for I was very timid then, But Hattie drew up to me and
whispered softly, % Woolsey is thinking how pretty you look.””
~ As a-child, I was painfully bashful; but, after the first ten
minutes, I never dreamed of fearing Woolsey Dutton. There
was something in his manner, in himself, that drew me out
his presence was a kind of inspiration; and I was astonished
to find thoughfs and emotions which had lain hidden in' my
heart for years breaking eagerly over my lips, while the echoes
in the hollows caught up and tangled sweetly together our
outbursts of merry laughter. We came suddenly upon a
large rose-bush in one corner of the garden. It was full of
white buds, but none had blossomed. ¢ In two or three days
they will be out,” I said. “How I should like to have you
see them [ ‘ .
Woolsey leaned over to examine the bush, and on one side
he found a half-opened blossom, its pure white lips lying in

beautiful contrast against the dark leaves. He uttered an
exclamation of delight. I plucked the flower and gave it to

him.
| “T shall keep it because it reminds me of the giver,” he

said, with a bow that would have honored a princess. “Itis -

pure and fragrant, and hidden.like her own life. I have
found two flowers this afternoon.”

THE MEMORY BELLS. 89

& Now, I declare, if I’m not jealous, Woolsey !” interposed
his cousin, with a mogt becoming pout of her erimson lip.

Her cousin patted her playfully under the chin and said
she was a very sweet rose too. And so we slowly returned to

* the house just as the tree-tops were purpling with the rich

light of the sunset.
«We sha’n’t be back for tes unless we hurry, Woolsey. 1

wish we could stay longer.”

¢80 do I. But we will come back some time.”

« Will you? Will you, truly? Ob, L am so glad 1” eagerly
clapping my hands.

«Yes. And I want you to remember this, my white rose-
bud. 1t may be two, three, or even four years; for we leave
here to-morrow, and my time is not now at my own disposal.
But I shall surely come, if God spares my life, before the old
rose-btjxéh in the garden hangs its boughs with the white blos-
soms of six summers. Do you believe me, Ad@ie g

T believe you.”
«Well, say it again:—‘I believe you, Woolsey.’ Place

: your hands in mine and lock straight in my eyes.”

" There was a kind of magnetic power about Woolsey Dutton,
whether he was grave or gay, which usually belongs to strong
characters. 1 did not think of refusing him. I placed my
hands in his. I looked into the shining deeps of his eyoes

and said, ¢ Woolsey, I believe you.”
«T ghall come to see you some time too,” said Hattie,
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leaning her bright face out of the carriage, and lkissing me .

_Just as they were leaving.
Woolsey had gathered up the reins in his band. He bent

down and pressed hig lips upon my forehead, then sprang -

lightly into his seat, and they were gone—gone ; but oh, what
a Jong break-of sunshine they had left upon my life !

Five years had passed. I stood upon my twentieth hirth-

day. I had changed not more outwardly than inwardly. The
old child-dreams in the garden were frequent as ever; but
now they were often incarnated in pross or poems, and my

life had a new aim and purpose. Still T wag only passively-

happy. The great social and intellectual clements of my
_ pature were not answered, and there was little congenial
society in Woodfem, little around me to evolve the msthetio
part of my being; and this was constantly vainly craving its
natural element. My aunt still sat in the little store, prim
and stately and trim as ever, though the five years had
sprinkled much silver in her hair, and deepened the wnnkles
~ on her forchead,

Well, it was a June afternoon again, bnght and balmy ag
its predecessor of five years ago. I fat in my little chamber,
with the peach-houghs shakmg against the window ; ; and the
memory of the young man with his sweet fair-haired cousin
tame drearily over me. '

“ Five years are gone,” I murmured ““and he has not come,
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and in"all this time I have not heard from him. But my old
faith has nob gone out. This year, I am certain, will bring

him.”

Then I rose, went down stairs, and out into the garden,
where the old rose-bush stood heavy with buds.
« Nothing but buds,” I murmured, as I lifted up the heavy
branches. ¢ How I wish there was a single rose there!”’
¢ There is,” answered a low, deep voice at my side. 1
turned and confronted the_ speaker with a low shriek of sur-
prise. That rich, varying, radiant smile struck some chord of
recollection. In a moment I recognized him. He extended
his hand.” « Ah, you know me now, for your eyes say it !”
"4 But how in the world did you get here ?”’ C
«T came in through the gate that opens on the lane, in-
tending to pay my respeots to the rose-bush first, and behold !
a fairet than the rose-bush is here. But you see I have kept
my promise. Are ydu glad I have come ?”
«Yes, very.” I am always honest with those who are
so with me. “But it iy strange you knew me at the first

glance.” ‘ '
¢ Hardly. Your face has that in it which will never

- change. Yet you are _greatly'altered certainly.” And he

swept my face with his calm, deep-set eyes, @ glance that you
felt took in all he wished to know. ¢The five years haver
done what they promised to, Miss Reid,—ay, and more too.

The bud is in very truth a flower now.”
. 4
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“You are flattering me, Mr. D‘l%tton,” I said, as the warm
blood flushed into my cheeks.

“Was I? I surely had no such intention. And. permit
me now to counteract any evil effect it may have. I do mot
- think you are handsome, or that you ever will be.”

¢ Thank you. You need not apprehend any very dangerous
effects from your remark. Qur very slight acquaintance would
‘hardly warrant my dttaching any importance to it.”

“You are right. T understand your reproof. And now I
will finish my remark. If you are not handsome you must be
at times far more than this,—exceedingly beautiful. There,
now, don’t aﬂswer me. You have not said whether I have
* changed.” '

“Yes; you are taller and stouter but your face has the
same expression, though it is five years older. But how is
your cousin?  Will you not tell me of her?”

“ Verj well, thank you, and growing fairer every day. But
you shall judge for yourself.”

He drew from his pocket a small tortoise shell-case, and,
tofiching the springs, handed it to me. T opened it and gazed
- down, half-entranced with the sweet vision of earth-loveliness
before me. The full pouting lips, the blue laughing eyes, the

‘warm golden hair rippling about the soft full cheeks, all seemed

like breathing life in the rich artistic daguerreotype before
me; while the soft, mellow background only added to the pic-
turesqueness of the whole.
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¢« How beautifal ! how beautiful I It was all I could gjac-
ulate.

«Yeg, it does Hattie justice, I think; and that iy saying a
great deal. - She returned from the South last month, and has
gone up to the White Mountains, where I am to join them.”

I sighed. The contrast of this bright life with the dull
aray one of my youth was very great. My being had long .
cried out for some broader experience, for some of the sun-
ghine and the wine of the life of this world, and nobody had

heard it,~—nobody but God.
I think he ﬁqticed the sigh, though he did not speak of it.

" He only asked, with that natural earnestness so peculiar to

him: “Have you been expecting me "’

¢ Hardly that. Vet I always belioved you would come some
time.” ‘ :
¢ Thank you for your faith. And now may I go, and will
you come with me and sit under the shade of that old apple-
tree? Iwant to hear what you have been dmng for the last
five years.” '

« Not much.” T answered the first question by turning
towards the tree. ¢ Let's see: for the next two years I at-
tended the Academy, the othdrs I have been reading, dream-
ing, and—washing the breakfast and supper dishes for Aunt

‘ Martha.”

¢« All right,”” with that sweet, half-triumphant smile, soft-
ening the stern mouth and brightening the deep eyes. The
‘ £
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_quiet life has not hurt you—ithe fairest ﬂowers bloom in the
~ hidden places.” .

I wonder if this does not sound very strange, very abrupt

to you, reader ; it certainly does to me, as I sit here by my

- cottage window, this summer-night, and think it over. Yet.

it seemed very natural, very proper, then. It may be my
ignorance of social conventionalisms placed me more ab my
ease; but it is my nature always to meet frankness with frank-
ness. Then Woolsey was not like other men, There was a
- quiet power, a certain strength, and selfreliance in his man-
nei‘, which involuntarily won another’s confidence. I cannot
tell how much influence all these things had over my replies.
I only know that so he spoke, and so I answered him.
Afterwards, he told me of himself. He had been travelling
for the last two years with his father in the southern part
of Furope. Since his return, he had heen ill, and 8o he
had come among the hills to recuperate, and to see me,”
he added, with that shadow of 2 smile softemng the stern
mouth,
Woolsey Dutton had passed the day previous at the hotel
~where he and his cousin had stopped five years before. He
had met there, Doctor Mead, our village physician. The
young man and himself had mutual acquaintances in Now
York. He had ridden over to Woodfern, and dined with the
Doctor. He was anxious to obtain lodgings in some private
family. He mentioned this to the physician, who recom-

il

‘and she had formerly tak
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mended him ‘to my aunt, saying her house was a large one,
Ln a lodger. Perhaps she would do
s0 again at his request.

I mused. Perhaps my aunt might be induced to oblige
Doctor Mead, for he was an old friend and especial favorite of
hers. The middle chamber, that dim, pleasant, old-fashioned
room, against whose windows the branches of the plum-trees
swung lazily all the summer, had been empty since old Mr.
Willis,—our former lodger,—had left. I explained this to
the young man.

It had been arranged that Woolsey and the Doctor should
call at my aunt’s that evening. The former had, however,
taken a stroll through the village, and coming up the lane
which bounded the foot of our garden, he had Tecognized it,
and, the gate being open, entered the garden. |

Soon’ after this explanation Mr. Dutton left. I returned
to the house. Ido not know whether there was any smile
playmg around my lips, but I know there was one about my
heart.

In the evening, the two gentlemen called. My aunt was
at first quite reluctant to admit the young stranger into her
household ; but the urbane doctor overcome all her objections,
and she consented to receive him.

The next two weeks is a long break of sunshine, and
flowers, and music upon the gray monotony of my life. My
whole being seemed to expand, to drink in new vitality;, I
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did not analyze my own feelings. I only knew and thanked
God that I was happy. ‘

Yet Woolsey Dutton and I did net see so very much of
each other. My aunt, both from nature and education, had a
good deal of social conservatism; and she would not have ai)-
proved of long interviews between the young lodger and my-
self. Still we saw each other daily, and, no matter how brief

was our meeting, I always came away with some new thought.

or idea. Woolsey Dutton’s manner was always strongly
marked with quiet and composure; but it was the quiet’ of
power, the composure of self-reliance. He was,—what so few
men are,—thoroughly and entirely manly. I never saw a man
who cared less for the opinions of others, who practically de-
fied them more. Yet do not think I am painting a modern
hero. He was not perfect ; on the contrary, he had some glar-
ing faults. DBut when his great, shining virtues of heart and
mind rose ﬁp to confront these, you felt there was that in him
to love which few men possessed. , :

Once or twice we rode out together. Those rides I shall
never forget. And in ‘the evenings he would come and sit
in the parlor with my aunt, and talk with us for an hour.
He lent me books, and suggested my studies.

L was too absent-minded, too dreamy,” my aunt said',‘to be
trusted to wait on the customers. She had relinquished all
hope of my ever becoming her successor in the toy and needle
line. Poor woman! this was very hard for her.
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Woolsey Dutton-and I met oftenest in the quaint, old, gar- \
den. There we used to sit in the late afternoons, with the
summer-winds flapping the leaves over head, or rocking the
grass beneath, and talk of poets, and books, and paintings in
the Old World and the New, and of life, earnest, real, solemn
life. '

Well, you have forestalled it all, reader. It is the old, ever
new story,—the story Adam first told to Eve in the world’s
fresh morning, away among the fair flowers and the sweet .
music-winds of Eden; the story that man has told to woman
ever since; 28 sweet, ag solemn, as all-consecrating, and all-
comprehending now, as when our one father whispered it to
our one mother under skies which no storm-cloud had ever -

-darkened—*I love you!” And it came to pass that Woolsey

Dutton said those words fo me. I will tell you how. =
The great sun was toppling over the mountains in the west,

and heaps of rich, mellow clouds had tangled themselves into

the sky, when I went down the garden to gather the last bowl

~ of strawberries for supper. I worked very diligently for a

while, T know not how long; but the bowl was nearly heaped
with the large, red berries, when a voice, to which my heart
always quickened, said, in low, quiet tones: ¢ There, that will
do; I want to talk with you awhile.”

I sat down the bowl among the strawberry-vines, and he
drew my arm in his, while we paced up and down the long
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walk by the fence. He did not speak for several minutes.. At
lagt, he asked, ¢ What are you going to do?”
I was used to his abrupt manner :—¢‘ Going to do? When?

'Where 7 : .
“When I am gone. I have had a letter this afternoon,
which summons me to join our party immediately.”
Tnvoluntarily my fingers quickened over his arms. My head
swam. I realized then what light his gomg away would take
from my life.

A deep glance stole up from under those long lashes, and

partly restored my self-possession. ¢ So soon! It cannot be
possible !’ T stammered. o
“Yes: it must be. When I come back, shall I find youn

here 7’

“T can’t stay here any longer with this dull, cold, stark life
about me. I must leave it, or die. T shall g0 somew’wre
and teach school.”

«That is right. You have been here lIong enough. Still,
there is another position I should like better to see you oc-
cuPy »n. . ‘

I looked up in surprise. ¢ What is it 7"’

Woolsey Datton leaned down, and Whlspered a few words
in my ear—a few words, and yet they were life, riches, every-
thing to me. They ha;v&fpﬁ%ed me through all the after

“iN o,”” my long-cherished purpose breaking out suddenlyl

THE MEMORY BELLS. - 49

years, and they will follow me uatil my life floats out on the
eternal seas into the river of God. |
«Yes” Just so briefly, just so solemnly, I answered the

whisper.
He drew my head down on his shoulder; he smoothed back

wy eurls very tenderly; and he said, in his low, solemn tones:

- % @God make me worthy of you, my Adeline.”

Oh, memory bells! memory bells! Ye float down to me
now one grand, pealing, triumphaat tide, the sweetest, richest,
most triumphant of my life. So we were betrothed. With
the going down of the sun, our two lives rose into one. This
was in June. In the early September, Woolsey promised to
come for me. He would then be established in his profession,

which was that of the Jaw.
Oh, how dazzling were the heights of that future to which

‘T locked up as I stood on this great Jandmark of my journey!

And so many a maiden has stood before, and many will stand
again, looking off to the radiant land of promise. Oh, thank
God that sometimes the dream is not more blessed than the

reality |

The next day Woolsey left. The evening before, he had -
formally requested my hand of my aunt. I shall never forget
that hour. She sat stiff and stately as ever in her high back
rocking-chair by the side window. She was slowly rocking

to the endless motion of her knitting-needles. I do mnot

D &
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believe she was ever voluntarily idle for a half-hour of her
life. -

~ Woolsey led me up to her{ ¢« Mrs. Fellows,” hae said, with
& tremor of tenderness sliding through’ his rich tones, ¢ Ilove
your niece; and she says she loves me. We cannot walk
apart through life. Will you not consent that we shall go
together ?” .

Surprise startled my “aunt out of her usual reticence of
emotion and expression. I had never before seen her evince
go much feeling, never felt how she ‘really loved me, despite
our antipathetic temperaments.

¢ M. Dutton,” she said, clasping her thin hands over ours,
¢ will give her to you; but oh, be very tender of my child!
In a little while, she would have been all alone; and now I
shall go down to my rest with a quieter heart, fecling that
she is sheltered in your love.”

I started at those solemn tones, and Iooked earnestly into
my aunt’s face. It flashed over me then that it had grown
very ‘white and thin during the last year. And the thought

of this clouded, all that evening, the great joy newly-born in -

my heart. ‘
Well, as T said, the next morning Woolsey left The part-
ing, of course, was painful; but oh, what rich hopes shone
‘down upon us from the bright hills of the beyond!
The summer wave out her green web, and autumn took her
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place at the year’s great loom, and flashed through it her
gorgeous conceptions of gold, and crimson, and purple.

Every mail brought me letters from Woolsey,—very tender
and loving ones that filled my heart With\ music, and crowned
the days with light.

I did not dream so mueh now, but I studied more, for I
was determined to be intellectually his companion. He so
great, £ learned, so noble, who had chosen the wild-rose to
wear in his heart. ‘

Woolsey had promised to be with me in September; but,
before the summer was gone, he had written that this would
be impracticable. No matter. I was content to wait patiently
another month; and the disappointment was keener for him
than for me. ' -

The storm broke suddenly. There was no muttering of
far-off ' thunder, no beating up of black cloud-billows over
distant mountain-tops, but, in one moment, the rain descended,
the crash came, and my heart was riven. ' "

¢ Adeline, here is a letter for you,” said my aunt, as she
hurriedly entered my room one afternoon in September. It
was brought by a boy in a carriage ; and he stands a the door -
waiting for a reply. I can’t remain to hear it, for there, are
custorters in the store.” A

I did not recognise the delicate, girlish chicography; and,
with much curiosity, I broke the seal.

The letter ran thus :—
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“My DEAR ADELINE, for you are still this to me, though
80 maﬁy years have passed since I looked in your hazel eyes,
or pushed back the brown curls from your fair cheeks.
%I would come to you, but I am too ill to do thig; and I
have much fo say to you. I am stopping at the old Stony
Creek Hotel; and I write this afternoon to implore you to
return in the carriage with John. Aunt Sarah is with me.

Wil you come for the sake of that long-gone afternoon, and

because I am Woolsey’s cousin, to your friend,
‘ o Hagrprigr Lisre.”

I went into- the store, explained the message to my aunt,

and said to the boy, T will go.”
It was 2 fair, mellow afternoon in the late September, with
the sunshine flecking the tree-tops, and the wind sweet and

balmy with its loitering among green hedges and fragrant

hollows.  Still, my heart was not in harmony with all this, as
we rode on. A cold fear, the prophecy of cdming evil, seemed
creeping over my spirit. I tried vainly to reason myself out
of this vague terror. - It elung to me all the way.

Harriet’s aunt met me in the hotel parlor very cordially, =

She was a tall, fine-looking, lady-like, and elegantly dressed
woman.  Still, there was something in her face that repelled
me st the first glance, T am better skilled in physiognomieal
induction now than I was then; so I jfelt, rather than

discerned, the cold, ealeulating expression of the handsome,
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‘well-preserved face, The mouth and chin were large and

square. They had power and will in them; but they were
the least agrecable portion of her face; and her smile, though
it was bright, was not warm or sweet.

“T am very glad you are come, my dear,” said Mrs. Hlder,

" clasping’ my hand, and gcrutinizing my feazxres with her

sharp, penetrating glance. ¢ Ab, it is the shme fair, sweet
face Hattie has so often painted for me! No wonder! no-
wonder "’ she added, these last words to herself, and with a
sigh which surprised and somewhat troubled me. = “ You will
come up to our private parlor P’ she said, interrogatively.
“My niece hag just fallen into a slight slumber; so we shall
have a good opportunity for the conversation I must have
with you.” .

I followed the lady to her room. With her own hands she

removed my shawl and bonnet. Then we sat down together

on the sofa. She drew her arm around my waist. She
looked straight into my face with her cold, calm eyes; and
there, in the dimness and quiet, she commenced her conversa-
tion. All my faculties seemed in a state of dumb bewilder-

~ ment; and yet my heart and brain took in, with almost pre-

ternatural vividness, the sense of every word she spoke. - She
told me that she was herself a childless widow, and that
Hattie’s mother was her only sister, and the child was dearer
to her heart than her own life, for she was all the love earth

kept for it.
o
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Woolsey Dutton and Harriet Lisle had grown up together,

and had loved gach other. Three years before, they had
been engaged. This autumn they were fo have been marvied.
But Woolsey had seen me; and, on his return from Woodfern,
had requested a dissolution of his first. engagement. The
tenderness of a brother was all his heart could give to Harriet
Lisle. And these words had wrecked the life that was just

opening into its beeutiful womanhood: Her aunt saw that

day by day the delicate life of her idol was drooping, drooping
toward the grave. Once, stung almost to madness with ‘the
agony of this thought,"Mrs. Elder had reproached Woolsey
for the wrong he had done. He had scarcely attempted to
defend himself, for his heart was wrung with sorrow for the
youug life he bad wrecked. ¢ Dearly as I love my Adeline,”
were his words, in that moment of self-condemnation, « had
. I suspected the depth of Hattie's attachment, T would never
have abrogated our engagement. But it is too late now.”
~ After many painful conflicts with herself, Mrs. Elder had
resolved to write to me privately. - But she had concluded an
interview would be more satisfactory on both sides.

She was travelling with her niece ; and, as they were within
half a day’s xide of Woodfern, she had resolved to see me.
Harriet was, also, very desirous of doing this, and had been
ever since she learned of my engagement to her cousin, She,
- of course, knew nothing of her aunt’s design in bringing
about this meeting. ~ And then, I remember, the proud
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woman sunk down at my fest, and, lifting her tearful face
and clasped hands, she implored me to save her niece, and
spare her own gray hairs from the grave where they soon
would be laid beside her. ¢ THave pity upon us! oh, in
mercy have pity upon us!” was the burden of her sobbing
prayer.

And I did. I had sat stupefied, overwhelmed, benumbed,
with all these disclosures; but the spirit, which, thank God!
never in my time of great need deserted me, came to my help
once more, I had lost confidence in Woolsey. Oh, reader!
has life taught you the bitter agony of that death-sentence
over one beloved ?  The plighted husband of another, he had

"poured into my ear his betrothal vows. I could not trust
him. My heart died out within me while I resolved it; bub

I did not falter. T would not be his wife.

«Tell me how I can help you, Mrs. Elder?” I asked,
briefly; for just then it was very hard to speak.

I believe she arranged the whole mattér. I do not distinetly
remember, for I hardly held possession of my own faculties.
But I know it was settled that I should write to Woolsey,
solemnly annuling our engagement, telling him' it would be
ugeless to attempt a meeting, or to endeavor to shake my deci-

~ gion. Of course, he was never to know of my interview with

Mrs. Elder. She would prevent her niece from alluding to it
before him. If I had been older, or had had a more intimate

knowledge of the world, I might possibly have suspected
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some hidden motive in all this, and not - yielded so readily to
Mrs. Elder's wishes, As it was, however, no suspicion
crossed my mind. I only desired that what I did should be
done quickly; and, when Mrs. Elder suggested the pro-
priety of writing at that time, I eagerly acceded. So, with
steady fingers, but with an aching heart and burning brain, I
sat down and wrote the words which were ‘my heart’s burial
~ service, '

“ Aunt Sarah, how long have T been a,sleep it

The voice; faint and musical, wound in through the half-
open door; and Mrs. Elder sprang towards it. I heard her
whisper :—¢My darling, the young lady has come ;” and then
followed a quick exclamation of delight and surprise from her

niece. ;.  * ,

1 Jeaned my head on my hand, and tried fo concentrate my
energies for the meeting. |

A moment later, she stood at the door. Oh, what a fair;
fragile creature she was! fairer than when, years before, T sat
sewing at her feet, with that bright face shining down, like a
rare old. painting, upon me. : It retained all its old child-
softness of expression ; the eyes had deepened under their
shining lashes, and the same smile loitered ahout the crimson
lips, and" the same bands of - warm, goldenish hair swung
against the soft outline of the oval cheeks. Yet they had
grown thin; and she looked ill, despite the color with which
excitement was now stainihg her face.
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The girl sprung eagerly forward. ¢Iam so glad you are
come to me,” she said, parting back my curls and looking
long, eagerly, wistfully at me. I should have recognised
you anywhere. No wonder Ae looked in your face and loved

you.’ ’

Ter voice was very mournful,—perhaps 2 little bitter.

I do not know what I replied, or how long I remained. I
think my call must have been a brief one, for I was very
anxious to be all alone, with that great aching which the
broken-hearted alone can understand. My manner must have
been ver)*nat,ural,'fqryHarriet kissed me often; and I re-
member that several times we all broke into a laugh. "I think
it was when she alluded to Woolsey and myself. Well, I
made her life happy; and now I do not repent the sacrifice.

I returned home. For several weeks after, I was very ill,
with one deep, wild, constant cry breaking up forever from
the desolation of my heart. Death! death! How I longed
for it! But, though its dark feet came very near our door,
God bade it pass by on the other side. T recovered slowly.
Our Father who is in heaven led the weak feet of his child
by a way she did not know. In the night of exceeding dark-
ness the hands of love were reached down, and I clasped
hold of them, The waves went ever me,—the great salt wavey
that drenched out all the blossoms'ax}d beauty and brightness
of my life. But I did not die. And, reader, it 1s a:‘ great
truth: take the words home to your heart; and,{ if the
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darkness ever come, they may arise and shine upon you:—
When our earithly tife is all dead @ is still our duty to live
‘for God. And I lived for him, and the reward came,

It was in the late November—a cold, bare, wind-shrieking
day;when I took up a paper, and read the marriage of
Woolsey Dutton and Harriet Lisle. But of that, now,—even
now,—I cannot speak, 4

!

Five years had .passed.“ For me they had brought many -

changes. My aunt slept under the great poplar-trees which
flanked the south side of the little graveyard at Woodfern.

The store had passed into other hauds,—-fthé store and the
quaint old garden where I used to dream. BOh, I had grown
out of the old dreams now! | 4

For three years I had resided in a large New England city.
My aunt had left me a few thousands, and the interest on this,
with my contributions to two or three first-class magazines,
supported me plainly, but comfortably, genteelly. The outer
life which I had so craved had become mine. T was happy,
for I had striven to do my duty, and to bring myself, so far as
was possible, in harmony with all my relations; but, after all,
my heart was the heart of woman. '

My home was in the suburbs of the city, for I loved the
country too well to abjure it entively. The summer afternoon
had been very fair; and, as it was deepening toward sunset,
I went out alone, as was my frequent custom, to have a short
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ramble before tea. I struck off into a new direction. Broad
fields or unimproved building-lots were all about me. I ram-
bled into some of these for the mere pleasure of burying my
feet among country grass and clover.

« Madam ! madam ! are you mad?”

A pair of utrong arms were clutched eagerly about my waist,
drawing me backward, while the loud, alarmed tones only
added to my terror. But the next glance downward revealed
all. A large, deep excavation, half filled with building-stones,

- lay just before me. It had been made several weeks before,

and weeds had grown all around the margin. One step more
and I should have been in eternity.

« 8ir, you have saved my life?” The words quivered over
my lips, and then ¥ locked up in my preserver’s face. There
was a little ery on both sides.

« Woolsey !’

¢ Adeline !”

For a while we stood white and still, looking at each other.
At lagt T extendgd my hand. ¢ You have done that for me 1
can never repay. Mr. Dutton, for its sake, let us be friends.”

He ‘claspedfit eagerly and lifted it to his lips. ¢ I have never
been any thifg but this to you,”’—then, as if a sudden memory .

_smote him,—¢ except once for a few days, Mrs, —; but I

do not know your name.”
«1 have not changed it, Mr. Dutton.”
«What !’ (with a quick start.) ¢ Are you not married?” .
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¢ No.” Co .

He looked at me with something of the old expression
shining afor down in his eyes;; but there was more than thig
there, more than I had ever seen before,—a mingling of doubt,
disappointment, grief. Then he spoke :— Adeline, you know
me. Iam-always abrupt : perhaps now I have no right to ask
the question which I do not feel as if I could leave you with-
out having answered. There is truth in your eyes, there is
honor in your face: and yet why did you so wrong me % Why
were you false to me ?”

“] was not false. T never wronged you, Woolsey Dutton.
It was you who perjured yourself —jyou, the betrothed husband
of another.”

Almost without my own volition, the words ro;é up from
wmy heart and crossed my lips.

¢ What do you mean, Adeline, by such.an accusation ?’

His voice was low and his lips were white; but no man

could be guilty and gaze down into a woman’s soul as Woolsey

Dutton then gazed down into mine.

¢ Were you not engaged to your cousin When you came the
laat time to Woodfern 1’

¢ No.” :

If you had heard the tone you would not have doubted him
any more than I did. Perhaps, if I had taken time to con-
sider, if T had allowed my judgment to control 'my impulses,
or if the meeting had not been so sudden and its revelations
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so astonishing, I should not have done what, after all, T have
never repented. At all events, we could not have separated
without each understanding bhetter the mystery,of the past;
and s0, ag we walked slowly along, neither minding nor caring
whither our steps led, I related to Woolsey all the circumstances
of my interview with Mrs. Elder, and my reasons for dis-
solving the engagement. Not once did he interrupt me. He
listened to every word as a convict to his death-sentence, hig
whole face growing white and rigid, and his mouth-—that
strong, stern mouth—settling down into an expression of re-
morseless determination,‘such as I had never seen there, such
a8, I now pray God, I may néver see again.

“ But the postscxipt to your letter —what did #ha¢ mean?”
he whispered through his shut teeth, as I ﬁnlshed my agltated
relation,

“There was none. I remember cvery word I wrote. It
was burned into my heart.”

He, grasped both my hands and looked me in the face
straight as Giod’s angel will on #hat day. “Did you not tell
me it was best, after all, I should know the whole trath ? that
another and deeper love had wakened up in the heart you had
promised to me, and for this reason, and no other, you had so

" written to me ?”?

“No.” That was all my answer, looking back straight in

hig eyes; and it was all that was needed.
6
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¢« will confront her with her Ze before to-morrow night,”
he said; and his still anger was fearful to behold.

“Don’t! don’t do any thing,” T entreated, feeling vaguely
. that we both had been the victims of some terrible imposition
but, looking in his face, I shw how useless it would be to
attempt to move him.

A few words explained ali Mrs. Flder had always been
desirous of promoting 2 union between Woolsey and her
nieee, in order ‘that the large property of the former might
be socured to her sister’s child; for Harriet was the proud
woman’s one idol. The young girl had loved her cousin for

years; and her aunt had discovered this, for Hattie’s nature -

was very transparent. That she would never have con-
sciously participated in her relative’s nefarious designs, we
were both very certain. But, though her nature was very
genﬂe and sweet, she had no great force of character,
and would be a very ready dupe of such a woman as Mrs.

. Elder.
- ¢She.must have added that postscript. I remember, now,

she was always good at imitating handwriting. ?  He would .

have cursed her if T had not la,m my hand upon his’ hps

¢ Tt is sin, Woolsey

Then we looked at each, other; and the same bitter, mocking
thought Inocked at both our souls :— We that should have
- walked together must go apart I
¢¢Qh, I cannot, cannot give you up I T will not let you go,
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Adeline, my beloved.” His tones were very foll of tender-
ness,—tenderness and anguish. Would you believe it? 1
was stronger than he, then,—he, the stern, 'proud, self-reliant
man. I comforted him, .

¢ But we will not ¢ walk apart’ gloomily, Woolsey. We Wlll
go on in the way our Father shall appoint, doing our work

- faithfully to the end, and thanking Him tha it is not so very

far off for either of us.”
“ But here, here, I want you here, my Adeline.” And he
almost crushed my hands in his grasp. ¢ My heart ‘wants

you; my manhoood wants you; my life needs you. You, and

you alone, could be its strength, its beauty, its crown.”

Alas! alas! how my heart echoed his words in that hour
of great trial! I tried to look upward and to point Woolsey.
there too: but ‘it was very hard ; for oh, how our humanity
will cry out in its weakness! how our hearts grow dumb in

their agony! I forgot my own sorrow, as the true-loving

always do, in pity for him; and it was this enabled me to
seem stronger than I was. ‘

At last he grew alittle calmer. T learned then that he was
visiting the city with his wife, but intended leaving the next

~day. A friend of his had induced him to purchase some lots’

in the suburbs of the city; and he had walked out alone to
look at these this afternoon. So our singular meeting was
explained. | -

Mrs. Dutton was still very fragile, more so than usual during
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the past year, and they were travelling for her health. Mrs.
Elder was residing with them; but she would do this no
longer, Woolsey fiercely added. He promised, however, not
to disclose any thing of the past to Harriet. She was a true
and loving wife, and Woolsey Putton would be to no living
woman other than a kind and tender husband.

So we parted. He would have remained in the city longer,
but I prayed him not to do this. I knew our weakness too
well. Tt was ‘ha'rd‘—;-oh, so terribly hard I—to place my hands

_in hig and say, ¢ Good-by;” hard for the feet to turn -away

when the hearts clung close together. No wonder it wrung
tears from those proud eyes; no wonder I tottered faintly

toward my home,

Another year I walked alone. Then I read one day in the
paper the death of Harriet Dutton.- o

Three months later /e came to me. Oh, reader, you have
guessed the rest! Did.we not belong to each other? One
year and one week from the time he was a widower, Woolsey
Dutton wag my husband. Every day I say the words over
‘with tears in my eyes,—such very sweet ones.

And so, over the years that sleep sepulchred and epitaphed
in that land whose gates no fingers shall ever unclose, whose
paths no traveller shall ever retread,—the land of the Past,—
have the Memory Bells rung down to me thus the stry of
my life. | '

Wend the Brecches.

¢ QH, dear save me !”’ said poor Mrs. Brown, settling her-
self into her flag-bottomed rocking-chair with a terribly woe-
begone, given-over expression of countenance, ““if that child

hasn’t gone and torn a hole in the leg of them span-ne{v -
breeches I made for him last week! Well, there’s no mse - .
Ctryin’. The more you do the more you may, and no thanks

for it-either. T don’t b’lieve since the world stood, any ather

_ mother ever had such a set of careless, hollerin’, yellin’,

stampin’, tearin’, destroyin’ boys as I’ve got. TFrom this tine
forrard, I'm resolved to let things take their own course, and
go to pell-mell as fast as they can get there.” And, having thus

emphatically delivered herself, Mrs. Brown pinned her cap- -

strings with such an air of doleful martyrdom you would have
felt that she was the vietim of all kinds of social and domestic
conspiracies and outrages. )

¢ No, you won’t do any such 2 thing,” whispered good com-

. mon sense in the ear of that most disconsolate lady, “You'll

just go and pick up those breeches of Tom’s, and darn that
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rent so nicely nobody ‘Il ever suspect there was one there, and
they'll last him all summer yet, You'll do it right off, too,
before it’s time to shell the peas‘for dinner, instead of sitting
thére, moping and grumbling all the ‘morni'ng, when you are
ot a bit worse off than your neighbours; and if your boys are
rude and harum-scarom, and make you a world of trouble,

they’re kind-hearted fellows, and you oﬁght to thank God they

do as well ag they do.”

“T ¢’pose Thad. Sometimes I think T am a little grumblin’
and fault-finding naterally,” soliloquized Mrs. Brown, as she
bestirred herself for the shears and the sewing-silk. _

Half an hour later, she was hﬁmmiug a tune to the quick
motion of her needle, and you would have had to look a long
way before you could have found a happier-faced wife and
mother than that of the little woman who sat sewing by the
kitchen-window, where the wings of the honey-bees flashed

- . in and out among the brier-roses.

Look here, reader. Have you the vapors, or the blues, or
the disconsolables in general?  Just hear what common sense

says, and “ mend the breeches.”

The Sunshine affer the Raiy.

It was a bright evening in the latter part of May.
Somewhere in the country stood an old farm-house, large,
rambling, and ill shapen; and yet there was a kind of pie-
turesque beauty about the tall, narrow windows and high
gables, which gave to the old building its quaint, almost
comical, physiognomy. The large, irregular garden, too, had
preserved to a wonderful degree the expression of the old
farin-house. You félt, somehow, that such a garden could
ouly belong to just such a building, There was the same
kind of plethoric amplitude about it, the saine rambling, dis-
connected details forming a not unpleasant whole. The
shrubbery was thick and indifferently trimmed, and the many
fruit-trees stood up with a kind of awkward strength, and
flung .out their flong‘ lmbs in a bold, manly sort of way,
which reminded you of the old Revelutionary ploueers, or, it

f-inay be, farther back, of the days of that priest-prince, Oliver

Cromwell, and his army of solemn heroes. RBut, 23 I was

saying, it was a May evening, and the sweet, serious moon-
W '
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light Iay all about the garden and the farm-house in the
country. It touched up the old gables, and it wandered off to
the shadows that lay in dark, tangled masses under the great

trees. :
The moonshine looked into the house, too, and there was

one chamber—a corner-one—where the soft, spiritual light
seemed (but, after all, this may have been mere faney) to-drop
with a clearer, sadder beauty than it did anywhere else.

The window was partially opened, and every fow moments

the breeze would come and fold away the dainty white curtalns,
so that the May moon could look into the chamber.

It was a plain, old-fashioned one, but it looked very com-
fortable with its striped carpet and painted wooden chairs.
There was a bed /oo, in one corner, with high posts and
chintz curtains, such as you may have seen in your grand-
mother’s spare chamber; and on this two. children were
slumbering. The heads were laid close together, and the
moonlight, as it quivered over them like a faintly-spoken
blessing, brought out the two profiles distinctly. They were
very unlike, and yet each in its kind was very fair. The arm
of one of the girls was wound about the neck of her com-
~ panion, and her brown curls were tangled up W1th the dark

locks of the other. -
~ But the _character of the two faces was a study. They were
g0 dissimilar, as the author of Christmas Traits says, ¢ you
fels that if the lifo of one would be a picture that of the
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other would be a poem.” Neither of those faces had gone
out from the sunshine of - its tenth summer; and yet there was
a dreamy thoughtfulness on the smooth forehead and a kind
of sad sweetness about the mouth of the one sleeper which you
could no more misinterpret than you could the energy and\
pride of the other. You could trace this latter in the casting
of the whole face, in the curving of the small ripe lips that
seemed hardly to repose even in sleep. '

* They were not sisters, those sleepers, but orphans, and the
memory of either could hardly travel back to a time when they

" had been separated. For nearly five years had the echoes of

the farm-house gathered up the sound of their childish glee,
snd Abbie Glenn and Grace Newman only knew they were
orphans by name.

But we will leave them with the angels and the May moon,
and go down-stairs, for a scene is transpiring at this quiet
house which will color the warp of their whole future.

“Come, come, Aunty Hill, don’t feel so bad about it
You've altogether too much sense to give way so. All our
tears can’t bring the dead back; and many times they're a

* great deal better off than we could make them if they were

with us.”
The speaker was a man somewhere on the hither side of

fifty,—large, muscular, and well formed, with a clear bright

- eye, and a mouth which, despite the lines of strong will about

it, looked kindly and good-humored. He wore his old-

A s M o

T R e N NN AT e A A e




0 THE SUNSHINE AFTER THE RAIN,

fashioned coat, too, just as the house did its angles and abut-
‘meants, so that you felt at once he was its proprietor.

“I know it, Uncle Nathan,” said the housckeeper, trying

to steady her voice and shut back the tears that would dampen
ber eyes; “it’s all very true what you are saying; but then
James was my only brother. He was younger than I, too,
and I always used to think I felt more like a mother than
any thing else toward him, even when we played together in
the old corn-felds at home and now to think of his dymg
off there in Georgla

A fresh spring of tears bubbled up to the poor woman's
eyes and concluded the sentence. Mr. Glenn took out his
handkerchief hastily, and walked to the window as though he
were suddenly seized with a strong impulse to inspect the
moonlight. _

There was a few moments’ silence in the sxttma-room, and
then Mr. Glenn asked, abruptly :—

¢ Mus. H1H "’ (an adjective he never used, except when he
wished to be unusually emphatic,) ¢ didn’s your brother leave
a son?’ g : .
“Yes,” answered the housekeeper. “Poor Mareus! he

will be thirteen next August, and what will become of the
poor fatherless and motherless child 7 A

“Precisely what I was thinking,” said Mr. Glenn, turning -

round and confronting his housekeeper, as though it struck
- him as a remarkable coincidence. . “Just send for your
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pephew to come up here: there’s room enough in the house,.I
reckon, and if there isn’t it'l bear another addition. He'll be
just the one to climb trees and hunt berries for the hair-brains
up yonder. Once more, I say, gend for your nephew, Mrs.
Hill : he’s welcome as long as he wishes to stay.”

The housekeeper did not answer with her lips. There
beamed from every lincament of her kind, motherly face a look
which epitomized whole volumes of grateful thanks.

And in the chamber above the children sIept on in the

_ white armg of the May moonlight.

¢ TUncle Nathan’s going to send for him next week; and
now, girls, yow'll have a first-rate playmate.”

Tt was morning, some two weeks after the decision re-
specting the future home of Mrs. Hill's nephew had been
made, that she. announced this to Abbie and Grace while
they sat at brealtast. -

Mis. Hill had talked a long time, dwelling, with pardonable
vanity, on the virtues, moral and mental, of her nephew, and
amplified considerably upon the advantages which would be
mutually derived from such an assoeciation.

The half-despatched muffins had been laid down, and the
steam from the china tea-pos rolling off soft gray clouds for
the last half- hour, when Mrs. Hill paused.

Abbie took up the subject.
«Qh, it will be g0, so delightful, Gracie!” said the restless -
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child, with e@stai;ie springs on her seat. “We can have some.
body now to help hold our ropes, and put up our swings,
and pull down the plum-branches, without going to *Uncle
Natha,n‘ and having him' say, as he always does, ‘Tut, tut!
what Tom-boys I’ ”

~ Grace laughed a clear, rich laugh, that, no matter how
weary and jaded and anxious your heart might have been,
would have fallen upon it like sweet music.

“Yes, it will be delightful, Abbie,” she said; “and then,
when the summer-days are so long and hot, and we cannot g0
out, we will all three sit in the house and play fairy-land, or
 building great castles among the beautiful clouds of sunset,—
you and Marcus and I, Abbie. Does Marcus know any stories,
- Aunty Hill #”

“Well, T expect he does, dear heart,” said the good old
lady, with one of her most genial smiles. ¢ It’s true he was
only six months old when I saw him last, but the doctor said
he was a remarkable baby, and would, no doubt, make a
wonderful child. But, dear me, children, the breakfast has
all grown cold while we've been talking.”” And the houge-
keeper broke with her silver ladle the yellow stratum which
bad gathered over the toast. -

So- they sat long at the breakfast-table that fair June

morning, and talked of the time when Marcus should be with

them, and painted bright pictures and framed them with the
golden light of the future.
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For the next two weeks little was talked of at the farm-house

“but the coming of Marcus; and, if Uncle Nathan did say  pish”

and “tush,” everybody krew he had been down to the stage
office twice to see if the boy had arrived. ‘

Oh, there was & great, warm heart throbbing beneath the
brown coat of the old bachelor! Abbie’s father knew this

when he said, with his dying breath, ¢Take my motherless

~ girl to Nathan and tell him to be a father to her for Ben’s

sake;”” and his gentle sister knew it, too, when she twined -
the bright curls of Grace round her cold fingers and whis-
pered, “ Give her to Nathan and tell him it was his *little
Mary’ sent her to him.”

It is true he had a little outside ronghness about him, and
T coulda’t begin to enumerate the man’s eccentricities, the
most prominent of which was his dogged obstinacy when once
Lis opinion was settled, as he had it.

But just find the way to Uncle Nathan’s heart and all was
right then; and herc again‘it was like the old house,—full
of mysterious entries and dark corners, and saspicious-looking

‘closets, but all well enough when you got into them.

At last Marcus came, very unexpectedly, as loncr-expected
guests are so apt to do. ‘

For five consccutive nights had Mrs. Hill worn her gray
silk and best muslin cap to receive him, and that morning she
was overlaying a plate of freshly-pared apples with a most de-

liclous pie-crust, while Abbie and Grace, on either side of her,
i .
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were taking their first lesson in this culinary mystery, when

Farmer Glenn entered suddenly and said, in his provokingly

cool wa_y‘f,'“A'unty Hill, bere’s your nephew.”
The words were like an eleetric shock to the whole trie;
but Uncle Nathan had a bachelor’s horror of a scene, so he

did not stay to witness this one, and you, reader, can ima-

gine it. :
«Isn’t he a fine boy? Didn’t I tell you so, darlings ?”’
queried Mrs, Hill, after the excitement was somewhat abated
and the boy had been duly presented to his new playmates.
The housekeeper’s pride in her nephew was justified by his
appearance. He was not ha,ndsomé, but his broad forehead,
his bright, dark eyes, and mouth about which the 8pno~htly
joyousness of ‘his nature was ever eﬂ'ervescmg in. smiles,
would have won you at once to the boy.
Abbie was, of course, the first to answer. She came for-

ward with a rare grace and self-possession for so young a child, -

‘and said, with one of her bright smiles,—
«You are welcome to our home, Marcus.”
But Grace stood on one side of Mrs. Hill and only said this

with her eyes; and so Marcus thought, ¥ shall like Abbie, |

1 know I shall, the best.”

But an hour later, when the c]nldren had grown somewhat
" better acquainted, and Abbie, with her usual vivacity, had
been laying out a world of play-work for the future, a little

dimpled hand was laid timidly upon the boy’s shoulder, and,
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Jooking round, he saw Grace Newman holding up a small

bouquet of exquisite moss-rose-buds and geranium-leavesi:
«It's for you, Marcus,” said the: child, in a whisper: “I
made it for you last Monday, and I’ve kept it ever since, so
the leaves have not withered at all.”
«Thank you, Gracie,” answered the boy, as he took the
flowers, with that natural grace which no courtly breeding can
confer. ¢ Then you thought of me sometimes, did you?”
Gracie’s blue eyes grew dark as she answered, eagerly,
« Oh, yes, to-be-sure I did; and every night before I went to
sleep I used to pray that God would bring Marcus to us

safely.” .
The boy threw his arm around her neck. ¢ Gracie,” he

. said, ¢ I shall always love you very dearly.”

And in after-years Grace Newman sometimes locked back
on ‘her first meeting with Marcus Holmes, and from the sweet
memory-bells of the past would ring down to her heart those
words :— I shall always love you very dearly.” -

That day of Marcus’s coming was marked with light in'the
calendar of the farm-house; but, after all, it was only a type
of many of its successors, over which we may not linger. The
child-lives were very bright ones which lay within the shadows

of the old country home.

Ten years had passed. May, that beautiful proof-sheet of
summer, had brightened the hills and the valleys once more.
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It was evening, and the moon was coming over the distant
mountairn, and the light lay soft and serious, just as it had
done ten years before, on the old farm-house and the fields
around it. Nothing was chan‘ged.. The trees stood just as
solemn and broad and green ; and, if the building had grown
older, you eould never detect it in that twilight made by the
moonbeams.

The soft, spiritual light crept into the corner chamber just
as they had done in the aforetime, and the same breeze came
up from the meadows and folded away the curtain, so that you

could see into the room almost as if it were day. It had’

undergone many changes. There were traces everywhere of
the softening, harmonizing touches of woman,—if we except
the high-post bed. That stood in the corner, with the dark
chintz curtains, just as it had always done.

There was but one occupant of the room, and she sat by the
window. What a glorious vision she would have been to an
 artist, in that attitade of unstudied grace, with one cheek pil-
lowed on her hand! The small, finely-shaped head, the dark
. hair, gathered into a rich roll at its back, and then the clear
regular profile, with the brown eyes and the red hps, made
Abbie Glenn a very beautiful girl-woman.

‘But, despite the graceful abandon of her person, the young
girl was not at ease. You could have divined this by the

restless movement of her ﬁngeré among the tassels of her

dressing-gown, by the nervous tapping of her small foot on

&
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the carpet, even if you kad not been near enough to hear the -
words she murmured to herself :— | -
«Tt is strange Marcus has nob returned this evening.
Grace would certainly have come up and told me, had he
come. To-morrow, I suppose I must answer that letter of
My. Seward’s and decide my future. What a brilliant one it
would be, as the wife of the millionnaire; and the mistress of

" one of those palaces on Fifth Avenue! How every one would

envy me, and what a simpleton Cousin Martha will think me
to refuse so magnificent an offer, even if Mr. Seward does Wf}al‘
a wig and is almost fifty. For whom, too, am T doing this?
For a man without family or riches, the nephew of our house-
keeper !’ - And, as the young girl said this, you might hzfve
seen, in the moonlight, the sudden curling of her rosy lips
and the bridling of her small head.

¢ And yet—and. yet—I love him.” And now a tender soft-
ness stole over the proud face and made it very beautiful.
«T may struggle against, but my heart cannot conquer its
weakness. - Oh, Marcus Iolmes, the ¢bright head’ which
Tord Duncourt said, last winter, would do honor to a coronet,
will be happiest laid against your heart, and the fingers that
lay calm and cold in the pressure of the millionnaire will throjo
and quiver at your lightest touch! How my heart, too, 18
always going back to the old days, when Marcus and T and
Girace wandered together through the wood-shadows,—those

days that are the great jowels of my memory.
7 :
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¢ He is gifted, and he will be great too, some day, and then
I shall be proud of him, my Marcus.

“He has never called me /s Abbie ; but then has he not
said that it was a luzury to look on eilch beauty as mine, and
do not his dark eyes follow me about the room with a world
of admiration, and is not beauty to him an intense, exceeding
joy? and mine, surely, must win bim. - Sometimes (gs the
moenlight can’t tell secrots, I will admit it) I have been a
little jealous of Girace, sometimes thought his eyes and voice
had a tenderer meaning when they addressed her; buf, then,
gentle and lovely though she may be, T know he thinks of
her only as a sister.  Pretty she certainly is, buﬁ then am not
I—" The sound of light feet on the staircase broke sud-
denly upon Abbie Glenn’s reverie, and a moment later a light
figure bounded into the room.

“ Abbie, Abbie!” called an eager voice. ¢ Oh, there you
are by the window. I thought you must still be asleep Is
your head better?”” And the speaker came up to Abbie and
looked fondly into her face..

“Yes, Grace, thank you, it is quite well; and so, when I
- woke, not finding you here, I came to the window and fell to

dreaming in the moonhght Blit what has kept you up so

late, dear P’ , |
“ Beeause—you will be so surprised-—-Marcue has come.”
Abbie Glenn almost sprang from her seat.
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¢ Marcus come ! and you have not let me know it ill this
time, Grace ?””  She spoke reproachfully, almost sternly.

“ Yes, I did, darling; I came up in five minutes after his
arrival.  But you were sleeping so nicely I could not bear to
waken you and so bring on that terrible headache again.”

¢« But I have been awake nearly two hours, during whieh
time it seems you and ‘Marcus bave not thought of me.’

«Yes, we have, and talked about you, too; and oh, Abble,
1 have a secret to tell you right here in the midnight moon-
shine! Let me lay my head in your lap. Oh, Abbie, I am
very happy, and these tears are blissful ones.” '

It was a sweet face, with its dark-blue eyes and fair oval
features, that nestled in the lap of Abbie Glenn; and maybe
you would have preferred its serener beauty to the brilliant
one above it.

A sharp, sudden fear sprang to the heart of Abbic Glenn,
but she proudly put it back ; and then, smoothing down the
bright ourls that fell over her lap, she said, softly,—

¢ Tell me all, Gracie, sweet cousin,”
And Grace drew her head close to Abbie’s heart; and, sit

* ting there, folded about with the white moonlight, she told

all, while her cheeks grew bright with blushes or damp with
tears, Iow that evening Marcus Holmes had taken her out
among the deep shadows of the garden and fold her, in his
sweet, poeh—werds, that he loved her, even her, better than
fame or riches,—better than his aims of the present or his
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hopes of the future; and he had asked her to become his
wife. ‘
How bewildered and astovished she was at first, and yet,

-withal, how exceedingly happy! Then, after she had trem-

blingly faltered the promise that he asked, and ‘he bad called
her -his Grace, they had had a long, long talk of the past
and the future.
. And Grace had told Marcus she wondered that he and
Abbie had not loved each other instead,—that the queenly
grace and beauty of her cousin had not won ‘bis artist taste
and heart; and he had smiled and answered,—
“They have won me, Grace, to glory, to luzuriate, in
beholding her excéeding beauty, as I would that of some
rare old statue or master-painting. My eyéS' never grow

tived of gazing at her. I love her, too, very tenderly, as the |

sister of my boyhood; but I have never gathered her into
the innermost folds of my heart.

«There is too great pride in Abbie’s nature for me ever
to find repose in her affection. She loves the world, its
clamor, its applause, too well ever to make my affection the
Uitima Thule of her life, Qur souls were not made for each
other.”” '

Abbie sat very still and heard all this, but her face had a
kind of hard, frozen look about it when Grace paused, and

involuntarily she clenched her hand, while, for a moment, a

strong impulse rushed over her to fell that sweet face to the
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floor and stamp all the ‘heauty out. of it; but with a strong
effort she restrained herself. '

“Giracie,” said the girl, putting her cheek down close to her
cotsin’s, ¢ your offence in not calling me was a very pardon-
able one. And so you will be Marcus’s wife, and Mbrs.
Holmes! Ha, ha, little coz! doesn’t the name sound
strangely ! ' .

Apnd Grace thought her cousin’s laugh was a very gleeful
one, when it was only wild, and hoarse, and almost mad.

Three hours later, when the night was waning, though the
moon still kept her silver watches over the farm-house and

the green garden thercof, a white, resolute-face was lifted

from the bed in the corner chamber, and it benrt over another

by its side, where sweet dream-smiles were hovering, and

- whispered, with fearful emphasis, ¢ Never, never, Grace

Newman, ghall you be the wife of Marcus Holmes, while I
have power to prevent it.”

Oh, Abbie Glenn! wasg your good angel far off that you
spoke these words in that evil hour?

And yet, reader, I am almost sorry that I have written
them, for I would have your heart deal very charitably with
Abbie Glenn. I know, in the time of temptation, she was
found wanting; but, for all this, there was much that was
noble and generous in the girl’s proud nature; and, after all,
her beauty, (now mark this,) her glorious beauty was her

greatest misfortune.
F
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Herl.ea,rly training, too, had not been in all respects of a
judicious character. Mrs. Hill was often yielding and in-
dulgent when cireumstances required stern reprimand or
unflinching decision. Then Uncle Nathan had made a grand
mistake, when he listened to the representations.of his
fushionable cousin and confided the orphan to a school of
her selection. And last, and worst of all, those two
‘winters of fashion and flattery, amid all the excitements of
metropolitan gayety,—oh, Uncle Nathan, it was, as I said, a
grand mistake, and you learned it oo lute!

 But, Marcus, why have you not iold your aunt and

~ Uncle Nathan of your engagement to my cousin? It is |

surely time they should know and rejoice with you; and
it’s quite too bad of you to be selfish and keep all your hap-
piness to yourselt.,”

Marcus Holmes and Abbie Glenn stood in a retired part
of the garden, where the path was flanked on either side by
a large growth of fennel, and the June sunset lay in bright
ripples ’along the western sky, when the young girl spoke
these words in a balf-rallying, half-earnest tone. The gentle-
man pulled several of the half-ripened fennel-heads, and scat.
tered the seeds on the ground as he answered :— '

«1 know it, Abbie, and I should have done this before,
but——"" There was a little embarrassment in his manner, and
an eager glanee stole up from under the thick lashes of his
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éompanion. ¢Tn short, you know, dear Abbie, I am poor i
(he said these words very proudly;) that my aunt’s carefully-
hoarded earnings sent me to the University, where { only
eraduated last year. I have no fortune, and can offer Grace .
but a very humble home. I fear her uncle may think 1 am
rash in this matter ?”’ d _ ‘

The last sentence was rather a question than an opinion.
Abbie drew nearer to him, and her voice was very low and
steady, and the young man did not know that the fingers
which twisted the silken tassel of her apron trembled like the
Jeaves around them.

«No, Marcus, you can trust the words of your boyhood’s
sister. My uncle is too gencrous and moble to allow your
want of wealth to influence him in the least. But if I might
say a word for Grace——"" She paused.

" Mareus started slightly, and his dark eyes were ﬁlled Wlth
surprise as he fastened them on his companion.

T do not understand you, Abbie,”” he said, inquiringly.

“Well, then, forgive me, Marcus, my brother, for T see 1
must speak plainly. You know our darling is the wealthiest
of ug three, for my parents left their child no fortune but
their own good name.

“The farm-house, even, was my cousin’s mother’s; and
though, in acdordance with the will, Uncle Nathan is to
pissess it during his hfetlme, the whole will be Grace’s at
his death.
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¢ Now, you see, I want you and my sweet cousin to find no
shadows drifting along your sunny future ; and so, Marcus,
you will forgive me for advising you to place all Graces
fortune at her own disposal, so that none—not even yourself
—-can reach it.”’

« Abbie,” said Mareus, with stern brevity, ¢ answer Ing one
questmn, and answer me honestly: is it with Grace’s consent
you have gaid this to me ?” ‘

Abbie eould not meet Marcus’s look, and she covered her
face with her hands; and it was her outraged conscience which
sent that tone of sharp agony to her Vome, but not so her
companion understood it.

“Do not ask me, Marcus; do not ask me.”

Tt is well : T am answered.,” 4

His companion did not hear the groan with which ‘he left
her, for the one that was in her own darkened soul at the
moment,

“I have commenced, and, whether I repent or not, it is $00

late to retract. The game must be played out now, and what -

I do must be done quickly.”

Abbie Glenn said these words aL she sat in her own room,
an hour later, and then she rose up and went down-stairs.

Oh, these links in the great chain of evil, winding farther
and farther on, through the snares and the pit-falls ! How
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constantly should the prayer go up from all our hearts, “Lead
us not into temptation.”

Abbie found her cousin in the sitting-room alone, for Mrs,
Hill was preparing supper.

Grace was reading. Her cousin stole up to her, and,
drawing one arm around her neck, laid the other playfully on
the page. ‘

Grace looked up with a quick smile, and drew down Abble s

face to her lips. -
«VWhat is Mareus doing that he should leave his fair lady

.alone so long?” asked Abbie, lightly.

“ He went to the village, deane, some three hours ago, and
hag not yet returned »
“Yes, he has; for T met him, less than an hour ago, in the
.garden: but he has probably gone out again. - Gracie, I have
something to say to you.”
There was a strange significance in her cousin’s tone, and
Grace looked up in surprise, '
¢You know, dear, that you are rich: now, don’t shake your
head so; at least, you are this in comparison with Marcus and
me. Now, what I want you to promise is this: that you will

make over all your fortune to Marcus.”

“0f course, it ig all his, Abbie. You did not suppose I
would retain any of it for myself, when I only value it for his
sake. I care not for wealth, for, oh! I have the great riches

of his love.”
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~ And the deep heart of the girl made her face seem like an
angel, as she spoke these words.

“I am very glad té hear you say so,” said Abbie, turning
- away her eyes, for she could not meet those of Grace: “ And
now, little cousin, I have an inkling that Marcus will say
something to you on this matter when next you meet; and
if his manner should secem a little eager, or impatient, or

singular, be sure and tell him that alf shall be his, withous

reserve : let him fully understand this.”

She had forestalled well the effect of these words. The
brightness went out from Girace’s face, for a sudden SuSplCIGIl
crept coldly to her heart,

¢ Abbie, has Marcus been gpeaking to you on this matter?”
- She asked it a3 though every word cost her 2 pahg. ,

“Well, yes, Gracie dear; he did just now allude to the
matter, when we were in ‘the garden: and 80, forglve me [
have spoken as I have.”

Grace drew herself up proudlj, but her face was white as
the dead.

“What did he say, Abbie? Tell me, oh! tell me, if you
would not kill me !’

That cry smote fearfully along the heart of Abbie Glenn,
but a fiend had possession of it, or she would not have an-
swered,— '

T cannot tell you, my sweet cousin, how it paing me to do . |

 this; but Marcus did mention, or, at least, gave me to under-
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stand, that, much as he thought of you, there were others—1
cannot speak it He is poor, you know, and no worse th:an
other men, darling, if your wealth influenced somewhat his
choice.”
¢«(Oh, Abbie, would that Ihad died before I had koown it!”
(irace Newman’s light figure rocked back and forth, as

| one’s will under a great burden, while she cried out the words.

But at that moment a quick, well-known footfall reached

both girls.
« He is coming. I will leave you now. Remember, Grace.”

And Abbie was gone.

The interview between Marous Holmes and Grace Newman
was a brief but very decisive one. The character of each, and
the miszipﬁrehension which existed on both sides, was enough
to insure this. If Marcus was rash. and proud, if his whole
high-souled nature recoiled from the faintest imputation of
wedding Grace for her wealth, the woman’s heart.of bis be-
trothed, with its outraged pride and affections, repelled as
scornfully the baseness that had won her for her fortune,
Marcus’s solitary walk had not tended to soothe his indigna-
tion ; and, with his ardent temperament, he did not wait till
time should afford him ealm reflection, but at once asked
(irace, with considerable bitterness in his tone, if it was her
wish to have her property immediately secured to her.

Misapprehending altogether the motives which prompted
the question, she replied, with womanly dignity, that she
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~ wished nothing about the matter ; but, as it scemed one of
paramount importance with him, she would promise the whole

should be placed at his immediate disposal, whether her hand

accotnpanied it or not.

~ Of course this was enough for Mareus, for in his soul he-

now believed Girace's fears for her fortune were greater than
her love for him, and that she only made him this offer
because she knew it was one he could not é.ccept. He

But, reader, you can guess the rest. Suffice it, a fow moments
later, a wild, white face rnshed into the chamber which Abbie

Glenn had been pacing to and fro in a torture of fearful sus- -

pense, and then it stood still and rigid before her and whis-
pered, hoarsely,~—
~ «Lost! lost to me forever, Abbie !”

Alook of joyfal triumph flashed up the darkness of Abbie’s
eyes; but it was only momentary, for she turned and looked
‘on her companion, and the heart that was not all evil was
touched.

" “Come to me, Gracie; I am very sorry for you,” she cried,
in tones whose tender pity was genuine:
And Abbie sat down on the low stool, and her cousin sank
down at her feet and said,—
. Abbie, let me sy sy head on your true heart, as T long
to lay it this mmute on the cold, damp under-ground. Ob,
Abbie, you are the only one that guesses my misery; for the
sake of the days that we played together, and the hlghtg that
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we §

lept in each -other’s arms, pity me, my cousin, pity.

me!”
TPeass of sortow and self-reproach hubbled up to the eyes

of Abbie Glenn, and she answered, solemnly,—

« Grace, T would part with my right hand this hour to recall
what has happened ;” and for the moment she felt it.

And Grace only drew her head down closer to her cougln 8

.heart, and lay there white and shivering.

Two days had passed. ‘During that time Marcus at?d Grace
had met with cool ‘courtesy, which elicited no attention from
either Farmer Glenn or Mrs. Hill. Both suffered equally;
both conmdered themselves deceived and wronged, and yet,
in the silent deeps of their hearts, both stlll loved deeming
it weakness and madness,

* And, though her dark purposes had been fully achieved,
cach was happier than Abbie Glenn, haunted, stung as ber
soul was, b}} night and by day, with remorse.

At the end of those two:days, Marcus and Abbie stood
together again among the thick ‘eurrant-bushes in the old
garden, and Marcus said to his companion,—

«Tt ig useless for me to think of staying here longer,

e
- Abhie; Gracd’s presence is a comstant torture to me,”—his

proud lip quivered,—and I cannot endure it. I shall leave

 to-morrow.”
_ «Qh, Marcus, do not say this. Remember, there are those
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to whom your presence is very dear, whose lives will be very
sad when you are away.” .

The speaker’s hand was laid fondly on his arm, and Marcus
looked on that beautiful upturned face. A sudden impulse
came over him, and he did what men usually do under such

- eircumstanees.

“Abbie,” he said, drawing his arm round her waist, «1

have loved you as few brothers love their sisters, and, next to

~ Grace, you have beeh the dearest to me on earth. You know

all my past. Abbie, will you take the heart and broken hopes

I have to offer you, and braid them up into the future years

with what brightness you can? Abbie, will you be my wife ?”’

And Abbie’s graceful head drooped to hide the joy that
was in her face, as she answered,—

«T will devote my whole life to your happinesé, iy

. Marcus.” And she meant it.

An hour later the newly-betrothed of Mareus Holmes
might have been seen slowly wending her way up through
the garden-shadows to the farm-house.

““How shall I tell Grace,” she murmured, “and how will
she bear it? Poor «Grace! But it is no timeto hink now.
It will be the closing scene, and one more falsehood cannot
lie much hgavier here;” she laid her hand on her heart and
her face worked fearfully, But she went in and up to the
chamber where she knew Grace was. She found her at the
Windoﬁv, looking mournfully out on the fading sunset.
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Then it was Abbie’s turn to st down at Grace’s feet and
tell her of her betrothal. She did this, turning ?131- eyes
away, for again she ‘could‘ not meet those of her cousin. .

" Grace sab very guiet during the whole recital, and Abbie

would zot have known that she listened, had it not been for

ihe quick throbbiag of her heart. .
¢« Gracie,” she concluded, are you not willing I should be

hig wife? Oh, you cannot tell what a shadow the memory
of the past will throw over my union with him! But you
will try and forgive and forget it, won't you, dacling 7 '

And Abbie did not see the heart-broken smile with which
Grace answered,—

Tt is evident he loved you, and I was blind not to havet
guessed it. May you be very happy with him, cousin. There;
leave me a little while.” _

And, when Abbie was gone,'poor Grace Newman threw
herself on her knees by the bedside, and, while quick sobs
shivered through her whole frame, she prayed:—“ 0O God !
0 God! give me strength to bear this new misery I”

That night Marcus led Abbie before Farmer Glenn and

Mys. Hill, and said, briefly,— .
¢ In three months she has promised to be my wife.”

Tt was 2 sultry afternoon in the early September. Farmer
Glenn and Mrs. Hill sat together in one of the front rooms ot
the old farm-house. The hot sunshine could not make way
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- through the thick shrubbery round the windows, and the cool
shadows lay on the carpet. ' -
Marcus and Abbie were both absent, The former had left
A Jmmedxately after his engagement; and Abbie had gone to
the - city, ostensibly to prepare for her wedding, but really
beeause she was restless and wretched, and the quiet of the
old farm-house almost maddened her,
“To think, Uncle Nathan,” said Mrs. Hill, laymv down
her sewing and glancing toward the paper the farmer was

reading, “we are really to have a wedding here ‘next week |

Marcus and Abbie will be back by Monday, I suppose. But,
Uncle Nathan, between. ourselves, I have not quite liked
(irace’s appearance of late, She “certainly does not seem . to
feel well, and '

Mrs. Hill canght her breath, for at that moment the sweet

face of (race Newman stood in the door. She moved - across

the room to the farmer, and her cheek had certainly lost some-
what of its bloom, and he noticed it for the first time as she
seated herself on the arm of his chair,

“Uncle,” she said, “it is my birthday next week, and 1
shall be twenty-one, you know.”

“ Well, child, try and muster up some brlghter cheeks for
it,~—that’s all.”

“No, it isn’t, uncle. You know my property will then be
entirely at my disposal. Wel] .what I want to say is thig:—

T wish to make Abbie a present on her wedding-day,—a hand-

- notlee it.
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-

some one. You know Marcus and she are not wealthy, and
I want to inake over to her the farm-house and the land
adjoining it.”’

As Grace said these: Iast words, 2 shadow fell across the
hall, close by the sitting-room door. It started suddenly anq
then stoud very still. Mrs. Hill was the only one ‘Who oc-
cupied a position to see this, and she was now too absorbed to
So the owner of the shadow must necessarily have
heard all which transpired in the sitting-room.

«Make over the farm-house to Abbie!” repeated Farmer
(tlenn, as though he doubted whether his nisce was in her

i i A % re than
right senses. - ¢ Why, Grace, are you insane? It's more

half your property.”’ )
“No matter for that, uncle, It will never do me any

good ; and so I can make Marcus and my cousin happy, it is
4l T care. There will be enough left to last me quite as long
as I shall went it.”” |

She said it very sadly, as her little fingers smoothed down
the gray hairs of Uncle Nathan: Before the old man eould
answer, the shadow fell across the open door, and a deep, rich
voice, yet tremulous with emotion, eried out,—

“(trace, Grace, have I heard aright ¥’

The whole three sprang to.their feet as though suddenly
clectrified. Grace tottered forward a few steps and then sank

gengeless into the arms of Marcus. | ‘
She  awoke in the delirium of a brain-fever; and that
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night, watching by her bedside, Marcus learned all, with
astomshment that was only equalled by horror and indig-
nation.

It was terrible to hear Grace call after him in those long
mournful tones, and to shriek in her ear that his arms were
about her, and yet know that she could not understand him.
It was terrible to hear her moan out,—

¢ Marcus, Marcus ! dld you think I cared for the money ? ?
Did you not know' that T would have rejoiced to have placed

it all in your hands and say, ‘Do with it as you-will, my be-

loved’? But, oh, it was cruel to deceive me thus! Crucl,
with your vows to me hardly cold on your lips, to turn away
and tell Abbie that the love I only prized was hers, and that
you wooed me for my money. Oh, Marcus, you will think of
the wrong you did me somenmes, when I lie under the grass
by my mother.”

No wonder the young man howed his proud bead on her
pillow and sobbed like a very child!

- When the morning dawned, he whispered to hls aunt and
Farmer Glenn, who were nearly stupefied with this revelation
of Abbie’s perfidy,— ‘

«T shall write to her before the mail goes out, and tell
all. I cannot bear that she should return, for, with wy
present feelings, I might say that which I should afterward
repent.”

And he wrote very briefly, stating the occurrence which
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had called him home, when least expected ; and Ae related all
that had transpired stnce his coming.

What Abbie’s feelings were on receiving that letter, Marcus
never knew.

* For two weeks Grace Newman lay in the shadow of death,
and the friends who hung over her bedside watched lest
every breath should terminate her young life. ‘

But she was given back to their prayers. She awoke at
twilight to find her head resting on Mareus’s bosom, and his
lips dropped the baptismal of a new betrothal on her forehead,

as he whispered, softly,—
« Al is well with us now, my beloved.”

The mellow October day was waning toward night. Grace
Newman sat by the window in her sitting-room, gazing out on
the rich web of crimson and gold which Autumn was winding
among the trees.

She was pale, and seemed somewhat weary, as she leaned
back her head on the cushions; but the light'of a heart ab
peace was in her face. '

“Are you tired, darling 7

A figure that had stolen Surreptitioﬁsly into the room asked
the question, as it leaned tenderly over the girl.
© “Not very, Marcus : at least I shall forget it, now you are
come,”’ |
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"

The sudden brightening of -her face Would have sald this,
if her lips had not. : ‘

“Come, children; supper is aIl ready, and Uncle Nathan’s
coming,” said Mrs. Hill, as she came into the room.

Farmer Grlenn entered while Marcus was assisting Gmee

- to ¥ise.

“Wait a moméht,” he said: “I have some news for you.
Tt is not bad, but it will surprise youall. Can you bear it,
Grace?”.

She bowed her head.

Then Farmer Glenn lifted the paper in his hand, and read
an account of the marriage which had taken'place that weck,
‘between the millionnaire, John Seward, Fsq., and the beautiful
Abbie Glenn. There was a brief history, also, of the magni-
fieent wedding and féte at Cousin Martha's.

There was silence for several moments after Farmer Glean
concluded, and then Grace said,—

“Poor Abbie! 1 hope she may yet repent and be happy;
for, though she wronged me so deeply, I eannot forget Marcus,

it was all done for love of you.”

« And I will try to forget it in remembermg that you will
e mine next week,—all my own, Grace,” responded the young
man. ‘ '

His betrothed did not amswer. Her eyes closed, and a
prayer of exceeding gratitude went up to the (xod who had
-~ sent her the sunshine after the rain.

Wy Pictyre.

AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED TO MRS. ELLEN LOUISE

MOULTON.

I GIvE it thee, beloved; and thou wilt lean,
With gaze grown dim for very tenderness,
Above these eyes, that may not answer thee
By sign or token !
Oh, no chisel’d brow;
Gleaming out from its eoronal of bays -
In rare old sculpture,—and no cheeks whose bloom
Outshine the roses on Lake Nemi’s shore,—
No lips with blushes caught of buds that hold

- Banquets in Rhenish dews,~shall ever wear

Sueh grace and beauty as this face made fair-
To thee by love’s illusion ;—this that grew,
In its first girlhood, pale with wistful dreams,

And nights of wedriness, and days of pain.
G- g
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And so, beloved, by times thy lips have laid

Their soft baptismals on this aching brow,—

By all the pearls with which thy hands have strung

The sweet hours of the past,—by all the prayers

"These Hps have breathed o’er thee, and which, perchance,
Thou’lt read on shining parchment by some lake
Beneath the erystal hills,—by all of these -

Solemn and tender, dedicate I thee,

The face this hour made brighter for thy love.

Liftle Werey is Dead?

“«LirTLE MEROY is dead!” These -were almost the first
words the children said the other right, as they met us at the
door on our return home from a visit, and their welcoming
kisses dropped like sweet dew on our forehead.

“Mercy” was a little blind girl. 'What a mournful eon-
densation of a child”s history ave in those six words ! We had
never seen her, but a pang shot through our heart at the
memory of the widowed mother whose one jewel above all
price was that ¢little Mercy” who now walks with the angels.

Poor woman! She was in humble life; but sometimes, as
we looked on her bright face, we used to wonder if the riches

“of a happy, contented spirit were not more than broad lands

and heaps of gold. :

- Little Mercy was an inmate of the “ Blind-Asylum,” and
one day she unconsciously groped her way to a pair of back-
stairs, and foll from these. She was taken up senseless, and
a brain-fever pl:iced a sudden period to the life that had

reached up but a few years from its birth-hour. She was a
49
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sweet, gentle, loving child, and she will be greatly missed and
mourned in that little sisterhood whose eyes shall only be un-
. sealed in the white morning of eternity. '
Mercy's father died when she was an infant 3 but as she lay
on her death-bed, with the cold chill settling over her face, a
‘new light broke into it. “Papa! papa! I am coming !’ she
cried out, suddenly and eagerly, lifting up the little arms over
which the May grass would soon wave its green tresses. And,
with thiese last words on her lips, Mercy went home to © our
Father which is in heaven !’ Who shall speak of that bright-
ness on which the eyes of the little blind girl have opened?
Where the trees drop down their fragrant dews to the grand
rhythm of that ¢Glory to God in the highest,”—whose notes

were struck before the morning stars sang together for joy,—

crowned and recreated, sits Mercy, the little blind girl !

"

The 010 Leffers.

There was not a sigh of the evening wind among the leaves,—not a
sound upon the earth mor in the air; and yet that night a star fell from

Heaven.-——HYPERION,

“Can it be possible?”” The words were spoken in an
under-tone, with a quick gasp for breath, and then the lady
stood very still, looking down on the disordered drawer and
the letters that lay on the top. Little bundles of muslin and
dimity, alternating with knots of faded ribbon and old lace,
were scattered all around, for their owner had been searching
among them for an old embroidery-pattern; and so she had
come suddenly upon the pacquet of old letters she had stowed
there more than two years before. ]

They were written by Mrs. Fleniing’s old schoolmate, Amy
Norris, and the soft girlish handwriting spoke to her heart
a whisper faint and tender from the olden time. _

Dear Amy! She had been married three years before, and
her station in life was far below that of Mrs. Fleming’s; but

. the lady’s eyes grew dim, as she unfastened the ribbon which,

g% 101
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for. two years, had holden together those half-dozen epistles.
Amy’s sweet face seemed leaning up close to hers once more,
- —and she saw the old red houses, with their sloping roofs,
where they had lived in the days that would never come back
again. But, as the pacquet fell from the loosened ribbon, it
disclosed two other letters, bearing an entirely different
chirography, and these called forth the exclamation, and
brought the sudden paleness to Mrs. Fleming's face.

She thought those letters were all turned to ashes long ago,

—that she had burned them on that terrible night when she
buried away all the past. - But now she saw how it was: in
her haste and anguish she had mistaken the letters and

burned two of Amy’s instead.

There was no one of all Mrs. Fleming’s admirers to see

her as-she stood by the open drawer, her little fingers moving

caressingly over those two letters; and it seemed almost a

pity, for hardly ever bad she looked more beautiful. There
‘was so much unstudied grace in her attitude, so much
mournful pathos in her young face; and yet it was not best
the world should read the story that until that hour had been
" written and rolled up and laid away in her own heart.

She had' not seen Ads handwriting for two years; and yet
‘how natural it looked! The bold, graceful eapitals, the free,
running hand, all had a language for her! She knew, too,
by the mailing, which the letters were, and when they were

written,—tha first, so tendex aqd‘lovin.g, before he learned,—
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the last, wild and reproachful, afterward! How she had loved
that man !—how the past came back to tell her of it! The
old red farm-house,—how it loomed up in the distant pér-
spective, amid the cool summer nights, when she sat under
the old portico all grown over with sweet-brier, and he sat
there too!

But clearest and brightest and dearest of all stood up in
that world of old memories the new home which they were
to have. It was to be a little white cottage with green
Window-bliﬁdsl and a small yard in front. How she had
dreamed about it,—and of the flower-border, flanked with
white shells, running up to the steps! What a happy, loving
wife she expected to be in that dear little cottage home,—

- . going every morning through a round of delicious household

duties ; for Harry could not afford to keep but one domestjc.
And then in the late afternoons, when the table was all laid,
with its snowy cloth, and the napkins covered the biscuit her
own handg had kneaded, @nd the fruit they had gathered in
the little garden back of the house,—then she would put oy

.a white muslin dress, (Harry liked white muslin,) and a few

rose-buds in her curls, and she would go out and wait for him
at the garden-gate. '

How his handsome face would light up as he came round
the eorner and caught a glimpse of her! and a moment later
his strong arm would be around her waist, 2nd his low, deep,
¢ My precious Laura!’ would be the sweetest sound earth
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. held for her. And, as that quiet domestic picture came up to
_confront her, the proud, elegant Mrs. Fleming bowed her
head on her hands-and sobbed like a child.

Then she laid her fingérs on the letters with a nervous,
timid glance around the room, for the lady’s heart whispered
ghe was doing wrong,—that now she had no right to read
them ; and it was better to lay them in the grate yonder,
where the fire was leaping up to fold them in its Jong red
arms. _ |

¢“There can’t be any harm in reading them over,” she
whispered, for her conscience needed a narcotie; “it is so
long ago, and we shall never meet again.”

So Mrs. Fleming opened the letters and read them. I

cannot tell how they wrung her heart, particularly the last
- one, with its wild, frantic reproaches, and the love and the
- suffering so apparent through all.
# T was not to bla,meAsb much as you thought me, Harry,”
'she murmured, as she laid the letter in her lap.- ¢ Our pro-
perty was all melting away, and they told me you had grown
cold and worldly,"‘ and I thought I must, too. If the letter
had only come the week before, I should not have been—
what I am now.” ' And then she locked around that elegant
chamber and thought what she was now. A wife, bought
and sold and paid for, in gold and lands and earthly grandeur.
How the ﬁhought burned and festered in her proud soul, as
she sat there!
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A wife ! loved by her husband as he loved his horses, his
dogs, and his houses; loved, but only because her beauty and
her grace were the crowning glory, the chiefest ornament,
of that magnificent home which was his soul’s delight.

The-lady looked around her luxuriant chamber thiat morning

| with a sinking heart: The marble wash-stands, the damask

curtains, the Parisian earpets, looking like a world of Da-
mascus roses scattered over a bed of snow, were worthy the
wife of a millionnaire. Below her stood her elegant parlors;
and the looms, the skill, and the artist-fancies of the Old
World had all contributed a share to their splendor. And
yet the mistress of all this wealth, sitting in her chamber,
murmured to herself,— ‘

“T wish he had never found me in the old red farm-house
where T was so happy! I wish I.stood this very morning in
the kitchen of the little cottage we were to have, and that,
in a blue calico dress, I was making the cakes for your supper,
my Harry 1 ,.

« Please, ma’sm,”—and the entrance of her maid was a
hargh interruptien to the lady’s monologue,—¢ Mr. Fleming
has just sent home the new drab-and-pink satin for the party
next Tuesday night.”

Ah me! those old letters '—if she had never read them !

" That party !—if she had never gone to it !

“You have not forgotten me, Laura! I read it in your
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blue eyes to-night”” And Harry Atwood’s voice had lost
“none of its old depth, as he leaned down his handsome head
"to Mrs. Fleming’s as they stood together in an alcove of the
conservatory. '
Most of the company had left, for it was late, and they
were quite secure from observation. Mr. Fleming was not a
jealous hushand, and he was quite content others should
admire his wife, so he owned her. It was understood that
Mr. Atwood and-Mrs. Fleming were old friends, so they had
nothing to fear from a prolonéed téte-Q-téte. They had, sud-
denly, unexpeotedly met at the ma_]or § party, and the heart

of either was not changed , :
Harry Atwood had become a talented lawyer now, and the

world honored him. He had forgiven Laura long ago, for he
had heard she was more sinned against than sinning,”
¢ Har—Mr. Atwood, T am very glad to meet you and find
you looking so well.” The lady’s voice was courteous and
~calm; but her fingers trembled as they played with the
carved points of her ivory fan.
¢ Call me Harry, Laura, for the sake of old times, and look
up to me once and say you have not forgotten them. Ob,
Laura, I have thought how the bright star of this evening’ 5
festival once rose over my heart, and then went down forever.
We cannot stay here much longer. Will you not grant me

an interview to-morrow night—a pnvate one—in your own

house P2
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«I cannot, Harry; do not ask me. I am the wife of
another now.” '

 And what harm could there be in our walking together
for a half-hour in your garden? Your husband would not
object to this, for I have watched the man narrowly to-night,
and know him well. You could not refuse so simple a request
to the veriest acquaintance. We have had many walks to-
gother, Laura, down by the old mill and past the meadow-

- pond. Will you refuse me one now ¢”’

He looked down on the fair face, and he saw that tears
were staining it, and he knew what the answer would be,
before it was given. '

- “ You may come, Harry.”

That walk in the dim moonlight upor Mr. Fleming’s beau-
tiful grounds was followed by many anothier, for the first steps
in the forbidden way are usually pleasant ones. -Poor Mrs
Tleming ! she meant no wrong, and then she loved Harry,
although she tried to conceal this from him; but when he
talked of the past, in those low, tender tones of hls, her

tears would come : she could not help it.

One evening, it must have been more _tha_n a week after
their first meeting, Harry told Mrs. Fleming that his heart
was unchanged; that the old love still lived there,—a sweet

but mournful memory.
«“ Oh Harry! don’t, don’t! You forget; Iam Tus wife I’
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murmured the young creature, as she bowed her pale face on
ber hands. .
" And then the lawyer drew his arm around her waist, just
as he had done in the days that were gone, and said,—

¢« You belonged to me first, Laura! Our souls were mar-
ried before you ever took that false oath at the altar P

And he whispered to her of a flight to softer skies,—of a
" home fairer than the one they had dreamed of in their youth,
—of a life that should be one long poem of love !
~ She fled from him that time, with a wild shriek of fear
and horror. '

They did not meet again for many nights. . If during that
time she had only remembered the prayer of her childhood,
¢ Deliver us from temptation !’ But she Was 50 young ; and
then that affection was the one blossom her life had cherished

in the midst of its sterile grandeur. I do not exonerate her-

from blame; only I would have you “pitiful” to her great
need. ,

One night she was standing on the marble steps of her
mangion, for she. had just taken leave of some guests, when
Harry Atwood suddenly sprang before her.

I do not know what was said by either party, but there
were frantic gestures and wild appeals on one side, and a little
later Mrs. Fleming was walking among her garden shadows
with Harry Atwood.

This was repeated for several evenings, until, one midnight,
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a closed carriage might have been seen to roll hastily away
from the private entrance of Mr. Fleming's grounds. The
next day his wife was gone! ’

What an electrical thrill it sent through the fashionable
New York world! For her beauty and her rank had made
Mrs. Fleming its especial idol. She knew little of the cen-

‘sure and scorn that was heaped on her head in the quiet of

that Italian home to which she wag borne by the man who
loved her only too well. | _

The world said Mrs. Fleming was happy there, but it was
false. . No woman ever can be who makes memory & remorse
and love a crime.

But—dear me !—how I used to smile when everybody made
a parenthesis of pity in their anathemas on Mrs. Fleming :—
« Her poor husband and parents! My heart aches for them.”
And, sitting very quiet and listening, T thought, always,
¢«Well, the one bought and the others sold her; and so they
had their reward.”




The Tounfain Yery TFar Dotoy.

“T pon’t believe it,” eried my cousin Ned, who was passing -

. his college: vacation at our house; and there was a world of
| contempt and skepticism in the air with which he dashed down
the paper over whose damp columns his eyes had been travel-
ling for the previbus.-half-hour.
“You see, Cousin N elly,” continued Ned, getting up and

" pacing the Iong old-fashioned parlor with quick, nervous

strides, “it’s all sheer nonsense t6 talk about these ¢doors in
every human heart.” It sounds very pretty and pa,thetic ina
story, I'll admit; but go do & great mauny other things which
reason and actval experience entirely repudiate. There are
hearts—alas that their name should be legion I—where ¢ far

away up’ there is no door to be opened, and ‘far away down’

are 1o deeps to be fathomed. Now, don’t, Cousin Nelly, level

apother such glance at me from those brown eyes, for I have

- just thought of a case illustrative of my theory. Don’t you

remember Miss Stebbins, the old ‘maid who lived at the foot
- ‘ 110
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of the hill, and how I picked a rose for you one morning
which had climbed over her fence into the road and so, of

“course, become ‘public property?” Faugh! I shall never

forget the tones of the virago’s voice, or the scowl on her
forehead, as she sallied out of the front door and shook her
hand at me. A woman who could refuse a halfiwithered

flower to a little child I—I wonder that roses could blossom

on her soil! At the ‘smiting of the rod,” no waters could

flow out of such a granite heart. In the moral desert of such

a character, no fertilizing stream could make its way.”

1 did not answer Cousin Ned’s rather grandilogquent speech,
for just then there was the low rap of visitors at the parlor-
door; but I have always thought there was a good angel in the
room while he was speaking, and that it flew straight to Miss
Stebbins, and, Idoking down, down, very far down, in her heart,
he saw a fountain there: rank weeds grew all around it, the
seal of years was on its lip, and the dust of time deep on the
seal; but the angel smiled, as it floated upward, and mur-
mured, “I ghall return and remove the seal, and the waters

will flow.”’

Stern and grim sat Miss Stebbins at her work, one summer
afternoon. The golden sunshine winked and danced in its

play-place in the corner, and broke into a broad laugh along -

the ceiling; and a single beam, bolder than the rest, crept to
the hem of Miss Stebbing’s gown, and looked up with a timid,

T e T Ty
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loving smile in her face, such as no human being ever wore
when looking there. ‘

Poor Miss Stebbing! those stern, harsh features only da-
guerreotyped too faithfully the desolate, arid heart beneath
them ; and that heart, with its dry fountain, was a true type
of her life, with the one flower of human affection which had
blossomed many years before along its bleak, barren highway.

She never seemed to love anybody, unless it was her brother
William, who was a favorite with everybody ; -but he went to
sea, and had never been heard of since. Sally had always

been a stray sheep among the family; but dark hours, and ab

last déath, came upon all the rest, and so the homestead fell
into her hands. Such was the brief verbal history of Miss
Stebbing’s life, which I received from Aunt Mary, who closed
it there, in rigid adherence to the one maxim which always
governs her conversation,—never to speak evil of her

neighbors.
But that summer afterncon there came the patter of chil-

dren’s feet along the gravel-walk which led to Miss Stebbins’s

‘fréut,door ; and at the same moment the angel with golden-
edged wings came down from its blue-sky home into Miss

Stebbing’s parlor.

She raised her head and saw them,—two weary-looking

little children, with golden hair and blue eyes, standing hand
in hand under the little portico; and then that old termagant-

scow] darkened ber forehead, and she asked, with a sharp,
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disagregable note in her voice, ltke the raw breath in the
northeast wind,— |

“Wa-all, I should like to know what you want, standing
there 7

“ Please, ma’am,” said the boy, in a timid, entreating voice,
which ought to have found its way straight into any heart,
“little sister and I feel very tired, for we have walked a long
way. Will you let us sit down on the step and rest a little
while 7"’ , , -

“No; I can’t have children loafing round on my premiges,”
said Miss Stebbins, with the same vinegar sharpness of tone
which had characterized, her preceding reply. Moreover,
the sight of the younger members of the human family
seemed always to arouse her belligerent propensities “So

-~ just take yourselves off; and the quicker the better ’thll be

for you.”

“Don’t stay any longer, Willy; I am afraid,” whispered
the little girl, with a tremor rippling through her voice, ag
she pulled significantly at her brother’s coat-steeve. '

“Willy! Willy! That was your brother’s name; don’t
you remember 7’ the angel bent down and Whlspered very
softly in the harsh woman’s ear; and all the time his hand
was gliding down, down in her heart, searching for that hid-
den fountain. ¢ You must have been just about that Littie
girl's age when you and he used to go trudging down into the

meadows together to find sweet flagroot. And you used to
H 10%
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keer tight hold of his hand, just as she does. Oh, how tired

you used to get! Don't you remember that old brown house,

where nobody hved but starved rats and a swarm of wasps,

who made their nest there in the summer-time? And you

used to sit down on the old «Step, which the worms had eaten

in so many places; and rest there.’ How he loved you! and

how careful he was always to give you the best seat ! and then

_ he never spoke one cross word to you, if everybody else did.
Now, if you should let those children sit down and rest, just
as you and Willy did on the old brown step, you could keep a
sharp eye on them, to see they didn’t get into any mischief.”
The angel must have said all this in a very little time, for

" the children had only reached the gravel-walk again, when
Miss Stebbins called out to them ; and this time that spiteful

little note in her voice was not quite so prominent :—

«“ Here! you may sit right down on that corner a litfle-

while: but, mind you, dor’t stir; for if you do yow'll have
to budge.” :

“ Little Sister, said the boy, in a low tone, after they were
seated, ¢ lay your head here and try to go to sleep.”

The little girl laid her head, with its shower of golden
bright curls, on her brother’s breast; but the next moment
she raised it, saying,—

«T can’t sleep, brother, I’m so thirsty.”

“Don’t you remember that day you and Willy went into
the woods after blackberries, and how you lost your way

(SRR A S T
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groping among the shadows of the forest ?”’ again whispered
the angel, with his hand feeling all the time for the fountain,
“You found an old lightning-blasted tree, and you sat down
on it, and he put his arm round you just so, and said, ¢Try
and go to sleep, little sister.” But you couldn’t, you were so
thirsty ; for you had walked full three miles. Who knows
but what those children have too 7

There was a little pause after the angel had said this, and
then Miss Stebbins rose up and went into her pantry, where
the shelves were all of immaculate Whitenéss and she could
see her face in the brightly-scoured tin. She brought out a
white pitcher, and, going into the garden, filled it at the
spring. When she returned, she poured some of the cool
contents into & cup which stood on the table, and carried it to
the children; and she really held it to the little gitl’s hps all
the time she was drinking,

Farther and farther down in the heart of the woman crept

the hand of the angel; nearer and nearer to the fountain it

drew. -

Miss Stebbins went back to her sewing, but, som.ehow, her
fingers did not fly as nimbly as usual. The memories of by-
gone years were rising out of their mouldy sepulchres; and

fair and fresh they came before her, with none of the grave’s
rust and dampness upon them.

“That little boy’s eyes, when he thanked you for the
water, looked just as Willy’s used to,” once more whispered
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the angel, bending down close to Miss Stebbing’s ear. “ And
his hair looks like Willy’s, too, as he sits there with that sun-
‘beam brightening its gold and his arm thrown so lovingly
around his sister’s waist. There! did you see how wistfully
he looked up at the grapes whose purple sides are turned
towards him as they hang over the portico? How Willy used
to love grapes! And how sweet your bowls of bread and
milk used to taste after one of your rambles inte the woods!
If those children have Walked as far as you did (and don’t
you see the little boy’s coat and the little girl’s faded dress
are all covered with dust ?) they must be very hungry, as well

as tired and thirsty. Dor’t you remember that apple-pie you-

baked this morning? T never saw a pie done to a finer brown
in my life. How sweet it would taste to those little tired
things, if they could only eat a piece here in the parlor,

where the flies and the sun wouldn't keep tormenting them

all the time 1"

A moment after, Miss Stebbins had stolen with noiseless
step to her pantry, and, cutting out twe generous shces from

her apple-pie, she placed them in saucers, returned to the
front door, and said to the children,—

“You may come in here and sit down on the stools by the
‘ﬁi'epla.ce and eat some pie; but you must mind and not drop
aﬂj\ric"x_:um'bs on the floor.”

It was very strange, but that old harsh tone had almost loft
her voice. The large tempting slices were placed in the littlo

THE FOUNTAIN VERY FAR DOWN. 117

hands eagerly lifted up to receive them; and, at that moment,
out from the lip of the fountain, out from the dust which lay
heavy upon its seal, there came a single drop, and it fell down
upon Miss Stebbins’s heart. It was the first which had fallen
there for years. Ah, the angel had found the fountsin then!

The softened woman went back to her seat, and the angel
did not bend down and whisper in her ear again; but all the
time his hand was busy—very busy—at its work.

“ Where is your home, children 7 inquired Miss Stebbins,
after she had watched for a while, with a new, pleasant enjoy-
ment, the -children, as they dispatched with hungry avidity

~ their pie.

“ Mary and I haven’t any home now. We had one once,
before papa died, & great way over the sca,” answered the
boy. J .

“And where are you going now? and what brought you
and your little sister over the sea?” still further questioned
the now interested woman. '

‘“Why, you see, ma’am, just before papa died he caled old
Tony to him,—now, Tony was black, and always lived with
us i—* Tony,” said he, ‘I am going to die, and you know I
have lost every thing, and the children will be all alone in the
world. . But, Tony, I had a sister once that I loved, and she

- loved me; and, though I haven’t seen her for a great many,

years, still, I know she loves me, if she’s living, just as well
ag she did when she and T used to go band in hand through
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the apple-orchard to school; and, Tony, when I'm dead and
~ buried, I want you to sell the furniture and take the money
it brings you and carry the children back to New England,
You'll find her name and the place she used to live ina papér
-—-éwhi_ch anybody’ll read for yon—in the drawer there. And,
Tony, when you find her, just take Willy and Mary to her,
and tell her I was their father, and that I sent them to her
on my death-bed and asked her to be a mother to them for
my sake, I¥'ll be enough, Tony, to tell her that” And
Tony cried real loud, and he said, ‘Massa, if I forget one
word of what you've said, may God forget me! ‘
“Well, papa died, and, after he was buried, Tony brought
little sister and me over the waters. But before we got here
Tony was taken sick with the fever, and he died a little while
after the ship reached the land and they had carried him on
shore. But just before he dicd he called me to him and put
a piece of paper in my hand. ¢ Don’t lose it, Willy,” ke said,
“for poor Tony's going, and you'll have to find the way to your
aunt’s all alone. The money’s all spent, too, and they say it’s
a good hundred miles to the place where she lived. But keep
up a good heart, and ask the folks the way, and for something
to eat when you're hungry; and dow’t walk too many miles
a day, ’cause little sister ain’t strong. Perhaps somebody’ll
help you on with a ride, or let you sleep in their house nights.
Now, don’t forget, Willy; and shake hands the last time with

poor Tony,’
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¢ After that, we stayed at the inn till the next day, when
they buried Tonj;; and, when they asked us what we were
going to do, we told them we were going to our aunt’s, for
papa had sent us to her, and then they lét us go. When we
asked folks the way they told us, though they always stared,
and sometimes shook their heads. Wo got two rides, and
always a good place to sleep. They said our aunt lived round
here ; but we got so tired walking we had to stop.”
~ “ And what was your father’s name ”* asked Miss Stebbins;
and, somehow, there was a choking in her throat, and the
hand of the angel was placed on the fountain as she spoke.

¢ William Stebbing; and our aunt’s name was Sally Steb-
bins. Please, ma’am, do you know her I

Off at that moment came the seal, and out leaped a fresh,

- blessed tide of human affection and fell down upon the barren

heart-soil that grew fertile in a moment.

¢« William ! my brother William I”’ cried Miss Stebbins, as
she sprang towards the children with outstretched arms and
tears raining fast down her cheeks. ¢ Oh, for your sake I
will be a mother to them !’ '

A year had passed away; college vacation had come again,
and once more Cousin Ned was at our house. In the summer-
gloaming we went to walk, ard our way lay past Miss Steb-
bing’s cottage. As we drew near the wicket, the sound of
merry child-laughter rippled gleefully to our ears, and a mo-
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‘ment after, from behind that very rose-tree so disagreeably
_ associated with its owner in Cousin Ned’s mind, bounded two
golden-haired children :—

“OOine, Willy! Mary! you have made wreaths of my
‘roses until they are wellnigh gome. You must gather the
pinks after this.”

“ Mirabile dzctu I’ ejaculated Cousm Ned. «Is that the
woman who gave me such a blessing a long time ago for
plucking a half-withered rose from that very tree?”’ .

“The very same, Cousin Ned,” I answered; and then I
told him of the change which had come over the harsh woman,

—of her love, her gentleness, and patience for the orphan-

 children of her brother; and that, after all, there was a foun-
tain very far down in her heart,—as there surely was in every-
body’s, if we could only find it. ‘

“Well, Cousin Nelly,” said Ned, “T'll agree to hecome a
convert to your theory without further demurring, if yow'll
pronnse to tell me where to find & hidden fountain that lies
very far down in a dear little somebody’s heart and whose
precious waters are gushing only for me,”

There was a glance, half arch, half loving, from those
dark, handsome eyes, which made me think Cousin Ned
knew he would not have to go very far to find i,

The Rain iy fhe Affernoon.

“Ah, well ! for us all some sweet hope lies
Deeply buried from human eyes,
And in the ‘hereafter’ angels may
Roll the stone from its grave away.”

How the wind blows, and the rain beats, and the clouds of
a dull, blue gray fold themselves low and heavy over the
skies! I do not usually love rain,—at least, not those long,
gray, hopeless November rains that weave themselves up into
the shroud of December. But this afternoon the rain chimes
in strangely with my mood, seeming to say outside, “The
beauty is all gone!” And something away down in my heart
seems to echo, mournfully, “The beaunty is all gone!”

What ails me, I wonder? And why do the tears come
crowding heavily over my eyelashes? I ought to be very
thankful, and very happy too. Have I not one of the most
elegant houses on Chestnut Street, filled with every luxury

which wealth can purchage, furnished with all that exquisite
11 121
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taste which my sensuous, smsthetic temperament so luxuriates

in?

Sitting here in. this little alcove, I look up the vistas of my
long, magnificent parlors. Soft velvet carpets make the sum-
mers of tropical climes on their floors; delicate lace curtains
roll out like folds of silver clouds from gilded cornices; the
walls are flushed with paintings that have kindled the eyes of
many an artist; graceful statues occupy the niches, filling the
gpirit with old "poetic visions of Grecian mythology: and yet
I, Alice Jameg, with all this beauty and luxury about me, the
wife of & proud, indulgent husband, the mother of two fair
children, am not this afterncon a happy woman.

" My thoughts are going off into the past, and I am so glad
the rain will save me from any visitors this afternoon, that
from now until nightfall I can talk to myself. -

It was such a strange coincidence that we should have met |

together yesterday afternoon in the old museum. It was such
a beautiful day,—fragrant, tender, loving, the last of the Tndian
pummer; and it woke up in my heart its old loving for the
woods and the birds. I always had such a passion for these
latter: I wonder if he thought of it too; and if it was not
some half-unacknowledged memory of this kind which drew
him there also. I love to go through that long gallery, with
its cases of stuffed birds, and fancy myself in a Tropical forest,
with golden orioles and. erimson-breasted birds of Paradise
flashing all about me. The old heart of my childhood eomes
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back, and I quite forget myself. I did yesterday, and called
out to my little girl, who enjoys the birds almost as much ag
ker mamma, “Tsn’t it enchanting, Rena, my darling?”

¢ Mamma, the gentleman behind is looking straight at you,”
she ‘whispered, pressing her fair little face against' my side.
I turned round and confronted him.—Leonard Stone! for
seven years we had not looked in each other’s faces.

He was courteous and self-possessed; so was I, T believe;
but his hand trembled as it touched mine, and there was some-
thing of curiosity and sadness in the eyes that searched with
their old earnest gaze my face,—the face that he said yester-
day was so little changed, that hé said seven years ago was
the fairest among women. .-

He talked a little on ordinary subjects in an ordinary tone,—
of the weather, the birds, &e. Then he sﬁid, “This is your
little daughter, I conclude, Mrs. James? She is very like
you. ‘Won’t you come and kiss me, darling?”

And Rena went to him at once, my sweet child, and pub
up her little arms around his neck, and said, “I like you,”
with that pretty grace of hers, at once so childlike and so
charming. _

He dropped his proud head down to her face; his chestnut
eurls mingled with her golden locks, but his lip quivered as
he kissed her. Oh, how the sight struck through my heart!

Just then, however, a party of my acquaintances came

along; and in a moment Leonard left. I invited him to call
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on us, but he said he had only been i the city a few hours,
and he had given all his leisure moments to the museum. He
" must leave that night. 8o we parted,—we who expected to
be through life together.

How noble he looked! what an air of strength, refinement,

and manliness there is about him! And he was once a poor

farm-boy’ He is thoroughly a self-made man,—the only true
men, I sometlmes think,

I see the old; yellow-brown house now, with the moss gTOW-
ing thick along the damp eaves, where my life rounded into
its womanhood,

My uncle, Timothy Leeds, was an old bachelor. I was the
daughter of his only sister, and after my father died, and his
young girl-wife followed him, he took me to the old homestead,
and it was not. his fault if the loss of both parents was not
- made up to me. He was dogmatic, irritable, eccentric; but a
heart warm and tender as a woman’s beat under the old-
fashioned shuff-colored broadcloath that for ten consecutive
. years he wore to the brick meeting-house on the Green.

He was not a rich man. I do not believe that during his
life he ever owned more than five thousand dollars. But his
farm yielded an income sufficient for all the comforts of life,
We kept-only one domestic; but our family was very small,
never comprising more than four or five permanent members.

I was a wild, romping, light-hearted and half-spoiled school-

girl of just fourteen, when Leonard Stone came to the house -
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to help my uncle in harvest-time. IHow well Irremekmber
that first supper we took together in the great, old-fashioned

kitchen! ‘
Leonard was an orphan, three years my senior. He was

very bashful, and colored like a girl every time my uncle

spoke to him, or, looking up, he caught my eyes, a3 we sat
directly opposite each other. |

He came, expecting to remain with us about two months,
instead of which he stayed five years. He attended school -
during the winters, and in the summers he assisted my uncle
on the farm, who, I believe, loved him as dearly as if he had

been his own son. |
Leonard Stone’s nature is not an aecessible one. You

would know that by the whole physiognomy of his face,~by

* the clear, searching eyes, by the thin, strong, not handsome,

but fine features, by the firm, self-reliant mouth.
It was a long time before we two grew thoroughly acquainted,

“for he was very shy; and I, who was accustomed to having

every one bend to my will, stood strangely in awe of the boy,
though I liked him from the first. _

But when the evenings. began to grow long, and we
gathered about the birch-fire in the old sitting-room, our
reserve somehow gradually disappeared.

Then our studies formed a strong bond of sympathy between
us, for Leonard had resolved to go to the academy in the

adjoining village, and, shutting my eyes on all the splendor
i1%*
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around e, my heart warms to the twin piles of old school-

books I see on the little pine table under the mirror.

Before the earth throbbed again with the pulses of spring,
T believe that Leonard and T loved -each other better than we
did any thing on earth. He understood me; ‘he sympathized
with the new esthetic life that was beginning to waken within
me, and even then I felt what I did not understand,—that the

chords of our natures were strong in harmony.

I must huyry over the record of these years, though their

fragrant gales blow softly over my memory now. The long
winters that we studied together, the springs that we planted
flowers, the summer twilights, when we rode in the old wagon
around the meadows, and the sutumns that we gathered nuts,
dwell brightly in that country through which, this afternoon,
1am travelling.

The last day that Leonard was to be with us—the closing up.

of those four years—was a bright one in the early May. He
was to enter college. - '
During those four years I had grown from a child almost to
a woman, and'I had begun to know, what it is so dangerous
for any woman to learn, that Giod had made me beautifull
We, Leonard and I, went into the front yard after supper. It
* was greatly changed since he came to us. Deep hedges of
buckthorn- ran along the low fence, and graceful larches and
clumps of dark cedars, and mounds blushing over every June

with red roses, made & picture of what before had only been
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a green sheet of grass, with a great apple-tree sweeping heavy
shadows all over it. My heart was full of that night, and
full of something else deeper than tears.

“Qh, Leonard,”—the cry broke up suddeuly, for I had
not learned to control my feelings,—¢if you weren’t going
away! It will be such a lonely summer without you” We
gtood by the old garden-gate, and I leaned my head down on
the railing, not much caring if he saw the tears that were
raining down my cheeks. ‘

I felt his hand softly on my hair. “Look up 1in my eyes,
Alice,” he whispered, very tenderly. And Ilooked up. I

~ knew then what he would say before his lips asked it.

And 50, when we walked again through the amber twilight

{0 the gray old house, Leonard and I had spoken those solemn

words which, alas! alas! how often and how lightly men and

women speak to each other!

Five yoars had passed before Leonard and I looked again °
into each other's faces. During all this time we had been

very true to each other.

But my life wag greatly changed from the old way. Unecle.
Timothy slept with his father and his mother under the
green old ash-trees of the country burying-ground; and the old
farm house had taken into its ample breast a gréai; family of
strangers. My home had been for nearly two years in the
heart of a great city, with a distant cousin of my uncle’s,—a
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wealthy, fashionable woman, who visited us about a year before

- his death, and who took at that time a great fancy to me.
She was a widow and childless, and loved me as well as it
wag possible for one of her half-selfish, haIf-superﬁcial and
thoroughly worldly nature to do.
Of course I enjoyed, with the relish of yauth and health
‘and high - spirits, the luxurious, elegant life to which I was
saddenly introduced.

My sunt was very anxions I should ereate a sensation in the -

fashionable circles where she moved ; and it was not her fault
certainly if T did not learn the full extent and power of the
‘beauty which I honestly believe I valued then, mostly, as a
true woman should, for the sake of the man before whose very
memory all other men were o me of little worth.

~ Leonard had, by dint of teaching, and the practice of

stringent economy, paid his own expenses through college. -
I had acquainted my cousin with our engagement. Of

course it met with her entire disapproval, for she had very
ambitious views of my future, and Leonard had two unpar-
donable defects in her eyes :—he was poor and without social
Ipositioﬁ r

Baut, as I said, five years had elapsed and then,—well the
story shall tell itself.

¢ Alice, my love, won’t you look out and see 1f there’s any
‘prospect of the rain’s ever closing?’ and Aunt Myra, as I

usually called her, because she was some thirty years my .

. handsome, wealthy, and from such a family—
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genior, looked up from the novel which had kept her rather

restless self quiet for & half-hour.
I swept aside the crimson curtains and looked out'on the
pky. The thick clouds were breaking up all around the

‘horizon, and through their silver edges looked the soft blue

sky of the late summer, doubly welcome because of the
twenty-four hours’ rain that had shut it from us.

“ Tsn't it deliéious, Aunt Myra?! How I do wish we could
have a ride this afternoon P’ At that moment there was a loud

1ing of the bell, and a few moments later a domestic brought

me o message that Mr. James’s horses were at the door and
himself in the parlor.

My aunt sprang uwp with alacrity. “Run for her new
riding-dress, Jane,” to the servant. ¢ How very fortunate it
is, my dear, that poor Tim made such a fine equestrienne of
you! ‘

- “You will go round the Park, and be quite the envy of all
the city. Mr. James, too, the son of an English colonel,
LE .

« Aunt Myra,” I interrupted, “you forget that now I can
have no possible interest in his adjunets or antecedents.
Please don’t talk to me after this fashion, or I shall feel that
I have no right to accept the invitation.” |

She had a woman’s tact, and a much better knowledge of
the world than T had. “You surely would not be guilty of

80 great a rudeness, Alice, with the horses at the door?
! ,
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- Come, loop up your curls: what a beauty of a riding-cap
that is 1 4

I remember the ride that afternoon as though it happened
but yeéterday. The fresh, fragrant beauty of the earth, the
thick shadows of the elms and maples under which we paced
our coal-black steeds, and the admiring glances of my chivalrie

- companion, as he talked to me of his English home, and the
fair meadow-lands over which he had dashed with his golden-
haired sisters in the days of his boyhood.

Y was very happy, or zather in one of my wild, mirthful
moods. Ah me! if just then I could have turned over the
pages and read the handwriting of the ¢ Beyond” !

1t was deepening into sunset when we drew up again
before my home. My aunt came to her door, and by her
side stood a young gentleman, tall, slender, looking eagerly
-into my face. " o .

One glance, long, eager, breathless, and I knew him. What

“a tide of warmth and gladness broke over my heart! It was
a terrible breach of etiquette, and I-knew my aunt would
never forgive me for it, but my city transplantation had not
been a long one, and I forgot every thing but Leonard as I
bounded from my horse, just as I had done many 2 time from
the back of Unele Tim’s old * Dobbin,” not waiting for Mr.
James to assist me to alight, and I sprang up the marble
steps with a mist in my eyes, and a ery on my lips,~¢ Leonard,
I am so glad to see youl” ' '
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A week had passed. It had been a very bright one to me;

“for the “ beloved’” was there.

Leonard’s early manhood was fulfilling all the promise of
his youth. He had chesen the law for his profession. “In
two years,” he said, “my studies will be completed, and
then—"" T looked up into those clear, loving eyes, and read
all the rest,—the liftle cottage set down like a cup among
vines and trces and mosses; and, thinking of this, I never,
for a moment, envied my haughty relative her stately home,
her servants, or her carriage. Was I not the richer of the
two with Leonard’s love ?

Aunt Myra treated Leonard with the courtesy which his
manner compelled from others; yet I am almost certain he
felt she disapproved of his attentions. _

He met Mr. James one evening at our house. I thought
he was strangely cold and taciturn that night; but I under- -
stood it all. 'When he asked abruptly, just as he was leaving,

““Alice, I have one promise to ask of you. Will you give it -
me 7" '

“QOf course, Leonard.”

“That you will never ride out with Mr. James again.
Certainly, as your affianced husband, I have a right to ask
this.””

“I do not dispute it, Leonard,” smiling away the sudden
aternness of his face, for with a woman’s insicht T looked
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down into his soul, and saw the small cloud nsmg above it.
4T will never ride Wlth him again.”’

He drew me to- his strong heart after the | Old#i tender
fashion. ¢ My bird,” he murmured, tenderly, ¢ I shall not be

“quite contented until I have you safe in my own nest.”

T was not wise with that wisdom of expérien{ce which only
life givés,'or these things would have been a key to certain
traits of Leornard’ s character. ' .

Like most fine, sensn&we natures, he was exclusive and ex-
actmg,‘demandmg an almost entire monopoly of the thought

-and affections of those he loved. It is true, the measure he
asked he meted out in return; but he was proud, hasty, and

could be unjust. |
And, dearly as I loved him, I was a petted, wilful, half-
spoiled child. If we had only understood each other better!

Tt was such a very little matter, too. And, after all, these
little things are the Alphas and Omegas of this life. Yut it

g0 happened that after the sunshing the cloud came.
Leonard was intending to.leave the city for a few days on

business, and he passed the last evening before his departure

with me. Mr. James called at the same time. He was ex-
pecting his only sister by the next steamer from England, and

its arrval was somewhat anticipated the next day.
- “I wonder if she will be in fo-morrow, Miss Weston ?”’
He turned to me, “ You Yankees have always a peouliar gift

!
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at guessing. What do you think of the chances of my seeing
Nellie’s blue eyes to-morrow 7’

“Well, I guess that you will see her before to-morrow
night,” T thoughtlessly answered, knowing how anxicus he
was to do this,

“ What if we should make a small bet on the matter, with

- your aunt and Mr. Stone for witnesses 7"’

They both bowed assent.

“Well, Mr. James, if the steamer isn’t in before seven to-
morrow evening, Il make j*ou a new crimson velvet smoking-
cap,—just the prettiest bit of needlework-inspiration in the
world.” ‘

¢ And if the steamer does arrive before day after to-morrow,
I will give you—mno matter. Will you promise to wear it
at the soirée my uncle gives a might or two after Nellie’s
coming ?”’

«Qf course I will,” T answered, regarding the whale thing
as little move than a jest. Bir. James had been informed of
my engagement to Leonard By my aunt, and, krowing this, 1
felt under less soeial restraint with him,

At this juncture a message came for Leonard. I have since
thought theve was a little shade of coolness in his leave-
taking, but, if I observed this at the time, 1 attributed it to
the presence of strangers.

Two days had passed.. Aunt Myra was despatohmg the

interval between breakfast and * calling-hours” in chatting.
12




134 THE RAIN IN THE AFTERNOON.

through the gilded bars of their cages to her canaries, or -

admiring a pair of most exquisite Sévres china vases, which
she had received from a friend recently returned from Burope.

For me, I was placing the finishing-touches of a painting
of a little country cottage closeted among shrubberics, with

2 small river in the distance, winding like a tangled ribbon

amotg hills and meadows; and there was a thought in my
heart which gave a flutter to my ﬁnvers as I bent lovingly
© over my work.’ '

Just then a small whiie packawe was brought me. Aunt
| Myra left her canaries and her vages, and leaned curiously
over my chair as T unrolled the paper to find a delicate little
jewel-case, and a note with these words :—

“ My pEAR Miss WasToN —You were nght in the guess-

ing, thus sustaining your Yankee prerogative and winning the -

bet. The steamer arrived last evening; and, in accordance

with your promise, I trust you will accept and wear the en- "

closed this evening, when you welecome my sister to her
adopted home, and oblige your friend,
Howarp James.”

I touched the spring of the case: it flew back, and there,
lying on its cughion of snowy velvet, was a ring, whose cluster
of diamonds seemed to leap up suddenly and catch down the

morhing sunhght into their clear hearts, as bewildered I gazed
upon thém.
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Aunt Myra -clapped her hands in admiration and delight.
& What a magnificent pift, Alice! Mr. James has really out-

done himself.” | .
« But, aunt, I cannot, I ought not to accept this. I am:

sure Leonard would disapprove of it.”

¢« What an absurd child you are! It would be so 1mpohte,
too, after you promised. to accept and wear if. 'What would
Mr. James think of you ?”

«But the wishes of the man 1 am to marry are to me a
mightier law than any conventional ones, Aunt Myra.”

% What a pity Cousin Tim had :the’ bringing up of youl”
pettishly ejaculated my aunt. “These squeamish potions of
yours positively mortify me very much, Alice. For my sake,
if not for ]your own, I hope you'll not be so rude as to break

. your promise of wearing the ring to-night. I’m happy to say

you're the first woman I ever knew who was content to be a
glave to any man.”

. My pride was roused at this. «I assure you, Aunt Myra,
it is from no fear of Leonard that I refuse to wear the gift:

‘but under the cireumstances T have no right to accept it.”

- But you have done so already, and can only make your-
gelf very absurd now by refusing it.” '

'This was true; and, influenced by her argumenps and her
greater knowledge of social rules, I reflected somewhat after
this fashion :—¢ Tt might be—it really did seem—impolite, un-
kind, to return the ring at once. I had viewed the matter as
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a jest, but Mr. James, it appeared, had not. Would it not be
best to save any unpleasant feeling on his part, by wearing the
ring that evening, and returning it at the same time, candidly
telling him my reasons for doing so?” At Jast X resolved
upon this plan.

“Did you think I would never come, sunt? Jane has

“been so long arranging my hair, But I am quite ready now,

and—why, Leéonard Stone ! is it possible 7

It was evening, and, just dressed for the smrée, I humed
into the parlor, where Aunt Myra had been awaiting -me
several minutes. I had caught up my gloves and my shawl,
ag it was growing late, and the carriage was at the door: so
with these in my hands I confronted Leonard, whom I did not -
expect until the next day. :

He did not come forward and reach out his hands to wel-
come me. He stood there by the mantel, white and still and
Stern his lips pressed together with 'that expression of in-
domitable pride and will, which struck out all the tenderness
from his face and left nothing but the hard sternness there.

My -aunt was nervously pacing up and down the room,
evidently excited and angry. ¢ Alice,” gaid the low, firm
voice of Leonard, I have heard from your aunt the historjr
of that diamond ring on your finger. It is my wish that you
should remove it this instant.”

The tone itself, to say nothing of the words, was a eom-
mand. If it had been more a request or an entreaty,
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I should probably have complied with it. Bu.t Leonard’s
manner was certainly irritating, and my educatmr.l :'md my
natural temperament had never taught me submission, ;t
was the first time the pride of both our natures had been
brought into collision. ,

«1 ghould like to know first your reasons for such a man-
date as this, Leonard ?” I answered, haughtily, almost de-

fiantly, while my aunt 1nterposed — -

«T hope you won’t be such a simpleton, Alice.

“ My reasons for asking this you know already ; so there is
no necessity for repeating them. The woman who is to be

‘my wife shall never receive such a gift as that from any man.

I would not have believed it of you, Alice.” o
« And I would not have believed what I have just witnessed

of you, Leonard.” (Oh, it is a terrible thing when pride gets
the mastery of two loving hearts 1) E

« Alice, we will not waste words. Once for all, will you
remove that ring from your finger, and in my presence enclos’e:
it to the gentleman who had the audacity to send it to you {

If he had known I intended to give it to Mr. James that
very evening, it would bave softened his words; but I had
concluded to do this before informing my aunt, as I drea(%ed
her expostulations. I was too proud to disclose my intention
pow, and in her presence. ‘¢ And what if I sh?uld prefer ?t,o
choose my own time and manner for doing this, Leon\::trd !

Was my not very compromising :esponse.
12
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“That is, you 12y not do it at'all: I shall make no further

requests ; but, if you do not comply with this one on the spot,
you dissolve our engagerent.”

He meant it, then; I saw it in the flashing of his eyes, in
the still, settled purpose written on his lips. '

And I—God forgive me ! for have I not repented in sorrow
of years and bitterness of heart for those words {—but youth
and spirit.and anger at his injustice were high within me as I
answered, ¢ Very well! Be it so, then, Leonard !”

He turned and walked with his firm, slow tread into the

hall, stopping only once to say ““good-night” to my aunt and
- me. Then, when I saw his white face, I believe I should have
called him back if it had not been for my aunt’s presence.
* But he went out and returned no more.
Well, I was the gayest of the company who welcomed
 the fair-haired English girl to our shores that night. They
told me afterward that my laugh broke out the merriest
and my songs rang forth the loudest. But, oh, if they could
have looked down into my heart,—if they could have looked
there ! |

The next day Leonard left the city. His pride and his
will, those  great defects of his noble nature, prevented his
making any overtures toward a reconciliation. . We were both
to blame, with the blame of rashness and misapprehension
and youth. , ‘

It is woman’s duty to submit, and here I failed. I pray
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(tod * forgive us both.” I was ill all that autumn. Oh, the
sickness of the heart is very hard to bear!

Mr. James continued to visit at our house. My aunt en-
couraged him in doing this: indeed, I learned afterward she
hiad told him that the engagement was a mere childish affair,
entered into thoughtlessly on my part, and one which met
with no approval from my friends.

T could not help seeing his many good qualities of character.
Ile was much attached to me, and he was a man of whose
personal appearance any Woman might be proud.

Well, there is no use talking of the courtship. In the next
spring we were marrried. Oh, how the words of that song
of Alice Cary’s, which I used to read under the apple-trees
at home, have been fluttering all day like sweet, mournful

echoes up and down my soul !—

“ But when my cheek beneath bis lip
Blush’d not, nor turn’d aside,
I thought how once a lighter kiss
Had left it crimson-dyed.”

He is a kind husband, and very proud of the wife to whom
he never spoke a cross word, and of the two fair children she
has brought him; and there is no luxury, no happiness, which
his wealth can procure, that is not ours.

But he is not a tender, demonstrative man; there is not a
single golden thread of romance in his being. He does not
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~ dream how my woman's nature thirsts and pants for the deep
waters of love, and ‘aches for the sweet balm of sympathy.
" And yet he gives me all hé has: why should T ask more ?
Last week, when h_é brought me home that beautiful gold
watch for a birthday present, my heart sprang out to him
very eagerly, and, looking up through my tears, I said, « Oh,

‘Howard, you do love me, don’t you? Put your arms around

* me now and say so.” ‘

He smiled very much as one would do at the vagaries of a

little ehild. ““Of course I love you, dear. But I think

~ you're grqwing rather nervous,—aren’t you, Alice? You must
ride out to-day, and I'll call at the doctor’s and see if he hasn’t
something for general debility: that’s sure to bring on low
spirits.” ‘ .

Seven years since Leonard and I parted! Our meeting at
the old museum has openéd a gate which I have long kept
locked, and I have gone down, this wild, November afternoon,
into the romance of my youth. TLeonard is married now.
They say his wife is a young, gentle, girlish creature, who
makes bright the home to which he has taken her. But I
know his heart by my own, and that is an instrument half |
broken. It would have been better if we had not met yos-
terday; for the key has turned in the rusted Iock, the door in
my heart has opened again, and T have gone into that solitary
room which I had no right to enter,—I, the wife of Howard
James ! ' |

 shall thy strength be.”
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Does the rain thicken, or is it the tears in my eyes that
blur the window-panes? Ob, it is a terrible thing for a
woman to take upon herself the vows of wifehood without

. her heart seals them,—a terrible thing for her to carry all

through the days of her life the loncliness and heatt-ache!

Oh, Leonard ! Leonard ! if I could only lay my head on your '
shoulder and weep one ‘hour! Hark! how sweetly that
sounded ! Rena and Harry are having a high frolic up in
the nursery, and ﬁﬁeir outhreaks of merry laughter tangle
themselves up togethef and roll down the stairs, and stir up

~my heart as the birds’ songs néver did in the days it may be

sin to dwell on. My precious children! Whata joy and a
comfort they aro to me! There again those ringing shouts.
Iiow happy the darlings are! '

And God spéaks‘to my heart through them, and I grow
stronger again. Oh, I shall not be alone with them to walk
by me through life! I will do mj duty. ¢ As thy day is, so

The cloud is lifting up from my soul. Not here, but here-
after, shall we see clearly, and, taking up the broken threads
of my life, I will weave them into what brightness I may.

I will, God helping me, be a true and faithful wife, a loving,

| tender, prayerful mother, and when the night comes, be it

sooner or later, perchance the angels leaning over my death- -
‘bed wil' murmur, softly, ¢ She hath done what she counld.”
There! that is Howard’s ring at the door, and the children
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. are bounding out to meet him. How they shout and elap

their hands! and he is kissing them. Our children! how |

mighty is this bond between us!

So, Lieonard Stone, the sweet song of our youth can never
be taken up by our hearts again, but there are other har.
monies left for both of us, and life is very short. Oh, in the
still watches of the night T will pray the Father that both the
“far-apart” roads we walk niay lead up to the meadow-lands
whose dews are the sweet balsams of eternity |

The Blossom iy fhe Hilderness.

Do you ever form an estimate of the character of people
from the physiognomy of their houses? I do. And so, when
the stage swept round the corner, I looked out eagerly, for, as
the driver had told me, about “ten rod up the road” stood

“the house of Philander White. His wife was my mother’s

own cousin, and I was just thirteen years old when I went
there to make my first visit. There had been some quatrel
between the families a score of years anterior fo ‘my visit;
and, though my mother and Mrs. White had never participated
in the feud of their relatives, it had doubtless evolved some-
thing of coldness between them. '

But, to “ cut short a long story,”—for pen-and-paper gossip
may be more dignified, but not a whit beiter, than tea-paxty
scandal,—I had been an invalid all the previous winter.

When the goft April days, to which my mother looked
forward so eagerly, came, they brought no bloom to my cheek,
no vigor to my step. My constitution seemed to have lost all

its recuperative power, and the doctor said, “Send her into
143
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the country, Mrs. May. If that doesn’t help her, she is lost

to you.”

Just before this Mrs. White had heard, through a mutual
friend, of my illness, dnd, the very day of the blunt phy-
gician’s ultimatﬁm, brought a letter to my mother. ¢ For the
sake of our old love, Jane,” it vead, let all that may bhave
come between you and me at an earlier time be forgotten,
.The grass is springing green on the bills of Meadow;'srbrd\:.)k,
and now—in this late May—is the time for Jennie to come to
us. There is a prophecy of keaith for her in the soft wind
that is lifting the édges of my paper as I write. We know
~she is your all, and we will be very tender of your darling.
Will you not trust her with us for & single summer ?”

And before another week had passed my trunk was packed
for “Philander White's, Esq., Meadowbrook.” o

I looked out, as I said, and there sat the pleasant white

house, with its green window-blinds, between the shrubbery
in front and the cherry-trees behind. My heart went out to
it at once, as it did 2 moment later to the gentle-voiced woman
and the fair, dark-haired girl who rushed out on the broad
fronb steps, and, kissing my cheeks, said, «“Cousin Jennie, you
are very welcome.” :
‘But it is not to tell you of that summer, thofigh I look
across the gray years to its green picture in the May-land of
my. memory, that I have taken up my pen this morning.
Suffice it, the mountain-breezes of Meadowbrook did their
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work well ; and when, in the early autumn, my mother came

- for her child, she could hardly identify the rosy-cheeked girl

that rushed in, with her curls tangling about her face, and
put up her rosy lips for a kiss. &

I think it must have been nearly two months after my
domestication at Aunt Myra’s—for so I called my mother's
cousin—before Uncle Charles Brace, her hushand’s brother,

visited us. He was a minister, and Cora and I anticipated

- the gentleman’s advent with any thing but pleasurable emo-

tions.

Our preconceived notions of the gentleman’s elongated
visage and solemn, Puritanical manner, which we regarded as
necessary concomitants of the profession, soon vanished before
the beautiful kindling of his smile and the winning gentle-
ness of hig manner. He was Uncle Phil’s youngest brother,—
not more than twenty-eight at that time; and his religion
had deepened and harmonized his fine poetic temperament
without checking the outflow of that undercarrent of humor
which éparkled through his character. ~ ¢ Uncle Charlie” was
soon our companion in our rides and rambles, and our confi-
dant in all our girkish plans. _ '

““You don’t really mean so, Uncle Charlie?”” and Cora’s
bright face was lifted from the roses and geraniums we were
weaving into a bonquet for the parlor-mantel. ¢ You don’s
really think what you just said,—that in every heart there is

K E 3 -
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some fountain, some blossom in the hwman wilderness of every

soul 77’

He put down his paper and came toward us. I haven'ta

dvubt of it, my little girl. The story I was just reading of
the hardened old man who eried because the child gave him
a ‘bunch of marigolds’ corroborates my remark. The light

that is in us can not quite become darkness; the heart that

might bring forth ¢fruit a hundred-fold’ for the harvest of
heaven will never become such a desert but some good seed
might take root therein.” |

«T dow’t believe ’twould, though, in Farmer Keep. You
don’t know him as well as T.do, Uncle Charlie. He’s one of
the richest men in all Meadowbrook, worth thousands and
thousands. He’s an old bachelor, you know, and lives in that
great red house on the road to Woodbﬁry, you remember ?

~"Well, he never goes to church; he never gives a cent to the -

poor; he never loved 2 human being or did 2 kind thing in
all his life. Now, don’t you think Farmer Keep Why,
Grandma Deane, how do you do ?”’ _

The old lady, whose entrance put this sudden period to my
cousin’s earnest peroration, came slowly toward the rocking-
chair Cora drew out for her. She was the oldest person in the
village. The hair under her cap, white as hill-side snow, had
imprisoned the sunshine of fourscore and ten summers. DBut
she still retained much of the physical and mental stamina
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which, with her active temperament, had made her so vigorous

a woman for many years.
«What’s that you're saying, child, about Farmer. Keep 34

said the old lady, with a pleasant smile, as she pinned her
knitting-sheath to her waist. :

« Why, I was telling Uncle Charlie what a cold, hard kind
of aman he is. You've always known him, Grandma Deane.
Now, did he ever do a good 'thing,‘- or ever love anybody, in
hig life 7"’ ‘

“Yes; he loved once a young girl, T remember.”

« Farmer Keep loved a yirl oncel” repeated Cora, with a
hélf—contemptuous and wholly skepticat curl of her berry-red
lip. “She’s forgotten,” she added, in an under-tone to her
uncle and me. Grandma Deane was slightly deaf.

“No; I haven’t forgotten, either,” placing her hand on
Cora’s hair. “T have held Lucy Reid on my lap too often
and roeked her cradle—poor, little motherless thing !—too
many times to forget.” _ '

(Clora’s look of incredulity had given way to one of curiosity.
¢ Grandma Deane, won't you tell us all about it? Jennie and
I will sit down on this big stool, and I know by that look in
Uncle Charlie’s eyes he wants to hear, too. Come, Jennie,
let the flowers go;”” and my vivacious cousin established her-
self on the stool at the old lady’s feet.

Grandma Deane slipped the yarn round her little finger and
commenced :—“ Let me see: it can’t be more than forty-two
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or three years this summer since Justin 'Keep'céme up to
_ Farmer Reid’s to let himself out for hired boy through har.

Vestmg .
¢ The Reids’ house stood a litile thls s1de of Stony Creek.

There’s nothing left of it now except the chimney that looks
“out, gray and cold, from the green grass all about it; but fifty
years ago it was a fine old place, with the lilaes in front and
the hop-vines running all round the back. Lucy was hardly
three weeks old when she lost her mother. Her fither never
married again, and the child grew up there in the old home

as fair and sweet as the flowers about it. _
“ She was turning into fifteen when Justin came there that

summer. He was a shy, strange, awkward sort of a lad, and
the neighbors all said, ¢ Farmer Reid never'd get the salt for
his porridge out of him.” .

“He'd been bound out till he was eighteen to some man
down in Maine, and he hadn’t 2 relation in the world that he
knew on, nor a suit of decent clothes, when he came to Farmer
Reid's.

“But, for all thls, Justin proved himself a smart, likely
boy, and the farmer, who somehow never was very forchanded,
—I always thought his wife’s sudden death hurt him,—found
that Justin was a real prize.

“At first he was gloomy and silent, doing his work, and
taking little nofice of anybody; but he couldr’t stand it long
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before Lucy. I’d like to have seen the heart that girl’s smile
wouldn’t have thawed out. '
“She was just like a bird round the old place, singing from
morning %1l night; and her blue eyes, that were like her
mother’s, seemed always letting out one laugh as her ved lips
did another. I never wondered her father doted on her as he
did; and, of course, Justin wasn’t long in the house before
she tried to make friends with him, '
“Poor fellow! it must have seemed very strange at first;

for I don’t think anybody had ever given him a kind word till

he came to Meadowbrook.
“But he made ladders for her flower-vines to run on, and

: got shells for the borders, and propped up the dahlias, and did

a thousand other things, which took them out into the garden
after supper, and made them the best of friends.
~ “Tuey had a playful, childish way about her, that made
her seem much younger than she was; then she was small of
her age ; so at fifteen she didn’t seem a day older than you,
Cora. |

“Well, she rode on top of Justin’s hay—ca,rt and helped
him husk the corn in the barn, and pretty soon the nelghbors
noticed a great change in Justin,

¢ He got him a new guit of clothes, and his face lost its old
down look ; and after harvesting Farmer Reid made him an
offer to stay all winter.

“ 8o Justin stayed and, taking lucy’s advice, went to the
13 ,
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distriet school; and, though be hadn’t had any eddication be-

fore, he went ahead of many an old scholar that winter.
T« Well, Justin stayed with the farmer four years. Then he
had a good offer somewhere in York State, and he concluded
to accept it for the winter only.

“ Lucy Reid was grown into a young woman by this time;
and a handsomer one, children, these dim eyes never locked
on,

“1I don’t know how it happened, for Luey might have had

her pick of the boys for miles around, but somehow she took

.to Justin, and when he left they were engaged to be married
one year from that time.”

“ Why, Grandma Deane, you aren’t going to stop now 7’
eried Cora, in alarm, for the old lady had laid down her
‘kmttlno-

“ No, my child,” and she removed her spectaeles and wiped
her eyes. “But the rest is a sad story, and I must hurry
over it, '

“I don’t know exactly how it happened, but that winter
Lucy’s father got into a terrible lawsuit with Squire Wheeler.
- There was some flaw in the title, and people said it was plain

the old man must let the homestead go.

“ They said, too, he’d never survive it ; and better, perhaps,
he never had, than kept it as he did. But one day Squire
Wheeler, to all the uelghborhood’s ztstomshment rode over to
the farm.

THE BLOSSOM IN THE WILDERNESS. 151

«What he did there was ncver exactly known, but in a
little while it was rumored that the suit was withdrawn, and,
come gpring, Luey Reid was to be married to Stillman Wheelgr.
And so it was. One bright March day she went into the old

-church yonder and gave herself to him.

«Tle was a good-locking man, but not over-smart, the
neighhors whispered ; and I always thought it was his money
more than any thing else that kept him up.”

“ But Justin, Grandma Deane: what became of Justin?”

¢ There is a dark look about the whole matter. Lucy was
made the vietim of some terrible falsehood. I never blamed
her father, for the thought of losing the old homestead seemed

completely to shatter him.
“T only know that Squire Wheeler and his son were at the

bottom of it, and that Lucy Reid went to the altar believing
that Justin Keep had been false to her.”

“Dear me! How dreadful! Did he ever come baek 7’
|« Ye ; the nexthay. Luey had been a wife two months.
Justin had not heard of her marriage. She was at bome,
visiting her father. When she met him at the door, she fcH
down like one sudden stricken with a fit.

“But he carried her into the house, and there they learned
all. Both had been deceived ! 4 '

“Tt was a terrible scene that old front room witnessed.
Justin swore a terrible oath of vengeance ; and it was not fill,
with clasped hands and streaming eyes, the young wife kneeled
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to the only man she had ever loved, and pleaded for the life

of her husband, that he promised for her sake to spare him,
“But from the day of Justin’s visit Lucy Wheeler was a

changed woman. All the light and gladness of her being

seemed dead in her, and she moved about her house, pale and -

quieb, with a look of patient' suffering in her once sunny eyes,
that it made my heart ache to behold.”

“And her husband! Did she ever tell him what she had
learned 7 .

¢1 think not. His father and Lucy’é died in less than two
years after the marriage. The Squire was much less wealthy
than people supposed. The next spring Lucy and her hus-
band removed west, and somehow people lost sight of them »

“ And Justin 7"’

“You know the rest, my child. He becam,e a moody, un-
happy man, asking no sympathy and giving none. But he
was always smart ab a bargain, and in a few years he laid up
enough to buy out' Deacon Platt’s farm when his son moved
to the South. '

“Ever since he has added-acres to his lands and thousands
to his coffers; but, for all that, he’s a man soured toward all
his race,—a man who was never known to give a little child
a smile or a beggar a crust of bread. I have sometimes
thought his heart was like a great desert, without a tree to
shade or a stream to gladden it. And yet it bore a bright
blossom once; and believe me, children, for it is the word of

i
i

J
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an old woman, who has seen and known much of the ways of
man, it is so always. The heart may be a great wilderness,
but tn some of its by-ways there has grown @ flower.””

Cora and I looked at each other and at Uncle Charlie.
Just then Aunt Myra came in. She had been out, and had
uot heard of Grandma Deane's visit.

Bub Cora stole up to her uncle, and, winding her arms
about his neck, whispered, I shall believe it always, Uncle
Charlie, now I have heard that story about Farmer Keep,
that there is a blossom i the wilderness of every hears.” ‘

Tt was a sultry August day in the summer I passed at Mea-
dowbrook. The wind, Jow and slumberous as the hush of a
mother’s voice at nightfall, crept up through the corn, and
down among the rye and wheat fields, that lay like broad,
green folds about the dwelling of Farmer Keep. There was
no poem of flowers written about the front yard; no graeeful
touches of creeping vines or waving curtains about the old

‘red homestead ; and yet it had a quiet, substantial, matter-

of-fact physiognomy, that somehow made a home feeling about
your heart.

I think it must have been this unconscious feeling which
decided the course of the girl, who stood at the point where
the two roads diverged, and gazed wistfully about her that

afternoon.
She seemed very tired, and her coarse straw-bonnet and
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calico dress were eovered with dust. If you had looked in
’ her face you would not have forgotten it. It could not have
seen more than fifteen summers. It was very pale; and its
sweet, sad besuty made you think of nothing but forest-
ﬂgwers drenched with summer rains. Her eyes were of that
deep moist blue that rolls out from under the edge of April
clouds, and her lips, ripe and full as meadow strawberries, had
that touching sorrowfulness about them which tells you al,wayé
the heart beneath is full of tears,
_ The girl’s hand clasped tightly the little hoy’s by her side.
The resemblance between them would have told you at once
_they were brother and sister, but his life could not have
covered more thar a third of here. The little fellow’s large
| eyes were full of tears, and the bright curls that crept out
from his hat were damp with moisture. He was hungry, and

tired, and motherless. 'What sadder history can one tell of a

little child ?

“There, Benny, cheer up. We'll go to that old red house
there and see what we can do. ~Don’t it look nice with the
great trees jn front?” said the girl, in a tone of assumed
cheerfulness, as she quickened her steps.

“Yes; but I'm so tired, Lucy. If I only had a big piece -

of bread and butter !”’ ,
~ “Well, dear, Il try and get you some there. It don't
seem like begging to ask for it in the country.””

A fgw woments later she opened the broad back géte and

'

' WHE BLOSSOM IN THE WILDERNESS. 155

went up to the kitchen-door. Farmer Keep’s housekeeper—
an old woman, with a yellow-white cap, and check apron tied
over her linsey-woolsey skirt—answered her knock.

¢ Do you want any help, or do you know of anybody round -

" here that does P’ timidly asked the girl.

The old lady peered at her with her dim eyes.

«No,” she said. ¢ There ain’t but four on us,—Farmer
Keep and the two hired men, and me., It's harvest-time
just now, though, and I reckon you'll find a place up in the

kY

village.”
“Thank you. Benny here, my little brother, 's very tired,

for we've walked from the depbt since ten o’clock. Can you

lot us come in and rest a while?”
«Sartin you can.” The sight of the little child touched

the heart of the old woman, and they went into the large, old-
fashioned kitchen and sat down in the flag-bottomed chairs,
while, with a glowing check, the girl cast about in her mind
for the best manner in which to present her petition for food.
Before she had decided the master of the house suddenly
entered the kitchen, for it was nearly dinner-time. He was a-
large, muscular, broad-chested, sunburnt man, with a hard,
gloomy expression on the face where sixty years were be-
ginning to write their history. He stood still with surprise,
gazing on the mew occupants of the kitchen; and the boy
dvew close to his sister, and the girl threw up 2 timid, fright-

ened glance into the gloomy face.
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~ “You don’t know of nobody round here that wants a litile
help, do ye, farmer P’ asked the old woman. ¢ Here’s a girl
" wants a place; and, as she’s walked from the depbt, T told her
she might come in and rest a bit afore she went up into the
village to try her luck.” |

“No,” shortly answered the farmer. “Dinner ready !
And the rich man turned away, without one gentle word or
kindly look for the homeless children whom God had brought
to his door. .

“Lucy, Lucy ! don’t stay here; T'm afraid I’ And the little
boy’s lips curled and quivered as he turned his face from the
farmer’s.

“ Lucy! Lucy!” How those little, trembling tones went

| down, down, into the man’s hard heart! How the dead days

of his youth burst out of their graves and rushed through his

memory at that low, broken « Loucy! Lucy P’

He turned and looked at the girl, not sourly as before, but

‘with a kind of eager, questioning interest.

¢ What is your name ?”

¢ Lucy Wheeler, sir.”

He staggered back and caught hold of the nearest chair.
“ And what was your mother’s "’

“Lucy Reid. She used to live in Meadowbrook, and
80 I came here to get work, for she told me to before she
died.”

At that moment the angels looked down and saw the seed
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that had lain for twoscore years in the heart of Justin Keep
spring up, and the flower blossomed in the wilderness! !
He strode across the kitchen to the ‘bewildered girl. He

w]m'ushed back her bonnet and turned her face to the _hght.

He could not be mistaken. It was the one framed and hun{f;
up in the darkened room of his soul. The blue eyes of his &
Lucy looked once more in his own. At that moment the little
boy pushed up between them and gazed wistfully into the
man’s face. . Farmer Keep sat down and took the child on his

knee. He tried to speak, but in stead great sobs came up and

heaved his strong chest. The trio in the kitchen gazed on

him in mute astonishment.
¢ Liey’s children! Lucy’s children !” he murmured at last,

in a voice whose tenderness was like that of a mother. “God
has sent you to me. For her sake this shall be your home ;

for her sake I will be 2 father to you.”

Five years afterward Cora wrote to me :—“We are having
fine times now, dear Cousin Jennie, and mamma wants to
know if you do mot need to remew your rosy che:eks among
the dews of Meadowbrook. Unele Charlie is with us this
sumxﬁer, and if you were here also my happiness_would be
complete. : | )
¢ Lucy Wheeler—yon remember he;' ?-—has the place in my :
heart next to yours. Her disposition is as lovely as her face,

and that is saying a great deal, for its rare sweet beauty dues
14
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one good to behold it. Farmer Keep scems to worship her
and Benny. He is a changed man now, and’ goes to church
regular as the Sabbath. He has spared no pains or expense
in Lucy’s education, and she will be a most accomplished
woman. She is here very often, and I have my suspicions
that Unecle Charlie———n’¢mporte; T will not trust this to pen
and paper. |

“ But, oh, Jennie! what a lesson hes all this taught me!
How it has deepened my faith in God and in humanity !

¢ Now, when my heart yearns over the wretched, thg sin-
ning, the outeast, I remember always THERE 15 A FLOWER IN
THE WILDERNESS.”

FEBRUARY,—month least sung of the poet,—cold and chill,

makes her advént. She wraps a thicker mantle around the

earth; she locks the streams in the valleys more tightly, and

‘she hangs her crystal tendrils on the creaking boughs, and
when the sun strikes them they become jewels of opal, and
amethyst, and émerald. ,

Then she brings longer days to us, and this is a prophecy.
Ob1 of what that neither lip nor pen can translate is it not
a prophecy ? : ' |

February is the month that'puts a new song in our mouths,
—a song half of sadness and half of triumph :—<THE WINTER
18 ENDED IV '

Ihe Wistake.

“ Py never do it l-—never, so long as I live!” And the
boy clenched his hands together, and strode up and down the

| room, hig fine featurés flushed, and his forehead darkened with

anrer and shame. ¢ T’d ask the minister’s pardon, in father’s
presence,—of course I would; but to go before the whole Aca-

demy,—boys and girls,—and dothis!” Hiswhole frame fairly

writhed at the thought, ¢ Ellsworth Grant, you'll brand

 yourself as 2 coward and a fool all the days of your life.

« But father never retracts, and he said I must do this, or
leave school and go out on the farm to work ; and the whole
village will know the reason, and I shall be ashamed to look

~ anybody in the face. TI'vea good mind to run away.” The

boy’s voice grew lower, and a troubled, bewildered expression
gathered on his flushed features.

Tt would be very hard to leave all the old places. And
then never to see Nollie again! it would almost break her
heart,—1I know it would.” And his face worked convulsively

a moment, but it settled down into a look of dogged resolution
| 159




160 ‘ ~ THE MISTAKE,

the next. “Imustn’t think of that now,—though it’s only ten

miles to the seaport, and I eould walk that in an hour and get
- a place on some ship about to sail hefore father was any wiser.
Some time I'd come back, of course, but not until I was old
enough to be my own master.”” The boy sat down by the table
and buried this face in his hands, and the sunset of the sum-
" mer’s day poured its currents of crimson and amber into the
chamber and over the bowed figure of the boy.

At last he lifted his head : there was a look of quiet resolve
in the dark hazel eyes and about the usually smiling mouth,
which in youth is so painful, because it always indicates
mental suffering.

.Ellsworth-(}lzant was at this time just fifteen; he was his
father’s only son, and he was motherless.

The deacon was a stern, severe man ; while Ellsworth in-
" herited his mother’s warm, sunny temperament. His father
was a man of unswerving integrity and rectitude,—a man
who would have parted with his right hand sooner than have
committed a dishonest act,—but one who had few sympathies
with faults indigenous to peculiar temperaments and character,
a man whose heart had never learned the height and depth,
the all-embracing heauty, of that mightiest text which is the
one diamond among all the pearls and precious stones of the
Bible :—** Be ye, charitable.”

He was a hard, exacting parent, and Ellsworth was a fun--

‘Ioving, mischief-brewing boy, that everybody loved despite
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tis faults and the scrapes he was always getting his neck
into. There is no douwbt that Deacon Grant loved his son,
but he was not a demonstrative man ; and then—it is the sad,
sad story that may be written of many a parent—* he didn’t
understand his dhild,” and there was no mother, with her
goft voice and loving words, to come between them.

Ellsworth’s last offence can be told in a few words. The
grape-vine which, heavy with purple clusters, trailed over
the kitchen-windows of the school-teacher’s residence, had
been robbed of more than half its fruit one Sunday afternoon,
Wwhen the inmates were absent. \

The perpetrators of this deed were, however, discovered to
be a party of the school-boys, among whom was Ellsworth.

The rest of the scholars privately solicited and obtained the
school-teacher’s pardon; but the deacon, who was terribly
shocked at this evidence of his son’s want of prineiple,
insisted that he should make a public confesssion of his fault
before the assembled school.

In vain Elisworth explained and entreated. His father
was invulnerable, and the boy’s haughty spirit entirely
mutinied.

“Ellsworth, Ellsworth, where are you going?” There
came down the garden-walk an eager, quivering voice that

~ made the boy start and turn round eagerly as he stood

at the garden-gate, while the light of the rising day was flush-
L 14 '
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ing the gray mountains in the éast with rose-colored hues.
A moment later, a small light figure, crowned with golden
' hair, and a large shawl thrown over her night-dress, stood by
the boy’s side. - : , .

“Why, N ellie, how could you? yow'll take cold in your
bare feet, among these dews.”

“T can’t help it, Ellsworth.” It was a tear-swollen faco

that looked up wistfully to the boy's. ¢ You see, I haven’t

slept any, hardly, all night, thinking about you, and so T was
up, looking out of the window, and saw you going down the
walk.” .

““ Well, Nellie,” (pushing back the yellov'v, tangled hair and
looking at her fondly,) “you see I can’t do what father says I
must to-day, and so 'm going off.”

«Qh, Ellsworth, what will uncle say?”’ cried the child,
betwixt her shivering and weeping; * what will uncle say?
How long shall you be gone ?” '

“1 don’t know,” (evasively;) “I sha’n’t be back to-day,
though. But you mustn’t stand here talking any longer.
Father’ll be up soon, you know. Now good-by, Nellie.”

‘There was a sob in his throat as he leaned down and kissed
the sweet face that had only seen a dozen summers, and then

he was gone. .

(o and call Ellsworth to breakfast, will you, Ellen?”
said the deacon, two hours later,

|
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«He isn’t up-stairs, uncle.” And then, as the two sat
down to theirs, Ellen briefly related what had transpired.

The deacon’s face grew dark as she proceeded.

¢ Fle thinks to elude the confession and frightgn me by
ranning off for a day or two,” he said: “he will find he is
mistaken.”

So that day and the next passed, and the deacon said no-
thing more: but Ellen, who was his adopted child and the
orphan-daughter of his wife’s most intimate friend, noticed
that he began to look restless, and to start anxiously at the
sound of a footfall ; but still Ellsworth came not.

At last a strict search was instituted, and it was discovered
that Ellsworth had gone to sea in a ship bound for some part

of the eastern coast of Asia, on a three years’ voyage.

“T hope he will come back a better boy than he left,”
was the deacon’s solitary comment; but in the long nights
Ellen used to hear him walking restlessly up and down his
room, and his black hair began to be thickly scattered with
gray. ‘

But the worst was not come yet. One November night,
when the winds clamored and stormed fiercely among the old
apple-trees in the garden, Deacon Grant and Ellen sat by the
fire in the old kitehen, when the former removed the wrapper
from his weekly newspaper ; and the first passage that met his
eye was one that told him how the ship Arago, the one in
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which Ellsworth had sailed, had been wrecked off the coast,
-and every soul on board had perished. -

Then the voice of the father woke up in the heart of Deacon
Grant. He stagoered toward Ellen with a white, haggard
face and a wild, fearful ery :—“Mj boy! my boy!” It was
more than his proud spirit could bear. « Oh; Ellsworth !
Ellsworth " And he sank down senseless, and his head fell
into the lap of the frightened child. .

+

After this Deacon Grant was a changed man. I do not

~ know which -was the more to blame, the father or the son, in
the sight of the God who judgeth righteously.
But equally to the heart of many a parent and manya

child the story had its message and its warning,

f

Kight years had passed. It was summer-time again, and-

the hills were green and the fields were yellow with her glory.
- It was in the morning, and Deacon Grant sat under the porch
of the great, old, rambling cottage; for the day was very warm,
and the top was wound round thickly with a hop-vine.

These eight years had greatly changed the deacon. He
‘seemed to have stepped very éuddenly into old age, and the
light wind that stirred the green leaves shook the gray hairs
over his wrinkled forehead, as he sat there reading the village
newspaper with eyes that had begun to grow dim.

And every little while fragments of some old-fashioned tune

.-
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floated out to the old man,—soft, sweet, stray fragments; and
flitting back and forth from the pantry to the breakfast-table -
was a young girl, not handsome, but with a sweet, frank, rosy
eountenance, where smiles seemed to hover naturally as sun-
shine over June skies, ,

She wore a pink ecalico dress, the sleeves tucked above her
elbows, and a “ checked apron.” Altogether, shé was a fair,
sweet, laughing-eyed comntry-girl.

And while the old man read the paper under the hop-vine
and the young girl hummed and fluttered between the pantry
and the kitchen-table, a young man dpened the small front
gate and went up the narrow path to the house. '

He went up very slowly, staring all about him with an eager,
wistful look ; and sometimes the muscles of his mouth worked
and quivered as one’s will when strong emotions are shaking
the heart. ' ,

He had a“ﬁrm, sinewy frame, of middle height : he was not
handsome, but there was something in his face you would have
liked; perhaps it was the light away down in the dark eyes,—
perhaps it was the strength and character foreshadowed in
the lines about the mouth. I cannot tell : it was as intangible
as it was certain that you would have liked that face.

The door was oiﬁen, and the young man walked into the
wide hall. He stood still a moment, staring around the low
wall and on the palm-leaved paper that covered the side.
Then a thick mist broke into his eyes, and he walked on like
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one in a dream, apparently quite forgetful that this was not
his own home.

I think those low, sweet fragments of song unconseiously
drew his steps to the kitchen, for a few moments later he
stood in the doorway, watching that fair gir]l as she removed
the small rolls _df yellow buﬁ:er from s wooden hox to an
earthen plate. I can hardly transeribe the expression of the
man’s face. - It was one of mingled doubt, surprise, eagerness,
that at last all converged into joyful certainty.

“Merciful man!” The words broke from the girl's lips,
and the last roll of butter fell from the little hands, as, looking
up, she saw the strahger standing in the doorway; and her
rosy checks aetuaily turned pale with the start of surprise.

The exclamation seemed to recall the young man to him-
gself. He removed his bat.. “Kxcuse me,” he said, with a
bow of instinctiye grace; “but can you tell me, ma’am, if
- Deacon Grant resides hete 77 |

“Oh, yes, sir: will you walk into the parlor and take a
seat? Uncle, here is a gentleman who wishes to see you.”
And in a flutter of embarrassment she hurried toward the
door. . '

The gentleman did not stir, and, remo-ving\his silver spec-
tacles, the deacon came in; and the two men looked at each
other,-—thé elder with some surprise and a good deal of
suriosity in his face, the younger with a strange, longing

eagerness in his dark eyes that seemed wholly unaccountable.
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«Po you know me, sir?” he asked, after a moment’s
gilence ; and there was a shaking in his voice.

«T do not know that I ever had the pleasure of 'meeting
you before, gir,” said the deacon.

But here a change came over the face of the gxrl who had
been watching the stranger intently all the time. A light
—the light of a long-butied recollection—seemed to break up
from her heart into her face. Her breath came gaspingly
from between her parted lips; her dilated eyes were fastened on
the stranger: then, with 2 quick cry, she sprang forward :—

¢ Unele, 3 is Ellsworth ! it is surely Ellsworth !”

Oh, if you had seen that old man then! His cheeks turned
ashen pale, his frame shivered, he tottered a few steps forward,
and then the great, wild ery of his heart broke out :—¢“Is it
you, my boy, Ellsworth ?”

“It is I, father: are you glad to see me?’ And that
strong man asked the question w1th a sob, and a timid voice
like that of a little child.,

«(lome to me! come to me, my bay that I thought was
dead | that T have seen every night for the last eight years -
lying with the dark eyes of his mother under the white
waves! Oh, Ellsworth! God has sent you from the dead !

Come to me, my hoy !’

And the old man drew his arms around his son’s neck and
leaned his gray head on his strong breast, and for a while

there was no word spoken between them.
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“You have foi'given me, father ¥ asked the young man, at
Tast.

‘Do not ask me that, my boy. How many times I would
have given ervery t;hing I possessed on earth to ask, ¢ Forgive
" me, Ellsworth,” and to hear you answer, ¢ Yes, father,” ”’

So there was peace between those two,—such peace ag the
angels love who walk up and down'the hills golden with the
blossoms and glorious with the flashing fountains of eternity.

“ And this—this is Nellie? How she has altéred! But I

knew the voice,”” said Ellsworth, at last, as he took the girl’s -

bands in his own and kissed her wet cheeks very tenderly.
And at last they all went out under the cool shade of the hop-
vine, and there Ellsworth told his story.

The merchantman in which he had ‘sailed from home was
wrecked, and many on board perished; but some of the

sailors constructed a raft, on which the hoy was saved with.

several others. They were afterward rescued by a vessel
bound for South America. Here Ellsworth had obtained 4
situation in a large mercantile establishment, first as a clerk,
afterward as junior partner.

He had written home twice, but the letters had been lost
or miscarried. As he had received no answer, he supposed
his father had never forgiven him for « runping away,” and
tried to reconcile himself to the estrangement.

But he had of late found it very difficult to do tlus, and at -
last he had resolved to return to his Liome, have an interview _
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with his parent, and try whether the sight of his long-absent
son would not soften his heart.

Oh, it was & happy trio that sat under the green. leaves
of the hop-vine that summer morning. It was a happy trio
that sat down, in that low, old-fashioned kitchen, to the
delicious dinner of chicken and fresh peas that Nelly had
been so long in preparing. -

And that night three very happy people knelt in the old

" sitting-room, while the trembling voice of the deacon thanked

God for him that was dead and ¢ alive again.”

Another yearwent by; and one bright summer morning the
old gray church on the green was opened and crowded with

curious, smiling faces. ‘ ,

Suddenly there came a hush over all the rustle of eagerness
and expectancy, for Ellsworth Grant and Ellen passed up the
aisle,—he looking very manly and happy, and she very shy and
fair in her white bridal-robes. _

So they stood together at the altar, and said to each other
those most solemn, most beautiful words that man or woman
ever have said or ever will say to each other,—« Till death us
do part.”

And behind them stood an old man with gray hairs and
wrinkled face, about whom the people gathered with congratu-'
lations as soon as the newly-married pair had left the church.

And the old man rubbed his hands, and a smile—very beawn-
15
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ing, very full of “perfebt peace”’—went over his face as he

said,—
“God has deali very kindly with me. He sent my boy
_home to me, and now he has given me two children.”

OcTOBER, the great prophet, is walking among us, writing
his g\'rimson ordinances on the forest-trees and hedges, spelling
out the year’s destiny in morning frosts, and sighing it in
evening winds. Alas, for the glory that shall depart, for the
earth must put off the ga'rmenté of Life for the winding-sheet
of Death! But she is decked with beauty and flushed with
blushes now, as a maiden for ‘her bridal. The tree-boughs
dip downward with their froitage of gold anfi purple. Thy

hands break to us the great feast of the year. All hail to -
|

‘thee, October!

Jice Loving.

“WiLroN, don’t you ever intend to get married? 1 declare
I'm quite in despair about you. Here you are, thirty-six
years old next February, and a confirmed old bachelor! Why,
you ought to have a wife and two or three fine second editions
by this time, Just think of all the trouble I've had about

. you, too! Rides in the country and promenades in the city;

visits at home and parties abroad,—all to no purpose. It pro-
vokes me to think of it. Once for all, Wilton Hughes, do
you intend to live and die an old bachelor ?”  And the lady,
still young and blooming, put down, with an air of despera-
tion, the jewel-case with which her fingers had been playing,
and confronted the gentleman who sat opposite her,

He too laid down his paper, but with an air of languid
sang-froid which was particularly irritating, for dinner was
just over, and Wilton Hughes always devoted the next lhalf-
hour to politics and bank-stocks. |

¢ Really, Sara,” he replied,—and his coolness was in strange

contrast with his sister’s vehemence,—“ I cannot answer you,
171
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for whether T shall depart from this life in a state of single
or double blessedness is still an unsettled matter with myself.
’ You shall be apprized of my decision when I make it. Mean-
while, my dear sister, I recommend that you give yourself no
further disturbance on the subject.”

“You are the most provoking being alive, Wilton,”
ejaculated the offended lady, as she rose up. I believe you
- are as heartless as you are sarcastic, and I shall never put
another woman' in danger of breaking her heart for you.”
And the rustle of Mrs. Hille’s brown silk was an emphatic
peroration of her anger as she swept indignanitly from the
apartment,.

Wilton Hughes leaned back in his chair and half-closed his
" eyes. Now, as he sits there all alone, his face brought into

fine relief by the dark velvet cushioning, we will look at it;
for his countenance is something more than ¢“a book with a
date.” ' ‘

It is not a handsome face; and yoi it will win upon you
strangely. ~ The features are too long and thin for masculine
beauty ; the forehead is broad and high, with thick masses of
hair about it; the lips are in repose stern and grave; but you
should see them when they are in the light of one of Ais
smiles. ¢ Thirty-six next February " his sister said. You
would never believe he was more than twenty-eight, looking
into his face. '

But as the man sits there, his thoughts wander off on a
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long journey. It may be his sister's words—it may be the
dim quiet of the room—have started them on a path which
reaches, away over the graveyards of many dead and buried
years, to a far country,—the land of his youth. |
It is an old red farm-house that he sees now : the sloping
roof is covered with moss, and in the spring the weeds take
root among the eaves and make a long green fringe on the
edge of the house. e has not seen the old home since that
night when he learned Look ! how the cold, proud man’s
mouth quivers, and his fingers cluteh the paper, for that night
has come out to meet him. It was “laid away and locked
up,” he thought, where it would never find a path into the
present ; but now, as some old friend, over whose death we
have wept and prayed, comes back and takes our hand and
the seat by our side, and looks into our eyes with the old
smile, and whispers, “It was all false! I was not dead!” so
this night comes back like a living presence and takes its seat

* by Wilton Hughes.

He saw her again, the only woman who had ever troubled
the deeps of his soul, as he saw her then, with her shining

golden hair, and her hazel eyes,—as sweet a picture as ever the

heart of man framed and housed up in the past. They had
Jjust returned from a long ride in the country, and they stood
by the gate. e had assisted her to alight, and he still

retained her little fingers in his own.
15¢
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A young moon was mounting over the forest, and the light
lay soft and sad in the bollows and along the road-side.

" He was only nineteen then, and it was the tenth of July!

. His heart would keep those two dates till it took up the last

one,—Eternity ! :

He remembered how, standing there, he leaned down to
her, and, putting away the cluster of curls under her bonnet,
said, “ I shall not be here again till the hollows are as full of
snow as they are now of moonlight. May God take care of
my darling, and oh! you will be true to me, my Mary!”

She looked up to him, her clear eyes shining fondly
through her tears. * Wilton,”—how the memory of her
~ voice thrilled his heart still I— ¢ Wilton, you may trust me !”
and it was not the words so much as the look which filled his
_soul with such trust, that, if an angel had spoken from heaven,
he would have believed no more fully. He remembered the
- last kiss, and that his eyes were dim as he sprang into the
carriage. It was the last time he ever saw Mary, or the red
house with the weeds growing on its edge.

He had never blamed her—not even when the blind dark-
ness of that great sorrow settled upon the morning of his life
—vwhen he learned that she was another’s, and his heart grew
* dead within him. | '

He knew she was true, and that was a great blessing : her
friends had deceived her, and she had gone to the altar be:

lieving that Wilton was false to her. '
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Mary’s family was a poor and a proud one; so was Wil
ton’s. :
When the rich man came and laid his wealth and social
elevation at the feet of the country-girl, her parents looked
off on the little yellow cottage which was Wilton’s home, and
gaid, % Our child shall be the wife of the rich man!’ But

* Mary was true, God bless her! and there was a long web of

deceit and falsehood woven about her life before she yielded
to their entreaties. e learned it all too late !

And then Wilton Hughes went out into the world and did
good battle with it. He educated himself; he elevated his
family ; and at thirty-five he was a rich man.

He had but two sisters, and when his parents died they
came to the city and married rich men. Proud, fashionable,
elegant women they were, admiring their bfother because the
world did so; and yet dreaming little of the spring of poeiry

whose clear waters gushed through and kept green the heart

so hidden from them. They called him odd, notional, fasti-
dious, and could not understand why he was so indifferent to
women, with whom his graceful, halfindolent manners made
him an especial favorite. |

Wilton Hughes lived with his sister, Mrs. Hills. She was
the yoﬁnger, and perhaps he loved her the better, of the two.

‘But there was no sympathy between them. He was a mys-

tery, and a very provoking one sometimes, to her, and she -

" was to him like a book which one admires for the elaborate
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binding and gilded edges, but knows there is little inside, after
all. . .

" And so Wilton Hughes sat there alone, in his sister's
~drawing-room, that winter afternoon, and the old years came

up softly, and sang a sweet song to him,-—a song of youth, and
love, and hope,—and he found, after all, that the past still

kept some pearls with which to dower the present.

It was quite late when he came back again to the paper and
the arm-chair, and he smiled a sweet, half.mournful smile to
himself as he looked at his wateh and murmured,—

«What a time-stealer these reveries are! I guess I'll
finish up those letters, and not go out until after supper.”

It was a raw wiilter night. Wilton Hughes stepped back
for his umbrella, for he knew, as the wind met his face, it
© was “getting ready to snow.’
 When he returned, he found a young girl trying to close

the door in the teeth of the wind, and looking ruefully out
into the thick darkness. She was slender, and had pale, deli-
. cate features: that was all he could make out by the gaslight
oppoéite; ‘but her youth and timidity appealed to his heart at
once. Besides, it was not a night on which & young and un-
protected girl should be out alone.-
¢ Mrs. Hills is not in this evening,” he said to the girl,sup-
posing she had come there on some errand to his sister. ¢ Have
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you seen the housekeeper? She should not allow you to

‘return alone.”

« T have been sewing for Mrs. Hills to-day, sir,” answered.

the girl; and somehow her soft sweet voice thrilled the heart
that was yet quivering to the old memory-tune. It took me
longer to finish the worlk than I thought it would ; but 1 had
no idea it was so dark.” ~ And she shuddered as she looked
down the street. '

“Perhaps our paths lie in the same direction: it is not
safe for you to go alone. Iam Mrs. Hills’s brother. Will you

~ allow me to accompany you P’ asked the gentleman.

She turned, and locked earnestly at kim for & moment. It
was a very fair—almost childish—face that beamed out of that
plain straw bonnet. "

“Yes, sir,” answered the girl, eagerly. T shall be very
grateful for your company, for I am a sad coward.”” _

They had proceeded but a short distance, when the wind

sprang up fiercer and stronger than ever, whirling up the

yesterday’s snow and shouting along the street.
- Wilton’s companion stopped suddenly, and gasped, “Oh,
I cennot go any farther., The wind takes away my breath.

It always does.”

“Don’t be afraid, my child; I shall take care of you.
Hold your shawl before your face, and keep fast to me.
There ! it’s going down. We will proceed now.”

- %What should I have done if it had not been for you? T

M
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- thould never have reached my home,—never in the world.”
And, as the girl spoke, the gentleman heard the throbbing of
the little coward heart against his arm,
“You should never venture out alone again on such a night,”
replied Wilton. ¢ Have you no friend to come for you £
“No, sir,”” she answered, mournfully; “my mother died
two years ago. She was the only relation I had on earth.”

- “Poor child !’ Involuhtarily the gentleman’s hand closed
over that which lay on his arm, for the girl’s helplessness
and orphanage moved him much.

“ And with whom do you live now 7 ) ,
“With a Mrs. Mason, who was a friend of my mother’s,
after we came from England. We went there when I was a
little girl,- and papa lost his property and died there. I was
only twelve when we came back. It is four years ago.

Mamma lived two of these, and T was taking arawing-]essons, :

and expecting to teach, when she was token ill. After she
died, I lived a yearr with Mrs. Mason, and then the money
we brought from England was all gone. I learned to ‘do
plain sewing of Mrs. Mason’s niece. I am hoping some time
to Jay by money enough to take drawing-lessons again.”’

This simple epitome of the past was murmured among the

. wind-pauses, in a low, sweet voice, that seemed to Wilton

- Hughes like music he had heard long ago.
¢ May T inquire your mother’s name !’
“ Mary Willis Arnold ”
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Wilton stood still. Tt was the one name burned inte his
Just then the wind beat up boarser, madder than
He did not hear it for the lowder wind that was

soul.

ever.
driving through his heart. N
The girl clung to him and shivered. It was the first thing

that aroused him.

“Don’t be frlghtened "’ he said, soothmgly “we are almost
home. I think, from your description, your mother and 1
were old aequaintances.” )

They were walking on again. She looked up in unspeak-
able surprive. “If you tell me your pame?”

t Wilion Hughes! Did your mother ever speak of it?”

¢« (Oh, yésf Iam so glad! How very strange! Sheleft a
letter for you the very day she died, and told me to be sure
and keep it till T found you. Here we are at home. You
will come in, Mr. Hughes, and get the letter 7”

He did not answer her, but he followed the Light footsteps
into the small brown house.

The girl entered the parlor. It was plainly but decently
furnished.  An old but very pleasant-looking woman sat by
tﬁé small cylinder stove, and a lamp was burning on the table.

¢«Lena, T have been so worried about you,” said the old
woman, and then stopped suddenly on seeing a stranger.

«Tt is mother’s old friend, Mr. Hughes. You remember,
Mrs. Mason ?” said Lena, as she ushered the gentleman into -

the parlor.
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~Mrs. Mason received him with rapturous expressions of
delight-; but, as Lena threw off her bonnet and came into

" the light, he could cnly think of her, The large hazel-brown _

eyes, the fair, pure features, were so like those his early man-
hood had loved, that he longed to draw the sewing girl to his
heart and rain down kisses upon them. Lena’s father had
bequeathed her hair and lashes their thick darkness, and
given the proud curve to her Lips in their repose; but in all

else she was lile her mother.
Wilton’s eyes followed the girl as she left the room, and he

.vaml tried to answer Mrs. Mason’s inquiries W1th any thin
y q y g

but monosyllables.

In a moment Lena returned and laid the letter in his hand.
How it shook as he opened it! There were but few words,
traced, evidently, by a faltering hand. So ran the letter :—

“My BELOVED WiLToN:—I am dying to-day, and few
must be the words I can say to you. Ten years ago, holding
my dying father’s hand in mine, I learned all. We are both
the vietims. Thank Grod, your heart was as true as my own.
Wilton, my child is fatherless and motherless, and I have
none with whom to leave her. ¥ give her to you, though I
“know not where you are, whether married or single, for I have
never heard of you since )

“T can hardly see the lines, and T know the darkness that
is coming over them ig deqth. To-morrow I shall be at home,
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and, when this comes to you, you will take care of Lena, for

‘the sake of _ Mary.”

Wilton read this letter through, and then the proud man
leaned his armg onr the table, and, burying his head there,
sobbed like a very child, unmindful of his listeners. -

T cannot tell all which took place that evening in Mrs
Mason’s little parlor ; but when Wilton Hughes had risen to
leave, he put aside Lena’s thick curls, and, looking in her face,
said, very tenderly,—

¢ My child, never go out to another day’s sewing. Your

mother has given you to me. I will take care of you.”

A month had passed. 7
¢ What 45 the reason that Wilton never stays at home now-

adays 7 said Mrs. Hills to her dull but very stately husband,
on one of those infrequent evenings which they were passing
alone together. «Ye used to be away Quite too mueh, I
thought, but now we never get a glimpse of him till eleven.
Do, Charles, hand me that magazine.”

« Perhaps he’s out courting? eh, Sara ?” suggested the
gentleman, as he passed the pamphlet to his wife.

¢ Nonsense ! it’s nothing of that kind,” replied the lady,
half eontemptuounsly, for she had no great confidence in her
hushand’s acuteness. “I’d give him a lecture for leaving me
so: but, then, what good would it do ?”

If Mrs Hills could have known the new life which the
‘ 16
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—

heart of her brother had been hvmg for the last month, and .

if she could have looked into Mzrs. Mason’s little parlor that
‘ evening,—if ghe-could have looked there !

Wilton Hughes had passed his evenings with Lena Arnold,
and his soul had dranken again- of  the golden goblet of its
youth,

~Lena was so _childlike, 80 unaffected, that it was a joy to
the world-weary man to be with her.

He might have married years before; but his sisters’

finesse and frivolity had sickened his heart of their sex ; and
then they would never leave him alone, but were slways trying
to palm off some woman upon him as false and vain as them-
gelves,

But Lena! Lena! She had taken him back to the golden
dream of his youth, and he sat watching her to-night, as she

stood by the table, her graceful head leaning over the drawing
he had brought her, her dark eyes beammg bright through

their long, heavy lashes.

“ Lena,” he said, at Jast, “will you come and sit down by
me? for I have something to say to yow.”

She eame, with a smile half curious, half eonfiding ; for Lena
had Jearned to know Wilton very well during that month.

“ Lena,”” be said, stroking the littlé hand he had taken in
his, and looking into her clear eyes, ““do you love me any P

“Love you any?” answered the girl, with that frankness
which contact with the world had néver taught her to conceal :
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«to-besure I do! ‘Were you not my mother's best friend,
and are you not my own now? Oh, Ilove you better than
any one in the world, Mr. Hughes

«Well encugh to be my wife, Lena ?”’

She sprang up in her wild astonishment, and her cheeks
were incarnadined with blushes.

«I your wife! You do not mean it, Mr. Hughes!”

He put his arms around her.

¢Yes, Lena; I should not jest on such a subject. Twenty
years lie between us, and my hairs may be growmg gray
while your cheek still keeps the bloom of its youth Shall
you love me less because I loved your mother first,—because I
shall be old before you, Lena ?”

She drew up closé to him. ¢ No, no. Iwas not thinking of
that: only I am so different; I know so little, and I am so

unfitted to be your wife.”
“T am in no hurry, Lena. You are right in thmkm g your-

self too young to marry now. 1 will wait for you three years.

fwﬂl not trammel your girlhood with any engagement which
gratitude might induce you to make me. You shall be free,

and you shall pass the intervening three years at one of the -

best schools in the Union.”

The pride of Lena’s father and the delicacy of her mother
rose in her answer. ¢ But to be so dependent before Tam .
married! Forgive me! but T cannot bear the thought of it,

Mr. Hughes.”
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*«T have looked out for all that, my Lena. The gentleman
at whose school T would place you desires an assistant in
“drawing, In two months you . can be this, and yourself
defray your expenées.”
“ How can I thank you?”” said Lena, with a burst of happy
tears. “How I will study so you shall not be ashamed
of me when I am—"

She did not finish the sentence; but, before she buried her>

burning face on his shoulder, there had beamed a glance
through her swimming eyes which told Wilton Hughes that she
Joved him.

Three years had passed. Wilton had just returned with Mr,
and Mrs. Hills from their annual visit to Saratoga. Martha,
his elder sister, rode up the next day to weleome them home

_again,

“I hear you've had an unusually. gay season at the
Springs,’ ’ said the lady. ¢“Was Wilton as indifferent as ever
to the beauties he found there, Sara ?” .

% Yes, just, Martha. I’ve given him up now. He's a

confirmed old bachelor.”

“No, he isn’t, either,” said the gentleman in question, as
he eniered from the next room, where he had overheard these
remarks; “and, to prove this to you, I expect to be married,
Providence permitting, four weeks from this day.”

T —
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«To whom? To whom?” cried both the ladies, as they
wn, pale with astonishment.
Sat“d ]c;o 3;011: remember, Sara, a young girl, a Miss Arnold, who,
some three years ago, did plain sewing for you a few days‘?
She is to be my wife.”
« Wilton Hughes !’ shrleked both the horrified ladies;
wyill you so disgrace yourself and your fan:uiy"P We will

12
never, never receive her,—never speak to her !

«Martha! Sara! Be still!” The tones were 80 stern
and commanding that even the proud women yielded to
them. « Listen to me.” And Wilton sat down, and told the
sisters the story of his youth —of hig love for Mary Willis,
and of the lie that had made her another’s, and how his heart

had holden that one memory in silence and tenderness for so

many years.
Then he told them of the winter night, and his meetmg

with Aer child, and thus he concluded :—

«Whether you receive or rejeet my wife is a matter per-
feotly optional with yourselves ; but, remember, she is never |
to be insulted in my presence.” And he left them.

Wilton’s words had reached the women’s hearts of his
sisters. There was something of beauty in this deep, long-
enduring love which spoke to their souls through all the prlde
and false shame which had overgrown them.

Mary Willis had been their playmate in days they had since
16%
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‘blushed to remembor, and her sweet face came back to them
once more, and in that better moment they said,—
“There is no use in finding fault with him; and, after all,

his love has been very beautiful. She will be his wife, and
we will receive her as such.”

And they did not alter their defermination when Wilton

“brought Lena to them, and they looked upon her, blushing
and graceful in her bridal loveliness; for she was happy as
few wives are in.the hushand who had first loved her mother

The 010 Wirfot

TuErE it hangs, that old mirror, just as it hung long -ye.ars
before I can remember. There is nothing costly or striking
about it, with its simple mahogany frame, which has grown

“almost black with time; and yet it is very full of voices and

memories to me.

I suppose there is nothing artistic or beautiful i in the paint-
ing which occupies nearly as large a space as the glass beneath
it, and yet I have gazed upon landscapes, ﬂushlon'g the walls
with their rich tropical sunsets,—upon glorious visions of t.ur-
zeted castle and rolling river and cloud-wrapped mountain;
and my eyes were not dim with such tears as fill them now,
while I look on that picture framed in the top of the old

' mirror.

There is the yellow, two-story house, set down on fshaf: strip
of land that reaches out bravely into the sea; there is !:he
little boaf, with its white sails spread to the wind, coming
close to the shore; and there are the deep blue waters, reach-

t i i in the distance.
ing off to the pink, sunset clouds that lie low in &
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How many hours in “the long ago,” when I was too ill to

read or play, have I sat in the old arm-chair, where so much
‘of my childhood was passed, and dreamed dreams of that
“house by the sea” shore ! There is no sign of life about it,
except the clond of birds that are sweeping off to the horizon ;
and I used to wonder how the people looked who lived there
close to the water, and how terrible it must have been in a
storm, when the great waves beat and thundered against the
shore, and fringed it with long lines of foam, and the wind
shricked and panted through the poplars that stood elose to
. the front door. How I wondered if there were any little
children in that house,—~boys and girls, who # went sailing”
in the Lttle boat on pleasant afternoons, and gathered up
pink and yellow shells on the sands when the tide was out !

I wondered, too, if the father and mother did not lead a life
of much foreboding and anxiety lest some of their children
should fall into the water and get drowned, and whether they
ever allowed them fo walk down that narrow Strlp of land
that seemed to step right, into the sea.

How I used to long to see a little curly head suddenly

brighten one of those small wmdow—panes, or thrust itself

through the half-open door! but it was no great matter, after
all; my child-imagination péopled that old house with vxsmns

faiver than any its artist ever dreamed of.

- Then the “old mirror” brings me back memories of other

" and brighter days; when T used to stand before it, weaving -
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my hair into all sorts of fantastic braids, and dreaming other
dreams, in which I-—not the people in the old house—was i':o
be the chief actor. O land of the Future, with thy fair
gardens, thy sweet flowers, and thy singing waters, who hath
ever found thee?

Sometimes she would come and stand by my sule, puttlng
her little rosy cheeks against mine, and looking in the‘glass
together, What a contrast there wag! ¢ One shall be taken,
and the other left.” Who looking at us both as we stood
there together, then, would have prophesied ske should be the
taken? And yet six times has the moon rigen and get over
her new-made grave, and the cheeks whose bloom mocked
the summer roses lie cold and white under the shroud-folds,
with the springing grass and the singing birds her only com-
paniﬂns‘

The “old mirrer,” like most antiquated household-furni-
ture, is a history, a biography, a poem, in itself’; but much of
this is too sacred to translate. Sometimes, looking up to it, I
sigh for the old days, and say, “If I could only go back to

that time again P’ And yet, if an angel stood here while 1

write, and promised to lead me very tenderly down thro?gh
the pathway of the years that lie between, I should shiver
and shrink back. How few of us would be ready to live .

over all our lives again!




Ihe Goqnﬂy Grgbeyard,

It was the noon of a summer Sabbath. The day had been
dim, quiet, hazy, with great woolly clouds piled all over the
sky, and occasional outbreakings and quiverings of sunshine,
- like beautiful thoughts in a story, or sweet notes swelling up-
ward through a low song. | f

It was a picturesque little spot, that old country graveyard,
shut off from the highway and* the green fields by its plain
white railing; and there the fathers and mothers bad laid
down to sleep in the hope of a *resurrection unto life im-

. mortal.”  There were only two persons, a gentleman and a

lady, making their way slowly among the tall grass and the
old, brown, moss-covered tombstones, that leaned against each
other, and still told, with feeble voices, of all that lay beneath
them, .

The old burying-ground was half choked up with black-
'bem;ywines. They climbed over the sunken graves, and
wound their green arms about the headstones, and, on the
Sabbath of which I write, the berries hung thick and tempt-

ing on the low vines. And there they would hang on till the
190 : o ,
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wind shook them down or they dropped away of their own
ripeness ; for nebody ever thought of picking the berries that
grew in the graveyard. The little children passed by every
day with their baskets and kettles; but no tiny hands were
thrast through the railing; no childish feet ever pattered
through the tall, old gate, though they knew well that out
among the wood-hollows and field-hedges no berries grew
larger or fairer than these,—these that were the price of the
dead !

The lady bad never been here before, and she looked
around with curious, half awe-filled eyes, as she followed the
gentléman.b Oh, he was thinking of the time, many, many

years gone by, when they led him through that long, tangled

grass to the burial of his mother.
“1t was here,” almost whispered the gentleman, as one

~ does in the presence of the dead; and then both stood still

before the tall gray column which told how many summers
before, in the morning of her womanhood, the ¢ mother” had
lain down to the sleep which no child-voice had ever
awakened,

‘¢ Eighteen hundred and twenty-eight,” murmured the
young lady, ag she leaned over the headstone. ¢ How long
ago that was! Can you remember it?”

“Yes, very dimly,—just as you do some of the old night-
dreams of your childhood.” |
“Then tell me about that time, won’t you, please? It is
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such a fitting place, close by where she was, with the Sabbath

quiet and beauty all around, and the wind bringing up to us

the sweet hymns of the worshippers from the old stome
church.” '

“Do you see the great Wh1te house ‘beyond the bridge,
with its steep, old-fashioned roof, and the vine mounting all
around the piazza, and the tall maple-tree in front, where the
young birds of thirty summers ago sang just as sweetly as
they are singing this Sabbath morning ? '

Tt was night-time then, though, and ske lay in that lower
room on the right, and I was sleeping in the chamber over-
head, with the newly-risen stars looking in the window on the
little boy whom the next hour was to write motherless. I
remember a light shining suddenly through the room, and
some one saying, softly, ‘Come, my child, get up quick.
Your mother wants to see you once more.’

“l did not comprehend what this meant, but a chill
struck through my heart as they carried me down-stairs and,”

into the room where she lay, where she had lain many days,
her face growmg whiter and her sweet voice lower all the
time,

¢« Well, they lifted me up to the bedside. She placed her
thin arms about my neck, and kissed my forehead with lips
as cold as ‘the winter snow. Then she whispered so low that
no ear but mine heard,—mine that has kept the words through
all the long upward years, and that hears them now faintly
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and sweetly as on that night :—¢ My little boy, God will take
care of you’ Her eyes closed, and, when they lifted me
away, the life of my mother had gone down into the valley of
death !’

And the lady who, leaning against the old tombstone, had
listened that Sabbath morning to this story, thought, amid
the tears she sent back to her heart, that the mother had
bequeathed a beautiful legacy to her son. Mighty name, and
broad lands, and-royal sceptre, many a one has left to her
child, but that dying prophecy, ¢ My little boy, God will take
care of you,” in its beautiful, touching faith and consecration
followiﬁg him up into manhood, and down, it may be, among
the shadows of old age, was worth more than all these:
fitting words to cari'y out from this world, and to keep sacred
even among the angels who are in heaven, till the mother,
meeting her child again, shall say triumphantly on the Hter-
nal Hills, as she did faintly in the Earthly Valleys,— God
HAS taken care of you, my boy !’

N 17




Wolw!

# Whatsoover thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might; for thore is
no work, nor devide, nor knowledga, nor wisdom, in the grave, whither

thou goest.” . - . . 1

“QOm, st&p a moment, please, papa! I had wellnigh for-

gotten : I want some money,~—five dollars, I guess.”

It would have been a hard matter for a heart less loving
than that of the father to have refused her, she looked so
charming, with her sweet, uplifted face set in a cloud of
golden hair, and the heart-light shining out of her May-blue.

eyes and playing ¢ hide-and-seek” among the dimples round

her small red mouth. She was his only danghter, reader, and
be was a widower.

“Five dollars, ¢h, Gracie ?’ You're a monstrously expensive
Little bit of humanity,” said the merchant, as he patted the
dimpled cheek of his daughter, and then unbuttoned his
warm overcoat. ¢ What's wanting now ? a new bonnet or an
embroidered pocket-handkerchief 7

« Neither, papa : it is not for myself that T want the money
1T \
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this time. It is for a poor family who live right across the
street from Mrs. Howard’s, She stopped here yesterday to
tell me about them ; for you know she was called out of town
suddenly to see ‘her mother, who is dangerously ill. The
family, it seems, have resided there but a little while, and
Mzs. Howard was confident they had seen better days, although
ghe had never visited them. Last November, she said, when
the sunshine used to make an hour of the afternoon seem
like a smile from the summer, two or three beautiful children
would come out and play on the porch. She used to watch
them through her blinds with so much interest.

« But for the last month she bas hardly seen one of them,
unless it was the oldest boy, who came down to draw water in
the yard ; and he was dressed so thin and looked so mournful

it always troubled her.
¢« Well, yesterday morning the family haunted her thoughts

and dreams so much she resolved to see them ; and, when the

little boy came down as usual to the well, she called him across
the street. . Oh, papa! I cannot help the tears coming when
I think about it;” and the young girl dashed aside the large
drops which were chmbmg over her brown lashes. ¢ Mrs.
Howard said the boy was very bashful and non-communicative
at first; but at last she succeeded, by dint of coaxing and
questioning, in obtainifig some knowledge of his circum-
stances. His mother and the children wete both very ill;

they were very poor, and, the boy said, had only managed to
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live for the last three weeks by selling their furniture, which

Was now nearly all gone. They had not been used to begging,
he said, with a mournful pride, which brought the tears into
Mrs. Howard’s eyes. He noticed this, and it seemed to un-
lock his heart at once. ¢Oh, ma’am, you will come over and
help us, won’t you? We are poorer than you think,’ he ex-

claimed, seizing her hand, with his dark pathetic eyes fastened -

on her face. ~At that moment the news of her mother's illness
was brought. She was so alarmed she hardly knew what she
was doing, but she remembered saying to the child, ¢ Run
home now; I will do something for you very scon.’ She for-
got this, however, in the hurry of starting away, and did not
. remember till her carriage turned into our street. She
stopped here, told me the story in a great hurry, slipped five
dollars into my hand, and made me give my promlse to go
over there this morning.” '

“ Well, here § a ten instead of the five you asked for, my
little girl : it’s such a pleasure to know when we do 2 generous
deed we're not encouragmg all sorts of viee. Now, good-by,
Gracie.” ' ‘

¢ Good-by, and a thonsand thanks, papa.” The little rosy

fingers closed over the note, and the bright face was uphf’ted ‘

to the father’s lips.

“ Dear me! T believe it’s going to storm. How black the
clouds look! I wish now I hadl started before practising.
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Oh, it’s such a terrible morning to go out!” soliloquized Grace
Sewall, as she stood by the bay-window and looked out on the
black threatening clouds which skirted the horizon

It was one of the dreariest of December mornings,—one of
those which render it an act of such emphatic self-abnegation
to exchaﬁge the glow of an anthracite fire and the llixury of
a cushioned arm-chair for the gloom and damp and eold
outside. The wind went up and down the great thoroughfare,
sometimes with a wild, defiant howl, sometimes with a low,
deep sob, like that wrung from a strong man in his agony,
and then settled down into a soft moan, like a weary child’s
in hig slumber. | '

But, while Grace Sewall stood tappmg the glass with her
fingers and looking ruefully at the clouds, the storm suddenly
descended. Whirling, waltzing, gyrating, the white flakes
came down, and soon the great woolly shroud of winter was
rolled over the tall roofs and the barren trees of the great ¢ity.
«Tt's useless-to fret about it, I s'pose,” sighed pretty Grace
Sewall, as she sank into the crimson cushmns of her arm-
shair: “T must wait 4ill the storm is over.” :

¢« What, all cloaked and hooded, ready to jump in! T've

~ caught you just in the nick of time, Cousin Gracie. T've

come to take you out sleigh-riding,—horses at the door, and,
every prospect for a first-rate time.” '
«It's too bad, Cousin Will, after all your trouble; but I

car’t o, possibly. You see, I made an engagement yesterday
17% .
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to visit & family who are in great need to-day. T've been

waiting all the morning for the clouds to break away, and |

~mow L am just ready to start. Youwll excuse me this time
won’t you 7 ‘ ’

“No, Gracie, I can do no such thing: you can defer your
engagement until we return. I'll get back in time for you to
go, if it’s possible ; if not, you can wait till to-morrow. This
is the first snow-fall we’ve had this season, and you know we
sha’n’t get such a capital one again very soon. I've engaged
to meet a party at West Falls, and we shall be so disappointed
if you're not there. Come, youw'll go just to oblige me this
once, Gracie.” " '

Poor Grace! it would have been very hard for any girl of
se.venbeen to have resisted that plea, accompanied as it was
with a glance from the fine eyes of the speaker which brought
& deeper carnation glow inio her cheek. «If 1 thought we

should get back in time to go there to-night, Pm sure two |

‘or thiree hours couldn’t make any great difference.” This last

remark was made rather more to her conscience than her

cousin ; for a still small voice was whispering in Grace Sewall's
heart that she should fulfil her promise to Mrs, Howard.

“Of course, it can’t make the shadow of any difference,”
was the reply of the young man. “T’ll promise to accompa;y
you myself to see. these poor people, if youw'll be a good girl
and go with me now. Come; time’s precious, Grracie.-”

There was apother moment of irresolution, and the pen of
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Grace Sewall's life-angel trembled between the dark and
bright hues of that parchment whose record she must meet

in eternity.
« Tl make him return in time to accompany ‘me there
1 will, positively,” whispered Grace Sewall to that inner voice,

and she gave her hand to her cousin.

The noon-sunshine broke through the wintry clouds and

' gtruck right down with a bright cheery laugh into a back

chamber of the old building opposite Mirs. Howard’s elegant
residence. Ab me! the sunshine has no aristocratic pre-
dilections, or I am very certain it would have disappeared at
first sight of the misery and destitution in that apartment.

It had three occupants,—a woman who lay on a hard
mattress in one corner, and two children on a crib a short
distance from this. The fire on the hearth was slowly dying

~ out among the ashes for want of fuel to mamtmn its ex--

istence. Two old ehalrs, and a table whose rheumatic ex-
tremities hardly sustained its equilibrium, completed the

furniture of the chamber.
« Mamma,” moaned the younger of the two children,

lifting its head from the hard pillow and brushing back the
bright tangled curls from its face, Sissy’s head aches so.
Sissy so hungry, too. Mamma, please take and give her
something to eat. Sissy, she so cold,—shae so hungry, teo.”

T'he small, bine arms were uplifted appealingly to the mother;
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the little lip eurled and quivered, and then the hot tears,

born of hunger and cold and suffering, came dashing down

the cheeks of fhe‘inf;antile speaker. k
“0O God! is there no help for all this?’ murmured the
sick woman, as she lifted her head stowly from the piflow and
looked on her child. What » look it was! What 4 world of
mingled tenderness and suffering and despair looked out of
the laxge, mournful eyes that rested on the child ! |
“ Baby must try and lie down a little longer : mother hopes
she’ll get sometliingg for it to eat. But, oh, where is it to
come from I’ she cried out, in a voice sharp with exceeding
agony, as her head sank back on the pillow again. «Q God !
have pity upon me! I am willing to lie here and starve and
die without a murmur; but my children ! my children !"—
Those words unlocked the sealed fountain in the mother’s

heart. She covered her white face with her attenuiated hands,

while deep sobs shook her whole frame, and the tears broke
fast through her fingers. N ,

“Mamma, please don’t ory. I a’n’t a bi hungry. I
wouldn't eat now if I had ever so much nice cake, and it’s
a8 hot here as summer,” now spoke a feeble voice from the
erib; while the younger child, frightened by its mother’s
sobs, and thinking that its petition for something to eat had
oceasioned them, drew up elose to her sister, and, wrapping
one little arm round its neck, whispered, “Baby didn’t mean

to be wickedl and plague mamma ; but she so hungry,—she
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g0 sick!””  And again the hot tears poured down the little
one’s face ; but she wept very stilly this time.

But now a child’s feet were heard hurrying alon.g the pas-
sage, and a moment later a boy, appare?tly some eight 'years
old,I entered the room, bearing with htun a plate of ginger-
bread in one hand and a mug of water in the other.

« Mamma, Mary, Sissy,” he said, eagerly, s he placed them
on the rickety tablé, ‘“don’t ery any more. I've got some-
thing to eat. P’ve been over to the big house to' ﬁn(? the
lady there, but she’s gone away and won't be home till ~n1gh.t;
but, when I told fhe servant I was hungry, she gave me this.
I didn’t tell her you was, mamma, or sisters either,’” added ?he
boy, half apologetically, as though the disgracg of begging
would not devolve on the others. .

« Charley, give me some! give me some quick! H(jw
eagerly were the little hands uplifted! and the?:e v_fas sgch a
craving light in the blue eyes of the child, that it would have
melted any heart not exdctly stone, as the boy placed one of
the largest rolls in the baby’s hands. | '

¢ Charley, you may have my piece,” said thc.a c#der girl,
«if you'll let me have some water. I'm so thirsty 1 could
drink every drop;” and Charley put down tlzfe p.late, and
lifted the mug of cold water to the hot lips of hLis E.}IStEI'. Ifs’
seemed to him she never would have done drinking. She
held on the cool sides of the _pitcher with her two fevelf-
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parched hands ill he almost forcibly removed it; but she
would not taste the cake he urged her to eat.

The mother lay on her pillow Wellmgh fainting with ex--

haustion, but she know that God had heard her cry, that He
had sent her children food; and her heart was breathing
such thanks over it as seldom rise round daintily-loaded
tables.

“ Mamma I”—Oharley s soft hand was passed lovingly over
her cold forehead —“Mamma! don’t ery any more. Kat
gome of this cake with me. Yow'll get well, and so’ll Mary;
and I'm going to watch for the 'carriage‘ all the afternoon, and
when the lady comes I'm- going straight over there to bring
her back with me. You'll love her, mamma,—I know you will.
She put back the hair so softly from my forehead, and said, in
such 2 soft, pitying voice, ¢ Poor boy ! and the tears came in

her eyes. Don’t feel bad, mamma, Hat some’of the cake.

You can’t think how good it is: just see, Sissy’s eaten all
hers and is going to sleep.”

* “Charley, my hoy, God bless you! you are my only com-
fort,” said the poor mother, putting one arm around the boy’s
neck and drawing his cheek down to her cold lips, ¢ No, I
can’t eat the cake, dear. T'm growing very tired, Put Sissy
in bed with me: she won't trouble me now, and Mary’s very
sick. Charley, if 'm not here when the lady comes back,
remember and tell her I said God would reward her for all she
would do to you.”
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«Tf you're not here! What do you mean, mamma P’ And
Charley looked at her as though he feared she was demented.

« Nothing -now, dear: bring the baby here before I go to
sleep. Remember and take good care of Mary.”

. Poor Charley’ he lLittle thought, as he watched the lids
droop over his mother’s eyes after he had carefully laid the -
slumbering baby by her side, that the dew on her forehead
was the damp of death. Hour after hour the faithful child
kept his watch for the carriage at the chamber-window. Hour
after hour! The sunshine crept from the old bedstead and
the rickety table to the floor; and still he stood there, with his
eyes roaming eagerly up and down the thoroughfare for the
catriage that came not. Hour after hour,—with none but

God and the angels to wot of it!
«Charley, please to come here.”” The voice sounded very

' clear in the chamber’s silonce, although it was scarcely raised

above a whisper. He was at the speaker’s side in a moment.
¢« What is it, Mary? Don’t you feel better now?”
«I don’t ache any more; but I want to put your arms
around me and let me ery so hard.”
“Don’t cry, sister Eat some of the cake. I've saved two

big pieces for you.”

«No, no,” said the sick child, with & motion of the head,
as though the sight of food nauseated her. ¢ Make haste,
Charley, for my beart’s full of tears; and when they're gone

T want to talk.” -And the boy seated himself on the gide of




the crib, and raised his sister very tenderly ; ‘and then, with
~ his arms wrapped round her, and her head resting on his
hosom, she eried a long time, and Charley’s tears were mingled
* with hers. « There, the ache’s all gone now, brother ;7 and
she looked wp in his face with a smile that made the stout
heart of the little boy sadder than before. ¢ I've had a dream
—oh, such a beautiful one!—of our old home. I saw it
all, Charley,—the two great plum-trees that grew by our
chamber-window, and the vine that wound all over the front,

I could ses, too, -t;he pond and the white lilies all over it,

which you and T used to gather, Charley. Well, I thought I
was sitting there, just as I did long ago, when somebody
called me very soft and sweetly. I turned round, and there
stood papa, with the old smile on his face, and such a light
all over it. I'put my arms right out, and he Lifted me up and

kissed me. ¢Oh, papal’ I said, ‘I'm so glad we are come N

back again; but I don’t know how I got here. We’ve had so
much trouble, and been cold, and hungrj, and sick, since I
saw you. But we've got back now, and we'll live in our old
- home just as ever, won’t we, and be happy?  Youw'll send for
mamma, and Charley, and the baby, won's you?” But papa
shook his head, and then he smiléd and said, ¢ No, Mary: we
shall not ecome back here to live; but I shall take you and
mamma to the home where I am, It cannot be compared
with this one, it is so much fairer and pleasanter; and there

is no hunger, nor cold, nor sorrow there; and the name of
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this beautiful land is heaven. Remember, I shall come for

you and mamma to-night.’ And the next moment he was

.gone, and I woke up, and there was nobody here but mamma,
snd baby, and you standing by the window. And it was this

~ made me ery, to find it was all a dream, for I Wanﬁed to go

with papa.” .

« No, no, Mary! you don’t want to leave me,” eried the boy,
hugping the girl closely, for a sharp, terrible fear seel-ned
clutching at his heart-strings. But she did not answer him ¢
the lids drooped heavily over the eyes, just as the mother’s
had done, and there were the same large damp drops on her
forehead. “She has gome to sleep again,” said Charley,
tenderly, as he laid the small head on the pillow and parted -
away the curls from the sweet face. '

The sun had gone down over the high roofs of the nelfgh-
boring houses, and the bright December stars were coming

slowly into the rifts of blue sky, when the boy resumed his

watch by the window. | .
Tt was very cold, for the fire had long ago died cut on the

hearth, and the boy was weary with his long watch ; so,. wrap-
ping himself in an old coverlet, he drew a chair to the window,
and, sinking down on this, buried his face in his hands. And
the loving eyes of the angels looked down through the dark-
ness into that old chamber, and saw that all its inmates had
gone to sleep ; and they knew that two would wake up in this

world, and two would wake in heaven. The hours were wear-
18




206 - NOW. .

ing into midoight when a carriage rolled up h:;stily to Mr,
Howard’s dwelling ; and if. Charley had been awake he might
, have seen, by the dim gaslight, the lady who hastily descended.
But he did not see this, the little, tired, slumbering boy, who
had gone a great way from that dark, miserable chamber in
his dreams ; neither did he know that it was at the same hour
that another chariot came to his home,—a chariot whose
glory was greater than that of the noonday sun,—a chariot
around which angels gathered with their gleaming hair and
golden harps, afid in this were borne away his mother and lis
sister Mary.

“They are all sléeping so soundly,” murmured Charley to
himself, as the dim light of the early dawn ‘erept into the
chamber and lifted up the boy’s sleeping lids. T wonder
if the carriage hasn’t come yet? TlI sit here and watch
till the sun comes over the housetops, and’ then I'll go
across and see.””  So for two hours longer the boy sat there,
with his eyes fastened on the opposite side of the street,

“Charley,” lisped a soft voice from the bed where the mother
lay, “Sissy’s waked up.” :

“Well, lie still a little while, dear,”” said the boy, in a low
tone, “’cause mamma and Mary haven't waked up yet.”
But, the little one grew uneasy, and soon the sweet face, with
its frame of tangled, shining hair, was lifted from the pillow.

“Mamma,” and one little arm was thrown around her
neck, while the red lips were brought to the strangely white

£
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ones of the woman,—¢ mamma, wake up and smile on your

baby. Mamma, please wake up, and see how light it is, and

lsay, ¢ My little Sissy,’ just as softly.” But the white lids did

not unclose, and the blue-veined hps were closed together a8

* they had never been ‘before,

«(tharley, mamma feels so cold,” said the little one, with a
shudder, as she drew away the fingers from the icy forehead.

tPlease to make a fire, Charley, for she won’t wake up or
speak to Sissy;” and the blue eyes filled with tears.

Charley now came toward the bed, looking intently at hig
mother’s face; for the sun had just risen over the house-
tops, and the light lay like 2 golden flood all about her, and
there was something in the ghastly features that terrified the
child. o

«Mamma, wake up! wake up quick!” be said, in an eager,
troubled voice. There was no answer. Ie bent down,
looked at her wildly for a moment, while his whole frame
trembled like a leaf’; then came a shriek of such wild, bitter,
terrible agony, that it would have awak»ened any but the dead.

“Why, Grace, good-morning. I did not expect to find
you here so early. Did you see them yesterday? They've
haunted me ever since I’ve beeu gone.” And Mrs. Howard
paused a moment in the hall of the old building where she
and Grace Sewall had so unexpectedly come upon each other.

«] regret to eay, Mrs. Howard, that the storm prejented
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. my coming yesterday morning, and in the afternoon I rode

to West Falls with a distant cousin. He promised to return
. in time to accompany me here ; but we didn’t reach home till
Ioug after nightfall.”

What a shriek that was I—a child’s Shrlek too! Nowonder
the words died on the lips of Grace Sewall and the blood
forsook the cheeks of both ladies. A moment latet a child’s
face, wild and white, rushed out of the house. In a breath
it was by the sxde of Mrs. Howard

« You will come up here ?—you will come up now?” pleaded
the white lips; “for mamma is dead !”

Hardly less agitated than the boy, they followed him up-
stairs, What a scene presented itself there! That fair
dead face in the laughing sualight, bearing such a legible
chirography of sharp and terrible suffering, and the baby-one
that bent over it, wellnigh broken-hearted with grief because
inamma would not wake up and eay, “XLittle Sissy.” It was
a long time before the two weeping visitors turned to the
crib, where another sweet pale-faced child was lying, with a
smile—that, alas! was the “sunset of smiles” —hovering round

its lips. Mrs. Howard stepped forward first, and something -

dried the tears in her eyes as-they fastened on the sleeper.
She bent down a moment : when she lifted her face the one
beneath it was hardly whiter. ¢ She s dead too!” broke
slowly from her lips. '

“Papa said he should come for her and mamma! Ob, if

!
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he'd come for us too!” moaned Charley, as he saunk fainting
on the crib beside his dead sister. o

«( God, have merey upon me, for- my punishment is
greater than I can hear,”” murmured poor, eonscienpé—stricken
Grace Sewall, as she kneeled down in that death-chamber.
But the youngest child, all unconseious of the loss it had
sustained, and pitying her manifest suffefing, crept off from
the bed, and, tottering up to Grace, wound her arms around

~ her neck and told her not to ery, for mamma had only gone

home to heaven, where the flowers grew so bright and the
angels were so beautiful, and she would not he hungry, or cold,
or sick, any more,

¢ And neither shall you be, darling, if T can help it,” mur-

_mured the young girl amid her sobs. I will take you to

my home, and my care and love for you shall wake some
reparation for the wrong I have done.”

She was true to her promise. The dead mother and her child
were carefully interred in a pleasant par't of the city cemetery;
and the little one became as a younger sister. to (race, as
another daughter to her father, while Mrs. Howard adopted
Charley as her own son. But the fearful lesson which Grace
Sewall was taught in her youth was never forgotten; and,
years later, when she became the wife of hér cousin, William
Edwards, and her Scrupulous adherence to her promises some-
times brought a smile to his lips, it was checked by the

memory of a certain sleigh-ride.
0 1%
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“Now !’ it was Crace’s motto through life, Let it he
yours, reader ; for the present is all we can claim, and we have
no surety for the future. 'We only know that the night—the
death-night—cometh, and its shadows are growing longer every
hour, |

| The Door iy fhe feart.

“She wag a atern, hard woman. But far away up & great many pairs of
winding stairs in her heart was a door easily passed by, and on that door
was writton—WoMAN,"”~DICKENS,

“And go it is with the drunkard. Far away up a great many pairs of
winding stairs in his heart is a door, and on that door is written MAN, and
we must knock at it once, twice, seven times ; yew, seventy times seven,

that it may open unto ws.,”—Jorx B. GovgH.

HE was an old man,—not so old, either, for the years of hig
life could not have thus wrinkled his forehead and whitened
his hair, and the hands locked together on the low pine table
did not tremble so with the weakness of age; yet very old
and very miserable looked the solitary occupant of that narrow
room or entry, with its faded red curtains, and its etmosphere
rendered almost intolerable by the bar-room into which it

opened. A hat bearing unmistakable evidence of long in-

timacy with ¢ brickbats and the gutter” maintained an unsafe
position on one side of the owner’s head; and a-pair of elbows

thrust themselves through his coat-sleeves, in rejoicing con-
: o 211
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212 THE DOOR IN THE HEART.

, —
* sciousness that they could “afford to be out.” Add to this,

reader, a pair of pants whose original color it would have been

a matter of time and study to determine, and you have the
toute ensemdble of the wretched being who now oceupied the
back room of the only grog-shbp' which he was allowed to fre-
quent in all the village of Greenfield.

And yet that miserable, solitary, friendless ereature, sitting
there half stupefied with the effects of last night’s revel, and
utterly unconscious that outside the May morning has been
born of God, with its glorious birthright of sunshine and
dews and bird-songs, has a heart; and ¢ far away up a great
many pairs of winding staivs in his heart is a door easily
passed by,” and on that door, covered with cobwebs and dust,
is & word written, which Time and sin have never been able
to efface; and that word is Man.

But nobody ever dreamed of this, and people shook their

heads and said old Billy Strong’s case was a hopeless one.
Had not many kind-hearted persons reasored with him ear-
nestly on the evil of his ways? Had not the ¢ Temperance
men”” goﬁe to him with the pledge, and promised him employ-
ment if he would sign it? And all thls had been utterly in
vaiz, : -
Ak, none of these had groped their way up the winding
stairs and read the name on the hidden door there !

But, while the unhappy man sat by the pine table that
morning, the bar-keeper suddenly entered, followed by a lady
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with soft hazel eyes, and a face that a little child would have

gone to in any trouble.

The old man looked up with a vacant gaze of wonder as
the bar-keeper offered the lady a chair and pomted to the

occupant of the other, saying,— |

«That’s Billy Strong, ma’am,”—and, with a lingering stare
of surprise and curiosity, left that gentle woman alone with
the astonished and now thoroughly-sobered man.

The soft eyes of the lady wandered, with a sad, pitying
expression, over Old Bill’s features, and then, in a low, sweet B
voice, she asked,—

«Am I rightly informed? Do I address Mr. Willian
Strong fide :

Ah! with those words the lady had gotten farther up the
winding stairs, nearer the hidden door, than all who had gone
before her. |

“Yeg, that is Ty name, ma’am,” said Old Bill; and he
glanced down at his shabby attire, and actually tried to hide -

‘the elbow which was peeping out farthest; for it was a long
- time gince he had been addressed by that name, and, somehow,

it sounded very pleasant to him.

@1 am very glad to meet you, Mr. Strong,” said the lady. -
«7 have heard my father speak of you so often, and of the
days when you and he were boys together, that I almost feel
as if we were old acquaintances. You surely cannot have

forgotten Charles Morrison 7’
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“No! no! Charlie and I used to be old cronies,” said Old
Bill, with sudden animation, and a light in his eyes such ag
. had not been there for many & day, except when rum lent it
- a fitful brilliancy. |

Ah! the lady did not know, as perhaps the angels did, that
ghe had mounted the stairs, and was softly feeling for tha
unseen door. So she went on :—

“I almost feel as though I could see the old spot upon

which your homestead stood, Mr. Strong, I have heard my
father describe it so often. The hill, with its erown of old
oaks at the back of your house, and the field of golden
harvest-grain that waved in front. Then there was the green
grass-plat before the front door, and the huge old apple-tree
that threw its shadows across it, and the great old-faghioned
portico, and the grape-vine that crept round the pillars, and
the rose-bush that looked in at the bedroom-window, and the
spring that went flashing and singing through the bed of mint
at the side of the house.”-

Old Bill moved uneasily in his chair, and the muscles
around his mouth twitched oceasionally; but, unmindful of
- this, in the same low, sweet tones, the lady kept on :—¢ Many

and many were the bours,—so father would say,—Willieand1

used to pass under the'shadow of that old apple-tree, playing
at hide-and-seek, or lolling on the grass, telling each other the
great things we would certainly do when we became men; and,
when the sunset set its cup of gold on the top of the oaks, 1

THE DOOR IN THE HEART. 215

can see Willie’s mother standing in the front door, with her
white cap and check apron, and the pleasant smile that always

. hovered round her lips, and hear her cheerful v'oic.e' calling,

H)
s Come, boys ! come to supper.’

One after another the big, warm, blessed tears came rolling
down 014 Bill’s pale cheeks. Ah! the lady had found thek
door then. ' |

«¢] was always at’ home at Willie's) father would say,
¢and used to have my bowl of fresh milk and bread, too; and,
when these had disappeared, Willic would draw his stool to
his mother’s feet, lay his head on her lap, and she would tell
us some pleasant story,—it might be of Joseph or David, or of
some good child who afterward became a great man; and
then she would part Willie’s brown curls from his forehead,
and, in a voice I can never forget, say, « Promise me, Willie,
when you go out from your home into the world and its temp-
tations, and your mother has laid down to sleep in the church-
yard ‘yonder,—promise, my child, that her prayers and her
memory shall keep you from all evil ways.”

¢ ¢ And Willie would lift his laughing blue eyes to her face,
and say, “T'll make a firstrate man: don’t you be afraid,
mother.” _ _4

“¢ And then, after we had said our prayers, we would go to
bed happy as the birds that went to their mests in the old
apple-branches by the window ; and, just as we were sinking
to sleep, we would hear a soft footfall on the stairs, and a loving
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face would bend over us to see if we were nicely tucked up.
. It is a long time,’ father would say, after a pause, ‘since I
heard from Willie, but sure I am that he has never fallen

into any evil ways, The wemory of his mother would keep
him from that.’ ”? :

Rap, rap, rap went the words of the Iady at the door in
‘that old man’s heart. Creak, creak, creak! went the door on

~ its rusty hinges; while far above them both, the angels of -

God held thelr breaths and listened.  But the lady could only
see the subduéd man bury his face in his hands, and, while
his whole frame shook like an aspen-leaf, she heard him
murmur, amid childlike sobs, : o

“ My mother! Oh, my mother !

And she knew the tears that were washing those wrinkled

cheeks were washing out also many a dark page in the record
of Old Bill’s past life: so, with a silent prayer of thankful- .

ness, she resumed :—

“ But there wag one scene my father loved to tall of better
than all the rest. Tt was of the morning you were ma,i'ried,
Mr. Strong. 4Tt was enough to do one’s eyes good,” he would
say, ‘ to look at them as they walked up the old church-aisle,—
he with his proud, manly tread, and she a delicate, fragile
oreature, fair as the orange-blossoms that trembled in her hair.
I remember how clear and firm his voice sounded through the
old church, as he promised to love, protect, and cherish the
fair ‘girl at his side; and I know he ﬁhought, as he looked

7 L d
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down fondly upon her, that the very winds of heaven shou}d
not visit her face too roughly” And then my father would tell
us of & home made very bright by watchful affection, and of
the dark-eyed boy and of the fair-haired girl who came after
a while to gladden it; and then, you know, he refnpved to the
West and lost sight of you, Mr. Strong.”

Once again the lady paused, for the agony of the mzfn
before her was fearful to behold, and when she spoke again
it was in & lower and more mournful tone :—

“I promlsed my father, previous to his death, that 1f ever
I visited his pative State T would seek out his old friend.
But, when I inguired for you, they unfolded a terrible story
to me, Mr. Strong: they told me of a broken and deﬁsolate
household; of the dark-eyed boy who left his home in disgus
and despair for one on the homeless- seas; of the gentle, 1Tu-
complaining wife, who went down, with a prayer on hgr lips
for her erring husband, broken-hearted to the grave; and of
the fair-haired girl they ‘placed in a little while by her side.
Oh, it is a sad, sad story T have heard of my father’s old
friend I : : -

«Tt was I! Tt was T that did it all! I killed them !’ said
0ld Bill, in a voice hoarse with emotion, as he lifted his head
from his clasped hands and looked upon the lady, every fea-
ture wearing such a look of agony and remorse that she

shuddered to behold it. Wide, wide open stood the door

then, and the lady hastened to pass in. A smal] hand was
: 19
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’ laid gently upon Old Bill's arm, and a sweet voice mur-
mured,—

“Xven for all this there is redemption. Tn the name of
the mother that loved jou, in the name of your dying wife
and of the child that sleeps beside her, I ask you, will ym:
sign the p]edge It

“I will,” said Old Bill; and he brought down his hand
with such force on the pine table that its rheumatic limbs
hardly regained their equilibrium, and he eagerly seized the

~ pen and pledge the lady placed before him, and, when he
-returned them to her, the name of William Strong lay in
broad, legible characters upon the paper.
; '_Ijhere was an expression, ludicrous from its extreme cu-
riosity, on the bar:keeper's face, as the lady passed quietly
throngh the “shop,” after her long interview with Old Bill;

and the expression was in no degree lesseried when, a few

moments after, Old Bill followed her without stopping, as
usual, to take ¢ his first glass.” And ke never passed awe'r’the
threshold agam

And now, reader, you whose heart throbs w1th tenderness
fmd reverence for humanity, fallen, despised, miserable though
1t may be, remember that somewhere in the heart of your.
fellow-man is. a door which,'thdugh closed for many years |
will surely open to the hand that knocks in kindness and th;
voice that calls in love.

SRR T

Wy Sfep~Wothet.

« SgE’s an old maid, isn’t she, papa?”’

«T g'pose so, Eva: she was just your mother's age. Tt is
twelve years since I saw her.”

JHow well T remember that night! There was no light in
the broad, old-fashioned kitchen, but the great pine logs Tom

~ had heaped on the andirons filled it with a deep, ruddy glow,

such as an October sunset sometimes weaves over the forehead
of a mountain,

Tt was November now. Out-doors the wind had struck the
key-note of the year’s Doxology. The dead leaves were piled
thick about the roots of the trees; the grass was beaten and
tangled by the rains, and lay in gray locks along the edges of
the road. And the darkness outside was like the darkness
within our hearts—my father’s and mine—as we sat by the

kitchen-fire that evening.
Four weeks ago, that day, a coffin had been carried out of

the front door, and across the bend of the river, to the little

graveyard whose green feet laved themselves in its waters.
219
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And the neighbors looked sorrdwfully at my father and me,
and whispered, «To be left a widower with that motherless
child I

After this, every day walked heavier over our hearts, every
night gathered about them a new fold of that darkness which
was the shadow of death; and at last 1y father said to me,
abruptly, I can’t endure the old honge any longer, Bva: it
stifles me, I shall travel this winter.”

“ And you will take me with you, papa

¢ No, my povr child. Your mother lifts her dead face from

the grave every time you look on me. Next spring, when 1
come back to you, my heart will be stronger, and I shall bless

God that He has set your mother’s image in your face.”

“ But where shall I go, then ?” What a chill and blank
of desolation lay behind the words !

“You shall go to your Uncle David’s, my child. You will

be well cared for in the old home that was your mother’s.”
I was a quiet, undemonstrative child, though my life had:
climbed up fo its thirteenth year; so I did not demur at all
this. But every day I used to go to the south window, and,
looking through the yellow maple-leaves toward the little
graveyard, wish that, instead of taking me to Uncle David’s,
they would bear me in a coffin, just like my mother’s, only
smaller, through the front door, and across the bend of the
riverz and lay me down close—very close—to her side.
- My father was a quiet, grave man, but his heart was a very
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deep one, and his love for my mother had been the one ten-

derness, the one passion, of his life.

He was still a young-looking man, who, though ostenszhiy
a farmer, passed most of his time among his books and
drawings, leaving the supervision of the farm to Cousin
Reuben Steele, who had lived with him since his marziage.

T loved my father with a kind of silent idolatry, of which
he little dreamed, and this separation from him was the
second preat trial of my life. But he knew little of this, and
the interrogation respeeting my future home, with which I
have opened my story, was almost the first one I had ventured
to make my father.

«Tow does she look, papa?”’ I continued, gazing into- the
blaze, out of which my imagination was shaping a thin? sharp -
face, with long, wiry, yellow curls, and lips whose very smile
had something sharp and chilly in it. |

“She was not handsome, Eva; but the more you looked in
her face the better you loved it. Her hair and eyes were
brown, and her smile,—it was not so beaming, but almost as
sweet, as your mother’s.”

“ But why dide’t she ever get married 1’
T don’t know: it is very strange,” answered father, with

his deep eyes fastened on the curl of the blaze. ¢ Mary has

" had many good offers, I know, and she was sspecially fitted,

with her deep, loving nature, to bless the life of some man.

T have often thought she might have formed some unrecipro-
' 14% .
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cated attachment. But it is hardly probsble. The deep
currents of her woman’s being have never been stirred, or
they have flowed out in a thousand gentle streams, refreshing
many hearts, if they have never jilled one.”

I did not clearly understand this, but it slightly modified
my previous conceptions of my mother’s cousin,

“ And next week we are going, papa 7’

His hand sought my curly, and it was gentle as my
mother’s. B -

“Yes, darling, you will be very happy in your new home.
Aunt Mary will be to you a second mother, and, though Uncle
‘David- is a kind of rheumatic, splenetic old gentleman, you
must not mind his humors, for his heart is in the right
place.”

round price?” said Cousin Reuben, as he came in from the

barn, shaking the drops of rain from his gray coat, and set-
tling his large, brawny figure into a chair on one. side of the
fireplace. ' : o

“I wish you wouldn’t talk about steers now,’" I poutingly
inferposed. ¢« Papa’s telling me about my new home.”

“Is he, puss?” A pair of strong hands were laid on my
shoulders, and the next moment I was seated on Cousin
Reuben’s knee,

“Well, I can tell him ’twill be much more to his interest. -

“ Edward, Deacon Mix has been over here, looking at the
brown steers. What do you say to letting him take ’em at a
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to talk about his own a little while: so be a good girl, if you
want to see the barberry-bushes to-morrow.”

“Thiy ultimatum was successful, and, when papa and his
cousin were thoroughly engrossed in a discussion of the eom-
parative merits of sandy and dry soils, I slid 'quietly from

(ousin Reuben’s knee.

It was a broad, pear-shaped valley, dipping among great
hills; and we entered it—my father and I—just at nightfall.
The day had been warm and pleasant, as though it had wan-

" dered out from the opening of October, and set its golden feet

on the barren earth-way up which its white sisterhood were
soon to pass.

Purplish-crimson clouds were folded heavily about ﬂle sun
as we drove into the village and up to the old homestead
where my mother passed her early life. It was a large,
yellow-gray house, with quaint wings and gables, and a deep .
front yard, filled with fruit and shade trees.

“« Bdward, is that you?”’ A small, slender figure, with a
handkerchief wound carelessly over the head, came bounding
down to the gate, and clasped my father’s hands before he
had time to alight.

The face, so full of welcome, as it turned up to him, was a
pale and by no means pretty one, but my heart went out to

it at once. , ‘
«I have brought you my motherless Eva, Mary. You will
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take good care of her,” said my fatﬁer, in a hoarse voice, ag
he lifted me from the buggy.

Aunt Mary did not answer him : I knew why by the qui-
vering of her lips as they bent down to my forehead.

“ Now, good-by, Eva; God bless you, my child;” and papa
strained me a moment to his heart, and then gave his hands
to Aunt Mary. I had given her this title, though she Was,
in reality, my cousin.

“ Why, Edward, you are coming in ?”

“No, no, Mary; do not urge me. I cannot yet look on
the old places. I cannot yet bear the sight of the Tooms
where I won and wedded her. You will understand and for-
give me.”

His horse turned, and we stood locking at him &ll ]ig
wound bejrond the bend of the road. Onee only he looked
back and flung us a double kiss. .

© When I again looked at my annt, her hands were clar,sped’

over her heart, her face was very white, and her eyes were
strained off on the road where my father had disappeared.

There was something in her face that made me forget my
own sorrow, and I stood looking into it with a kind of blank
wonder, during the several moments in which she did not
heed me. |

At last she turned round, with a little start. ¢ Poor child !
those eyes are Cousin Annie’s.”” And she led me over the
blue flagstones into the great house.
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T sce that old parlor now, with its carpet of broad, green
palm-leaves, linking themselves through the brown ground-
work, the huge, old-fashioned chairs, with buttons on the
back, and the high mantel, with the faded roses and tulips
in the large glass vases. .

Uncle David stood at the window, leaning on his crutches.
He was a very, very old man, with gray hairs struggling over
his forehead. ' '

Of his five children, Mary, the youngest was the only one
that remained to his old age.

“Why dido’t Edward come in, child?” he asked, queru-
lously, as we entered. _

¢ He'y gone on, father. He couldn’t bear the sight of the
old place,” she answered, unfastening my bonnet-strings.
This is Annie’s child.”

“Bring her here, 50 my old eyes can see her,” he eried,
hastily settling his heavy silver glasses on his nose, '

I remember standing close to him while he pushed away
the yellow curls from my forchead and peered with his dim
eyes into my face. -

“She is her .mother,” he murmured, ¢ every inch of her.
Annie was a sweet child: it seemed, somehow, as if a great
light went out of the old house, and never got back to it,
when Edward took her away.” |

I looked up into my uncle’s face, and I knew he was gazing
P
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through the years when I was not, and that my mother-—not
JL—vwas standing by his side. .

" The winter at Uncle David’s dropped pleasantly and swiftly
into spring. - Aunt Mary, as I soon learned to call her, was
indeed ¢“a mother to me,” and the love that had been hers
who slept in the little graveyard that sloped down to the rlver
now felt its deep current setting toward her cousin.

I soon grew used to Uncle David’s whims and querulous-
ness, and in his more genial moments I would draw the stool
to his feet'and listen to the stories he would tell me of my
+ mother.

She had lived with him from her early chlldhood for both
her parents died before she knew them, and so she and Mary
grew up a8 sisters in the gray old homestead.

With the opening of spring, a contagious fever visited the -

village, and I was among the first who succumbed to it.  For
three days they despaired of my hfe, but on the fourth my
constitution rallied.

« Dariing, ean I do any thing for you ?”’

It was an April morning, bright and balmy, and I had lain
for two hours watching the shadows of the plum-tree beating
over the chamber-wall, when Aunt Mary came softly into the
room and leaned over my pillow with those loving brown eyes
which were the glory of her face. I was a convalescent, and

a very peevish one too.
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«Tt seems as if you'd been gone an age,”’ I remarked,

without heeding her question.

¢«1 know it must, Eva, but I couldn’t help it. Your .
uncle’s last attack makes him terribly nervous, and he won’
allow anybody to even pour out his tea but myself. TI've
been busy every moment.”

Her cool fingers on my forehead, and a fresh draught of
tamarind-water, dissipated my ill humor. | :

« Aunt Mary, won’t you tell me a story,—something about
your childhood 7/ ‘

She stood there a few moments in perplexed thought, and
then, turning to her bureau, opened the top drawer, which she
always kept locked.

She returned to the bedside, bringing with her a journal,
over which her eyes ran a moment hastily.—

“QOh! I have brought the wrong one, and—-"

“Miss Mary,” interrupted the housekeeper, putting her
pale face inside the door, ¢ won’t you come down-stairs quick?
Your father’s fell and hurt himself.”

With a low ery, my aunt flung the bqok on the foot of the
bed and rushed out of the room.

So I was left again, with nothing to do but watch the plum-
tree shadows rush over the wall.

This soon grew very irksome, and I began to cast longing
glances toward the book which lay at the foot of the bed.

The doctor had interdicted my reading, but I forgot this,
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and the impropriety of examining my sunt’s private records,
in the morbid craving of my mind for some occupation.

' Catefully balancing my dizzy head on one hand, I rose

slowly, and, leaning forward, grasped the book with the other
I accidentally opened to the latter part of this, and the
first lines enmrely absorbed my attention,

- Monday Evening.—It is strange, very strange, that Edward

and Annie do not come. I wish I were nob so restless to-
night, and that this autumn wind, as it tramps through the
dry corn-fields, did not have such a sigh, like that of a
wounded heart. ,

What a chill and darkness there is upon mine fo-night, as
though the future were calling down to the present some pro-
phecy of evil, and my spirit heard and wnderstood it !
~ Nonsense! how terribly sentimental that dees sound! I

must be laboring under a visitation of the “blues,” and Tm
just going to be ridden of them.

It is a year since Edward came to us. I told him thls to-
day as we sat eating apples after dinner. .

“8o it is, isn’t it, Mary?” fastening his dark, dreamy,
beautiful eyes on my face; ¢and it has been the happiest of
my life, to0. Do you remember how feebly I came through
the door yonder, expecting that in a few weeks another door

would be open for me,—the door of the grave, Mary I
. T remember, Edward : do not talk about it now.”
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¢You are a tender-hearted little girl,” he said, strokmg my
curls, for the tears had fallen on them.

T remember just how you and Annie looked, and where
you sat on the lounge, yonder,—she was reading and you were

netting a purse.” '

¢ And you thought Annie a great deal the pretmer? Now
confess it, Edward.” It was the half-unconseious ntterance
of a foolish feeling ‘thaf,of late had been haunting me. I
was very sorry I had asked him. )

He looked at me a moment, half earnest, half quizzically.

“What my first impressions were is of no eonseguence,
There is a great charm about your face, Mary. The more

“one looks in it, the better do they love it.”

“Thank you. 8o silly a question did not deserve so com-
plimentary a reply. If I had thought twice, I should not
have asked it.”’ _

“Then never think but once, my little sister. Will you be
this to 'me always, Mary 2
. Somehow the name did not sound sweetly as it used to.
Was it because I had noticed he had not; of late, called
Annie this? I was spared the necessity of replying by
father’s entrance.

“ Edward,” he said, “it’s full five miles to the Fort, and
the clouds in the west look like foul weather ;- and it'll take
Annie at least two hours to say good-by to all the folks there,

- 80 T advize you ta be off before long.”

20
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“Yes, sir; yos, sir.”

But he sat still, looking dreamily into the fire, and smilimg
to himself. I knew his thoughts were pleasant ones. Papa
rattled his "paper uneasﬂy At last T ventured a remon.
strance :— :

“You know, Edward, Annie isn’t very strong, and a ride
in the rain might give her a cold.”

He was up in an instant.

“ What a lazy scoundrel I am,—or, rather, a forgetful one.
And yet if you knew my thoughts, Mary, you W(.)uld-forgive
me.” | — - '

“Tell me, then, and T will.”

“Not now: some other time, perhaps;” and he klssed hig
hand to me as he went ‘through the door.

They ought to have been home an hour ago. Papa has
gone to the window twenty times at least, looking at the gray-
black clouds, and muttering to himself,—

“Qareless children! Why don’t they hurry along, when
it’s likely to pour any minute ?”’ -

Darling Annie! I am longing now for the kiss of her'ripe,
dewy lips upon my cheek. Hark, hark! I hear the rumble
of distant wheels through the bend of the hollow. They
draw nearer : they stop! Oh, that is Annie’s footstep !

Tuesday Night.—~Only twenty-four hours, and what an age

~ I have lived in them! Oh, Edward! Edward! the wild cry
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of my heatt must be stified, the moan of my great agony must

be dumb!

I listened to her calmly.
head, with its curls of autumn-brown—was laid on my lap,
and she told me of Edward’s love. '

No wonder the purple night-shadows hung over . the moun-

tains before they reached home.

«Qh, Mary! I am so happy I can only ory,” she said,
laying my hands over her wet eyes.

And I kissed and soothed her with loving words! Jwho
had not a hope, or a joy, or a wish, left in the world |

It was well the truth came suddenly. Had it not struck

Her head—that beautiful Grecian

_out at once all the life within me, I must have betrayed my-

gelf. ‘ : .
«To think, Mary, I never dreamed of his entertaining for

me any thing but a quiet sort of brotherly affection; and
yesterday, if any one had asked me if I loved Edward well

' enough to marry him, I could not have answered it.”

“ But you could now, Annie f”’
She lifted her head, and the light in her eyes was like
beams shining far, far across fathomless waters, as she an-

swered me,—
“ Yes, yes, from ¢he innermost deeps of my woman’s nature,

I can say now, I love him I’
And that look and those words silenced me forever.
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They shall never dream that my heart 'is only 2 grave where
the winds blow up mournful memories from the past. 7

And yet how I loved him! Oh, if it were not for these
~ gushes of tenderness coming over and Weakenmg my re-
solves !

I am only twenty years old, too, and God may give me a
long life. "Ah, me! how barren and cold and dark it reaches
~ up the future! No wonder, though, he loved Annie better,—
Iny sweet cousin, with her wondrous eyes, and her hps like
the breakmg open of crimson dahlia-buds.

I hope they will be very happy together. God, who looks
down into my heart this moment, knows I do ; and for me—
well, He will give me strength in my weakness, and-T shall
go on calmly in the way He hath made for me; and my face
shall wear its old light, and my voice its oId ga.yety

“ Have yon told Mary, Annie ?” ,

Edward asked this question as he met us at the parlor-door.

“Yes, every thing.”

He took my hand. «You know now, dear, of what I was
thinking as we sat bj the fire after dinner

There was a hurried foot-fall on the stairs. I knew it, and
- tossed the book to the foof of the bed before Aunt Mary
reached the landing. T was lying back on my pillow in-
)tently studymg the flowers on the paper hangings when
she came in. :
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She glanced eagerly toward the baok, but it lay in its old

| position, and she thought it had not been removed.

I saw her lip quiver as she returned it to the drawer and
gazed down with affectionate sadness on the brown covers.

«Ts Unele David hurt?”
«No, Eva. His fall was only a slight one, though Mirs.

Martin was terribly frightened.”

When April lifted her sweet face over the mountains,' my
father returned. His winter’s travel had greatly benefited

him, physically and mentally.
A few days later he had a severe attack of his old head-

ache.

Aunt Mary was suddenly called to one of the nelghbors,
who was ill, and he lay on the lounge, while I combed away
the rich brown hair from his temples, and thought——

No matter, only a little later I went up stairs, and, taking a
key from Aunt Mary’s escritoir, unlocked the private drawer,
and returned with the book which had been such a revelation
to me.

¢ Papa, T want you to read two pages of this.”

He glanced at it carélessly. * I can’t, my dear. My head
aches too violently now.” | .

«But it is only two pages, and won’t take ten minutes.
T'll come back in that time.” And, shppmg the book into his

hands, T left hlm
20*'
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When I returned he was sitting up, lookihg v@érg} thoughtful,

“Eva, where did you find this ?”’

I explained briefly.

“Tt was not right to avail yourself of your aunt’s- absence
to do this. Take it away, my child.”” ‘

He Iaid his head back on the lounge and shaded his eyes

with his hands, but I saw their dark brightness was now
misty with tears.
" Aunt Mary returned about an hour later. She Jooked pale
and tired. "My father sprang up and removed her honnet,
smoothing her rumpled hair, and telling her that she was
sactificing her life for others, , 7 .

I saw her mouth tremble as she sauk into the rockin g-chair:
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hours later, when I went to the parlor and said this, I found

them seated in the old place. | ’
« Fya, dear child, how would you like to say ¢ MOTHER

instead of Aunnt Mary ?”’
¢ Much, oh, so very much, papa 1”  And then 1 understood

all about the conversathn

Five years she has becn the happy. wife of her first, last
love! My step-mother! Beautiful, gentle, lov1n§ incarna-
tion of all that is deepest and noblest and purest in woman,
accept the homage of love and admiration I bring thee!l

. And thou, O sainted mother, whose feet walk through the

white radiance of the cternal meadow-lands, on whose crowned
forehead now drop down the fragrant dews from mountains
whose sapphire foundations tremble only to the hosannas of
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that was all. Eighteen years had the sweet face been learning

ent “and
tho lesson of calmness. cternity,—thou angel-mother, look down for a moment

bless her who hath taken Ay place unto me!

’

“ Mary, come and sit down here on the sofa; I want to
bave a long talk with you. Why, what in the world is this ?”
gaid my father, one evening, as he came into the parlor and
laid his hand on the head I lified from. the sofa-back ; for
twilight was growing into night.

“It’s only I, papa. T’m going straight out;” for I had an
intuitive conviction that my presence would not then be do-
sirable, o .

“Good-night, papa. Good-night, Aunt Mary.” Three
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“WHAT had we better do for the children on N ew Year’s,

Ralph?  Of course they’ll be expecting somethirig in the
way of enjoyment, and I don’t know what in the world it

shall b« And the fair young mother laid down for a moment -

the child’s dress she was embroidering, and looked up anxiously
in the face of the gentleman who sat on the opposite side of the
table, deeply immersed in politics and prices.

He laid down his paper a moment. ¢ Well, really, T don’t

know what to say, Jane. It easy enough to fudge up some-
thing that will please them, I suppose. What did you do
last year ‘ : \

“Oh, I gave them a party. But that’s so much trouble ;
-and then some of the children are sure to get sick with eating
cakes and confectionary, No; another child’s party is out of
the question.” - = ;

“Well, then, what do you think of a ride 7—most likely a
sleigh-ride ; for the elouds were gathering heavy and fast when

I came homq from the office.”
236
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- «That’s just the thing, Ralph dear. Howard and Effie
will enjoy it so much.” And Mrs. Young clasped h.er hands
with that girlish sort of grace and animation, which even
maternity had not entirely banished from her manners.

“We can go down to the shore and see the skating, and
they’ll be as happy (precious little dears!) as birds among
app.ie-buds all the morning. Oh, I do Aope it will .snow.”

«Well, I think, my dear, your hopes will be realized before
morniﬁg.” And the gentleman resumed his paper ar.ld the
lady her sewing, while the wind rose and clamored without,
as though it was shricking out a wild defiance to the year that
was coming ! coming !

“ A sleigh-ride, mamma! Oh, goody! goady!” What&a.
clapping of hands, and dancing of feet, and shouting of glad
child-voices followed the announcement! .

They were very pretty children, but delicate, and with
rather a hothouse-plant look. Howard, a boy of seven, was
two years older than his sister, and his dark eyes and curly
chestnut hair were like his father’s; but Effie’s sunny face,
with its rosy cheeks and rosier lips, was all her mother’s.

“Yes, dear children, we will all go away down to the shorel
and round by the Park, this afternoon : the day is so very beflu-
tiful, and the snow-fall of last night has made the tra\.relhng
delightful. Now, you will be very good, won’t you, in view of

the afternoon’s enjoyment ””
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“To be sure I wﬂl ” stoutly affirmed Howard “ What

- must I do to be good 1

“You mustn’t play with the fire any more, my boy; you
will remember, now ? I must leave you and little sister here
for half an hour. Promise me, Howard, that you will not

go too near the grate, nor attempt to light any papers there.” -

“Y promise you, mother.”” And the boy meant it, as he put
up his mouth for his mother’s kiss,
Mis. Youngs “half-hour” of absence doubled and trebled

itself; for she was superwsmg the dinner-pastry, which on

this occasion was, of course, an extra matter.

Now, Howard was a restless, daring sort of a boy, dehghtmg
greatly in dangerous hap-hazard adventures, and certain to
Place his neck in imminent peril several times each day of
his life.

“Child’s Cabinet,” and then he played «come to see you,”
with commendable patience, for half an hour, seeing it was a
“girls’ play,” and Howard had an instinctive feeling that it

derogated somewhat from hig dlgmty to join in these.

But at last the boy grew very tired ; and then, while Effie

sang ¢ lullaby,’” he went and stood ‘mear the grate, watching

the amber flames coil around the black heaps of coal.
At last he took an old paper that lay on the floor. “T'm

not going to light it,” he whispered, while every movement of -

He, however, behaved remarkably well this New Year's
morning. He told Effie the last story he had read in the
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his restless fingers indicated plainly how they fairly ached to

do this.
(loser and closer he drew to the flames, holding the paper

nearer to the little red skeins of flame that tangled dlong the

edge of the grate, and at last a corner of the paper caught

one of these. Howard bent forward with a low, exulting
ery. He had lighted the paper; he had disobeyed his
mother. | '

Then, with his usual recklessness, he ran all about the room,
Jaughing at his litile sister, who cried out in terror, and the
flame broadened and brightened along the paper, and almost
scorched his hand, when he rushed with it to the grate, and
a moment later there was nothing left of this to tell the story
of his disobedience. '

A few minutes, after Mrs. Young entered the room hastily.
“Qh, you're doing nicely, children. Have you been a good
boy, and not played with the fire, Howard

How he wished he had not done this ! —as every one must
wish, sooner or later, for the wrong-doing. But it was too
late now. So all the moral cowardice rose up in Howard
Young’s heart. He blushed and hesitated.

“My son,” said his mother, gravely, “you know what I
gaid about the ride. Have you played with the fire 1’

“No, mamma.” Tt seemed as if a shiver had crept down
into Howard’s heart as his lips uttered this falsehood.

“Why, Howard, what a big story! I saw you run all
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around the room with the paper burning,” spoke up the soft

~ voice of Effie. \ :
“Howard, my child, have you told me a falsehood ?”” said

- the mother, grieved and shocked at this double disobedience

of her son. His burning cheek, his drooping eyes, answered
her.

Then she called him to ker side, and talked to him a long
time of the sin he had committed against Gred and his own
soul. Howard was melted to tears of penitence and shame,
and when his mother, rising up, said, earnestly, “You re-
member, Howard, that I told you you could not go with us
. this afternoon if you disobeyed me,” he felt in his soul that,
hard as was the punishment, he deserved it.

“1t’s too bad, after all, to disappoint the child so severely,”
murmured Mrs. Young, as she arranged her hair before the
mirror. “I sha’n’t enjoy myself one hit, thinking of the poor
little fellow left here all alone. It’s so matural for him to be
in mischief, and maybe he didn’t think when he told the
~ story. His father knows nothing of it,and 'vea good mind
to run down o the nursery and tell Howard he may go.”

Just then the merry ¢ jangling” of the' bells broke up into
_her chamber. It was more than the weak heart of the mother

could bear ; and so, forgefting her son’s future welfare in the
present good, Mrs. Young hurried down-stairs, and broke into
the nursery with these words :—¢There ! make haste, Howard,
and get your cap and shawl: Pve concluded to Iet you go

+
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this time, after all.”” She thought (the fond mother) that she
was repaid, as she saw the little wistful face pressed against
the window-pane brighten, and bound forward with a “hurra!”

But it was a pity the mother did not hear Howard’s under-
tone to his sister, as they stood on the door-steps, five minutes
later:—* I don’t believe, after all, Effie, there’s any Ereat harm
in playing with fire or telling stories either; for you see, if
there had been, mamma wouldn’s have said I might go in the

‘end. Then I should like to know if she hasw’t told as big a

story as I have, because she said at first I should certainly
stay at home !’

Oh, Howard Young, mounting mth your bright face and
boyish glee into the sleigh, how great a wound has the loving
mother that awaits you there left upon your soul!

And now, loving, tendor-hearted, self-sacrificing mother
who shall read this tale, has it no lesson for you?.

- Remember, your daily life is writing its inerasable inécrip-
tions upon the hearts of your children, and that you are
responsible for that weak tenderness which regards more their
present enjoyment than their future good,—which does not
discipline and prepare them for the work and the storms that

must come !
“Verily I say unto you, you shall not lose your reward 1"’

Q




limpses Tnside fhe Ears.

Ir was a raw, gusty November morning, with clouds of a
dull, bluish-gray folded heavily over the sky, and the earth
wore that sombre, dismal aspect which told, as plainly as words
could have done, that her glory had departed, that the old age
of another year had fallen upon hér, and that nothing re-
mained to her now but a struggling through winds and storms
into December, and then a shroud.

An old woman and a young girl entered the cars which
were plunging on to New York, They were neatly but very
plainly dressed, and looked about them with that, half shy,

‘half curions manner which indicated at once they were not ac-
customed to travel: moreover, there was a sfightly foreign air
about them, and, if you are a student of national physiognomy,
you would have soon settled it in your mind that they were
English people. I |

The old woman was very pale and delicate, evidently in iil
health, and there was something touching in the silvery braids

~ of hair that were combed so srqootlﬂy over her wrinkled fore- -
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Ixead, and in the mild, faded, half-sorrowful eyes that told you
at once her passage through life had not been a smooth one.’

But the younger woman or girl,—oh! it would have done
your heart good to look on her! There was such a rich,
healthful bloom on her cheeks, there wag so much hope and
brightness in her blue eyes, so ‘much innocence and sweet~
ness in the quiet smile which her lips fell into so naturally,
that, gazing on her, a good heart could hardly help praying
that the young English girl might find a very happy life in
the new land to which she had come.

A fow sentences must tell the history of these people. The

young girl was betrothed to the old woman’s only son. He
had been in America for more than a year; and, as soon as the
industrious young carpenter had earned money sufficient to
see his way elear to provide them an humble but comfortable
home, he had written over the seas ;— )

“MorHER AND MARY:— ‘
“Sell off all the old furniture, and come straight to me.”

And they had come,—those two tender, loving, trusting
women, the old and the young; for Mary was an orphan, and
there were no strong ties to bind her to the Fatherland,

The steamer had reached Boston three days before. They
had written to Charles, informing him of their arrival, and
expected that he would meet them. But he did not; and so,
fearing the letter had been delayed, they started for New York.
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The cars wero not filled this morning, for the travelling
season was over. 'The young girl took up a paper which some
passenger had thrown down on the seat before her.

She ran her cyes carelessly over the columns. Suddenly
they paused amoment: adark terror seemed to creep into their
bmghtness, her face settled down into a white, deathly rigid-
ness; a cry, not loud or sharp, but deep,—oh, so very deep !—
with a broken heart’s agony, wavered over her lips, and she sank
back, not unconscious, but stunned, paralyzed with the awful

darkness those three newspaper-lines had brought down wpon .

her life.

“ What is it? what is it, Mary 7 eagerly cried out the old
wonan, as the girl turned her dumb, stony face toward her.
- She’did not speak; she only pointed to the paper. The old
woman grasped it eagerly with her shaking hands. In a mo-
ment she too had read the lines which tdld how a young car-
penter—Charles Davis—had fallen acoidentally from the roof
of a high bmldmg in New York, and was taken up dead!
dead ! dead ! 7

It is a meroy that the mind cannot at once grasp a sudden
evil,—that great shocks are usually bewildering. In this case
it was so. The mother did not shriek or faint, but, with a
low, shivering ¢ God help us!” she sank back, and the cars
plunged on, on, with those two white, stony faces.

Only once cither spoke. A gleam of hope shot up sud-
denly into the mother’s eyes : she seized hold of Mary’s hand,
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and whispered, Perhaps it was somebody else, Mary.” And
Mary looked up a moment, as the drowning look up when
eager hands are reached out to their rescue: then the.bla.nk
despair darkened her face again, her head dropped, but it may
be that for those long two hours this thought warmed away
down in her heart, as it did in the mother’s, and kept them
both from breaking.

At last the train glided into the depbt: the passengers
bustled about for their travelling-bags and bundles; but the
two sat there still and motionless, as though death had suddenly
stricken them.

A moment later a young man sprang hastily into the cars,
and gazed, with an intense, breathless sort of eagerness on his
fine, honest face, up and down the cars,

Then he bounded forward with his whole heart in his face

"¢ Mother ! Mary!” He couldn’t have said another word just

then. But those two! those two! If you could have seen
them! ¢ My boy! my boy! are you really alive I’ ejaculated

the old woman, clinging to him with her shaking hands; while

Mary, forgetting all her maiden shyness in her woman’s
loving, murmured up, amid the happiest sobs and the sweetest
tears, “Oh, Charlie! T thought you were dead |—T did !
“No. Pm alive and kicking, you better believe,” re-
sponded the hearty tones of the young carpenter, ““and, oh,

50 glad to see you. The letter was miscarried, and I dide’t

get 1t until last night; and, as you said you should start the
2%
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third day if I didn’t come on, I thought maybe rd find you
here with the morning train. I’ve got just the nicest kind of
a home for you,—four of the snuggest little rooms,—and a new
silk dress for Mary, which P’ll engage she’ll wear o the pax-
son’s next Saturday.” And there was a significant laugh in
his eyes that set Mary’s pretty face all in a glow.

“But come ! we won’t stay here any longer. I’ve a whole
year’s talking on hand for you. Mary, you’ve certainly grown
handsomer than ever. I'll get a carriage directly.” And
proudly, very proudly, he offered them each an arm, and
escorted his mother and his betrothed from the oars.

“Well, I must say, it did me good to see him,” said a gen-
tleman passenger who had witnessed this sceme; “but I
couldn’t help thinking, with a pang of pity, after all, some-
body’s poor ¢ Charlie Davig’ is dead.”

SR e L e T

The 010 Stobe.

T 0AME across it suddenly the other day, in a corner of the

Agarret,—the old garret that Ihad not visited for so many

years! That old stove! Tt was the first we ever had at our
house ; and what a sea of old memories surged and sparkled
around that scarred, rusted, old-fashioned visage, more elo-
quent to me at that moment than the fairest face that ever
rippled over with sparkling smiles, ]

How well I remember the night that 1t was ¢ put up,” and
how we children stood at a respectful distance, almost expect-
ing the grim, black ogre would spring after us, it looked so
large, stern, and defiant; yet, after all, it’s the simplest,
homeliest little cylinder that ever was fashioned : but, as I sat
down on the old garret-floor, and looked on it through my
tears, I wished I could see with the ¢ child-eyes” again.

What an event in our domestic annals it was, when we had
a fire kindled there the first time! Our respect for the
endowments and capacities of that remarkable stove was
wonderfully enhanced when Cousin Charlie discovered what a

capital place the top was for roasting chestnuts v
. 247
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Then, in the long winter evenings, what charming stories
we used to listen to as our chairs formed a semicircle about
the old stove !

‘What an unlucky time that \#as, when, in the midst of
my thoughtless play, I laid the back of my hand suddenly

against its heated side! Oh, it was not until the dandelions.

-+ began to unveil their yellow fringes among the meadow-grass,
- and after much of suﬂ'ering, that the burn wag healed. There
~ is the long scar on my left hand still; it will be there when
' they lay me awayin my grave. Oh, old stove! old stove!

there are larger, and deeper, and sadder scars than that on

my hand, that I shall carry there,—scars that-are only of the
hears !

And sitting there, with the old memories surging by me, I
wished I could walk back, over the years that are gone, to the
 time when T stood fivst by that old stove. How many words

and deeds I eould recall! 'What a different life the “ living
over” would be! And yet—oan the angels answer me /—

* would it be better 2

Ol the faces of “long ago” that start out from the shadow
of that old stove! Where are they now? The earth is very
wide, and the grave very deep.

But I cannot turn over the great folio of memories now:
only, reader, if in some hidden nook of your garfet some
“mythic corner” of your cellar, there is an “old stove,” go
huat it up and look at it.

The 010 Rug.

«Tr’s too bad them pine-logs should have snapped out and
burned a hole in my new carpet just as I'm going to have the
doctor’s wife here to tea.” And Aunt Rachel gazed ruefully at
the large aperture in her parlour-carpet which Uncle Robert
had bought for her only the prevmus spring, when he went to
the city.

- Tt was one of those golden, hazy, loving autumn days that
are the great prizes of the year, and I had been sitting out
under the apple-trees reading Charles Kingsley's poems a little,
but the blue, dreamy sky, the crimson trees, and the green
earth a great deal more. '

T had entered the hall softly, and so heard Aunt Rachel's
soliloquy, which I knew very well was not intended for my
hearing, as two nights before she had kindled that unlueky
fire in the parlour for my especial benefit, although I l.lad
stoutly maintained I should enjoy myself just 4s well sitting
down with her by the great hickory-wood fire, in the large,

old-fashioned kitchen. But Aunt Rachel had her own views
| T
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of the hospitality she owed to her guests, and it was of no use
to oppose them. '
 “Can’t you cover it over somehow, aunty?” The old
lady started: at my unsuspected proximity to the parlour, but
the next moment her face brightened up wonderfully, «I
never thought of that, child. There’s that old rug in the
oloset of the spare chamber,—I wag looking at it the othor
day. I believe it was one of Robert’s mother’s, he sets so
much store by it, and always keeps it so carefully folded up
thore, though he’s had it forty years, Ili just go straight up-
~ stairs and see about it.” And the notable housekeeper hurried
out of the room. ‘

In a few minutes she returned, bringing with her the
large rug and panting under its weight. She spread it
down before the fireplace: it was a very ingenious piece of
feminine handieraft, and I examined it with a good deal of
curiosity. ' . -

A large, ﬂdming, yellow sunflower, somewhat dimmed by age,
occupied each corner, while the centre was appropriated by a
fierce-looking lion, of a dark gray-brown colour and \rema;rkab]y
lifelike expression, considering the materials with which the
fair originator executed her needle-painting.

“ How very curious, Aunt Rachel I (turning it over and
marking the infinitude of stitches which must have occupied
one pair of hands for many a weary day.) “Well, certainly,
our grandmothers had a gift of -eonverting worn-out jackets
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and dilapidated stockings into uses and ornaments which has
never beén conferred upon their descendants.” |

« (lome, mother, where’s that apple-pie? Don’t-you know
it’s lunch-time ”” broke in the loud voice of Uncle Robert
from the kitchen. ) _

« Oh, come in here, please,” I called out, eagerly, and tell
me who made this rug, Uncle Robert.”

He strode up-to the parlour-door, wiping his sunbur.nt face
with his cotton handkerchief. But the moment his eycfs '
rested on the rug I noticed a quick spasm contract his
features: his great chin gquivered a moment, and when he

,
in his voi a man’s 18
- spoke again his voice was stern, hoarse, and low as

when his whole being is shaken by some powerfnl. emotion. .
% Rachel, fold up that Tug and carry it back up-stairs. You
can do what you like with every thing else ;n the house, only
leave that alone.” ' ‘

And every tone was that of a man who must be obeyed.

«Tf’s very funny,” muttered Aunt Rachel, as her husl?and
returned to the kitchen, and she proceeded in no very amiable
frame of mind to fulfil his command. “I don’t think it would
get hurt much lyin’ B"éfore the fireplace one afternoon. I
rather ’spect there’s more about the thing than I know; bus
there’s no use trying to get a word out of Robert.”

I quite agreed with Aunt Rachel; and yet, after Uncle
Robert had finished his lunch, I followed him cut to the bara.
I was a great favourite with him, and, being fully aware of
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this, my curiosity got the better of my politeness. ¢ Uncle
Robert,” I said, coaxingly slipping my hand into his large,

brawny one, “ there’s a secret history ahout that old rug, I -

know: won’t you please tell it to me

- He sat dowa on the barn-door step, and drew me into his
lap : his hard, rugged features softened into something ,Véry
like tenderness, and the old farmer's voice quivered with a
sort of deep, sad pathos, as he said, « Charity made it,—little
Charity.” :

“Who was Charity, Uncle Robert ”
. %She was Widow Blake's daughter, my child, and we were
to have been mairied the next spring. She made that rug—
every stitch of it—with her own hands, for the home that was
never to be ours; and afterward her mothey gave it to me.”

“ But why weren't you married, Uncle Robert 7’

. “Because God called her, child. " It's forty years ago sine
she went to her sleep under the maples; but T can see her bluo
eyes, and the bands of soft yellow hair round her sweet face,
Just as I used to see it smiling and blushing at the door on
the Wednesday evenings when I went to see her.”

. And you never told Aunt Rachel any thing of all this ?”

t No, child, no. What would be the use? Rachel’s been
-a good wife to me, a tender, loving mother to my children.
Thirty-six years we’ve gone hand in hand the way of our lives
together ; and, though my heart’s held all along the memory
of her who is in heaven, I hope it hasn’t wronged the living.”
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«Well, Uncle Robert,” (droppipg my head on his shoulder
to hide my tears,) “ I wouldn’t have believed you had so much

romance in you.” : _
«Wouldn’t you? Do you wonder I keep the rug so care-

fally pow? Charity ! little Charity.” His voice wavered slow

and tenderly over the last words.
« But nobody shall ever use that—her last work—so long

as I live, o long as I live,” he added, a moment later, in a low,

determined voiee. ,
«There now! get up, child ; T must be off to that ’ere rye

again.” . ! .
And I thought, as I went up slowly, slowly to the house,

how many natures, which seem to us coarse and rough, hold,
after all, the  sweet music” in some solitary room of their
souls, and how the white lilies of truth and love blossom fra-

grantly along the dark rivers of human life.




“Waking Yp.”

“I wisH I hadn’t said it! Dear me! what would I give
if I could-only recall it!”” murmured Mrs. Leeds, as she Teaued
her face down on the arm she had rested on the breakfast-
table, while the thick tears sobbed up into her blue eyes.

She was a pretty little woman,—this wife of a year,—though
the tears dimmed her face, and the trouble at her heart shut
off the roses from her cheeks, that cheerless November morn-

ing, with the dull brownish clouds piled . low about the sky, |

~and the hoarse wind crackling and crumpling through the
trees outside. :

“To think, too,” continued the lady, raising her head once
more, and abstractedly lifting the cover off the china tea-pot

_““he should have spoken so crossly and sharply to me, just

because I'said I should like that new velvet carpet at Myers’s.
‘Well, I don’t believe, for ‘my part, there ever was such a

thing as a woman satisfied with what she had got” I think .

it was real unkind of him, anyway; and nothing in the world

could 21;:% made me believe, before I married Henry Leeds,

THE ¢ MAKING UP.” 255

thot he would have used that tone or those words in speaking
to ﬁe. But I guess I was more to blame than he, after all,
for I said a good many satirical things. T almost wish my
tongue had been cut off before they. passed my lips; but,
somehow, my temper got the better of me, and he went off
without speaking one kind word, or even kissing me 17 Here
there was another outbreak of tears.

« He won’t be home till night; and how can I ever get
through this long, dreary, dismal day, knowing all the time
Hal’s angry with me,—he who has been such a true, generous,
Joving husband ? How I wish T could see him just 2 minute,
and, forgetting all my pride, wind my arms about his neck
and say, ‘Hal, Pm real sorry: won’t you forgive me this
onee ’—and T will, too.” |

The pretty lady sprang up from the table, a new determina-
tion heightening the faint eolour in her cheeks and bringing
back the sparkle to her blue eyes.

# Tl take the omnibus and go right down to the office and |
make up with him. That'Il be just the thing I

The young merchant was leaning, with a weary, dejected
sort of air, over his desk, about which were scattered notes,
drafts, letters, in endless confusion. Something had gone

_wrong. His clerks knew this when he came info his

store that morning, so gloomy and reticent, so thoronghly
unlike his usual brisk, energetic, jovial self, that always
carried sunshine into the dark warerooms. Even the porter
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felt somethihg of this, for he stood at a respectful distance
from his employer, and did not indulge in any of his old, stale
jokes. '

Suddenly the merchant looked up, and saw his wife making

her way through the store, straight to his desk. How pretty
she looked that morning, in the little, tasteful velvet hat, with
its crimson trimmings about her soft ‘eheeks,_ that were so
charmiﬁgly becoming,‘ and that half-emile dimpling the rosy,
small mouth, that he could hardly belicve had said such very
unkind tings to him only two hours before!

‘Now, Harry Leeds was very proud of his wife, and of the
evident admiration which her occasional advent at the store
always excited. He rose up to meet her, the surprise in his

face half chasing the cloud therefrom. She came close to .

bim.

very sorry I said those cross things to you this morning, I
was greatly to blame, and they’ve made me unhappy ever
since: 80 I've come clear down here to make up, and hear
you say- once more that you love me.” ' |

The cloud was all gone. There was a world of fond ten-
derness that looked down from those dark eyes on the lady.

“ Why, bless your little heart, Adeline, you haven’t come
clear off here for that? I was more to blame than you,—a
great deal; but some business matters were troubling me;
and then I'm a touchy fellow, I guess, anyhow.”

“ Harry,” whispered the soft, eager, timid voide, “Pm g0
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“No, you're not ;- but I shouldn’t have lived fhrough the
day, if I had felt all the time that you were displeased with
me. But do you love me as well 23 ever 7’ _

That smile, that glance, would have satisfied any wife.

«That wife of mine’s a perfect angel, anyhow,” murmured
Harry Leeds to himself, as he arranged his disordered desk,
with a face as changed and bright as the sky outside, for the
sun had suddenly plunged through the clouds. “If we have
pretty good sales this week, I'll just get her. that carpet for a
Christmas present: see if I don’t.”’




I wenT by it the other day—the old school-house: how
natural it looked! The red-brown front, with the two square
Windows,land here and there a broken pane of glass, Then,
the two great butternui-trees that grew across the road, and
the crossold maid that always came out with her broom when
we boys went over with our green wooden pails to draw water.
I can see her now, thin and angular, with those pale, wintry
sort of lips that no smiles could make sweet and lovable,
standing in the front-door of the small’ yellow house. Poor
soul ! we boys were each, in her estimation, an incarnation of
all sorts of evil; and I am sure we cordially reciprocated her
good opinion by the pranks we used to play her dog and two
cats, (the sole members of her household ;) and yet, stern, harsh
woman that she was, far away up a great many pairs of winding

stairs in her heart was d door, and on that door was written .

“woman.” .

There was the play-ground, too, with the white rails running
all round it and the grass worn short by the children’s feet.
Ah me! how the old pictures shine away off there in that
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far land, that strange, wondrous land of which we catch

blessed gleams and glimpses through all the after-life,—the
land of boyhood ! ,

The old school-house! The outside is unchanged, but what
is in there? The same line of brown and black and golden
heads running parallel with the desks ranged round the walls.
Who has the one in the corner now, I wonder? * Tt was my
desk, and hers was next then! It is mine now, and hers is -
next still, in that back-country to which my thoughts have
taken passage. I see her there now, the curls rolling in shin-
ing billows to her waist, and the face that looks out from them,

—oh, it is fair as the sweetest dream of Raphael that I ever

looked on. The dimples float round the small, moist lips,
that look like nothing in the world but a half-open rose-bud
with the dew fresh upon it, and the eyes,—sometimes, between
the erimson ravelling of two sunset clouds, I catch fragments
of blue heaven that are like unto them.

Ah me! to think how the sunshine used to “come to
school,”” as we_called it, every afternoon, and lie down on the

bare boards, and laugh up in our faces, and set us to thinking

about the trees and the springs in the eool woods till we forgot
all about our lessons.

Oh, the thousand and one tiines she has whispered the
right letter in some long word, and saved my hands from an
intimate acquaintance with the ferule,—that redoubtable object .
that always lay in such a prominent position on the teacher’s
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desk. «Newt to me!” HowIused to think sometimes, very
dim and vaguely as boy’s thoughts always are when they look:
away off into the great future of mandom—-—that she might be

next to me through life, What nice tines we used to have
when we had obtained permission to study our Geography to-
gether, and what a subject of internal congratulation it was
with me that there was but one map between us. The nuts

T used to slip intd her a,pi'on pocket, and the apples that went-

into the northedst corner of her desk, and secured private
lodgings” between Murray and Mitchell, would take long to
tell of. 'What hair-breadth escapes we used to have, too, be:
tween the sharp eyes of the téacher, and the “ tell-tales” on
-either side, and ‘that great threatening ferule laid—like a
mighty man asleep—on the desk.

¢ Next to 4m_e!”' A score and a half of timeg have the
June suns risen'and set since she was there, and I wonder-if

the little girl who ocoupies her seat now has golden hair and.

blue eyes, and if she~—no matter, my eyes are growing moist
while I think about it, for a little green hillock in the sunniest
corner of the country churchyard has risen before me. There
is a slab at its head, and it simply says,

«NEzuE! Aemp 127
That tells the whole story. To think of the blue eyes, the

dimpling cheeks, the laughing month, being grave dust.
But while these have been growing into this, it may be that
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a bright spirit hag been wandering among the golden lilies
which I always dream are plaiting the shores of the “River
of Life.” She may have been to school there too, but ‘her
teachers h:ive been the angels, and her blue eyes have never
grown weary of those lessons.

I was so far % above her” in the old school-house and now
she is so far beyond me in that “unknown lore,” but I love to
think that some time I too shall enter that great class of  the
just made perfect,” and study the new pages of the Great
Author. Then it may be, sittig in some green valley, whose
blossoms deepéned to: their eternal beauty before the trees of

- Eden first bowed themselves to the breezes of earth, I shall

find her as of old, ** Next to me.”
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muslin wTappei', and I told her she should have the money to-
&ay for sure and certain, as Bridget says.”

LRV

Only a Dollar.

¢ ONLY & dollar, Charlie.”

“QOnly a dollar, eh 77 said the young hushand, with a smile,
a8 he placed one foot on the rung of his wife’s chair, while she
leaned ker elhow on his knee, and watched him open the stecl
clasps of his pocket-book. A solitary note and a few loose
pieces of silver were all that presented themselves.

“Lucky enough, Adeline, that your demands are so small,
this noon,” said Mr. Huntley, as he unrolled the crumpled
paper, “for I settled a debt of fifty dollars before I came home
in a hurry to see you.”

“Say rather to see your dinner,” answered the pretty wife,
as she put up a mouth like a rose-bud for a kiss.
| “Well, pussy, I guess 'twas a little of both, for you better

believe T was hungry. Here, take this t0o;” and he emptied
the silver into the rosy palm. “Won’t this do till supper
time I’

“Qh, yes! You see I’ve nothing in the world to purchase,

but I owe a dolIar to that poor woman who brought home my
262
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She was a charming little wife, and the young merchant
thought so, or he would not have lingered another half-hour
by her side when he knew so well he ought to be at his store.
But there was 2 strange magnetism in the pretty face—in the
dainty movements of the restless, graceful head—in the light
tall, that reminded one of a humming-bird, as it fluttered over
the sweet lips. And all these things held the husband like so
many chains uwntil, at last, with a desperate effort he seized his
hat, pressed his lips upon the fair forehead, and hurried away.

“(ch, sure, ma’am, they’re the most beautiful strawberries,
2s big as my thumb and as red as a rose in June; and, sure,
the man’s at the door with his basket piled full of the same.””

“Strawberries, Bridget! I had no idea they were ripe so
early ;”” and Mrs. Huntley hurried to the door.

It was epough to make anybody’s mouth water to look at
them ; and Mrs. Huntley’s certainly did, as the man lifted 2
basket of the ripe, delicious fruit, saying,—

“Yeventy-five cents, ma’am, and the first of the season.”

“It’s a dreadjul price,’” murmured the young wife, “and
then I owe the only dollar T have by me to that poor woman.
How provoking! Charlie’s so fond of strawberry cake, and 1
eould make such a beautiful one out of two of those baskets;
and what a delightful surprise it would be at supper! DBut
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that woman ; no matter, I’Il glve her something for having to
wait. Bmdget here, run up-stalrs and get my purse on the
table.” | o

A moment Iater, and the bill and the silver were . poured
info the hard palm of the strawberry man.

“You're not going away, mamma. Pleage do not go away

and leave Willie alone;” 5 end the sick boy lifted his arms ap-
pealingly from ‘the hard pallet on which he lay, while the
fever flush’ deepened in his hollow cheeks, and the fever light
brightened in his dark ayes.

“It is only a Tittle while, Willie, and mamma, will buy
some bread and make you a nice piece of toast when she
comes back ; and my boy shall sit up by the fire, and have a cup
of warm tea too, and some medicine to make him well again,
Mamma’s going to get a whole dollar, and she'll spend it every
bit for her darling,” said the mother, as she leaned fondly

over her. child, and drew the folds of the old quilt tighter

around him. ‘
One kiss, full, oh’ 80 Very fu]l of motherly tendemess, and

the sick boy lay all alone in that dark, destitute room, where

the . pale spring sunshine looked in coldly on the ashes that
were. smouldenng on the hearth.

“ Please, ma’am, there 8 2 woman at the door as has come
for the dollar she says yourself promlsed her to- -day.”
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“ G'raodness; Bridget!” A little shadow of a cloud came
over the bright forehead of the lady—1 spent the la:st cend
in the house for these strawberries, and I can’t leave this cake
to see her now, either. Tell her to call again to-morrow; she
shall certainly have it, and more too.”

«tQch, Mrs. Huntley, but you ought to have seen the look
on her face, when I told her youw'd not the 11.10!16:‘?‘ to-da]z'
Surely, that puir thing’s in throuble of some km.d, it’s plain
enough o be seen,” said the rather loquacious Bridget to her
mistress when she returned to the kitchen.

«(Qh, dear! if I had known; but the strawberries are
bought, and it can’t be helped now. Tl make it all right with
her to-morrow, Bridget.” And Mrs. Huntley showered the
berries on the daintily-fashioned cake, and hummed a sweet
tune to the swift ‘motion of her hands, and the little shadow

of a cloud went out from her brow.

Three days bad passed.
«What can be the reason,” murmured Mrs. Huntley to

herself, as she sat in her dressing-room, ¢“that Mrs. Gray has
not called for the dollar T promised her the next day! I have
laid by two for her, as Mrs. Macy told me tiley w?re very -
poor; and as I am intending to call on the lady this afte?- |
noon, I will learn the residence of Mrs. Gray, and take this

myself; for somehow that woman’s non-appearance irou

bles me.”
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“(Goodnesy, what a place! I had no idea she was 8o wretch
edly poor,” murmured to herself the lady with gracefully
plumed hat, and shawl of strange, gorgeous deviees, wrought
in the looms of the Indies, as she carefully picked her way
up the rickety, dilapidated stairs wherein dwelt Mrs, Gray.

She reached the door to which she had been directed, and,
having’ knocked several times without receiving any answer,
ghe gently lifted the latch and looked in. The bloom went
out from the lady’s cheek at the scene which that half-opes
door revealed. '

In the centre of the wretched apartment stood a small deal

table, on which was placed a coffin, and bending over this,
every feature of her haggard face written with a history of 3‘

terrible suffering, was Mrs. Gray. A moment later, she raised
her eyes and eonfronted those of her appalled visitor.

A startling change came over the woman’s faca. She
stepped swifily, quietly from the - coffin to the side of Mus.
Huntley, and laying her hand on the, lady’s arm, said, in a
low, hoarse voice,—
~ «Come with me.”

The two stood together before the coffin, and then remov-

ing the white cloth from the face of the boy that was hers
no longer, Mrs. Gray pointed to him, and said slowly,
* sternly,— '

“Mrs. Huntley, he was all T had, and he is dead, and God
will hold you responsible, for. you have killed him. The
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dollar that you promised me, and then withheld, would have
gaved his life; and when other help came, it was too late.”

« Oh! forgive me! forgive me! Mrs, Gray. If Ibad only
known,” ejaculated the lady in broken tones, while the tears

poured down:her cheeks.
And Mis. Gray looked on her visitor, and ’che sternness

' went ot from her features, and the muscles round her com-

pressed mouth relaxed ; she turned to the dead child, and put
away tenderly the rich brown ecurls that lay in thick clusters
on his marble forehead.

+ Ay, they can all weep for you now, my boy,” she sald—
“all but your mother, who has not shed a tear gince they
took away your little arms from her neck. Oh! Mrs. Hunt-
ley,” she continued, and the pathos qf a breaking heart was in
every word, “he was my child, my Willie, my treasure, and L
loved him just as well as you could love yours, though you
decked him with jewels and nursed him in luxury, while 1
had not a erust to give him when he cried to me for food.
Oh! Willy ! my beautiful, my darling, you are gone, you are
gone, and I would have died to save you!”

. ¢ ) .

“Yes, Henry, I have left nothing undone for that poor

woman's comfort, and she seems calm and more resigned now;

but oh! I would give all I possess to bring back that dead .

boy;” and with a fresh burst of remorseful tears, Mis. Hunt-
ley laid her head on her husband’ s shoulder.
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He put his arm around her..
.‘ Don’t ery, darling,” he said, “you meant no harm-
besides, it was all done for love of me, and though the matter

has ended so unhappily, we have, I trust, both learned a
. lesson for the future.”

“Yes, and one I shall never forget,” said the young wife
pl

litting her dark, toar-filled eyes to her husband. It is never -

to eay, ‘Go, and come again,’ to those whom I employ., Oh,I
never knew before the wotth of ‘Only a dollar. ,
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 Tho Tonptation a0d fhe Teiuinph,

«To-MoRROW ! to-morrow, Bertha! I can’t réalizeit. I
wish I could.”

I said it probably more to myself than to her, a8 wo stood
together that night by the low stone wall that bounded the
great wheat-fields on the south of us. Rosy clouds filled the
west—soft blushes of the June day, as she went down to
meet the pight; and the wind crumpled through the long
wheat grass, and tangled up the soft hair of Bertha Clarke,
as ghe stood by my side. I see her now, just as, lifting my

eyes, T saw then her face half turned toward me, her blue

eyes seeming to look off into the future rather than at the
distant hills. She was not beautiful, but her pale, pure profile
shaded by the rich hair, the full, dimpling, expressive mouth,
all make a very fair picture in my memory, as they would in
yours, if you had seen her standing there swinging her straw
hat, or unconseiously winding the blue ribbons round her

fingers.
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“It is very hard, too, for me to understand it, Mercy Ty
is the last night I shall be Bertha Clarke I’ Her eyes were
serene, but her voice was mournfully soft as she said it.

“And you are happy, Bertha? Lot me go back to my |

home with your solemn assurance of this, holden close to the
heart that has'so loved you” |

Bhe turned her pale, sweet face towards me, its earnestness
striking out the -half-dreamy smile of her lips and eyes.
“Yes, Merey, I am happy-—quietly, contentedly so. My,
Abhott will be to me the kindest of friends, the tenderest of
husbands, and his heart will only be the stronger for me to
lean on because of the years that have gone over his head,”

“And he has promised to brmg you back to us every
sammer {”’ '

“To be sure he has, my darling. When the trees are

* white with apple-blossoms, I shall come to Meadowbrook. Oh,
you do not know how good, how noble, Mr. Abbott is !~ His
wealth will make mother and the children very happy; and
every night,-when I lie down in the palace home he has pro-
- mised me, T shall look off to the little gray cottage, and
bless God that the hearts within it know meither care mor
sorrow !”’

“And it is for them, you ,noble-hearted girl, you are sacri-
fieing yourself, though you know it uot’ I mentally solilo-
quized, as I drew my arms around her. = -

“I shall miss you very much, my Bertha.” The words .

xSt O L SN N S U B e e ot e A ALY X
B SRS R TR R g S IR B B P e e L e A T UL T A e D T s e s i e SNt

N

i -
THEE TEMPTATION -AND THE TRIUMPH. 271

waay not express a great deal, but the so‘ps that broke through -
them did. ,

¢ Now, Mercy, dear heart, you will quite unnerve ntte, you
know you will; and I've so m'lach to go througl-l with to-
morrow. DI'm saving all my tears for that long ride to t?m
depot.” But they dashed down fast into my hair, even while
she was speaking,

We both grew quiet again in a little while, for the length-
ening of the shadows warned us it was time to separate,—not
for a night or day, as in the heretofore, but for weeks or

months—it might be for 2 year !
¢ Bertha,” I said, breaking at last into the silence Wlnch

had come over both of us, ‘now ‘that we are about to part, I
maust speak the thought that lies so deep in my hea,rt,' ﬁhough
you solemnly interdicted all mention of it. Alison will come
back some day—1I know he will; and, for the sake of | the old
times, will you not leave me some message for him ?—some
message of remembrance or good-will, sanctified by this, the
last night of your maidenhood ?

My arm wag around her, and I felt the sudden shiver that
struck through her frame. I locked up in her face; it ‘ha:d
grown very white; and the proud, beautifal mouth was qui-
vering with the outbreak of the old memory voices in her
heart, That shiver and that look were to e a sufficient

. revelation.

“ Mercy”’—oh, how mournful was the voice of the bride




272 THE TEMPTATION AND THE TRIGMPH.

elect I—¢ tell Alison that I left him & host of good wishes for
his future,” (bere the pride that was a part of her being
bridled her graceful head, and gathered strength into her
tones,) “and that Bertha Clarke prays he may find a bride as
fair and loving as her husband is noble and tender. Hark,
Mercy! those are carriage-wheels, and they are taking the
road to our house! Tt must be Mr. Abbots, He wrote he
would be here in the night train, if possible; and how it will
look if T am not there to receive him! Good-by, my dearly
beloved.”” _

There were hurried kissés, alternating with half-sobbed
prayers and blessings, and so we parted.

Alison Hunt was my own cousin; but brothers and sisters

seldom love each other with more tenderness than did we.

He was an orphan four years my senior, and we had grown
into our youth together, for my parents took their nephew to
our home when his own were laid under the autumn grass;
and, as I was all God had given them, he was like another
child to their hearts. ) 7 ;

‘Alison was ardent, proud, impulsive, a favorite with all who
knew him. He had many virties and some faults, but his
heart was a true, a great, a noble oné. He was not handsome,

but his eyes were beautiful, and so were the warm, tinted curls

that clustered over his brow, and so was the smile whose ten-
der beauty he caught from the lips of the mother he could not
: remembm* A '
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Bertha Clarke and £ were playmates in our childhood, and
friends in our youth. I do not know where Alison and her-
gelf first learned the great solemn lesson of their mutual love;
but.I know one April evening, when the sweet faces of the
stars were half smothered in clouds, they said, standing in
the wide, old hall of Bertha’s home, “ We will walk together

until death put us two asunder.”
Ah me! while the angel wrote those words in the everlast-

-ing records, the shadow of death was drawing nearer to the

gray old homestead, and, in less than two weeks, ity darkness
was over it ! Bertha Clarke’s father was stricken with a fever
in the noon of his life, and his wife was a widow, and his chil-
dren orphans.

Bertha was the oldest of the family ; and, in less than a
month after his death, it was discovered that Farmer Clarke
had left his family only the gray stone cottage that sheltered
them.

e had been a kind, indulgent husband and father, with
no great amount of energy, loving his library better than his
farm, caring rather for the present than the future. ‘
© Mis. Clarke was an invalid, with a gentle, vine-like nature.
that could never meet or brave out the adverse storms of life;
and the care of the whole family seemed to devolve upon the
young girl whose life was coming into its' twentieth summer.

My. Clarke’s youngest sister had also resided with him since

the date of her widowhood. She had been very besutiful in
8 ' :
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her youth, but her naturally fine disposition had been nearly
ruined by over-indulgence and ill-judged tenderness.

At nineteen, Rowena Clarke eloped with a young phy--
sician, whose handsome person and outward showy accom-

plishments were his only recommendation. A few years of
mutual disappointment and unhappiness followed. The young
husband died suddenly, and Rowena Heaton, a mere wreck
of her former loveliness, returned to her brother; for, in less
than a year after her ill-starred marriage, both her parents
slept in the village churchyard.

The watchful tenderness of her brother brought back some
of the old bloom to the widow’s cheeks, some of the cld
sparkle to her smiles, hut her spirits seemed never to entirely
recover their fone, and she was at times restless, querulous,
dissatisfied. . "

(Of course, Bertha found no strength or help in her aunt,
and she was obliged to depend wholly upon her own energxes
in this einergéncy. They did not fail her. She procured a
tolerably remunerative situation as teacher in the academy
where she had been educated, and her mother made a few

spasmodic attempts at needle-work. But it was Bertha alone

who kept the family from actual want.

I always believed that Alison suffered more than his be-
trothed did at this juncture. His proud spirit could not
brook the -thouglit that Bertha was thus wearing away the
Lest, brightest years of her life. But these trials seémed to
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evolve the young girl’s true character; and never before had
I understood its depth, its earnmestness, its self-shnegation.

‘Alison was completing his professional studies, and the mar-
| riage was postponed for two years. Oh, for those two years

was written in time forever !
It was in the early summer that Mr. Abbott came to Mea-~

dowbraok for the benefit of its mountain breezes. He was a
distant cousin of Dr. Blakeslee, a relited merchant and a
millionaire. He was a tall, fine-looking, well-preserved gen-
tleman, not, much beyond fifty; and I believe he was enamored
of Bertha on their first meeting. He was a frequent and

“always a welcome guest at the gray stone cottage, for he was

an intelligent and agreeable companion. . Mr. Abbott was older
than Bertha’s mother, too; no wonder the young girl received
his chivalric attentions with the deference and gratitude of a

It was in the summer vacation that she went to pay  visit
to some distant relatives of ber mother twenty miles from
Meadowbrook. The stage route communication with Stanton,
was a circuitous and very tiresome one. :

“Tt would afford me unspeakable pleasure to carry your - -
danghter over in my buggy, with your perﬁlission, my
dear madam,” very _diplomatically concluded the urbane gen-
tleman.

“Thank you, Mr. Abbott,” was the flattered mother's re-
sponse : ¢ I shall be very happy to place Bertha in your care;
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and she will énjoy the ride so much better than in that lum.
bering old stacre,—--poor child !” |
And Bertha Went and that visit Wrouoht her destiny..

“ Why, Al, what 4s the matter? You are whlte as a
ghost "’ '
“ Nothmg ; nothing at Ieast that I can tell you, Mercy.”

~ And he drew me back from the parlor door where I had gone
- to meet him, and half pushed me into the large easy-chair
which always stood in the darkest corner of the old parlor.
_How he looked at me that moment, ag he sank down with a
groan, the fullest of agony I ever heard, and laid his head

in mylap! The warm, bright curls were crushed over his -

throbbing temples ; the museles of his proud mouth trembled
with the unspoken emotions that stormed through his heart;
and 8o he lay there for a whole hour, sometimes pressing my
hand as I wound it through his hair, and only once whis-
pering, “ Do not speak to me now, Mercy, darling sister: I
am very weak. By and by I shall be stronger.”

At last he rose and went up to his own room. He was
gone about an hour; and I sat at the window, my heart
aching for his sorrow, while the sunset purpled the great
crumpled clouds in the west.

¢ Meroy”’—I started quickly, for my cousin had returned
so softly I had not heard him-—¢I must leave you now. Do
not question me. L shall walk to the depot. Here is a letter
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for Bertha Clarke. Give it to her for my sake when she
returns. Merey, sweet, loving sister of my boyhood, farewell !

A kiss quivered down upon my forehead with the last words,
and Alison was gone. |

I should scarcely have realized that T had seen him at all
but for the letter I held in my hand. He came to us on the
morning of that day, learned through me of Bertha’s absence,
had paid a visit to the gray stone cottage, apd thig was all I
knew.
His wild white face came back to my dreams that mght

but no angel leaned over the radiant hills and whispered that
gecret in my ear which might have made the happiness of two

- hearts.

I called at Bertha’s home the next day, and left the letter
with her Aunt Rowena. I did not observe how eagerly she
grasped it, but I remembered it afterwards '

The next day I learned the young teacher had returned
home and was ill. Of course Ilost no time in hurrying to
her. She sat by the chamber-window in her large easy-chair,
with the great peach-tree shadows sweeping heavily over her.
I had stolen up very softly, and my footfalls on the oaken
staircase had sent np no prophecy of my coming. ,

Her head leaned against the back of her chair, her eyes
were closed, and the long, rich, loosened hair brushed and
fluttered against her cheeks. She seemed changed,—I could

not tell how ; but I know now there was a great light struck
‘ 24 :
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out of her heart and her face. She was the rld Bertha
though, when I went in and laid my head in her lap. Onee:
I spoke of Alison. I felt rather than saw the change that
came suddenly over her.

“Mercy,” she said, low and hoarsely, “from this time
heﬂceforwa.r_d his name must not be spoken by-either of us.
Our engageément is broken. The past is a book closed up and
locked away, and no fingers, however loving, must open it.”

The mournful pride of her voice—oh, you cannot guess it
for you did not hear the soft lips of Bertha Clarke proncunce
her doom !

Two years later, by the stone wall of the broad wheat-fields,
we parted.

The pext morning, before the winds had shaken the dew
from the meadow-grass, they bound wp in her hair, with
fragrant orange-blossoms, the rich bridal veil ; and, in the old
church where five generations of her fathers had worshipped,

‘Bertha Clarke became the bride of the millionaire. She did
not stain her heart with a lie when she vowed to love unto
death the man who might have been her father, for she did
with the tenderness of a child; and she was true to her mar-
riage covenant.

Four years had passed. Tt was in the early autumn, and
the long, yellow corn-blades were sweeping the ground : the

t

SRR S R T R e e e

3
E
o

THE TEMPTATION AND THE TRIUMPH. 279

white harvests had been gathered into the barns; and every

.' night the west was embossed with erimson and golden clouds.

Alison and I sat by the window in the sitting-room where we'
parted. His smile had the old, bright tenderness, bus his face

~ had taken a darker shade from the suns of California.

For three years we had quite Jost sight of him. Then came
a letter for me, followed by several others, the last announcing

his speedy return.
So we sat at the window on the thlrd day of his arrival,

and talked of the past, while he plucked the red buds from

_ the sweet-brier vine, or laid the dark, fragrant leaves against

my curls.”
« But it all happened last winter in New York while T was

visiting Mrs. Abbott.”

It was the first time I had alluded to Bertha since his re-
turn ; and I remember how my heart beat as I purposely con-
cluded some little gossip with this sentence.

« Ah, do you visit her, Mercy ?  Does she seem happy 7
How much constrained eagerness there was in this question !

“Yes; quietly so. Once every year she comes to Meadow-
brook ; and every year I go to her. She is greaﬂy admired ;
and her husband is very proud and tender of her, surrounding
her outward life with every grace and luxury. By-the-by, I
_ought to have sent down to Mrs. Clarke’s to-day. Her sister-
in-law has been very ill: they thought her dangerously so

yesterday.”
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I heard the garden-gate open sharply, and, looking out, saw
‘Bertha’s youngest brother hurrying up the walk. I met hlm
at the door,

- “Is Mr. Hunt here 7 he asked, eager and breathless.

+ “Yes. But, Charlie, whait’s the matter? How white you

“look! Come in, and tell us how your aunt is.”

* She's dymg, Mercy: the doctor says so! and she’s sent
for “Mr. Hunt in a great hurry. We learned Iast night he’d
returned. She says she can’t die till she’s had a long talk

_with him. “Please find him and tell him to make haste, or
he’ll be too late.” - And quick tears hurried out.of the boy 8
brlght gyes. .

" Half an hour later, Alison Hunt stood hy the dying bed

" of Rowena Heaton. " She and the autumn day were leaving
the world together. ‘

“ Alison,”” gasped the lips growing white with the death-
chill, “I cannot take to the judgment the sin that lies so
black and hard on my soul. Bertha Clarke never wrote that

letter which I told you she did, saying that she wished her

-engagement broken because you were poor; and that her
heart asked rather for Mr. Abbott’s wealth than your love. [

forged # while she was-in Stanton, and told you she wrote it
to me. : ‘

The young man seized hold of the bedpost with his shaking

hands, weak as a little child.
“ 1t was not all selﬁshness,’? moaned the dying woman. T

e
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thought the end almost sanctified the means. We were very
poor, and Bertha was wearing away her life in her school. I

knew Mr. Abbott’s wealth would bring us all quict and happi-

nest. Oh! it was more for the wife and the chllgiren of the
brother, who had: cared for me so tenderly, that I thought,

“thau for tnyself. Porgive me,- Alison Hunt, 28 you will one

day ask God to forgive you.”
«Yes, forgive ber as I do,” murmured a low, sweet voieg

at the door. And the dying woman and_ the stricken man
looked up and saw Bertha Abbott as she camfa through t}m
open door. And her white face shone on them like an angel's.

They had telegraphed to her of her aunt’s ﬂlness, and the
private carriage which brought hér had outstripped the stage.
She came softly up the back-stairs, without. ann\ogmcmg
her armival; and she had heard the dying confession of

her sunt.

Alison Hunt and Bertha. Abbott, the wronged, clasped

hands over the wronger, and, as the daylight went over th‘e
hiils, and the life-light out of the dying woman’s eyes, their
yoices followed her spirit out into the dark valley,— We for-

give you.”

Two years more had gone. In ome of the dimly-lighted al-
goves, curtained off frora her magnificent parlor, sat Mrs, Ab-
bott, and by her side was Alison Huut. Ihad been il all

day, aad was in my own chamber ; for ab this time 1 was visit-
24
A . - . . a

' \.\\:
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ing Bertha. I remember I was strangely restless and uneasy,
changing my position constantly, though I occupied Bertha’s
" favorite casy-chair, which Mr. Abhott, who was quite a con-
noisseur in upholstery, pronounced unrivalled. The growing
intimacy between my cousin and Bertha greatly troubled me,
Mr. Abbott was not a jealous hushand, and his perfect confi-
dence in his wife prevented his being an exacting one. Alison

was & favorite with him ; and he countenanced the intimacy

which had begun the year before, when the young lawyer
came to New York. But I knew, as he did not, all the past,
and felt this friendship' must only result in unhappiness to
both. .
“Mr. Abbott is gone to Boston, and they are quite alone,”

- I murmured to myself, “and it is but uatural their thoughts

should together go back to the days it is but a mockery to re-

“member. T will speak to Bertha to-morrow on this subject,
and, in the name of our long love, bid her look into her own
heart, and see if her feet be not Waﬁdering near a precipice.”
They were indeed nearer than I had dreamed ; for that night,
as 1 said, sitting under the gilded branches of the chandelier,

clasping the lLittle hande that lay on Bertha’s lap, Alison talked

of the past; and his companion listened, crushing down the
tears into her aching heart. ‘

“I never think of you as s wife,” murmured the deep
tones of the young man; “though I know you are legally his.
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We belong to each other. 'We have kept our heart-plight, my

Bertha, have we not I’
«Hush ! Alison! it is wrong. I must not listen fo such

words.” But the chiding was very gentle, very mournful.

He leaned . down, and looked through -the tears into her
blue eyes. He drew her head on his shoulder. “You will
not reprove me for th:s when our hearts are married to each
other, my beloved ? It was a lie that separated us. T wrote
you that letter dissolving our engagement, believing you false
to me; and you went to the altar equally deceived. Oh,
Bertha, Bertha, this moment you are more my wife than that
of Harvard Abbott!” ’

She lifted up her white hands deprecatingly. “ Don’t, don’t,
Alison ! Bub the words broke into a sob, snd the boars fell
through her fingers. And then, forgetting the teachings of
his youth, forgetting the honor of his manhood, in that hour
of sore temptation, Alison Huni wrapped his arms about
Bertha’s waist, and besought her to fly with him. Very fair
was the home that he painted in his low, eloquent tones for
his only love; very beautiful the poem to which their lives
should be set in that far, sunny land whither he would take
her. There no reproaches should meet her; new, loving, and
sympathetic friends should gather about her, and the past
should be a memory laid away, as the earth lays off the white
folds of winter for the green christening of summer.

And Bertha’s heart drank in each loving word. The
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reasoning seemed very plausible ; and in hig shining garments
- the tempter stood very near the soul of Bertha Abbott. Her
head leaned a little closer to the young man’s breast, and her
lips had almost echoed the thought of her heart,—“T will go
with you unto death, my beloved.” Then, over the wild
storm in Bertha’s soul, came the memory of the sweet night-
prayer of her childhood,—* Lead us not into temptation.”
The bright robes of the tempter drooped slowly before
these words; and the sTN with which she was about to stain
her life stood in its darkness and deformity before her.

There was a short but fierce struggle between the good

and the evil in the soul of Bertha Abbott. The voices of her
heart pleaded loud and lovingly. The life Alison painted
beckoned radiantly up the fature. But the right—ok, I love
to write it —the right tr@umphed !

She gently put away those loving arms,’ roge up, and an-
swered calmly, with her white lips, T cannot go with you
Alison, for it would be 8 sin,~—sin written and read againgt us at
_ the judgment, We will wallk on in the way God has ap-
pointed, though it be in tears, in weakness, and in suffering,
till He takes us home, my beloved.”

Her quivering lips pressed their last k:tss on hig forehead,
and she was gone.

“Mercy ! Mercy! pity me!” The voice was very full of
- wild, touching, helpless pathos as it broke into my room; and
a moment later Bertha Abbott’s white face was laid in my lap.
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She told me all then,—-her weakness -and her strength, her
temptations and triumph ; and together at the end we knelt.
down and thanked God who giveth us the victory.

Two years later, she ‘went home, dying, not of a bro}]:en
heart, but stricken suddenly by a fever. I stood, with the hus-
band that 1d011zed and the friends that loved her, by her
deaf;t:livery willing to go I shall place my hands in Death’s
quietly as T would in yours,” she said, looking round on us,
while a smile, sweet as a seraph’s, beamed over her dying face.
Then she howed her bright head on her husband’s bosom ; and
the long, rich hair that swept against his shoulder was all they

him of Bertha Abbott.

ga?h:a‘;i;: year Alison returned from Kurope, whither 1113
had gone immediately after his last interview with Bert at
He brought with him his fair-haired English bride, her swee
face hardly yet putting on the bloom of womanhood. Hehloves
her very tenderly, and he is as happy a hushand and father as
Iam wife and mother now. ‘But sometimes, when we sit by
the old window, and he plucks the sweet-brier buds from the
vine, ag he did long ago, he says, “Berhh.a “-ra.1ts for me in the
beyond, Mercy; and, through the discipline, the darkness,
and the trials of life, I am walking unto her.”

And, oh, do you think that Bertha, angel-crowned, has
repented of her struggle and her sacrifice here? She has
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‘walked the stﬂl road that leads from the sepulchre to the
seraphim. She dwells now wader the shadow of the great

mountains whose heights shall never put off the cnmson
gloriey of etermty -

And for you, the tempted and tried : o . ' . .
¢ tempte tried of her sisterhood, hag ,- gﬁi‘acfs ﬂwom )] ajajeaw‘foﬁ'y '?oem‘

she lof the shining text of her earth-life,~—¢ Go theu and do
likewise.” ,

THEY wait for thee ; through many a home
Ripples the gladsome sound :— they come P’
And go—the rich pearls of the past
Have dower’d the present: hold them fast.
Fill up with kindly word and deed
The lives that from our gaze recede;
And when the day is sloping down

" Mo the night-shadows, dim and brown,
May all our pathways meet the one
Which reaches toward that upper home,
Where the sweet May-wind ever flows
Like a low ballad, through the snows
Of the white blossoms, as they lie
Round the fair meadow-lands on high.
There may we meet :—Go forth to take
Whate’er the future brings, and wait
Calmly, and patiently, and well,

Till the last summons come,—farewell!
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Decembet

" TrE white Omega of the year! Bare and cold it comes
~ to walk the earth, hftmg up its awful voice in that ¢ La-
- mentation” with which the year goes down to the dead.

1t is a vefy, very sad thought that all the sweet songs of
spring, the beauty of summer, and the poetry of the autumn,
must end in a wail and a dirge, just 2s all the youth and
beauty and poetry of life must end in death! Yet the «life”

- is beyond, just as the morping follows the night and the new

year follows the old. 7
The golden threads wind and brighten through all the dark
woof of our humanity. Christmas, the great Birthday,"thé
 good-will to man,” sheds its warmth and glory over the cold
" and gloom of December. '
So our hearts ‘can sing hopefully, through the storms that
are coming,—

¢ Oh, the sweetest stars are made to pass
. Over the face of the darkest night”

“THE END.



