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WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

CHAPTER I.
".NoTHIN'."

"r that now ? You don't mean to say you ain't doin' nothin'
at all ?" .And Seth Robbins aid down the sprig of willow from
which he was stripping the bark, and looked up.i at me, with his
small, sharp, blue eyes, set under his shaggy eyebrows, as though
my face must corroborate my statement before he received it.

" Yes, I do, Seth, and Aunt Keziah said, 'if I would, tie up
all the hop vines nice this mornin', she'd let me have all the rest
o' the day till milkin' time to myself.' So I'm goin' off into the
woods and over to Grape Falls."

"You don't say, now? I reckon that's real nice. How old

are you, though ?"
" Fifteen."
" Fifteen !" Seth laid down the last twig he had peeled, and

looking up once more, surveyed me leisurely from head to foot.
"Well, I must say you're about the smallest chance of a fifteen
year old girl I ever set my two eyes on. Why, you wouldn't
pass for more than twelve, anyhow. You must pick up faster
than this, for you're e'en a-most a woman."
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"I know it, Seth. Aunt Keziah says she shall put me to the

cheese pressin' before long."

"Not quite stout enough for that yet," said Seth, returning
to' his work. "Well, what sort of a woman are you goin' to

make ?"

I have often asked myself whether an angel leaned down, and

dropped this question into Seth Robbins's mind, as he sat under

the swamp willows, that afternoon! I cannot tell you ; but I

do know'that those words, for the next five years, never ceased

their deep solemn utterance through my soul. My life has since

answered SethRobbins's question-my lips could not then.

So I twirled the string of my calico sun-bonnet round my
fnger, and muttered, " I don't know."

"Wall, I hope you'll make a smart, thorough going' one, like
Aunt Keziah, anyhow,'7continued the old bachelor, as he stood

up, and shook off the splinters of bark from his brown home-

spun trowsers. " Quite a heap of twigs there," surveying almost

affectionately the peeled bundles that 'lay on the ground. "I
must get 'em down to the basket-maker's afore night. Hope

you'll have a good time off in the woods." knd gathering up
his twigs, he wentrone way, and I another, that bright June

afternoon.

He was an old man, disabled by sickness and age for all

hard labor. He lived with his widowed sister and her family,
about half a mile from Stonecliff. He was a very good specimen

of a Yankee,teen, shrewd, industrious, and with that facility for
all kinds of handicraft, which especially distinguishes the people

of New England from any other.
A little way from the swamp willows, which filled the hollow,

the path struck up into the woods. It is nearly two miles to

J4

Grape Falls, and the sunshine broke through the trees overhead,
and scattered itself along the shadows about my feet, like beau-
tiful deeds running through a sad life ; and the wind shook play-
fully along the green boughs, and the deep, tender, loving hart
of nature beat all around me.

But I didn't fed it then, as I should the day before. There
was a waking up, a stirring, and a clamoring of voices within
me, that drowned the outward harmony, and I could hardly be-
lieve it, when I reached the little laughing fall, whose waters
sheeted over the elbow of the rock into a sort of natural vase
hollowed beneath it, and rimmed round one side with wild, thick
grape-vines. I sat down near the fall, under a clump of hazel
bushes, thiew off my bonnet, and my thoughts took a far journey
down into the past, and out into the future ; but, after all, they
lingered longest with the Present. The Present that stood up
before my soul, so strong, and vast, and terrible, and, looking
down on me, said mockingly, as though it were a madness and
an impossibility, "Conquer me I" And I answered it ,vith a
hopeless sigh ; and then something rose up in my soul, and whis-
pered " Try."

"But what can I do ?" speaking aloud to myself, " I am no-
thing but Aunt Keziah Frost's chore girl, without a friend-or
relation in the world ; and all that lies before pe is work

work, work ; just as I've done ever since I was eight years old.
" Oh, dear ! dear ! dear ! I wonder what it is in here just

where my heart is, that seems sometimes like a great smotherin'
weight, sometimes like a long crampin' and achin', that I don't
understand. I want to know something ; to be greater, and
better, and higher than I am ; and I shall" die if I don't. I know
I shall, a d I wish I could !
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Oh, it would be so much sweeter to lie under the summer
grass, lote by mamma, with the winds hummin' like sweet, tan-
gled-up music, through the old locusts, that stand by the grave-
yard wall, and the birds singin', and the sunshine dimplin' all
around us-it would be so much sweeter than this dreadful
drudgin', draggin', dreary life, at Aunt Keziah's! I'm tired to
death ,of milkin', and spinnin', and churnin' ; but if I should say
a word, I'd catch such a scoldin', and-a pair of boxed ears, that
would make me see stars for an hour afterwards. Yet there's
something different in me that wants to come ont. I ain't made
of the same stuff she is, I know. Why, she'd jest as lief hear
the calvesbellow as the winds blow, and the old field back of
the house, filled with mullen-stumps, looks jest as pretty as the
meadow down in the hollow, with its red sheets of clover, and
its yellow fringes of buttercups. And then there's Uncle Jed,
he's worse than she is-oh !" springing up, iimy excitement, and
walking rapidly down the foot-path, " I hate 'emboth, I jest do,
as hard as I can: I can't stay with 'em; oh, if knew what to
do!"

It was a hard problem, wasn't it-reader, for a little, helpless,
friendless, ignorant girl, of ,hardly fifteen, to solve ? As I look
back on my childhood, this birth-day lifts itself out from the
thers; a grand epoch ; a new landmark of my life.

I was a'strange child. Ideality was one of the predominant
elements of my character, and, of this quality the persons with
whom I lived were as ignorant as the oxen in their stalls. Of
course I was dreamy, abstracted, imaginative, almost painfully
alive to all the beauties and harmonies of nature ; with, of late,
an inward craving, and.restlessness, and dissatisfaction, that this
afternoon, fer the first time'in my life, shaped itself into words.

4

For the last seven years I had lived with Uncle Jedediah
Frost and his wife, and natures more thoroughly antipathetic
could'hardly have been brought into social and domestic relation
with each other.

He was a farmer, large, loose-jointed and awkward, with a
coarse-grained, stolid, phlegmatic character, whose oxen had
certainly evolved more of his emotional nature than anybody
else had been able to do. Aunt Keziah, his wife, was a thin,
wiry, angular little woman, with keen, cold, restless blue eyes, at
voice that reminded one of a sharp northeast wind, and a pale,
thin, pinched sort of mouth, which no smile could warm or

brighten, and on which " termagant" and "ill temper" were
written as plainly as the life can write itself on the face.

Now, I do not mean to say that these two were consciously
and intentionally unkind to me. One must always take the
stand-point of another's mental and moral view, before pro-
nouncing a verdict on his actions.

Mr. and Mrs. Frost, though they were hardly ever recognized

by this cognomen, had but one aim and purpose in receiving and
retaining me in their family. This was, "to see that I paid my
way, to get out of me all they could."

Of my intellectual and moral needs, of my peculiar tempera-
ment, they had no more knowledge or conception, than they had
of the cat's, who purred in the chimney corner. The solitary
motive which governed their whole lives was, to "keep what
they had, and add to it all they could."

They had no children, and were cons' erabJy advanced in life.;
but, as usual, their acquisitiveness see ed to increase with their
years.

Perhaps they lived up more nearly to the light that was in
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-them, in their treatment of me, than would seem at first sight
possible to a finer nature, for though coarse, harsh and exacting
in a'll that related to work, they were never cruel.

Aunt Keziah always took, as she termed it, "the heft of the
work" and though my labors were constant, they were mostly
of a light character. The entire intellectual and moral training
I received during the seven years I was with them, consisted of
two winters at the district school, and the occasional Sabbath

afternoons I was allowed to attend church.

So you cai see, reader, the influences and' associations through
which my childhood came up to its youth.

And yet, away down in the distances of my memory was "a
green country, bordering the long desert through which I had

travelled, and within it rose dimly a little white cottage, set like'

an alabaster vase among grey mosses and green shrubbery.

A pale, sweet, sorrowful face, used to drop down very tender
kisses each night upon my forehead, and call me betwixt them,
".My poor littlefatherless darling." Alas ! I had lived to learn

what that word -meant.

Then there cime a change. We left the little white cottage

with its shrubberies, and flowers, and came t(Stonecliff, where

we lived in part of a rambling, old brown house, which I did not
like half so well. The blue eyes grew tenderer, and the sweet

face f my mother grew paler everyday ; and I can remember
somet es that she would gather me up suddenly to her heart,

and say, "Oh, if I could only take you, my child, I would go
horne very gladly."

And I would pass my hand over her soft cheek and ask,

Where, mamma? oh, you won't go without your little Ethel,
wil you7" For I had a vague idea that she was going back
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to the cottage and the sweet-briers after which I was always

longing.
One day-I remember it as well as I do yesterday, though

my life had not covered its fifth birth-day then-my mother was

sewing, and I was sitting on a stool at her feet, pinning a shawl

round an old, wooden doll, that was my sole playmate, when
suddenly a low groan made me look up quickly in her face. -A

tide of crimson blood was rolling over her white lips. My

shrieks alarmed the family below stairs. They came rushing

into the room. It was too late. A sudden hemorrhage of the

lungs, hastened by the constant sewing to which she had ap-

plied herself for the last year, closed suddenly the life of my

mother. They laid her on the bed, she opened her eyes once,

and-did you ever see a dying mother look on a child she was

about to leave friendless and helpless in the cold world? "04,

God! take care of my little girl 1" murmured the lips that

'were cold as the mountain snows; then her head fell back, and
I did not know that my mother was singing on the Eternal hills,

the song of the "just I made perfect." After they buried
her, I lived for nearly three years with the family in whose
house she had died. They were coarse, careless, ignorant,

but good-natured, and not unkind, inasmuch as they let me
have my own way, and treated me very much as they did their
own noisy, dirty-faced, obstreperous children.

My mother's furniture, and some valuable jewelry, relics of
better days, fell into the hands of my nominal protectors; and
these, I presume, defrayed the expenses of my board while with
them.

At the end of three years, they suddenly conceived a notion
of going west, and I was accordingly delivered over to the ten-

.
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der mercies of their -neighbor, Mrs. Keziah Frost, whose in-
creasing farm labors made il necessary she should have a
" chore-girl."

I think some dim perception of the incongruities in our cha-
racters made these people object to Mrs. Frost's proposition
that I should -be " bound out " to her.. I did not clearly un-
derstandwhat this meant, for with a child's intuitive know-
ledgeof character, I disliked the wo n the first time I placed

my eyes on her. " You may not ike each other, Miss Frost,
you see," responded the people, " nd as the gal was sort o'
left on our hands, by her mother's dyin' ere, we won't see she's
tied up to anybody, no how." And to their credit be it said,
they maintained this position to the last.

The day before I left them, they impressed it strongly upon
-my mind, that if.Aunt Keziah and I did not "pull well to-

gether," I had better " swing clear " and take care of myself,
for I wasn't bound to stay there any longer than was agreeable
to me.S

I was little more than nine years old when I went to Mrs.
Frost's; but my out-door life the three previous years had been
just suited 'to my physical development, as I was naturally,
a very delicate child, with that susceptible nervous organization
which usually accompanies imaginative temperaments.

I was by nature impulsive and demonstrative; but a want of
sympathy in my -companions, which I felt, rather than under-

stood, had changed the current of my emotions and affections,
and my life was as hidden as it was intense.

Nature was my mother, my companion, my teacher. The

wingshad their mountain melodies, and their midnight dxolo-

gies for my ear. I loved the sunshine and singing birds-the
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WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 15

trees and the waters. Oh, Nature ! you took me to your deep
heart, and you were a tender, loving mother to me, in the long
days of my orphanage !

You know, reader, what my life was at Mrs. Frost's up to
that afternoon of my fifteenth birthday, when I met Seth
Robbins under the swamp willows-that afternoon of my
awakening.

Hour after hour, until the shadows made great black gulfs in
the hollows, I walked up and down by the falls, trying to de-
vise some method to improve my condition. But my child-
brain struggled and toiled vainly; it fastened on no resolve-it
reached no conclusion. The future stretched before me blank,
and dismal, and drudging, like the past; and I had nothing to
do but submit.

Suddenly one of the old lessons in my copy-book recurred to
my mind-" Knowledge is power." I stared all around me, to
see if some one had not whispered the words in my ear. I be-
lieve to this day one of God's angels did. I stood still on the
brink, f the river, for I had unconsciously wandered off some
distance from the falls, where the water deepened and widened.
"Ethel Lindsay," I said, or rather my soul said, for I hardly
knew my own voice, it had grown so cai and determined;
"'that is just what you want--know ge!-and you must get
it, too, some way or other, th s certain."- At this moment
the setting sun burst with a rich purplish glow through .the
young oaks and maples that grew thick on the banks of the
river. It kindled up the dark face of the waters, as a loving
smile does a sad human face, and looking down in the river, I
saw the little girl standing on its brink, just as plainly as, sht-
ting my eyes, I see her now.

I
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She was small and slender, with a thin, deeply-tanned, half

wistful looking face, that you would never have thought of call-

ing pretty. Her forehead was low, but well developed, with a

mass of tangled, wavy hair, of a bright, changeful hue, drop-

ping about it. The features were prominent, andtirregular; the

eyes of -a dark, deep, shifting color, sometimes luminous, but
oftenest shadowy, that had nothing like them in the heavens

above or on the earth beneath. The mouth was full and

flexible, and the lips had a habit of holding themselves slightly
apart, as one's are apt to when listening or dreaming; but

when in repose, physiognomists have since said, those same

lips were remarkably expressive of individuality and strength of

purpose.

So the little girl down in the river looked up at me as I said,

"Knowledge is power--I will have it." Then remembering it

was almost" milkin' time," I caught up my bonnet and hurried

down the path that led out of the woods.

I must have been about half a mile from home when a car-

riage suddenly turned'a sharp angle of the road, and swept by,
poly a fe eet from where I stood. It was a very handsome

vehicle, drawn by fine horses, with costly caparisons. I

had a full view of the occupants. There were four-two ladies

and two gentlemen. The former were young, elegantly

dressed, and beautiful; but here the analogy ceased.

0ne was rather tall and slender, with large, brilliant eyes,

regular, finely-chiselled features, and there was unmistakable

pridedn the carriage of t. queenly head, in the curving of the
red;lips, and in the grahul attitude of the whole figure, as it

eaned'back indolently on the carriage cushions. The other face

was a sweet, girlish one, piled round with curls of sunny hair.
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The eyes were blue, clear, and sparkling, harmonizing well witl
the little bud of a mouth, that looked as if it was made for

nothing in the world but smiles and kisses.

Of the two gentlemen who occupied the seat, the elder looked
as if he might be on the sunny side of sixty, for his black hair
was sprinkled with grey. He was rather large and-portly, with
a genial, good-natured countenance, that drew your heart to-
ward him at once.

His companion was a youth, who could hardly have seen his
twentieth birthday. His face was dark, striking, handsome.
His forehead was broad and high, with long almost black hair

overshadowing it. Tle eyes, of a clear hazel brown, seemed
fairly to radiate youth, and life, and fun. The mouth, -finely
curved as a woman's, seemed, even in repose, full of incipient
laughter, and broke into a bright intelligent smile, which was
almost habitual as it addressed the others. No one could have
helped liking that young man's face. I think it interested me
most of thefour.

I stood still and looked after these people, with a vague
feeling of envy and longing, as the carriage dashed ott of sight.

I realized fully the immense social distance between us. I
felt they were better than I; but not because they were richer.
Thank God.! not even at that time did I set an undue value on
mere dollars and cents. They were better than I, not because

L they were richer, or more finely dressed, but because they were
graceful, cultivated, refined; while I was coarse, ignorant, awk-
ward. It was not probable that I cold have passed a half hour
in their presence without offending teir sense of refinement and
grace; and this, of course, made me their inferior; but something
stirring within my heart made me feel the difference was one of
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adjuncts rather than of qualities, and one that long effort and
perseverance might overcome.

Fo: some reason I began to associate those people who had.
passed me with that new life I was resolved upon, though I
knew not whence they came, nor whither they were going.

And musing on these things I came within sight of my home.
It was a large, dingy-brown, old-fashioned farmhouse, set in a
little way from the road, and there was nothing poetical, pretty,
or even picturesque about it. It was all stark bare, almost re-
pulsive, like the lives of its owners. Not even a tree or a bush
grew in the front yard, where the short, yellowish-looking grass

had attained but a few inches in height.,
Suddenly Aunt Keziah thrust her head out of the front door.

"If you don't trot home a little faster, you'll catch it, Im

thinking, " was her opening salutation. "I'll be older than I am
to-day, afore you'll get another afternoon to go walking' off in

the woods. Here the cows have been standing' for half an hour

in the shed, waitin' for your slow motions, and that new calf
S has been a roarin', and bawlin', and screamin', and tearin', like all
murder, for some warm milk. I s'pose you thought I could

tend on him with bilin' soap, and making yeast on my hands,
this blessed afternoon. Here, take this, and fly round smart, if
you know what's good for you." She gave me the milk-pail with
one hand, and no very gentle push with the other, while I gladly
made my escape from the tongue and the touch of the virago.
An hour later we sat,at suppetin the long, narrow kitchen, with
its low ceiling only a few inches above Aunt Keziah's turban.
The small pine table had no cover, and was set with coarse
crockery, flaming in large red and yellow flowers, belonging to
some family not specified in any Botany._

18

'4

WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 11

Each occupied a side of the table.-The master and mistress

of the household, myself, and a green Hibernian, who assisted

Uncle Jed in the hardest of the season.

Now, Aunt Keziah never lost an opportunity for talking ;

accordingly, as soon as she had poured out the tea, she turned

to her taciturn spouse, and commenced: "Did you see that air

mighty smart-lookin' carriage, that went by here jest at sun-

down ?" The farmer 'shook his head. He was just then

engaged in the mastication of a rather tough bone of mutton.

"Well, I must say, it was a grand-lookin' affair, and Miss.

Heap, who was in here at the time, said it was Miss Kenyon's

folks goin' up to visit her, at the Cedars. She says Cyrus' wife

has been there all the week, helping the gals a cleanin' and

airin' and baking , and nobody knows what. Them in the car-

riage, Miss Heap says, was Miss Kenyon's brother, and daugh-

ter, and nephe*, with a young Pennsylvany lady, that jest come

on from school, too, and the gals are mighty strong friends.

(Ethel, don't put such a heapin' spoonful o' sugar in your tea.

It's ris a quarter of a cent on the pound, and we must be a

little more scrimping. ) Now, Jed, I've been thinkin' they'd

want a good many chickens, and eggs, and butter, at the

Cedars, and you might get a better price for 'em than down

at the market.'

"P'rhaps I might ; no harm in tryin' ; Miss Kenyon always

was liberal in tradin'." This was an unusually long speech for

Uncle Jed.

" Wall, you had, I guess, old man. Come, Ethel, you must
help me clear up the table, and then take yourself off to bed,

for to-morrow you'll have to spring. I've got to go into the

wool-dyein', full cut. Then, ther's two bushels o' potatoes to boil

0
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up for the chickens, and I've got to give all them hams down
cellar, and them yarbs up garret, a smart overhaulin' afore an-
other sun sets, to say nothin' of airin' them geese feathers, and
cleanin' out the cheese pantry."

Aunt Keziah d laid out work enough for one day, I felt
certain of that, as I went up to my bed in the attic. I did not
go to sleep though. I lay awake a long time, and thought, and
thought--not about the next day's work, though. At last, I
started up suddenly in bed ; the summer stars were looking in
tenderly through the small panes.upon me, and lifting my arms
to them, as to.solemn witnesses, I cried out : "Il do it, Ill do
it!" Then I laid down, and went to sleep sweetly, as I had
done long years ago in my mother's arms.

-4v

CHAPTER II.
F

I nn had'a long walk, for it was nearly four miles from our

residence to the Cedars, so I leaned against the front gate, and
looked up at the house with a palpitating heart. It was a pic-
turesque little cottage, with its bay windows and broad porti-

coes, set down there in the midst of sloping terraces, and
mounds whose summits were flushed over with moss roses.

Then all about were scattered clumps of dark pine, and Nor-

way spruce, while the larches stirred gracefully to the summer

winds.
It was a lovely spot. No wonder I forgot all my weariness,

even the errand which had brought me there, as leaning against

the gate, my eyes drank in the beauty before me.

The wind brought occasionally to me light breaks of laughter
--- the laughter of youth and happiness ; for at this time the

family were gathered in the parlor, on my right; but the shrub-

bery concealed me from view.
And now, while I stand there in a sort .of vague, dreamy

wonder and enjoyment, you shatl forestall me, and go in,
reader.

Mrs. Kenyon and her guests ar all there. She is a pleasant,

matronly, and very lady-like looking person, with a strong family

resemblance to her brother, who is reading his newspaper, keep-

ing up a sort of desultory conversation with here and listening

a 4 ; -
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occasionally to the young people, who are grouped on the oppo-

site sofa, chatting away very animatedly. The parlor is fur-

nished with taste and elegance, Irt so richly as to be oppressive,

though. Rare blossoms, and half-opened buds wind through the

vines and mosses of the velvet carpet; several fine pictures and

portraits, in heavy oval frames, iang along the walls-all else

is in armony with.these.,
ow, girls, what do you say to another sail on the lake this

evening ? It will be perfectly charming among the Cedars in

the moonlight." The speaker sits by his cousin, and he -catches

up the girdle which swings from)her waist, and winds the heavy

tassel round his fingers as he asks the question.

"I see very well what you want. Al, you rogue ! I haven't

forgotten how you tried to scare Irene and me out of our wits,
night. before last, making the boat shake and plunge, till we

really believed we were going to ipset, and there you sat, all the

time, looking as demure as grandma., and yet you were at the,

bottom of the whole mischief 1", And the girl shakes playfully

her white hand in his face.

Alison Holmes lens back and laughs, such a loud, merry

laugh, that you feel at once it brims up from a heart that has

never known darkness or sorrow, that is full of youth, and

health, and spirits-those great jewels of life!.

"fHow did you find all that out, you dear little Miss Inno-

cent?7"
"Why, I just told Enos thatithe boat was an unsafe one,

and like to have upset us all, and he must hunt up another, for

our next sail; and he answered, looking as solemn as an owl :

'Miss Meitha, there isn't a safer boat in the State than the

Cedar $frd. You may depend on't,' aeall that young chap's

W-

U

doin's, just to scare you.' Don't you wish he'd had a good
ducking himself, Irene, darling ?"

"1Yes, indeed, I do," laughs the queenly lady, who has thrown
herself on an ottoman at the feet of the cousins, and clasped
her hand in that of Meltha's.

" You don't either. I'll bet my new watch you'd have pulled
me back, if you'd seen me going under ; now wouldn't you,
girls ? Be honest, and tell the truth."

" If you give us another chance, we may jssibly rescue you
by your hair, as it will afford us such a nice lance to pull it."
Irene's smile materially softens her threat.

"Well, then, I should choose the ducking as the least of the
two evils. Uncle Nathan, won't you trust me out on the lake
with the girls, this evening ?-I'll take the best care in the
world of them."

"iYe-es, I guess so. Meltha, my child, you must wrap up
warm, for the evenings are chilly up here in the country."

You would have known how very dear she was to the old
man's heart, if you had heard those words, and seen the look
that accompanied them-it was so full of watchful tenderness.

She seemed to need it, for she was fair and fragile, like her
mother, who, fifteen years before, in the morning of her woman-
hood, had gone down to the "long sleep."

" Oh, I'll look out for myself-never you mind, papa. Irene,
my pet, what are you thinking about ?"

And she lifts up the graceful head that is leaning over her
lap.

"That I wished Clyde was here. He is so fond of moonlight
sailing, and I am sure, Alison, you and he would like each
other.

s
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.yesiudeed, you would," chimes in the soft voice of Meltha.

"Why, because yof ? do 7" with an arch glance of the dark,

oguish eyes.
"Belstill, you, Impertinence." There is a pout on the little

ladys lip; but the soft kindling of her cheek is more significant

than the pout.
"Well do tell me something about this brother of yours,

Irene. )oes he like fun ? for if he don't, he and I could never

sailing thsame ship."
Yes, he likes it. 'But, dear me! you are uApt in the least

bit alike. He is quieter and graver than you are, and strangers

think him cold and dignified. He's proud, though rather

strangely so, exclusive and* fastidious; but if you once get down

.intois.heart--it's such a warm one. He's a little bit odd, too,

and likes his own way remarkably well. In short, he's the only

person in the world that I ever was the least-bit afraid of." It

was plain to be seen that Irene was very proud of her brother,

very fond of him, too.

Why didn't you bring him on with you, Irene ? He'd have

liked ajolificationuat the Cedars, I know."

"Oh, he's gone to Virginia, to visit some of our cousins, with

papa But he promised me he'd pass Christmas with us, at the

Sembiary, particularly when *I told him that a certain pair of

blu yes,which he thinks very beautiful, were to talge the part

of owesa in our tableau."

owwI'll tell Al, who is to be Rebecca," cries Meltha, to

hide her confusion.-
}ish could be there. Wouldn't I make a capital Ivan-

"nhoe eir u t
nde yu«ld" they simaltaneously reJ oin.,.
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"But why can't you come ? It isn't a long journey from
Cambridge ;" eagerly questions Irene.

"Because I have promised to meet my mother in South
Carolina, at the close of next term."

There was a beautiful involuntary tenderness in the tones
with which he said that one word,-which made you know he

reverenced his mother." The girls felt it. Even the uncle
and aunt noticed this.

"He doesn't look much like Lucy, but the boy has her heart,
anyhow," half whispered Mr. Herrick to his sister.

"What's that you're saying about me, Uncle Nat ?"
"Nothing very bad, my boy. After all, that smile was a

little bit like your mother's."
"Thank you, nunkey. You couldn't have paid me a greater

compliment, unless you had said my heart was like hers."
"And what if I did say it, too ? But here's our little girl-.

she's growing to look more like her aunt every day." He
sighed, for Meltha's mother and Alison's had been sisters.

"So she is. Bless her dear little heart." He threw his arm
round his cousin's waist, and drew her suddenly to him, with
that familiarity which cousinship and their long intimacy war-
ranted. " I always loved you a great deal better because you
had her eyes."

"Now, don't hug me so tight ; it's not proper, at all," cried
Meltha, between a pout and a laugh, as she pushed back her
shining curls with one hand, and pinched her cousin's cheek
with the other.

" You love your mother very dearly, do you not, Alison ?"
asked Irene, who, slipping the rings round her fingers, had
listened to the conversation with much interest.

2
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"I think I do." It was a pity his mother did not hear those

tones and see his face at that moment. " She's the best woman

in the world, not even present company excepted. Now isn't

she, Uncle Nathan ?"

"Well, I've known her over-4wenty years, and I've never

been able to discover but one fault in her."

" What in the world is it ?"

"Why, she would persist in spoiling a certain scapegrace of

a nephew of mine, in spite of all my solemn warnings and adju-
rations."

" I very much wonder she didn't say, 'Physician, heal thyself,'
at the conclusion of all those pathetic exhortations ;" looking
archly at Meltha.

"Now, hear that boy, Irene. It does seem as if he couldn't

live five minutes without some thrust at me. Am I a spoiled

child, papa ?" And she bounded up, with the prettiest childish

grace imaginable, ran across the room, and sprung into her

father's lap, answering her own question by her whole manner

better than any words could have done.

"I rather think so, pussy. But, anyhow, we wouldn't have

you unspoiled for all the world." And the fond parent pushed

away the bright curls that were tumbling around the sunny
face, as green leaves shake in summer mornings about half-

opened lilies.
"oLook here, Nathan. Isn't somebody standing still there at

the front gate ?" suddenly asked Mrs. Kenyon, as she peered

through the shrubbery, for her seat was nearest the win-

dow.
"Ye-es, seems to me there is. Your eyes are younger than

mine, daughter ; look out."

The girl sprung to the window, and gazed down through the
green vista.

"Yes, there cQrtainly is, aunty. It's a little girl, with anawfully old-fashioned straw bonnet. Goodness I how like astatue she stands there I"
" I presume it's some beggar, but she's more'modest than

they usually are ; Biddy "---to a domestic, who just then crossed
the hall--"you see that girl standing at the gate? Go downand ask.her what she wantss"

"Wa-all, what is it you'll be afther wanting here ?"
I started. It was not a very pleasant awakening fro m

reverie, for Biddy's face and tones indicated plainly she thoughtI had no business there. The truth rushed back to me Itwas almost overwhelming. My courage, which had been strung
up to an unnatural degree, now utterly forsook me.How dare you think of going in there, and meeting those
people ?" whispered all the coward in my heart. ."They'll every
one stare at you, and you can't say a word. Then theywilthink you're crazy, or make all manner of fun of you. Younever can stand it-.-.you know you can't. Just tell the girl,
now, you were only looking at the trees, and get off as fast asyou can, before the matter's any worse."

I was on the very point of doing it. Something prevented
me--a thought sent from heaven that it was my last chance-.-a look back into that miserable life, from which for the previous
three days I had revolted more than ever.

It must have been a hard extremity that thus urged me on,was a shrinking, bashful child, and to this day I seldomenter a room full of strangers without a feeling of embarrass-
ment. But I love to look back and dwell upon this time with

! ;
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its doubts, its agitations, its terrors-aye, I rejoice, I exult,

I triumph in it, more than in any other passage of my life.

1t.was the trial hour of my soul. The one great conflict

between it and circumstances which, perhaps, sooner or later,

every strong nature must meet. If I had failed then, and gone

back to the old ways, my life might have still been what I

shudder to think of, what so many other lives are, dwarfed,

abnormal, wretched ;"but, oh, thank God ! thank God!I I con-

quered!

"I want to see Mrs. Kenyon a minute. Won't you show me

the way to her ?" I was earnest, determined now, and proba-

bly my tones indicated it, for Biddy opened the gate, and said,

in a voice slightly mollified : " Come along with me, then." A

minute later she ushered me into the parlor, somewhat after

this fashion: "She says she wants to spake wid you a minute,

so I brought her in here, ma'am."

I advanced one step into the room, and five wondering faces

turned towards me: Then a fright, a dizziness, a bewilderment,

came over me. I could not move a step farther, I could not

speak a single word-so I stood there, in my painful awkward-

ness, and my paralyzing embarrassment, for six seconds, perhaps

-it seemed to me as many hours.

A low, scornful laugh was the first thing that rousete.

The proud, beautiful head I had seen in the carriage leaned

down to the golden one beside it, and I heard distinctly the

words, "Did you ever see such a looking creature in all your

life, Meitha? - I wonder where she got the fashion of her

bonnet."

"Irene ! Irene ! the girl will hear you." No wonder her

eyes dropped before the stern, rebuking voice of Alison Holmes.

And hearing it, I grew strong again. The weakness and the
terror went off from me, and when Mrs. Kenyon said kind
but very patronizingly, " What is it you want of me, my child?"
I forgot everything but my errand, and told my story.

What I said, or how I said it, I cannot remember. I only
know that I felt every word of it-that sometimes my voice
shook, through the tears I swallowed bravely back, as I spoke
of my dead mother, and the faint memories of her love that
still clung to my heart. Then I told them of my after-life, and
brokenly, but very earnestly, of the miserable years I had
passed with Aunt Keziah Frost, until at last the burden grew
so heavy I could not bear it-and so nearly as I c remember,
I closed something after this fashion:e"I haven't cometobeg

anything ; but I thought maybe when I'd told you m store

you'd have some work you'd let me come here and do, and then
I could study an hour or two every day. That's all I want.I'l be very quiet and good, if you'll only let me come
and P11 work very, very hard, if I needn't go back there
again."

For a minute no one spoke. My auditors looked from me

to each other. Surprise, curiosity, and interest, were in all
their faces.

And in two of the faces were more than this--pity and sym-
pathy in the young man's, while soft tears trembled on the long,
yellow lashes of his cousin. Mrs. Kenyon spoke first, low an
lady-lke, as she always did: "Well, my child, I don't really
know as we have anything for you to do ; but if you're so
uncomfortable where you are, we must try and see what can
be effected for you."

"Of course we must," eagerly interposed the young man.

I
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I
"She's not going back to that old curmudgeon's, that's certain.

I'll take care of her myself first."

hat a model sort of a guardian you'd make, Al," laughed

his nticle. "But really we must do something for this little

girl. Well, what is it, Meltha ?" for she had come over to

him, and he felt the soft, coaxing hand on his shoulder.

" I want to do something for her myself, papa. There are

all my old school-books, you know ; and then, my last year's

dresses will J~fit her, with a little altering. Poor child ! she

hasn't any mother, either."

This was the plea that went down deepest in the soul of the

really kind-hearted man. "You may do all you like, my

daughter. Abbie, turn round here (in an undertone), you'll

take the child, you see, and I'll bear part of the expense."

"No, brother, you'll do no such thing ;" and then there was

a low whispering, in which I caught something about dusting

the parlors in the morning, and going to the Academy in the

afternoon.

Here Meltha interposed. " No, no, Aunt Abbie, don't make a

servant of her. Let her go to school all day. I'm sure there's

a great deal in the girl, and it ought to be developed. I

wouldn't wonder if she was a genius.?'

Sit down, little girl; you've walked a long way, and you

must be very tired standing."

The young man's tones were as gentle and courteous as they

could have been to the proudest lady in the land. I sat down,

and then he went over to his relatives, while the young girl by

the sofa still kept up the same cold, half-disdainful stare into

my face, and over my dress, and I felt certain as though she had

said it, she was wondering, all the time, what in the world they
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were making this fuss over such an odd, outlandishly-dressed
little object as I was.

At last the consultation was over. It had been a pr ged
one, and Alison and his cousin had borne the Iargst share of it,
while Irene had tapped her small feet impatientlybn the carpet,
or languidly turned over a portfolio of engravings on the table
beside her.

"Come here, little girl," said Mrs. Kenyon. She did not, I
think, ask me more than two dozen questions, which was
very moderate under the circumstances, such as my name, my

age, etc., etc.

She inquired very particularly, also, about Mrs. Frost's
claims on me, and Meltha actually clapped her hands when her
father declared that ,no lawyer in all Massachusetts would
pronounce them legal.

Mrs. Kenyon then told me that her brother and herself had
decided it was best for me to return to Mrs. Frost's that night,
as it would look much better to see her, before taking me
away.

Mrsj Kenyon always had a profound respect for all the
proprieties of life. The young people strongly objected to this,
Alison stoutly maintaining it was no' matter what such an old
virago thought, anyway. But Mrs. Kenyon carried h r point.
" We will come for you to-morrow," she said; "it is/growing
almost dark, and Enos shall take you down to the crossings,
which must be very near your home. It will be the last night
you shall ever stay there--you may depend upon us, my child."

I tried to thank her, but I don't think I succeeded very
well---it may be for the sobs in my throat--it may be for the
great tides of happiness that were pouring into my heart.

4
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At all events, Meitha came up to me and pushed back with

er soft fingers the hair that had fallen over my forehead.

s Don't try to thank us," she said, with a sweet smile fluttering

about der lips. "We will be your friends, and we won't let

( you have any more trouble, if we can help it."

At that moment Enos put his head inside the door, and said

the carriage was ready to take 4e down to the crossings.

Alison and Meitha accompanid me to the gate. They said

many kind things ; it is strange I have a certain conscious-

ness of this, while I cannot remember one word of the conver-

sation.
So we drove off. One's receptive capacity of enjoyment is

limited in this life. It is a merciful provision of our Father's.

The great good had come so suddenly, so overwhelmingly, that

I could not understand or realize it. My soul grasped and

grappled at it vainly. I, Ethel Lindsay, Keziah Frost's

"chore girl," was now-a misty radiance wrapped round that

future, that was coming with outstretched arms to meet me.

It was almost a comfort to think then, "Perhaps it is all a

dream."

Then I remembered I had been absent more than two hours

beyond the time which Aunt Keziah had given me to go to the

doctor's, for her husband had sprained his arm, and she had

dispatched me to the village for some liniment.

I had, accordingly, availed myself of this excuse to wear the

best dress and- bonnet my wardrobe afforded, and in pursuance

of my resolution of three nights previous, had visited the Cedars,

Perhaps it was. as well that the prospect of the scolding

which I knew awaited me on my return, was the only tangible

point on which my mind would then fasten itself.

CHAPTER III

" WELL, now, Meltha, what is it you want to tell me 7"
And the youth broke off, with his ever-restless hands, a -sprig

of the young white birch, under which he stood with his cousin.
They were close by the shores of the little river that wound,
like a tangled blue ribbon, through the green fields, with the
slender white bridges stretchig picturesquely across it. And
Meltha had detained her cousin a moment, while the rest of the
party went up to the house, for they had just returned from a

long sail on the river.

" Well," rather hesitatingly, "I wanted to speak to you, Al,
a moment, about that girl, Ethel Lindsay. Do you know I've
been thinking, this morning, that Aunt Abbie's is not quite the
place for her ?"

"Why not, pray ?" He had not her acute womanly intu-
itions and sympathies.

"Because," twisting the ribbons of the gipsy bat that became
her so charmingly, round her fingers; "Aunt 'Abbie is a good
woman, a most excellent woman, you see, coz, but she hasn't a
spark of romance, or poetry, or imagination in her. She's

perfectly and entirely practical. Now, I believe this little girl
is a genius "

"So do I," interrupted Alison, heartily. "It required a

world of courage and spirit, I tell yo*Meltha, to come in, and'
2*
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brave us all as she did-poor child ! I know it, and then des-

pite her unbecoming dress, she really had an interesting face,

l4ith those great, strange, haunting eyes, that grew so soft and

beautiful when she spoke of her mother."

"Did you observe them ?"

"To be sure I did ;" splashing the end of 'the birch rod in

the water.

"Well, as I was saying, Aunt Abbie will never lose sight of

the fact that she was a servant girl. She'll be very kind, no

doubt, but so patronizing ; and she'll always regard the girl as

a sort of object of charity, and expect she'll be very grateful

for the position to which. she is exalted. Don't you see,

Alison ?"

"Yes, dear, I 'see it all now, "looking down admiringly on

the sweet face uplifted to him, flushed with earnestness and

perplexity.

He was an impulsive boy, this Alison Holmes, and it was

hardly strange if that face, so fair, and pure., and girlish, stirred

his susceptible nature. He drew his arm softly but tightly

round his cousin's neck, and kissed her warmly on either cheek.'

The blush and the slight struggle only made her. look prettier

than ever.

"Now, Alison Holmes, aren't you ashamed of yourself ? It's

really very improper of you to do this.".

"No it isn't, either ; I guess, I'm your own cousin !"

"Well, that's no reason you should be so-so bold."

"You've no business to look so pretty, then, that a fellow

can't help kissing you. But I'm willing to pay almost any pen-

ance." The half-roguish, half-penitent glance which accom,

panied this speech would have obtained immunity from almost

.

any maiden, for a -good many of those little social derelictions
of which the young man was often guilty.

" Then behave yourself, Al, and listen soberly to me, for
once in your life : Can't you help me devise some plan by
which the girl needn't remain with Aunt Abbie ? It troubles
me to think of her staying there, and there's nobody to consult
but you ; for papa wouldn't understand it at all-and Irene-
I know she thinks it's quite absurd- for us to take such an
interest in her."

" She's rather too aristocratic, I imagine, for any such con-
descension."

"Hush, Alison. You must not speak so of Irene; I love her

very dearly. But about Ethel Lindsay. How I wished she
could go to your mother."

"Don't I, though ! It would be just the place. But it's
quite impossible, you see. With her feeble health, and away
off in South Carolina, she couldn't undertake the care'of this
child."

"Of course not. I only wished it might be so. But can't
you think of somebody else, Alison ?"

" No, I'm sure I can't. If mother were only here, she might
suggest somebody among her friends. Oh, stop, Meltha, there's
Miss Ruth Maltby. You know she's her warmest friend, and a

) most lovely woman, for all she's an old maid. You saw her
when she came to New York, to bid mamma good bye. What
did you think of her ?"

" Think of her ! I fell perfectly in love with her. There
was something so very sweet in her smile, and yet I was sure
she had seen a great deal of trouble some time. I told Aunt
Lucy so, and she said: 'My child, you have guessed right.
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I have known Ruth ever since we were school-girls to-

gether.,"'
"'Oh, won't you please tell me, Aunt Lucy, all about it?' I

asked.
"'Sometime, dear, maybe. It is a sad story of youth, and

love, and terrible mistakes. But don't ask me more now.' Of

course, I was still farther interested after this, though I did not

see her more than two hours. If she only could be persuaded

to take Ethel."

"Perhaps she can. You know her brother is a widower,

with only one child. I will visit her on my way to Cambridge,

and see if my eloquence will avail anything in this matter.

But what will Aunt Abbie say ?"

"Nothing. In my opinion she'll be rather glad to get rid

of .the trouble just now, for she expects to go west in the fall,

and perhaps not return till spring."

"Ol, Alison, you are so good ! How shall I thank you ?"

An arch, significant smile answered her. She did not pout

this time ; but with a pretty, half-bashful grace, she clasped her

hands, kissed and touched them to her cousin's lips.

"That will do, won't it ?" she laughed. " What will Irene

think ?--I am gone so long 1" and she ran up to the house, and,

he stood and watched her, as her light feet fluttered along the

grass ; thinking what a very sweet girl his little cousin Meltha

Herrick was.

Perhaps I may as well tell you here, reader, something more

of the character and antecedents of Alison Holmes, as I learned

them afterward.

His mother was a widow, and he was her only son, and heir

to a very large estate. As Mrs. Holmes's brother-in-law said,

her greatest fault had been the idolatry she had lavished on her
child, and yet it was hardly strange, for he was a son that any
mother might well be proud of. His fine, sinewy figure, his
handsome face, and that natural, easy grace of manner and
movement, which is in itself an attribute of no little social value,
marked the young student wherever he made his appearance.

He had a great many faults, but his fine qualities seemed
almost to absorb or overshadow them ; indeed it was difficult to
see him half an hour without loving him.

Stamina of character and strength of purpose he certainly
wanted ; any physiognomist could have told that, with a single
glance at the finely moulded, susceptible, but firmness-lacking
mouth. Irritable, and exacting--the natural result of his
petted, undisciplined youth-he often was, but underlying all
this were the fine, generous impulses of a character that, though
far from perfect, had much, oh ! so very much in it that was
true, and good, and beautiful. I do not believe it would have
been possible for him to have committed a mean, or a pre-
meditatedly selfish act. Then he had that warm, social, half-
poetic temperament, with those mirthful spirits that were always
effervescing in fun and frolic, and an instinctive respect and ten-
derness for woman, which is so beautiful in a man, and that
always makes him a favorite with women-

Alison Holmes had been this from a boy. Of course the life
of such a character must be too much on the surface, must want
depth, pertinacity, earnestness ; and it was his misfortune thathis education had not corrected these tendencies ; but itis very
high praise to say of any man or woman, a4 could be said of
him, that those who knew him best loved him most.

Meltha Herrick, his cousin, was an only child, too, and an

F
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equally indulged one, only a man's tenderness is not so danger-

ous, because not so fond and demonstrative, as a goman's.
She was a sweet girl, half child, and half woman, "nothing

more, nothing less."

She had no great force of character, she could never have

battled long or bravely with adverse circumstances ; but she was

gentle, clinging, amiable, just the one to wrap herself round a

strong, self-reliant nature. She was like her mother, after

whom she wpenamed, though her friends had converted the old-

w fashioned Melissa into the softer Meltka. She had a great deal

of womanly tact and sympathy, with some romance and poetic

appreciation, as was evinced in her conversation with her cou-

sin respecting myself.,

But, she was neither great nor original, only what I said at the

beginning, a sweet girl, and she promised to make a very lovely

woman.
The friendship that existed between her and Irene Woolsey

seemed to a stranger quite unaccountable, for their natures

appeared perfectly antipodal ; but friendship is usually founded

on opposite characteristics, and I really believe Irene Woolsey

loved Meltha Herrick as well as she could any one not belonging

to her own family.
She was the daughter of a wealthy southerner, who, for the

sake of his wife's health, had removed to Pennsylvania.

For reasons which will be hereafter apparent, I choose to

speak of her character as little and as gently as I can.

She was proud, imperious, brilliant, capable of making her..

.self very attractive or r epellant, as the mood might suit her ;

but in society her beauty, her wit, and her conversational

talents, made her a great favorite. It was a pity that her early

education had not developed or strengthened her principles, or
her boarding-school life fostered the best part of her character.

It was early in the afternoon of the next day, and I had gone
off on the hill to gather some green apples, which Aunt Keziah
had concluded to "stew" for supper, when I saw a carriage
winding up the road which led to our house.

How my heart beat ! I had waited and watched patiently all
day. I sat down on the grass, not minding that the pan was
only half-filled with apples, for I knew the next hour was
to decide my destiny.

I saw Mrs. Kenyon and her brother alight and enter the
house. I think it must have been at least three-quarters of an
hour before Aunt Keziah put her head out of the kitchen door,
for the hill was only a few rods from it.

It seemed to me I had grown very old during that time. My
excitable nervous organization had undergone an intensity of
suffering, which one, to look on me, would hardly have believed
possible.

I remember throwing myself on the grass, clenching my hands
tightly together, and burying my face in my lap, one moment ;
the next, springing up, hurrying wildly down the lot, wringing
my hands apart, and gasping for breath.

No wonder they started and said, "Why, child, what makes
you look so pale ?" as I entered the front room.

Aunt Keziah sat on the corner of a chair, looking very much
excited, though she was evidently cdnsiderably awed by her
guests. They were in great haste, and Mrs. Kenyon, addressing

me kindly, told her story in a few words.

1
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Her brother had received letters which made-itnecessary he

should leave the Cedars next day, for New York. The young

people would all accompany him, and they were now busily pre-

paring for their departure. It had been decided that I should

come to the Cedars that day, and they would send a carriage

for me at sunset.

The lady added, further, that perhaps another home than her

own would be provided former, but that, at all events, I should

have kind friends, who would see I was made comfortable and

happy. I believe-her interview with Mrs. Frost had inclined her

still more to pity my condition.

At this point Mr. Herrick interposed. " Come here, my

child, a moment." He took my hand kindly as I approached

him.
"I wish you to understand clearly, that as you were never

bound to this good woman here, by your parents or protectors,

she has no legal claims over you ; and though under age, you

are at perfect liberty to choose your own home. Now, I want

you to answer me in her presence, do you prefer to go

with us ?"

Yes, sir."

"Very well. You hear her reply, Mrs. Frost. And now,"

rising up, "we will not make you any trouble in this matter, if

you choose to be quiet about it, but we shall certainly insist

upon her leaving you. The law, if necessary, will sustain us in

this matter ; we trust, however, there will be no necessity of

appealing to it. May we depend upon seeing her at the Cedars.,

this evening ?" -

" If she's- a mind to go, I shan't prevent her. She's an

ungrateful hussy, anyway," was the spiteful rejoinder.

" We will not waste words on that topic. Good afternoon,
ma'am." And the gentleman and his sister left the lady in tower-
ing wrath, which broke forth the moment they were out of the
house.

What a coarse, vulgar torrent of vituperation it was ! They
were no better than thieves, stealin' away other people's girls,
and I-oh ! there has nothing too bad for Mrs. Frost to call
me, particularly when she came to understand fully how I had
gone over to the Cedars the day before, and informed them of
my desire to leave her.

Her rage expended itself, at last, in this verbal storm. Then,
growing calmer, she tried to prevail upon me to remain with her.
" If you'll stay till you're eighteen, I'll give you a nice bed, stuffed
with the best of geese feathers, and that chest of pine drawers,

which was my grandmother's; and, varnished up, it'll look almost
as good as new. Then there's the cherry bedstead in the south
chamber. It was Jed's mother's, and I'm sure you'll have
a grand settin' out. Them folks, with all their grand airs, won't
do half as well by you."

" Byt Aunt Keziah, they'll send me to school, and perhaps
make a teacher of me some day. I'd rather go with them."

"Nonsense; that's all fol-de-rol, gettin' your head full of them
notions. I'd like to know if you ain't been to the district school
two winters, and gone through with the spellin' book and
English reader, to say nothin' of jography and writin'. You've
got larnin' enough now, for any gal in the land-a heap more

than I ever had."

" Well, Aunt Keziah," and I probably addressed her with
more dignity than I had ever done before; "Ihave made up my

mind.to go, and it's no use to ask me to stay. Are you willing
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I should take my clothes ? for the carriage will come before
a great while." There was something very agreeable in the
thought that I was to take my departure in so much state.

" Yes, you can carry 'em off if you're a mind to," breaking out
again. "I shall be glad to get rid of such an ungrateful minx,
the land knows ; but if you don't wish yourself back agin many
a time, I miss my guess ;" and she flounced out of the room.

My services were of considerable value to the woman, and it
is possible she felt a slight attachment to me, I had lived with
her so long. At all events, she was very reluctant to have me
leave her, but she saw it was of.no use to try to prevent it.

Just at sunset the carriage came for me. I had rolled up
my small wardrobe in a bundle, and was quite ready. Aunt
Keziah said the most uncompromising of good byes to me,
and uncle Jed, who had just come in from the barn, stood at
the door, leaning on his rake, with an expression of amaze-
ment on his stolid face, of which I had deemed it in nowise
capable.

The driver lifted me into the carriage, and looking out
a moment later, I saw the sunlight pouring its amber tides
along the eaves of the red-brown house I had left forever.

It was all hurry, bustle, and confusion, the morning after my
arrival at the Cedars, for the company were to leave before
noon. They had had a large party the night before, and I had
been consigned by Mrs. Kenyon to Biddy's keeping, who had
been too much occupied to talk with me; so I went up to the
pleasant'little back chamber, that had been appropriated to
me, and sitting down by the window, looked out on the stars,

r
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while my thoughts wandered off and lost themselves in golden

mists of reverie.

The calm, after the excitement, was just what I needed.

Faintly from the distant parlors wandered up to me outbursts

of merry laughter, and warbles of sweet music ; but I wonder

if any one of that joyous company below was happier than the

little solitary orphan girl, who sat with her hands folded by the

open window, looking at the stars that glorified the night.

But, as. I said, the next morning the house was one scene of

bustle and confusion. Mrs. Kenyon sent up a message that I

could go where I liked, as she should not be (able to see me till

noon, and I had just concluded to visit a small, but very pic-

turesque grove of cedars which had christened the cottage,

when Meltha Herrick burst into the room, followed by a

domestic.

"How do you do, you poor child, this morning ?" she said,

catching hold of my hands in the most lively, cordial manner

conceivable. " I thought you'd be horribly lonely last night,

but, dear me ! I couldn't catch a moment of ,time to come to

you.

" Jane here, though, has been making over one of my dresses

for you (you're to have all my last summer's wardrobe), and I

want to see how you look in pink muslin before I go. Now,

Jane, do dress her, just as quick as you pan. Her hair is so

long and wavy, I know 'twill curl, and you'll find all my clothes

in the front chamber closet ; come, do your very best, won't

you ? There's Irene calling me. I'll be back in half an hour ;"

and she flattered out of the room, like a sunbeam, or a song-
bird-anything- that has sweetness, melody, or beauty, and

is pure and beautiful.

I,
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"Now, miss, just look at yourself in the glass,",and with no
little apparent pride in the metamorphosis her tasteful fingers
had occasioned, Jane led me up to the mirror

I stood staring into it with amazement, for certainly I should
never have recognized myself in the little girl who, with long

clusters of half-curled hair dropping to her waist, and the deli-
cate pink muslin, at once softening and flushing the dark
brown of her complexion, answered back my gaze.

I was not a handsome child, no artistic blending of colors,
no ingenuity of tasteful fingers, could have made me this ; but
I certainly had not until that moment conceived it possible
that my appearance was susceptible of so great an improve-
ment.

Before I had finished my survey, however, Meltha broke
again into the room. "What a change ! what a change !" she
repeated slowly, and drawing in her breath, on seeing me. "I
wouldn't'have believed it possible. Why, Jane, how nice you
have -made her look. Goodness, now, you needn't blush so. I
can't help looking at you. But see here, Alison asked me to
bring you down stairs into the dining-room. Nobody's there,

and the wants to see yeu a moment."
" I followed my young patroness down stairs, my heart beat-

ing with wonder andembarrassment.
The young gentleman was standing at the window as we

entered. "Good morning, Miss Ethel," he said, springing for-
ward, and shaking hands with me, with 4t nervous, graceful
manner, like nobody's Ilse in the world. " Well, I declare, I
shouldn't have known you." 1

"Doesn't that dress become her, Al ? But listen. We are
to leave in an hour, and I want to see Aunt Abbie. I'll run off

F '

and leave you here ; but you must talk fast, for they'll be
calling you." And Meltha was gone, and I-oh ! I was blush-
ing and twisting my fingers awkwardly, and wishing myself a
thousand miles off from the bright, roguish eyes of the young
man. He was very, very kind to me, though.

With a delicacy, and generosity of which a fine nature

would alone have been capable, he endeavored to dispel my

embarrassment, by talking in a free, old-acquaintance sort of

manner,

"Isn't this scenery beautiful ?" and he drew nrie to the win-
dow. " You'll have a delicious time wandering off among the
woods, and down by the river. It's too bad we can't stay'to

get better acquainted with you ; but uncle thinks he must be

back to the city by to-morrow night. You mustn't get the

blues here, though, alone, for I think we have something very
nice in store for you." And then he went on to tell me, rather

vaguely, of a new home, in a quaint old parsonage, where he

thought I must be very happy with a friend of his mother,
and at last he turned round abruptly ; " Now, you see, you'll

need some spending money of your own, to get you a thousand

little things girls are always wanting. I dare say they'll never

think of it-anyhow you'll be more independent to have it

yourself. How much can you get along with for a year or

two ?"
Oh, .4lison, how good-how generous-how thoughtful

you were I No wonder I look down on that moment through,
mists of fast-rising tears.

But I do not think I had ever owned a sixpence in m life.

Of course I had very extravagant ideas of the vahe of m ney.

I mused a moment, and then ventured hesitating y-fo the
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offer had almost overwhelmed me with surprise and gratitude--

"Well, I think about two dollars would last me a long, long

ime." -

"Two dollars !" He broketjnto a laugh that seemed fair y

to shake the room. "Now if that isn't a capital joke. Two

dollars ! Why, you little goose, it wouldn't keep you in sugar-

plums for a month. Let's see." He drew out his pock t-book ;

I saw it was a very plethoric one. He fumbled in ide of it a

moment, and then slipped some gold pieces into my hand.

" That'll last you till next summer, I guess, with your economi-

cal ideas. Just say nothing about it to anybody. I must

run off; and see if Aunt Abbie's packed up my dressing

gowns"
I opened, my hand, and looked at the money. There were

five twenty dollar gold pieces. Thanks to my two winters at the

district school, I had sufficient mathematical knowledge to

achieve this example in mental addition. I was almost petrified

with the result. I, Ethel Lindsay, really owned-a hundred dol-

lars ! It seemed an almost fabulous sum. I rubbed my eyes to

be certain I was awake.' No man, suddenly finding himself the

undisputed possessor of millions, could have felt richer than I

did.
Then came the after-thought--" He must have given- me all

the money he has in the world. I can't keep it. I'll go this

very minute, and find him, and tell him so."

I met him on the stairs.

" thank you a great many times, Mr. Alison, for your

money; but I can't take it, indeed I can't-it's so much." And

I held it out to hinf.

" You'll find use enough for it, Ill warrant, before the year's
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out. As for its being too much, that's my look-out, you know,
not yours.

"But I don't want to take all your money. Have you got
any left ?" I persisted.

A comical smile wavered across the young man's mouth.
"A few cents, thank you. Don't trouble yourself on my

account, Ethel. What a little bit ofrverdancy you are ! But I
like you all the better for it."

Then somebody called him, and I wandered out into the gar-
den, thinking-"-"hundred dollars! hundred dollars!"

A little while later, I was summoned back to the house, to
take my leave of the company. They were all assembled at
the front door. Mrs. Kenyon complimented me very kindly on
my improved appearance. We went down to the gate together,
and there they left me, for Mrs. Kenyon was to accompany her
relations to the depot.

Meltha kissed me warmly, and whispered that in a year her
school-days would be over, and then she hoped we would meet
again. en Irene, looking very queenly and beautiful, in her

rk travelling dress, condescended to shake hands with me.
Alison assured me I would hear from him very soon, and

Mr. Herrick said something polite and encouraging, I forget
what.

Then the carriage rolled away, and I stood gazing wistfully
after it, and seeing, to the'last, only the sweet face of Meltha
Herrick, and the joyous one of Alison Holmes.

They were my friends, I felt it, and oh ! they did not dream
how the heart of the little girl who watched them wistfully from
the garden gate ached at this parting. I feaAd Irene, I'liked
Mr. Herrick and his sister, but I loved Alison and Meltha. It

F
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was the fipr1ime I could have said this of any human being,

since they closed the blue eyes-of my mother.

The long sleep, the death in life, was over ; for what is one's

life saving h'is affections ? I felt the pulses of that new life, as

the 'carriage vanished from my gaze, and I stood alone with the

silence and fragrance of that fair June morning all about me ;

and blessed be God ! with me, too, after the night it was

morning !

I passed the summer at the Cedars, reader, but I can only

touch lightly upon that time, for it has outwardly very quiet,

very uneventful.

In less than two weeks after Alison's departure, Mrs. Kenyon

received a letter from him, stating that his application to his

mother's friend had been successful. She was, however, about

to take a journey with her brother, who was not in very good

health, and would not return until autumn. It was settled that

I should join her in early October.

I was left very much to my own pleasure, for Mrs. Kenyon

decided I had best not attend school for so short a time, espe-

cially as the long summer vacation at the academy commenced

soon after I came to the Cedars. But I had plenty of books,
and I evoured promiscuous reading with a new, intense

delight.

Then there were the woods, the hills, and the river-shores,

abput which I used to wander every day,, taking their sweet

lessons into my heart, and growing strong.
There was but little company at the Cedars, for Mrs. Ken-

yon was absent most of the time. The only work she allotted

me was to dust the parlors, while Jane, who took a great fancy

f

to me, made over all Meltha's last year's wardrobe, with a taste
and skill which elicited the frequent admiration of her mistress.

So I was very happy, and the old life at the Frosts soon
grew to me like a dark dream, which I could remember but

not realize.
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CHAPTER IV.

"MAYN'T I go and call papa to supper, aunty ?"
The lady leaned down and stroked the golden curls of the

little head that pushed itself up against her dress-
" Not quite yet, my boy; I want to wait a few moments hntil

the stage gets in.'Maybe it will bring the little girl about whom
I told you yesterday."

She had a gentle, womanly face, this lady that stood by the
window, with the rich sunset light framing and glorifying it.
Somehow there was a strange, significant harmony between that
October day and the face that looked out of the Parsonage
window across to the hill where the road curved round into
sight. The same adjectives would have described both, for both
were bright, still, serene, with a sort of tender, consecrating re-pose about them, and a little, wavering shadow of sadness, which
we feel in the perfect autumn days, as we do ih human faces; for
both the spring of brightness and budding--the summer of
beauty and blossoming--were gone, and for both these was the
full, rich, perfect culmination--the autumn.

"Tell me more about the little girl, please, aunty," pleaded
the boy, with childish curiosity, tugging up his high chair to
the window. " How does she look ?"

You must wait and see for yourself Philip. But you must
love her very much, for she is all alone in the world, without

any kind father or Aunt Ruth, to love her as Philip has--

There, I declare, comes the stage !"

They stood in the front door of the Parsonage, the lady and

the little boy, as I alighted and looked up ,curiously at them

and my new home. It was a large, low building, of grey stole,

and in physiognomy something like an English farm-house, with

a gambrel roof, and green blinds. It was not especially striking

or picturesque in any way, but it had a good, homely, substan-

tial look about it, that would have unconsciously drawn a home-

less old man, or a timid little child toward it.

There was a deep front yard, with two large willows shivering

with every puff of wind, and green cedars, those red moun-

tain ashes, that brighten like pyres of ,flaes the cottage yards

of Massachusetts with every autumn.'

I went up the narrow stone walk, while the driver un-

strapped my trunk, and the lady came down the steps to

meet me.

" We are very glad to see you, my child," said a voice, soft

and sweet as my mother's cradle song; and she kissed my fore-

head, and then led me into the house, while the little one hung

to her side, and peeped out at me shily and curiously from be-

hind the folds of her dress. As we were crossing the ikl, a

gentleman stepped out hastily from a side door.

"Who's come-Ruth ? I saw the stage stop," he aske4, be-

fore he observed me.

" The child, Gerald. Here she is."
He looked like her, this tall, middle-aged gentleman, whom I

felt, instinctively, was a minister, as he took my hand in his

warm, kind clasp. He said something-I-- forget just what, but

it drew my heartiut toward him at onde, something as his sis-
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ter's kiss had toward her, and then we four went into the sit-
ting-room.

How pleasant it looked, with the crimson glow of the sunset
filIjng ever corner. The table was spread in the centre of the
roomi, and the soft, grey clouds of steam were pouring from the
spout of the china tea-pot.

The furniture was plain, but neat, aUd tastefully disposed;
there was an ingrain carpet, with a green vine winding through
a red ground; bright cane-seat, and several cushioned easy
chairs; then there was a mahogany book-case in one corner, and
pretty vases on the mantel.

Miss Maltby removed my bonnet and shawl. "When did you
leave Mrs. Kenyon's, Ethel ?" she asked; "you see we know your
name, my dear, and all about you, for Alison Holmes made an
especial journey here on your account, before he returned to,
Cambidge."

"I- left Mrs. Kenyon's yesterday morning. Enos came with

me on the cars as far as Springfield, where we passed the'night,
and he placed me under the care of the stage-driver this morn-
ing."

"Well, you must be very tired, my child, and sadly in wantof supper, I'm thinking. Now, I want you to understand this

is your home, that you belong to us, and we expect to love you
very dearly. This gentleman is Uncle Gerald." stood a

few feet from us, observing me with a goo# deal of interest and

kindness in his face.) "I am Aunt Ruth, and this is little

Philip here, who wants to talk to you very much, but he hap-
pens, just now, to have lost his tongue. Come, Philip, tell your
cousin Ethel you are glad to see her."

The boy sidled shily round to me, with round hazel eyes

(°
fastened on my face. I loved the little rosy-cheeked fellow with

the first glance. " Do speak to me, won't you, Philip 7" And

I drew my arm round him.

Then the first words burst out, honest, bold, emphatic-" I

like you I"
And then, too, the great sobs that had been gathering in my

heart, broke out. The tears dashed over my face, and weak

and ashamed, I sunk into a chair.

"I am very happy, indeed, but I don't know what makes me

cry so," I sobbed.
"No matter, my dear ; it's. all right, enough," said Aunt

Ruth, and her voice was not quite steady, while Philip pressed

up his little, wondering, pitying face to my shoulder, and his

father said, in the pleasantest tone:

"This is the last cry we intend to let you- hqve for a long

time, Ethel."

At last, when I grew calm again, we sat down to tea. How

well I remember that supper ! how .delicious the cake and

biscuit were, and the peaches, thickly sprinkled with sugar,

and swimming in cream. Then, after tea, Aunt Ruth took me

up to my own room. It was the pleasantest one imaginable,

opening out of a front chamber, with a large plum tree brush-
ing against the window. It was furnished very neatly, and my
knowledge and taste in these matters had greatly developed
since my residence at Mrs. Kenyon's.

There was a pretty little mahogany writing-desk, with various
drawers and compartments, in one corner ; there was a dress-
ing-table and mirror on one side of the room, and the high, old-
fashioned bed-posts, with the snowy curtains and coverlet, and

WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 53

0_:



54 WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

valance, carried out the general cozy, comfortable expression
of the room.

Did it ever strike you, reader, that the physioguctmy of cham-
bers is usnally a good index of the character of the occupants?

"This is all yours, any deap," said Aunt, Ruth, opening the
drawers and the closet door ; jyou are to have sole possession
and charge of the whole room: We had it all prepared for
you. Just give me the key of your trunk, now, and I will
unpack your dresses, for you inust be quite too tired, with your

long journey, to. do this. To-m orrow, you can arrange the
other things, you see. Isn't tl at a beautiful prospect from

your window? Can you still perceive the old brown church
spire on your right ?-that is here Uncle Gerald preaches;
and the tall building with the cupola, is the Academy.1 I sup-

pose you'll attend school there. The term commences next

week."

And so she went on, pleasantly chatting and bustling about,
drawing me out to answer her questions, and ask more. Then,

as it began to grow dark, she came and sat down by me, and

we talked together a long time, she mostly of the future, and I
of my mother and her dying, and of that long,-blank "death

in life," that followed.

And Annt Ruth, kissing me tenderly, said : "My poor child,
that's all over now ; you must think no more about it."

She did, too, what nobody had done since my mother left'me.
She knelt down by the bedside,#d prayed to the "All Father"

that she might be a very kind, tender, judicious aunt to the
little, motherless girl who hadco e to them ; and that in the'
coming days they two, who nel together there, might look

j.
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in each other's eyes, and say, "it is good for us that we have

been together."

Then she went away, after she had seen me snugly "tucked

up" in bed ; and very tired with my long journey, and very

happy in my new home, I dropped to sleep, with these words

setting themselves to a kind of rhythmic melody, that seemed

to flow sweetly exultantly up and down my heart-" God has

taken care of your child, mamma I God has taken care of

your child !"

The Rev. Gerald Maltby was a man somewhere about forty-

eight, two or three years younger than his sister. His life had

had some severe trials ; there were one large and three little

graves under the birch trees in the country churchyard, and

underneath them slept his wife and his children.

The youngest, Philip, was hardly two years old when. his

mother was laid there,-and because he was the sole blossom

left on his householdd tree, the boy was doubly precious to the

heart of the father.

Ruth Maltby had lived with the minister since his marriage.
They were iiiuch alike, this brother and sister. Ruth had the

gentler, more sympathetic, perhaps the finer character of the
two ; but the minister was a good and a noble man, and a
fervent, self-denying Christian. His congregation, which was

quite a large one, well-nigh worshipped him, and though he
had many calls to wealthier and more influential churches, the
pastor adhered to the village of Rygate, set down between the
great hills in the southwestern part ofI Massachusetts, where he
was settled in his youth, and where his wife and his children

were born and buried.
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i He was naturally a studious, meditative man, and passed
most of his time in his library. His manner was usually re-
served and distant to 'strangers, r he had not the large social
sympathies of his sister; but hg could unbend and he nierry,
even playful, when he was alone with Ruth and the children,
as he called Philip and myself. He was the kindest of guar-
dians, aye, of fathers, to nee, for do not believe he ever spoke
a harsh word to me in his whole 'fe.

for Aunt Ruth I can think of but one word that expresses
her character, and that is, won nly. She was this, sweetly,

purely,, entirely ; and though fe women's lives prove to be
deeply happy, or richly harmonio s, till that other life is added
unto and completes theirs, Aunt ith, an old maid, and fifty
years old, was certainly a joy an a blessing to all who came
within her influence.

I need-not say what you, read, have already divined ; that
I was very happy in my new hoe ; and that the next half-
dozen years lie back in my memor like a long, sunny road over
which a traveller has passed, wher birds have sung, and flowers
bloomed, and where all has been lights, and joy, and beauty.

Uncle Gerald's salary was nly eight hundred, though
with his abilities he could easily, have commanded twice that
amount ; but, as I said, his adhes veness always conquered his
ambition. We four managed to live very comfortably, even
genteelly on this sum, for my guardians had adopted me,
and positively declined Alison's ad. his uncle's generous-offer
of at least sharing with them the senses of my education.

I cannot attempt to express al I owe the minister and his'
sister, and I dare not think wha' I might have been without
them.

For I was by no means a model child, and gave their love

and patience much anxiety.
I was impetuous, willful, and naturally obstinate ; then; my

past life and associations had not been such as to discipline my
character or develop the best part of it. So the evil that is,

alas ! the heritage of our humanity, had taken deep root, and

grown abundantly in my nature.

But I always had an innate dislike, abhorrence, of anything
rude or vulgar, in speech or -manner ; so I was never coarse.

Even Aunt Keziah had not made ine this. Then, much as I

liked to have my own way, my affections were the strongest

part of my nature ; through them I could always be influenced,
controlled. "'For my love's sake," was the text of my life
then. I have learned since that there is a broader, grander

one, than this, "For the Right's sake." One thing more. It

had ever a deep, earnest, ever-present reverence for the Truth.

This reverence underlay my whole character. A lie was always
to me something utterly hateful.

So, reader, you know something what sort of elements of

character had to answer that solemn question of Seth Robbins's

asking, "What sort of a woman are you going to make ?"

The week after I came to the Parsonage, I entered the Aca-

demy. Of course, I was very backward at first; but if I was

placed in classes with girls of eleven or twelve, it was a conso-
* lation to think I looked no older than they.

Then .we had a great veal of company at the Parsonage,

for the Maltbys were very hospitable, and, as their adopted
child, I received considerable attention ; besides, with my
ardent nature, I had my full share of school friendships, and
made rapid progress in my studies.

f
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I had. been at the Parsonage nearly phree years, growing
much in body nd in rhind ; though ofi that fair summer's
afternoon when I stood by my chamber window, looking at the
delicately~chased gold ring which Uncle Gerald had given me
that morning at breakfast, you would hardly have thought I
was meeting my eighteenth birth-day.

Suddenly Philip broke panting into the room. "Papa's got
something to show you, Ethel--papa's got something to show
you f" cried the child, his bright eyes sparkling with delight.
Before I could answer, Uncle Gerald entered the room.

"Now, guess what I have her,, Ethel. Something very
flattering about your dear little self." -And he held the paper
above his head.

I sprang forward. " Oh, Uncle Gerald, do give it to- me!
What in the world can it be ?"

We had a playful little contest for the paper. But he was
the taller and stronger, and after a rush round the room, and
a struggle in the corner, I gave tip,. and resorted to entreating
again.

" Uncle Gerald, I'll do anything in the world for you, if
you'll only let me see it I"

I'm not so certain of that," with an arch smile in the
corners of his mouth. "Will you sew the next btton on my
wristbands that Jane washes off ?" A task which le knew full
well I especially deprecated.

"Yes, or make you another study gown, just as I did last
Christmas, when that's worn out."

"So you did, dear." He glanced down on the crimson
delaine that had so pleased my, at that time, rather tropical
fancy. "I'm never proof against this, Ethel, when I remember
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how particularly fond of sewing you are, too. Hereis the

paper 1" I snatched it eagerly. The first thing I saw was my

own name over an article, which proved to be my prize compo-

sition ; a poem that I had written at the close of the term.

This was actually published in a New York literary paper, witi;

a most flattering notice from the editors, affirming, in news-

paper parlance, that the poem "gave promise of a genius of a

very high order, and that the fair young authoress was prob-

ably destined to a most brilliant literary career." I could

scarcely believe the evidence of my own eyes. I read it over

three times, and then turned my burning face up to Uncle

Gerald's, who was smilingly watching me : " How in the world,

uncle, did it get here ? Did y~u known anything about it ?"

"Nothing, Ethel. But Mr. Mason (the academy teacher),

had a copy. He must have sent itto the editors."

" And I-oh, I wonder if they can really mean it ?" The

tumult of surprise, wonder, delight, was more than I could

bear. I burst into tears.

"Well done now, Ethel. If that isn't the last way to take

such a glorious prophecy of fame. Remember, my dear,

dignity is very essential to a young lady on the road to becom-

ing a brilliant authoress."

I laughed a moment, and then cried harder than ever.

" Look here I I'll go and call aunty," cried the sympathizing

Philip, who, although not understanding the cause of my tears,

fervently believed that his aunt had a balm for all the trouble

in the world.

Uncle Gerald sat down by me, and was saying something

that half amused and half piqued me, when Aunt Ruth burst
~into the room, looking flurried and anxious.
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" What in the world is all this about 7" she asked, staring
from one to the other.

"Nothing bad, Ruth, only the momentous fact has just been
announced to the public, that our little Ethel here is going to
make a very celebrated personage." And with a-good deal of
comical geture and intonation, he read the notice of my poem.

Aunt Ch's face beamed with surprised delight. " My
dear, I a o glad, so astonished ! You know, Gerald, I
always sai4 the child would make something remarkable."

"I know you did, and here it is proven in black and white.
Miss Ethel Lindsay, the authoress. Really I am quite o;ver-
come with the honor of my proximity to so distinguished a
personage ;" making me a low bow.

"Be still, Gerald! I haven't known you so gay for ye rs.
Never mind what he says, Ethel, my love. Do let me see the
paper."

At that moment Jane put her face inside the door. " Miss
Hubbard's little boy's fell down from the pear tree, and broke
his left arm. They're in a dreadful panic, and want to know
if, you won't step right over there, Miss Maltby ?"

"His poor mother ! Indeed I will 1" ejaculated Aunt Ruth,
all visions of my future celebrity vanishing before this present
trouble. " Ethel, do hand me your shawl; I'll throw it over
my head, and run down there.'"

At that moment somebody called to see the minister, so I
was left quite alone "with a world of new, tumultuous, intangi,
ble, yet very happy feelings.

I presume I read that brief paragraph over for at least
twenty times in the next fifteen minutes-rand long aler I
knew every word by heart. I had felt for along while that I
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was not quite like other people-that I had visions and aspira-

tions, with which my school-companions could not sympathize,

and although I had, for two years, earned the composition

prizes at the academy, still I had. not dreamed before'-oh! what

bright, intangible pictures of fame and fortune rose and fluttered

before my imagination !

And if anybody could have looked in through the dimity

curtains of my chamber window that afternoon, they would

have seen a little figure pacing rapidly up and down the

room, her hands behind her, a variable glow flushing the usually

pale cheeks, while the birds sang on sweetly in the plum-

boughs, and the plum-boughs swung and swept against the

window ; and this was my first dream of fame. Ah, me ! the

first was the sweetest. It was broken, at last, by Philip's

sudden entrance.

"Jane's cross, and papa's busy, and there's nobody to talk

to me," pouted the child. "I want you to play with me,

Ethel."

I was too much occupied with the Ethel Lindsay to be, to
comply with the child's request. I searched with my eyes
round the room, but it contained nothing to amuse him.

" Philip, where's that new trumpet papa brought you last week ?

that's a great deal prettier than any plays I can think of." .

"Aunty locked it up in her drawer, because I was haughty,

and made her head ache. Please, won't you get it for me,

Ethel? I won't blow loud but just once."

The blasts of a hundred "shilling trumpets " could not have
disturbed me then. So I went into Aunt Ruth's room, and
found the keys of her bureau in her work-basket.

" Now, Philip, which is the drawer ?"
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"The top one, Ethel. I saw her put it in there."
Had I not been so much absorbed in something else, I should

have recollected that this drawer was one which Aunt Ruth

always kept- locked, and to which, it was understood, no mem-
ber of the household could have access. As it was, I unlocked

the drawer, unconscious orwhat I was doing. I do not now
recall anything itcontained, but a rosewood box in one corner.

This was open, and in one of the compartments, on a small,

crimson satin cushion, lay a large gold locket, which had evi-

dently been laid there hastily.

There was a face in this locket--a fine, bold, manly-looking

face, evidently not more than thirty years old ; not handsome,
but spirited and forcible, with dark blue eyes, and thick, brown-

ishhair. I stood a minute gazing at it, quite forgetful that I
had no right to do this.

Thilip's voice aroused me, clambering up into the chair.

"-Have you found the trumpet, Ethel?"

I closed the drawer quickly, with a blush, and a strange feel-

ing of guiltiness. "You must have made a mistake, Philip.

Aunt Ruth would never have placed the trumpet here ;" and I

opened the next drawer, where it lay. "Now, be a good boy,

and amuse yourself with this."

I went back to my own room, to weave old romances, in

which that young, proud face in the locket, and Aunt Ruth's

pale, serene one, were mingled together. a
" Of course she must have love him," I said, springing at

once to this conclusion, for I had a the unbounded faith in

first love, and woman's deathless devotion, which a romantic,

imaginative girl of seventeen, who knew nothing of the world

or of human nature, could bes expected to have.

" What a glorious romance it would make," I mused,-" with

that beautiful quotation of Shakspeare at the first chapter :

'She let concealment, like a worm i' the bud,
Feed on her damask cheek.'

Let me see, what shall I call it ?-'AUNT RUTHm; OR, A TALE
oF LOVE AND WoMAN'S DEVOTION.' What a beautiful title ?
It was so strange, so romantic, too, that I should have come
upon the picture in that way." But here the old, half-guilty

feeling came over me again. And yet, I was not really to
blame ; for I am certain no curiosity, however intense, could

have tempted me to glance inside that private drawer ; but,
having inadvertently come upon the locket, I could not help
making it the nucleus of a great many dreams.

*

One night, not more than a week afterwards, Aunt Ruth and
I sat alone together in the family room, waiting for Uncle
Gerald, who had gone out to visit some sick parishioner.

It was quite late. I had learned my lessons for the next
day, and she had finished her sewing, and we both sat there
very silent for a while, watching the moonlight as it struck
through the window, and nestled down whitely on the carpet.
At last, I spoke up, eager, abrupt, as I generally did :

"Aunt Ruth, when I get to be a woman " (I felt myself, and
looked hardly more than a child still), "I'm going to write a
novel."

"Are you, my dear ?" looking at me with her soft eyes,
proudly and tenderly; "I'm afraid that won't be the best -way
of employing your talents. Novels are dangerous things for
young people."

0

62 WHILE IT WAS bIOR1Q'ING.



WHILE rr WAS MORNING.'

" Oh! but this shall be a good, pious one, you. know, that
can't hurt anybody. it shall be a story of love, and great
troubles, and self-sacrifice--something that might have hap-
pened." A sound reached me, something like a faint, very faint
s h.

"Aunt Ruth, I read in a book, the other day, that all true

women had loved once in their lives..-do you believe it ?"
"Ibelieve it, my child."
"Did you ever love, Aunt Ruth ? Now, do tell me all about

it." And I knelt down by her side, laying my head in her lap.
"Ethel," passing her hand over my forehead, "if you were a

little older, you would see that was not a proper question to
ask me." There yas a little perceptible quavering in her
tones, and the soft, quiet hand was not just steady.

"Have I done anything wrong, Aunt Ruth ?"

" No ; only we will not speak of it any more. There comes

Gerald."
Bt there was a shining moisture in her eyes as she rose up;

and after that Aunt Ruth became invested, to my girlish fancy,
with a new charm and sacredness.

The flower had blossomed out somewhere in the waters of
her life. The stem had been broken, and the flower perished.,
Of how many a woman's;heart is this all that need be written !
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CHAPTER V.

Two years more had passed. As my memory wanders

through these by-roads of the Past, I am constantly tempted to

pause over some sweet home-picture, or some pleasant school

experience. But, after all, those two years were only the seed-

sowing, the forming-time of my life and character.

There are no great landmarks, there is nothing especially

eventful to mark their passage. I attended school all this time,

I studied very diligently, because I loved knowledge, and found

in it suficient reward. I wrote poems and sketches, which

were published in the village weekly, with sundry flattering no-

Stices, and I1 was looked upon among npy uncle's parishioners as
quite a prodigy. Sometimes these articles were copied, but I

had a higher standard of authorship now, and knew that even

a newspaper puff did not always prove one a genius.

And so, not more than two months %ehind my twentieth

birth-day, I sat with Uncle Gerald and Aunt Ruth in the sit-

ting, or.family room, as we more frequently called it, because

this title seemed so fitting togexpress its character.

It was a wild, rail-drenchednight, such as often darkens the

fair face-of April. The wind stormed and clamored among the

boughs, or beat the thick drops madly gainst the wfndow-
panes, while we three sat there, Uncle Gerald with his newspa-

per, Aunt Ruth with her sewing, and I-I was hearkening to

4.,
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the storming outside, and watching the little skeins of crimson
flame as they tangled themselves around the coal in the rate,

and wandering through the dim land of reverie, where, despite
Uncle Gerald's warnings, and Aunt Ruth's mildreproofs, so
much of my time was passed.

" Goodness ! how the wind blows 1" cried Uncle Gerald, lay-
ing down his paper, as a stronger blast shook the window.
"Well, it's one consolation---we sha't have many callers to-
night. Ethel, wake up here! what are you seeing in the fire ?'

" A great many beautiful things-.who can be out in this
gale !" for the door-bell gave a loud, spasmodic sort of peal.

A moment later Jane came into the room with two letters.
"One's for Miss Ethel, and'the other for Miss Maltby. The
post-boy said he was going up home, so he thought he might
as well stop with 'em," was her explanation.

seized hold of mine, with a great bounding of my heart,
that sent a faintness through my limbs, for on that letter seemed

to hang all my destiny.
The week before I had written a short, domestic sketch, and

sent it to the editor of a literary magazine of considerable re-
putation. It was the first time I had submitted my articles to
any criticism beyond that of my friends, and some country edi-
tors. The acceptance or refusal of this one would probably be
a better test of its real merit than any I had before received;
but I did not understand how chance, or a large supply of mat.

ter, or twenty other circumstance might ,affet the publisher's
verdict on my story. I tried to break the seal, but my heart
was in my throat, and my hands shook so, this was suite im-
possible. uf

" Uncle Gerald, I can't. Won't you open it ?" I asked. .
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He took it,'and I buried my face in my hands, faint with

that mingling of hope and fear, which you, reader, will hardly

understand, unless you have had the same experience.

"How the child trembles 1 Don't feel so, dear. It won't

make much difference any way." And Aunt Ruth drew me to

her.
"Don't read it quite yet, Uncle Gerald, not until my heart

stops beating ! There-now."

So with my face buried in my hands, and Aunt Ruth's arm

around me, I listened to Uncle Gerald :

"yMiss ETHEL LINDsAY : We have received your article, and

although just now we have a large supply of matter on hand,

it is such a simple, natural, pathetic little story, we have con-

eluded to accept it, and herein inclose you five dollars, our

usual remuneration for articles of this length. We shall be

pleased to hear from you again. In haste.

"Very respectfully yours,
"JAMES MORTON & Co."

"There, Ethel, take down your hands now," cried Aunt

Ruth.

And I did, and looked at the bold, scrawling autograph of

'the publisher through my tears, and held the two bank-notes

affectionately in my hands and turned them upside down, and

fairly gloated over them as the veriest {niser over his gold. Do

you know how very, very precious the first earned money is,

coined from your own thoughts, a part of yourself ? All the

next day I carried those two notes in my pocket, and every lit,

4 tie while I would put my hand inside, handling them affection-
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ately, or hold them before my eyes, whispering to myself, " I
earned it ! I earned it !"

But that night Ugle Gerald pinched me under the chin, and
after my emotion had a little subsided, he told medi-e had been
having a long talk with, the principal df the Academy, and the
result was, they had both arrived at the conclusion that I knew
about enough to stay at home now.

"You see, Ethel," continued my uncle; "you are thoroughly
grounded in all the English branches now, and you can read
history and study Latin with me, just as well as at school.
Then, i£ you. are determined to make an authoress, you'll want
more time to write. How does my plan strike you ?"

"It's just right-I shall enjoy somuch staying at home, and
reciting to you."

"I declare, if I haven't forgot all about my letter " suddenly
exclaimed Aunt Ruth, as she raised it from the floor, where my
rapid movements had inadvertently lodged it. "It's from
Lucy Holmes ",.-running her eye over the address.

I had not heard from Mrs. Kenyon or any of her relatives
for a long time. Alison had written Aunt Ruth once respect-
ing me, some three months after I-had been at the Parsonage ;
and she in reply had assured him that they had adopted me,
and I would be to her and her brother as a child of their own.

Of course the volatile, impressible youth, feeling that I was
well cared for, and happy, soon forgot all about me. Had I
been with, or dependent on him, his warm, generous nature
would have constantly interested itself in my behalf ; but full
of life and joyousness as he was, the young student lived in the
present, and the dead and the absent are generally forgotten
by such natures.
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But I remembered. The low, rebuking tones that answered

Irene Woolsey's scornful laugh, when I stood, a poor, little,

friendless orphan girl in Nrs. Kenyon's parlor, would never be.

forgotten, acid my heart always grew warm with gratitude as I

thought of him.

Mrs. Holmes and Aunt Ruth corresponded irregularly. Let-

ters had probably been interchanged half a dozen times since

I came to the Parsonage.

Mrs. Holmes always inquired very kindly after me in her

letters-very pleasant, graceful letters these were ; but always

breathing a kind of idolatrous affection for her son.

Her health still continuing delicate, she had not ventured to

come north for a long period.

But this last epistle of Mrs. Holmes's informed us that her

physicians thought it quite safe for her to revisit home agaig,

as she always called New England.

" I hope, dear Ruth," ran a passage in the letter, "to sit in

the pleasant shadows of the Parsonage, and talk over our old

school-days, by the middle of next June. Alison, my darling
boy, will probably meet me there, for I shall insist uppn his not

coming here so late in the season to accompany me north ; you

are aware he is studying law with his father's cousin in New

York."
" I am very glad Lucy is coming to us again," mused Aunt

Ruth as she re-folded the letter.

"You were very intimate, weren't you, aunty ?"

"Yes, Ethel, I loved Lucy Alison as if she were myown sis-

ter. Do you remember, Gerald, how dear-mamma used- to

laugh at our school-girl devotion to each other ?"

"Yes ; and how. bravely you defended her, Ruth, when

j

(
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she elpped' with Edward Holmes. What a time. that

was !".

" Well, Gerald," said Aunt Ruth, with an energy which

showed she wal still quite ready to take sides with the compa-$

nion of her schooldays; "Lucy was in the right of it. Ed-
ward Holmes was a noble-hearted fellow, and Squire Alison's

only objection to him was, that he was poor?'.

Well, it. proved a pretty slim one in the end."
"Yes, they had their triumph when Edward's old bachelor

uncle died, and left him heir to half a million. Poor, poor

Edward I"
" Why poor Edward, aunty ?" for I had listened to all this

with the greatest inteest.
"Because, he had only been married six years, when he was

killed by a fall from a horse. Lucy would never have lifted"

up her head again, if it hadn't been for her boy. Alison is just
like his father, and if Lucy's love is little else than idolatry, I

can't find it in my heart to blame her."

Uncle Gerald shook his head sagely. " Spoiled child !
spoiled child, Ruth ! I don't believe his mother ever contra-
dicted him in her life."

"I know it ! but, you must admit, Gerald, he's a noble little
fellow." (Alison was a great favorite with Aunt Ruth.) " I
shall be delighted to see him next summer, and then it will be
so pleasant for him and the child to meet. She has grown so,
I don't think he would know her."

My uncle and aunt could not realize that I was now a young

lady.- To them I was still in heart and in life " the child," the
old, tender appellation which they had given me when I first
came to them.'
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So we sat and talked into very late night, of the past and

the future ; while the rain stormed against the panes, and the

wind rattled a ong the boughs, and I looked out with a brave,

trusting heart, nd smiled to the future.

It was an af ernoon in the last week of May, fragrant and

sunny, its pulses bounding with the birth and beauty of the

spring.

Aunt Ruth had gone out, a I was preparing a surprise for

her, in the shape of a large bowl of strawberries, the first of

the season'; for I had been carefully searching among the

<= beds that morning, and discovered that some of the fruit was

ripe.
The bowl was about half filled, and I wat lifting a y the

rge green leaves from a cluster of berries, when a pair of

hA adswas drawn suddenly over my eyes, and a voice laughed

out,," Ah, you demure young lady-I've discovered your thiev-

ing propensities now.
"Please let me go, Uncle Gerald. What a position for a

parson and an authoress. It's a scandal on both the pro-

fessions."
" I can't help it, if it is. Parsons, so far as I know, like

strawberries just as well as other people, so I shan't let you go
until you have promised me some of these-why, Lucy, is it
possible !" His tone changed, his hands dropped suddenly,
and looking up, I saw a lady standing before us, with Philip by
her side, who cried out, half apologetically, "There wasn't
anybody in the house, so I brought the lady round here,
papa."

" Never mind, Gerald," she laughed, as she extended both

\K
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hands with the warmth of very old friendship. " We are glad
to see eag other, I know."

" To be sure we are," kissing the fair ungloved hand, "and
I'm not going.to apologize to you, at all, for the very undig '
nified position in which you surprised me."

" Ethel, this is Mrs. Holmes. Don't blush so, child, it was
all my fault."

She was a fair,' matronly-looking person, with a soft voice,
and a lady-like presence and manner--this mother of Alison.

Her soft, pensive, hazel eyes, still retained something of the
beauty of their youth ; she wore a brown travelling-dress, and
a hat whose azure linings became her delicate complexion.

Mrs. Holmes clasped my hand, and looked at me with kindly
interest. "I feel already acquainted with you, Miss Lindsay,
because Alison used to talk of you so much."

"Come ups to the house, Lucy. We'll send a message right
off for Ruth. She'll be quite beside herself. But where are
your trunks ?"

"In the carriage that brought me frqm the depot. It
stands at the gate."

Uncle Gerald hurried off with Philip, and left me to conduct
Mrs. Holmes to the house, who chatted pleasanIy with me all
the time.

I escaped up to my room, as soon as Uncle Gerald came in,

for I knew they would have a great many private matters to
discuts. In a little while Philip's eager voice floated up to
me--." Aunt. Ruth's come! Aunt Ruth's come 1"1

The next week was, I am certain, a very happy one for all
the inmates of the grey-stone Parsonage:

I grew to love Mrs. iolmes very much. I used to sit in the
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old family-room, during those long, bright days, in which the

spring clasped hands with the summer, and listen to the trio,

as they lived over the days of their youth.

But there was one subject dearer to Mrs. Holmes than all

the rest, of which she never tired ; one which warmed her

cheek, and kindled her eyes into the brightness of girlhood,
and this vas her boy, Alison.

I was always interested in him, and my face indicated it,

probably, for the mother turned sympathetically to me when

she spoke of him ;- and in the twilight we would walk up and
down the long, shaded, fruit-filled garden, and she would tell

me stories of her' idol, sometimes comic, sometimes pathetic, but
always revealing his kind, generous nature, and his beautiful

affection for his mother.

"How glad he will be to see you again ; he used to call you
his little protege. But. you must both have.altpred a great

deal in the'-last five years. He was nothing but a boy, then,

himself."

I could not help perceiving that Mrs. Holmes had taken a

great fancy to me, partly, I presume, from Aunt Ruth's repre-

sentations, and partly on her son's, account. She read my

stories, and fully believed I was a genius, a word to which verr

great latitude is admitted in social phraseology. I was, just at

that time, much engaged in preparing a- long article for

the magazine, and passed- much of each day in my own

room.

Sometimes Mrs. Holmes and my aunt came up to the latter's

chamber, and as it adjoined my own room, fragments of their

conversation would float in to me as Isat. by my writing at

the window, with the rustling plum-boughs heaping their
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shadows about me. One*of these conversations particularly

fastened itself upon my memory.

Mrs. Holmes must have beeA speaking of her husband before
she and Aunt Ruth came up stairs, for as she took her seat, I
heard her remark, sadly, "There is no one but you, Ruth, to

whom I ever speak of that time. Nothing but Alison saved
me from insanity or death ;" and then came a sob for the
husband, over whom twenty springs had spread the green

folds.
" Bat your husband was true to the end. There is a grief

that killeth not, and yet is heavier than death,"'said Aunt

Ruth, solemnly.

There was a long, long pause. At last Mrs. Holmes asked

timidly, as though there wvas a grief she hardly dared invade,

" Ruth, will you tell me if you have ever heard from Morgan

since he went to England ?"

"Never ; but something in my heart tells me he is yet
alive."

"My poor Ruth ! It was a terrible, terrible thing. I never

could understand how you bore up under it so bravely."
"It was God's strength in my weakness, Lucy," said Aunt

Ruth, solemnly.

And perhaps Mrs. Holmes thought, at that time, that she

had leaned too much upon the human love. Perhaps, for a

moment, the words of John the Apostle sounded over the dead
centuries their solemn warning to her heart--" Little children,

keep yourselves from idols.",

I rose up and softly closed, the door. But when I returned

to my seat, I did not resume .y writing. I sat, with my head

clasped in my hands, ponderfig long on what I had heard. I
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knew then something of the miniature I had seen. His name

was Morgan, and Aunt Ruth had loved him.

Three days later my story was finished. With a long sigh

of relief I closely up my desk, and went down stairs.. I met

Philip in the hall. He was a fine, well-grown boy now, of eight

years old, as rude and mischievous as boys usually are at that

age, and it was more our fault than his, for we could hardly
help spoiling the handsome, troublesome fellow, with the amber

curls dashing over his roguish eyes, from morning until night.
Phil, where are you going ?"

"Down to the post-office, Ethel. Aunt Lucy thinks there

may be a letter from Alison to-night."

" Well, I want a walk, too. Wait a moment, and I'll get

my bonnet."

Philip clapped his hands as I went up st irs. We were the

very best of friends. There was no letter for Mrs. Holmes,

and as it was still half -an hour to sunset, aid Phil and I were

just in the mood, we took a roundabout road, that led a short
distance through the wood, on our return.

Here, scattering itself gracefully over some young birches, of
only a few feet in height, we came upon a swet-brier in full
bloom.

" Oh, Philip ! haven't you a knife ? I must take some of
them home to trim the mantel."

" Here's the knife, Ethel. But you'll only cut your fingers
with the thorns, and I shan't want to carry 'em home." -

I had not thought of this. But I wanted the flowers, and I
was not one to yield to sm 11 obstacles.
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"Never you mind, Phil. I'll cut them carefully as I can,
and take them home in my apron."

It was just at sunset \that we came out upon the main-road,
less than a quarter of a mile from the Parsonage. I was so
intent upon the flowers which filled my apron, that I did not
notice the sound of approaching horse-hoofs, until Philip's
warning, "Look out, Ethel, the horse will run over you,"
caused me to glance up hastily.

I started back just as the rider drew up the reins. I knew
him at the first glance ; though early manhood had given
something more of. force and character to the whole face, it
was still that of Alison Holgies. The dark eyes had all their
former brightness and hidden laughter, and over the broad,
finely-developed forehead, clustered the rich, wavy hair, and he
sat his horse with all the old, distinctive grace ; a son that
any mother might have been proud of. He lifted his hat
to me.

" Can you tell me, miss, whether I am on the road to the
Parsonage? It is several years since I was here, and I am
quite amused to find I have lost myself."
I He did not recognize me. Probably the last five years had

considerably changed the personal appearance of Aunt Keziah
Frost'si" chore girl."

"If you will proceed up this road a few rods farther, you
will find one that branches off to the right. Take it, and it,

will bring you, in a few moments, to the Parsonage, sir."
"'Thank you." He lifted his hat again, and rode on, while

I followed. slowly.
He was my first friend, and all the old'memories of his kind--

ness came badk and crowned him, after this meeting. As for

Philip, he had rushed home, with a child's eagerness, to see the

stranger. I went in by the back door, and their voices came

into the kitchen.

"It's strange where Ethel's gone. She's not up stairs 1"

said Aunt Ruth. /

Philip spoke up. " Why, she went with me down to the

post-office, to see if there was a letter for Aunt Lucy."
"Was that Ethel Lindsay I met on the road, and of whom

I inquired the way to the Parsonage ?" asked the astonished

voice of Alison Holmes.

" Yes, that. was Ethel," answered Philip.
." Well, I am confounded now. How she has altered-my

little protege ! Her manner struck me at once, it was so

thoroughly lady-like. Aunt Ruth, she does honor o your
teaching. I knew there was something in that girl, always. I

see her now, standing in Mrs. Kenyon's parlor door, in that old

bonnet, saying, in her pleading child-like voice, 'I don't want

to beg, but I'll work very, very hard.'"

"Poor child," said Aunt Ruth, commiseratingly; "I wish

she'd make haste home," and then I hurried up the stairs to

my own room, where, throwing myself down on the bed, I wept

for half an hour, I hardly knew why, for the darkness of the

old time, and the brightness of the present.

When, at last, I went down stairs, I found' supper had been

waiting for me some time, and they were beginning to grow

alarmed at my long absence.
" Where have you come from Ethel ?" was the simultaneous

inquiry that greeted my entrance..
Before I could answer, Alison sprang forward. I do not re

member what his first words were; but I know there was so
i0



78 W WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

much warm cordiality in his manner, in his eyes, in his very
smile, that my embarrassment vanished at once.

"To think I didn't recognize you on the road ! You are

so altered," scrutinizing my face. " Did you know me ?"
"-To be sure I did, Mr. Holmes; but I thought Pd leave you

to discover me yourself."

" Well, I shall remember that of you, sometime, Miss Ethel."
Then Aunt Ruth summoned us all to the table. Such a

happy party as we were! We all bore .our part in the plea-
sant, desultory conversation that flowed around the old family
room that night. ,

For Mrs. Holmes, she hardly removed h& eyes from Alison
during the evening, and it was beautiful to watch the mother-
love shining down in them; beutiful, too, to see how watchful
and tender the young man wa of his parent. They had not
seen each otherfor five months.

"I shall never live long again away from you, my boy,"
said Mrs. Holmes.

He turned round quickly, for he was ehatting with me, and
threw himself on a low stool at her feet, laying his head in
her lap, just as he must have done when he was a little child.
"'No, you never. shall, mothers I don't take half as much
'comfort away from you."

" It's a great pity -- a great pity," said Uncle Gerald, speak-
ing aloud to himself. It was a habit he had.

"What's a great pity, Gerald ?" asked Mrs. Holmes, as she
wound the luxuriant hair roun1 her fingers.
" What I've told you a greatmany times, Lucy, that your

whole bringing up of the boy was; one long mistake."
"I know it," answered Mrs. Hqlmes, a little uneasily. "You

and brother Nathan always were preaching sermons to me

about 'sparing the rod, and spoiling the child.' I don' ee
but he's just as good now as though I'd been ever so save

with him."

" That's right mother;" and Alison lifted his head q

"The fact is, all my relations talk about your spoiling me, as

though I was the greatest rascal in Christendom, and it's irre-

fragable proof of my good nature that I stand it so well."

" So it is, Alison. But you don't consider," Uncle Gerald

went on solemnly, "for no one has ever told you, what a fear-

ful responsibility your wealth and your position are. 'Unto

whom much is given, of him shall be much required.' I know,

and admire, and love the good that is in you, my boy; but if

you had had more of the discipline of life, you would have made

a stronger, and, therefore, a beter man.'

"But Alison is very, very generous, Ger lW. If you only

knew all the good "-

1" There-there ! not a catalogue of my virtues now, if you

p ease, mother. I know what you say," he continued, speaking

more seriously than I had ever heard him, "is true, every word

of it, Uncle Gerald. If I had only had a few hard kapcks, in-
stead of so much kissing,

"' It would have been better for me,'

he hummed in his rich tenor voice. " But there's no use cry-

ing for the whippings I didn't get. Miss Ethel, can you sing

or play ?"

"Very little of either, thank you. Euterpe was not very

beneficent to me."

" But Erato was, so Aunt Ruth has been telling me. I al-

ways knew nature intended'you for something very extraordinary.

A
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By the by, we must have some glorious times this week, ex-
ploring my old haunts round the village." And so he went on,
from one matter to another, restless, desultory, but always in-
t eting, always magnetic.He never alluded, in my presence, to the time when we first
met; and it was this intuitive delicacy, which could only belong
to a generous and sensitive nature, that touched me more than
anything else.,.-

The next morning, after breakfast, I went into the parlor,
which was emphatically a " company room," for the family
scarcely ever used it. On the centre t ble lay a "scrap-book,"
bound with Russian morocco, as it contained all my published
poems and sketches, which I do not think numbered, at that
time, more than twenty.

To my surprise, I found Alison here, who I supposed had
just gone up to his room.

With an arch smile he held up the scrap-book. "See what
a treasure I've found, Miss Ethel."

" Oh, Alison, you must not see that 1" And forgetful ofe
everything but the early crude productions it contained, I
bounded forward, snatched the book in a very undigried man-
nor from his hand, -and ran out into the hall. ..-.

With a laughing- shout he sprang affer- n. What a race
we had through the hall, and down to the foot of te'garden,

the book clasped tightly in my arms, and my hair filing from
its fastenings, and rushing down to my waisi. Alison caught
hold of my shoulder, just before I reached the fence which
bounded the garden.-

There- was a little struggle on both sides, and then he held
up the book triumphantly before my eyes.

ALICE GRAY.

Out upon the west hill side,

Stand the two old pines;

And the pleasant sunlight shines

Through the branches, which the vines,
With their beryl rings have tied!

4*

S"Oh, Mr. Holmes, please do not open it; it, contains some

things I would not have you see for the world'

There now, just like the rest of your sex, when we think

we've conquered you, you always disarm us by your entreates !

It's too bad, Miss Ethel ! but I can't resist that look, so

we must compromise the matter. I'll return the book, if you'll

agree to read me the titles of the articles herein, and an occa-

sional one, which I shall select."

"I promise."

He placed the book in my hand. " Let's go to that seat

under the old apple-tree," pointing to a rustic one, formed of

interlaced oak boughs, which Uncle Gerald had made for me.

" It's just the place for listening to a poem."

"Well, excuse me a. moment, till I can go into the house

and wind up my hair."

"No, indeed, it's too becoming, too picturesque, in its pre-

sent state, for me to allow anything of that kind. What a

strange; variable, beautiful color it is 1" Holding up one of

the wavy skeins in the sunlight.

So we went to the old apple-tree, and, sitting there, I read

him the titles, and several of the poems.

There was a short one, I recollect, that pleased him particu-

larly, and he asked me to read it three times. It was so sim-

ple and sad, too, that I was quite surprised at his taste.

N
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Out upon the west hill side,

Autumn winds one day,
Into many a golden ray,

Shook the curls of Alice Gray,
And her white brow glorified.

Out upon the west hill side,
What she said that time

May not throb adown my rhyme;
But cross my heart shall shine,

An a song with me abide !

Out upon the west hill side,

Stands the small head stone,
Telling how (God's will be done !)
Ere that autumn day was done,

Little Alice Gray had died !

D
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CHAPTER VI.

Taosn summer days were very bright ones. I enjoyed them

as youth does enjoy the great high tides of existence, with all

their glow and sparkle, and source of rushing waves. And

Alison, the " heir of nearly a million," whose whole life had

been one long pleasure-day, heaped with the ministrations of

wealth and affection, insisted these days in the grey old Par-
sonage were the happiest of his life.

Of course there was no more writing or studying for me.

Always restless, always effervescent, he was constantly devising
some new plan for enjoyment ; getting up a ride, a ramble, a

sail, or something of the kind. Not that he was by any means
of a morbid, dissatisfied nature, but life was a long holiday, and

he gathered its honey for himself and for. others.
So one day we went to the woods, and another to the river.

Sometimes Mrs. Holmes and Aunt Ruth accompanied us, some-

times only Philip, and often we were quite alone. I read

poems to him, of which he was very fond, and he sang to me.
Then he had a passion for beautiful or striking scenery, and
here our tastes harmonized perfectly.

We had, too, long delightful conversations about the writers
we liked, and the world of which I know so little ; and I am
certain it never once entered the mind of my companion that he
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was rich and I was poor, and that he would not have thought
of this, had he known that all I possessed in the world was the
hundred dollars he had once given me, and which Aunt Ruth
had never allowed me to spend.

" Ethel, do you know how to ride horseback ?" asked Alison,
suddenly one morning, as we all sat at breakfast. We had by
mutual consent dropped any more formal appellations.

"No, Alison, I never had any one to teach me, and then, I
am a coward about riding, you know."

" It's a great pity. I do like to see a lady a fine equestrienne.
Uncle Gerald, how could you neglect so important a part of

your niece's education ?"

"Poor Ethel !" said the minister, setting down his cupI; "'m

afraid she has had a hard time of it, with two such prosy old

people. She ought to have had a brother, that's certain."

" Just as I ought to have had a sister, to enjoy the benefit

of my instructions and example," laughed Alison; but our eyes

met, and I felt somehow that the same thought had whispered

through the hearts of both.

A moment later he said, as he passed his cup to Aunt Ruth,

"Look here, Ethel, I want you should take a ride with me this

morning down to the lake bridge. I'll get two of the steadiest

horses in all Ryegate?

" Oh ! I can't," growing alarmed at the very idea. "Indeed

it's quite impossible I I couldn't maintain my seat, or control

the horse for half a minute."

" Yes you could, too. Come, now, Ethel, if I can't coax, let

me hire you to go. If you'll ride down. to the bridge, and ack

with me, this morning, you shall have a present that would

rejoice the eyes of any young lady in Christendom."

" Thank you, Alison. I'm afraid I should have no eyes

with which to look at it, if I attempted to accomplish this feat."

"What a little coward you are ! Now I appeal to the

wisest heads of this household to sustain my assertion, that Miss

Ethel Lindsay's cheeks stand greatly in need of a rouging this

morning. Moreover, I'll promise to lead the horse all the way,

so her precious neck will not incur the slightest danger of dis-

location."

"I guess you'd better go, Ethel. It may do you good," was

Uncle Gerald's decision.

" But where is the riding-dress to come from ?" asked Aunt

Ruth, behind the old-fashioned coffee urn, which had been her

mother's.

"She may wear mine, Ruth, and I think my new riding-cap

will just fit her," answered Mrs. Holmes, always ready to pro-
mote her son's wishes,

So two hours later the horses were at the gate ; and I, feel-
ing very awkwardly in my long habit of black velvet, and the
pretty beaver hat, with its heavy ostrich plumes, of whose
remarkable becomingness. to the wearer they all bore exclama-
matory witness, was duly mounted by Alison, in presence of the
whole family.

My hands shook so, I could scarcely hold the bridle, and
there was a forestalling of fun in the dark eyes of Alison
Holmes, as he sprang lightly into the saddle, which did not
lessen my uneasiness.

"You will take good care of the child, 4lison ?" said my
aunt anxiously.
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"There's no kind of danger ; don't be the least afraid,"

interposed Mrs. Holmes, soothingly.
"Never fear, good. people ; Il bring her back safe and

sound."- He lifted his hat to them, kissed his hand to his.

mother, and so we rode slowly down the road, brushing the

dew from the grass beneath our feet, and the birds making

sweet music in the thick boughs overhead.

Every one knows the enjoyment and exhilaration of a horse-

back ride. My fears gradually vanished as I became accus-

tomed to the motion of the animal, and I was really quite

proud when Alison removed his hand from the bridle, and I

found I could manage my horse alone.

We reached the river at last, a long reach of deep smooth

water, lapped in between wooded hills, forming a picture of

singular. interest and beauty.
The. -day was growing warm when we turned our horses'

heads homeward. Alison began gradually to urge his along,

and I endeavored to keep pace with him, so our horses were

soon spurred into a canter.

.But, in turning a sharp angle in the road, my horse started,

not eupoggh to have disturbed a practised rider, of course ; but

my hea4' swam, my hands dropped the bridle, and-the next

thing I recollect, Alison was raising me from the ground, quite

pale himself, as he asked eagerly, "Are you hurt-are you

hurt, Ethel?"
" No, I guess not, Alison; but how did I come here ?"

"_Why, your horse sprang. forward a little and dislodged
you. You better believe I was frightened when I saw you

going off. But there is uo harm done, if you are not injured.

Try, and see how you can walk a few paces ?"

"As well as I ever walked. Oh I what is that ?" for with
the second step, a sharp pain caught my ankle.

The look of alarm returned to his face again, but, after all,
it was nothing very serious. I had only slightly sprained my
ankle.

The horses stood very quietly on the road, and 2Alison soon
reseated me, and we went on again, slow enough this time,
for my fall had effectually banished any malicious intentions
of amusement at my expense, from that young gentleman's

mind.
"Does your ankle pain you now, Ethel ?"
"Not very much, thank you." I believe he asked, and

I answered the question some twenty times, in the next half
hour.

I insisted upon his not relating my misadventure to the
family, and he was nothing loth-to comply, because he feared
they might object to a second expedition. So I reached home
in more pain than he suspected. They all came to the gate
to see us dismount, and I managed to walk up to the house,
without betraying the accident. I acquainted Jane with it,
however, for I knew I could rely upon her silence, and after
her careful hands had bathed and bound up my ankle, the pain
was greatly relieved.

Three mornings later, as I sprang out of bed, I descried on
my dressing-table an elaborately carved pearl watch-stand;
and on one cushion of crimson velvet rested a delicately chased
ladies' hunting-watch, with its chatelaine and pin, the latter a
lily, opening up from two large uncurling leaves, a beautiful
device ; all executed in gold.

WHILE IT WAS MORNING* ' $rj
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I half believed I was dreaming. As I touched the spring

the case flew open, and on its interior was simply engraved,

"Ethel."
They the truth flashed across me. It was Alison's gift-the

one he had promised me, if I would take the horseback ride !

They were just seating themselves at the breakfast-table,

when I entered the'room. -I knew by the significant glances

that met me on every side, that the family knew all alout my

gift, and I could only murmur as I held it up, " Oh! Alison!

Alison ! how can I'thank you ?"

WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

CHAPTER VII.

"GERALD, may I come in ?" Somewhere in the early days

of July, Mrs. Holmes tapped- softly at the door of Uncle

Gerald's library. It was not often any of the family disturbed

the student minister in his sanctum.

"Certainly, come in, Lucy." He opened the door. She entered

and told her errand, without taking the seat he offered her.

"I have had a letter from brother Nathan, this morning.

He has not been very well, and starts next week for Medford,
a pleasant, quiet sort of place on the sea-shore, where he is
very anxious I should join him. He, anc even Meltha are
quite tired of the fashion and bustle at Newport and Saratoga,
and want for once to try a watering-place which combines
quiet and comfort.

"Now, you see, Gerald, the summer is wearing away, and
I've seen none of my relatives. But you've made Alison and
me so very happy, that I've put off the thought of leaving as
long as possible. The last of next week we must get away.
Don't shake your head, it's hard enough to leave without that;
and I want to take Ethel with us. Nothing would please
Alison more, I am certain ; then, I have grown strangely at-
tached to the child. -Come, now, say you will consent. She
ought to go out into the world a little by this time."

Uncle Gerald walked up and down his library with a troubled

4
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countenance, one hand clasped behind'him, while the other

fingered the buttons of his dressing-gown. Mrs. Holmes

watched anxiously the tall, thin figure, as it moved back and

forth.

"Yes, you are right, Lucy," talking really to himself; "it
would certainly be for the child's benefit, to -see something

more of the world, and of mankind in general. It would help
her writings, too, vastly, Pm thinking. But it will be hard to

let her go, though we mustn't be selfish about the matter. She

was an odd, sometimes a terribly willful little piece, when she

came to us; but her heart was always in the right place, and

she's wound herself very closely around ours. Where's Ruth.?

She must decide the matter."

So Miss Maltby was ca lld to the consultation, and after the

matter was fully discussed, it was decided that I should accom-

pany Mrs. Holmes to Medford, "though it will seem as if all

the house was gone without the child," added Aunt Ruth, with

a sigh.
Alison and I were taking our. morning ride. I had become

quite an equestrienne by this time. As soon as we returned,

the decision was laid before us. Alison tossed his cap in the

air with a boyi s shout of delight, and I clapped my hands

for joy.

But the sadness in Aunt Ruth's smile, and the memories of

the two last weeks at the Parsonage struck my heart remorse-

fully the next moment.

These weeks had been such happy, happy ones. The very

rhythm and poetry of life. $uch as cannot break up. long

through all its discords of sin, and suffering and death.

Alison and I were scarcely apart during this time ; riding,

o .

reading, romping through the garden, like two careless, joyous-
hearted children. Our friends, his mother, and all, watched
us with a quiet, complaisant smile. If a thought crossed their
minds that this brother and sister affection, about which we
talked so openly, might one day ripen into something greater
and deeper, it surely never did mine.

At twenty I was very girlish in appearance, very childlike

at heart. There were few young gentlemen in our village, and
I was scarcely acquainted with any of these. Of course, I had
a profound faith in men's chivalry.and women's. devotion, and
a romantic admiration for beauty and manliness, and all the
concomitants of love stories. But it never entered my head
that Alison's brotherly fondness for me was more than sisters
often receive, and I would have repudiated with contempt,
almost horror, the idea of attempting to secure the heir of
Geoffry Holmes. So I was perfectly natural, perfectly my

freest,-happiest, brightest self before him.
Perhaps it was this which drew him most toward me, for

although a remarkably analytic student of human nature, he
had quick penetration, and knew something of the ways of the
world, and the arts of women.

"Meltha will be so delighted to see you! I will write her
this very day that yop are coming," said Alison, as we sat in
the great old grape.arbor, which was our favorite resort.

"I wish you would tell me all about your cousin, Alison.
You know I never grow tired of hearing of her."

"Well, she's a little darling, that's just it, with one of those
sweet, pure, innocent faces that remind you of old English'
paintings--Ethel, I'd give five hundred dollars this moment to
find out the color of your eyes. They darken, and brighten,
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and vary so in five minutes, that it must form the study of a

life-time to make out their original shade."

"Well, I'd greatly prefer you should talk about your
cousin's."

"I've told you at letst a dozen times. Hers are blue, and
beautiful as summer skies, but they haven't half the depth and

variety of the dear little sister's who sits on. the right side of

me."

Here Philip interposes: "Cousin A ison, there are six real

ripe grapes on that high bunch over-head. Won't you get

'em for me ?"
"Yes ; if Ethel will only let me stand on her head."

" Thank you. I value it too much to have it made a step-
ping-stone for no more important achievement. Besides that,
Phil, you would not eat the grapes if Alison plucked them,
becau e your father said last night he wished you to let th m

quite alone."

"Let me get those for him, Ethel,'? whispered Alison, "and

say nothing about it."-

"But that would be wrong, though."
"iThere ! I proposed it on purpose to see the solemn look

that would come over your face. What a conscientious little

girl you are, Ethel !"'

"Oh ! not more so than other people, I guess, Alison."

" My dear Miss Simplicity, I think I can number several

aniong my acquaintances who are less so. Now, mayn't I,

Ethel ?"S

"iNo, indeed," springing back; "I'll not have my hair

shaken down' thus, even to suit your original notions of

becomingness. Now, please read nee that poem of Longfel-
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low's, The Goblet of Life. I always feel so much greater and
stronger to hear it.

But just then Aunt Ruth called to me from the kitchen-
door, for, in view of my going to the watering-place, that good
lady wished to consult me about the rejuvenation of my
wardrobe ; and, meanwhile, Alison sauntered off to write to
his cousin.

The days vanished quickly, as bright ones always do, and
with many blessings and tender adieux, I went out from the
grey old Parsonage, out, out from the little secluded village,
cradled among its New England hills.

And my heart was radiant with faith and hope in the world
and the future. Ah me ! if I could 1ave looked into the
beyond, and seen the darkness and the storms I But God's
hand closed the gates of the " To-come," and I went on, trust-

ing,.rejoicing'!

We three reached Medford late in the afternoon, after a
day's hard, but pleasant travel. The hotel here was a long,
rambling house, with endless rows of window blinds, and
numerous abutments and additions, so as to accommodate the
hundred boarders who filled it all the summer. Here, from the
parlor windows which Alison threw open, I had my first view
of the sea, vast, strong, eternal, with the grand ceremonial of
sunset going on above it, and heard the waves beating up to
the sandy shore, with a moan which reminded one of a strong,
chained, tortured soul. I stood still, and looked with fiiy eyes
and my soul'; it is one of those grand, emotional epochs in a
lifetime, of which no tongue hath spoken, no pen written, only
hath it entered into the heart of man to conceive of. I was

44~
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aroused by an outbreak of voices close to me, and, starting

round I met Meltha Herrick.

She had been walking on the shore with her father, and ran

in hastily on learning of our arrival. Her straw hat was falling

on one side of her head. She, wore a simple white. dress,
without ribbon r orna nt, agnd so she stood before us, in her

young, sweet gi1Ish be y. Her eyes were of that peculiar

tint of azure which belongs to" May noons without cloud or

shadow, her hair was the rich yellow of opening tulips, her

cheeks were flushed with excitement and her recent walk--and

there was something very delicate and spirituelle about her-

altogether, she was &w roman beautiful, and to be loved.

"Ethel Lindsay-! is it possible ?" Her eyes said the rest.

"Oh ! Meltha, believe me, it is good to see you."
Then her father came in, portly, and a little patronizing, like

his old self, withva few more wrinkles and grey hairs. I cannot

begin to tell the half that we saw; or said, or did that night.

It was all so new, so exciting to me-there was the settlin of

our little boxes of rooms, the walk lown to the shore, thr ugh

the clear, fresh, vital air, the renewing of the old acquaintance.

with Meitha, assisted by Alison, for his mother and uncle

remained in the hotel parlor to talk over family matters

together.

Every one knows what life at watering-places is. I will not.

linger over mine, with its pleasant, exciting memories of sea-.

baths and morning rides, and evening sails. In those four

weeks 'eltha Herrick and I contracted a friendship which

lasted until death wrote its earthly Omega.

We were very unlike ; perhaps for this very reason we liked

eagh other better. Her disposition was as sweet as her face, as
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frank and sunny, too. She was quieter, less impulsive, less
emotional than I, and therefore the fitter companion for me.

Here, too, I began to have the first taste of that goblet
whose waters never yet satisfied the heart of a woman. It was
very flattering, though, to hear people whisper, occasionally,
at the table, or out on the shore--

There goes the authoress, XkLLindsay. Have you read
any of her stories ?"

Then what a bright, congratulating glance would beam up
from Meltha's blue eyes, as she said:

"I knew you were a genius, Ethel, the first * I saw you."
As for Alison, he was, of course, at all tiime indispensable

the life and mirth of the whole party, provoking Meltha and
myself at least twenty times a day, and making us love him
better in the end.

Mr. Herrick read the papers, and talked politics with the
gentlemen, while his nephew declared, with a most lugubrious
countenance, that a man could only tell from experience what
it was to have a mother, cousin, and sister on his hands at the,
same time.

I always observed a quiet, significant smile on the lips of his
cousin when Alison applied this appellation to me. I could

ot fathom it. Meltha was two years my senior, and knew
a great deal more of the world.

Just four weeks had we been at Medfbrd, when, one day,
Meltha broke into her aunt's room, where she was reading,
while I was in the midst of a story for the magazine.

.I've just received a letter from Irene Woolsey," she rapidly

4
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cried. "Only to think I haven't seen her for a year and a half.

She writes me she is coming to New York with her father, the-

first of September,which, you know, aunty, is next week. She

will pass a month with us, and then Clyde will come for her-

why I what is the matter ?"

Mrs. Holmes' face, struck with a death-like pallor, had

sunken back on the arm of her chair, the breath came gaspingly

to her lips-Meltha and I rushed to her.

The noise aroused some one in the next room. Help was

soon summoned, and the unconscious woman carried to her

bed. Her brother and sowere both absent on a sailing

excursion, and no messages could be conveyed to them. But

we sent for a physician, and he said Mrs. Holmes was

threatened with brain fever, and prescribed perfect quiet.

She lay in a kind of stupor after this. Meltha and I shut

out the bright sunlight, and watched and waited through the

long, weary day, bathing Mrs. Holmes' head, or looking far

over the blue, shining waves for the white sails that had swept

beyond the horizon that morning.

In the coming on of sunset, Meltha caught the first glimpse

of the boat. "OQh, if papa and Alison were only here 1" had

been the burden ,if her cry all day. She was young, and so

little used to care or suffering ; but for her cousin's sake, I

almost dreaded their return.

He sprang into the room, and with the first glance into his

face I knew Alison had heard of- his mother's illness. She

opend her eyes when he went up to the bedside, and called to

her in his eager voice ; but they wandered strangely over his

face-his mother did not know him ! and he leaned down his

head on the pillow, and sobbed like a woman.
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That night Mrs. Holmes' fever increased, and the next day
the physician said, nothing but the tenderest care. could restore
her. Mr. Herrick was imperatively summoned home, and
Meltha, who between grief and fear was making herself quite
ill, accompanied him at Alison's urgent solicitation. .

Of course, I would not think of leaving the invalid to the
care of hired nurses, though Alison, at first, insisted upon it,
alleging- that I was unable to bear the. fatigue of attendance
on his mother. But I knew my presence was a comfort to him,
and this was enough.

For the next ten days I scarcely left his mother's bedside,
unless it might be for a short evening walk along the sea-shore
with Alison-Alison who watched with me. by that bedside of
sickness almost to death, by day and by night. This was the
first sorrow he had ever known, and his love for his mother
was the strongest feeling of his life. It was pitiful to see him
-- it was pitiful to hear the mother cry out wildly in the
madness of delirium for her boy, and when he leaned down his
lips close to her ear, with his earnest, faltering, "I am here,

mother. Don't you see me ?" to feel that she did not know him.
Well, the tenth day came at last--the one that was to give

back the invalid to the love on earth, or the love in heaven;

and Alison had passed through none of "life's Gethsemanes"
to teach him the sweet balm there is in that prayer, " Thy will
be done!"

Life, the life that is of this world, was all his heart could
pray for his mother.

Toward evening Mrs. Holmes' fever reached its crisis.
Human aid could, of course, now be of no avail; all that
remained to us was, to "be still and wait."
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Alison and I were quite worn out with watching and
anxiety, and the physician really commanded us to fValk down
on the sea-shore, promising to remain with the. sick woman,
who had sunken into a heavy slumber.

It is ten years since Alison and I took that walk on the sea-
sands, but it seems to me now much more as if it were last
evening. Itwas one of those perfect nights that belong to the
culmination df the summer.. The great heart of the ocean
throbbed gently as the breath of a sleeping child, and the full
moon smiled over it, still and saintlike. We wandered off
from the company, in whose high spirits we felt no sympathy,
and walked up and down the sandy-shore. The quiet and
holiness of the evening, stole like- the droppings of healing balm
into our hearts.

Like most effervescing, undisciplined natures, Alison Holmes
could not bear sorrow. His spirits sank at once, under any
burden.

"Ethel !" he said, at last abruptly breaking the long silence,
for I dared not intrude on his grief, "if my mother should die
it would kill me, I am certain it would. You can't imagine how
I love her."

"Oh, she will recover, Alison. Let us have faith in God. I
believe it, from my heart I believe it." He looked down in my
face a moment, as if to read, as he must have done, the truth
of my words there, then leading me down to a long, low
bench, which some fishermen had left standing on the shore,
he wound his arms around' my neck, and leaned his head
down on my shoulder, with a kind of weary helplessness,
so touching in a proud man. " Ethel, my comforter !" he
whispered, and my heart has never forgotten that low whisper

in the solemn moon-light, on the sandy shore, that summer
evening.

An hour after we went in, and the physician met us at the
door with a lightened face. "She has wakened," he said
"she is saved 1"
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CHAPTER VIII.

" On-if this isn't delightful I" and Meltha Herrick caught
up eagerly the magazine, over whose " table of contents " her

eyes had been wandering, and sank down on a low ottoman by

the side of her friend . -

A hand, not very small, but white and exquisitely shapen,

was lain on the young girl's bright hair.
"What is delightful, Meltha ?"
"Why, Irene, that a story of Ethel Lindsay's is in this num-

ber," eagerly turning the leaves.

"It doesn't seem possible, that she can have become, and

done so much," says the young lady, leaning her head back

among the crimson cushions of her chair. "I can see her now,
so plainly in that old leghorn bonnet, which ought to have been
her grandmother's, and that faded calico dress. I can never

think of her except in this light. What a i first impressions
are so strong."

"But Irene," answers Meltha, in n ea er, half-reproving

tone, " I am sure they will quite vani when you come to see

Ethel now. She is a lady in looks and manner, though rather

quiet. and timi, until she becomes interested in conversation."
" Why, what happens to her then ?"

"Oh, her face undergoes such a change, warming, flushing,
brightening, until she is positively beautiful."
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There were rich, gorgeous pictures, brightening the walls of

the parlor beyond ; but amid all these inspirations of genius,

there was none so fair as the living, breathing one, which those

two girls made as they sat together in the little, graceful

alcove that October morning.

The contrast was so forcible between them, for Irene Wool-

sey's beauty was of that regnant queenly-type, which startles

and overwhelms. She was hardly above medium height ; but

the Grecian head, the white neck, and graceful shoulders, gave

to the full, rounded figure an appearance of greater stature

than it really possessed. In the shaping and coloring of her

face Nature had done all she could, and Irene was beautiful,

with that outward sensuous beauty, which is not of the soul.

Her hair, of a lustrous brownish black, was folded plain and

heavy above the white forehead ; her atures had a statuesque

regularity, and her eyes were like, her hair, lustrous, almost

black, sparkling, glittering, but with fe varieties of expres-

sion. Half the beauty of her mouth was lost in its expression

of pride ; cold, haughty, indomitable, indeed, this was the cha-

racter of the whole face.

And the warm, tender October light, scattered from the high

roofs of the houses, and lay like a misty golden frame, about the

two girls as they sat there that morning, the one in her sweet,

simple loveliness, the other in her graceful, regnantgbeauty.

"But you told me, Meltha," continued Irene, "that this

Ethel Lindsay was not handsome."

"Neither is she ; beautiful one might call her at times, but

never handsome, never pretty. Her eyes-but there's no use

trying t? describe them-you'll see her very soon now. I hope
they'll be here to attend my birthright party."
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" And you are quite sure your cousin, Alison, will accompany
her ?"

" Without a doubt. I haven't told you half how much he
thinks of Ethel."

" That's because she was his protdgde, Ipresume !" but there
was a slight bitterness in the words.

Meltha rose up, and drew the proud head caressingly toward
her. " Irene, for my sake, for our sakes, you will treat Ethel
kindly when she comes here, and make no allusions to the
past !"

"Of course, as your guest, I shall treat her politely."
"But she is my friend, and I love her, very dearly." There

is a shade of disappointment on the gentle face, but it vanishes
as a servant throws open-the door, saying :

"Your aunt, and cousin, and Miss Lindsay are just come."
" Oh, I am so glad !" Meltha springs up, and claps her

hands in the old child way.-
"Come right down with me, Rena darling," and she bounds

out of the room.
But Irene does not follow. ' She sits still in her chair, study-

ing with a slightly discomposed brow, the flowers on the
hearth-rug.

It was the afternoon of Meltha's birthday. The foir that
preceded it had been crowded with bustle, excitement and
sight-seeing, with all the stir and novIty which accompanies
one's first advent in New York. Thos four days seemed much
more like three months to me.

I doubt, though, whether I was really happy, even in the
princely mansion of a retired merchant on Fifth Avenue ;
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but bewildered, overwhelmed I certainly was, as any one else

would have been, who had never seen a city before.

I had accepted the invitation, almost the command, of Mr.

iHerrick and his daughter, with considerable reluctance ; for,

though I had all the curiosity, all the thirst for change and

excitement which belongs to youth, I had a morbid dread

of meeting Irene Woolsey.

My nature is not a forgetful or forgiving one, and I never

heard her name mentioned without the haughty stare, and the

contemptuous smile parting the curled lip, rose distinct

before me.

But Alison and his mother had detailed so glowingly, in their

letters to the Parsonage, the advantages which would accrue

to me from a'visit to New York, that consent for my prolonged
absence was readily obtained ; and it was of no use for me to

demur.

Mrs. Holmes seemed doubly attached to me. after her illness,
and Alison-his kindness and tenderness were unremitting.

So, half-reluctantly, I had accompanied them to New York, as

soon as Mrs. Holmes' convalescence had rendered it safe for her

to travel.

Irene Woolsey had met and treated me with conventional

politeness. I But I felt intuitively that there was something anti-

pathetic between us ; when we first met, a kind of prophetic

chill and shadow seemed to settle over my heart; a wind, blow-

ing down, it may be, from that long winter, when the snows

were, to cover my heart ; a looking off, it may be, into the

blackness of that night, through which, without lamp or staff

my feet were to pass to the morning I
Irene and I were thrown together a good deal each day, of

WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 103



WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

course ; for there was something to see or to hear, some ride

or walk constantly on hand. We did not converse a great deal

with each other, and I felt, rather than perceived, something

of the old haughtiness in her manner toward me. She could

never quite forgive me, for placing myself in a social position

equal to her own-never cease to remember what I had been.
But she had a great deal of social tact and diplomacy, could

make herself perfectly bewitching when she chose, and was

witty and brilliant, without any great depth of mind or heart,
but was full of life and vitality.

As for Alisn,,he resumed his old playful badinage with her
at once. I was always greatly amused at their little verbal
skirmishes, in which sometimes one, sometimes the other came

off victor.

But, as I said it was Meltha's twenty-second birthday, and

the house was in a bewilderment of hurry, bustle and confusion,

preparing for the large party, which was to celebrate it that
evening.

So, to avoid this, we all went after Ih;.late dinner into Mrs.
Holmes' room as it was the quiet;t , ouse.

"Oh, girls, shan't we have a time to-night ?" cried.
Meltha, throwing herself down on the rug, while her beautiful,
falling hair, strayed in a yellow shower over her shoulders.
"I'm so tired, though, making that pyramid of roses for the
centre of the table. Did you see it, Al ? It's perfectly

beautiful 1"
"No," seating himself on the arm of his mother's chair.

" My time has alternated this morning between the confec-

tioner's for you; and the tailor's for myself. Miss Irene, what

are you in such a brown study for ?"

'a

< ,

X - ;

).

A

,1

i

,'

r

' .i

4'

itf

?4

+

3

t

"I was wondering whether that wonisawould have my dress

done in time to-night. You see I employed her to make it out

of charity, or at least, Madame Campana was full of work, and
said this person was in great need of employment, and would

do it ass well as the first dress-makers. I'll never forgive her,

though, if it's not here by six o'clock."

" I guess it will be," answered Meltha encouragingly.

"Papa," turning up her bright face suddenly to him, "you

promised me a birthday present, and I've forgotten all about

it ; you know you did."

We were all in that best of after-dinner humors, easy, effer-

vescent, conversational, when one is looking forward to an

evening full of excitement and pleasure.

"Well, I cannot afford to buy birthday presents for an ex-

travagant little girl, who takes five hundred dollars straight out

of my pockets, to buy knick-knacks for her parties."

" A-h," springing up, "I know now, by that look in your

eyes, that you've gotten something for m . Don't keep me in

suspense ! Alison, do you know anything about it ?"

"Now, Al, keep i ree in your life," laughed his uncle.

"Of course," ansWetheioung gentleman, "I know nothing

about it;" an assertion which his eyes flatly contradicted. "But
I would humbly suggest an investigation into the northeast

corner of Uncle Nat's vest pocket, if it could be accomplished

without personal injury to that portly gentleman."

With a little shriek of triumph, Meltha sprang forward.

Her father held her off, crying out to Alison, "My boy, yo

see, I'll pay you for this."

" Aunt Lucy, shan't pa give it to me ?" playfully struggling

to reach his vest pocket. " Ethel, do come and help me."
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"She I" cried Alison, turning round sharply to a window

where I had ensconsed myself, "she's no more understanding
sense of what's going on here at this present moment than the

Emperor of Morocco has -not a whit. I do wish you'd lock

up every booking this house from that blue-stocking young la/.
If you don't, I'll burn them."

"It's a malicious slander," I laughed, flinging down the

book. "I'm not a blue stocking, and I have just now a very

acute perception of what is going on in this room. Yes, Mel--

tha, I will help you."

" Hold papa's hands, then, until I can get mine into his vest

pocket."
There was a playful struggle betwe en us. Mr. Herrick

made a feint of resistance, but in reality deferred to the weaker

party ,so, in a few moments, Meltha drew out a morocco jewel-
case from his pocket. Touching the spring, it flew open, and

there, on its cushion of crimson velvet, was a pin, formed of a

cluster of diamonds, most exquisitely set in gold.
" Oh, papaI how beautiful ! how beautiful 1" turning it

round, while the diamonds caught up the sun-rays into their

glowing hearts, and flashed them back in currents of crimson

and gold, and sapphire. It was eagerly examined and admired
by us all.

"If the ?1ght of possession entitles you to it, I think Miss-
Ethel is quite as much its owner as you are," said her

father.
" Thank you, Mr. Herrick. I shouldn't know what to do

with it if I had it, for I never have, and I never expect to wear

diamonds."
"Why not ?" questioned Alison. " They'd be quite as
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becoming, quite as appropriate to you as anybody I know, Miss

Modesty."

"Well, there's no probability of my having the chance very

soon; so diamonds are my 'sour grapes' at present."
" Ethel has a jewel more radiant, more enduring than dia-

monds," said Mrs. Holmes, smiling affectionately on me; " and

that is Genius."
"IEncore ! encore ! mother." Her son clapped his hands.

"Now, there's not the slightest use of blushing so."
Some feeling I never analyzed instigated me to turn and

look at Irene. I saw a shade of annoyance, almost bitterness,
darken her brow. She ran her paper-folder through fingers,
white as the ivory handle, then turned to Meltha.

" I can think of nothing but the possibility of Clyde's com-

ing to-night. What time does the southern train get in, Mr.
Holmes ?"

"About eight, I believe. I concur most heartily in your
wish, Miss Irene, for I've always had a great curiosity to see
this remarkable brother of yours."

. "But I thought you told me that he wasn't fond of, or didn't

approve of parties ?" said Meltha, with the slightest conscious
blush.

" Well, he doesn't, exactly. That is, he has some odd no-
tions, and doesn't enjoy attending them himself so much as I
wish he did."

" But you think he'll enjoy this one ?" quite eagerly.
"I am sure he will. And then, he 'never objects to other

people doing as they like. I remember the first party we ever
had. It was before we left Virginia; he was thirteen, and I
was ten. What a capital time that was 1"
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"And I remember mine," chorused in Meltha and Ali-

son-
And you yours too, Miss Ethel ?" questioned Irene, with a

soft voice and a bright smile.

I saw, as no one else did, the intentional malice which they
covered. But it did not wound where she expected. My pride
was not touched, but that bare, hard, child-life, rose up before
me, a living reality again, as I answered,

" Inever had any parties or pleasures then, you know, Miss
Irene."

"Well, you shall have enough now to pay for it," answered
Alison, with an almost angry glance at Irene, while Meltha's
look said as plainly, " How could you, Rena ?" as her aunt's
did " Never mind it, my dear," though none of them suspected
the secret malice that had prompted this, or supposed it any-
thing but pa mal-a-propos speech.

" Well, come-! I mustn't waste any more time here," said
Mr. Herrick, laying down the newspaper that had engrossed
him for the last fifteen minutes. "Al, won't you ride down
town with me ?"

"Thank you, uncle, I guess I will. I don't fancy the
thought of having three such obstreperous young feminines on
my hands all the afternoon. Adieu, ladies'; I presume you will
be radiant in silks and jewels when next we meet."

In less than a minute he returned. " I didn't hear you say
how you were feeling this noon, mother, and just as I was get-
ting into the Carriage, it struck me you were looking a little
pale."

"Only a fancy of yours, I guess, for I'm feeling very well.
You will be home early, my son ?"
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"Quite as soon as I'm wanted, I imagine." And he closed

the door.

"9My boy is very thoughtful of his mother," said Mrs.

Holmes, turning to me, as she always did when she spoke of

Alison.
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CHAPTER IX.

IT was early evening, and I was. crossing the front hall to-
wards the dining-room, to see the tables, whose arrangements
had just been completed, when I came suddenly upon a pale
young woman, carrying a large bundle in her arms, and with
such an expression of hopeless suffering in her face, that my
sympathies were enlisted at once.

She was dressed very, very poorly, too; and I saw that she
was keeping up an unequal strife with that most pitiless foe of
humanity, Poverty.

"Can you tell me the way to Miss Woolsey's room ?" she
asked, in a gentle, lady-like voice. " The servant did not ex-

plain its location very clearly."
S" It is at the head of the stairs;" and whilQ I was settling it

in my own mind that she was the seamstress of whom Irene had
spoken, the woman passed up-stairs.

Some twenty minutes later I waspreturning, and we met
each other again. She looked up at me-such a wild, haggard,
despairing look, stamping the delicate features; such a cold,
stony blankness was in the dim eyes, that involuntarily I stood
still.

A moment more, and I should have spoken to her, but Ali
son called out to me from his mother's room, " Make haste up
here, Ethel; I have something pretty for you ;" and it seemed

.I
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to me as if the woman gave a low groan, and almost fled past
me out of the house. I entered ,Mrs. Holmes's apartment,
haunted by that wild, white face.

"Ethel, this is Alison's selection for your hair," said the lady,
holding up before me a half wreath of snowy camelia and moss

buds, tastefully twined in with green leaves. Altogether, it
was exquisite.

" I chose only white, because these seemed the most fitting
type of the wearer's character," he said, taking, them from his

mother, and laying them against my hair. "Don't they con-
trast finely, mother ?"

"Yes; I shall place them in your hair myself, after it is

dressed, dear."

" You ought to prize them, Ethel, for I've been to half the

florists in the city, I believe."

" I do, Alison; but I never can be eloquent in thanks."

" And I don't want you to be. Go, now, and let them make

you look as pretty as you can.

So his graceful gift-more than all, the words that accom-

panied it-struck out that wan, white face from my thoughts.

The guests were mostly assembled, for it was quite late when

I entered the parlor with Mrs. Holmes. It was a dazzling

spectacle, with the smiling, murmuring groups of lovely women

and proud men scattered all over the great- rooms, with the

chandeliers pouring their silver currents of light over the pic-

tures that flushed the walls with visions of Arcadia; over the

lace curtains that -rolled down like folds of radiant mist from

the heavy cornices ; over the rich carpet, where roses seemed
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opening their crimson lips, heavy with morning dew, under our

feet; over vases-of veined agate, and statues of marble; and,

more than all, over the living, sparkling, beautiful life that

filled those great rooms.

But there were two who attracted my attention strongest.
This was the young hostess, in her rich simple dress of white
brocade, with the yellow hair shining round a face sweet and
pure as a young child's, while she fluttered- and sparkled every-
where like a sunbeam.

The other was Irene. Her beauty shone out regnantly
that night. A few pearls were twined among the darkness of
her hair, reminding one of occasional snow-flakes falling into
the heart of a very black night : her dress, of amber-colored
satin, harmonized with the clear, warm glow of her com-
plexion, and as she stood by the table, fluttering her ivory fan,
and chatting with, a group of gentlemen, she looked the queen
of the company.

For myself, I wore a dress of simple white muslin, with the
rose-buds twined among my hair, and certainly felt very much
like " a shy lay figure," among all that gay assemblage of
dress and beauty.

Well, this was a party on Fifth Avenue, differing in no wise,
from its class, suppose. There was a vast amount of grace-
ful pantomime and pretty conversation, sometimes sparkling,
but. mostly silly ; there was Italian music, and American
dancing ; there were pyramids of cream, and piles of confec-
tionery, and mountains of cake ; and looking on all this, I,
Ethel Lindsay, made my first acquaintance with fashionable
life.'

I was introduced to a large number of people, for Meltha
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and Alison took care that I should want no attention they

could bestow, but as most of these persons talked about the

last opera, and quoted long Italian names, or criticised the new

theatre, and the star actresses, or indulged in little side eddies

of gossip, I was not greatly edified, and enjoyed watching the

others, or chatting with Mrs. Holmes and Alison, the latter of

whom came to us whenever his engagements permitted.

" My dear little Presbyterian, what a pity it is you can't

dance-you seem to enjoy looking on so much," he said, on one

of these brief visits to me.

I laughed out at this new cognomen, louder, probably, than

etiquette permitted, for a lady, perfectly magnificent in Valen-

ciennes and jewels, surveyed me from head to foot, and then

whispered significantly to her neighbor.

" I have no aspirations beyond the 'looking on,' Alison. I

don't know, though" (struck with a sudden thought), " as

Uncle Gerald would think this was quite right. He says we

ought never to encourage, by our presence or passive approval,

what may be wrong."

"Why don't you close your eyes, then ? It would so

emphatic a protestation against our indulging in such inful

gaiety. Now, Ethel, you're a sensible girl-you don't t ink

there's any harm in dancing ?"

" Well, I don't know." At this time I had not formed any

independently religious opinions and convictions ; and my

views would only have been a reflex of those in which I had

been educated; but here my own judgment spoke out: "There

may be no real sin in it, and yet, I can hardly conceive how an

earnest, broad-minded, deep-hearted Christian, would like to

pass much time in public dancing."
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I " Well, Miss Orthodoxy, we 'haven't time to enter into a
moral disquisition now, for I see," looking off to the piano, where
there was a little bustle, " Irene's going to play. Let us
get a little nearer ; it is a perfect musical banquet to hear
her."

The piece was a composition of Beethoven's-massive,
brilliant, elaborate ; but Irene di it justice, for it was just.
suited to her style, and although she wanted soul to make a
musical genius, she certainly possessed musical talent to a
rare degree. The strains throbbed out from those delicate
fingers, and swayed, and swelled, and exulted through the
great rooms, while the listeners held their breaths.

Suddenly, in one of the most effective passages of)he music,
there was a little stir at the door, on one side of Irene. She
glanced toward it, her fingers paused, a quick light came over
her face, and, with a cry, " Clyde, my brother 1" she sprang
toward the door.

I had a full view of the gentleman, as he turned toward her.
He looked about twenty-five, and was hardly above medium
height ; but he had one of those figures, which, like Ninian's
Graeme's, combined "strength, dignity, and grace" at once.
He' was like, and yet unlike his sister. There was a very trace-
able family resemblance ; there was- as much pride, but no
hauteur in the lines of the face and the erect carriage of the
head.

He was not a handsome man, but. his features were bold,
clear, thin, and that expressive phrase, "fine-looking," might
be appropriately applied to them.

His abundant hair, several shades lighter than his sister's,
lay above a-forehead of the finest intellectual development, and

the eyes beneath were of a dark, clear brown, not gleaming,

but steady in light.

Then, inter-penetrating every line and lineament of the face,

was an expression of power, self-reliance, condensation, which

culminated about the mouth, and made it stern, almost repel-

lent, when at rest.
But it was a face that inspired you with confidence. You

felt instinctively it was that of a man, who, under all circum-

stances, would be true to himself!

There was a soft, variable flush on Meltha's cheek, as she

came forward to receive her guest ; but at that moment,

supper was announced.

Some two hours later, when the dancing had reached its

height, and Mrs. Holmes, fatigued with the evening's exertion,

had retired to her room, I was standing by the table, absorbed

in an exquisite little painting, of " Echo Lake," in New Hamp-

shire, its blue waters lapped in the green bowl of the hills, and

the light of the newly-risen day flushing over the forest trees

in the distance.

Suddenly Meltha approached me, with Irene's brother. She

presented us to each other, adding, with a laugh, " I am

engaged for the next set, and as you are the two most interest-

ing people who do not dance, I shall leave you to entertain

each other."

I was very much afraid, at firs, of the stately, elegant-look-
ing gentleman, and only answered his questions in monosylla-

bles. He drew up a chair to the table, and commenced talking

about the pictures.
Now, I was by no means a connoisseur in these, and though
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I had a taste of my own, did not venture to express it, for fear
it would expose my ignorance of artistic excellency. So he
could hardly have chosen a less inspiring theme.

He tried music.; 'here I was worse off than ever; for, though
I had considerable receptive enjoyment of melody, I had little
natural, and no cultivated musical talent.

I felt, rather than saw, those deep, coruscant eyes sweep my
face with a quick, searching glance ; but I hardly think he
found much there, except a painful embarrassment."

" May I inquire what you enjoy most, or what you are most
fond of doing, Miss Lindsay, and we will see how nearly our
tastes harmonize."

The question roused me a little, for I felt it was asked
merely to investigate me, to see whether I did not prefer mak-
ing worsted specimens of zoology, or trimming doll's bonnets,
to any other employment in the world.

"I think I 'enjoy reading the authors I like, better than
anything else, unless it is dreaming," was my answer.

" And will you tell me some of these favorite authors ?"
I named several. He must have thought them an unusual

selection for a girl of twenty ; but under Uncle Gerald's super-
vision, my reading had- been rather masculine. Among the
poets, I closed with our own Longfellow.

He had read, too, this Clyde Woolsey, a great deal more

than I had, and after this there was no more embarrassment.
He talked, and so did I ; and it seemed to me, if all that had
been spoken, by all the people around us, could have been
written down, there would have been more thought, more fibre,
more originality, in every ten words of Clyde Woolsey's speak-

sing, than in all the rest put together.

JrTh
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I seemed to receive some new idea every moment, and was

surprised into finding thoughts I had only half felt before, now
assuming definite expression for the first time.

At last, there was a momentary pause in the dance, to form

some new figure, and Mr. Woolsey asked me, on what grounds

I opposed dancing.
" Oh! I do not oppose it. But my education interdicted

anything of the kind, and then I am not in my own mind cer-

tain that one does not resign a great deal of intellectual, and
other enjoyment, for what; at best, should be only an occasional

relaxation and amusement. But your reasons for not dancing

are, doubtless, better defined than mine."

He smiled a smile that permeated every line of his face, and
softened the stern mouth. " My friends would hardly agree
with you there. As a social relaxation, I see no especial harm

in dancing, but abstinence is often easier for the young than
temperance; and there are many things of whose moral quality
we must judge rather from their practical influence than from

themselves.

" Now, I do know, from observation, that the effect of danc-

ing-schools and balls on young, plastic minds and natures, is
not a healthful one. It seems to lower and enfeeble the tone

of thought and feeling. It tends to make one frivolous, su-
perficial, outward ; a character and a result most of.all others

to be deprecated."

I. had no opportunity to reply, for, qt that moment, the
dancing closed.

"Where in the world can Ethel be ?" said Meltha, as she

I
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came into the dining-room with Irene and her brother, after all

the guests had departed.
I was about to answer her question, for I stood by the win-

dow, completely hidden by the heavy damask curtains, where
I had gone to catch a glimpse of the midnight moon as it sil-
vered the tops of the tall houses.

But Meltha's next words held me back unconsciously. "You
didn't know that we had an authoress amongst us, Mr. Wool-

sey ?"

"An authoress who has written five whole articles for the
magazines !" echoed Irene, satirically, as the three seated
themselves on a lounge.

"An authoress, Miss Meitha! They're my especial aversion
ever since I've known something of them." And a shade of
disgust crossed the young man's features. "They are always
everlasting talkers, drinking strong tea, taking snuff, and rid-
ing hobbies-in short, I believe the whole race are deficient in
woman's most beautiful attribute, her one gem of nameless
price-womanliness ! If there is," he continued, laughing, " a
man upon: earth who enjoys my especial sympathy, it's the

poor, deluded individual who has had the honor of marrying an
athoress."

"But, dear me," said Meltha, quite disconcerted at what
Irene evidently enjoyed; " Ethel is not such a person as you
describe, at all. Why, she's as bashful as a child, and blushes
if she's only spoken to. I should hardly have ventured to in-
troduce you had I known your-your-opinions."

"Introduce me! I do not understand you, Miss Meitha."
"Why, that was Ethel Lindsay you were talking with by

the table."
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"That little girl in white, do you mean ? Well, really now,
I ask your pardon. She is a friend of yours, too, and I was

much interested in her. I thought her smile and her eyes a

revelation in themselves, and"

"Well, Pussy, what kind of a time have you had of it, ?. in.

terrupted Mr. Herrick, as he came into the room.

" Oh ! most delightful, papa. I've been just as happy as I

could possibly be."
"I judged so by your looks. But they won't be so bright

to-morrow, or Irene's either, if you don't go to bed right off.

There, it is two o'clock," looking at his watch. " Mr. Wool-

sey, won't you excuse me if I send these young ladies up stairs
immediately ?"

" To be sure, sir."

But Meltha's pleading voice interrupted here-" Oh! papa,
let us sit up just half an hour, and talk about the party, and

all that happened."
"Not a secondI Kiss me good night, and budge this in-

stant."
Mr. Herrick never made a show of parental authority, except

when the health of his darling was involved. Meltha saw he
was in earnest, and left at once with Irene.

Then the gentlemen went into the parlor, and I beat a hasty
retreat up stairs, feeling half provoked at Mr. Woolsey's re-
marks on authoresses,.and yet liking hin, notwithstanding.

119118 WHILE IT WAS MORNING.
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CHAPTER X.

"WELL, what's the order of to-day's exercises ?" asked Ali-

son, as, two days after the party, we all sat at our late break-

fast, dispatching our chocolate and muffins, amid little rivu-

lets of pleasant, desultory conversation.

"'Yes ; you ought to improve every day of this fine weather,

young people," answered Mr. Herrick. " What do you say to

Greenwood, this morning, my child ?"

" Oh, a capital idea, papa!" with that pretty, wavering mo-

tion of her head which reminded one of birds among summer

boughs. "It will be all new, too, to Meltha and Irene."

Here Alison broke into one of those hearty laughs, that I

should have recognized in Japan.

" My son, don't be quite so boisterous," gently reproved his

mother.
"I can't help it, indeed. It just struck me how comical lit-

tle Miss Country Importation stared around her last night at

the Opera. It was all so new and overcoming to her, you see."

I appealed to the rest of the company to defend me from

this vilificat'on, and to decide whether my conduct was not

perfectly proper, and city-bred, if I was a " country importa-

tion."
"I will answer, for one, that you set a most commendable

example to the rest of us, Miss Lindsay," replied Clyde Wool-
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sey, who, notwithstanding his animadversions against all au-
thoresses, had treated me with most courteous attention,
though we had little opportunity for conversation.

"Miss Irene," said a domestic, suddenly opening the door,
"that Miss Walters that made your dress was here last even-
ing for the money. She says as how she needs it very much.
I told her I'd tell you the first thing this morning. She lives
right round here in the alley, in the big, brown house."

Irene's face flushed a little with annoyance, as she answered:
"Well, Bridget, you should have taken a more proper time
than the present one to acquaint me with her demands."

"But, Irene, you should never allow a woman who sews for
you to go a day without her wages. It is doing her a great
wrong." Clyde's voice was almost stern.

"Then, if the truth must come out, Clyde, and the beautiful
speaker played impatiently with her napkin ring, " I spent the
last dollar papa gave me day before yesterday; so there were
but two alternatives, the woman must wait, or I must pawn
my jewelry," laughing up in his face.

"Oh, Irene ! now, as if you couldn't have-asked me !" inter-
posed Meltha.

" Yes, and in consequence that solemn brother of mine would
have read me an awful lecture on the manifold evils of borrow-
ing money."

"The practice of a little self-denial in your expenses would
have done you no harm, Irene. But how much was the debt ?"

"Only five dollars."
"You shall have that, and some spending money in addition,

my dear."

Well, I shall have to be inhospitable enough to hurry you
6t
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through your breakfast, good folks," spoke up Mr. Herrick ;
"for you must get to Greenwood by eleven, if you want to see

anything of it in one day."

"You shall have the set at forty dollars, and they are a

great bargain at that," said the jeweller, as he held up the
elaborate cameo pin and ear-rings before Irene.

It was on our return from Greenwood, and Meltha had

broken her watch chain, so the gentlemen had deposited us at

the jeweller's, as they wished to go down town, and it was but

a short walk home._

" They are charming, and- just what I want," admiringly
turning around the set. " Aren't they beautiful, Miss Ethel ?"

Meltha was in another part of the store.

"Very."
"It'll take all the money Clyde gave me this morning,"

speaking to herself, and not mindful of my presence. "But

papa will send me on some in a few days, and I want them,
and I'll have them, too. Olyde will think I purchased them

before, if he thinks about it at all ; and what nonsense to sup-
pose that woman can't wait a few days longer. You may do
them up for me " (to the jeweller).

I was quite'alone, for my hostess and her friend had gone

out to call on a schoolmate, and Mrs. Holmes had lain down.

I could not read, or even dream; somehow, the white, haggard
face of the seamstress had haunted me for the five hours which

had elapsed since we left the jewe'ller's.

"I wonder if she is really in need ! If Irene only had paid
her," I mused, walking up and down the room. "I've half a
mind to go out and find her myself; but then, ive only five
dollars in the world (one wants so many things in New York),
and I shan't get any more till the publisher sends me some, or
I hear from Uncle Gerald."

But wherever I turned, looking up from the pages of my
book, staring out on me from the embroidered curtains, shining
in the crimson glow of the grate fire, were the wild, mournful
eyes of the woman I had met on the stairs.

At last I could endure it no longer. I threw on my shawl
and bonnet, caught up my purse, and hurried out. I discovered
the house after considerable searching, for I recognized it from
Biddy's description. It was an old, dilapidated wooden build-
ing, in the midst of a row of miscellaneous, tumble-down habi-
tations which flanked both sides of the narrow alley.

"Does a Mrs. Walters live here ?" I inquired of a tall,
coarse-featured, belligerent-looking Irish woman, who presented:
herself at the door.

"Yes, ma'am. She lives up in the back chamber on the
fourth story," and she pointed to a rheumatic pair of stairs, up
which, with considerable difficulty, and no little anxiety for my
neck, I made my way.

I reached the room at last, after inquiring of several persons
whom I met on the passage, for the house was a very plethoric
one. The door was slightly ajar, and I looked in. What a
scene of utter, utter destitution and misery was revealed to me!
There were a few old chairs in the room, and a -bed in one
corner. This is all the furniture I remember. There were
three persons in the room, two very little girls, the younger
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not more than three ; and the mother lay on the bed, her face
thini and white as those we lay away very tenderly, with many
tears, under coffin lids.

One of the little girls stood bythe open fireplace. There
was no fire, though the wind had blown up very cold, and the
sunshine, in the brightest days, broke only with a wan, weary
sort of smile into this narrow back room. She was a pretty
child, with hazel-colored eyes, and hair-you could see that,
even in her miserable, faded dress-and there was a look of
patient mournfulness in the little, pinched features, which went
straight to my'heart. The other child stood by the bed, its
golden, curly head scarcely reaching up to the pillow.

"Mamma, mamma," moaned the little creature, lifting up
its thin, blue arms, "please to give Nettie a piece of bread,
just a little, teenty piece, cos she's so hungry."

" There, Nettie," said the other little girl, in a *coaxing
voice, but ygu felt there were broken sobs behind it, "don't
trouble mamma, because she's very sick, and must go to sleep.
Cone and talk to Maryltle sister, and if mamma's able to
get up, she'll go to the lady's for the money, and then Nettie
shall have something nice to eat."

"But I can't wait, Mary, any longer," pleaded the little
one. "I didn't have any breakfast, nor any dinner," and the
great tears bubbled out of the blue eyes, and tumbled down
the small face. "I keep growin' hungrier all the time. Main-
ma, mamma, please to give your little Nettie somethin' to eat I"

Oh, reader ! do you know what it is to have a little child,
your own little child, lift up its hands and cry to you for
bread, when you have none to give it?

.The woman opened her eyes-they had been closed until

4
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now-and a cry of sharp, terrible agony broke up from her

mother's heart : " Oh, God ! they will starve! My children

my children !"

I could bear no more, for I had stood transfixed, by the
scene before me. But now I turned, and bounded down the

rickety stairs, fast as my feet and heart could carry me.
I burst into the first confectionery I could find. " Give me

a dollar's worth of cake, food, anything, only for mercy's sake

be quick !" and I fairly wrung my hands while they stared at

me. :I did not know what they thought. I am certain I did

not care.

But real earnestness is usually contagious, and in a few

moments my arms were filled with a bundle of cakes which

would have tempted an epicure.

I entered, without knocking, into that dark, narrow cham-

ber : "Here children, here ; I've brought you something good
to eat !" was my first salutation, and with a cry, such a cry
that it rings down over all the y4ars, and stirs my heart now,
the 'hildren bounded forward to m. I tore open the papers,
and filled the eager, upstretched little hands full of food, and
then I hurried to the bedside of Mrs. Walters.

She had risen up, and was looking at me with a blank, won-
dering sort of stare, while her white face shocked me more

than ever.

" You remember me, don't you, Mrs. Walters? I met you
on the stairs when you brought home Miss Irene Woolsey's
dress.",

She put her hand to her head. The suffering of the last hour,
and the surprise of ray coming, had fairly shaken the woman's

intellect.
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"You are faint and exhausted, my dear madam, for want of
food. "If you'will try and eat some of these. cakes, you will
feel bet er, and then we can -talk, for you must understand at
once that I am your friend."

She tried to speak, but a sob swelled through the woman's
lips ; then the warm blessed tears rained over the thin face.
I would scarcely allow her to speak to me, until she had par-
taken of some food-indeed, it-was want of nourishment more
than anything else which had. brought on her present illness.

I explained to her the circumstances which had occasioned my
visit to her, and--but I cannot write her thanks, her grati-
tude, only the outlines of her story, as, sitting on her bed in
the sunset of that October afternoon,- I listened to it. She
was the daughter of a wealthy farmer in New York State,

whom she had mortally offended by marrying a sailor.
"My father was very proud of. me, and perhaps I did

wrong," she said; -" but I loved Harry," and something of the
old wife-tenderness beamed through her dim eyes-" and he
was a true, tender, loving husband to me. In a little while
he became captain, and we should have been very happy if my
father's displeasure had abated.

" Two years ago, when Nettie was hardly a year old, my
husband left me for the last time. The vessel was wrecked,
and all on board perished. His entire property was, of course,
lost, too.

"We were living in the country, and almost among strangers.
at this time. I had never 'been used to taking care of myself,
and the two children were a heavy burden upon me. But I
came to New York, hoping to procure employment in needle-
work, and for the last two years I have lived mostly on the-

1

disposal of my furniture and clothes, until I hired this room,

was taken ill, and we have been brought where you found us."

All this was told in a voice broken by many sobs.

"But your father, Mrs. Walters ; surely no. anger could

withstand such an appeal "-glancing at the little ones, who,

seated on the floor, were enjoying their. cake, whispering

together, and looking at me with eyes full of wonder and-awe.

"I have written him several times, but the letters have been

returned unanswered. I do not think he knows of Harry's

death, even. But if I could only go to him, and putting my

arms around his neck, say, 'Father, it's your Ellen come back

to you, the little Ellen that used to sit on your knees every

night and sing to you. She is come back now with her

children. She is a widow, and they are fatherless. Don't

send her away, for the sake of her mother, who, maybe, is

looking down on you from Heaven 1' 1 know his heart well-

underlying all its pride and obstinacy is the old fountain of

tenderness., I know, too, he'd reach out his arms, then, and

say, 'Ellen, my child, you are welcome back to the old house,

you and your children.'"

"But why haven't you gone to him, Mrs. Walters ?"

She smiled sadly. "I was his child, and I had a large share

of his pride. But this last sickness has broken it all down.

You see, I was only recovered from my fever, when Miss

Woolsey sent round her dress to me. I had applied for, work

at a dress-making establishment, as it was in the hurry of the

season."

" And you would go to him if you could ?"

"To-morrow. The thought would give me new strength,

new life to endure the journey."

3+
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" How far is it ?"

"She sighed. "Nearly three hundred miles. It would cost

twenty-five dollars to take me and the children."
Just at that moment the younger child, who had dispatched

all her cake, sidled up shily to me, and looking in my face
with her blue, wondering eyes, lisped:

"Be you an angel, and did you come straight down from
Heaven to-day ? Mary says you did."

I caught the sweet little questioner in my arms, and covered

her face with kisses, while Mary, emboldened by the reception

of her sister, crept close to me, too, although she looked as if
she stood in momentary expectation of seeing me vanish into
mid-air, with wings bursting out from my, shoulders.

" No, little children, I am not an angel, only somebody who
wants to be a very good friend to you, and mamma, if you will
let me." And then I role up to go, for the shadows were

thickening in the corners of the room, and I knew they would
be alarmed, if they discovered my absence at'home.

I slipped my purse into little Mary's hand, and whispered,
some words of encouragement to Mrs. Walters. I saw the

light kindle into her pale face, and my heart was very full of

quiet peace as I went down the rickety stairs, whispering, " It

is better to give than to receive."

I found Meltha and Irene just returned. Neither knew' I

had been out. On my table lay a letter containing twenty-

five dollars, for an article I had sent.the previous month to the

publishers. They had doubled my remuneration this time.

Flattering as the knowledge was, I rejoiced in it now, more for

the sake of others than for my own.. " I know very well how

I shall dispose of you," I soliloquized, rumpling the notes

ii
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through my fingers. "As for a new silk dress, that, of course,
mustn't be taken into account for the next six months. My

black one looks very well, after all."

" Oh, those are beautiful cameos. Why, you never showed

them to me before," said Meltha to Irene, as she came-down

dressed for the evening." I've had them only a short time, dear. How do you like

them, Clyde ?" and she went up to the window, where he was

reading the evening paper. =

" Very much. They are certainly in excellent taste. Oh !"

as if a thought had struck him suddenly, "have you paid your
dressmaker, Irene ? Of course you haven't forgotten that."

" No-no ! of course not." There was a little, nervous flut-
ter in the voice that uttered the falsehood, and a little tinge
of shame crept into the soft cheek, and then she who had
stained her life with that foulest thing-a lie, turned round
with some light badinage to Alison, who just then came in.

But for me, I almost waited to hear the rustling of leaves,
and the soft dropping of tears, as the angel wrote down those
words in the life-book of Irene Woolsey !

The next day, Mrs. Walters and her children started for her
father's home. I was quite fearful she would not endure the
fatigue of the journey ; but the thought of seeing her parent
seemed to infuse new vitality into her weak frame, so I did
not oppose her. No one knew of Mrs. Walters's departure but
myself. That -night, however, Irene had a letter from her
father. " Now I can pay that Mrs. Walters, and have the
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matter off my mind," she murmured, as she. sat all alone in her
own room, unfolding the bank notes. "It's too bad I had to

tell Clyde that story about it; but he's so horribly particular,
and then, there's no use denying it, I'm afraid of him, or of his

opinions. But I'll send Biddy off this minute with the money,"
and she rang the bell. In a little while Biddy returned with

the information that the room was empty, and the Irish woman

below said "the family was all gone."

WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 181

CHAPTER XI.

THE evening was stormy with wind and rain, closing up two
weeks of that balmy, delicious autumn weather, in which the

year, with its solemn, peaceful smile, seems to say to our hearts,
" It is finished."

None of us thought of leaving the house to-night, audit was
very chilly in the parlor, so after supper we all gathered into
the little alcove beyond it, where a bright grate fire wound its
skeins of ruddy flame through-heaps of anthracite.

" Alison, won't you hand me my shawl ?" said Mrs. Holmes,
as she drew up shivering to the fire. " This weather reminds
me very forcibly I ought to be on my way home."

" You're not strong enough to stand the journey yet, Lucy,"
said her brother-in-law. " We shall still have fine days away in
November."

" And cold ones, too, I imagine, brother; I neyer expect to
see another November north of the Susquehanna. Next week
I must start for home."

There was a chorus of regretful ejaculations and entreaties,
but Mrs. Holmes only smiled and shook her head.

" How would you like sister and me for travelling compan-
ions as far. as- Pennsylvania, Mrs. Holmes ?" asked Clyde
Woolsey. "We, too, must see our homes before Saturday
night of next week."

a



41
WHILE IT WAS MORNING.' WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

" Oh, Clyde !"

" Oh, Mr. Woolsey I" simultaneously ejaculated Irene and
Meltha.

He smiled down on them both; but the very smile prohibited
farther discussion of the subject, or at least indicated that it
would be quite useless. " It is an unpleasant necessity, my
dear young ladies; but I am imperatively summoned back, and
Irene must not disappoint our father and mother."

" And Alison is going, too, with aunty! How we shall miss
you ally how lonely the house will be !" said Meltha, the tears
coming into her blue eyes.

"But you'll have Miss Lindsay, my dear," said her father.
She brightened up again, and ran- round to me. "Yes,

Ethel, we'll have such nice times together. You'll stay witt
me all winter, won't you ?"

*Thank you, my dear; but what would the people at home
say to it ? Uncle Gerald's last letter tells me 'they count the
days to my return,' and I may look out for one of his kisses by
week after next. So you see I shall be the latest departure."

"How lonely I shall be ! I don't believe anybody in the
world ever had so much trouble as I," throwing herself down
on. an ottoman, and laying her face on her father's knee, like
an inconsolable child.

We all laughed outright at this.
" Well, it is too bad, daughter," said her father, stroking

the bright hair of his pet. "Never ming, if our friends all
desert us, we'll have something to console us for it."

Come," spoke out Alison, ' I move-that we don't pass the
last days we're to be together in tears and lamentations. We
ought to be as merry as we can to the e44 of te chapter.
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That's my philosophy, and there are more summers to come,
because I saw next year's almanac in a book-store down town.
By the by, Ethel, I met your adlmirer in there, inquiring for
albums with two gilded birds on the cover."

" My admirer ! What do you mead, Alison ?"

'As if you didn't understand me perfectly, for 'all you look
so demure and amazed. I'd like to know who it was that
talked ith you an hour at Miss Wilson's party-waited upon
you to supper, and"--

" Oh ! he means papa's friend, Mr. Grandon, that old gentle-
man !" interrupted Meltha, with a deprecating pantomime.

"Why, he's at least fifty, and a widower. You wouldn't have
a widower, would you, Ethel ?"

"4No, indeed, not if he were the best man in the world," and
here all the romance of girlhood out-broke. "1 wouldn't
marry a man who had nothing but the ashes of his heart to
give me, whose love, and life, and poetry, were all buried with
the wife of his first election, whose great jewels were the past,
whose joys were only memories-no, indeed, I wouldn't marry
a widower," I concluded, with a blush, for I met the half-curi-

ous, half-amused glance of Clyde Woolsey.
They all laughed at my earnestness. Mr. Herrick patted

me on the shoulder, saying, " It's well, my dear, I happen to
be the only widower present, for I'm sure no other would
be able to stand such an eloquent interdict as that. Per-

haps you'll change your mind some day, though, about
widow ers."

"oNo, she won't," answered Alison, coming round to us, and
I felt somehow'my cheek glow beneath his glance. " Ethel
never shall marry' a widower. I'll forbid the bans myself.A.

132 133



WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 135

You're my protege, you know, and I've a perfect right to do

it," he added, in an undertone.

" Lucy," Mr. Herrick spoke up suddenly, as though some-

thing in the conversation-had recalled the fact to his mind,

"I was running my eyes over a London paper yesterday, which

somebody had sent me, when I saw a notice of the death of

a Mrs. Morgan Steele, wife of a physician. Wasn't that the

name of the gentleman who was engaged to Ruth Maltby ?"

" Yes-why, Nathan Herrick, can it be possible 1" said Mrs.

Holmes, raising both hands. " My poor Ruth ! What if he

should come to America, and they should meet ?"
"I knew there was a romance somewhere in Aunt Ruth's

life. Oh, Mrs. Holmes, if you would only tell us about it'!"

and I threw myself down on a corner of the stool where her

feet were resting. "It's just the night for a story, too-weird,

and wild, and stormy."

" Yes, do, aunty," chimed in Meltha. " You promised a

long, long while ago, you'd tell me this story, and now's the

time to redeem yourself.. All-in favor of hearing Aunt Lucy

please sigtfy it by raising their right hand." Six right hands
were simultaneously uplifted, and Mrs. Holmes smiled her ac-

quiescence. So we all drew our chairs close around the great

fire, and while the wind battled along the streets, and the thick

rain beat against the blinds, Mrs. Holmes drew her shawl

around her with a little shiver, and commenced :
"Squire Maltby was a good man, but a very set one. 'You

lee we were neighbors in Millstone, and I remember the old,

rambling yellow house,'with its gambrel roof, and pea-green

blinds, just as well as I do the little brown cottage, a quarter

of a mile beyond it, which a certain young gentleman, seeing
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for the first time last summer, said, with a very perceptible
curl of the upper lip, 'Mother, can it be possible you were
born and brought up there ?' 1

Here we all turned and smiled significantly at Alison, but
were too much interested to interrupt the stry.

"Ruth and I were inseparable companions, when we were
children, and as we grew up into maidenhood, our affection for
each other underwent no change.

"Ruth Maltby at twenty was a lovely girl; and the old
squire, her father, whose health and vigor were now quite on
the decline, almost worshipped his daughter. In the early
summer of this year, Mr. Steele, an English gentleman with
his son Morgan, came to Millstone to pass the sufhmer onths,
ostensibly for the health of the elder gentleman* bu it was
rumored throughout the village that some heavy debts which
he had contracted in gambling made it necessary he should
leave his native country. Although these reports were well
authenticated, Mr. Steele had the air and appearance of a
thorough-bred gentleman, and he soon gained admittance to
the best society of the village.

"His son, Morgan Steele, upon whom, whatsoever mig
said of his father, no shadow of reproach had ever fallen, was
a great social acquisition to any circle. How distinctly I can
see him. Tall, graceful, fine-looking, with intellectual endow-
ments, and conversational powers of a high order-it was no
wonder that he won the general admiration of the village girls,
that summer. "

"I believe he first met Ruth Maltby at a pic-nic, and the
squire's daughter and the young Englishman were, from the
first, interested in each other.

"I was visiting an aunt of my mother's, at this time, and
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did not see Mr. Steele until I returned, when Ruth came round

to our house to pass the day, and in the evening he called to

accompany her home.
" I was pleased with him on our first interview ; but Ruth

had many admirers, and, although for the next month the

young foreigner's attentions to her were the subject of much

village gossip, I paid little attention to it, perhaps, because I

was in a good deal of anxiety and doubt about my own personal

matters at that time..
" One summer afternoon, however, I was sitting with her in

the front chambeiP of the yellow farmhouse. We were both

sewing a little, and talking a great deal. My seat was close

by the window, and looked off on the road, upon which I sud-

denly descried a gentleman on horseback. As he came oppo-
site the house, he drew up his reins, looked eagerly at the

windows, and on seeing me, bowed almost to his saddle, flung
me two or three swift kisses, and rode hastily away.

"'Why, if that wasn' Mr. Steele,' I ejaculated, in surprise.

'I didn't know as he was so audacious, though.'

"'Where ! where ! Lucy?' and Ruth sprang to the window
with the blood brightening over her face.

''But she was too late. He had just turned the angle of
the road. 'He tossed me several kisses as he rode by. Don't
you think it was really impertinent, Ruth ? We are so little

acquainted.'
"'He probably mistook you for me,' she replied, stitching

away very diligently.
"Something i her manner, I cannot tell what, aroused my

suspicions,,and e reports I had vaguely listened to now came
back to my mind.

"I went up to her, drew the work from her hands, and
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looking straight in her eyes, said, 'Now, tell me, Ruth, darling,
just how much you think of Morgan Steele?'

"'Well, turn your head away, and I will try to.'
" I laid ny head in her lap, she leaned down to me, and in a

soft, quivering whisper came the answer: 'I love him better,
Lucy, than any one in the world.'

" I sprang to my feet in astonishment. 'And he, Ruth, does
he know this ?'

"There was a smile of womanly pride on the gentle lips.
' Of course he does, Lucy, or you would not.'

"Then, after my first exclamations of wonderment were over,
she told me all about her engagement with the young English-
man. How we sat there and talked while the great beech tree
in the front yard cast its long shadows on the carpet.b

"iRuth was very happy in thigh new love, reciprocated with
so much ardor and devotedness ;but I felt there was, after all,
a something of shadow and trembling through all the bright-
ness that filled her heart.

"'You know, Lucy,' she said, half to me, half to herself, as
though she were answering the doubts of her own heart,
'dear papa is growing old, and, like all aged people, he has
opinions and prejudices, which it is almost impossible to over
come. Then, too, 'Englishmen were always his especial aver-
sion, and though he cannot help admiring Morgan, the old
dislike will revive, and it is very hard for hini to consent to my
marrying a foreigner. Some reports, too, that he has heard of
Morgan's father, give him a good deal of uneasiness. Of
course, I don't believe a word of these, and if they were true,
the son is surely not to blame for the sins .of the father ; but-

papa does not think so.'

I

4.
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"I forget what reply I made to all this ; it was half congra-
tulatory, half consoling, -probably, for Ruth and I loved as

women do not often love each other.

" And now, I am coming to a very painful part of my story,
a part which has made Ruth Maltby, instead of a happy,
wedded wife, an old maid all the days of her life. Even now,
I cannot bear to think of ths time. I must hurry briefly
over it.

" The elder Mr. Steele went to New York, and, removed

from his son's influence, and surrounded with the temptations

of the city, his old habits of gambling returned; he lost large
sums of money. Pressed by his creditors, he at last committed

forgery. This was discovered, but he managed to make his

escape as far as Maryland. Here,,while he was stopping at a

country tavern, somewhere in the interior of the State, his son

went to visit him, with the intention of assisting his father to

leave the country._
"The unhappy man heard his name called, and supposing

that the officers of justice had discovered his retreat 7 I

annot tell the rest, children," said Aunt Lucy, speaking in a

quick, pained voice-" when Morgan Steele sprang into the

chamber, he found his father lying on the floor, the fresh blood

weltering from his heart--- he had shot himself.
" The night before the young man had.left Millstone in

search of his father, he had a long interview with Ruth, and

aegtainted her with his parent's crime. It was a terrible dis-

closure for the proud, high-born man, one that lowered his head

*"me and st"ned his- cheek with terrible tears, but the

heart of his listener was the heart of a woman.

" Under the old .beech tree ,in the summer night, Ruth
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"At last Morgan returned. His first meeting with his
betrothed was, of course, a very painful one, but there was
comfort for him in the truth that looked up to him from her
soft eyes.

"ewas anxious to leave a country where he had suffered
so much, and to return to his native land, so he urged their
immediate union. In this trying emergency, when Ruth felt
her lover needed her tenderness more thai anything on earth,
one thing only made her hesitate-it was the thought of her
father.

Maltby looked up into the face of her betrothed, and answered
him : " Through good and through evil report, I will go with
you to the end.'

" In less than two weeks later, Squire Maltby- learnedbf the
Englishman's crime and suicide.

"'The name of Maltby was an honest name always,' he said,
drawing up his tall frame, and shaking his fine, old, grey head,
'It shall not be disgraced now. No daughter of mine shall
ever marry the son of a criminal.'

"'ButJfMorgan is not to blame or the sins of his father, and
no matter whose son he is,'I am proud of him. I glory in his
love more than in anything else in the world,' pleaded his
daughter.

" But the old squire was inflexible. Night after night the
lamps burned late in the yellow house, while Ruth prayed and
pleaded with her father ; and at midnight .a pallid, trembling
girl stole up stairs, with these last words of the squire ringing
in her ears: 'Remember, Ruth, if you go to the altar with
that man, the blessing of your old father will not go with
you.
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" Morgan Steele observed it, and, of course, he was now in

that erbid state of sensitiveness which makes one unjust and

suspicious towards everybody. Poor man! he had .cause

enough, though.

"'Ruth,' he said, drawing himself up haughtily, with a

quiver of wounded pride in his tones, 'I can only give you two

days to- consider this matter-to decide between your father

and me, between remaining the daughter of an honest man, or

becoming the wife of one who has nothing but his stained name

to offer you..'

"'And I should be prouder of that name than of the title

of empress-but my father, Morgan, it would break his heart if
I should .- ave him.'

another time, Morgan Steele might have felt the har-

rowing position of his betrothed ; but he did not now ; his

father's disgrace was uppermost in his own mind, and this

blinded and warped all his other perceptions. He would not

retract what he had spoken ; he left Ruth bowed down,

almost distracted by the great rush of conflicting feelings and

duties,

"The next day she told her father all. It was a fearful

scene the old sitting-room witnessed. 'I have sounded my own

heart ; I cannot give up Morgan. Let me go with your

blessing, father,' pleaded the poor girl.

" And then the qld man pushed back the grey hairs from his

forehead, and bade his- daughter look in his face. 'It will only
be a little while,' he said, 'before The sods are piled thick
above it. Oh, Rutk! when your old father comes to-die, shall

he look around for your face, his youngest born, his best-

beloved, to smile once more upon him? Don't leave me,
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Ruth. I repeat, it won't be long I shall ask you to stay, any-

how, and when I go home to your mother in Heaven, and she

asks me about our little girl, let me say, 'I died with her arms

about me,' and not, 'she left me all alone, and went with a

stranger to a strange country.' And Ruth listened to these

words, and looked on her father's shaking head, and wished

that she, too, might die.

'I do not know (none but God ever did), how much of

struggle and suffering poor Ruth Maltby went through with,
during the long, sleepless hours of the night that followed.
Much prayer must have brought her something of strength and

peace, for the next morning a pale face and a shivering figure

crept up to her father's side, and whispered solemnly,

"'Father, I will ,.ot go with Morgan. God helping me,
I will stay with you as long as you live.' And the old man

put his arms round her and blessed her.

" That night Morgan Steele came and heard the resolution

of his betrothed. I do not know what occurred in this inter-

view, but I do know that the young man left his betrothed with

so much tenderness and anger at strife in his heart, that I

believe the former must have triumphed, had he not met quire

Maltby in the hall.
" The old man, whom age and infirmities had reduced to his

second childhood, regarded the younger with prejudices that
almost amounted to hatred, and his undeserved reproaches

stung the proud spirit of Morgan Steele beyond endurance.
Ruth had gone into the back garden, and knew nothing of
this, or she would have prevented it ; but some allusion that
the squire made to the life of Morgan's father finished the
work.
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#.'I will never see your daughter again, sir,' said the young
Englishman, tossing down Ruth's. miniature on the table.

Please to give her this, and tell her I start day after to-mor-

row for England ;' and he was gone. Late, very 1t that

night, just as -I was retiring, there was a low knock at my

chamber-door, and Ruth Maltby crept into my room. Her

face was white as the dead, and there was a strange, wild

glitter in her eyes, that terrified me.

"'What is the matter, lt I cried, springing toward

her.
" She grasped both my hands in hers, and wrung them hard,

as she whispered hoarsely, 'Morgan's gone, he's gone forever !

Oh, Lucy, how my heart aches !',

Here 1 [rs. Holmes completely broke' down again, and cried

stilly #r two or three minutes, as did several of her auditors.

At last she resumed her story again.

" We passed the night together. I need hardly say it was
a sleepless one to both of us. I tried to comfort her. I hardly
know whether I succeeded.

"Well, x things went on as usual, and the summer glowed

into autumn, and the autumn paled into winter. I saw Ruth

almost every day. She eent 'about the house pale and quiet,

and there was a look of quiet, learned through the 'long

anguish of patience,' which pained me much more than any

words could have done.

" She did not often speak of Morgan, only once in a while
she would press her hand tightly to her side, and say : ' Oh,,

Lucy, my heart aches ! my heart aches!l' and there would be
such a look in her face-it makes me shudder now, to think
of it.
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"The squire's health grew feebler with the waning of the

year, and the neighbors knew, long before Ruth did, that he

would never see another spring. He could not bear to have
his child out of his sight a moment. All his old pride and
sternness seemed to have vanished, an his dim eyes watched
her with exceeding fondness, as she moved about the room.

" At last death came for him. When the winter snows were

piled thick over the earth, the old squire went up to the banks
that are green with the eternal summer, with his head lying on
the heart that had sacrificed so much for his sake,

"After the squire's death, Gerald and his wife remain
several months at the old homestead. It was necessary the
estate should be settled, and Ruth could not be persuaded to
go to the Parsonage before the next summer.

S ".During this time she had never received a message from

Morgan Steele ; but whenever she heard the post-boy's horn,
there would be a sudden, eager lifting of her head ; and I
knew what thought warmed and brightened, away down in her
heart.

" I, too, was very hopeful for her. I did not. doubt but
Morgan would return some time, and that all would be well in4 wthe end with the friend of my youth.

" One day-it was when the spring had brightened into

May, and the fruit trees around our house shook down flakes
of white and crimson with every puff of wind, I went over to
the squire's house. Ruth was out in the garden, tying up a
rose-bush round the kitchen window, and the soft influences of
the day must have crept into her heart, for she was looking
happier than I had seen her for a long time.

"As we stood there, Gerald came along with a packet of

V
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papers, he had just brought from the post-office. Ruth took

e of these, and ran her eyes over the columns, while Gerald
d I chatted together.

Suddenly there was a shriek breaking out, sharp and wild,

upon the hush of that May air-the cry of a heart wounded

unto death ; and when we turned round, Ruth Maltby's head

was lying on the short spring grass, and she did not know us.

" We carried her into the house, our lips dumb with wonder

and fear. The paper was clutched tightly in her hands. I

drew it away, and the first paragraph my eyes rested on

informed me of the marriage of Morgan Steele with an English

lady. I showed it to Gerald, and then, as I looked through

my tears on the white young face beneath me, I almost prayed

that God would take Ruth Maltby to her father and mothe in

Heaven. .

"But my prayer was not granted. Ruth woke up at last,

but afterwards she was ill for a long time. I feared her mind

and spirits would never regain their tone.

"Early in June Gerald returned with her to the Parsonage.

After the I did not see her for three years ; I was a wife and

a mother, then, myself. The great sorrow of her life had

written itself on her fle; it was full of peace and content, but

the old sunshine and laughter never shone in the eyes of Ruth

Maltby again.
"'Perfect through much suffering ;' these words seemed

always so nding through my heart when I looked at her. She

had found the true balm, my children ; the balm gathered

from flowers that blossom neither on the mountains nor in the

valleys, nor among the meadows of this world."

"But was nothing ever heard of Morgan Steele, M .
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HolmesY" I asked, having listened with breathless interest to
every word.

"Yes, Ethel. About five years after his marriage he c4:'
to America, bringing his wife with him. She was a fair young
English girl, with blue eyes and golden hair, looking, I imagine,
very much as Meltha does.

"A friend of mine met him at a watering-place, where he
stopped for a short time. Some allusion that was inadver-
tently made by Morgan to our village, opened the way to
further conversation, and Morgan made many inquiries respect-
ing the old squire and Ruth, He was greatly surprised to find
the former was dead, and some expression in his face when he
spoke of Ruth awakened the curiosity of my friend, who knew
nothing of his previous history. We learned afterwards how-
ever, that his chief object in visiting America was to defray all"

the debts which his father had contracted ; for Morgan Steele
had become a successful physician in London."

"And did Aunt Ruth know of this ?"
" Yes. I told her. 'He was an honorable man, I knew it,

Lucy,' she said, with such a glow of pride and .e ierness
sparkling through her tears, that my heart ached ai per- ,j

haps worse than hers did, for Ruth had learned that sty
grandest lesson of life--'PEACE.

For a little while no one broke the silence. The story had
spoken to all ogr hearts, and we sat still, looking into the
flames, and listening to the storm and. the rain as they strug-
gled against the windows.

" Come, let's have some lively music," spoke out Irene, after
a long yawn. " Alison, do come into the parlor, and sing
with us."

l
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So all the young people went into the parlor, and the four

oices blended with the rich-ton piano, and swelld ut nto

't.a little alcove, in strains of sad, or sweet, or joyous melody,

that shut out all sounds of the storm outside. They sang and

played for an hour or two, and then, somewhat to my surprise,

Clyde Woolsey came and took a seat in the corner, close

by me.

"There is room enough ; don't make yourself uneasy," he
said, with a half smile, as I drew my chair a little closer to the

grate.

We chatted together on different subjects a little while.

Then there came a pause, and I sat -still, and he looked into

the grate. There was little expression, then, on that strong,

pale, clearly-cut profile, and I had no key, to interpret the

character beneath it.

But he surprised and puzzled me, this strange Clyde Wool-

sey, with his quiet, self-constrained manner, his independent

opinions, and his strong will, that made even his proud sister

bend to it.

Sudedly he turned his face towards me. "Well, on the

whole, what do you think of me ?"
I stammered-" I was not thinking of you, Mr. Woolsey"
He looked at me a moment with those calm, deep eyes

steadily. I had inadvertently told an untruth ; but I should

have retracted it in a moment without that gaze.

"Yes, I was thinking of you" (stimulated into unusual

boldness), "and that you are a very singular person. I do

not understand you."

"And you do not like me, either, and that is the reason

are so shy of me."

.
°

"No," I answered, my thoughts recurring to the conversation
on the evening of the party. "It is not that I dislike you,
but "--

"What are you talking about ?" interrupted Alison, as he
came behind my chair. "I don't think you are very polite to
stay here, and not even compliment our music by listening
to it."

I looked up ; there was certainly a cloud on the brow of the
spoiled child.

"Oh, I have been listening, Alison, I assure you, and enjoy-
ing the music, as I have only a few times in my life."

" I imagined so, when I came out, and you were so engrossed
in your conversation, you did not even hear my approach."
There was undisguised petulance in his tones.

I could iot understand it, and looking up I met the eyes of
Clyde Woolsey. There was the shadow of a smile on his lips.
I felt rather than perceived it; and then, as the two young men
stood there together, the great antithesis in their natures struck
me for the first time.

They were about the same height, of the same age, and of
equal social position; but the character of one was outward,
magnetic, effervescent : that of the other, strong, individual,
massive, and each was rendered doubly interesting by the con-
trast it presented to his companions.

While "these thoughts were flashing across my mind, Irene
and Meltha bounded jup to us.

"I think you are chivalric gentlemen, both of you," pouted
the beauty, "to go off in this way, and leave Meltha and me
to entertain ourselves."

j I assure you, my sole object in doing so was to bring back
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these delinquents, fair Queen of Melody," answered Alison, with

one of his inimitable bows.

4his gallant speech, somehow, failed to propitiate the lady.

She glanced half-angrily toward me, as though I was in some

wise responsible for Alison's inattentions. " You need not have

troubled yourself on my account," she answered, ironically.

"I never seek any but willing and appreciative subjects--.

come," her brow brightened, "let's have a game of ehess."

"But what will you do, Ethel ?" asked Alison, for I could

not play.
" Oh, I'll finish this story I began yesterday," taking up a

book that lay on the quartette. "Do go now."

But I did not read piuch that evening. A new light began
slowly to dawn into mymind. Could it be possible that Irene

Woolsey was jealous of me ? I glanced across at the graceful

head that leaned over the chess-board, at the bewitching face

that looked smilingly up to-'Alison Holmes, and a thousand cir-

cumstances arose to confirm my suspicions.

"She's in love !ith him. I see it all, now ; and she thinks

that I"-'--. I would not allow even my thoughts to give de-

finiteness to this feeling, that, nevertheless, sent a warm glow

to my cheek, and a light about my heart. So I sat and

dreamed by the dancing fire, dim, happy, impalpable dreams,

that I could not have embodied in words'; and just b d me.

the two games progressed slowly intermingled with plaffirsal-
lies, and snatches of song, and bursts.of light laughter.
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CHAPTER XII.

"NEXT Wednesday."
" So soon as that, Alison ?" and the book I held dropped

from my hands.

It was just at sunset, and we stood together in his uncle's
library, for I had come here in quest o -book, and he had fol-
lowed me, knowing it was my habit to visit it every day about
this time.

There was something strangely fascinating to me in that
great, dark room, when the sunset poured over the rich oaken
panelling, and the dark-green furniture. The picturesqueness,
the sentiment of the whole room was alike stimulant and a

repose to my imagination, as I walked up and down the floor,
reading fragments of poetry, or some of the old, gorgeous
romances, with which the library was stored.

"You look disappointed, Ethel," answered Alison, lifting the
bool. Are you really sorry that we must part so soon ?"

How can you ask me ? I have been very, very happy this
summer and autumn."

- " Have you, dear ?" He laid his hand with a new caressing
fondness on my hair; then he said abruptly, "Sit down here,
Ethel ; I want to talk to you."

And I sat down in hisacle's great chair, and he seated him-
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self q the arm, and turned round so that he could look right
in myce---my face that was flushing, as my heart was flutter-

ing uneailly-I could not for the world have told why.

":Ethel," commenced the young man, with a little visible

embarrassment, " I want to make a confession to you ; but now,

the time's come, it's harder than I supposed. However, I'll

out with it at once: Pm in love, Ethel. The fact has been

growing upon me for the last week."

"With whom, Alison ?" almost certain he would answer,

"Irene Woolsey."
" With somebody you'd never suspect, I see, by the startled,

wondering look in your wonderful eyes, you precious morsel of

verdancy. With somebody, I shan't even say now whether you

ever heard of ; and taking it altogether, it's a very incompre-
hensible affair. I don't half understand it myself."

".But is she worthy of you, Alison ? I should-feel so badly

to have you marry a woman that wasn't this. Do tell me some-

thing about her."

"Yes, she's worthy of me," his face glowing with something

that was not the sunlight. "She's not handsome, or socially

accomplished, but to me she's beautiful above all other women.

She's as shy and timid as you are, Ethel, and, perhaps, there's.

nothing strikingly graceful or elegant about her. But I know

this : she has more influence, more power over me, thanany

other woman ever can have. I shall make a better, stronger,

truer man, with the light of her clear soul-full eyes, forever
upon me ; the best part of me lives and grows in her presence.

My views, aims and purposes, uncertain and intangible before,

seem to intensify and expand in her presence-in short, I want

-her life taken into my life."

O-

"And does she knowall this, Alison ?"

"No, indeed ; I am not certain she loves me, thoug e's a

child, simple, fresh, transparent, -and I suspect this i, after all,
the secret of her influence. She's so unlike any other character

I ever had to deal with. I, who've been petted and flattered

all my life. Do you suppose if I should ask her, she'd say she

loved me, Ethel ?" There was so much eager uncertainty in the

words, that, as I glanced over his handsome face and person, I
could hardly help smiling at the thought.

" Of course, she'll love you, Alison."

"Do you think so ?" brightening all over his face. "And

now shall I tell you who she is ?"
" Yes, do, do, Alison."

He looked at me and smiled a half-comical, half-amused smile
at my curiosity. I almost believed he blushed a little. "I've
half a mind to," he said, patting my cheek. " I guess I won't
quite yet, though." He drew a plain, heavy gold ring from his
pocket. " Look at this, Ethel. I'll invite her here this even-
ing, at eight o'clock, to meet you, whom she has expressed a
strong desire to know. You shall come into the conservatory.
No one will be there, at this time, but ourselves ; and when you
see this ring on the third finger of her left hand, you will know
who is the lady of my love."

" How romantic, Alison. To be sure, I'll come there. But
you'll promise me, whoever you marry, that I may be your sis-
ter, always ?"

A shadow came over his face. " Wait until you see her,
Ethel, before you ask any such promises. There, now, you are
looking hurt, but you would not, if you understood me. I'l

promise, to love you, whatever may happen, as fondly and ten-

At
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derly as -e,;r a brother loved his sister, all the days of my life."
He sa this with a solemnity that greatly moved me. I only

answe r; "Thank you, Alison," for this confession of his
attachment had cast a shadow over my heart, a shadow that
was deepening all the while.

" You don't seem very happy, Ethel ?" he asked, as if he
hoped I were not.

Before I could answer, voices rushed up to us from the front
hall. Irene and Meltha had returned from their walk. Alison
wen ut to meet-them, and I sat alone in the heavy arm-chair,
till the night darkened about the corners of the room, thinking
on all Alison had said, with that strange sadness creeping hea-
vier and heavier over my heart.

"Well, what do you want here, little boy 7" While Alison

and I sat together in the-library, Clyde Woolsey had asked

this question, of a ragged little Irish boy, whom the gentleman

met staring bewildered about the front hall as he came in.

"Please, sir, I want to see Miss Irene Woolsey," removing

his rimless hat from a mass of dirty, yellow hair. "She owed
Miss Walters-the woman who lived in the b ck-chamber of

our. house-five dollars, for some dress-maki4' she did ; and

when she went off, she told my mother, as how she might have

the money, cos she was kind to her; but she must tell Miss

Woolsey that the want of it, came near bringin' her and her

children to starvation. Night before last they sent the money;
but Miss Clerkin,:who lives- in the back part of the house,
didn't know nothin' about it, and said the woman up stairs was

gone. So I've come after the money now. Mother sent me."
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The young -man did not speak a word. He simply took out

his purse, and paid the boy, stopping his Hibernialubility
of thanks with a wave of the hand and brief, 't that

will do."

"When Miss Woolsey returns, will you ask her to come to

my room immediately ?" he said to a domestic.

" What is it you want of me, Clyde ?"

She burst into his room, with the heavy folds of her India

shawl gathered up daintily in her white hands ; the long ostrich

plumes swept down gracefully to her shoulders, and her Aee was

flushed into more than its usual proud beauty, with her long

walk. And Clyde Woolsey looked at his sister with a sad,

sternness, as she sprang toward him.

"Don't kiss me, Irene," he said, waving her off, " I can't
bear it now, after what I have learned."

"What have you learned, Clyde ?" standing still with

amazement.
" That you have told me a falsehood." She would have con-

tradicted it vehemently, but again that simple, powerful wave

of the hand silenced her.
" Don't add to your wrong-doing, Irene. Sit down here,

and listen to me."
She sat down, and in a few words he- told her all of his

meeting the Irish boy in the hall, and what he had said
to him.

" To think _at my sister would have stained her life with
two such sins. Oh, Irene, I could not have'believed it of you,!"

And then, in he midst of the girl's fear and mortification,
for both were very galling to her proud spirit, there came a soft
suggestion, then a terrible temptation, to her heart. Perhaps
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she battled a moment with it strongly. Perhaps the angels
watched breathlessly the conflict between Good and Evil, that

went on briefly in the young girl's soul; briefly, for the Evil
triumphed.

"I didn't tell you a falsehood, Clyde," speaking very rapidly,
and-with a flush on her cheek hidden by the -gathering dark-

ness. "If I must tell you, it was all somebody else's doings."

"Somebody's else ?"

" Yes-promise me you won't breathe a word of t, if I tell

you, for I don't want to expose her."

" I promise."

"Well, then, Ethel Lindsay employed this Mrs. Walters to
do some work for her, too. It all, however, was done in my

own- name, at her request. Of course, I paid my share of the
expenses when you gave me the means ; but Ethel was quite

out of money, and knowing it when you spoke to me so "sharply
at the table the other morning, I preferred the blame should
rest on me."

"And she never said a word' to exculpate you from her share
of the debt ?"

" No. I suppose she hadn't the moral courage after your

remarks."
"But, Irene, 1 accidentally heard her mention having

r received some money from home day before yesterday."
"«And she sent i round in the evening to Mrs. Walters, but

she AW gone.".
"Can it be possible ! I thought her so open, so transparent.

I have been singularly deceived. But you have been true to

yourself. Forgive me, darling sister, for my harshness. too

have lifted a great weight from my heart."

i

And here the beautiful tenderness that lay far down in the

deep valleys of his'heart, so that very few dreamed of it, rushed

up to his sister. He put his arms around her neck, and kissed

the beautiful forehead, and called her again and again, his pre-

cious, his beautiful, his true sister !

They were the children of one father and mother ; they had

grown up cherished household buds by one hearthstone ; the

bright head had slept on his heart many times, when it had

grown tired with its play under the elm trees of their father's

southern home, and how could the proud, loving brother be-
lieve that his sister could do this great evil ! He, who, with

his strong, stern love of truth and right, would rather have

lain her fair head under the autumn grass, than had this great

sin taken upon it.

But Irene felt like a guilty thing as she received her
brother's caresses. "Don't say anything about it. I presume

Ethel didn't mean to do wrong. There goes the supper-bell,

and my shawl and hat are not removed. I declare, Clyde, I

believe you'll drive me crazy sometime," and she hurried out

of the room.

I stood in the conservatory, and looked round with a palpi-

tating heart. Rare exotics, fragrant geraniums, snowy came-

lias, and red-hearted roses, opened their dewy lips all about

me ; but, Alison stood quite alone by a large orange the, its

ripening fruit hanging in bright contrast among the dark

leaves.

"Alison, where is the lady ?" as he came toward me.

"You'll find her round here by the window," and he led
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me toward it, with ~# smile on his lip. Yet I felt his hand

tremble..
I looked round in surprise, for there was no oe in the deep,

bay window. Suddenly his fingers seized mine. The next he
lifted my hand-he did not speak a word, but on the third finger

rested the ring he had shown me.

I glanced into his face, there was no need'should have

spoken then.

" Oh, Alison 1" the words were breathed rather than spoken,

as a new tide of light rushed over me. I buried my face in

my hands. He was a man, and capable of greater self-control

than I was, 'and yet it was a trying moment to both of us.

At last, he broke the silence. "Ethel, will you not look up?

Will you not wear the ring ?" His voice shook through the

words as I had never heard it before, and-I don't know how

,it happened, but my heart went straight back to that summer

afternoon we first'met in Mrs. Kenyon's parlor.
The "Then " and the " Now " stood face to face. And he

loved me, he, rich, elegant, fastidious, had pronounced me the

"woman elect" of his soul. I thought of Irene Woolsey, with

her brilliant beauty, her rare accomplishments, her very appa-

rent regard for him, and I could hardly believe it.

There was no triumph in my heart then. I was humbled,

4 overwhelmed at this great new gift, and I lifted up my head

at last, and whispered, "I will wear it, Alison," and so the

tears gathered, and the great sobs-came.

He drew me to/his heart, that heart where it was such a

new, strange happiness for hiy head to rest. "What makes

you cry, Ethel,, my Ethel ?" he said, softly smoothing my hair.

" Are you happy 7"T

t,1
-4
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"Very, Alison ;" smiling upon him through my tears.
" My fragrant little wild flower, how I thank God to-night

that he ever led me to you 1"

So we sat there for an hour, or, it may be, for two, in the
dim light of the conservatory, with the flowers breathing out
their fragrant lives all about us, and talked, as the young and
the loving always have talked since Adam first walked with
Eve under the rustling leaves of the Garden of Eden, and said.
those words which have lost none of their old beauty and
sweetness, though they have rolled down through the discords
of six thousand years, "Ilove you."

Alison Holmes would have been a fascinating lover to any
woman, and this new demonstrative tenderness, making the old
home-love seem so tame and common-place, was-how can I
tell what it was to me !

Then the home he pictured for our future! It was to be a
cottage (he knew that was one of my pet fancies), all wrapped
round with shrubbery, and the whole an inspiration of terraces,
and fountains, of statues, and pictures !

"But, Alison, what sort of a queen shall I be for such a
fairy spot ? You see I am entirely unfitted to be your--your

-companion. I'm neither accomplished, nor anything, but
just Ethel Lindsay."

"And that's the incarnation of everything that's sweet, and
pure, and good. I wouldn't change you one atom for all the
charms of all the women in the world, my Ethel."

"What would Uncle Gerald and Aunt Ruth say if they
knew of all this, Alison? And to think you:meant me all the
time you were- talking in the 'library, and Inever dreamed
of it."
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" And I loved you all the better for your innocence. Oh !

Ethel "-dropping down his-head in my lap-" we will be very
happy together."

And, at last, fearing our long absence mit be observed,

we went out, and I thought my heart, out of its great happi-

ness, answered to this life, "It is enough." -

And yet, looking back now'on that hour, I know the angels

had sung no song over our betrothal, for unto Alison Holmes

had never been given the "line and the jpnmet" to sound

the great deeps of my heart, and our names were not among

the few blessed marriages "written in heaven."

"Why, Ethel, where in the world did you get that ring ?"

suddenly asked Meltha, the next morning, as I gave her a pair
of embroidery scissors which lay on the table by which we sat,

for she and Irene were sewing, or, rather, playing with some,

dainty bits of embroidery while I was redding.

"I-I-why, a friend gave it to me," blushing, stammering,

and drawing away my head.

"Now, look here, my dear young lady, this will never do.

That's an engagement ring, as true as Pm alive. I bet I can

guess who placed it there, too," laughing, and clapping her

hands. "It was Al, you can't deny it, Ethel. Just see her

blush now, Irene." The lady looked up with a smile, half

derisive, half incredulous, but its character changed 1 she

gazed in my face.
"Come, now, Ethel, do, make a clean breast of it, and tell

us the whole. I guessed it would come to this long ago,"
continued Meltha. " And you'll be my cousin some day. Oh!

if I don't plague Al, when he comes home."
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Irene's beautiful head bent lower over her sewing, but I saw
her lips quiver, and her brow darken fearfully, and struck with
a momentary pig for her, I scarcely heeded Meltha's sallies.

These were soon interrupted by the coachmani, who came in
to see if the young ladies would ride out that morning.

" We'll go down Broadway, it's such a delightful morning,
girls," said Meltha, gathering up her work.

But I declined. My heart was so full of inward harmonies
that day, that no outward pleasure could keep time with it;
so Meltha coaxed and pleaded in vain. . n

"You're real provoking, Ethel," she said at last, quite cha-
grined, as she gave up the idea of my accompanying her.
"No matter, I'll go down to the office and find Al, and if I
don't torment that young gentleman my name- isn't Meltha
Herrick ! Come, Irene---you'll go ?"

She hesitated a moment, and then acquiesced. But as she
swept by me, I caught a glimpse of her face in the oval mirror
opposite. It was but a single glance that darkened down and
sent a shiver through every pulse of my being. I cannot de-
scribe that look, but it was such a one as I pray God my eyes
may never rest on again, in time, or in eternity.

And late that night Irene Woolsey paced with locked hands
and white lips up and down the room ; the wild fierceness on
her face struck out half its beauty, and her long, dark hair was
tossed heavily about her white cheeks.

Sometimes she paused, and stamped her feet madly, and
wrung her locked hands frenziedly. " Oh ! how I have loved
him 1" she cried out at last, and there was a throb of tender-
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ness through all the sharpness of her tones. " And to think

this girl, this low.-born beggar, that I would not have touched

with the hem of my garment, should have thus outdone me!
Oh! how f bate her!t How, indeed, I hav,?bated her from

the very first I" and a. fearful spasm crossed her features.

"She shall not triumph, though, I say she-shall not. I might
have forgiven her all the rest, but not this, not the robbing

me of his love, whose depth and strength I never learned until

thi~ day. Ethel Lindsay shall never go from the altar the
wife of Alison -Holmes," her voice settling down into a low,

sharp, defiant whisper. "I'll circumvent her somehow. Have

I not beauty, and wit, and art, those things which soonest

bring men to the feet of women ?". and she used before the

great mirror, and shook back her long hair, and surveyed her

fair person triumphantly. "Ethel Lindsay has none of these ;
and yet it is strange what a power this girl, with her shy,

quiet ways, and her ignorance of the world, gets over others-

strange how she has come between me and those I love. But

our paths separate next week, and then""-oh ! what a smile

crept across the pro'ud mouth-"-there will be time for me to

work. Of course, I can do nothing now but make my plans ;"

and then she went to the window, and putting aside the damask

curtains, looked out upon the. night the still, solemn night, in

the which God walks in the gardens of men's hearts,
Oh, Irene Woolsey ! so minded, so mad, as to believe that

the wrong-doing shall triumph, that a sin shall not work out its
own inevitable curse, that the thunders of Sinai, and the cross

of Calvary have not borne their solemn witness to this grand

truth-" The wicked shall not go.unpunished."

I

" Ethel, Alison has told me all. My love, I congratulate

you," said Mrs. Holmes to me the next morning, as I went into

her room, and she looked at me with a new love in her eyes, as

on something A: 4 belonged to her.

I buried my face in her lap. "Are you really glad ?" I fal-
tered. " I was so surprised, and then, I am so unworthy of

him."
"There is nobody on earth I would give him to as soon,

Ethel, my child ;" her lips lingered lovingly over the words ;
"I have a daughter now."

"tAnd I a mother." Just then Alison entered. He under-
stood all at a glance. He came up to me. His mother clasped
our hands together, and faltered, "Alison and, Ethel-my
children."

Of course, our engagement soon became. whispered through-
out the house, and we were made the target for all sorts of ver-
bal shafts from Meltha and her father. It was a new, and very
trying ordeal for me, but I suppose I bore it very much as
other young ladies, engaged for the first time, do, trying to
look very unconcerned, and carrying a quick heart and burning
cheeks all the while. But my position was less trying, because
we were to leave so soon, and every one's attention was much
occupied with the packing preliminaries.

Irene's manner toward me underwent a great change. She

was always polite, now she was a44entive and cordial when we
met, which was only in the presence of the family. I believe
Meltha no longer thought she disliked me, and certainly no
one else ever dreamed of it.

But the memory of that passing glance I had caught from
the mirror never left me. I felt she would under no ciu-

4

160

a

161



I/f

162 WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

stances be my friend ; but then, knowing that she loved Alison,
I could not help pitying her.-Asfor Clyde, he had grown very distant towards me, and we
only exchanged a few conventional phrases every day ; but I re-
member one evening a remark of his struck me as being very
singular. Mrs. Holmes had been purchasing some agate vases
for. a southern friend, and as we sat in the parlor, she turned to
Alison, saying,

"I was not in when they arrived, and did not pay for them,
an I shad not be able to get so far down town again. Don't
forget, Alison, to settle with the man before I go."

"jOf course not, and I shall be happy to discharge any other
favor of the same kind for any of you here. It's not very plea-
sant to be haunted by the ghost of one's creditors, I assure you.
Ethel, have you settled all your bills ?"

"Don't give yourself any uneasiness on that account, sir. I
never owed anybody a sixpence in my life for five hours."

"Well, I declare ! what an honest little body you are !
That's what very few persons could say, Mr. Woolsey ?" He
sat near us.

"Then you don't even owe your dressmaker any unpaid
bills, Miss Lindsay ?" asked the gentleman, turning round sud-
denly to me.

" Not one," a little surprised. " My wardrobe is not very
extensive, and I've managed to pay my seamstress for the two
dresses she's made me since I came to New York. It was not
a very heavy sum."

I could not divine the expression which passed at that mo-
ment over the face of Clyde Woolsey; it was a mixture of sur-

prise and contempt, for which I could in no wise account. Just
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then Irene called him to look at a steel engraving in a new

magazine. I had not observed that she was listening with

great interest to the conversation-she who alone had the key

to her brother's opinion of my answers.

A little while afterwards some one asked, " What do you

consider the finest attribute in a character, or at least, Mr.

Woolsey, what would be the essential one in your selection of

a friend ?"

He turned round, looked directly in my face, and answged
simply, " Truth."

"What can he mean ?" for the significant look and tone

were anything but flattering. "Does he intend to imply, that
I am deficient in this quality ?" I mused, and I returned his

glance proudly, perhaps defiantly, for here I knew his suspicion

was unjust.
Then Alison called me, and I went to him, thinking about this

strange Clyde Woolsey. I remembered, perhaps foi the first

time, that he had been very cold to me for several days past.

"He dislikes me because I am an authoress-that must be the

reason," was my mental conclusion. And then Alison's voice

broke the thread of my thoughts, and sitting down on the sofa
by the side of him and his mother, I forgot all aboutClyde

Woolsey. He was chatting opposite with Meltha, to whom,
for the last week, he had been paying marked attention.

"Miss Lindsay, there's a gentleman wants to see you in the
parlor," and I hurried down, wondering greatly who it could
be.

"Why, Uncle Gerald d" and I was in his arms, gathered up
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close to his heart, and for awhile there were no words spoken
between us.

Business, he said, brought him to New York a few days
earlier than he anticipated. Aunt Ruth was not quite well,

and the house seemed lonely without their child ; would she be

ready to go back with him to-morrow ? and I assented, half-re-

luctant, for was I not to leave Alison !

I do not think he was very glad to see the minister at first,

for he knew his arrival forestalled my departure ; but that af-

ternoon the two gentlemen had a long conversation in the
library. At last they sent for me, and I went down with my

beating heart and burning cheeks, and Uncle Gerald said, as

hetdrew me up to him,

I know all, my little girl ; may God keep and bless you
both."

I thought there was a little shade of sadness in his voice, and

as Alison was just then summoned away, I whispered very

eagerly, as I buried my head on his;shoulder, "Are -you quite

satisfied, are you pleased, Uncle Gerald ?"

"I ought to be, I suppose, Ethel. The world will think you

are making a 'splendid. match!,I know, and you will have a
kind and tender husband and a luxurious h6the; But, notwith-
standing his beautiful qualities of heart and mind, Alison
Holmes is a spoiled boy, and he'll be, at times, a petulant, ex-
acting husband ; then my little girl, with her highly-wrought,
nervous organization, needs somebody very strong to lean upon
in her journey through life, and you and Alison will be a couple
of children together, always.

"I can manage him, though," I said, smiling to myself,
with a little feminine vanity.

" And you love him, Ethel ; with your whole heart you love

him ?"
'I guess I do." And I looked up in my uncle's face as I

answered him.

And he saw something there that made him answer, "I'm

satisfied."

The next day we left, amid the regrets of every member of

the household, except the Woolseys. Alison's parting and
mine was just what might have been expected from two young
lovers, who felt their lives were absorbed in each other.

They all accompanied us to the depot. Irene kissed me

affectionately, and entreated me to write to her; but as she

stepped back to the carriage, after the cars had rolled away,

no one saw the look of triumph that overswept the girl's face,

rk or heard her low, muttered, "Now, now it's time for me to

commence the game I"
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CHAPTER XIII.

A WEEK had passed. I was at home again, and the old

places had begun to look as they-did before I left ; and the rest-

lessness which usually follows long excitement, and which made

life seem so tame and insipid at the Parsonage, to die slowly

away.r

,4%You are changed, Ethel, my child. You do not seem quite

y since your return 1" Aunt Ruth said these words a

dzpm times a day, looking at me with her anxious eyes.

And I could not tell her it was only the longing for one who

was not tiete,th made all else so gull and vapj1, so I always
answered evasively, " One of these , s you osh 1I"kwaut

it, aunty."

We wre alone in the old sitting-room. It w a sifrosty

autumn night, with a faint wind rustling like the sigh of a hu-

man heart through the leaves, colored andgrumpled with the

coming on of November.

" No, no, don't read to-night, Ethel," said Miss Maltby, as I

took up a book from the table. "Gerald wilAoV t back until

o-morrow, and you can tell me now all about this secret you've

been promising me so long. You've quite stimulated my
curiosity."

I laid my head back in the chair, and summoned up my
courage, for it certainly required considerable to acquaint Aunt

Ruth with my engagement. " put you must do it, some time,
and it may as well be now as ever," whispered common sense.

So, at last, I rose up, drew the sewing from her hand, and sit-

ting down at her feet, I told her the great story of my life.

On the morning of that autumn day when I sat at Aunt

Ruth's feet in the grey stone Parsonage in the evening, Alison

Eolmes walked up and down the great parlor of a large, old-

fashioned, but very pleasant family mansion a few miles from

Philadelphia. It was the hon of Irene Woolsey. They had
left New York together two Aays before, and as the Weather

continued warm and delightful, the young girl had persua ed
Mrs. Holmes and her son to pass a few days at her residence.

Irene was quite a favorite with Mrs. Holmes, for shy always

took especial pains to make herself agreeable to thlt lady;

then, of course, they all liked Clyde, who had waiiy echoed

the invitation of his sister.

The young4an walkedmeditatively up.and down the long,
old-fashioned room, for the house had belonged to Mt. Wool-
sey's second wife. The dark gk wainscoting which reached
half way to the ceiing, the Brussels carpet with its quaint
tracery of arabesque figures, and the high-backed chairs thickly
studded with shining nails, were in themselves a biography-of
three quarte of a century gone, and perhaps Alison felt this
as he paced up and down the quaint old parlor, for his brow
wore a more serious look than it often did. But he paused at
last before the portrait of a lady, in an old-fashioned brown
satin, and elaborate head-dress, which set off to peculiar advan-

sage the stately character of her beauty-for beautiful she was

"1
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still, though the freshness of youth had mellowed down into the

matronly dignity of middle age-and as he stood looking at

this, the door opened softly, and slowly and gracefully came

the queenly figure of Irene Woolsey toward him.

"You are looking at my mother, Mr. Holmes I" said the

soft, sweet voice.

" I supposed so. How much you resemble her 1" glancing
from the fresh, living beauty beneath, to the still matronly
beauty overhead.

"Yes; I am like mamma, while Clyde is like papa. Her

name was Irene Clyndham, and pur parents managed, you see,

to perpetuate both these names in their children, but we soon

softened the latter into Clyde."

"And she died when you were very young ?"
"When I was hardly six. It is very hard for a little child

to ,be left without its mother," and tears of geuine feeling

dimpled th* dazzling eyes of Irene Woolsey.

"But you soon had another, in name, at least."

"Oh, yes ! Papas second wife was a, distant cousin of my

mother: . She was a belle and a beauty in her youth, and

wrote sentimental sonnets to the moon, and thought herself a

great genius, which has given Clyde such a shocking distaste to

all literary women. Now she's a languishing bundle of nerves,

and notions, of sentiment and absurdity ; and divides her time

between her dresses and the doctor-between her poetry and

her complaints."

"What a delightful step-mother," laughing heartily at this

graphic description. "Thut was she kind to you ?"

"Ye-es, tolerably so. She- had 'spasms of devotion,' as

Clyde used to call them, in which she lavished all sorts o(

extravagant praises and caresses on us. And she never inter-
fered or crossed us much any way; so we always got along
quietly with, her, which is saying considerable under the cir-
cumstances."

And here lay the key to much that was wrong in Irene's
conduct, for her description of her step-mother was a strictly
just one ; but her life and character had been so undisciplined
from its childhood, that the evil had grown rank in a nature
which had originally many fine qualities.

"What are you thinking of ?" asked the young lady in some
pause of the conversation, as she watched the young man from
under her thick lashes.

" That I wondered what Ethel was doing to-night.
" I shall not allow you to be disconsolate on account of her

absence. As your hostess, it's my duty to make myself as
agreeable to you as possible, and I presume I can best do this
by talking of your lady-love."

" That is almost too severe a reflection on my gallantry,
Miss Irene; still I admit the subject will be to me a very
interesting one."

"As she remarked to me one day, when we were speaking
of yourself".-

"Tell me all she said, Miss Irene,"leading her to a sofa.
The lady played a moment with her richly-embroidered under-
sleeves, and then leaning her head heavily back against the

avy carving of the sofa, she said with apparent indifference,
"Well, let me see-we were talking about rich husbands, and

Ethel said "----

"Well, what did she- say about rich husbands.?" very
impatiently.

8
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"rYou must first promise me on your honor, you will never

tell her of this conversation."

"I promise on my honor."

"jIt was nothing, only that, no matter how dearly she might
love a man, she would never marry him if he were poor ; she

had, in her early life, experienced so much of the misery of

poverty, -that she shrank with instinctive horror from the

thought of ever braving it again. The chains of her love must

be golden ones."
"Did Ethel Lindsay say that ?" in a tone of surprise and

disapproval.
"To be sure she did. Don't you think her ingenuousness is

charming ? and then she hasn't a touch of false pride. She

never ignores the circumstances of her early life 1"

"Of course, she knows they can in no wise harm her in the

estimation of any one worthy her regard," answered Alison;

but his face did not brighten at this praise of his betrothed,

and Irene saw exultingly that the words were rankling in his

heart,
". nd then," continued Irene, "she said something itwould

havetdone you a great deal of good to hear-that the man

who would be her husband had not only this great desideratum,

wealth, but every quality of heart and mind to win the love of

any woman."
He rose and walked up and down the room, whistling a

tune; but there was a thoughtful shadow on his brow,, and

rene knew very well what was in his heart-that he was

ai~ himself if it could be possible Ethel Lindsay would

him for his riches I and the heir of Geoffry felmes

felt, for the moment, his money was almost a curse to him.

But, just then, Irene's father and brother entered the room.
They were much alike--the old and the young gentleman.
The step 4iair of the former had lost none of their state
lines and iigity, under the burden of the sixty-five years that
had wrinkled his cheeks, and bleached his hair so white. He

bowed with a good deal of old-school courtesy to his guest.
"The guns are in prime order," he said, "and it's a glorious

day for the woods."

"Oh, papa, Clyde," pouted Irene, "haven't you given up
that sporting ? I do think it's too bad for you all to go off,
and 'leave us poor women to mope here through the day
alone."

"Bat, my daughter," laughed the old gentleman, "I've
promised your mother some rabbits for her supper, and I
imagine she'd 'mope' worse if I didn't produce them. You

can take Mrs. Holmes to ride while we are gone."
"fAnd it's high time we were starting. I'll run down and

get Molly to put us up a lunch," and Clyde hurried out of the
room, while Alison made his apologies and adieux to Irene.

"Won't you tell me ,how many times you have read that

letter over, Mr. Holmes ?" and the girl leaned her fair head
over his shoulder.

"Not more than six, I presume. I see bytat laugh in
your eyes, you have divined who was its writer," and Alison
refolded the letter.

" And you are not going to let me see, or even read me a
passage of it ? please, now,"--and the little dainty fingc
nestled down on the envelope.
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Alison gently drew it away. " It would not be quite fair,"

he said, half apologetically, "to show Ethel's letter."

"Yes, it would, too, to me, when you have prougsed I shall

be your sister. I have so much curiosity to see one of Ethel's

letters, because they must be so beautiful, so unlike other

people's." He smiled-she knew that the remark would please

Alison's vanity, so with a little more pretty frowning and

coaxing, -she drew away the precious epistle, which had for the

time, obliterated all memory of my remarks about his money,

from his mind, and carried it off triumphantly to her own

room. And for two hours she sat before her rose-wood writing-

desk, with the letter lying open beside her. Irene Woolsey

worked very cautiously, very diligently, pausing at every letter

she fashioned, and when, at last, her work was completed, and

she held up the two letters in the burst of setting sunlight, I,

Ethel Lindsay, could not have told which was my own hand-

writing. . .

"It's perfect ! nobody would detect the difference," she

soliloquized, "and there's no harm, I'm sure, in copying her

hand-writing, for I like to execute a variety of styles." The

girl had not the moral courage to -face the vague thought,

the half-divined purpose, that had furnished the real motive to

her two hours' employment ; but Irene Woolsey would have

shuddered and drawn back, had she looked down, into the

darkness of her own heart, while she refolded my letter.
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CHAPTER XIV.

' GRANT-Grant, ohI God help me ?"
And quivering in every limb with her sudden surprise and

terror, Irene Woolsey fell back a moment against the entrance
of the old arbor. The next she sprang wildly forward, and
with one blow of her small white hand, she struck d'wn

the heavy pistol from the young man's grasp t the ground.
Then the two stood still and confronted each other. I cannot

tell which face was the whiter, as the restless shadows of the
leaves quivered across it.

It was an old dilapidated grape arbor in which the two
cousins stood ; branches of trees and running vines had
wrapped and tangled themselves in with the original growth,
and though the framework had given way in many places
still the strong boughs and vines wound themselves. tightly
together, forming a cool, delightful retreat in one corner of the

garden.

'And to this Irene had sauntered one sunny afternoon a few
'days after the departure of her guests for the South, and it
was no wonder the sight that met the girl's gaze on her
entrance, had called up that cry of wild horror to her' white
lips.

For a moment, the young man's eyes glared fiercely upon his
cousin. "How dared you do this, Irene ? In another second
I should have been out of all my misery."

172
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" Grant Mulford, are you mad? Do. yot think I would
Stand by, and see you shoot yourself ? Oh, thank God, I was

t too late I" And, completely overcome with the shock her
eeiings had undergone, Irene sank down on the low, wooden

seat which flanked one side of the arbor, and sobbed piteously.
The sight of her tears softened the man : Grant was young,
too, just past his twenty-sixth summer, and though he had

little moral force of character, was not accustomed to words
and deeds like these.

lie sank down at the girl's feet, and, buried his face in his
folded arms. "Irene," he said, feebly, as though every word

were a pang, "it would have been better for you if you had let

me die-I shall only live to disgrace you."

"What have you done-oh, Grant,,do confide in me; tell me
what you have done ?" cried the trembling girl.'

At last, Irene succeeded in drawing the truth from her
cousin. With his face buried away from her in his arms, for
very 'shame, he told his story, while every puff of the soft
autumn wind sprinkled the leaves of crimson and gold about
them, and the faint sunshine looked in with a mournful smile
on the bowed figure, and the listening girl.-

Grant Mulford was the son of Irene's- mother's sister. His
parents had both died when he was quite young, and the boy's

childhood and youth had been passed with his relations, mostly

in Irene's family.
His parents were not wealthy, still they had left him consi-

derable property, which his guardian (Irene's father) had taken

ery means to increase. But Grant was reckless, indolent, and
tratagant, while his impulsive generosity, and fine social

qualities,, obscured the glaring defects of his character, for he
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was very easily influenced, and wanted both principle and

strength of purpose.
When he reached manhood, and his property came into h1

own hands, he squandered it, in all kinds of social pleasure,

without being actually dissipated.

At last, he entered into some fruitless speculations which

swallowed up the remnant of his fortune, and then, as I said,

too indolent to enter into any business, he had finally resorted

to gambling as the easiest method of retrieving his fortunes.

A few words will tell the rest. He had become deeply involved

in debt, from which his uncle had twice extricated him. The

last time, however, Mr. Woolsey said to his nephew : "Grant,

you know I never threaten what I do not perform. I am not a

very rich man, and my first obligations are owed to my own

children. This is the last time I shall ever aid you, let come

what may. If you persist in this course, you do it at your

own risk, and must abide the consequences."
And Grant had resolved to reform, and many a man stronger

than he has resolved and failed. He went to the "gambling-

table," determining it should be for the last time-he drank

deep-he staked, and he lost all.
His creditors gave him no peace by day or by night. It is

the old story of weakness and desperation; he had finally
forged a note for six thousand dollars, hoping to win back the
money, and cancel the debt before he was discovered.

But he met with ill-success again, and as he could not hope
to escape detection for more than two days longer, he had
concluded in his wretchedness and despair to put an end to his
existence, which Irene alone had prevented.

The cousins had well-nigh grown up together, and the girl's

4 .._
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heart was full of pity, as she listened to this story of misery

and desperation.
"Don't despair, Grant," laying her hand soothingly on the

bowed head, "I'm very sorry for you, but it was terrible to

think of such a remedy. Something must be done for you."

The young man looked up with new, eager hope shining in his
eyes. "How-what, Irene ? Is there help anywhere.

"Of course there must be;. I will go to papa this very
night, and beg, and entreat him, on my knees, if need b , to

take pity on you."
Grant's brow darkened again. "There is no use," he said;

"uncle will do nothing more to save me4rom the gallows; and
in forty-eight hours more I must be in prison, or "- his
glance spoke the rest.

"'Oh, if Clyde were only here !" and Irene wrung her hands ;

"but he is gone to lecture somewhere in Maryland, and there is

too little time to communicate with him. But, Grant, I will

devise some plan to rescue you from this. I don't know what it

will be yet, for I must collect my thoughts first ; but you shall

be saved from disgrace."

And Grant Mulford looked in the beautiful face, and at
that moment his cousin seemed an angel sent from heaven to

save him.
You -will trust me, Grant ; you will not so much as think

of any desperate deed again ? to-morrow morning we shall
meet here in the arbor."

He bowed his head, and so they parted. Irene went slowly,

very slowly, through the garden-path, that wound up to the
stately, old-fashioned white house. Sometimes she paused

unwittingly, and gathered a handful of w.'=red rose leaves

,

. from a stalk, and crumpled them in her fair hands, and then

tossed them on the ground, and slowly, slowly came from afar

off the whisper of a great sin to her soul.

At first, it was vague and indefinite, and she shrunk from it;

but it drew closer, and closer, and the whole dark plan at last

unveiled itself. How the first steps in evil wind farther and

farther on through the blackness, and the pitfalls ! There

were many struggles; there was no sleep for Irene Woolsey
that night.

"Well, Irene ?"
The wind was shrieking, and pallid clouds were hurrying all

over the sky, when the cousins met next morning in the arbor;

and under his breath Grant Mulford asked the question which
was to decide his destiny. Irene sat down by her cousin, and
briefly told her plan-for time was precious to the man then-
pausing only when the wind shook the old arbor to its founda-
tion, and drowned her voice.

Irene had some property in her own right, which she had

inherited from.her mother. It was not large, not at the most
covering more than twelve thousand, but it was accessible to
her,. for she was of age.

"Neither tny father or brother need know anything of this,
Grant, at least at present ; and if you will promise never,
never to gamble again, and at once to enter into some honor-
able business, half my fortune is at your disposal. -Perhaps

you can refund it to me, at some future time."
And how solemnly Grant swore to do al this, with his hands

tightly clasped in his cousin's, calling her his benefectress, his
good angel, the man who had saved him from a prisoner's

'
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cell, or a suicide's death ; Irene was impulsively generous, and
I do not doubt she would; in this emergency, have given her

cousin half her fortune to have saved him from disgrace ; but,

of 'course, it placed him under great obligations to herself, and

during that long, sleepless night, she had seen clearly how she

migl t avail herself of t ese, to attain an object that had grown

to be a part of'her life.\
"And now, Irene,,is there not some way in which I can

serve you, some good th/t I, in turr,..can do you ?" asked the

young man, almost overcome with gratitude.

And, as he asked the question, the wind struck up such an

anathema through the thick trees, that Irene turned pale, and
shuddered.

But at last it sobbed itself sullenly away, and then she

leaned forward, and whispered in her cousin's ear : "Yes,

Grant, there is a way that you can serve me, as no other

hqman being can, if you only will."

" If I will, Irene ! as though I would not go to the ends of

the earth to do anything for you."

I do not knowitow much of the plan, that time and circum-

stances afterward matured, was concocted by. :4usins that
morning ; neither do Qsuppose, that to Grant Mulford there
seemed any great or startling eve in ifr:!ommunication. He

was morally weak, rather than positively malicious, and would
not, without some strong propelling motive, have designedly
wronged any one.

He, probably, inferred from his cousin's remarks, that her
affections were be owed' upon a young gentleman who was
engaged to an artful, de signing, and low-born person, very far
beneath him in social position, and that it wes Irene's wish, by
some means, to annul this engagement.
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. And probably with his moral obliquity of vision, and his
feelings of gratitude towards his 'cousin, a refusal to espouse
her cause would have seemed much more dastardly to him than
almost any act of intrigue or subterfuge.

At last, the rain beat down from the pallid sky, and closed
the interview-that interview that was the seed-sowing of a
fearful harvest, a harvest of remorse and suffering, from which
either would have shrunk back appalled and terrified.

Oh, how, up into middle life, and down among the shadows
of old age, should we carry daily the prayer our mothers
taught us in our infancy : " Lead us not into temptation."

4.



180 WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

CHAPTER XV.

" WaT in the world is the-matter, Ethel ?" And Aunt Ruth

paused a moment in her work, for she stood by the table

ranging the cake in the heavy, old-fashioned fruit-basket, and
looked steadily at me.

" Nothing, I. guess," lifting my head up from the mantel,
against which I had rested it ; "I was only thinking."

"About anything in Alison's letter, dear ?" I smiled at her

womanly acuteness, but the truth.came out at once.

"Yes. I may as well confess it. Speaking of the country-

seat we are to have, Alison adds : 'You know, Ethel, we need

spare neither taste nor expense in its arrangements ; for, be it

remembered, you gre to marry a rich man, and I suppose this is

as important a desideratum with you (your poetry and romance

notwithstanding), as it is with most women. This remark

sounds very unlike hhin, It haunts, it pains me. I wish he

had not made it. As if it were possible 'or me to think of his

money 1" acing up and down the rug, with kindling cheeks,

"As if he would not be just as dear to me without a dollar in

the world, as he is with his million."

"lHe didn't consider what he'was saying, my dear," responded

Aunt Ruth's soothing vo c'e. "Men have much less tact than

women; and are not so happy, usually, in expressing them-

selves."

"But it was harsh, unjust to me,"my pent-up feelings break-

ing out, despite myself. "Now Lant Ruth," coming to her

and looking her in the face, "if you were engaged to a rich

man, just as I am, and he should write those words to you,
should you like it?"

"_No, I can't say.as I should, exactly," bending. down very

intently over the cake; " but then, my dear, I should remem-

ber that men are by no means perfect, any more than we are,

and you must remember that a person of Alison's temperament
and education must be easily irritated, and say one hour what
he would not mean .the next. My little girl must have

'patience.' It is the great lesson of woman's life, after all."
But it was, unfortunately, an attribute of character in which

I was sadly deficient.
" Well," I said, swallowing down something very large in my

throat, " I shall just write to Alison Holmes, and tell him that
he greatly misapprehends my character, if he supposes that
wealth would be with me an important 'desideratum' in a hus-
band ; and that all the kingdoms of the world could never have
bought one hour of the love of Ethel Lindsay. But after all it
seems to me a kind of moral descent for a woman to make such
an assertion. Her life, not her lips, ought to say it."

Just then the door.hell rang, and Aunt Ruth was summoned
to the parlor. I went to the window, and looked out on the
grey, murky sky. It was December, and the sun had set an
hour before, and great flakes of snow were shivering lazily down.
ward, and slowly whitening the earjh.

I had said, as impulsive people usually do, more than I
intended, and now I tried to reasonijyself into the belief that
Alison's remark was a mere inadvertency, anyway.

4 ,
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I had not the key to all this, nor the key to the character of

my betrothed either. With his evanescent feelings he had

quite forgotten the conversation respecting me, which had taken

place in Irene Woolsey's parlor, until some circumstances had

recalled it to his mind, and then the bitterness returned, and

barbed the arrow which had entered my'heart.

Alison could have forgiven, or overlooked a great many faults

in those he love,; simply because he .had not a very high ideal

of character, and a wrong coming from such a source would

have provoked more than it pained him.

For myself, I had really lss respect for money than most

persons who had felt so keenly the want of it; yet for this very

reason I was doubly sensitive to Alison's allusion.

"r've good news for you, Ethel." I turned from the window

to meet Aunt Ruth's beaming face. "There's a gentle an in

the parlor, a Mr. Mulford, who was in South Carolina week

before last. He saw Alison and Mrs. Holmes, and is a friend

of the former, from whom he brings letters of introduction. I

know, you will be glad to see him."

"To be sure I shall," forgetting everything else as I sprang

toward the door.

But just as I reached it I experienced a strange repulsion,

something intangible seemed to wave me back, and I stopped

short, and looked inquiringly at Aunt Ruth.

"I will go in, and introduce you, my dear," she said, misin-

terpreting my expression; and conquering this momentary aver-

sion, I silently followed he

There was nothing, I think, p culiarly striking in the physi-
ognomy or manner of Grant iulford. He was, .,I believe,

termed "good-looking" by most ladies ; was gentlemanly in

person, and manner, highly social, and a great favorite with our

}4 sex- o

Alison's letter introduced him as a cousin of Irene Woolsey's,
and a friend of his own, whom he had recently met at the
South, and who was expecting soon to travel through New
England. "He seems really, for so short an acquaintance,
greatly attached to me," ran Alison's letter, " and I cordially
like the fellow myself. He is very anxious to&0ee a certain lit-
tle incarnation of romance and sweetness, that somehow has
managed to steal into the warmest corner of my heart ; so for
my sake she will receive and treat him very cordially."

Of course I did this. The stranger's visit was more accept-
able than most persons' would have been. He brought memes-
sages and some beautiful gifts from Mrs. Holmes and her son.
Then he had a variety of pleasant gossipy anecdotes to relate

of both, and we had no other company at the time; -besides
my country life had, if the truth must be told, been rather
tame, after my return from New York.

Grant Mulford was a man of the world, and the change of his
society was very pleasant. So the second day after his arrival,
when he talked of leaving, I urged him to stay, and he con-
sented. We soon grew very well acquainted and- I liked him
notwithstanding he was qute a flatterer ; but the young man

exerted himself to the utmost to render himself agreeable, and
he succeeded.

Sometimes his attentions struck me as being rather marked,
but I always silenced my suspicions with thinking, "It is his

manner, doubtless, with all ladies, and he knows of the engage-
ment between me and Alison, so I need not be disturbed."

Then came a fall of snow, and we had several exhilarating

t
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sleigh-rides together, and went to a real Yankee quilting frolic,

at one of the parishioners : in short, Grant Mulford expressed

himself captivated with New England domestic and social life,

and especially with his friends at the Parsonage. It was all

so new, so delightful to him, that he could not tear himself

away, and he remained a week. And at "the close he wrote to

Irene: "There is no use, dear coz, in trying to get up a flirta-

tion with this el Lindsay. She's unlike any other young

lady I ever net. I've exhausted every stratagem of which I'm

master, in the vain effort to make some impression. She's very
social, and accessible, and all that ; but she lifts up those great'

honest eyes of hers with such a startled, amazed kind of look

when I venture on anything the least affectionate, ih voice, or
manner, that I can do nothing with the girl.

"tThere is no question about it, she is deeply in love with

Mr. Holmes, and the best thing you can do (if you will listen

to a word of advice from such a scapegrace, who, notwithstand-

ing, knows something of the hearts of men, and the ways of the

world), is to get this young gentleman to your home, and set

off your attractions against those of his betrothed. With your

beauty and your tact, it will be no very difficult matter to win

the game ; and you know, my darling coz, Iam yours in such

bonds, to serve and to obey, as none reck of."

And in her pride and disappointment Irene tore the letter

into shreds, and stamped on it. It was a galling thought to

her haughty spirit, that her cousin should know of her attache

went to Alison, "but af all."-she mused-" he is in my

power, my tool, and I wi make him serve me. Oh! if Ethel

Lindsay only would fall in love with him, how easily all the-

rest might be accomplished. I am certain Alison likes me,'and

that she only stands in my way," and now a soft flush stole into

the fair cheek, pillowed in the palm of her hand ; for a selfish
woman, and a misguided one, may love as Irene, deeply,
absorbingly. "If Grant could only devise some way to arouse
Alison's suspicions of Ethel's truth to him, if he -could only get
her miniature, or a lock of her hair, under any pretence ; for
some lady, for instance.

'Let me think, there's that pretty Baltimojf n, Cora Wise,
whom Grant met on his return, and with whom, I am certain,
he is two-thirds in love ; Ethel Lindsay is very romantic, and
if he could only awaken her interest, and enlist her sympathies

-oh, I have it, I have it !" and springing up, she clapped her
hands exultantly, and then sat down, and leaning her forehead
on her hands, thought very busily for two hours. That night
she wrote a long letter to Grant Mulford.

"Now, Mr. Mulford, haven't I caught you ?" He sat alone
in the sitting-room, in my uncle's arm-chair, for he and his sis.
ter were gone out. I supposed our guest.was absent, too; but
on entering the room suddenly, I found him here, with a small
gold miniature in his hand.

He looked up with well-dissembled confusion. "Ah, Miss
Ethel I you've stolen upon me unawares, and discovered my one
secret."

"I didn't ' steal upon you unawares,' begging your pardon.
I came in boldly at the door, and, course my eyes are not
responsible for what they saw. But now, Teally, they are ach-
ing for a peep inside that locket, I assure you."

He looked at me with considerable apparent hesitancy, as
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though he were deciding some doubtful question in his own

mind. At last he said:

"There is a story connected with the locket, and if you see

the one, I shall be obliged to tell the other."

My woman's curiosity was stimulated at once. "Do tell me

all about it ! It's a romance, I suppose, and there's not a soul

to interrupt us, for uncle and aunty won't be home these two

hours."

He touched the spring, and placed the miniature in my

hands. I looked eagerly down on a very fair, -girlish face,

with a. world of spirit and fun dimpling the corners of the

mouth, and lightening through the large black eyes.

"Oh, what a sweet face ! She-is a brunette."

"Yes; and a Southerner. Do you like it ?"

"To be sure," surveying it very closely' "The face is so

fall of spirit, too; so open and bright. Now what is' her

name ?"

" Cora Wise."
"It is a pretty name, and seems just to suit the owner.

Now do tell me all about her," throwing myself into Aunt

Ruth's chair, opposite the gentleman.

"Well, promise me solemnly, Miss Ethel, that what I now

reveal to you shall never, without my permission, under any

circumstances, be disclosed to a human being."

" I promise." Oh, white wigs of my good angel, where.

were you, that you did not sweep by and break the words on

my lips !
Then Grant Mulford told his story, to which, of course, I

listened with eager interest. A few words will repeat the dis-

closure that occupied him two hours :

Cora Wise and he had been betrothed for some time to each
other; but her father was a haughty and wealthy Baltimorean,
who entertained very ambitious projects for his daughter.

He had treated with the utmost contempt the bare idea of
her marrying " a poor rascal of a Northerner," and had even
forbidden --Grant's entering the house; and his daughter had
been subjected to a great deal of harsh treatment from her in-
flexible parent on account of her attachment to Grant.

Of late the matter had assumed a still darker aspect, for an
old friend of Mr. Wise, a wealthy planter from Louisiana, had
recently visited Baltimore, and been completely taken captive
by the charms of Cora.

Her father favored his suit, for, in point of wealth and social
position, it was one that would reflect great honor upon his
child; and he was determined to sacrifice her to a man nearly
three times her own age, and one whom she utterly abhorred.

" But he cannot do it--she will not consent--she will be true
to you ?" I breathlessly questioned.

" To the end," answered the young man, pushing back with
one hand the curls that many a woman had praised from his fore-
head. "But this system of espionage and unkindness is killing
my Cora. Her father has sworn that in'less than six months
she shall marry this old man, and nurtured in a home of ten-
derness and luxury, as she has been all her life, how can I
transplant my fragile flower-how ask her to share the poor
home that is all I have to offer her ?"

" But, Mr. Mulford, believe me, a woman will do or brave
anything for the man she loves," I s'id, leaning with dim eyes
over the miniature..

There was just truth enough in all this, as I learned long
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afterwards, to furnish him the outlines for the pretty, pathetic

story which enlisted my sympathies so strongly. Mr. Mulford

and Cora Wise probably loved each other, for they are now

husband and wife. The young lady's father was, for very good
reasons, quite opposed to their union, and was inclined to favor

the suit of a southern friend of his, much older than his daugh-

ter; but it would have (been no easy matter for the indulgent

parent th have subjected his pretty, high-spirited child to any

serious persecutions on accq int of different matrimonial opin-

ions.
However, that night, Grant Mulford wrote briefly to his

cousin : "The bait has taken," and so the meshes thickened

around me..

The next day our guest left, being imperatively summoned

away by some commercial business into which he had entered,

for he had been true to his promise to Irene, and abjured the

gambling-table.S

"How I shall long to know how you and Cora are getting

on I" I said to him, the morning he was to leave us.

" Shall you ? well, I'll write, with your permission, and tell

you all that transpires, only you must not breathe a word to

any human being."

I eagerly accepted the one proposition, and promised obedi-

ence to the other.

Then, just as the gentleman was leaving, he leaned down,

and said in an undertone, so that -Aunt Ruth, who was in an

adjoining apartment, should not hear him : " I shall tell my

Cora all about you, Miss Etheland your sympathy for her ;

and I am very anxious you should be friends, the best and

truest.n"

" Thank" you, Mr. Mulford, and when do you say we shall

see you at the Parsonage again ?"

"Before the winter has passed, probably, for my business

will bring me this way."
And so we parted ; but for many days my thoughts turned

sympathizingly - toward the "fair young southerner, Cora
Wise.

Spring dawned, and the March winds roared over the moun-
tains and valleys of New England their hoarse jubilees of
triumph, for the "winter was ended," when Grant Mulford
stopped at the Parsonage again.

Thethree months which had intervened had been very quiets
very happy ones to me. No note of the discords which my
life was soon to take up, had rolled out from the future, to
drown the harmonies of the present. I had written, and
dreamed, and loved. Every week had brought me letters from
Alison-letters very full of affection and tenderness, filling my
heart with light and aroma. Late in April he had promised to
be with me. How I counted the days that intervened.

But, as I said, in March, Grant Mulford was with us. He
had corresponded occasionally with Alison, and knew at what
time he was coming north. Then, he had been with his cousin,
Irene, the week previous to his advent at the Parsonage.

" And how are you and Cora progressing ?" I asked the first
moment I was alone with the gentleman.

"I have seen her several times. We met at the house of a
mutual friend. Her father is inflexible as ever, 'and if it were
not for you, Grant,' she said to me, many times with the tears
pouring down her pale cheeks, ' I should pray God that I might
ie down by my mother in the churchyard 1"1
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" I think it's outrageous. You ought to rescue her from

such persecutions at all hazards 1" I said, vehemently.

" And so I will, Miss Ethel ! Her old lover is coming north

in May to receive her hand, as her father and he fully intend.

But if they persist in their determination, Cora has promised-...O

no matter, the bird may have flown before the May roses have

bloomed again round her cage."

"What a poetical thought, Mr. Mulford ! I hope I shall

see the 'flown bird,' too, sometime."

" In which hope she most emphatically concurs. We have

talked a great deal of you, Miss Ethel, and my Cora has read

your stories-has conceived a very ardent desire to see you.

You see she has written you," and the young man drew a-

daintily perfumed note from his vest pocket. "You will not

refuse tocomply with the request which it contains."11

It was a very graceful epistle, commencing and ending with

a nmost urgent request for my daguerreotype, which the fair

writer affirmed would give her more pleasure than almost any-
thing else in this world.

And here I must pause a moment, to render full justice to

Cora Wise. Looking back on this time, through half a score

of years, and with the light, which their succeeding revelations

threw on the scheme which, for a time, robbed me of every

hope and joy of this world, I am convinced that she was in no

wise a sharer in these machinations, and only the instrument

of others.
]mpulsive and warm-hearted, her lover's representations had

\deeplyjinterested her in me, as it was for his interest and the

success of his plot, to do this ;'iand if he at first suggested she

should make this request for my miniature, her own wishes

ardently indorsed it. "You will not refusefora ? It will be
such a disappointment," said the. young man, as I refolded the
letter.

"I should be very happy to gratify her, you know. But
there is no artist in the village, and then the miniature must be
taken without my friends' knowledge ; and that is a serious
objection with me."

" It need not be, I am certain, as you are to give it to a
lady. I shall be here two days, and we can easily make an

excuse to ride out to-morrow, and go over to Woodfern, and
have the thing accomplished in ten minutes. Don't refuse me
now, I pray, in Cora's name."

"Well, I'll think of it."
Somebody came in at that moment and terminated the

interview.

Grant Mulford, however, found an opportunity to renew his
petition in the evening. He was to remain but two days, and
if the next one was pleasant, there was no earthly reason
why I should not confer this great favor upon Cora and
himself.

In short, his pleading overcame or silenced all my objections;
indeed, as I said from the first, I had none, except a dislike to
sending away my miniature without the knowledge of my aunt
and uncle ; but as Grant's engagement was a profound secret,
of course they could know nothing of this.

Well, the next day was a boisterous, but a bright one, and
Grant Mulford and I rode out in the afternoon to Woodfern,
and when we returned, he brought my daguerreotype with
him.

He remained two days after this, and Uncle Gerald and
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Aunt Ruth used often laughingly to tell me that if Alison were
there to -see "the attentions his friend paid me, he certainly
would be jealous ;" but I paid little attention to this, knowing
that each of us understood the position of the other.

" Cora shall be your sister, and I will be your brother, now,
Miss Ethel," said the young man, as we stood watching the
stormy sun-set from the kitchen windows.

"Thank you, Mr. Mulford. How anxious I shall be to

know about you and her,". for an elopement had all the
romance and fascination to me, that it has to all romantic

young -ladies ; and I invested Grant Mulford with all the
qualities of a novel hero, and sympathized with his troubles

from the bottom of my heart.-

" I will write and tell you about the progress of our affairs ;

Cora will write to you also, and you can answer her, through

me. It is singular neither of, my letters reached you." I

promised again, and the next day he left.

I stood in the door, that March morning, and waved my

hand to the young man, as he rode off to the depot with

Uncle Gerald. Since that hour we have never looked upon

each other's faces.

.r

,

'!I*

CHAPTER XVI.

IT was drawing towards the last of April. The month had

been shivering with winds, and drenched with heavy rains, but

this Saturday morning was bright and balmy, and on the sky

ove head, and the earth beneath, was the promise of the

"Grea Miracle" written.

Jane had had an attack of ague, the night before. Saturday

was our " baking-day"-one of those invaluable domestic laws

which descended from our great-grandmothers and which is

faithfully preserved in the culinary creed of New England farm-
houses ; so the day's labor devolved entirely upon Aunt Ruth

and myself.

" You'll have to put aside your pen, for pie-crust, to-day,
my dear," said Uncle Gerald, as he rose up from the, table,
evidently enjoying my rueful glance at the pile of dishes which

wouldn't wash themselves without hands.

"And you your Theology, for tacking carpets," I rejoined,
"for Jane only had time to lay ours down in the parlor last
nights and we may possibly have company to-day."

"I understand, but I'll lay a heavy wager the ordinary per-
ceptions of the solitary individual who may represent our
'company' to-day, will be so obscured by the presence of one
individual, that he cannot tell whether there is a carpet on the
floor or not."
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"Come, come-Gerald, Ethel," interrupted Aunt Ruth, as she

stirred about with the air of a notable housekeeper, " there's

too much to be done to waste any time in talking."

"Well, I wish you much joy, Ruth, of your most efficient

officer of the pantry," laughed Uncle Gerald, as he walked off

to the library; but half an hour later, he put his head inside

the door to ask, " Ethel, where are the hammer and tacks ?"
"Oh, Ethel, there are the beans ! We can't get along

without those, anyhow ; I had quite forgotten them," suddenly

exclaimed Aunt Ruth, as she was scolloping the margins of her

pie-crusts, while I was filling the interior with pumpkin from a

large earthen bowl.

Now " baked beans" are as indispensable a concomitant of
Saturday night suppers, in New England, as chicken pies are
of Thanksgiving dinners, it being a domestic "article of belief"
that beans baked in an earthen pot, in a brick oven, possess at
that time a peculiar flavor and deliciousness, which they do not
at any other.-

Miss Maltby was, considering her education, both socially
and religiously a liberal-minded wohian, but she could not so
far violate the domestic observances of her forefathers as to
dispease with the baked beaus; I felt this and s4 drop-
ping the ladle into the rich, yellow liquid, I volunteered at once,
to " pick over " the beans, if she would finish up the pies.

"'And look here, my dear, you mustn't waste a moment, for
it'll be too late for the second heating," glancing at the old-
fashioned clock in the corner.

"'Oh, dear,! I wish Phil was here, to run up 'stairs for my
gingham apron," bringing out from the pantry a pan of beans
in one hand, and a dish in the other.
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"Why, just put on Jane's old check apron, if you want to

keep your dress from soiling. It- hangs right behind the chest

of drawers," advised Aunt Ruth.

The apron was a sort of nondescript article, something in

the shape of a farmer's blouse without sleeves, and covered me

from head to foot. The material was of very coarse gingham,

in small blue and white checks, and the article was conceived

and executed by Bettie's fertile, rather than tasteful ingenuity,

in order to "keep clean " her best dresses, when she washed

the tea-dishes.

"Did you ever see such a comical object? Just look'at me,

aunty," I laughed, as I surveyed myself in the small mirror

hung over the mantel.

" No matter, my dear, how you look, so the beans are ready.

I'm getting nervous about them." So I saf down assiduously

to work, and had probably gotten half ;through my task, when

there was a loud knock at the front door.

"Oh l who has come now ?" cried Aunt Ruth, in lugubrious

tones, for she was at that moment intent on removing the hot

coal from the oven with a long shovel, the easy command of

which had only been attained after long practice.

"it's only that old tia peddler. I know by his knock. If he

only bad sense- enough to come round to the back door V" I

answered, in no very amiable tones.

"Well, who'll go to the door-that's the question ? The

oven's getting too cool already. There's another knock."

"I'll go," putting the plate off my lap, and not stopping

even to remove my apron. If my face was a true index of my

feelings, it could not have been a very agreeable one that hur-

ried out to present itself to the peddler that morning.
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Then--for troubles and :annoyances never come singly---my
hair somehow fell from its fastenings, and half of it rushed
down to my waist. I did not even stop to replace it, but
opened the door.

There was a quick start ; a beating up of hot blood into my
cheeks ; a glance down at my apron. "Alison Holmes ! my
goodness !" and I turned to run, perfectly overwhelmed with
surprise and mo tification.

There was a augh, round and full, and triumphant, that
thrilled along my rapid pulses, and with the third step, a pair
of strong arms had gathered round me.

"Don't look, Alison ! Shut our eyes -"
a rain of sweet, warm kisses shut the words on my lips.

" What's the matter ?" cried Uncle Gerald, coming into the
hall, hammer in hand.

"cOh lUncle Gerald, why didn't you go to the door ?" I
cried, although knowing very well- the possibility of doing
this would never have suggested itself to the meditative.parson.

"I'm very glad he didn't. Why, Ethel, my darling, I can't
be gallant enougli to say your dress is becoming but
blushes are charmingly so," laughed Alison.

Aunt Ruth had recognized the voice, and at the risk of spoil,
ing her pies and cakes, she ran in to see Alison.

itI a enj surprises, but this:hasbeen peculiarly

delectable ;"and Alison glanced with the old roguish look at
me. t

hI taught it was very hard, but nobody seemed to sympa-
thize with. me in the ,east; on the contrary, I believe they all
heartily enjoyed my discomfiture.

I managed, however, tomake my escape to the kitchen,

:1

where I divested myself of Jane's apron, in an unusually short

time, solemnly resolving never to put on that article of dress

again, under any conceivable contingencies.

I retwisted my hair, and returned to the parlor in less than

three minutes. Aunt Ruth finished the baking preparations

alone but there were no beans that Saturday night for

supper. It was an unprecedented event in the annals, of the

Parsonage.

Lovers' meetings, although very interesting experiences, are

not particularly so in recital. Perhaps ours did not differ

widely from many others; but my memory leans back fondly

to this time, for it was the happiest, as it was the last week

of my whole girlhood. Those that followed made a woman

of me.
Alison was in his highest spirits, and a great deal of the

enjoyment of himself and others depended upon this, as is the

case with all impulsive people.
Then the weather was delightful, and I. am always very

susceptible to elemental influences.

It seemed as if April had reserved all her sunshine and soft

airs for this, the last week of her life. The young gras began

to spring up by the stone fences-the buds swelled on the

boughs, and at noon when we went and stood in ye great front

porch, the winds that brushed across our e ere like the

inds remember every trivial occurrence of this week better,

probably, than I should if it had happened yesterday, id yet,

hardly anything seems to have transpired worthy of record in

this radiant passage of my life.
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199E adion was very tender, very devoted, and for me-.my heart

him. n a C iOus hope or aspiration that did not centre in

the heart of im supremely, entirely; but then my heart washe h ho a girl, not of a woman.
,Oh! how many a one has learned too late the difference!

riel werode out every day-long and delightful those
rides an, our souls taking up the melody of the new world-birth, and looking off to the future, as to a land radiant,
goman eirhoucloud or shadow, such as no, man, and noWoan ever found, since God's voice broke the stillness of

, In sorrow shalt thou eat of it, all the days of thy life."
utwi einelver thought of this, and returned in the soft Apil

tlis the liger' over our cosy family suppers, and to make
p s evrythe futuie, away down into the heart of the night.

lefteveythng wth lisn, satisfied in his love, and he sa'd
tae next September must perfect his happiness. I had a will,
daed of strong one of my own, but Alison Holmes never
mre d osit then, or the weakest little child could not be ledMore easily, than I, through my affections.

Alison was to select the site for our cottage i a.
was toabe somewhere on the banks of the Hudson; and during

mtheyer him lf o Ibe occupied in its building, we (his
mother, himsf, and I), were to travel in Europe. How my

pulses sprang at the thought of seeing Rome, and the Rhine,
ande yrenees- , Cateaux d'Bspagne! Chateaux d's

y'ag t! One day, though, it was the third or fourth of
bewen stay at the Parsonage, there came a little shadowbetween us,.hao

Uncle Gerl cae n-rm hherald came i from the post-office, and tossed intop several papers and a single letter.

4
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"Oh, it's from Grant Mulford 1" I exclaimed, eagerly.

"Excuse me, Alison ;" and I broke the.seal, before it occarred

to me that our correspondence was a secret.

The epistle inclosed one from Cora, full of warm thanks for

my gift, and expressions of affection. Her lover's letter was

kind, almost brotherly. He stated that his betrothed was in a

state of most unhappy excitement, because her southern suitor

was expected daily, and her father gave his child no peace,

having sworn to disinherit her, if she did not marry in ac-

cordance with his wishes.

The only course open to them seemed to be an elopement,

and yet Cora hesitated for her father's sake, hoping he

might relent; but of this the young man entertained no

;.ho 

p e .
I closed the letter with a sigh, contrasting Cora Wise's

position with my own, and then, looking up, I saw Alison

watching me intently, it seemed to me with a little displeasure

in his face.

He laid his hand on the letter. " You will let me read it,

Ethel ?"
Oh no, Alison, indeed I cannot 1" drawing it quickly

away. " It contains a secret."

"A secret that I may not see ?" his forehead darkened. "I

would not have believed this of you, Ethel !"

"Indeed, indeed, Alison," greatly distressed, "if you knew

what it was, you would not in the least blame me ; bpt it

involves others! For myself, I am perfectly willing you

should read this, but I cannot break a promise.

"And I am unable to see what right any man has to -.fact

of you promises of this nature. And then, to boldly

,.

:; ,

.,°

,

f

,

,

1 F

s
;

f

.;

I

I.

F'

199

fi

'
- . ,

.



200 0wars IT WAS MORNING*

pond with o and not let me see ers! It pains, it
offends me !

".Alison, don't speak to-don't look at me in that
I solemnly assureyothr- -- amemha manner.
cesmenl asue you there is nothing in this letter which con-cerns me in the least. grant Mulford has only written of a
private personal matter, which he confided to m wie a
here."ee while he was

"Let me see it, .-"Let me see iobthen, and I will be satisfied."
Igy ob i"my word, Alison, I, at least respect it toohighly to break it."

"Very well, do as you like; I shall not urge
ie rose up and left the room. Quick as lightning, thueti"

flashed through my mind, whether my promise was bindi
case lkth;whte d ermprmswas binding in a
aee thoAison the uer the circumstances, it would not bebetrto show Alison the letter. I mih ght do this, and acqan

Mr. Mulford with it afterwards. Bt oth i y acquaint

promise I My conscience did not sustain me prhas, it
would many others in this instance) in breaking wrd, bt

the next morn ina' ra ng 'y ord, but
thm n mincg I almost involuntarily rushed out of theroom, and intercepted Alison on tefrtsar

Hie put his arm rutttstair.ieed s arm ut to wave me back, but I would not be
msileakhsnceho, Alison Holmes," I cried, "you shall hear
me speak this once, whether be ish to or not," and still, and
whrit and resolute, I stood before him. "Now, look me

me, almost against his will I you. And he did look at

rea, in earnest th , ieve, for when people are" , oest, they generally compel others to be so."God, who hears me speak to- you now, is Mywitesti
letter does not contain a sx onow, Ismy'winess, this
letteroes not beowlinga single word that, for my own sake,

L wuldnotbe illng on or all the world should see-
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God is my wine I never thought a thlght of Grant

Mulford, that being your wife, I should blush to meet at the

Judgment before the angels, who are in heaven."

And looking at me, while I spoke these words, his face

lightened, the shadows wavered over his face.

" Ethel, I believe you-I believe you." The tones came up

from his heart then, and, hearing them, my unnatural calmness

all forsook me. I should have fallen, if he had not caught me,

and carried me into the parlor. It was very well the family

were all in another part of the house, at that time, or they

must have heard my sobs.

"Ethel ! Ethel ! do forgive me ;" in real distress and

remorse, now that he saw how acutely I suffered. And, for

awhile, I could only answer by passing my hand through the

dark hair, that bowed itself so humbly on my shoulder.

At last, when 1 grew calmer, Alison said to me : " I sup-

pose I should not have behaved so shamefully, if that remark

of Irene Woolsey's had not recurred to me."

"Irene Woolsey's. When-what do you mean?"

"Why I forgot to tell you, that I called there comig

north, last week, and Irene misinformed me respecting the

time the train left, so I was obliged to stop over night. She

spoke of her cousin's visit to you, and said that he would be

very glad to have some claim on a little bit of most precious

property that belongs solely to me."

"Well, he never will have," I answered very positively, and

then "he is engaged," came up to my lips, but a thought of

my promise held this back.

"I will answer the letter, Alison, and obtain Mr. Mulford's

permission to show you all he has ever writtedi me," I said, not
9*.
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doubting but it would be perfectly easy to do this, and believing
he had spoken so highly of me to his cousin, only because I hadwarmly sympathized with his troubles, and that Irene Woolsey
had accidentally observed and alluded to this.

"Very well, my darling, do as you like; I have no curiosity
now, for I have perfect confidence in you."-

"But you hadn't then. Oh, Alison, it almost killed me j"
drawing close to him, and shuddering.

Very tender were the arms that drew me to his heart, very
loving the words that again and again entreated my pardon,
for all the pain of the past hour. And I gave it, fully and
freely. So the cloud passed, and the sun shone again.

"We will never speak of this-.we will never think of it,
even," said Alison.

"Never," I answered, and then, hearing the front gate open,
glanced out of the window. "Goodness ! there's Squire

Hunt and his wife, coming to make one of their endless calls,
and they'll be asked in here, and see at once I've been crying i"

And to avoid this, I made a hurried retreat up stairs, while
Alison went out into the garden, to see Uncle Gerald.

The week that Alison was to be with me wore away, as the
brightest and the saddest weeks always do.

The last night but one of his visit, I had one of those
severe headaches, to which I have been accustomed from
childhood.

My uncle and aunt had gone to the weekly prayer-meeting
for they understood very well that the best of physicians and
nurses was with me ; so I lay on the lounge in the sitting
room, my head propped up with pillows, and Alison sat by me.

WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 203

The large stars looked in tenderly through the window, the

soft wind shook the shadows across the panes, but a softer

hand passed over iy hair, as Alison said: "Something must

be done for these headaches ; when I have nudisturbed posses-

sion of you, I shall go to every physician in the country to see

if they can't be relieved."

"I will be quite useless, Alison. They are the unfortunate

concomitants of my nervous organization, and there is no help

for them. I can only lie quiet, and endure."

" But it is very hard to sit here, and see you do this, my

Ethel."

I looked up and smiled on him for the sweet words, but even

this slight movement sent a sharp pain across my forehead.

When it was abated, I asked : " Where shall you be a week

from to-night, Alison? fHow lonely it will seem without

yon"

"And how lonely with me, too, darling ; but never mind.

We shan't have many more of these partings ; a week from

to-night-let's see I I think Irene Woolsey told meshe would

be in Brooklyn a day or two the last of next week ; probably I

shall go over, and see her."

"You admire Irene Woolsey very much, don't you, Alison?"

"-Yes, and I wish you did, for she really loves you, Ethel;

and it will be very pleasant to have her an occasional guest at

our cottage."

"You are mistaken, Alison. Irene Woolsey does not love

me-she never can, she never will."

" Why, Ethel, I think you must be prejudiced in some way

against her "

" Not in the least, Alison. Remember, I do not say she is

K
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my enemy, only not my friend. Beside" (remembering the
falsehood she had told to her brother), "I know she is not
sincere, truthful." S

"My dear, aren't you a little severe ?" with some surprise.
"No ; because I speak only of what I have heard. (Oh,

that paiq in my head !) As you are so soon to see her, Alison,
and it is best you should treat her cordially, I will not now
relate the circumstance to which I allude ; but it is one which
in your mind, as well as my own, will preclude the possibility
of our ever being intimate friends."

" I am sorry, Ethel, because she is certainly a very charming
person ; but it strikes me now, that she may have been a little
jealous of you," a fault that a man could very readily forgive in
any woman.

" Why, what makes you think so, Alison ?"
" Oh, several things ;" her remarks about my marrying a

rich man recurring to his mind, and which he certainly would
have revealed to me, had not the thought of his pledged honor
prevented. I should certainly have insisted more strongly upon
knowing, but my distracting headache dissipated my curiosity,

" Can't I do something for it, darling ?" passing his -hands
tenderly across my throbbing temples.S

"Perhaps I had better try the cologne again," more for his

sake than for mine, as I knew from experience nothing but a
night's sleep would relieve me.S

And he bathed ry forehead, and we talked desultorily in the

pauses of the pain ; and many times afterward, I looked back
on this night with a pain that 'as sharper than the headache,
and remembered how tender, and how loving he was to me
that night-.

ti
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The morning came at last that Alison was to leave me. He

was to finish his professional studies in June, and then he was

coming to me again.

But my heart was very heavy that morning. Did the bells

of the future ring down to the present their prophecy of evil,

that all the light, and joy, and poetry of the past week, seemed

to go out in darkness-darkness that gathered and thickened

about my soul?

The time had come for Alison to leave, and yet I clung

to him in the hall, before my uncle and aunt, forgetting my

maiden's pride in my woman's weakness, and sobbed and

shivered, as I pleaded : "I can't let you go, Alison. Don't

leave me-don't leave me to-day t"

-' But I must go, darling. I have made engagements which

imperatively demand I should be in New York this evening,"

he answered, astonished and pained at my distress.

Then, uncle and aunt tried to reason with, and to laugh at

me, but it did no good; I only pleaded : " Don't leave me-

don't leave me, Alison."

"Ethel, you quite unman me," he said at last, drawing me

into the parlor, with a quiver crossing his lip. "You see,

darling, we shall not be separated for two months agar , during

our whole lives, and it will not be right that I shoul remain,

when by so doing I shall break my promise. Now look up,

dear, and say 'go,' with one of your old smiles, I can't leave

until you do."

And I tried to be strong and looked up. My voice could

not break through the sobs that lay in my throat, but I

pointed to the door, and smiled a smile that was born and

died among many tears.

/ °
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He leaned down and kissed me, not once or twice ; then he
rushed out at the door, for the driver was shouting lustily that
he would lhe too late at the depot.

I stood at the window, and watched him as the carriage
rolled away. Ah me ! If I had reeked of all that should
transpire before my eyes looked upo-him a -f
heard the thunder of the storm that wash atherig andhadt
God's angels sang sweetly beyond it!

y , i

Al
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CHAPTER XVII.

ONE evening, just a week after Alison had left the Par-

sonage, he and Grant Mulford sat together iin one of the most

fashionable hotels in New York ; and the luxurious appoint-

ments of his chamber would have twice bought out all the

furniture of the Parsonage.

" So it was this evening your cousin desired to see me,

Mulford ?" asked Alison, musingly. "I was going to the

opera, but I'll break my engagement for her sake."

"And disappoint some, other'fair damsel, Holmes ?" asked

the other, looking up with a little curiosity.

" No, indeed; my engagement was with some old college

cronies ; as my cousin has left the city. I don't make many

with the ladies, now-a-days."
"For a reason I wot very well of." The speaker smiled sig-

nificantly. " By the by, my dear fellow, how flourishes

"'That flower mostfair, most fragrant, hid among the hills?"

"Very well, thank you." The tones were as cold as the

answer was laconic, for Alison had not forgotten the letter

Grant Mulford had written me.

"That painting forcibly reminds me of Ethel Lindsay about

the mouth," said Grant Mulford, getting up suddenly and going

across the room to a small engraving, in a frame of dark wood,

I
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which hung on the opposite wall. "You see I have detected
e resemblance at once. But," perusing it attentively,
though the features are more regular, the eyes are not sofine as Ethel Lindsay's, because they lack her expression. Get
is, and she makes a glorious daguerreoype."
Alison started quickly. "What do you mean about Ethel
ndsay's daguerreotype ?" w

"Excuse me, I should have said she would make a glorious

"But how do you know this, Mulford ?" sharply search.n
his companion's face with his eyes. "Ethel Lindsa nevera daguerreotype taken in her lifehad

"She didn't ? Therincredit ? There was a shade, the very finest shade of
incredy in the speaker's voice; a stranger would never have

, said as significantly to Alison as the speakermeant it should, "Are you quite sure of that ?" "Well," hecontinued, watching the effects of his Words, "one who has
seen and translated so many varieties of expression in EthelLindsay face as your humble servant, would not find it verydifficult to conceive what it would be in daguerreotype. But,

my dear elf-paw, promised to be at the club by seven, and here
ia. Y l be sure to see my fair cotisin, for she'llmope terribly with that old aunt of hers, in'Brooklyn If I,coud ony "be with you, but regrets are useless. Adieu, untilto-morrow.",

As soon as he was gone, Alison rose, with a perplexed face,an paced up and down the room for the next half hour."I t can't be possible," he muttered, at last, bringing down.
h clenched hand upon the table, "Ethel Lindsay's as true as
te stars in heaven, and I won't wrong her by such a thought ;
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but, hang the fellow ! I didn't like his tone, and that letter,
too ! I do wish Ethel had permitted me to see it. It's quite

time, however, I should be in Brooklyn, if I see Irene Woolsey

to-night," glancing at the small gilded clock on the mantel.

" There's something mysterious about this matter of Ethel and

Mulford, and I'd like to sift the matter to the bottom. I won-

der if Irene could enlighten me, at all."

"Well, I've done my part well, cousin mine," said Grant

Mulford, as they sat together in her aunt's somewhat stiff and

precise, but handsome parlor, in Brooklyn. " If his suspicions

are not exactly awakened, he is sufficiently disturbed in mind

for your purpose ; and yet, and yet "-he did not finish the

sentence, but tapped his foot uneasily on the carpet.
"iWell, what, Grant ?" leaning forward her beautiful head,

and gazing intently into her cousin's face.

" Why, to speak the plain, honest truth, I wish this game was
over. Ethel Lindsay's an innocent little girl, anyhow, and I
don't like to harm her. Tlhen she and Holmes are so much in

love with each other, that, although my conscience isn't the

tenderest in the world, it gives me some very unpleasant qualms
occasionally on this very subject."

For a moment Irene did not answer. For a moment the
white wings of the angels hovered over the two sitting there,
with no witnesses save those who walk silently, by night and

by day, through all the dark alleys and hidden rooms of the
heart, searching with eyes that never slumber, writing with
hands that are never weary----the solemn witnesses we shall

know first, " even as we are known," at the Judgment.

.L . "1 .. -. _ --



WHILE IT WAS MORNING.NING.21.1

The wrong g she had done, the wrong she was about to do,
cane out and stood before the soul of Irene Woolsey, in its
darkness,.and shame, and deformity; and catching a glimpse of
it, she sank back and shuddered.

And then, the reward almost within her grasp, beckoning,
and exceedingly beautiful, as the rewards of wrong-doing always
seem, before one has grasped them, came and stood in the place
of the evil, and---

" Grant, there is little more for you to do," said Irene in a
half cold, half reproachful tone. " The prize is more precious
to me than it is to Ethel Lindsay, and I did not think you
would regret serving me when I asked you to do this."

It was a very gentle reminder of all she had done for him,
and Grant-Mulford felt more compunctions for what seemed his
ingratitude to his beautiful cousin, than for anything else.

" Forgive me, Irene," and the bell rang.
S" There-that's he !" exclaimed the lady, with.a flush of
excitement and pleasure throbbing over her cheeks. " Do
hurry off, Grant; you know he must not find you here."

" What in the world ails you, Mr. Holmes? You seem
quite changed, you have lost so much of your old spirits and
vivacity I" asked the young girl, -half an hour later, as Alison
sat with her on the sofa, in the very place where Grant sat
when they--; but walls never tell stories.. He smiled, not
his old smile.

" I have an unpleasant consciousness that I must be a most
disagreeable guest to-night. Forgive me, Miss Irene, but I'am
not in a happy mood.

"Something is troubling you ?" She asked it with a soft,
kindly interest, looking into his face with those dazzling eyes.

" You have guessed right, as women usually dq Something

is troubling, perplexing me. If women's pei'ceptions are

quicker than men's, so is'their skill at unravelling mysteries."

" Suppose you let me try to do this for you, Mr. Holmes ?"

Alison was naturally unsuspicious and confiding; then it was

his misfortune that a present joy or sorrow usually obliterated

everything else from his thoughts.

"I've half a mind to tell you, Miss Irene," speaking as much

to himself as to her. "You've seen a good deal more of your

cousin than I have of late; does he speak often of Ethel ?"

Her eyes turned from his face to the floor.

" Well, ye-es ; you. know I told you he admired her

greatly."
" I remember; but what does he say of her ? It.is my right

to know, and if yoti are my friend you will tell me."

"Do you think so ?" The evening was damp and chilly,

and the lady drew her opera cloak of white cashmere a little

closer round her, and played with the silken tassels that con-

fined it at her white neck, meditatively. " I must know what

has awakened your suspicions, Mr. Holmes, for really they dis-

tress me."
"Do they? Well, as you are so kind you shall hear them."

And he related the conversation that had transpired between

him and Grant Mulford that evening. When he spoke of that

daguerreotype, Irene started, and looked up in his face with a

quick, half terrified glance,. and then her eyes dropped con-

fusedly to the crimson flowers on the rug.
Alison stopped short. "Irene Woolsey," he said, sternly.

" do you know anything about this ?"

" About what ?" reluctantly and evasively.

..
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f "About any daguerreotype of Ethel's? S had onetaken to my knowledge. Has she to yours ?"
I wish you would not ask me such-.such cl
But I must know;i you must answer I" laying his hand

tightly on her arm.ayg hnd
"Well, then, yes!/ How i perative you are I"The face of the questioner was very white, ad his voicevery stern, as he leaned it down to Irene Woolsey "Avoise

this daguerreotyp in the Possession of Grant Malford ?"
now; that is, not exactly."Was it ever ?"

I wish you would not compel me toMr. Holmes."

"Don't' keep me on the rack if
woman " ' you have the heart ofa, grasping, almost grinding, her fingers in h' an

h feimust know the-worst I"S

"Then, yes. Poor Ethel I I suppose he t
her--G-ran p teased it out orat has such a way with him."

The girl actually shuddered at the glance that flameddown
on her. "Where is this daguerreotype now t"

Please don't question me any farther ?" Sh
by another look. "It's here with me."

"Let me see it I"
"I have no right to. It's Grant's, you know"

It isn't his. I'll blow his brains out before another daygone over them r"eys

"Mr. Holmes1" grasping his arm in undii
"promise me that you will noti harm- wisgmlsed terror,

for theet wnt-ou ous adI not see Grantmoeite twenty our a and I will show you Ethel'sWiniatue; othrwieI cannot,~
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"For the next twenty-four hours ? I promise."
And Irene went to the table and opened a marble casket,

and Alison followed her with his white face and burning eyes.
She gave it into his hands. The case was a simple black one,
of papier mach6. Alison looked at it a moment, as if half
bewildered, then almost tore it open. The face he had last
seen drenched in such bitter tears for his parting, looked up
at him with a smile hovering about the lips and in the
eyes.

The proof of the perfidy of his betrothed was written in every
line and feature.

He dashed down the picture on the table, and sank into a
chair. "Ethel ! Ethel 1" it was all he said.

"Don't feel so, Mr. Holmes," whispered the soft, pitying
voice of Irene Woolsey at his side. " If I had not been so un-
fortunately compelled to reveal this to you. I wish-9-.I wish I
could comfort you 1"

"Comfort me 1" He lifted up his face, and looked at her,
and her heart ached, half with pity, half with jealousy at the

anguish she saw there.
" I tell you, Irene Woolsey, I had more faith in Ethel Lind-

say than I had in the angels of heaven; and she has deceived
me. I left her a few days ago with her kisses and her tears
warm upon my lips-my betrothed wife, and there-there,"

pointing to the daguerreotype, "lies her lie! I would sooner
have believed that my own mother would have turned round
and cursed me."

"Don't say so; you frighten me, my dear sir. Believe me,
all women are not false."

He rose, and walked wildly up and down the room; while
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Irene shuddered at the work she had done, and wished she
could live over the last hour; but it was " too late " now.

" Women !" he repeated her word with bitter scorn. "Do
you think I shall ever have faith in another ? I thought I
looked down in Ethel's soul, and read it, as I looked up to-night
and read the stars in heaven. So pure, so earnest, so childlike,
she seemed hardly 'of the earth, earthy.' The one flower
growing consecrated and holy to me among the valleys of life,
and behold, another has plucked it !"

And each word that he spoke was sharp. torture to her who
listened.

Oh, no one could have doubted, who had seen Alison Holmes
in that hour, that he loved me, any more than I, who sit here
writing of it, doubt, at this moment, that I was his first love,
and his deepest. .

But Irene felt that she hid commenced the game, and it
must be played now, at all hazards.

" Perhaps, if you knew all, there is really some excuse for
Ethel," she faltered.

Alison stopped short before her. "Don't name excuses," he
said bitterly. "But I want to know the extent of. her perfidy-.
tell me the whole, Irene."

"I cannot now-indeed, I cannot; don't ask me," and she
wrung her hands.

'And Alison grew a little calmer, and sat down by her.
" You know all my weakness, all my love," he said. "I have
uianned myself before you this night, and for the sake of all
this let there be confidence between us, Irene. I read pity in
your eyes, almost as plainly as I once thought I read truth in
Ethel's. Will you not let me know all the rest ?"

"I cannot now, and never, unless you pledge me solemnly

your honor as a man, not to reveal, so long as you live, one

word of what I shall disclose to you. Oh, are you not satisfied

with what you have seen already ?"
"No, not till I know the whole. Irene, look at me. I

promise you-I promise you on my honor, never to reveal what

you shall disclose to me."

And then Irene told him that the communication could only

take place in her own home, because the proofs of what she

should state were only there, At noon to-morrow I return,"

she concluded; "will you go with me ?"

"Yes, to the end of the earth, to learn this."

" And meanwhile you will do nothing-remember your pro-

mise binds you here."

"It shall hold me even from seeing your cousin, Irene. And

now I must leave you.. I want air for my burning heart and

brain. Poor dupe ! poor fool 1" he struck his clenched hand

to his forehead madly, andrushed out into the hall, not even

waiting to say good-night to his hostess.

But she followed him quickly. "Oh, Alison, don't, for

mercy's sake, don't go off in this state of mind ! I fear you

will harm yourself." There was no affectation of terror in her

voice now.

He looked on her and smiled a fearful smile. " DQn't be

alarmed, Irene; Pll live long enough to learn how much an angel

a woman may seem, and how much a fiend she may be. But you

have been my friend ; some other time I will tell you how I

thank you. Good night," and he was gone.

And Irene went in, and closed the door, and sat down. She

had triumphed! Was she happy ? There is no peace, saith

my God, to the wicked.

I

I
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The night was cold with winds, and dark with wrappings of

thick cloud ; but Alison paced the streets of the great city,

until the dawn opened damp and grey upon it ; for the night

was darker within him than the night outside, and no stars

arose and shone upon either.

And while he paced the streets that night, I lay in my little

chamber in the Parsonage, and dreamed that we sat together

under the portico, and the birds sang, and the flowers bloomed,

and very soft winds blew around our cottage by the Hudson !

It was very late evening of the next day, and Alison and

Irene were once more alone together, in the little back sitting-

room, at the home of the latter. They had reached here seve-

ral hours before, but these were devoted to the family, who

were somewhat surprised at seeing Alison, although Irene ac-

counted very plausibly for his arrival.

Alison had exerted himself to appear before Irene's relatives

as though nothing had occurred, and was easier as Clyde was

absent at the time, and her mother somewhat more indisposed

than usual.
"Now, Irene, I have endured this suspense as long as I can.

Let me hear the worst," said Alison abruptly to his companion,

just after her father had bidden him good night, leaving them,

as I said, alone together.

" Well, then, much as it pains me to do so, I must inform

you that some letters are in my possession"-

"Letters to whom ?" with his burning eyes fastened on her

face.
"To a Miss Cora Wise, of Baltimore, of whom you may

have heard Ethel speak."

F

" No ; I never heard her name."

"Is it possible I Well (half to herself), I can understand

Ethel's motive for not speaking of her to you. Suffice it, she
is a very intimate friend of Grant's-indeed, they are quite like
brother and sister. Now, you see, Grant was quite .anxious

Ethel and Cora should know each other, so, by his descriptions,
he managed to stimulate the curiosity of both, and a frequent
correspondence took place between them. Cora is very warm-
hearted, and a great admirer of genius, and she regards Ethel
as something half mortal and half angel.

" Poor Grant, as you have guessed, and I must acknowledge,
even if he is my cousin, fell desperately in love with Ethel, and
Cora discovered this a short time since, when he was in Balti-
more. Of course, her sympathies were warmly enlisted in his
behalf, and the poor child tried to plead his cause eloquently
with Ethel.

"To make a most disagreeable story a short one, I saw when
Grant returned from New England that he was greatly changed,
and in answer to my inquiries, I finally drew from him the
cause. I was much shocked, and told him so. Ethel Lindsay
was the betrothed wife of his friend ; it was treason to you to
thihk of her in any other light. I presume my reproaches
stung him, for they were very severe ; and at last, half in an-
ger, half in self-defence, he informed- me that he knew quite as
much of Ethel Lindsay's heart as I did. I maintained that it
was perfectly loyal to you, whereupon he drew forth two let-
ters from his pocket, which Cora Wise (the foolish little puss)
had received from Ethel, and sent to him ; thinking, I suppose,
she was doing just what friendship demanded of her, as, per-
haps, I am ouly doing it now, and yet-and yet, I would about

10
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as soon have plunged my right hand in the fire." And, for the
moment, Irene felt she was speaking truth-that all this sin was

paying dearly, even for the love of Alison Holmes.
"And these letters you have now ?"

"Yes. Grant did not wish them destroyed, and as he was
travelling about, allowed me to keep them."

The young man's lips did not move, but they could not have
asked, as his eyes did, "Show them to me !"

And Irene took a lamp from the table and went up stairs,
and returned (I must write alit this briefly, for my fingers shake,
and my pen quivers over it), and gave the letters into Alison's
hands. He tore them open, he tore out, too, their meaning
from the hand-writing, whose very curves, lines and angles he
would have sworn to in any court on earth.

I do not know how long those letters were. I do not know
even to this day much of what they contained; but I know it was
enough to brand my soul forever in the eyes of Alison Holmes.

One passage alone, years after, scorched itself into my memo-
ry : "And I do love Grant Mulford, my Cora ; but of what use
is it for we to say this now, with aching heart and streaming
eyes ; I amthe betrothed wife of a man, honorable and good,
and I am bought and sold to him. If Grant only had a tenth
part of his riches, I would not hesitate one moment to annul
our engagement,; but he is very poor, and so am I, and the
battle of my early life has left -me very weak--I can never
struggle with poverty more. Pity me, Cora, though you blame
and scorn me, for before the autumn has brushed with its 'dyed
fingers' these green trees under which I write, I shall go from
the altar a loved, but an unloving wife, bought and paid for
with lands and gold."
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Alison Holmes put down the letter, and they who draw the

shroud-folds over his face will not see it whiter.

"Can there be truth in heaven above, or on earth beneath,

that Ethel Lindsay should write that lie ?" he asked.

And Irene tried to answer him, but the words died away in

her throat-in her heart rather.

"Sie seemed so spotless, so pure, so true," he said, sitting

down, half bewildered, for, though in years a man, he was half

a boy still, and the blow had fallen sudden and terrible on his

soul. " She looked at me out of her great, clear eyes, with so

much truth ; she seemed so afraid of soiling her lips with the

semblance of a lie ; she was tender even to the ants and the

worms, when we walked together in the garden. Oh, Ethel!.

Ethel;!" And here all his pride gave way in the rush of tender-

ness and agony that came over him,; and Alison Holmes leaned

down his head on the -arm of the old-fashioned lounge, and

cried like a girl.
And Irene pitied him, as a woman, be she bad or good, will

pity the suffering of the man she loves, and threw herself down

on a stool at his feet, and said, while her voice shook: "Don't,

Alison-I pray you don't ! She is unworthy of you ; forget

her. There are so many others who love you."
And her words were like sweet balm to his heart, and he

lifted up his head and looked at her.

Oh, she was very beautiful then, with her lustrous eyes, shin-

ing through their heavy tears, as rare gems shine up from their

beds in clear rivers, with her flushed cheeks and her quivering

lips ; doubly beautiful she looked to the young man at that

moment-for was she not his friend, his comforter ? he leaned

forward and took her soft hands in his, and asked : " Do you.

really pity me, Irene 7"

,
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And her heart leaped as she answered: "Pity you ! I would
die to save you from this suffering, Alison I"

And what words followed after I do not know ; but I do
know that Alison Holmes did that night what many a man has
done before-what many will do after him.

He was impulsive and headlo g, as ill-disciplined natures
usually are, and he had enough that night to make a strong
Yman desperate; and the woman who sat at his feet was fasci-
nating and beautiful. He wanted somebody, too, to strengthen
and console him in his-great loss, and when the thought struck
across his heart that she loved him, he leaned down his head-
that proud, graceful head-on her shoulder, and he whispered:
" Oh, Irene, if you would take Ethel's place, I might learn to
forget her 1"

And Irene wound her soft arms about his neck, and the words
palpitated through her tremulous lipsl: "Aison, I will take her
place !" The victory was won.

Three days had gone by. Alison and Irene had been con-
stantly together ; and he believed himself, as she did herself,
happy. I think he loved Irene, not certainly as he had loved

me, and I know his heart ached sometimes ; but he loved her
as nine-tenths of the men do the women they walk with through
life unto death.

She was very bewitching, and, of course, she exerted her
charms to the utmost, at this time.

Then, Alison Holmes was certainly not a man to die for the
love of anywoman--not a man to make a single affection the

one aloe of his life ; the one flower that gathered up into its

blossoming all the fragrance, all the aroma of his heart. If I

had died, he would have planted flowers, and wept many tears

over my grave ; and at the end of two years, at the farthest,

married some other woman who chanced across his path the

prettiest, or liveliest, or, at least, the one that happened to

strike his fancy most ; and -if she, too, had -left him, it would

have been the same thing over again ; and he would have been

a true, tender, loving husband to each. All honor to such

men ! They are a blessing to their day and generation !

Still there are a few other men and women-very few they

are, as the strong, the persistent, the great, are the few-who

live true to this one love, whose "heart's scripture" is alike

in its " Genesis and its Revelation.'

Three days, as I said, had passed, and sitting at one of the

front windows, the newly betrothed pair watched the May sun

as it went over the hills, where the west was covered in thick

"swaddling bands " of gold and purple. Oh, just so, one of

them had watched the sun go down over other hills ; and the

lady, who sat by his pide then was not half so fair as the one
who sat there now !

It had been mutually agreed that the past should, as far as

possible, be an interdicted subject ; but standing in the deep

bay window, Alison says abruptly, winding one of Irene's

heavy curls round his fingers : " After all, I ought to have

seen that Ethel Lindsay could not have loved me very deeply,

after that remark she made to you about my money. You

remember it, Irene ?"

She smooths down the little plait that has gathered into

her brow, on finding to whom his thoughts wander, and looks
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up with bewitching smile : " Yes, I remember, Alison. Did
you never think of it afterwards ?"

"Yes, some 'money-match ' that I heard of one day, re-
minded me of it so forcibly, that I alluded to the fact of her
marrying a rich man, and of its being as important a desidera-.
tarn with her as with most people."

" And what did she say ?" eagerly interrogated the lady.
"Why, she wrote-in answer one of the most touching, beau..

tiful protestations, against such a thought or feeling in herself,
in any other true woman-so full of pride and wounded feeling
withal, that I took to myself all manner of blame for my allu-
sion; and supposed you must have misapprehended her meaning.

" A letter for you, Mr. Holmes 1" said Irene's father, as he
entered the room with one of his stately, old-school bows.

The young man seized it eagerly. "It's from mother, and

re-mailed front New York, as I left orders. Excuse me, Irene,
dear, a little while "-and he went up to his room.

An hour later he came down. " This letter has greatly ex-
cited me 1"'he said abruptly. "Mother has had an attack of
hemorrhage at the lungs, and her physician recommends her
going to Europe, for the next year. He and his family start-
for Liverpool in three weeks, and mother. has resolved to ac-
company them. She says Ethel and I can join her in October,
making a journey to the old world our wedding tour. Oh!
what will she say when she learns that another than Ethel is to
be my wife ?"

Irene winced at this, for, although Mrs. Holmes certainly
liked her, and she had exerted herself to be especially agree-
able to that lady, yet she knew very well who had. the first
place in her heart.
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"I have been thinking this matter over Irene, and it seems

to me the best thing I can do is t'o accompany my mother."

"Oh, Alison 1" she grew very white, and clung to him.

"You see, dear Irene, I shall return in the fall ; and then,

while I am away, I can reconcile mother so much more easily

to the breaking of my engagement with Ethel. She will take

it very hard, I know, because she is so fond 6f her, and would

surely write to Aunt Ruth, and have the matter thoroughly in-

vestigated, no matter what proofs I might produce of Ethel's

perfidy. Then, you see, our engagement is to be kept a secret

until next autumn, and, indeed, it is for the best that I should

go. Don't you see it, Irene ?"

" I don't see much-I only hear the voice of my heart, and

that cries 'Stay, stay,. Alison 1'
But when they came to consider the matter farther, Irene

felt that her betrothed's arguments were right. In her mad

love for him, she would gladly have eloped-been married

privately, and accompanied him to Europe, but she felt that

this would lower her forever in the estimation of all her friends,

and more than anything else, the thought of Clyde's indigna-

tion restrained her from so imprudent a step. Then, his mar-

riage following so closely on the dissolution of his engagement

with me, would surely converge every one's suspicions to her-

self ; and disclosures might, subsequently take place, which

would involve her in disgrace even in the eyes of her husband.

Irene shuddered at this thought, and her judgment at last

overruled her affections. "It is best you should go, Alison,

but oh, what shall I do without you I" and her face, drenched

with tears, dropped down on the shoulder where two weeks

before Ethel Lindsay's had rested.
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" There-the letter's finished. I have written just as you
suggested, Irene," and Alison tossed the sheet into Irene's"lap,
half bitterly, as though he were very glad to get rid of it.

She seized and read it with breathless eagerness, for her own
destiny hung upon every line.

" Will it do ?" asked Alison, as she closed and carefully re-
folded the sheet.

Her triumphant smile answered him ; there was not a word
in the letter to expunge ; not a thought she had not suggested

or dictated; with so much tact, however, that Alison was
hardly conscious of it.

"And you will have this letter mailed from New York,
where she will suppose it was written ?"

" Yes, you know I must have a private interview with your
-father to-night, Irene, for to-morrow evening I must be in the
city." She blushed, and sighed, and just then, looking out of
the window, she and Alison caught sight of her father coming
into the garden gate. " I will go out and see him now," said
the latter, rising up, and caressing the beautiful head that
bowed itself down on the window-ledge.

" Well ?" It wasall her lips asked the young man, as he
returned to her, half an hour later.

" He has just given to me his most precious treasure on
earth."

" And he promised not to reveal a word of it to a human
being for the present ?"

"Not even to Clyde.; Irene, how beautiful you are-; how
proud I shall be of 'you as my wife," gazing down admiringly
on the uplifted. face, that blushed for joy at his gazing.

" Wasn't papa surprised, Alison 7"

"Yes, and he gave his consent to our union so solemnly,

and spoke of his daughter so tenderly, that it greatly touched

me. I wish you could have heard him, dear."

"Dear papa ! Clyde is so much like him. Oh, I forgot to

tell you, I had a letter from him, while you were writing, and

he is coming home day after to-morrow."

"'It is too bad, I shall not be here to see him ?"

"And you must leave me day after to-morrow."

" I must, Irene."

10*
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CHAPTER XVIII.

ItWONDER if anybody up-stairs wants a letter to-night I"
With a bound and a shriek I was out of my chair, and down

the stairs. " Oh, Uncle Gerald, give it to me, please, please 1"
How well I remember that time. The May day was settling

into a sullen, damp, forbidding night. The three weeks that
followed Alison's departure had been full of cloud and gloom,
of wind and rain, following hard on those days of soft breezes
and sunshine, just as the sorrows of life follow hard after its
pleasures, just as the darkness had come to my heart after the
light.

For a great darkness had fallen there, and for the last two
weeks, during which I had received no letters from Alison, I

had suffered more than at any former period of my life. I
could not divine what ailed me, but I was restless and wretched.
I could not write, or even read. 'I sat for hours before the

window, with my penclasped in my listless fingers, gazing at

the old plum tree, as the wet, black boughs struck themselves
all day, with a kind of obstinate sullenness, in the face of the
wind and rain. Sometimes looking down on my paper, I
would -find it as wet as the young grass under the plum tree,
and then I-world get up, and pace the room, starting with a
strange, indefinable terror, at every ring of the bell, or every

sound outside.

"What can be the matter, child ?" questioned Aunt Ruth's

anxious voice a dozen times a day. "You don't eat enough

to keep a mouse alive-you're pale as a ghost all the time, and

it would seem as strange to see you smile, as it would to see

the sunshine."

"lIt's the weather, I guess, aunty. You know these damp

spring days always raised the mischief with me, body' and

mind " and I escaped to my own room quick as I could.

The suspense I endured on account of Alison's long silence

came very near throwing me into a fever. I never for a mo-

ment doubted his truth to me, but I feared he was ill. I

wrote to him twice in New York; but though the letters were

forwarded to him, they passed through Irene's hands, and he

never saw them.

Uncle Gerald and Aunt Ruth sympathized with me very

warmly, and talked about miscarried letters, the unreliableness

of mails in general ; but I saw they, too, began to feel uneasy

at Alison's long silence.

My uncle took out the letter from his deep overcoat pocket;

held it a moment above my head with a lurking love of mis-

chief ; then suddenly relenting, placed it in my hands. "It's

too bad, Ethel-I won't torment you this time."

I went up stairs-it was growing dark, but I could still

read by the window. My heart sprang, and my fingers shook

as I tore open the envelope-

" Why, child, we've rung the bell three times for supper-

what's the matter-what's the matter, Ethel ?" and Aunt Ruth

set down the teapot, and sprang towards me.

"Nothing is the matter. Something up stairs struck me, I
believe."
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She threw a frightened glance towards Gerald. " Come and
sit down here by the fire, child."

They led me up to the fire; for, though it was May time, the

birch boughs still blazed on the hearth. I remember just how
the crossed sticks lay, and how the flames curled over them.

" What makes you shiver so, Ethel ?" and my uncle drew

down his face close to mine-he was rather short-sighted.

I put my hand to my forehead. " Something ails me, I

believe. Oh, I remember now. It was the letter."

" The letter-whose letter ? Where is it ?"

" I don't know-I couldn't understand it, and at last all the

letters ran into one, and it dropped on the floor. What does

he mean, aunty ?"

"Gerald, go up and get the letter. I'll stay with her,"

whispered Aunt Ruth.

He was gone but a moment, and he returned with the letter

in his hands. "Shall I read it, Ruth ?".
"Yes."
My faculties, mental and physical, were half paralyzed, and

yet I watched him narrowly, as he unfolded the sheet. I saw

every change that came over his face. At first there was a look

of profound astonishnent-then his face grew very white, and

at last settled into a stern rigidness of muscle and lineament,

such as had never before darkened the face of Gerald Maltby.

"Curse him ! he is a liar-a villain !" he muttered, as he

finished the letter. It was the first time, and the last, such

words ever crossed the lips of the minister.
" Why, Gerald-brother !" cried his appalled sister.

"Well, read that letter, and then see if you can blame me t"

striking his clenched hand down hard upon it.

She seized and read it. Her face was whiter than his when

she finished. " My poor, poor Ethel 1" was all she said'; then

she burst into tears.

I looked at her with a vague comprehension that she was

weeping for me, and that some great, terrible evil had hap-

pened. I could not perceive what, but a dull, heavy pain

began to creep about my heart.

There was a large, mahogany-framed mirror on the opposite

side of the room, and I can still see the strange group it

reflected, as I glanced across at it. The minister and his sister

stood close together, both very pale, speaking no word, only

looking at me, with a combination of grief, tenderness and
horror.

"What makes you stare at me sd ?" I asked.
" Don't, Ethel, don't ! I could bear anything better than

this. Oh, Alison, if you could see her now !" sobbed Miss

Maltby.

Then the truth leaped like lightning up through my heart

and brain. I sprang from my chair, with a cry sharp and loud:
"He has left me, he has left me forever !" and I remembered

nothing more.

I have an impression that- it had worn late into the night

when I opened my eyes again. Uncle Gerald was holding me

in his arms, and his sister was leaning over the chair, watching

me with a sorrowful tenderness I had never seen in her eyes

before.

"How do you feel now, darling ?"

"I'm very tired," slowly lifting my hcaa from-the minister's

shoulder. "I've been sick, haven't I?" striving to collect my

thoughts. " Let me go to bed, aunty."
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" Yes, my dear little girl. Brother'll c rry you up.at once.
It is best you should go to sleep,"

So they carried me up to my own room, and, after I was in
bed, Aunt Ruth sat down by me, and I held her hand in mine,
and whispered: "It -will all be right in the morning, won'
it ?"

" I hope so, my child." And I went to sleep.,
I never saw Alison's letter after that night, but portions f

it seared themselves forever into my memory. There was
refinement of cruelty about it, of which, even now, writing
these words, and forgiving him fully and freely, as I pray God
may at His judgment, he should, as a man, speaking to me, a
woman, have been incapable.

There was ' no possible opportunity for me to defend myself;
every avenue of communication was closed to me. "I have
ceased to, love-Ishall never marry you," was the verdict against
which my woman's pride could offer no petition ; the great
gulf between us over which I might never pass.

" Ethel Lindsay," so the letter concluded, "I shall be far out
on the Atlantic, hastening---it matters not now to what port,
or even to what country. Henceforth let us be as the dead to
each other. I have sounded my heart, I have awakened from
my dream, and not in scorn or in anger, but with simple indif-
ference, I put you away from my life. If ever, in the years to
come, I shall look upon your face, it will only be as the hus-
band of another woman ; as you will probably be the wife of
another man.

"I see now how very true was your remark to me on a night
you will be apt to. remember: 'I am in no wise fitted to be

your wife, Alison.' 'Your woman's penetration discovered -at

once what I was slower to learn ; but having Learned, I shall

abide by it, believing it now more honorable to dissolve than

to fulfill our engagement.
" And wishing for your future, Ethel Lindsay, all the happi-

ness of which I know you are so capable, and a union at no

distant time with some man you shall love fervently and disin-

terestedly, I am ALISON HouMs."

The morning came-for mornings and nights will come to

the weariest and the most wretched of us-and I opened my

eyes.

The clouds were all gone, and the sunshine was dashing in

through the curtains, and the birds (earth's "first poets")

were singing in the plum-boughs the songs they sang in the

garden of Eden, when God listened and said, "It is good."

The suffering only know what this is the slow waking up from

sleep into a life of renewed misery. I shut my eyes, and buried

my face in my pillow, and moaned : " Oh, God! can't I die-

can't I die just now ?" And praying this prayer, I never

dreamed that life could hold. any more happiness or good for

me, or that God could have any work here that I must do.

In a little while Aunt Ruth came into the room. " How do

you feel, dear ?"

"My heart aches ! my heart aches !"

She sat down by the bedside, and cried stilly a long time,

caressing the hand that lay on the outside of the coverlet. I

watched her half curiously, and, half wishing that I could cry

too; but there were no tears in my heart, only a scorching and

a pain. Do you know what it is, reader ? for, only feeling, shall

you understand.!
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Aunt Ruth tried to comfort me, "Gerald and I sat up all

last night talking it over," she said. "It is the most unac-
countable thing I ever heard of. Alison must have been pre-

judiced against you by some'person ; there's no doubt of it;
but, at all events, he was not worthy of you. You are young,
Ethel, an life has a great deal in store for you. Try and

forget him, mychild."
I only shook my head, but I did not tell her what was in my

thoughts, that before long I should forget him in my grave !

But I did not arise from off my bed that bright May morn-
ing, nor for many that followed it. I was very ill with a
nervous fever, which just escaped settling on my brain. Much
of the time I was unconscious, and this was the great mercy

of my illness.

But there were intervals of sanity, when the darkness on my
brain settled down in my heart, when I stood all alone in that

"great desert" of my life, very thirsty, and there was no
water ; very hungry and there was no manna ; weary, lost,

with no cloud by day, no pillar of fire by night, to guide me;
and yet, blessed be God ! far, far beyond, lay the green mea-

dows and the cool fountains of the "promised land."
But my heart grows weak even now, with the memory of

that terrible suffering; every anchor gone, every light vanished,
and I drifting on through the night, over the waters. But
youth and an elastic constitution triumphed at last, and I
slowly grew better.-

It was in the dawn of June that I began to sit up again.

How sick I was of the sunshine, how the beauty and glory of-
the summer mocked the winter of my soul !

Then, every room and corner had its associations and memo-
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ries, all of which were as barbed arrows piercing my heart, for
it was my curse, that, notwithstanding his faithlessness and

cruelty, I loved Alison Holmes still. By night and by day my

heart called out for him, over all the waters that rushed deep

and cold between us ! Even Aunt Ruth's voice grew stern

when she spoke of him, which was not often. I.did not attempt

to defend him, but I passed whole days in trying to devise some
cause for his conduct, and, oftentimes, Irene Woolsey would
flash across my mind, as somehow connected with it; but I had.
no data, no premises from which to draw any conclusions, and
not one of the many reasons for his desertion which my mind
conjured up, satisfied me for an hour.

One day, while I was convalescing, I had a letter from
Meltha Herrick; loving, humorous, and a little gossipy, like
herself.

"I wonder how you are getting along, now Al's gone to

Europe," ran one passage in the letter. "I was completely
taken aback, when the news came to papa, written just on the
eve of his sailing. He does not know when they will return,
or where they will go, as his mother's health will determine
both these important items. Were I you, Ethel, I would never

forgive him, for running away like this, and thus depriving .me
of so delightful a bridal tour. I sympathize with you, my
dear, very warmly in this matter, but I don't believe Al will be
gone more than three or four months, at, the farthest ; for

among the fair homes of England, or under the blue skies of

Italy, wherever he may wander, there will bloom no flower so
fair for him as one that hides its beauties and its fragrance
among the green hills of Massachusetts."

Oh, Meltha Herrick ! when your, soft fingers trailed along

I
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these words, you little dreamed what a sharp pang every letter
would be to me. The next day I overheard Aunt Ruth say to
her brother, "I think, Gerald, I would write to Lucy, if I could
only discover her address. It is possible she might throw some
light on this mystery, though she could do nothing to excuse
her son's baseness."

The woman's pride underlying my love, and stronger even
than this, outbroke here. I rushed into the room, for I was
now able to go about the house. "Aunt Ruth, don't do it-
don't do it 1" I cried. "Alison has deserted me, and though
he has broken the heart, he shall never bend the pride of Ethel
Lindsay."

"But, my dear "-

"'No, no, not a word," I interrupted. "Both Alison and
his mother would suppose I had instigated you to do this; atid
after that letter, it would be weakness and shame in any woman
to even remotely suggest an explanation. You will not so far
degrade me ?"

" No, my poor child, I won't. I hope Alison Holmes will be
made to repent of this before he dies," she added, indignantly...

I recovered slowly. Everything reminded me of -him; they
books on the table, that we had read together, with his pencil
marks straying down the margin; the rocking-chair in the. or-
ner; this was the- place where he sang, and there he told that
comical story, and somewhere else I had sat with his arms
about me, while he had called me so tenderly his Ethel.

As for the garden, I eschewed this entirely, for every tree,
and flower, and walk, had its story of the past. Oh, what
days to me were those bright June ones, the ones in which he
had promised to be with me, and I sat all alone in my darkened
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chamber, thinking of the home that was to have been ours; on
the long dreary future, that I was to walk all alone. As soon

as I was able, I gathered up all his gifts. The watch, the

ring, a beautiful pearl writing-desk, inlaid, with rare tropical
flowers; some costly annuals, and a rare inkstand of veined

agate; and enclosing them all in a box, gave them to Aunt

Ruth. " Lock them away," I said, " for I shall never look at

them again, and if I am among the dead, when next you see

Alison Holmes, tell him simply that Ethel Lindsay left him these."

One morning, a few days afterward, Uncle 'Gerald came into

my room. "Come, daughter,"he, said, in a tone whose cheer-

fulness was assumed for my sake, " we're not going to let you

sit her, moping away all the summer after this fashion. Just

hurry on your bonnet, and take a ride with me."

I shrank from the thought. " Oh, uncle, don't ask me; I

wouldn't go out for all the world."
"But you must, child. Why, the very day is like a sweet

Scripture to the soul, a Good Will of God unto man. Just

come out and see it, and talk with it a while; maybe you can

extract some balm from it, my poor wounded dove." And his

voice, always kind, had, of late, grown tender to me as a

mother's.

I rose up, and moved half-way to the closet for my bonnet;

then I turned back and buried my face on my uncle's shoulder.

'Uncle Gerald, do not ask me; I cannot go 1"

"Wolf, I won't urge you, Ethel," he answered, sadly and
solemnly. "The healing balm for you can come only from the

hands of the 'Great Physician,'" and he left me.
"lWhy, isn't she going, brother ?" Aunt Ruth's disappointed

tones wound up to me from the front~ hail.

h
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" No-I hadn't the heart to insist when I looked into her

face. Alison Holmes has wrecked our child's happiness for

life. When I think of his baseness, I almost forget I am a

minister of the 'Gospel, and long to take the vengeance which

belongs unto God into my own hands."

A little later, Aunt Ruth came up to me. -" I wish you had

gone out with Gerald to-day, Ethel."

"But I couldn't, Aunt Ruth. I never want to go out

again."

"Hush, my child; it may not be right to say so."

"Not right !" I roused sufficiently from my long torpor of

feeling, to think her words almost unkind. " The world hasn't

any enjoyment for me now, and never will have again. Oh,

Aunt Ruth, my heart is dead within me-why do I live, when

I have nothing to live for ?"

" Because God wills it, Ethel, and he never places us where

we have nothing to do, where we can fold our hands and sit

still. If my words seem cold and unsympathetic, my poor

child, it is not because my heart is so, for I, too," her voice

shook almost into silence, but in a moment she kept on, "have

drunken to the dregs that cup the bitterest life ever places to

the lips of woman.

"And speaking now from my own experience, I solemnly

assure you, Ethel, that even for ,this there is comfort and calm.

Our lives are not ours; we owe duties to others, and work to

God, and it is selfish to indulge a solitary grief to the exclusion

of everything else in life."
" But there is no life in m'e to arouse. You would not say

to the dead, 'Get up and walk,' Aunt Ruth;" bursting into a

rain of passionate tears, the first I had shed since that night.
41

"Do you remember how gentle and tender he always was to
me-how careful of my happiness. Oh, if he would only come
in here, and put his arms around me, and let my head lie still
upon his heart for five minutes, it would be very sweet to die."

" I know it, Ethel," was Aunt Ruth's tearful.-answer; "but
when God says 'live,' it is not for us to choose."

She talked to me a long, long time that morning, opening
the doors of her heart, and leading me into "secret chambers,"
which no eye had ever beholden. And looking at her, I saw
then how beautiful a life might be, even after its "crown had
fallen."

" God's strength! oh, Ethel," she said, looking upward, with
a light irradiating her face, which made it fairer than even the
lost light of her youth had done, " we never know what this
is, until we lean our weakness upon it."

And after she had left me, I turned, to the little Bible that
lay on my table, and opening the leaves, I came upon that old
passage that we read over in our morning lessons, and murmur
in our evening prayers; but whose power, and beauty, and sig-
nificance, we can only understand when all that is of this world
fails us, " Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden,
and I will give you rest."

This was just what I wanted-Rest, Rest; and tears that the
angels rejoiced over dropped thick on that blessed promise.

Oh, the old Judean harmonies, rolling down to us through the
"sepulchred centuries," are the only " Peace " that can reach
our hearts in the night of their agony and desolation I

That day I kneeled down by my bedside and prayed, as I

had never prayed before, and God strengthened me.
After this I began slowly to go about the house; to comb
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Uncle Gerald's hair in the evenings; to. assist Aunt Ruth in

arranging bouquets for the mantel;, and sometimes. to see a

neighbor or two, when they'came in to inquire after me.

This wasvery hard at first. Doing one's duty is sometimes

the heaviest work in life; and then I shrank from the curious

eyes of strangers, and the pitying " Dear me,, how like a ghost

she looks 1" Fortunately, my engagement had never been made

public, so I was saved all annoyance from the inquisitive and

gossiping, my illness being attributed solely to physical causes.

We look out some December day, and see the snows covering

the earth, and the black sky overhead, and we say mournfully,

"The glory has all departed," and forget that seed, and root,,

and bulb, lie warm underneath the snow, and that they will

spring up in the April of Resurrection. And so it is with our

hearts; when the winter comes and the snow falls, we say,

"The life is all gone. Our hearts are dead within us."

Bat it is not so. Far down in the warm soil lie the seeds of

a vest more bountiful, more glorious, and the spring will

coinin God's good time, and the rains will fall, and after that

the sunshine, and then, too, the Resurrection !

So, very slowly, I tried to take up the broken threads of my

life again, and braid them pip into what of brightness I could.

Many times my strength failed me,.though, for the dying out

of a first love in a woman's heart is a slow and terrible thing.

Sometimes I rose up in the morning and said, "I am stronger,"

and the night taught me my weakness. By the times that all

hope and faith in God, or man, seemed to have failed me; by

the tears that have drenched my pillow at night; by the slow

heart-aches; by the long struggles, I repeat it-4he dying out of

a first love in, a woman's heart is a terrible ing!
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But through much prayer and many conflicts, the light from
heaven began to dawn upon me, and God's arm held my feet
from falling as the summer wore on.

One day, early in August, I was sitting under the hop-vine,
which covered the trellis just outside the kitchen-door, and
absently watching the leaves as they flashed in the wind, when
the minister came suddenly into the kitchen, where' his sister
was preparing some custards for dinner. Neither guessed my
proximity to the open door.

"Ruth, I've been thinking a great deal about our Ethel this

morning. It won't do for her to go on so any longer. She
needs something to arouse and stimulate her. We must get
her away from here, at once ; the place is too full of associa-

tions with all it is best she should forget."
" I have thought of this often, Gerald. But there are so

few places where I should be willing to trust her, just now,"
said Miss Maltby, energetically beating her eggs.

" Well, what do you say to a watering-place?' She ws
social life and amusement, at this crisis."

" No she don't, either," walking into the kitchen, while Aunt
Ruth in her surprise came near upsetting the bowl of eggs. "I
am not equal to the exertion, or the social demand that would
be made upon me. I wouldn't go -to a watering-place for all
the world now."

"But you mustn't go on after this fashion," answered the
minister, drawing me into his lap. "You want something to
interest you, to draw you away from your own thoughts. I
tell you what, Ethel, if I were in your place, I'd write a book."

"Oh, Gerald, wh.a*dviser yo-w are. She's only twenty-
one," exclaimed his a er.
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"I don't care if she isn't. It would be the best thing for

her in the world, just now. Let her only get absorbed in it, and

I'll answer for its success."

" I haven't written twenty lines since spring, uncle. My

mind's in a most auspicious state for such an undertaking."

"iTry it," he said, putting me down, for just then one- of the

deacons opened the front gate.

The words haunted me all day, and for many that followed ;

and slowly walking up and down my chamber-in dreams of

the day, and in waking hours of the night-the plan of my

book dawned upon me.

In the early September I commenced my book. I was a

year writing it ; and though I have since blushed over much that

was crude and unartistic in its conception, and execution, still

my own heart and my own experiences were incarnated, more

or less, in every page. Doubtless to this one cause was owing

the favor with which it was received by the public, and

h surpassed the most sanguine expectations of my friends.

ing very eventful happened to me during this year.

" Faith and work," those blessed balms God has appointed for

our healing, did for me what they have done for so many

before. I grew stronger, happier, learning at last to say:

"Thy will be done," even to the giving up of him.

"Two letters for you, my children," said Mr. Woolsey, as he

came into the sitting-room, where his son and daughter were

reading, one afternoon latein September.

Irene bounded forward with her characteristic impulsiveness.

"Oh, papa, give it to me, quick 1"
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" Thank you, sir," quietly answered Clyde, and yet those
deep eyes of his warmed and brightened as he received the
letter.

" Well, what are you thinking of, Clyde ?" It might have
been an hour later that Irene asked this question, as she looked
up from her letter suddenly, and found Clyde gazing curiously
at her.

" About the changes that have come over your face. I have
been watching it intently for the last ten minutes. That letter
must interest you very much, Irene ?"

"It does," blushing and smiling; "but you have one, too,
Clyde ?"

"Yes;" answering her smile, with his own rare, beautiful
one. "Supposing we each turn confessor to the other. I'll
set the example. My letter is from your friend, Meltha
Herrick."

My 'friend;' and what is she to you ?"
"My betrothed wife."
Irene's letter dropped from her hands.

"Clyde Woolsey, are you in earnest ?"
To be sure I am ; don't you congratulate me 7"

"With all my heart, Clyde !" seizing and wringing both his
hands. "Oh, I am so glad, so glad. To-think the little puss
never told me a syllable about it! When did it happen ?"

"Last month, you know, I was in New York a short time.
But I shall make no further disclosures until you have told me
who was the writer of that long letter on the floor."

She picked it up, and then sat down at her brother's feet,
and laid her head against his knee.

"Clyde," said t d girl, with a timidity very unusual to
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her, "what should you say to know I, too, belonged to
another Y"?

"It would depend altogether upon the individual to whom
you belonged, my dear sister," placing his hand on her hair.

" His name is Alison Holmes."
"Alison Holmes I I thought-I thought."
" You thought he was engaged to Ethel Lindsay when we

were in New York a year ago," speaking very hurriedly.

"But there was no truth in this report. She was Alison's pro-
t6gde, and he, of course, showed her a great deal of attention.

Then, Ethel is naturally fond of flirtations. This was all.
His -manner at least was very love-like. But his long inti-
macy with Ethel explains this. Clyde, you do not congra-

tulate me."
"Yes, I do. Alison Holmes was always a favorite of mine.

To tell you the honest truth, however, he is not just the man I
would have selected for you, Irene. I think he lacks somewhat
stamina of character and moral force. But no man is perfect.
If you love Alison Holmes, I am satisfied."

"I do love him, Clyde, with my whole heart," springing to.
her feet.

"Well, sit down here, then, and let us talk awhile, darling
sister." And they did talk until the sun went down, of the
present and the future. Clyde told Irene how Meltha's father
had said he was the only man under heaven to whom he would

give his 'pearl;''and how before another year had gone by, he
hoped that Meltha and Irene would be sisters, in something
nq-e than in name. And Iene in ttrn spoke of- Alison. His

ether's health was still very delicate they were now tra-
veling through the southern part of Ger y. He could not
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return at the earliest before spring. He wrote very fondly,

very hopefully, and for good and sufficient reasons, Ilene had

until this time only revealed her engagement to her father.

Then, they both sat still, busy with their thoughts.

At last Clyde said: " I was thinking of the time, dear, when
I used to carry you across the stones of the little brook that

pattered
"Down the meadows, across the road,"

it dear, old Virginia. How proud I was then! It does not

seem so very long time since, and, pet, here we are to-day, pro-

mised husband and wife."

" Oh, don't speak of it, Clyde," cried the girl sharply, with a

deprecating motion of her hand. " I would give everything I

possess on earth to go back to those times, and stand on those

old brook stones, the pure innocent hearted child I was then!-

I wish," she added, bursting into -passionate tears, " they had

laid me down by the side of my mother under those old locust

trees, before we ever left our home. Oh, Clyde, I am not good

-I am not happy."

The young man was greatly touched, and he put his arms

about his sister very tenderly. " There is no man that doeth

good, and sinneth not, Irene," he answered solemnly, little sus-

pecting the truth. " You could not have pleased me better,

darling, than by thus evincing you are not satisfied with your-

self. It is the filot step towards advancement, and God's arm

is always strong. His grace always sufficient for us."
Every word he spoke was a pang to Irene. -And the better

impulses of her heart arose and whispered : " Confess n all

you have done, IreWoolsey, though it cost you everythi'=

on earth."
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"Even the love of Alison Holmes ?" Irene's heart failed her,with this after-thought.
" Go away!l go away !" she cried out fearfully, in the silence

of her own room that night, staring wildly at some object sheseemed to behold in the air. "Oh, those great reproachful
eyes of Ethel Lindsay's. If they would not follow me so bynight and by day." Poor girl ! her heart was not all evil, andshe was very young to prove the truth of that solemn utteranceof the royal Judean:[ "The way of transgressors is hard."

*0
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CHAPTER XIX.

ANOTHER year had passed. It was the last day of the sum-

mer, and the sun was setting royally, canopied with heaps of
crimson and gold, and the hill tops were fired with purple, and

long lines of golden light struck across the corn-fields.

And at this hour, sitting in my old place, by my writing-

desk, before the window, among the plum-tree shadows, I

wrote the last line of my book, and then turned over the pages-
with a half sad, half joyful exultation.

As I said, my own life had entered into every page, but the

book, though full of signs and tokens to me, was to others a

simple autobiography of a life that had little of startling out-
ward event and ddnofument, but very full of inward struggle,
and emotion, and suffering, and at last of growth and triumph.

And looking on those pages, I thought of the thick darkness

under which they were commenced, and how the light had

grown, and the peace come in slowly, until I began to feel that

this "great grief taken into my heart " had made-it strong, and
to see how " God's glory " overreached man's happiness.

I had not outgrown my love for Alison Holmes. There were

times when the old pangs would strike sharply across my heart,
but I had duties and interests. and enjoyments beyond I.4.
The winter had broken, the early spring had come, and the
seeds were stirring in the soil, while I reeked not of it. 4 y
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There was a light knock at the door, and Philip came in with
some papers he had brought from the office.

" Is the book done, Ethel ?" whispered the boy, putting on
one of his indescribably comical expressions, as he leaned over
me.

"Yes, Philip, but I want to draw a few long breaths over it,

before I announce the fact down stairs."
"Well, I shan't forestall you," and he went out of the room

humming,

"And we'll leave her alone in her glory."

After awhile I tore away the envelope from one of the pa-
pers, more to relieve my feelings from their painful tension,
than anything else. It proved to be a New York weekly, sent
to me by some Editor. My eyes dropped by chance upon the
list of marriages, and there I read the names of Alison Holmes
and Irene Woolsey; of Clyde Woolsey and Meltha Herrick.

I did not faint, or shriek, only the paper dropped front my fin-.
gers, and I sat very still. Once my lips gasped out a prayer-.-
that one which so often struggles up from our humanity in its

eakness and its suffering--" God help me !"

And God heard me.
Two hours later, I went down stairs. That day at dinner I

had said to my -uncle and aunt, "I don't intend to come down
again, or even to look on your faces, until I can hold up my

book before you and say, It is finished."

Supper had been waiting along time, and I knew why Aunt
Ruth had taken unusual pains with this to-night The brother
and the sister looked up with faces full of sympathetic eagerness

as I entered, but there was no triumph, only a solemn wail

through the voice that cried, "The book is finished, and oh !

another book is finished, too 1"

"Nonsense, Phil ; I can't come. It's only the shadow of the

butternut tree, across the road."

" But, I say it isn't, either, Ethel. Do you think I'm such a

numskull as .not to know a man from a tree, or an old woman

to be scared at the sight of one ? There he stands, just on the

edge of the shadow and moonlight, looking at the house ; and

just so he has been standing for the last half hour."

It was evening in the following October. I was just finish-

ing a tidy for the parlor rocking-chair, and Phil was studying

his algebra, on the other side of the room. All women know

how annoying it is to be interrupted just in the finale of some

dainty bit of fancy-work, and'it was in no very amiable frame

of mind I laid down my work and proceeded to the window,

wishing Phil had kept his eyes on his algebra. It was a clear,

still, autumn evening ; baptized with a moonlight that made it

seem like a softer day and beautiful, with ornaments of scarlet

and gold, for the frosts had been with us many nights.

Phil was right. A man,* tall and thin, was standing like a

statue, a few rods from the house, just outside the shadow of a

large butternut tree, while one arm rested wearily on the high-

est bar of the fence that inclosed the great wheat-field, opposite

the Parsonage.
" What in the world can he be doing there, Phil ?" I asked

after watching this unusual spectacle a few moments.

"There? you're satisfied now it's a live man instead of a
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tree-shadow. I -can't guess what he wants ; but I'll go out
and ask him, any way." Philip, like most boys of his age, was
very fond of mysteries and adventures.

" Wait until you've asked Aunt Ruth, Phil," I suggested.
"I shan't, either ; girls are always cowards," and he was out

doors before I could expostulate. In a few moments he re-
turned with the stranger, and I went, out of curiosity, into the
hall to meet them.

This gentleman says he is an old friend of aunty's, Ethel,
and he walked from the hotel to see her this evening; but he
is not in good health, and was too much exhausted to meet her,
when he reached here."

"- Walk into the parlor, sir, and take the rocking-chair.
Aunty's in her. room. -Phil, go and call her." I threw open
the doors, and the soft light from the solar-lamp fell full upon,
the gentleman's face, as he walked in. He had a countenance
you would have liked at once. It was pale and thin, but strik-

ing and manly, and there was something in his whole bearing
and manner which would have indicated the cultivated gentle-
man, though he did not utter a syllable.

His hair was quite grey, his forehead considerably wrinkled,
id yet he did not look like a man that had passed much be-

yond his fiftieth summer.
He walked toward the chair, but- did not sit down, only

turned his face expectantly toward the door. Aunt Ruth's
light step brushed the stairs and the nextdmoment she was in

the room. -he advanced toward the stranger, with a good
deal of surprise and curiosity uinher face. The gentleman
reached out his hands.e RuthaRuth, don't you know me 1" hecried, in a voice that I seem to -hear this moment.
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"Morgan Steele, is it you 1" burst, in a long, low quiver, rather

from Aunt Ruth's heart than from her lips ; and then I sprang

out of the room, nearly upsetting Philip, who stood gaping with

boyish wonder in the passage, and shut the door. It was fit-

ting that they, so long apart, should be "together "alone

now.
"Who is he ? what does it all mean, Ethel ?" repeated Philip,

as, half beside myself with excitement at the thought of this

meeting, I paced up and down the room.

"Nothing I can tell you, Phil, only this gentleman is an old

and very dear friend of aunty's, and she cannot help feeling

very deeply on seeing him to-night."

" I wouldn't wonder if he was an old lover of hers, any way,"

sagely concluded the boy, as he returned to his algebra.
Uncle Gerald was away that night, and after Philip had re-

tired, I sat up, and waited alone to see Aunt-Ruth.

It was near twelve before she came into the sitting-room.

Her face looked as I had never seen it before. There was a
new warmth, and light, and beauty about it, that seemed to

set it back in its early maidenhood again.

"Oh, Aunt Ruth, I am so glad for you," I whispered.

She came close to me, and drew her arm around my waist.

" It is twenty years," she said, speaking more to herself than

to me, "since we parted, and yet it doesn't seem but a little

while now. I feel just as if I was a young girl, standing in the

summer evenings, under the beech tree with Morgan, just as we

used to."
How. long is it since he left England, Aunt Ruth ?"

"Only three weeks " (rousing herself). "His wife has been

dead more than two years." She did not suspect I had known

11*
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this so long, for I. had always felt, it was Doctor Steele's place
rather than my own to acquaint her with the decease of his
wife.

"Morgan has been detained in London, settling up her estate.
She. owned considerable property, and as both their children
died in infancy, Morgan settled the whole of this on her nephews
and nieces."

"And he was happy with her ?"
"Very--she was a true, loving wife to him, but his heart

could never forget."
I knew then that they had, talked over the past that all was

forgotten and forgiven on both sides.
"Morgan will follow his wife very soon," Aunt Ruth said,

with much solemnity. ."He has a disease of the heart, which
excitement greatly stimulates, and this has completely pros-
tated him. Come, it is very late, you must go to bed, my lit-

Ale Ethel."

"Well, I spoke to Jane, and the front chamber is all in

readiness for him; I'l wait until you go, aunty."
She smiled on me, a tender, solemn smile. "I shall not go

to bed to-night, Ethel. I shall watch by Morgan." *
Iastarted. " Why, you don't think he is so ill as that,

aunty !"

"One cannot tell what may- happen at any moment, with
such a disease as this. He seems to be impressed with the con-
viction that his time here is very brief."

I saw she did not feel like conversing much, so I kissed and
left her; and my heart was very full as I went up stairs, think-
ing of the life romance, whose closing chapters were being
writ eri4n the Parsonage.

The next day Doctor Steele was unable to leave his bed.

Before noon Uncle Gerald returned. I did not witness their

meeting, but Aunt Ruth told me afterwards the two proud men

wept together like children.

For herself, she scarcely left the doctor's bed-side, by day or

by night ; and there was a serene happiness shining away down

in her eyes, which even the death-shadow we all felt was draw-

ing nearer could not extinguish.
. She would sit for hours by the side of the man she had

loved so long and truly, her hand clasped; in his, his dark

eyes fastened tenderly on her face-the face that was still

very fair in its matronly grace and serenity ; and so they

would walk through the fair country of their youth to-

gether.
Sometimes my uncle and I joined them. I liked Doctor.

Steele exceedingly. He had lost none of the. fine soil .

attributes which Mrs. Holmes had. praised so warmly, and

he was as cultivated a scholar as he was naturally a gentle-

man.
Uncle Gerald was very desirous that he should consult a

physician, alleging that the excitement. of his return had thus

prostrated him, and that medical aid might yet restore him to

comparative health.

But the doctor was inflexible. " I know my own case better

than he could, Gerald. One hope has sustained me until this

time, and now it is realized, I am willing my life should pay

for, it."

Late one afternoon (Doctor Steele had been with us four

days then), I was' mounted on a desk in Uncle Gerald's study,

searching for an old volume of the Iliad, when Aunt Ruth
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came hurriedly into the study; her face was very white\ and
solemn :

"Come up stairs, quick, Gerald !" she said. " A change
seems to have taken place in Morgan ; his mind is wandering."

They went out, and I followed them. With the first glance
at Doctor Steele's face, I knew it was struck with death. His
eyes wandered vacantly over us, and his thoughts were with
the days and the love of his youth. ".Ruth, Ruth," he mur-

mured, " do you hear the cool spring bubbling up through the
wet grass on the left side of your house? How full the apple
tree is of blossoms, and bow the .boughs shake like white
plumes in the wind. We will have a long walk together
to-night. There stands the old squire, shaking his grey head,'
and looking very stern and harsh.. He is taking you away
frominme. Come back to me ! oh, come back, Ruth-Ruth, my
darling 1"

"Here I am, Morgan," answered a voice choked with sobs,
and Aunt Ruth leaned over the dying man.

He stroked the soft hair that shaded her cheek, tenderly.
"How beautiful it is t" he-said, running his fingers up through
it. "Ruth always had beautiful hair."

His head sank back, his eyes closed, and for a moment we
who stood by feared that Morgan Steele would never look on
us again. But he did, and then he knew us all. He drew his
arms round Aunt Ruth's neck, and laid his head on her
shoulder. " Don't cry for me now, darling I" he said faintly,
as her tears dropped thick on his forehead.- "It is very plea-
sant to die thus, and I am only going home a very little while
before you. God has brought us together, and nw rhe is
taking us apart. Good bye, good bye, Ruth !" With a last
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effort he drew down her face to his lips, and strained a kiss

upon it. Then there was a long silence in the room, and when

Aunt Ruth lifted up her head again, Morgan Steele was not

among us.

He was buried in the village graveyard, among the willows,

where some day, God willing, she will sleep by his side. She

bore his death as one of those, "whom God comforteth." It

was a blessing unspeakable that he had come to her at last,

that he had loved her to the end ; and this-made the parting

very much easier. "In a little while, in a little while, Ethel?"

she said. "Oh, our Father in heaven only knows what those

words are to me ;" and looking at her, at that moment, I

wondered whether Aunt Ruth's face would look fairer when

she walked among the crystal fountains of the land that to her

did not seem "very far off."

Aunt Ruth might have been-a rich old lady, had she chosen,'

for Doctor Steele had no very near relations, and he wished to

leave her all his property ; but she would by no means consent

to this, and only after the most urgent solicitations on his

part, did she promise to receive a legacy of ten thousand

dollars. "I hardly expect ever to use it myself," she said to

me, "but it will be something for.you and Philip."

Late in the autumn my book was published. Through the

kindness of some influential editors in New York, I had

secured one of the largest firms to undertake my first volume,
and it met with a success which was certainly very flattering ;

and, if I had not learned it before, my pride and delight in

my success taught me that my life had not died out, after all.

253
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There is no question that the first draughts of fame are the
most intoxicating, and flattering notices from newspapers and
periodicals, and compliments from strangers, which almost

every mail brought me, were all a new, delicious draught, on
which I feasted for a season. My work, entitled " The 'Hills
and the Valleys," was issued under the nom de plume of Eloise
Lynn, but the name of the real authoress was largely circulated
among nay friends, and home praise and local-notoriety are per-
haps more intoxicating than any other. Of course I had my
full share of these, for I was quite the lion of the village, and
received my due amount of blank stares at the church and at
the sewing society. And yet I had not forgotten Alison. The
thought of him-always sent a quiver of pain across my heart,
bat all the joy and interests of my life no longer converged to
him. I did not know it, but I was slowly out-growing my love,
as a woman always can any love but the "elect," which so few
understand or realize in this life. The great ocean of my heart

had never been fathomed, how much soever the fountains
of its tenderness hade been 'stirred ; but of all this I never
dreamed then.'

There were times when the thought of the beautiful head
that now lay on the heart of Alison Holmes, would fill my soul
with bitterness and anguish-times still when I turned away
from all these sweet draughts of fame and flattery with a losth-
ing and a heart-sickness, crying, "Oh, what are they all worth,
since he,is not here 1"-

But there were other times when my spirits seemed to have
regained all their old elasticity, and I would find the echoes
chasing my 'laughter round the .house, and my frolics with
Philip and his father were gleeful as ever.
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Then, too, at this time I had a good deal of social stimulus,
which is very beneficial in certain phases of experience. Occa-
sionally people stopped at the Parsonage 'to see the "author-
ess," and found only a shy, timid little girl, who wore her

laurels not gracefully, but blushingly, and went away greatly

disappointed.
Then there were stories to write, correspondents to answer,

and so between all these things I was kept pretty constantly

at work, which is the best panacea for suffering the world can

give us.

One morning early in the following spring, a handsome

carriage, with richly caparisoned horses, drew up before our

front door. I saw a gentleman and two ladies, very elegant in

waving plumes and India shawls, come up the front walk.

In a few moments Jane brought me up a card on which was

written "lMr., Mrs. and Miss Lindsay."

With what a rush of emotion I read the lines ! The love of

kindred was something I could scarcely remember ; and I did

not possess the slightest clue to any of mine ; but this name on

the car4--oh, to what might it not be the introduction ! I

smoothed my hair hurriedly, and went down into the parlor,

with rapid pulses, to confront the people who bore my

name.

" Have. I the honor of addressing Miss Ethel Lindsay, the

authoress of 'The Hills and the Valleys ?'" asked the gentle-

man who bore my name, as he rose up.

He was a tall, good-looking man, with rather elaborate man-

ners, and attired in the finest of broadcloth.
"I am she, sir."
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"And you are the daughter of Edward and Ellen Lindsay,
who must have died almost before your remembrance ?"

" Yes, I am their daughter. Oh, sir ! can you tell me any-
thing of my:parents ?"

" I can have that pleasure, my dear niece, as I am your
uncle, Alfred Lindsay, the half-brother of your father ; and this
is, your Aunt Sara, and your cousin Anna," waving his hand
toward the fashionably-dressed ladies, who both rose, shook
hands with and kissed me, protesting they were overjoyed to
make my acquaintance. Then I sat down, and listened breath-
lessly to all my newly-discovered relatives had to tell me of my
parents.

Alfred Lindsay was some five years my father's senior. As
they were the children of different mothers, and as their father
died when Edward was. quite young, the brothers had been
together very little. My father had engaged in commercial
pursuits, in which he had been very successful for awhile, but
some sudden reverses. in trade had, a few years after his
marriage, involved him very deeply.. He went to thesouth, in
order, if possible, to extricate himself from these embarrass-
ments, and, on his return voyage, the vessel in which he -sailed
was: shipwrecked, and every passenger on board was lost.
Soon after this, his brother went to Europe, and did not return.
for several years, during which time he heard nothing of my
father's family. When he reached home a letter was given
him, written by my mother, requesting him to take large of
her only daughter, for she felt that her days on earth were
numbered. A year had intervened betwixt the writing of the
letter and its recelstion. Mrs. Lindsay was at that time in
feeble health, and her husband'(much absorbed in business; and

I 'lI
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he regretted to state that he had on this account taken no

notice of the letter, presuming his sister-in-law was dead, and

her child provided for.
His wife and daughter had, however, read my book the last

month, and they were speaking of it at a party one evening,

when a stranger present remarked : " And the authoress bears

your name, Mr. Lindsay."

This quite electrified him. He took the gentleman aside,

who.proved to be a resident of the village, and a neighbor of

ours, and learned from him sufficient of my history to induce *

my uncle to make me a visit, in the belief that I was the child

of his brother.

"And you never saw my mother, then, sir ?"

" Yes, once they were in New York, soon after their mar-

riage, and called at our house."

" Oh, tell me about her ; do I look like her ?" I eagerly

questioned.

"Yes, something ; you have her eyes and smile, but the rest

of your face is your father's."

" And have you preserved the letter she wrote? .I would

give everything I possess on earth to see my mother's hand-

writing ?"
" Yes, here it is," answered the gentleman, producing the

sheet with a little evident reluctance. "It is not in a very

good condition, and we had a long search after it, in a trunk

of old letters, among which we at last, came upon it."

With a cry of joy I seized the stained, rumpled sheet, and

hurried to the window, where, wholly forgetful of the eyes that

were staring curiously at me, I tore open the letter, and read

as well as I could through my tears, the words that, nearly a

4

_I

i



258 WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

score of years before, my mother's hand had traced there.
chirography was small and delicate, and I knew

fore Ira h ,a e vnbe-
ore I read the ltter, that my mother's heart had throbbedthrough every line:

"iMy DEAR BROTHER: I have seated myself this evening
wit fees of a e painful reluctance to address you, strangersalmost, as we are to each other;,bt h da ko ltleo
earthly pride, and I shall soon e amo n tle I

.widow, friendless, and almost ennie but J I am a
solicit any aid for myself. I can die as I have lived
but my child--my EthelI!

These words have spoken all. I cannot leave her to the
cold charities, the neglect--it may be the cruelty of the people
here ; and so, almost from out the grave, I call to you to take
pity upon her. I have no friends f

leaveher Prhsof my own with whom to
. aps you do not know I was left fatherless andmotherless very early, and brought up by my Aunt Ethel,

wo diedh whayear before my marriage ; so my child, myprecious child, who lies now slumbering-peacefully in her bedbeside which I am writing, will be quite alone.
will you take her for the sake of theother over whose heart for more than four years the cold

waves have rolled ?

"At the farthest, only a few weeks more of this life can
remain to me. My strength is gradually declining, and these
slght hemorrhages of my lungs growing more frequent, will

sontemnaemy life. I haenlecSlve no legacy to leave to my child,but my prayers and the spotless name of her parents. Ed-
ward's reditors were very rapacious, taking away from the

WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 259

widow and the fatherless even the house that sheltered them.

For the last six months I have lived in this secluded New

England village, with very coarse but rood-natured people,

and supported myself and child partly by the sale of my fur-

niture, partly by my needlework.

"But this writing exhausts me too much. Brother, because

that you and my Edward were the children of one father, will

you not come to me before I die, and let me place my Ethel in

your arms ? and be certain there will come a day and an hour

to you, when, more than in all your wealth, you will rejoice

that you listened to the prayer of her dying mother.

"cELLEN LINDSAY."

"Oh, mother ! mother I" I cried, pressing the letter to my

lips, and drenching it with tears, " did you so love me-did

your heart bleed so to leave your child! God has answered

your prayers."
"My dear "-Uncle Alfred's calm, politely modulated tones,

aroused me to a sense of their presence-" do not allow your-

self to be thus overcome. We are here now to answer your

mother's wishes, and we hope it is not too late to do this.

M dear wife, daughter and myself, are very proud to dis-

cover we have a relative whotwill do us so much honor.

"We have come here to-day (speaking very slow and im-

pressively, as though he wished me to comprehend fully the
magnitude of his generosity), to offer you a home in our own

family, where, I am happy to say, you will enjoy every social

and literary advantage which the city affords. I have but one

child, and of course, we shall regard you as our own daughter.

Our residence is in New York, on Fifth Avenue, and we have
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wealth to gather around it all the luxuries and elegancesich you doubtless know how to prize. But I will not en-

largeth subject. Suffice it, you shall want nothing toon yoteyour happiness, which it is in our power to bestowUpon my My wife and daughter join in this offer. Do younomy dears ?" D o

Most cordially," answered the elder ladfleshy, and whose rather insipid face was completely surrounded
bymflowers and ryb.ons, and all sorts of devices in Frenchmillinery. csi Fec

"entirely," lisped the younger one, who had a pretty doll

in toy-storeips and eyes just after the pattern of those you seeS t, on roadway, about Christmas time.

tin"ud my my dear niece, you have heard our offer," con-tna lofty wave of his hand h he
were a pricecode, as though he
" will you accept it " one of his subjects

wIsat still for perhaps half a minute, thinking very earnestly,withasomething of the old Spirit that had awakened
in Mrs. Kenyon's prend years agoin Mrs edyon's parlor, stirring within me. Then I rose up,were n e T e I r s a n e conf errngti le an estt e n on f i u ct,
accep asroe my relatves : "I thank you all, but I cannotSy now, uncle.

neas ag you left me a lonely, friendless orphan, withnone to do a kind deed for or say a loving word to me--you, my
bequeathedmryou to whom my dying mother had solemnly,-qmueaed me And for long years afterwards I lived and

rewritten against o rue, heartless people, what must this day
beiten ag you in the kingdom of ]eaven, while youneiter inrd nor cared whether I was living or dead.

"Aftrwars rangers took me to their home and hearts,

and through their care, and what was in me, I am this day
something, you say, you are proud to own as your relative.

" No, I-repeat it, uncle, aunt and cousin, I thank you for
your offer, but it has come too late. I do not need it."

The faces of my audience had been growing very red, while

I, hurried away by my feelings, had perhaps said more than
I otherwise should.

At last my uncle spoke, clearing his throat, and with a
visible abatement of his loftinessI: "I I m very sorry, my dear,
that you should take my silence so hard. You know I was in

Europe at the time of your mother's death, and afterward
much engrossed in business. However, as I see it will be use-
less to urge my offer upon you, if you will in its stead, accept
a small gigt " and he drew out a plethoric wallet from his

pocket.

My cheeks tingled. "I thank you, uncle, but I have no
need of your generosity. All my wants are supplied."

"But a note for a thousand dollars ; you will do me the
honor to accept this."

"I am not insensible to the value of your gift; but I
should pain the feelings of my foster parents too much by ac-
cepting it."

My manner told him it would be us less to urge the matter
further. I think he was much disappointed and chagrined, for
he had come intending to patronize and overwhelm me. My
relatives did not remain more than half an hour longer. I
was very anxious to obtain all the information I .could of

my parents, but Mr. Lindsay knew less of my mother than
I did, and mj father and he were in fact only nominal
brothers.

I
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His wife and daughters inquired if I had ever been in New
York, if I attended- the' Opera, and knew many distinguished
people there. They evidently thought an authoress a kind of
moral anomaly, and that my relationship and residence with
them, would give a sort of prestige to their house. I saw at
once here were very few points in which we could harmonize.

They entreated me to visit them in New York, and when
they rose to go, I could not help remembering they were my
father's relatives, the only known kindred I had on earth, and
I urged them to remain to dinner. But they declined my in-
vitation. And so my fashionable relations swept down the
walk, and rolled off in their elegant carriage, and I went up
stairs, with the one precious legacy they had left me-my
mother's letter !

"After all," I murmured, "I believe it was better that .I
was left awhile with the Frosts, and had all that hard experi-
once, than to have been brought up by these people, who at
the best could only have made me a soulless, silly, fashionable
woman."

Then I went in search Hof Aunt Ruth, and related all that
transpired, to which she listened with great surprise and in-
terest.

"INow, didn't I do just right, aunty ? You know I don't
belong to- anybody. in the world but you," I concluded.

"Perfectly, perfectly right, my dear, dear child I" drawing
me to her.

But I passed many solitary hours, afterward,' dreaming of
my mother and Aunt Ethel, and at last they grew more dis.
tinct to me than the memory of most faces Jiat I had seen.

I wondered if this Aunt Ethel was beautiful, and fancied she

-
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was a serene, gentle, low-voiced woman, very much like Aunt

Ruth. My mother too had left most touching proob of her

affection for her relative, in giving me her name. How I

longed to know more about her, especially whether she was

married or single, and I used to imagine a little graceful head,

with blue eyes and very brown hair fluttering about her, while

she sewed or read, and then I would wake up, and smile, to

remember all of this must have happened forty years ago.

Well, the dead keep their secrets. Perhaps some day I

shall know all about them, walking along the green lanes, and

among the cool shadows of trees, whose branches bear the

golden fruit of eternity.
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CHAPTER XX.

Two more years passed away ; there was little of prominent
event in them. I believe this was a time of quiet growth and
advancement--a time when my life was beginning to answer
that great question Seth Robbins had asked long ago, under
the swamp willows, " What sort of a woman are you going to
make ?"

I was happy in the midst of my social, literary, and home
enjoyments. I wrote a good deal, chiefly periodical stories, and

a couple of children's books. My first one had been written from

my heart, and I did not venture to make another great effort
in the field of romance. The intellect matures slower than the
heart, and mine did not develop early.

I had passed part of both these winters in New York, with
the families of my publishers, and a day in each visit with my
relatives, who overwhelmed me with attentions ; my uncle was
a retired merchant, and they lived in magnificent style, but I

did not envy them their "residence on Fifth Avenue."
Of Alison Holmes I knew nothing, except that he was in

Europe with his wife ; as were also Clyde and Meitha, and the
latter was in feeble health.

I had not forgotten him, neither had he grown to me like the

dead-nay, I still believed that I had loved him too well ever
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to marry again-that " That pleasant song, hushed in the gar-
den of my heart, would be heard no more."

But it was not a heart where the snows lay, and the winds

stormed any more. The spring had come, and flowers had

bloomed, and sunshine lay warm all over it.

Soon after my return from my second visit in New York, I

received a letter from a wealthy old bachelor, who visited my

friends, and whom I had met at several parties there, with a

formal offer of his hand and heart.

" Stiff, stately, and sixty ! that describes him exactly. Was

the man so absurd as to suppose I'd have him 1" I laughed

after reading the letter to my uncle and aunt.

"Probably he thinks his dollars will cover all his deficiencies

in your estimation," answered the minister. "But see here,

Ethel, don't you expect ever to be married ?"

"Never-of course not," wondering he could ask me such a

question ; and I went up stairs to answer the letter.

But going up, I unconsciously stopped a moment, for I heard

the minister ask : " What are you smiling at, Ruth ?"

" At Ethel's answer."

"Why-don't you believe it ?"

" I believe she thinks so. But a woman of my age, and my

experience, sees deep into a young girl's heart. Hers has

awakened from its first love ; Alison Holmes is not, as I once

thought, the elect, the husband of her soul. She may never

find him, for very few women do, but if she does she will marry

him
"I believe you are right, Ruth," answered her 'brother

thoughtfully.
" No sho isn't, either," I whispered to myself, as I went up
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stairs ; but I was -a long time answering the bachelor's letter,
wondering if what Aunt Ruth said could be true.

Late in that spring, the minister and his sister received an
urgent invitation from their mother's sister to visit her once
again. The old lady wrote she was in feeble health, and had
a presentiment she would not live long. She wished to consult
her niece and nephew before she made her will.

"It is necessary we should go at once,. or we can't get away
until Fall, as she resides in the western part of New York State;
and I have engaged to supply Brother Heming's pulpit in
Springfield, during his absence," said Uncle Gerald.

",How unfortunate !" subjoined his sister, " Jane's gone,
for the first time in ten years, to see her sick niece, and Brid-
get seems to labor under an unusual share of Hibernian ver-
dancy. "

" Look here," I interrupted, "you and uncle shall go. I'll
keep house during your absence."

Philip put down his teacup and gave a most significant
whistle.

" Phil, you just keep still, if you know what's for your good."
The ambiguous shake of my head in no wise alarmed the young
gentleman.

"Yes," continuing-energetically, "you shall go, and I'll be
housekeeper. It'll be s@ novel and funny,; nd then, in the
spring, there's always a season when I can't write a line, and
it's coming on now. I'll manage. Bridget; and keep the do-
mestic machinery in prime order,"-

"And I s'pose I'll have to be chief engineer," said Phil, with
a comically rueful visage.
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"You'll have to behave yourself, if you're 6ne of the officers

on board my ship, that's certain, young man."

The subject was discussed vehemently for an -hour or two.

Aunt Ruth demurred from the beginning, as she entertained no

exalted opinion of my domestic gifts and capabilities ; but at

last Uncle Gerald settled the matter by saying : "Well, I

guess we'll go, Ruth. It will be an entirely new experience for

Ethel, and can do her no harm, any way."
I little thought that fair May morning--when, standing in the

hall, Aunt Ruth slipped the black ribbon, which always held

her keys, around my belt-of all I was to pass through before

I looked in her face again.
" God be with you t"- said Uncle Gerald, as he went down

the steps. Oh, I had need enough of that prayer !
It was late on the fourth afternoon of my installation in my

new office, where I flattered myself I had achieved remarkable
success, when Bridget came up to my room, with a very myste-

rious expression elongating her rubicund visage, and informed

me that there was a man down stairs, who said he was in a

great hurry, and must see me all alone. I hurried down, laugh-

ing at Biddy's obscure perceptions 'as I supposed she had de-

livered the message wrongly, and confronted a tall, gaunt, awk-
ward-looking individual, who rose on my entrance, and eagerly
inquired if I was Miss Ethel Lindsay.

"Yes ; that is my name."

"I have a letter of great importance for you, ma'am," he said,

in a low, mysterious voice. "It will explain what has brought

me here ;" and he produced it from his deep coat pocket.

Greatly wondering what it could mean, I tore it open. A

few lines were traced inside with an unsteady hand :

IL
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"Miss ETHEL LINDSAY : Ian dying-the doctor says I can-

not live, at the farthest, but a few days ; and I cannot leave

this world in peace without making a confession which inti-

mately concerns yourself. Come to me, I pray you, come to me

without a moment's delay I for what I have to say must be said

quickly. I am at the --- hotel. The bearer of this is the

husband of my nurse, and a perfectly reliable person. He will

accompany you here. Oh, Ethel Lindsay, as one day you must

lie where now I am lying, heed the prayer of a dying woman,

and before death darkens it, may God bring you to the gaze of

" IRENE WooLsEY."

I staggered against the window, struck blind and dumb for

a mpfnent. Ever since Alison's marriage, I had been convinced,

in my own mind, that his wife was at the bottom of our sepa-

ration. The minister and his sister were, I saw, of the same

opinion. I never supposed that the" means by which Mrs.

Holmes accomplished her purpose would be revealed to me in
this world ; but, God forgive me ! for more than two years I
had hated her, with all that intensity and loathing which a
nature peculiarly strong in its loves and dislikes, feels for an
enemy who has basely robbed it of its one great life-treasure.

Now, however, my feelings underwent a great change. My
enemy was dying. This thought was enough to banish all ha-
tred from my soul,

" What ails Mrs. Holmes ? Who is with her ?" I asked of
her messenger, as soon as the great shock I had received al-
lowed me to speak.

"She took cold at a ball, week before last ; it settled into
lung and bilious fever, and now the doctor says there is no help

for the poor lady. She came on with her brother, Mr. Clyde

Woolsey, who is off on some business in New York State, and

does not know of his sister's illness, though they have sent mes-

sengers in all directions to learn his whereabouts."

"And her husband ?" I gasped.

"He is in Europe, with his mother, who was taken so ill

just before they sailed, that her son would not leave her ;

though he promised to be here in a few weeks. Mrs. Holmes's

father had a paralytic shock , and they feared he would die, and

it was this that brought th° children on so suddenly, but the

old gentleman is better now, and with his daughter

" The lady says she cannot die in peace unless she sees you.

She made me promise to bring you back without fail, and we

must be in a hurry if you'll see her alive. You will not refuse

the prayer of a dying woman ? You will go with me; ma'am,"

asked the man, very earnestly. I hesitated but a moment, be-

fore I answered, "I will go."

And then the man proceeded to inform me that we must be
at the depot in an hour and a half, to reach Springfield at eight

o'clock that evening. We could then take the cars for New
Haven, which we should reach before the boat left, at eleven,
and arrive at New York next morning.

"1You can be ready in an hour and a half ?" he anxiously

interrogated.

"Yes;" and then, as one in a dream, I called Biddy, told her
to offer the man some refreshment, and went up stairs.

There was little preparation to be maee. Mechanically, I
took out my bonnet and shawl, placed a dress in my carpet-
bag, and, catching a glimpse of my face in the mirror, I began
to realize what I had undergone, it looked so shocked and
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ghastly. Then I heard Philip bounding noisily into the house,
and humming a tune.

I called him up stairs, and completely electrified him with
the announcement that I was going to New York.

" I say, Ethel, are you turned crazy, that you're going to
start off with this strange man ? I declare you shan't
do it."

"But you don't understand, Phil. Mrs. Holmes is dying,
and she has a revelation to make which very deeply concerns
me. You would not have me refuse the prayer of a dying
woman? The thought would lie on my conscience all the
days of my life."

" Well, then, if you must go, I shall accompany you as far
as New Haven, and place you, myself, under the care of the
captain. Now there's no use in opposing me, Ethel. I will
neyer let you go off with this stranger until I see you have
other protection. I know papa will say I was in the right
when he returns."

Philip was now nearly fifteen, and had a will and opinion of
his own, which it was no easy matter to oppose. I saw it was
useless to attempt to dissuade him from accompanying me.

At eleven that night we were on board the steamer. Our
ride had been a silent, rapid one, for I was wrapped too deeply
in my own meditations to converse, and Philip was mostly
engrossed in watching our companion, whom he evidently
regarded with suspicion, although that individual had a very

. honest physiognomy, and, exhausted with his journby, slept
most of the time.

The steamer started out a few moments after we reached
her, so Philip had time for only a brief interview with the
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captain, who was very courteous, and to whose. care the boy

reluctantly consigned me.

" Now don't be troubled about anything, Ethel," he said,

kissing my forehead with a tenderness that even then struck

me, for Philip, like most boys, disliked demonstrative affection.

" Go to bed, and to sleep, at once, and take good care of your-

self; how pale you arelooking I" Then.the bell rang, and he

hurried off.

I obeyed him, retired, and slept a sound, heavy sleep, with-

out interruption, for my strong motions had completely
exhausted me. When I awaked the next morning, we were in

New York.

" Has she come ? Oh, has she come ?"

-A criminal, mounting the scaffold, might have asked in just

such tones if the pardon he still looked for had arrived.

"Yes, my child ;.she is here. Now, do try and not agitate

yourself." And the old gentleman put down his grey head, and

kissed his daughter, as we kiss those whom " Death hath

spoken."

I came forward, and stood before her. Oh, there was only

pity in my heart then for Irene Woolsey. Her head, that

proud, beautiful head, was propped up on the pillows ; her

long, rich, purplish hair, flowing over them ; and the face,

with all its rare beauty of outline, was fearfully sunken and

ghastly.

But her eyes-=they were larger and darker than ever, and

burning with a preternatural brightness, as they fastened them-

selves on me. "Ethel Lindsay," gasped the sick woman,

"come close to me. Your face has haunted me for the last

I
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two years, by nightt and by day, sometimes fiercely, always
reproachfully, and yet, now there is nothing ..but sorrow

in it."
"And I am very sorry for you, Irene--Mrs. Holmes. Try

not to disturb yourself any more than is possible ; I have come

to you, you see, at once."

"Yes, it was good-oh, so very good in you !! save a

great deal to say to you," in a quick, gasping tone. "Nurse,

I want you and papa to leave me all alone with her now, for

what I do must be done quickly."

They hesitated, but the sick woman was inexorable, and at

last they left us together ; her father entreating me, as he

shook my hands, not to allow her to become excited ; and the
nurse whispered in my ear : "There is a little bell on the
table-just ring it if anything happens."

We were alone-the dying woman and I. " Draw your

=chair close to me, Ethel," she said. " Oh ! God knows how I

have hoped and prayed for this hour, and, now it has come, my

heart fails me-how can I tell you !" And she looked up with

such agony and remorse into my face, that I could not bear it.

You are distressing yourself too much, Irene," I answered,
stroking away the unbound hair from the white forehead. "If
this disclosure is so painful -to you, perhaps it is best not to
make it."

"I must ! I must 1" she almost shrieked. "I cannot die in
peace-I cannot meet my God until I do it. Oh! how it has
taught me th 'the wages of sin is death.'

" God is r ful ; he will -forgive you, Irene."
"But you will not say this, and look at' me so, when you

learn all that I have done-how I have been your base, relent-

less enemy, and darkened your youth and blighted your whole
life !"

I shivered in every limb, and for the moment my heart rose
up bitterly against her ; but she continued : " Turn your face
away, for I cannot have you look at me while I speak."

I buried my face in my hands, and she turned hers away on
the pillow; my heart grows sick with the thought of that
terrible hour.

Enough, that dumb, shivering, paralyzed, I listened to Irene's

disclosures. She held nothing back-just as God's right-hand
angel would have opened the books and read it at the judg-
ment, did she read it to me, all her duplicity, all her sin.

Once only I interrupted her. When she came to the letter

she had written to Grant Mulford, and shown to Alison Holmes

as my own, I sprang to my feet, impelled by a horror I could

not control.

" God have mercy upon you, Irene Woolsey !" I cried,

wringing my hands, pacing up and down the room, and feeling

that I never could.

But I looked at her ; what I saw in her face no pen can

write ; but it calmed me, and I went back to the bedside, and

dropped my shaking limbs in the chair, and buried my face in

my hands, and gasped, " Go on."

And she went on to the end, and I knew all--why Alison

Holmes had deserted me, and why he had written that letter,

which came near costing me my reason or my life.

I sat very still. I did not speak a word, or lift up my head,

or move a muscle.

And then, Irene's faint, gasping voice crept in upon-the

silence again : " Wicked as I was, Ethel, I have been fearfully
12*
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punished ; for even as Alison's wife I was not happy. At our

bridal altar your face, white and reproachful, stood before me,
and it has followed me ever since, and dearly as I have loved

him, when my head was laid close upon his heart, I have often

wished it lay deep under the grave-sod s, and that yours rested

there instead. Oh! there is no reward in sin, only remorse,

agony, death I"
If you could have heard how she spoke these words ! I drew

my hands from my face and looked at her. A death-bed in
which there is no hope is a terrible thing! There was a fear-

ful struggle in my own heart. 'All the suffering and desolation

I had 'passed through, and of which she had been the cause,

rose up before me at that moment. It did not seem as if I

could speak to her.

" Ethel," moaned the dying woman, " I do not dare. to ask

you to forgive me. I know you never can-but oh ! I am so

afraid to die-do you think God will ? Remember, you some-

time must lie just where I am, and you will not be sorry then

that you answered me".

Could it be the' ay, haughty, brilliant Irene Woolsey, that
lay there, and lifted up her piteous face to me, with these
words? I bowed my own, and prayed as I had never prayed'

before, while the tears shook through my fingers.
At last I looked up, and, taking both hands in mine, I said

solemnly: " Irene Holmes, I forgive you all- -freely, entirely,
as I hope. God may forgive me at the judgment."

She looked up at me with a doubtful, troubled joy, lighten-
ing into her white face. "Oh, Ethel, I shall carry those words
down into the grave with me, and they'll make my rest lighter
there-

"And God will forgive you, Irene ; try to trust him; try

to look to him now."
" I am afraid, Ethel, I have been so wicked all my life ;" and

again she moaned out those piteous words, " I am afraid to die."

"But God is more merciful than man, Irene, and if I forgive

you, shall not he who is love ?"

" If you would only ask him, Eth I cannot."

And kneeling down there by that death-bed, I prayed for

the soul of Irene Woolsey, it seemed as I would have prayed

for my own.

When I rose up, I saw a change had come over her face.

"I am very faint," she gasped. "If you would only raise up

my head, Ethel."
I lifted up her head, and she laid it on my shoulder. "I

will call some one, Irene I"
" No ; I would rather rest so. Say those blessed words

again, Ethel, 'I forgive you '"
"I forgive you, and so will God, through Christ, our blessed

Redeemer. Oh I Irene, believe him, trust him, love him."

" I believe him, Ethel. He will ! he will ! I feel it in my
heart now." She lifted up her head, a new light overswept

her whole face, then it dropped down slowly on my shoulder ;

and it'rested there very quietly, and neither of us spoke. For
the first time I looked around the chamber. Its rich curtains
of crimson and lace shut out the sunlight. The silken canopy
and hangings of the carved bedstead struck their heavy
shadows around us. There were marble tables, and oval
mirrors, and velvet lounges-little Worth then to her who, in
the morning of her womanhood, and the bloom of her dazzling
beauty, was sailing out on the great ocean of death !

Ytr

j

1

t

L

WHILE IT W$8 MORNING. 275

I

I



276 WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

The long silence troubled me, and at last I whispered softly,
" Irene ! Irene !"

There was no answer, and I loosed my arms gently, and
looked in her face. "Oh -God ! she is dead !" struck out
sharply from my lips, and then I sank down on the floor, just
is, looking up, I saw Clyde Woolsey entering the room.

A WEEK before the death of his sister, C
travelling through the interiorof New York S

afternoon at a pleasant village, set in pictu

high hills and long sloping meadows, The ge
feeling quite well, and concluded to remain a

the next day.

Having no acquaintances, and being quite c

scenery, he walked out in the afternoon, and s

the river, which ran for several miles betwixt

hill and broad pasture-fields. In one or two p
foot-paths had been cut down from the summit

the river, with a narrow walk cleared at the f

manded a very fine view of the village and its

Clyde Woolsey crossed over from the pasture
a foot-bridge which overhung the river, and
admiration of the country picture before him, w

tied by a loud, sharp shriek, a shriek of terrible

lessness.

Looking up, he saw a horse plunging wildl

every muscle instinct with terror, as, with f
foaming mouth the noble animal rushed to the

A little girl, not more than twelve years old,
the horse's mane ; her bonnet had fallen off, heri
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tossing wildly about her pale face ;; and shriek after shriek
broke from the lips of the frightened child, as the horse plunged
on toward the river's brink, where he paused a moment, and
then dashed in with his burden !

Both rose in a moment ; Clyde saw the girl fall from the ani-
mal, which swam toward the opposite side, and then he sprang
into the river, for he was an expert swimmer. When the girl
next rose he grasped her by her hair, and with some difficulty---
for the river was deep and the current dangerous here--he suc-
ceeded in gaining the shore with his burden. The girl was
soon restored to consciousness, and overwhelmed her preserver
with thanks, while she hung to him, shivering and drenched.

" Don't trouble yourself to thank me now, my dear miss; only
tell me your name and where you ,reside, so you can remove
those wet garments."

Her name was Mary Walters, and her home was only a
quarter of a mile from the river. Clyde carried her up the hill,
and she man ed to walk the remainder of the distance, by
leaning on his arm, and pausing frequently to rest herself.

The girl's home proved to be a fine old white farm-house,
with fruit trees in front, and thick hedges of buckthorn all
around it. The domestic gave an exclamation of surprise and
alarm, when Mary and her preserverPappeared at the door--
Mary being thoroughly drenched by her submersion--which
brought Mrs. Walters down stairs at a bound.

"My child ! my child ! what has happened ?" cried the
frightened mother, staring first at her daughter, then at the
gentleman. In a few words Mary explained how the horse had
taken fright, and plunged with her into the river, and how she

Hgouti avitably have perished, had not the gentleman rescued.
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and brought her home. If the daughter's thanks had oppressed

Clyde, much more so did the mother's, who, with pale face and

streaming eyes, blessed him, over and over again, as the pre-
server of her darling child.

She insisted that his trunk should be brought from the

hotel, .as with his saturated garments he was in no condition to

return to it. He at last yielded to Mrs. Walter's earnest soli-

citations, and passed the night at her residence. In the morn-

ing he awoke with a severe cold, contracted by his sudden

plunge into the river, and this settled into a fever, more pros-

trating than dangerous, but one requiring.constant and judi-
cious nursing, which he received from his hostess, who could not

be grateful enough to him who had saved the life of her child.

Clyde grew much interested in Mrs. Walters and her two

charming daughters, of which Mary was the elder. She was a

widow, and resided with her father, a grey-haired, fine looking

old man, who seemed almost to worship his grandchildren; and

who, on learning of Mary's narrow escape, would at once have

dismissed his man-servant for allowing her to ride the new ani-

mal he had just purchased of a friend, had it not been for Mrs.

Walters' urgent solicitations in his behalf, as John was an old

servant of the family.

Mrs. Walters was still young and pretty; but the shadow

of past sorrows looked out of her gentle eyes, and gave a

touching sadness to her smile.

Clyde passed several very happy days in the farm-house. He

chatted about crops, the French Revolution, and Jefferson's

administration, with the old man, and frolicked, when he was

able, with the children ; and in the evening entertained them

all with descriptions and anecdotes of his travels in Eupe.
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A week expired, and Clyde was almost recovered. He was

sitting in the parlor one evening, reading some- poems to his
hostess, while Nettie (her youngest daughter) was combing his
hair, when Mary bounded in suddenly, her large, hazel eyes
kindled up with some joyful excitement.

" Oh, mother! I have such news to tell you I" she cried,
breathlessly. " You will be so astonished!"

"But, my dear, you have interrupted Mr. Woolsey," gently
chided the mother.

You will excuse me, won't you ?" She went up to him, in

her pretty, childish way, and placed her hand in his.
" Certainly, my child. Come round here, Nettie, please, and

comb the front side of my hair," drawing the little girl into his
lap, and looking down admiringly on the vivacious face that

was always dimpling and sparkling between its golden curls, for
Nettie was a wild, lively little creature.

" You remember that novel we read last summer and cried

over so much, mamma ?"
"Yes, daughter."

"Well, I have found out the name of the authoress. You
wouldnever guess who it is, but it's somebody we all know."

"IWell, you're not going to keep us in-suspense, then ?"

Mrs. Walters put down her work.
"It's .Ethel Lindsay, mamma !" An exclamation broke

simultaneously from Mrs. Walters and Nettie, while Clyde
started, and looked up.

"Yes, it is certainly; for you remember, mamma, you lent

the book, a few weeks ago, to Mrs. Hope. Well, I went home-

this afternoon with Mary, from my drawing teacher's ;they

had company from New York, and the book lay on the table.

.4

One of the gentlemen, a Mr. Miles, took it up and said, 'I have
the pleasure of knowing the authoress, and her real name is
Ethel Lindsay. I met her several times at her relatives' last
winter.'

"'Oh, won't you please describe her to me, sir ?' I spoke up
suddenly, though I had not been introduced to the gentleman.
'I knew an Ethel Lindsay once.'

" They all smiled at my earnestness, but the gentleman was

very kind, and said-
"'Well, let me see. She is a little below medium height,

and is neither a blonde nor a brunette, with a pale, rather thin
face, and irregular features. I remember her eyes struck ne

most forcibly, as they did all others who observed her atten-

tively. They were large, and a sort of dark brown, I think,
not dazzling or perhaps beautiful, unless she is excited, when
it is a pleasure to sit still and watch them ; that is-all that is
striking about her, I believe!I' Now, mother, wasn't this Ethel
Lindsay to perfection ?"

" Yes, it must be she, I think. Oh, if I could only see her
face 1"

" He said, too, that she was an orphan, and resided some

where in New England with a minister, Mr. Gerald Maltby, and
his sister who had adopted her."

" That is the very name she herself gave me !" said Mrs.
Walters, rising up. " I will write to her this very night ; and
if you will !excuse me, Mr. Woolsey, go over and see this Mr.

Miles at once, and obtain her address."

" It will be useless, mamma,"spoke up Mary. " I asked him
myself, and he said he was unacquainted with the friends Miss
Lindsay remained with while in New York. He thought, how-

.
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ever, he could obtain her address by writing, and promised to
do so, Besides, they are all gone out now."

Mrs. Walters sat down. "I would give more to see her
than any other human being," she murmured;

Here Clyde spoke, for the gentleman had listened with much
interest to this conversation. "I, too, 'formerly knew this
young lady. She was visiting a friend-of mine in New York;
I have not seen her book, but I knew she was an authoress."

" You did !-you knew Ethel Lindsay !" cried his surprised
auditors, in one breath.

"Yes ; will you tell me first, Mrs. Walters, something of
your acquaintance with her ?" asked Clyde, his curiosity quite
stimulated..

There was evident embarrassment and hesitation in the lady's
rpanner. "Do tell him, do tell him now, mamma," whispered
Mary. "It is such a beautiful story-he knows her, too."

Olyde Woolsey was a man that one intuitively trusted.
Mrs. Walters related that sad story of her life, with which the
reader is acquainted of her early marriage-of her father's
anger, of her husband's death, of the poverty and wretched-
ness to which she and her children were reduced, and of her
brief acquaintance with me.

"I fully believe she saved my own life a'nad my children's,"
said the lady; "for I should never have arisen from that bed,
if she had not come to me, an angel of pity and charity."

"I can see her now, can't you, Mary ?" chimed in Nettie,

" as she burst into that dark old chamber, where we were so
cold -and hungry, with the-tears rolling down her cheeks, while
she tossed the cakes into our hands, crying, ' There, eat, eat
quick, little children '"'
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"But you say," and they who heard did not imagine how

deeply the brother's heart palpitated with this question, "you

say, Mrs. Walters, that you had finished some work for a

young lady who was residing at the time with Miss Lindsay,
and she never paid you ; do-you recollect her name ?"

"iNo-stop, I think it was Irene, Irene something, I forget
what. She was a tall, very beautiful girl, with dazzling eyes,
and long, black curls ; but her .cold, haughty manner half

neutralized the effect of her beauty."
" And you never did any sewing for Miss Lindsay ?"
"Not a stitch. I left a message for theyoung lady for

whom I worked. Whether she ever received it I cannot say,
but if she did, and had a heart, it must have startled her."

"And no one was aware of Ethel's generosity ?"
"No one ; she was very much. afraid her friends would be

alarmed at her absence that .morning on which she accom-

panied us to the cars. We were so unfortunate losing her
address, but in the great excitement of our journey, and the

joy of being recnciled, I lost sight of everything else for a

few days."

Before the gentleman could reply, there was a peremptory
summons of the door bell, and a moment after the errand-boy
at the hotelstood in the parlor, informing Clyde Woolsey that

a message had just been received there for him. His sister,
Mrs. Holmes, wasavery ill, and if he wished to see her alive, it
would be necessary that he should start at once for New
York. For a moment the news quite overcame him ; and he

sat pale and speechless, amid the pitying exclamations of

Mrs. Walters and her children. But his strong heart rallied
in a little time.
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"I shall start for New York to-night," he said, with that
tone and manner which always prohibited discussion.

For a few moments Clyde Woolsey and I looked at each
other. I hardly think the dead face was whiter than the liv-
ing ones. At last I pointed to the pillows, and tried to speak,
but the words died on my lips. Just then the nurse came in.
I do not remember anything that occurred for the next two
hours.'

In the afternoon, I'found myself lying on a bed, in one of
the chambers of the hotel, with strangers all around me. It
was some time before I could recollect what had brought me
there, and what I had undergone.

As soon as I could sit up, the nurse and a lady friend of
Irene's came in, and wished to know all the particulars of her
last moments ; informing me that her father had had frequent
spasms since her death, and that he was now insensible. I
told them all I could, without in any wise betraying the story
of the dead woman.

Then I said, " I can be of no further service here. I must
return home to-night.

" Home !" the half dczen people in the room simultaneously
exclaimed, " You look like one risen from the dead now."

" I can't help it. I shall be go better while I am here," I
said, positively, and looking off with a great longing to the
quiet of the Parsonage ; .for my nervous system had undergone
a terrible shock.

I am certain they all thought I was demented when I in-
sisted upo going at once, and entreated some one to call a

carriage. At last the nurse said : " I will call Mr. Woolsey
to see the lady. He has inquired about her a number of times ;
but poor man ! he has trouble on his heart this day, the land

knows, with his sister dead, and his father in fits."

In a few moments she returned with Mr..Woolsey, and they
left us alone together. There was a strange, unfathomable ex-

pression in his eyes, as he took my hand, and looked, in my

face ; this struck me even then, and I was not in a condition

to. observe very acutely ; it was a startled, half-horrified, half-

pitying expression, as if some sudden appalling evil had chanced
to him or me.

" How do you feel now ?" he asked (the nurse's statement

had probably alarmed him).
"Better, thank you. Your sister, Mr. Woolsey, had some

private communications to make to me, which rendered it neces-

sary that we should be quite alone. After these here over, I

should have summoned some one, but she forbade' it, and so I

was alone with her when she died." I gave him an account of

her last moments, withholding all expressions which would have

excited any suspicions of the truth ; and looking up to him, as

I concluded, I said from my heart : "Mr. Woolsey, I believe

your sister is in heaven." He looked at me with a strained,

solemn gaze-he covered his face with his hands ; I could see his

whole frame shiver, but he did not speak. And then the great

Breathless longing to get out from the hotel-to be-at home
again-came over me, and I broke the silence :

" Mr. Woolsey, I can be of no further use here ; the boat

leaves- at three for New Haven, and I must be there in time

for it," rising up with considerable difficulty.

He urged my remaining---almost insisted on it, until I said :
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"I an ill in body and in mind. I shall not grow any better.

while I'amhere."
He gazed at me doubtfully. "Perhaps you are right. The

rse's husband shall accompany you home," and he left me.

A.little, later he returned. " The carriage is at the door,"

".John will meet you at the boat, and I will accom-

n. r a t t h e r e ."

y:I;x py wanted to be alone. Perhaps the presence of those

b~ loved on earth would have been oppressive just then

for I had not yet recovered from the great shock of Irene's

disclosures and death.

jneonsciously I raved him off. "No, thank you, Mr.

Woolsey, I would ra her go alone."

He stepped back /as though it were a sharp repulse, but he

did not speak, though he accompanied me to the carriage.

After I was seated there, I offered him my hand : " Mr. Wool-

sey, believe me, I sympathize with you deeply."

The-pale, stern mouth quivered like a child's. He bowed

his head over my hand. "Ethel Lindsay, may God reward

you V" he whispered huskily, and then he closed the carriage-

door.

I reached home the evening of the next day, for we were

obliged to pass the night in New Haven, where 'I paced the.

room until morning, too much excited to get a moment's sleep.

" Oh ! I am so glad to get you back again !" cried Philip, as

he met me at the door. "I've been so troubled about you, I

haven't had' a moment's peace since you left. Why, Ethel,

what has happened to you ? Your face is as white as a spirit,

and you've grown two years older."
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"Very likely, Philip ; I've undergone a great deal since we
parted ; and I held Mrs. Holmes in my arms, all alone, when she
died."

Then I went up stairs to my bed, which I did not leave for
three days.

A week later the minister and his sister returned.
better then, but not strong. They exclaimed at once
changed appearance. I did not tell them until the -a
what had occasioned it.; but I felt that justice to Alis an
myself demanded they should know it all.

They were greatly shocked. As for me, it was a lesson I
took to my heart, and it made it humbler. God had spoken
to me. I saw how in the end " the wicked did not triumph I"
I had beholden what a terrible thingdeath-bed remorse is,
and shudderingly every night I prayed " God save me from
it "

About three months after Mrs. Holmes' death, I received a
letter from Mrs. Walters. It was one of those letters that
speak from one heart to another. She told me of her return,
and of her first ,meeting with her old father, in words that
drew tears from my eyes, and how at present she was very
happy with him and her children.

She acquainted me, also, with her meeting with Mr. Woolsey,
and how a recent letter from him had furnished her with my
address. She congratulated me much on my literary success,
and closed with expressions of the warmest gratitude, and
urgent invitations for me to visit her.

"Well, I haven't lived for nothing," .I remarked to Aunt
Ruth, as I refolded the letter.
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CHAPTER XXII.

"cALIsoN HoLMESI Thank God this is you'!"
".Why, Clyde Woolsey, my old fellow, I'm glad to see you

-glad from the bottom of my heart !" and the two men stood
still a moment, and looked into each other's faces.

Two years had elapsed since Irene's death, and the young'
men met for the first time since that event.

They were both strolling along the Rue de Rivoli, gazing at
the Tuileries, whose every window was flashing a tide of light
on those massive grey stone walls, or watching the;tide of gay,
effervescent French life, that rolled under the graceful arcades.

" Where did you come from ?" Each asked the question
simultaneously, as they stood gazing at each other.

Clyde answered first. "From the Hotel Maurice, where.'
Mrs. Woolsey and I have been stopping for the last monthh"

"And I," returned Alison, " have been here for a week
visiting some old friends-Americans."

"This is a real God-send, Alison," answered Clyde, as he
drew his arm into that of his friend, and they walked slowly on
together. "Do you know I have been on the constant search
for you, this last year and more?" .

" You have, my dear fellow ? . Well, it's too bad, and I
must fling myself on. your charity, for behaving as I have done.
But the truth is, I enjoyed the new life I've been leading so
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intensely, that I determined to throw up for a little while all

old friends and associations, until I grew tired of it."

"You are a very strange man, Alison Holmes. Where have.you been, and what do you mean by this 'new life' you've been

leading ?"

One question at a time, my dear Yankee. I've been in

Germany half of the time, the rest in Spain, Switzerland, and

half a dozen weeks I gave to Italy. Pve been leading a kind

of wandering, anomalous sort of existence; throwing aside, as I

said, all social ligatures and restraints, living my own honest,
untrammelled life. I've studied the arts some, but human

nature a great deal more. In short, I've been to school among
these foreign people-not in courts, but in cottages ; not among
princes, but among peasants, and they've taught me a good

many lessons I should never have learned elsewhere."

Clyde smiled. " Well, I always thought you had a gipsy
vein in you somewhere. ifut why in the world didn't you wait

when you came home, a year and a half ago, until I could

see you ?"

"Because you were ill at the time, and they told me it would

be a month before you could prudently leave the South. Then

everything reminded me so forcibly of one whose name is very

dear to both of us. You know it was only my mother's deli-

cate health which prevented my sailing at once for home, when

I received the sad intelligence."
"I know-I kiow, Alison. It could have done no good

then." Clyde spok very sadly, and then he grew abstracted,

only answering Alison's questions in monosyllables, and leaving
him to ustain the whole conversation.

At la t, however, he broke into the midst of his friend's
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remarks abruptly, and rapidly, as though it cost him a strong

effort. "See here, Alison, I have a disclosure to make to you,-

which I would rather give my right hand than do, but the

duty I owe to another most deeply wronged, imperatively

demands that I make the confession, and the sooner it is over

the better. For the last two years it has not given me one day

of perfect peace, or one night of quiet slumber."

He poke with a solemnity that at once awed Alison and

stimulated his curiosity.

They had now reached the corner of the Rue de la paix, oppo-

site the .Jardin des Tuileries, and it struck Clyde that he could.
make this revelation better among the quiet shadows of those
grand old chestnut trees, with the stars looking down stead-
fastly through the thick boughs, and strengthening his heart
with thoughts of God, than he could in his rqoms at the hotel,
as he had previously determined.

"Come in }ere," he said. "The story is for your ears alone,
unless the dead can hear, and we will find some obscure corner
where Me can talk undisturbed."

And Alison consented at once, more impressed with his com-

panion's manner than he was himself aware of ; and they

descended together the broad stone staircase which leads into
the garden.

Passing hurriedly along the brilliantly illuminated avenues,
filled with life, and mirth, 'and beauty, they came at last to the
terrace whith borders the Seine. Here all was remote and
quiet. The river rolled dark and solemn beneath them. The
soft winds of the newly-born summer palpitated among the
thick boughs, like the dying notes of the Miserere. The stars
looked down serene and steadfast through the branches, as

God's eyes look down upon the hearts of the children of

men.

"We will sit here," said Clyde, offering his companion a

chair, and taking another.

Alison waited for Clyde to speak, so 'there was a silence for

several minutes, and when the latter broke it-it was more to

himself than to his brother-in-law that he spoke.

"She was my sister-my own sister," he murmured, with a

mixture of tenderness and reproach, "and even now, though I

heard her own lips speak it, it doesn't seem possible she- could

have done this great sin."

" What do you mean-what do you mean ?" cried Alison,

grasping his friend's arm, and gazing at him with a mixture of

surprise and alarm. "Do talk so one can understand you,

Clyde."
"Well, I will," with what seemed A very painful effort, even

for his strong will. " Alison, my sister was your wife, and I

know you loved her, at least enough to be a kind and tender
husband to her. Now, if she had done a great wrong t6 ano-

ther, and done this for love of you, could you forgive her-at

least, could you keep from hating her memory ?"
" I could forgive her I" said Alison, solemnly, as the ques-

tion was asked, and yet with a half-shocke, half-bewildered

look in his face.
" And if, by a series of falsehoods, and .a long course of

deception,'she rifled another of the affection that rightly
belonged to her, and perjured herself at the altar, when she
took her vows of wifehood, and laid her head on your breast,
where ""she knew that, in the sight of God, it had no right or
title to lie, could you, knowing all this was done for love of
you, still say, 'I do not hate her ?"'

y3

c+ 1

'j.

.t

y

r

4

;t

3

eQ

K

L

h

ni

k

t

t

L 
{ 1

1

1
4



292 wim IT WAS MoRNING.
WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 293

" I hope I could, Clyde. But you astound, you bewilder
me. Either you or I, man, must be going mad. I believe this
is all a horrible dream 1" and he drew his hand across his fore-
head.

And then Clyde drew a little closer to Alison, and spoke in
a lower tone, as though he feared the winds might carry up
his words to the birds that slept among the chestnut boughs.

He-talked rapidly, though, commencing with his visit in the
country, two years before, and his hasty summons therefrom,
on account of his sister's illness, and told how, almog frantic
with anxiety, when he reached the hotel, he inquired of the first
waiter he met if Mrs. Holmes was yet living, and learning to
his unspeakable joy she was, he hastened up to her apartments,
trusting more to his own sagacity to find these than to the
waiter's obscure directions.

Olyde, however, mistook the way, and somehow groped into
a narrow passage, which communicated directly with his sis-
ter's chamber. The door was ajar, and he was about bursting
through this, when a cry, sharp and full of agony, arrested his
steps.

"God have mercy upon you, Iren&Woolsey !" and looking
almost involuntarily through the door, he saw Ethel Lindsay
pacing the room,.bwith her hands locked together, and her face
white as the dead. .

here Alison interrupted the speaker, sharply, desperately, as
he grasped his arm. "Ethel Lindsay 1" he cried, "Irene
Holmes never dared to wrong her."

Deeply, pitilessly, as one woman can wrong another." And
then Clyde Woolsey went on repeating to his almost paralyzed
hfirer all he :had .heard in that death-chamber. Word for
word he repeated it, holding nothing back ; he did not pause

until Alison knew all his wife's duplicity, knew that Eth-el

Lindsay had been true, in heart and in deed, to him. Alison did

not interrupt him by a word or sign, except by an occasional

low groan.

"And so she loved me, she loved me all this time-my little

Ethel 1" he said, and the strong man's voice was shaken with

the sobs behind it, and the white face he lifted to Clyde Wool-

sey worked convulsively as a woman's.

" And I loved her, too, God knows I did, better than any

other woman that ever walked this earth. Oh! what must she

have endured and suffered, Ethel, my little Ethel 1"
"-She is an angel among women, Alison, and it was to

right her,.so terribly wronged, that for the last year I have

sought you everywhere. I should have made all this known to

you in America, but you left before I was sufficiently recovered

from that long fever into which all these things threw me, to

come to you.

"I saw my duty, and to-night I have done it, though I

would sooner have sacrificed my own life than thus have black-

ened my sister's memory forever, in the eyes of the man for

whose sake she did all these things. But, as I said, Ethel

Lindsay's reproachful eyes have been before me, by night and

by day, ever since that terrible death-hour. But I have done

her justice now. She is righted at last."

" It is too late, She cannot be righted now," said Alison,
sinking back into his seat with a gesture of despair.

"No, no." Clyde spoke vehemently. "You are the oze

only man she ever loved, and you have no reason to doubt

her heart is still yours. Take the first steamer you can, and

return to her. Tell her all you have learned to-night, and
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what woman would not, under these circumstances, forgive the
man of:her loving'?

"You are both young, and the future lies bright before y ou
Sitting under your own 'vine and fig tree,' you shall live over
the dreams of five' years ago, and as Ethel, far more deeply
wronged than you, forgave he'' who is dead, so speak softly of
her sometimes, remembering that she loved you."

"You torture, you torture me, Clyde Woolsey !" cried the
young man, springing wildly to his feet, and looking at his
friend with a kind of stony desperation.

" Have I not said it was too late for Ethel Lirdsay to be
righted? Four weeks ago this night, I was married !"

The hearer of these words gave a low grow; and sank back
feebly in his chair. It was indeed " too latesand Ethel Lind
say must still suffer and walk alone. If the sacrifice of his own
life could have made it otherwise, Clyde Wpolsey would have
freely made it. For a moment, in the over h elming darkness
of that hour, he wondered whether there was a God who-ruled
in the counsels of men I

The gentlemen did not meet but once more in Paris, and
this was two days later at the Hotel Maurice, where Alison
called on his friend. Bpth were calmer than when they sepa-
rated. Alison was soon to return to America, with his bride
and her family, but he had come to a fixed resolution not to
visit New England, or seek an interview with me. - t

I dare not trust myself to. this awakening of old memories,"
he said to Clyde, "and if$the1's heart has been learning any-
thing of peace, during these years, it would be sin to disturb it
now. But it willcost me a great deal to keep this resolution."

4
0
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"Duty often costs us a great effort," answered Clyde, with

a faint smile.

"Clyde, you are a noble fellow-a real moral hero!"' cried

Alison inipetuously, seizing hold of his friend's hand, while

genuine admiration kindled up his fine eyes. "I declare there

isn't one man in a million who would have done what you did

night before last."

"There!t don't speak of it Al," with that old powerful wave

of the hand, that had so often silenced others. "I could not

have died in peace, had I let this matter pass. My con-

science, at least, is at rest now."

"«But you are all packed up," looking at the trunks. "!You're

not going to start off before we have seen anything of you ?"

"I am compelled to-Mrs. Woolsey is seriously ill again, so

her father writes me. I believe I told you they were at Lyons,

and that I had promised to join them there this week."

."It is too bad I" answered Alison, with a lowering brow.

" I told Mrs. Holmes I should certainly bring you back to dine

with us."
"She will excuse me, doubtless, when you give her my

reasons for not accepting your invitation. By the by, Al; you

have not told me what sort of a lady she is, or where you

found her."
" I found her at Rome. She was travelling with her parents,

and is a South Carolinian-as young and artless as she is

bewitching and beautiful. She's a perfect child, petted and

spoiled all her life-a real Dora Copperfield, with a warm little

heart, which belongs entirely to your humble servant."
"You must be a very fascinating man to charm women so ?"

answered Clyde, looking at his companion, and remembering

how well three women had loved him.
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Alisozz1his share of natural vanity, and he smiled dbm-
placentl he tapped his boot with his cane ; and somehow
the smile ned Clyde; but a moment later they both sighed--.
sighed for the thought of Ethel Lindsay?

A little later than this they parted, with sincere regret on,
both sides, for the young men were much attached to each
other. Clyde had intended to return home next month, but
the news'of Mrs. Woolsey's illness would, he said, probably
detain him in France. Alison had, on the whole, borne the
shock which accompanied the knowledge of Irene's baseness,
better than her brother had feared; and hey saw that he was
too much attached to his wife ever to occasion her any unhappi-
ness on this account. He would be sad at times, probably, but
thenhis spirits were elastic, his temperament was joyous; and
Clyde did not sorrow much for the future of Alison Holmes.

The young husband found his- wife much feebler than he
anticipated. Everything that the most watchful attention, or
the skill of the best physicians could devise for recovery was
done ; but the seeds of consumption were indigenous to her con-
stitution ; and Meltha Woolsey was one of those fair, fragile
plants, that could not bear long even the softest airs of this
world. It soon became apparent to all who saw her that the
end of her life must be drawing nigh. She herself was the last
to suspect this, and she had frequent intervals of apparent con-

Ivlecence, as is usual in her disease. But every month found
1 er with less strength, and though she did not suffer much, the
short journeys which she took, from time to time, with her
husband and father, who vainly hoped toy-find some invigo-
rating air, or some healing waters, exhausted her more'and
more.

Finally the itle invalid began to realize her own situation.
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There are some lives that remind one of quiet la shut Iu

among green hills, with sunshine and summer flow eir only

companions. Meltha Woolsey's was one of . Great

tenderness had been about her from her birth-hour, and it

seemed as if her life had been singularly .free from all the

sorrows and discords which are the heritage of humanity.

At first it was very hard for the young wife to feel that she

must die,. but she knew she would go from the love of this

world to the love that is in heaven ; and at last she sat in the

golden twilights with her thin fingers clasped round her

husband's, and talked peacefully, smilingly, of going home

first.
"I shall only hear the angels sing a little before you, Clyde,

my Clyde, that I have loved from my early girlhood," she. said,

with her blue eyes, filled with their last smiles, wandering very

tenderly over his face.

"But I am not afraid, not sorry even to die ; for God who

has given me your love on earth will give me his in heaven.

"You will not forget me-you will be very kind to, poor

papa, for Meltha's sake, my husband ?" And Clyde promised

.as well as his aching heart would let him ; for the wife of his

youth was most tenderly beloved, and the future looked to him

so cold and desolate without her, that he almost wished he

could lie down at once by her, side, and so they should sleep

peacefully together till the morning of the Resurrection.

Thus, one summer afternoon when the sunset was flushing

with its ripe glory the vintages on the Rhine, Meltha Herrick

bowed down her bright head, like a broken lily, on her hus-

band's breast, and died.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

IT was Thanksgiving at the Parsonage. That day which is
always memorable for the short, but triumphant reign of tur-
keys and turnip sauce, of pumpkin pies and plum preserves.

We had had a descent of country cousins from the first to

the fifth generation, and Jane, with some trepidation, had gone
into the pantry, where she was abundantly reassured by a sur-
vey of her shelves, covered with rows of mince, and cranberry,
and pumpkin pies, to gay nothing of her recollections of two fat

turkeys, and several fine chickens, whose complexions were at
that moment undergoing a transformation to the orthodox
brown, in the kitchen oven ; besides this, she had a comfort
ble consciousness of possessing various concomitants in the
shape-of sauces and salads, puddings and preserves.

"Well, if they can eat all that at one dinner, they'll never
eat another, that's sartin," was the triumphant conclusion of
Jane's survey, as she hastened off to see if Miss Ethel had
" beat them are eggs enough," it being understood that once in
the year I must, nolens volens, put aside my pen, and be pressed
into culinary service. ,

ut this Thankgiving 'day downed amnid very agreeable. au-
over; lhe plethoric Parsonage. The elder Maltbys sat
the fire, and told anecdotes, and talked of old friends,

the living and the dead; for, alas ! Thanksgivings have many
guests that are i9t counted with the seats at the table, and the'

)
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fireside ! The younger ones romped and shouted in obstreperous
freedom through the house, as it was understood the day grant,
ed them immunity for any amount of noise and mischief.

After we returned from church, where, it was generally con-

ceded, Uncle Gerald had given us-a, remarkably fine discourse,

Aunt Ruth and Jane went about setting the table, which was

no small task, while I withdrew with the younger portion of

our guests to the parlor, and we soon became absorbed in

"llunt the Slipper," " Puss in the Corner," " Blind Man's

Buff," etc.

I was very happy this Thanksgiving and entered into the

children's enjoyment with a heartiness that surprised even my-

self.
The last two years had not been outwardly very eventful to

me. The journey which I had made with Philip the previous

spring, to Ohio, and from which I had not returned until au-

tumn, forms the most prominent feature in the time, as I look

back on it. Philip was still absent'; he had had a serious fall

while skating on the river with some of his classmates the win-

ter before. -.Confinement to the house had been almost intole-

rable to one of his active temperament ; and as he was hardly

able to return to his studies in the spring, his physician strongly

recommended a journey for him.

"It will do both the children good," said the parson to his

sister, "and then, Ethel will be obliged to put aside that end-

less writing for awhile. I think I'll post them offt tQ

John, in Ohio.
Philip was quite beside himself with delight at the

going, and I was scarcely less pleased with the thought of be.
holding the prairies.
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Uncle John was a wealthy farmer; who resided near Cincin-
nati, in a spacious, old-fashioned homestead. His children were
all married, and Philip and I met with the most cordial recep-
tion from him and his wife. To be brief, we had a delightful
visit, and learned much in experience and observation, as one
can, if he have the will, from almost all circumstances in life.

I returned home, with some friends in Cincinnati, leaving
Phil behind, who was so enamored of the West that he per-
suaded his father to allow him to remain until winter.

There was a great shouting and scampering, for we were in
the midst of " blind man's buff," and with a handkerchief drawn
tightly across my eyes, I was groping about the room, endea-
voring to grasp some one of the little heads that managed to
elude me so dexterously.

Suddenly I heard the door open, and a deep hush followed
the noise and'laughter, broken only by an occasional titter.

" Who's there ?" I demanded. There was no answer for a
moment, and then a pair of arms were drawn suddenly around
my waist, and a voice I recognized in a moment, said, " Catch
me, Ethel."

I tossed off my hankerchief, and looked up in the laughing
face of Philip Maltby.

" Why, Phil, you darling fellow, how glad I am to see you!n"
I cried, giying him a true sisterly hug.

" That's 'ight, Ethel," he said, warmly returning it. " The
t is, I believe my olfactories got a sniff of aunty's chicken-

ie,. away off in Ohio, for when you wrote me Thanksgiving was
~inted for the twenty-eighth, I couldn't stand it any longer.

So, last Friday I just packed up, and hurried off; and here I
stand, at your service, with a sound body, and an alarming ap-
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petite for roast turkey and mince pies, at this present speak-

ing."
Philip's return made our happiness complete. It seemed as

if all the hearts that gathered' around that Thanksgiving dinner

might say, "It is enough ;" Uncle Gerald's did, certainly, in

the blessing he asked there, so eloquent and tender that it

drew tears to all our eyes.
Thanksgiving dinners are the only fashionably late ones in

which the' country people of New England indulge, and it grew

dark while we sat and chatted about the table. Just as Jane

brought in the lights (it is strange I remember it so vividly),

Philip turned around and said to me, abruptly, "Oh, Ethel, I

must tell you ; I travelled nearly two-thirds of the way home

in company with a young South Carolinian, a first-rate fellow,

with whom I became well acquainted in a short'time. He was

a student returning to Yale, late in the term, because he had

been home to visit a cousin of his, who was married last spring,

in Italy, to Alison Holmes."

My heart gave a sudden bound, and Aiit Ruth a little

shriek of surprise and a glance of alarm at me. I motioned to

Philip to proceed, certain that neither he nor out guests had

observed my emotion.
"'well, it must be the one-that visited here so long ago, for,

on inquiring, I -learned that he was a widower, and his first

wife's name was Irene Woolsey. By the by, too, her brother #

wife, that I've heard you talk so much about, is dead,"
"Meitha Herrick ! she isn't dead !" springing to my feet.

"Yes, she is, too ;.she died of consumption, last summer, i

Germany. Dear me, Ethel, how white you look I"
No wonder I did, when I could scarcely get up to my own
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room. Meltna and I had not corresponded for several years,
but the fault was entirely on my side. After my engagement
with Alison was broken, it was necessary I should, as far as
possible, ignore all old associations, and I could not inflict upon
myself the torture of reviving them by writing her. Then, her

marriage had prolonged my silence, because I was confident,
from her husband's manner when I was at Mr. Herriek's, that
he disliked me, and although I. now comprehended his reasons

<l for this, still I could do nothing to neutralize his prejudices.
But I had always loved sweet Meltha Herrick, and the shock

of her death was a severe one ; so, certainly, was the news of
Alison's second marriage. It cost me many a pang, not like
the old ones, but then, pangs that were hard to conquer. I
did not so much love Alison himself, as I felt my woman's need-
of loving somebody, and he stood, for a sign and token in my
soul. I had outgrown him, but my heart had learned no new
song; so its memories clung to him. He was simply the incar-
nation of my first love-dream, and perhaps no woman is ever
altogether indifferent to him who is this.

"The children have sent up by me a most urgent petition
that you will come down and have one more game with them,
before they go to bed," said Aunt Ruth, as she came into the
room softly.

She did not speak of Alison, but the way in which she stroked
my hair, said very plainly, " I am sorry for you, my child."'

I was very much disinclined to return to the noisy mirth down
stairs, but knew Philip and the company would be pained at
my absence, so with a great effort I answered her, "I will go
down, aunty." And the sacrifice brought its own reward.
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It was the last day of summer again, and sitting where I sat

five years before, I wrote the last word of my second book.

It was very unlike my first one, both in plan and detail, and
I had devoted twice as much time and study to it.

I looked off at the flush of clouds lying low in the west, and

sighed, and wondered afterwards why I sighed.
"I'm sure I have everything I want," I mused. "T e sun

won't go down to-night upon a human being who has greater

cause for gratitude than you, Ethel Lindsay. All the dreams

of your girlhood are realized ; laurels have crowned, and loving
friends been given to you, and now you ought to lift up your

hands and say reverently to your God, from the depths of your

soul, ' I am satisfied.'

And then I rose up, and walked across the room, thought-

fully. " I can't say this, God forgive me, my heart doesn't say
it," I mused. " There's a want; a dull aching here, that all

these things cannot satisfy. I wonder what it is ! I think

sometimes it is a great longing to love somebody, as I might
love, and to be so loved in return.

"But the men I see do not approach my ideal standard ;
pleasant acquaintances, dear friends, evea-some of them are,,

but there are none to whom the inner doors of my heart ever

swing open.

" Some time, I suppose, people will. call me an 'old maid ;'

I don't mind this, but I dread the walking alone through life,
the bearing down to the grave this great ocean of tenderness
unfathomed, unappropriated I

"And yet I.know that now yonder sun is setting upon the

man before whom my soul would rise up, and say, 'My lord and

my king,' and God help us both if we must go groping on
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through our separate life-paths, never looking upon each other,
unless it may be beside the cock flowing of our Father's foun~
tams in heaven. Fame, and fortune, and friends, never satisfied

the heart of a, woman. I see it all now ; and love is the one
great solemn reality of life, and woe be to that woman whose
heart says to all men, sadly and forever, ' Not you ! not you'"

And then I sat down-again, and the tears ran through my
fingers, ran down and plashed on the pages I had just finished'
with so much care, and blurred the writing. I did not mind
then ; I should hardly have cared if one had taken that work
of many wearisome days and nights, and thrust it into the
flames.

And while I sat there weeping, God's angel passed that way.
The door-bell rang suddenly. I scarcely noticed this the

first time nor the second, but when I heard the third summons,

I recollected that Aunt Ruth had spoken at dinner about some
calls She must make that afternoon, and Jane had said she
must run down to the milliner's fo her new bonnet. Probably
I. was now quite alone in the house."

All this flashed through my mind in a moment. I sprang
up, bathed my flushed face, and hurried down stairs.

"Miss Lindsay."
"Mr. Woolsey."

I believe we spoke the names simultaneously,, and then we
both stood still, looking at each other, I in dumb surprise, and
he from a variety of feelings I did not comprehend. I spoke
first :

"Will you walk in, Mr.- Woolsey ?" extending my hand.
He took it, and it struck me that an expression of pain

passed ever his face.
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" Thank you, with your permission, I will intrude upon your

time half an hour, as I have some important messages for you."

We went into the parlor together, I in a flutter of surprise

and curiosity.

"You recognized me, then, at once ?" I said, for want of

something better to say, as we seated ourselves. His deep,

strong, steady eyes-eyes before which, it seemed to me, from

the first hour I saw them, anything mean or false must shrink

away, self-accused and convicted-searched every lineament of

my face.
"Yes, you are not altered in the very least, that I can see ;

certainly you do not look a day older than when we parted."

"Uncle Gerald says I have found the fountain of perpetual

youth," I gaily resumed ; and then I thought, and. added,
"but I haven't, not even that of perpetual peace," and sighed.

The same expression I had observed in the hall crossed his

face again, and the manner of each towards the other was

cold, and constrained, for I felt that his estimate of me must

be a very low one, and that it must always remain so. At last

he spoke rapidly:
" You have heard of-that Mrs. Woolsey has left us ?"

"Yes," glancing at his mourning, " I learned it about six

months after her death, and I was greatly pained, for I always
loved Mrs. Woolsey as I have very few on earth."

The still face warmed and brightened with a smile to which,

oh, Clyde Woolsey ! all things beautiful were cold and tame.

"Did you, indeed ! I cannot tell you how grateful, how

glad," correcting himself, "I am to hear it ! And you will

know now that this affection was warmly reciprocated, for she

spoke of you very often during the last day of her life."
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" Of ine! of me I" with tea starting into my eyes.
"Yes, and it is to fulfill one of her dying requests that I am

here-to-day, Miss Lindsay. My Meitha retained her conscious-
ness to the last, and she said to me, not more than three hours
before all was over, that your face had been haunting her the
night before, looking down onher, to use her own expression,
with the clear, far-off light in your eyes, and the old drooping
forward of your neck, so like the lilies in the brook under the

great mountain at Pine Wood. 'How I wish I could see her!'
she murmured many times. Then, not more than half an hour

before she ceased speaking, she drew off a ring from her finger:'Clyde, my husband, when I am gone, and you return to Ame-

rica, promise me that you will see Ethel Lindsay, and give this
to her, and tell her to wear it for my sake, for I loved her

always ?' And I promised her," and the gentleman drew a
small, daintily-carved pearl box from his pocket, and gave it
to me.

I opened it; there was a plain, but heavy gold ring inside,
and seeing-this, I buried my face in my hands, and, forgetful of
the man before me, sobbed very bitterly for the memory of
Meltha Herrick.

" -She is in heaven, Miss Lindsay, she was very glad to go,
even though the world was so bright to her," said at last, deep
and solemn, the voice of Clyde Woolsey.

Then he gave me the details of her last hours, and I knew
he had spoken truth when he said "Meltha was in heaven4 "

I still felt that lingering interest for Alison Holmes that we
always take in those who have at one time been all he had
been to me, and I wished especially to learn something of his

ife.; so I asked, with a little hesitancy...-.

ti

" I suppose you see your brother-in-law, Mr. Alison Holmes,

occasionally. Is he in America now ?"

My guest started and winced as a man does when suddenly

stung ; then he looked at me a moment, with something of

pity, and sorrow, and self-abasement in his. eyes, that I could

not at all comprehend.

"I saw him last spring in South Carolina."

I wanted to inquire about Alison's wife, but remembering

who her predecessor had been, a feeling of delicacy restrained

e. This question, after a pause, opened the way.

"Have you heard anything of him since, his return from

France ?"
" Only that he was married again."

His brow lightened. -"

" Ah, you knew this, then ?"

"Yes, have you seen the lady, and whom is she like ?"

"Like a great many other women, pretty, and petted, and

spoiled, with no great depth of character, and yet warm-

hearted and impulsive; altogether a very graceful, charming

little body."
"Alison always was very fond of beauty," I said, and then

Isighed, hardly knowing why, and then I looked up, and met

those penetrating eyes fastened on my face. It flushed a little,

for I remembered Clyde was with us at Mr. ilerrick's, and

probably knew of my engagement. So I went on to speak of

other matters, about the beauty of the season, etc.

"But won't you remain to tea, Mr. Woolsey? I am ex-

pecting uncle and aunt in every moment, and they will be most

happy to see you."
" Thank you, I cannot think of it. I leave to-morrow morn-
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ing in the first train, and join some friends at noon for a tour
to the White Mountains."

I accompanied him to the door, wishing, I could not tell why,
that I could say something to prevail upon him to stay ; but my
wits were never very fertile in devising expedients to meet con-
tingencies of this kind.

Mr. Woolsey gave me his hand at parting, with a deference
which I had never seen him manifest towards any human being,
and which greatly puzzled me. Then he looked a moment,
earnestly and mournfully, into my face.

"Good' bye, Miss Lindsay. May God bless you with his best
gifts I"

And he wenton. Ah, if we two, so misapprehending each
other, could have put aside the veil, but the dead had drawn it
between our hearts I I stood in the door looking after him as
he closed the gate, wishing and half believing he would turn
back. Then something entered my heart, I cannot tell to this
day what it was, or whether I was really conscious of my own
actions, but I hurried down to the gate, and called out, or
rather a voice in my heart called out "Clyde Woolsey, come
back to me."

The words reached him, for -he was but a few rods from the
gate. He turned and walked back quickly, with a great deal
of surprise in his face. I was overwhelmed with confusion, not
knowing what to say, or what reason to assign for calling him.
I remember the temptation came over me very strongly to run
away, but this would have been giving him ocular demonstra-
tion of my insanity, so I stood still a moment, and then----.

"Mr. Woolsey, excuse me, but can't we be friends, for
Meltha's sake l"
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His face glowed with surprise and pleasure.

" Do you really wish this, Ethel Lindsay ?"

"To be sure I do," almost as much surprised at myself as I

was at him.

The thin features worked a moment as he looked down on

me. "I had not expected this request from you," he said,

" and happy and honored as I feel on receiving it, there is an

element in true friendship, which I fear can never enter into

ours."
"What is it, Mr. Woolsey ?"

"Perfect confidence."

"He means that he can never trust me, and I can do

nothing to alter his opinion of me," flashed instantly through

my mind.
" True, very true," I answered, more to myself than to him.

"There cannot be perfect confidence between us."

"Yes, there can be-there shall be," he said suddenly. "It

is a duty I owe to you, Miss Lindsay, after what you have

said ; with your permission I will return into the house a little

while."

There was something in his manner that strongly impressed

me, as I accompanied him up to the house. The sun had set,

but the golden twilight lay all about us ; the last smile of that

dead day, whose life had been like the lives of some women,

serene, and, holy, and beautiful. At the door I met Jane.

" I've got back at last, Miss Ethel," she said apologetically ;

" but they were so hurried I had to wait for my bonnet at the

milliner's ; and your aunt has just sent Deacon Merwin's boy

to have you come over there and take tea with her. He's at

the back door now."

A
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"Well, Jane, tell the boy to ask aunt and Mrs. Merwin to
excuse me this evening, I have company, you see -" for
Mr. Woolsey had gone into the parlor, apparently much
agitated. When I entered he was walking up and down the
room. It was several moments before he seemed able to com-
mand himself sufficiently to speak. At last he came up to the
chair where I sat, and leaning over me, whispered-: " Ethel
Lindsay, you remember may sister's death-bed !"

I started, and a suspicion which robbed me of all power
to speak, began to dawn on my mind. So I sat there staring
helplessly at him.

I stood in the hall adjoining her room, and heard her confession
to-you, "

Oh God, have mercy upon us both 1" I gasped, shivering
in every; limb, and yet my prayer, just then, was more for him
than for myself.

What happened next I do not clearly remember, only some
time afterward we sat together on the sofa by the window with
the night deepening about us, while Clyde Woolsey talked to me,

"What I suffered then, what I have endured since, God,
who reads all hearts, can alone know. There has not been a
day or an hour since that time, that I would not gladly have
yielded up my own life, to have righted the foul wrong that
had been done you !

"And then, when after searching for Alison Holmes a year
I met hin under the chestnut trees by the Seine, and told him
all (feeling that at last justice would be done you), to learn
that he was the husband of another, my faith in God for a time
almost deserted me. The bitterness of a thousand deaths could.

not have been like the first hour of that knowledge.
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" And from this meeting, I need not say how I shrank-how

the very thought made a coward of me, even as guilt makes

cowards of us a 1; for though the wrong doing was not mine,

was it not my sis4r's?.

"I dreaded to look in your face, to read in the sadness of

your very smile, how your life had been maimed and blasted,

and to know that I could make no reparation.

" But my promise to the dead could not be violated."

I felt then how keenly he must have suffered with his high,

almost morbid veneration for truth and honesty of heart and

life, with that abhorrence of wrong or falsehood ingrained in

his very being, and I looked at him with mingled pity and

admiration.

"Well, I am glad you have come, Mr. Woolsey," I answered,

"and thus afforded me an opportunity of telling you that my

life has not been all maimed and blasted, and that most likely

it needed this discipline - you know the day is often fairer, and

more fragrant, because of the showers in the morning."

Again that smile, brightening down suddenly upon me, and

warming my heart like sunlight. "Your words will be a great

comfort to me. Do you know I almost feel now, as if I could

say, what you said at her dqath-bed, what- my heart certainly

never has said, 'Irene, I forgive you." .

" Oh, you mist do it," I cried. "Do we not hope that God

f . will say -this to us for far more than we ever can say it to

mortal ?"

"Ethel Lindsay, are you a woman or an angel ?"

"Well I imagine you'd think I was a woman, and a pretty

splenetic one, too, when I don't have my own way," I answered,

with a laugh flashing up through my tears.
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But Clyde Woolsey's face was very solemn, as, taking
my hands, he said, "Well, .for your sake, I will forgive
her."

"And now we can be friends."

" The best and truest."

Afterward we talked of other matters. Jane had brought in
lights an hour before, and came to inform us the ;fifth time,
with a somewhat injured air, that supper was waiting. At last
I prevailed upon Mr. Woolsey to go out and take a cup of tea,
which he did for politeness' sake, but neither he nor iis hostess
felt much inclination toeat that night.

After we returned to the parlor, he remarked, "I have read

your books, and various other miscellany of yours, during the
last two years," and he added other words, which, coming from

such a man as Clyde Woolsey, any woman would have remem-

bered and said over afterwards, many times, withgardonable

pride and delight.

"What are you writing now ?" he asked. And I told him

of the book I had finished that day.
" If you were only going to remain longer, I should like,

with your permission, Mr. Woolsey, to read some portions of it

to you ; your critiques will be so valuable."

" Thank you ; when does it go to the publishers ?"

"Not until late in October. It will be issued about Christ-

mas, I suppose."
"And early in the same month I shall be in Springfield;

and your home is not very far off."

"I shall be very happy to see you here, then."

Mr. Woolsey did not remain late, for he had made an
appointment to meet an acquaintance at the hotel, and the

WHILE IT WAS MORNING. 313

stage which was to bring the gentleman came in at nine
o'clock. And so Clyde Woolsey and I parted, as dear friends
do who hope before many moons have waned to meet
again.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

IT was October again ; and that day was one of the fairestand goldenest that ever crowned the month. The rich, hazy
mists lay low on' the hills, the golden rod shook its yellow

tassels by the stone hedges, and the barberries, those jewels of
autumn, were strutig thick on the bushes.

" What's ailed you all day, Ethel ?" asked Aunt Ruth, with

a smile, as she met me pacing up and down the. front hall after

dinner.
"Why the day's perfectly enamored me of its beauty, and

I'm a little restless, and absent-minded, like all persons in love."
" Well, you know what Gerald says, that you don't have

half enough out-of-door exercise. Supposing now you take

down that basket of, barberries that Jane gathered this morn-

ing, to old Aunt Betty ?"

"I guess I will, for I can't see enough of the face of this day,
or take its beauty too closely into my heart."

Two hours later I was walking slowly up the long, shady
road, that led past the old mill, which presented that strange
combination of gloom and picturesqueness which all old

-C
" I wish all days were like these," I murmured to myself, as

I listeued to the soft wind panting among the corn fields on

one side of ~,while beyond them stood the forest, among
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whose elms, and oaks, and maples, fluttered a few yellow and

crimson parentheses, and these were set for a sign that all

might read.

"But we shouldn't appreciate its beauty at all, then,"

answered a voice at my shoulder, and turning round sharply,

I looked upon Clyde Woolsey.

" Why, where in the world did you come from ?" I ques-

tioned in my surprise.

" From the Parsonage half an hour ago, where I have been

having a long and very agreeable interview with your aunt.

Instead of following her directions, however, I came across the

fields, and so overtook you here. You remember. I said I

would return to hear your book."

" Yes, and I am very glad to find you remembered it ;" and

then we talked of a variety of matters which the day or the

circumstances suggested; of his visit to the White Miountains,

of the pale green moss round the roots of the trees by the way-

side ; of the color of the Autumn skies, of mankind, and meta-

physics, and lastly of God, in whom dwelleth all these. It was

near sundown when we reached home ; my heart had been

happier during this walk, than it had been-for a long time. I

said to myself, "It is because of the day."

"We shall have -a glorious sunset." We halted at our
gate, and I pointed to the bright masses of purple and gold,
with cordages of deep red, run up in'the western sky.

"Yes, but I expect to see grander sunsets than . fore
the autumn is over."

" You do ! where ?"

"On the ocean, and in Europe. I hope to lea4America,
next week."
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Did my heart bound and sink at those words, or was I only
slightly dizzy? -" I thought you intended remaining in Ame-
rica for some time."

" So I did ; but recent circumstances have changed my
plans, and one purpose of my visit here is to inform you what

these are. But as you promised me, I wish very much to hear

the opening chapters of your book ; and we shall have but

little time for this, as I must leave to-morrow."
-I had entered the gate with-a very light heart: it was but

a few yards to the front door, and yet, when I reached it, my

heart was no longer a light one.,
Clyde Woolsey took tea at the Parsonage that evening.

The minister and his sister very cordially welcomed their guest ;

for they recognized in him now, a noble, high-souled gentleman;
though the fact of his relationship to Irene, had at one time
prejudiced even their charitable hearts aginst him.

After tea, I read to them all for an hour-no matter now
what he said of my book. Then aunt and uncle had some
calls which took them from the room, and Clyde and I were

left alone.-
"Will you come and sit by me, Ethel ? I want to talk with

you," asked our guest, with that sort of abruptness so charac-
teristic of him, and so unlike other men.

I went at once.

"It is the last evening we shall probably ever pass together
this id he grave; Iwant to Make one confession-to yousto-

night, which seems something like a reparation ; no, not that,
but after all, it is something, for I am a proud man, Ethel
Lindsay, and you can never know what it costs such a one to
say to -a. woin, 'I love you,' when he is as certain of a re-

I'

jection ashe is of his own life at the momeht. Yet, now,

God, and the angels be my witness I do say these wopis to

you, Ethel Lindsay; I love you--I love you, as I never before

loved any woman, as I never can love another., And looking

back, I believe that I loved you from the beginning, for I know

you interested me more than any other person had ever done, on

that evening when I first beheld you. But from the hour that,

transfixed and overwhelmed, I listened to Irene's dying con-

fession, and heard you forgive her, you stood alone in my soul,

transfigured, glorified, above all women, still it was not until

my visit here that I learned all my weakness and your power.

I know that the husband of your heart, as he should be of

your life, too, Ethel Lindsay, is Alison Holmes, and that, with

such a woman as you, to love once, is to love forever. Next

week I shall leave America, and you can easily divine the rea-

son of this. But sometimes, Ethel, when the Atlantic plunges

wild and wide between us, will you not think kindly of the

man who loves you with all the depth, and strength, and ten-

derness of his manhood, and yet so hopelessly ?"
I did not answer Clyde Woolsey, simply because I could not.

I rose, and walked across the room-it may be twice-it may
be half a dozen times. My brain was in a vague whirl of
doubt and bewilderment, through which the light was slowly
breaking-had been breaking with every word he uttered.
At last I saw clearly, and then I went back.

"I see, now," looking up in his face, " God has just told me,
through you, that my love for Alison Holmes was Snot the love
of my life, only that. of my girlhood. It is past now; it has
gone out of my heart. This also is vanity.'

One glance he flashed into my face--a glance that swept my

'I,
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soul, andthen, with a low, deep, " Thank God," that proud
man -nhzj4o± n at my feet ; he laid his head in my lap, just as
a litti 4ii~& child might have lain it in his mother's; his

whole frame shook-oh, none but his mother had ever seen
such tears as I saw gush from the eyes of Clyde Woolsey !

I did not speak all this time-I only passed my fingers over
the crisp dark hair that lay on my lap, and wished I could
comfort him.

At last he drew away both hands and held them fast, and

some time afterwards he looked up and said, "Now, Ethel, I
can go-oh, I can die in peace. This has been the canker and
the bitterness in my heart ; the feeling that your life had been
so blasted, and, that after all, you must carry to your grave a
broken heart, I thank God again, it is not so 1"

And while Clyde Woolsey thus spoke, Fanother truth,
mightier still, had been rising in my soul, and pouring its
light, like new wine, into my heart.

I leaned down and whispered, " Clyde Woolsey, is it be-
cause of me, you will go to Europe ?"

"Yes."

"Then stay for my sake."
He looked up, and whatever of confirmation the words

needed, he found it in my face. Then he rose up slowly, and
drew me to his heart. "Ethel, my Ethel !" he spoke the name
so low, that if you had stood in the other corner of the room
you could not have herd him ; but those words married our
souls forever and ever.

Of that time, perhaps the least that I say the better.
And sitting there then, and looking back on my first one, I
felt all the infinite difference between the love of a girl and the
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love of a woman, and understood Clyde when he id, " Mel-

tha was my first love, the wife of my youth tender eWred for,

and cherished to the end,'but you, Ethel, are th if tof my

manhood, my crown and my glory." So, in bot our hearts

the great ocean. was sounded at last.

Finally Jane put her head inside the door. " Miss

Ethel," she said, "they've been waiting a whole hour for

prayers."

We went out together ; Uncle Gerald and Aunt Ruth sat in

their accustomed places-he, with the old family Bible on the

stand before him ; they both looked up as we entered the

sitting-room. Clyde led me to the minister, and simply said,

"We love each other ; will you give her to me ?"

And when he had recovered from his first great surprise,

Uncle Gerald laid his hand on ours, and said "The Lord be

with you, my children."

" Oh, I am so glad you are come," I cried, as Aunt Ruth's

soft footfalls came into my chamber, where I had been sitting

on the bedside, it seems to me an hour, it might have been

five minutes. She came up to me with a loving smile in her

moist eyes, and I buried my head on her shoulder.

"Were you surprised, aunty ?"

"Yes, my child, though we had felt for a long time that

your heart would yet take up a new song ; but I did not think

Clyde Woolsey would be the one to teach it to you."

" Yet you are satisfied,. you and Uncle Gerald ?"

" Perfectly, my dear. He is better suited to you--.he is

more of a man than Alison Holmes, brother says."
"To be sure he is ; and you need not feel a shadow of

anxiety when I go away from you."

t

_/

" , '

^

.. ."v' Y',"



320 - WHILE IT WAS MORNING.

"How soon will this be, Ethel ?" and there was something
in her tones, that made me hasten to reply,

"Oh, ,ot until next spring, aunty. We have settled it to-
night. O,de is to go West, to see about the disposal of some
lands which belong to his father, and he will probably not be
back before the middle of the winter, and you know this could
not take place until the birds and flowers come. So, aunty, I
am going to learn how to make pies and puddings, cakes and
custards, and do all sorts of domestic wonders before next May
comes."

She smiled that sweet indulgent smile that hod always
answered my childish follies. " Well, my dear, we'll talk about
these things in the morning. It's so late, you'd better get to
bed now."
" No, no,"4olding her back, "it is not late, aunty." She

held up her watch ; it was almost two t Of course, I had no
more to say. But though I obeyed her injunction, and went
to bed at once, I did not fall asleep until the "grey light "
looked in faintly through my window, and I knew that another
day had been born.

Clyde Woolsey did not leave until he had heard all my book,
and somehow it took a long time to finish it--nearly a week-

such a week as men and women do not often find in this world.
There is no single word in our English vocabulary that ex-

presses so much of the character of Clyde Woolsey as this one,

power ; power of will, .purpose, and of life. It is this, I be.
lieve, that magnetized me to him more than anything else. A
woman never loves a man les,-because she feels she might,
under some circumstances, fear him. Her womanhood demands
hmanhood-her weakness his strength.
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I said this to Uncle Gerald one day, when we were alone in

the library together.
" Tell that to the Secretary of some Woman's rights Soci-

ety," he said, snapping his fingers in my face.

"Nonsense on these woman's rights :pleaders. Get them

out of the rostrum and pulpit, and half of them are the gen-

tlest, most loving, submissive wives and pattern mothers in

Christendom-practically refuting their own theories. I tell

you, Uncle Gerald, when a woman marries a man, she wants

somebody to look up to-somebody greater and' higher than

herself ; bus heaven knows there's precious few that find it."
"You tlink, then, this is a woman's ideal, and that you've

found it."
" Yes, I /ow I have, thank God !"

" I am afraid, Ethel, you expect too much. Clyde Woolsey

is but a man, after all."

" I know it, uncle, and has his faults, just as I have mine.

But Clyde's faults are the faults of the strong-of those who

govern. He has no pettiness-and here how forcible is the

contrast between him and Alison Holmes. I should always

have had my own way with him-I shall not with Clyde."
" Alison had his faults, with most people, certainly."

" Yes, and I might have yielded very often to avoid his

ebullijions of irritable temper, but never because I feared him.

At the -worst, he would only have scolded me, but Clyde would
never do this; only his silent contempt would "--- a panted&
mime, sufficiently intelligible to the minister, concluded the
sentence. t:

He laughed. "Well, Ethel, I guess. you'll nap
after all."
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" No, I should have managed Alison. I shall influence
Clyde."

And that very day a circumstance occurred which proved

that I was not wrong in my estimation of certain qualities of
Clyde's character. He and I were starting out for a walk,
after tea, when I ran up stairs with some message for Miss

Maltby, leaving Clyde at the front door.

" You'd better put on your bonnet, child," she said, as I left

the room. " The dews are heavy, and I fear you'll take cold."

"Oh, no, I shan't; it's as warm as summer, aunty," and I

bounded down stairs.

" Ethel, go back and put on your bonnet, please."

Clyde smiled, but his tone was certainly a command.
" I like to walk without it, and I shan't take cold." He did

not answer-he only stood still, looking at me, with that
shadow of a smile about his mouth.

" Well, I'll go and get it, Clyde." ~

R.L .il i'hi~r t 49

CHAPTER XXV.

" HURRAHI! HURRAH 1"
" Oh, my goodness I" In my sudden fright I upset two of

my biscuit pans on the floor, while Clyde's handsome head

thrust itself through the kitchen window.

"There now, sir, see what you have done. Upset my pans

and given my nerves a start they won't recover from in the next

twenty-four hours."

"Well it was too bad,.but the temptation was too great to be

resisted ; forgive me this time; Ethel."

" No I shan't, nor kiss you either," returning to my work of
moulding biscuit. "You must learn how to enter the house as an

honest man should, instead of breaking through the windows

like a robber, and scaring a poor lone woman out of her
sense.

"I did enter the house like an honest man, and searched all

round for your missing self, madam. But I say, Ethel, what's

this arrangement? Haven't you domestics enough, that you

must turn cook yourself ?"

"Well, you see, Kitty received a message this noon, that he}
brother had fallen from a load of hay and broken his left rm i
so I let her go home at once."

"Why didn't you set Molly at work, then?'k

" Oh, I knew she'd only spoil the biscuit if I did. I my

3232 WHILE IT WAS MORNING.
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get through before you came. it's strange I didn't hear the

car whistle. Now please don't look cross at me, Clyde, be-

cause I tried to get you a nice supper."

"I wasn't looking cross at you, dear, but you might have

bought a loaf of bread at the baker's, and not given yourself

this trouble."

"But the baker's loaf wouldn't be my biscuit, you ungrate-

ful boyi Now be honest, Clyde, and confess they wouldn't

taste quite so sweet if any other hands in the world but these

had moulded'them.".

"I plead guilty, Ethel, my yife (oh, the sweet words had

grown very natural now !) only I do not wish you to give your-

self unnecessary trouble. What' have you been doing to-

day ?"

Let me see. This morning I read ' Carlyle's Hero Worship,'

Oh, Clyde, that is one of the books that will never grow old to

me; that always has new and grander meanings and significa-

tions to my spirit. I may not agree with all he writes ; but

that book is the voice- of a.great prophet, a prophet whose

heart throbs with pity and reverence for humanity, for good 1"

"There, now, Mrs. Woolsey ! For that burst of eloquence

you've just spoiled the physiognomy of that biscuit. But what

did you do } :your dose of Carlyle ?"

"Oh, Mr&acobs and her daughter called here, and took

me to ride. We went over to the Pines, and into Grandpa

Watson's barn, and saw them thrash the rye. And standing

there, and watching the men at their work, with the sunshine

', g through the crevices,,and over the rafters of the old

< dreamed out a story, which I intend to write to-more
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"What was it ?"
"Oh, I can only give you the barest outlines as they drifted.

through my imagination. It is to be a real country story, of
honest, simple-hearted, hard-working people. There is to be a
young man in the family, with hard hands, and handsome sun-
burnt face, and one of those strong, lithe figures which out-door
labor confers on youth and energy.

"Then there is to be a girl, who after a great deal of suffer-

ing and endurance in her yjung life, at last gets into the farm-
house to help the good old mother in harvest time. The girl is
not handsome, but she hao soft brown hair, and eyes that,
though they have held so many tears, can laugh out like sung
beams. Well you can guess the rest, but the youth is very
shy, and the girl is as timid as a mimosa plant and guards her
secret with a true woman's care.

" One day, however the old mother sends the girl into the
barn with a lunch for Abel. He is gathering up the rye
seed to screen it for the mill, when sie come in with her soft
step, and sweet voice, and the shy blushes in her pale cheeks.
He takes the lunch from ht hands, and then a mighty some-
thing he can neither understand nor resist, comes over him.
Involuntarily he draws the girl towards him, with his strong arm,
and the words leap up from his heart, 'Mary yg| ow - '

" And Mary looks up in a great fright, and then Lhes to speak,
and breaks down in a flood of tears. So it's all settled, and
two more hearts take up that sweet song.

"I shall name my story Te OLD BARN. How do you like it,
Clyde ?"

"I like it, only you will not write it to-morrow." fe

" Why not 1"

1
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Because I have some news for you."

"Good news ?"

"That depends upon the manner you receive it. Is your

work done ?"

"Yes, I will wash my hands, and call Molly to put these in

the oven, then Il come to you in the sitting-room."

"jDoes it seem as if we'd been married more than a year,

Clyde ?" I said a few minutes later, as I seated myself on the

arm of his chair.

"No, my Ethel, pleasant time generally passes swiftly."

" And I have been thinking all day how this year stands out

from all the others that reach back through my life, a year

crowned, complete. Oh, Clyde, my husband, we have been so

happy," and I wound my fingers through his soft, rich hair.

"So happy," he murmured, dropping his head on my shoulder,

and both were silent for awhile.

At last I asked, "But what news, Clyde, you haven't told

me ?"

"Oh, yes; whom do you think I saw in Boston to day ?"

"I'm sure I can't tell; anbody 4Pwn home ?"

"No, try again.".

"Oh, do tell me-please, CljyaeP
"I saw Alison Holmes, his wife and baby, this morning."

I was on my feet in an instant; ." Clyde Woolsey, you are

joking."
"Indeed I am not. Try and take it cool," pulling me

down to the chair. "He and his family are coming out

here to make us a visit, day, after to-morrow."

y heart shrank at these words, for the memory of that last

f a e. ng, and the long slow torture that followed, rushed over
'f lyf'f; . . - ," ; ,Y^ 4 ;y t £
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me. ' I don't want to see him ; I wish he were not coming
here," I cried out sharply.

My face was turned from my husband, and I did not see his

brow darken, or dream that a cloud was slowly rising in his
heart ; a cloud which should yet make a night there wild and
terrible, for Clyde has all that monopoly and, exclusiveness in
matters of affection which is t e weakness of such natures.

He answered, however, so quietly, that even I detected no
change in the tones : "I'm sorry that it disturbs you, Ethel
but' Alison himself proposed coming, and I could not be so dis-
courteous as to refuse him."

"Of course not ; only I wish he was a thousand miles away.
Butehow did he look ? what did he say ?"

" He looks as he used to, ad talks very much the same, con-
stantly effervescing in jokes and hilarity. He asked numberless
questions about you, and congratulated me very handsomely

on the possession of so valuable a piece of domestic property."
" And his wife! you saw her ?"

" Yes, I came across him oh the Common, and he insisted on
my going up -to the hotel a d being presented to her. That
wife of his is like nothing in ~tl world but' a rose-bud ; as sweet
and tender, and helpless as he babe."

"To think Alison Holmes is a father! fHow funny it
sounds !"

"And a very fond, fidgetj father too I judged from the

thousand and one orders he g ve the nurse while I was there.
f he and his wife don't have some domestic squabbles in the

bringing up of their heir, I'm o prophet; but he is a fine little
fellow of a year and a half Id, with the roguish eyes of his
father and the curly head of is mother. But t ere goes tl r N

" 5
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tea-bell and it's a starving man that'll have the honor of wait-

ing on you to supper this evening."

It was not surprising that I was unusually reticent. at tea,

for memory was unlocking doors in my heart that had been

long closed and barred. Clyde watched m with a kind of

proud gloom on his face, that at any other ti e I should have

observed, but his manner did not bate one ot of its usual

tenderness.

Two days later our exp ted guests made their advent. The

bright May morning was wearing into noon, when they came.

Clyde was away. I regretted this, and was vexed at the

nervous tremor that shook me a moment, as I stood under our

cottage porch, while up the garden path, bordered with flower.

ing shrubs, came Alison Holmes with his wife.,

And Iremembered our parting, eight Mays before, under the

Parsonage portico, and my quick thoughts linked that morning

and this together, and I said to myself, "It has been well with

me -" and then I stood there, very calm and happy, to receive

the man for whose sake the day of my girlhood had gone out

in darkness.
"Mrs. Woolsey, I am glad to see you{;" he grasped both my

hands in his, with all his old eager cordiality. He was little

changed ; travel had somewhat bronzed his complexion, and

time had added something of manliness to the handsome face

but the eyes and the smile had all the roguishness of old ; and

my heart, as well as my lips answered : ".And I. am very glad

to welcome you here, Mr. Nolmes."
He presented me to his wife ; a little dainty fairy, with the

sunniest curls straying over the sweetest face, with the bluest

eyes, shaded by golden lashes, and a mouth like one of those
half-opened rose-buds, filled with morning dew, we come across
sometimes among meadow grasses ; altogether the prettiest,
shiest, most helpless little creature in the world, with about as
much sense and comprehension of a wife and mother's responsi-
bilities, as her baby had ; who, wrapped . in embroidered
flannels and muslin, was holden up to me for a kiss, by the
nurse.

We went into the parlor, chatting together with a fami-
liarity which entirely precluded anything like embarrassment
on either side.

"You haven't changed. in the least, Mrs. Woolsey; posi-
tively, looking at you now, it seems as if we had parted
yesterday. Nellie, here," looking down on the pretty, blushing
creature, "was quite excited, in view of meeting an authoress;
but I guess she'll regain her equanimity after a while."

" Oh, I don't think I shall be one bit afraid of you, Mrs.
Woolsey," lisped the little lady, in her artless; child-like way,
"if you'll promise not to put me in your next book."

Alison laughed, and pinched her cheek. " What a glorious
heroine you would make, Dobbin ;" and then we all laughed
too, and were quite at home with each other.

There was not the slightest use in attempting any matronly
dignity with Alison ; he called me "Ethel" before the first ten
minutes were over, talked with his hands sometimes on my
shoulder, and sometimes on his wife's, and I- caught myself
-saying "-Alison" half a dozen times that morning.

Presently Clyde returned. A wrm friendship had existed
between the two men, since their first marriage, and my-hus-
band welcomed his guests very cordially. As Mrs. Holmes
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went up stairs to remove her'hat and shawl, her husband called

after her, "See here, my dear, tell Nan to keep the boy tightly

covered up when he goes through the passage."

"Take cold, AlI how absurd, this warm day ! You're

always fussing ;" and, with a laugh that ran like a child's, in

little musical eddies, up the stairs, the girl-wife tripped through

the hall.

"Nellie's no more idea of bringing up a child than your

canary out there 1" said Alison, with an unusual degree of

solemnity. " You see she always had a score of slaves to run

if she raised her eyebrows, and though there never was a more

affectionate mother, that little fellow wouldn't have seen this

day, if I hadn't looked out sharply for him."
I watched Alison and his wife with much interest, for I had

a natural curiosity tQ know how his character had matured ;

in short, what sort of man he had made. He was a very easy

person to analyze, never having learned to control the expres-

sion of his feelings, and being by nature impulsive and demon-

strative.
That evening, the first of his visit, we ,sat together on the

divan, chatting about his mother and a variety of matters,

when, looking up, I encountered Clyde's eyes fastened on me,

and something I read there of weariness and uneasiness made

me say to myself: "No wonder- he is tired of Mrs. Holmes,

she is not a woman after his heart, and .I .know he is wishing

to get off into his library for an hour or two. I'll manage it."

A little later, Alison..p posed : " Clyde, suppose .we take

the ladies out, and have : oll down by the river ; this moon

light is pterfectly enchanting."
I spoke up hastily. "I am not going to allow my husband's

"Ir&

gallantry to infringe upon his duties. I know he has a score

of letters to write between this and bed-time ; so Mrs. Holmes

and I must content ourselves with one beau."
It was all settled, and I imagined Clyde was very grateful

for my interference on his behalf ; but I did not dream how the

cloud was rising and blackening over his heart; or see him in
his library, with his face crushed down on the table, and one
thought stalking madly through his soul. " She wanted to be
with him; and this was the reason she excused me from accom-
panying them."

Alison was very fond of his pretty wife, though he evidently
regarded her as a child, or a toy, and the boy, whom both
parents idolized, was a bone of constant, but rather good-

humored contention between them ; I was greatly amused at
their verbal skirmishes each day.

" Nellie, what in the world makes Eddy sleep so this morn-
ing ? It's quite unusual for him."

"Why, the truth is, my dear," in a deprecating voice, "he
was restless during the fore part of the night, and towards
morning I gave him a few, only a very few drops of pare-
goric."

"Nellie, you will certainly be the death of that child.
Haven't I told you a thousand times that anodynes are down-
right poison? If you only would read that volume on the
'Physical Education of Children,' you'd as soon dose him with
arsenic, as laudanum."

" Now, see here, Alison, don't belsuch a bear this morning.
Mamma takes it whenever her head aches, and I guess she
knows."

830
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" Begging your pardon, my dear, your mother knows no

more about the matter than her enlightened daughter. I pro-

test it's gotten to such a pass, I can't leave that child five

minutes out of my sight," walking up and down the room, and

getting more excited every moment.}

" Alison, I don't like you to speak so ironically of mamma,
and if I am not as enlightened as some ladies, I am sure it is

very unbecoming in a husband to ridicule his wife's ignorance."

She looked so pretty, with the corners of her little mouth

squared down into an expression of such injured feeling, as she

p sat in the rocking-chair, and Alison's anger disappeared at

once.

"Why, Nellie, I never heard you make half so smart a

speech in my life, and I never felt myself such a consummate

scoundrel. Won't you kiss me, and make up ?"

No, I'm getting tired of being scolded all the time !n

"Well, don't I love you all the better when it's over, you

little dumpling ?"-
"Do you really ! Well, then, I'll make up," and the sweet

mouth was lifted for a kiss. Edward Holmes was certainly a

beautiful, as well as precocious child, and I used to watch him

as his snowy, dimpled arms flashed among the toys that were

always strewn about him, and wonder if the vast wealth to

which that little curly head was heir, would make him a wiser

or a better man ; and one day-I said to his father, while the

child stood by my side, "Don't spoil him, Alison, it is a great
trust God has given you."

"I know-it," he said, wh a sigh- that was quite unusual in

him 4 I suppose it will be like father, like son!1' You know,

Ethel, I was a spoiled child."

t
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"I know it, Alison. But the first step towards improvement

is a knowledge of our faults. You are young yet ; you can

correct the errors of your education, at least partially."

He ran his fingers through his hair. " But I suppose I want
the energy to do this. Nature and education made me an indo.

lent scamp, and I'm afraid it's too late now to reform."

" Oh no, Alison!I don't say that. It is never too late so
long as God's love is over us."

We were quite alone, for Clyde was gone into Boston, and

Nellie was up stairs taking her siesta. Alison gazed a moment
very thoughtfully in my face. "Ethel Woolsey," he said, "do
you kiiow you ought to have been my wife? You'd have
made a different man of me 1"

" You forget that your position and my own, forbid your
addressing such words to me, Mr. Holmes ; I, at least, am per-
fectly satisfied with my husband."

" Now, Ethel, don't look at me after that fashion, as though
I had been breaking the ten commandments. I know you have
the noblest fellow in the world, and I'm glad he has you; you
deserve each other, God bless you ! But, between old friends,
there may be plain speaking, and I may certainly say behind
Clyde's back, what he would be proud to have me say to his
face, that if his wife had been mine, I 'should have been a
nobler and a better man l"

"But, Alison, if a man thinks so, he has no right to say it,
for her sake who is his wife."

" Perhaps not ; I know that mine is the dearest, sweetest,
most bewitching little simpleton in Christendom; I know, too,
she loves me better than anything else in the world, as I do
her-almost. But the only daughter of a southern planter,

333
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petted and spoiled from her birth, wasn't the woman to stimulate

or improve a man of my character. &h an idea certainly-

never entered my Nellie's little cranium. I know, too, the life

I'm leading is one of refined selfishness, of mere sensation and

enjoyment; that I'm doing nothing for myself or anybody else--in

short, that my best powers and faculties lie unused and wasted."

"Well, then, 4iso- having come to a knowledge of the

truth, why don't you set at once about doing it ?"

" My dear little preacher, do you know what very tough knots

nature and habit generally tie ? And, moreover, did you ever

resolve, and re-resolve to do a thing, simply because you knew

you ought to do it, and fail for want of moral energy, or courage ;

above all, did you ever go on doing what you knew all the time

was wrong, an Ayet without the strength to stop ? or are you

such a saint that you don't understand or sympathize with the

temptations of us poor sinners ?"

"' My grace is sufficient for thee.' Oh, Alison, He who said

this was tempted in all points as we are 1"

lHe rose and walked up and down the room, whistling some

light air, and yet there was a thoughtfulness in his face, that I

had never seen there before ; at last he came and stood by my

chair, and leaned over me.

' Ethel Woolsey, let me say this once again, you ought to

have been my wife!i I should be a stronger and a better man

to-day, if you were."

"Alison Holmes, whatever you may think of yourself, it is a

wrong to the man whose guest you are, to say these things to

me. Let me assure you. pow, once for always, that I never

could have loved any other man as I love Clyde Woolsey."
"I believe you, Ethe1, and haven't you faith enough in me to

.
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know that I love and respect you both far too well to say one

word that would be wrong to 'either ? And believing this,

as I know you must, however your wifely dignity may take

alarm at my brotherly freedom, I want to speak to you one

moment of the past. I wrote you a letter,.Ethel, once, which

under any circumstances was unpardonable ; I thought my pro-

vocation was very great, and I was ins ' ated to do it by one

whose excuse is that she loved me, and w ose death has atoned

for all her faults. Neither of us will blame her, however much
we (you infinitely the most) have been wronged, for she bears
now a tender relationship to us both. But that letterI Ethel
can you forgive me for writing it ?"

"Fully, Alison." -

"Thank God that I have heard you sa those words.
Believe me, I atoned for all the wrong I had done, by my suf-
ferings, the week after I met Clyde in Paris. One word, too,
of my mother, here, for we shall not speak of this subject any
more : I cannot depict her agony when she learned,.on our way
to Europe, of the dissolution of our engagement ! It came near
costing her her life, for she loved you better than anything on
earth, but myself. I believe she always entertained some
doubts of your perfidy, and would certainly have written to the
minister, or his sister, if I had not acquainted her with my
engagement. She has since told me that she always had some
suspicion that you had been unfairly treated ; and I felt from
the beginning she had no warm affection for one who had
taken your place. She knows allnow ; she is the only person

I have ever told, or ever shall."
"Dear Mrs. HolmesI will you tell her I always levee her ?"

I said, my heart too full for more words.
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" Yes, and here let me add also, Ethel, in conclusion, that I

rejoice unselfishly in your happiness. I would not have it

otherwise, if I could ; Clyde is worthy of you, and I am glad

you are his wife, but if you were any other man's, I'd shoot

him."
"It's well, then, for the security of his neck, that he hap-

pens to be in your ga graces," I answered, trying to give a

lighter-tone to the conversation.

Just then Nellie's soft voice rippled down the staircase :

" Al, baby's awake, and Nan's going to comb my hair ; don't

you want to take him ?"

"To be sure I do," and he sprang up the stairs. In a few

minutes he returned with the babe laughing and crowing on his

father's shoul f, both little chubby hands full of coral toys.

Alison tossed him in the air, till the child's loud merry laugh

struck through the house ; and then they sat down on the

divan, and the little one plunged his white fingers through his

father's hair. " Papa's precious boy," said the proud parent,

gazing on the beautiful face. " He hopes Eddy'll make a bet-

ter man than his father has done."

" Not if you persist in letting him have his own way every

time he screams, my dear sir."

"Well, now, Ethel, what would you have a man do ? If I

should go to acting the disciplinarian, Nelly and Nan would

mutiny at once, and when I get home, his two grandmothers,

and one grandfather would think -it little less than manslaugh-

ter to refuse him anything he cries for. You can't expect he'd

be anything but a spoiled cbild."

And looking at the beautiful boy, I said, more to myself than

to his father, "I wonder if fortune and friends are, after all,

blessings or curses. Sometimes I think that touch of expe-

rience I had at the Frost's was just what I needed-that it

nourished and strengthened my character at a time when ten-

derness and indulgence would have enervated, and ruined it."

" Well now, Ethel, what do you think of my handing Eddy
over to them, for the next ten years, for the benefit of their

example and training. Don't you thinkgncle Jake would take
him ? But you're right, after all," said he, in a graver tone.

" I wish you'd speak to Nellie gn this subject of training our
boy. She loves you dearly, and will listen to anything you
say."

And in a little while the young mother came down, rosy and
smiling, looking as if she had never known a sfow or care in
the world.

"Now, my dear husband," she said, nestling herself on an
ottoman, and crossing her bare arms on her lap, ""I'm going to
embroider you a beautiful pair of satin slippers, if you'll promise
never to scold me when I don't do right about baby, or keep
you waiting when we go to ride, or tear up your papers, or
anything else. Nan's going to Boston to-morrow morning to-
get the materials. You know what exquisite taste she has.
Mrs. Woolsey," fluttering her bright head round me, with the

golden curls straying over her bare neck and shoulders, like a
tangle of sunbeams, " don't you think Alison ought to be good
to me all the days of his life, if I do this for him ?"

Before I could express an opinion on this subject, Nan came
in with a saucer of strawberries she had gathered in the gar-
den for Eddie. 'She was a black woman, who on account of
her long services in her master's family, had received her free-
dom from Nellie's'father three or four years before. She was
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a true African, warm-hearted, demonstrative, and possessed

that unbounded admiration for tropical colors which is a national

characteristic of her race. She usually wore a bright yellow

turban, with a calico dress in flaming red flowers and'spangles,

while a crimson handkerchief confined at the neck with a green,

blue, or scarlet ribbon, completed her variegated costume. She

was ardently attachejto, and I do not doubt she would have

laid down her life for, Eddie.

"I got somethin'.for dat are precious chile you won't com-

plain on dis time, Maser Holmes," said Nan, as she came

towards the child, displaying to his admiring eyes the tempting

berries. ,"It'takes ole Nan to find out where de good tings

grow for her *."
"1Don't give them to him, Nan," said Alison. "They'll

make him sick, sure as you're alive. I don't believe they're'

ripe."
"Yes they be, Maser Holmes," stoutly affirmed Nan, while

Nellie added, "I think it's too bad of you, Alison; do let the

child have the fruit." But here the young gentleman inter-

posed, vociferating with an emphasis which drowned the voices

of all the others, " Eddie will have 'em !' Eddie will have 'em i"

meanwhile kicking his feet, and stretching his arms.

"INo, Eddie mustn't ; Nan take them away." Alison Holmes

could speak in a tone which those who heard would not be

likely to disobey. Eddie threw himself down on the floor,

stamping with rage, and dashing his head against the carpet.

"Poor boy ; can't he have anything he wants ?" said his

mother, in a tone that varied between pity for him, and indig-

nation at his father.
"tNow, gou see, Ethel," pettishly retorted Alison, "all the
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good it does for me to exercise anything like authority in my
household. I declare, Nell I've a good will to bundle you
and Eddie up stairs, and give you both a whipping."

" Well, you'll never have the slippers, you old ogre, if you
do 1" laughed Nellie, whose ill-humor never lasted ten minutes,
and whose variations of temper only made her the more piquant
and charming.

Just then some one knocked at the door, and Nellie made her
exit at once, with her boy.

After our neighbor's brief call was over, Alison and I went
into the garden, where we had seen his wife and the nurse
walking. with Eddie. We -came suddenly upon them in the
grape arbor, which, within the last two weeksbad put on its
covering of pale green leaves, and the trio were so interested
that they did not observe our approach.

They formed a beautiful tableau; the mother and her child,
with Nan in the background, her black face fairly radiant with
happiness, as she looked down on the two beings she loved
best on earth.

Eddie sat cross-legged on the oaken seat, his little head
thrust forward, and his white arms fluttering to the motion of
a.spoon which was making rapid journeys, under the supervision

of Nellie, from his lips to the interdicted saucer of strawberries.
The mother was kneeling on a low stool, her sunny hair

straying down to her waist, and a merry, self-congratulatory
smile dimpling about her rosy lips, as she plied her boy with
the forbidden fruit, murmuring meanwhile fragmentary senten-
ces of condolence and triumph, after this fashion, "It might
have some berries, so it might; and papa won't be any the
wiser, either ; they didn't hurt him one single bit."
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" Oh, missis," interposed Nan, " don't you know men doesn't

know nothin' about bringing up o' children. They's al'ays
full o' qualms and notions, and it's best to keep mum and have

your own way arter all. They means well, but they don't

know so much as they thinks, and it won't do to conterdict

'em; so my 'sperience has kinder learnt me to look one way and

pull t'other."

Nan concluded her oracular speech with a laugh which

showed two rows of white teeth a belle might have envied.

"Don't the little deceivers look cunning ?" whispered Alison

to me; and then he clapped his hands and shouted, " Stop

thieves !" and Nellie sprang up with a shriek, and the saucer

fell from her hands and was dashed to pieces on the pavement,

while Nan, exclaiming, " My goodness ! who'd a thought it I"

caught up Eddie, and stood at bay, as though she would

protect him from any assault his enraged father might make

on his person.

Nellie was quite disconcerted at being surprised in her

surreptitious employment.
" Pll never do so again, never, as long as I live, if you'll for-

give me this time," she said, looking timidly in her husband's

face, for he had assumed a terrible frown.

He was too kind-hearted to keep up his. apparent dis-

pleasure long. "It's a fortunate thing you're handsome, Nel-,

lie, for I never would have forgiven you if you hadn't looked

so pretty." And the little wife buried her blushing face on

her husband's shoulder, and said he was a " dear old fel-

low, anyhow."

" Oh, Clyde, haven't you nearly gotten through with that
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tiresome business for your friend ?" I asked that evening, as I

met my husband in the front door, for he had gone into Boston

immediately after breakfast.

" I shall get through, Ethel, to-morrow, probably. Have

you been happy to-day ?"

"Very, thank you; at least, as much so as I could be without

you. Do you know I've been a little fearful that you didn't

look quite well this morning ? I should have spoken to you

about it if you hadn't gone off so hurriedly."

"I am quite well, my Ethel." Clyde drew me to his heart,

and the sunshine leaped suddenly through a rift in the cloud

that had darkened his heart for the last three days, and with

my head resting there I thanked God that I had a husband on

whose strength I could lean, instead of one who must lean on

me, and that Clyde Woolsey, instead of Alison Holmes, was

my husband. Ah me t if I had only spoken the prayer aloud !

" Clyde, do you know I'm getting jealous of you ?" asked

Alison, abruptly, in a pause of the conversation.

It was evening, and we were all gathered in our sitting-room.

Mrs. Holmes was chatting, in her pretty humming-bird style,
to Clyde, who was holding some skeins of silk while she wound

them. I saw Clyde was quite amused with the little lady, who

looked perfectly bewitching with her earnest, graceful panto-

mimes, and the dainty, restless motion of her bright head, as
she related to him some amusing adventure she had with an
old bachelor, who became greatly enamored of her while she
was in England. After all, Nellie had a good many veins of
womanly wit and acuteness, and that faculty of " bringing
out " the picturesque or ludicrous parts of a story, which be-
longs to her sex.
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" I certainly had no suspicion of so terrible a fact until this
moment, sir," laughingly answered Clyde.

" Welt4t is a fact, my dear fellow, and there's no telling
how soon coffee and pistols may be on hand. It isn't in human
nature for a man to stand quietly by and see his wife falling in

love with another woman's husband, to say nothing of being
told of it to his face."

" Be still, Al 1" Nellie shook her finger at him.
" I can't, madam; my outraged feelings won't permit further

silence, after receiving such a lecture as I did to-night for not
showing you the- thousand little respectful attentions that Mr.
Woolsey did his wife-in short, for not being as deferential and
attentive as I was before you had the misfortune to be Mrs.
Holmes."

Nellie appealed to me if she were not in the right-,
" To be sure you are. I should be sorry to ever find that

my husband thought his wife less deserving of his attention and

.courtesy than she was when he-courted her."
"But, Ethel," interposed Alison, reasoning after the fashion

of most men, "it isn't any proof that a man thinks less of his

wife thai he did before he married her, only in their every-day

intercourse he is apt to grow careless and inattentive about

these little matters. They're all very proper, I grant, but then

a man can't keep them up all his life, can he, Clyde ?"

" I think so; they should be habitual to him. No man has

a right to merge the-lover in the husband, or at least he should
always remember that this latter relationship involves all the

duties of the former one."

" And then, too," I added, " these little cares and attentions

make up so much of the poetry and beauty of married life.
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They are its flowers and its aromas, shedding over it that:)

softening, refining influence, which every-day intercourse always

requires."

"But you won't find this in one case out of a thousand,

Ethel."
" And do you find, my dear sir, in one case out of a thou-

sand, your ideal of married life ? However, don't think I lay

the blame altogether on your sex. Our own has its full share

of culpability in this matter. Indeed, I believe if all married

women were habitually regardful of their dress, speech, and ap-

pearance before their husbands, they would have little to com-

plain of in the way of carelessness or neglect."

"But wouldn't it seem rather stiff and formal after all,

Ethel? Men generally, you know, go in for a free, easy sort

of life, and it seems to me the one you defend might become a

little oppressive."

"Is politeness and courtesy ever a formality to the refined

and the cultivated, Alison, or is it the coarse, the ignorant, the

vulgar, who pronounce them so ? Does a man love or respect

his wife less because she is as pretty, as gentle, as lovable, ten

years after he married her as when he courted her ?"

"You're pushing me into a corner, Ethel, I see plainly. But

when you've done, 'men and women are not perfect,' and

'human nature' will come out, and there must be, sometimes,

jangles and discords in married life. That's common sense, if

it isn't poetry. You're an authoress, you see, and can talk and

write on this subject, and it all sounds very pretty; but we

cannot live out.our ideals in this every-day, practical world."

"But we can aspire to them, at least, not sink down and

never reach out our souls to them. Then, it is our place to
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set the example in these matters. It is a wife's duty to be better
than her husband. That woman has a fearful responsibility,/
most likely a fearful account to settle with her Maker, whose
husband cannot say to her, after having lived with her half a
dozen years, 'I am a better man because you married me.'"

" My dear preacher, if one-half the men in the world could
say it to their wives, what a different world it would be 1"

" What a different one !" echoed Clyde, and even Nellie
looked thoughtful.

Then the domestic came in to tell us the cream was ready in
the dining-room; and Alison rose up, went to his wife, and
made her a bow that an ambassador might have offered to a
princess, though there was a world of lurking mischief in his
eyes as he said, " Mrs. Holmes, can I have the honor of giving
you a glass of cream ?"

Nellie took his arm with alacrity. " Now, Alison," looking
up in his face with charming entreaty, "you'll always remem-
ber and behave like that, won't you ? And when I run down
to meet you at the gate, you'll take off your hat, and give me
a chair when I enter the room, and, in short, do on all occa-
sions just as you did before we were married."

" Well, what are you going to do, Nellie ?"

" I am going to be, as Ethel says, better than you; always
patient and gentle, a real model wife; and you shall have your
own way with Eddie, and when you've lived with me twelve
years, see if you don't say you're real glad you had me."

There was a unanimous laughat this as we seated ourselves
at the table; but Alison promised.

"I sincerely wish I were not going to Boston to-morrow,"
said Clyde, as we were eating our cream.
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" So do I, my husband; but what suggested that thought to

you now ?"
" Oh, we'd all go down to the beach to-morrow, and then

ride over to Mount Auburn, and round the country. The fruit

trees are in blossom, and it would gladden all your eyes to see

the orchards and gardens in their May-robes of white and pink ;

indeed, the whole landscape is one vast, rich, variegated paint-

ing just now."

"See here, dear, do get out of that musty old law business," I

said, excited by his description. " I am sure it will be plea-

sant to-morrow, and one must be in time to catch these 'spring

pictures,' they so soon change into summer ones. Can't you.

arrange it to go, Clyde ?"

" I might manage it, if I could be in Boston until eleven.

You could ride in, you know, and take me up at the office."

I was so glad at this I clapped my hands, and Clyde laughed,

and said, " I was Ethel Lindsay yet."

So it was all settled that we should start for Boston about

ten the next morning, take in Clyde, and then go down to the

beach and hearken for awhile to that " solemn measure " which

beats up from the white pulses of the ocean; afterwards we would

ride to Cambridge, then wander amid the sweet silence and won-

drous beauty of Mount Auburn, and at last we would ride until

sunset among those new paintings which May, the year's young

artist, had opened on hills and hedges, in meadows and or-

chards.

So we retired early that night, with bright visions of to-mor-

row filling all our slumber
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"Don't you think, Ethel, I can't go to-day !"
Mrs. Holmes burst suddenly into my room with these words,

as I stood before'the mirror putting on my bonnet.
" Can't go ! What in the world do you mean, Nellie ?"
"Why," panted the little lady, "I've just received a message

that Sara Wildman is stopping in Chelsea, with some friends,
and she starts this evening for-the Falls. You have heard me
speak of her ? We were just like sisters, and I never had a
thought Sara didn't share, from the time I was six years old
until I went to Europe. She was married last Fall ; I wouldn't
miss seeing her for a million dollars, plank down. What is to
be done ?"

"Yes ; that's the question, what is to be done ?" asked Ali-
son's voice at the door.

"Come in. Ah, you won't mind him, Ethel ?" And then,
hats and gloves in hand, we held a consultation what course
we had better pursue, now things had assumed this new aspect

It was a bright fragrant morning, we were all in high spirits,
and bent on enjoying ourselves, so it was at last settled that
we should'leave at once, and dispatch a messenger to Clyde,
informing him of the change in our plans, and that we would
call at his friend's office between two and three o'clock. Mean-
while we were to deposit Nellie at her friend's in Chelsea, while
Alison and I had a short ride on the beach before we went into
Boston.

Our gardener was both intelligent and faithful. Being in
great haste, I gave him a verbal message for Clyde; bade him
take the horse and get intoBoston before an hour.

So in a very short time we were snugly ensconced in the car.
riag, all, even to Eddie and Nan, in the very highest of spirits.

After a ride of two hours, almost every rod of which elicited

fresh exclamations of delight at some new handiwork of Spring,

on tree, or river, or hill-side, we arrived at Chelsea, and wit-

nessed a most demonstrative meeting between Nellie and her

friend, a gay, blooming brunette, as unlike her as possible.

"Now, Ethel, don't you elope with my husband," Nellie

called out to me as we drove away ; and she stood in the front

door, kissing her hands, and shaking her golden curls at us.

We rode for more than' an hour on the sands, while the

grand " ocean metronome" filled our hearts with the thunder

of its everlasting " Glory to God 1"

We reached Boston about two o'clock, and learned to our

surprise, and great disappointment, that Clyde had left nearly

two hours before. No one could give us any information where

he had gone, and we could only ascertain that some man or boy

had brought him a message a short time previous to his leav-

ing. I was much perplexed at my husband's departure, as I

could assign no reason for it, but Alison insisted that Clyde

would make it all straight when we saw him.

He was very anxious, too, to visit Mount Auburn, as we had

planned the night before, and I finally yielded to his entreaties.

Of course the hours slipped away rapidly while we wandered

through that beautiful " country of the dead," and it was almost

sundown when we left the grounds.

"Why, Nellie, what makes you so white-?" asked Alison, as

he sprang from the carriage, and his wife ran out of the front

door to meet him.

"Nothing," said the little woman, "only Clyde has fallen

from his horse," and there was a rush and roar in my ears that

drowned her words, and a blindness came over my eyes, but I

I
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staggered up to her and caught her arm: "Where is he, Nel-
lie, where is he 7" I gasped.

" He's in the house. Goodness, Ethel, don't look like that.
Here, you mustn't go up there, so-stop her, Al ."

Her cry followed me, as I rushed past her into the house,
and, guided by instinct, darted up the stairs before any one
could detain me. I sprang into the front chamber ; my hus-
band lay on the bed-the doctor, several ladies and domestics
with restoratives, gathered about him ; I rushed up to the bed-
side, unmindful of them all. I only saw that Clyde lay there,
that his eyes were closed, and his face was as white as the dead.

"My dear madam, he is not dead, he is only stunned by a
fall from his horse, and has probably injured his arm, not bro-
ken it, as we first feared," said the physician.

I believe they removed my hat and shawl for me. I know,
too, how my hands shook, as I knelt down there and tried to
smooth back the brown hair I was so proud of from the broad
pale forehead.

" Ethel, there is no danger," said Alison, who had come in.
"You are so overcome, you had better go into the other room
with Nellie."

"No, no, .I shall stay here by my husband. Oh, Clyde,
Clyde, do speak to me I"

He opened his eyes ; in a minute they ran with a startled
expression over the strange faces round his bedside,' and then
settled upon Alison and me, for we were standing close to-
gether, and it seemed as though a slight spasm crossed his-
face.

"Clyde, you know me, don't you ?" putting my face down
close to his.
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Here the doctor interposed. " He is too weak to converse

yet, my dear sir. Mr. Woolsey rode into Chelsea about two

hours ago, with a young, fiery'horse, which took fright as he

turned the corner, and threw him against some stones in the

road. He was found insensible and conveyed here. I do not

think he has fractured his arm, as I first feared, or sustained any

serious injury, though he has probably met with a number of

sprains and bruises."

"Well, my dear fellow, it's very lucky you escaped with no

worse acquaintances," and I saw Alison covertly motion Nellie

and the doctor to get the others out of the room ; and in a

few moments we three were alone.

"Oh, Clyde, thank God it was no worse," and I clung to
him, shuddering, for I was almost as helpless as he, from the

fright I had undergone.

The great beautiful eyes fastened on my face with an expres-

sion I had never seen there before. "Were you so alarmed

for me, Ethel ?"

I did not understand the question or the tone ; I only felt he

was there scarcely harmed, and putting down my faint head on
his pillow, I sobbed: "Thank God, Clyde, thank God."

"Now, see here," said Alison, in the half jesting tone. he
usually assumed to hide deeper feeling, "I want to see the drift
of all this, Woolsey, though it don't become me to catechise a
man on his back very severely. Why, in the name of common
sense, didn't you wait for us in Boston, as we sent you a mes-
sage to do,, instead of running off after this fashion 1"

. 4
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He bowed his head, and then Alison spoke. "My dear fel-

low, are you really injured; how in the world did this all hap-

pen "

349
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Clyde lifted his head. "Sent me a message to remain for
you !~ Our gardener's boy told me that you had given up your
plans of last night, altogether, and would remain at home."

" Did he send that dolt of a boy with the message, instead of
taking it himself ?" I cried ; and then Alison, in a few brief
sentences, related all that had transpired since morning, after
which he suddenly recalled some message he had for his wife,

and so he left the room ; this time he saw clearer and farther
than I.-

Then Clyde lifted himself up, and drew down my head to his
heart, but his voice shook like a woman's, as he said, " Ethel,
my Ethel ;" and his tears falling among my hair, oh, they were
like a woman's too.

"What does it mean, Clyde, my husband, what does it
mean ?" I- whispered, frightened at this unusual emotion, and
yet, with a dim suspicion of its cause breaking into my mind.

And in the next half hour I learned how Clyde Woolsey loved

me, as I had not learned it even in the days of our betrothal,
learned how, once in a great while, a man does love a woman,

and what she is to him when she has gone into the bridal

chamber of his soul. A few words will tell all that is neces-

sary, for the rest is laid away in my heart and his.
It appeared the gardener returned home, and found his

youngest child quite ill, so he dispatched his son, a raw, blun-

dering youth of sixteen to Boston, with the message which I
had delivered to him.

The boy's memory was never very tenacious, and the strange
sights and sounds of the city quite bewildered him, and he in-

formed Clyde that we had all concluded to remain at home on

account of a letter which Mrs. Holmes had received. His sur
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prise can be imagined when, an hour later, some acquaintance

informed him that he had just returned from the beach, where

he had seen Mrs. Woolsey riding with a gentleman whom

Clyde at once recognized, from the description, as Alison

Holmes.

Now, ever since my expressions of regret at Alison's intended

visit, Clyde had been haunted by a fear that I might have

deceived my own heart, and that, after all, its first love might
be its deepest.

No wonder this thought goaded him almost to frenzy, when,
after the message he had received from me, he learned of my

ride on the beach with Alison. He could not believe that I

had intentionally deceived him, but he feared the whole plan
had been concocted by Alison, and that I had yielded to it so
readily because my own wishes endorsed it.

Clyde returned home immediately ; our two domestics could

only inform him that we had concluded to leave Mrs. Holmes

in Chelsea, and for two hours he paced up and down the soli-

tary rooms, a very madman, to use his own words.
At last he could bear it no longer. He procured the first

horse he could find, and rode into Chelsea. I have told the rest.
" And now, Ethel, life of my life, you know all my weakness,

and all my love ; can you forgive me ?" He knew why I
answered him with mute kisses.

" I never knew, till to-day, how precious you were to me ;"
he said afterwards. " It's a terrible thing for a man to be
jealous of his iife."

"But I should never have believed it of you, Clyde ; you, so
strong, and proud, and self-reliant. I thought it mostly
belonged to women to be jealous."

N
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"4h, my dear, there is something of the woman away down
in the heart of every man."

" And without it he would be less of a man. But now there
shall be perfect confidence between. us, Clyde ?"

" As between the angels in heaven !"
He was able to return home that night, though he was

mostly confined to the house for a week afterwards, from the
effects of his fall. I shall never forget that long ride, from
Chelsea to our cottage,- with the sweet, solemn moonlight
brightening and idealizing every object on the road. I felt
that Alison suspected much of the truth, when I told him how'
the gardener's, son had misapprehended my message, but he
never alluded to it, and his delicate conduct in this matter
made him dearer, both to Clyde and myself.

111 x fj _

"n

t

" 3"

Y.

_ 

; 
ay

I
r

fj'i Fa

11
4!

t/f 

h

J'

i

CHAPTER XXVI.

"I NEVER was more touched in my life by any little occurs

rence that came within my knowledge, than I was by a circum-

stance that happened this afternoon at recess," said Miss Pike,

the district school-teacher, as she brushed off several drops,

which, spite of all her precaution, had fallen on her sleeve.

She was a very prim, but most estimable lady, not now in her

first youth, and we had insisted upon her entering the house as

she was passing it on her return from school, for the day had
worn a dull, heavy physiognomy, and the afternoon had settled

down into a thick, stormy rain.
" What was the circumstance, Miss Pike ?" I asked; " we

all feel just in the mood for a story."
"Well, this afternoon, just at recess, I stood in the school-

door, when a little boy, with a most pitiable, poverty-stricken

aspect, came up to me and inquired.the road to Boston. He

could not have been more than ten years old, and as I looked

down on his wet, threadbare garments, and his pale, sunken

cheeks, my heart ached for him.

"'That is the road,' I said, pointing it out to him; ' but, my

child, it's twelve miles to Boston, and you can never walk
there ;-"besides, I think it's going to rain again, very soon; for,

if you remember, about two hours ago there was a rift in the
clouds, and the sun almost peeped out.'

w
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"'But I must keep straight on, if it does rain,' answered the
child, looking up into my face, with his clear, earnest eyes.
'Mamma sent me to a friend of hers in Boston, and I've got to
walk all the way there.'

" 'But your mother, my child, wouldn't wish you to go in
the rain; besides, it's much too long a walk for a little boy like
you. You had better come in here, and sit awhile, till the

shower is over, and then you can go back and see your mother,
before you keep on to Boston.'

"I shall never forget the look of the little fellow's face, as
he ,said, ' My mother is dead, and she told me to go straight to

the gentleman, and I must. If it rains very hard, I can get
under the trees, or a shed, till it's over.'

"At that moment there was a loud shriek in the school-

room, and I sprang in to see what was the matter. One of the
smallest. children had fallen from my desk, which she had
mounted, arid bruised her forehead so badly that I could not
leave her for some time. When I returned to the door, the
clouds had darkened, and the child was gone. The mists were
so thick I could scarcely discern the road, and I had only time
to call the children in before the rain fell in torrents. But if it
had been possible, I would have started off myself for that little

child, keeping his solemn promise to his dead mother, as through
the rain and wind he makes his slow way to Boston."

" But. he can't get there to-night, Miss. Pike," said Clyde.
" Oh, if it were not for these bruises, I'd start off for the little
fellow myself."

" You'd have to get my permission first, sir." e
" I should be certain of it, Ethel, in such a case."

At this moment Alison rose and left the room hastily. We
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did not observe this, for we all sat listening to the dismal wind

and rain outside, and thinking of the little boy, battling his

weary way through all that fearful storm, to the one friend his

mother had left him.

" Where's Alison gone ?" asked Nellie suddenly, half an hour

later; and then, before any one could reply, she ran up stairs

and commenced a vigorous search for him. In a little while

she returned with a most lugubrious expression of countenance,

" It's just as I guessed," she said ; " Al's started off in this

dreadful storm, to find that child. Betty saw him go. He

came into the kitchen with his overcoat on, and told her not

to say a word, but get him the largest umbrella in the house,

and off he started, and I don't believe he'll ever get back alive,

again."
And in the midst of our ejaculations of surprise at Alison's

leaving the house in such a storm, Clyde cried out reproach-

fully, " It's all my doings. If I hadn't made that unfortunate

remark, about setting off myself, he wouldn't- have gone.

Nellie, if anything happens to Al, I shall never forgive

myself."
" Yes you shall, too, Clyde," said the impulsive little

southerner s she went up to his chair and smoothed the pil-

lows o which his head was resting. " I just know you'd do

yourself what you wouldn't let Al, or anybody else do ; and--

oh, my! how it does rain 1"

It did, indeed ; the storm strengthened every moment, and

the thick drops beat against the windows, and the wind roared

and fought through the pines and the maples along the road.

We were all in a most unenviable state of anxiety on Alison's

account. Nellie could not sit still a moment in one place ; now
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she flung herself down on a corner of the sofa, and cried as if
her heart would break ; the next, she walked up and down the
room, wringing her hands, and protesting Alison would cer-
tainly die.

Nan stood at the window, with Eddie in her arms, declaring,
with sundry solemn shakings of her head, and the yellow turban
thereof, that "Maser, kind-hearted soul, could never stand it in
such a pourin' down rain as dat are," and then she bugged
Eddie tighter than ever.

Poor Miss Pike never ceased lamenting that she had not
detained the child, or that her pupil had fallen from her desk
at that unpropitious moment.

Eddie himself was the only unconcerned individual among
us. That young gentleman enjoyed the storm hugely, stretch-
ing out his white arms, and crowing with admiration, as gusts
of wind aid rain drove thicker against the windows.

",Ah ! you can laugh and crow now, little boy," said Nellie,
reproachfully, with the tears standing still on her cheeks, " but
perhaps papa'll be killed, out in this dreadful storm, and then
what'll become of mamma and you !"

But this appalling possibility did not seem to disturb Eddie
in the least ; he only crowed triumphantly at a fresh blast of
wind. And I saw there was a true woman's heart beating
under all the little. caprices and weaknesses of the pretty
southerner.

Clyde tried to comfort her. "The child can't have gone
more than two or three miles, against this wind, and Al will,
of course, get a horse, and can't be long in coming up with
him. He won't be likely to miss him either, for the road is
a straight one, and there are no houses, nor shelter but the

trees, for the first three miles. Oh, if I could only have gone

with him. You see, Ethel (in an undertone) this comes of my

making a fool of myself, day before yesterday."

"What should you do if Clyde had gone, Ethel ?" asked

Nellie, who had not heard the latter part of this remark.

t I should think he was out on an errand of mercy, and hope

that good angels would take care of him." This seemed to

comfort the young wife more than anything we had previously

said. I had not believed it possible she could have evinced so

much energy as she did at this time. She had Kitty build a

huge fire in the kitchen, and constantly bustled back and

forth, heating Alison's dressing-gown and slippers, setting his

favorite chair in the cosiest corner, and even preparing the

coffee, under Nan's directions, with her own hands.

"After all, there's something in Nellie," Clyde whispered to

me.

But notwithstanding the excitement of these preparations,

the night darkened very gloomily around us, for the fury of the

storm increased with the setting of the sun.

"Come, Nellie, do go to the piano, and sing something. It

will cheer us all," said Clyde, at last, who, from recent illness

and present anxiety, had worked himself almost into a fever.

We all seconded this request, and Nellie went to the piano,

and her sweet voice throbbed and wavered through several

mournful little airs, which were just in harmony with our mood,

calming and soothing, even while it saddened us.

In the midst of one of these, the bell rang sharply, accom-

panied with a vigorous knocking and stamping at the front

door. We all rushed into the hall in time to see Alison enter,

holding a little child by the hand ; two very pitiable looking
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objects they were, drenched with rain, and thoroughly worn
out in their struggles against the wind.

"Oh, Alison, my husband, you're an angel !" cried his wife,
rushing forward.

a aBut Nellie's angel was decidedly bearish at that moment.
"Don't come near me," he very peremptorily ordered ; "I'm
as wet-as a drowned rat, and worn out as a racer. Somebody
take that child in hand, at once, and don't speak to me until I
get some dry clothes," and he stalked up stairs, while Nellie
followed him with looks- of unutterable admiration and sympa-
thy, without uttering a word.

The child was at once put in charge of Nan and Kitty, with
such a supply of apparel as could be produced from wardrobes
which had nothing to suit his age or size ; but he was so be-
wildered and exhausted that we forbore to question the little
fellow.

In a short time Alison returned, and was dulymarshalled -to
his corner of the fire-place by Nellie, and a glass of strong
" sling," prepared by Nan, and two cups of coffee, somewhat
restored his speech and his temper.

Of course we were all profuse in our sympathy and congra-
tulations that he had escaped so well.

"How could you, Al,.go off in this hurricane ?" said Nellie.
" We've almost died about you !"

" How could I !" turning angrily towards her. "Do you
suppose- I could, have seen that little fellow of mine toddling
and crowing round here, and known some other child, that
some other parent loved just as well, was out in this terrible
storm, without a" house to shelter, or a hand reached out to
help it.! No, hang it, I couldn't 1" bringing down his fist on
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the chair arm, in most belligerent style. "I know, Ethel

Woolsey," turning to me, " I'm not. a bit of a saint, but I've

got a tender place away down in my. heart, a place that, while

I've life to help him, will never let me see a little child suffer."

"Bravo, a speech worthy of a hero ! -Al, you're a noble

fellow, and the deed of this day shall procure you immunity

for anything you do afterwards, no matter how bad itis," said

Clyde, who had feebly made hi way into the kitchen.

" Now give us your hand, Clyde Woolsey. I'd rather have

a word of praise from you, than all the laurels that ever

crowned all the poets from Homer down to Halleck. Mr. Mid-

get," one of the numerous pet names he bestowed upon Eddie,

l papa's little man ! didn't he care a bit if he was out in the

rain, and got drowned ?" And he gathered up the boy tightly

to his heart, and we knew of what he was thinking ; but Clyde

and I thought, as we stood there with our fingers locked in

each other's, of that blessed old gospel precept, "Do unto

others as ye would they should do unto you."

The little boy whom Alison had rescued was so exhausted,

that we concluded, as soon as he was thoroughly warmed and

fed, that Kitty should take him to bed, without questioning

him at all. He was a bright, intelligent-looking child, with

large, clear, hazel eyes, and a timid, sorrowful expression on his

little, pinched features, which touched all our hearts.

We were a happy company as we sat down to the tea-table

that evening, caring little1for the storm that still heaved and

shrieked outside.

Alison was, of course, quite a hero in our eyes, and no mat-

ter what he did, Nellie took it all in good part, neither pout-

ing nor retorting at any of his speeches;. and it must be

I
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admitted, he was not all the time in the most aiable

h mor.
He had found the child, he said, about two miles and a half

from our house. He was sitting under some oaks, on the edge

of the forest, close to the road. A more pitiable picture could

hardly be conceived than that little solitary child, sitting

there under the trees, with the rain pouring down on the small

weary figure, and the tears streaming down his cheeks, for all

hope had now quite deserted the brave little heart.

He seemed hardly to realize the deliverance that had come

to him, and could scarcely get on his feet ; but when Alison

had seated him safely on the horse, he turned round suddenly,

with a new thought brightening his large, sad eyes, and asked

earnestly-

" Be you an angel, and did God send you ?"

"No, my child," answered Alison, "PIm not an angel, but I

do believe God sent me."

And when he related this, his voice shook through the tears,

that were an honor to his manhood.

"I've got the best husband in the world," whispered Nellie,

as she came to bid me " good-night."

"So you have," thought I, "but one," as I kissed the little

wife.

The next morning we all assembled, after breakfast, in the

sitting-room, to hear the story of our little protigi.

The storm had gone down during the night, and the morning

had risen clear and beautifu. The winds came in gushes of

fragrance from the fruit-blossoms, and the robins' song sent

pulses of music. through the open window. Alison had quite
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recovered from his fatigue and exposure, and Nan had combed
out the tangled hair of the child, and arrayed him very com-
fortably, though somewhat grotesquely, in a bright crimson
sacque of her own, which, by dint of a good deal of pinning
and pulling, somewhat resembled a coat, while Kitty had pro-
duced a pair of pantaloons, which belonged, ten years before, to
her son in the West Indies.

The child was so much embarrassed, at first, that we could
only learn his name was Willie Grant, and that he had no
friends in the world, but there was a purity in his enunciation,
and refinement in his manners, which proved he had been care-
fully brought up.

Now come and stand by me, little man, and tell us all you

know about yourself, and you shall have one of the prettiest
hats and coats in all Boston," said Clyde.

He always won the confidence of children. The boy went to
him, and standing by his side, told his simple, pathetic story.
His father was drowned at sea, and his mother lived all alone
in a place called Branford, in Connecticut. His mother used to
cry a great deal, and took in sewing to earn money.

After a while she grew very thin, and pale, and couldn't sew

any more, and the neighbors used to come in and look sorrow-
fully at her, and bring her things to eat.

One night she woke Willie up suddenly, and told him she
was very sick, and didn't think she should live but a few hours.
"And now," she said, " I want you to remember every word I

say to you, my child. There's a man in Boston who was once
my friend, and you must go to' him after they have laid me
away i the ground, and tell him your mother sent you to him,
and prayed him to be a father to her fatherless and motherless
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child ; I know his heart is a warm, tender one, and he won't

resist this appeal. You'll find his name written on a piece of

paper in the drawer, and some money there, too, and you must

take this and go to Boston. Somebody will tell you how to get

there, and you must show the paper when you ask for the gen-

tleman. Will you remember and do this, Willie ?"

And Willie promised as well as he could, for he was crying

very hard.

Afterwards his mother told him to go for some of the neigh-

bors, but when he returned she could not speak to him. She

only pointed up once, and then her eyes closed, and they said

she was dead.

The day after the funeral, Willie left Branford. 'He hurried

away without speaking to any one, because he overheard some

of the neighbors say they must sell what little furniture his

mother had in their one room, and put the boy out to some

farmer in that vicinity...

He came half of the distance the first day, and stopped over

night at a tavern. The man who kept this was very surly to

the child, and would not permit him to pass the night until he

had paid him for it beforehand.

The next day Willie found he had not money enough to take

him to Boston, so he concluded to walk, but several men gave

him a ride in their wagons ; and he slept one night in a barn,

and the second under the trees. The third day he lost the

paper on which his mother had written the name of her friend,

and at last, worn out and despairing, he sat down under

the trees, not caring much, for the rain, and thinking he

should die in a little while, and go home to his mother in

heaven.
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"And what was your mother's name ?" asked Clyde, after
the child had finished his simple, touching story.

"Sara Grant, sir ; mamma told me to say to the gentleman
that Sara Grant sent him her poor little fatherless, motherless
boy, and begged him, for her sake, to be a father to him."

"And you are sure you lost the paper ?" said Clyde, bend-
, ing down and searching the boy's face eagerly.

"Yes, but a gentleman I showed it to on the cars-read the
name to me. It was Clyde Woolsey. Please, sir, do you know
anything about him ?"

"Sara's child ! Sara's child 1" cried Clyde, as he drew the
boy to him. " Oh, for her sake, I will be a father to you 1"

We were all struck dumb with amazement. None of us had
ever heard this name. "You have your mother's eyes, my boy,
and, I see it now, her mouth and smile. Poor, poor Sara !"
Clyde seemed quite unconscious of our presence, in his great
surprise.

"Who was she? What does it mean, Clyde ?" I asked
at last.

"Nan take the children into the other room, -and let them
play together," he said.

And after they were gone, Clyde gave his deeply-interested

auditors the history of hit acquaintance with Sara Grant.
" She was a dressmaker in our family, before we removed to

Pennsylvania. My father brought her from New,York, where
he was recommended to her 'by some of his friends, as she
was not in good health, and her physician advised her going
South.

"Sara was a gentle, amiable, and exceedingly pretty girl,'to

whom we all became very much attached.
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"One day (she had been with us then about a year, I think),
1 I observed, on going suddenly into the room where she was

sewing, that she was looking very pale and wretched, and that

her eyes were swollen, evidently with weeping. You know,

Ethel, how it disturbs me to see any one unhappy, and I must

plead to this weakness, from my early boyhood.

" I took my Virgil, and went down to the brook, but the

sad face of the young dressmaker rose before the page. I

could not study, and at last I threw down the book and went

into the house.

"'Sara,' I said, seating myself beside her, and taking the

work from her hands, 'you believe I am your friend, don't

you ?'
We had been on good terms from the first of our acquaint-

ance, and as we were members of one household, there was a

good deal of freedom in our intercourse.

Of course, I believe you are my friend,- Clyde,' she

answered, looking up in surprise.

"'Well, now I see very plainly that something is troubling

you, and I cannot be deceived about it, either. Don't you

think you ought to confide in me, and let me know all

about it ?'
" She tried to prevaricate, but it would'not do, and at last,

she buried her face in her hands, and sobbed as if her heart

would break.
" Ten I drew the story from her. Her brother, William,

several years younger than herself, was at school in New York.

."Y-. re orphans, and Sara supported him by her own

She was very proud of this brother. He was a

'Z some, warm-hearted, impulsive boy, she said, but though

he meant no harm, his social disposition and love of fun got
him into a good many boyish scrapes, from incurring the penal-
ties of which he was rescued by his classmates, among whom
he was a great favorite.

" But he had recently contracted some heavy debts. I seem
to hear her sobs now, as she told me of it. He had bor-
rowed the money to meet the payments, and this was now due.

"The day before, Sara had received a letter from her
brother, whose wildness and despair made her shudder for his
future. In a few days all would be discovered, and he should
be compelled to leave the school in disgrace.. He besought his
sister, in most pathetic terms, to procure the money to defray
these debts, if possible, otherwise he had made up his mind to
go to sea.

"'And I haven't half this sum in, the world !' sobbed the
poor child.

"'Sara,' I answered, as soothingly as I could, 'don't cry
any more ; write to your brother, by next mail, not to take
any rash steps. By day after to-morrow I will be in New
York.'

"She looked up with new hope kindling in her face. 'But
Clyde, how can you go? What will your father say?'

'I have some cousins up there, you know, whom I shall

take a sudden notion to visit, and he's not apt to deny my
wishes !'

"I shall never, to my dying hour, forget the poor girl's

gratitude.

" A few sentences will'tell the rest. I went to New York,
saw Sara's brother, found her story literally true, paid his
debts, which only amounted to about two hundred dollars, and
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procured him a lucrative situation as book-keeper in a large

mercantile house.

"He kept this for six months, with satisfaction to his

employers and credit to himself, then he was taken ill. Sara

returned North to see him, but the seeds of hereditary disease

were in his constitution, and the poor fellow died of consump-
tion soon after.

" Sara married the young man who succeeded him as book-

keeper, and afterwards they removed to Connecticut, where his

parents resided.

"I never saw her afterwards, but it seems the memory of the
kindness I had once shown her was with her on her death-bed,

and she bequeathed her child, a touching and solemn trust,

to me."
" Why, Clyde, you never told me a word of all this before I"

" My dear Ethel, a man would surely be sounding a trumpet

in hs own praise, were he to make a practice of telling his

wife very instance where he had lent a helping hand, or done

a ki ly deed to others."

" Well, I'll give up my claim now, old fellow," said Alison

"I intended to keep the boy myself, but he is yours by all

rights, human and divine."

" Well, Al,".1 laughed, " you can take ten boys under your

protection, where Clyde takes one, for I don't doubt you have

more thousands than he has hundreds."
" And I presume, my dear Mrs. Woolsey, youdon't doubt

either that he does more good, with his hundreds than I do with

my thousands."

Here Nellie's voice broke in very earnestly, as it always did

when she stood on her husband's defence. " If you only

. knew, Ethel, how generous Alison is ; he supports a dozen

fami-"

"There, that'll do ! that'll do !" interrupted her husband.

" I intend, Nellie, you shall write my obituary some time, and

I don't doubt it will be so eloquent a panegyric, you'll get a

second husband in less than six months after my decease."

"I shall never marry the second time, Alison 1" said Nellie,

shaking her little head in such a solemn manner that we all

clapped our hands and laughed.

Clyde and I were very sorry when the time arrived for our

guests to leave, and this time was hastened by letters received
from Nellie's parents, who wished their children to join them in
New York, early in June, as they were going to the Falls,
to the Cave, and various other places of interest, before
the sultry weather should take them to the " White Mountains."

But we did not part without promises of frequent meetings,
and it was decided that Clyde and I should visit our friends at
their own house, late in the autumn.

" Mother will be overjoyed to see you," said Alison, as we
were all assembled in the parlor, a few moments before they
left. " Next summer I shall bring her up here, if she can bear
the journey."

" Oh, I hope she can ; and uncle and aunty will be her(at
the same time."

" And now, Ethel, shall we go back to the old names, and
the old relationship ? Shall we be brother and sister once
more ?"

I glanced at Clyde; he was holding a small bouquet of
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geraniums for Nellie, who was tying it with a blue ribbon--her
parting gift to him.

He came towards us, and taking our hands, clasped them
tightly together. "Brother and sister always," he said,,
smilingly, and looking up in those glorious eyes, I knew no

shadow of jealousy would ever darken them again.
A few minutes later brought the farewell those seasons

always full of acute pain to me-; but Clyde and Alison's good
spirits kept up to the last moment.

So we stood in' the front door, and sent -many kisses and
prayers after them, as they rode away, until Nan's crimson
turban, and the blue plumes of Eddie's cap were most con-
spicuous in the distance.

" Married boy and girl," I murmured, as Clyde drew me into
the house, " and they will never be more than this ; how
strange and true it is, Clyde, that some people never outgrow
their childhood I"

"Very strange, indeed, oh, sweetest of philosophers !"

I looked up, at the tones. "Ab, I know what you're think-
ing, Clyde ; that somebody not very far off from you, will
never outgrow her childhood either."

He laughed ; " I shall not love her the less for keeping it,
anyway." He paused a moment, and then continued, "After

all, Al is a good, a noble fellow, and despite his failings aiid
want of discipline, his life will write -out for himself a great
many beautiful deeds ; will, with all its discords, have many,
very many, harmonies."

And then I thought of a life that would be far richer with
beautiful deeds, and grander harmonies ; and thinking this, I
looked up in Clyde's face and smiled-

"That smile was a compliment, Ethel ; what are you think-

ing about ?"

"Oh, several things. One of them was, that I shouldn't
have thought you'd ever have married me, Clyde Woolsey, and
thus practically refuted your oarn words. 'If there's a man

upon earth who receives my especial sympathy, it's that poor,
deluded individual who has had the honor of marrying an
authoress.'"

"Eaves-droppers never hear any good of themselves, my
dear, but whose words did you practically refute, when yow
married a man who had nothing but the ashes of his heart to
offer you, whose love, and life, and poetry were all dead,
whose great jewels, were the past, whose joys were only me-
mories--in short, who was a widower !"

I cannot tell which laughed the louder. " Well, I am cor-
nered now, but.I'll be generous, and say, honestly, that of all
men whom I ever knew, the one whose heart held the
most real youth, the most romance, the most poetry, was a
widower !

" And for that most flattering affidavit, I'll say, in return,
the most womanly woman I ever knew was a genius."

Do you know how sweet such words are, coming from the
lips of one's husband, reader.

"iWell, my dear, I guess we've complimented each other
this morning about enough for two married people, who've

/ gotten beyond their honey-moon ? But you're looking sober
again."

"No wonder, Clyde ;. I'd gone far beyond the time when I
said those words, that afternoon, when I stood with Seth Robe
bins. under the swamp willows, and he asked, 'What sort of
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a woman are you going to make ?' My life only could
answer that question ; I wonder how it has-done it I"

Clyde drew me down close, very close to his heart. "I'm
satisfied," he said, in tones of triumphant fondness, "with its
answer, Ethel 4 I'm satisfied I"

The next month Aunt Ruth and Phil came to the cottage.
The latter was now in his eighteenth year, a slim, handsome
sophomore, with the usual recklessness and love of fun which
characterize that class of persons.

He never would forgive Clyde for "carrying me off," he
said, and he intended to punish him by passing every vacation
with us, instead of giving them the light of his presence at
the Parsonage, it had grown so humdrum since I had gone.

"For shame, Phil, to speak so disrespectfully of your birth-

place. Besides that, you couldn't get along without aunty's

apple-pies and dough-nuts (two things of which the young
gentleman was extremely fond), you know you couldn't."

"I'm not so certain but I might even make that great sacri-
fice. The truth is, Ethel, I never held in exalted estimation

the domestic capacities of authoresses, and I came here ex-
pecting to find everything at sixes and sevens, with Clyde
washing the dishes, and doing general housework in a check

apron. But I'm happily disappointed."
"It's my opinion hil," replied Clyde, "that authoresses' do-

mestic qualific ns have been greatly maligned ; and I speak

ex cathedra, you know. They ,can get up as good dinners, and

keep as nice houses, as the rest of their sex."
I glanced at the gentle face opposite me, and thought how

all the housekeeping qualities Clyde praised were owing to her

long and patient cultivation. That afternoon, when my hus-
band and Phil had gone fishing, Aunt Ruth said to me, "I am

half tempted to believe, my dear child, that your 'dreams,'
as Gerald and I used to call them, were true prophecies, after

all."
"I am very, very happy, aunty.

"And you have married your ideal ?"

"Yes."

" And found him faultless ?"

"No, that can be said of no man ; and if it could, I don't
think I should want to marry him ; the contrast would be so
great. Clyde has his faults, and they are those indigenous to
a temperament like his. He loves power. He might be ob-
stinate, but it would never be the obstinacy of pettiness, or an
illy governed temper ; and a true woman can forgive some
faults in a man whose faults are the faults of -manhood."

"And you do not love him the less for these ?"
"Love him the less ! Do I love the sweet faces of the stars

less, because the clouds sometimes hide them ?'-
Here Aunt Ruth leaned down and kissed me.
"Besides that," I continued, "if Clyde does like to have

his own way, and see his wife yield to him rather more than
would always meet the views of the woman's rights advocates,
there is no man on earth who more deeply reverences woman-
hood than he. I see now whence his old dislike to authoresses
sprang, but he believes to-day that a woman may write a book,
and have just as warm, and true, and loving a heart ; aye, and
believes too, the very faculty in her which made the book,
may warm, and deepen, and enrich her affections."
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"But you can influence him, my dear, like all other men,
can't you ?", asked Aunt Ruth, with a little pardonable curi-
osity.

" Certainly I can. But I could never scold or fret him into
anything; his will is stronger than mine, and then he has
learned that grand lesson of life, self-discipline."

"But I am sure he is very impulsive."
"I could never love a man that wasn't. But he can control

his impuls s."
"Well, my dear, you used to have a very strong will of your

own."
"II know it, aunty ; but love generally makes the yielding

very easy," I said, throwing myself at her feet.
And we were both silent for awhile. When Clyde and Phil

returned they found us sitting there ; there was a third per-
son with them, antI sprang up, crying, " Uncle Gerald! Uncle
Gerald !

Two days later, we had other guests, Mrs. Howard and her
two daughters, who were in Boston, and came out to see us.

The latter were beautiful girls, in the first blush of woman-
hood, and their advent was a source of great pleasure to
Philip ; indeed I am sure his memory carried back togold Yale
the swee face and, merry laugh of Nettie Howard ; but sopho-
more memories are not usually very tenacious of pretty faces.
'Nettie has the heart of a child yet.

And now, reader, among the waning of these summer days,
I close up the history of the life I have written you, while It is-yet Morning with me.

My husband is not a rich man ; I do not think he ever will

be; I am sure I do not care, for have I not the riches un-

speakable, unfathomable, of his love ?

Willie is'- with us, a noisy, merry, mischievous rogue, who is

held responsible for all domestic contingencies, losses and mad-

vertencies, but whom we love very dearly, notwithstanding.
Clyde has given up his professional career, or rather the

people have compelled him to do this, for he cannot now

answer half the calls for lectures which he receives.

And very peacefully we live here in our cottage home, while

all round us are the hills, and valleys, and singing waters of

our beloved New England; and here, please God, we shall die.

And so living, even while it is morning with my life, I learn daily

the old new lesson, that unalloyed happiness is not the portion

of mortal, and never has been since the angels closed the bright

gates of the garden of Eden on our father and mother, and

that not here but " further on"'is appointed our rest I
Sorrow, and pain, and disappointment must come to walk

with us all ; but one truth, whose grand significance over-

shadows all others, has the life I have lived and written taught

me ; THE RIGHTEOUS SHALL NOT LOSE THEIR REWARD!1

Oh, believe it, reader, this Right, taken to your heart, lived

up to in the midst of struggle and temptation, will not fail

you, when, at the last, heart and strength do !

So, have faith in the " Further on," ye who walk through

the valleys, amid the darkness and the storms !
The night may soon be black around, and the rains may

beat heavy upon your soul, but further on the morning may

break, the great life discords lull down into sweet 'harmonies,

and then, through the glass, darkly, ye may catch glimpses of

it
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the -home promised of the Father, with its green hills and its
singing fountains, and almost hear "the morning bells of
eternity," as their notes roll triumphantly across the blue plains
and the'still rivers of Heaven,

Then take comfort and consolation, ye who bear through

life the weary burden of needs and aspirations misapprehended
and unfulfilled, and ye too, oh, mighty company of women,

married in the sight of men, but not in the sight of angels, and
all ye who walk in sorrow and'suffering your appointed ways,

take comfort, and be true, through all cost and sacrifice, to the
Right, for, "Though a sinner may do evil a hundred times,
and his days be ,prolonged, yet surely, I know it shall be well

with them that fear before God."

TIHE END.
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the issue of this new and beautiful edition ; the type is open and
clear, paper and binding faultless ; in size, matching the new editions
of Irving and Cooper; each work illustrated with a new steel frontis-
piece, and. complete in one volume, as follows:---

PETER SIMPLE,
THE KING'S OWN,
MIDSHIPMAN EASY,
SNARLEYYOW,
NEWTON FORSTER,
THE NAVAL OFFICER,

JACOB FAITHFUL,
PACHA OF MANY TALES,
JAPHET IN SEARCH OF A FATHER,
THE PHANTOM SHIP,
THE POACHER,
PERCIVAL KEENE.

"Captain Marryatt's writings depict life at sea with the same fidelity, and with far
more spirit, than any of the fashionable novels portray a rout, a ball, or a breakfast, and
we much prefer the subject, as well as the talent of the nautical novels; a storm at sea is
more animating than a crash at St. James'; we prefer a shipwreck to a ruin at Crock-
ford's ; the sly humor of the old sailor is more amusin thandthe exclusive slang of Bond
Street, and a frigate action calls up higher feelings an qualities than a hostile meeting in
Battersea Fields. Captain Marryatt's productions are happy in more senses than one:
he employs neither the effort nor the prolixity of Cooper; his conception of character is
so facile and felicitous that his personages immediatelybecome our intimate acquaint-
ance and astonish us by their faithful resemblance io whole classes of beings similarly
situated. Captain Marryatt's humor is genuine, it flows naturally, and insensibly com-
municates to the reader the gaiety the author seems himself animated with."- West-minister Reeliw.

ri0er Volume:

In Cloth, $1; Library Sheep, $1 25; Half Calf, Gilt or Antique, $2,
DERBY & JACKSON, Publishers,

119 Nassau Street, New York,
The whole or any of the above Works sent by mail, post paid, on

receipt of price.
W. H. Tinson. 43 Centre it.
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I 1VMISCELLANEOUS.

I _______________________________

Star Papers; or, Experi-
ences of Art and Natuire,
by Henry Ward Beecher, 26th eai-
tion,12ino..............Cloth, 1 25
Turkey morocco, antique, portrait, 8 50

Lectures to Young Men
on various Important
Subjects, by Henry Ward
Beecher, 26th thousand,l2mo. Cloth 75

An Encyclopedia of In-
struction on Man and
a banners, by A. B. Johnson,
author of "Physiology of the
Senses," 12mo.................... 1 25

Physiology of the Senses;
or,aHow and What we
Hear, Sees Taste, Feel
and Smell, by A. B. Johnson,
l2mo...................... ... 75

Webster's Family Encyc.o-
poedia of Useful K now-
ledge; or, Book of 7,223
Receipts and Facts. A
whole library ofsubjects useful to
every individual,- illustrated with
nearly one thousand engravings,
1,238 pages, Svo. illuminated backs
or sidesin gilt................3 00
This is a valuable and truly useful

work, comprising everything
needful to be known in domestic
economy essential to the comfort,
convenience, utility, and enjoy-
ment of a family. In fact, there
is nothing in the entire range of
the domestic economy of a family
that cannot be found in this book.
It contains nearly 1250 pages,with
a copious index, and is profusely
illustrated. It is a work which
every husband should buy for
his wife, and every father for his
daughter.

Wan Bun; or, The "Early
Day " in the 1Northwest,
by Mrs. John H. Kinzie, ofiChicago,
illustrated, 8vo................... 2 25

Country Margins and Sum-
mer Rambles, by S. H. Ham-
mond, and L. W. Mansfield, l2mo.

Neat cloth, 1 00

Ewbank's Hydraulics and
Mechanics, containing De-
scriptive and Historical Accounts
of Hydraulic and other Machines
for raising Water, with Observa-
tions on various subjects connected
with the Mechanic Arts, illustrated
by nearly 800 engravings, 8vo.

Cloth, gilt back, 250i

Spirit Rappings Unveiled,
by Rev. H. Mattison, 12mo. Cloth, 75

The Enchanted Beauty;
or, Tales, Essays and
Sketches, by William Elder,
l2mo.......... .... .... Cloth, 1 0')

Camp Fires of the Red
MIen, or, A Hundred
Years Ago, by J. R. Orton,
illustrated 2mo.........Cloth, 1 25

My Courtship and its Con-
sequences, by Henry Wikofi.
A true account of the Author's Ad-
venturesin England, Switzerland,
and Italy, with Miss J. C. Gamble,
of Portland Place, London, l2mo.

Cloth, 1 25
The House I Live In; or,

The Human Body, by Win.
A. Alcott, M.D.,1vol.l8mo.. 68

The American Gift Book.
A Perpetual Souvenir, with six
elegant steel engravings, l2mo.

Cloth, 1 oil
The Sultan and His Pee-

pIe, by C. Oscanyan, with nume-
rous illustrations, 12mo......Cloth, ± 25

The American Revolution
and Beauties of Ameri-
can History,l2mo.....Cloth, 1 00

The Husband in Utah, ed-
ited by Maria Ward, author of "Fe-male Life among the Mormons,"
2mo a.................Cloth, 1 00

The Philosophy of Skep-
ticism and Ultraism, by
Rev. J. B. Walker, author of " The
Philosophy of the Plan of Salva-
tion,"l2mo.................Cloth, 1 25

Buchan's Dopiestic Med-
icine and family Phy-
sician, 12mo..........,..Cloth, 1 25

Walker on Female Beauty,
12mo.................Cloth, 1 00

Foxes Book of Martyrs, il.
lustrated, 12mo...................1 25

Captain IMIolly. The Story of
a Brave Woman, by Thrace Tal-
mon,l2mo....................... 1#0

The Prisoner of the Bor-
derby P. Hamilton Myers, author
of " The Last of the Hurons,",to.,
12m0...... ................

1
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MISCELLANEOUS.
Silverwood. A Book of Memo-

ries, by a Lady of Virginia,.. Cloth,
Daisy's Necklace; and

What Came of It, by T. B.
Aldrich, author of " Bable Bell and
other Poems,"l2mo..............

111
A. S. ROE'S WORKS.

The Star and the Cloud;
ors A Dlaughter's Love, by
A. S. Roe, 12jno......,.....Cloth, 1 25

A Long Look Ahead; or,
The First" Stroke and the
Last, by A. S. Roe, 12mp..Cloth, 1 25

19ve Been Thinking; or,
The Secret of Success 9 by
A. S. Roe,1I2mo.............Cloth, 1 00

To Love and to be Loved,
and Time and Tide; or,
Strive to Wine by A. S. Roe,
two volumes in one, 12mo... Cloth, 1 25

Mary and Hugo. A Christmas
Legend, by Mrs. E. Oakes Smith,
illustrations by Darley,l2mo. Cloth 75

Bertha and Lily; or, The
Parsonage of Beech
Glen, by Mrs. E. Oakes Smith,
4th edition, 12mo. illustrated, Cloth, 1 00

The Newsboy, by Mrs. E. Oakes
Smith, 12th edition, 12mo. illus-
trated,..........,.. ... Cloth, 1 00

Isora's Child by Harriet A. 01.
cott, 6th edition,'l2mo...... Cloth, 1 25

The Torchlight; or,
Through the Wood, by
IL A. Olcott, 12mo.......Cloth, 1 25

Alone, by Marion Harland, 24th
edition, 12mo...............Cloth, 1 5

The Hidden Path, by Marion
Harland, Author of "Alone"* 28d
edition, 12mo...........Cloth, 1 25

Victoria; or, The World
Overcome, by Caroline Chese-
bro' 12mo. ................Cloth, 1 25

Susan, The Fisherman's
Daughter; or,-, Getting
Along. A book of Illustrations,
by Caroline Chesebro',12mo. Cloth, 1 25

The Last of the Foresters;
or, Humors of the Bor-
der. A Story of the old Virginia -
Frontier, by Join Esten Cooke,
author of "The Virginia Comedi-
ans," 12mo...................... 1 25

The Green Mountain Girls,
A Tale of Vermont, by Blythe
White, Jr., illustrated, l2mo. Cloth, 1 25

Toiling and Hoping, The
Story of - Little Hunchback,- by
Jenny Marsh,12mo............100

The Heart of Mabel Ware.
A Romance, 12ino......Neat cloth, 1 25

My Confession. The Story of
a Woman's Life, l2mo.......-.... 75

1 25

75

100

200

100

The American Gentle-
mans Guide to Polite-
ness and Fashion, by Harry
Lunettes, Imo. ......... Cloth,

The Rainbow Around the
Tomb. A Book for Mourners,
by Emily Thornwell, 12mo... Cloth,

Young Lady's Guide to
Perfect Gentility. A New
Book of Etiquette; by Emily Thorn-
well, 12mo........Cloth, gilt back,

Young Lady's Own Book.
An Offering of Love and Sympathy,
by Emily Thornwell, illustrated,
l2mo.............Cloth, gilt back,

Stephen's Egypt and the
Holy Land. With Maps and
Engravings. Svo............Cloth,
One of the most brilliant and fasci-

nating books of travel ever pub-
lished. The account of the visit
to the city of Petrma, which is
excavated in the solid rock, and
had not before been visited for
centuries by any European tra-
veller, is most deeply interesting.

The Merchant's and Bank
errs Annual Register for
1 8 5 7,by J. Smith Homans, editor
of "The Banker's Magazine," 8vo.

Cotton is King. The Culture of
Cotton and its relation to Agricul-
ture, Manufactures and Commerce,
and also to the Free Colored People
of the United States, and those who
hold that Slavery is in itself sinful,
by David Christy. Second and re-
vised and enlarged edition, with
Tables, 12mo.....................

The Rille,Axe, an d Saddle-
Bags, and other lectures, by Rev.W. Ht. Milburn, the eloquent blind
Preacher. With an Introduction by
Rev. John McClintock, D,D. With
a portrait on steel,l2mo.....Cloth,

,~r~& hrT u

STANDARD HISTORICA]
Twelve Volumes, vo., Library Style $2 per t

- $8per volume.

Rollins's Ancient History.
The Ancient History of the Egyp-
tians, Carthaginians, Assyrians,
Babylonians, Medes and Persians,
Grecians and Macedonians; in.eluding a History of the Arts and
Sciences of the Aneignts, with a Life
of the Author, by James Bel. Only
complete American edition, nume-
rous Maps and Engravings, 2 vols.

Hallan's Middle Ages.
State of Europe during the Middle
Ages, by Henry Hallam.

Russell's Modern Europe.
History of Modern Europe, with a
View of the Progress of Society
from the rise of Modern Kingdoms
to the Peace of Paris in 1763, by
W. Russell, with a Continuance of
the History by William Jones. En-
gravings. 8 vols.

Fergussnons History of
Rome. The History of the Pro-
gress and Termination of the Ito-
'man Republic, with a Notice of the
Author by Lord Jeffrey, uniform
with Gillies' History of Greece.

Gilliesd History of Greece.
Its Colonies and Conquests to the
Division of the Macedonian Empire,
including the History of Literature,
Philosophy, and the Fine Arts, com-
plete in one volume, illustrated.

~- ~____ -- -

L LIBRARY.

olume--Half Calf Antique,

Robertson's Discovery of
America. History of e' Dis-
covery of America, by tV'lam
Robertson, LL. D. with a ccount
of his Life and Writings, with Ques-
tions for the Examination of Stu-
dents by John Frost A. M. En-
gravings.

Bbertsonds Charles V. His-
',ory of the Emperor Charles V.,
with a View of the Progress of
Society in Europe to the beginning
of the Sixteenth Century, with
Questions for the Examination uf
Students by John Frost, A.M.n
gravings.

Robertson's Scotland and
A ancient India. History of
Scotland and Ancient India. 'A His-
tory of Scotland during the Reigns
of Queen Mary and King James VI.,
till his Accession to the Crown of
Englandwith a Review of the Scot-
tish History previous to that period.
Included in the same volume is a
Dissertation concerning Ancient
India.

Plutarch's Lives, translated
from the original Greek, with Notes
and a Life of Plutarch, by John
Langhorne, M. D., and William
Langhorne, A. M. Portrait.

THE NEW CABINET LIBRARY SERIES.
Wdlk Steel lluetraftions. Twelve Volumes 18mo., Neat Cloth, Fifty Cents each.

Johnson's Rasselas. Gregory Chapone and Pen.
Dean Swift's Tale of 1a Tub. *ni gton on the Mind.

Beditle's Minstrel and Bloom-Sterne s Sentimental Journey. fedts FareaBoy.
field's F'armer Boy.

Hfog' s Mountain Bard and ,
Forest Minstrel.he Sorrows of Werter.

Locke oni the Understanding, Cowper's Olney Hymns.
and i acoWn Essays. Letters of Laurence Sterne.

Christian Poets of England Sabbath Poems and Holiday
and America. l Recreations.

Married, not Mated; or,
flow they lived at Wood-
side and Throckmorton
Mali b y Alice Cary, I2mo. Cloth, 1 00

The Lost Hunter. A Tale of
Early Times, 12mo.......Cloth, 1 25

Knight of the Golden Ne-
lice. A Historical Romance, by
the author of "The Lost Hunter,"
12mo. ....................... i 25
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POPULAR -BIOGRAPHY.
GENERALS OF ThE REVOLUTION,
Sim Vols.,l2mo.Illustrated, $1 25 each.

Life of George Washing-
ton, by John Marshall.

Life of General Francis
1arion, by W. Gilmore Simms.

Life of General Nathandel
Greene, by W. Gilmore Simi s.

Life of General Lafayette,
by Wm. Cutter.

Life of General Israel Put-
nam, by 0. L. Holley.

Life of General Daniel
M organ, by James Graham.

Life of the Emperor Na-
poleon Bonaparte, by P. C.

eadley,12mo, .... ........ Cloth 1 25

Life of the Empress Jo-
sephine ionaparte,by P. C.
Headley, 12mo........... .......

Pictorial Life of Benja-
min Franklin, including his
Autobiography, 8vo......... .

Lives of the Discoverers
and, Pioneers of Aniner-
ica, containing Columbus, Vespu-
cus, De Soto, Raleigh, Hudson,
Smith, Standish, Arabella Stuart,
Elliott, and Penn, 1 elegant volume,
illustrated, over 12mo.......Cloth,

125

2 00

1 00

LifeofGen. SamHouston.
The only Authentic emoir of him
ever publihed,illus., 12mo...Cloth, 1 00

Lives of Eminent Mew
chanics, together with a Collec-
tion of Anecdotes, Descriptions,&c.,
relating to the Mechanic Arts, illus- |
trated with fifty Engravings, 12mo.

Cloth, gilt back, 1 00
Lives of the Signers of the

Declaration of American
Independence, with a Sketch
of the Leading Events connected
with the Adoption of the Articles
of Confederation, and the Federal
Constitution, by B. J. Losing, steel
frontispiece, and fifty portraits,
12mo................... ... Cloth, 1 00

Life of General Andrew
Jackson, including an Au-
thentic History of the Memorable
Achievements of the American
Army, under General Jackson, be-
fore New Orleans, in the Winter of
1814-15, by Alexander Walker, with
a frontispiece, 12mo.........Cloth, 1 29

Life of James Buchanan,
by R. G. Horton, 12mo......Cloth, 1 00

Life of John C. Fremont, %
by John Bigelow, 12mo......Cloth, 1 00

Life of Patrick Henry, by
William Wirt, with portraits on
steel, l2mo............. ... Cloth, 1 25

Life of Charles XII., King
of Sweden, by Voltaire, l2mo.

Cloth, 75

LIBRARY OF TRAVELS AND ADVENTURE.
Adventures of Gerard the

Lion Killer, comprising a His-
tory of his Ten Years' Campaigns
among the Wild Animals of North-
ern Africa, translated from the
French, by Charles E. Whitehead,
illustrated,12mo............Cloth,

Travels and Adventures
in the Far West, by S. L. Car-
valho, illustrated, l2mo.....Cloth,

The Warm Kansas; or, a
Rough Trip to the Bor-
der, an: ng New Homes and a
strange People, by George Douglas
Brewerton, author of " A Ride with
Kit Carson,"'&c., illustrated, l2mo.

Cloth,
Dell Smith9s Travels

Abroad, illustrated, l2mo. Cloth
Hunting Advent1ures in

the Northern Wilds: or, a
Tramp in the Chateauguay Woods,
over Hills, Lakes, and Forest
Streams, by S. H. Hammond, with 4
colored illustrations,12mo...Cloth,

Indian Battles, Captivi-
ties, and Adventures, from
the earliest periods to the present
time, by John Frost, LL. D., with
Illustrations, l2mo.-........Cloth,

Cumming~s Hunter's Life
1 25 among Lions, Elephants

and other Wild Animals, edited by
Bayard Taylor, colored illustra-

1 00 tions, thick 12mo............Cloth,
Female Life Among theMormons, with illustrations,

12mo.......................Cloth,
Layard's Popular Disco-

veries at Nineveh, illus-
trated,9mo...-- Cloth,

The Green Mountain Tram-
100 seller's Entertainment,

by Josiah Barnes, Sent, colored
1 00 frontispiece, 12mo...........Cloth

Travels in Greece and
Turkey, by the late Stephen,
Olin, P.D., illustrated,l2mo. Cloth,

Humboldt's Travels in
Cuba, with an Essay, by J. S.

1 00 Thrasher, 12mo.........Cloth,

I 00

1 00

1 00

1 30

1 00

100

120
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THE STANDARD BRITISH CLASSICS.
g The following beautiful and desirable editions of the celebrated English Classic

Authors, are printed from new stereotype plates, clear open type, and bound in uni-
form binding; they are the most desirable and convenient editions of these great
and popular authors, whose works are so indispensable to every well-selected library.
They are now ready, except "Smollett" and "Johnson," which. will follow later in
the season.

The Works of Tobias Smol-
lett, with a Memoir of his Life and
Worku, by Thomas Roscoe. These
volumes contain " Roderick Ran-
dom," " Humphrey Clinker,"
"Peregrine Pickle," " Count Fa-
thom," &c. First complete Ameri-
can edition, with portrait on steel
6 vols. 12mo...........Cloth 7 50

Sheep, library style, 9 00
Half calf, extra or antique, 18 50

The Works of Laurence
Sterne, comprising "Tristram
Shandy," "Sentimental Journey,"
"Sermons and Letters." First com-
plete American edition, with a Life
of the Author and portrait on steel,
2 vols. 12mo................Cloth, 2 50

Sheep, library style, 3 00
Half calf, extra or antique, 4 50

The Works of Dean Swift,
including "Gulliver's Travels,"
"Tale of a Tub," "Battle of the
Books," and his Thoughts and Es-
says on various subjects, with a
Life of the Author, by Rev. Johv
Mitford, and copious Notes, b,

' C. Taylor, LL. D., portrait of
\ 2 vols. l2mo....... Cloth 15

Tihe Works of Henry 'ncep, iwrary style, i u
Fielding, with a Memoir of his Half calf, extra or antique, 4 50
Life and Writings, by Thomas The Works of (harles
Roscoe. These volumes contain Lamp comprising his Letters,
"Tom Jones,"" Joseph Andrews," Poems, essays of Ella, Essays upon
"Amelia," "Jonathan Wild," &c. Shakspease, Hogarth, &c., and a
First complete American edition, Sketch e iis Life, with the Final
with portrait on steel, 4 vols. 12mo. Memorial, by T. Noon Talfourd.

Cloth, 5 00 with a portrait, 2 vols. 12nio. cloth, 2 50
Sheep, library style, 6 00 Sheep, library style, 8 00Half calf, extru or antique, 9 00 19 elf, extra or antique, 4 50

NARRYATT'S KOVT'LS,
Twelve volumes,12mo. Oloth, ........................ . ----- 12 00

Library, sheep-------...... . . 150
Half calf, gilt- - - - - - 24 00

*** This is the first Complete American Edition of Capt. Marryatt's popular works,
printed from new stereotype plates, long primer lea led, matching in size the popular
12mo. edition of .Iving, Cooper, Dickens, &c

Jacob Faithful. 2. Peter Simple. 3. Naval Officer, 4. King's Own. 5. Japhet in
Search of a Father. 6. Midshipman Easy. 7. Newton Forster. 8. Pacha of Marv
Tales. _9. The Poacher. 10. The Phantom Ship. 11. Snarleyyow. 12. Percival Keene.

SCaptain Marryatt is the best painter of sea characters since SnioU.W"-.Chamber'eOClc4aediaq(o~ nglish Liteoratu~re.

....... ,.....l
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The Works of Joseph Ad-
dison, including the whole Con-
tents of Bishop Hurd'sa edition, with
Letters and other Pieces not found
in any previous collection, and Ma-
caulay's Essay on his Life and
Works. Edited, with Critical and
Explanatory Notes, by G. Washing-
ton Greenewith portrait And plates,
complete in 6 vols. 12mo.... Cloth, T750

Sheep, library style, 9 00
Half calf, extra or antique, 13 50

The Works of Oliver Gold-
smith, comprising a variety of
pieces now first collected, with co-
pious Notes, by James Prior. Steel
portrait and vignettes, complete in
4 vols. 12mo................Cloth, 5 00

Sheep, library style, 6 00
Half calf, extra or antique, 940

The Works of Samuel
Johnson, including his "Lives
of the Poets,"" Rasselas," &c., with
the new Biography by Macaulay,
comple' in 6 vols. 12mo. ... Cloth, 7 50

Library style, 9 00
Half calf, extra or antique 13 50
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STANDARD FEMALE NOVELISTS.
The Works of Jane Aus- The Works of Jane Porter,

ten, comprising " Pride and Pre- comprising " The Scottish Chiefs,"
judice," " Sense and Sensibility," and "Thaddeus of Warsaw." With
"Mansfield Park," "Northanger steel portrait, 2 vols. 12mo... Cloth, 2 00
Abbey," "Emma," "Persuasion." Half calf, extra or antique, 4 00
First American edition, with por-
trait, complete in 4 vols. 12mo. The Works of Anne Rad.

Cloth, 4 00 eliffe, comprising " The Mysteries
Half calf, extra or antique. 8 0 of Udoipho" and "Romance of the, -- N -- , V

The Works of Hannah
iore, comprising "C lebs in

Search of a Wife," and her Tales
and Allegories Complete. Portrait
on steel, 2 vols. 12mo....... Cloth, 2 00

Half calf, extra or antique, 4 00

Works of Charlotte Bronte
(Currer Bell), comprising "Jane
Eyre," "Shirley," And "Villette,"
8 vols.l2mo..............Cloth, 8 00

Half calf, extra or antique, 6 00

Forest." With steel portrait 2 vols.
12mo.....................Cloth; 2 00

Half calf, extra or antique, 4 00

The Works of Frances
Burney (Madame D'Arblay),
comprising "Evelina," and "Ce-
cilia," with a copious Biography
of the Author by T. Babington Ma-.
caulay. Complete in 2 vols. 12me.
with portrait ............... Cloth, 2 00

Half calf, extra or antique, 4 00

6 .Fasiliar as Household Words.99
RE-PUBLICATION OF THE OLD NOVELISTS.

NEW LIBRARY OF CLASSIC AUTHORS. (
Standard Fiction--People's 12mo. Edition.

* Each volume is embellished with one or more illustrations, and all are bound in neat
uniform binding, red or black cloth, full gilt backs, and sold for One .Dollar, or in
gilt sides pnd edges Two Dollars.

The Scottish Chiefs,........
Thaddeus of Warsaw, ....

Children of the Abbey,....
Gil BIas, by Le Sage,..........

Don Quixote, by Cervantes,...

Arabian Nights,.............

Robinson Crusoe, by Defoe,

Swiss Family Robinson,..
Pilgrims Progress, ........

Holy War, by John Bunyan,..

Vicar of Wakefleld, and
Rasselas (two In one), ......

Paul and Virginia, and The
"Exiles of Siberia (two in one)

Gulliver's Travels, .........
Romance of the Forest,..

1 00. The Mysteries of Udolpho,
1 00 Tristram Shandy,.........
1 00 Colebs in Seare of a Wife,
1 00 Tom Jones, by elding,......
1 00 Amelia, by Fielding,.........

1 00 Roderick Random, ........
100 Humphrey Clinker,........

1 00 Evelina, by Miss Burney, .. ..
1 00 Cecilia, by Miss Burney,.. ......
1 00 Emma, by Jane Austen,......

Sense and Sensibility, and
1 00 Perwuasion (in one volume),..

Pride and Prejudice, and
1 00 Northanger Abbey (two
1 00 In one), .. .......... i..a .. ..

100 Mansfield Park,.............

100

1 00

100

1 00'

1 00

1 00

100

1 00

1 00

100

1 00

1 00
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