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Tue broad and blooming West, so rich in sylvan

adornment, and.so prolific in wild fowers of rare odor
and unrivaled beauty, is becoming equally ‘I‘IOted for
the redolent blossoms of genius‘ which prank the
hearth of its prairie homes, Each year adds to the
number of the ‘latter, which are e;:paln.ding with won-
derful rapidity, and displaying an opulence of foliage
almost astonishing. The leavés which they early
fling to the winds retain, in many-instan(;es, perennial
verdure and fragrarce, and are too lovely to be trod-
den under foot in the retreats of rural industry. Such,
it appears to us, is"the quality of those gathered
herein, and presented to the public. |
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FRESH LEAVES

FROM "

WESTERN WOODS.

THE TEMPTER.

@

CHAPTER L

HE Serpen: lay coiled amid the flowers of Eden.
A soft and subtle, but terrible smile gleamed out
from his luring eyes, as he eurled his glittering form
gracefully in the deep moss, and looked out over Par-
adise. The sun had set. A stillness that was deeper
than death—-a stillness fearfal and profound, hung
over Earth. Two forms of wonderful beauty, with
hands clasped together and features pale and still, went
_ silently from that bright, holy- Eden. They were
Adam and Eve. The burning eyes of the Serpent
rested on them frith a calm, cold, horrible delight, tili -
the four gates of Paradise were closed, shutting them
out for ever from its glory. Four cherubims, with 7.
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flaming swords, swept down thr@ugh space, and stood
upon the gates, guarding the tree of life. A huge
black cloud sailed up from where the sun had set, and
spread over the heavens its gloomy and threatening
wings. A mighty wind rushed on before, bending
the golden-lé.den trees, and laying the fair flowers low.
The stillness, so intense, was broken. The birds of the
air hooted and screamed, and the beasts of the earth
. went howling and raging through that once peaceful
and beautiful garden. The Serpent saw, and heard,
and smiled —but the smile ended in & shudder, as
he felt the presence of an awful curse hanging in
the hot, dark air around him., He knew that he was
made a crawling and loathsome thing, and he shud-
dered —but he knew that Le had power to bruise
the heel of the offspring of Woman, and he smiled,
His companion came gliding through the luxuriant
moss and coiled herself at his side, a foul but glitter-
. ing thing. He turned in disgust from her cunning
“and treacherous wiles; and, hating . the curse which
himself had brought upon her, he fled hissing away
through the furious storm which was desolatmo Eden,

* * *{-w}:_k * &

~Two brothers stood together in-a field waving
~ with yellow corn. They were slender and olftcefuf

and oh! so youthful and beautiful. _!Jogl,;g&qf dellkl
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hair waved in rich masses over the white brow of
the elder. His eye was black and flashing, and his
mouth was curved into pioud and passionate lines,
All manliness and beauty was developed in his tall

' form and perfect features.

The younger was just as beautiful, but a thous:md
times more soft and womanly in his almost childish
loveliness. - His deep, blue, liquid eyes looked out so

winningly through thick, drooping lashes of “gold;

his cheek was warm and crimson-tinted; and his
hair fell in bright curls upon his polished shoulders:
His lips were full and red, and wreathed with a sweet
expression of tenderness; and his forehead looked pnre
like an infant’s. ‘

The brothers were conversing earnestly together;
and saw not the glowing eycs fixed on them with
malicious exultation, as, hid amid the golden grai_n,
the Serpent looked and listened. The proud eyes of
the elder grew darker and more flashing, and his’
haughty lip quivered as he spoke. There was some
bitter feeling in his heart, which the low, pleading.
voice of his brother could not - appease. The Serpent
knew that the fire of Jealousy was kindling in his
bosom. o he distilled a subtle venom from his fangs
through the air which surrounded the youths, and
lay still, watching with hateful satisfaction its influ-
ence on the high passions of the elder. He saw his® -
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form dilate with rage, his face grow pale, his eyes
flash fire, his teeth closed tightly in the lower lip—he
saw the other kiss his forehead and strive to soothe
him —he saw the uplifted weapon, the blow, the falling
form—and then he glided silently away and left
them alone, the murdered and the murderer.

Abel was dead. The bright, innocent, beautiful
boy lay lifeless on a bed of yellow grain. There was
no breath on the pallid lip, no light in the closed eye,
no quiver of the fallen and fringed lid—Dut, sunken
in the fair and delicate temple was that ghastly
wound, flowing with bright, red blood.

There was death—death on Earth!

How terrible was the conviction which crept into
the cold, still heart of Cain! as he stood with folded
arms and gazed on the brother he had slain. Al his
furious passion was stilled in a moment, as white and
motionless as marble he remained, his stréng gaze
staring on that sweet, pale face, and his ashen lips

parted in horror. - Then he cast himself on the’

ground beside him, and called upon- his name with
phrenzied wildness—but there came no reply. He
covered his cheek with kisses, and clasped him to his

bosom, but there was no return of his caresses. He -

put his hand on the still heart—it did not beat.
Heo placed his ear to those cold lips—they did not
breathe. Then he put back the silken tresses from

D6 AR S B G
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the bloody Wound; and gazed upon the crimson tide
ebbing slowly forth, till, with a shriek of anguish and
despair, he pushed away the lifeless form, and rushed
far away over hill and valley into the depths of a
mighty wilderness, “

As if puréued by that phantom of horror, he fled,
onward and onward with rushing steps through the
gloomy shadows. Hours passed by, and he still fled
on, when suddenly he paused. A wild thonght that
he might hide his erime from the avenging eye of

. his God came into his heart; and back, quickly as

he had come, did he retrace his steps. Tt was the
sunset hour when he reached the spot where his
brother lﬁy. - He twined: his arms. about that cold
and beautiful form, and dragging it to the brink of the
river which skirted his broad fields, he cast it hastily
in the deep waves. There was a splash, a-bubble,
a closing together of the parted water, and the river
flowed on, bright and peaceful as before.

Cain sat down on the fiowery bank, and washed
the blood-stains from his hands, and cooled his burn-
ing brow in the pure waves flowing musically over
the grave of his murdered brother. But the stain
upon his soul he could not bathe away —the fever in
his heart the bright waves could not cool. A strange
fascination drew him back to the place where the

earth had drank up the blood of Abel. Suddeniy, '

1%
e
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as he stood there, a glory and a brightness tilled the
air, too dazzling and terrible for his guilty eyes; and
a voice— the solemn voice of the Almighty — broke
the stillness, with that fearful question, so thrilling

to his startled soul —

“ Where is thy brother?”

“ Am I my brother’s keeper ?” was the faint reply.

“What hast thou done? Thy brother’s blood
erieth unto me from the ground—” and solemnly
and fearfully the curse for his preat sin was pronounced
by the dread voice of the Lord God.

The gloq; and oppressive  brightness vanished, and
Cain was left alone — with the brand of a murderer
set upon his brow, burning for ever deep into his brain.

“Hal ha! ha!” laughed the Serpent in his edr.

 The murderer started, but the rustle of the retreat-
ing mocker through the ripe grain alone met his ear.

* % % * % % *

Adam and Eve sat together beneath the pleasant
shade of abroad palm tree, waiting- for the return of
their children. Bread, and honey, and milk, with lus-
cious fruit, stood ready for their simple evening meal,
beneath the shadows of the waving leaves,

“Qur children tarry late,” said Adam, softly qusmg
the fair forehead of his wife.

“ Praise God forevermore, that even amid darkness

FROM WESTERN WOODS. 19

aad many trials, he hath thus blessed us in our beau-

tiful offspring,” murmured Eve, raising her bright

head from the bosom of her husband, and_turning
her soft eyes toward the path through which her boys
came every evening to their home. |

Lovelier, far lovelier than our wildest dream, was
the first mother, with her rare and radiant form, her
motions of exceeding grace, her rich, long, flowing
tresses, and face so fair and faultless, so sweetly
proud and pure, so winningly subdued. Her wistful,
earnest gaze lighted up with joy as she saw, through

- the long line of fig-trees skirling the path, the grace-

ful form of her first-born child advaneing through the
shadows, which, chequered and quivering, were shift-
ing o’cr the avenue. But the giadness shining clearly
'neath her silken lashes, scemed broken and troubled

as she leaned further forward, and continued -

“Where is my golden-haired, my glad-eyed Abel?
Cain cometh alone — and see! his step is slow and his

‘proud head bent It is not thus that our ¢ hl]drcn are

Wont to greet us’
And Adam, too, looked forth mtentl]r, as, with
heavy steps and drooping brow, their boy drew near.
Springing from her low seat, Eve ran to greet him..
“My child, where is thy brother? Why art thou
so silent, why so pale, so sorrowful? Where is thy -
brother ? — have the wolves, the lions so terrible,
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devoured him while watching his flocks? Speak! tell
me, where is Abel?”

« Mother! I have murdered him!”

« Cain!” '

“ Cain!” i :

Shrieked the mother, and broke, quivering, from the
blanched lips of the father.

“Nay! curse me not—TIam already cursed! Look!
look upon the brand that God hath set upon my guilty
brow. I am henceforth a wanderer and an outeast.
No more to hear the words of tenderness, no more to
finger by the side of those I love —1 go! Father!
mother! farewell.” ‘

“Stay, my child,” — gasped Eve; “O God, take
not both my treasures, my children, from me!”

« Nay, let him go — he is unworthy,” said the cold,
stern tones of the father, made desolate in the pride
of his manhood, and frozen into pitiless, unforgiving
sternness by the depth of his great sorrow. '

With no other word, the murderer turned and_dis-

appeared. Low, like a crouching thing upon .the -

ground, did Adam sink, his powerful frame convulsed
with mighty emotions, and his voice, broken and hcl-
low, murmuring, — : )

“ Oh! God! must thus our sins be visited upon ocur
oftspring? Thy wrath is greater than we can bear —
tuke away the cup of thy bitterness, Lord God!”

/
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Beside him knelt his wife, her white arms wound
around him, her beautiful face buried in his bosom,
as, chokingly and broken,- the words struggled up
from her stricken heart: ‘

“My children! my children! Alas, ey Abel!
never, never to see thee, to hear the music of thy
voice, to mark the bouﬁdiug of/thy graceful step, to
teel thy warm kiss on my cheek — to lose thee thus,
my chitd!  And he, 00 — my dark-eyed Cain — to be
thus cursed, thus guilty, thus a wanderer upou ém'th!
Why, why was I thus tempted — why must koﬁr sin,
our curse, go down unto our children? Oh, God!

be "

- “Hal hal ha!” laughed the Serpent, through the

twilight. -
Shuddering, thoseriwo desolate beings clung closer
to each other.
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CHAPTER I

¢ TPHOU wilt wed with me. my Zumah 7>
“ Nay, Aal, I love thee, but T fear thee,”

“Thou smust be my wife, Zumah. Then thou shalt .

live as did thy parents in Paradise. Np sin shall
stain thy fair young brow, Thou shalt eat of the tree
of life, though the flaming swords of the cherubim
point even from the gates of Eden. Greater than
the cherubim am T-—greater than any, save God
hinself, the maker of all things. Beautiful art thou
as the rose in blossom — thou shalt be as wise as the
angels.  Thine eyes are brighter than stars — like
them shall they shine for ever. Knowledge that is
boundless, beauty that is ‘fadeless, a home in the
garden of Eden, shalt thou have.”

“Thy words are sweeter than the dropping of
honey, and “thine eyes allure me with a strange fasci-
nation; thy form is taller and fairer than any of my
brothers — 1 luve thee when thou art with me, but I
dread thee when away.”
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“ Maiden, thy speech is folly.- Think of the prem-
ises I make thee.” ’ | '

“ Even so did the Serpent tempt my mother.”

“ Thou art cruel, Zumah — thou canst not love me.
Do I tempt thee when 1 offer thee heaven? Wilt
thou not love me, not wed me?”

“ Oh! if I dared ——" _ _

. “Thou must dare. Look into my eyes, my lily,
my fragrant flower —look into my eyes and love me.”

The fair young maiden did look, long, long, into
those black, glowing, fascinating orbs-— gazed as. if
falling into a dream; for their power had spelled her
and she could not turn away. '

« Dost thou love me, Zumah?

“«T do—1T do,” murmured the maiden, almost in a
whis_per,‘ as slowly she sank forward, with her eyes
stilt fixed on his, till she lay powerless and spell-bound
in his arms, )

“ Mine, maiden, mine!” was- hissed through the
teeth of the tempter, as his gaze glowed searchingly,
with fearful exultation, upon the pallid face of the
vietim, lying insensible in his grasp. Rapidly the
form of the tormentor changed, till a hateful serpent
twined itself around the young girl’s form, who lay
in its foul coils, all pale and still and beautiful, all
cold and white and pure. _

» % Thou shalt atone for the curse thy mother brought

i
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upon me — the paradise I promised thee shall be a
hell, thy ‘life an endless torture,” muttered the de-
stroyer. :

“ Nay, the maiden is sinless, and innocence shall

ever be more strong than the power of a fallen an-
gel,” uttered a solemn voice.” « Leave her! till Zu-
mah hath sinned can she never be harmed.”

“Baffled! by the Eiernal One I would have ri-
valed!”  The coils of the Serpent unwound, and he
glided, hissing and maddened, ‘away, leaving the
daughter of Eve insensible, among the dewy flowers
of evening. The breeze brought back the breath to
her pale lips and, with a shudder, her large eyes
unclosed, but nothing, save the stars of heaven, met
their fearful gaze. ’

i}' * ‘ * * * & : ¥

“Curses! curses! curses! for ever, on all the chil-

dren of earth‘ My power shall they feel through all
time— they shall give themselves up to me for slaves

through all eternity! I will be with them when they

know it not —I will win them over to my dark em-
brace ere they know the form of the ‘spirit which
tempts 'them. Invisible and immaterial in form, my
spirit shall lurk ever where they least expect to find
me, and when they deem them safe, my fangs shall

drag them down, down to that black home where fallen”

+
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ang els dwell in horrible despair! I will smile—1

’ wﬂl whisper—1I will win— will laugh—T will tatnt—

I will torture! I will sparkle in the maddening wine-
cup! I will throb in the fiery pulse of youth! I will .
haunt the revel! I will steal away the treasures from
the home of innocence! I will hurn and blacken the
white brow of virtue! I will howl, and rage, and shriek,
amid the rich, red blood, and the angry carhage of the
battle. Hell shall play with. Heaven to win Earth—
who will be the winner — who?”

Thus muttered the Serpent to hiniself, one thou~
sand years before the Flood. And the game began.
Kor a thousand years that game was played. Win-
ning! winning! winning all on carth, the Serpent
raised his burning, withering eyes to heaven in the
guise of woman’s loveliness, and won down angels
from their starry thrones to Jose: their holiness within
his fiery folds. Earth was a mighty prize — slowly,

- surely it was won! Unheeded the play went on,

amid the revel and the danee — amid scenes of inde-
seribable. magnificence — amid splendor unnvaled-—
bright, bemldermg, dazzling, deoeptlve'

There was a midnight festival within a gorgeous
palace. 8o bright, so glittering was the scene, an
Angel left awhile his home on high, and circling down
throtgh the golden stars, he walked with folded wings
amid the throng of guests. A-million lamps sparkled

&

_— .
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like suns, in hall, and bower, and terrace. - Ceilings of

jeweled pearl and gold, and walls of mirrorirg steel,
reflected back their light on beautiful forms in flowing
robes, gliding and circling with an undulating grace
through the dreamy mazes of the dance. Or else, the
waving of the flowery foliage, and the breath of the
whispering breeze, brake their rich sparkle into a thou-
sand changing and fantastic shapes, lovely in shifting
light and shade. And here and there they gleamed
upon long -avenues, where the tempting board was
spread with costly luzuries. Vessels of gold and silver,
wrought into rare devices, were heaped with viands,
and the jewels in the wrought wine-cups sparkled
brighter than their brimming contents.

But theréﬁier'e brighter things than these in hea-
ven, and the Angel glided through them untempted
by their beauty, yet wondering, and admiring the skill
and genius of man. But as he went, he met the
lovely princess in whose honor this great festival was
" given. He paused to gaze on her. So beautiful! his

heart thrilled at her glance.

Her hair fell down in wavy tresses to her white,
sandaled feet, as glossy and as ebon as the ra-
vew’s wing. The jeweled sleeve, looped wp to her
fair shoulder, revealed an arm, polished and perfect;
‘the velvet robe, heavy with richness, swayed around
a form of most exceeding grace, and soft, full Toveli-

e
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ness. Her brow was high and white, and looked so
purc, and her sweet mouth was curved exquisitely,
in playful, tender smiles. Her eyes! ome could not
look beneath those half-drooped lids of snow, and
their dark, sweeping fringe, into the dreamy, brilliant
wells glancing from out tﬁ%hadow, one moment
unbewildered. L :

Advancing with light steps to where the Angel
stood, she said — o

“ Welcome, most honored guest. By thy folded
wings, thou art an Angel. Tarry with us till the
morn,” ‘

She twined her snowy arm in his, and turned her
bright face up to his bewitchingly, and spoke to him
low, musical words, The Angel returned never again
into heaven! - ) :

But the beantiful princess had a rival. It wa$ not
long ere the deluded Angel, loathing the arts of the
peerless creature who had won ‘him from the sky,
turned eoldly from her alluring caresses. Ewvery feel-
ing of her ambitious, passionate nature was wrapped
up in the bright being she had won to dwell with her,
and now, when she saw the change that had come
over him, her wild heart vowed that nothing, nothing
should win him from her side. She feared no rival,
for was not her beauty greater than any maiden’s in
her kingdom ?  But she saw that his love was
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languishing, and allurements that might almost chain
the ‘stars she practiced in his presence. The siren
voice, the wreathing arms, the glorious eyes, the win-
ning lips, the dream-like step, the wavy motion — oh,
all was beautiful, most besutiful! But passion had died
in the Angel’s heart. = A longing ~— intense, earnest,
uncontrollable — for the purity he had lost, dwelt ever
in his restless bosom. His wings were for ever folded—
he could not unfurl them — he could never rise to his
holy home. But he yearned to meet a being on earth
that was like unto his lost companions, spotless and
pure, and knovnng not of sin, '
There was one such on earth, and the Angel met
her. She was a shepherdess, dwelling apart from all,
among her sunny, vine-clad hills. Not so bewildering
was her loveliness as that of the proud princess but
soft, and spiritual, and pure.- Her brow was clear as
pearl, circled with bands of braided, golden hair; her
step timid and graceful; her eyes shadowy and soft;
her voice like tinkling waves of music, cleal, low, and
swellingly sweet. *
There was a sympathy of spirit between her and
the Angel Every day he wandered forth to meet
her, beside a deep, cool well in the shadow of two
hills. Her gentle eyes would grow brilliant at his
approach, and the color would come and go sofily
on her beautiful young check. Their communion
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was of things holy and lovely —ihe wonderful stars,
the heaven he had deserted, all things bright and
good were in their converse, as they sat with clasped

hands alone in a fair, fresh valley, by the dimpling

waves of the flower-circled well. But a dark, flash-
ing eyc was at length a watcher of their meetings.
The princess had stolen after hlm, to ascertain the
mysterious cause of his daily wanderings. Rage, and - .
jealousy, and revenge burned silently in her heart,

- when she saw that she was rivaled in her wild and

passionate love for the Angel — rivaled by an humble
shepherdess! She stifled the first burst of her wild
anger, and, eve after eve, followed the steps of her
false lover to the valley, and sat beneath the screen-
ing vines, and listened to their words, and meditated
revenge. She saw them kneel together, nighy after
night, amid the dewy flowers, and pray to the great
God to take away the stain of sin and earthliness from
their joined souls, and give them wings to s}_eekrthe
skies. : ‘

“Now, dearest,” nurmured the Angcl one fair eve,
“ fo-morrow, at the midnight hour, I will be here.
-And something tells me. that our, faith and prayers
will be repaid — that golden pinions will be given
thee, and mine once more be free. Be 1'eady to leave

earth. Farewell”
He left his young bride kneelmg on the turf, with
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an exquisite sense of happinéss thrilling her lyre-like
heart, and glided away among the shadows slecping

in the vale.
“Thou wilt enter heaven through the gates of

death!” muttered the princess, stealing noiselessly -

away toward the little cot that stood half revealed in
the soft moonlight. |

A little, silver goblet filled with milk — the simple
meal of the shepherdess — sat on a table by the case-
ment. Taking from her vestment a jeweled vial, she
let fall just one drop into the milk, and glided rapidly
away, -

Another evening came, and with a high'and thrill-
ing heart and bounding step, the Angel sought the
vale. Close to the water’s side his love reclined, and
the gleam of her white robe brought gladness to his
heart. She did not rise to greet him, she spoke no
word of welcome.

“ My love, my angel, come with me to heaven!” |

he said, and stooped and kissed her fair, pure brow.
He started, and drew back, and gazed with a long-
stricken gaze upon his bride. Cold — cold and mo-
tionless! so sweetly like a pleasant slumber, yet so
cold, Dead! she had crept there to die! alas! alas!
“ And art thou dead, my bride! Who has done this,
my beautiful? Gone, before me, pure angel, to thy
home! I wonder if I will know thee amid the starry
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throngs of heaven? yes, for the fairest and brightest
there. Well! earth shall chain me not— I will die
too! —— mine is the strongest.wing,” and I will overtake
thee ere thou dost reach the sky! My beautiful!
bere let our bodies rest.” ) ‘

Almost before the murmur of his voice faded away,
the Angel raised her pale form in his arms, and leap-
ing in the wave, sank silently beneath its glittering
surface. .

A fearful shrick rang on the air, as the princess
sprang to drag him from the grave himself had
sought — but it was too late!  Dark, deep and still

- slept the well — lifeless and cold slept the Angel and

his bride beneath it.

¥ % %* ® % #* *
And still the mighty gameA was plajed, and still t'h_e

Serpent won. Vice decked her hideous form in glit-

tering robes, and wore a smiling mask, and walked:
abroad. Teljrible‘wickedness came forth unshrinking

~ to the light of day; and foulest crimes lurked in dark,

hidden places. A polluted and abandoned thing was
Earth -— there was no purity upon her brow.

One soul alone, of all the countless thousands in
the waorld, remained holy. In vain the Serpent strove
to lure him from his sinlessness, to gain him for his
own — Noah was pure. The Serpent won his game
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at length, and claimed his fearful pr?ig. So an ark of
Gopher-wood did Noah make, and, according to the
bidding of the Lord, he and his family, and two, or

even,. of every living thing went in. And then the

floods came down — oh terrible!

The rivers swelled and fretted — the mighty seas
bounded 'like maddened things, and broke away and
rushed upon the world—the torrents leaped and
thundered from high rocks—and down — down —
down. through the thick air the angry waters fell
Shrieking in mad despair, .bright forms of youth,
withered and foul old age, corrupted childhood, vile,
degraded manhood clothed in the garb of splendor,
all, rushed with fearful footsieps for the hills, dropping
the treasures they had grasped in their wild hurry,
and strewing. the pathway with the riches hindering
their flight. '

The waters rose and filled the valley.  Many a gor-
geous fabric and rare device of art ay buried in the
floods, yet still they rose, high, high over glittering
palace, and splendid temple, and mighty tower. Most
fearfully sublime, most grandly terrible, was this de-
struction of earth’s glory!

In vain—in vain the pale and frightened throng
elimb the high mountains—the waters overtake them.
In vain the eagle screams, and battles upward with
his weary’wing through the dark, drenching torrent.

rd

!
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Only heaven is above-—only one vast. sea below —

only death, death all around! '
“«Ha! ha! ha!” laughed the Serpent, as his huge

form lashed the angry waves, and his burning eyes

gloated on the destruction of every living thing.

“Ha! ha! ha!”  he chuckled, “I have won! I
have won! Ye are mine! ye are mine! ye are mine!
foul seed of woman, ye are mine! I played for
Heaven once; and lost—1I played for Earth, and won!
Mine—miNg!” he shrieked and shouted to the pale
wretches struggling in the déep Waves,

Ever and anon that hateful laugh broke through

‘the tempest— ever and anon that exulting cry rang

out upon the roaring, rushing, furious wilderness of

waters. ‘
A wreck—a ruin-—a lifeless thing —a charnel

house was earth. Most soleran punishment of sin!
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CHAPTER IIL.

’ ARTH was repeopled! :
Upon her brow she wore two emerald glories,
each set with five bright jewels— the plains of Sodom
and Gomorrah and their ten glittering cities,

The sun looked down and smiled on their magnifi-
cence; and in his smile there sparkled gorgeous
temples, arches, and domes, and lofty palaces, beauti-
ful fountains, gardens, and terracgs, and broad-paved
streets, trod by a countless throng. ‘

Riches unbounded, splendor unparalleled, rare de-
vices of art, and wonderful works of beauty, surrounded
the new generations of men. Though earth withheld
some of her former treasures — though the glbrious
stars seemed dimmer and more distant —-though the
flowers were not so brilliant, nor the murmuring
streams so clear — though a thousand nameless things

-were less beautiful than of old, still nothing seemed
wanting of glory and display.

A thousand fathoms down in the cold depths of
the ocean the Serpent floated, amid rich wrecks of
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former greatness. Far below the hollow roaring of
the surf above, he spoke: |
-« T will visit earth again, Many years have passed
since my form has frailed over its flowers. I have
lived in the sweeping wave, have existed so exultingly
in the element that gave up the seed of woman into
my power. Amid desolate ruins I have floated the
years away; but my spirit has been busy with the
new creation. I have breathed venom on the soft
south wind, and evil passions and wild fury into the
swift chariot of the tempest. I will go and see how
the poison has spread. But most I go to behold the
beautiful wonder — the fair woman whose' name I
hear sung softly on the shore at twilight, and talked
of by rude fishermen, or told of on swifl-winged ves- -
sels far from the land. The beautiful — Alda, ihe
beautiful! We must know each other. Oh! how I
love to steal into the pure, fresh hearts of these inno-
cent young creatures, and rifle the honey from the
bright flowers of purity, and nurse into life a host of
wild and evil passions in the once pea.ceful bosom, and
waken hateful dreams that will never again sleep, till.
by slow degrees the pure and ‘beautiful, the fairest
work of God, is made a fit companion for myself, ~ The
earth is waxing full of glory, and 7 must not be idle.”
A soft and glowing flood of light lay trembling on
a scone of brightness, Tt was a luxurious apartment,
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the sleeping room of Alda the beautiful. A massive
lamp of richly wrought gold, burning fragrant oils,
hung in the center of the lofty ceiling. Around it, a
“cirele of alabaster fountains casi up their crystal con-
tents, which, meeting in glittering arches, descended
in shining columns into basins constructed with elab-
orately-arranged wires, giving forth at the touch of
the falling water a péculiar and exquisite melody.
Of rare mosaic were the floor and ceiling, and win-
dows reaching from one to the other alternated with
carved columns of costly wood. A raised marble
divan, eushioned with rich silken fabrics, extended
around the apartment. Upon this couch, in a soft
slumber, lay the mistress of this splendor. She was,
indeed, most beautiful. 'She was very young, and
her loveliness was as fresh as that of a bright flower
radiant with morning dew. A world of inexpressible
beauty hovered around her childish mouth, and the
lashes of those closed and half-transparent lids lay
thick and dark upon a cheek where rare, rich tints,
like clustering roses, lay. Around the slight and
exquisitely graceful form flowed a redundant wealth
of tresses of soft, dark brown, gleaming with wavy
gold where they broke away in masses about her jew-
eled robe. Polished and dimpled shoulders lay like

sculptured loveliness above the rich and sparkling bod-

dice; and fair, round arms twined themsclves uncon-
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sciously amid bands of shining hair. A tiny foot, with a
gemmed sandal, peeped out below her flowing drapery.

A pair of scorching eyes, from amid the flowers
and foliage of the terrace, looked in through the low
casement on her slumbering sweetness. Alas! alas!
if that young maiden is pure as she is beautiful! for
the cunning of the tempter is lurking in her pathway!
Upon that high, white brow, and in the penciling of
those delicate features, he reads a proud, and passion-
ate, and ambitious heart beating in that young bosom.

“As beautiful as Eve! like Eve she fa]ls—buf.
lower, lower!” murmured the Serpent.

Already an evil influence seemed diffused ‘through
the perfumed atmosphere, for the maiden was restless
in her dreams: The delicate brows were knit, the
lashes trembled, and thé red lips parted, with an
uneasy murmur. Then she started from her sleep,
and rising from the divan, her brilliant eyes flashed
proudly, and she smiled a bright, trinmphant smile.

« Away! away! dark dreams!” she murmured
passionately ; is it not to-night I go to meet the
beautiful prince? Yes—thy loveliness, Alda, has
won thee a tribute even from him, the greatest in ihe

_empire. I have seen him in his graceful pride, when

e sat on his fiery steed so fearless]y——-I have seen
hlm when he mingled, the brightest there, among the

revelers at the feast—1I have seen him when he:

2*
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braved the wild beasts at the amphitheatre — and for
his pride, his bravery, and his beauty do I wildly love
him. And now I am to meet him—perchance to be his
queen. A queen! aqueen! I will be nothing less—-
ho! maidens, robe your queen in her bride’s attire!”
.Clapping her tiny hands, a dozen handmaids enter-
ed, bearing her rich array, and soon attired her in
magnificence befitting the great triumph awaiting her.
The robe flowing down to her feet was of snowy silk,
embroidered with seed pearls in rich devices, and
fastened at her slender waist by a zone of diamonds
which shone one blaze of light. Her luxuriant hair
was wreathed info massive braids, and caught grace-
fully here and there with costly jewels. She wore no
wreath nor diadem, for to her lover’s hand was re-
served the right to adern her peerléss brow with the
ruby garland of a favorite, or the honored erown of a
queen. Delicious perfume was sprinkled over her attire.
With proudly-heaving bosom, and glowing cheek,
and flashing eye, the young girl stood before a mirror

of polished steel, and gazed wpon her bewnldenng ‘

loveliness. Intoxicating emotions, new and strange,
were swelling in her heart. Wild visions of future
triumph and power were mingling with the softer
pulsations of love, -

Bus the appointed hour drew mgh A glittering
fchanot drawn by twelve snowy steeds, was in waiting;
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and, resplendent with jeWels, and pride, and beauty,
Alda was borne through the illuminated st.reets of
the city to the palace of the young- prmce The death
of the king had placed him on the throne, but before
he was anointed, he was to choose of all the lovely maid-
ens of the land, a queen. The moment of destiny had
come to the ambitious maiden!

Alone, unveiled, and trembling, she stood before

the prince. With drooping eyelids and a step of

wavering grace, she advanced, and kneeling a.t his
feet, raised her magnificent eyes to his with a smile —
oh! such a smile!— so soft, so winning, so irresistible!

Thrilled by her matchless loveliness, and Worf by
that bright smile, the young monarch bent and kissed
her snowy forehead, and placed amid her shmmg
braids the coveted crown.

“ Arise! O queen, thou hast found favor in our
sight. The day after to-morrow, at the royal feast,
thou shalt share our scepter and our thirone.”

“ Most gracious lord, my king, thanks! thanks! not
for thy erown, but for thy precious love!” murmured

the young girl in dreamy, musical tones, raising again

her passmndte eyes to his. facé, and remaining on her

knees before him.
The prince was fascinated. He ralsed her from the

gold cloth of the pavilion, and, taking her fair hand in
his, led her out from the recciving-room. :

-
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The vision of love and ambition was realized!
Alda, the beautitul, sat upon the throne, and the
princes and the people bowed down before her love-
liness. - The wealth of half the treasury, the income
of half the kingdom, was at her disposal. Never
was -there a queen of such unequaled charms and
splendor.  But every offering to her vanity, évery
new accession of power, but heightened I-xer ambition,
To have a thousand lovers who dared not touch her
jeweled robe —-to dazzle the world by her gorgeous
display—was not enough of triumph for the p?'oud,
mperious, brilliant creature. She aspired to be more
| han a queen, and announced herself as a divine be-
ing from the skies, sent down to rule and be wor-
shiped by every faithful subject, As a goddess, she
robed herself in dazzling splendor, and stood in a
gorgeous temple to be worshiped by the people. The
dress she wore on these occasions was of azure silk
embroidered with diamonds, to represent stars; an(i
up, on her brgw she wore a crown, in imitation of
the cyrescent moon, and called herself the Goddess of
the Night. All were her enthusiastic worshipers; and
the costly offerings they laid upon her shrine were
greater in valué than the riches of the treasury.
Oracles gave she them out of the corruptness of her
own hollow heart, and her votaries grew, in obedience
to them, each day more wicked and corrupt.
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But the king was jealous of her power. It ex-
ceeded his own' greatness, and took the hearts, and
the riches, and the obedience of his people from him.
He, too, loved the glorious goddess —for her cunning
would permit no rival for her lord’s affections. He
was not willing to have her assassindfed to end the’
rivalry, neither could he brook her growing and al-

most absolute power.
One day it was announced that the goddess whom

| they a.doreﬁi had been translated to the skies. The

king clothed himself in sackeloth, and sprinkled ashes
on his ‘head, and sat three days mourning in his pal-
ace. ‘Then a mew queen was chosen, and the fickle
people soon forgot their beautiful goddess—but not
the wicked oracles which she had given. them.

In a lonely but rich apartment in the king’s palace,
Alda was imprisoned. Music, and. flowers, and birds,’
and slaves surrounded her, and the monareh came
every day to while away an hour Wwith her; but to
be thus thwarted in her ambition, thus compelled to
abide in loneliness through those hours that once
were full of triumph, was bitter humiliation to the
proud oirl. How she raved, and threatened, and ca- -
ressed, and entreated—now beautiful, with seorn upon

 her curling lip, and anger flashing from her haughty

eyes—now putting on such sweet, and winning, and
almost irresistible endearments and caresses — nOw
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cold, and silent, and imperious as & marble statue
of pride. But all in vain; the monarch was wise}
careful of his own interests. -

. Burning and implacable revenge now dwelt in the
girl’s bgsom. A subtle poison, murdering its victim
by slow degrees, she procured, and placed in a goblet
of winef before the daily visit of the monarch; and
under pretence of friendship for the new queen, seni’-.
her a bracelet of rare and beautiful workmanship,
but which was certain, though painless, death to thc:
wearer. Then, having no object for which longer to
live, and seeing that evil passions and violent grief
had faded her own wonderful loveliness, she Pprepared
a quick poison, and, drinking the fatal dratht, ended
her existence before either of her vietims,

&l ha!” laughed the worker of her rpin,
5 eyes again peered in through the low

casment., upon the lifeless form of the once glorious

. sondie creature,

@hen the Serpent changed himself into the form

of '’ idol, and sat himself up at the corner of the

sifreets, and all the people fell down and worshiped
hi.m. And the idolators went away with horrible
wickedness in their hearts ; and deeds that would
make the listener shudder to hear, and fearful acts
of depravity did they commit. And to some the
Serpent came in the form of gold, to tempi them;
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and some of sparkling wine; and some of jealousy,
and rage, and. covetousness, and every evil passion.
No wickedness was there, before or since, like to the
wickedness of Sodom and Gomorrah. ' 7

A terrible punishment did they suffer for their sins;
for the Lord God was wroth with them. An awful
gloom fell upon the cities, lit up by the ghastly glare
from one lurid cloud which hung over all the plain —
and glowing lightning played over the heavens, and
dense fumes of burning brimstone filled the suffocat-
ing air. The inhabitants ran to and fro, and gnashed
their teeth, and tore their bair, and called wildly on
their senseless idols to save them from their coming
doom. Their riches and their pride of heart availed
them not. The forked fire darted its red tongues his-
sing through the air, and molten lava fell upon the
shrieking throngs. | '

And when the sun arose on the next morn, where
were the ten bright cities of Sodom and Gomorrah ?
A smoking Tuin—a blackened heap of ashen deso-
lation. O! earth! earth! how did thy crown of jew-
els burn and deface thy lovely brow. ‘

And the Serpent hissed, hooted, howled in his
horrible glee, and lashed his huge form to and fro,
and taunted the dying wretches — and, when the
ruin was completed, fled away to the depths of the
vast ocean.
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CHAPTER IV.

TFHE wise men of Egypt were gathered together
A i deep council. They had been summoned to
prove their wisdom equal with that of God~— to mock
the greatness of His power by working great won-

ders—even the miracles which the Lord. himself had .

commissioned to be shown before Pharaoh. Suddenly

In their midst appeared, rising up out of the marble

floor, a most mysterious vision. Encompassed round
about with a densq mass of whirling, circling fumes,
they could not tell the form of the spirit which ad:
dressed them. But from the vapor came a voice
. s?veeter than flowing honey, and softer than the dro :
ping of night dew E !
“ Q,. learned men, O, ye most wise ma,gicians- my
power is far greater than thine—yen, it is more mi’ght
than any in the universe. The wisdom which ye seeir
I can give ye — fall down and worship me, and I will

give my power to work wonders into your hands.”
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And all the magicians fell prosirate before the
vision, and worshiped him. ‘ .

Then they went in before Pharach, in whose pres-
ence stood Aaron, with the rod which the Lord had
given him. And Aaron cast down his rod, and it
became a serpent. 'Then the wise men cast down
their rods, and they became serpents. And they
worshiped thé spirit again, and besought of ‘him
greater power, to do as did Moses, and twrn the
waters of the river into blood. s

The spirit answered —* Give me an oath to give
up your souls into my keeping, and I will bestow on
ye all that ye shall ask of wisdom and greatness.” -

Then the magicians took the oath, and, by the
power of the spirit, they worked many of the wonders
which God gave Moses the wisdom to perform.  But
when they could no longer do Pharaoh’s bidding, and
prove themselves equat in skill to the Lord, and went
out from his presence to the vision for more power, it
had vanished. Then they felt their souls quake with
fear, and they were troubléd, because of the strange
spirit they had worshiped. | :

“ Ay, ay,” chuckled the Serpent “that night on
his -coral pillow, «such learned souls are “won right
easily. How I love to measure my power by God’s,
even though I am compelled ever to be defeated.
Methinks I was ambitious once-—O yes, and 1 am
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now; and, when the end of this fair earth comes, I
wonder whose kingdom over human souls will be the
greatest—the God who created, or the Serpent who

banned them. Hal ha! I must work right busily—

winning, winning ever!”
* g % * % % *

Where the soft south wind came stealing to his
brow, laden with the sweet scent of spices from the
trees which shaded the porch where he sat, and the
flowers which twined around its pillars of hewn stone,
was a venerable man. His brow was beaming with.
loftiness and dignity; his eyes were deep and calm,
and his mouth was beautiful even in old age, with
a holy smile of peaceful serenity.  Down upon- his -
bosom flowed his long, white beard, and gently, in
the sweet, cool air, waved the snowy locks back from
his temples. It was beautiful to see that good old
man, full of years, and honors, and wisdom, blessed
with the affectionate reverence of a whole nation,
surrounded with riches, and’ splendor, and Iove, sit-
ting in the c'alzp enjoyment- of his years on the pil-
lared porch of his magnificent dwelling. *~ While he
sat there in gentle musing, with the soft south wind
caressing Lis mild brow, a woman glided around the
corner of the porch, and, nearing him with graceful
steps, stood hesitating with an attitude of soft timidity

47

FROM WESTZRN WOODS.

before him. A woman—jyet she looke:d almost‘ a
child —so fresh, and fair, and youthful, in her love-
liness: Her eyes were dewy violet, larget soft .and
languishing, with pearly lids and a sweeping fn-ni:
of gold. Her small, sweet, loving mouth was bflg‘ .
and glowing as the inner heart of a perfumed rolsc:i ‘
and dainty dimples peeped out a mome.nt and hi
again amid the bloom of her fresh, delicate cl‘le-ek.
Like a golden-tinted eloud, a rich mass ,Of shl;.}.*.t:i
hair fell down in glittering waves about .hér slight
and pliant form. There was a sweetness. in the un-%
certain, timid smile, a purity upon the childish brovn;:
an innocence in the blue, limpid eyes that told o
githood’s sinlessness.  With glance begt ba.shfully
upon the floor, and one white foot advanced in h;;s—
itating gracefulness, she stood before the venerable

~ man,

“ Fa.ir.s‘tranger, for such thy garb and sunn); lockg
petoken thee, why seekest thou owr presence?” he

kindly asked.. .
“‘(3; thou great king— O, thou most wise king

| Solomon, I pray thee pardon my presumption. T am

a simple Moabitess maiden. I have come fr0t‘n an-
other country to behold the one whose great rénown
is mighty among the princes of the earth. I Illla‘;:;
left my kindred and the shadows of thg househo

trec, to come and serve thee. Though I may not\‘

i
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ho.pe to win thy esteem because of our different wor-
ship, let me at least be thy faithful servant.”

T'he 'WOI'dS fell trembling from her lips like drops
of hq‘uld music, and, clasping her small hands bi-
(s);:gcz:lglg, -;l(l:; raised her plegding eyes sofily to the

.The man, whom God had endowed with 1n%‘:mderful
wxsdom,-.and whom all the sages of the earth did rev-
erence to, was flattered more by the modest Wo‘rds of
t;le lovely maiden, standing there in youthful grace,
:v ;I;d.by all thé -offerings from the nations of the

_ “Draw nearer, maiden; thy speech is sweet, Let
me clos‘ely_ beheld thy countenance, for it is. very fair.”

A bright blush deepened on her cheek, as she a. -
proached him with downcast eyes. Then, as if aE-
tuated by an irresistible impulse, she bent’suddenl
forward and pressed her warm, moist, lips upon hiJ;
forehead. Then falling on her knees, she held he
clasped hands foward him, as if supplicating forgivef
ness. The monarch took those two small, dimpled

_hands in his own withered onas, and, look;n diw

into her blushing face, said softly — e
“I\have many wives, but none

young;’ and beautiful as thon. I lsﬁjttlfej eezlntsli:

Moqbltgss. Forsake, then, the worship of 'fals,eg od

and thou shalt be the favored wife of Solomoﬁ%' _3’

"
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Tears came into the soft eyes of the maideti, and

she spoke low and half reproachfully.

« Kindred and country have I forsaken to look on
thee, O king. Therefore let me serve thee as a ser-
vant, in peace, and beseech me not to forsake the
worship of my fathers. If it please thee, let me die_ -
to prove my love for thee, but urge me not to prov
false to my idols.” .

Tn deepening wonder and admiration, the monarch
gazed upon the young face glowing with enthusiasm.
s heart thrilled anew with the quick pulse of youth-
ful feelings, and his self-love was flattered by this
proof of affection from one so young, so pure, €0
beautiful. He raised her to her feet. She threw
her “white arms around his neck, and, burying her .
fair face in his bosom, burst into a gush of tears.

 Weep not, beloved, thou shalt be my bride,” said
Solomon, tenderly, folding his arms around her, and _
smoothing those shining waves of flowing hair.

«QOh! T dare not, dare not wed thee! for fear my idol
will curse me,” said the maiden, with a shudder, tiirn-
ing her tearful eyes with mournful fondness to his face.

“ Fear not! the great God whom I worship, will
protect thee,” and he kissed the white brow of the
weeper, :

« Nay, nay, this must be my protection,” replied
ghe, breaking away from hig arms, and taking a small
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golden image from her bosom; she held it to her lips,

and, closing her fair eyelids, while a soft, devotional

smile hovered around her mouth, murmured a low,
mild prayer. '

“T love thee but the more, that thou art true to |
thy faith, mistaken though it is,”” said the monarch’

gently, «And, dearest, I will not ask thee to re-
nounce thy worship, but only to wed me, to be the
wife of Solomon.”

As if she gathered inspiration from her prayers,
the maiden’s face grew radiant and bright; and, in
answer to his words, she held toward him the little
image in her hand, with a smile a thousand times
more eloquent than words.

‘Solomon hesitated. Him whom God had gifted

with wisdom beyond all other men—who had served _

the Lord his Creator all the years of his life, was
tempted to false worship by the beauty of a woman.
He admired her truthful clinging to the rcligion she

had been taught was right — he loved her youthful .

loveliness — he was fascinated by her pure face and
innocent, artless ways. What *harm was it, if he de-
ceived her by the appearance of a worship that he did
not feel? His God would know that it was done in
mockery, and the beautiful maiden would be his.
 He looked, till the power of resistance was gone,
into those beseeching eyes. She placed the idol in
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bis hands. He kneli, and, pressing the image to his

" heart, he implored it to bless him, ‘and make him

happy with his bride, and not to harm her that she
loved one who had been of another faith.

“ Now I am thine own, my king,” said the young
girl timidly, whén he arose. 1 do'no longer fear to
esteem thee.” '

He took the bright young creature to his aged

arms, and fondly kissed those red and dewy lips. And

she, half fearfully, but with bewitching tenderness,
twined her round, lily arms about his neck, and laid
her velvet cheek, glowing with crimson, against his
wrinkled temple, and talked to him in such sweet,
artless tones as stole away his very soul.  And he,
forgetful in her caresses of the great sin by which
he had won her, listened to her musical accents, and
noted her innocent ways, and almost decmed her a
bright, wayward, irresistible child. Thus, with the
south wind, heavy with perfume, playing around
them, and lovely things in nature 2 witness to the
scene, they sat {ogether—youth and old age—bright
tresses of gold, and locks of snow mingling in one-—

like spring just bounding from the arms of winter.

Though everything was beautiful to mortal eyes,
how would one, gifted with a spiritual sight, shud-
der at that fair scené. The greatest monarch of the

" world, the wisest man whom God ever gifted with an
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intellect, the good man and the poet, thus yielding

to the blandishments of the Tempter,

Though his form was far away in the rolling sea,
yet the spirit of the Serpent was busy in that scene..

“ This is a glorious triumph,” was his thought; «I
chose a ﬁttixig instrument to execute my purpose.
Even this great prodigy of inte]ledt\yi'elds at the first
temptation. Oh! deeply rooted are the seeds of virtue
in this most wonderful raee, who are my playthings!
This innocent child, here, would find it difficult to an-
alyze the reason for her feclings—she suspected not
the spirit that was restlessly urging her to this strange
conduet, and so she deemed it Jove! Pho! love! so
do I love Solomon!” | i

.Oh! thou sneerer— oh! thou scoffer — oh! thou

taunter of our race! great is thy power, and many

are thy victories! But the hand that formed us, -

fashioned thee, also— and ‘we may not know His
wisdom.

% " % % % * ¥

A man of glorious presence walked in the wilder-
ness. Mingling together in his form were all the
elements of manly and spiritual beauty. His large,
slow-moving eyes were a clear gray, earnest, and pure,
and tender. His high, white brow was placid and
unshadowed, and a white gleam of Something spiritual
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and inexpressible lingered upon its polished greatness
like a halo. His mouth slept in the still repose of
perfect beauty, and floating round it, as it were an
atmosphere, was an expression of ineffable tranquillity,
and holy, thoughtful sweetness. Parted from his
pure temples, his brown hair floated free in waving
curls, catehing a gleam of gold upon their eurving
richness, around his white and polished throat. His
form was moulded into manly grace; and his bearing
was one of singular dignity, repose, and ]ofﬁy meek-
ness. Alone, in the dim wilderness, he walked with
musing step and countenance of sweet tranquillity,
Soft shadows flitted over him and lay around him in
fantastic shapes. The shining foliage above him rus-
tled musically in the breeze, and tiny insects filled the
air with a Jow bum of joy. And, as he paced to and

fro over the green turf, these things were his com-

panions. Then the solemn twilight erept, with invis-
ible footsteps, through the wood; and the bright stars
came out and sent soft messengers of light, with sil-
ver-sandaled feef, to read the expression of his match-
less brow, and look within his calm, clear eyes, and
rest a moment on the perfect lip. And when he wea-
ried of his musing mood, and laid him down upon ‘the
mossy earth and slept, these silent messengers still
hovered round to watch his gentle slumber,

" And still, on the next day, that immaculate form
3
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was roaming beneath the shadows in the decp green
wilderness. There was no cooling stream or fountain
near to moisten his lip, nor fruit upon the frees to
“tempt his taste.

And night again succeeded day, and day succeeded
night, thus on and on till forty days had passed. Yet
still the glorious strang:ar stayed, as held by some
strange .power, a wanderer in the wilderness. No
food had passed his lips. His face was a shade paler,
and his brow contracted with the intense pangs of
hunger. . He bore his suffering calmly, and mur-
mured not at the pain which tortured him.

Yet was he not alone — for a dark eye was ever on
him, marking, with ecagerness, his every step, and
Watclnng every change upon that heavenly counte-
nance. - And when it saw the anguish, subdued but

deep, upon that holy face, a fierce sparkle of exulta-

tion lit up that evil eye.

Then the dark spirit with the watchful eye, took

the semblance of a form, and stood before the stran-
ger, and tempted him. He led him to the pinnacle of
a temple, and the top of an exceeding high mountain,
and offered him the riches and glory of the world, if
he would but fall down and worship him.

In vain, in vain to strive to win the Son of God,
O Serpent! Angels have yielded fo thy témpting.
But let not thy daring eyes rest on that glorious brow!

FROM WESTERN WOODS, 56
Away! away! back, spirit, o thy loathsome form,
deep in the ocean floating.

Baffled in his wild, daring thought, the tempter
disappeared. And lo!. bright angels circled down on
glittering pinions, and, with pui‘e worshiping, and holy -
awe, and gentle hands, they ministered to the immac-
ulate being, who, alone and solitary in the dim shad- _
ows and the musical air, had fasted forty days and
forty nights in the deep recess of a mighty wilderness.

Ah! boaster, amid furious waves, be still! Pure
angels’ holy hands, not thine, allayed the suﬁ'enngs
of the Son of God
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CHAPTER V.

ARKNESS covered the face of the earth—thick,
heavy, palpable darkness. Impenetrable gloom
shrouded the city of Jerusalem. A blackness that
could be felt, hid from the eyes of mockers the most

disgraceful scene that ever stained the souls of men

with foul and hideous crime,

Oh! awful dey—oh! day of agony! when all
the anguish of a dying world throbbed out its death-
throe in one sinless breast. How, at the inglorious
sight of that wild human- throng torturing and mock-
ing the Son of God, did the sun withdraw his light,
and hide his shuddering face in a black vail of
mourning, and the pure stars shrink, pale and trem-
bling, from the brow of heaven! '

Peace! ye infuriate throng! hush the wild storm
of passion in your misguided breasts! And doth this
solemn darkness fill ye with trembling? and do your
tumultuous ravings sink lower and lower to a fearful

|
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whisper — your maddened hearts quail with a name-
less dread — your souls quail with a terrible thought
of future vengeance? Too late! the deed is done,
the penalty incurred which ye so eagerly entreated:
“Let his blood be on us and on our children!/” Ye
shall be wanderers, outcasts —a despised, insulted,l
hated, down-trodden race. Ye have erucified your )
Immanuel! Ye have mocked your King in the hall

of Pretorium; have robed his perfect form in the

inéultihg purple; have pierced his glorious brow with
cruel thorns; have hailed him with coarse jests and.

sneering cries; have given him the bitter gall; have

pierced his delicate limbs with agonizing wounds!

Oh! pitying darkness, thou didst do well to shroud
the scene! There was one who sat near the foot of
the eross, whom the palpable gloom weighed down
with fear. He would have risen, but his powerless
limbs would not support him. His arms were folded
over his bosom; his drooping head was buried. in the
folds of his mantle. A cold, leaden stillness put its:
hand upon his spirit's throbbings. A giant thought
pressed down his heart; and lay wupon his brain.
Shuddering at the chil, slimy touch of a huge form,

“invisible in the darkness, the crowd gave way, and

a -low, hateful' voice whispered in the ear of the
unhappy man: :
“ Henceforward our destinies are somewhat united.
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I place this ring upon thy finger — when I am near,
or when my will has had an influence on thy desti-
ny, the ring will glow with a burning, lurid light.
It matters not who I am—1 have been in the gar-

den of Kden, and my influence has the human race

oft, felt. I am its best friend —ha! ha! at least,
I make them deem me so. I love this scene, Fare-
well! wé shall meet as ofien as once a century —

ha! hal!”

A. deep groan struggled upward from the bosom '

of the wretched doomed one, and he strove to cast

away the ring which he felt burning around his fin-

ger— but he could not move it.

The tormentor glided away as he had come, under
cover of the darknesse From the sixth hour to the
ninth the gloom prevailed. And when the terrible
sgene‘was‘ended, and that wretched man sitting at
the foot of the cross rose up and went away, a fearful

change had come upon his pride of manliness. " His

noble brow was furrowed with deep lines—the glossy
curls of raven hair, that lay upon his terples, were
streaked here and there with gray, and the proud fire
of his eagle eye was gone. But, with a powerful

effort, he shook off the first great anguish of despair, -

wrapped his mantle with its wonted grace around his
noble form, and walked with slow, heart-heavy steps
toward his princely dwelling. There was a sound of

.o

FROM WESTERN WOODS. 59 :

mourning in its marble halls. ‘Wailing and lamenta-
tion met his ear. A nameless thought of evil chilled
his pulse, and past the servants, who knew him not,
he was so changed, he hurried to the chamber of his
wife. - Motionless he stood a moment at the entrance.
The scene within had almost palsied him, and he
could only siand and gaze with vacant glance, like
one who saw, but comprehended not. '

His gentle wife was kneeling, in the first great
agony of grief, by a low couch — her white face hid

'among‘ its silken drapery — mute, tearless, almost life-

less. At its foot stood two beautiful young girls, ‘his
children, clasping each otherin a cold embrace, and
weeping as if every sob came from a breaking heart.

Upon the pillow lay his youngest child, his pet, his

pride, his treasure, his only boy—his bright, buoyant, -
matchless child, his beautiful one, the light of his eyes—

dead! The pure, high brow, so princely in its youthful
perfectness, was chill and pale—the snowy lids were
fixed and still, hiding for ever from those loving hearts
the brilliant flash of those dark, radiant eyes, whose
witching glance was sunlight to the threshold of that
palace home. The blood that, bright and beautitful,
gleamed through his dimpted checks, had faded and
grown cold, never again to bound, with childhood’s
crimson gladness, to that tiny tracery of b‘Iug veins

lying beneath the clearness of its polished surface.

-
4
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The small, plump hands were folded motioniess upon
his infant breast, and those tiny feet, whose soft, quick
sound upon the chamber floor was music to each ear,
might never bound with gay delight to meet his
fasher’s coming step.

The eycs of the unhappy pareht turned‘in'stinctively

10 t;he’ring upon his finger. Tt glowed and sparkled
like living flame, with a light that almost blinded him.
“ Oh‘ God!” burst from his ashen lips.

The weeping girls started at the sound, but the

mother heard not — heeded not.

“ Father! oh father!” sobbed his daughters, com-

ing forward, and each taking one of his cold and
. dewy hands.

But still he moved not from the threshold, nor gave
one other token of his mighty grief. The fair young
creatures clinging to him were frightened at his aspect,

“ Comfort our mother!” pleaded the soft voice of
the clder. '

Slowly he advanced, and bending over that almost
insensible form, he raised her in his arms,

“ Wife!”

“ My husband! *

They were in each other’s clasp; and great, round -

“tears rolled over the face of the prond man, in an-
swer to the wild, passionate sobs breaking from her
who lay upon his bosom, '
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The two young girls advanced timidly toward their
parents. « Father! mother! are we not left to you—
and do we not love you?” 7 .

« Heaven bless you, my bright children! Partoer
of my bosom! in our affliction let us not forget that
God is merciful ” — and the strong man strove to be
calm — % daughters, come, too— ye are all left m’e‘: ”
and opening his arms, the four weepers were twined

“in one embrace.

Then the father, for the first time, approached the
couch, and laid the soft curls back from the beantiful
brow of the dead, and gazed long upon the swe‘et,
pale face, and kissed the childish mouth, yet :red with
the last heart-beat, and took the tiny hand of dimpled
snow in his, while the mourners turned away and hid
their faces. '

They scarcely knew that man with the calm, stern
expression of sorrow on his face, the furrowed brow,
the raven hair threaded with gray, as him who went
so full of pride and joy that morning from them.
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A rzmpEsT on the ocean! ah, hapless mariners!
Yet one there was who stood upon the deck of that:
sxfmll ship and gazed through the deepening gloom
with a calm joy, upon the furious storm. The spra .
th.at dashed upon his face, the howling, shxl*ieiin:)r
uzmd, the tossing waves, the angry deep below t§
him were a delight. He smiled to hear the crash’ of

thunder, and the lightning’s flash was joy. And its |

lurid gleam, falling at quick intervals upon his form
betrayed his strange appearance. A long robe ﬁowed’
abf)ut his withered but majestic form. His long white
hair floated wpon the wind, and his snowy beard hun

almost to his knees. The impress of two cehturiei
:was on his lofty and care-stricken brow; and beneafh
its hanging arches gleamed out a pair of eyes, wild

dark, and glittering with a deep, strange glow’ HP:
had lived on il he had seen his kindred, one b} one

laid in their graves, his nation scattered, and his citf
desolate —— each tie which bound him to the worlz
unfastened —and he had but one longing, one un-

speakablg desire: to follow his lost ones to the tomb—
to die, and be at rest, ' ) '

Earnestly he besought the God of his fathers, amid
the anger of the tempest, for the death for which he
yearned, _

The storm grew wilder in its fury—a mountain
wave swept over the rocking vessel,—a hundred pale
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forming billows. A lurid glare of lightning, in al-
most constant flashes, revealed that old ‘man with the
snowy beard, his white hair floating for an instant on
the wave. Then, with a crj of gladness, that rung
strangely above the tumult of the storm, he sank!
Down — down— his seuses in a whirl, and pain giving

way to a delicious sense of dizzy, whirling dreams and

. - « . . oo b
ringing music in his brain — when suddenly a voice

that seemed familiar, was in his ear, saying — “ Not
yet! not yet!” - ‘
Then he became insensible. He felt not the strong
hold which dragged him on for many miles t.hrough
the deep waves, and laid him down &t length, breath-
ing, but senseless, on a rocky shore. He knew not of -
the malicious eyes that watched him, il the first faint
quiver of his own eyelids. He heard not the splash
of the huge form in the ocean, but he knew that the
Serpent. was his deliverex, for, his faint glance wander-
ing to the fatal ring, his shuddering sight beheld the

curious glow that oft and oft, in those two centuries,

had brought him woe.
Nearly two centuries from .
'Christ was crucified, had pussed by, when th

that fearful day, when
e Wan-

dering Jew was left by fate upon the coast of Greece.
Sick, sick at heart, and weak with suffering, he lay
on the cold, wet rock, uttering low groans

for hours up




64 - FRESH LEAVES

of anguish and despair. The clouds had cleared away,
and the mighty deep grown calm. The moon looked
down upon the old man’s pillow, silvering his long,

white beard, and shining coldly and pltllessly upon his

sad and desolate countenance. o
Morning came at length, and the old man rose, and,
with weary steps, went forward on his endless jour-

ney. A low-browed cottage rose before him, not far

from the shore. A young girl, fair and fresh as the

rose-tinted dawn, stood at the threshold, twining her’

dark hair over her slender finger. He approached,
and, saying he had been shipwrecked, supplicated for
her charity.

He was a Jew, but the heart of the maiden was

kind, and she gave him a seat by the vine-clad case-
ment, and placed the simple morning meal before

him. Wine, too, she brought to refresh the aged -

wanderer, and then went, singing, to her morning
tasks. | , |
"~ The old man wept at her kindness, blessed her
sweet face; and departed. :
That night, 2 burning spot of red came out upon
the maiden’s bosom.  She drooped, Sickened, died.
Before another day she was a blackened corse. Broth-

ers and sisters, father, mother, caught the infectious

disease, and died —friends followed. Over the land,
from valley to city, the pestilence spread — farther,
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farther, like the wind, it Swept over every known por-
tion of the globe.. Death—death! was everywhere— |
sudden, certain, loathsome death! It was no time for

- love—it was no time for partings — it was no time

for prayer. The maiden with her brow of snow and

‘lips of red — the lover with his hoping heart and
eagle eye—the mother with her tender plance—the -
babe upon her yearning bosom—the proud, ambitious
sire—the man of fame—in cottage and in palace ~—
in desert place, and lonely valley, and populous clty—-
all felt the desolating scourge.

Oh! terrible! to thus be made the instrument of
punishment to the increasing wickedness of earth!
What should he do — where should he go? Build-
ing himself a little boat, the Wandering Jew, who had
traveled to the extremest north of Asia, placed a fow
days’ sustenance in it, and, with no ovar, nor aught to_
guide him, entered his slight vessel, and drifted out
info the ocean, at the merey of the waves. For a
week a gentle wind wafted him onward, when he came
in sight of land. A mighty country was stretched
out before him, great as the one he left. Was it in-
habited? His boat drifted upon the gravel of the
shore — his feet were ‘on the soil of the new earth,

A forest lay before him. He entered it; and his

heart thrilled within him, at the surprising loveliness

" of pature. The air was full of melody from warblers
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with bright, glancing wings — the tall trees towered
upward to the sky, covered with rich, green foliage—
‘bright, beautiful flowers, with dewy eyes, pecped out
from mossy shelter — a musical stream went singing
on to mingle with the glancing waters of the ocean.
The heart of the lonely man was gladder than it had
‘beer for a hundred years. For, in a paradise like
this, if he was doomed to live till time was ended, he
couid:' at least, be a curse o no one but himself—the
beauiiful of earth, and a still place to pray for mercy
in, would be his. Onward he went, with joyful steps,
when suddenly he paused. What saw he, in that
dim and mighty wilderness? A Jewish temple.

- Yes! there it stood — glittering among the forest
trees — magnificent almost as the one that fell with
the fall of Jerusalem. The entrance door was open.
He went in.  Silver, and gold, and precious stones
were shining on the altar, and the pillars, and the
roof. Rich silken ctrtains fell before the inner sanc-

tuary-—the sanctum sapctorum. - '

An aged priest was in the temple. He spoke to
bhim in the Hebrew. They sat and conversed to-
gether. The holy man honored him as a prophet
sent by Heaven to their nation —the lost tribes of
Tsrael. _ :

He led him farther on to where some of the in-
habitants had built them habitations. The people
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received him as a holy meésenger. He told them
of the coming of a Messiah —v of his crucifixion — of

‘the persecution of their people. The tidings filled

them with grief and wonder.

They besought him, earnestly, to stay with them, |
and did him reverence and honor. And he remain-
ed; for a century, the ring upon his ﬁnger forgot its
hateful sparkle.

But the curse was upon him.

The same fearful pestilence, which he had sown
through the world, appeared among his brethren.
With a wretched heart and an aching brain, he
again constructed a frail, light skiff, and committed
himself to the sea. But perish he could not, anc.

the winds bore him again to Asia’s shores,
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'CHAPTER VI.

of eager spectators. ~What pleasant and exciting
spectacle had drawn together this vast throng of
human beings? The emperor, himself, and his gor-
geous couri sat under a canopy of crimson velvet, in
a splendid pavilion, to witness the scene.

Fifty wild beasts and three hundred Okf‘z'stidm -

had been provided for the day’s entertainment!

Fair, delicate ladies looked on spprovingly. Moth-
-~ ers brought their young children to the joyous. sight.
There was one among the spectators who looked on,
pale, shuddering, and aghast. It was the old man
with the flowing robe, the strange, deep eyes, and
the beard of sireaming snow. Who shall ever tell
the feelings of remorse, the loathing of life, the great
thought of punishment endured, which agitated that

i
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enduring bosom ? Who shall whisper me fearful se-
crets of five centuries, Iying buried in that desolate
heart? Oh! how every sbriek of angunish from the
unhappy sufferers pierced to his brain! how every

pale, imploring face tortured his soul with memories

of that awful hour, when the Messiah of their faith
suffered all of their agony in his immaculate person!
how every despairing gaze which chanced to rest upon
his face, renewed the curse burning within his soul
He almost expected that those three terrible hours
of darkness would again hide this horrible scene,
The fearful sport went on, Pale womén, with their
helpless babes clasped to their bdéoms, were given to
the lions’ jaws. Young maidens, white with horror,

“with clasped hands, closed eyes, and streaming hair,

were tossed into the arena. Men, faint and weak
with torture, were armed with a single dagger to-
prolong the excitement, and made to baitle with
starved, furious beasts. -

The ring on the old man’s finger glowed with in-
tense light. Tt almost blinded him to look wpon it.
Amid the shricking of victims, and the howling of
fierce animals, he could distinctly hear a whispnar, that.
had long been familiar to his shuddering ear:

«T am here — I am here! to exult in this scene of
my devising. Is it not a pleasant sight?  Thou, too,-
methinks, once lent a helping hand to bring about this
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glorfous result. Mark! how the elect of God meet,
unshrinking, their fate, Ha! for every wretch that

that arcna this day, shall I have a dozen of

- the souls of these spectators.  Dost not thou rejoice
with{ me in my triumph, good friend ¢ ”

jend ! tempter ! serpent ! tormentor ! away |

e a ]ittle peace,” mutiered the Jew.

“Pepce! ha! ha! have I not been thy bosom

for centurics? Nay! by thy beard of snow,
I} leave .thee not.”

“ Be quiet, then.”

“ Will it oblige thee, friend ?

“It will”

“Faith! if it were for nothing but to lay thee un-
der a new obligation to thy master, I would comply,”
. and again the tormentor laughed maliciously.

The old man groaned. :

New victims were each moment thrust into the
avens. One hundred and fifty had met their fate
in the morning drama; and the number of those re-
maining was rapidly diminishing, Some fainted the
m.oment they‘ appeared upon the scene, and were
brought to consciousness by the horrible pangs of
being torn apart alive. Others fought with the en-
ergy of wadmen, in the hope of winning - freedom
by their bravery. Some came with pale, calm faces
and brows that almost seemed to glow with haloe;
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of glory, so holy and resigned was their expression;
and met their fate without a murmur, with prayer
upon their meek, white lips.

The “cruel scene was well nigh ended. Only one
vietim, a young girl who had been retained for the
closing scene, on account of her rare beauty, now
remained. |

The satiated animals were taken away, and the
mangled bodies of the dead borne off in carts. Those
who were only wounded, or not yet dead, were fin-
ished by daggers. (

When all was ready, the entrance at one side of
the amphitheater was opened, the maiden ‘thrust in,
and the door closed.

The spectators. held their breath in wonder and
awe, as they gazed upon her. Beautiful as a star,
white as marble, calm as the hush of midnight, she

stood in the arena. They could scarcely toll she

breathed, as with her small hands clasped ov er the
snowy vesture which covered her still bosom, her
sweet face uplifted slightly toward heaven, and a
cload of ebon tresses sweeping around her perfect
form, down even to her feet, she stood mute, placid,
holy, before the silent throng. Why was the old man
so strangely agitated, as he gazed upon her? She
was the very likeness of bis eldest child, ‘his glorl—
ous daughter, the bright being who had slumbered
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in the .dust for near five hundred years. There

were the delicate feafures, the exquisite brow, the
black, shining, luxurious hair, the sweet, pure mouth,

the graceful throat and swelling, slender form, and
the proud, spfritual, dark eyes,

The hush through the vast multitude was deathly
intense. "The opposite éntrance was uneclosed, and a
huge lion, furious with the pangs of hunger, appeared
with glaring eyeballs within the. enclosure, still held
by his strong keepers, who waited the signal from the
emperor. The eyes of the maiden turned slowly to
the restless animal. Calm —white — still — a close
observer might have noticed a slight trembling of
the long, rich lashes, a scarcely perceptible heave of
the beautiful breast. ‘ :

The hard hearts of the crowd were melted — not
into pity, but into sympathy with that calm bravery,
that, whatever might be its cause, awakened their
admiration. '

“ A pardon — a pardon — good emperor! let her
live!” shouted a thousand voices.

The eyes of the monarch were resting eagerly upon
her loveliness. “ Take her away!” he cried; « bring
another to the sacrifice! cannot a morsel be found o
stay the lion’s hunger?”

“Here! here is a Jew! will'you have him?” ans-
wered back those who surrounded the aged‘ wandezer.
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“ Aye! throw him in,” responded the emperor.
The old man was tossed into the circle below, and
the people gazed with a mixture of -curiosity and con-
tempt upon the strange being thus unceremoniously
condemned to a cruel death. The maiden was led
away, and the signal given for the release of the
howling beast.
~ He had crept balf around the cirele, with his fiery
eyes fixed on the sea of faces above him, before he
perceived the victim. He paused — gave a low, deep
growl, and commenced bounding around the arena,
giving, at every leap, a repetition of that peculiar howl.
The spectators leaned forward.
* In lessening circles, the huge animal bounded
around the ring, nearing the object of his anger or-
fright at every circuit, till the space between them
was limited to a few feet. Here he paused, erouched
low for a spring, bounded up, and fell dead at the
old man’s feet, . ‘ ‘
The king of the forest, a huge, fierce beast, the
particular favorite of the emperor, lay lifeless at the .
feet of the aged Jew, the strange man in the black

robe and white beard. . ,
“ A miracle! a miracle!” shouted the crowd.
“« Let him die!” cried the monarch fiercely.
Instantly a cloud of javelins and arrows darkened
the arena, but the object of their wrath was uninjured,
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The entrance was ﬁurst open by a band of soldiers,
who, as they proceeded to seize him, the Wandering
Jew put quietly aside, and disappeared among the
multitude.

* ¥* %* * * ¥ %

The robes of Paris were dyed crimson with blood!
in her ﬁght hand, she held aloft the fatal axe, red
with slaughter! her voice was loud with blasphemy,
her eyes were red with evil passions, her heart was
black with infidelity! She erected an altar to the
Goddess of Liberty, and sacrificed upon its scarlet
fires all things that were pure and holy.

Who aided her in this monstrous work ? who was
an enthusiastic votary at the altar of the goddess?
who added to the list of her victims, till the life-
blood, which flowed at her feei, had nearly risen and
extinguished, with its swelling streams, the unholy
fires which burned upon the shrine?

A little child played once in a gay garden. The
sky was bright, and the air pleasant; the birds war-
bled, and the flowers were fair and sweet. The child
saw a brilliant butterfly hovering on beautifal wings
among the fragrant blossoms, and away he sped in.
pursuit of the tiny {reasure —away! away! Now it
was almost within. his eager grasp, and again it was
far beyond.” At last it was his! His small fingers
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pressed tightly those radiant but delicate wings, lest
the little flutterer should escape. But the bright in-
sect grew still, and, when he relaxed his hold to give

it freedom, it fell into his lap, dead. The glittering

hue, which had made it so beautiful, was elinging
like partlcles of fine dust to his fingers. The little
boy burst into tears. Long and bitterly he wept at
his unthinking cruelty in destroying the gay butterfly.
His joyous spirit was saddened, and the sunlight did
not seem so pleasant, nor the flowers so sweet, as they
had done. And this little boy, who wept at the death
of a butterfly —who went and buried it carefully
between two green leaves in the corner of the garden—
was Robespierre! '

Yet the Serpent selected this tender-hearted child, as
the mstrument of bis cunning—the greatest actor in the
fearful drama of which the Tempter was the inspira-
tion — France the theatre —a nation, the performers.

Oh! how the Serpent gloated in those days of
terror, over the appalling vice of which he was the
instigator. ' |

Ever, in that season of blood and crime, an old
man walked to and fro through the streets of Paris.
No one knew from whence he 'came, nor what was
his mission. Tt was he in the black, flowing robe,
and sad, strange countenance, Many remarked him.
Some thought he mourned for murdered friends—
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others, who noticed the fiery ring which glowed upon
his finger, deemed him a conjuror. In mere excess
of wanton cruelty they would fire upon the meek,
- calm stranger, or thrust their bayonets into his person—
but they never seemed to injure him. When this
became known, many deemed him an evil spirit.

He was present at the great bonfire of the Sacred
Writings in the streets of the city; and when the
king and queen were guillotined; and beard the
blasphemer who rode through the streets defying
God, and who, that night, died of the sting of a small,
strange fly. All these things seemed to’deepen his
melancholy,‘ and at every fresh horror he would
glance nervously at the strange ring he wore.

After the death of Robespierre he seemed less
uneasy and dejected. The ring which he wore was

a plain jet, and the spirit which urged him ever to -

and. fro through thé scenes of cruelly in the «city,
appeared to have left him.

When Napoleon heard of him, he sent for him,

“Did I not meet you in the burning deserts of
Aftica, and the snows of the north of Europe 7
Napoleon asked. '

“Yes, sire; and we will meet again.”

“Where?” &

“On the Island of St. Helena, sire,” replied the
venerable man,

Y
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Shortly after, he disappeared.

The general wondered at his words, but they were
afterward understood by him,

% % # £ . & * *

A gorgeous iceberg flodted sloﬁly through the chill

" waves of the. Arctic sea. The sun shone cold and

bright upon it. Vast, glittering, sublime, it towered
opward toward the clear, blue heavens. Innumerable
corruscations of light glanced from its ragged surface—
splendid rainbows hovered upon its summit — heauti-
ful fret-work of frozen gems and chaste drapery of
snowy pearls gleamed here and there upon ifs majes-

ic form, caught wup in fantastic loops by shining

pillars and fastened upon them with radiant jcicles.

But what was that dark shape upon iis almost invis-
ible summit, standing among the. rainbows and the
glitter of the ice? It was a human being. Yes!
with folded arms and lofty ri'orm, and flowing hair
streaming backward on the wind, he stood tpon the
pinnacle of the iceberg — the Wandering Jew—with
the weight of nineteen centuries upon his heart.

Oh! the majesty of some of the scenes of esrth!
This was one. Build ye, frail sons of earth, your
temples and your towers, and boast of your beautiful -
handiwork., Lavish labor, and gold, and time, and

talent upon them. They are very grand — they are
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wonderful -——but you never saw that tower of ice
rearing its glittering form toward the deep, blue sky,
sparkling like jewels incrusted in pure pear], its foun-
dation the restless waves of the mighty deep, its
builder God, its inhabitant the strange old man of
nineteen hundred years, -

The green, dark waves dash up against the glitter-

ing mass and the cold wind waves the white locks of
_ the aged wanderer wildly back upon the clear, sharp air.

There is something else, resistless as the snowy
locks of the old man, that comes wpon his sight.
borne forward by the gale—his hollow and mourn-
ful eyes rest sadly wpon it—what is it?—a ship,
a gallant ship, like a strong man stricken in his
pride and glbry by the hand of sickness, helpless
upon the bed of that chilly northern sea it lays — its

graceful sails rent and tattered, its beautiful machin- .

ery broken and shattered — dismasted, dismantled, it

floats helplessly onward to its grave. See! a pale

and famished band crowded eagerly upon the deck,
their straining cyes all riveted with intense earnest-
ness upon that calm, majestic tower of sparkling ice.
Do they wonder at its sublime magnificence? do
they admire its glorious beauty ? are there murmurs
of delight on those compressed and asﬁy lips ?
No! no! those eager faces grow white with ten?or;

those pale lips quivei: with ‘the unspoken fear; those
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startled eyes distend with the-sighi; of their certain
doom — hunger,é thirst, cold, all other suﬁ'mingf is
forgotten — those " pallid forms sink by one impulse
on their knees-—their hands are raised to heaven;
one low, wild, wailing accent of :despaii; rises upon
the gale! Oh! iceberg! grand and gorgeots . ice-
bergl you hear it not — you have no Hear;j?pity,
no relenting! Smiling, and still, and p you
stand, as if no souls were wild with agony to see
your splendid might!

Onward, onward, surely, swiftly comes the help-
less ship to its own destruction. They meet— the
iceberg and vessel! there is a ‘hzlu'sh, gratirig '.sound;r

~a loud, long, terrible shriek—a rush of waters—

a commotion of the deep—a solemn silence — and

the jceberg stands calm in its greatvess as before,

with its jeweled forehead lifted to the sky! but

loving smiles, and warm, 'briglxt tears, and choking
utterance will never more welcome the fated hearts

that sank with the ill-starred Presipext!
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A SEQUEL TO THE TEMPTER.

{{ DESPITE! rmsprrs! O, God of Abraham !
respite for one day,” moaned the man of nine-

teen hundred years, as he sank to the earth and .

bowed bhis withered forehead upon the dust, «O,
God! let me forget myself for one day —let this
burning soul within me cease to burn! Tet this weary
heart cease to throb up against a weight of nineteen
centuries — let me sleep—Ilet me sleep and forget!—
respite, O, God! vespite!”

It was the blackness of a stormy mldmght through
which the tones of the old man struggled — the wild
wind lashed the waves with terrible power, and drove
them almost to his feet, as he crouched upon the

shore of the seething sea. A little distance away,

faintly glimmered through the gloom the thousand
lxghts of an immense city. :
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" The wanderer was alone amid the terrors of the
tempest — pressed down — down — down to the earth,
with a feeling like the consciousness of tons of iron
upon his head — dying — dying away!-—yet living -
an endless life of death! He cowld not perish! the -
red lightning would not blast him — the mad waves

- would not rush upon him, and sweep him to de-

struction!

Was it the spirit of God, or. the spirit of the Tempter
that was in the fierce wings of the-storm as they
hurried by ? — for the pleading voice of the old man

* smote upon the ears of the spirit, and it checked the

rushing of the storm instantly, and it folded its wild
pinions and was calm— the waters fainted on the
shore — the banners of the clouds hufig “motionless
above — the thunder shook, and murmured, and grew
still. :

The prostraté man trembled in the silence, but
dared not raise his head. Suddenly, through the
darkness, wavered a lurid light — he shook with fear
and agony, for it was the ring burning upon his hand °
that shone thus through the midnight.

“Respite! respite!” pleaded the enduring sufferer.

«(fall not upon the name of the Most High,” said
the mocking voice of the arch-fiend, “am I not here,
whom thou hast served so faithfully and Jong? And
as just guerdon for thy services, thou shalt have what




82 - FRESH LEAVES

thou hast desired. Forgetfulness of the past, but not
death, shall be thine — thou shalt still live, but it shall
be a new lifc — thou shalt be 'a babe in the cradle —
a boy among his books —a youth with his dreams —
aye, and a lover with his hopes; = and it shall not be

known to thee for many years that thou hast lived in -

the past, and are to live long in the future, Yet,
remember, the spell is still upon thee — thou hast a
mighty work to do for me, and thou shalt not cease
from the performing till all be done. This fair and
glovious land — this pride, and jewel, and crown of
Earth, with its floating banner of Liberty, its sunshine
and its richness, its millions of proudly-beating hearts;
this land with its knowledge, and freedom, and sun-
shine, must be mine— must be mine as all the rest
of the Earth has been twice before — and thou shalt
be the minister royal of my negotiations. It shall be
bought with a price —it shall be bought with Gorp!
The spell and the power shall be given unto thee and
+ unto Gold.  Yet for a time this knowledge is banished
from thee — respite is given thee for many years,
Servant, fulfill thy desire!”

Again the terror of the storm was abroad, and the -

clouds rushed on. The old man fainted, and moaned,
and died — and the waters. swept over him, and bore
him away with them to his gra.ve in the restless bosom
of the deep ’
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That night — while the tempest yet shuddered
without —in a costly palace, among a thousand other

" vostly palaces, in the heart of a great city—in a

splendid chamber, there was hwrrying to and fro, and
anxious faces, and sighs, and anguish, and tears. A_
lifs was given, and a life was taken away —a warm,
tiny, new creature wrapped up in soft, dainty covermgs,
was placed in the arms of the father — his pmud lips
were pressed with a thrill of rapture to its velvety
cheek, and tears of happiness sparkled in his dark
eyes—but a faint voice summoned him to the dra-
peried eouch, and the infant was resigned to its nurse,

“ My husband!” murmured that feeble voice, « k!
my hushand, I am leaving you! God bless you and
my baby — our baby, Vernon,”

“ Melanie—Melanie! hush—hush—hush! you are
not dying — you cannot. be dying, my beloved!”
whispered the husband, with white lips, turning sud-
denly very pale, and bending over her with his deep
eyes darkening with intense inquiry and solicitude.

The large, spiritual eyes of the sufferer turned slowly

to meet. his — they were dim already. with death, but:-

holy, and heavenly, and full of tenderness — her small,

white hand that he had clasped in his feebly, feebly

returned the pressure — again there was a low tone
hovering on those pale, sweet lips—the last, last tone—

‘and the stricken man bent lower down to hear it:.

-
i
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“Kiss me, Vernon,— goéd bye— come to me in

" Heaven,” ' "
| Qlﬁvering with agony his lips frembled upon those
dying ones, and were sanctified by the last faint sioh
that came up from the death-throb of that young hea:t.
The awe-struck attendants lifted away the pc:ve less

:End almost insensible man from the bedside; they
hfted him away, and Iaid him upon a sofs, and bathed
* his pale forehead, and wept with pity at the dark sor- - |

row which rendered him so helpless, And there, upon
the silken couch with all its fair surroundings, lay the
beautiful, dead creature of his idolatry — the fair, rare
passionate poetess— the beautiful young wife—th(;
“ moth'er of an hour, whose delicate, and fragile life was
required a sacrifice at the altar of the little babe sleep-

ing its first slumber in its fairy-like, rosewood erib.

Mowrnful —very mournful!

All over the pillow lay the long, moist, shining
hair, th_rown back frqnﬂ the sweet, pure brow of thz
dead — dark and motionless, the lovely lashes rested
upon her placid cheeks, vailing for ever the eyes that
were a wonder and a glory to: look into. A faint,
. smile sat upon her beautiful lips, like an angel with
folded wings, keeping waich by the gates of x:msic —
~ all fair, all exquisite, all still; but the spirit was not
there — the beautiful young poet-bird had perished
in the midst of ‘her eloquence and love.
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- And the strong man—the partner of her bosom——
the proud, high, worshiping husband, lay moaning and
struggling with his agonym-ﬁis pale brow, beaded with
the sweat of suffering, was buried in the cushions of
the sofa—his hands were writhing together—his soul
was black with sudden sorrow. o |

And the wee, tiny, breathing thing who had been
purchased with so fearful a price, lny slumbering in its

unconscious ignorance in those dainty coverings and

beautiful robes, embroidei'ed by the hand that lay so
still and white ,upon the sweet, cold bosom of the
mother. And the attendants, with their tearful faces
and whispered tones, moved noiselessly about between

the living and the dead.
And still the wild storm shuddered and shrieked

without "the ' palace of mourning — desolation within
and abroad! 'The wind fled by with a hollow groan
or angry shriek ; the clouds battled together with

“swords of lightning, and the white blood\ poured from

their wounded bosoms upon the terrified earth; the
ocean went mad with terror, and leaped upon -the
shore with a cry of despair, and dashed its forehead
against- cruel rocks with a sullen moan; the darkness
shrank back from the flash of the lurid weapon of the
sky; and much mighty conflict and strong battle of
elements, and many strange sounds of wailing and

woe were in thai terrible midnight.
. 4* . .
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Such was the: night and such the scenes, when
Yemon Mytalena first opened his poet eyes to the
- light of our world. | ‘ |

*
* * * * ¥ ¥

The child of destiny grew up in that beautiful pal-
ace, with no companion but his father and one old
servant. There were no friends, no visitors, no flat
terers in the train of the proud and desolate man—

who walked from morn till midnight, like one in a

dream, through the gloomy splendor of his lofty halls.
From the hour when they laid his fair, bright, glori-
ous bride in her dark, lonely chamber of enduring
sleep — from that hour, he cast aside all sympathy
all hope, all the blessings of Jife -— and locked up th't;
rich casket of Lis mind’s jewels from the world, and
gave himself up to the desolation of his heart, He
had no kith or kin in all the earth, save the little babe

who bore his name — and _that —oh! that had been -

purchased with so costly a price, that he could not
bear to look upon its strange, fair, infant face. An or-
phan himself, he had wedded an orphan bride, 'And
8 peerless, superb, rarely-gifted pair were they! She
had no equal in the world for divine lovelinéss of face

and passionate poetry of heart, and exquisite grace"of,
thought and motion —she was all love, and loveliness

and music, and inspiration — she had large, eloquen;:
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eyes; sweeping, shadowy lashes; rich cheeks; a soft,
sweet mouth; a spiritual smile; and oh! such beauti-
ful, shining hair, parted away from her pure forehead,
and waving, floating, glittering, down to her small, fair,
feet. He was a man that it was a blessing to look
upon—a splendid spitit in a fitting frame. He had

4 regal brow, caressed for ever by dark wavelets of

glossy hair; his eyes were always beautiful, but they
changed with the changing of the lights and shadows
in his soul —now proud, now dreamy, now, mourn-
ful, now burning; he had a fervid and eloquent lip,
restless with flitting expressions of. tenderness, and
sadness, and pride, and he had a smile that was
ineffably winning and sweet.
It was while he was a sad and dreamy wanderer int
the City of the Sea, that he found his young bride.
Sometimes, to while away his loncly hours, he painted
portraits of the fair faces he chanced to meet, and, as
the fame of these was sung in marble halls, one day
a lady came to him, and begged him in low, musical
accents to picture her upon canvas, so that she might
not be entirely forgotten when she went down to the
grave. She had no friends, she said, nor was any
human being allied to her by the ties of blood, and,
when she perished, no one would remember her,
and all thought of her would .die away, save that
called np when strangers looked upon her pict.ufed- -
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semblance. Her voice thrilled to his inmost spirit with
its rare, mournful music; her dress was excéedingly
rich, and of peculiar style; and, when she put aside
her vail with her delicate,‘slight hand, that vision of
loveliness stole upon his eyes which was to be thence-
forth and for ever part of his existence. ‘

“Would he do this kindness for her—would the
Signor Vernon Mytalena?”

Would he? his fingers trembled to do their beau-
tiful task, before the embodiment of such loveliness
vanished and left the world dark to him — for he half
expected that she would melt away like his dreams
of angels. _ :

The young girl threw aside her rich, velvet mantle
and flowing vail, and sat down before him with a smile
of delight, She took the gold comb from her hair,
and let it fall in rich waves about her slight, beauti-
ful form, and, folding her white hands on her knee,
watched his movements with childish curiosity. But,

as he grew absorbed in the inspiration of his work, .

and all the wild rapture and love of his thrilled soul
expressed itself in his fine, eloquent face, the look of
innocent wonder and pleasure in her large eyes un-
consciously changed to the same expression of his
earnest and fervent gaze. Wrapped up in him, as
he was in her, she never moved her glance from his
face —but the love, the surprise, the enthusiastic joy

P
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of his countenance was perfectly reﬂected-— no, not
reflected, was absorbed in her own beautiful features.
Bent a little forward in an attitude of rapt attention,
and entirely forgetful of anything but the new and
glorious spirit she had discovered, the light of her
deep eyes stole down like starlight into the still
waters of the painter’s soul (

And thus they loved! There were no heart-aches,
or jealousies, or unwilling friends, or coquetries, or
doubts! Each saw that the other was their impas-
sioned ideal, with rapturous surprise—they knew that
they loved each other, and the poetry, the beauty,
the music of their spirits mingled together and made
wild bliss. The picture was finished in a fow days,
and the beautiful original invited the artist to visit at
her home. She was a Jewish orphan.  She lived
entirely alone, with the excepiion of her servants,
Splendor and beauty were within her palace halls..
The peculiar grace and poetry of her soul seemed
breathed into every thing within her influence. Her
home was a Paradise. One might wander till they
were bewildered, through its magnificent apartments,
glowing with pictures and statues, and lighted by
a soft, warm light, stealing in through domes or
silk-curtained, balcony windows; all the atmosphere
dreafny with perfume and the low, fitful music of

wind-harps.
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Yet, with her loving heart and spiritual dreams,
she had dwelt here alone for years, nor heard the
whisper of tenderness, nor felt the touch of worship-
ing lips upon her young forehead. Her name was
Melainie. '

How wildly then, and how passionately, her heart
sprang out'at the call of another’s love. How her
sweet soul wondered at its perfect happiness, and
gave itself up to this blissful reality of a life-long,
wordless dream,

And Vernon, with his loneliness, his knowledge and
scorn of the world, his boundless capability of loving,
his fine poet taste, and fervent heart—oh! was he
not favored of heaven, to have the blessing of this
rare, young creature for his bride, bestowed upon
him ? | '

They were wedded soon. Vernon was an orphan,

and there were none to say that he should not take-
to his bosom a Jewish bride. Thus they were allin

all to each other— and had, as it were, a world of
their own—-a rich and glorious world it Was, full of
visions, and music, and love, and fancies, Vérnon’s
home was across the sea, in our own fair land; it was

not so superbly beautiful a place as was his bride’s

palace, but it was very splendid, still; and they left
the City of the Sea for a time, to spend a few bright
months in the home of %és infancy.

b b e
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And here, their bright, brief, mingled history came
to a close. Here their strange, wild happiness, their
trembling hope of another joy, their tremulous fear,
their faint presentiment of evil was all brought to
a sudden termination — here the desolation and the
darkness came upon one heart, and the hand of death .
upon the other, :

The babe was in the cradle, and the mother in
the grave. In ulter gloom and night of heart, the
mourner turned away from sympathy——tﬁi‘ned away
from the face of his child, and shut himself up in the
chamber where she died; or knelt before that picture
himself had painted; or paced to and fro through
gloomy corridors, wearying the night oui with the
solemn sound of his slow, heavy steps.

Months and months passed away, and the infant’
began tottering, with its small feet, over the ecarpet,
and could lisp out * papa”—the word that the faithful
old servant had taught him,  Still the father heeded
not his boy, and would not look upon him. One day,
the child wandered from its nursery, and, delighted
with its liberty, clapped its tiny hands and went glee-
fully from room to room, filled with wondér at what
it saw, till it reached the apartment where hung the

‘the portrait of his Jewish mother. With a ery of

delight, he stopped as his eyes caught that lovely
form, and gazed earnestly upon it. The yearning in
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-his infant heart, to be caressed by such a beautiful
. being, to be ireated tenderly by a mother’s love, was,
perhaps, instinctive. Creeping close to it, he endeav-
ored to clasp its robe, and, when it did not stoop down
and take him in its arms, the tears gathered in his

large, soft eyes, his little lip quivered, and he raised -

his hands pleadingly toward those of the picture.

“ Papa — papa— papa! ” he said, imploringly.

“Papa” was the word that expressed everything
lovely to him — such was the lesson his nurse had
taught him, when his father had refused to be in his
presence. | s

At this moment, Vernon entered the room. He
had not scen his child before for months. It was
speaking /%is name. He looked upon its face; the
features were his own — but those soft, tearful eyes,
so spiritual and deep — they were Melanie’s — they
were Melanie’s!

Something stirred through the depﬁxs of hislsorrow

then; and thrilled his heart with a strange emotion,
He caught the babe in his arms, and pressed it again
and. again to his bosom. For the first time since his
great desolation came upon him, he wept.

“I am your papa,” he said in a low voice, trying -

to smile,

The child repeated the words after him, and looked

into his face with smiling wonder, and put up h'is.
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dimpled hand, and played with the raven curls that
were already streaked with gray.
“ And that ”— he said, in a still Jower tone, point-

~ing to the radiant picture, “ #ha¢ is your mother, my

child.”,

“ Mother,” said the little boy, and held up his lips-
to kiss it. The weeping man raised him up io the
portrait, and then hurried with him from the room."

Finding the servant, he inquired of her the name,of

his boy, |
~ «Your own name, sir,” replied the andering old
woman., - |

From that time, henceforward, little Vernon was
constantly with his father. Years passed away, and
each day was like unto the past in the history of the
two. When the father paced his chamber with un-
even steps, now in. stern stilness, and anon melting
into words of mournfuiness, murmuring passionate
bursts of mowrnful poetry, while hot, large tears stole
fast and silent down his cheeks, and the words of his
tenderness and sorrow trembled on his quivering lips;
at such moments, the little boy sat in the deep win-
dow, or nestled in a corner of the sofa and repeated
in a low voice to himself, the murmured amd broken
sentences of hig parent, his large, soft, earnest eyes
fixed wit‘p a wondering, pitying look upon that pale,
fine face. And when the mourner would at length
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notice the earnest expresszon of that beautiful, young
cotintenance, he would ccatch the tiny form to his bo-
som, and mighty sobs would shake and convulse it.
Then they would go together into the sacred apart-
ment where hung the glorious semblance of the lost
one, and the father would kneel before it, and his
little one would lean up against hun,f and together
they would weep and adore.

Strange dreams, for one of his age, erept over the
child of destiny — strange, wonderful, vague, poetic
dreams. Waking or sleeping, his thoughts were of
his beautiful, bright mamma, who smiled upon him
but never stirred —and who, his papa told him, was
in heaven—and of that papa, dark, and sad, and wild.
From his fair parents, and from the statues, pictures,
vases, and rare gems of art, that filled his palace-
home, bis ideas of the beautiful were fashioned.

As he grew older, and capable of comprehending
~ the mystery of death, and the pictured- semblance

of his angel mother, and to understand her history as
it fell from the quivering lips of the mourning man,
the parent began to take upon himself the education
of the child. . oL

Little Vernon was by nature an artist, and it was
a relief to the weary man to instruct his boy in an
art to which he himself had once been so passionately
devoted. In the languages, too, and belles-lettres, he

FROM WESTERN WOODS, a5

was versed, and a great portion of those hours, he
had once spent in quiet and dark despair, were now
passed happily in the instruction of his child. -

And very peculiarly gifted with wonderful loveli-
ness and talent was this child; his nature seemed
utterly averse to all things coarse and unre'.ﬁ}-)ed;
his deep, shadowy eyes were full of beautiful visions,
looking out beneath their dark lashes sweetly and
sadly upon the world; his' little heart beat softly to
low, spititual melodies; his young soul was mourn-
ful with great, earnest thoughts; his slight fingers
wrought with the pencil unages of strange radiance

and power for one so young

¥ * ¥ * ® * *

Twelve years of weariness, since the marble and
flowers were placed above the beautiful form of Me-
lanie, and he who mourned for her, and wore out life
with ceaseless grief, was placed. by her side in the
dark chamber of the dead, with silver threads in his
raven hair, and lines of sorrow across his fine, high
forehead. .

The orphan dreamer was alone in that great, grand
palace — alone, save the old servant, and the picture
of his mother. Before her dear, dear semblance, he

| poured out the passionate grief of his young heart.

1t was now all the world to him; and, if he wandered

1
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forth by day through long corridors and splendid
apartments, it was only to return to that one little
room and weep. At night, that beautiful face looked
down upon him through the mist of all his dreams,

There was something, in the circumstances of his
life, peculiarly adapted to the development of his wild,
poetic nature. And so sensitive, so gentle, so reﬁnc&,

80 given up to his own singular thoughis, so gifted

was he, that luxury and splendor seemed necessary to
his life and happiness.. The beautiful things which

surrounded him seemed part of his existence. But -

the hand of destiny clasped tight his delicate fingers,
and drew him away— away— away from these.

A base and skillful impostor, commg, in pretence,
from the sunny south, came with his perjured hire-
lings, and false deeds, and swore a wrong against the
innocent man in his grave, and took away his home
from the young orphah, and forced him, penniless and
friendless, inexperienced and helpless, into thf, world
of which he knew so little,

There was one thing the poor child begged of
the cruel man who had robbed him of his own fair
home— it was the picture of his mother! He kissed,
the foul hand of .the wretch, and sunk down upon
his knees, and pleaded for that picture —it had be-
come an object of love, of reverence, of adoration, to
him — it was bis only friend —it was something pure

H
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and holy-;-—it embodied heaven and the angels to
him — it was dearer than any earthly thing.

The cold-hearted villain refused with a sneer —
what! give him that/— that was a glorious thing; it
would sell for thousands of dollars!— and the boy

~went out alone into the world, ignorant of the neces-
< sities of poverty, and with his high hears full only of

grief, beauty, and wonder,
By bitter, bitter experience, he learned its ways!
Bravely he struggled on, giving love and tenderness
unto all, leamng naturally upon others for sympathy,
and full of éager ambition and hopel-— but no one
answered unto the yearning of his spirit for delicate
affection and trust. Cold and sure, the frost of un-
kind words blighted the sweet flowers of his bosom;
keen wants and careless chidings hushed the flowing
music of his heart; contempt and scorn turned into
bitterness the sweetness of the waters of his soul.
But dreaming, and soft, and spiritual as was his
nature, the world could not crush it. Butit changed
it. The love was turned to pride; the murmuring
words to the curve of disdain upon his brightly-beau-
tiful lip; haughty defiance came at length to sit upon
his princely brow, oftener than the radiant visions that
once illuminated its whiteness with a strange and ear-
nest light. The yearning of his soul for tenderness,
struggled with a lava tide of bummg thoughts, that |
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rolled and dashed against the aching barrier of his
restless bosom. His powers of mind grew more in-
tense. - Blended with the darkness and pride of his
soul were mingled fancies of inexpressii)le loveliness,
and broken flashes of radiance; and tones of musical
songs. - .

So he struggled up toward manhood — a wonder
of genius and beauty, yet cursed by poverty — and
theé fine strings of his heart stretched to their utmost
teusion by a weight of bitterness ; and his bosom
throbbing, and his eye flashing, and lips compressed,

save when the thought of his mother melted his'

beauty into an ineffable sweetness and tenderness:

A massive silver chandelier shed down a flood of
gorgeous light upon a fair apartment in a palace
standing opposite to that which was once the home
of the young artist, Vernon Mytalena, There were
many rich articles of luxury lying in its fair glow—
soft, sinking sofas, pleasant cushions; and footstools
of rare velvet, and heavy draperies of the same, falling
over tall windows, till their gold fringe swept the
bright, tufted carpet. There was a lute lying on the
floor, and & harp in a corner; and, upon the walls,
were superb mirrors, and a few exquisite ‘paintings.
This apartment was not quite unoecupied — upon the
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erimson coverings of a sofa, a young girl had fallen
asteep. Her rosy, tapering fingers pressed her White
temple, as her small hand nestled amid the glorious
wealth of hair that shadowed her sweet face, and,
floating round her lovely arm, like sunlight round a
Parian pillar, broke away over her shoulder and slept
in a thousand shining rings upen her form and over
her velvet eouch.

One who has ever seen in a vision, an angel resting
upon a crimson cloud after sunset, with its eyes softly

~ closed, and its misty robes flowing in grace about

it, and a glory through all the air, will realize the
beauty of May Grove as she slumbered on thé glow-
ing sofa in her snowy dress, with the rich light dream-

'~ ing around her.

There was a low rap upon the half-opened door,
but the young girl did not awake, and, thinking the
room was deserted, 4 young man entered, and, with
a slow step, wandered ‘around with. his eyes resting
upon the paintings, till suddenly startled at the dis-
covery of the beautiful slumberer, he paused before
the sofa, and sank involuntarily upon his knees.

The intruder was perhaps twenty-three. He was
eminently handsome; but his eloguent mouth had a
haughty curve, and his brow was as cold as it was
‘beautiful. There was a girlish tenderness and sweot-
ness in the drooping of his dark lashes, but. the eyes
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beneath them were proud as Lucifer's. Yet, as those
eyes rested upon the young sleeper, they grew soft,
and angel-like, and pure, and his lip forgot its bitter
sneer— he clasped his hands together in surprlse and
rapture, and bent earnestly forward, gazing upon her
with hushed breath.

With a softly-heaving bosom, and a starrily placid
face, the young girl dreamed; but the dark eyes that
lingered so intensely upon her, had power to open her
closed lids, as sunlight opens twin violets Softly and
slowly she raised her long lashes, ill her large, shad-
owy eyes met those bent upon her. A passionate
smile parted her dewy lips, and holding her white
arms toward him, she murmured in a sweet, mild
voice,

“You have come to me at last, glorious embodi-
ment of the love, and beauty, and poetry of my soul!
You are here in my presence, my own one, my beau-
tifull  Come to the heart that has so long pmed for
you—mine, and mine only.”

The young man looked earnestly into those beau~
tiful eyes —his soul throbbed with emotion as her -
- words named him her own—but he saw that she
- yet slept, though his intense gaze had opened, as
if by fascination, those lovely lids: and, though he
would have given worlds to have replied as passion-
ately to her pleading, he only gently kissed the small
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hand extended toward him, and replied, « Lady, for-
give me, I deemed the apartment deserted. You are
dreaming, lady, T will retire.” i

As she comprehended his words, the dreamy eyes
of May Grove brightened full with a confused light,
and -a rich blush broke over her soft, fresh cheek.
Starting up with a beautiful motion, that madél her
thick tresses glisten like waves of gold, she smiled
through her tears and embarrassment, and said,

“ Dreaming ? surely, a wild, wayward dresm. It
was a foolish, maiden fancy, was it. not?”

The heart of the stranger burned within him to
tell her that %e did not think it an idle fé,ncy,
but the earnest and irresistible truth— that he was
hers entirely and only, even as he felt that she was
created for him—but he dared not say so, for it was
not the way of the nineteenth century to say such.
things, before he had had an introduction to his spir-
itual love — so he only said again,

«1 regret disturbing your dream, lady. Mr. Grove
gave me permission to examine his paintings, and, if 1
desired, to copy from them.”

«1 am not disturbed at all, I assure you,” replied
the young gitl; but her glowing cheeks, and drooping
lashes told plainly that she was disturbed, whether
pleasantly or not. < Mr. Grove is my father—1 am -

May Grove”
Y
| 5
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“ And I am Vernon Mytalena, and an artist.”
“ Are you? ” questioned the child-like creature, with
a smile of delight, raising her soft eyes with pleased

inquiry to his face. “You are Vernon Mytalena? I

have spent hours admiring your works, and thinking
how I should love one who could thus create such

beautiful images. Your picture of the Madonna hangs.

in my own chamber, where I can always look at it
when I wake at night — it looks so ineffably sweet
and gentle in the dim light of the night-lamp, that I
ever have dreams of angels, or else of — of the one
who conceived it. Strange! > and again those radiant
eyes rested on his countenance. “I always dreamed
of you just as you are—only —only not quite so
proud. But that I think makes you more beautiful—
and I am sure you could not be haughty to those you

loved.”

Proud! there was not much pride in his soul then,

nor anything but wonder, and pain, and love —won-
der, at her surpassing loveliness and perfect purity—
pain, that he was a struggling aspirant after fame and
wealth, and she the daughter of a vain millionaire.
Love, the instantancous love that had sprang into being
from every fiber of his wild, dreaming, beauty-fevered
spirit, when the sleeper in her dreams pleaded for him
to come to her heart, and held out her soft arms to
“encircle -him. He could have told her then that Ae
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had also dreamed of ker— that he knew the mystery
of her blushes and surprise—he could have spoken

;most eloquently of spiritual love — but it would have

been wild and foolish, and he repressed the words on
his restless lips, and walked with the bright young
creature from painting to painting, insensible, for the
first time, to their :beauties — but listening, gazing,
absorbed in his new vision of love and loveliness.

“Oh!” cried the young girl, suddenly, «come into
this apartment, there is a picture here — none know
its author or origin — the most wonderfully, surpass-

_ingly-beautiful creation the human mind has faculties

to conceive of, I thought there was something ahout
you that reminded me of it —and now I know it is

your eyes—you have her eyes — the very same —

so beautiful! ”’

She led the way into another magnificent room, and
Vernon followed with a quick thrill at his heart — he
thought of his mother! He had heard that the one
who had deprived him of his birthright, had disposed
of his palace and articles of vertu, and returned to the
south: and, burning with the joyful thought that he
might again look upon the only thing he prized on
earth, he had hurried to bis former home, but the
picture had been purchased, he could not ascéi’igaia
by whom. ' T

So fearful was he now of disappoiniment, that he




104 FRESH LEAVES:

hardly dared look up, as pausing before it, May
 asked — o

«Ts it not wonderful!”

Slowly he raised his glance, and ,again upon his
soul, in alt its loveliness, the face of his mother smiled
upon him. A thousand memories, and dreams, and
thoughts of by-gone tears, and mourning, and of hours
spent in silent worship of that radiant form - all the
strange visions, the love, and the beauty, and the
sha.dowy, dreamy hue of his childhood came upon
him; and with it a crushing sense of his struggle with
the world, his rejecied sympathies, his hardening
heart. His face grew pale, and his lip quivered, and
kissing it wildly, he sank upon the floor and sobbed,
and his proud form shook with long-repressed, long-
growing agony.

“«Jg it his love~—is it his love?” murmured May
Grove to herself, and her own cheek whitened to the
hue of a lily.

‘Why should she tremble if it was his love?

At length he raised his proud head from his hands,
- and turning his dark eyes, with a look of unutterable
sadness, to the face of the pa.le young glrl he said in
a low voice —

“ My mother-—my own beautlﬁzl mother.”

May Grove had not yet learned to repress syﬁﬁpan
thy — her soft eyes filled with fears, and, wishing to

FROM WESTERN woopns. 105

soothe his sorrow, she laid her fair hand wpon his
raven curls, and stooping, kissed his forehead with her
tremulous lips.

ATl the fountains of tenderness in the strong man’s
bosom were sweetly stirred — how could he ever have
bitterly cursed the world, when one so beautifui, 80 in-
nocent, and loving, and pure was dwelling in its midst ?

«Heaven bless you, dear one!* he said earnestly,
and rising, he took her quivering hand and led her to
a seat, - Sitting al her feet, for the first time, he poured
forth in a Jow, sad, touching voice the history of his
life — his strange, overshadowed, but happy infaney ;
the gloom and mourning of his father for the loss of
the beautiful creature whose portrait hung there before
them;. and the death of that father; the base scheme
which had robbed him of all that was dear, and sent
him ignorant and helpless to struggle with the world;
of that long, long, weary struggle, when daily his
loving sympathies,  his gorgeous fancies, his. eloquent
ambitions were crushed in the battle of life. - And
then the words he could no longer repress, gushed
forth in an impassioned torrent of feeling — how the
pride and bitterness his soul had learned, was melted -
before her presence; and how he felt that she only,
could waken his heart once more to wild happiness,
or freeze every impulse for ever, leaving him a deso-
late, cold, and passionless form to stand in the halls of
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existence, as a proud marble statue stands in the halls
of the happy. ‘
Bright tears stood on the drooping lashes of the

young girl; her heart was startled, and thrilled, and

stirred. There was a moment of intense silence after
the last word trembled from the ips of the speaker —
then the white arms, which had pleaded for him in
her dreams, were folded softly around his neck, and
sobbing, and murmuring broken words of joy, May
Grove nestled her sweet face in the bosom of Vernon
Mytalena.

¥ #* * # # - * *

The burning stars of heaven-came out into the
night, and looked down into the gardens of Paul
Grove — smiling dreamily upen their dewy flowers,
and rustling foliage, and white statues, and - silver-
singing fountains. The drooping clusters of blossoming

vines hung their graceful heads tenderly to the whis-

per of caressing leaves; and dim, cool shadows deep-
ened the placid beauty of the starry air -— the gardens
were lovely as a faint vision —all perfume, flowers,
silver gleams, cool spray, shifting shades, and murmur-
ing melodies. _

May Grove stood by a fountain, . Her thick tresses
floated on the sighing wind, and her dainty hand
played with the falling water.
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She was waiting for her lover.

Presently a step coming down a myrtle avenue
broke on her listening ear; and tossing back her wild
hair, she bent half forward to listen, while a rich oﬂush
and a soft sinile mantled her face. As the step drew
nearcr, she turned to meet the approaching form, but
shrank back again and leaned against the marble
fountain-nymph, murmuring —- ‘ :

«My father!” :

“May —my daughter,” said a cold, stern voice,
« for what are you here in the damp night-air alone,
and unattended. Not to meet some cunning aspirant
to your father’s gold 77 ‘

A flush shot into the young girl’s cheek, and she
raised her eyes, with a proud glance to his face,

« {{as your ehild no tenderness, no charm, no virtue
to please the hearts of others, that you for ever think
they seck her gold, not her?” she asked, with a bit-
terness unusual {o her soft lips.

“Qh! yes, all these, my child — your mother had!
but I married her for her dower, for all that! and
men love riches now, quite a8 much as in my youth.

But. come-—my choice for you is made, and the happy

~Jover awaits you in the drawing-room. A worthy

‘match—young, handsome, and rich.”
May turned pale, and asked in a low voice —
“ Wha is he, my father?”
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« Young Terence Endicott.”

“ Him, father! I scorn him as I would a viper.”

- “He is very handsome, and so rich you will forget

© your idle prejudice, and marry him with joy.”

“ Never — never — never!”

“No girlish eloquence if you please, my dear; he
is my choice, and you ;izflst obey the dictate. For
tunes depend not on the eaprice of girls.”

“ Oh, father, we are rich enough already; and have
gold to spare to the gifted and suffering.”

“Gifted and suffering! who learned you this 2

not I. Come, Terence will not bear neglect. Be

gy, be bright, and bend your queenly pride to his,

for he is haughty as Satan himself”

“ And almost as evil. I pray you spafe me, father,

I love onother!”

© “Another! do you? well, unlove him, then. How
rich is he ?” ,

“ Penniless, but worthy all our gold.”

“ Humph! worse than nonsense! I thought 1 had

. kept you so close from all such whining pretenders
that you, at least, would stand as a model daughter,
whose happiness and glory was secured by a father’s
care. Only. to-day I bade my servants kick a pre-
sumptuous painter from my presence, who came {o
me, as haughty as a lord, to claim .your hand. Poor
painter! how impudent! how absurd!”
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% It is him I love, my father
_«May! are you mad? Never let me hear you
say that again. Come instantly. Remember, I am
your father!” ' :
He seized the slight hand of the trembling girl,
and dragged her away from the fountain toward the
{lluminated mansion. With a smothered curse, Ver-
non Mytalena emerged from the shade of the myrtle-
vines, and stood out in the dim light, with flashing
eyes, and compressed lips, and dilated form.” “Aye!
withered up and base old miser! so he did tell his
grinning slaves to insult me in_ his halls-—and, as I
live, he shall repent the foul indignity. Oh, May!
May! pride! poverty! and agony! Would that I had
never loved! then there would have been nothing
now to restrain the bitterness and the anger of my
soul against the world—mno soft eyes winning e
away from revenge —no sweet voice bushing the
tumult of my passions — none of. this struggling with
tenderness and sternness-——none of this anguish I
‘'scorn to feel. - She is sitting, with a breakihg heart, in
the midst of a splendid mockery — and T! —1I will go
again to my solitary room and wear out the midnight
with my restless heart beating loudly upon its silence.
Sweet mother! starry, angel mother, be with me”
With an uneven step he hurried to his small room.

As he entered it and cast open the shutters to the
5% L
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night air, a flood of faint starlight gleamed sweetly
over the beautiful pictures which alone relieved the
nakedness of the poor apértment, save a few books,
and a writing table by the window. Resting his elbows
on this table, he sat long hours of that fair night with
his burning face buried in his hands— the silence
brokep only by his heavy breathing and the quick
throbhing of his excited breast.

.At Igngth he was startled by a light touch upon
lus bowed head, and Iodking up,r May Grove Vstood
‘before him in her white dress, and jeweled hair, and
pale face. She had glided in at the low window,
and, as he started up, she said in a hurried voice
with clasped hands, ! | ’

“I am come to tell you why I did not meet you
to-night at the fountain.” Do not think I meant to
slight you —1T wished to be there so much — but my
father— »

. “May! ” exclaimed the painter in a voice so start-
ling that she stopped at once, “even you must never
mention your father’s name in my presence. T can
bear almost anything else for your sake — but not
that! —not to be spurned from the presence of the
parent of my idol, by the feet of grinning lackeys.
By my mother’s beauty, and. my father’s passionate
blood —no! T knew why you did not meet me — I
heard what passed between you and zim—1I saw him
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drag you away l—and then I came home, and have sat
here ever since, with a fire burning in my bosom of
whose wild torture I never before conceived. Evety-
thing has perished in that fire of agony —my dreams
of beauty, my hopes of fame, my devotion to my sweet
art, my lové of poetry and eloquence — all, all have
melted down into one hard, stern mass within my
bosom — one lamp of rich, bright gold lighted up
and sparkling in the glow of a burning revenge !

" This night, & vision has come unto me—I have felt

almost as if I were no longer a mortal man, But an
cternal spirit, unto whose power was given the jew-
cled key that unlocked the rarest treasures of the
earth ! Poverty, away ! Scorn, insult, contumely,
how will ye smile to kiss my feet! ~May! fo-mor.
row, I go to the land that my eyes have seen this
night as in a vision!—and I return not to thee, nor
to love, till wealth, that will purchase the world, is
mine — till gold, that. will make /is heap show like

- a pebble at the mountain’s base, comes at my bid-

ding — till men Jook upon my glory with awe — till
power, and kingdoms, and grandeur are mine! I see
it, feel it, know it all, plain as the day, and my soul
is changed within me.” l

Fainter and fainter grew the young girl at his
quick, round-dropping, energetic words, till, when he
ceased, she clasped his feverish hands in ‘her own

d .
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cold, trembling ones, and, bowing her forehead upon
his bosom, she moaned in the sudden desolation of
her wild love,

“You will leave me then—leave me alone to strug-
gle—and at length be offered up on the altar of that
passion for gold! - You — you — you are mad, too,
with that baneful poison I Love, and beauty, and
purity, and all God’s beautiful pifts you have given
up! Yet have you mocked my trust by breathing
of eternal devotion ~oh! I am so desolate!

“ Gold will purchase all these things, May—it will
eat out the stain upon my honor—it will make men
bow to the proud spirit they wow spurn.”

“Will it buy such love as is all in all to such as
you and me? You are not yourself now, Vernon—

1 ean not be]ieve you are in your calm, firm, rea-
sonable mind-—you are excited by what has passed

to-day. You will think more soberly to- -MOTrOW—say
that you will, my own Vernon!”

* I shall be gone to-morrow, May.”

“And you can go, and forsake me in my time of
trial — leave me helpless in the hands of the cruel —
forget the passionate love you have sworn to me—all

this for what I would so readily sacrifice for you, This _

night I have” stolen from splendid halls to seck you
in your lowly room, and tell you that I was ready
to give up all and flee with you-— home, ‘friends,

FTROM WESTERN WOQODS, 113

magniﬁcenée, my father, my jewels, my sweet haunis
of loveliness, where I have dreamed the young years
of my life away, all, all—and weleome anything—sor-
row and trial — so it was shared with you. And my
heart was glad within me when I thought how we

~would go far away from those who have been cruel

to us, and, with our own gifts, win the fame and the
fortune that would make them proud to welcome us
back. Your beautiful art — my poctry and musie —
and our blessed love! we could ‘have been so bappy!
Our souls could have grown so grand, and brave, and
strong~—Harth would have been more beautiful from
the proud triumph, and the beauty, and Lh.e love of
our tried souls. This would have been true greatness.
0, Vernon! Vernon! turn bacli now from your wild
thoughts, and” go with me :

The young man clasped her to his bosom so ughﬂy
that she hardly breathed — his cheek was blanched,
and his forehead sweated with pain — for, in the wild
whirlwind of passion that had swept over his soul, the
star of love still burned like a glory in the night of
his stormy spirit.

« No— 1o — no! it cannot be now— it is too latcl
the inspiration of my art has fled from me -—the am-
bition for fame has gone with it—there is nothing left
but my strong will to gain riches, and my love for
thee. No — no-— I have seen strange things in my
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tortures this night — things have been revealed to me
like prophecies — I see & future that will rival the
“glory of Solomon, the gorgeousness of the princes of
old —1I see my destiny, and shall I turn away from
it? I cannot! But only be true to me, my own
one, resist your father’s will— be irue some months
or years, and oh! the reward shall come. I swear to
you that for every ingot of gold that I lay up, shall be
laid up a burning thought of love and thee! Think
you, I could see your delicate fingers toiling for

bread—your beautiful form wasting away from want?

My May! it was the agony of these thoughts that so
stirred up my strong soul, that in obedience to my
will, as it were, these visions of my destiny came up
before me. - Do not think I am mad, May. I am
just as calm now as T shall be till my purposes are
Wréught out. Only promise to be true, to forget not
till you hear from me —will you promise ?

“Then you will leave me!> gasped the young girl,

“1It is beginning to grow light—the night will soon
vanish, and the day that parts us be here — this is
our last hour! Speak to me; May! say one word of
sweetness to linger in my ear till.I come to claim
you~will you not say one word?”

But the young girl had fainted in his arms, He
passed through the window with his pale burden, and
stood & moment in the gray twilight gazing upon her
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beautiful forehead, and closed eyes, and dishevvfelfad
hair— tear]eséiy gazing upon her pallid and e}fgmmt,e
loveliness — then, sealing their mute partir.lg with one
kiss of agony upon her stirless lips, he hurried through
the deserted streets till he reached her father’s gar-

dens, and, laying her light-form upon the dewy turf,

by the fountain, he sptinkled the cool spray upon her
sweet, white face. ‘

He waited till the breath of life once more quivered
faintly over her lips, and, ere those sad eyes un!closed,.
or those lips murmured his name, he was gone!

* ¥ #* # S

“ They kneel upon the sloping sand,
 As bends the human knee,
A beantifal and tireless band,
The priesthood of the seal”

With a murmur on their lips, and a dimple on their
faces, and a glow upon their boson_ls, tl}e waves stqle
up and knelt upon the shore of the Pacific. o

Upon a rock that jutted out into the sea, a so]itéry
man sat gazing upon the purple glory of the water
where the sun had just dropped into its bosom. Th.e
soft wind fluttered the raven hair floating about his
fine forehéad‘; the spray bathed his bare feet, and
the gorgeously-tinted sky smiled into the dremrfy

eyes that were fixed, with a forgetful gaze, upon it

-~
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Guided by & hand that he felt but did not sce,
through prairie and wilderness, and over mountains
- and through strange scenes of danger, and beauty,
-and fear, the man of destiny had wandered alone

this mighty distance—had been rescued from every

peril — hurried from every danger. Where he slept
at night, there were always springs of cool water on
the prairie— always fruit in the wilderness — the In-
dian saw him nof, and wild beasts avoided him —
slowly, safely, and surely his feet had traveled to
the land he had seen in avision! It was Vernon
Mytalena that sat upon the rock at sunset, musing
upon days of past happiness-— alone, alone in the
loneliness that surrounded him.

For weeks he had been here, spending his days in
the mountains, and descending ut evening to wander
by the seaside. There were berries, and 'fruits, and
fishes for food, but he had not yet beheld a human
face or heard a voice. The powerful knowledge th'at
his destiny would not be interfered with by death,
kept him from fear—but oh! the appalling lom,lmess
that had grown so painful to him. |

The everlasting dirge that the ocean murmured al-
most .maddened him, yet was strangely fascinating,

and he could not break away from its spell. And
now, as he saf there, lost in thought, with its sad,
sweet music breaking in ceaseless cadence upon his
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ear, a dream, as it were, of by-gone ages, crept over

him, and, blended with that melody, he saw a thou-
sand scenes go élowly by him, in which it seemed tliat
he, himself, had been an actor. Their voices sounded
to him like the echo of a thousand years gone by. He
heard the murmur of the waters of Kedron, and saw
the starry lake of Galilee; then, sensations like those
of drowning crept over him; and again he seemed to
be floating in a frail bark far from land. The twi]igl:it
darkened and the moon rose up, and still he was In
this. trance, and, when he at length started from it,
it seemed as if he had lived long years since the sun
set; and there was a weight upon his heart that op-
pressed him. Yet wherefore ? — he knew not; and,

if a half-thought flashed over hlm he lost it before he
knew its shape, and was more sadly bewildered thanl

before.
_Oh! then, how he pined for the soft hand of pas-

sionate, young May amid his curls, and her sweet -
voice in his ear! . Not even all the glittering gold
that had burst upon his sight in the last few weeks,

would have been worth as much to him as one low

word from her, one touch of her bright lips.. But
even this feeling, in a measure, passed away, at the
wild throb to avenge the stain that burned upon it—
and, with quick steps, he descended from the rocks

and paced the shore till midnight. ¥ * 0%
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came and went several times during the ceremony.
But when he turned, at the conclusion, to kiss her
forehead, the color and light faded away entirely, and
she sank motionless into the arms of her Tiusband.

« What susceptibility ! what sensitiveness ! what
soull” said the flattering erowd; but there was. a
pang, sharper than a dagger, ab the heart of the
father, as he took his ehild into his arms and bathied
her face with the perfumed water that was held for
him, But his heart was too calloused to feel re-
proach any longer than il those mournful eyes un-
closed again and looked into his face.

Till daylight, aye, till he had worn life out with
restless motion, would Vernon Mytalena have trodden
those sands, had he known what was passing mahy
thousand miles away that night:

The whole magnificent mansion of Paul Grove was
gorgeously lighted and garlanded with fowers, and
elgquent with music, and laughter, and gay words.

Bilken robes floated, and bright jewels flashed— fine
forms bent courteously, repartee sparkled. The world

was so proud and happy to shine at the wedding of
May Grove and Terence Endicott.
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At the end of a suite of splendid parlors, that had
FJeen thrown into one, a snowy silk curtain drooped
in rich folds before a small temple where the rites
of marriage were to be solemnized. As a wreath of

white roses drew up this curtain in graceful loops to

the ceiling, revealing the occupants therein, the whis-

pering and laughter died away, and, with breathless*
curiosity, the assembly gazed,

The bridegroom was handsome, and a smile of tri-
umph lighted up his face; but the smile was too sin-
fster and haughty, where it played around his lips, to
inspire Jove and trust in the young creature who stood

by his side—for the clear eyes of the spirit were hers, -

ond she shuddered when he took her hand. There
was a rich crimson on the cheeks of the bride, and a
beautiful, unnatural brillianey in her large eyes, that

He whispered a few words in her ear, but she
turned away with a low, half-suppressed moan.
Presently she grew stronger, and, leaning “on the
arm of her parent, received the congratulations of
the crowd, with a faint smile that deepened into- one
of bitterness, as the mocking forms were one by one
gone through with. But they did not read the nature
of the smile; and the eyes, that iight have spoken
too much, were shaded by the low dreoping of long
lashes. ' ~
. When the supper hour came, and the refreshment
rooms were thrown open, the bride had disappeared

suddenly.
« Detain the bridegroom from coming, while we
"sedrch for her,” eried many voices, and, while gay

-
4.
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forms gathered around Terence Endicott, many has-
tened to the gardens in search of the absent bride.

They found her in a few moments, lying upon the
earth, in a dim, sweet place by a fountain side; and,
sitent and pale with horror, they brought her in and

laid her upon a sofs, before the father and husband,.

The delicai;e lace, and rich silk, and pearls, and flow-
ers of her bridal-dress were dripping with blood, and
a small, gold penknife fell from the folds that lay
upon her stained bosom, as they laid Ler down. The
father, who had driven her to this desperate deed,
fell down upon his knees beside her, his form shak-
- Ing with fear and the agony of remorse. The lover
was pale as deafh, but he founfi time, even in that
dreadful moment, to whisper in the ear of the
parent, :
~“Let them think that some rival has done this,”
The old man, in this sudden shock, caught the idea
eagerly. o )

“Who has done this?* he cried aloud, in a shrill,
painful tone. “Who has murdered my darling on her
wedding-night, out of foul envy? Who is there that
would not see my beautiful child happy, but must

- murder her, because of hate?” and he filled the ajy
with wailings and eries like a child, But, aye, old
man, you would have given all your gold then to

 “have seen your &aughter smile or speak!
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«Who has done this?” repeated the pale-faced
throng. “ Alas! alas! what a wedding |  How
terrible!”

: The desperate young creature bad not completed

her resolve, for the physicians, who ga,thered round,
ronounced her still alive; and, when ‘she was borr.tz

Eo her chamber, and the wound examined, they sai
he would live, with tender care.

S Then the heart of the old man, her father, broke
with joy—he died.

_ #
# * * * * *

A pale, sweet face looked out of a chamber ;pon

a fair, fresh scene. The window.opened tor the floor,
and a little balcony led out of it. .Beneath;l rose ::
green park, and stgtely trees, founta.ms,arftil{ owr;l;l ;
a grove was in the distance, and & silver lake. e
mansion was magnificent, and the grounds were e?q
tiful enough to stir the heart of the sgddest one to 30};
But loveliest of all was the pale lady wl-m sait;duptzi
the balcony. She was very young, but thte an 1 ;a :
and robed in widow's weeds. Her bf.j,autli;ul go. ;mt
brown hair was put away behind a widow’s c;,p, uln
‘many a long, bright tress stole out .and wave hugoa
her bosom. The snow}] lids and thick lsfs.hes;l a )
mournful way of shadowing her sad, spiritua ei;e,(i
" A beautiful Little babe, of a few months old, nes L
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in her arms—a little girl, with bright eyes, bright

hair, bright cheeks, laughing in her mother’s lap like
a young joy clinging o a sorrow—a sunlit-gleam on
a pale cloud — a star in the"faint arms of night.
The lady was singing, in a low, clear, musical voice,
& song so sad, and touchingly, wildly, sweetly mourn-
~ ful, that,)if a servant chanced to pass beneath the bal-
cony, he.stopped and listened with great tears rolling
down his cheeks. -

** Poor thing! poor thing!” they muttered to them-
selves, and to each other, “she used to sing it s0 much
before master died, and she sings now more than ever.
I don’t believe she married the one she loved — the
master was not good enough for her—he was haughty
and angry. She has always been so meek, and kind,
and sweet to us— poor lady ! And when he was
brought home that time from the hunt, all bleeding
and pale with that great gash in his forehead, and
she tended him so kindly for weeks, never leaving him
till he died, how he used take her hand and look up
so pitiful-like, and ask to forgive him for something he
had done to grieve her, and then she would weep and
kneel down by the bed and pray for him. And now
she seems so lonely, poor creature, with no ane to love
but her baby, and always singing that sad song.”

It was May Endicott who sab in widow’s weeds,

holding her infant, and chanting that mournful song.
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It was “ Allan Percy ” that she murmured for ever to

hérsgl_f : |
o Slumber thou still, my innocent — mine own,
While I eall back the dreams of other days

In the deep forest I feel less alone
Than when those palace splendors mock my gaze,
Fear not! my arm shall bear thee safely back ;
I need ne squire, no page with bended knee,
To bear hy baby through the wild wood traclf
Where Allan Perey used to roam with me.
Lullaby !

% Here T can sit, and, while the fresh wind blows,
Waving the ringlets of thy shining ha.il",
Giving thy cheek a deeper tinge of rose, .
I can dream dreams that comfort my despair;
1 ¢an make visions of a different home,
éuch as we hoped in other days might be—
" There no proud earl’s unwelcome footsteps come
There, Allan Perey, I am safe with thee.
Lullaby !

«Thou art mine own — I°11 bear thee wher‘e I list,
TFar from the dull, proud town and donjon 3ieep;
Trom my long hair the pearl chain I *1} untwiss,
And with.a peasant’s heart sit down fznd ‘weep.
Thy glittering, broidered robp, my precious one,
Changed for a simpler covering shall 1.38 ;
And T will dream thee Allan Percy’s child, ‘
. " And think poor Allan guards thy sleep with me
Lullaby " ‘
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AdHer sweet voice trembled on the mournful « Lul-
laby,” & servant entered with a missive,

“They say this is for you, lady, it is directed to.

Ma.y Grove.”
Laying her babe quickly in the cradle, the mother

sprang and, taking the letter eagerly from the silver

tray, hurried with it on to the balcony, and tore away
- the seal with trembling fingers. For the first time in
long months a rich flush, like-that of girlhood, shot into
‘her cheek, her lips ‘quivered, and grew red, and her
dark lashes brightened with tears as she read. Then
she préssed it to her bosom and read it over, and over
again.

«“Oh! May, May,” were the words it bore, “my

darling, my precious one, how shall 1 write to you—

- what shall I say? It is so long since I have heard a
human voice till now—so long since I have written
*or spoken "to. anything but the ocean, and the wind,
and the trees, that I know not what to tell you; only

that with é\{ery grain of gold I have gathered, I havé‘

-treasured o thought of thee, with every jewel, I have
laid up a hope for the future. My wild visions are
more than realized —all the monarchs of the earth
have not so much tiches as I! The land that I saw
in my dreams, I have fornd. Gold is in the plains,
and in the mountains in abundance for thousands of
~ kings; for months I have done nothing bui gather

-

FROM WESTERN WOODS. 125

lumps of gold, and hide them away in a sectet cave
far from the place where I found them. If a million

men were searching for it they could not find my

stronghold, and all the rest I am willing fo proclaim

“to the world. Rare jewels I found in one valley, and

gathered them up by handfuls. When even my wild-
est ambition was surfeited, I traveled farther down
the coast, and at last met a vessel, and have commu-
nicated my diécovery, and have now this chance of
writing to you. |

“Oh! what shall I say to you! shall 1 tell you how
I have sometimes been almost mad with loneliness —
how I have yearned to hear you speak -how passion-
ately I trust that you have been true to me through
silence and desertion. It i is but a kttle while longer
now, and you will be mine! TIn the next vessel I
shall come!. ‘ |

“Oh! my beautiful, my peerless Ma,yu how like a
princess you will be when my gold and gems are

woven into tadiant shapes to heighten your loveliness.

When I sit you upon a jeweled throne, and stand by
your side, how mockingly will I spurn those who have
once slighted me—spit upon me—striven to crush me!

«Sometimes I have had strange trances come over
me since I came here — visions of things done and.
seen hundreds of years ago, ereep over me. I have

been alone so long that I attribute it to that — your
6. :
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presence will soothie away feverish thoughts — we will
once more be happy —oh! so happy! Speedily I
shall hasten to your side, oh! loved one! Almost as
soon as my letter I shall come to thee ~— good-bye for
a little time.”

But there was a sharp pang of pain, mingled with
the rapture of the young mother. Would he love her
as well, now that she had been compelled to wed
another ? would he be kind to her sweet babe ?—had
not this strange infatuation changed and hardened his
soul, and ruined his spiritual beauty. Al these things
her heart gave her an answer to. Did he not leave
her to the merey of her father, and that man— and
should she not rather blame him, than he her? Was
not her babe too sweet and beautiful for any one to
help loving it devotedly ?—could three years ruin the
glorious spirit whose equal she had never met? And
the young widow smiled, and was happy. ’

With her head drooped gracefully to her hand, and a
soft color glowing on lip, and cheek, she sat, and drear-
ed, forgetful of all around her—till suddenly, startled
by a step at her side—he—her glory, her dream, her
spirit-love stood before her, with a passionately happy
face.

Oh! that was a meeting of great joy, for one of
Earth. - o

& &

* * * * W
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‘Bal_)ylon was a splendid city! — so was Tyre, and
sc-) was Rome! In ancient days there was much mag—
- nificence — stories of oriental gorgeousness have been
told us in glowing words, like diamonds droppihg upon
golden wires!— but there was a city that triumpllied
over Babylon, and Rome, and Tyre — there was an.

_era that was richer in splendor than the days of old —

Fhat was a land that rivaled the charmed and glitter-
ing east! :

The development of a thousand arts, and sciences
had made that city like a sybil’s dream. Alr, earth
and water, and fire were easy instruments of skill u:
make']ife one swift hurry from pleasure to pleasure.
Hz-;tpplness was as refined, as fragile, as delicate as the
F)rlef being of the etherealized creatures who enjoyed-
it. Life was shortened, but the pleasures of life were
condensed. |

No clumsy palaces, nor solemn-looking towers or
temples rose to §ighl; Exquisite edifices elaborately
gra-ceful, sprang up in the midst of orange, and mag-
nolia trees, and wound about with silvery streams that
here and there leaped down in mimic falls and play-
ed upon delicately-arranged instruments, whose little
v.vheels moved golden wires to melody. There were
light barges upon dimpling lakes; there were silken-
curtained carriages floating through air;' there were

luxury and idleness, and gorgeousness in the city of.




i,
128 FRESH LEAVES

pleasure; and, a few miles away, dark men toiled

ceaselessly in dreary. mines, for shining ore.
Like the moon among the stars, one palace shone

out amid all others. Standing amid lovely terraces, -

and fragrant trees, like a beautiful statue in grace-
fully-arranged drapery, and perfect in its proportions
as an exquisite piece of sculpture, it was a rare com-
bination of the rich and chaste. The inside of this
elegant structure was like a picture, or a poem of a
spiritual mind, it was so magnificent, yet so intellectual
in its arrangements. No one but a woman, a dreamer,
and a poetess, could have fitted up those labyrinthian
apartments with such bewildering splendor, yet such
exquisite and vision-like effect.

In an inner apartment of this palace, upon a rose-
colored, silken lounge, a lady lay sleeping away the
long hours of the summer day. Her shining hair
was braided with jewels, and her small hands and
lovely arms were covered with rare ornaments, and
her little foot flashed with gems, as it stole out from
the hem of her dress. ~This beautiful sleeper was

- May Mytalena, the wife of the proud man who had
all things at his command but a crown, and who as-
pired to even that. She was as lovely as in her girlish
days, but very delicate .and slight.  Her hands were
transparent, and her forehead and temples looked too

’p‘ure and spiritual for earth. Her cheek had a rare,
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faint, hectic glow that was ineffably sweet, and her
loving lips were tinted with the same soft color.

She was restless in hér sleep, and murmured to
herself, and a bright tear creptlout from beneath

-each lid, and hung quivering upon the dark, closed

lashes. ‘

Poor May! she had always been too spiritual for
life. In her girlhood, the base spiri__t of her miserly
father had. jarred her sensitive soul — then she was
torn away from her dreams of love, and holiness, and
beauty, and wedded to a man whose heart was sunken
in selfishness and vice — then, when she was at last
united to the ideal of her spirit, after a brief space
of exquisite happiness, she was doomed to watch the
bloom and perfume fade from their flowers of love —
and, instead of the bright waters for which her soul
thirsted, apples of silver and gold were served to
her yearning heart — and, while the great spirit of
Vernon Mytalena bent all its energies to bringing
men and riches to his feét, she silently pined: away
for want of spiritual sympathy. :

- While the tears still sparkled on her lashes, a young
girl softly stole into the room, and sat. down-on a heap
of cushions on the floor by her mother’s side,

Maud Endicott was. beautiful; but her beauty was
like her father’s, haughty and dark. A. slight, small
form; dark, passionate cyes; bright, scornfulilips; a.
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queenly bearing, and a musical voice, with raven ha

foldetd like a crown, and rlch]y jeweled, an oval fac,

small hands, and magnificent attire, made her most
princess-like. She. could love and hate alike — and
she looked wpon her pure and fragile mother with
a deep affection, that made her haughty, impulsivg
spirit beautiful and meck in that calm, gentle presence.

Wondering at her mother’s tears, the young crca-
ture kissed them away, waking the sleeper from her
mournful dreams. -

“There were tears on your cheeks dear mother,”
she said tenderly, « were your dreams so sad ?”

The invalid heaved a deep sigh, and, -raising her
iarge eyes to her daughter’s face, replied —

“ Would you like to have me tell you all my kife,
now, Maud? You know something of my history,
now; but I shell not be here long fo tell you the
rest, and, if you are ready to hear, I will talk with
you about it, that you may perhaps have more knowl-
cdge of life to gumide you, when your mother’s careful
hand has mouldered to dust.””

“Do not speak of that,” said Maud with tearful eyes,
nestling her head down on the sofa by her mother’s
bosom, and preparing 1o listen with silent interest.

In a low, eloquent, 1mpress1ve tone, broken now
and then by sudden emotion, the pale lady told her
tale of life; and, by the tears that streamed down the
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checks of Maud, at the cruelty of May’s 'father, and
her parting with her lover; by her start and shudder
at the incidents. of May’s first wedding-evening ; by
her breathless eagerness, when hearing of her own
father’s character and fate, she showed how deeply
she sympathized in the story.

“ Maud!” said the mother, in an earnest tone, as
she paused near the end of her narrative, “I know
not whether I shall dare to tell you the rest, or not.
If 1 thought it would make you unhappy, I would be
still—if I thought it would enable you better to mees
evil, I would sPeak — though the words would come
bitter and slow enough from my heart.”

“Then do not distress yourself, dear, dear mother "

“ Perhaps you had better know all, my child; but
do not be startled at anything I say. It has always
been a gift of mine to vead, with a kind of spiritual
sight, almost every thought that passes through the
bosoms of others. If it had not been for this, I
might, perhaps, have seen less to grieve me in Iife -
I might not now be pining away in a yearmng after
pure spirits. -

“My child, you know you are very beautiful; and
that gems and splendor become your queenly style;
you are ambitious to shine the brightest and the
proudest star in all the throng. I have told you
bow the once grand and pifted soul of my husband .
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has gradually become absorbed in ambitious dreams
of power, and a baneful passion for gold—gold. In
~ place of, the tender love he once bore for me, he has
now only the desire to see me moving in the throng,
or enthroned in stately ﬁomp, blazing with jewels, and

bright with pride. In this he is disappointed; my .

nature and ill health unfitting me for the task; and
lately, has woke up to a sudden sense of your beauty
and queenliness — his love has twned from me fo
you—and, when I am dead, which will soon be, he
will seek you for a wife.”

« Oh! mother!” mwmured the young girl

«1 have told you this,” said the mother ealmly;
“that you may understand the love he will proffer
you—it is not pure, it will not make you happy—it
is only 2 kind of triumph in your beauty. Then I
implore you, by the purity of your young heart, by

all your impulses of affection, by my unhappiness, not

to wed yourself to one who will clothe you' as hisidol,
and place you upon a shrine of gold, and call his
“cringing followers around io worship you. Have a
higher ambition, my daughter; be better, be nobler
than this, or you will never meet me in the spiit-
- world to which I shortly go”

~ «] have always loved him as a father; how could
you think I would do this thing,”- murmured the
weeping girl.
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“ Because I think I know your heart, my daughter;
and you are too young and beautiful not to be daz-
zled by the ambition to be the queen of all this fair,
great land. But you will remember what I have said;
and promise me to wed for love, not power, will you
not, my child ?” | \

The answer of the young girl was interrupted
by the entrance of Vernon Mytalena, who came and
sat down by them, and, holding the thin hand of
the mother, looked into the beautiful face of the
child. - |

Tears, and care, and struggling passions had altered

. the inspired dreamer more than his lovely wife; his

glorious beauty had fled — his once eager, eloquent”
lips were habitually compressed,-his eyes were sunken,
and his brow contracted — yet*was he a noble. and_
splendid man, whose words, and tone, and manner
were full of a quiet, haughty consciousness of power,
which few would care to dispﬁte.

As he gat and Iooked into the face of Maud, those
words of her mother—*“be the queen of all this land,”
burned in her thoughts, .and, unconsciously, she gazed
upon him and wondered how long it would be before -
he grew old, and how much gray there was mingled
with his raven locks, and whether it would be possible
to love a man like him. Suddenly she was conscious
of the large eyes of her mother reading her soul, and,

€.
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. with a burmng blush, she buned her face in her

mother’s bosom, Whlsperm
“1 promise—I promise what you ask.”

*® ® % % * %

There was a splendid pageant in the streets of the
great western city. There was a costly hearse draped
with rich hangings, and bearing a superb coffin sol-
emnly—a coffin fit to enshrine the fair form of the

great man’§ wife—the inner one of solid silver, and:

the outer of polished ebony with gold plates, and in-
seription set in mosaic; and all this drawn by twelve
slow-stepping, jet-black steeds, and, walking at the
head of each, a servant in sable livery. There was
an immense procession of splendid carriages covered
with funeral trappings, and all the pomp, and show,
and ceremony, and richness possible. ~ The tomb was
niagniﬁcent, in a sweet, solemn spot, where she had,
before her death, requested it to be.

There were great tears of sorrow dropped around
the grave of the sweet, dead lady, but they fell not
from the eyes of the chief mourner. He was becom-
ingly calm and stern, and held upen his strong arm
the faint form of the young girl who mourned most
passionately for Ler mother. |

Could it be that Vernon thought, in that solemn
hour, of the first ime he ever looked upon the radiant

T
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face of the bright dreamer now lying white and still
in all this fearful state? No matter ! she died as
many a dreamer dies— her heart wasted away as
does many a poet’s heart. Yet he must have felt
something of his old spirit coming back to him —he
must have seen again vividly the beautiful, neglected’
picture of his mother — have started with a remem-
brance of his father, and of how different was his de-
votion to his bride — have thyilled with a memiory of
his youthful inspiration — have sickened one moment
with the thought of his hollow, mocking life.

But even with all these thoughts, was pot a brighter
and a prouder than she, clinging in beautiful sorrow
to his arm —was there not richness and show enough
hee, to atone for all the want of love?

And thenceforth the troubled heart of the spmtual
May rested sweetly in the grave.

% ® % % £ #* tk

Maud Endicott sat upon e sofa opposite a large mir-
ror, blushing, and trembling, and striving to appear
calm, She was alone, but evidently awaiting a visitor.
She was dressed with elaborate richness and care.
A small tiara of costly gems sparkled above her fore-
head — that forehead so sweet, and smooth, and clas-
sie. There were bands of emeralds half hiding the
exquisite arms from the small wrist to the white .
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shoulders, from which the looped-up tissue of lace
waved lightly back, Her dress was of green velvet,
with a rich black silken tissue ﬂoatihg over if, caught
here and there with emerald brooches.. Where her
thick, raven hair was folded over her head, a sweet
crimson rosebud nestled, relieving the splendor of
attire almost too heavily rich for a young girl

Suddenly the little foot that patted the carpet so
vestlessly grew still, and, playing with her jeweled
fan, she affected not to perceive the intruder who
entered softly, until he was by her side.

“ Maud!” he said, and sat down by her SIde, and

_took her beautiful hand in his.

She shuddered slightly as he did this; yet, with the

strange contradiction of the human heart, it was for
‘him she had attired- her loveliness to such advantage.

« My father!” she said with infinite tact, with-
drawing her hand to arrange a fold of her dress.

“ Why do you call me by that hateful name ?” he
. replied impatiently — « call me anything but that !
‘Will you not speak to me as ‘Vernon, as ¢ friend 77—
will you not some time consent to address me as
your husband?”

“Why do you still trouble me with words like
these 77 asked the beautiful girl, in a low voice, while
the color deepened in her cheeks, and her proud eyes
were turned to his reproachfully, :
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“ Trouble you! am I so hateful to you Maud ?— so
poor, 50 aged, so infirm, so vile, that you sllght me
thus? or, do you love another?” '

“No-—no~—no!” said the young girl qﬁickly.

. “Then will you not love me, Maud ?”

The haughty man was knecling before her, claép-
ing both her hands in his, and with his dark eyes
earnestly reading her face. IHe had mused so long
upon her beauty and pride, and striven so hard to
win her, that the passionate affection of bis youth
was almost stirred again within his heart — he felt
that she must be his. Had she yielded at first to
his pleading, he would have esteemed. her only as the
beautiful erown of his pomp and pride; but his na-
ture was one foo passionate and strong to yleld to
OPPOSIHOI] —and that the haughty young creature
should dare to refuse his bhand, but awakened him
to a sense of her charms, and made him the more
determined in his wish.

There was a flash of triumph in Maud’s eyes when
she saw him at her feet—a thousand youthful lovers
would not have flattered her so much; and, looking
into the face upturned to hers, she was. almost start-
led by the wonderful beauty that again lit it up in
that moment of anxiety. She forgot her promise to
her dead mother, and thought that she might love
him —surely his goul was one to inspire respect. and
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awe, and now he looked as tender, and as earnest,
and far more fascinating than any youthful lover.
But, irue to her own nature, so naturally aspiring
and designing, with the thought that she might ac-
cept his proffered glory, came a fuller consciousness
of her power over the great man, and how she could
wield it to bring the fulfilling of her wildest dreams

of ambition.
“ Will you not answer me?” he asked more ear-

nestly.

« Bven if the preference of my heart is given to
you, I must show respect to the memory of my
mother,” she answered, with averted eyes.

«“If we say that it shall be, will the world dare
to dictate as to what is right?” exclaimed Vernon
passionately. ' '

“1t might be, that they would not wish to dlsap-
prove,” said the fair girl, turning her large eyes full
upon his — “if you were their monarch, and I your
queen.”

“ You would love to be a queen, would you, my
peerless one? ” said the lover with a smile, for he

admired the aspiring spirit of that youthful, glorious .

woman.
Maud did not reply in words; but she answered

his smile with one most soft and bewildering, and,

bending over, touched her bright lips gently to his
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forehead.  Then, blushing at the deed, she covered
her eyes with her fair hands, Whlch were taken softly
away and showered with kisses, while he said, in a
gay, proud tone,

“ These tiny fingers would sway the scepter would
they, my eloquent one? Well fitted they are for
such a task. And this form, too, and that haughty
‘spirit, were made for a throne. And, if I should
promise you a crown, would you not be mine, and -
wear it?”

“Yes I” said the young girl, slowly, “ when - the
crown is gained.” |

“Thank you a thousand times, my dear one; but
why must we wait till the scepter is ours?”

“The people might murmuf at this sudden mar-
riage, Vernon; but now you have their respect. Gold
alone will not purchase a kingdom, in this age, dear-
est; intellectual power and grandeur must be added
to its magic. Am I not right ?* ‘

“Perhaps you are, sweet Maud — but if my joy
must be delayed till this triumph is achieved, I shall
labor most perseveringly-to accomplish our ambition,
Then you will accept the crown I lay at your feef—
you will be mine, most beautiful one; will you not?”

With a radiant smile, the glowing face of Maud
drooped upon his shoulder, and she whispered in his

-
4
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“ That day, I will be your queen.” |

And, when she raised her face again, the mirror
opposite reflected its expression of triumphant hap-
piness. Then the thought of her mother’s words
came full upon her heart, and she shuddered with

a sudden presentiment.

¥ * * # #* x &
With a heavy tramp-—-—trémp—— tramp, Vernon
‘Mytalena paced his gorgeous sleeping-room, wearing

out the night with his slow, dragging steps. His arms

were folded tightly over his breast, and he muttered

to himself in painful tones —

«If this burning thought Would‘n'ot haunt me for °

ever, 1 think I might be happy. Is not all that I ever
craved, mine, or soon to be mine ? yet the vericst slave
is not so wretched as I am now! Sleep has fled away.
Oh! this dreadful, dreadful oppression that weighs me
down — this thought that is never defined — this
presentiment that has no shape — this memory, and
knowledge of things unseen, unknown, far down the
vista of the past — these haunting images of sweet,
pure, Jewish faces smiling upon me in marble halls,
or sleeping in the shadow of the cedars of Lebanon ~—
this flitting of forms, and scenes before me, van-
ishing ere I have grasped .their shape — this weight,
this curse, this iron hand upon my bosom, till every
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breath eomes struggling—1T shall go mad—1 shall -
go mad! 7
“Oh! the torture of being mocked by doubt, by
fear, by unknown-evil! 1 can brave the world —
dcathu—battle — hate — anything but this haunting
spmt which I have no hope to conquer or subdue,
because I know not its form, because I can not war
with a shadow, though that shadow freeze me by
slow degrees, and rest heavier than lead upon iny souk.
*“Oh, Miriam, for one soft touch of thy hand wupon
my feverish brow! Miriam ! Mirlam did I say 7 —

- what brought that name to my lips —what brought
that vision of a pure, proud, spiritual gitl before my

eyes? Yet I knew her—1 loved her—our vows
were plighted by the starry waves of Galilee, What
did Isay? it must have been in my restless dreams
that I have seen her so often. I think I am mad/ it
must be! How absurd! that I should fancy myself
in Palestine, with a Jewish maiden’s black eyes smiling
into mine —ha! ha! how absurd! I gm mad — ha!
hal hal”

And trymg to dissipate. his Wretched t.houghts by a
pretence of mirth, the unhappy man laughed to him-
self and paced his room with faster steps. Then, os

. the tenor of his thoughts changed, he spoke again.

“My conspiracy is admirably arranged-—-all goes

~well —it will be but a little scheming, a little hlood
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shed, a few millions of my gold, and a third of this
great Republic will be in my hands ——and T its king!
And who, after that, shall dare to place a limit to my
power—the rest of this Republic, the rest of the world
will be in my hands ere years have fled—such great-
ness, such glory, such splendor!—I shall go wild with
ambition. Yet I must be calm-—a fearfully great
mind and strong, cool energies alone ean accomplish
this — but I should not fear, I should exult in the
power of mind required, did not this feverish dream,
that will not be shaken off, at times uniman me with
its mockmg face. '

“But even that dream shall yield! nothing ean
daunt me but death, and that I Anow will allow me
to fulfill my schemes. Why, Miriam, look not so re-
proachfully—-—erlam again! well, I will try to sleep
and drive her phantom face away. To-morrow I must
be ealm and strong, and I need repose. But no, I will
not sleep; I will write, write, write, till the time of

action ‘comes! it eases my restless soul to bind it to

the task of writing, and perhaps if I put my plans
upon paper more fully and analyze them more closely,
I shall be more calm and prepared.”

For the rest of the night he wrote rapidly, and just
as day was breaking, threw himself exhausted on his
couch, and sank quickly into a disturbed slumber.

It was not long: bbel‘C‘, from a small closet, a man
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crept out and stood in the room, his eyes burning with
malice, as he regarded for a moment the sleeping
conspirator.

“ Poor fooll” he said, with a bitter sneer, “it is
dangerous {o trample even a serpent under your
haughty heel.  One enemy can' rival ten million
friends, sometimes; and an ill-used servant can take a
world from the hand of his master. Ha! a third of
the Republic will be 'yours when you awake!” and
gathering up the manuscripts which were seattered
over the table, he stole from the room,

Yet this man was only a hatefu! lackey, whom Ver-
non had angered by some little word or deed.

And while. the conspirator slept on his costly couch,

q dreaming of coming glory, the hghtmng ﬁnoerc; of the

telegraph were deciphering to the astonished great
men at the seat of government, the daring and skillful
plot which his mighty brain had fashioned and nea.rly |
consummated

* Lo * ¥

“Maud! do you love me?”
There was a breathless silence, .
“Maud do you love me? me, alone — destitute of

power, and splendor, & wanderer, an outcast, would

» _ you love me still? Speak, quick! this is the hour to

try your soul.”

I
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The speaker was Vernonw_My,talena,, who had burst
into the apartmeht where she sat sweeping a golden
lyre with her jeweled fingers, and sank at her fect.
His face was very pale, his eyes burning, his brow
contracted with an expression of doubt and agony.

Maud started, and the bright crimson died away.

from her cheeks at his strange manner, and pallid face.
“That is a strange question to ask of me, is it not?
you frighten me, you seem so earnest,”” she said with
an attempt to smile, as a quick presentiment of evil
rushed over her.
“This is no time to trifle,; Maud — what I must

know is, if you love me/”—and flinging his arm around.

her waist, he drew her down toward hlm, and looked
into her face with his burning, intense eyes. « Maud!”
he continued in a low, distinct tone, “all is lost —
friends, fortune, power — I musi flee — even now the
officers are in pursuit of me. It was for you I grasped
so high, and will you not share the full with nie?”

The young girl made no reply. The color had all
died away from her beautiful marble face; there was
a great struggle in her bosom.

“Every instant that I linger, Maud, penls my life,
I have but one chance of escape — there is a passage
leading from our palace, under the round, and open-
ing into a cave upon the ocean shore. There is a
small vessel there that I provided for this emorgency,
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There are provisions, and water, and a few men to
man it—— we will flee to some remote nook, till the
tide of fortune again bears me back to the splendor I
now leave. Will you-go?”

The beautiful girl turned away her eyes from that
pallid and painfully disturbed face. Love and ambi-
tion strugoled in her proud heart. Where were her
queenly dreams of fame and glory—where her glit-
tering crown— where the worshipers dt her shrine
of beauty? Could she find all these in the lonely
spot to which they would flee ?—with only that one
disappointed man to admire, and flatter, 'anci. love
her~—~with 1o whispered adulation to charm her ear—

" no eyes to droop before her eloquent scorn. Then

she thought of her mother —¢“She would -bless me
for clinging to him in the time of desolation,” -Her
heart murmured to itself.

“Do you not hear the tread of many feet about’
our palace — do you not hear the fumult in the rooms
below? there is but one instant for you to speak!”

The excited man held both her hands with a grasp
that almost crushed them, and his burning eyes watch-
ed her quivering lips

“No—-no—I cannot go!” she murmured at last,

~ as the tumult below grew louder and more loud,

One deep groan burst from the breast of the unhap-
py conspirator, and, flinging- her hand from him he

A,
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“strode to the door. Maud summoned ecourage to look

at his face; it was as proud as in its most gloxious

scenes of triumph, and a thousand times more grand
in its defiance of despair. He flung open the door
leading into a long passage and, as he passed through,
Maud fell fainting upon his bosom, with her feeble
arms clasping his neck.

“ Forgive, forgive! I could not live without 30u—
death; or poverty, or despair, I share it with you,”
she murmured, as her eyes closed in insensibility.

Lifting her in his arms like a little child, he pressed
one passionate kiss upon her forehead, and fled with
her along the dark passage and down a flight of steps,
and again through a damp and midnight vault, on,

on, till the sound of surging waves smote faintly on

his ear. _ , |
In another moment, he stood in a dim cave, and

the ocean lay at his feet, flashing and foaming against
the sharp rock. A little vessel lay dreamily in the
dim light upon the deep water close to this rock, and
a dozen men were rowing silently about, filling casks

with water from a gushing spring, and stowing away

boxes of provisions in their small ship. They gave a
low huzza when their leader appeared.
“ We feared they had prevented your coming,”

said one.
« No -~ no — my men, I am safe;. and, if you get
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me from this place unharmed, there is a brave box
-of glittering gold for you, stowed away in yonder
nook,” said Vernon pointing to a recess in the cave,
as he sat down by the spring and bathed the fair
forchead of the young girl in the cool water, and
stoothed back the dark tresses that had fallen from
the gold network which chained them.

~«And a poor ludy is to go with him; how sweet
she is,” they murmured to each other, as they stole
glances of reverential admiration at her beautiful face.
. 'When the light and life came back to the deep eyes
of Maud, instead of a lofty palace, with luxury, and
magnificence, and pomp, she found herself lying on

-a heap of rude cushions, her head supported on the

bosom of her lover, and only the humble, vessel for a
home, and rocks and waves for the only surroundmgs,
in the place of fretted domes, and carpets rich and
soft. S

“My poor~poor Maud!” moaned the wretched
man. '
- “1 am happy here,” was her low reply, as she
nestled her pale face closer to his bosom; but she
sighed as her glance fell* upon the jewels and silken
attire that glittered around her form,

The day was fast deepening into twilight, and un-

~der cover of the night, they were to put out from

their hiding-place, and trust. themselves, in' their frail

-
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bark, to the mercics of the sea. The twilight deep-
ened into intense darkness, as Vernon and Maud sat
together awaifing their fate. There Wgre no stars
vi;ible, and the sailors muttered to themselves that
there would be a storm. But the box of gold was

a greater matter with them than the fear of death, -

and they went bravely to work, and the vessel was
soon gliding over the waves. |

Tt was not long ill' the-wind began to moan, and
the sails to shiver, and the waves to murmur impa-

tiontly. The night deepened and the storm grew

wilder; sharp flashes of lightning revealed the sea,
gliftering with foam and tossing terribly. Mand clung
in mute terror to the bosom of her lover; one of his -

strong arms circled her waist, and the other clasped

tight the mast, to-prevent the blast from lifting them .

into the sea. o
And the flashes of lightning grew more vivid an

frequent, and the thunder muttered, and the wind
shricked, and the waves moaned. Though tlle.Stf)r.[II
was grand beyond expression, there was nothing in
it so sublimely beautiful as the two forms.who stood
revealed in the constant gleams of light. The strong,
great nature of the conspirator, perverted and dark
ened as its glory had been, now shone most ‘o'ra,ndly
in this hour of fear and danger. His noble fice W&S‘
almost inspired with its look of calm courage,’and
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almost stern contempt of fear; softencd into beauty by
the tenderness with which he looked upon the young

- creature, whose pleading, ‘eloquent eyes rested upon

his face, to read there whether to hope or despair. .
The wild blast fluttered her silken robe, and her long
hair streamed like a black banner around her slight
:form; her jeweled hands, and arms, and forehead
flashed with a mocking brilliancy, as if they laughed
at the terror of the scene. : _
The vessel shuddered and staggered, and again
leaped boldly from wave to wave. As the storm
grew more terrible, the lovers clung closer to each
other. One moment they stood heart to heart and
lip to lip— the next tfiéy were riven apart for ever,
and were gasping in the furious wave that, sweeping
over their little vessel, carvied all iis crew tQ destruc-
tion. A flash of light revealed to Vernon the bright
form of the young girl sinking in the angry sea; he
had one glance at her white face ; he heard her
shriek his name in a sharp' tone of agony, and the
next moment all was dark. The vegsel, the stern

‘men, the beautiful girl, were gone for ever.

Oh! that was a horrible, horrible night to Vernon
Mytalena. He cowld not drown! On and on he was
borne by the rushing waves — he sank—he rose—Je
struggled — he gasped — he suffocated — yet still he

could not drown! :
n s
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The storm went by; the moon came out and looked
" ‘down upon the tired ocean, whose bosom yet heaved
as if the breath came hard and heavily,— she smilied
upon the waves, and they answered back her smile.
Yet still the. form of that strange man floated on the
g]ittering deep. The wildest thought cannot reach
to the extremity of his suffering through those dread-
ful hours. Once more he knew himself. T'he man
of twenty centuries knew himself! The fearful scene
of the crucifixion of Christ; the three hours of dark-
ness and terror that followed, when the vail of the
temple was rent in twain; his first -great anguish of
remorse; the perishing away of his beloved kindred;
the fearful plagues he had brought upon mankind;
the heavy, iron, slow-rolling years that had passed
over him; his prayer for a short respite; the manner
in which it was granted; the wearisome future; oh!

how horrible was that night!

His Miriam floated in the air above, with her pure

eyes sorrowfully fixed upon his face, as she circled
above him in shining robes and .disappeared among
the stars; his May paled and pined away before him,
and sank into the sea; his Maud’s death-shriek rang
through his brain, and he saw her face on every

_passing wave,
Then the voice of the Serpent was once more in

his ear—
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“The respite thou didst plead for, I have given
thee; and, in return, the work I trusted thee to per-
form thou hast WeIl done. The seeds of idleness,
and luxury, and death, thou hast plantegi, and the har-

 vest shall be rich, Rejoice! for it hath shortened the

days of thy probation — it hath hurried the great
reward of my followers. Ha! ha! my own power is
shortly to be chained for a thousand years, and did
I not well to multiply my works in good season, by
making thee my friend and servant! Ha! ha! thou
hast done nobly, and goodly fruit shall spring from
the seeds thou hast planted—anarchy, and treason,

. and war—splendor, effeminacy, and guilt — O, Sodom

and Gomorrah — O, Tyre and Sidon, blush with
shame! behold, there shall a greater arise than ye -
‘it shall be more tolerable for ye in the day of judg-
ment ~—ye will not be mine so entirely. What! art
thou not grateful for thy long respite %—art thou not
glad that I command thee? Yet will I promise thee
that fire, earth, air, and water shall harm thee not,
that thou shalt still be saved for thy mission — thou
wilt have a few years Wyet_ to grow old. Farewelll a
few times more will we meet. 1 hear my friends in
the deep sea laughing at our meetmg—-they re_101ce
with those who rejoice — ha! ha!” :
And again, from away down in the ocean’s depths
the Wanderer heard that hateful laugh ringing up

Y
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through the waves with its terrible “hal hal! hal”
And when the sea left him, at last, lying faint and
weary upon the burning sands, surely never one day
so fearful a change had wrought in the destinies of
" mortal man. His empire was a ruin — his vast riches
had passed away — his bride was in the deep — two
thousand years was on his heart —a curse was on his

head — the splendor and glory of his hopes was a-

dream—his respite was a mockery! Slowly he lifted
his fainting form from the barren shore, and com-
menced again his weary wanderings, murmuring, in
a broken voice, with head bowed upon -his breast—
“ Surely the great God will soon be merciful!”

FREOM WEBTERN WOODS.

THE SILVER LUTE:

OR

THE GIPSY SINGER.

MERRY party were gathered round the tall Muy-

pole, which, decked with flower garlands and

§ . . '
! streaming with gay ribbons, arose from the center of

the village green. Happy swaing were there,” con-
tented for the while ‘but to gaze wpon the group
of buxom, rosy-cheeked maidens, who were busy
wreathing coronets for their May Queen. Bursts of
laughter, and strains of lively music, rang autvupon
the air, fragrant with the perfume of early blossoms,

Gladness sat upon every youthful brow, and hap-
piness upon each red and smiling lip; while the
furtive and tell-tale glances whi¢h stole from. the
bright eyes of the blushing maidens, told much to
embolden the bashful swains, who dared not breath

-
Lo




154 FRESH LEAVE

the illy-concealed secret, which look anc )ne unwit-
tingly betrayed. :

The last rays of the departing sun streamed upon
the festive scene; the brightest, perhaps, in the
whole of merry England, which is not now as it was
then. For England then was “merrie England;”
when the free and hardy outlaws roamed through
the depths of dark forests; when the barons regaled

. their honest peasantry with staunch old ale and good -

substantial beef; and when the world boasted not
' another such a race as were the hardy subjects of
“ Queen Bess.” ‘ .

A roving horde of Gipsies were now upon the
green, a short distance from the revelers, throwing
. their tambourines, jingling their silver bells, and
. dancing and singing to the great annoyance of those
villagers who were not engaged around the May-pole.
A little apart from the rest, was a Gipsy woman,
apparently some twenty-eight or thirty years of age,
though she might have been younger. A short
‘gearlet cloak, depending from her shoulder, together
with a bright purple handkerchief, twisted around her
head, gave her a singularly wild and fantastic appear-

ance. She was a very handsome woman, her derk

though clear complexion suiting well her brilliant eyes

- and raven hair.
Her form was stately, and there was an expression

- FROM WESTEHRN WOODS, 155

of pride on her still beautiful fip. She held s silver
lute, of rare and exquisite workmanship, and the
fingers were taper and small, that wandered among
the chords, as she sung a plaintive melody in a low
and touchingly sweet voice.

Her only listener was a child, about six years of
age, habited as a peasant, though her delicate form
and sweet intellectual face, might well belie her
humble garb. The song of the Gipsy woman seem-
ed to touch a strange chord in her heart, for her
bright lips were parted with the intenseness of feel-
ing, and thé light of some new enthusiasm was in
the large, languishing eyes, which were cast upon
the ground. as a pearly tear broke from the long
lashes which shaded them. The woman too, seemed
agitated; but she still continued her low, sad melody
till she saw that the feelings of the child were wrought
to the highest pitch of excitement, when, suddenly )
ceasing, she said, in tones of winning softness:

“Come with me, sweet one, and I will always sing
to you, and this too, shall be yours, all your own;”
and she -pointed to the lute which she held,

The child looked wonderingly upon the speaker,
who was smiling sweetly, though in her restless eye
the deepest anxiety was depicted, and then tured
her gaze wistfully upon the lute, whose notes had
so enchanted her.

L




156 YRESH LEAVES

«lsodene! Isodene! hast thou not well nigh for-
~ gotten thy high duties?” and half a dozen swiling
maidens approached and placed in the hands of the
child the coronet of flowers which she was to bind
ou the brow of the May Queen. '

The child turned away reluctantly and joined the

_gay groﬁp, which in a moment more were dancing
merrily upon the bright green sward.

“Isodene!” repeated the woman slowly and mus-
ingly; “yes, yes, it must be so”” Placing her hand
upon her brow, she remained for a few moments in
deep thought; then arising, she approached a group
of peasantry who were watching the progress of the
danee, and said,

“(Can any one tell me who is yon dark-eyed little
lass, whom they call Isodene?”

“ Aye, that we can,” responded one of their number.
« She is the child of our neighbour Leintin, and his
dame Margary. A sweeter, kinder little angel never
lived; and right proud they are of her, though some
do not stop to say that she is no kith nor kin of theirs.
And well they might, for those dainty limbs and fairy
motions become not lowly blood -like ours.”

The Gipsy woman appeared satisfied, and turning
away, resumed her seat upon the smooth, rich turf,
gazing listlessly upon the blithsome group of revelers
who thronged around the May-pole. ‘
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With the first dawn of light, the Gipsy horde
were on their way, leaving the village green still and
alone, which the day before teemed with a glad and
noisy throng. But the strange woman with the lute,
lingered behind. Noon came, and she was still in
the village, wandering around, though she never lost
sight of the low-roofed cottage where dwelt Isodene.

When at length old Leinfin and his wife left with
their little stock of thread and vegetables, which: they,
daily disposed of farther up the village, the Gipsy
woman approached the cottage, which was left in the
care of little Isodene, and beckoning her to her, said,

“Come, pretty one, and sit beneath this tree, whilst
I sing again to you.”

The child approached the sinfiing woman, and smil-
ed as she obeyed, while the Gipsy, touching the lute
first sang a wild, broken Gipsy song. When she had
finished, she placed her arm around the child, and
drawing her towards her, asked,

“Are you fond of music, sweet one?” :

“Qh! very, very,” answered she enthusiastically;
«T wish you would sing-again the song that you sung -

- yesterday ; it seems to me as if I had heard it before,

a long time ago, in a dream, or sometime —
“ Are your parents kind -to you?” continued the

‘woman.

«Qh- yes! but sometimes - they are very harsh, and
7%
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say that I am not their daughter; afterward they
are pleasant again, and bid me not repeat what they
said while they were angry. I told you, because I
love youw” |

“Well dear, if you ‘love me, are you not willing
to go with me? You shall have fine clothes and

see fine countries, and I will always be very kind to
you, and teach you to play upon the lute. Will

you not go?”
«T love you very much, and I love the pretty lute;

but I cannot leave my parents.”

Again the slender fingers of the Gipsy Wwoman

touched the lute, and a low and witchingly sweet pre-
lude rose upon the quiet air. Then the voice of the
player mingled with the exquisite strains, and swelled
into a fuller tone of harmony, as the broken words

of a childish melody, with which mothers are wont

to quiet their children, rose upon the air. As she
sang, the Gipsy’s eye fell upon the htt,le Isodene,

* who had slid from her embrace, and now lay crouch-

ed at her feet, with quivering lip and tearful eye,
her whole soul wrapped in the wusic spell which
chained her senses.

~ Stooping down, she smoothed the ringlets from
the fair brow of the child, as she whispered,

“Will you go with me?”
“I cannot leave my parents,” was the answer.
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A tear stood in the Gipsy’s eye, and her hand-
and voice trembled, as she sang a mournful strain,
as of a mother grieving for her lost child, It seem-
ed to opérate with magic effect upen the heart of
little Isodene, who arose, and placing her hand in that
of the woman, looked up confidingly, as she said -

“I will go with you, and you shall be my mother.”

“ Haste, then, sweet one, before your parents re-
turn; and remember, you must not be called Isodene,
but Zaila, the Gipsy’s daughter.” '

“And may I not call you mother, and may not
this pretty lute be mine ? ” said the child eagerly.

“Yes, yes, every thing you wish. But we must haste
from here before your parents return,” was the reply.

It was not without many tedrs, however, that little
Isodene, now, Zaila, left for ever the home of her
childhood; but she was too young to grieve long,
and was soon laughing and chatting merrily, as she
ran by the side “of her new-found friend. Never
having been far from t}ie cottage of her parents,
every thing she beheld was full of interest, and it was
with childish delight and eagerness, that she chased
the gay butterflies, or plucked the fair flowers which
brightened her path. Occupied with every thing
around, she felt not the fatigue of her long walk, till
twilight appeared, and her conductress still journey-
ed on. As the;darknesS increased, she.crept closer
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to the side of the Gipsy, and clasping her hand tighter,
said, : |
“Dear mother, I am very tired and lonely; I wish
" we could be there now; do n’t you?”

“Be where, child?”

“To our new home -in the green woods, where
every thing is pretty.”

“ Well, sweet one, we soon shall be,” replied the
Gipsy;, but findifig that sleep was overpowering the
wearied child, she took her in her arms, where she
soon fell into a gentle slumber,

We will not attempt to picture the grief of old Lein-
fin and his wife, when search for their child proved
unavailing; nor how the memory of the sweet and
gentle little Isodene lingered in the hearis of . the hon-

est villagers, but follow her new fortunes as those of .

- Zaila the Gipsy.

When Zaila awoke, she found herself lymg upon a
pallet spread on the ground, over which was erected
a tent to shield her from the night dew. - The tears
came into her eyes at the thought of the pleasant home
she had forsaken; but the remembrance of the lute

and kind face of her Gipsy mother, soon banished

them, and creeping to the opening of the tent, where
she heard voices, looked out. Mute with wonder, she

gazed upon the curious and mixed up scene before

.her.  The whole band of Gipsies which she had seen
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‘upon the green the day before, were collected there in .

© the dim forest. Large fires were casting their flicker-

ing light a.round; and; while some of the women

‘were busy preparing for a feast the many delicacies

which they had stolen from the country roundabout,
the rest-of the party were drinking, singing, dancing,
and indulging in every species of boisterous mirth.
The child shrank back, for their rude revelry, and
wild, uncouth looks frightened her, and called in.a
low, half-fearful tone, for her mother.

In a moment the watchful Gipsy was by her side,
soothing her with kind words, and, having first brought
to her a plate of dainty food, she folded her arms
about her, and lay down to sleep.

When Zaila next awoke, the sun was: shining in
cheerily at the tent door. Her mother had arisen,
and was busy preparing a suit of Gipsy appatel for
her little charge. When she had attired her in these,
and stained her skin of a darker hue with the juice of
a nut which she carried with her, the Gipsy led Zaila

‘to the banks of a little lake near which they were en-
~camped, and bade her yiew herself in its clear depths.

“And how does my :‘sweet‘daughter like her Gipsy
looks?” said the woman, as she smoothed back the

- silken ringlets from Zaila’s brow, and tied a large

straw hat upon her head, blddmg her run and gather
flowers to form a wreath for it.

-
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The scenery around was wild and beautifiil, and
the heart of the child leaped for joy as she bounded
down into the green hollow to pluck the sweet blos-
* soms, upon which the dew was yet glistening.

It was strange with what a yearning tenderness
and fond anxiety, the Gipsy woman watched over the
child of her adoption; how she studied ‘each look, and
motion with most affectionate solicitude, and shielded
her from every blight which might fall upon her,
Not a rude jest or coarse remark, did she ever allow
to be uttered in the presence of the gentle child, who
was looked upon as a visitant angel, by the wild and
uncultivated creatures who formed the tribe. Nor
 was the lute woman, as they called her, regarded
with less veneration, her word being law, and the
same reverence being paid to her that they would pay
to a superior being. Zaila was learned to be an ar-
dent admirer of nature, for the Gipsy woman never
failed to point out each half-hidden beauty, and lovely
tint of the surpassingly beautiful scenes through which
they daily passed. The music of the birds and trces
and breezes, filled her heart with delight, and she
never tired of gazing upon the softened lovellness of
meadow and brook, or the lofty grandeur of rocks,
cataracts, and towering mountains.. Thus did she
grow up with a warm and imaginative heart; the
most delicate fancy and finest sensibility; a pure and
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lovely being, full, of gentle sympathtes and kindly
impulses. ‘

The passion for music which she had shown when
she first heard the song of her she now called mother,
had grown into perfect enthusiasm. Assisted by the
instruction of her mother, she was soon able to call
forth the most soft and exquisite strains from the lute,
which was now resigned to her. She also possessed
an uncommonly sweet voice, which daily cultivation
had brought to 4 still greater degree of perfection.

As the graces of Zaila’s mind, so did those of her
person each day more fully develdp, till, at length,
when she reached the years of maidenhood, a creature
of more perfect loveliness could searcely be imagined,

Always atired in some wild yet-tasteful way, with
her long raven tresses wreathed with flowers, and her
lute in her hand, she looked like some sylph of the
wildwood come to weave her spell of enchantment
and vanish. Her eyes, of the darkest possible hue,
were large and languishingly soft; all the depth and -
tenderness of her nature beaming through the silken
lashes which shaded .them, and laid upon the rich
color of her cheek, as the dark fringe of a pearl-cloud
canopy lays upon the glowing bosom of sunset. Her
beautifully-formed mouth, ever wreathed with -pride
or tenderness, gave a spirited expression to the sweet
repose of her classic features. Hands and feet of
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fairy delicacy belonged to a slight but exquisitely-pro-
portioned form, which bent into a thousand graceful.
aititudes, with the play of her fancy, as the gentle wild-
flower bends to the breath of the evening zephyrs.

Proud, indeed, was the smile in the eye of the
mother, as she ga.z'ed upon this child of her adoption,
whose beauty and goodness well repaid her devoted
and idolizing love. Wandering, as they were, amid
new and strange scenes, Zaila gradually forgot those
of her early childhood, or if ever a dim recollection
of the past came upon her mind, the suggestion of
"her parent, that it was some half-remembered dream
of other days, satisfied her.

The fame of the wondrous loveliness and talent
of the young Gipsy singer had spread over half of
Europe; the door of prince and peasant was willing:y
thrown open to her.

In one of their rambles through England, the Gipsy
horde, to which Zaila was attached, encamped near
one of the most beautiful and stately castles in the
country. A message was sent for the singer and her
lute to appear at the castle. Against her usual cus-
tom, Zaila’s mother refused to accompany her, and
-not till she heard that the lord of the castle was
absent, would she approach.

When they arrived, they were shown from the
grand entrance-hall into an elegant apartment fitted

up as & lady’s boudoir.  Fountains, whose showers

of snow-wreathed spray gave a delicious coolness to
the air ; exotics, of the most beautiful forms and
brilliant colors; rare singing birds of gorgeous piu-
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mage; books, in richly bound and glittering vellum;
everything in the most splendid and costly profusion,
served to make it a little paradise of luxury.

Before, the entrance of those whom they were to
entertain, the Gipsy took the lute from Zaila’s hand,
and sang the same plaintive melody that won the |
heart of little Isodene, now her child. While she
was singing, Zaila seated herselfl upon an’ ottoman
at her feet, and, with “her hand upon her brow, re-

. mained in deep thought. When the song was fin-
ished, she looked up into her mother’s face —

“ Mother,” said she, “it must be a strange fancy of
mine, but there comes upon my memory, like the vis-

S

ion of a dream, the remembrance of a scence like this;
with a fond, ahd tender, and beautiful being hanging
~over me, humming the very words which you have
just eoncluded. And her face was like yours, dear
mother, only younger and lovelier; there was a tall,
noble-looking man, too, who ever had kind words and
smiles for you and me. It is very strange, is it not ?
“Pooh! child, it is only your romantic dreamings;
you must not indulge in them,” said the woman, but
her face was pale and agitated.

[




166 .FRESH LEAVES

“ But mother—" here Zaila was interrupted by the
entrance of a lovely girl, a fitting occupant for the
splendid apartment which seemed to be her home.

« Shall 1 sing of love or romance, fair lady ? ” said
Zaila, running her finger lightly over her lute-strings.

« It were the only subject worthy our attention; for
war’s sounding themes better befit the hardier sex,”
said the lady, smiling.

And Zaila sung a ballad, entitled « Love and Beau-
ty,” in which she adroitly mmgled a few compliments
to the listener. - '

With expressions of admlrauou at the perfection of
the singer in her art, the lady drew a ring from her
finger, and placed it upon Zaila’s, childishly toying
with the small hand which was held out to her.

“ Are you the wife of Count Lelingford, the lord
of this castle ?” said the Glpsy, as they were about
withdrawing. ,

This was said in a careless tone, but there was a
wild anxiety in the look of the speakér, that attracted
the attention of the lady as she rephed “that she was
only his neice.”

The Gipsy moved away, muttermg, “ Not yet, not
yet, but the time shall come-—* and, suddenly check-
ing herself, she turned, with a forced smﬂe to the
lady, apologizing for her inquisitiveness.

A short time after this, as their encampment was
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fixed on the border of a forest, Zaila tock her lute
to wander as was her wont, in search of flowers. At-
tracted by the beauty of the scenery, she wandered

~ on, heedless of the distance, till suddenly she emerged

into a scenc of such wild loveliness, as chained her
spellbound to the spot.  On one side, a huge mass of
black, towering rocks rose up against the bright, blue

. sky, and, from their topmost heights, there dashed a

roaring eataract, which, leaping from erag to erag,
whirled round and round as it reached the bottom, -
dashing the feathery spray high in the air, and then
glided smoothly on into the bosom of a silvery stream
which wound through a little glen, whese rich turf
was spotted with wild flowers. The bright sun, which
was just peeping out from beneath -a dark cloud in
the western horizon, threw his glittering beams upon
the rock, changing the tumbling waters and white
spray into a thousand varying tints of rainbow splen-
dor. But there was one object, in that wild and beau-
tiful scene, that Zaila noticed not. Concealed from
sight by a huge tree, stood a young courtier, attired
as a hunter, with his bow and arrow flung upon the
ground, and his faithful dog lying at his feet. He,
too, had been . admiring the landscape, but, when his
eye fell upon the lovely Gipsy, all else was forgotten,

‘With hands clasped in delight, and her red lips parted,

she stood gazing upon the brilliant scene. -
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Her hat was off and hanging on her arf, and her
unconfined tresses floated like a shadowy vail around
her slight figure, some of them even kissing the duinty
foot, half buried in the bright, green turf: The warm
sunset heightened the bright vermilion of her check,
and the soft sparkle of her liquid eye, while nothing
could equal the attitude of untaught grace in w}nch

- she stood.

But suddenly was Zaila’s rapt contemplation broken
in wpon, for an enormous wild boar came boundirig
through a neighboring thicket, and rushed directly to-
ward her. A single shriek broke from her lips, and,
ﬂropping lute and flowers, she stood still with affright,
while the raging animal neared her at cach frantic
bound Pale and motionless as a statuﬂ her feelings
were t00 powerfully excited to allow her to seck re-
lief in insensibility or flight. An age scemed to be
condensed in the moment that elapsed, before an ar-
row, sent with unerring aim, plerced the heart of the
monster, and laid him dead wpon the ground. Ina
few moments, and recovering from her fright, she
was gathering up her fallen flowers, when the young
hunter presented himself before her.

“And is it to you, Sir Knight of the Bow and
Arrow, that I am indebted for my gallant rescue?”
she said, gracefully presenting he1 hand in token of
her glatltudb
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“ Happy, indged, am L replied he, removing his
plumed eap, “ ifsmy poor hand has been of any ser-
vice to such a beautiful maiden as thou; and shall
pay a due meed of thanks to that kind fortune which
has procured a tribute of gratitude from such sweet
lips. But, surely, thou wouldst have been taken for'
the goddess of this fair spot, with silver lute and
flower-garlands, had not thy shriek betrayed that
thou wert of mortal mould.”

‘“ Nay, sir Knight, no sylph of the wildwood,
but plain- Zaila, the Gipsy singer. Now, who art
thou ? ”

“ Henry, the Huater of the Forest,” he said, smil-
ing at her simplicity ; “ but, if -thou art the wondrous

" Gipsy singer, 1 have a. request to make.”

“Qh! a song of course” said Zaila, and, seating
herself at the foot of a'gnarled and twisted oak, she
threw off her hat and tuned the lute.

As strain after strain of the sweet gushing melody
quivered among the strings, and, rising, was echoed
by tree and rock, mingling with the dash of the cat-
aract and murmur of the brook, she forgot time, and
place, and listener, in the delight of her theme.

And there stood the young hunter, rapt as was she,
in gazing upon the face of the beautiful enthusiast — in
whose cheek the color was brightening, as the silken
lashes rested tremblingly upon its rich velvet, or,.

-
o




170 ~ FREBH LEAVES

raising, revealed the liquid light ofithe eye, whose
earnest gaze seemed asking a new chord of melody
- from the music choirs of heaven.

As she arose from her seat on the turf, Zaila’s eye

encountered the respectful but admiring gaze of the
bunter, and a blush suffused her brow and bosom,
and her glance sought the ground, as she strove io
conceal her embarrassment, by dallying with the rib-
bon on her hat.

«The slender fingers of many a high-born dame
and noble lady have I seen wandering among the
]ute-strmgs, but no hand was so delicate as thine,
~ nor strains so divinely sweet,” he said, in tones of
undisguised admxrat:on :

- Used, as she was, to pralsq and ﬂattery, his tones
ﬂmlled her heart with new and undefined émotions,
and, in her agitation, she dropped her hat at his feet.

Tn a moment, he was on his knee before her, present-

ing it to her; but not till he had disengaged the rib-
. bon which bound it, and, with her flowers, placed them
in his bosom. "T'his action broaght all Zaila’s” self-pos-
session to her aid, and, with flashing eye and haughty
tone, she demanded that which he had taken.
«“ Nay, fair maiden, I meant thee no offence; but
surely I shall be compelled to disbelieve thy profes-
' sion of gratitude, if thou dost still refuse so slight a

token of remembrance lo one who loves thee wholly. -
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For, here on my bended: ‘nees, I swear that no ot;her
image than-——"

He ceased, for she, to whom he was pouring forth

* his ardént vows, was, bonndmg lightly away, gaily

smgmg -

“I°'m a merry, merry Gipsy lass,
And no other would I be.
Nor king, nor titled courtier,
Shall breathe his vows to me.”

So, taking his bows. and arrows, he departed, to

" dream of the Iovely enchantress who had woven her

spell around the chain of his destiny.

But, though Zaila thus lightly fled fiom the vows
of the handsome and noble-looking courtier, yet- she
could not so easily cast his imade from her mind; for
hers was a heart overﬂowmg with the wealth of young
and ardent affections, and which could not be content-
ed with the love of a parent, idolizing though it was.
So, it was no wonder that the words and looks of cne
like him, should open a new fountain in her heart,
whose pure and holy waters should never cease to
gush forth with a sad.and mowrnful music. Zaila

‘knew that his rank was far ahove hers, and that,

probably, long before this, he had ,ceased to think
of the humble songstress of the grove. Still was the
remembrance of him cver clouding the sunshine of
her heart, till her soft cheek grew more transparent,

-
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her fawn-like step less agile, and the languishing light
in her dark eye more earnest and tremblingly tearful;
yet was she but more spiritually beautiful. At last
“the sad music which was trembling on her heart-
strings formed itself into words, and was breathed
from her lips in numbers of pensive and mournful
sweetness. Then, indeed, did every heart acknowl-
~edge the wondrous powers of the lovely songstress;
but she heeded not their praise, and only longed to
be free from their flatteries. J

The Gipsy woman could not but note the sorrow
 that was preying upon her child; and, when at length
she won from the blushmg malden the confession of
her love, she' replied — .

“ Aye, aye, the time will come, wben he shall be
proud to elaim thee as his bride! it will not be long
till the fulfilment of that for which I have so long
suffered.”

Zaila looked with wonder upon her pdrent as she
| sa;.ld,, this; but she questioned her not, for she fel
that her destiny; perhaps, was fo be a strange one,
~ and the dim. recollection of a thousand long-past in-

cidents crowded upon her mind. ‘

And now there came a message from the queen,

requesting Zaila to be present at court, and give a
concert to the assembled nobles of the land. Great
aswas the distinction, Zaila would fain have declined

FROM WESBTERN WOODS, R

the invitation, had not her mother bade her accept it.

With her own-hand, her mother attived her for the

festival, and, as she fastened the last rich braid of
bair in its place, whispered —

“You will not return the same as you.are now.”

Zaila replied not, save by an inquiring glance, and
departed with a secret hope of seeing the young hun-
ter who had saved her life.

The spacious and lofty. musician’s hall was flled
with the noblest personages of the land; but there

-was no hanghty “ladie ” present, whose proud fip

deigned not to bestow a meed of praise upon the
youthful songsiress, as she timidly entered, and was

led, with downga.st*eyeé, into the presence of the

queen. Never, perhaps, had she looked so, exquis-
itely lovely, as when she blushmgly received the to-
ken' of the queen’s favor, in the shape of a magnificent
diamond bracelet, which her majesty clasped with her
own hands upon ber small wrist. A robe of crimson.
velvet get off her dark complexion and graceful form
to the utmost advantage; while her raven tresses,
which usually fell in rich profusion on her swan-like
neck, were parted into glissy braids, and negligently
fastened by a gold pin. Her rounded arms were bare,

‘being shaded ‘only by a pall of richly-worked lace,

and her tiny foot was t,hrust mto a damty slipper of

-embroidered satin.

8
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When Zoila seated herself, she glanced inquiringly
around in search of a never-to-be-forgotten one; but
the face of the yoﬁﬁg hunter greeted her not, and,
with a feeling of disappointment, she turned to her
lute. If expressions of admiration had not heen
murmured before, when her slender fingers wandered
among the lute-strings, calling forth the most thrill-
ing strains of witching melody, and mingling with
them the soft, clear tones of her sweet voice, then
it was that their power could be traced in the still
and searcely-breathing auditory. But, when volee and
lute ceased, a perfect shower of applause,’and clap-

ping of tiny hands, and throwing of flowers, might -

have rivaled a like scene in a Parisian theater.

While Zaila was singing, a deep groan sounded
through the hall, and a nobleman, who had just en-
tered, fell insensible into the arms of his servants, and
was borne off, .

In the confusion which followed, Zaila heard the
name-of * Count Lelingford frequently mentiohed;
but, though it sounded familiar to her, she could not

recollect where she had heard it.
~ The company bad departed from the rusician’s
hall, and Zaila was in one of the suites of rooms be-
Jonging to the maids of honor, who were curiously
questioning her, and praising her performance, when
a servant entered and said, that the Count Lelingford

FROM WESTERN WOODS. 175

- requested a private interview with the Gipsy singer,

who had been performing in the concert hall. Full
of conjectures, Zaila entered his presence, and the
first glance at his face doubled her doubﬁs, for the
face seemed as familiar as the name.

“Thy name ? ” said he, as soon'as they were alone,

« Zaila,” was the reply.

“ Hast thou any parents?”

“1 have a mother.”

“ And what is her name ?” :

“ Our fribe call her the Lute Woman.”

“Thou sayest thou art a Gipsy; wast always one‘?”

“'Tis so my parent tells me.”

“Thou canst not then remember of being other

than thou art now?” C

“ Sometimes there comes a vague remembrance of
a quiet village, and lovely cottage home, and of a

- Gipsy enticing me away with the music of her lute.

But my mother says ’t is but a dream.”

As Zaila said this, the agitation of the count in-
creased to such a degree, that it was with a scarcely—
audible voice he asked — ' '

© “ And that, then, is all thou knowest of 1t‘7 ” _

“ Some months ago, we were traveling in the north
of England, when we paused at a lofty castle. The
lord of the domain was absent, but I remember of
my mother asking a very lovely lady who invited us

-
R
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*

there, if she were his wife. I 'knew that while ‘we
were there the place seemed familiar to me, as one
which I sometimes dream of as havmo been the home

of my mfancy, and immediately there came lpon me

the recollection of a beautiful and nchly—dressed lady,
who hung over me with all a mother’s fondness, and
of a proud and stately man, who was all kindness to
her and me. The moment I beheld your face, the
scene at the castle was brought to my mind, for,
surely, it is like his who called me da.ughter It is
very strange that such foolish fancies wil present
themselves to me; my parent frowns when I repeat
them.”

-+ # Who —where is she — thy mother ? * hurriedly
uttered the count. “ Pardon me, but was she ever
kind to thee?”

“ My mother, though cold and distant to others, has
ever been the kindest and most idolizing of parents.
And, though sometimes gloomy and abstracted, yet
was she ever gentle to me; and never did she dispute
my will save once, That was, that I should attend
the concert this evening. In this, she seemed to have
some especial object, for she selected my attire, and
bade me wear it. Before I left, she opened a small
box which I had never before seen, and took from
thence this chain and miniature, which she placed
around my neck, and this ring upon my finger.”
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~ «Let me see the ring,” said the count.

© Zaila drew it from her finger, and handed it to him.
It was a plain gold ring, on the inside of which was
inscribed the word “ Isodene.”

« God of heaven, it is too true ! My wife ! ‘my
child! 7 and Count Lelingford fell back upon his chair,
and would have again sunk into irisensibility, had not
Zaila hastily summoned a servant with eordials.

Upon the restoration of the count, he ordered ﬂ}e.
servants to .withdraw, and, when they were again
alone, exclaiming

« (), Isodene! my own—my long-lost child!” he
threw his Arms around her, and pressed her to his

bosom,
. “Thy child?” sald the perplexed gmd wondering
Zaila.

“ Yes, Isodene, *tis true; thou art my child, and
-she, thy Gipsy mother, is my wife. Come, sit by me,
‘and T will tell thee all”

Mechdulca,lly did Zaila obey, and the count com-
menced ——

«T ghall not long dwell upon the scenes of my
youth. Suffice it to say, that I was ever haughty
and passionate; the hatred and fear of those school-
mates whom I considered below me in wealth or rank,
and over whom I delighted to exercise thaf power
which, as a son of a count, I"felt myself authorized

F
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to claim. But, among my classrﬁates, there was one
to whom I was sincerely attached, and whom I felt
to be my equal in every respe'ct. His name was Ed-
ward, the young Duke of Elmainge. When we had
finished our education, we set out together on a tour
through Europe. The second country which we vis-
ited was Spain, and there we became acquainted with
the beautiful daughter of one of Spain’s proudest
nobles. Never, before, had my eyes rested upon so
lovely and fascinating a creature as was Isodene, only
duughter of Don Elverado, the most powerful noble
in the Spanish court. The first time we met was at
a masquerade, given by her father; and, before the
evening was half over, her beauty and grace had
completely captivated me.

“We mef again, and I found that my love was
returned.  Half phrenzied with joy, I sought her
father’s consent to our union, but the haughty noble-
man gave me a decided negative, This was indeed-
a damper to our hopes; but, determined that Isodene
should be mine, I persuaded her to elope. For the
sake of my love, she left her country, home, and
friends, taking only her lute, which was' the gift of
her dead mother. '

“My friend journeyed: on, while I, proud of my
beautiful bride, returned home, and spent a season
at court, when, my father having died, we retired to
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his country-seat. It was the castle you spoke of as

* having visited. Here did T and my sweet bride spend

four of the happiest years that ever blessed the- life
of mortals. Surrounded with books and birds, and
flowers, and with her cherished Tute, myself, and her
infant, for compamons, my wife’s heart seemed con-
stantly theilling with rapturous delight. I, foo, was
equally happy. Her purity and goodness seemed to
have dispelled all my evil disposition, and gave Toom
only for the exhibition of the good qualities which I

possessed.
« At length my friend returned from foreign coun-

tries, and his first act was to seek out the little ) para-
dise of which T had sent him a most glowmg descrlp-
tion. You were then aboul three years old, and- the
very picture of your mother. Being- warmly wel-
comed, my fiiend prolonged his stay at the castle
from weeks to months, till he had almost become
one of our little circle. He was always paying-the
most devoted attention and gallantries to my wife,
who received them as coming from her husband’s
friend, .and in that light it ‘was that I also viewed -
them. Gradually did Elmainge advance hints as to
the sincerity of my wife in her profcssmns of devo-
tion to me; and alluding to the favor which she had
shown him previous to our marriage. Fmdmg that T
repelled his insinuations with indignation, he desisted

' “a
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f.'or the time; but not till he had aroused not only
jealousy toward my wife, but hatred toward him. At
length he advanced, seemingly, plausible proofs of the
{perﬁdy of her whom I had esteemed as almost an
angel, and then, like a coward as he was, he fled from
my presence. Improbable as it would have seemed
in my calmer moments, I then believed that my wife
had never loved me, but had wedded .me with her
afections fixed upon another. 7

“In a paroxysm of rage, I sought her apartment,
‘and charged her with perfidy. Terrified at my furi-

ous aspect, and horror-struck at the charges made l

against her, she fell insensible at my foet. When
she awoke to recollection, she defend;:d herself with
afll the truth of artless innocence; but, too enraged to
listen to anything, I bade her begone. Now was all
the haughtiness of her Spanish blood aroused; and
turning proudly, and without a tear, she took her
child, and was about to depart; but, determined that
she should be fally punished, 1 snatched you from
her arms, and again bade bher go. All a mother’s
‘ tendef'ness rushed upon her heart, and, for the sake
of her child, she deigned to kneel at my feet and beg,
with tears and enfreaties, for her sweet, her onl}:
child —but I was unyielding. She then asked for
her lute, which I gave her, and she départed for ever.
Determined that the child of one like her should
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never be called my_daughtér, 1 had you carried to 2
peasant, whom I paid liberally for taking care of you;

“hoping that, as his child, you would be happier than

as heir to misery and rank.  Broken-hearted and des-
olate, with all my visions of happiness crushed at &
blow, I strove, by a life of gayety and- dissipation, to
lose the keen sense of my misery. It was not long
till thoughts of my rashness, in judging my wife thus

 hastily, forced themselves upon my mind; and, with

them came the conviction of her innocence. At this
time, I received word from Elmainge, stating that the
whole story which he had told me was falsehood; that
he had seen and loved the beautiful Isodene; and
that, maddened because she preferred me, he had
devised this plan to destroy our happiness. When I
received this information, I was carried insensible to
my bed, and only awoke to such wretchedness as
words cannot describe. ' Y
“The image of my gentle, suffering, deserted wife,
thrust from her home, her child, and happiness for
ever, was always before my mind. I hastened, a8
soon as I was able to leave my bed, for you, deter-
mined at least to do justice to her child. But, as if
fortune had deserted me, my daughter had disap-
peared but a few days before: supposed to have
been stolen by a band of Gipsies. |

«1 have neva?r known a peaceful moment since. It
8 ¢ .
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was your great resemblance to your mother, that led
to this discovery this evening.

“Let us go to your mother, dear Isodene, even
now, and on my knees will I implore forgiveness for

my injustice; for I hope, that my sweet child has

already forgiven her wreiched father.”

Freely did the weeping Isodene, now mno longer
Zaila, award forgiveness to her parent; and, late as it
was, they started for the Gipsy camp, in search of the
lute woman. The Gipsies were holding their midnight
revelry, but her they were looking for, was not there,
and, upon inquiring, they found that she had departed
some hours previous.

“ Oh!” said Isodene, burstmg into tears, “I now
know why it was that she wept, and clung to me so
passionately, upon my departure. Poor mother! I am
afraid we shall never see her again”

Knowing that search would prove unavailing, they |

.turned despairingly away, and Isodene forsook her
Gipsy mode of life for ever.

A month from this time,. a brilliant assembly throng—
ed Count Lelingford’s lordly castle, to celebrate the
finding-of his lovely daughter. All the pageantry of
gllded wealth, and rank was glittering there; but Iso-

dene was not: bappy; two hearts, the dearest to her

on earth, were yet, wanting, and she sat with her small
hand upen her bright brow, and tears in her dark
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ejres. At this moment her father approached with a

'young nobleman, and announced Henry, the young
‘Duke of De Mountfort.

Tsodene looked mechanically up; her cheek turned
ashy pale, and, murmuring  Henry,” sho fell fainting
into her father’s arms.

An hour afterward she stood alone by her lover’s
side, with her hand resting confidently in his, and with
the hat ribbon wound -playfully around his waist and

- fastened to her wrist by the bracelet clasp.

Her heart was overflowing with happiness; and
when Henry left to answer to the call of some coquet-
tish lady, who wished to lead with him the dance,
Isodene sought the garden, and seating herself by a
fountain, whose falling waters filled tlie-air with lulling
music, she murmured: '

“Would that my dear mother were here, 1 should
then want nothmg to complete my ha.ppmessf ”?

Scarcely had she ceased speaking, when a'form
started up in the moonlight, and the Gipsy was before
her. Long and affectionate was the conference be-
tween mother and daughter, and then the woman
turned to go. In vain were all Isodene’s tears and
pleading; she would have departed, had not the tall
form of Count Lelingford arrested her steps.  The
countenance of the woman cha,nged not, as haughtily

she bade him stand aside.

i
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- “Nay,” said the penitent hushand, hurriedly, « not
till I have made thee all the reparation in Ty power,
for the injuries done thée.”

Passionately, earnestly, eloquently, did he plead
forgiveness for the wrong he had committed:;

“You plead in vain,” said she, coldly. “When,

in a moment of passion, because a false and lying friend
had whispered falschood in your ear, you thrust me
from my home, my husband, and my child, did you
think I could ever again love you? No! When,
from the moment that you won me from my parent’s
‘mansion, only to thrust me alone and friendless upon
the world, with all the purest and holiest feelings of a
woman’s heart outraged—from that moment my love
was changed to scorn. But I still loved my child, and
bitter were my moments till three years afterward,
when I recognized my daughter, the descendant of
Spain’s proudest nobles, in a peasant’s garb; though
I rejoiced that she ‘was absent from one, unworthy
the name -of parent. By the influence of 2 moth-

er’s face and voice, I drew her from home — resolved .

that she should be a Gipsy, and kmow no other
parentage. But the knowledge that she loved one
of higher rank, and that that was the only way to
secure her happiness, decided me.to again give her
up to one not worthy of calling her his child.  She
is now yours, and I go.”
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«Thou hast been well avenged,” said the count,

in accents of deep agony.

« Mother,” said the beautlful Isodene, in a deter-
mined tone, winding her arms around her parent’s
neck, and looking tearfully up into her face, “ mother
you must stay! if you do mot, I will give up all my
new-found wealth, and rank, and go with you, if it be
to death. Look upon my father’s careworn face, and
say if he has not suffered enough;,would it not be tgo
severe to again blast his hopes, and tear his wife and
child from his arms. Oh mother! do but say forgive.”

She took her mother’s hand and kissed it, and
placed it unresisted into her father’s. B

" Such tender, pleading eloquence! who could re-
sist it? The proud heart of the Gipsy relented, and
she consented to be again called the Wlfe of Count
Lelingford.

It was not Iong {ill the sound of mirth and revelry
again sounded through the lofty halls of Lelingford
Castle. And when the lovely Isodene stood before

the altar and placed her hand in that of the young

Duke of De Mountfort, a proud and happy father and
smiling mother stood by; to breathe their blessings on
the head of the young bride,

The Silver Lute was again restored to its original
place, in the little boudoir; but Isodene, the _wife-“oAf |
De Mountfort, now claimed it as her own; and oftel}‘.

-
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did the murmur of the fountains mingle with the.

tones of witching melody, which had won her love
and happiness as Zaila the Gipsy Singer.

¥ROM WESTERN WO0ODS.

THE LOST GLOVE.

CHAPTER L

A LITTLE gir} was sitting in_the September sun-

shine, that fell in checkered gleams across the
old wooden steps; in front of a decayed and tottering
building, in one of the by-streéts of the Empire city.
The sunlight seemed like a pleasant visitor, as it crept
from her litle naked feet and uagged dress up over
her dimpled arms and shoulg i nestled -omid
the shining curls, hanging i reled profusion
around her sweet and. childish face. But, as it grew
more inquisitive, and stole under her drooping lids to -
discover the color of her downcast eyes, it betrayed
twa bright, sparkling, but sorrowful-looking tears, just
oreeping down to:the-edge of those silken lashes.
Just at that moment, a young man, who was pass-
ing by, stopped short in his hasty walk, to gaze for

-
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a moment on the sunshine, the tears, and the beau-
tiful little creature before him. He was a poet and
a painter; and, struck by the exquisite grace and

beauty of her face and attitude, perfect in their un- .

. conscious and unstudied loveliness, he sought to im-
press the image upon his memory.

“What a glorious picture I have stumbled on,”
said he; “ I must have that picture-— tears, sunshine,
and all. It will win me fame.”

The little maiden threw up the lashes glittering
with moisture, and, perceiving a stranger, with an
artless but sad smile, held out her hand and said:

“ Please, sir, just a sixpence for my mother.”

The stranger looked at the little pleading hand, and

forgot the beautiful face. It was just such a hand as
he had dreamed of, had sought for, but had never
before found. Even though belonging to a child, its

tiny proportions wege: ost exquisitely developed —

rounded, delicat ed, tapering, perfect! In the
- rapture of an artist’s joy, the young man caught the.
beautiful little hand in his and pressed it to his lips,
The child looked surprised and fnghtened but she
said, meekly, :

* Only a sixpence, sir,” in her childish, musieal voice.

“ Certainly, ecertainly,” replied the artist, for the
first time comprehending what she said, and emp-
tying a handfull of dimes in her lap.
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«Oh! thank you!” said she, her large, blue eyes
darkening with a ﬂash of delight; “ you are very

kind, sir.” .
«] should like to paint your portratt, pretty one;

and T will give you as much more money, if, when 1

- come for you to-morrow, you will go home with me,

and let me take your likeness.”

« What is that?” asked the wondering ehild. .

«Oh! T will show you to-morrow——something very
pretty.”’ | '

“ Well, T will go, sir, if mamma will let me.”

"The artist, all enthusiasm at his precious diseov-
ery, stepped gayly down the street, and the little girl

* bounded away in the opposite direction to buy a loaf

of bread for her sick mother, |

“8ce here, Mr. Baker!” said she, Joyful}y, spring-
ing into a little bakery, where a hard featured man
stood behind the counter—“1 may have the bread,
now, for mother, may n’t 1?” and she held out her
little hand, grasping tight the shining pieces of silver.

«Eh! where did you get that, little girl? Of course
you can have the bread,_when you can pay for it.”

“ Given to me, sir.””

« Humph! on account of your brlght eyes, I sup-
pose. Catch me giving bread, or money, either, to
folks, because they are pretty;” and laying out- a
loaf of bread, he took one of her dimes in exchange.

-
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“Oh!” exclaimed the child, her eyes-falling on a
few oranges ranged in the window, “I ’ll take an
orange, t00 —it will please mother so.” '

Another dime was taken; and, with the loaf of o

~ bread and the orange, she flew back to her comfort-
less and destitute home,

“Bee here, mother, what I 've brought you! " she
exclaimed, gayly, bounding into the wretched apart-
ment; but she stopped short, and, letting fall her

treasures, sprang to the bedside, where, pale and mo-

 tionless, a woman lay dying, alone and unattended.

The ashy lids were closed over sunken ¢yes; her
colorless lips wefe parted, and the breath came slow
-and struggling from her searcely-heaving bosom.,

“My mother! my poor mother!” shrieked the
child, winding her -arms around the emaciated form
of her parent, and ‘covering her cold, clammy brow
with kisses.

“My child!” said the mother, faintly—I am dy-
ing, my Stella,” m -

“ Oh! mother!” sobbed the little girl. And these
two words, and the tone in which they were said,
coming, as they did, from the héart of a child, were
fraught with an agony of grief and suffering,

“ Stella,” continued the dying woman, ¢ this ring,
(with a strong effort, taking it from her finger and
giving it to the child,) keep it always :—never, never
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part with it —it may some time bring you friends.
tel'Ia,—'God bless thee, my poor orphan 127 and, |
clasping her child - convulsively . to her bosom, she

‘heaved a deep sigh, and sank back upon her pil-

low — dead. . )
All that night, the little girl sat alone on the

wooden steps, now drying her eyes to look up at )
the bright stars, where she thought her mothe?' had
gone; and again sobbing and wailing most touchingly,
till, just as the rosy tint of dawn crept over the great
city, from mere exhaustion she fell asleep on her hard
illow.
v That day, the artist did not come. An affair of
importance called him from the city for a couple of
weeks; and, when he returned, and still full of the
thought of the little maiden, went to look for her,
she was gone, and the old house was untenanted.
A month afterward, he- sailed for glorious Italy.
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CHAPTER II.

EIGHT years after this occurrence, on a pleasant
evening of October, soon after sunset, a gentle-
man was promenading through Broadway. Just in
advance of him, tripping gracefully over the pave, was
a young girl of light and elegant form, iu a tasteful,
but rather plain dress, and close cottage hat. - He
was admiring her graceful and gliding step, when
he suddenly paused.  She had dropped one of her
gloves. He picked it up. It wasa dainty little cre-
ation of white kid, just the least bit in the world
soiled by contact with the pavement.

“ Exquisite' ’* muitered he, hurrying‘ after the fair
loser, with the commendable intention of returning it,
and, perhaps, making the acquaintance of alady who
‘wore suck a glove.

But he was a moment too late; for, just as he was

overtaking her, she turned suddenly and mounted the

steps of an elegant dwelling, Balancing her pretty
feet on the edge of the marble door-sill, she stood for

N
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half a moment with her hand on the polished knob.
The hand was ungloved, white as snow, and beautiful
as it could be. She opened the door without ringing
the bell, and disappeared in the hall. Of course, she
resided there. |

The gentleman placed the little glove in his pocket,
took down the number of the residence, and walked
away. '

Tt was twilight when he reached his lodgmgs, and
going immediately to his room, he threw himself into
an arm-chair by the window, and sank into a reverie;
from which he was awakened by the presence of a
visitor, whose unceremonious entrance put to flight a

- whole cloud of angels in white kid gloves, and little,
 mortal hands without them.
“ Why, I say, Ernest, how do you do"—udo n’t you

hear me?”

«Ts it possible! 1 beg your pardon! my old chum |
Hal -———, how are you"” exclaimed the dreamer, .
springing from his chair, and shaking his friend most’

sensibly by the hand. *“Why, how you have changed!
eight years have 1mpr0ved you vastly, I must confess.”
“I can return the eompliment, with interest,” re-
phed Hal, gazing admiringly upon his friend’s elegant
form, and strikingly handsome, and intellectual counte-

nance. “European polish has done much, even for |

you. But how have you fared ? how succeeded ? have

-
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you realized half your young dreams of glory ? has
the artist been as successful as the poet? — for we
have occasionally been favored here with some of your
luxurious fancies, done up admirably, in beautiful
verse.”
~ “I fear you flatter me, Hal; but with regard to my
pz?jnting, I have been almost as successful as I could
wish — that is, for one who pursues it merely for his
own_amusement.”

“ Quite an accomplished amateur, ¢h?”

The two friends sat down to converse upon old

times, and the happy present, and the promising
future.
' Ernest Dunmore had indeed not spent eight years
i travel, in cultivating his fine taste, and intellectual
gifts, without returning to his country an exceedingly
refined, and fascinating man, '

“ By the way, Hal,” said he, suddenly interrupting
his friend in a glowing description of his anl;icipation:
of the future, “can you tell me what young lady
resides at No Broadway ?»

| “Why, Isidore Allen, our city belle. Have you
seen her? She is a beautiful creature — bewitches
all of us, And that just reminds me that I came with
a pressing invitation from the Bentleys, for you to

attend. a grand party there to-night. "Miss Allen will -

of course be there.”
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- «Then I shall, cértainly!” was the animated reply.

“Why, Ernest, you must have seen this paragon of
beauty. In love, so soon, after resisting all the bright
eyes, and bewildering smiles of foreign perfection for
eight years!” ‘

«Indeed, you are mistaken. I am not certain that
I have seen this belle of yours —at least, I have not
seen her face” '

-« Well, you shall see her to-night. The ladies have
heard of your arrival, and are on tip-toe to behold the
wonderful Mr. Dunmore, the poet, the painter, and the
millionaire.”

« How very flattering!” returned Ernest, smiling a

_quiet, but perfectly satisfied smile, as he turned to the

mirror to arrange his toilet for the evening. What
gentleman, possessing grace, acﬁomplishmerits, intel-

" lect, and the advantages of personal beauty, and

great fortune, would not be a little inclined toward a
pleasant feeling of vanity?  None, certainly — at
least, not Mr. Ernest Dunmore.

It was late in the evening when Hal Hazleton and
his friend entered the brilliant and crowded rooms of
the Bentleys. A lady was af the piano. It was Miss
Allen, and the gentlemen edged through the throng,
and reached the instrument just as the sweet voice
of the belle was trembling on the concluding stanza. -
She was eertainly a beautiful creature, just nineteen,

-
%




198 FPRESH LEAVES

with glorious, dark eyes, sweeping lashes, an exquis-
itely-curved mouth, and finely-chiseled features — a
graceful form, too; but her hand — a shade of disap-
pointment darkened the fine face of Earnest—it was
a very pretty hand, slender and tapering; but it was
not the hand — it could not wear such a glove.

“ A radiant creature! is n’t she?” whispered Hal,
as she rose from the piano,

“Very pretty,” was the disappointed reply.

“ Very pretty!” was the rather indignant ejacula-
tion. “She is peerless, unequaled, divine!”

“But her hand!” At this moment, the lady turned
toward them, and Hal presented his friend, Mr. Ernest

Dunmore; and soon the two most distinguished per-

sonages present—the belle and the artist-millionaire—
were promenading through the brilliant assembly.

Ernest found his bright companion really bewitching.

She was witty, learned, brilliant, beautiful—he would
certainly have been fascinated, had it not been for
the little kid glove that was lying on his heart, and
the perfect little hand he had seen on the door-knob.
- As it was, his heart thrilled and palpitated slightly
beneath its tiny treasure, and he colored twice, and
stammered once— the accomplished Mr. Dunmore. .
The belle was unusually charming. She thought
she had made a decided and most agreeable conquest.
She had quite a passion for paintings. Ernest would

'¥ROM WESTERN WOODS. 197

have a room pi'epared for the exhibition of his works
to his friends, by the day”after to-morrow, and he
would be happy to wait on her there, and hear her
OPiHiOI\II no doubt her criticisms wOuld be of vailue.
And they separated, mutually pleased. Poor liftle
glove! what will be thy fate ?

7
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CHAPTER III.

S : . -.
, I IDORE ALLEN was slowly promenading through

the exhibition-room, leaning on the arm of Ernest
Dunmore. He was more than ever enchanted by her
grace, her fine taste, and her loveliness, Sheyw
very Q\nthusiastic, and her observations showed cor I?‘S
Judgment and cultivated taste. Ernest sigﬁlad, asml::

stole a glance at her hand—it certainly was not a

perfect one —a
laid — on his d:eis:;:f:f:;e.o ke gove o ey
o “This,” said ].E‘:I'l.]esb, as he withdrew the cloth which
ung over a pawting, “1 consider my master-piece,”
“ Beautiful! beautiful! ” said Isidore, and the tea.
sprang uncalled into her dark, soft eyes, at the lovzs
liness of the picture. Ernest perceived them, a d
thought them the dearest tribute that could b , Ifd
to his powers as an artist, ' e
It was a picture of the little girl, the sunshine
and the old wooden steps. There was the childish,
graceful attitude; the little, pleading hand extend d’
s0 prettily; the daneing curls of gold, and the tearfil
fringes thrown up from her large, mournful, beautiful
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eyes, and, over all, the rich, warm, glowing light,

slumbering softly over the brightly-sorrowful picture..
« Precisely ! ” exclaimed Isidore, after regarding it

" an instant; it is the very likeness of Stella May, my

dressing-maid. One would think it copied from her,
just as she looked eight years 2go, When mamma
brought her home as my companion and assistant.”
« Indeed!” said Ernest, while a flash of surprise,
and delight beamed over his face; will you not teil
me something of your Stella May i ‘ ,
“«With pleasure; for I look at her always in connec-
tion with some romance or another; she is so peculiar,
such a strange being: I was only a child myself,
when, one day, mamma was visiting several poor
people, to whom she frequently afforded assistance,
when she noliced a little girl sitting in the doorway
of an old building, weeping bitterly. She spoke to
her kindly, but the little girl only raised her head -a
moment, and then sobbed more wildly than ever.
‘My mother —my dear mother — they have buried
my mother!’ was all she could make her say. Touch-
ed by her grief-and anxious to know if she was left
friendless, mamma entered the house, which she found
entirely deserted, and unfurnished. What litile wretch-
ed farniture had remaim"ad, had been seized by the
neighbors, in payment for various articles which they
had given the woman before she died. The mother

7.
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had been buried. by the poor-officers, and the child
was left unpitied, unprotected, homeless, and destitute,
Mamma took  the little mourner into her carriage, and
brought her home. For days she refused all consola-
tion, weeping all day, and sighing all night, as if her
young heart had broken with-its grief. But we were

all very kind to ker, and, gradually, she became more |

contented; and when, at length, she smiled, or war-
bled to herself notes of music that she had heard,
child as T was, I loved her for her beauty, and sweet-
ness. We knew there must be some unusual cireum-
stance connected with her, for she had a ring, engraven
on the inside, with her name, ‘S’i;.ella May;? and then,
she was so naturally lady-like, and refined, so tasteful,
and intelligent, it seemed as if the very spirit of grace
breathed, and lived in every .thing she said or did,
Mamma congratulated herself on having found such
a freasure of 3 corripanioh for her daugleer; ‘and, as
for me, Stella was my dependence — for she assisted
me in all the tasks imposed pon my youthful patience
by a dried and withered specimen of 4 governess.
Though three years the youngest, she was more ready
than L in every branch of study, which mamma, allowed

her to pursue, merely to gratify me.  Music, of ourse, |
was not included.  Bug for this she had such a pas-

sion,. and seemed so utterly wrapped up in it, that
I really felt “grieved not to have her share in my

. s
£
7
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lessons. She never said anything about it; but, tze

s ft her for the
¢ her eyes when 1 le

tears would start to | v for the

practice-room: so, at length, 1 persuaded mamm

let her take lessons, too. And such a musical talent

as she has, is really wonderful! —she performs tl:i
most divinely on the harp of any one I qverihe;rdc;
Then she has such an exquisite tas:te in dress..'th &
not pretend to exercise the least judgment wi

W. —_ far
. gard to the arrangement of my wardrobe — she so
O

excels me in all such matters. Thfill she ils ﬁ;:r;}sp
tive, so proud, yet so grateful f(zr k]nd]:ldGTS. I ao biﬁ
she is quite a wonder of a dressing-moai .d do >
lieve, if she were to be brought out— despi

- advantages of fortune — she would throw me quite

into the shade.” . -
« That would be impossible, Miss Allen. But do

you never introduce this fair wonder t? y01‘1‘r friendsl‘;’l:;
« Ah, I see!” said the lady, laughlgg, yo:l w‘?er
like to catch a glimpse at her rare beauty ! uc{
welll—as you are an artist, and. she icoks so ver’i" mOSSi‘
like this painting of yours, I '\w.nll huxlncr you,‘rerp ie_ld(
ble. But she has too mu(i},:l native delicacy i’:o ev ] Zhau
to my solicitations to’appear in the pm*lor. il 50 Lo
have to bring' ber here. Mr. Hazleton will ca o
t¢-morrow ? ” she said, as that gentleman ap];;r he .
« (lertainly; 1 shall only feel too much .;3110\001;1.
And the three continued on their way rgund ihe room.

-
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CHAPTER IV.

HE next dag.r, as the snowy fingers of Stella May
v were w.reathlng the dark hair of her mistress into
shining braids, Isidore said, | '
“ Would you kike to visit i :
: the exhibition-
new artist, this afternoon, Stella,? » room oo

“Yes, lady, very much,” replied the young . girl;

 but —

“ Nay, Stella, you must go, j i '
is a picture there} that I adf;;;‘; I:S:r:ron?ilfeaz; ‘I jljihere
you would love to see it.” - .
“Indeed, lady, I eann ]
everything bealj:tiful — 1;; tif:ulrpy:ol:yhi;);:v;nr: c:}:nfi e
Zw;r:e::;a;}mful mist.ress,” said the young m’aiden,n?nr
’ ing and slightly mournful voice; “but such
ings make me sad and unhappy, when I k
ou%l:lt to .be grateful and contented. , But I wilanW’I’
;md ;:;:izi th;hl:ar;] .of Ernest Dunmore throbi(;d
, 18 eyes met those of Stell
iz;:testTil&Zi::;gl}test;' dream, the loveliest fancy, th:
okt i 0 -hlS poet’s soul, looked on him
g ose eyes; the ’dpe embodiment of all his

- gave
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heart had 10nged for; and not found, lived, breathed
before him ! The pure, girlish, spiritual brow; the
deep, dreamy, shadowy eyes; the sweet mouth, beau-
tiful in its expression of subdued reposc; the elogquent
color, coming and going in her cheek, just as the
thoughts came and went ‘in her soul. There was 2a
proud reserve mingled with the ineffable grace of
her manner, that no princess could surpass. Emest
almost forgot to notice her hand, till she raised it to
smooth back a truant curl that had stolen from the -
confinement of her straw hat. It was the band he
had looked for eight years! She wore but one glove;
where was its mate? Frnest smiled, and his heart
a bound against the little white treasure that
had again found its way to his yest—pocket.r And he
bad once held that beautiful hand in his—had pressed
it to his lips; would he ever clasp it again?  For
Ernest Dunmore was a proud milfionaire, and Stella
May was 2 dressing-maid! . |

They paused first before & lovely picture of sun-
set — an Italian scene. Stella gazed at it with 8
Aushed cheek and brightening eye.

« Do you love Italy? ‘would you like to visit it, Miss
May ?”

«T have dreamed of it ever,” replied the young
girl, raising her soft eyes innocently to her compan-

ion's face.
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if 1 have wounded ol

There : '
* WHS 80 e T
mething peeuliar in his earnest gaze
™ i « Forgive e, Miss May,
.and, indéed, T .am

and the silken lashe .
ening colon i snes drooped Slowly toward the deep- .
o g co (:‘ in her cheek. Isidore Allen oBserved :]f F feelings. - It was uninténtional;
anner o , Crve ¢ o T I
curled her ft:)l;h]; dl}d,_ wh(.an Stella raised her eyes, she very‘.happyto--meet -again the little girl who, you see,
on to that,gentlli’:;:y Shgh;ly, but it called the crim- o ! Ii?’;ehnevz;.f"’fg“m.“lt of
- ow, and a flash of pride { & en this is a portrait of our
d : . : 1 of pride to ) B3 . .
Sﬁ:p » beautiful eyes. Isidore was sorry if a mom:hto 5 ki Isidore, caressing-the:—ybnng:agirl,‘-tb ‘remove her injured
was usually so kind and consi ' il * feelin "
had excited hor nd ¢ considerate; but Ernest ngs. _ L
amb . : T e veturn, Miss -Allen; I do ‘not feel well,”
. § said she, in o low tone; dnd they retred.
he proud and fastidious ahg tll::W Ml; Dunmore to That evening, there ‘was ‘no ébzclpany‘in :the iparlor
. 'y nex ) Ly - P ’
Sﬂl‘l‘lil Z.t her own vain fears, moment she o and Stella came ‘dovwn, at Tsidore’s reguest, ‘to *play
nd now for the pictu S for her. /
said Isidore, as the foull“) auI:dI 'mld you of, Stella,” Or“' Oh! that Mr. ‘Dunmeore eould ‘pleture :her :thus
painting. paused In front of the vailed w 1ové1y 'l;.pbn the .'cam'ra‘ss” 'th@ughﬁ ‘Isidore, -4s *she
i« . ' ' C ' ‘ l B ' ‘ » 887
Only a sixpence, please, sir, to buy b '3 watched - her -beautiful “companion, who “was ‘leaning
mother,” I'epeated Ernest, kee ,im ]‘y read for ny . ' over-the -harp, lost in her owne sweet rmelody. Her
the maiden’s face, as he drewpqsitl ]:;S} eyes fixed on | L rounded ‘arm gleamed-out from its: falling sleeve, Jike
: aside the eurtain, ‘ i : its falling- e, Ji
Stella gazed at it a moment, and the o = moulded snow, as the:small-fingérs of -that lovely hand
" Up info the . swept over the quivering ‘strings; like'the shadowrof

Stella, s 16?7’ *said

face of rtist, wi )

. ljziroz the a txst,\ with a look of wondering inquir . -
h W‘ls. 1ﬁes met, and Stella burst into tears. Perha -Y o
: ;1 1f3 memory of her mother — perhaps it -
b:; A houghtless and cruel reminding of what she l‘;::,
been - t;x:i;v soyaﬁect-ed her.  The artist was emba-
for; A ?s )a delicate subject to make apologies
b ‘T" y mné Hal and Miss Allen both Iootl:; d

prised, but he rallied, and said frankly: - e

gentleman who :stod, -hat :in han

a flutteiing -vose-leaf on- a-lily, ‘theis0
on her cheek; and her-bright, spiritual ¢yes were oast
upward with -a°dreamy, “elear, forgotful Aook,'ds her
bright lips trembled wigh the/rich- gush of music: thrill-
ing*up from & soul-full of ‘beauty and-elody.
The two maidens were both so absorbed that “they
did ‘not -hear the ring of the: door-bell, normotice the
d, *just ‘inside ‘the

9*
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ror.
parlor. It was Mr. Dunmore. He, too, was charmed
) e

into silenc
silence, and .stood mute and motionless till the

la,?_t.quiver of the harp died away,
cel:mg him, exclaimed laughingly;,
S-Spe]l-.bound, Mr. Dunmore 27 '
iy t‘illi] e:itarted and blushed crimson, and, rising b
En;es to y l'xave retreated from the apa:rtmeti,' bas;
: bu
o recojz:u;dh.her by begging for another S0Dg.
oo reo her self-possession - immediately, a d
T];]) ed gracefylly with his request o
b e 4 '
o I:Izng;g -passed away delightfully,  Ernest
e o of :;a.;c:w accomplishments and inexha,uéf—
Sources ement”and information. .
the first time Stella had ever met with such a ptlazas
'8ON §

books i
0ks and her own high thoughts had been her only

and Igidore, per-

| | ¥, . - 1 s
o

in the enthusiasm of his

herBs::it; l;er circumstances, all the sadniess’;bi:b?t

dre#m ‘fs ;s:;as doomed to a quick waking ‘ﬁ;omr hei:
ream : Isidore saw it i .. ‘

fim o oy it all, and .displeasure flashed

thc:;ﬁveet. loveliness. of .the young orphan

i _teua,;;yon :may,.re.tire,.gnowi”;she,s;alid‘- fotly
ingly ‘ guietly, and

The. il ‘

Ahe young gitl’s cheek,grew deadly pale, but .she

Illr L. . . »
ose with the proud.dignity of a.queen, and, hidding

. strove

08 she saw that she was rivaled by
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left the apartment. A

M. Dunmore good evening,
white forehead

flush of indignation mounted to the
of Ernest, as she disappeared, and his manner became
sold and constrained: <
Isidore saw she had made a misstep, had forgotten
her position as a lady, and, for the first time in her
life, felt humbled. She strove to be gay and brilliant,
put she failed, and in a few moments her visitor left.
Who can tell the deep misery in the desolate or-
's heart, as she threw herself on her couch and
to hush its wild throbbing? A cloud had ever
cast its dim shadow on the happiness of that young
heart, and now the cloud had burst in a w.ild storm
of anguish, that threatened to annihilate every flower
of hope she had evér cherished. Bensitive to an ex-
treme, proud and delicate, to- be thus _répulsed and
scorned before him, and by the only one who had
ince they bore her mother away

ever appreciated her s
to the paumper’s burial-place. Long after midnight she

sobbed herself to sleep.
"The next morning, Stella was ill; but she said no-
thing, though her head ached intedsely, and her face
burned with fever. . Isidore’s leart reproached her
with her cruelty; but she ‘knew that an apology
only would: deepen the wound, so she told her kindly
that she might keep her room, if she was not well.
Solitude was grateful to the orphai’s heart. |
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CHAPTER V.

\HREE weeks- passed away, and Ernest Dunmore
‘had called but ‘otice on the belle. Hopeless of,
ever Wll]nlllg his regard, she had ‘renewed her flirta-
tion ‘with Hal Hazleton — for ‘whom, perhaps, after aII
she had ‘the most " affection, if he Was not ‘quite so
distingue.

The Allens were all out fo a ‘brilliant bridal 'party.

Stella had gone “down ‘to the deserf.ed ‘patlors, and,.

~ seating hersélf By the’ splendtd oenter~table, buried
her face in her hands. Half anhour passed by,
and she still sat motionless; but by-and ‘by the words
striggled up from her aching “heart, "broken “and
almost incoherently:

“And this is fate — my fate ! while Isidore i is so
happy — chérished, ‘loved, worshlped evén by him,
Oh! 1 am ‘so utterly wietched — so very unhappy' »
" “Would to be loved, chenshed Worshlped make
you ‘happy, dear Stella? ” said rich,’ manly voice, in
tonés of thrllhng tendérnéss, 4s An ‘arm stole round
her waist, atid liftéd her fo’ hér fect.
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« Fornest ! murmured the frightened gir), hiding
her beautiful young face in his bosom.

« Stella! vision of my dreams! radiant spirit-love

of mine! beautiful embodiment of all the poet or the

painter ever yearned for! I am thine —all thine —

my Stella!”
yThere was o hush through the lofty apartment,

broken, at last by a low sob, corting ‘up from a heart
too_full of happmess..
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CHAPTER VI,

T was a beautiful June morning, radiant with sun-
light, and heavy with perfume where, occasionally,
the air floated over a dewy garden in the midst of
the close, populous city. There was a wedding at the
church that morning, and it was crowded with the
elite— drawn thither out of curiosity to get a glimpse
of the bride of Ernest Dunmore, the millionaire. It
was rumored he had chosen Miss Allen’s dressing-
maid to be the partner of his wealth and accomplish-
- ments, There were many smiles, some sneers, and
still more wondering remarks. But they were all
bushed, when the bridal-party entered and walked
up the aisle. A suppressed murmur of admiration
was all the sound, as every eye was riveted on the
rare loveliness of the bride’s young face. There was
no bashfulness; no awkwardness to ridicu‘le—-only a
 beautiful timidity, as softening and as graceful as the
vail that floated round her, as she stood by the side
of her betrothed before the altar. Isidore Allen and
Hal Hazleton were their attendants,
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The priest, in his clerical robes, stood up and com-
menced the ceremony, when they suddenly.t};ought—e |
who should give the bride away? At this importan
moment, a noble-looking man, still in th'e prime ‘of’
life, stepped forward and gave away — his daughter !
It was no time for explanation, and the ceremony
proceeded. \ |

Stella May was the wife of Ernest Dunmore.

The bride and groom immediately changed places
with their attendants, and the whole fashionable world
stared in mute surprise as the good. man.proxlwunced
Isidore' Allen and Harry Haazleton man‘_and.?nfe. .

- My daughter! God bless.you, my beautiful child! .

. and may you be happy with your young ‘heart’s

choice! ” and the stranger folded Stella 'in hls arms,
and kissed her white brow fondlf. - :
Something-told ‘Stella it was indeed her father, an
she wound her fair arms around his neck, and. prcsset‘i“
her warm lips to his cheek. - B
« Stellal” said Ernest in surprise,  perhaps this is
a mistake!” . o
« et this be the proof,” said the strange?,.takmg#\ﬂ.
gold locket from his bosom, containing two minatures—
one,-evidently a likeness of himself, the other the very -
counterpart of the bride. o .
« Your mother looked just as you do now, whe.n
married her,” said Mr. May, regarding his bright

3
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- daughter, with eyes dim with ‘tears, “But we parted
in -bitterness, and were both proud; and when I
repented and went t0-search for her, she had gone,
none khew whither. I have at last learned her
mournful ‘fate; but I am happier than I have been
for many years, to-day, my daughter. Heaven bless
those who have been kind fo you!” and he looked
gratefully at Tsidore, who whispered to her husband:

“I always knew Steila May would haye a romance,”

“And"so we must go south, first, and roam ainid

the orange flowers ‘and myrtles around your father’s
romantic- home, must we?’*said Ernest Dunmore, as
he handeéd his bride-into the carriage, “and .go -to
Italy afterward?”

“If he wishes it, Ermest. -But, really, in the confu-
- sion I have dropped one of my. gloves.”

“Oh!'never mind, dear,” said Ernest, taking a little
white glove-out of his vest 'pocket, and handing it to
his wife, with a very demure -countenance, this will
answer.”

“The glove I lost last fall!” said the bnde, with a
look-of ‘wonder.

“Abem!” said Eixest,

RS i s oo s

cx-aited one —was her father:

- FTROM WESTERN WOODS.

THE LIVING STATUE.

STAR — a dream —a Iﬁassion‘ﬂower—-was beau-
tifal Nina Forrest! A poet—a thilling and
a wild and radiant
creature — sueh as those that sometimes make us say,
« gurely, angels thrill us with thar presence yet,”—
was her mother.  Italy, passmnate Italy, was her
birth- p]ace-—stalry skies, and whispering winds, and
rare bright flowers, were her compamons——a lute was
her idol — a marble palace, hid away in the loveliest
valley that the burning skies of her native land ever
looked upon, was her home.

Tt was midnight. What had Nina to do with sleep-
ing dreams, in tha still and beautiful hour? It was
now, that her cheek grew crimson, and her heart
throbbed foverishly, and her whole being’ quivered
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with the infenseness of unutterable emotions, answer-
ing back, silently, the murmur of the waves that
flowed brightly by her home-— the tremble of rich
starlight — the perfume of orange flowers — the dim,
deep, awe-inspiring shadows of distant mountains, and
the wild, faint whisper of the caressing wind. She
leaned from the balcony of her chamber, ahd looked
up, dreamingly, to the silver and sapphire sky, with
her large, black, spiritual eyes. Rich, curving lashes
laid back {ill they met the delicate arch of her white
brow — thick tresses of ebon hair rippled like shining
waves around her form — a rare, soft color wavered in
her. young cheek—a trembling eloquence was upon’
her restless, crimson lips,

A wanderer and adventurer, who had strayed into
the valley, was hidden amid the shadows of Nina’s
bower. With breathless eagerness his fine head was
inclined forward, and ‘his dark, gray eyes deepened
and burned as he gazed upon the surpassingly-beau-
tiful vision that, like the personification of an exquisite
dream, leaned gracefully upon the marble balustrade,

“Oh! Venice! Venice!” he murmured, “how would
your enthusiastic throngs grow mad with delight to
look upon the image of one so inconceivably lovely.

A world’s applause and a deathless name would he
win, who could mould the pulseless marble into the
likeness of aught so beautiful. Nina Forrest— the

. ' I
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' peasants tell me that is your name-— you must be

won—must be the bride of Laurens Delano: not that
there is room in my wild heart to love, as those ey];a's
tell me you would love—my soul is all given to ambi-
tion, to a hope of immortal fame -— but thgt I may

’ - 8 - S
mould from .that exqusite form and radiant featurt'a ’,’

a creation of stone that shall win me immortality! ;
With a throbbing pulse, and eager gaze, he watche

“the maiden, till her head drooped gently upon the

snowy arm resting on the l_Jalustrade, the dark-fnnge;i1
lids closed slowly over her starry eyes, the brea
swelled softly, and evenly in her b(?a.utlful bosom —
she was asleef». Silently, and cautiously thc.a y(;ung
sculptor crept from the orange-bo?ver, and, vr.rlfh e;:irl-l
less daring, climbed up, by the vines and pillars,

* he stood beside the fair slumberer upoil the balcony,

The rich moonlight lay like a spiifiual day upon the
earth, and in the air. . He bent silently over th.e Im-ng
visior: of beauty, and mused upon her bewildering

loveliness; while his spirit thrilled, not with love, nor -

o sense of bliss, but with the thought of the ,famg he
would win, if he succeeded in transferring those perfect

roportions to marble. - .
’ 'JI?)he crimson of excitement had gone down from

her lily cheek, and left it clear and-white; and every
lovely feature was perfect in its sweet repose.

Laurens Delano knelt down by the sleeper, and, -

H
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t:clking her small, soft hand in his, he pressed it pas-
smnatelyo to his bosom. With a sighing breath, and
parted lips, the young girl unclosed her large eyes

- with a slow flash of surprise upon the stranger at her |

feet,

Ambition is almost as strong an incentive as love:
and the Signor Delano was artful and talented. In )
low anfl eloquent voice, he murmured wild .broke:
expressions of admiration and endearment-:- angel-
dream, and star-vision, and sweet, living realit ghe
called her — as the planet of his destiny, Ze addr};’sseci
her—should that destiny be wild, anc’l mad as the
thunders.torm, or sweet and placid as a night Whlen
the evening-star was queen of the jeweled sky?

. All this was in glowing Italy, where fove springs
1nstan.ta,neously into perfect existence, If Nina Forreé;t
was gifted jwith the passionate éensibiiit,y which makes
the eye sWim and darken with tears, the cheek ﬂusl;
~and the lip quiver with the unspoken emotion c;aﬂeci
up by.a passing form of nature’s loveliness, how would
her .w11d young spirit respond to these ﬁljst words of
passion that had ever fallen upon her ear] ’ :
heil;efyearnmg of- her' spirit, and the thrilling of her

» found 2 bewildering and sweet utterance in the
language of another addressed to herself: and 1
soul yielded instantly to its fascination. e
The dark ringlets of Laurens Delano mingled ﬁith
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the raven curls of Nina— his warm breath was on

her forehead — and, trembling like a frightened bird,

che nestled to his bosom, and, in wild warbles of bro-
ken music, breathed out her timid, and delicious joy-
Three nights from then, she threw herself into the

~ arms of her lover, and went with him to his- distant

home, leaving the starry bowers, and marble halls of
her parent’s palace lonely, mournful, and desolate.
# * % ¥ % *

The sculptor, Laurens_Deiano, was pacing with a
hasty step to and fro through his studio. The imple-

-ments of his art were scattered around, and a statue,
. nearly finished, stood on a pedestal. It was evidently

intended as a likeness of his wife, but it did not please
him; he was impatient. It lacked the expression of
passionate spirituality, the ethereal delicacy and yet
fervor of her beauty, the rare, and ineffable loveliness
of her features. It was very beautiful —but it was
‘not, the perfect embodiment of the jmage in his mind—
it was not such a creation of genius as would crown
his brow with an imperishable wreath of glory. He
was vexed and excited -almost to madness,' to think
that his hand should fail to execute what his mind

gonceived—he laughed bitterly at his. want of suecess,

and stamped his feet upon the floor in anger. Sud-
Jenly a strange thought entered his troubled breast,

-
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and calmed his fretful mood. His brow burned, and
his fine lip curled with an exulting smile. No one had
been permitted to behold his bride — he had kept her
entirely secluded, that none might know but that his
master-piece was an ideal creation.  Herself should
personate the marble form he wished to sculpture —
she should be a Lving statue that would win him im-
mortality. He had heard of a subtle and curious
potion, to be procured in Venice, that would suspend

- all appearance of life for three days. For three days,

then, should his exhibition-room be open, and his beau-
tiful bride should mock the gaze of admiring throngs

with her rare, and ravishing loveliness, It was true,

there was & risk in the wild attempt — sh¢ might die
in her long trance, and his soul be stained with a fear-
ful crime —but he loved her only that she promised
to bring glory to his brow, and even death, when
weighed in the balance with faine, was found wanting,
While the sudden thought yet thrilled from his sou] to
his fingers, he applied himself to his purpose, First,
he carved out a pedestal in the fashion of a balcony,
whose balustrade, covered with vines and flowers,
should conceal all of her form but her exquisite bust.
Then he fashioned a light and graceful coif with flow-

_ing waves of hair, that should cover her own ‘raven

tresses. Then purchased the subtle draught.

Nina was reclining on a heap of cushions in a dim, '
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* cool, pleasant apartment, whose perfumed air was

musical with the murmur of a fountain, and whc.)se
octagonal sides were of trellis-work shadowed “'nth
luxurious foliage. It was morning. By her side,
upon the floor, was a silver salver, holding fruit, and a
goblet of wine. '

Sipping from the goblet, she waited for h.er hus:-
band. He came; and, asking her if the wine was

~ pleasant, he sat by her side and held her hand.

« Laurens! do you love me, Laurens? ” she asked,
raising her large eyes to his face with a smile.' “«1.
feel so dreamy and pleasant, and all in & thuill of
strange sensations. I should like to hear. your low,
deep voice whispering its dear eloquence in my fas-

' cinated ear. Hold my head against your bosom, vtrhile

I sleep, and dream of you”- - o

The sculptor took the bright being m.hl-s, arms,
and smoothed down her sil!;en hair; caress_mg. her

" and murmuring sweet words of tenderness, as if all
his soul was melting into love, and flowing out in ?ns
low, impassioned tones; gazing dow1.1, all _therwlnle,
with deep, intense eyes into her radlant_face. .

A soft languor weighed down the fair eyelids Qf
the young wife, but a radiant smile hovered around
her lips, replying to his caresses: | .

With that beautiful smile still lingering over her
rare countenance, she sank into a deep, deep sleep.

i
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One would not think her living, so motionless grew‘

her bosom, and so perfectly colorless and marble-like
. her face.

Laurens Delano gazed upon her for a long time
afte.r thjs strange trance had crept over her vital en-
ergies—gazed as if he could not take away his eyes
from the exquisite loveliness of the still, white form
he held.  Then he pressed a burning kiss upon the

~_pallid forehead of his young bride, and bore her from
the room.

Throng after throng of eager visitors poured into

the room of the seulptor, 1o behold the gem of art—

 the rare master-piece, the triumph of his prbfe’ssion—-
the sleeping maiden of Laurens Delano. &

Some gazed in breathless admiration, as if a tone
would waken that perfect form to life—some murmur-
ed low exclamations of surprise and delight — some
burst into raptures of applause, and cast wreaths and
costly gifts at the feet of the young sculptor, who sat
apparently heedless of everything else, leaning -his'
hz::ad upon his hand, gazing upon the ‘objecﬁ of his
triumph. There was the sleeping maideﬁ, with her
rounded and polished arm twined about a slender col-
umn, and her beautiful head drooping upon the arm.
One could almost sce the smile ereep out and dimple

T I
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around her small, sweet moutly, and the white bosom
swell with a living heart. Never before was marble
moulded into anything so spiritual, so delicately.
Strange as it may seem, though Laurens Delano
had clasped that fair creature in all the radiance of
life to his breast, with searcely an emotion of tender-

ness, yet now that he saw her there, still, and white,

and mute, he loved her with a wild, deep fervor. It
scemed to him that his hands kad moulded that
lovely form — that she was in reality the ereation of
his mind — the embodiment of his genius. And, as
this, he loved her; he began to wish that she had
life — had the power to love, and answer unto the

‘vague yearning of his soul. He forgob that she was -

a reality; that she would wake from this deep trance,
after a lapse of many hours. His cheek flushed at
the praise of the crowd, and he felt the laurel wreath
upon his brow—-but he was not’ satisfied -—fame was
not the bewildering angel he had deemed it-— then,
even in the moment of his fullest triumph, came the
yearning for a being like that statue, to share in his
glory. And, motionless almost as it, he sat through
the first day, never turning bis deep eyes from that,
form. _

All that night, with the dim light of a’ solitary
launp f’a]]ing over it, he gazed upon it; and, when
the throng was admitted the next morning, they

10
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found him sitting in the same position that he occu-
pied on the preceding day. Some smiled, and re-
-marked about his conduct — but he did not heed
them,

There was another person present, who was as

wrapped up in admiration of the statue as the sculp-

~tor.  All through the hours for exhibition, on hoth

days, he remained not far from Signor Delano, com-
pletely and. intensely absorbed in the beauty of the
statue. ~He was a young American — a poet —with
a pale, intellectual countenance, and mournful, proud,
large eyes.  He, too, loved what he deemed to be a
lifeless form of marble —worshiped it, because it was
the ideal of all the beautiful images in his soul.

The third and last day of the exhibition arrived: -

the sculptor and the poet were side by side—so close,
that each might hear the throbbing of the other’s
pulse. The room was crowded with visitors — all
eyes were bent-on the sleeping maiden—a breathless
hush filled the apariment; they fancied they could
see the rosy tint shoot up into her cheek — it seemed
soreal. And reality it was — it was no fancy., The
straining eyes of Laurens Delano marked that color;
and, as a comprehension of the truth forced itself, at
last, upon his mind, a wild gasp shivered up from his
bosom. He would have rushed to the statue, and
dropped the curtain over the niche where it stood —
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he would have cléared the crowded room, before it
was too late — but hie had no power fo wse..

More earnest and intense grew every gaze — Inore
&eathly the stillness, thgt was broken with"'no‘s.ound,' .
save the quick fluttering breath of the multitude.
Softly"the bosom of the statue began -t,g heave-—the
lips parted — a warm glow sto!e over ltg ’cheek-——the
long lashes quivered on their erimson resting: place —
the white lds slowly unclosed — the dark, soft eyes |
of the vision rested on’the spectators..

« () heavens! where am 1?7 she exclaimed.

These words aroused the poet. He sprang to her
side, took the form from the pedestal, and, before the
- astonished crowd had moved a finger, bad disappeared

through a private enfrance. o .

At that moment, Delano fell upon the floor m . -
mighty convulsions; his strong nature was a vyreck.
There was no groan, no gasp, no sigh; the crimson

life-torrent ‘gushed out. over his white lips - he was
dead! '

w # % * * * *

~ Many thousand miles ‘away from the ?tudio of the
sculptor, Nina and Clare Mather were ‘sﬂently bless-
ing .each other, with the power of t.‘he.lr love. |
Though their home was in the chilly north, yet
- Nina blossomed .more sweetly than any of the rare

oL
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exotics which surrounded her. A rich glow of sunset
stole blushingly through curtains of erimson silk, and,
-creeping. over the costly carpet, rested lovingly upon
the radiant form of the beautiful Italian. She was
sitting on a heap of cushions, with her lute in her
lap, and her bright head resting upon the knee of
her poet-husband. With a wild and bewildering
sweetness, her dainty fingers swept over the strings
of her lute, and her voice gushed out in tones whose
exquisite melody was eloquent of love; and ever'as
she sang she raised her large, soft, passionate eyes to
meet - the fond, deep gaze. of her husband; and her
bright cheek dimpled with a beantiful smile, as his
loving fingers thridded her black, flowing hair. Nina
had Jearned to speak our language, but she chose to
sing in her own beautiful tongue;. and, doubtless, the

- words of her song were very sweet—for the heart of

the poet throbbed quicker at her music, and his face

was eloquent of happiness, as she laid aside her lute,

“and he drew her, tenderly, close to his side on the

sinking velvei of the sofa. _

And, as the erimson gleams of sunset stole out as
silently as stars, and the ‘dim, dreamy shadows of
night came in, the poet and his bride sat together—
while the faint murmur of words of tenderness crept
softly through the pleasant apartment,

FROM WESTERN WOODS,

MOTHER AND DAUGHTER.

CHAPTER L

“r \INK—tilnk—tink]e,!”' rang out the fittle silvery-
toned bell through the boudoir of Tsabel Linn.

" The white hand of that peerless lady replaced the

soft-toned bell upon an antique-mosaic flower-table; |
and she relapsed into her former z-lttitu,de‘ of elgga,x}t
repose. The boudoir befitted gothmg but ﬁhe beauf
tiful being who was its mistress. It was a small room
of citcular shape — looped, like a tent, from- the cen-

" ter of the arched roof, with rich curtains of rosy silk

sweeping down the sides, and caught b_ack froml.tiz
'glittering‘ mirrors, lovely statues, soft pictures, s. ig

tables, and rare vases, placed between slender pll‘lars
of marble. In every unoccupit;d TOCESS, quurl?us
heaps of velvet cushions, the same soft color us the

drapery, were thrown: The lady herself recli_ned on

Lo
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a low, yielding sofs, nearly concealed beneath the
splendid dress which floated over it, but whose rose-
color still softened the dazzling whiteness of the bare
arm, and the rich glow of the round cheek nestled
upon it. It was evening — and a lamp, tinted with
the same softening tinge, flooded the beautifil apart-
ment with a dreamy and eloquent light, that made
the fair ornaments, the sweet pictures, the perfumed
' flowers, the young statues, and the elegant lndy ap-
pear more fair, and sweet, and young, and elegant still,
The lady was evidently dressed for an assembly.
Her fine, voluptuous form was draped in rich crimson
satin, with an overdress of exquisite lace, rare and
delicate. Ornaments of gold and rubies caught the
lace upon her snowy bosom, and held it up from her
exceedingly lovely arms; and from them it waved back
and fell around — like—like nothing; for nothing wus
ever so beautiful ! Her black hair was twisted with
rubies, and wound around her head in magnificent
folds. Her style of beauty was so brilliant, that all the
* jewels, upon her hands, and arms, and bosom, and hair,
seemed part of her loveliness, and were nat misplaeed.
If the rubies were bright, her lips were as red, and
her eyes as flashing; and the beautiful contrast of her
raven hair, waved back from her high, white forgehead 9
and haughtily-curved neck, was still more dazzling.
After ringing the silver bell, she sank into her former .
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listioss attitude, and, when a servant entered at the
the door; she said, without raising her eyes,

« When Mr. Cleveland Merefort calls, show him in
here.” . |

The servant departed, and she was again alone
with her thoughts. That they were pleasant, was
shown by the gay smile which broke gradually over
her face -— the rich lips parting, the fair cheeks erim-
soning, and the dark eyes shining like deep_ walers
beneath their drooped lashes, Isabel Linn was not
young — she was thirty-five, and looked twenty-five;
but she was peerlessly and voluptuously beautiful ;
more splendidly so than a younger lady could be. A
strong will and powerful passions breathed in all her
attitudes, and glances, and features —— the motion of
her firm but graceful foot, the curve of her delicate '
nostrils, the superb turn to her full, red lips, the
sleeping fire in her large, slow-moving eyes, made
her & fascinating and fearful eréature. But she had
made it a study through all her life, till she had at-
tained a wonderful degree of self-possession. There
was something that breathed of power apd passion
in the very calmuess of her slow, graceful motions.
And now, though there were a thousand. emotions,
making her heart throb, she stirred not one of her
delicate fingers, nor the small slipper just revealed
beneath her flowing dress. o

s
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l Presggt%y the door again opened softly. Her bosom
heaved quiekly, and a deep flush broke over her cheek

and, with a smile ‘of ineffable brightness, she slowly

raised - her deep, bewildering eyes toward the door.
I‘iut she paused in the welcome that rose to het:
lips, and the flush went back from her face — for]
was not yet Aim who had come, i

A young girl stood timidly within the room, hesi- -

tz?ting whether to go or remain, for the lady did not
bid her enter.  She was sweet and fair—-iot mno
than ﬁ.fteen-—with a slight form, and hair like an ::le
gel’s wing, changing, and bright, and golden. Therf;
was something in her gentle hesitation very different
lfrom the proud repose of the beautiful wof;rzan b:
| f01:e her. Her dress was of delicate whiﬁe and sém:
bright roses lay on her bosom — her fa‘;e was thb
purest thing out.of heaven! )
: ;im:n rfl;y confxe,” a't length said the la&y.
by SO?;. en glided in, and sat down on 2 cushion
“ Effie, my daughter! ? said the woman, with unu
sual tenderness, for she was chary of the a’ﬂ'ection“ h'-
*bestowed on her only ehild;: but love wds busy at ihe
mother’s heart, and love softens the manneryto ;
all.  Wild, -wild dreams of love were walking inwlizl
bosom, and changed her eold bearing uncozieiousler
“Mother,” said the fair i, hésitutingly, raisin{:-
o]

" of him, Effie Lion?”
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her sweet face, and then dropping her eyés till the
silken lashes touched the cheek, where a delicate glow
was wavering out into a blush; ¢ mother,” — and her
checks were crimson — “ You know I am but a child,

“only fifteen; and I have nover yet kept anything from
“you, and may I not tell you bow very, very happy |

am? and how my heart is still trembling with its new
delight? You know—" "

The bashful girl paused, and the mother, wonder-
ing if that mere child could bave found a lover, laid
her white hand on those brown curls to reassure her.

«You know Cleveland Merefort, mother?”

«Yes! yes! what of him?” suddenly exclaimed the
mother, withdrawing her hand, and fixing her burning
eyes intently on the blushing face before her;  what

«Qh, mother! you will not be offended, you cannot
be; he is so good, and manly, and gifted! I could not
think it » harm to love him. He s so beautiful and
.genile, and loves me so earnestly — 1 am sure he
does "— murmured the timid girl, as her cheek grew
pale, and the tears sprang instantly to her soft eyes.

« Indeed! did he tell you this? did he say he loved
you?” asked the lady, in a tone of withering contempt. -
« Qr are you only guessing at all this happiness ?”’

«He did tell me, that he loved me,” was the proud
and earnest rgply; «and I knew that it was truth he

10 : .

i
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ut.tered, for his eyes were solemn, and loorked‘ int
mine so gently, and his lips trembled as he nlk0
-gi.le_se happy words, and, when he drew me cl o to
his heart, I felt it beat so rapidly, and —” e
;‘ f;iﬁe—ff]ﬂie—-—Eiﬁe_! * almost shrieked the woman.
Wie Ol?av :%hdten 1;1e, m?ther! you look so fearfu]!
no oot {tn? t ‘,If it wrong to love him? Tell
e ‘@:1, is 1(;.. " pleaded the quivering voico
young girl, shrinking from the intense gaze of

those dilated and burning eyes, e

(11

;;;;igﬁﬁ?;op: at mg so!” she still pleaded, as that
ook qg,l; @3 s dhe sBﬁE?:PﬁuE@Vigﬂﬁgdﬂﬁ@f the
vcksof ihos mothsny, made her, tremble . ¢,
q ; ;f; Eﬁ@:&l@iﬁ:@mﬂa{hﬁrﬂ ¥ Wﬂsﬂtﬁ%&d';ﬂr tl—!@‘&fi dis:
- _..jeji ;ﬁ!ﬁ@gpﬁﬁﬁ%%ff@%ﬁ@ﬁ {EHeR RETy &h%.ﬁ
an —norer! teceive o more oy, of Jove, from
it 3 um ol i farged i or youave no:phild
# n@kﬁ%b-[‘?@lﬂlﬁbﬂjﬁi celitsnn Ly .'.h:'scrf‘ <»' '"§ ‘ ‘f
ﬂﬁzf G;asm-.alz.;mu@ﬁ;i?ﬁﬁevexm a&wen!;”.f-a:ﬁ;p:h::r;&{ 1»1111:
ia;p ;ig:?ﬁ:lrb,ﬂl@m&hiﬁysﬁddﬁﬁf shoek; tfg’:ﬂ?&?ﬁvﬁi’!‘éﬁ@é
maéém; fﬁrﬁf?@ i#xhole world,of, life-droars
glid}.frpm«d;hu ) A iemiaen; and withsthesg words, she
m viac.etloman;insensible upon the: ricly carpet,
o b ol
bgfomggm;;df @p&ﬁound%d»@sharpensamngmaa #hsm
e iuandsdo-the sersant who appeared;ithe dad
spoke.in . ol oalmy darer 1., N

selgor davsrina Lns
3
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« Qummon her maid, and assist my daughter to hor

room — she is not well.”

The maid came, and they bore the fainting girl
from the apariment. The moment they disappeared,
Tsabel Linn passed her hand over her forehead, as
if to feel if all traces of her passion were smoothed
away. The game she had to play was now Iaore
difficult, and at this moment required all her skill.

Resuming her former position, with her foet half
nidden in a cushion, and her head nestled in the high
corner of the sc;fa,, she arranged her plittering dress
around her, she folded her small hands, quietly smiled
a dreamy smile, and fixed her languishing eyes with

a still look upon the carpet. _
Tive minutes afterward, Cleveland Merefort stood

itk the sroon. b He glancdd around - the.exquisite
Bowdoir; with ‘sl took of ‘surprisé; mingled. slightly: with
embiirdssinent! He'wase s very: handsotme: man, jof
hivty) with' i polishied ‘afid ofrink bearing - with a
sthigulatly faseinating smile, though e seltibr smildds-
dibnifed! alitost 16 coldiess =~ evidently pifted +— evi-
fﬂ@ﬁﬁ}ﬁ)ﬁﬁiﬁﬁgﬁzpeffeéta'-g‘emlémmﬁ%*~=-!Dhéféiwﬁs:w kind
1of Eaidhiedtin hig éyaviind regbrvéin iy manter whith
told ot )passionate feeling représsed whdl hidden '
ki of otirpfulness in his il whith wentiquick to
the heart-ia Jind lof pride” that aninglett Awith +his
‘yéserve, which! srade hin: dedply interesting’;, dnd all




2382 FRESH LEAVES

these things said that he was evidently a talented poor
man. And this was, perhaps, the reason why he had
never loved or married hitherto, -

“Mr. Merefort,” said the lady, raising her dark eyes
slowly, with a sweet smile upon her lip, and holding
out her small hand, without rising from the sofa.

As he advanced toward her with slight cohfusion,
her heart told her that this consciousness was ‘not, as
she had fondly hoped, an evidence of her power, but
was owing to the thought that Effie had revealed the
new relation in which he stood to het, 7'his then was
the mortifying cause of Lis frequent calls and delicate
attention. The deference of his services were those
he paid to his future mother, instead of — oh! she
could have gnashed her teeth in bitterness! but it
- would not do then, and she looked up s0 elbquenﬂy.

“8it here,” she said, retaining his hand a moment,
and motioning to the ottoman where Effic had sat, -

The gentleman felt gratefu! and gratified; for he
had no doubt now but that she was prepared to receive
him as her son-in-law; and previously, notwithstandiug

her marked kindness to him, he had entertained a foar. -

that his poverty would be an objection to his claiming
the hand of the daugliter of the rich widow Linn,
“Is Miss Effie well this evening ?” he asked, taking
the seat she assigned him close by her side.
“A little indisposed — nothing serious,” was. the

{

! o
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reply; “she retired to her room a fev.v mon-lents_ ago.””
«Indeed!” was the remark, in a disappointed tomj:
«T have not ordered the carriage for an hour yef,
continued Mrs. Linn, sweetly, “ and we will have a qaiet
chat, which will be charming, will it not? F};-f’he—by,
do you fancy the arrangement of my boudf)lr T
«Tt is delightful —a fairy palace,” replied hef'- Zlb-
itor, glancing through the elegant .apartm.ent wztth.a
pieased eye. “How very kind she is to give me .fli _
opportunity to speak,” thought %1e; and the be;utlb ;1
lady, whom he had always :(_hmred, appeared doubly
ilkie d lovely to him then.
bngw:: tiffu;le hadythe opportunity, he had no way to

improve it; for ‘the fascinating woman reclining on

the sofa before him, in her splendid a‘ttire, wiﬁh‘ the
rosy light falling over her, fixed her la,}'ge,‘ dark eyes
ypon him, and murmured, in a low voice of music, a.‘
{housand eloquent things; leading his thoughts even

j i rossed them.
from the subject which engrosse o
She spbke of beauty, and he felt how very beautlful

she was. She spoke of love; and he r(?alized that
she was capable of intense love; that passionate emo-
tions throbbed beneath the bosom heaving in those
rich folds of satin and lace. Burning quds of poetrilr
fell in liquid cadences from her lips; anfl he' w.onder;a

at, and then was carried away by her n"resxstlble elo-
quence. He was a worshiper at the shrine of beauty,j

"
L
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genius, poetry, love; and here before him was a lovely
nay, a glqrious woman, radiant with one and gifted witl;
al?other, breathing the third, and glowing and blushing
vwith the last. The ball, and even the sweet Effie i:
hex: .Ionely room, were forgotten. He bent forward with
‘ snuh‘ng eyes and heightened color to listen; his own elo-
quence, 8o often concealed by reserve, was awakened
and he rivaled her in the utterance of beautiful senti-’
ments. Oh! it was a feast of intellect and passion.

In the midst of all this, the carrisge was announ-
ced; and the splendid siren, with a gay laugh at their
forgetfulness of time, took the arm of her companion
and they were whirled away to the ball; while youn :
‘I'J;iﬁe:iﬁy 1Qah‘ing~l-iupon her restless pillow. ;
i *Im:v‘as it wher thetwo leriered it brilliutit: hall
Miny'yeswiatel certerod iponl them. ey wesk ce
fgimfiﬁhéfm@éﬁsﬁﬁkinfg ebuplo i thewrosim, .o 1
#0 Titid ! ehis loadler 0 thie Fomyrand the heami
some Cleveland-iwés evety tpiove iritbrestivig:than usial;

agﬁmtﬁmgﬁ@m@&iibmh@=hi@ﬁi‘g:ﬁt‘ym‘safms ver )
»preési’:f?;féff?lef#asfffﬁlwa“ysv}a iavourite i sd&iéhy f‘»fe{
J j,lfﬂughfpabn ijrefﬁ#éks a;gjs!é;'ﬁnéelbdhin@fan@ pem;ﬁdr.
- ?h?‘.?m?ﬁ‘ff?as:a&ﬂﬂ#ﬁg%ﬁ ‘el ilked Hihni s aovib-
ET wr&néjmpﬁﬁwgfblﬁ thieifornieriWarnsd thie labtor
@Bewgfgdbﬁf anything “more . which! forfnately s
"ﬂ?}héﬁ?%éﬂy'f-‘u—thé rgberve fand:d pasticulur-tuste of ﬁre
“getibleman “Kewping! it &t any dovlarations; which
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" might alarm parenis, and please young ladies. . Cleve-

land was a fine waltzer, so was the superb widow.
They waltzed till every eye was upon them, it was
so beautiful. They floated around in the music‘,“per-
fume, and light. The lace dress waved and the
satin glistened about that lovely form; her cheek was
glowing, and her rubies flashing. Cleveland himself
was enchanted; it was perfectly entrancing to hold
that mﬂgniﬁcent creature, and to circle, and glide, and
float away in that bright atmosphere, breathing with
bewitching melody. He felt his companion, dizzy with -
the motion, press closer to him, and he wished that it
was; Eiffio-thatiwas sharing ithis delight;.and he. wwhirl:
od on{ill the bright head sunk o his basom) and:then
heswas obliged 40 seat his-beautiful parfugtr. NG 09
he didwnot! !'mishg,;iti wad Eﬂiﬁ, ;whahis ,ﬂfﬁetq‘thﬂﬂght oI
npt: Bffie with! all:thode eyes: upon:hexs bold-and: adr
miring ; he was almost sorry it was.:Effie's mother, Bub
Rt forgot! this proséntly, vnd after ia: e they waltzed
apeiy- T was abiiliiant party, andithis:couple;dafi two,
word:delighted. i It-was laterwhen! $hey idrovechonse,
Biit: the: spirits of <Mus: Liuncwere-havdly. yet- fatigued.
i s o willzealk t6-morrow.? 2 she sdid; o8 Clevelarid

- eft hed at -Athotdoori-The:! flattered:miam ;consknbes]

iﬁriﬁﬁidpleﬂsm*e,:ﬁdieqxﬁeitéia privatesten with; Eficand
efol iv:the Houdetp-foriMré:-Tinn-ddded:thikito

sl o of Dovedinan bas

her invitation.
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CHAPTER I1I.

VP%E lady did not wake her maid when'she reached
S_h . I‘ZI‘ ;oom, .but, unfastening her.heavy ornaments
aid them aside, and threw herself upon her coucl ,
though very weary, she did not sleep. Her feelic 1"
Sv:::et lfi ve}alry.mingled character; triumph, for :l%:
= thzt ;see; 1;npre§se(‘i G]evelzfnd Merefort; bitter-
nes ,h ta ¢ da not paid homage to her power before,
’ p— :et t:hgzs‘s ::r.bzr, a;ld bestow his love on
‘ ; anxiety, for the result of th
game she played; and, taxing her ingenui kaow
gime she P : genuity to know
- hel_' g glazzizeii‘ﬁe, and (_:ompel her to resign
- rSthl:aml:g; fslezgfzil; tiilil long past sunrise, busy with
she sought the 'éhaml,)errz}wgiijf h;fh]:o;:ilmg:gowp’
up?g the bed, dressed in the same attire ;gc;ﬂ l'ay
the same roses lying withered on her bOSOI;l a: on“;:h
evening previous. She had not wndressed, but .
now sleeping nervously, Her eyelids wel"e- t 'was
with tears; her cheek was feverish, ap - sh, e
and muttered in her dreams, , ol

!

i S e L e
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Her mother sat down by the bedside, and looked
A thrill of remorse shot through her heart
as she gazed; but it was momentary-’-—-she herself
could not be the sacrifice, her child must be. She
d that her love was strongest, for it was the

Nol'—

upon her.

reasone
love of her passionate, and developed nature.
Effie must be the sacrifice!

The eyes of the maiden opened presently, as if she

* was awakened by the gaze fixed wpon her.

«Oh! mother,” she murmured pleadingly.
« My duling ehild, did what I said last night dis-
so much? I was afraid that you were

tress you.
thus early to talk with you

suffering, and have come
about it.”

« You have come to take baek those cruél words —
io take them'all back! T kunow you have,” you speak |

so kindly,” said Effie, eagerly. .

«Not to take them back” said the mother, in the
gentlest tone, “but o give you reasons for what 1
gaid — good reasons, that will reconcile yoﬁ to them”

d the fair girl mowrnfully,

« “Reconcile mel” replie
laying her small hands together tightly on her bosom.
You

« Effie, I will take you into- my confidence.
dare not betray the trust of your mother ——you can
ot rival her! I love Cleveland Merefort as never

woman loved. Speék, my child! ydﬁr mother’s hap-

. piness is in your keeping.”

".
i
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‘;, ‘Do I not, t(fo, love him, wildly, devotedly? Moth-
T, 1t would kil me to give him up!
mother — mother! » | l
. ]‘Llsten, Effie. I would not be selfish, I do nbts
::i 1 t;)h be selfish; but I am older than yoﬁ, and
butw e bearj; better. I now that with you it is
u a school-girl affection —in two years you will
:-4 ].fe ai'; the idea of dying for love! But with me it
:, &1‘ e, -hope, being, alll  If I thought that you would
: e:il in all as‘I have already suffered sinee you told
1e t at:, he loved you, I would sconer perish
require it.” | -
“ But, mother, he loves :
e me— shall I wrong myself
% Act coldly to him il
, and he will foroet ;
consent, and I can make him love me.” o ous ey
The young girl hid h -
er e . (13 p
el.___mothe:} gitl . ytes and moaned —¢ Moth-
“Listen again, Effie— I have n
» Ll —— 1 have not told you all —
z;;).u cag;;t dream how uiterly my hopes arz fixed on
is. e, I will reveal my h '
- will y heart to you — this is
zn; Jirst I?ve, as 1t 18 my last. Fiom my infancy till I
Wwas married, I suffered the pangs of poverty; I was

beautiful —bat beauty was a mockery! —for T was

! ,
ffl)oor. I !onged for the means of gratifying my tastes—
lor arraying my loveliness in jewels, and silks, and
aces. Tlonged to be a helle — to be admired ’ 01111'

— mother ——
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1 forgot that there was anything to be prized, but
wealth, In vain my ‘mother warned me. At your
age 1 married a man whom I could not like — but he
was rich — very, very rich. What mattered it, if he
~ was old, and ugly, and jgnorant ? —he was rich as
Croesus. I was his wife—1I lived in splendor, and
was courted, flattered, and envied. I was beautiful
and wealthy, but I was miserable. I hated your
father — I could not endure his caresses. If he had
not loved me, I should have been grateful io him for
the luxury that surrounded me; but his love — the
- love of one so ignorant, and withered-up, and ¥ile —
was dreadful. Yet all the ten long years he lived
with me, I was compelled to conceal this; for, should
he know it ab- his death, but my third of his immense
wealth would be mine. He was blind to mydislike,
and at bis death left all to me. At lust I was free —
free as the wind — with all things at my command. .
You, Effie, were my child, and everything you asked
was yours— you have always been gratified in every
wish — but all this time that I loved you, and cher-
ished you, could 1 dream in what way you were to
rise up and crush me ? ¥ PR
Aggin the young girl moaned helplessly.
« At last I have loved! — with all-the intensity of
sentiments and passions, hoarded up and stifled for
long years, I love. o say I love; is an empty term.

-
L
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I feel that my very reason is bound up in this feel-
ing. Effie, could you be happy, married to this man ;
and your mother, perhaps — I feel so 7 —and she
pressed her hand to her forehead — « perhaps a ma-
niac, or, bappily, in her grave? Never! And |
would not have said this—I would have suffered
and died — but that I am convineed that your hap-
piness is not really concerned in this, Remember,
you are a mere child — just from your books and
aprons — it cannot be! But you say nothing ~—you
forget that I am your mother, that my life is in your
- childish hands! you will marry Cleveland Merefort! -

The woman, who had always been so cold, and
proud, and calm, that the young girl had almost
feared her, was now on her knees before her child. .
It was enough; and too much. .

“ Mother, rise. I did not speak, because I could
not — but I am z'eéolved,. I can not, after what you
have said, marry that man. 1T only hope that he will
love you. Go-— go, if you please, mother! I want
to be alone.” | | .

“Bless you, my child ! my darling, noble child !
Of course, your own good sense will suggest what
is the proper manner for.you to observe toward Mr.
Merefort. Try and forget this, dearest, and I will at
length be happy.” e

She kissed the cold brow of her daughter, and left -
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i th 6 of this skill-
isfied with the result of 1 -

e o f poor LEffie, and fatigued
- " ‘A h
ith all this excitement, she again sought hez i;:zu:h ;
:nd slept, undisturbed, for many lloql‘s-, :-tter‘sac”
ﬁe whom she had called on to make this bttt s
O'ﬁ ,e was pacing her room with. the slow, heavy step

rifice, Wi |

the room.
ful appeal to thie heart

‘of misery.
It was after dinner,
to assist in dressing. -
«Which is the most becoming,

3 } 3 ‘
relvet, or this black one: e
‘el:(:[he green velvet makes Madame look magnifigue

S
the black very charming; the l.ﬂack‘ dx?fmkes Madame’s
eyes look very bright and h?r lips 1.°e ogarch 8 I

« T will wear the black this ev.enmg, dg " ]

d\ t wish to look magnificent 1n my l?o.u oir.” o
o " ihe imaid had finished attiring her, her
'SO’ Whi];s herself pleqsed‘with the plain, elega,r;g

bk v 1" 'tJ and with the delicate .netw?rk ;of, go

o vec:vili t’he- back of ‘her glossy hair, togetl.le:

:vh:l)xw;lluin gold bracelets. She s:tood l?g’;iudi;;i
his style in her mirror. Her hair was onb‘ tp; e
X 1f 1ds, and shown  blackly through the chas :
m' ot etwork; the boddice of her dres;; was mgse
ghtt.erln_g ’n_héf érx;s, bare, to the dimpled elbow: look-
o Plau:l’ - and snowier. than was their wont, in the
f)(:o.:zucr;rcits of gold wh'i‘ch" bound them. Herldress

before she summoned her maid

Margaret, this green
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.igaw.'e a perfsi\te, touching air to her brilliant beauty: -
ter eyes did indeed look darker and deeper, and thg; ’
. ) I

;:r\fed lashes l.ogger, and her bright lips fresher and
tw1er. A crimson  thread would almost have de-
zrttyed' the effect of this simple elegance, Sh
ecided ‘that her dress, at least, was perfeet, |
| Cer;s. I:lmn was in her boudoir, but no Efée when
eve:and entered. The two sat d i
ble which had been b i ond et milh 2
rought in and set with a daj
. : aint
ir(:afas:i l;nidelzcate taste. The young man looked a::xy
& 5, iis hostess informed him “
7 ll his that her daugh
was still indisposed, and could not’ o ghon
: 4 not appear, -
looked both anxious and disappointed.pp e ter
“Is she seriousiy ill ?” he asked earnestly.
*“ Only a very little indi ot .
. Isposed, yet tnk:
had better keep her room to-day. ’{T . ‘thmkg e
N 'Spe must be really unwell, if ‘she will not come
lvm to see m.e,” thought her lover, and the expected
pleasure of his visit vanished. He was silenlzs d
. . . 5 &
g:ave. In vain, the winning woman exercised hrtlar a
g. wers of fascination; they fell unappreciated upon
flm, Ef(cept that he thought that the sweet ladyI;)
ore him was too youhg and 1 car "
‘ ovely to wear the i
of mother to a man of hj &) iy
her 1s age, and he smi L
self at the fanciful thought. : " o i
t'h Thinking this, he looked at her more earnest]
‘ought her more beautiful than ever, for her bnj-;il

e

and
iant

-
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charms were softened into a more pensive style; and
the wild, impassioned love she secretly cherished, lent
a melting, glowing sweetness to her tones and actions.

‘Her eyes were almost bewildering, but there was

something about them that did not, could not touch

| his heart like the clear, pure, innocent ones of his

soul’s sweet"ch'oice.
This little tea-party was a falure. Cleveland con-

 tinued silent and sad, and rose at last o leave. The

widow was ¢hagrined, but she did not at all despair.
As Cleveland returned through the parlors alone,
having begged his hostess not to trouble herself to
accompany him, he saw Effie half concealed in the
embrasure of a window in one of the apartments..
He advanced immediately in surprise, and held out
his hand. | o L
« And you are well enough to be standing here,
and would not even come a moment to see me at
tea,” he said, reproachfully, gazing fondly into her
lovely face. - -
The poor girl could not speak that moment. She .
had not known he was there, but dared not say so;
and, if she had known- it, what would it avail? She
turned very pale. ' ‘
- « Forgive me, dearest, you do indeed look faint and
11, he continued, with anxious tenderness, “You are
not going to be veally so sick? oh, T hope nat!”

P
<.
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#1 am not very unwell,” she said, at length, in a

faint, cold tone, withdrawing from the arm he had ex- -

tended when she turned so white. «I have a slight
headache,” |

It was so unlike her usual conﬁdmg sweetness, that
he knew that she was ill or offended.

“Oh! my darling Effie, you do n't know how I.

_wanted to see you last night; and to-night I was so
glad — I thought you would be with your rother,
and we would have such a happy evening. I was
so anxious, I could not.remain — I fear your mother
thought I was hardly polite. OL! dearest, I wished
to: steal to your chamber and see if you were so ill,
and kiss your poor forehead, if it ached, before I came
away;” and he would have pressed his truthful lips
upon her pure brow, but again she shrunk away.

Her heart beat almost to burstang~=4he would have
given worlds to have received that carnest kiss. She
thought of her mother, and her promise.

« Mr. Merefort! ” she said, in a constrained tone.

“Xflie! ” was the sad and grieved reply. «Effie!”
he continued, “ have I offended you uhconsciqusly?

Believe me, I do not know in what manner, Tel]
mb, that [ may atone. You are very much altered

to-night, dearest.”

“ Not at all, Mr. Merefort; pray, do not think T am
offended,” she replied in the same constrained tone,

l N QAR
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She did not dare to raise her eyes, to meet his look :

of surprise.
i e said, i 6 1.
« (Good evening, Effie,” he said, In a wounded tor

« Goord evening,” was the chilling reply.
The next moment he was gone, and the unhappy

1 ' . i or face
‘ ‘J‘lt"l sank down upon the foor and buried her fac

her hands.  Her heart was almost broken! _
And she must still play this terrible part —wound

his love, estrange his affections, when her ownt heart

w(ts yearning Wﬂdly—-—and she must see him give that
Jove to another—see him at the altar—it was a mar-
tyrdom to her heart more cruel than death, But she
had resolved, and promised to play her par t-—-'md she

would not fail —1t must be done.

i1
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CHAPTER I11.

‘ “ZEEKS aud weeks had passed away, In vaiﬂu

had the lo,ver\_striven to ascertain the cause of
the change in Effic’s manner, At first, he pleaded to

know, when by chance he met her; then his wounded

pride and affection kept him silent; and at lensth he
ceased to speak to her except in the most forma? wa
But he suffered almost as much as she; he endurte{l.
the agony of suspense, and the torfure of her Ohﬂﬁ;ﬂ \
derfleanor. She saw that he suffered; and the nob]o;;g
pffment, heart-weary girl would have revealed all tc:
him for kis sake, but that her duty to her mother
seemed ‘sacred.  So she only hoped that he might
| forget 1.1er and be happy. But she could not look
;p;n .hIS proud, but mournful face without almost
a;;o:(f;eg;. herself, and at length she avoided him
Y(?t he still visited at the house of Mrs. Linn, He
was irresistibly attracted by the siren. At fivst, he

)
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imagined that the raother knew of his attachment to
her daughter, and sympathized with him in her ne-
glect; then again he concluded that she knew noth-
ing of it, but that he was a favorite of hers; perhaps
that she loved him! No, no, he could not think that;
but there was something about her that attracted him
io her side, and made him wish for her sympathy
and gentleness, Not that he was not yet true to
his Effie — he was — he was! He loved her with
the intense fervor that a reserved, proud, intellectual
man of thirty will love for the first time a sweet,
pure, gifted girl. But this very Jove made him seek
the mother; he had a faint hope that through her he
might at least discover the cause of this strange fals-
ity on the part of his affianced. She was so soothing,
so gentle, so beautiful, so eloquent, that, unconsciously,
he was decply interested in her, and could not pass a
day out of her society; it was a balm to his suffering
heart. ‘ |
She saw all this, and acted accordingly. She saw
just how far he was in her power, and she had a
hope. It was a longer struggle to gain him from his
disappointment than she had anticipated, but she did
not despair. To her, it was happiness to have him
come and sit by her, if he only Jistened to her words—
for Effic was out of the way, and he was hers alone—
if his mowrnful thoughts did still wander away after

.




248 FRESH LEAVES

the beloved false one. She stifled all pangs of re
morse — she lived but for one thing: 1o eain the lov
| of Mr. Merefort. i o

One mox:ning; Tsabel Linn sat in a beautiful a art-
n:'ment,‘ Opening into the conservatory. "-l‘he roompw ‘
dun,.'and fresh, and pleasant, She was attired 'ahs
studied carelessness, and looked vefy lovely, A ljmk
wa§ in her hand, which she laid aside wi‘bh a ﬂ::zl
of joy, as Cleveland entered; he caime 'ac;*oss the r:icl1
ca}*pet, and sat down upon a low seat beside her qul
urious arm-chair. He was more thay usually sad -—q
he sat for some time without speaking, while Tsab i
looked upon him with tender eyes. , .

* “Do you belicve there is such a thing as true and
constant love? ” he asked, suddenly, raising his d
.eyes intently to her face, e S duk
‘ Those beautiful orbs of liers seemed
fn t(?nderngss, as she looked into his,
ing In words,

“ You are sad this morning,” she said sofily, « I

- would that I could banish that mournfulne ‘

your face for ever.” | " fom

: You may, perhaps, alleviate it,” he replied, slowl
. Then tell me,” ghe said, with a sweet smil:a b v
ing toward him. e

to melt away
without answer-

“ Let me confide o )
he said. you the seeret of this sadness,”
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She held out her delicate, fair hand, and he pressed
it in both his, as he said rapidly—
«] loved your daughter, Mrs. Linn —1 was be-

trothed to her; T loved intensely and purely, and
thought she returned it. I believed tlie gentle words

 that trembled on her lips and the blush on her cheek,

when she told me that her love was like to min¢e. But
for many weeks she has slighted me: I have not even
seen her recently. The change was so sudden, so en-
tire, 1 could not but believe that she loved me stilt
as ever, but that some fatal misunderstanding existed,
Tell me, do you know aught of this? and, if you do
not, will you be so very, very kind, as to learn for me

. the reasons of this change?”

Mrs. Linn listened with a soft smile, and, when he
raised his eyes earnestly to hear the answer t6 his ques-
tions, she smiled still more, yet kindly, gently, pityingly.

“(an it be that a man of your experience and
knowledge of life would trust his happiness to a mere
child?” she said, with a burst of gentle surprise.
« Effic has but just left her studies, Mr. Merefort;
and, of course, the offer of love you made was ac-
cepted; young girls cannot know themselves, and are
ivariably flattered by the first attentions they re-

‘ceive. Doubtless her conduct now is but a foolish

- caprice — some other admirer has appeared, and you

arc forgotten, I only regret that your noble and true:

-
H
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love was given so carelessly, to such a child. But it

would not be manl :
y to let a school-g
unhappy.” ool-girl make you

Cleveland bit his lips with mortification and agony.

SEE: ?1t be possible hg had been such a very sim-
“But I would not have g worn-oﬁt, second love;
So you think there is no such thing in life as earnest:‘
true, unchanging love ?” he asked, bitterly. ,
“ How could I think so?” she asked, in a low, sweet
tone, and, turning those Iargé, dark, passionat;* eyes

- slowly to his, she bent forward sti
’ till farther
no other reply. arther, and made

Her companion knew not what to say. He was

fascinated by that - eloquent face, yet his heart w
still true to another.

“ Yes!” she said, earnestly, after a while: “I Znow
that there is a love, which is bardly a lm:e it is so
mu.ch of worship, thought, life — but it is-’not th
shru'lkipg love of a trifling, timid child. It is thz
pn,ssl?nate devotion, the wild idolatry, the burning
affection of older, stronger, more fully-developed na%
tures. It is the love that comes at the time Wﬁe
the heart knows itself and others; when its thoucrhrf:sl
are matured, its impulses strengthened, its gifts Zul-
Fwate\d,. its affections deepened into éteady, fervent
intense power; when the spirit, and the beauty étzl(i

a8

!
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the genius of life are at the zenith of their 'glofy.

It is passion — it is hope — it is life —it is ! it is

fearfully, madly deep and strong! it does all, dares all, -
sncrifices all to-its own. intensity! 1t fears not! it
shrinks not! it gives all or none!”

She bent further forward, as she paused, and laid
her soft hands on the dark cwils of the man before
her, and pressed a quick, warm kiss upon his fore-

-head.  Then, folding those hands mutely over her

bosom, she drooped her head, while a crimson blush-
burned on her cheek, where the long lashes trembled
in drooping confusion. v ‘
There was a moment's silence, while Cleveland
gazed upon the blushing, beautiful, impassioned crea-
ture who had thus revealed her love to him. Had
he indced ‘been mistaken in Idoking for unselfish love
from a very young girl? did this splendid woman love
the most devotedly? It would scem so— for, while
one would not make a sacrifice of pride to explain the
cause of her estrangement, or perhaps had even no
pride and no cause, the other had sacrificed pride and
more, and now sat trembling and subdued before him.
_ While he still thought, a tear dropped down from
those long, jetty lashes, and fell on his hand. The
spell was coxﬁpleted. He sank upon his knees, and
took the small hands from her bosom, and pressed

them to his own.

-
[N
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“May I look :
be:‘l.utifjf Isa(;ozl; ?fgrht;hjsli:zf e deveton from w
The s:uperb head was on his shoulder — brok
fﬂ}u'murmg words of tenderncss fell from her lips -
;t;ld di:he}n, l?l'ushing, radiant, smiling, confused, lfewik
| ed, she glided from the room, and left him kneel
, mg‘,‘ catraneed, and dreaming by her chair -
) Conme to-night,” she said, as she loft E‘im.
heédoh lzogzguwhile,. C}eveland knelt there, with his
o Pon his hand. His heart beat so vie-
ently, that he could not think calinly.  When hi
f::ises tg;'ew more subdued, he realized- that }(::31 (I;(;
yet love the beautiful eveature who had ust Jof
:zkme -—]-]-e b:iulllg :hought h(? might do so— andf for het:
o Hp—-s[w ., ry. Of Effie he thogght with a cuﬂ-
ne s 0‘100:1 lfnw;?rthy; yet Vthere was®still a des-
o aud t,’md _lm ‘IVS. heart. 1t wpu]d yet take all
e triumd 1( l-tle skill of Isabel Linn to complete
vy }{);)W nfh had sent her, quive:ing, joyous,
o b;]-:;s ; 1 py,. o0 her chamber, to hide her tumuli-
in solitude.

intf); l?:i;;‘; ji]:tyoung man arose and stepped out
g e o 0ry, to soothe his mingled feelings
among b fow 1. There, close by the door, lying
: g the bright blossoms, pale and still, was t]
roken-hearted and devoted Effic, She ha,d, ’IS o
that had passed within: and, when she iwniflentliitl

- less.

. wine

> her.
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carnest question of Cleveland’s, and saw

last, low,
ér mother’s hand,

him sink upon the floor and clasp h
the strong purpose which had upheld her gave way,
and she fell, insensible, ameng the fair flowers ~— none
of them so lovely yot so blighted as herself.

Her Tover looked upon her, for a moment, motion-
She had grown very thin since he saw her last;
traces of heart-suffering were on her transparent fore-
head, and pale lips, and wasted form. In a moment,
he felt that he had wronged her— that she was and
had been very unhappy — and for what causec? He
resolved now to know, if it was not oo late. He took
her in his arms, and bore her into the drawing-room—
took a chased-gold bottle of salts from the table, and -
sat down on the sofa, supporting her head on his

breast, and chafing her hands, and applying the salts
Still she did not stir, though her

to her nostrils.
A glass of

pulse beat faintly in her delicate wrist.
stood on a small stand, near by — some of this

he poured between ber lips—and, after a few anxious

Vit

moments, she gave a faint sigh, then breathed gently,

and unclosed her eyes. '
The face of her lover bent above her — his deep

eyes were looking with unutterable tenderness upon

- «(leveland, is it you? dol rest here?” she uttered
aud, with a blissful smile, she pressed her head
11%

i

faintly,
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closer on his bosom, half clasped him with her arms,
and closed her eyes again,

“1 did not think I should ever nestle here again —
yet you love me still! you have come 10 me to tell
me how entirely T am yours!”

The young man replied to her low murmur, with
fervent kisses on the sweet brow that had grown so
pale and spiritual.  She loved him yet — he knew
it, now-—yet, like a sharp dagger, came the remem-
brance of the past scene ! it was that which had
taken the breath from the young lips of Effie. What

showld he do? He was false to her, if it was but for
a4 moment, and she knew it — aye, and another knew
it, and rejoiced in it. His brow contracted with pain.
Oh, how he longed to have this mystery eleared
away, for he felt there was a nystery !
anxiously for the fair creature,
strength fo tell him all.

Suddenly the young girl pressed her hands upon

he sustained, to gain

her temples!

“I feel such agony here!” she exclaimed —
‘before her supporter could prevent her, she sprang
from him and stood in the center of the apartment,

Her eyes were now wide open and brilliant, and

her cheeks were red, and clear, and hot, and her fore-
head pale.

“ Mother! mother! mother! »

and,

she moaned, clasping

He waited .
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! how
her hands piteously, “ do not be so cruel! See‘. h(l "
you-lure him away from me ! Al.l, mofnhe'r. I};ee
look like a beautiful serpent enchantlr'rg hlr.n. e
your‘great eyes burning down into his! 1 told you.

i ! and
T would die, mother, if you took him from me! 2

i ' art —* there is
look!” pressing her hands on her he

such a pain here, that I llzlﬁm(rl | a;:l,flying! Dymgj-
me!

dyi(rlllg,vrgzgifr:higie{zg atethe unnaturally brilliant
eyes ethat' were fixed upon him with a gzze fft;:;

voach and feverish agony — h.e shuddere z; e
. 1d look and burning form— his Effie was d.e 1r1;ut{.)
g:.lt he would not summon help yet-—-hlia. WISh:ter |
- hear from her raving lips the whole ofi th‘IS maid ﬂz;
The young girl now came a step toward him,

} ¥

] ine!
troubled, and tender, and pleading!

“ My own Cleveland! do not look so coldly ]1)1{;;1;
me! for sweet mercy’s sake! turn away thatb 11l '

1;' I did not mean to be cold to you-—bel ev
. idid not: and, when X saw you look so despair-
i h! Olevéland, my heart was breaking! slowly,
o li) aking! But she bade me do so, dearesn—'—- |
. relle,d ine! I plead to the stars, and they‘dul
" (fomP? 1 prayed to the angels, and they heard me
e 1! Ij:ruell cruel! It is terrible, to see you
TlOtk_';om'uc‘lao'I not shrink and quiver before your gaze?
look 0-— .

1.
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Oh, Cleveland, 1 shall shriek out, if you, do not pity
me and forgive! See, I am at your feet — at your
feet, Cleveland! " _

The young girl was. kueeling at his feet, with her
pale, thin hands outstretched to him — her whole face
was brilliant )Nith fever, and softened by its pleading
expression. It would have touched a heart of stone
to have seen that burning, beautiful, mournful face!
If the mother had Witn§ssed it, it might have smote
her heart! The lover’s breast hardly held its burst-
ing emotions.  “ Oh, curses on that beauiiful de-
cetver! curses on my silly self |” he exclaimed, in the
bitterness of anger and remorse, -
~ “You curse me, Cleveland ? » said the poor girl, in
a reproachful voice, clasping his knees, and hiding'her
wild, sad face. ,

“ Curse you for my own mad folly ? Dearest, look
upon me! see! [ am beseeching you to listen to me!
I love you so tenderly — so dearly !~ |

He took her up.from the floor, and supported her
in his arms, trying to soothe her and make her com-
prehend him,

“Is it indeed you, Cleveland ? have you come to
take me from my dreadful mother? Ah! she de-
ceived you so terribly that it broke my heart! Let
us sit down and talk about it.” |

They sat down on the sofa, and he held her.
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« Hark ! I hear the flowers in the conservatory
laughing and singing, because you love me yet,' a.nﬁ
will take me away! I am so happy—-my heart s a
in a flutter— my brain is burning-—T d-o yf)u hear them
laugh? Ah! they are moaning—.-—lt. is 1ot ?{oujl-—yi::.
must be my poor mother. Yes, it 18 you, (‘Jlevc and!
1 hear your deep Voic_e-—my mother’s voice 1s sweet.er,
but it is deceitful. I do not love her; do you, dear:
est? Now I remember, you told her you ?Nouid love
her, and it made my heart ache; but Vi-fe' :wﬂl love ]ixe;
together, and — are you here, dear? it is so dark,

: see you!” |
Gdéxtiz she);ani( against him more heavily, and mur-(
mured inarticulately. He had heard enough ?o set.
his soul on fire; and, very much alarmed at the illness

 of his Effie, he laid her carefully on the sofa, felt her

throbbing temples, and hurriedly rang the bell.
« Oall Mrs. Linn,” he said to the ser}rant.
In a short time, Isabel came back' mto. the apart-
ment, with a soft blush.and a Jook of inquiry.
« Your daughter is ill,” he said, almost stern(lly.h
The haughty woman turned pale, z'md woul ‘ ;we_ |
stammered out a question, but, p.asm{lg her wit t:
coldlbow, Cleveland Merefort hurried into the streets,
hem with restless steps., -
aniﬂﬁiﬁ{iid him yet—oh, joy! but Effie was very 111;
and would not probably live—oh, unutterablf‘zr agony!

<.
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CHAPTER 1IV.

IT was the crisis of the fevezl!

Ifrofound silence was in the marble mansion of
7Mrs. Linn.  Tn one of the lower apartments, with his
facej buried in the arms which were folded over a
cha}r, knelt Cleveland MerefOrt—*wa;itino‘ in- intense
anxiety for the messenger who should bet;u' the fatal

or joyful tidings — moving not S
his suspense, g not, scarcely breathing in

In the chamber above, the sick girl lay sleepiﬁg -

The nurse, physiician, and mother were gathered
Iaround her bed. Wasted, and pale, and still, she
ay on the white pillows; the breath i ,
. ’ t

on her pallid lips, ) 3“3' et

The mother sat with her head drooped on her
hands, watching the face of her child, God forgive
her! but, as she looked upon that sweet but deathly
- face, there was a hope in her heart, which she dared
not acknowledge to herself, that the erisis might not
be favjorable! deeper emotions than those called up
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by the situation of Ther child agitated her, though her
" face was pale 'and calm. She feared —indeed, she

knew — that the man she loved must know all, for his

stern look, and the incoherent ravings of Effie, con-

vinced. her of this. _

Very, very fullible and slender, therefore, were the
hopes she entertained of now succeeding. A tem-
pest of varying passions — love, anger, SOITOW, Mo~
tification, revenge — every feeling by turns burned in
her bosom. :

After a long, weary watch, the sleep of the invalid
was broken. She unclosed her eyes; in an instant,
the doctor was bending over her. m

«She will live, madam,” he said, after a moment.
of suspense. , '

« Ah, heaven be praised!”. said the nurse; and,.
approaching "Mrs. Linn, she Whispered, “There is a
young gentleman down stairs, in a dreadful fret. to
hear from our dear young lady — shall I send word,
that she is better, and will get well?”

The mother started and changed countenance.

«1 will go myself, and tell him this happy news,”
she said; and, kissing. her daughter’s forehead, she
hurried from. the room.

Tt was a great effort for her to appear calm, as she
entered the room where Cleveland was yet kneeling,
But she need not have striven so hard, for he had
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. that moment forgotien his position toward her, When

she entered, he sprang up,

“Tell me instant] i ‘
lying 27 antly, Mrs, Lmn —oh, speak! is she
“The crisis is past — the
out of danger! ”
The lover clasped his hands fervently.

And now, dear one,” sajd the lady, with the smile |

of an angel, “ now, that this anxiety is over,

want to talk of all that has happened
separated by this unfortunate illness.”
Mr. Merefort declined the seab
& cold, impatient air. :
* “Can I not be permitted to look

sufferer — my Effie?” he asked,
Isabel did not blush, nor frown,

»her everlasting, beautiful smile,
;‘ Ah, I scarcely know ! any excitement miohi——»
But she shall not see me — I will not .
terrupted the lover eagerly.
discreet.” f. :
The lady oround bt & |
ey y g her teeth secretly, bui smiled
“ Come, then; but I will n |
y 5 ot an

“doctor,” she said. | e for

He followed her with a beating heart; and

since we were
she proffered, with
upon the poor

but replied, with

speak,” in-
“ Believe me, I will be

you to the

silen tly-

physician pronounces her

b we can -
again i
gain spend a charming hour together. Sit here —I

FROM WESTERN WOQODS. 261

entering' the sick room, stood by the bedside, concealed
by the curtain. _ ‘
Ob, his darling, beautiful, suffering Effie! He would.
live givén a fortune, had he possessed it, to press
that wasted form to his breast, and see a smile on that
pale, pure check. Still, and colorless, and exquisitely
lovely she” lay — so motionless and pure, like a rare

statue, only more spiritual, more transparent, '

« Doctor,” she said, faintly, as they all gazed on
her, « have 1 been very ill?”

«Yes, my dear lady; but you must not speak
now.” ' o -
She moved her eyes slowly, till they fell on her

mother’s face. .
«“You here, my dear mother?” and, as her eyes

still wandered, they rested on the countenance of her
lover, who, in his agitation, had 'advanced within sight;
a faint, sweet smile shone then from those large eyes—
“and you, too, Cleveland? then mother has repented.

" You are mine! bless you, bless you, mother! ”’ she

almost whispered, she was. so weak.
No one heard her, but the two interested. Mrs.

Linn turned white. -~
« The young lady must cease talking,” here inter-

rupted the doetor. R .
Effie made an effort to extend her hand fo her

betrothed, as he was turning away; he took it, held-

-
u
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it a moment tenderly, looking down jnto those loving,
languid eyes, with mournful interest ; then taried
away, and lef; the house, despite the still placid ip-
vitation of the lady to remain,

After he departed, Mrs, Linw’s tender smile vap.
ished, She went to her room, closed the door, and
paced hurriedly to ang fro. The mask of sweetness
was thrown aside, and jt was frightful to see hep in
the paroxysms of mortification and disappointment,
‘She tore her magnificent hair, il hung i dishev-
eled masses around hey haughty form; she bit her
convalsed lips til} they were stained with blood; she
snatched off hey jewels and ﬂung them away; she
stamped her delicate feet till they were blistered ; she
tore the mmuglin drapery from her beautiful arms, ang
the folds of silk ang linen from ‘hey swelling, passion-
ate, wild, mad heart! She threw herself prostrate on
the floor, with her black Iocks and torn garments
streaming atound her, Thep she arose, and lifjed up,

in threatening grandeur, her elenched hand, Splendid,

yet, degrading sight! passiong that, eultivated and re-
strained, would have made her sublime in womanly
power, now raging uncontrolled—-—wrecking and con-
Vulsing their fair tenement !

hateful fury, dehaged by ang
her teeth and tearing herself;

One moment she wag g
er and malice, grinding
the neﬁzt, she was terri.
bly, touchingly beautify] — g anguish, and sorrow, ang.

AP
T itk i s A 3
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regret, at this blighting qf her first, st;qngnl:isre;vzf;’ ,
tated her. Then the dark lfjteslv;egrelz sl}i‘z:v trei e
I i ity of agony, their long . s i !
::1 iﬁelzzjx?:;i};ed bf}owz; then her burning lips lﬁl\:
ed, and her small hands pressed hgr throbbing
Z:)‘;o:n; then the attitude of that superb form was
UIOEII;(;? tt]:i i:itm:i]e excited woman gav'e herself }:11:
to this uncontrolled outbreak of her emotlgns;in V\Zh:t
dreadful thoughts suggested therr'lselves }u :;};m ,
time, who_shall say ? That she .dzd cu_lfseb 1irw}:etier
ter for falling' ill, for getting Weﬂ, is true—bu impbssi”
darker thoughts of yet making that recove?; impossh
ble, brooded in her blackened soul, thg ethat ot
followed only witnessed to. We II(?O: Batouy
things have transpirle((fi, and ;I;zigid in 1 s L
assionate, unprincipled, unco — he lov
i(,‘)‘zmghtér’s affianced, aug’l;atziltzztlg:;ilt:; ;ew oo
ely exhausled, Isa
selﬁififze:));(;,xand'feﬂ into a multering Sh:lmbel;:u:t
late the next day when she awoke.. She sp ,. Vi
:‘szn her couch, and hastened to the mirror. .Itr g,%;m
‘tfadk her featurcs pale and hagge:lrd; l;t:'rehi t;vauy .
d-stained, bh‘er eyes heavy —t rere ,, lly -
::1:; ir three wrinkle_s on that l?eaut'lfu’l} fi\.e;urmumd.
~ «Tgwill never do to indulge m-thls, s :: "
«] look ten years older than I did yesterday.

-
.
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. 8o she washed her complexion in as many soothing
creams as Henry the Third was. onee in the habit of
doing, and applied rose-balm to her wounded lips, and
gathered up her disheveled hair in a French twist;
then throwing herself again on the bed, brooded an
hour over her dark thoughts, before she rang for her
breakfast and her dressing-maid.

From that time forward, for several days, the
haughty, cold, and indifferent manner of Isabel was
changed for one of gentleness and suavity, at least,
before Cleveland, who came every day, as Effie grew
stronger, to sit beside her couch, sometimes silently
holding her hand, sometimes reading to her, and some-

times ﬁviii_spering dear words which brought a faint

hue of happiness to the cheek of the invalid. Isabel
even took the lover to her boudoir one day, and hum-
bled herself. before him, eonfessing, with penttential
sorrow, that she had been the cause of Effie’s illness,
but that she had no idea that so mere a child was
really so interested — that her own wild love blinded
her, but that now she saw the wrong, and had made
a great effort, for her child’s sake, to smother her own
feelings, and she thought she had conquered them —
when Effie was well enough, they would have a wed-
ding — she could smile now, to see her two children
wed one another.
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and went away
his bethrothed
and blushed,

Cleveland pitied and forgave her,
with a heart full of joy, to talk Po
about it; and the‘invalid,\ to0, smiled

and seemwsd a great deal better.
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CHAPTER v,

GLEVELAND MEREFORT was threading his way

' thr?uglx oue of the miserable hy-streets of hig
native city. Though he was not ' p
a heart

1

a rich man, he had
- a.nd a purse for the suffering; and now, with
his fine, 1nte]l§ctua1 face beaming ;vith kindne;s h

was on g visit to one of the poor men he had at s:)me
time employed, who was now sick, As he turned z

.corner in the dirty street, a lady, in a plain, dark dress

and thick vail, glided before him i
him. He ws ghded “before him, without Perceiving

Watcl_zed her with interest, wondering if
she, too, was bent on a charitable errand—-for t} tgli
was elegant and. fastidious he saw, wos in
this low part of the city. Her w’h
spite the plain dress, was so hg
that he at-onee was almost suy:
Mrs, Linn,

though she wag in
ole demeanor, de-
ughty and graceful,
e that théf lady was

After preceding him for a short distance,
a' momel?t, and then entered, with a hesita:
dingy house, which, the young man at once
was the abode of a- necrom

she paused

recollected,
ancer; and dealer in love

ting step, a - -
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and fhate philters.  Convinced that it was Mrs. Linn,
e strove to conjecture her errand, but was af a loss.
He proceeded on his mission of mercy, and then
wended his way to. the residence of his dear invalid.

Effie was now so strong that she came down every
day and sat in the easy chair, in the back drawing-
room — the pleasant room that opened into the con-
servatory. ‘ *

As he was now in the ‘habit of doing, Cleveland
entered the hall without ringing the bell, and going
first into the front drawing-room, he paused a moment,
when he saw that the inner door was half open, to
look, unperceived, upon the fair sufferer.

She sat by the open window, with her head resting
on her pale hand. She wore a pale blue morning-
dress — her hair was pushed -back wearily from her
forchead, and # slight flush of anticipated pleasure,
probably, was on her clear, soft cheek. As we said
before, her face was the purest thing out of heaven !-—
and now, spiritualized yet more by suffering, it was
unearthly in its loveliness. ‘

While the lover, with suspended breath, was feed-
ing his soul on_this rare beauty, he saw, through the
partially-closed door, Mrs. Linn .enter behind Effie,
holding something, wrapped in paper, in her hand.
Her bonnet and vail were cast aside, but it was the
same dark breath, She paused at a stand where

-
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stood some cooling drink for the invalid, and pouring
some of this from the cut-glass pitcher into a sifver
cup, she dropped the contents of the paper into the
goblet. Had it not been that her hand trembled so
violently, and that she grew so deathly pallid, he
would have supposed, of course, that it was some pow-
der prescribed.  But her face wore such a strange
expression, and she pressed her hand to her heart, as
if to strengthen some purpose, that immediately the
thought of the visit to the necromancer flashed over
him.  He grew quite faint at the thought, and leaned
against the wall, still Watchfng the inner room. When
the mother grew more calm, she went to her daughter
and kissed her cheek. '

“You are a little feverish this morning, I fear,”
she said kindly,

“No, Mother, I feel better — almost well,” was the
reply. ' _ *

“I will roll the stand here, where you can drink
when you are thirsty,” continued the lady, and, doing
as she said, she left the room, remarking—« (léveland
will be here soon, T suppose.”

The sweet girl blushed, and, as the door closed after
her parent, ere the blush faded, Cleveland entered
and called it back again.

He sat 2 moment or two, conversing pleasantly,

“So you are almost well, are you, deapest? T -

+

I
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heard your mother say you must drink this bsv}fi‘rag: ;
so, as you are well enough to tease now, I shall gi
it all to the canaries and lap-dog,” and the Iovef-dan;s'e
and took the silver cup in his ha.nd. He said this
playfully, and the invalid smiled brightly. .
“Very well, Sir Torment,” she responded, .dy f
will fail to tease me there —I am ha;')py -tol })elnft E,
it. Doubtless there is some bitter potion in it, left by

our Alsculapius.” ‘ ) .
« Nevertheless I shall feed it to your pets;” he said,

o if only to try the effect of the good doctor’s drugs -

on them.” | A
And laughing, he emptied the contents o P

into the china dishes on each side t.he giided’cageloif

the golden warblers, and the rest 11Tto~ th'e gqrce :hz

plate of little Fidele. Then he-filled it agam rom .the

pitcher, and watered a portion of the.plants‘ mf .

conservatory, and set the gqblet. back wﬂ:h a gay face.
12
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OHAPTER VI.

“

14 you place’ entire confidence in what I say ?
.Belzeve me, it is only necessity that urges me—a press-
Ing necessity, which I keep from vou, for v \
happiness.” ' ! ’ , o

“1 do trust you, Cleveland; but it is so strange,
Zhen we were to have been married in a few weeks
propose so strauge a step! Tell me o, Cloveland,
or I can not decide, , eveldn'd’
The lovers sat in a little sylvan temple, Which-t‘ne
costly taste cf Mzs. Linn had caused to be erected in
the center of the grounds. It was a lovely September
afternoon. They ‘supposed they were entirely alone—
but, Isabel, coming herself to summon the young
couple to tea, heard the eager questions of the gentle-
man, and paused to listen outside the doorway, whi;:h
was mad.e of marble in the shape of two sweet statues,
~with their hands linked together overhead, - . ’
) “ Qh, Eﬂie, Effie! T can not tel] you anything,
except that’ the rcason is good. Do not hesimtz :

FFIE, dear, can not you trust me? can not

i
=

AT AR e S
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then — be mine to-night — and to-morrow we will be
far away on our journey to a southern home. ~ When

T tell you, Effie, that it is for your own safety and

welfare, you will not refuse me.” ‘

“Leave my home, my mother, for ever—be mar-
sied secretly — go to the south — conceal from my
mother where I am? Oh! Cleveland, it is not possi-
ble! it can not be —” ,

« Speak, dearest! what do you suspect ? ”?

«You have not by accident committed — you have

 not — tell me, have you committed some terrible

crime ?”

«Oh! Effie, then you do not confide in me, when
I tell you that I have done nothing wrong. You will
not place yourself in my keeping now, under circum-
stances a little darkened; yet, In a few ‘weéks, you will
trust your happiness {o me. If you can not consent
now to give all to me, I can not accept the gift at a
more fitting time. I have told you that I have done
all this- for you. "I have made sacrifices for your
happiness. I would willingly tell you all now, only
that 1 assure you it is better that you should not
know. Effie, do you believe me?” \

«T do, I do! But my mother —my lonely, deso-
late mother —my home —to leave them for ever!”

“Do you love them better than him you have

promised to wed 27

»
4.
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The young girl burst into tears,
. « Pearest, my own sweet one,” pleaded the lover,
“ 1_t' is cruel, I know, to tear you away from them,
It is natural that you should hesitate, I hardly, m
self, realized this, the necessity was so very great.y’ th
“you n-mst go; you must be mine ﬁd—night. And, if
you will not feel satisfied without, you shall.know jehe
cause: though, I assure you, you would be happier in
lgnorance. Yet, rather than that you shoula suspect
me of any crime, I will tell you all” ’
“‘:NO’ no!” interr_upted the lovely gitl, “tell me
nothing! T will trust to the words you have spoken
Heart and soul are yours already, and, if you say s |
to-night I will be yours!” S
And she hid her blushing facein hi
mmg‘ i B .b ushing face'in his bosom, trem-

At this moment, Mrs, Linn stood in the temple.

A scornful smile was on her lip, and her eyes flashed

fire.

“So, my grateful, loving little bird is ooj |
s , g litile bird is going to fly -
away, is she? I shall have to fasten her cage~door§ :

to-night.  Can Mr. Merefort explai
: ' am th i
this sensible freak ? P e e of
Effie .l'ifted up helj»_face, which was pale now, instead
of blushing, and stood with her eyes cast down. She
had:a.lnwayg -feared her mother, and as she heard her
speak in that distinct and hissing tone, she clung closer
-
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to her iover. She felt that those great, fiery cyes
would annihilate her if she looked up.

« can not explain, Mrs. Linn,” said the young man
firmly, “ you have given your child to me, and L claim

her now.” _
«1 retract the promise then,” was the disdainful

reply. 1 did not anticipate this; it was not part of

the contract. - Can you tell what one so miserably,
wretchedly poor as you, is to do with that dainty,
delicate, luxurious child? You are very -discreet,
Effie! »* she added, with an accent of bitter scorn.

. «Mother!” said that fair girl, with unusual firm-
ness, “you chose riches, and how are you repaid ?
My choice is love!” and her small hand sought that

of her lover. i

«Bless you Bffie,” said the joung man, folding his
arms around her. N
~ « Effie will ‘stand without your aid; if you please,”
said the mother haughtily. _ _k '

The proud man pressed her closer, looked up 2t the
excited woman with a calm smile:. Henceforth her
home is here,” he said with dignified tenderness.

« Tt is & home which ill befits the daughter of Isabel
Linn,” was the sneering reply. I have o presenti-
ment that my dainty child will not live very long, under

such gentle care!” And a flash of dark triumph inade

the beautiful fiend look awful.

s
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Cleveland looked steadily in those triumphant eycs,
and said with slow and distinet emphasis,

“I have a presentiment that she will live longer
even in my humble home, than under the care of her
affectionate mother. That the potions received from
David, the necr,omancer,"are not healthy for such del-
icate creatures, let the late death of your flowers, your
canaries, and your lap-dog testify 1"

Effie looked up with a startled and frightened look,
turning as white as a lily, as she met her mother’s gaze.

For 2 moment the betrayed and discomfited woman
stood motionless, growing paler and more pale, her
great, dark eyes were distended and her lips parted;
then pressing her hands over her mouth, as if to repress
the thrilling scream which burst forth, she sunk slowly
down to the floor.

“ My mother!” murmured Effie, kneeling beside her,
. as she saw a crimson torrent of blood gush from the

lips of the magnificent but fatally-thwarted womian.

The bloodvessel which buarst, proved fatal; the ph}-
sician, speedily summoned, could not save her; and erc
the morning broke, she was dead.

“ Forgive — forgive!” ‘she. faintly whispered, some

hours before she expired. And Effie and Cleveland -

heard her, and pressed her cold hands.
Her death was an accident— so people thought —
W caused by falling, and receiving an internal i injury,

FROM WESTEEN WOODS. 273

When (he bright form of Isabel Linn was sl'lrouded
for the coffin, bitterly, bitterly Effie wept over it. She
had already forgotten the great crime her mother bad
meditated against her; and Cleveland shuddered and
wept too, for his Effie’s sake.

The life of Isabel had been a mockery; for she wor-
shiped riches and was rewarded accordingly. She was
buried with funeral pomp; and that was the end of all

No, not yet the end; nor yet quite n mockery: for
Isabel was a mother ! —mother to the pure, the angel-

like and surpassingly-lovely wife of the gified Cleveland
Merefort; the sweet woman who lived; so many years

to dispense mercies with her delicate hands,
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EDITH MANFRED,

e

PART FIRST. =

0

‘ i s . ] |
| { A by, religious light ” floated through the Kittle
i chapel‘; that stood amid 2 group of grénd old
rees in th'e spacious grounds of Manfred Mansion, i
Wwas morning, and the maria
performed in the chapel,

The bride was a fair, slight, delicate

Hhe b lig creature of
nineteen, and looked wonderfully beautiful as she

stood at. the altar, beside the tall, elegant, intellectyal
man vwrho held- her trembling little hand,. She “a
the frailest, sqftgst'being that ever wore bridal ﬂow: N
and exceedingly lovely; her form was like a sp; 'tl:s,
in its flress of gossamer Jace, and was shadc:iwedp;1 .
long, rich vail, floating from her beautiful hair, d JTIa
brown and sifken, that was parted simply vt b

pale forchead, and done up in over her

glossy bands around

ge coremony was being -
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her head. Her large, blue eyes rested upon the floor,

_ and their long black lashes on her flushed checks.

MThere was more than one among the guests, who,
wrapt and silent, gazed uwpon her spiritual expression
and fragile beauty, who almost forgot that she was of
earth, and turned away, at the close of the evening,
with a sigh, and with a-feeling that one so gentle and
delicate was not long for the cherishing of love below.
But no'one could have thought at that happy hour,
that there was a strange, mysterious drama fo be
acted out with the help of that blissful, and beautiful
creature, ‘

The. relatives of the bride stood near her. The
mother was a pale, sweet woman, youthful in appear-,
ance, and aristocratic, though gentle. She looked
‘upon her daughter with the yearning; tearful, coreful

' expression of natural love. The father gave away

the bride. He was a noble, and rather bandsome
man, with merry, hazel eyes, and a laughiﬁg mouth.
Though an Englishman, living in America, he was
noither baughty nor insolent, but humorous,. refined,
educated, and altogether an interesting man.

Close clinging to her mother’s hand, a little girl of
eight years old, looked up with wondering smiles and
tears, to the timidly happy face of her beautiful sister:

" Then she turned her eyes to the proud man who was

to take her sister from her, and whispered to her
12% ' -

-
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mother, with an expression of childish feeling in her
face: — &

“Mamma, if brother Herbert marries Edith, ean ¢

he marry me sometimes too ? :

This child looked like her father; her dancing curls
of gold promised to deepen to soft brown, and her
dark eyes had the same merry and intelligent expres-
sion that always beamed from his, She was his pet;
but Edith was his wonder — his idol — his tender
thought — almost his religion.  These, then, were
the relatives; the small chapel was filled with the few
friends who lived near — there not being more than'a
dozen neighbors in the surrounding country,

When the solemn rites were concluded, Edith raised

her eyes to her husband’s face, with an expres-
sion of happy and immeasurable love., That soft, pure
glance seemed to fill the place with its tender radi-
ance, and, timid though it was, it foll Jike corroding
poison on the soul of one of the guests,

-He:was a dark-looking man of thirty, with a coun-
tenance developed with Imany virtues, and more viceg—
passionate, gentle, fierce, sensual, spiritual—a strange
blending of uncommon and splendid gifis, and low
desires. In the depths of bhis gray-blue eye, in the
curving of his mouth, in his massive forehead, and
heavy brow, lay an expression of mighty power, for
good and evil,- '
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VOnce, only, he had sued for the hz.tpd of Edith
Manfred, She had gently refused him, when he
knew that her affections belonged to none other; a
marr of his perceptions could not but understand «t‘l}e
almost loathing of her shrinkingmannelr, ?hough, with
intuitive gentleness, she strove to copceal it. -

He accepted her refusal, and went away, ne.ver_
troubling her again; and, though she felt, at ihe time
of his proposal, how strongly he lmn.ed her, yeii she now
supposed him to have forgotten his lhopleless passion.

But when she turned away her beautiful eyes frqm
her husband’s face, by chance she met the fixed gaze
of her old lover, and she shuddered and turned pale.’
He smiled as he saw the effect of ‘his glance. - h?hc
turned yet paler at that mysterious and noi IOV}ng
smile, and pressed closer to her chosen.,ones Jsuie.

But those who observed the change, attributed it to,

natural emotion. .
Before the guests departed, the bride-cake was cut,

and distributed. K
«T have found the ring, and, of course, will be max-

ried first, will I not, Mrs. Herbert Delaney 2 |
Again the bride started -— partly to hear her new

name, and partly at the tone and manner of the deep

votce and look; the fortunate finder was her old ;over,

Burt McSweeney,

-
s
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PART SECOND.

| NOT.HIN G could execed the happiness of the young
‘ bnde,l during the first three weeks of the marria g
Herbert had taken her to the city, and placed hergin-
a fashionable boarding-house, They were to femain
ther(_a during the winter; affording him an opportunity
to withdraw from business, as a popular lawyer: thﬁ
parents of Edith were so unwilling to part with.he
that he had consented to make his home with thel::

When a young man, and Edith was g mere babe,
} td

Mr. Manfred, from faney, or a deeper reason, left

Iinglz?nd for our country, and chose the beautiful
sitnation where he now resided,'a,dding all that wealth
could, to make it the most elegant country-ééat in the
state. They lived very retired, himself and his yen-
tle and lovely wife, so that Edith had seen but ]?tt]
of the world at the time she was married, e
A purer, sweeter, more enthusiastic young creature
. mever existed, than the lovely Edith. Three weeks
after her marriage, she sat in a ]uxuriously-furnished.

e T R TN T
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voom on the first floor of their boarding-house. " She
sat near the window, but was not looking out; her
eyes were drooped in a reverie, and her expressive
face wore a look of the most unutterable bliss and
joy. Since she came to the city, she had been in a be-
wilderment of happiness. Every thing she saw was
novel and delightful—the leisure hours of her husband
were spent in showing the wonders of the city. This
task to him was exceedingly pleasant, for not only did
her rare beauty and grace excite the most profound
admiration, but a new phase of happiness was revealed
to him, through the genius, taste, enthusiasm, and
childish, artless enjoyment of his young wife. And to
be with him, and have such a world of scenes and
new emotions and thoughts to enjoy, made her heart

light and happy, and her sweet face radiant. It was
- not foolish, thoughtless happiness, but pure and ra-
" tional; and the radiance was such as shines forth

from but few of the beautiful faces on carth — for to
but few is given Edith’s power of loving, or her inno-
cence, or her genius, | ‘ )

When Herbert was absent during those happy
days, she would sit for hours dreaming over his com-

~ ing, his words, his looks, the past, the future; and

the days were not long enough for her to dream, and
muse, and - love. Sometimes the feeling would come
over her that she was too happy; and she would

a
LI
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cover her innocent face with those little, soft hands,
and pray that she might not love too much.

Thus passed the time till the day she sat b-y the
window, awaiting the retwrn of her husband. Pres-
ently he came, and she bounded to meet him. = There
was the wonted kiss, and the fair creature led him
to the sofa,

“Edith,” he said, as they sat down, “I must leave
you in a few moments, to be gone three days. It is
too, too bad, is n't it, dear Edith? but I hope these
ugly business arrangements will some time be com-

. pleted, and then —”

He did not finish, but holding her dear face softly |

in his hands and bringing it close to his own, looked
tenderly into the eyes already brimming with tears.

“I shall not have the heart to go, if I see tears,”
he continued; -“and you know I would not leave: you
a moment, but from necessity. You should go with
me, dearest, but it is bitter cold, and I shall be too
busy to take care of you.” :

“But I have never even thought of your goih'o
away, Herbert,” said the young w1fe, with an effort to
smile. &

“8ee! the cars leave in twenty minutes;” he said,
taking out his watch. «I shall surely be home at
three o’clock day after to-morrow. And there is an
old acquaintapee of yours in the city, who will eall on
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you; I gavé him our address; it is Burt McSweeney,”
and he rose to go.
_ « Burt McSweeney,” said Edlth with an mvoluntary

shudder.
«Do w’t you like him, my love?*” .
“No, Herbert, 1 always had a dread of hzm 1do

* not know why. I presume it is foolish, but I can ’t

help it. Oh, Herbert, I feefl so dreadful to have you °
leave me now!” | -

«Dreadful! ” said the husband with a smile, press-
ing the fond creature to his side. She clung to him
as if the parting was for years.

There was a_ passionate embrace, and the: yom'ngn
man hurried from the room, while Edith sank weeping
upon the sofa.

Suddenly the door again ofened, and Herbert re-en-
‘tered; a sharp pang of agony had thrilled through his
heart as he left the presence of his wife—a feeling he
did not understand — only it prompted him to return
and look on her again. She sprang toward him, and

again there was a quick, close, convulsive embrac_e —
and he was gone.
The next day, as Herbert had mentioned, Burt
McSweeney called on Mrs. Delaney. -

She received him with gentle politeness, inquiring
sfter her friends, and anxiously after her loved parents.
He, in turn, was formal, polite, and vather kind, His

H
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© manner was peculiar, yet fascinating. There was not
a smile to make her turn pale, nor a look to make her
shudder; she thought him far more ‘pleasing than
ever before, and almost forgot her former involuntary
dread. He had so much to say to her about her
friends, that as he rose to go, she begged him to sit
longer, and tell her of every thing that had transpired

since she left Manfred mansion, adding in conclusion,

“I am very lonely without Herbert.” _
He resumed his seat, and said with & smile, “ Then
you have already learned not to live without him?”
“Oh! T could not part from him long,” replied the
young wife, turning her large eyes upon the peculiar
face of her visitor. Again he smiled, and, after half
an hour’s further conversation, rose and retired.

The night of that day was remarkably cold. There “

was a brisk, piercing, intense air, full, as it were, of icy

- needles stinging the poor to death. It was one of

those still, dark nights that chills the wanderer, makes -
the insurance company think of fires, and causes the
poverty-siricken to suffer and die. That night Edith
Manfred prayed fervently for her absent husband,
and then nestling among the warm pillows, slept,
soundly and swegtly. ’ ‘ '
Toward three o’cloek in the morning, the cry of fire
rang through one of the streets of the city, A erowd

gatheljed—--the firemen came ——it was the fashionable
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hoarding-house in which young Edjth sl.cpt. Outf 1rft.(:
the'freezing air, hurried the half—clzj;d. inmates; }Ti‘ ;_
was a terrible night for five; and, giving up all opc
of saving that building, the firemen directed Flmn
fl: those adjoining. .
eﬂ(';lirzo:vvzli not manjy boarders in the house; it
accommodated but a- certain number; and, as they
grouped together for a moment, they looked Vupon
;mch other to see if all were jchere. o
~ Suddenly arose the ery from among them, “ ];
bride! the bride! Mrs. Delaney! she is m.)t here! she
is lost!” The crowd took up the terrible burdflan,
shouting her name in terror; but the?e was no replzlr
Hundreds surrounded the now all-in-a-blaze build-

ing A daring fireman mounted to her Windo“f; bu(;,
it was of no avail, for the tlhmes burst ‘from' 1.t and_
drove kim back. The fire seemed to have originated

in her chamber. o ‘ | )
The ladies of the house, fainting with terror, were

borne away. But, long after‘the hounse was consunm:a(:i
a orowd of persons, pale and agitatec-i, stood arounf
the spot where it had been, talking, fn low tones, o

the terrible fate of the beautiful bnde; ‘and many
were still there when the morning came, 1d1y looking

on the smoking ruins. , B
« Married bub three weeks, I am told, and very

young!” said one of the bystanders.

I
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“And her husband away-—how will he take it ?»
added another. o o

The next moment, a man forced his way through
the crowd, and stood by the speakers. 1t was Hor.
bert.  He had returned in the morning instead of
afternoon train. « What! a fire!” he exclaimed in
surptise.  “Can any one tell me where my wife, Mrs.
Delaney, was taken ?” he asked of one of the men. in
sudden agitation. o -

The man was a rude, coarse fellow, but even he
turned white in sympathy with the hushand,

There was profound stillness in the whole erowd.
Struck by this and the frightened appearance of the
men, with a terrible presentiment, Herbert leaned,
nearly fainting, against the person behind him,

“It is thought — that the firc — came from the
lady’s —» 7 \

“ What ?—what *—what ? » shricked Delaney.

Awed and terrified_ by his intense gaze, the poor
man made no reply.

“Speak!” cried Herbert, « speak! ”

“ Mrs. Delaney was — burned! » ,

At this: fnoment, a friend of the sufferer stepped
up, and, hastening to his side, exclaimed:

“For heaven’s sake! be a man, Delaney.”

“ Great God!” was the reply, in a voice so hollow
and awful, that the stoutest man there shivered as he

FROM WESTEREN WOODS, 287

heard it. As he spoke, he fell into the arms of his
i borne away.
fiiend, convulsed, and was wway .
That same afternoon, -just at sunset, a traveling.
carriage dashed up to the door of Mr. Manfred.
« O, papa! mamma! Edith’s come! I see Her-

- berb! ” shouted the little Annabel, bounding up the

steps. Before the glad parents reached fhe' door,
Herbert staggered in, but there was no Edlf}lll.

His burning eyes met those of the wondering pa-
rents;' he leaned silently against the wall, Pa}e and
changed, with a wild, almost insane expression upon -

his hollow countenance. )
« Where is our daughter ?** asked both the parents,

ine toward each other. . ~ .
tm;]Ie ?ooked at them, and, with a fearful smile, replied

slc;wly-— .
« She —is — dead

I»
H
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PART THIRD.

YEAR after these events, the Manfred family

returned to England. T
i . 1163 c()uld .
the place of such memories, Y not endure

¥
h't;he fnother looked feebler and less proud than
i erto; the father was now gray and old. Life and
gﬁz Isi:;med to flow quickly in but one bosom, that of
e, merry, beautiful Annabel; though even sh
was sad.dened by the grief of those arounz Herb -
wfent with them; and he was the most chal.m red el;' ellit
IHIS sparkling wit, his brilliant face, the glci'y o(;' zis.
ﬁlopes were chz}nged. He had recovered from the
Irst shock of his-desolation, and the illness that fol-
t;wed-—-but he Was a grave, silent man. A cloud
at could rot be dissipated, enveloped the sun of hj ;
cheerfulness; only a faint twilight glimmer stry crlelc?
jilrzugh the g:rloom_—— 1t was his gentle sweetgnaess.
Sa;ln; Sl: ;];et ];mdst ;)f this darkness of the mind, this
e soul, shone o o ioulan
- star, that carried him onwardi;]dli)tll‘ib?rf’ }?:if: o
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The old ancestral halls of the Manfred castle again
received the last descendants — the stricken parentsl
and the radiant child, destined to be the sunlight
of the hearth, and, with them, the man they loved
as a son. ) - '

Weeks and months passed away slowly.. It Was
necessary that Herbert should occupy his time and
mind, to preveni; his grief from injuring his health:-
and, under his direction, the old place grew bright
and beautiful. The most of his quiet hours were
passed in the library; and here the -young Anndbel -
would find him absorbed in books, or lost in thought.
Then she would tease him away fram them ; she
would even make him sometimes smile at her willful
caprice.  Over her parents, she exerted the same
happy influence, and somethirig, that was ‘almost gay-
ety, at times came over the group. Every day, their
only remaining child became dearer to the bereaved
parents; and, as she approached maidenhood, an affec-
tion, the most intense, because shadowed by sorn‘c:;w,
was centered in. her. | :

Annabel was 2 bewitching creature, with a heart
brimful of love and joy; with a crimson cheek and a
laughing, dark eye, and chestnut curls, and a bright,
sauey, yet loving, lip; in sweetness and purity like

Edith, yet different-—more proud, and not so spirit-
wal : So was her face something like her Jost sister’s;,

-
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when she was pensive, it was much so. Herbert 1 d
 to look at her and sigh heavily, -
If the.re was any thing which would call out the
Sympathies of her warm and passionate nature, it was
t}zg continual sadness upon the brow of De]ane’ Ionl
after lt‘ner’ parents began to smile, and even to pjlrz,ln fof’:
:{l:e future. Ever?r delicate attention, every running
ar, ever.y tender little action of the child — she waz
yet a child —went to soothe the dark soul of hei-
b.rother. When he was present, her eyes followed
his, her swestest smiles were for him, she sat by hi
at the table, she gathered flowers for his Winddw;:r "
In return, he taught her the most of her a(;com«

plishments — music, drawing, riding, the langnages, -
el

book-knowledge - he was her teacher in all
' She looked - particularly charming, ridfnq her splen-
dlfi steed, her long curls floating on the air, and her
fair cheeks plowing.  Herbert was always with her,
w]3¢n she went' out. He was a fine musician, and sh;
bad a great natural talent for music — and they san
. and played much together. ;
He was a profound scholar, and the roguish, care-
.less Annabél, at thirteen, was a wonderful proficient |
In every thing 3
e (;'y ing he taught her— educated and accom-
She used to beg him toread to her from the vol.
umes of poetry on the library shelf — listenine, with
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tearful eyes, to the beautiful passages pronounced in
his eloquent and touching way. o o
He was a most dangerously-fascinating companion
to the susceptible young girl—to whom, besides her
parents, he was her all of love and society. Yet,
strangely enough, Herbert never thought of this dan-
ger, as grateful to ber for her kind, and soothing, and

| joyful influence, he bestowed upon her all he had to

give of gratitude, affection, and care.

About this time, Delaney went to London to trans-
a0t some business for Mr. Manfred. It was five years
that day, since the terrible event which had desolated
his heart, that he walked through the streets of the
immense city. Thinking of this, he forgot where he
was, till suddenly he paused before the large glass
window of a mantaumaker’s ghop. - The’ door, from
the show-room into the apartment wheré the girls
were sewing, was open, and, as he looked up, full of
thoughts of the pést, there, as if the embodiment of-
his fancy had risen up, sat Edith. '

So he thought for the moment that his eyes rested

~ on the pale face bent low over the rich garment. But

that beautiful vision suddenly laid down her work and
disappdared into a back apartment, leaving Herbert, '
with his heart standing still, gazing upon the door

thirough which she had disappeared.
For several moments, he stood motionless, and then

.
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passed on muttering, “Insane! insane! to think it

was my dead Edith! my Edith in heaven! Y

like her! oh God!” : L
fl;‘he sudden sight of one so closely resembling the

radiant creature, filled him with anguish almost insup-

portable. It was as if he had seen her rise from the
‘grave before him.

Again and again, as long as he remained in Lon-
don, he returned to the same place, to look again
upon the woman who was so much like his a.ngél-
but he never saw her more; and he began to think’
at last, that it was a mere phantom of Eis brain,
Yet, long after he returned to Manfred “castle tha.iz
pale, sweet face haunted him day and night, aI’ld he
became sadder and more depressed than he had been
for many months before. Then, at the sight of a
sorrow from which she could noi win him, the first
cloud came over the sunny spirit of Annabel,
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PART FOURTH.

’ET was neat the seventeenth bixthday of their daugh— '
ter, that Mr. and Mrs. Manfred consulted together
about a darling plan that had long lain quietly in each’

"of their hearts, and promised them joy. They wished

Herbert to wed Annabel. They feared that he might
some time leave them, and that then the heart of their
only child would break. For, with_a mother’s eyes,
Mrs. Manfred had discovered the secret of Annabel’s
heart, through her glances and her blushes, and she
knew that the very soul of her daughter was ‘wrapped
up in the fascinating man who had been her compan-
ion from childhood. She knew that Herbeft loved
the bright girl with a brother’s love, and she hoped
with more: but she feared that he would never offer
to marry her. Yet she felt it would be best for the
young couple to be united, for her parents might die,
* and, then, who would be Annabel’s protector ?

That day, at the end of the conference with her hus-

band, they sent for Herbert to come o their room, and
: 13 .

-
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the matter was proposed.  He was evidently startled
and grieved.

“No, no, never! my Edith! T can not!” he ex- -

claimed, as he hastily paced the apartment.

“You will listen?” said the mother, and she re-
vealed to him the entire love Annabel cherished for
him, and pictufed the position of their darling, so
young, so beautiful, so unprotected, should her pa-
rents. be suddenly called away.

- For half an hour, the parents waited, in silent, expec-
tation, as. he hastily tramped through the ropm; and
then. he approached, and with eyes full of tears, took
a hand of each, pressed them warmly, and replied :

“ Yes—yes—Annabel must be my wife,” and then
passed quickly from their presence, leaving them. sat-
isfied that their children both would yet be happy.

Herbert went down to the library, and taking a
book, threw himself on a sofs, and was soon lost in
carnest thoughts.

A light step broke upon. his musing mood; he
lovked: up; it was Annabel. “They are right,” he
thought, as he marked the color deepen on her cheek,
and: her mo,ist{ dark eyes quiver and, droop. Theife
was, too, a melancholy shade over her bright face.

“ Come here, dear Annabel,” he said, in a low tone;
and, she obeyed, and sat by his side; and, for a long
time, he read to her from a volume of poems — read
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of love! At length twilight compelled him to lay
aside his book, and, through the dim atmosphere,.
locking upon the beautiful face lying on his shoulder,
he saw it was bathied in tears: ]

He took up the soft little hand from her lap, and
pressed it gently in both his; and, unable any longer-
to repress her grief, the young girl sobbéd aloud.

He took her close to his bosom, and, laying his cheek
against her dark curls, he whispered in her ear—

“« Annabel, will you be my wife?”

The weeping girl shrank. away from his armg—
her heart that moment was revealed to ilself —yet
was she unspeakably happy ; bashfulness and bliss
broke over .her young face, and Herbert saw the
whole of her loving heart, and saw that it was his. -

“ 1 have but a grief-stricken heart to' give in return
for your young and joyous one; I am not fit to be the
husband of one so bright and fair; but oh, Annabel!
if I can, by care and devotion, make you happy; you
shall have all I have left of love from the grave of
poor Edith!” -

In a few weeks, Annabel was seventeem. On: the
morning of that day, nine years before, Herbert had.
wedded the spiritual, ill-fated Edith, and the little sis-
ter had asked —“If he could not marry her, too?”

Now, that same sister and himself stood together
at the altar, in a little chapel, the counterparﬁ oft the.

Lo
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other. It was in the afternoon, and there were no
 witnesses except the household. A golden, autumn
sunlight flooded -the place, and a beautiful stream
outside murmured gently, as it were, a bridel hymn,

. The bridegroom was very pale and composed; the
bride agitated. The ceremony had but just com-
meneed, Whén a vision appeared at the chapel door—
. pale, thin, but almost as beautiful as ever; there stood
Edith! Her mother shrieked out, and the bride faint-
ed in terror; for her sister, she thought, had risen
from the dead to rebuke her!

But Herbert heeded not the fair creature who fell

at his feet. His thoughts ran back to the phantom he
‘had seen in the?llinantaumaker’s shop, and he knew——
what ?— Edith’s. eyes had met his; they sprang to-
ward each other; and oh! the untold- rapture of that
meeting: after "-r_zine years ‘of absence, mourning, and
agony !

The parents soon felt that she was no spirit, and
the loved, lost child was folded in their arms. In that
moment, all fofgot for what they had gathered in the
‘chapel — all but Annabel, who had risen from the
floor, and stood leaning agaiﬁst the altar——-épeechless,
quivering, burning with agony, her hands clasped over
her forehead, and her wild, dark eyes turned to the

faces of Edith and Herbert. A lingering illness fol-.

lowed this sudden reversion of feeling; for several

\
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weeks, she was confined to her bed. But, when she
did recover, the sparkling Annabel was much changed.
She was a proud girl, and, for the world, Shf: would

not have stayed near Herbert,

« Mother!™ she cried, one day as she sat in her in-

‘valid’s chamber—<have I not an aunt in London, who
once invited me to spend « year with her?”

- And when she was sufficiently strong to- bear the
fatigues of travel -Annabel went to London.
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PART FIFTH.

6 ]\ELL me over again the straﬁgﬁ‘incidents of our
separation —I never tire of hearing them from
those dear lips,” said Herbert— as he sat by his wife,
fondly holding.her hands, a vear after the events
detailed in the last chapter.
" The wife smiled a sweet, but half-sad smile, and
told, even for the twentieth time, her little history.
"‘ I was awakened from my sleep, that dreadful
night, by the glare of flames in my room. I would
have shrieked, but, at that moment some one bent
over me, and told me to fly—the building was on fire!

I was too ‘terrified to recognize him—I thought it was

you, for I had just dreamed that you had returned;
and flung myself into his arms. In two moments, my
self-possession returned—and oh ! the. fear and despair
with which T found my mouth was bandaged, and I
was being carried off in the arms of Burt McSwee-
ney! —the man I had from childhood feared and
disliked! —who I knew Joved me to death, to erime,
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and to desperation! . 1 would not cry out— I could
not free myself; but I could not faint—though terror
and anguish made me sick and weak, 1 would not give
way to faintness ; but strove with a strong mastery
over the emotions that shook me!”

“ My noble Edith,” interrupted Herbert.

« Can I ever tell you about the rest of that awful
night, and the long, long day that followed ? ” contin-
ued Edith. % When the bandage was removed from
my mouth, and I was put dewn from his hateful hold,
T was in the poor eabin of a little vessel bound for
England, the captain of which had been hived by Burt
to keep his secret. My captor was obliged to return
on shore to finish his preparations for the voyage, and
it was after daylight that he came back to tell me
with horrible minuteness “the sup'posed circumstances
of my loss, and the despair and anguish of my hus-
band, He then again went out, after bringing in
breakfast, and fastened the cabin door, as the vessel
could not leave till night. All day 1 sat in mute and
motionless agony —- then the vessel began to move —
then we were out on the ocean — night darkened
around-—there was no eseape! Ob, Herbert! at last
I knelt to pray to God. An hour — two — three —
and still T knelt and prayed- franticly. Some one
came to the door — opened it ~— came up to me, as,
with my face buried in my hands, I prayed in agony!

<
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My heart leaped, as the person spoke — it was not
he!—it was the captain, who said: ¢The lady’s lover
has been taken very i, and wants {o see her’

“ st it in answer to my prayer? I went up with
my informer, and saw the strong man in spasms, and
‘pitied him, and pitied myself ! Then I begged ‘and
implored the captain to turn back with me: I offered
gold uncounted; but he only smiled ——Mc&weeney ]
purse was more substantial than my promise. Fora
whole week the suffering man kept his: bed — it was a
fearful week to me—and he was very il At length he
erawled one day upon deek to enjoy the fresh air. The
water was quite rough — he was weak — and ‘pitch
of the vessel threw him overboard. How I shuddered
when they told me he was swept away with all his
many erimes wpon him! and how I rejoiced that T was
free from his power — his love, or his hate!

“But oh! how I pined during the remainder of that
long voyage. 1 was then the only passenger, and when
Burt was drowned, his purse went with him, At length
we reachgd England, but the evil captain vefused to
take me back, for fear of punishment. I was then
alone and desolate in a great city, and pennyless' I
went to different vessels to beg a passage -home; but |
my youth and beauty were then a curse; I found that
my story was not believed ; and, with a breaking heart
I flew away from disgusting smiles and leers

4

L
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« With life and love who could despair? My gar-
ments were yet good, and I procured employment in
the shop where you once came so near finding me.

1 wrote home — the letter must have miscarried; I
wrote again — but by that time you had left America.
You were near me, but I knew it not. Madam B—-—
was pleased with my industry, and I worked only for
her. D;‘iy and night I toiled to lay up means to pay
my passage home; but wages were very low, and 1
could do but little more than support myself Thus
passed away nine long and bitter years, when one day
a roll of silk came folded in a printed paper. As I
glanced over it, I caught my father’s name- and yours:
it, was a business advertisement, and gave your address.
I fainted in my chair— the mistress thought 1 was il;
but the next day I started for home, for love, for you!t”

She looked up with a kind of mournful smile as she
conctuded, that despite her present huppiness, revealed
the gloom and sorrow that so long had pressed upon
her. The husband clasped her to his heart, and kissed
her over and over again-—-her who had toiled so many
years, strengthened by holy feelings.

« And you,” he asked, my slight, my frail, my
shyinking, delicate Edith—why was it that this_suf-
fering ‘and toil did not kill you?” ;

She raised her beautiful eyes to his, and said, softly,

«] loved you Herbert, and I prayed; when my fingets
3.*

M
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‘ached and my brain was dizzy, T prayed; ever and
ever, in all sorrow, to our Heavenly Father 1 looked
for strength. And, dearest Herbert, ought we not to
be grateful ? | ‘ '

He was just doing as he always did, at the conclu-
sion of her tearful stdry-—kissing her sweet lips —
when a carriage and four dashed through the park and
stopped at the door. _

He and Edith went out to welcome the visitors. A
rather gay and foppish man, handsome, and withal in-
telligent, handed out a beautiful girl in 2 white vail
and blushes. -

The bridegroom was an English nobleman — the \,

bride was dear Annabel — more beautiful, more hap-
py than ever—but more quiet, and somewhat Lohdon-
Tike in the "aristocratic repose in which she extended
the fingers of her white glove to Herbert. To Edith
she was affectionate and gentle —to her parents the
same dear girl as ever, -
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INNOCENCE.

« 'Phe shadows lay along Broadway
"T'was near the twilight tide ~ -
~ And slowly there, a lady fair,
Was walking in her pride;
Slow wa.ked she, but viewlessly
Walked spirits at her side. -

- ¢ Poace charmed the strect beneath her feet
And Honor charmed the air;
And all astir looked kind on her,
And called her good and fair”’ e WILLIS,

. A -WARM—~LOOKING, delicatehﬁa.’lc, and a splendid

cloak, softened the proud face, and enveloped

the peerless form of one of Broadway’s most beautiful

daughters. -Along the crowded street with a step as
gliding and as haughty as the measure of a royal
melody, she passed; and it was like the sound of a

'pure note amid -a hurrying march of discord, to look

upon her, walking in her beauty.
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Like a drop of ottar of roses on the bosom of

~a muddy stream, fragrant and uncontaminated, she

floated calmly "down the waves of the great thor-
oughfare.

It was dusk, as she ascended the broad 1mrb1e

steps of her palace-home. Leaving her dirty ovor-
 shoes, and rich furs, and warm, quilted mufflings in
the care of a servant, the fair lady went through the
lofty parlors into the cheerful, and cozy-looking library.
Here the darkness without, and the warm glow of the
anthracite within, were struggling for the mastery;
a mad and a merry chase they had of it, despite of
the entrance of the lady fair. Never minding the
graceful little shiver with which she sunk into the
arm-chair, close up by the shining grate, out sprang

the erimson fire-light, and pursued the night-shadow .

all over the room, treading with as little revercnce
upon the quaint bmdmgs of old philosophers, as Lpon
the gilded names of modern rhymers, standin; in
rows upon the well-lined walls. Now the shadow
took refuge in the drapery of-the recesses, and the
fire-light was there in an instant; and anon it mocked
its pursuer, resting quietly upon the rosy lips of some
beautiful portrait, with its dark hands over the smiling
eyes of the pictured charmer; but, with the quickness
of jealousy, the light was there, caressing the soft
cheek that glowed tenderly at its touch.

i i gt 3 A A B e e AL !
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The lady sighed softly, and, at that moment, the
fire-light, darting by her, revealed the soft sigh to be
a happy one; for a beautiful, complacent, tender smlle

- was melting over the bright maiden’s countenance.

Lights were brought in, and the fanciful struggle
was ended, the shadow retreated thmugh the window,
and only returned to peep in occasionally to enjoy
the nonenity of the fire-light, which had ecrept back
to the grate, quite abashed by the gaze of the brilliant
lamp.

The lady crossed the apartment, and sitting down
at an antique, costly, little writing-table, took up a gold
pen, and smooﬁhing a sheet of seribbling paper, held
the pent above it so that a little rainbow from the dia-
mond point fell upon the one dear name written
carelessly on the page. After musing a moment,
with a half-blush she wrote a few words that seemed
like & note of invitation; and after reading it over she
said softly to herself, “that is the style,” and taking
a very plain and elegant sheef of white note-paper
from a large quantlty that, lay beside her, she copled
the billet she had written. Again and again her
rapid and graceful pen repeated the same words upon
sheet after sheet of the delicate white paper, only,

varying the names of those addressed, to answer to |

a long list of allbt(l(}r&ﬁlc names lying at ber little left
hdndn
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“ And walking there, was one more fair,
A slight girl lily pale :
And she had unseen company
. To make the spirit quail ;
"Pwixt want and scorn she walked forlorn
And nothing could avail.”’— WrLis.

Perhaps an hour after the proud beauty of Broad-
way glided onward to her home, a young girl followed
on her sr,eps‘; the poor hood was thrown down over
her face, and her thin shawl wrapped closely around
her slight and shivering form. She seemed to shrink
aw:iy from the glare of the street-lights, and the bril-
liancy of the shop-windows; and she never cast a
glance at the beautiful creatures who swept by her
i velvety comfort, clinging to the arms of proudly
‘tender husbands, and brothers, and lovers, and fathers.

‘With a hurried and irregular step she wandered
along, till pausing 2 moment before the same marble
mansion into which the daughter of wealth and honor
had disappeared an hour before, she pressed her hand
tightly over her heart, and stood as if Waitirig for
strength to enter. Then ascending to the door she
opene.cl‘it without ringing, and again paused in the

hall.  There was ‘no rude servant to forbid the pale .
intruder an entrance, for John was taking a nice bit

of turkey and gossip with the housekeeper in the
basement. Flinging her scanty shawl and hood upon
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the tloor, she stood revealed, in the light of the lamp,
as a very youthful,-'a,nd exceedingly beautiful y.o;mg
girl,— beautiful, though her cheek was thin and col-
otless, and her lip compressed and pale. The black
hair was pushed back from her wan temples, her
large eyes were burning with an expression — not. of
mildness in the least — but of deathless resolution;
and every pallid and exquisite feature bore the same
strange, inexplicable look—it might be of hardened sin,

or calm revenge, or of desperate and injured inno-

cence. And so much did this look triumph over that
of suffering, that the wretched thinness of her frame,
and the meager pallor of her face were not suggestive
of the miserable condition of starvation. ]

As if perfectly faniiﬁal; with the place, she softly
opened the parlor door, and glancing within and find-
ing it deserted, she stole neiselessly through that room

" and another, until she came to the library; here she

listened & moment and then: silently opening that door,
entered and closed it, The lady still sat at the curious
writing-table, penning those little notes, with her back
to the intruder. Her cheeks were glowing richly,
and Aer form swelled with soft fullness the embroid-

“ered silken dress, her hair was folded softly over her

white forehead, and her young lip was crimson with

life’s wine.
The steady, burning gaze of the pale creature at

.




‘308, FRESI LEAVES

.

the door, must have affected her like magnetism, for, .

though there was no noise, she turned slowly around,
while the color as slowly faded from her checks.
“You here??” she asked, with a look of more eon-
tempt than one would have thought would have sat
, upon those lovely features; and rising to her feet, she
waved her hand imperiously.
The motion was not obeyed, and she tried in vain
" to look coldly into those burning and resolute eyes,

~shining upon her with a dangerous light, from the -

place where the pale intruder stood. With all the
strength of her will she could not prevent her gaze
from quailing, and her face from blanchmg, beneath
those eyes.

“Yes! Madeline Seymour,” was at Iength the slow
response, “I am come to demand of you, justice. Are
yo&ﬂdy and willing to yield it?”

“Mary Seymour forfeited all right to ask that ques-
+ tion, or any other, of any virtuous woman, when she
flung herself outside the pale of their pity and pro-
tection,” scornfully replied the lady. “Have I not for-
bidden you the entrance to a House which was once,
and still might be, had it not been for your strange
criminality, a happy and pleasant home for you?”,

A wild, red flush “burned 2 moment on the thin
cheek of the girl, and her great dark eyes flashed forth

an indignant lightning that made the beautiful cousin .
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" shrink — that should have bluckenéd her white bosom,

and withered it, even as it heaved in anger. under its
weight of Jewels-—-blackened its outside semblance of
purity till it was as dreadful as the color of the heart
within. - But both, in a moment, were more calm;
and as the red went back from the cheek. of the intru-
der to her heart, giving her strength to speak, she
spoke in & tone so solemn and startling that her hbtener A

sank, shuddering, into a chair,
“ Bnough, enough of such _wor.ds, Madeline! You

dare not; trife with me now; and your own heart the
best knows how false, how entirely, utterly false! is the

~accusation you have heretofore made agaiost me, and

would still make -— aye, make to me nouw, while your.
cheek whitens, and your lip trembles with fear, and -
your heart pants with its sense of gmlt, Madeline!
And the speaker came close to the hstener, wh‘; was

¢ making a powerful effort to be calm; —«8end for

Herbert Clack,— send for my betrothed husband, and
confess before him that, because I was a poor orphan -
in your father’s house, with none to save and protect,
that you have irreparably injured me! Confess, that
when you saw hiin, the noble, 'gli'fted, and flattered
man of wealth, prefer my humble beauty, and ha‘ples's,‘ 4
but, thank God! virtuous heart, to your own brilliant
charms, and _fas'ci.nations, and compliments, that then

_ your poor cousin and dependent became hateful in

-
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vour eyes — because unconsciously your rival — be-
cause inexpressibly happy in the belief that, for the
first time, she was loved, and tenderly cared for, but
unendurably wretched under the petty, but pitiless
persecutions of your jealousy! Send for him and con-
fess that, maddened by your own unrequited passion,
~ you laid the most eunning and cruel of plots; the most
artful, black, and unholy device to injure and ruin a
poor, friéndless, but pure and innocent girl — and she
your cousin! Confess that you succeeded in your
plan —that you even darkened 4is faith in my puri-
ty —that you took from me all/ my spotless name,
and the heart that was vowed to mine— that you

turned me thus helpless upon the streets, pitilessly

dooming me to those crimes under the false accusation
of which I suffered! Tell him, that I have borne cold,
and sickness, and hunger, and persecution, and yet am
truc to myself and him, even though he has thus for-
-saken me! Tell him that I am & lying now, and only
- wish my memory to be done justice to, now that no
other earthly reparation can be made! Will you do
this, Madeline? Shall I ring the bell for a servant?
He must be gone quickly, for in a little time even this
small mercy can not be shown to me.” And the pale
ereature reached out her wasted hand to grasp the
bell-rope, while Lier solemn eyes looked for an answer
into the face of her cousin,
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: Mad_eline had risen to her feet, all feeling of remorse
and guilt had vanished, in the fear that Herbert would
be apprised and convinced of her crime, now that she
had played a game so fearful, and had won at last;

“even in that moment she was in great danger of losing

all and being overwhelmed in disgrace; for she knew
that he was coming that evening to see her — she met
him in her promenade, and told him to come in ynan-
nounced to the library, and assist her in writing the
wedding cards! She feared that the solemn assertions
of the sufferer, so sharpened and irresistible with the
arrows of truth, would bring conviction to the soul of
the man who had worshiped the beautiful and impas-
sioned young creature, the wreck and shadow of which
now stood before her—-a wreck and sha.dow yet mighty
in the power and grandeurrof injured iinocence. With
a defiant brow, and a voice husky with anger and
terror, she asked — ' |

“« Will you leave, now, thls instant, Mary Seymour,
before T summon help? I will not trouble myself to
answer your silly, Wé&k demand.”

«Had you rather wither under my dying ‘curse,
thah do what I haverequired of you?” slowly asked
her interrogator, whose deep and searching eyes had
never turned away for an instaat.

The haughty syren was appalled by the manner of

- this question, but she laughed convulsively as she took

1

-
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up one of the noies from the writint;-tab e, and, hold-
ing it toward her companion, said scornfully —

“Read that, and see if you deem me so silly as

yourself! Will I tell the man, who in three days is to
be my husband, that I have done this thing that in
your raving you aceuse me of? N ow, that %e s mine
@t last, shall 1 throw him from me? — the game was
too difficult to play, my ariless cousin.”

- Mary glanced at the card, where the names of those
she had most loved, and who had most injured her,
were united, and once again a sharp thrill of a.ngulsh,

~as of old, went through her heart. But for such feel- '

ing it was too late — too late,
. “ Will you send for_Herbert, Madeline ? ” she asked,
in a more excited manner than she had yet been
betrayed into. |

“Fool!” was the reply, hissed through the whlte
teeth of the beautiful Madeline,

“Then I will no longer’ask you to do this for my

sake, but for your own — for, Madeline, 7 am dying

now/ 1 shall not live half-an-hour! and you are my
murderess! You will make me no atonement for the
| mjunes you have done me, and I carry this aceusation
to the judgment bar of God — that you are my mur-
deress! When you meet me there, it must be to
answer for the life you have taken, Madeline! ”—here
her voice sink to a strange and thrilling 'wh'isper—-
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“do you know that 1 have not eaten any food for five .
days and nights-— that I am dying of starvafion?”
The beautiful demon was not yet entirely a demon,
though . her passionate and unprincipled . heart had
prompted her to all this selfishness, and as that hollow
whisper smote upon her ear, she exclaimed —

“Good God! Mary, is this so? . You shall have
food, now, immediately; — but oh! tell me that you
forgive me! 1 did not think of this! I never thought
of your starving! Ob, it is horrible!” "

“ It is too late; nothing now can save me, for the
death-cold is upon me. Tell me, will you do this
thing I have asked?” _

« Never! T can not! I would rather die! But food,
food, food,— you must, not perish! I wﬂl ‘hasten_to
bring you nourishment; —you muist not dle, for I can
not be a murderess!” 4

And the terror-stricken oreature turned to summon
assistance: but there in the door, which he had silently
opened, stood Herbert Clark, pale and stern, lns dark
eyes lowering upon her.

She gave one shriek, and would have sunk to the
floor, but the power of his glance upheld her; and,
when" he simply uttered «food!” with a mechamca.‘l
step she obeyed him, and passed, from the Toom.

Then, with & cry of manifold dngulsh and joy, the
strong wan — who had just escaped from the spell of
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the syren—sprang to the side of the dying victim,

and folded her to his bosom, just as she was fainting:

to the earth, -One last look of unspoken love gleamed
on him from those closing eyes, and with the effort
she made to utter his name, the young sufferer per-
ished, Vain was the pleading agony of his tenderness;
vain the wildness of his kisses and the groan of his
despair; the mighty effort of the struggling spirit in
that wasted and miserable tenement to establish its
innocence in Ais eyes, had bent till it suddenly broke
the bow of lifs, and the arrow of the sout passed
quivering into the «shadow land.”
- That was a terrible night that Herbert and Madeline
passed by the side of the beautiful dead, lying in her
pale and delicate beauty; and the fearful silence of
those snowy lips; was; to them, more hard to endure
than the loudest reproaches. '

The shadow again crept in to look on, and the fire-
light was too sad to clisse it away. Once, only, the
light flashed: wildly—when Madeline Taid a heap of
daintily-written notes within the grate.

Broadway is still made beautiful by the gliding steps
of ene of her most aristocraﬁc fm'r ones. A charm
still purifies the atmosphere wherever that cold, and

pure, and virtue-patronizing lady passes; and those

who would turn with a shudder from the poor
wanderer they met that chilly night, still gaze with
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admiration upon the stainless brow that frowns with
becoming severity upon the shadow of a reproachj
And all the world wonders at, and applauds the
angel clharity and goodness that prompted the sinless
Madeline to forgive her eousin before she died, and 0
g6 to the trouble of the funeral. ‘




