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INTRODUGCTION. .

Tur following narrative tells its own sad tale; but

ot Congrs, T e st 15, by will its moral sink deeply in the hearts of the people

" DERBY & SACKSON, of this Union who are now called upon to admit

In the Click’s O of the Dieet Qo o o Squihemn Dt of o Sork * Deseret into this brotherhood of States? The people
of Utah, strengthened by numbers until the pop-

ulation now reaches upward of 77,000 inhabitants,

have prepared their Constitution, and will, ere this-

work reaches the hands of the reader, have presented

it to Congress, asking for admission as a State. Ere

that admission is granted we conjure every man

who has respect for humanity and for progress, to

pause over this little record of one history, and then,

multiplying it by tens of thousands, say if he can

find it in his heart to fellowship with such & moral

monster as Deseret now is, and will continue to be

under the laws and Constitution which she has pre-

, _ . scribed for herself. ‘ 3

Taowss B. Sures, Gxo. Bosers & Co, A crisis has come in our affairs which it is as painful

82 482 Boskman Sirect | Rockmen 8% | to contemplate as the slow march of a disease which
| threatens to desolate all households. Men are armed
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against men—State legislates against State—violence
obtrudes into our legislative halls, once sacred to thoe
people’s representatives—men are pronounced ‘¢ in-
cendiaries,” ¢ enemies of their kind,” “ traitors,” and
the physical force of the bayonet and cannon-hall has
come to QHelI the first outbreak of passion. Like the
. baffled sea, the waves for a moment recede, only to
come leaping with a more terrible force to the shore,
then moan, and beat, and rage, until that barvier
gives way, and the fair land is given up to the fright-
ful deluge. It becomes citizens of America to pause

~ before that rising storm, and to see if there be not oil

for the troubled waters.

 Under the principles of sovereignty embodied in
the Kansas-Nebraska Act, any Territory with a re-
publican Constitution and a sufficient number of in-
habitants, can come into this Union of States. The
social and internal regulations of such State are to be
_ordered as the people, by popular vote, shall decree.
| Upon its face this seems a just enactment; but; look-
ing beneath, to its eventual operation, we see that the
prineiple is one dangerous to the stability and progress
of the country, detrimental to the individual State

and to the individuals of such State. For, under its

operation, Utah is entitled to enjoy unmolested her
polygamy and slavery; and thus-the Constitution of
the United States, which regards all men free and
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equal, fosters two as great wrongs as now disgrace the
civilized world. We ask, as Americans, are we willing
that such a construction should be placed upon that
Constitution ?

_The institution of- slayery in a free government iy
a paradox, and gives the lie to the professions the
authors of this republic made, else have we shamefully

- perverted their gifis—which, it is not hard to say.

Territory which zhey - pledged to be FrEE has been
overshadowed Dy the darkness of African servitude—

the political influence of such an institution has grown

- apace with each additional State adopting negro “ prop-
~erty” as a basis of representation in Congress—and
- thus bas. the free government of our fathers become

but free in form, to protect & tyranny such as no
civilized nation on the face of this earth would tolerate.
The responsibility of such a perversion rests with
the degenerate sons of noble sires, and the future will
not fail to fasten the record where it bélongs.

This we say in no spirit of enmity to the South, nor
of undue reproach to the North: it is from the love
we bear to that blessed Constitution, earned by the
blood of our fathers, and the tears and sufferings
of our mothers; and we appeal to their children’ to.
stay their tongues long enough for thought and
prayer; to stay the passion which governs them, to _

seo if they are not in the wrong, i the advocacy,
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directly, or indirectly through the ¢ squatter S0V- .

ereignty” principle, of What their better sense knows
to be wrong, degrading, dangerous to happiness, fatal
1o all true progress and true liberty.

Repulsive as slavery appears to us, we can but
deem polygamy a thing more loathsome and poison-
ous to social and political purity. Half-civilized
States have ceased its practice as dangerous to hap-

piness, and as outraging every instinct of the bet-’

ter nature within every breast;and as ages rolled
away they left the institution behind as one of the relics
of barbarism which marked the half-developed state
of man as a social being. Tts last remaining shadow
* now rests upon the Turk, and he, profiting by the ex-
ample of his sultan, is gradually casting it aside, and
goon will stand forth as & monogamist. And thus it
bade fair to die out, and woman and society bade fair
to come forth clad in a nobility of moral- purity,
swhich should, indeed, seem like the livery of heaven.

Who could have prophesied that in republican Amer- .

ica the lie should be given to that promise, and that
the atrocity, protected by the strong arm of govern-
ment, should become once more & power for evil?

The American people, absorbed in their grand

schemes of physical development, are apt to shut
their eyes to the moral aspects of their society. This
moral apathy it is which has allowed the system
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of sla,very to grow and expa,nd until it is now fast
becoming the controling element in the government;
and this apathy it is which would allow the intro-
duction of polygamy. into American institutions fo
become one of the elements of our society. Who shall
be toﬂbla,mel if that instrument of barbarism becomes
linked to our country, protected by its army and navy,
by its 00nstitution, by its moral force and Sympa,thy?
Let us mot be deceived longer, but open our eyes
to the serpent now asking to be warmed into life
by our national hearth-stone; let us arise and say,
 Away leper ! cleanse thyself! and then éome, and we

- will gladly receive thee into our household—will then

gladly give thee equal share in our councils—then
will protect thee as our fathers ‘protected Bunker’s
Hill? Away with thee, and cleanse thyself!”

Reject Deseret, and we accomplish' the first step in
a reform which shall restore our country to its once
proud purity, and give to it a new character for moral
and intellectual grandeur. Under its laws we ought

“to be the best, the purest, the wisest, the bravest

people on earth ; and this we shall be ‘are we but true
to the first principles laid down by our Revolutionary

fathers—the nobility of man. Whatever degré,dés

him—whatever corrupts and injures his moral, in-
tellectual, and physical well-being is inimical to the

well-being of society, to the State, to the whole coun-
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try; consequently, to the spirit and intent of that

Constitution which is to perpetuate the republic, and

render it, in truth, the refuge for the oppressed, the
home of liberty. And, as citizens of this country,
we owe it as a duty, not only to the Constitution, but
to humanity, that we sternly oppose slavery in all its
forms—intemperance and its hideous deformities, and
polj}gamy with its train of evils which no man can
truly conceive, but which surely will end in animaliz-
ing man, in corrupting the very founts of virtue and
purity, and, finally, in barbarism. Reject Deseret, we
say, as the first step in this great reform-—refuse to
her the sympathy and equality of the old and long-
tried commonwealths—compel her to cast away her
overshadowing gin, and then shall we have assurance
that our hearts are gtill right, and hopes that our
country will come out of the present threatening crisis
purified, strengthened, full of life, and well-fitted to
accomplish our mission of initiating the true republic.

We may be permitted to quote from the Phila-
delphia ¢ North American and United States Gazette”
the following, not only as ““food for thought,” but as
emhodying suggestions which will serve as a basis for
action in the present contingency :

INTRODUCTIC . T

‘““Among a party of nine hundr.d Mormons, who

 recently left comfortable homes in Brgland, to sur-

render themselves to the sway of Brigham Young and
his hopeful associates, came two girls, whose transfer
to the Utah land of ahominations has very much the
character of kidnapping. The story of their flight, as
related in the English'papers, is ag follows: Their

father was 2 man in middle life, well to do and in-
dustrious. His labors had placed his family, consist-

ing of a wife and several children, in a state of decent
competence and happiness. Satan came among them
in the guise of a Mormon emissary, and heguiled the
eldest son, who made a pilgrimage to the land of
rogues. True -to their instincts, the crafty elders
of Salt Lake made Mormonism so delightful to the
neophyte, and advanced him so rapidly in their fra-
ternity, that he returned to England 2s a preacher of
the delusion. The father, whosé employment took
him away from his family for periods of a week at a
time, returned to the house one Saturday from a
business excursion, to find it deserted. His whole
family had disappeared, with whatever portables they
could lay hands upon; and his wife had stolen his
money to no inconsiderable amount—all that she conld’
collect or pilfer. He traced the-fugitives to Liverpool,
and reached that place to discover that they had em-

barked, under the persuasions of his Mormon son, in
1* ‘
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an emigrant ship, the Enoch Train. The distracted
father chartered. o steam-tag, and taking with him a
police officer, overtook the vessel. After an infinite
deal of persuasion, aided by the master of the ship,
and opposed by the Mormon leaders, he succeeded in
inducing his wife to go ‘back with him. He also, as
a matter of great favor, obtained the surrender of
his infant children. But his two eldest daughters
refused to return with their parents, and the heart-
broken father went without them. Their fate; going
thus unprotected to Utah, may well cause a shudder.

¢ A community thus replenished is maturing meas-
ures to apply for admission as one of the Sj;atés of
this confederacy. We were never among those who
“caloulated the value of the Union,” or who dreamed
that the possibility of its being sundered was among
contingencies to be considered in any case. But the

possibility that our fathers may have fought to es-

4ablish a shield for a community of adulterers and

bigamists, and their progeny, makes us pause. That

all which we hold sacred in religion, or virtuous in
social and family relations, may be trampled undef-
foot by a State represented on equal terms with those

founded by Penn and the Pilgrims, by Oglethorpe and
the Cavaliers; that the Old Dominion and the land of

the Puritans may be allied with a frfd,ternity of licen-
tious and debauched rogues—these possibilities, should
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* they hecome facts, will leave no value to the Union

for any body to ‘caleulate.” Nothing has cast so
great a doubt over the future of this country as the
Mormon plague spot. And if the State of Utah is to
be admitted into our constellation, the sign will lose
its present proud significance, and stand—-as stars
sometimes do, in an equivoque—the representatives of
something too foul to bé spoken or written.

« And all this evil, if it be consummated, will
be fairly chargeable upon the absurdity of squattér
sovereignty—a demagogue’s figment to serve a party
purpose, carried to its legitimate deductions by kna.ves,'
operating through the instrumentality of zealots, fan-
atics, fools, and lechers. We have no patience with
the Mormons, and as little with temporisers who leave
the evil to increase, until at last literal and bloody war
may be forced upon us to crush what common sense
and a just idea of the powers of the general govern-
ment might have averted. The contact with the
Mormons of such settlers of the West as have just
ideas of purity and decency, will be terrible whenever
the tide of emigration reaches them. And if the

~ descendants of the wretches now wallowing in MOr—

monism—modern vermin - perpetuating their kind n

- the dlsgustmg ratio of other loathsome creatures———lf

we say, these children of such paternity do not form a

Pariah race in our country, it will be because this bad
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Extremes meet.

‘ 1 mass.
’ n trints the whole mora . . .
e ocial virtue mvathls

j igh order of s
We have rajoyed a hig
republican conntry, because no corrupt royalty and

nobility 1+ <e made illegitimacy tolerable, an.d rec.o;n;l
mended 710 bend sinister as a badge of 11.01101‘, provi e.t
that the blood, no matter by what questionable v.emt i

descends, be ¢ honorable.’ Bat if squ'att.er soverelgél yé
and liberty deteriorating into licentlousnt.ass, proFic

the same results, we have only substltutedd F%tz-
Youngs and Fitz-Mormons for Fitz-J anfeses and Fitz-
Olarences; and certainly have not gained muc

the exchange.”

h by

MORMON WIVES.

CHAPTER I.

‘*Bring flowers, fresh flowers, for the bride to wear)
" They were born to blusk in her shining hair,
8he 15 leaving the home of her childhood’s mirth!
She hath bid farewell to her father's hearth;
Her place is now by another’s side—
Bring flowers for the locks of the falr young bride.”
’ Mzs, HEMANS.

Ir was the first day of June, and Margaret
Fletcher's wedding-day. She was to be married
in the evening, and all the afternoon she sat alone
in her chamber. - It was a small, low room in the
upper Jhé,lf-story of the old farm house; but it
was pleasant despite of its smallness, Its window
looked over the rose-bushes and pinks in the front
yard, across the road, to the meadow and woodland
béyond, and to the blue line of the sea lying in the *
distance. Within, all wore that look of order and
neatness which spoke the purity of the maiden’s

. tastes. The curtains of dimity at the window and

2
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around the toilet-table were newly hung and deco-.
rated with sprays of myrtle and rose- buds. The
fine linen pillow-casings and bhandsome counter-
panes were exquisitely white; a dress of snowy
Indian lawn, a pair of satin slippers, and two or
three simple adornments for the robe lay upon
the bed. Gruiltless of a knowledge of French per-
* fumery, Margaret had strewn rose-leaves over the
bridal attire and throughout the room.

She sat ab the easement her head leaned into her

| hand, looking off in the direction of the ocean, but
seeing only the dream-land of the future in which
her thoughts were wandering.

Clouds drifted up over the declining sun, throw-
ing a shadow upon the landscape which startled
Margaret. She thought it later than it was, and
arose to dress for the ceremony. She had no
sisters to aid her at this pleasant task, and she had
not asked any of her companions in the neighbor-
hood to be her bridemaids. Slowly and still, as
if half’-lost in ré;,rérie, she arranged her dark brown
hair. Three or four long, shining curls dropped
down beside either cheek and lay against her beau-
tiful neck; the rest were gathered into a simple knot
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behind. Her fingers rested idly when this was
done, and she stood looking into the reflection of
her own earnest eyes until the voices of two or
three relatives, coming through the yard, again re-
minded her that she must hasten.

~ The clouds were sweeping more darkly now over
the sky, and it was twilight, although the sun had
not set. In a few moments the. slender foot Was: in
its satin slipper, and the soft folds of the snowy
lawn waved airily about the youthful form. Mar-
garet was one of the most beautifal of those fair
New England maidens, who grow up amid the hills
and chilly breezes as sweetly and delicately as

. Alpine roses. She bad been reared in seclusion

upon the farm, and on the homestead where she
was born; but no lady of the fashionable world
had a more dainty repose of manner, a more stately
carriage, or a gentler bea,lity. Suddenly the sun,
the moment before his setting, shone through a rift
in the thick clouds, deluging the litfle chamber
with floods of crimson light. But it was not the ¢
red of the sunset tiﬁging Margaret's cheek. The
step, the voice of the bridegroom she heard from
the door below, and her whole being became ra-
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diant in the glowing light. A warm color rushed

" into her face, her eyes drooped, and the fingers,

which were fastening a white rose in the bosom of
her dress, refused to accomplish their task. It
seemed -as if the rosy hue which tinged her bridal

dress was caught from her face and bosom instead

of from the lustrous sky. .
Some one tapped at her chamber-door. She

thought it was her mother, and tried to overcome
the rapid beating of her heart, asshe said, “Conie int”

“Sarah Trving! how come you here?” she ex-
claimed in surprise, as a girl of about Bexj own age

entered the room and stood, half embarrassed, half

defiant, before her.

“ Ag you did not invite me, I thought I would

ask myself to the Weddmg,” replied her visitor,
forcing a smile into the brilliant dark eyes, which
looked as if their owner had ways of her own for
accomplishing her will, even when it did clash with
conventionalities. '

“Tt was your own fault that you were not in-
vited, Sarah ; but I am very glad to see you, if you
have come in good faith.”

“1 know that it was my own fault—all my own
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fault, dear Margaret ; and it is just like you to for-
give me, even before I have made a,pologles It,
was a childish mood of coldness I took toward you.
T ought to be treated like a child—scolded, and par- -
doned. It is all past now,-and I have to try to be
worthy of your former friendship, See I have
brought you a wedding-present.”

She took from her own dress an old-fashioned
brooch, set with costly pearls, and fastened with

it the rose upon Margaret’s breast.

“Why, Sarah, I must not accept that! I know

- how highly you prize it as a family treasure; it is

too rich a gift. Keep it for your own wedding, my
dear friend.” |

Sarah laughed a quick, bitter laugh.

“I shall never be married; so keep my offering,
or I shall be offended.”

It was a strange assertion forl one so young and
beautiful to make with such sharp earnestness. So
Margaret thought, as she looked affectionately 1111;0
her perturbed face, ‘

“ Never be married I” she said, with a smiie. ]
hope you will not, until, like me, you have met “

the man whom you can not help obeying when he |
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commands you to unsay that. As for your bemg ‘

offended at me—it will not be the first time; how-
ever, I wish to run no risks; so I accept your
 beautiful gift, and with double delight because it
comes from you.”

“They are waiting for you down stairs; the
minister has arrived,” said Sarah, hurriedly putting
by Margaret's kiss of thanks ; et me see, I do not
~ believe I have brushed my hair to- da,y

She gave a passing glance into the mirror. Her
hair was indeed rather cdrelessly arranged, but it
was beautifal however it might chance to fall,
She almost started back from the intense brilliancy
of her own eyes. '

«Tt will have to do,” she said, taking her com-
panion’s arm; “dear! how red my cheeks are—red
as poppies "

The two girls passed down the staircase together.
They had been friends from infancy; at school
tliey had chosen each other as confidantes; they
were neighbors; and J-t‘hey had grown up without
‘any serious misunderstandings, although Sarah,

with her passionate temperament, sometimes took

freaks of a.nger or jealousy.
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Margaret was the most patlent loving, and for-
giving of the two. Sarah could rely upon her
generous, placid goodness, even when her own
whims deserved resentment. She often wounded

her needlessly, but her own remorse would be =0

keen—she would cast herself back™ upon her

friend’s love with a humility so touching in one
g0 proud, that it was far from Margaret’s deeply\
- tender heart not to forgive her.

This last coldness of hers had been 6f 8 more
serious nature, * About three months gone she had
adopted a reserved, even repulsive manner; o
that Margaret, after some attempts at an ex-
planation, and some secret tears, gave over all
effort to reconcile a difficulty when she was ig-
norant of any cause of offense. She grieved over
this separation less than she might otherwise have
dene, as, about that time, she became engaged to
Richard Wilde, and all other feelings were absorbed
in the love she felt for him. Ofbeﬁ, when she sat
in her chamber preparing herﬁweddiﬁg-garmen’@s,
or thought in solitude over her strange ha,ppiness;
she wished for Sarah to share in this new and :WOI].-
derful joy; but again her feelings would seem to -
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her so sacred and beyond expression, that not even
her friend’s old sympathy could be trusted with
them. And when she was in Richard’s presence,
then she forgot a wish for any one else in the
world. The music of his rich voice, the spell in
the light of his deep gray eye, fascinated her
every thought and sense. o C

It was one of the wonders of the earth {o her that
any one could say a word against Richard. She
thought all must yield to the sweet influence of his
smile, and the magic which lurked in his subtle and

flashing glance, as readily as she. He was a win-

ning man to the most of i)eop]e : though he excited

that doubt and remark, and sometimes that dislike
which people who can not be entirely comprehended
~are apt fo provoke. His mind was of cultivation

and capacity beyond that of any other in the quict

village where he resided. His studies as a lawyer

in the office of his fat]ier, old Squire Wilde, the
resources of the family library, and his own inquir-
ing, restless disposition, forever prying into the
meaning of things, had made him not only intel-
ligent but ambitious. Tche he had left home and
wandered abroad for a year or two, partly seeking
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for a situation where the pbwers he feli within

‘him might be developed, and partly satisfying his

craving to know all about the world of men and
objects. Both times he had returned without any
particular result in the eyes of his neighbors,
except an increased faculty for making himself
entertaining by the variety of knowledge he con-

trived to communicate in his conversation, And

another charge was whispered with awe and in-
credulity by the pious and faithful inhabitants of
that Puritan village. From his neglecting almost.
entirely to attend worship, and from ‘some sneering
remarks which he had made about their forms and
ceremonies, it had come to be i‘umored that he was
“an unbeliever.” This was the only shadow upon
Margaret’s happmess

She did noﬂi;%belleve; a8 many of her neighbors
did, that he was an atheist or an infidel. She had .
questioned him closely ; and he had avowed his
faith that there was a God of goodness and love
who conirolled the universe, and that men should
be governed by the precepts of Christ

“ But he could not give his heart,” he gaid, “to

the hollow forms of thefr chilling doctrines; he -
9% ‘




34 MORMON WIVES; A NARRATIVE

despised the self-righteous sanctimoniousness of
many of their deacons and ministers; he believed
that the Church stood in the way of progress; he
believed that he could accomplish more good not
to be fettered by her chains.”

Margaret could not but grieve and shed tears at
. this; for to her, reared in all the rigidness of the

old Puritan school, such avowals seemed mnot only -

wrong and dangerous, but positively wicked. Yet

Richard was not wicked! His doctrines might be,
but he was not. He was charitable, he bore no
malice, he was kind to the poor, he praised God,

with a full heart at times, when he waslost in ad-

miration of Iis werks, Oh, nol when she com-
pared him with some of the envious, avaricious,
cold-hearted men who held high places in the
Church of which she was a member, she excused

his words, his mistaken doubts, upon the plea that

his heart was all right.

It was more difficult to convince her parents of
this. In a worldly view, Richard Wilde was an
excellent match for their daughter; but they had
her real interests too deeply at heart to be willing

to give her up to “an unbeliever.”' He reasoned
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with them more earnesﬂy than he had done with
Margaret; and, too, he made concessions, more
than he could have done with perfect candor. Bus
he loved their child, and he could not lose her
upon a misunderstanding or a difference in relig-
ious matters. Upon his promising to attend church
for six months regularly, and to #ry and open his .
soul to conviction, they gave their otherwise pleased
consent to the union, o

Richard Wilde smiled—he could not help it—as
he walked home after that interview, at the idea
of hss sitting for six months under the preaching
of an ignorant and dogmatic minister, whose whole
logic and argument he had-long ago at his fingers’
ends. | ) I '

“Tt is but a concession to the feelings of those
who love me,” he said to himself, in extenuation
of hig want of perfect truth. «T need not refuse
what will, after all, be but a trifling sacrifice of my
comfort, since I am to sit by the side of my beauti-
ful Margaret He may drag his sermons out an
hour and a half every Sabbath if 1 am to have Mar-
garet nestled in the same pew—my wife.”

The last charmed word plunged him nto a sea
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of dreams, where his fancy floated upon blissful

wings.

“#God bless you, Margaret, my child, and make
you as happy in the new relation as your mother
has been, Twenty-five years your father and I
have dwelt together, and we are dearer to each
other this moment than when we were ‘;ﬁrst pro-
nounced man and wife. A mothér’s blessing T givé
you, my daughter,” said Mrs. Fletcher, coming out
to meet the girls as they descended the stairs, and
taking Margaret in her trembling arms, ‘

A few tears dropped from the young girl's eyes
as she kissed her mother’'s cheeks. But Richard
had come out, too, and was gazing upon her with
eyes of passionate admiration., She saw all the
love, the exultation of his air, although she gavé
hire but a half glance; then, her cheeks suffused
with blushes, and her eyes yet bright with tears,

she gave him her hand, and he led into the large,

old-fashioned parlor, where a few relatives only
were assembled, :

Lamps had been lighted, displaying bouquets in
the china vases upon the mantel, and wreaths over
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the windows and mirror. The guests, were 100
intent upon the entrance of the bride and bride-
groom, to notice how sultry the air bad grown, or
how suddenly a hot wind came up, blowing a cloud
of fragrant rose-leaves in at the casement, and mak-
ing a hoarse murmur amid the trees upon the lawn.

The blushes died from. Margaret's cheeks when
the ceremony began: she 'stood, pale and earnest,
making, in a low voice, the customary replies. The
minister had not finished his blessing, when a erash
of thunder, so terribly near and unsuspected that
all were startled, interrupted him. The bride trem-
bled and clung to her husband, but soon recovered
from the brief terror, and turning her glance upon’
her friend Sarah, was surprised to see her deathly
white, and her eyes fixed upon vacancy. - ,

‘ “Speak to‘her, mother,” she: entreated Mrs. Flet-

cher, who came up to give her the first greeting.

“ Why, Sarah, are you ill? are you frightened ?”

exclaimed the mother, laying her hand upon her

ghoulder to arouse her. L

“T am ﬁeither——neither; I believe I was a ]ittlé
shocked,” was the gay reply; and the young girl
sprang to her feet with a mocking laugh. “The
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thunder has seen fit to salute you; let me do you
like honor,” and she shook hands with the newly-

married pair. | |
They felt that her hands were icy cold, and that

there was something remarkable in her manner;
“but she was a creature of impulse and wild behav-
ior, and they thought no more of it.
One of those sudden storms common at that sea-
son of the year, had broken upon the night, and

was spending its fury as “it passed over. Peal after
peal of sharp thunder rattled around; but none was

so startling as the first. The company soon regained
composure—going out gayly to the supper-room to
partake of the dainties which had been spread for
them, | |

“I wonder what has become of Sarah Trving? she
ought to have a chance toward obfaining the ring,”
exclaimed one of Margaret's young brothers, as the

bride-cake went the rounds..

One or two of the youths went to the parlorin
search of her, but she was not to be found. She

had fled away into the night and tempest. Unable
any longer to brook the happiness of the marriage-
feast, she had dashed out into the wind and rain,
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braving the elements, in.her thin dress, careless of
or defying danger. By the glare of the lightning

‘she found her way home; drenched and miserable

she crept to her room, sitting by the window until
the storm without doors and the storm in her own

heart were somewhat wearied out.




C(HAPTER I1I.

“Unwise snd most unfortunate
My way was; let the sign—
The proof of it—be simply this,
‘Thou art nof, wert not mine " :
N PINOKNM.

- WITHIN a week or two after their marriage,

Margaret went to housekeeping in the village of
S——, which was only about two miles from the
old homestead. Richard’s father gave him a hand-
- some house standing in the midst of a couple of
acres of cultivated garden and lawn. Four or
five stately elms kept guard before the grass-plot 3
honeysuckles and roses clambered over the por-
ticoes : it was as sweet a plage as “young love”
need desire for his first beginning in domestic
 life, Margaret's parents had given her carte blanche
to furnish the mansion as her taste dictated ; and
simply and cheerfully, not with garish display,
was it fitted up. A beautiful piano was the
 richest article the parlor could hoast—a new piano,
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for the mother would not let the old one be
taken away: she wanted Margaret to play for them
when she came home, which must be very often. -
The profuse supply of household linen which had
long been hoarded up for her, and which the bride
received as a part of her portion; might have awak-
ened the envy of less comfortably supplied begin-

ners. :
Like many -of the unequalled New England girls,
she could not only cull exquisite music from the
piano, but she understood all the mysteries and du-
ties of neat and economical housekeeping. . She had
a good servantin the kitchen ; and it was a pleagure

for her to superintend all the arrangements, and even

to execute the lightest daily tasks; while she still -

had abundance of leisure to bestow upon the small

society of the village, upon her music, and always,

~ time to run and_meet her husband, to smooth her

curls, and put fresh roses in her hair and on her
cheeks for his coming, to sing for him, to talk with
him, to make him ]ia.ppy.. . -

Richard had gone into the office with his fathe

as partner in his law business. There seemed noth-

ing in the way of this young couple’s leading a life
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of peculiar prosperity, blessed as they were with a
competency, health, beauty, intelligence and love,
True to his i)romise, Richard went every Sabbath
to church, and sat by the side of his beautiful bride
with a face of sufficient gravity to please“ the most
sanctimonious. Not that he was hypocritical about
that: he was a mocker of the Churech but not of
God; and when he heard His name, or went to
the ‘place dedicated, however farcical he might
deem it, to His presence, he observed s propriety

of .demeanor. But he did not spare the minister
and deacons. If Margaret asked him, after reach~

ing home, how he liked the sermon, his reply was

either a ludicrous and sarcastic criticism upon the

“good man’s effort, or a—* Really, darling, T did not

hear it, indeed I did not; I was lost in reverie; I
was thinking of you, wife, a much more interest-
ing occupation than listening; and the old man’s
eloquence fell upon my ear like the distant mur-
mur of ocean waves upon a senseless shore.”
Sometimes tears of reproach would bedew Max-
garet’s eyes, and then he would soften what he had
said with kisses, and love her more tendérly than
ever; for the most reckless man likes to see a
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woman religious, even if her faith takes the shape

of prejudice.
Among the most frequent of Margaret's visitors
was her own brother Harry, a pleasant-appearing N

young man about two years older than herself|

- and her friend Sarah Irving. She loved to fancy

that they came there to meet each other. She had
bus little doubt that Harry had yielded his heart
into the keeping of her beautiful friend; she did
not see how he could resist, pure-hearted and inno-
cent of art as he was. The influence of Sarah’s
thousand charms and graces, all the more fascinat-

ing that they were touched with the fire of her

~peculiar nature, as a southern flower is warmed

and tinged by a southern sun. She was the most

~accomplished and brilliant girl whom Harry had

ever met, and knowing her from childhood, while
her intimacy with his sister gave him every oppor-
tunity to see her and be near her, it might be ex-
pected that she had grown to be the ideal of all -
womanly loveliness to. him. ,

Almost every evening during the summer of
the wedding he was at Margaret's house, who
could not fail to motice that if Sarah was absent,
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not even her music which he professed to come

to hear, could win him from his abstracted mood.

If the young girl was there, and gave him one arch -

smile or one playful glance of her bright eyes,

.or one flashing ebullition of wit however much at

his expense, he seemed content. For was there

not always the long walk home with her, alone
beneath the evening sky? and the ‘saying good-
night at the door—always simply “good-night ;"
though each evening he would resolve that at the
next he would add some tell-tale word or beg a

precious ‘boon beside. Yet something in her man-

ner restrained him, sending him,on the other mile
which he had to walk in solitude, not always de-
spondingly, but more often with that feeling of
love and awe which dwells in the heart of a pure-
minded man toward the woman whom he has not

yet won to confess a preference for him.

As the weeks glided by, Margaret grew to be

Iessmcontente'd with the state of affairs, There was
something about Sarah which she could not under-
stand. Hitherto, although it was stirred by wild
and capricious winds of fancy and passion, when-

ever her spirit was at rest, Margaret could see to
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the very bottom of its clear, bright waters, and
love their fairness; but now, even when not tossed
by unexpectéd moods into sparkle or gloom, it was
ruled by a.cold, 1mpenetrable mist.

She began to mistrust that Sarah did not and
never would return the passion of her brother,
which was growing every day more away from
his power to conceal it. She felt a small degree
of sisterly indignation when she looked upon the
earnest face of Harry, pale sometimes with re-
pressed feeling, and noted how all his deep solici-
tude was met with the same gayety, untouched
with the softness of emotion.

“If she should trifle with him,” she thought to
herself; “but no, Serah will never be guilty of
heartlessness. It is but the coquetry natural to
a proud young girl Her soul will be melted,
as mine has béen; she will find it sweeter to
yield to a noble affection than to make 5port of
it.” :
Thus the weeks glided on, and in time Henry,
became restless and uneasy ; the fever of an un-
avowed passion was consuming his soul; there
grew a shadow, and beneath it a brightness in his
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blue eyes; and the frank smile that dwelt upon

his lip became fitful and rare. Yet still Sarah -

came day after day to, the house of his sister, as

if on purpose to meet him; still she laughed

eatnestly, played music that was “dancing mad,”
and her eyes shot glances of fire from beneath
the covert of their long lashes. One hour she

would bewilder them with her bright, invulnerable

gayety; and the next sit silent and dark—beautiful
as evening, and as sad. Then it would seem as
if the tenderness yearning in the heart of the

young man must burst forth; yet to him, even in

her stillness, she was unapproachable as a star.
”N:o one knew whether she was acting out merely
her untamed girlish impulses, or whether some
secret spring was moving her spirit—no one but
- Richard Wilde, and he only'suspected that he had
the key to her actions

“What do you think has come over Sarah?”

his wife asked him one night, after the young B

couple were on their way home.
Sarah had been in one of her most wilful moods,
and had grieved Margaret, astonished Richard,

- and wounded Harry; so that he had offered to
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escort her home with great coldness, and she had
accepted his services as haughtily.

“She was always a Will-o’-fhe-wisp, and I am
afraid that she will never be any thing better.”

“Ob, no | Richard, she is wayward, I know ; but
I do believe that there is depth and truth érough
in her nature to make a noble woman of her yet;
‘with all her fuults T love her still’” |

“If there is any truth in her, I wish that she
would not trifle with Harry Vany longer. Tt is
no better than murder for a woman to do what
she is doing; keeping a lbving heart stretched on .

the rack of her.coquetry,” replied Richard, with

unusual sternness. _

“Yet how sweet she is, how affectionate, how
gentlo at times!- She was so faithful to me when
I was ill a year ago, Richard ; she never left me;
and she is Just as kind at home to her family,

They worship her; and indeed Ilove her all the

more for her wildness, I think often,”

“Well, let Harry win his mocking-bird: if he:.
can, I would rather have my nightingale that
sings always the same sweet song;” and the young
husband turned the face of his wife toward the
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light as he kissed her, for he loved to see the

delicate color steal intc. her cheek, which still

came at a word of praise from him.
“Sarah is very beautiful,” he said the ‘n‘ext mo-

ment. ,
“And it s a beauty all het”own; I never saw
any one like her,” answered Margaret.

_ “She has fire and sweetness énongh in her eyes
‘to cntrance a stone, when she is in her happiest
~ moods,” continued - Richard. “I do not wonder

that Harry is tangled in her spell. If I were him

I would not wait a day—no, nor an hour, until

T would have my fate decided for better or worse.
She would not keep mé dancing attendance upon
her pleasure: I could not endure it, and I would
not.”
«7 always thought Harry had pride enough,”
gighed his sister. | o
“But when men or women are in love, there
is no telling in what straﬁge directions their pas-
sion will develop itself. I presume I acted with
all the customary foolishness,- did n’ II, Maggie,
before you promised me?”
~ « I never saw any thing foolish about you,” said
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Margaret,~ with such a pretty earnestness that her
husband Iaughed. ’ ,
The next day, as Mr. and Mzs. Wilde were sit- |
ting upon the front portico, enjoying a cool breeze
which had arisen, and the sunset clouds that were
glowing in the west, Sarah came from the street
up the garden-walk. Her bonnet was swingiﬁg
on her arm, and the wind was Jﬁowing her curls -
about her face. She came aloﬁg slowly, looking
a little pale, and there was an unusual timidity =

in her aspect. | |

“I behaved so badly last night,” she said, in a
low voice, taking a seat upon the steps at their
feet, “I wonder how any of my friends can love
me; I can not love myself”

How much more beautiful she looked in that
moment of humility than when in her dazzling
moods. Margaret inly wished that Harry could
see her as she sat there with her eyes cast down.
He did see her. He had been with them to tea,
and was standing in the shelter of the curtains af
the window opening upon the portico, when she .
came up. He was gazing upon her almost with

suspended "breath; and the soff voice of her con-
3
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“fossion fell upon his perturbed spirits like a sweet
calm, All day he had been distressed, not only
“-with doubts of whether she would listen to his
‘suit, but also with fears' that if he should win her,
her variable disposition would render him unhappy.

‘The touching gentléness of her present appear-
ance banished every such wise reflection; and he
longed to tell her that there was one at least whose

love could not be turned away, even by her mock- -

ery of it.

“You seem born to do what you please with
people,” replied Margaret, affectionately.. *You are

& queen in your own right; and I do not think you
mean to be a very cruel one, though ocecasionally
you exercise your power in a despotic manner.”
“Who can not govern themsclves should not
aspire to rule others,” said the young girl; “bu,
indeed, I am going to do better hereafter. I have
been afflicted with a strange malady for the past

few months; but the disease is conquered now, I

am sure, and T shall soon be convalescent, Then
you will have the Sarah that you used to have
again, only chastened by her experience in suffer-

ing.”
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She spoke in a grave voice; and her dark eyes
looked away into the burning depths of the sunset
with an unspeakable sadness and yearning, She
looked like one who had achieved a victory, and
was yet worn with the struggles—serene and yet
melancholy.

Never before had the heart of Harry Tletcher

gone out to her with such fullness of tenderness;

"and yet her words had given him a sharp pain.

What worm had been silently preying upon the
bloom of her heart? What was the nature of her
past sorrow ? Was it one to which he could not
minister? which would widen the space between

| themﬁha,d she loved another, and in vain, and

he never suspecting it ? The fear was a new one;
for she had treated all her admirers so much more
coldly even than she had treated him, that he had
felt there was not at least that bar to his suc-
cess in winning her. He was both mystified and
pained. One thing he resolved upon before he
moved a fold of the curtain by which he was cdn.
cealed : he would no longer endure this sﬁspense—-
he would hear his fate from her lips that ﬁight;r

no caprice W\Iiich‘ she might put .on should repel
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him. And, oh! what a wild hope he had—the
deepest hope of a life-time—that he might break
down the barriers which divided their souls, and
drawing that face, so sweet, so pale in the solemn
_ sunget light, to his bosom, hear from those lips

that they would be kind to him, would repulse

him no more, would breathe their sweetness both
of grief and joy to him. /

‘As he stood thus, with his soul illuminating his
fine features, he looked }manly enough to be the

lover of a very high-hearted woman. He was but
a country youth, Two or three years spent stud-

iously in college had been his only experience
" away from home. But he had the native grace
of a gentleman, and full enough personal beauty
to ‘set off his more noble qualities. The natural
purity of his heart had not been polluted by fash-
ionable dissipations ; his keen sense of honor was
such as sometimes to reflect upon the less scrupu-
lous impulses of his brother-in-law. The girl be-
‘loved by him ought to have been happy in the
_confidence that she was enriched by an affection
which would ‘be life-long, and by the companion-
‘ship of a generous and gentle spirit; but “the
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wind bloweth where it flistet,h,"7 and love obeys no
known laws. | |

A few more remarks were exchanged by the
friends upon the portico, which Harry did not
hear—he was too deeply absorbed in the resolu-
tion he had made. He stepped out by her side,
and gave the greetings of the evening to Sarah.
The sad serenity of her eyes gave way to a trous
bled look after meeting his glance; her feminine
intuitions betrayed to her something of what was
in his thought,

“I must go home,” she said, presently,  before
it grows dark.”

“Why not stay ?” asked Margaret

“I have a new piece of music, and I feel like
playing it to-night. I did not intend to spend the
evening. Good- mght, all.”

But Harry would not take her hint that she
needed no company. “I must see you safely
home, Miss Irving.” |

“Oh, no, I thank you. I can reach home be-

~ fore night; and I have gone later than this a thou-

sand times.”

“ Our paths He in the same direction, Sarah, and

1
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so I shall walk beside you,” he said, coming down
the steps and joining her.

They bade the others good—mght and passed

along, Harry inly wondering if their paths for life
were to lie in the same direction, and firmly re-
solved to ascertain, without any more of the dan-
gers of delay. For several moments there was
silence between them, until they had passed the
village street, and were out on the country-road,

Then Sarah began talking vwaclously, as if 1o pre-

vent her companion from broaching any more se~

rious subject.

“If there’s a music in the world which I love,”
gaid she, “it i1s this soft I;xurmur of the wind in the
tree-tops, When that little bird, dropping to its
nest, broke in just now, with that clear, quick war-

ble, its effect upon me was as if a sunbeam had sud-

denly fallen upon a smoothly-gliding stream—the
flowing of the continuous undertone, and on its
bosom those glancing, sparkling notes. This av-
enue of elms is very beautiful, don’t you think s0?”
“Very beautiful, Sarah; but there is something
which I—" | |
“ And that faint line of crimson in the western
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sky: I would that it were a boat, and I sailing
about through that golden sea. By the way, Harry,
did you know that Miss Green is to -give a party |
this week 2" |

Ao

- 4T do not care any thing about Miss Green's

party,” said the young man, seizing her hand and

-stopping his walk.’

They stood beneath a majestic elm; peace and
beauty brooded over the heaven and earth; there ,
was no living creature within hearing except the
little bird of which Sarah had spoken; she was
looking 50 beautiful in- the soft light, and she
did not resent, the almost harshness with which

Harry detained her. Instead, she stood silent and

trembled.

“You know that I am ‘not thinking of $uch
trifles,” he continued. “ You know what is in my
thoughts, and you are trying to prevent my spea.k-
ing. But you must listen.” |

“QOh,no! I can not—not to night, Mr. Fletcher.
Do not say a word—I can not bear it. I would

- not have you say what will cause me regret and

pain.”

“You can not bear to hear me say that I love
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you? Then, of course, it ig because yoﬁ can not
~aceept the love! Sarah, what do you mean, what
. have you meant by your inexplicable conduct?
You must have known, for months, that my soul
was in your keeping.”

His teeth were pressed into his lip as he tried to

regard her calmly; but try as his pride may

prompt him, when the one hope is at stake, a
man can not be indifferent. J

“You have no right to question me. I have
not given you that encouragement which should
lead you to speak thus,” exclaimed the young girl,
endeavoring to free her hand, while all the bad
elements in her nature arose imperiously, and she

raised a glance of fire to meet his own.

“You can say that with some truth, but not

with perfect candor. It is true that you have be-
haved willfully—at times kindly, at times coldly%
to me. But you have gone every day where I was
sure to meet you. You have been as gay, as
beautiful, as bewildering as it was possible for you
to be during tnose meetings. You have many
times. aroused my deepest feelings by a thousand
womanly enchantnients, and then—after proving

H
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your power—shrank back into coldness when I
would have spoken, if ‘hat is what you call not
giving encouragement. But how could I decide
that this was not merely girlish coquetry, that your
heart was not mine, after all? You have re-

ceived my constant aftentions, and you have not

‘received those of any other man. You shall not

blame me that I Jove you: you shall feel the full
weight of this result upon your own conscience.
Now you shall tell me with your own lips whether
you return my love or not. Oh; say that you do—
that you have been trifling—that you are mine—
my Sarah!” he exclaimed, with a sudden burst of
passionate hope, as he saw her lids tremble with
tears which dropped to her cheeks. "

He was about to sustain with his arm the form
that he would have given worlds to hold to his
bosom now, as 11: seemed bendlng beneath some
deep emotion. .

“Would to heaven that I were yours!” she said

“in a low, sad voice. “Then I should be proud,

be blessed, be happy. But I am not, and I can not
be—never! It s utterly in vain to flatter you

with a false expectation. I have done wrong, I
. o _
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have wronged you; and that is the bitterest drop
in the cup, It may be a poor eonsolation for you
to know- that I am, at least, as miserable as you
possibly‘ can be; and I have brought all my un-
happiness willfully upon my Qwﬁ head.”

“ No, Sarah, it is no consolation to me to feel that
‘you suffer as T do at this moment. Neither do I
believe it, A person capable of such feelings could
never trifle with another. It is enough for you, in
the pride of your youth and beauty, to bear with
you the memory that you have broken a true
heart.” |

coldness smote her heart like a sword.

With that strange mpulsweness which char-
acterized her, she sprang to him and laid her hand
upon hig arm.

“ Forgive me, Ha,rry, or it will kill me I can
not endure such language from you, who have
been my friend always. If it will be any relief to
your, pain, know that I will never marry amy

other man. If I married any one it would be

He dropped those slender fingers from out of -
his cold hands and turned, away. There was no
anger in his tones, the keen angmsh of then' very
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you, and I would be your wife if I could make
you happy. But you have not my heart—it is
as gﬁévedm—as broken-—more hopeless than your
own; it is not fit to mate with yours—it is an ob-
ject of pity. Forgive me—and forget me, Harry.”

She kissed him-—a pure kiss of friendliness and
sorrow-—and Wlule a tear which fell from her eyes
lay warm upon his hand, she fled away, leaving
him more in love; more in doubt than ever. He
stood’ where she left him, until she disappeared

- up the lane which led toward her father's house,

and then he wandered into the solemn twilight
woods, the most wretched man, he thought, that
the stars ever came out to look down pitilessly

upon.




CHAPTER IIL

“#Within mj breast thers is no light,
But the cold light of stars;
T give the first watch of the night

To the red planet Mars,”
LoxerrLiow.

“WHAT is the reason that Richard has not been
to church for the past three weeks?” asked Mrs,
Fletcher of her daughter Margaret. |

‘They were sitting alone in the parlor at the

old home; Margaret was spending the day with
her mother, and had been ‘pla,ying old-fashioned
airs for a long time on the piano, but was now
engaged in making the button-holes in a shirt
for her father, which the defective sight of the
elder lady would not permit of her finishing.

- “He does not like the minister,” said the young

wife; but her cheek colored a little, for she knew

that this was not the sole reason; and she had

been mortified by the fact that although Mr.

Wilde had scrupulously kept his promise to at-
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tend church for six months, that the week the
time mentioned had expired, he had, with some

 stubbornness, declined going again,

“He hasn’t the gift of an eloquent tongue, sure-
ly,” repiied the good mother; “but he Preaches
a safe and a sound doctrine ; and it is much bet-
ter to listen to him than not to go ‘to meeting at
all.” '

- “Richard thinks that the parson is not as holy
a man as he affects to be; that he is not so
charitable and selfdenying as he preaches. He
says that he is obstinate and prejudiced, and
Pharisaical—that he has. got a very small, very
selfish soul behind & irery solemn face.”

“Richard should be careful that he himself is
not uncharitable. But if he is so strongly op-

posed to our minister, why does he not attend

the Episcopalian services? We would not make

any. great objections, though we had rather have

himlvirith us. T feel uneasy about Richard’s course,
my dear.” ‘

“So do I” murmured Margaret, scarcely re-

pressing a sigh. She would not tell her parent

that she had urged her husband to attend the
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Episcopalian church; and that he had good-
naturedly . but positively refused; giving as his
reason, that he had so much law-business through
the week, that he was obliged to take Sunday for
general reading ‘and refreshment.

“T hope‘ I shall get him out with me again be-
fore many Sabbathg,” she continued; “but he has
been go busy lately that he is tired, and takes the
holy day as a day of rest.” |

“Your father has been an industrious man the
most of his days, Margaret, but he is never so tired
that he has not a few hours to give to the worship

of the Lord out of the whole week. And he has .

~ been a good hushand to me, I hope we have not
done wrong in marrying you to an unbeliever, my

child.”

%S0 is Richard a good Lusband, mother,” replied

Margaret, quickly. “I love him more every hour
of my life.”

“Time will prove—time will prove,” murmured
the old lady. “Tt’s a risk for a lamb of the fold
to go wandering away from the flock in hopes to

persuade a stray sheep. But I believe that you

are a true Christian, my dear; and I can only
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counsel you to keep strict guard over your own

gonscience,”

“You know what St. Paul says, mother: ¢ And
the woman which hath an husband which believeth

‘not, and if he be pleased to dwell with her, let her

not leave him : for the unbelieving husband is sanc-
tified by the wife, and the unbelieving wife iz sanc-
tified by the ‘husba;nc"l; for what knowest thou, O
wife, whether thou shalt save thy husband 2 I
have faith that it will be given me to save Richard.
He has such a noble nature—it only needs to be

| touched by Divine grace.”

There was a sound as of tears in Margaret's
voice, which showed how deeply in earnest she was
~-her reother could not find it in her heart to say
any more on the subject, -

A few moments afterward the young wife look-

~ed up from her sewing, and saw Richard coming

across the lawn to take tea with the family, and
accompany her home. -She flung down her work,
and bounding to the door to meet him, welecomed
him as gladly as though they had been separated“'

a Week

“It was lonely dining at home to-day. I am
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afraid I did not do justice to Betty’s dinner,” Rich~
ard sa,id, while she was untying the shawl from
about his neck. . | |

« And we could not half enjoy the turkey and
cranberry-sauce because you were nof hefe,” she
replied, “ But you shall have some of it cold for
supper, I have had such a pleasant day with
mother; but the last two hours have been so long.
Why did you not come sooner ? it is five o'clock ;"
and then the husband laughed.

Mrs. Fletcher listened with a smile and sigh.
Perhaps it was foolish of her to feel such forebod-
ings about the future, as long as her csém—in—law’s
. actions were good and admirable; and she arose
and met him with the same motherly kiss which

she bestowed upon her own children.

When he took her hands, and held her away

from him, and looked into her kindly eyes with
his own dark, dancing ones, declaring that she was

almost as young and handsome as Maggie, and that
that was saying the most he could say, she yielded,

like the rest, to the charm of his manner.
After half an hours cheerful conversation they

went to an early tea; for Richard wished to get
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back to town in time for an evening lecture at the

court-house.
“ Where is Harry?” asked he, as the meal was

nearly finished, “He has not been in the v1]1age
for two weeks, as I remember. Tell him we shall
mark him out of our list.”

“T saw him in the orchard as I came in,” replied

‘the father, * and he said he would be in presently.”

“Something seems the matter with the lad. I
am afraid he has taken a dislike to farm-life, or
else his health is not going to be good. He is not -
the same boy that he was when you went away,
Margaret. I think it is lonely for him out here,
without any sister,” remarked Mrs. Fletcher.

The young married couple looked at each other.
They had the clew to his altered appearance; but, as
he had kept his secret from his parents, they did
not see fit to reveal it.

“If he would get a good Wife, and bring her
home here, it would make us all a little more lively,
since Maggie has zun away from us,” said the old
gentleman.

“I do not know who he would fancy, unless v
was Sarah Irving” mused his wife.
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* And she’s quite too much of a fire-fly for any

man, though she’s pretty, and I like the gipsy.
She's bardly the girl for Harry, though and she
has not joined the Church yet;” and Mr., Fletcher
shook ‘his head. i

Richard smiled and colored slightly at the last
objection, while the mother coughed as she asked
him if he would have another cup of tea, and Mar-

garet looked down upon her plate.

“She’s a beautiful girl, for all that,” said Rich-
ard; “and I hope she and Harry may sometime
take it into their heads to get married.”

“She’s right smart, too; and can manage a
house, when her mother is gick, as well as the
best,” added Mrs. Fletcher.

“Ah, welll I guess we had better wait until we
see some signs of danger before we discuss the mat-
ter so seriously,” laughed Margaref, as she arose
from the table.

She was pained at the state of unhappiness which |

her brother was in, and she did not wish to fix
attention upon it, so as to make it a source of any
more speculation. | y

“Wrap up warm,” was her mother’s injunction,
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- as she was preparing for her lbng Walk of two miles

to the village.
“We will walk rapidly; that will be the bést

way fo keep the cold off. O‘ome, Maggie. Good-
by, all.” o |
The ground was frozen smooth, and a few ﬂakes
of snow fell slowly through the air, gray with the
approé,ching evening. As they hurried down the
lane by the orchard, they saw Harry, with his arms
folded over the fence, and his head drooped upon

- them, gazing intently toward the house of the Trv-

ings, just visible through a vista of trees at that
gpot.

“ Why, Harryi you have not been to tea yef,
and here you stand in the eold,” spoke hls‘mster,

running up to him, and looking into his face with
8o much sadness and tenderness that he could not

resent the sympathy her looks inferred. “ Dear
brother, I can not bear to see you so grave and
pale. Come along with us to-night, will you not?
Richard will be out, and I want you fo sit with .
me.”

© “No—no! not to—mght Maggle I had rather
be alone.”
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She kissed his cheeks, and told him not to stand |

there any longer.

“Do come to town oftener. Cry ‘Begone, dull
care!l’ and whistle all melancholy down the wind,”
called out Richard to him, in a bluff, hearty voice, .

as his wife came back to him, and they passed

along.

As they drew near ‘t_o the residence of the Irv-
ings, they saw that Sarah was out walking back
and forth through the long front portico. It was a
chilly night, and almost dark; there was already
some snow gathering in the crevices around the
house; but she wore no shawl or hood to protect
her from the cold. The wind waved her black silkc
dress about her limbs: and tossed her hair, which
was blacker than her dress. They could not see
distinctly through ‘the gathering gloom, but they
thought that she looked thinner in face and form
than when they met her last. She did not visit
them now, except at long intervals, when she was
quite certain that she should not meet Harry. - They
could not treat her coldly, despite of their sympathy
with their brother ; for they-believed that she had’
. not meant to wrong him, and they saw that for
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some myéterious reason she was unhappy. They
could -only love them both, and hope that sometime
all would be well. e

“How do you do, Sarah ?” they called out, gayly,
as they came opposite her in the road.

She lifted her head, answered faintly, “ How do
you do ?” and re-commenced her lonely promenade.

“ You will get sick, expoéed. to this bitter cold,”
cried out Margaret again.

“That would be a piece of good fortune,” was the
reply ; and with this they left her to her thoughts.




CHAPTER IV.

“But man crouches and blushes,
Absconds sad conceals;
He creepeth and peepeth,
Ho palters and steals.”
Raren WALDO EMERSON.

‘W have said that Richard Wilde Wés am-

bitious, and that he was not quite content to settle
down in his native place, This might have been
the key to all his subsequent proceedings, althdugh
it was not the motive the most prominently be-
fore his friends and the publie.
 The day after the one which ends the last
chapter, he told Margaret that he wished her to
attend a lecture with him in the evening, He
had been very deeply interested in the one of
the preceding night, and he wished her to go
and see if she would be as pleased as he had
been. The speaker was a stranger, and the sub-

ject was a religious one.

“ A religious one!” Then the wife would be
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glad to go, for- the desire most fervent in her
heart was that her husband might be influenced
by the right, and withdrawn from the verge of
that dangerous skepticism upon which he stood. -

She went; and the man was a Mormon, and
his object was to convert as many people as he
could, and induce them to join the great caravan
which was even then on its way from Missouri
to the Great Salt Lake city, which had been

" chosen and laid out the previous summer. They

had stopped, the most of them, for the winter,.
on the banks of the Missouri river, and. would
be glad to be joined by new friends and brethren
before they began their joufnéy in the spring.

Such arguments as might possibly deceive the
unlearned and the very fanatical, were given with
a kind of eager, rough eloquence, that was pe-
culiarly the speaker’s own; but not such reasoning
as should have influenced an honest or intelligent
mind. Margaret came away disgﬁsﬁed, and her
husband came away a Mormon convert |

That was a very unpleasant night for- the young
wife. The two sat up until long past midnight
discussing the subject which had suddenly be-
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come of such vital importance to them, The
gentle nature of Margaret had never been so
thoroughly aroused in opposition to any matter
before; the glow burned upon her cheeks, and the
proud light flashed from her eyes as she heaped
indignant seorn upon the doectrines which had
been get forth. The one fearful vice which now
forms so prominent a feature of the Mormon in-
stitution had, at that time, been little discussed
by the i)ﬁblic, and she was ignorant of its ex-
istence in that society. - But the whole matter
wore to her such a look of farce and trickery
played off by a few leaders upon a foolish and
devoted people, that she was lost in astonishment
that her husband—Richard Wilde—whom she so
much admired and honored for his keen and
logical intellect~—could be, for a moment, duped
or influenced. '

“You are not in earnest, Richard I” she exclaimed,
bursting into tears, when he at length announced,
in answer to her plea, that he had resolved to
join the emigrants, and become one of the found-
ers of the future city. |

“Now, Margaret,” said her husband, drawing

*
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_her upon his knée, and caressing her; “you ought
“to be glad to hear that.”

“@lad to leave my father and mother—my

‘home—to go away into that wilderness!—and

worse, to bring disgrace upon ourselves by such
a religion ! oh, Richard !”

“Have you not told me time and again, Mag-
gie, that you would cheerfully. sacrifice home,
and - country,  and worldly ‘pfosPerity, and all
things, to s'ee‘ me a professor of the religion of
Jesus Christ ?” |

“Yes, I have, Richard: and I would; but this
is the mockery of false prophets—this is not the
religion of Jesus Christ.,” A

“Well, Margaret, my wife, I leave the decision
of my future with you. I have always found it
impossible to give my faith at all to the formal
and repelling ceremonies which seem to me, in

this community, to usurp the place of some real

- religion—if there be such a thing. And finding

nothing here to fix my heart upon, I have fallen -
almoss into a state of entire unbelief; doubts and

* perplexities have pressed upon me; and I have

found my intellect warring with satire and phil-
: 4
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.osophy against my soul. But in this new ingfi-

tution I find something to attract and interest

me; my faﬁcy, at least, if not my heart, is en-
gaged; I think that I can see my way through
into a more satisfactory belief, It rests with you
whether you will encourage this, or throw me
back upon my old skepticism.”

Poor Margaret! this was a new way of putting
the question to her. She felt that there was
something hollow in this speech, yet she could
not detect or expose it. And, perhaps, this was
the way in which her unwearied prayers for her
husband were to be answered; perhaps it was
only given her through sacrifice of much that
was dear to her, to be permitted to effect im-
mortal good for him., And should she shrink
from the coveted test of her sincerity, now that
it had a shape different from what she expected ?

That fathomless love, which lives in the heart
of a true woman for her husband and her God,
was stirred in her bosom to its deepest depths.
If it had been the martyrdom of herself, she
would not -have shrunk, if convinced that her
“husband’s best interests demanded it. As it was,
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the sacrifice was hardly less ecruel--pride, old
beliefs and associations, old loves and home had
all to go.

~ “This has come suddenly upon me,” she said,
in a tremulous voice; “you have thrown such
an awful weight upon my conscience, that, for
the present, I am faint and confused. T will
think of what you have said; and you know,
dear Richard, that however I decide, it will be
my love for you which prompts me.” '

The beautiful face, bathed in tears, sank upon
his breast, and Richard, deeply moved by the
unselfish “affection which hallowed tﬁose Sweet
blue eyes, drew his wife more closely to his heaﬁ;,
and they sat in silence for several moments—a
silence, the sweetest in the world, for it is not

all silence when two hearts beat together as if

: . they were one, and the bliss of living is made

divine by belng doubled. Even in the excited,

 unsettled state of their minds, ’shey were happy.

Neither of them slept nuch that night. Richard
had his own thoughts about the step he had re-
solved to take, and his wife was too deeply dis-

. twbed and grieved to rest; she passed the hours
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in a vain attempt to become reconciled to her
new fortunes, and in silent supplication to the
Source of all truth and wisdom fo enlighten her
as to what was her duty in this perilous case.

After daybreak she fell into a light slumber,
and when her husband arose on his elbow and
looked upon her beloved face, the flush of tears
was - yet upon her cheeks, and a slight con-
traction of the fair arched brow revealed to him
the shadow which lurked in her ‘usually happy
dreams, ' :

“I om asking her to resign a great deal for

‘my sake,” he mused. *She will give up all that -

is dear to her in the world to follow my for-
- tunes. Dear Margaret! at least I will ‘roward
you with all the devotion which your heart can
require.” ‘ '

“Do not look so ;sad, Margaret; do not, I beg
of you,” he said, as they sat at the breakfast-
table, where the cup of coffee sat untasted by
her plate.

“T was thinking of mother, Richard; and of
how I should break the news to her.”

“Are you- not willing to ‘leave father and
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mother, and cleave unto your husband? you,
who are such a good Christian, Maggie?”

“TIf there is to be a choice between; but we
were g0 happy all here together. I have hardly
learned to do without my mother yet,” said the
young wife, with a faint smile. “And she—I am -
an only daughter, and I can not bear to leave her
so desolate.” \

“It is the destiny of families to be scattered |

sooner or later, and when you became my wife .

you ought—"
“I know it—I know it! I do not hesitate a
moment—that is, T would not if I were convinced

that it was for your temporal or spiritual benefit

.~ that T should yield. But you will allow me some

natural emotions of regret will you not, Richard ?”
“Why, yes, my darling; and you must not
think me so sclfish as not to have dreaded this,
too. It is hard, T know, and it pains me deeply.
But I am acting now with reference to all our
future, earthly and eternal, and I must not pause
for trifles, Wherever we are, you will have me,
Maggie, my love, my tenderness, my constant care

for your happiness, We will be a thousand times

@

-
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dearer to each other, even than now, when we

have none but ourselves to eling to.”

This appeal brought up from the depths of the

bright eyes opposite him, a look of such glad devo.

tion, that he knew his cause was gained. Never-

theless, whén Mr. Wilde had gone out upon the
business of the day, Margaret’s heart was any thhig
but light. She felt as if she must fly to her mother
for counsel; and yet she dreaded the hour when
she should have to reveal a fact to her which was
not only painful to the affections, but mortifying to
their Puritan pride. -

That day her husband brought home the Mor-

mon missionary to dinner, She could scarcely treat

him with ordinary politeness,  He talked much and

well, but she grew more disgusted with him eirery
moment; not from any thing repelling in his ap-
pearance, but because of the influence he exerted
over Richard. Their conversation was not so
much upon the religious theories of his people as
upon their future worldly prospects. The beauty
and richness of the country which they were to

appropriate—the means within themselves of amags-

ing wealth—the ease with which men of talent and
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education among them obtained eminence and po-
sition among the brethren—their prospects for be-

coming a mighty nation by themselves, and with

their own government—were some of the points

discussed. _
«¢First come—first served, you know, Mr.

Wilde. Now is the time for a man of some for-
tune and more ability, like yom_'self, to make him-
self a name and fame, and secure to himself all the
exaltation of wealth and renown. Glorious prizes
are verily thrown at your feet, and if you do not
pick them up, the fault is your own.” .

Margaret sat listening, and weighing their words
in the correct balance of her pure mind. She felt
more discouraged than befdre; a faint doubt of the
truthfulness of her husband’s convictions, and the
possibility of some merely Worldiy motive influenc-
ing him, troubled her; yet she hardly knew which
was worst—that he really should be the disciple of
a false prophet, or that he should put on .such_- a
guise for selfish purposes.

After dinner Richard went down town with the
missionary ; and Margaret, unable to bear the lone-
liness of the house, started to visit her mother. She
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had a little black pony in the stable which she could
saddle without assistance; and although it was a
chilly winter day, she resolved to ride. The first
mile, galloping along through the sharp, Vbright air,
somewhat restored her spirits, when, all of a sudden,
the thought rushed over her, that this familiar coun-
try, every acre of which was dear to her, must be
deserted by her—these fields, these trees, this pleas-
ant, winding road, even this precious jet-black steed,
who had known no restraining hand but He‘rs, were

all to be changed for a strange, distasteful land ;—

her parents, her brothers, the old homestead, the
ocean, whose grandeur had given a tinge of sub-
limity to her girlhood's dréam, and which tossed
restlessly but a fow miles away—but most, her
mother! The tears which ran rapidly down her
cheeks so blinded her; that if the pony had not
known its destination, he might ha,ve gone far
astray. _

“Now, for mercy’s' sake, child, what's the mat-
ter ” exclaimed Mus. Fleteher, as Margaret came
into the hall, her eyes red with weeping.
~ She only threw her arms about her mother and
~ sobbed.
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“ In trouble so soon! What Aas happened, Mag-

*

gie 27

The young wife recovered herself with a quiver- |

ing smile.

“T do believe it is only the first quarrel,” spoke
out the good mother, somewhat relieved. - * Has
Richard been cross, or denied you any thing, or

neglected to kiss you when he went out of the

house for an hour, baby ?* ,
“ Oh, mother, it's a great deal worse than that.

We are going out West early in the spring.”
“lGroing out West, child ?”
“Yes! into the far, far West; away off to Utah,
mother.”
“Utah ?” was the still incredulous question,
“Yes, mother, "And, what is worst of all, we are

| going to the Great Salt Lake city; Rlchard ’s be-

come a Mormon.” -

Mzs. Fletcher uttered a little scream. It was very
seldom that she allowed her equanimity to be dis-
turbed ; but this was no trifling shock, and she
sunk down into a chair, unable to give any other
expression to her feelings.

“Don’t look so sad, dear mother—don’t; T feel
4%

T e e 2
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so badly already. And perhaps it’s all for the

best.” ‘
“All for the best! This comes from marrying
an unbeliever. I do believe it’s the judgment of

heaven upon you. My daughter's husband join

" the Mormons! TIt’s a disgrace—a burning dis-

grace. I know your father will feel it so. He, a
~ deacon of the Church, and has always stood so high,
to have a son-in-law a disciple of Jo Smith instead
of Jesus Christ, This is what comes of being taken
with fine talents, and fine looks, and fine educa-
tion, instead of with goodness, and grace; and hu-
mility,” , '

Perhaps this was the best thing the mother could
have said to arrest Margaret’s passionate weeping.
If her friends were all to condemn Richard, she
must defend him. So she dried her tears, and went
over to his side of the argument.. The objections
she had so eloquently urged when talking with him
the previous night, were left out of sight, and only
his reasons and expectations given.

“Tt is your duty to stand by your ausband, child,
if you think he is right. He has already blinded

your judgment. I know, my darling, that it is his
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soul’s salvation which 'yoﬁ seek. But ‘be not de-

~ ceived ; God is not mocked.' ™ -

“ Well, dearest mother, what else can I do?-
Richard thinks he has found a rock to keep him
out of the ocean of skepticism: shall I push him off,
and leave him to struggle with its waters again ?
You have often said that he had abundance of hard,
practical common sense. I trust greatly to that. I
think that when we arrive among this new people,
if his judgment is dissatisfied, that he will return.
He may lose a year or two of time, and some money
by the venture; but I shall stop to weigh nothing 7

in the scale against his spiritual welfare.”

“¢ Ay, there’s the rub. If it only was for his
spiritual 'Welfare,” murmured Mzs, Fletcher, with a
deep sigh. “This is bad news to break to your
father.,” |

“ And how can I leave him, and leave you,
mother? O, T hope that Richard will change his
mind, and grow weary of Mormonism, and come
back again. Yet this may be the answer to fay
prayers, mother!” | o

So it was that Margaret reconciled herself,

The saddest family group gathered around the
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table that night which had been since the death of
a little sister years before. - Mr. Fletcher did not
say as much as his wife had said, but he folt the

more deeply, He immediately detected in this sud-

» den conversion some selfish, ambitious purpose,
which lay hidden from the unsuspicious eyes of
his wife and daughter

“ Richard Wilde is too keen to be taken in the
trap of any such sham religion as that,” he mused
in his heart. “ A man that can argue as he can,
would never be duped by the doctrines of Jo
Smith, Something’s at the bottom of this in the

shape of speculation. He’ll make his fortune out

~ there, but T don’t like the way. Honesty's the best
policy. Poor Maggie, I'm afraid for her.”

The brothers were loud in. their expressions - of
disapprobation, '

“I shall hate Richard, if he takes away my only
sister,” muttered John, a sturdy boy of fourteen,
“And I thought him such a splendld fellow be-
fore.”

Almost every body thought Richard Wllde a
“splendid fellow.” That was the impression his
vivid wit and great fact in pleasing others, usually
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left. He was so fond of being admired, that he did

' not despise the good opinion of a child, and gen-

erally he said and did something for all which -
dehghted them. Yet many older heads who still
thought him a ¢ good fellow,” mlstrusted the depth
of that goodness. The tendency to exaggerate,
which made him brilliant, took from his sincerity.
His impulses were not yet bad, only a little too
selfish, He was generous to others, but most
generous 1o himself He, himself, having not
yet been tried in any great ordenl, thought himself
a good, perhaps a splendid fellow, and that his

lily-flower Marg@rét showed great discretion in lov- |

ing him as she did. He adored her with a kind of

'passioﬁ and unrest which did not promise as well
for duration’ as for strength ; but of this the pure
and single-hearted ~woman never dreamed.
Harry, like his father, did not séy. much, He
had seemed less cheerful even, when he first came
in, than when she had met him the day previous.
After hearing the exciting news, he fell into a
reverie from which he aroused himself, looking F
more happy than he had done for a long

time.
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“1 do believe Harry is glad that we are gomg,”
said Marga.ret

“I am glad; I thmk it will be a good thing

for Richard.”
This decision filled the famﬂy with surprise.
Margaret was comforted by it, for she placed con-

fidence in her brother. Far from her: remotest '

thought was any idea of the true cause which
influenced his opinion.

As they always gave her an early tea, the young

wife hoped to reach home in time to preside over

his cup for her husband ; she did not like him to
eat in solitude.

So telling them all that she would see them
soon again on the now-engrossing subject of her
visit, she sprang upon her pony and bounded away.

As she passed the Irvings', she saw Sarah, with
| bonnet and cloak, waiting at the gate.

“ Check the speed of your fiery steed, for I want:
your company into town,” she said, as she came
forth to meet her.

“ Then you must get ﬁp behind, for I am in
haste, and pony would 't "like to measure his
steps with your little feet.”

OF FACTS STRANGER PHAN FicTioN. 87

“If you. were an old-fashioned eavaher there
would be something worth while in mounting the
same steed apd flying away into the regions of
sunset, with the sounds of hot pursuit dymg in
the distance,” laughed Sarah, as she G;prang up,
and the little pony cantered away, looking rather

overloaded.
«You are too romantic for this common-place

era, Sarah ; you ought to have been born in the
days of troubadours; those bright, proud eyes of

- yours would have brought plenty of them to sngh

beneath your window. You must marry, and

 settle down soberly, like me.”

“«What do I care for these eyes of mine, since
their arrows could not bring down the game T -
wanted? Do not talk to me about settling down
soberly. I never did any thing as other people
do; and I have a presentiment that I shall not

- marry ag otHer people marry. By the way, I heard

a very strange rumor this afternoon.”
“That we were going west?”
- 6 Yeg? I
“Well, I fear that it is too true.”
There was a long silence; at length Sarah spoke
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in a low voice, full of meaning, which startled her -

friend. |
“Do you know that the Mormons believe in
- polygamy, Margaret ?*

She felt the heart around which her arm was

thrown give a sudden leap, but it grew composed
again.

“No,” was the reply; “and I do not believe it.”

“Well, it is so.”

- “If Richard knew that he would not go near
them,” said the wife, at length; “he would be
too much shocked, T think you must be: mis-
taken: there are so many reports.”

Sarah did not - repeat the charge, and Margaret
went on to tell her about the lecture and the
missionary, ete., until they reached her home.

“l am just in the mood for riding a little
further,” said Sara, as the other dismounted, “and
if you do not object to loaning your horse for a
half hour, T will ride on.”

“T would loan you any thing I possessed, ex-
cept the heart of my husband. But is it not
too cold to ride so mear night ¢

“Not too cold for me: I love it
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She sprang into the seat, and waving her
hand with a grace which none but herself might
equal, she touched the fiery little pony with the
whip, and away they flew down a cross-street
leading out info a road which ran down to the

gea. There was no wind, but the air was sharp,

" and the sun was low. Her cheeks were crimson

with the cold ; her hood fell back, and her glossy
black hair floated around her face in disorderly
curls, TIf James could have seen her in that declin-
ing winter light, he would thereafter have written
eternally about ome young horsewomdin riding
down upon the beach, instead of two horscrner
riding over a hill—if indeed he did not mistake
her for an apparition, and write about a spirit upon
a bewitched steed. Before he would have time
to rub his eyes and convince himself, she would
have been out of sight as by magic, so madly
she hurried her swift little horse along the path.
It was half an hour's ride to the ocean, and

although she had only asked to ‘be gone that

length of time, when she came in sight of those *
eternal waves, the same spirit which had prompted
the ride, impelled her on to the shore. Ah, how

‘x
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cold it was there, and the sun was sinking behind
her, But the moon was rising before her, Out
of that bed of silvery ripples in the dim distance
she came up, and hung cold and bright over a
glittering waste. ~

Sarah Trving rode to and fro along the gravelly
beach. There were none in that lonely spot to
wonder at her mood, only the poor pony whom
she gave not time to breathe, as she urged him
back and forth. Her eyes, grox'&ing darker and
more intense, looked over the boundless waters.
As moonlight took the place of day, she too began
to look pallid and wan ; the ocean had on a ghosﬂy
splendor which was reflected in her face. The
waves rolled in upon the beach, expiring with a
prolonged ' cry. . By-and-by she foo began to cry
out in a long, low voice, *Oh, no, I can not, I can

not!” she cried, and then.the next moment, ¢ but

I will—I must!” No other human being could
have rightly guessed the secret of the struggle in

her swelling breast. It heaved with sighs like

the infinite bosom of the sea before her.
“QOh, sea!" she sobbed at last, turning her

horse’s head, and facing it, “ we must have some-
* : '
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thing in common, so strangely do you sympa,thize-
with my words. But you are more or less than
human. I, alas, am hu@an; in my breast is the
war of passion against principle: you know not
the awful strife. Yet your voice is sadder, your
sighs more mighty than mine. Can you feel more
than I do? Have you a grief? do you know
mortal or immortal pain like mine?”

The tide was coming in; even as she ceased
speaking, the waves, crested with glittering foam,
broke around her horse’s feet, who plunged and
shivered beneath her restraining hand; she sat
erect and held him subdued.

“T knew that you returned my love,” she con- -
tinued ; “and here you are creeping close to me at
the sound of my voice, to assure me of your
good understanding with me. We are friends.

Are we not both wild, and fascinating, and sad,

- and unrestrainable ? You have many lovers,

ocean ! and so have I; but I have not the one
whom alone of all I ‘sought‘;‘ You toss ships,
and treasures, and men into destruction to prové'
your power; why should not I toss one poor,

feeble heart aside, to prove mine ?".
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Perhaps she waited for an answer to her hard

- question, forgetful, in the whirl of her excited
mind, that the friendship of the sea was not to

‘be trusted ; again the breakers rolled in; and
this time they swept her away. They hurled

her off her horse, whose frightened scream she .

heard as the cold waves deluged him. They
'drove the blinding mist into her eyes; they seized
upon her breath; they chilled her heart, and
she knew no more of what they did with her.

The sea was not very cruel, after all. It would
do by her ag she would do by others: if she

would toss a human heart aside as mad, it would"

toss her aside; yet mnot quite hopelessly. When
it had played with her a moment, it threw her
chilled and senseless upon the pitiless shore,

where she must have very soon perished, had

not & horseman, as by providence, come riding
down that way. - A
It was Harry Fletcher, who had followed his
sister into town fo talk with Richard about the
_news, and had been sent by her in search of the
long-absent girl ‘who had ridden off alone toward
the ocean. Ho threw himself beside her, and drag-
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ged her away from danger; he took her head upon
his bosom, and chafed her hands, and kissed her

lips; it was in vain to try to resuscitate her there,

and her wet garments were freezing around her.
He flung her light form over his horse’s neck,
sprang into the saddle, and rode to the first farm-

" house.

Poor Jenny, Margaret’s beautiful black pony,
was not thought of in that moment; the waves
did not treat her as kindly as they did the mis-
tress who compelled her into danger—she drifted
out, and went down to darkness and death.

- The people who lived at the farm-house had a
laige five and a bed in the sitting-room. They had
had cases of drowning to attend to before this one,
and with skill and kindness they soon revived the
sufferer. The woman put dry garments upon her,
covered her in the bed, and gave her a little wine.
Harry was admitted to see her lying pale and bean-
tiful upon the pillow, to hear her whisper, “I
thank you,” to him, as her preserver—for although
Sarah was not happy, she was young, and not
really qﬁite ready to die—to meet the glance of
her sad eyes beaming almost tenderly upon him;
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and then he rode away after Margaret to come and
stay the night with her. . =
When he returned with his sister, they found her
doing very well; there was a faint color in her
cheeks borrowed ffom ‘the heat of the fire which
blazed opposite ; she looked so subdued and gentle

that she was 'ha,‘rdly like the same Sarah who had

left her home two hours before. Her hair, from
which the salt sea was drying, had parted into a
thousand little shining strands, indescribably beau-
tiful. Harry, now that the fright was over, was

completely overcome; his overstretched nerves re-

laxed; as he sat by the bed the tears welled quietly
from his eyes, and were wiped away. The people
were all out of the room, and Margaret went too
for something which the invalid needed. |

“You need not weep any more,” said the young
girl in a faint voice, reaching out her hand across
the bed to him; “you shall have the life which
you have saved.” |

He gazed at her an instant as if afraid that he
mistook..

“If you dare take so wild a creature, I will be

yours.”
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The half smile and blush assured him that he
had heard aright; and he bowed his lips to that
hand which had been given him, in a theill of joy
too sudden for words. :
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CHAPTER V.

“The breath of the morning i3 with her,
Wherever my darling goes.

“What if, with her sunny hair,
And smile as sunny as sweet,
Bhe meant to weave mo & snare

Of some coquettish deceit #”
Trnweson's “Mavn.”

SARAH IRVING had neither father nor mother.
She inherited a few thousand dollars, over which
she now, being of age, held entire control, and
lived with an uncle and aunt who were childless.
They loved her very tenderly, and had indulged
her too much for the true good of so wayward a
spirit. After losing her parents, and when be-
tween eight and twolve years of age, she had

visited amid her friends and relations, her home

being unsettled; and as she was beautiﬂll,‘ win-
ning, and heiress to some wealth, she was every-
where petted and caressed. The strong will of

‘her wild but interesting nature grew unchecked ;-

when" gshe finally found a permanent resting-place
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at her Uncle Irving's, They were afraid of even
the appearance of unkindness to the orphan, and
allowed her to grow just as her own character

inclined itself. | _ _ .
All the wildness about her might have been

irained into exquisite proportions, but she came
up like the forest vine. All owned the charm
of her very willfulness, while few foresaw that it

“would ever bring her any trouble.

All that there was unusual about her was ‘irery
bewitching. Her laughter and her frown had beau-
ty in them; her gracefulness knew no rules; she
herself made the laws which goverﬁed her dress
and her manners. If, sometimes, she was angry,
it was only a flash of summer lightning break-
ing out from her dark eyes, and revealing ‘more
clearly her warm and glorious beauty. If she
took offense without reason, she was as quick as
the hmmblest child to ‘implo-re pardon for her mis-
deeds.

So here she was in her nineteenth year, and no
persons but the' envious had ever found serious *

fault with her, until the next morning after her

“accident, when her aunt and uncle heard of her

5




98 MORMON WIVES; A NARRATIVE

last night's peril. They had supposed. her. safe at
Mr, Wilde's, until the news arrived, by way of
Harry, the next day; and then their fright and
anxiety convinced them, for the first time, that
~ their niece was altogether too careless, and too full

of wild freaks to be trusted; and they gave the |

poor child a lecture, meant to be very severe,
‘when they arrived at the cottage where she was
waiting to be taken home,

The huskjr voice in which her uncle scolded, and
the kiss with which her aunt was finally obliged to
turn suspicion from a tell-tale teér, showed Sarah
that they were not half so offended with her as she

deserved. She got comfortably home, and there

was nothing then to cry about but the loss of the
pony. Margaret shed manj' tears for him, and
Sarah accused herself vehemently for his loss,
Harry could not grieve even for pbor Jenny.
He thought his happiness cheaply purchased by
her life. If he had been as cool and ealm in his
love-matters as in his business affairs, his good
sense would have taught him to have feared the
stability of words spoken under such circumstances.

Gratitude is not love; and it remained to show
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whether oven that sentiment would diminish or
increase. He did not stop to think; his being was

" ahsorbed in feeling; his mental faculties were

buried in a delicious stupor, while his heart held
high revel. |

That evening he went to see Sarah, He found
her sitting in a large arm-chair before the fire,
a crimson shawl wrapped about her, and the hair
brushed back plainly from her somewhat pale fore-
head, and falling in clusters of curls around her
shoulders. She Teceived him very quietly,” yet
very pleasantly; he had never seen her when she
appeared so perfectly contented, and to be enjoying

- ‘such sweet repose; every trace of restlessness had

gons from_her voice and manner. It was the calm
after the tempest ; the peace of exhaustion ; the girl
felt as if her destiny had been decided for her, and
she was too weary to struggle with it any longer—
she would take it as it came, and be glad that
circumstances had taken the trouble of any further
doubt away from her. |

Jf a dream had flitted acros’s’hié‘ brain durihg

the day, that a promise made under such exciting
impulses should not be relied upon, he forgot it
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now, as he gazed and gazed upon that serene

countenance with the intensity of hope and passion.

Her aunt had said, as she retired to her own sitting-

“room, that Sarah must go to bed early ; and Harry, -

fearful of faﬁguing her, staid but a little while,
and made no reference to the great event of the

previous evening. But when he arose to go, he.

bent over her, and pressed bis first kiss upon her
lips; then he looked into her face with a lover’s

boldness, to see how she received it. Her eyes were

cast down, but she neither smiled nor frowned. Oh,
how he yearned to have her look up and give

him one radiant glance in answer to the love
which was beaming from his gaze—one of her
sweet, swift glances, only it should be touched
with a new beauty of timidity and affection ; but

thoée eyes were still modestly downcast, so he’

said “ good-night,” softly, and went out from her

presence. |
It was a great comfort to Margaret to hear of

the engagement of Sarah to her brother. She was

rejoiced ﬁot‘onlyrfhat their happiness seemed now

secured, but she felt much more contented- about

leaving her mother, since a new daughfer was
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going into the family, whose high spirits would
koeplonelines-s from haunting the old homestead,
and whose merry. fingers and sweet voice would
fill the parlor with the old, beloved melodies. =~
The holidays came and were spent in the us_ﬁal
round of feasting and gayeties, the cheerfulness
becoming to the season being shaded a little by
the thought that it was the last time for many
years that Margaret would grace the family eircle.
Richard said that just as soon as the great tide of
emigration setting ‘westward made the journey
back less difficult, that his wife should return and
stay as long as she wished ; but it would be a long
time before they could hopé for such a state of
civilization, and in the thean time, what might not
happen? Who, of all these dear ones, would be
missed from the group, when sghe returned?
Would her mother not probably be aken away “

before that? What loss might not sickness and

accident bring? Such questions were continually
stirring in  Margaret’s heart, and dimmin’g her
eyes with fears in the midst of the brightest
hours, a |

After New Year's they were all very busy 'aiding
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in the -preparation for the long and wearisome
journey. Richard had his business to settle up,
and Margaret the providing of such comforts as it
was possible to take with them. Sarah sewed for
~ her many an hour, and Mrs. Fletcher’s most abid-
ing thought was—* What more can I do for them ?
what else can I add to their store of necessaries 2"
The young couple had possessed a large circle
of friends and admirers; but the tide of popular
feeling was now against them, and there were but

few who expressed their good-will either by cheer-

ing words or tokens of affection,

Richard’s own father was very bitter; the min-
ister was bitterer still. He called upon Mrs,
Wilde, when he first heard of their intention,
to know if it was possible that she, a member of

his chureh, could cast such diseredit upon her

profession, as to consent, for any reason, to aceom-
pany her husband into the midst of a wicked and
false people.

Margaret wept a good deal during his visit, and

expressed her own regreb ; at the step, but said
firmly that where Richard went she must' go,
and expressed her hope that this delusion of his
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. might result in the conversion of his soul to the —

true religion in the course of time.

The pastor representéd the enormities and idol
atries of the Mormons in indignant terms, and left
his lamb of the fold feeling very lost, unsettled,
and unhappy. Richard, in turn, had an equally
warm and indignant defense to set up: he dwels
upon the persecutions to which a homeless and
peaceful people had been subjected; called for
proof that there was any thing ovil in their habits
or belief; commended their wisdom and prudence,
and their wonderful patience, perseverance and in-
dﬁstry. He painted their future success and pros-
perity in almost too glowing terms; for Margaret
apprehended that his mind was more captivated by
the projected splendor of their worldly enterprises,
than by their religion.

She had nothing to do, however, but to sub-
mit, fo pray more fervently, and to trust, with a
woman’s faith, that all would be well.

As for Hamry, as the weeks flew by he was
not quite so happy as he had expected to be.
Sarah had gone back into her old ‘capricious
moods; and try to be' satisfied as he might, he
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could not shake off a feeling of discontent at her
conduct. Sometimes she was wrapped away out
of his sight in a cloak of cold reserve; again she
was sad, and could give no explanation of her
gloom; then she put on a bewildering, tantalizing
gayety ; occasionally she gave him a playful caress
or a thrilling glance, but never did he find her in

that subdued, tender and loving mood for which

be longed.
“She does not love me, and she will never make
me happy—why do I not resign her at once ?” he

asked himgelf again and again, and always the

answer was—* I can not give her up; she is only
wayward, a wild bird that refuses to be tamed, yet
ah! so beautifull”

And at the vision of her beauty the resolution to

prove himself wise and proud melted into air.

One evening he sat with her and others in her
uncle’s parlor. She was in one of her unapproach-
able and queenly guises, nob petulant, but cold.
She sat near the lamp, and made it an excuse to
be very busy with her crocheting of a purse for
him, that she need talk but little. He asked to
hold the Little ball of blue silk, but she put it in her
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pocket; he essayed to make her drop a stitch a,nd
she received his pleasantry very seriously.

At last he gave up the hope of interesting her
and sat gazing rather sullenly upon her bright,
impassive face, with its downcast eyes fixed upon
her work. - Suddenly a step and voice were heard
in the hall; the blood rushed into Sarah’s cheeks;
her hand trembled so that che dropped more than
one stitch ; the full blaze of the lamp shone upon
her, and Harry could see how her heart beat rap-
idly beneath its bodice. She was aware that she
had betrayed agitation, and she turned ber chair
nervously so as to shade her face.

It was only Richard Wilde who _entered, and
presently the young girl was calm again; but her
lover was not; he it was who was now silent and
reserved, yet who noted with a jealous eye how soft
and rich a tone her voice took on uﬁconsciously_as
she answered the new comer, how the flush lin-
gered on her cheek, and how she stole glances as
his married brother which he would- have periled

“his soul to win. In vain she now became con@e-

scending and social to him, striving to cover past

* haughtiness with present humility ; gloom was upon

5%
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his brow and the agony of mistrust in his heart.

Harry might have been mistaken in his fierce sus-
picion ; he was a jealous lover, and
#Trifles light as air

Are, to the jealous, confirmation strong
As proofs of holy writ.”

CHAPTER VI.

. % And ever in sofi dreams

Of future Jove and pesce sweet converse lapt

Our willing fancies, till the pallid bearns

Of the last watchfire fell, and darkness wrapt

The waves, and each bright chain of floating fire was snapt.
# And till we came even fo the eliy’s wall,

And the great gate, then, none knew whence. or why

Disquiet on the multitade did falL”
. o BHELLEY.

TaE twentieth day of March had arrived—the
day set for the departure of Richard and Margaret
from the home of their youth for a far, uncivilized
land. They were to go to New York, and there
join a company who were bound for the same
goal, proceed from there to St. Louis by railroad,
take a boat up the Missouri, buying horses and

" wagons' at the latter city to use in passing the

vast plains and discouraging mountains which lay
betwéeri the furthermost-bound boat and their re-
mote destination. ' | B
A weeping group was gathered about the youth~

ful adventurers. Margaret summoned all her res-
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olution when the carriage, which was to convey
 them to the dépbt, came to the door. One by one
her friends embraced her, and their tears fell hot
lupon her cheeks. She would not give way to the-
sobs which choked her when her father and mother

took her in their arms, for fear of adding to their

already too burdensome grief. TLast of all came
Sarah to say good-by. She had been laughing and
jesting all the morning, as it seemed, with a brave
endeavor to keep up the spirits of the rest of the
party ; but as she gave her hand to Richard, and

he kissed her with tear-blinded eyes as he had the |
rest of his friends, she.turned very pale. Giving

her hand from his grasp to that of Margaret, she
tried to say her farewell, but her lips quivered

without any sound, and she fell fainting into her

arms. Here was an event which added to their
already excited feelings; but the carriage could not
wait. Margaret kissed the white cheek of her
childhood’s companion, and amid repressed sobs
of grief, was led out and lifted into the vehicle.
Their first half-day’s ride was gloomy cnough.
Margaret had her vail over her face to conceal the
tears which flowed silently but plentifully. There
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was something exhilarating in the swift motion of
the cars, and her unrestrained weeping had “ eased
her heart,” so that, at last, by the persuasions of
Richard, she lifted ber vail, and allowed herself to
be diverted by the variety of scenes through which
they impetuously swept.

In New York they had a day or two of sight-
seeing, the rest of the company-not being quite
ready for their journey. Her husband was so full
of hope and animation, that Margaret would have
been tolerably content were it mot for the thought
of those she was leaving behind. She had traveled

but little—a trip to Niagara with her father being
almost the extent of her experiences—so that all

things had the charm of novelty.

Their company was made up of the superior
olass of emigrants—men like Richard, who were
of some fortune and education, and Who,'perhaps,
like him, had some other than religious motives in
embarking their all in such a venture—with their
families, women following their husbands as Ruth
did Naomi, and a few children who knew but Title
except of the pleasures of continual change,

They were weary enough of their long ride when
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they reached St. Louis; here they bad a day or two
in which to rest, while procuring stores for their.
journey, cattle, wagons and provisions, and wait-
ing for a boat.

The spring rain had swelled the river, so that
their boat panted and puffed along quite steadily.
They were ten days in reaching Council Bluffs,
where they were to begin the most tedious part of
~ their wanderings. )

‘Those ten days were eally enjoyed by Margaret.
She had now become somewhat acquainted with
her fellow-passengers, with all of whom she was
rendered a favorite by her personal beauty and
sweetness of disposition, Many of them she liked

in return. They had various kinds of amusements

to beguile their time going on in the cabin; but as

the weather was quite warm and dry, it was her

chief enjoyment to sit out on deck with Richard,

marking the scenery through which they passed,
and talking over the future and the past, Not
even in the days of their betrothal had he been at
. more pains to make himself agreeable to her. He
seemed to dread lest home-sickness shounld take

possession of her, and to avert that calamity he was
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more lover-like than ever. As they passed the
Bluffs, which rose in beautiful terraces, now close
to the shore, and now sweeping further back into
the country, he would pdint out every new charm,
and talk with a winning eloquence about the wild,
free, beautiful -life they would live in that far away
new World that wonderful Atlantis, where all of
nature’s magmﬁcenee would be theirs, and wealth’
and honor had only to be sought and found.

’I‘h_e conventionalities, the cold-hearted formal-
ities of civilized barbarism should not fetter them

‘there. It is true that they would dwell in a city,

but a city uplike'any other that ever was built—a
city of sisters and brothers living in peace and
delight. ‘They would be free to worship in the
grandest temples of nature, to love the beautiful, to
grow out of the harshness and conﬁentionaliﬁy of old

ceremonies each into his own individuality.” Their

. natures would expan& like the glorious préiries

around them, and their unfettered hearts would .
expand with the wvorship of all things pure, and-
truthful, and free, and thus they would ever be-
come capable of a more perfect love toward one

another. As their spiritual being grew in beauty
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toward the Above, their union would become still
more what the angels would contemplate with pleas-
ure, so that the ever-increasing fairness of their
pathway through life would lead them, at length,
~ both to a still more lovely life in another world.

* These were a few of the anticipations which he
poured into her fascinated ear as thej sat alone on
the deck, oftentimes in the mystic moonlight, which
gave all their sﬁrrounding's a weird and softened
look, while her little hand nestled itself in his, and
“he rounded all his most eloquent periods with a
kiss upon her smiling mouth., How could she
choose but take him at his word, and believe that
they were really just about entering a new At
lantis, the most beautiful the world ever dreamed
of? At least, whether it were a desert or a para-

dise, she was with her hushand, and he loved her,

and would love her yet more and more.
Arrived at Council Bluffs the party put them-

selyes in marching order. They joined another

company who had come from St. Louis in wagons,
and, in all, numbered a hundred fighting men, who
were all well armed, and half as many women and
children. There was quite an array, and as the
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weather was fine and provisions ample, the emi-

grants were in fine spirits,

A slight cloud came over them, though, the first
day, as they reached the little village, a fow miles
beyond Council Bluffs, where the Mormons had
wintered, a large body of them, the geason before,
They had extemporized this village for their win- |
ter quarters; cold, famine, and disease had made
sad havoc with their numbers, and more than a -
hundred new-made ‘graves met the startled eyes
of their brethren who followed after. This un-
fortunate company of saints, when they left, but a
few weeks previous, this, their unhappy stopping-
place, shook the dust from off their feet, and
cursed it in sorrow and bitterness of heart

The memory of the rest of that long and perilous
pilgrimage became afterward like a fover-dream to
Margaret ; it haunted her like something sile had
endured, and yet which had no reality. During its
brogress she thought often of that-vivid picture in
“ Alton Locke's” wonderful fever-vision. She re-
peated it to her husband ; and as it is an altogethér
more true and sublime history of her journeying
than we can give, we'quote it:




114 MORMON WIVES; A NARRATIVE

“The noise of wheels crushing slowly through
meadows of tall marigolcis and asters, orchises and
gfr;mgrant lilies. * * * So I slept, and woke,
and slept again, day after day, week after week, in
the lazy bullock-wagon, among herds of gray cattle
guarded by huge, lop-eared mastiffs; among shag-
gy, white horses, heavy-horned sheep, and silky
goats; among tall, barelimbed men, with stone
axes on their shoulders and horn bows at their
backs, Westward, through the boundless steppes,
whither or why we knew not, but that the All-
Father had sent us forth. ~ And behind us, the rosy
snow-peaks died into ghastly gray, lower and
lower ag every evening came; and before us the
plains spread infinite, with gleaming salt-lakes, and
ever fresh tribes of gaudy flowers. Behind ug,
dark lines of Living beings streamed down the
mountain slopes; around us, dark lines crawled
along the plains—all westward—westward ever.
The tribes of the Holy Mountain poured out like
water to replenish the. earth and subdue it—Ilove-
-streams from the creator of that gréat soul-voleano
—Titan babes, dumb angels of Grod, bearing with
them, in their uncons¢ious pregnancy, the law, the
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freedom, the science, the poetry, the Christianity of
Furope and the world. - ‘,

“ Westward ever—who could stand against us?
We met the wild asses on the steppe, and tamed
them, and made them .our slaves. We slew the

" bison-herds, and swam broad rivers on their skins,

The Python-snake lay across our path; the wolves
and the wild dogs snarled at us out of their coverts ;
we slew them, and went on. The forests rose in
black, tangled barriers ; we hewed our way through
them, and went on. Strange giant tribes met us,
and eagle-visaged hordes, fierce and foolish; we’
smote them, hip and thigh, and went on—westward
ever. Days and weeks rolled on, and our wheels
rolled on with them.” | | | ’

So to Margaret's excited imagination seemed their
long, long wanderings. She saw great prairies all
in a whirl and splendor of\'ﬂame; broad, nameless
rivers glittered in the sunlight; she breathed the
aroma of unknown flowers; she heard the scream
of the panther and the yell of the wild Indian; she
saw hills standing up against the sky, which they
were to wearily climb; she trembled at times with
foar, and again she thrilled with speechless pleasure
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as she looked abroad over lands of wonderful mag-
‘nificence. '

'I‘Hey left more than one new grave to its awful
solitude in the wilderness; and they _Welconied two
or three infant souls, born in sorrow and discomfort,
to a place in their never-resting company. More
than once they thirsted for water, and were mocked
by glittering springs and pools of salt and bitter
waters; again, they feasted upon delicious berries
gathered at morning from the dewy plains; and so
with joy‘a;nd pain they traveled on, till they found
an: abiding-place in the eager, hospitable heart of
the Gireat City of the Saints. |

CHAPTER VII.

“The mother, with her dewy eye,
Is dearer than the blushing bride
Who stood, three happy years gone by,
In beauty by my side,”
Brairien,

For a couple of montbs after their arrival, the
Wildes, like many others, lived in a tent or canvas
house. It was glorious autumn weather; the
world around them had on a gorgeous appa;r,:eling
of purple mist, and flowery prairies, and many-
hued foliage, such as they had never seen in their
chilly, New Ingland home ; and Margaret, for a
time, was all enthusiasm. Her novel mode of lLife
had a thousand charms for her poetical nature,
which had found but little at home to stimulate it,
except the ocean, ever grand, ever unequaled, and
whose green‘ or purple waves she loved to fancy in

the soft swell of the grassy plains lying beneath her

gaze, It was a 'luxixry to sit in her fent-door and

feel the delicious air blowing about her, sweet with
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the breith of a million dying blossoms ; and a still
greater luxury to mount the Indian pony which
Richard had presented her, and ride away by his-
gide into the sublime solitudes which surrounded

,the city.
_Bitter drops soon bewan to distill into her cup of

sweets. Her day-dreams were broken in upon €on-
stantly by uncongenial- companions. The women
of Utah were talkative and inquisitive—more than
women usually are, for the simple reason that their
homes wer%; not happy—énd they did not believe
in any of their pumber setting themselves up to be
unsocial or exclusive. They were dispose& to show
Margaret more attention than she cared to Tecipro-
‘cate. She was very much disappointed in the char-
acter of the cormmunity generally. She was a stous
republican, and yet she felt it impossible to {rater-
nize with some who claimed her friendship.

The city itself was busy, prosperous, neat and
pleasant ; and Richard was full of animation and
ambition; but Margaret grew.all the time less satis-
fied. She began to get glimpses of the true state of
religion and domestic morals amid the people. She
could hardly tolerate their 'réiigious ceremonies, but
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attended them in .obedience to the wishes of her
husband. Her pure nature was inexpressibly shock-
ed by those other principles which she dreaded, and
yet was compelled to believe were rife amid the
community. Richard glossed the matter over for a
while to her, but her female friends were continualijr
revealing facts to her, and endeavoring to elicit her
sentiments. She gave them no room to douﬁt-of

her displeasure and detestation. The severity of

her rebuke was more than they could bear, and
Richard was soon given to understand that his wife

must use more discretion—that it was not becommg
for a stranger in their midst to 1nvelgh against ex-
isting institutions,

Richard’s desires that she should keep her owﬁ
counsels, were very earnestly expressed. He was
ambitious; he wished to make a fortune ; but most
he aspired to gain ‘influence over his fellow-men.
This, by means of his tact and brilliant talents, he -

was rapi_dly acquiring, and he could not be thwarte

ed in his aims, by having a prejudice gotten up
against his beautiful wife. He wished her to con-.
ciliate—to use her fine powers of Pleasing, as he did
his own, for selﬁsh purposes. But this he dared
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not ask Qf her; in truth, he was not yet so selfish
in his love of power, that he wished to see his wife
any less modest, truthful, gentle, and pure than she

was, |
When talking with her, he condemned, as heart-

ily as she could wish, the sin which threatened to
undermine their social foundations, but he made her
promise silence.

Margaret was almost sorry when their little adobe
house was finished—the tent was so novel and

charming; but a cold breath of wind sweeping in

through the canvas, proclaimed the approach of
winter, and the comforts of a more substantial
dwelling.

“Tt is not equal to the home we left,” she said
with a sigh, when the few articles of plam furniture
were arvanged in the four small rooms which com-
pleted the cottage. “ Oh, for my beloved piano,
and our books, Richard !”

“Wait just a fow years until we have our
railroad built, darling; then you shall have a
piano, and every thing else that your heart ‘can
imagine. This is but a temporary home. I am
going to be a rich man, Maggie, a very rich man;
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and you are to réign as a kind of queen over this
new Atlantis.” _ -

“ Ah, Richard, I have no ambition of that kind ;
T only dread lest your glowing schemes lead you
unconsciously into selfishness. T only fear that
your heart, which is now all mine, will be divided
between me and the idols of your earthly ambition.
For the world with all its splendor, I would not
have you lose your singleness of heart, your: pure
tastes, your love of the beautiful, your devotion to
me,” she added with a blushmg smile, though the
tears were in her eyes, so earnestly she spoke,

- She put her arms about his neck, and leaned her
head in her child-like manner against his breast.

“The touch of this beautiful head upon my
bosom is worth more than all my hopes of worldly
suceess to me,” he said, in his most deep and tender
tone. ‘“Never—never shall I do any thing which

 ghall prevent it from reposing thus confidingly

upon my heart, my wife Margaret.”

“My w1fe Margaret I the musical, 1mpass1oned
tone his voice assumed in . breathing her name,
thrilled her heart with the sweetest happiness.

Her new home grew all perfection to her then.
o 6




122  MORMON WIVES; A NARRATIVE

Tt was invested with the one glory which alone

can gild with true splendor either palace or cot-

" tage; the one radiance whose beauty no jewels
can emulate ; the one suﬁlight' which makes sum-~
mer in the dreariest climate.

“T am content with your love; and would be any-
where,” she said, after a moment of blissful silence.

% And a loving husband may atone for the want
of a piano?” he asked, playfully.

“Yes; that ig, if be will sing for me the songs he
used to sing in the moonlight nights at home. Iis
~ voice ig sweeter to me than any instrument.”

“ For that piece of flattery, then, T will repay you
with your old favorite—let me see, which one?”

“T can wait a little while,” said Margaret, laugh.-
ing. -“Moonlight airs will not sound accordant
before tea. Look! the table is spread, and we will
partake of our first feast in the new house; and it
will really be a feast, for a neighbor brought us
this delicious wild-honey to-day, and here are your
favorite cakes. We have coffee, too, made of
" barley, which, with rich cream, is a drink not to be

- scorned. We will have to drink it altogether,
hereafl;er, for I have given awa,y all the tea we

OF FAOTS STRANGER THAN FICTION. 123

brought with us to the old- ladies of my acquaint-
ance, who are not used to being deprived, of if, and

- who really need it. That was right, wasn'%t it

dear? for you care but little about tea, and we are -
young, and can do withou.” , ‘

“It was just like you, Maggie, and so I can not
say that I have any fault to find,” was the affection-
ate reply; “though I think you had better have
saved one paper for yourself; you may need it by-
and-by.” .

“Not so much as they. How do you like bar-

- ley-coffee 2"

“It’s as good as Mocha for me. This wild-
honey is one of the sweets of barbarism, is n't it?”
“ Say rather of nature. And I think it all the

more delicious when T remembor that it was gath-

-ered from. prairngﬂowers by bees, yellow-belted,

striped, and fattooed like Indian furies, coming

down in tiny hordes upon ‘the frightened blossoms,
with spears all poised, to rifle them of their precious
stores. There is. something romantic about our
repast, not unfit to be associated with poetry, re-
minding me of the feasting of Adam and Eve.”
“That kind of poetic feeling is associated with
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‘almost all that T do,” replied Richard. ¢ There is
a charm—the charm of wildness, and freedom from

old customs—about every thing; as if, in this far-

away west, we were indeed living in the beginning .

of creation, or, at least, in anothér, newer world.
There is nothing to trammel my energies, no prec-
edent which T must follow, every thing is free, and
great, and boundless, and my spirit swells to a kin-

dred greatness.”

“If it only were not for the Apeople, Richard,
I should think that our dreams might be realized..

‘But any amount of self-deceptmn can not hide
the fact that, instead of escaping the evils and
stains of society, we have riveted around us those
of a more degrading kind. Instead of the re-
gerve and coldness of New England civilization,
we have the interforence and curiosity of ignorance
and prejudice. If we were living in the midst of
a few choice people, such as we would have chosen
for ourselves, we should indeed believe the Atlantis
was found.” | “

“What do you think,” said Rlchard after a
pause, “ was proposed, to me, to-day, by one of
the_ leading elders?”
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Margaret drew in her - breath, and said she -
could not guess. |
- “Nothing less than that, as my new house was
now finished, and had four good rooms, ;Lnd ag I
promised fair to be a man of influence, he ‘thoﬁght
it best for me to set a good. example by taking
another wife,”

The young husband laughed merrily at the in-

dignant and breathless scorn of his beautiful com-

panion,

!

“How did he dare to inéult yoﬁ so grossly 2"
she asked, when she had recovered somewhat' from
her astonishment.

“Do you suppose he thought it an insult, darling ?”

“But, I am sure you showed him that you con-
sidered it s0.” 3

“Well, I told him that I was a good Mormon,
but that I must have the privilege of managing my

- domestic affairs as I pleased ; that T loved the wife

I had very dearly, and could not think of taking

- another as Jong as that was the case.”

i@ : .
I presume some envious woman who begrudges.

- me my happiness was at the bottom of the sug-

gestion,” said Margaret,
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“ Or, perhaps, some woman who has become en-
amored of my beauty,” said Richard, laughing at
his own vamty ' -

“T should not wonder,” answered the wife, look-
ing up into his handsome face with a proud smile.
“ As if she thought my Richard was to be won !”

“They little dream of what true love is, Maggie,
or true happiness, either. Strange.! that people will
thus wreck their own best interests, and involve
themgelves in all kinds of intricate, miry laby-
rinths, chasing after an dgnis fatuus, when the star
of peace burns brightly at home. But since we

are among them we must take the good and__leavé

the evil. Think as little of it as you can, my®

darling ; and perhaps in time the community will
see its own folly, and return to the true life.”
“Well, I am almost glad that it is coming win-
ter, that I may make the weather and my health
~an excuse for not going out. I can not forget
my Puritan’ education, Richard, far enough to as-
sociate with those women without a shudder of
| d1shke ” , | A
 “You must remember that they are deceived,

that they do wrong just when trying most earnestly
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to do right. Many of them are forced into their

present cireumstances, and are unhappy enough

to merit your pity.”

% And I do pity them,” said the happy, beloved
wife. '

After this, Margaret made bad weather and .
delicate health an excuse for staying closely at:

| home. She treated all who came to see her with
that kindness which was a part of her nature, but

ghe had no real association except with two or

three cultivated families, where but one wife pre-

sided over the houscliold, and who had tastes
and habits similar to her own. Her time was

‘nearly all occupied, as she kept no help, except

a little girl of thirteen, who did the coarsest of
the work, and her basket was always full of
sewing, ready for her leisure moments. Some
little garments which laid therein may have been
indebted to her home-sickness for many an elabo-
rate pattern patiently wrought out. '

%All the pride of the flesh, and wicked in the
sight of God, the putting so much work on a baby's

clothes;” so one of her pioué and meddling neighe

bors informed her.
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But Margaret loved to look at the little ward-
robe, made beautiful by countless stitches of her
embroidery-needle. Tt gladdened her heart, and
solaced many a loﬁely hour when Richard was
 away. He was scarcely at home at all, except
evenings, his business was becoming so engrossing ;
and she would have grown home-sick beyond en-
‘durance had it not been for this labor of love,
The knowlédge that he had invested his money
profitably, and was getting rich; that when the
‘city grew, as Ity enthusiastic inhabitants believed it
would, to be the grandest city in the world—the
gathering-together place of the saints all over the
‘earth, the dazzling focus of all the rays of true

glory upon earth, the future home of the immor-.

tals—he would be one of the foremost of regal
and magnificent princes of the Lord’s people, was
the ever-present consolation for the time and
thought he was obliged to give in order to work.
out " his purpose. Much as she loved him, she
could not hear these things from his lips without
a secret trembling of mistrust and apprehension in
that heart which possessed a woman’s intuition,
When Christmas came, 1t found Margaret the
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mother of a healthy and beautiful boy. When
Richard came home, as he did three or four times

a day as long as she was confined to her bed, and

“looked at the fair young wife fast gaining her
~strength and bloom again, and the little child

lying sweetly upon her bosom, and realized that
they were both his—his priceless treasures—he
‘deemed himself a proud and contented man,

“T thought you as lovely as you could be when

“you were a timid girl and I scarcely dare kiss your

reluctant hand,” he said, in those accents of praise
so dear to a young mother = but you are far more
beautiful now ; ybu are my Margaret now, and this
is our child, for which I bless you”

The kha,ppy and important news, with tidings of
the welfare of all, were written home, and dis-
patched by the first messengers who wended their
weary way back to civilization. .

Margaret was seldom home-sick now. This new
charge absorbed her interest and love. It was only
when she thought, “What would father say to
sach a great‘fair boy as this? Oh, if mother could

~see the darling would n*t she ‘go wild with joy ?”

and, “ Ah, if they could see how fast he grows,”
. ot al
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wnd “what darling little curls” and “deep blue
eyes,” etc., eto—after the fashion of mothers with
their first babies—that she pined very much for
her old home. o

The baby was, in truth, a fine child. The most
spiteful mother of squint-eyed, cross, Or Scraggy
children, would have been compelled to admit
that Mrs. Wilde’s boy, Harry—as they called him

after brother Harry—was a beauty.
Surely those little delicate robes were none 100

pretty for such a baby; so that even the pioug

neighbor who had twitted her of the “pride of

the fles ! aeknowledged that he looked *dredful

handsome” in them.

CHAPTER VIII.

“Thou wast lovelier than the roses
T their prime;
Thy voice excelled the ¢losen
Of sweetest rhyme;
Thy heart was as a river
Without a main,
‘Would I had loved thee never,
Florence Vanel”
Pamre Cooxxn.

" THE most unﬁappy of all the friends who wit~

nessed the departure of Margaret and Richard from
their native village, on that twentieth day of
Maxch, was Harry Fletcher. -His eyes had kept
guard over Sarah all the morning, and when she
fainted in his sister’s arms he did not wait to see
her recover, but mounted his horse and rode back
at full speed to the farm. ,There he dashed into
the hardest work he could find, and Ilabored fu:
riously all day long. Margaret and he had always
been so ténderly attached that no one thought
strange of his gloom. - _ |

As soon as it was dark, he started for Mr. Irv- -

Y
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ing’s, When he knocked at the door, the servant.
girl came to him, and told him that Miss Irving
was not well enough to see any one that evening,
“I saw her walking in the portico about five
minutes ago, so I know she is up,” was the reply.

“Tell her T must see her a fow moments, this even-

ing—I will not detain her long.”

As it was bright moonlight, Sarah came out on
the porch where he was, a shaw! wrapped about
her to keep off the chilly March wind. She found
her lover walking slowly back and forth; he did
not pause or speak when she first appeared, but
after two or three moments he stopped, and they
stood facing each other.

“I can not endure this any longer, Sarah; this
night must put an end to it. You have not made

me a contented man with our engagement.”

He tried to speék calmly, but the quiver in his

 yoice told how deeply he was agitated. For a mo-

ment she looked conscience-stricken; but her un-

tamed spirit was not the one to brook words of

anger and reproach, and she curled her full lip-

- glightly as she replied—
“I know not of what you complain. If you are
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not happy, 2nd wish to break the engagement, it is
not for me to object.”

«T complain of your capricious conduet toward
me.” , | .
«1 did not promise that I would never be too
gay or too gloomy; I did not promise to subdue
all my moods to the wish of a tyranmical lover—
nor will L” B

«Well! I do not ask you to. I come to say -

that, being now thoroughly cenvinced of the un-

“happy reason for your dissatisfied heart, I come to

resign all claims upon that which was never mine.” -
The look of disdain passed away as the young
girl stood, with changing color, silently beneath
his eye. .
“T wigh, also, to remind you that T never asked
your love but once; that you then refused it, but
afterward, of your own free will, you offered it to .

me.”

% And oh, I ¢ried to keep my pledge,” said the girl,
“T do not blame you for your unfortunate at-
tachment. Tt was formed, T doubt not, before you
had veason to regdrd it as hopeless. I only pity
you—and myself”
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“I assure you that it was encouraged—yes,
- Harry Fletcher, miserably as my pride dislikes to
“acknowledge it, T was deceived into the belicf

that the love which finally settled upon another.

was about to become mine. I had a hard struggle
to conceal my disappointment. I thought myself

more proud, moze strong. I have been wretchedly

o weak—I despise myself, at times. I have wished
always that I could love you, for my own sake, as
well as yours. It was with an earnest, prayerful
wish and belief that I should yet regard you, as
you deserve, a pure desire to make you happy, and
io conquer my own waywardness; that I offered
myself to you. I was determined that you should

‘never see any want of devotion on my part, and I
trusted that soon I should be all yours in truth as
I was in appearance. I have not succeeded as I
ought; I have wronged you, I know; but, ah! you
can not have been any more troubled about it
than I have been.” |

“I do not blame you, Sarah; I love you too well

.to blame you,” he said, in a softened tone, I
grieve for you as ‘mitch as for myself. But every
sentiment of manly pride or honor within me re-
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yolis at the idea of binding myself to one Nwhq mar-
ries me out of compassion, and who not only does
not love me, but does love another.”

“«T do not love him any longer,” burst forth
Sarah, eagerly. “ The last chain snapped to-day.
1 have been upon my knees almost all day in my
chamber, praying to God for forgiveness of my past
weakness. I have humbled my proud heart befor
Him ; and now I must beg that you, too, will for
give me all the wrong I have done your feelings—
all the \;va,ywardness I have shown. Say that you

- will.”

« Your words leave me nothing to forgive.”

T dare not ask you tq show any further merey; .
and yet‘ T do not know that I shall be able to
sustain myself alone. I foel that if you with-

draw your love and esteem from me at this time, -

" and give me no hope of ever being able to refrieve .

the past, that I-shall perhaps sink back into my old
wretchedness. Bear with me a little longer, and
love will take the place of gratitude. It will be my
first réal‘i"love, too,” she added ; ‘“the other was a
kind of bewilderment at accomplishments- and
graces which captivated my youthful fancy—a mad
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passion—not the earnest and steadfast affection

which is founded upon esteem.”

She stood in the moonlight with downeast eyes.

-He hesitated ; but beauty worked the same Cir-
ceian spell which it has wrought a million times
before. He looked upon the brightness which he
had made up his mind to resign, and his judgment
wag no longer free to make its decisions. He felt
that it was more than probable that those passionate
and changeful impulses would yet bring him unhap-
piness ; but he would dare all for the glorious prize,

“I hardly dream that T am wise, or that we shall
be happy, Sarah. Without you I surely would be
miserable. If Lucifer stood between us, I would
run the risk. You are all that I think of or hope
for; then why should I deny myself your presence?
I came here to-night resolved that I should leave
you forever—your words have not left me the
power to do so. You must be mine; you must
never shrink away from me again. Oh, Sarah! you
would be awe-stricken if you knew how I loved
you. I can never endure any more mockery or
suspense. But you will never mock me again?
‘never torture me with any more averted eyes, or
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repelling words? You will always be as gentle as
good, as you are this moment?”

He held her hand so tightly, he gazed into her
face so hopefully, and with such breathless eager-
ness, that she trembled beneath his eyes,

“Let us go in and sit by the fire,” she said. “I
feol better able to see company than I did when
you knocked at the door,” she added, with one of
her most brilliant smiles. .

They went in, and spent a long evening together.
Harry did but little of the talking. His companion
exerted herself as she hiad never'done before to be
kind and attractive. She assumed an irresistible
gayety, just touched with a pensive shade still lin-
gering from their first conversation. Harry aban-
doned himself to the pleasure she inspired; and
when he left her that night, the da,y was appointed
for the Weddmg g

When Sarah went to her room that night she
bent herself in earnest prayer for a long time. She
asked for strength to complete the good work which -
she had bégun; to banish from her mind every
lingering memory of a passion now as sinful as it
was hopeless ; and to cultivate in its place the af-
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fection so richly merited by the ome to whom she
was 50 soon to be wedded ; and that night she slept
the untroubled slumber of peace and innocence.
Had she continued this struggle with the faults
and perversities of her nature, they might have been
converted into beauties. Warm-hearted, generous,
charitable, extremely kind to the poor and the sick,
self-forgetful, her many good qualities excited the
admiration of her friends, and made them pass over
her hasty temper, her pride, and her strange ways
of doing strange things, which nobody else would

“dare to do:- Her high spirits and quick wit made

her follies seem lovable. No one had ever re-
strained her; and, alas! poor child! when, for the
first time, sho set seriously to work to restrain and
govern herself, she found it a sad task. Many times
she was discouraged with herself; many times she
shed repehtant tears, in the seérecy of her chamber,
over the capriciousﬁess which led her to torment
her lover. | * ,

One concession she made to the wrong ; from one
dim chamber of her soul she shut away the light of
-conscience, until she could not see that there was
error and danger in the dreams and fancies which
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lingered there. This' fatal concessioh, this fatal
error, was, that while she kept strict guard over her
actions, she allowed her reveries, her day-dreams, o
dwell in weird, revolted realms which refused alle-
giance to the holy land of law and order—the magic
spheres of what might have been and what skl was
possible.  And these it was that, by subtle and slow
enchantments, wiled her unconsciously, step by step,

from firm land into unreal realms of misty false- |

hood ; a mist arose and clouded her moral percep-
tions; but it was tinged with purple and gold from
the glow of passion, and she saw that it was beauti-
ful, and would not see that it was unreliable.
About this time—most sadly, most unfortunately
—there came into her hands some of the books and

papers which are now being sown broad-cast over

our land, and which, wherever their doctrines have
" taken root, have cursed the ground with thistles

and thorns, instead of blessing it with the lilies and
roses of purity and love. She read about “ Free-
Love™ and Psychologlcal Twmsh1ps,” “ Passion-
al Attractlons " ete., ete.—all made enticing by fair

and proper language, and not seldom invested with

the glory and fascination of genius.
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The works of two or three women of genius, who
have polluted the gifts which God graciously be-
stowed upon them, and repaid Him for the treasures
He intrusted to them, by giving out base, adulter-
ated coin for pure gold—who have expressed only
poison from the bright flowers of their fancy, and
pressed it, with smiles of eloquence, to youthful lipa
—were eagerly perused and re-perused by her, until
her heart was filled with feverish unrest. May the
souls of all the fair and innocent, Who; like Sirah
Irving, have had their youthful imaginations and

youthful passions corrupted by such influence, rise

up in all their terrible sorrow in the clear future,
and accuse these women of all their loss and
misery | . (

A work more adverse to the true mission of Wwo-.
man they could riot have set themselves to do. It
is as if angels, who have pure vessels of _incense,
breathing fragrance and delight upon all who ap-
proached, should fill them up with the fires and

flames of the lower world, and tempt other spirits

to taste, unawares, of the draughts which would
blight them eternally.

If it were only men who did this wretched work,
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it would be sad enough; but when women turn

tempters ! it fills one with a shuddering horror, as

when the witch Genevieve took the innocent Christ-

abel into her arms and against her bosom.

The wedding-day was' not fo be until the second
week in September, so that Sarah had the whole
summer before her for preparation. While sitting
sewing in her chamber, she had too many Ifmely_
hows for dangerous dreams. She grew thin, and
th:e, color in her cheek too fluctuating for perfect
health. | |

Harry had no reason tocomplain of her con-
duct toward him. She grew more and more
gentle and kind, yielding to his lightest wishes,
and exerting herself to please him. Yet there
was an apathy in ber expression when in re-
pose, a failing of spirits and strength, which
dissatisfied him. |

“You do not look as well, nor as gay, as you
used to, Sarah,” he would say, anxiously.

“Am I not always a little thi;inér in warm
weather ? and had T not ought to begin to as-
sume dignity and gravity, with my new position

staring me so closely in the face?”
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Her smiles, her jests, and her woman’s tact,

deceived him, He allowed himself to love her
with all the depth and fullness of his being, and

to anticipate’ his swift-coming Joy ‘with all the

ardor of unclouded hope.

Both families were pleased with the contemplated
union, Mrs. Fletcher longed for the day when
Margaret’s bosom-~friend—¢ her sister,” as she often

used to call.her—would come to them as Harry’s

wife, and revive somethmg of the old gayety in
the homestead. w

A . wing-room was built on to the mansion,
with a little portico before i, commandihg a pleas-
ant view, and furnished very prettily, expressly for

the young couple.

Sarah went away to Boston once or twice to

purchasé\her troussean, for she was fond of ele-
gant apparel, and had a full purse of her own, It
. Was a great treat to any of her girl companions to
be admitted into her chamber and feast their eyes
upon the rich and beautiful articles which filled the
drawers and closets.

- By interesting herself in all the sPIenao'r of prep-
aration, and looking forward with pleasure to the
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effect her own beauty and fashion would have

upon all, the attention she would receive as a

- bride, and the important part she should play in

the ceremonies, she half-beguiled herself to think
that love, instead of ‘Vanidty,‘ was the ruling passion.

Her uncle, being well pleased with her choice,
wished to give her a splendid wedding. He had a
large house, and he wanted it full of guests. As

* the day drew nigh, the kitchen was filled with new

help, while dress-makers abounded in the sitting-
room and chambers; new curtains were hung, and
lamps and vases added to the store; all that there
was choice ‘in the \country‘" wag " engaged for the
feast, and the neighbors made ready to enjoy it.

At last the wedding-day arrived ; and as it drew
to a close, guests from far and near gathered into
the mansion, from whose every window bright
lights streamed out"upon the lawn and through the
shrubbery. Servants hurried. hither and thither,
and oceasionally a burst of music came ﬁpon the
air preparatory to the merry strains which were to -
sound affer thi marriage supper.

The bride was in her room. She had, Wlth her
usual peculiarity of proceeding, refused to have
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any brldesmalds and insisted upon making her
foilet unassisted.

Half an hour before the time appointed for the
- ceremony, her aunt knocked at her door; and asked
if’ she wished any aid, and receiving no reply, went
away, returning in fifteen minutes fo say that
Harry was waiting to speak with her, and that the
minister was in the house. |

Upon entering the chamber, she was astonished

to find that Sarah was not there, and that her toilet
was not yet made. The white silk dress, with its
lace trimmings, the beautiful wreath and vail, the
handkerchief, the slippers, and all the little adorn-
ments, were spread out in rich array, ready to
adorn the bride; but she herself was not there, |
“She will be late, as she always is,” exclaimed
- the good lady, fairly vexed. . “ Hvery one here and
waiting, and she not Begun to dress yet! Such a
will-o’-the-wisp. What canihave become of her 2
She bustled from room to room in search of the

tardy bride. She was not up stairs. She went
down info the dining-room and kitchen: she was

not there; out into the shrubbery, and called softly
“Sarah | Sarah |” but found her not, and had to go
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back to Ha,rrj who ‘W&S walting impatiently in his
dressing-room, and tell him that she was not fo be
seen or heard of. |

“ She has not even begun to dress,” she sa,ld
half angrily. | |

Harry turned deadly pale, and sank upon a chair.

“Good Lord! you don’t think any thing could
have happened to her?” exclaimed Mrs, Irvmg,

-frlghtened by his look.
“Ido not know, I do not know. Perhaps she .

_is in her room by this time. Let us go and see.”

The whole terrible truth had struck upon the

young man's mind at once, yet he could give no

particular reason for if, and he would not believe

it. He staggered up stairs after the lady, blind
with the sudden rush-of the blood from his heart,
not daring to tlunk what he feared, and yet know—-“
ing his fate, by mtultlon, all the time.

She was not there!

Distracted by Harry's dreadful look, Mrs, Irving -
did not wait as long as she should otherwise have
done, bus gaée the alarm at once, and immediately

‘every body was in confusion, hurrying to and fro,

running with lights about the garden and the lawn,
-




146 MORMON WIVES; A NARRATIVE

rushing over to the nearest houses, looking at each
other in troubled wonder, guessing, f?wondering,
fearing. o

As time spéd on and the missing girl did not
appear, some went to the vﬂlage in search, some
here and some ‘there; some sat down and waited,
and the aunt wept and wrung her hands, and the
uncle tried to comfort her.

As for Harry ﬁ‘letcher, he sat in the bride’s

apartment and made no attempt to aid in the

search. No one dared to offer him a word of con-

jecture or consolation. He took no notice of any.

thing, but sat staring at the bed where that beau-
tiful dress of snowy silk, those slippers and gloves,
and that bridal vail 1ay. .

The long, long, wretched hours of that mnight
‘dragged themselves away; the guests gradually
dispersed ; the feast remained untouched ; the mu-
sicians departed; and only two or three faintly
glimmering lights, and two or three broken hearts,
remained- of all that grand display to welcome in
the gray and miserable dawn.

The next morning all was ledrned of the fugitive
that was known for some time after. Her money

OF FAOTS STRANGER THAN FICTION, 147

had been withdrawn from the bank where it was
placed; and a lady of youthful figure, closely
vailed, had left in the eastern train of cars that
evening. |

It was in this secret flight that Sarah Irvihg
proved herself a coward. Since she had persuaded

herself that the step she took was right, and nec-

essary to her ‘happiness, she should have had the

~courage to avow it to her friends, met their ob-

jections, and saved them the bitter mortification
which she heaped upon their heads. Their hu~
miliation and grief would have béexi great enough,
if she had prepared them for it ;' they would have

been spared” a few of the keen arrows of public

~gossip; it would have been an ill-enough veturn

for all their love and too indulgent kindness if she
had shown them 'as much confidence as would have
prepared them for their loss. |

But she dreaded the look of grief in her aunt’s
eye, and the keen questioning of an offended uncle, ”
and most the agony she could not brook to witness,
which she had prepared for a loving heart, She
could bear to inflict it, but not to view the ruin of

| happiness which she had wrought. Yes! she was




148 MOBMON WIVES; A NARRATIVE

worse than & woman-coward: she showed the

weakness of guilt. And yetin her justification it

might be said that her mind was not fully made up
urtil the afternoon of the wedding-day. Until then
it wavered, persuading ifself this moment of the
truth of its new doctrines, and the next, shrinking
from the distress her acting upon it must cause,
Bitterly she blamed herself for her changeful con-
. duct toward Harry Fletcher—that she had not had
the resolution to reject his addréssers at once and for-
ever. That she had been moved by kind impulses
mattered nothing in the end, now that she must
finally retract all: they only made her final resolve
more blamable. |

~ As the sun began fo tinge the east with crimson
and gold, Harry left the room where he had sat
the night out, and without a word to any one,
went home. His mother followed him; she had
waited for him all night, He came to breakfast

when it was ready, that none should say he was

either love-sick or heart-broken. A sad and dreary
change had come over his sunny and beaming
face; a sternness and pride that defied pity; it
almost killed his mother to see it there upon that
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honest, handsome brow, and 1f she had not been

restrained by the precepts of Christ's religion, she
would almost have cursed the fickle beauty who

‘had worked the transformation.

« Father,” said he, before the breakfast was fin-
ished, “I want five hundred dollars, if you -can
spare it; I am going to California. Nay, mother,
it is useless to talk. This is no place for me. I
will come back and see you, some time, but I am
going from here, now.” |

~And in less than a week he had gone. The
room which was built and furnished for the ex-
pected bride was locked up, and no ome entered

there, -




"CHAPTER IX.

“ What thronging, dashing, raging, rostling;
What whispering, babbling, hissing, bustling
What glimmering, spurting, stinking, burning,
Ag heaven and earth were overturning.
There is a true witch element about us!

Take hold on me or we shall be divided—
Where are yout*

Gozran’s “Fausm®

A BAwD of Mormon women were sitting in coun-
cil upon the character of Margaret Wilde. |

“She’s .quite too high and mighty for us poor
sinners—she holds herself quite above us,” said one

Little woman, scornfally,

“Her pride ought to be brought low,” senten-

tiously remarked a large, haughty-looking, harsh- -

featured female across the room. |
“Idon't think she is proud. I think her very

gentle and amiable, and so beautiful,” murmured a

low voice, coming from the lips of a Ppale, sad,
timid creature near by. '

The last quality, of being beautiful, it was unwise
in her generous champion to mention.
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t Ay! beautifal!” cried the little woman, more
scornfully than ever; “and that's what she sets
herself up upon—thinks herself so fine that her

‘husband must not look at another woman.”

“Tt’s a burning shame,” sighed a young lady
with black eyes. |

“When I told her that I was going to be sealed
to Elder Pritchard, she asked me how many wives |
he had, and when I told her eleven, she said it
was wicked for me to throw myself away in that
manner. As if T was not the best judge of that!”
continued another. “I told her then she had
beiter not come into a society of he? own free
will and then take it upon herself to dictate to
them.”

“J don't believe she is a Mormon,” said the

large woman. 7 ’
“Qf course she isn’t,” said Elder Pritchard’s

twelfth wife; “she told me as much, She said she

only came out of love to her ‘husband.” |

“ And now she wants to keep him all to herself,
and flout  him in our faces, as if we were noii as
‘good as she |” exclaimed the little woman, jerking
back her head.
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- "Why shouldn’t she?” faintly inguired 'the
| melancholy one, |

“ And he is so handsome! She ought to. have a
lesson read to her,” continued black eyes, =

‘I move that a committee wait upon her and
suggest the propriety of her selecting a woman to
be sealed to him,” said the large Wonian “The
wives sometimes make the choice, when they arc
amiable enough.”

“Good!” cried the Little woman; “I’m dying to
hear what she will say. How it will cut her up!
Let us go this very afternoon. Who will be
spokesman ?” -

“I willl” gaid the great woman,

“0, don't]” pleaded the sad one; but hobody
heard her,

About half an hour after this, as Maggic sat,
with her five-month’s-0ld baby on her lap, in 4
perfect glee of merry laughter to hear him crow
and laugh, and see him show some new signs of

infantile intelligence, there came a knock at the
door. With cheeks flushed and smilifg, curls in
disarray, and looking like a very love]y and very
happy mother she opened the door io usher in a
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formidable array of six of her most disagreeable
acquaintances. However, she gave them seats, and
commenced making some pleasant remarks, when
she was interrupted by the speaker of the com:-
mittee, | |
« We have waited upon you, Mrs, Wilde,”

began, “to suggest the propriety of you, as the
wife of an influential man among us, to set a good
example, by choosing from among your acquainf—

ance some young woman that you may fancy, to

.seal to your husband. It will be a means of

quieting remark, and will prove you to be really
‘interested in our religion. We think you will find
our advice good,” and she glanced at the black

~ eyes which were cast down in some confus:.on

For a moment the hot blood glowed richly in
the cheek of Margaret her eyes flashed proudly
upon the presumptuous group, but she immediately
detected, from the expression of their mahclous.
faces, that their object was to provoke her; and so, |
of course, she would not be provoked.

«Well, ladies,” she replied, very mildly and
affably; “if Mr. Wilde wishes " another wife, I

would a ll’stle rather he should make the . choice
7*
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 himself. T have been out so little that I should
not be as well prepared to choose as he must be,
I shall be quite willing to submit to his wishes—
and to his taste;” and she, too, smiled upon the
black eyes which were regarding her cliriously.
There did not seem any thing more to be said,
.28 her statement was very reasonable. They knew
very well that the reason she was willing was
because she was certain that her husband could

not be persuaded to make a choice. They had not

succeeded in either distressing her, or mortifying

her, or making her look miserable, at which they
felt very badly indeed, and could console them-
selves but very slightly by making several ill-
natured remarks about what would be expected
of members who did their duty, etc.,‘ ete. Mrs.
Wilde kept her temper undisturbed, and dismissed
them with concealed triumph; conscious that not a
barb they had sent had hit her at all. It was slyly
observed by the rest, who were in the mood for

being observing, that the young lady- with the

black eyes was particularly sharp and satirical after.
they had come away. | N
Margaret had come off from this attack with so
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much self-possession, and so completely the winner
of the day, that she could afford to laugh gleefully
when she told Richard about the committee, while

they were enjoying their quiet tea.

“ Human nature—human nature,” he said, laugh-
ing with her; “poor human nature; it is the same
the world over, only differently developed. Jeal-
ous, inquisitive, discontented women, ready to tear
you to pieces because you are good and beautiful.” . -

“ How can they be otherwise than jealous and in-
quisitive, situated as they are, poor creatures? I
do not think I ought even to be resentful.” |

“ Whatever has helped to make them so, I am
afraid they will give us some inconvenience in the
course of time. Just as I was aboub to step into
some lucrative office, I should hate to have
one of these elders’ wives making a fuss about
me.”

“Why will you stay where there is such an
abominable state of society, dear Richard?” Mar- -
garet asked, suddenly growing very earnest. Oh,
you do not know how unhappy it makes me at
times, to be mixed up with it. Iwould rather loge
all that we have made, and go back to our-old
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home without a penny, than to think of spendmg

my life here,”

“Pooh ! pooh! my darling! are we not society
enough for ourselves, and with the baby there ?
Why can you not give yourself no thought abous

it? and in a few years we will be living in such a-

way that the crowd can not get very close to you.
We will have a palace in the suburbs, and such a
lawn and such a grove about‘it, that the world will
be shut out. You shall have fountain-s, and birds,

and exquisite flowers about you, and your beautiful

boy and your adoring husband for company.

“¢In Zanadu did Khubla Khan
A stately pleasure-dome decres,’
“In Utah did the saintly Richard
A gtately pleasure-dome decree,
‘Whereir his fair wifo placéd he.”

But the tears were in Margaret's eyes while he
spake. |
- “T am sorry that you can not overlook the one
fault of this people, Margaret,” added Richard, more
earnestly.  “They are truly a wonderful people ;
- they have made ‘the wilderness blossom as the

rose;’ they have conquered all obstacles ; and their
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. religion is so fascinating, so inspiriting. We have

‘gsigns and wonders,’ Margaret—the Spirit of the

Lord poured out upon us as free as water. We are

indeed His favored children: this city shall be

greater' than Jerusalem ever was., Our streets ghall
some time be paved with gold, and our walls shall
glitter with precious stones. A. palace shall arise
for you and I, as by the spell of Aladdin’s lamp.
Our tabernacle shall be a miracle of glory. It may
not all take place in our life-time, rapid as is the
gathering in of the Latter-Day Saints. But we
chall arise from the grave to welcome it, and live a -
thonsand years of love and joy in the City of the
Tord. Oh! what a thing our love is, Margaret,
when we remember that we are to enjoy it together
a thousand years! Iet not trifles distract you from
that glorious é,nticipation-. Here we are safe; our
galvation is secured; and would you have me an
unsettled wanderer about the world? Are you not
glad that we are safe in the fold 2" 7

Margaret sobbed aloud with conflicting emotions: |
pain that hér husband could be deluded by the rant
and false show of a religion which grew more dis-
tasteful to her all the time; and hope, that even this
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wretched belief was better, if it was sincere, than
blank doubt and infidelity.

“ Now, Maggie, are n't you growing a little nerv-
ous? T am afraid the care of that great boy is too
much for you, To-night, at all e\%ents, you must
leave him to Susan, and the dishes to her, also, and-
go to the temple with me. Tt's g long.time since

‘ you were out, and the sisters are jealous of you.
Besides, I am to be appointed an elder thig evening.
I shall be Elder Wilde after this, dear; how will it
sound ? and you must not be absent, It is but the
first stepping-stone, and I value it as such. Some
time I shall be where Brigham Young is now,” he
added, rising from the table, and pacing back and
forth across the floor in an excited manner; “and
it may be that some time this people will see it o
have a temporal ruler—a, king ! throned in all the
magnificence of Solomon,” That is what 7 shall try

for.”

“Oh, Richard " exclaimed hig wife, in fear and
reproach. _
* “Not unless. the 'Lordwi‘lls it,” he continued,
hurriedly, fearfal lest he had betra,yéd too much to
the quick eye of affsction. ¢ But if a thing is ap-
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pointed, why mnot I be anxious to serve the
?

Lord ?” - |
Ah, Religion ! what ambition, what prlde,' \_vvhat
covetousness, what cruelty, what hate, what wicked-
ness, hath not sheltered itgelf under thy cloak:!
Mrs, Wilde arose with a sigh to prepare to go
with her husband. He caught her hand as 'she
&passed out of the room, and looked admiringly into

her face. - ’ | -
« T know that I have the tact and the ability to

+

. N andd
“rule such a community for their own good,” said

he; “and as for you, Marga‘ret,r. E_‘sther could nf)t _
have been a more beautiful queen than you will
make
«Oh, my husband, put such thoughts far.away
from you,” she replied; “the love of power is noE
the love of God.” o
" «But if God should choose me out as an instru-
ment in His hands to work His glory?”
Margaret turned away with a trembling Iip-;' and_
after giving directions to Susan, fche small girl she’
~ had to help her, to be sure and stay by the baby,
she put on her bonnet, and accompanied her hus-
band to the temple. She felt a weight upon her
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spirits as she walked along, which was somewhat
~ dissipated, as they entered the great building, by its

gorgeous appearance, illuminated with lights. Mar- -
garet took a seat amid a good many others, while

Richard went forward to be initiated into his duties
~ag elder. After that was over, some one of the pres-
idents preached a sermon upon the future prospects
of the Mormons, also reproving some of the bishops

and elders for selfishness and non-payment of tithes,

and finally got upon the subject of miracles. Said
he: ‘ ‘
“We were speaking about an open vision which

We saw some time ago—it was seen in the dark, but
we saw it with our natural eyes. President Young,
myself, brother Phineas Young, and many others,
Hawit. We saw an ai'my start from the east and go
to the south, and there were twelve men in a column,
and one column came right after the other, so that
when the first stepped, the next stepped in their
tracks, and g0 on; and they had swords, guns, knap-
sacks, caps and feathers, and we could _see them
march, with a uniform step, from one heavens to the
other. This we saw with our natural eyes, and look-
ed upon it for hours—it was the very night that
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the angel delivered the plates to Joseph Smith, This
army moved to the south-west, and they marched
as if a battle were to take place; and we could hear
the clashing of their swords and guns, and the
measured tread of their march, just as plain as I
ever heard the movements of troops upon thg :
earth, John P. Green came to wake me up to
look upon it.”

From this he drew an augury of war, in which
the Mormons were to be triumphant; then he had a -
few warning words to say to those who were not
believers, asking them to hold up their hands and
declare themselves; then, no hands being raised, he .
promised the faithful a Ihiracle—_upon the heads of

- the most exalted saints should glow a crown of

light, in token of their future high estate; when
they should be crowned everlastingly. Hereupon
there was' a high state of excitement and expecta-

tion amid the congregation. The first step toward

the accomplishment of the miracle was the putting
out of all the lights in the temple; a solemn. si-
lence reigned for a- few moments, and, one by one,
circles of lambent light began to play around the

~ heads of the throng. Suppressed whispers of praise
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and glorification, with murmurs of prayer, resound-

ed through the vast tabernacle. Soon the lamps
were re-Iit, and the awed and astonished people be-
gan' to breathe more freely.
Elder Pratt had then a few words to say on polyg-
amy:
“I hereby pledge my honor that I will publicly
renounce polygamy, and that the Church I repre-
sent will do the same, on the following conditions,
~namely: The Old and New Testaments, the Consti-
tution of the United States, and the laws of Utah
Territory, shall be the standard; and if, in all this
wide range, one item of law can be found wherein
God, angels, men, apostles, prophets, or the Son of
God, or the Holy Spirit, have made the plurality of
wives a crime, or transgression of law, or an immo-
rality, then, on these conditions, we shall renounce
polygamy. But, till this is done, we shall hold the

law of God on the subject of matrimony, including

a plurality of wives, as a most sacred institution,

binding on our consciences, in the free exercise of
which we claim the protection so freely guarantied
by the constitution of our common country.”

After some music the congregation were dismigs-
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ed. Richard joiried his wife in fine spixits ; but all
that she had heard and seen had only excited her
s‘uspicion and disgust, and she walked by his side
in thoughtful silence. |
“(Come, dear, why don't you talk? -What is the
matter? Are you not glad that I am an elder ?”

- T should be if I believed in this religion, Rich-

ard ; bus it looks like a farce and a mockery to me.

I am certain that they used phosphorus or some

chemical preparation to get up that miracle to-night.
Tell me what is your true opinion?”

“ What a question 1” was the evasive reply.

“Tt was a shameful imposture upon credulous igf

norance,” continued Margaret, more warmly.
%You miust not breathe such a-sentiment as thaﬁ '

aloud,” said Richard, somewhat a,la?med. “ Come,
wife, I am afraid you are getting a little unreason-
able. You must remember what will be expected
of one in my place.”

- She did not wish to d1splease him, and she sald
no more; but a foreboding came across her, that
perhaps, some time, his ambition would be his mis-

tress—that he would love power more than his

wife.

=2 0 o iy e
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Oh, how fondly she took her baby to her bosom
when she got into the house, yearning over it With
~an undefined sadness. But when Riéhard came,
and encircled her and the infant in one tender em-
brace, kissing first one, and then the other, and call-

ing them *pet names,” she forgot her presentiments,

CHAPTER X.

“Daughter of Egypt! veil thine eyes,
I can not bear thelr fire,
Nor will I touch with sacrifice

These altars of desire.” .
“"Bavard TAYIOR. -

It was a warm day in-the latter part of June—

warm, and yet delightful, for a cool breeze swept

the plains, and passed like a blessing over the city.

The. wild-rose, which Margaret had trained by her
door and window, tossed its blossoms about, and
their faint fragrance illed the apartment with de-
light. She sat near the casement reading the
papers which had arrived by the mail which came

in that morning ; a letter she had already perused a -

dozen times—a letter from Harry, written in the
name of his father and mother, as well as himself—
and speaking in glowing terms of his anticipated
happiness. It was nearly a year old, having lain at
Council Bluff through the winter. |

“I suppose Harry and Sarah are married long
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ago. How I wish I could peef; in upon them one
day--—just one day—and show them our baby, Rich-
ard,” she had said at the dinner-table, while they
were discussing the letter and all the old familiar
topies which it brought up. |

Now, while she had a leisure hour or two, she
was enjoying the paper and a magazine—a rare
treat, indeed, to her. Her child was sleeping sweet-
ly in the neat bedroom, whose door stood open that
the mother might have an eye upon the slumbers
of her darling.

Susan came in and laid the cloth for tea, and soon

Richard appeared. . As the biscuits were not quite

done, the wife read aloud to him until they were

ready.

“There was a large band of new Saints arrived
to-day with the mail-train,” remarked Richard, as
they sat up to the table.

“Were any of them from our part of the coun-
try ?” was the first eager inquiry. -

“Y think not. They came from Western New
York, I believe, the most of them, with a few En-
glish,

“ Oh, dear! I had almost hoped to see some one

I

=
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who had seen or heard of our friends,” sighed Mar-
garet. | .
A moment after a shadow darkened the sunlight
which lay across the threshald; and the shadow
reached forward and rested upon Margaret's bosom, |
where a little gleam of golden light had been danc-
ing, 'The young couple looked up-—they looked
twice before they spoke—and then sprung to
their feet.

“Itis!” exclaimed Richard.

- “Yes, it is'Sarah Irving!” cried his wife—and for

a moment they could say no more,

There she stood, looking at them with a half |
smile, though her own heart beat to suffocation.’

 Her cheeks were suffused with blushes, and she,

too, was as speechless as they. Richard was the
first to reach her; he took her in his arms and gave
her a kiss; it was so long since he had seen an old
friend, that he embraced her as he would have done
his mother. _
 “You are very tired,” he said, as he obse_i'ved"
how heavily she lifted herself from his breast. |
“Yes,” she whispered; and then she and her old

school-friend, Margaret, met in a long embrace.
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“ But where is Harry ?” agked the 'latter, sudden-
ly raising her head from Sarah’s shoulder,

“ He is not here ; I came alone.” '

Surprise and curiosity began to take the jﬂace of
joy and astonishment; but they would ask no ques-
tions until they had taken off the bonnet and cape of
their guest, seated her at the table and placed a cup
of barley coffee before her, for she seemed tired and
agitated.

She drank the coffee and seemed to feel more
composed. - Her friends gazed at her as if they
could not realize that they were indeed beholding
the face of their beloved Sarah |

“I was a sunburnt and deplorable:looking crea-
ture when I arrived here, darling; but I do believe
that nothing can ever injure or intimidate you; youn
look better than ever,” said Margaret, gazing with
her old fondness into the countenance of her visitor.,

The sun and winds had given her clear complex-
ion a richer glowj they had given her cheeks the
same bright flush which they give the crimson rose;
her eyes had a lustrous depth, dark and | unfathoma-
ble; her hair was as wild as the wild vine, and as
beautiful ; and her gipseyish dress added a charm
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to her appearance quite in keeping with her

style.

“Q, T enjoyed the whole journey very much,
hardships and all,” she a,dded gayly. “Every thing
except seeing three men killed, and two women car-
ried off by a band of Sioux, who came upon us
suddenly. Oh, but I wanted a gun in my hands
then! TIhad this knife in my bosom,” she added;
drawing out a small bowieknife from her dress,
“fearing I might have occasion to defend myself,
but, thank heaven, I was not obliged to use it.” -

“«Dotell me, Sarah, what brought you here with-

out Henry ; I can not wait another instant to know

about my brother.”

She cast down her eyes as she answered—

“T became a Mormom, and he did not.” ’

« And oh, did you have the heart to come away
and leave him? He Joved you so, Sarah, so deeply,
I know. I thought you were married long ago.”

“We were to ’have been married, but I should
have been wicked—have rendered him as well ag
myself miserable’if I had kept my too-illy consid-
ered promise, I could notlove him as a wife ought
to, and you kmow, you only, dear Maggie, that I

" 8
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tried to return his affection, but, why did he love
me ?” she cried in a trembling voice, “I was never
worthy of so good a man.”

“ Ay, why did he?” echoed Mrs, Wilde, very
bitterly for her.

‘ But we must go where our hearts call us,” con-
tinued the other, fixing her dark eyes, burning

through their tears, upon Richard, as she spoke in a -

low, impassioned tone, “and mine has called me
here with a wild, earnest call which I can not choose
but obey.” '

“ And you, too,” murmured Margaret, “ the victim
of this strange, this foolish fanaticism !”

“T was born for an enthusiast —I only love what
is strange, and new, and incomprehensible; or what \
1s too high, or too far away for us to achieve,” and
again her eyes sought Richard’s,

He remembered the last look those eyeshad given
him, as they parted long ago, and she turned to
faint upon Margaret’s bosom—that thrilling, agon-
ized look—and somehow he could not but connect
it with the glances she gave him now, and the blood
rushed into his cheek at a thought which came un-
bidden. |
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“QOh, Sarah, Sarah 1" said Margaret mournfully, “T
have so much to foré‘ive in you, it is a wonder that
I can love you at all. My poor brother !” .

“I am unworthy of jour affection, Maggie; I
had no right to come here to your house; I have no
claim upon your kindness. I only came to give you
news of home, and then I shall ti‘ouble YOu no

more.” . )
She reached for her bonnet as she said this;

~ grieved and wounded though she was, distressed at
 the thought of Henry, his sister could.not find it in

her heart to utterly cast out her friendship for Sara;

she knew her impulsiveness, her want of proper

 training; she blamed, but she loved af the same

time ; so she carried the bonnet into the bedroom,
and coming back, kissed the perverse girl, and agked
to be told all about horhe. ' |
Sarah gave an account of things as they were be-
fore she left—not, as they must have been, after that

“event. She told them their parents were in good
health and spirits, and that, although she could not

doubt that Harry folt very badly, yet he had not

seemed to beé very much disappointed, and she had

no doubt he would some time forget her, and find a

-
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companion better suited to render him happy. She

did not confess the cruel _mannér in which she had’

deserted him; she dared not do it; and she hléped.
before the news reached them, to have gained a foot-
hold into the Eden she desired, from which she
could not be driven.
- While they were all busy asking and answering
-eager questions, the baby awoke and began to cry.
% What's that?” asked Sarah, growing pale.
“You are not frightened at the sound of a child
crying?” asked Margaret, laughing; “why! just
think of it; I have been so absorbed in hearing
from Home that I forgot, absolutely forgot for al-
most an hour, to tell you that we have a baby !”
“A great fine boy, six months old,” said Mr.
Wilde proudly, while his wife ran to take little
Harry from his crib. |
“What do you think of this?’ asked the young
-mother,‘ coming back with her treasure, who had
ceaged his impatient petition to be taken up, and
was looking his very prettiest, with his cheeks all

rosy from sleeping so hard, and his hair all in tiny
ringlets over his head. * Ay, Sarah? is not this

doing pretty well for the first? ought I not to thank

B
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my sweet wife for such a beauty ?” and the wretch-
ed girl thought she had never seen him look so
good and so very handsome, as when he took the
little fellow in his arms, with kindling eye and joy-,
ous, fatherly pride. e

“Tt seems very strange to see you a mother, Mag-

gie,” she said faintly, smiling strangely upon the .

“Doesn’t it?” langhed Margaretf, as she claimed
the boy to give him his supper. |

His playful ways and his parents’ delight were
viewed with a melancholy eye, ‘Sarah could not

‘bear the great happiness of her friends. She had

wild thoughts; and then her better angel awoke out
of its deep sleep and arose and struggled ﬁer‘cely‘
against the dark spirit which had faken_posseséion

of her. One by one, the spirit brought forward its /

weapons of defense; false doctrines, forged in the

" flames of passion, and 'polished with fine cold soph- .

istries : but they were base‘r:aetal, and fell shivered
at its feet, before the subtle touch of truth. She
turned her face from the smiling group and went to
the wild-rose vines at the door and began weaving

a wreath.
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“Don’t make yourself any pretticr than you are
already,” said Richard, as he saw what she was
doing. |

“Nay! this crown is for Margaret,” she said,
‘i the emblem of love, beauty, and simplicif;y. Iam
not fit to wear it,”

“You speak of yourself very depreciatingly,
dear Sarah,” said Margaret, “I do not think you
the greatest sinner in the world—though I do wish
you could have loved my brother. But what's the
use of wishing? You are a will-o™-the-wisp, a me-
teqr, an aurora-borealls, any thing that is wild,
beautiful, uncatchable, unreliable, fascinating. We
shall have fo let you glitter and sparkle, come and
go, delude and bewitch us, without complaint—
taking you for What you choose to hold yourself
worth.” ﬂ

“ Well, here’s your wreath, to pay for that. You
ought to know that I can not bear flattery.”

“It plays about you like heat-lightning, neithrer‘
blinding, warming, nor scorching you, Really you
have made my wife look very pretty, Sarah.”

“I think so myself, Sir Richard.”

“ Which shows that you are not envious.”
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Sarah looked asif she thought she need be envious
of but few women ; and so Richard Wilde thought,
and wondered if shie could have been as beautiful

when he chose between her and his more gentle

Margaret.
The conversation again reverted to home matters

and when, late in the evening, they retired to rest,

‘Sarab Irving was glad to press her weary head to

its pillow. It was the first time she had slept be-
neath a roof for many weeks, and yet her slumbers
were not as sweet asthey had often been in the open
air with only a wagon-cover over her. |

She had placed herself under the protection of
the most respecta,ble family she could find commg”
‘out; and the next day after her arrival at the
Wilde's, she called upon them at their stopping-place
to thank them for their past kindness. ;

She was welcomed into the bosom of the Mormon
creed; and soon became an object of much atten-
tion to its followers. ' Her youth and beauty, as well
a8 the rumor that she had brought several thousand
dollars in gold along with her, were enough to Ten- -
der her a favorite, especially with the men, Many
a gray-haired elder fixed covetouls eyes upon her;
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‘eyes bleared and foul, from which she shrank as
from a serpent, ‘

It was not Iong before Brigham Young himself
had marked the glittering prize s his own ; butshe
beld herself in reserve, and gave no one any en-
couragement, although she professed herself con-
verted to polygamy. ‘ ’ '

' There was not much said a]jout this part of her
belief before Margaret, whose horror of the doctrine
was such, that she could hardly tolerate the com-
panionship of its devotees; and who felt great un-
eaginess about the future fate of her beautiful friend
so deluded in her faith, although yet pure in action.

With consummate tact she won upon the interest
of Richard. He was her friend .and counselor in
all things, She had a great many things to do, and
she wished him to aid her in all, First, she set

about having her a house built; it was to be the

finest dwelling-house in the city, and she wanted it
‘finished before winter. There were plenty of labor-
ers to be had to do the work quickly and well. She

ordered the best furniture which could be manufac-

tured there; and as there were no ca,rpets‘ to be had,

- ghe set some foreigners who understood it, to weav-
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ing matting out of a long, reedy grass which she

found., Pedple smiled, and praised her energetic

~ ways of bringing what she wished o pass. A part

of her money she lent to Richard for some purpose
which he desired ; another part she had him invest
for her, and the rest she kept to pay for her house,
and do with as she happened to fancy.

She bought her a pony like Margaret’s, and spenq;
half her time roaming over the country after wild-
flowers and berries. No Indian maiden of the for-
est rode her steed with a wilder gi'abe, or decked
herself out more gorgeously with flowers and scar- -
let leaves; she would ride like the winds across the
plains, or sit quietly on her horse and send forth her
sweet, clear voice in trills of melody, such as were
never heard in that remote wild before. |

Week afterweek flitted by ; the house, which was-
a good distance from her friends’, was progressing
rapidly ; and one evening after tea, she wanted
Richard to walk over with ﬁer; to see if any im-
provements could be planned. It stood away be- |
yond the suburbs, not too far to be included within

the walls of Zion, when they should be determined,

~ and in a most lovely spot.

8*
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A rise of ground, with a group-of trees already

. grown upon i, commanding a view of the city,

dark mountains rising -beyond in one direction,
and in another -the waters of the lake gleaming in
the distance, wasthe spot selected by Sarah. About
ten acres of the surrounding fair and breezy
grounds constituted her domains; when the city
r;pread she did not wish to be shut aWay from the
trees and the green grass entirely, and so she had
purchased these ten acres in which to belt her house.

They climbed up the ladder into the unfinished
chambers, and sat a few moments in the window
commanding the loveliest prospect.

“I mean to go to-morrow, Sarah, and [purchase
the land contiguous to yours, that I may hold it in
readiness to build a better house on than I have
now. You showed your fine taste in this selection.
It is the sweetest place about the city; the viewis
enchanting ; it is like Paradise—lovely beyond ex-
pression.”

“ Ay, Richard; see the sunlight streaming over
the plains, turning the lake into an ocean of bur-
nished gold, and bathing the mountains in rosy,
evanescent hues. Oh! this is the place to be wildly,

«
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madly happy in. Iere, free from the cold bonds,
the chilling: orthodoxies of the world, with a love-
breathing, kindly, fascinating religion, and lavished
by the indulgent hand of nature all about us, why

can not our souls revel in life as it was designed to

, ‘bel? why can not we be free as the winds, bright as

the flowers, happy as the birds ?”
Richard, looked upon his eloguent companion.
Her eyes burned with a soft fire, and their melting

glory was poured steadily into his. She leaned to-

- ward him with a smiling countenance, her cheek was

red and her lip tremulous. ,

“We can be—we will be,” he answered her; “1
will have a house here close by yours. You will
marry some man that you love, and then you will
realize how happy my Margaret and I are—and our

boy.” | |
The smile fled from her Iip'a,nd she looked out at
the distant mountains with a melancholy gaze.
‘Why do you look so sad? and a moment ago
you were planning such delights.” ]
There was nothing more than kindness in his tone

—vpossibly a shade of tenderness of which he was

not conseious.
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“Oh, Richard Wilde,” she half sobbed, turning
to him again, “ I'fear I shall never be married. The
golden chance for me is lost; the only man I ever
did, or éould, orshall love was lost to me long ago.
We might be happy yet, if there was more freedom
in the world. But he—he would be afraid, he
would startle at the thought of drinking the cup of
heavenly mnectar pressed to his lips. Would there

were less bigotry, less cold and senseless cant in the |

world. Oh! when will people be free to follow the
divine inspiration of their own hearts? when will
they cease to needlessly torture themselves? when

will they learn that attractions ean not err—that

they may trust their own truest impulses? Even
here—even here, in this fair world which is

apart from the world, must this chain be worn?—

Richard!1” .
She spoke his name in a goft, full, musical voice,

most passionately sad, and laid her trembling hand -

lightly upon his. He looked at her in troubled
surprise. He. was not proof against the glowing
words, the winning modulations of voice, the plead-

ing eyes, the gentle touch:—a consciousness ofall her

meaning rushed over him, what he had often laugh-
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ed at himself for suspecting, became reality; the
blood rushed into his face, and to turn aside his em-
barassment, he asked— |

“ What made you a Mormon, Sarah ?”

“Tove|” she anawered ; ¥ that ig, Jove of novelty,
of the wilds of the west, of my friends here ; but
most, love of something more fresh, Tess trammeled ;
I wanted to ]E)e free,” and all of a sudden her man-
ner changed, and she laughed gayly. “Pray do not
pay any attention to what I say when the ins]_:)ireq
mood is upon me. You could not understand if

. you would—you have not advanced far enoﬁgh for.

that” | L |
She tossed back her head with a motion of merry

scorn. Richard thought he had never seen any
thing so exquisi‘;e as her chin and throat, all dimples
and loirely lines, and flushed with the rosy sunset
light. Her hair waved back from her polished
brow, across her delicate ears, and was caught by a
ribbon and little golden comb, from thence falling
upon her shoulders, in masses of glossy curls.
“You are a Sphynx,” he said in return ; “«Ido
not pretend to read your riddles,” for dangerously
bewitching as she was, he thought of Margaret and
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his boy, and wanted to break the spell which was
stealing over him.

“Had we not better ‘return, Sarah ?  Margaret
will wonder what has become of us.” |

“ Margaret ! Margaret!” she said, impatiently, “is
your wife so miserly with her happiness that she
can not spare you for half an hour to an old friend ?”

“My wife is not lacking in generosity toward her
friends,” was the rather cool reply.

“Oh, nol I - meant nothing against her; T love her.
She ig gentle, and good, and affectionate. But I
doubt if she could make sacrifices for those she
loves, as some can do—as some have done. She is
the very model of a kind and amiable wife, IfI
had been like her, I might have been the contented
partner of Harry Fleicher, mstead of the unhappy
creature that I am, Wandermg over freezmg mount-
ains, and burning plains, following afar off the sun
that I worship, whose brightness is not for me,
whose fires will never warm my chilled and desolate
heart. I have thrown my life away, without the

hope of reward,” and again she passed i into a gloomy

reverie,

Richard sat gazing upon her with mingled emo-
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tions, - His man’s vanity was not slow to point out
to him the meaning of her words. Many a look
and act in the long ago—before his marriage and
after—ocame back to his memory, and he was pained
and embarrassed at the truth which stared him in
the face so plainly, |

Yet he was flattered too. He began to try and
image to himself the depth and worth of a passion -

which gave such proofs of its consuming power. The

| very pride with which the beautiful girl before him
‘kept others aloof -and afraid of her, added to the ef-

fect upon him of her deportment toward him alone. |

The request of several of hlS friends that he
should take another wife; and a kind of confused
impression that perhaps it was permitted to the
Saints to do so, recurred to him; and passion, which -
blinds reason, began to act upon his judgment.
Clear and fair before his mental vision arose the im=-
age of Margaret, rocking the eradle of his child,
and the mere thought of the agony which such a
step would cause her, dispelled the mist, and left him
free to ses the wrong.

So he shodk the temptation lightly oﬁ'.

« Conﬁe, Sarah, we really must go.”
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“To be sure we must; pardon me for detaining
you; I was busy with my dreams.”

She arose as stately as Juno; her eye was cold
and bright; the feeling which had illuminated it
had died out; and she went down the ladder with-
out his assistance, and walked home by his side with
a queenly step, Teplying briefly to his fow remarks.

“Sarah has on her imperial robe and crown to-
night,” remarked Mrs. Wilde, shortly after the two
retutned.

“I rule but an empty realm,” was the slow reply.

“But I will have subjects enough at my feet soon.

The Governor was to see me again this morning.”

“I do not like to hear you even jest-about him,” |

replied Margaret. *Ttis so shocking that he should
set the example which he does.”

-7 think be does just right, provided he really
loves the women he chooses. If I had not been a
convert fo all the doctrines of Mormonism I should
not have come here, to be made miserable by jeop-
ardizing my happiness.” .

“T am not miserablé, for I have entire, implicit
confidence in my husband, But I am often pained,
and oh, so much, to hear you advancing such senti-
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‘ments; to feel that you are in danger of making

shipwreck of your peace. - How could you, with all
your pridé, consent o oceupy an inferior, secondary
situation, and have the heart of your husband di-
vided up amonga dozen others? Ifwould kill you.
Oh, Sarah, T do implore you, by all that is most sa-
cred, most pure, most dear, most beautiful in woman,

_ to turn your voice and influence against this social

degradation; and manifest the detestation which I

~ am sure, in your secret soul, you must feel for it.”

Sarah made her no reply, except to bid her good-
night, and retire to her own room. She undressed,
and threw herself upon the couch, but the night was
oppressive, and her thoughts were more ’oppressive
than the night. | o

“ My resolution almost fails me,” she whispered to
herself, “Margaret has been my truest friend al-
ways, and T can not be so cruel as to break her
heart, ‘Why could she not have become a heliever ?
then all would have goﬁe well. 1 hoped to have
féund her converted to this belief, and willing tore- .
cei;\;re me as { wished. I have dared and suffered
all, and now I must give up; I left two distressed
and suffering households and a blighted 'f;ith behind
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me. I made up my mind to that much—but I had
not counted upo;l breaking Margaret’s hears.”

She lay a long time with her fingers pressed over
her eyes; a terrible struggle, worse than aliy that
had ever taken place in her restless bosom, was
going on between passion and conscience; she
could not bring ruin upon this roof which shel-
tered her; she could not betray the hospitality
which had welcomed her, the trusting affection of

- her girThood’s friend ;—neither could she overcome

the love which had grown from fatal nursing of i,
to a mighty passion which now mocked her styéngth‘.
Once, she might have held it in subjection, but she
had dallied with it, put it away only to welcome it
more warmly, cherished it secretly upon sweet

thoughts and honeyed hopes—and now it mastered

her.

It is madness to expect happiness from any but
legitimate sources. Sarah Irving was suffering con-
stantly from the punishment which followed upon
every concession she made to the false philosophy
she had deluded herself into accepting; yet, she

would not see that her doubt and unhappiness arose -

from her misdoing. The dupe of her own desires,

.
I
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she allowed herself to be convineed that religion de-
manded that she should not regard what would be
but the temporary grief of her friend Margaret.
She could not go to heaven except as the wife of some
man—she could not be the wife of any man whom
she did not love—she could not love any man bub
Richard Wilde. '

Her entrance through the gates of Paradise de-
pended upon him, and cling to him she must.

Heaven pity and comfort Margaret; she “would

.some time see that it was right; she could not sac-

rifice herself to save her friend some pangs.
And so, after hours of fossing and unrest, she

slept upon her resolution.




CHAPTER XI

Ah, what ghall I be at fifty,
If nature keep me alive,
If T find the world so bitter

Whon I am but twenty-five ?
TENN Y80,

THE letter written by Margaret’s mother, giving
an account of the strange events at home, Sarah’s
flight, and Harry’s departure for California, never
reached its destination, and the daughter kuew
nothing of the solitary, unhappy condition of her
parents, bereft of their eldest son.

Gentle as Margaret's nature was, if she had known

" the whole truth about the state of affairs at home,
she could hardly have tolerated the glrl who had
brought so much unhappmess upon the famlly, for
she found it difficult to forgive her for brealang her
engagement with her brother when she represented

-the matter in so much brighter light than it was.

A sad condition, indeed, had taken the place of

‘the old prosperity at the homestead. The old couple
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were left pretty much alone. Two half-grown boys,
were all the children left to them. There was but
little pleasure to them in contemplating Margaret's
change .of circumstances. They scarcely expected
ever to see her again in this world ; and they could
not forget that she was with a Mormon husband in a
Mormon city ; and they were beginning totake note

of the unenviable notoriety the Latter-day Saints

were acquiring. The letter telling them that Mar-
garet was the mother of a loveiy boy, gave them a
great deal of pleasure, not unmixed with anxiety ;
and this was shortly followed by another, giving

still more glowing accounts of their health and hap-

piness. But communications were often delayed

or lost, and they would have weeks of suspense, al-
ways fearing the worst; for their days had darkened
so, that they could not look upon things as cheer-
fully as of old.

Harry’s bitter dlsappomtmem was almost greater
than they could bear; and his sudden departure left N
a gloom upon the threshold which no sunshine could
‘dispel. ‘- '

The deserted bridal-chamber was the “ skeleton in

the house,” which gave it all a haunted look.
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There was no one to open the piano and chase

away sad influences by the soft spirit of sweet
sounds; no Sarah to come. sparkling into the room

like a bird; no Margaret to sing from morning till

night, flitting aboutithé house like a gleam of sun-
light; no Harry, with his manly form, and pleasant
veice, to break in wupon the monotony of the
hours. .

The two lads were good and obedient ; they made
- noise enough at times, t0o, with their boyish amuse-
ments, o frighten melancholy out of the farm-house,
but they were at school the most of the day, and
when at home, their society was not as agreeable as
it might have been at almost any other stage of their
existence. Their mother was not a nervous woman,
yet she was annoyed by their tearing into the house,
fresh from some contest of kill, some game of hand-
ball, or the like, which made them running over fall
of laughter and excitement. She wanted silence in
which to ponder over her cares. |

She felt the mostuneasy about Harry, He wasthe
apple of her eye; and that he should be away in
California, exposed to dangers without number, and

perhaps plunging recklessly into the temptations
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which must beset hii:a, was cause enough to rob her

of rest. .

« do not -know what we have done to bring
such punishments upon us,” she would say to her
husband, as they sat by the fire of t]ge long winter
evenings, scarcely enjoying the apples, nuts and
cider upon the littlo table beside them. * We have

tried to bring up our children in the nurture and ad-

" monition of the Lord; we have performed our

duty according to the light we have had ; and now,

* when old gge is coming upon us, some unpleasant

circumstance takes one after another away from us.
There’s Ma,rgaret; poor child, away by herself in
the midst of that horrid people. She’ll need a
double share of divine grace to sustain her footsteps
in the right ‘pafh. And Harry! T was so proud of
him, husband—too proud of him I'm afraid now,

and it may be a judgment upon me, and yet he was

" a child to make glad a mother's heart—how do we

know what will becorme of him? He may take to
gambling or something desperate; for when a man’s
hope is gone, and his heart broken, there’s not -
much to keep him out of wrong-doing, unless he
can throw himself into the hands of the Lord.
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Harry was a gbod man, but he had n't Christian
faith enough to sustain him when he needed it the
most.”

And they would talk over their troubles, while
the rosy-cheeked épples lay undisturbed upon the
plafe and the cider bubbled and simmered upon the
hearth, as if impatient to have its good quahtles
tested.

“ Tiet us read the thirty-seventh Psalm,” the good
man would say solemnly, when nine o'clock struck,
and he would read it slowly —

 Frot not thyself because of evil-doers.” |

Giving particular emphasis to such verses as
these: ' . _
“Rest in the Lord and wait patiently for Hin.”
“ The stéi)s of a good man are ordered by the Lord;
though he fall, he shall not be utterly cast down.”
«I have been young, and now I am old, yet I have
not seen the righteous forsaken.”

In a few months they had a letter from Harry
which, while it did not remove all their anxiety, was
a great comfort to them. '

“Do not fear, mother,” he wrote, “that I shall
become 8 bad man. T have too much self-respect to
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degrade myself by evil associations or evil deeds,
I hold myself aloof from the whirl of iniquity

which sweeps away the most of the people here.

But excitement I must have—intense excitement for

-a while, or I should die. Here I have it fierce and
_ frresistible. There is gambling going on as desper-

ate as that in the hells which are nightly thronged
throughout the city—gambling for fortune. Her
golden wheels whirl round with inconceivable ra-
pidity, and prizes that make men dizzy come up;
and millions are won and lost each hour of the day.
Men become absorbed—fascinated. ‘Men who are
loving and devoted to their families, forget home,
wife, children for the time, in this strange game;
they live an intense, concentrated life; they watch
the whirl and take their gains and losses with the
same set faces. I am one among them; it keeps me
from more maddening reflection. |
“T am resolved to do nothmg dishonorable, noth—
ing for which I shall have to blusk when I am my-

~self again, Time will bring its own remedy. You

shall see me again, providencé sparing my life, your

boy Harry, as he used to be; = little sterner-hearted,

less confiding, than of old—not precisely a happy
] . 9 . B
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man perhaps, ‘but not a misanthropist, and not a
‘misereant.
situation ; but you must spare 1ae a little while yet.
@Give my love to Margaret through your letters, for
I can not write to her while I feel as I do now.”

I suffer when I think of your lonely

CHAPTER XII.

The wateh-dog howled with gudden drend:

¢ Ob, would my lover were here,” shs said.
The witch upon the wind drew near,

She bent close down to the maiden's ear,
What she said, vione ever knew— .

The bridesmaids thought the wind but blew.

SARAE’S house was coxhpleted- and she became

jts solitary inmate, except a young girl whom she

took in to do her housework. Margaret wondered
that she should keep up an establishment of ‘her. |
own, when she might just as well have had a home
with her, but yielded as usual to her whim, thinking
it must be her intention to marry, although she
could not guess who,’

There were plenty who sougb,%_\_the hand of Miss

Irving. - Some men, who had already falfilled the

Mormon vow, of taking as many wives as they

~ could support, had no objections to taking another

who could support herself.
Such glory as there was in bemg a belle in that
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community, she enjoyed to its full extent. It was
all a matter of econtempt and indifference to her, ex-
cept that she could tell over her offers and refusals
to Richard Wilde—an occupafion very suggestive o
him, |

‘The autumn evenings lengthened themselves
wearily out, and the still longer ones of winter
came, Sarah had but few books to read, but little
work to do, no music at first, although a Germanr, who
fell in love with her, made her a beautiful’guitar as
a Christmas gift—and time hung heavy upon her
hands. ‘ _ J
She would not go to Mrs. Wilde's much; she was
far from happy there; and Margaret's rather delicate
health, and the care of her boy, prevented her re-
turning many of what visits she did make her.
~ With her usual disposition to give others pleas-
ure, the young wife did not complain when her
husband spent evéning after evening at Sarah’s
house, He was exceedingly fond of playing chess,
and she herself was but a poor player, while Sarah
could contend with him 50 successfully that it was

often late when he returned home.

“Poor Sarah is so lonely, and Richard loves to
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play so much,” she would say to herself] as she sat

quite solitary in her little parlor, with only the soft

breathing of herboy in his crib, to break the silence.

Her own thoughts were too pure, her own love was

too steadfast, ever to suggest to her that there was

- danger in this constant companionship of her hus-

band and her beautiful friend.

Their Harry was a year old, and winning more of
her heart every day.  He could lisp a half dozen
household words, and was learning to balance his
dimpled feet on\the tloor, and to essay perilous voy-
ages from one chair to another, ™

Her cup was running over with the sweetest

 blessings of life, and if her husband left her to spend
. many evenings in solitude, she used them as times

~of joyful reflection upon the past and future. She

was so happy in her HoMe! Without its walls
there was but little to please, and much to annoy
her; within its charmed precinets there were only
peace and love and innocent joy. - It seemed to her
that no trouble could really perplex her, unless it

 intruded itself within those walls, upon the hearth-

stone of home,

Sickness snd death were the only things the
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thoughts of which sent a shadow across‘ her brow.

She was content to let the world of Mormonism
without her doors, rage and storm as it would—its

turbulent waves staid themselves at her ddor-step.

Time flitted by, bringing with every day a change
in Richard Wilde. He was prospered among the

people, and his ambitions grew prodigious, as he
saw new ways opening before him by which, if he
only discarded the strict laws which had governed
him in New Fngland, he could follow on to per
sonal glory. He was amid those ‘who made their
own laws to suit their own purposes, who brought
strange doctrines out of the depths of their own
foul imaginations and called them revelations. His
natural tendencies had been restrained by education
and example, but now that these were torn away,
his actions would not.always bear the clear light of
an accusing conscience; and presently, conscience
no longer intruded herself

- Much fault had been found with him, that he did
not fulfill his duty as a good citigen, by appropriating
more women to himself, and saving their souls alive

by making them his wives, But upon this one

point he had remained incorruptible. He had a
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good angel at home who protected him. He could
not so suddenly abandon the holiest and sweetest in-

stitution of Christianity and civilization,and all that

there is pure and saving in the midst of the selfish-

ness of man: one abiding love, one hearth, one
home, His Margaret was all-in-all to him—his wife
—the other part of himself, upon whose union with
him depended the perfection of his being; the wo-
man whom he had chosen, 2 modest and innocent

- maiden, to share his fortunes and his heart, and to

be the mother of his children.

But at last, like many other men, not truthful and.
pure in their inmost souls, not really and earnestly
in love with virtue, he was tempted by beauty where
ambition alone could not have prevailed. Thoughts
which had no right there began to occupy his bosom.
He often contrasted Margaret’s somewhat paie and -
thin cheek—which oughf to have been a thousand
times dearer to him that it had grown palé with ma-
terna) cares—with the rich, bright cheek of Sarah
Trving; and to. think “that home, after all, was
sometimes “tedious, if a man had to be tied down

to it.
It was not alwajs of Margaret that he dreamed
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when her fair head slumbered peacefully upon his
pillow. He brooded over the dangerous temptation
until he grew restless and dissatisfied. Upon every
side he was met with evil examples dressed in the
fascinating garb of religion; and the iject‘of his
passion, herself a convert to the faith, adoring him,
waiting for him to ask her love. |

Under the influence of a maddening passion, and
his own wife, for the time, distasteful to him, he was
at last only withheld by the fear of making her
wretched. He loved her all the time better than

any thing in the world, but just as an intoxicated -

man becomes a brute and strikes his wife to the

earth, to repent of it in his sober hours, he meditat-

ed a blow upon her heart. He shrank even while
‘he plotted it, and to escape reflection, rushed into

the presence of his bewildering charmer, instead of
shielding himself with his wife and child.

‘One evening he went to Sarah Irving’s; it was

the third time that week. She evidently waited for
him, Her hair was arranged with peculiar taste
and she wore a new dress, the materials for which
she had brought with her from the east; a black

velvet, the loose sleeves lined with erimson, and co-

i
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rals upon her neck and arms, She met him with a
brilliant blush and smiles,

“You look magnificent enbugh for some eastern
court,” he said, gaiing upon her in undisguised ad-
miration, for he had a womanish love of fine array.
“Why do you trouble yourself to look‘ beautiful
when there are so few to appreciate you ?” |

“Tt is only worth while to be beautiful for the

sake of one's friends, If I were a wife, I should

dress constantly for my husband; when we were to
be alone together I would wear my choicest orna-

ments.” C \ .
- Richard thought of the gentle woman he had lefi

at home, sitting sewing by‘her little table, in a plain

gbwn of chintz, with a linen collar at the neck. So
fair and serene, so neat and unpretending, with such
unsullied light in her soft, eyés, she was a more love-
able image than this brilliant creature before him -
now, in whose glance triumph struggled over dis-
content, but he could not see it so then, while
blinded by her smile.

“You eught to be a wife, with such views as

that,” he said; “some man ought to be made su-

premely happy by your beauty.”
S
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“I am in no haste,” was the gay reply; “I shall
ponder long before I decide who the man shall

be for whom I am to trouble myself to be agreeéble. _

You know I have never been very much moved

by man’s worship.”
“I believe that you have treated your lovers
rather cavalierly.”

“That man will have to vow something deeper
than the shallow protestations of the common -

herd, that wins me to an acknowledgment of his
power,” she coﬁtinued, with one of her proud
looks. | "

Now Richard knew well enough in his own thought
that with all that indomitable spirit of hers, shehad
followed him through circumstances which proved
her passion much greater than her pride; still, he
loved to see her thus haughtily beautiful, and i
pleased him to fancy that he would have to beg and

plead for her favor.

“But in this common-place age,” said he, “how

can & knight show any remarkable devotion to his
lady-love 2" ;

“There are Ways of proving one’s devotion.”

Carried away by her manne, he shpped down the
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precipice upon the brink of which he ha.d;.-so long
lingered.

« But I love you, Sarah. How shall I proveit ?

«If you loved me you would marry me.”

“T have a wife, Sarah.” |

“That does not prevent your taking another ac-
cording to either your belief or mine, or the belief
of the community in which we live.”

« Tt does not; but Margaret has not yet been con- |
verted to the true belief. What shall I do—oh,
what shall T do, Sarah? You are cruel to make me
love you thus!”

" He had sank upon his knees before her When he
first declared his passion ; and now he took up her
hand from her lap, and pressed it to his lips. His
face kindled and his manner was eager and earnest.
She withdrew her hand coldly, although she frem-.
bled almost perceptibly at his touch: - o

“You are not it to talk of love, Richard Wilde

" —not to me. You are affaid to make a sacrifice.

You are afraid of the displeasure of your wife—""
“ Not of her displeasure, but her sorrow; Sarah.” "
‘' Well, her SOTTOW, if you choose to. have it so.

But not of my sorrow do you take account. You
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Jove me, do you? do you think your meck confes-
sion a fit reward for the love which led me to seek
your presence through fire and flood? Oh, Rich-
ard,” she codtinued in a softened tone, “you know
- not the meaning of such love as I have given yoﬁ.
Ever since I have been old enough to know the
meaning of the term, I have applied it only to you;
and long before, the sound of your voice, as Szou
spoke laughingly to me, set my childish heart beat-
ing to strange musie. T saw you married to another,

and felt my own heart turning to stone, and then a

fever came after the chill, and I rushed out beneath °

the terrible storm to cool the fire which rose to my
brain. Sternly as I had steeled my thoughts, I
fainted when you bid me farewell, to come out here ;
and when I read the tenets of your religion, sup-
posing you and Margaret converted to them, I left
a bridegroom, who waited for me, I'left friends and

country, and home, and periled life to follow you

over a dreary, interminable space, and offer myself
to you. You have been my one abgorbing. thought
for years. Ihave endured wild pangs of jealousy
and despair; and in return for this you say, ‘I love
-you, Sarsh—how shall T prove it? You need not
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prove it ; Iwill not have milk-and-water in exchangé
for the glowing wine which I offer to your iips. I
would rather complete the martyrdom of myself
which has for so long been going on. If you were
attracted toward me as inevitably-as I have be@/
toward you, you could not resist your fate—you |
would dare and defy all suffering and danger—you

would cry, ‘Come to my bosom, my Sarah; it asks -

you, and it must have you!’”

-« do say so—I implore it! it must be. I have

‘thought so long, and now I can hesitate no more.

You shall be my wife—my second wife-~but.
my most madly adored | Let us seal our betrothal,
thus.”

He atterupted to placea kiss upon the mouth
which had just breathed such burning words to him,
but before she yielded, she said— |

“You must swear to me, first, that you will keep
the engagement ; for I Scarcely trust you yet.”

“Do not distract me with doubts. I could not
forsake you, if I would; you are too beautiful.
You have been drawing me toward this fulfillment as |
inevitably as fate, But I will sweat, if you must .
have it 50, by all that is holy in earth and heaven,
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if we. both live three months, to make you my wife.
There! skeptic, will that do?”

They sealed the unholy promise with a kiss—
sweet, sweet, it may have been, but death lurked at
the bottom of thecup. The wind arose with a long,
low wail, and swept around the corner of the house,
and rushed away desperately as if intent upon bear-
ing the fatal oath to the unsuspicious ear, which was
waiting to catch the sound of a husband's footstep ;
and when it had startled that loving ear, to sweep
on with it upto the sorrowing heavens, and down with
itto laughing hell. But if the wife’s ear caught the
fierce melancholy of the wind’s arising voice, it may
have chilled her heart with a nameless foreboding,
but it could not syllable its shriek to the truth, and

it rushed past, over the city, and went crying dole-
fully up and down the plains, and beating itself

~ against the mountains.

“ How the wind rises,” murmured Margaret; “the

very sound of it makes me shudder. Why does
not Richard come back? it’s past ten o’clock. I
wonder what makes me so cowardly this evening.
I will go and 'sit by Harry's crib; the sight of my

child’s face will keep off these nervous fancies.” -
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“How the wind does rage,” she sighed, after a -
time; “ what should I do if my husband should die,
when he can not be away from me one evening
without my feeling so lost and desolate? Darling
little Harry; I've a mind to awaken him to keep

me company. Eleven o'clock |”




CHAPTER XIII.

Thou think'st it much
To mourn the early dead; butthere are tears
Heavy with deeper angnish! we endow
Those whom we love, in our fond, passionate blindness,
‘With power upon our souls too absolute
To be & mortal's trust!
Mns, TIEMANS,
It was dark; -
When I rose, cold, still, and stark,
It was night; I saw the moon,
And the glow-worms in the grags

Seemed to wonder what I was,
Mzy, BROWNING.

“T HAVE got to break the news to her, and T may
as well do it first as last,” said Richard Wilde in a

cold, hard tone, as he approached his dwelling the

day succeeding his oath to Sarah Irving,

‘When a man resolves upon a villainous deed, be
sure he will do it in the most villainous Iﬁa,nﬁer, for
if he should stop to soften it, his resolves may give

way altogether; that is, if he is a new beginner.

“I do not see why I should dread it so much,” he
mused, as he acknowledged the quaking of his

heart; “ Margaret will be very unreasonable if she
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makes any obj ec_tioné. - T have been here nearly two
years, now, and havé, so far, resisted all invitations to
take another wife; which not many men would have
done. T have been a good husband, and shall con-
tinue to be. She shall always have the preference
ag my first wife. She need not feel insulted by my

~ choice, either; I have selected a person with whom

she can associate ; her best friend, so that they may
get along peaceably together. My friends are de-
termined that I shall marry again, and I know they
are holding back the office I want, until they are

convinced that I am going to fulfill their wishes. I.

have promised them, and I shall not let a woman's
jealous tears stand in the way. I do not see why I
fear anger. She has never spoken harshly fo- me
since we were married; it is not in her nature. I
do not exactly think I shall like the look of her
eyes; so astonished! but it will be over soon—and
it must be got over, that’s alll”-

With a look of dogged resolution he entered the
house. . o

The doors were standing ‘o];ien, for it was a pleas-
ant day, although early in March. Tea waited upon
the table, and little Harry, with his hair brushed
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into its prettiest curls, and one -of his nicest frocks
on, ran to meet him as he entered.
He took the little fellow in his arms a moment,
“Where 's mamma ?”

‘ Heﬁry pointéd his dimpléd finger toward the gar-

den; and, looking out, he saw her bending over
something which seemed to elaim her attention.

“It must be done,” he said, as he sat the child
down. :
He stepped out upon the walk.

“Ohb, Richard, come heré 1" eried Margaret as
she percewed him, “these violets are out alrea.dy
The snow 's but just melted away, and here they
are, peeping out of the young grass so beautifully.”

Her face was all in a glow of delight; for she had
a lovely woman’s pleasure in things fair and innocent.

“Why, what a fuss to make about a flower,” he
replied, but he took the one she gave him and play-
ed with it in an embarrassed manner.

“It makes me so happy to see the spring again.
The winter was so dreary; don’t you think so,
Richard ?" _

She put her hand upon his shoulder and smiled

in his face; a bright, child-like smile.
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© « Next week we will transplant those roses and
wild-pinks from the plains into the garden,” she
continued, '
“T am afraid I shall not be at home next week.” .
“ Why, where can you be going, Richard, when
there's no place out of the city for you to goto?
I hope you have not got to go on any expedltlon
among the Indians.”
¢ No, not that.” o
“Tt seems as if 1 could not let you go, even for
a day, my husband. You grow more necessary to

me every hour” :
She put her arms about his waist, and leaned her

head. against him, as if she thought of losing him
for a time, made her cling the more closely to him
now. The touch of that brow upon his bosom
ought to have consumed its purpose to aghes, but
‘the heart beneath had steeled itself in selfishness
until it scarcely quivered even then.

“The truth is, Maggie, I have had a vision. It
has been revealed to me what I must do. But be-
fore T tell Tyou, you must promise me to be recon-
ciled to the will of the Lord, as revealed by the
Spirit to me.”
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“'What can it be, Richard, that is to take you
away? If it is any foolish enterprise among the
Indians, or in search of further possessions for
this people, I do not know that I can promise to be
reconciled ; not to any thing that places you in any
“danger.”

“What a foolish child you are, Margaret and 3
little wicked, too.. You speak as lightly ag if arey-
elation was a thing which we could obey or not, as
we choose.”

The wife was about to speak, but he went on:

“Those to whom the Spirit reveals itself must fol-
low its dictates or forever be cast into hell. T have

‘had a vision, in which it has been told me that I
should love you forever, and that we should never
die, but live together and see the thousand years of
Christ’s reign upon the earth, and be by Him re-
warded for our obedience and willingness now to
cast aside our selfish human will, and sacrifice to
Him.” |

“Ihave no fault to find with. such a vision as
that,” raising her eyes, laughing and full of love, to
~ gaze in the face of her hushand. |
There was a moment's silence, while a little bird
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went twittering by to its rest, and the sun shot out
a lurid fa,y, from the “clouds that rested on the
western horizon, which trembled upon the head of
Margaret; a breeze fluttered by, sweet with the
odors arising from the early flowers; then all was
hushed, as if nature held her breath, while the last
moment of Margaret's happiness went by. ﬁ

«“ And the vision furthermore revealed o me that -
however against our present temporal wishes, and
the selfishness of the flesh it might be, that to carry
out all the great principles of our Faith, and attain |
the mutual happiness {o Whlch we now look for-.
ward, T must no longer resist the laws laid down,
but must take another wife, from among the maidens
of the city; and I have thought that Sarah Ir

. ¥ing—"

A sharp, low scream, shuddering, prolonged, and
strange!| who could have dreamed such a sound
could ever have been uttered by Margaret's lips that
smiled but a moment ago? B '

“The neighbors will hear you, and a pretty story
they will make out of it. Why could you not have
listened to reason?” exclaimed Richard, angry at

thig oppos1t1on .
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But she heard nothing more of his questions; she
- had dropped at his feet like a stone, or any senseless
thing. |

A fear that he had killed her, made the husband
tremble ; in an agony of remorse he lified her and -

carried her into the house.

Their child cried with terror when he saw his
mother's strange white face. It was two or three
hours before life returned, so that Margaret remem-
bered what had happened, or why she lay there
helpless upon her bed. She opened her eyes and

~ saw Richard sitting upon the side of the couch, and -

became conscious that he was feeling her pulse.
She closed them again, she could not bear even the

-dim lamp-light, and made a feeble effort to withdraw
her hand from the one which had clasped her'sonce
at the altar with a vow that was now in ruins.

He attemptéd fo give her some water, but with a
sudden effort she put aside the glass and raised her-
self from the pillow.

“TLeave me " she said, with a faint move of ber
hand.

- He was about to kiss Mher, to soothe her with ca-

resses, but a look of such mental agony blanched
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~ her face, while a fire s0 vivid leaped to her eye, that -

he was obliged to obey He scarcely thought it could
be Margaret, s1tt1ng there upon the bed with so
changed a countenance, with contracted brow and
blazing eye compelling him from her presence. Like
the wounded lioness the moment before she expires,
pain, and a terrible threatening gleamed over her
livid face. It was the pride and purity of her in-
jured womanhood, rising up in its self-defense.

Love, and the sacred marriage relation, had hereto-

“fore sanctified his caresses to her, but now—divorced

in heart; and in deed, and word, according to her

feelmg—the offer of them was mockery and degra-
dation.

He went out, because he found it impossible to do

otherwise, and she wasalone. She sat there rigidly,

looking just as able to sustain herself as a piece of |
sculptured marble, white and senseless. Her blue

eyes were dark and fixed, the lids drooping heavﬂy,

and black circles deepening about them.

The candle flared in the wind, throwmg fantastic
shadows over the walls and around her motionless
figure. ‘Her child, when its father went out and -
closed the door, grew afraid of the ‘darkness and si-
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lence of the parlor, and came pattering softly with

his little feet into her room, and took hold of her

dress,

“Mamma, mamma,” he said, with a grieved
cry.

At first she did not hear him, but presently that
little voice smote through the anguish which was
steeiing her heart; a great shudder ran over her

limbs and features. |
“My God!” she sobbed, “I can not bear the face

- of my own child;” and she sank back upon herbed,

with her face to the wall,
That was- the sharpest pang that could by any
fate or possibility ever pierce the heart of a woman';

~she would never know another that was keener

than it :—the innocent, sweet face of her own child,
bearing in its every feature the reminder that it was
fis child, and so, her own babe, her darling, inflict-

ing agony upon her. His child, born of their love

—and he alive, and she alive, and this gulf fixed
irrevocably between them, and that little grieved
face Jooking up to her in wonder and affright, She
did not #hink all this—her brain whirled round and

round in a fiery darkness, her eyes were pressed
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upon her pillow; she was at times conscious of a
half formed prayer to die.

Little Eiarry crept away from the bed into a cor-
ner.of the room, and laid his head down upon the
floor and cried forlornly. A senseof desolation, of
being unprotected, was filling his infant heart with
fear and grief. He had had no supper, his wait-
ing-maid had gone home to her mother’s that
evening, and there was no one to care for him. The
flickering shadows made him afraid, and his mamma
lying there without speaking to him was his worst
sorrow. He did not dare to ery very loud; his sup-
pressed sobs echoed piteously through the lonely
rooml; no one came to him to soothe him, to kiés
him, and ask him why he was weeping: but infancy
has refuges from grief, and by-and-by he cried him-
self to sleep, and lay upon the hard floor, his check

. pillowed on hi§ hand, and flushed -with the tears

which had not all dried gway when Susan came
back and placed him in his crib. _
Resenting the manner in which Margaret had dis.
missed hirh; resenting’ even her unhappiness, as if -
she had been inflicting some kindof selfishness upon

kim, with the unreasonableness which always char-
10 :
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acterizes the offending party, Richard went out of
the house in an angry mood. Being angry with
himself and stricken with remorse, he chose to be-
lieve that somebody else was in the wrong, and that
it was only stubborn opposition to his lawful wishes
where he had expected obedience, which made him
feel so uncomfortable. At first he thoughthe would
go to a 'meeting of the councilmen down in the

city, but he was too deeply disturbed for his pleas-

ure, and he sought consolation where it was most -

likely to be found. A rapid walk dissipated some
of his passion, but it was still with an agitated face
that he knocked at Miss Irving’s door.

‘Her little servant-girl ushered him into her pres-

‘ence. She stood to Teceive him, eager, expectant,
with a flush upon her cheek and sparkle in her eye.

“ What is it that disturbed you, Richard ?”- she
asked in her tenderest voice, as she took his hand
and looked up sweetly into his countenance,

“The worst is over, Sarah,” he replied ; “I have
told Margaret.” | -

For an instant the girl was moved with feeling

for another besides herself; her cheek paled, and her

eyes sought the floor.

@
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“What did she say? was she very unwilling ?”
she asked when she had summoned confidence.
“ No matter what she said, now, my beautiful; I

am a little nervous and out of temper, but the sight

- of you will soothe me, if any thing earthly can.

Get your guitar and sing to me your most passion-
ate love-song, Sarah, for next week we will be man-
ried ; you will be mine-—all mine, so soon 1” and he

flung bis arm about her and drew her toward him,

while he gazed upon her glotious beauty with a

glance of fire.

And the deluded girl was willing to accept this

passion, which rushed over every holy thing on
earth to attain her, as the love upon which her hopes

of -happiness were founded. She returned his gaze

- for an instant with one as warm, and then the lashes
. swept down to her cheeks, while a blush overspread .

them which ‘would have been beautiful had she pos-
sessed any true title to his devotion, |
 She shrank away from him and took up her gui-

~ tar. All that evening she played-and sang, laughed

and talked,rand made herself irresistibly attractive,
and Richard reclined npon the sofa, and permitted
her to fascinate him. Remorse knocked loudly at
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his heart, but he laughed the more gayly, and would
not hear. A vision of his home rose up before him,
melancholy as a stranded ship gone fo pieces on a
lonely shore, but he chased it away with the light of
Sarah’s eyes.

When he retured to his dwelling late that night,
his boy was sleeping in his crib in their room, but
Margaret with her broken heart, was shut up in ter-
rible solitude, in a chamber by herself.

CHAPTER XIV.

i
Bat the night grew damp and cold,
The sullen wind rushed by—
I seemed to be growing gray and old
Under that leaden sky,
I felt my cheek grow pale
And it$ rounded bloom decay:
The wind rughed by with a sullen wall
Beeming to say,
% There will come no day!
 Wither and waste and die away I"

THERE was a great rush to the temple the Sab-
bath upon which Sarah Irving was sealed to Rich-
ard Wilde. The bride, with her triumphant ex-
pression and beautiful features, elicited murmurs of
admiration; but a few pale, consumptive-looking
women there were among the multitude, quietly
wiped away the tears which stole down their sunken
cheeks, as they thought of the first wife abandoned
in her home. Their own experience in suffering

taught thom compassion upon her.
The husband returned with his new wife to her
own home. She had built and prepared it in antie-
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ipation of this consummation. In the second story
she had & beautiful room with an arched roof, and
deep, pointed windows, which she had designed her-
self, and had constructed by a skillful architect.
This was the bridal-chamber. The furniture could
not be very elegant, but she ‘had added to it by
- every little feminine device in her power. ~ The first
flowers of spring hung their blushing heads in

every nook. From the windows scenes of beauty

spread away; and Nature, looking the guilty couple
in the fhce, with her simple and sublime purity of
loveliness, ought to have been a constant rebuke.
The sunshine of spring was upon ever;y thing. Day
after day, as they sat at the windows, idling away
the time in’ each other’s society, they saw the snow
melt off from the mountaing, and rich tints, emerald
~and pink, creep over the plains. White clouds float-
ed over the deeps of the sky, and light showers

glittered down upon the blooming earth. It was a

fair and proper time for the happiness of a newly-
wedded couple. The air was rich with the perfume
of flowers, and seemed as full of love and delight as
a living breath. Soft winds stole in and played

with the curls of the bride, lifting them from lovely
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shoulder and smiling brow, with as gentle a touch
as the lover’s who sometimes grew jealous of their
ddllying, and stole the dark tresses away into his
own fingers. Sunlight gilded the arches of the
roof, and birds went sweeping by upon dizzy wings,
warbling wild carols to the blossoms and the breezes;
moonlight crept in with subdued radiance and lis-
tened to their evening whispers.

They heard at times a wail upon the wind, and
saw a shadow lurking behind the sunlight, but they
closed their ears except to the music, and shut their
eyes except to each others’ beauty. If Richard left 3
her but for an hour, his briderlfelt as if she were

- losing him—terror and an undefined foreboding

took possession of her; and she ran to meet him
upon his return with an expression of joy which
would have ﬂattei‘ed.any man. - |

She trusted to her great beauty to retain the prize
she had won, for despite her theory of passionate
attractions she felt in her soul that such attractions
were not everlasting ; that decay and death were in
their very nature. All the time when he was not
with her she studied how to render herself more
beautifal to him when he should come; what new
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charm to wind about him, soft and firm like 3 silken
thread. 4
And yet they knew, this new-married couple,

that they were not perfectly happy. A sense of
unsubstantiability beset them. Iike those who
quaff the glowing wine and know that the pleasure
it kindles is flecting and to be repaid with pain,

they only drank the deeper of the maddening
draughts of their love, If one could have watched
‘them, when they were thus happy together, a shade,
a sudden look of pain, might often have been seen
stealing upon one face or the other; then its compan-
ion would look doubtful]y, inquiringly, and a mer-
rier laugh, a more passionate caress would reassure
them,

- And Margaret! we might leave a blank here upon

these pages, as emblems of. the weeks that came to
her, as far as outward circumstances revealed any
thing, |

Her life was blank enough ; dark as the darkest
night that ever settled upon the world, bus she had
not yet the deadness of desolation which she desired.
Flakes of fire drifted slowly and continuéusly down

through the gloom which they could not illuminate,
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and settled upon her soul, For days she tasted no
food and took no sleep. One or two of her friends
came in to offer her sympathy ; but they went away
without speaking a word upon the subject, awed by
her marble face. |

Neighbors, inquisitive and mean,” haunted her
house with prying eyes, but she heeded them no
more than as if they had been shadows. She said
t yeg" and “no” sometimes when she was addressed,
but there was 1o meaning in the words.

«La! poor soul, she's going crazy, I believe, "
whispered one to another, as they left her bouse.

“ She need n't have taken itso hard, .All the rest

- of us, pretty much, have had to get used to it, and

go will she.” w
«If she don't go mad first,” replied the other.

« 'What if she should do as that woman did over
in the east part of the city last week?” continued

her companion.
“How was that?”
“Ta! haven't youheard? They were poor folks,

rather; lived -over there in one of those little

houses: but I s’pose she was one of the pining kind

Her husband took another wife, a few weeks ago;
‘ 10*
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she did n’t make any complaint, and nobody knew
she felt 5o very bad, but one day one of the neigh-
bors just stepped in, when she was alone, and found
ber haﬁo*ing from the rafters by a rope, and her little

baby on the floor clinging to her dress, and crying,
She had hung herself.”

“ For merey’s sake ” and for a moment there wag
athoughtful silence between the two gossips,
That suicide had been committed and a little babe
left motherless, clinging to the garments of the dead,
touched even their hearts. They were women, al-

though they were degraded ; degraded by circum-

stances which deprived them of self-respet and per-

sonal dignity, and so, of course, hardened their na

tures, and corrupted what should have been most
sacred, ennobling and elevating.l Perhaps this quiet
tragedy reminded them of the long ago, when they
should have hurled indignation at the man who had
dared thus to trample the heart of 3 woman under
his foot, |

All, like these two, had their remarks to make,
and opinions to Pass; and by far the greater majority
of the men and women of the commumty spoke
bitterly and blamefully of Margaret. Her pallid
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face was a reproach to them, and they could not

bear it.

- So they turned and hegped honors upon Richard |
Wilde, commended, admired him, and gave him the
position among them after which he thirsted ; ﬁlle.d
up his cup of glory o the brim; and cursed his
wife, in her mute, uncomplaining misery; after the
faghion of human nature, generally, when “ wise in
its own conceit.” :

When Margaret first began to arouse out of .the
stupor which had held her faculties in a merciful
thrall, the sharp sense of her desolation pressed her

g0 fiercely upon every side that suicide for a time

seerned the only relief. | |
She had always been a religious woman, and had

ever strengthenéd herself to meet calamity with the
armor of her faith. She had oftentimes pondered
the question: *How could she continue to live if
Richard should be taken from her by death ?” and
had felt such faith in the Jurability and pumty of

 their affection, and that their parting could only be

for time; not for eternity, that she had schooled

herself to endure the loss if necessary, with the pa- |
tience of a Christian, trusting in God, doing her duty
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to her child, and holding hersclf ready to be lagain

united to him when it should please the good Father
also to summon her. This was the greatest sorrow
- her fears had ever.conjured up ; and now, the blow
fell so suddenly, it struck her down, even from her
confidence in the love and justice of the Almighty.

There was no resting-place for her tumultuous
thougltte. Her child, which had been so unspeaka-

ble a joy and blessing, seemed now only to remind

her of the brightness which glared from the past

over the darkness of the future. She put him away

from her. Her girl had almost the sole charge of

him ; she had not kissed him since the fatal night on
which the star of her life went out of its heaven.

Her friend—fer friend—Sarah Trving, and Richard
in her company, whiling away in voluptuous happi-
ness, those‘hours which dragged like the car of Jug-
gernaut over her—of them she could not think, not
a moment; and yet they kept flitting before her im-

agination, tricked out in smiles and beauty, until her
- burning brain whirled round with a tortuﬁng hum,

and her heart fainted and lay like a lump of ice in her
bosom. ‘ |

One bright afternoon she put on her bonnet and
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vail, and lefs the house, for the first time since her
loss ; she had not determined upon any particular
direction, but felt that she must walk out in the.open
air, or the four walls of her room would cloge in
upon her, and crush her brain. She was afraid of
madness, and resolved that death should come first,

Her purpose, not clearly deveioped, and yet tena-

ciously fixed upon her mind, was to walk rapidly
until she came to some body of water deep enough,
and there drown herself. ,
~ With a hasty step, which was more a stride than
her usual graceful and gentle gait, che passed the
streets of the city and went out into the solitude.
As soon as she was away from the city, she tore the
vail from her face and breathed deep inspirations of
the pure, wild air.

Almost unconsciously she wandered toward the
lake; on and on, hurriedly, over miles of ground,
feeling no fatigue. Her feet pressed down the rarest
flowers, which gave back perfume, though they were
crushed to death (poor Margaret! she could not
emulate the flowers, and die with a blessing on her{
]ips; she only prayed silently and fast, for thei_f in-
sensibility to suffering); the blue sky looked down
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with a calm pity and a sublime love upon her pallid

cheeks and hollow eyes; the breeze condoled with
her, the meadow-lark saﬁg to her; her mother earth
greeted her with such qﬁiet, unobtrusive, and jet eV=
_ident sympathy, that, for the first time, her over-
wrought nerves relaxed their tension so that the
great tears rolled one after another unheeded from
her eyes. | |
- She had gone a long, long ways. The lake was
before her, glittering in the light and murmuring on
the strand. It was a wild and solitary spot, and
very beautiful, where she stayed her footsteps and
sat down upon a stone. A rock rose up beside her
and partially serecned her from the sight of any who
might chance to pass along the path which wound
by that way, although she feared and thought little
of intrusion. She took off her bonnet and bared her
brow, which was hot, though livid, to the breeze.
The waters looked cooling and she bathed her face
in them; she thirsted, but she could not quench her
thirst with them, for they would have been to her
lips as the waters of life had been, brackish and
burning. She looked longingly down into their
depths. . As soon as she could summon strength to
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arise from her seat, she intended to try them and
find if the peace and rest which ﬂley promised from
this world’s dreadful warfare, lurked beneath them.
Tn the mean time, she sat without any clearly de-
fined wish ; memories of her child came to her, but
gave her no consolation ; faint, far a,way thoughts
of her mother and her New England home, which
only tortured her in contrast with the present‘\; &
dream, distant and seeming apart from her own ex-

perience, of a couple who stood in a dim, sweet-

~ scented parlor and took each other by the hand and

promised to love until death, while suddenly the

-thunder crashed down and broke off their trembling

words.
Thus she sat motionless, gazing upon the beckon- -

" ing lake. She would not have heard the clatter of

horses' feet as they swept past very near to her, had |
not a voice whose lightest tone had never failed to
thrill her heart, spoken, and almost by her side. |
“Dear Sarah! is not this a beautiful spot?”
“Oh, yés[ and I am enjoying my ride so much.”
Margazet looked out of her retreat. There they
went, flying like the wind, on their handsome steeds,
proud, happy, brilliant. Sarah’s riding-dress streaim: ,

1.
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ed on the wind, but not so gracefully as her dark hair.,
Her crimson scarf fluttered joyfully; she turnedher
proud, beautiful head toward her companion who
leaned toward her lovingly as he spoke some low,
soft word. Away! over the flowery plains rode
the bridegroom, and his bride, And nature shone just
as goldenly upon them as upon the deserted wife ;
and even the sympathy of nature became a mockery.
She strained her heavy eyes to look after them, un-
til they lessened, like two mated birds, out of sight,
across the prairie.
She arose to go toward i;h,e{E lake, but all was dark
before her, and she wandered in an opposite direc-

tion, forgetful of her purpose.

“Will T never reach it? will I never get to the. \

cool water which is forever to quench thig pain?”
she cried, as she staggered on, yet ever away from
what she sought. |

Night came and found her ‘still out beneath the
starry sky, fainting and ill, but coming somewhat to
her sense and siglt, and with her foet turned home-
ward. |

‘What fate was that which would not let her have:

peace, but which led her steps through that very
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| étreet, Wheré the two that had wronged her, found

luxurious refuge from thoughtsof her? She passed
by on the opposite side of the way, and chancing to |
look up where a bright light shone from a window,
she had a glimpse of shining arches and gay flowers,
of a beautiful creature bending over ‘her guitar,
whose soft melodies mingled with her impassioned

voice, and behind her, leaning over her chair, in a

~ rapt and tender attitude, was the man she had come

' thousands of miles to rob from his true wife.

The gentleness so peculiarly her own, was all
gone from Margaret now. She darted across the
street and into the lower rooms withous waiting for
permission to enter, found the staircase, she -knew .
not how, burst open the door of their apartment
and confronted them. The sofs brown curls which
were wont to shade her face, had been knotted up

behind, so that there was nothmg to soften the aw-

- ful severity of her expression; her cheeks had a

round, red spot upon them; her eyes shot glances

of fire. Sarah dropped her guitar as she sprang to

her feet,,and stood faltering beneath that glance;
Richard, too, for a moment, absolutely cowered be~

fore the woman he had injured.
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“Sarah Irving1” cried the intruder, in a clear and
thrilling tone, “I have called. you friendlfor many
years ; now, shall T curse you with a curse that will
ring through eternity, for this proof of your friend-
| ship ?*’ |
“No; oh, do not!” answered the- girl, whose

“haughty spirit was for a moment quelled by the

‘ consciousness of guilt.

+ “Then give me back my hushand. Richard -

Wilde, you will come away from her, before I curse
or kill her.” o

Awed by her manner, he moved toward the door,
but Sarah called ouf in a voice of agonized entrea.ty

—*Richard |"

He paused between thentwo. Margaret’s eyes
took on a wilder look; the light began to flare fit-
fully, in their sockets; the spmt within was shaken
by a mighty storm. '

“Did I tell you to come home?” she asked with

alaugh; “did I call you my husband ? well, I had |

forgotten! You shall keep him, Sarah; I always
knew that Harry loved you, darling ; and now you
are going to be kind to him, Tt’s all right,” with
another hysterical laugh, “ and now I must go. Rich-

&
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ard will wonder why I stay so long; he does nof
like that I should be away from him much.”

She turned with a bewildered air, and fell in taking
the first step. When f:hey raised her she was un-

conseious of Wwho they were who held her,




CHAPTER XV,

But there rings on a sndden, a passionate ory,

There is some one dying or dead,

And 2 sullen thunder is rolled ;

For a tumult shakes the city,

And T wake, my dream is fled ;

In the shuddering, dawn, behold,

‘Without knowledge, withoat pity,

By the curtains of my hed
That abiding phantom eold,

TeNNysoN,

THE result of Margaret’s over-excitement was
bra,in-fevezf. Richard carried her to0 her own houge

- that night, and summoned g physician to her bed-

side. He was not heartless enough to leave her to
the care of a servant, or the neighbors, He had not

intended By taking another wife to cast the old one |

away; he had expected Margaret always to occupy
the most honorable position, as his firs wife, had

not her different ides of the marriage relation caused

her to refuse the station assigned her. Remorse and

affection blended, made him very unhappy, as he
kept his solitary watches at her couch,
Sarah now suffered from loneliness; and in her
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ﬁeglected, weary hours, when she listeneii in va.in.for
the footstep she loved, she began to reahze.how im-
possible it W&S‘ that a man shogld devote himself to
two wives at the same time. In the .madness of
passion, when she resolved to run all risks of hap-
piness, in the attainment of her wishes, she though;
always to keep the attentions which her‘beauty an

on her. , ‘
yo;i ::ddv:y after day passed, and Richard came’ |
not once to ask after her welfare, her progd and pas-
sionate spiris chafed itself wild sgainsh tho bar oi |
its prison. She recklessly Wisheé, 'Fhat.ﬁ Margaret. |
could not speedily be well, she would die, and leave
her lover to her arms again.

After four or five days he came; she spra:ng
down the steps to meet him, but her warm greeting
was received with sadness and coldness. ' Margaret
was 10 better; but a neighbor had insisted: upon
watching by her side, until his\. return ; he expectiad
his beloved wife would die ;" there was reproa.ch .m _
his tone as he' spoke, which cut the soul of his ]1:
tener; but she had coveted her fate, and she woul

i ‘repentance thus soon. -
no;z;ecliéil; Zotpdai'e to express her thought that he |
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might leave the sick woman to the care of others
- and return to her; but she pitied him, because he
was pale and worn with watching; she was sure
that he needed rest; and she hovered about him

paying him every little beguiling attention.

Despite of her kindness he staid but a little while.

His thoughts were more with the wasted form apon
the bed, in his first home, than with the lovely beiﬁg
before him ; and he went back to keep weary vigils
through the night, and have his heart and conscience
distracted by what he saw and heard. Ma,rgai:et
was delirious the most of the time, unless she lay in
a stupor ; and this night her feverish fancies flowed
fast from her lips.

Conjured up by herincoherent words, the past, in
vivid scenes and processions, glided through the
apartment. In the hush of midnight, that lov}, wild
murmur filled the air, and the guilty man sat there
~trembling and listening. He heard the pebbles
crush softly under his tread, when he and Margaret

walked upon the shore of the shining ocean, and -

pledged their love, in the golden days of long ago;
he saw the blush and the drooping eye-lashes, and

hea,rd the timid confession, and remembered how hls
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cheek burned as he marked the rose quiver which
nestled in her innocent bosom.
‘He heard his voice, and a lower one, which was

that same pure girl’s, pledging themselves to each

other before the minister; the father and mother

'looking on, and giving. away their darling into his

keeping; how had he requited their trust? He
saw the bridal-chamber, with its simple snowy

curtains, and its perfume of rose-leaves, and that

- young girl there, his wife, holding his burning heart,

hushed in reverent awe, while she knelt in unaffect-
ed piety to ask her Heavenly Father to hallow their

‘great love. He saw her giving up all that was dear

to her, except him and his love, leaving kindred
and country, clinging to him alone, in the hope to
make him a religious man, and fully tfusting his
promises that he would brighte‘lih her banishment
from home by an increase, if that were possible, of
affection, and devotion, He saw her lying pale and
faint, but with a smile of the tenderest love and hap-

piness upon her features, as some one placed a tiny

beginning of Jife in his arms, and told him that it

was Ads child, and he klssed his Margaret and called

her a mother.
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He could not bear these memories ; nor the tones,
now pleé,ding, now sad and reproachful, and anon
loving and low, which flowed from those feverish
lips in a stream whieh would not cease. He paced
back and forth through the gloom, and cursed
himself for a traitor, a religious hypocrite, and a
murderer. . With that same selfishness which had -
characterized his actions thus far, he could not now,
before his accusing conscience, bear his fair share
of the blame, but heaped the weight of sin upon
the head of his beautiful témpter. « |

“ Human nature could not withstand the influence
of that siren creature. She sought me out, with the
purpose to tempt me and lead me astray. My church
aided her fascinations—my ambition aided both.
Sarah Irving! I despise you more bitterly than I
can tell; my love is changed to loathing.”

So for the present he felt ;—so for the presenthe
swore, that if Margaret’s life was spared, and his ut-
 ter repentance could induce her to forgive him, that
~he would never offend her confidence agaiﬁ. _
_ And to strengthen his resolution he stole out be-

side the bed where his little boy was forlornly sleep~
ing in unwashed face, and unbrushed curls.
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. % Poor Harry!” he murmured, “ you look like a
motherless child, as I am afraid you soon will be.”

And then he sank upon his knees and prayed,
partly from revived affection, and more from re-
morse and cowardice, that the consequences of his
sin might be lightened, that the weight of murder
might be Lifted from his soul, and his child not be
left an orphan.

Aswhen a beautiful vessel is broken in fragménts,
the shattered parts still glitter with a melancholy
brightness, so in the visions of the sick woman kept
drifting and glittering the broken fragments of her
happiness. {I"hey were never more to be combined,
and gradually they floated off into the ocean of the
past, leaving a blank and dreary waste. The fever
left her brain; and with eyes that could just bear

~ the faintest glimmer of day, a whispering voice and

wasted form, she lay upon her bed, meekly and si-
lently asking to die. .

She had not hope enough to infuse strength into
her worn frame, and she lay along time balancing
between life and death. Richard was there every .
day, performing kind services for her, but she asked

no questions, receiving what was offered from his
11 '
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hand with the same quiet patience as from the hand
of thenurse, As she observed that h‘le‘ scarcely went
away from the house at all, the thought occurred to
her that he had returned to her with the intention of
going away no more, and for an instant, her broken
heart fluttered as of old; but the fluttering only
gave it pain—in stillness only could it find rest.
She could never again have confidence in him ; he

bad deserted her once; 'shcla could have forgiven him -

a momentary infidelity; but this was so deliberately
planned, and so cruelly and selfishly executed, that
her trust was entirely gone.

“y have leaned upon a broken reed If T repose
upon it again, it will only be to be bruised and fallen
again.”

Sometimes he kissed her brow or lips, or pressed
her hand, humbly, imploringly asking her forgive-
ness in that mute manner. The 'struggle was great
with her for a while. She would not resist these
little tokens of repentance; she only looked at him
pityingly from the shadowy depths of those hollow,
spiritual eyes. For she did pity him. Her nature
was that of atrue woman; she loved him, pitied
him, and at last forgave him, She loved that man—
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strange, strange, oh, God! the heart of a woman as
Thou hast made it, loving until death, forgiving mor-

tal injury, but true to its innate principles of virtue

~—she loved him as tenderly as ever, bu she felt that

she was not his wife; that he had divorced her—
that their wnion was dissolved. Dissolved, but not -
desecrated. - Shehad been true to him in every deed
and thought; she had deemed him as faithfal to her;
she had seen him go out to meet temptation withous
even g passing fear for his truth ; and now that wed-
lock was 100 longer made sacred by one faith, one
love, one purpose, it was not wedlock,

Lying there gazing into the World of spirits, |
whither she expected shortly to go, all worldly pas-
sions of resentment or hatred passed away. She
felt divine compassion upon the deluded, the ignor
ant, or the willfully sinful around her; she prayed
for the whole of that polluted city, as Christ prayed
upon the cross—*Father, forgive them, for they
know not what they do.” | |

Now came an incident which aroused her to more
feeling than she had thought possible. Little Har-
Iy was talken sick. Neglect, and the care of a serv-
ant, had been such as to allow him to take & severe |
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cold, resulting in a dangerous fever. She knew how
much he must need a mother's care, and she re-
proached herself that she had so long forgotten him,
that she had allowed herself such feelings toward,
bim, innocent, and he]pless of his circumstances as
he was, and she desired earnestly health enough to
be enabled to do her duty by him.

She had his crib brought into her room where she
could see that he received proper attention. His
moans and feverish tossings distressed her deeply;
and the effort she made to get well restored her

strength more rapidly than it had been in cdming ,

back. _ :
Richard took the most of the care of him. The

day that she was strong enough to leave her couch, -

and creep to bis side, her child’s illness reached iis
crisis. Hvery one thought him to be dying. She
sat in her arm-chair and insisted upon holding him
in her lap., His little mouth was livid, his cheeks
fiery red, and dark circles about his half-closed
eyes; while the breath struggled fearfully with the
devouring fever which impeded it. Pale, looking
more like a spirit than a mortal, the mother clasped
hin: and would allow no one else to take him. At
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times she wished that death would release him from.
his agony and thenl she would have only to follow
him out of this desolate world, Again, she only
murmured, ¢ ¢ Thy will be done. If it please heaven
to Testore him, T will never again neglecta mother’s

n
paxrt, ‘

The physician sat by waiting for the crisis, and
Richard knelt before Margaret gazing into that
sweet, suffering face of his child. Yes, his .- child,
too; and Margaret knew that he had a right to feel
the agony which was expressed in his face. In that
terrible moment what would not each have given to
have been restored to their pliopei' relation? to have
folt the mutual sorrow, love, and sympathy which
softens the hour of trial? There they sat, separated,
father and mother, but not husband and wife, and

" their child was dying between them.

The joy, the pride they had had in that beautiful
boy, the deep, strange fountains of tenderness his |
coming had unsealed; the mystery, the lhappinegs,
and the holiness of the family ties; the light in which
he had regarded them before he-allowed himself fo
pervert his belief; hJS early love .for( Margaret, his
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lf)ve for her as a mothei', swept over Riohard Wilde
like a tempest, ”

She saw his agitation, and her slight frame bent

trembling over her bo
y. He yearned to wee

her bosom, | T

“Oh, Margaret! oh » Margaret I” he groaned, “my
‘punishment is greater than I can bear. Be Tecon.
ciled to me, or I shall die.”

“I am reconciled. I forgive you ever:y thing; I

: 3

love you as before, but I can never trust you again
Richard.” | |

“Say not so before this dying boy of ours, Mar-
garet.” ’

He leaned his head upon her shoulder, while his
form shook like a reed.

“You will be too much for your‘Wife and child
both, you must ealm yourself,” said the physician

. , t

approaching and raising him, while he brushed a
tea;r from his eyes. ¢ Let me look at the boy, His
breath is easier, there is perspiration upon his fore-
head. I think the greatest danger is over. e may
get well.” .

eye for 1ucky chances than he;

CHAPTER XVI.

1 look upon a face as fair
As ever made g lisp of heaven

Falter amid its music-prayer.
. WL,

Yet, if she were not o cheat,

¥f Maud were all that she gesmed,
And her smile were all that I dreamed,
Then the world were not go bitter

But o smile could make it sweet. ‘
TENNRYEON,

Hagry Freromer had been a year in San Fran-
cisco. e had bent his entire energics to the work
before him; he had determined, in bitterness, of.
heart, to be rich—not that he wanted money or ex- ‘

pected to enjoy it, but because he wanted some ob-

ject before him for which to struggle, to prevent his

being drawn away into vice or madness. He had

succeeded as those usually.do who work for a single

purpose, turning not to the right hand or the left. _
The most cunning speculator never had a keener
and the end of the

year found him in possessmn of the fortune he
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- strove for. Two hundred thousand dollars well se-
cured and invested, he could count upon as hig
own |

It was just twelve months since he set foot in that
strange, anomalous city; and thig afterndon, as he
walked back from his business to his boarding-house,
a feeling of loneliness came over him, for the first
time, He was home-sick ; he would like to seo hig
mother, and his friends, He asked himself if there
was another, whom he would like to meet; if it was
for fer this dreary feeling came over him ? and he
answered ];imself; “no !”h He had got up a counter-
excitement, and wrorked a cure; he was himgelf
again; he could return proud and self-possessed.
From the moment of Sarah's flight, he knew well

.enough where she had gone, and for what purpose ;

but he had too much confiderice in his brother-in-

law to fear for his sister's welfare; -and he only -

smiled scornfully to himself at the thought of the
- Bolly of the infatuated girl, His respect for her van.
ished, and his love with it, leaving “an aching void”
which it had taken all this year of labor and excite- -
ment to fill; and it was not filled ﬁow*, but that a
dull,' uneasy sense of loss was there,
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As Tarry wallced along the street, ta,.king the m;q-
dle of it, and grasping a Tevolver il.a his hq,nd to de~
fend himself from the danger which 1urked-ev:;:y
where, and reflected that a year had pan;e'd mn t t1§
unprofitable way-—unprofitable to the splrlt,dni ‘
the putse—his first home—sickgess attacke 11}111._
He could not keep that away with fire-arms, 13.; ; |
did pickpockets; and it took a very ﬁr.m ho k:
him, He reproached himself for not going back t0
cheer his parents, left so afflicted and alone, All

the care of the farm was upon his father, whobwais
‘growing Ifeeblq:; and his mother must feel very mel

* ancholy, sitting by her little stand, knitting, knitting
H

away in solitude, with the pianq never oplen, and
neither of her older children about to amuse, or as-
Slslte:his picture came up vividly to his fapc;r,
the tears rushed into his eyes; and he felt that:]is
heart was not hardened; that it had come out .of :
ordeal the same hopeful, generous, ané? aﬁ'ectwnzde
heart as beﬁ)re; sadder, calmer, not quite s0 con - -
ing, but not ruined, by any means. .

" He longed for quiet, as earnestly as %e &
The city, with its strangely

pposite.
\erto for the oppo he
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mingled crowds, its complicated business, its lawless
habits, grew disgusting to him ; he wished for Ppeace,
and the sight of lovely, refined women, ,

Suddenly he remembered thas it was the time
for the post-office to be oPeﬁed; there had a mail
arrived, and the distribution was o take place at
about five o'clock; there might be a letter from
home, or ﬁom!Ma.rgaret. o

Dear Margaret! he had not heard from her in
months; not directly from her sinee he came away,

Tender memories of their childhood thronged

about him; she seemed to him, too, to be in some

kind of trouble, to need him, to call him; and: he
half resolved, bhefore he reached the office, that he
would go home the overland route, and stop at the
Salt Lake éity to make her avisit. He would carry
them a little portion of hig wealth ; and perhaps
Richard would spare his wife for that promised
visit home, seeing that she could have such good
protection. Sarah Irvihg might be there where he

should meet her, or she might not, he did not care,

His heart beat 80 warmly with these new plans that

he was hardly disappointed when he learned that
there was no letter for him, | |

A

, : .
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Returning to his boarding-house, he saw, as. he
pass;ed the Windows, a pale, beautiful face, looking
out from one of them. Ie jvould hardly hav_e be?ekn
more startled to have seen an angel than a face like
tha,t‘ ;n the city of San Francisco. It wa's the coun-
tenance of a very young girl, pure and- innocent zs.
g child’s, yet with an anxious express:1o§ .of dqu ;;
and sorrow. He had but.a glimpse of ity it seemled
to him very exquisitely lovely, set in a halo of . g; -
en hair. It looked out upon him from the win ;w
of a private room, and as it did nc:t ap?ear eft .te
tea-table, he had no means of gratifying l.ns cu1:10s1hy
further with regard to it. The iroorzfl in whlchh:
had seen it was the one _adjoining 1115: .own. 'Z;‘ a
ev?ening as he sat close to the thin p.artltmn, ,r?a mi;
the last New York paper, his attention Tvas éllzﬁrac;0 -
ed by the sound of the suppressed weeping and sob-
' some female. | |
rbmAgtolfast it ceased and a soft murmur 1-'eached his
ear from a voice so sweet, that he knew instantly to
it must belong. -
Wl:?lg]::,tir Father fvho art in- Heajveﬁ, take csfrc; o;‘
a poor ofphan child lefalone in this strange, wicked

city.”




252  Mormox WIVES; A NARRATIVE

Harry dashed his paper onthe floor.  For 3 while
be sat irresolute; but the conviction wag strong
‘within him that some one needed assistance or pro-

tection. e knew very well what a placé that city
was for the timid and helpless; and that young face
he had seen at the witidow, wore a look of trouble
‘and loneliness, |

Trusting to his own good intentions that he should

not be repulsed, ho Ioff hig room, and knocked at

the adjoining door, Afier g Little hesitation, it wag
unclosed, revealing young girl, standing timidly
within, looking at him wistfully, but not daring to
bid him enter,

“You seemed to be in distress,” he said in hig

gentlest tone. “I was afraid that you needed g
friend, and I hoped that you would not doubt me,

when I said that I was Just as willing to protect and

help you as if you were my sister.”

 The light shone full upon his frank and kindly -

countenance,

“Oh! I do indeed need & friend,” she said, gazing
upon him half hopefully, half with fear, “I am
quite alone,” | '

The last words weze said with such sadnegs, and
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touching confidence, that all the honor and chifalry
of :the young man’s nature flamed up in his breast;
he would have died in defense of this innocent

young creature.

: L T
“ May I not come in a moment, till I see how_

n
can serve you? How came you alone?

“ My father died on ship-board; I had no other

friend with me. The ship arrived to-day, and the

| I to
captain broughts me here. Oh, what am

do?” s
“ Poor child! were you coming to California?’

“Yes, My mother died long ago; and my father
has been wanting to come here for a long time. He

" was my only relative, and I would not let him leave

me. I told him that if he went, I too should go.
He did not wish me to come, but at last he conset,nt-
ed; and oh, sir, he wasill upon the ocean, and dJeQ,
and I am all alone.” |
The very sound of the word *alone” as ghe, said
it, seemed to frighten her, there in that stréfnge gnd
i ry. :
Wl}?;;);n:,hjirld " he called her again,  you shall nof
be lefs uncared for. I am going back to the Sﬁates
in sbout two weeks; and if you will put yourself
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b
her cheeks and neck, he thought he had never me

: o1 - -
any thing quite so beautiful—quite so perfect a co

bination of the woman and the child.
“You are so very kind—so very good, I can

under my protection, I will see that you get safely
back to the place you came from,”

‘Her large blue eyes opened with a gleam of
hope. | \

“But I know not if I have any money to take
me bac. ',”she said, the next moment. ¢ If my father

- had any, I can not find it; I believe that it was

robbed from him,”

“There are always wretches ready to rob the

never thank you, sir,” she said. |
“Yes, you can, By telling me your name.”
«Tt is Minnie, sir ; Minnie Gray.”
“ Where did you live?” _
«We lived in a little place near New York. My

i i house, and a flower-
' sai indi father had a nice old-fashioned ’
R o Harry’ o garden around it, but he sold it to get money to

“ But that shall not trouble you an 'insta,nt, child. las! T shall haveno home when I re-
. a .

I have made two hundred thousand dollars in this - § come here.  Alas S,, h dded, with a sudden

city, and I certainly did not make all for my own . | turn—nor any father,” she added, | -

pleasure. You shall have enough of it to take you burst of grief.

“But I will buy you a home, Minnie.”

ack, and to supply your wants as long as you it o bl

Tive.” | _
ve : 1 tOh, yes, 1 can, p]_enty of 13]16111; but I will not

She smiled through -her %ears, a sweet,m sparkling
swile, the very pledge of her goodness and inno-
cence. He had taken a curious Pleasure in calling
her a child, though she might have been seventeen,

' is nO
answer for their worth, Are you sure there is

‘ n
one there who loves you, or whom you love ?.
«No one but the minister,” she replied, sadly, |

tgnd he is an old, feeble man, and will soon di_e,

N

very small and fairy-like. Now, as she looked up

at him, with a grateful, animated look, her lttle, t00. o 1 of his past expérience had crept
rosy mouth parted, and dimpling at the corners, and J A suspic.zlon born.o . 18 1]1 o koo ot ﬁ-hat, :
her fair hair breaking in shining ringlets all about into his mind; something he ’ |
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made the idea painful to him, of taking this young
creature to her home and there finding some young
man to thank him for it,

“Then you have no uncle or brother—or lover,
Minnie ?”

“Lover?” she asked, with the wondering look of
a child; then remembering that she had read of
lovers, and sometimes thought of them, she blushed
and said, “ Oh, no }"

“Well, T believe you, and I am glad of it. I will |
not keep you from your reist any longer. Lock your
door, and go to bed, and sleep sweetly with the ag-

surance that you have a friend near. If any thing

disturbs or frightens you, youhave but to speak out
loud for me. My name is Harry Fletcher, I will

protect you as carefully as your father would have
~ done. Good- -night, Minnie.”

“Good- nlo'ht sir. Is 1t not strange that God
heard my prayer as soon as uttered, and sent you
here to be my friend ? My pastor taught me to
trust to Him when I was in trouble, Good-night.”

Harry went to his bed with that simple question
of the trusting girl ringing in his ears.

“Ok, why have not men such love, such faith ?”

" OF TAOTS STRANGER THAN FICTION., 257

«“ She is as good as she is beautiful.

murmured he. | :
Sweet child! T wanted to take her in my arms an

bless her, A timid, lost bird, alighted in this un-

congenial clime {” |
It had been so long a time since any gentle emo-
tion had disturbed his heart that he could flOt fa.ll
asleep ‘very readily. He lay quarrejling with his
own good impulses-—offended with hxmself. becfu%se
he found himself still ready to believe that simplicity
and fruth were yet in the world. As f‘ast 'as: he
tried to arm himself with coldness and skepticism,

the soft voice of that young orphan in prayer, her

clear blue eyes, and childish conﬁdencg, stole 'upo?l
him unawares and left him defenseless before their
mystlc PoOwer.

“ Minnie Gray, Minnie Grray' a pref;ty name to
speak, and a very fit name for her. How un]l].:_e
Qarah she is—small, timid, fair-browed, -and fair-
haired—it would be impossible for her to do a bc.»ld
thing. But probably she is a litt;e simpleijon, as ige
norant és ghe is innocent—a baby, nothing buj; a
baby. Well, she needs a mother then, of course,
and T will take her home with me, and give her to
mother, to take the place of Margaret. They will
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all love her, at home ; she is so gentle—she appeals
to one’s affections so, with her trustful manner and
sweet face, She can go to school, if she wishes,
“Hal it will be amusing for a confirmed bachelor
to adopt a little gitl, almost young lady; but
mother will have the resmnsibﬂity; and poor Min-
nie wants somebody to love |”

“ Wants somebody to love,” the young man re-

peats to himgelf drowsily, as he sinks into dreams,
~ The captain of the steamboat in which Minnie
Gray came, had brought her to this boarding~house
because there were one or two women connected
with the establishment, who might afford her some
protection if they chose. What she was to do he
was 00 busy to think or care about; he had done
his duty by her, and if he remembered her forlorn
situation at all it was to conclude that SO pretty a
girl would not remain long unmarried where pretty
girls were so few.

The females in the house were of g coarse order;
but Harry had made a warm friend of one of them,
and to her he went the next morning, and stated the
lonely situation of the young girl, and the care he
wished taken of her, until he was ready to take her

N. 259
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back home with him. The woman promised to
ac

her like a danghter, and had her occupy the

o had it not

room adjoining her own; 0 that Minme,h o
been for her grief at the loss of her fat e:,
have had nothing to trouble her ].:1eart aboz . .
She was not deficient in gratltl.l.de. S ](z a hzn
sat with sparkling eyes, anfll ﬂushlnllgc :E:Z cj,() :d Of
is step; and in hig prese
Z:Ziesz?éwzi}i 1:slinmiled. her face, :always melted
aw;i‘e two weeks, the end. of which he. had fixed i::
his departure, passed rapidly. = A dlﬁ‘icul:y :,;ﬂe.'
before Harry which he ha.rdlyknew: how ob "
He wished to accompany his pri.)tegee hcfn;e 2 hy
casiest and swiftest Toute; he did not Wis to >
her over the ocean alone ; and yet he felt every day,

I
re and more, that he must return by the ove
mo

o q
' land way, and sce Margavet. His sister had alway

ther
been very dear tohim; they had grown up toge

' ir feelings and sympa~
f an age, that thewr .
. . and now, having been

. in unison ;
thies had been ' ’ p feeling of tenderness

ne dee
from her so long, some
moved him to go and see her. If he should go

home the other way, it might be years ‘befqre he
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:Im;ou:‘ld meet her; and the desire grew stronger}each
my ‘;i?nd when he heard that 5 friend of his with
‘er_he he,d wa.s going to New York in the same ste‘am-
ad wished to send Minnie by, he resolved §
Place her in their care, and go himself o' U y
When he had formed this plan and learned ;oﬁt:?s'

. imends that they were quite willing to undertake the

b .
:h arge of an1e, he came to her room and told her
5.3 arrangement he had made, and Wﬁy he wa
going himself by the overland route _ -

“The boat leaves j |
S i - j
B wkn two .days, you said, Mr,
*Yes, Minnie; will you bé ready ?”
14 anm |
f .?h’ quite ready ; T have nothing to do but wajt
for it, ' d b
How long diq you say it would be befo
Jou could arrive at home 9" | "
I ‘
| ]Ayear, at least, I think. Byt mother fvill b
8o glad Is]
| 0 i ad to have me visit-Maggie; and tell hep tha:
;)ITO ably I shall bring her back with me-—so that th
amily can very well g "
- Spare me an T, Wi
such 4 hope as that,” i ‘year’ -

His companion had been looking at him earnestly, |
!

and now the tears whic
10w the teg ch filled b
A o | er dark blue eyes

R < sl B RS S T

- way
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“ Tt will be a great while for me not to see you

And T shall not like to go to your mother’s without
you to introduce me. Oh, I'wish I could go your

n

“But the fatigue will be fqo much for you, you

ate so delicate ; and the journey is perilous inmany

ways.”
. «Not more perilous for me than for you. And

~ indeed, if you are to be in danger, I must go along.

What if I should never see you again ?”
«Well, what if you rever should ?” asked Harry,

looking intently into those tearful eyes.
She grew pale at the thought, and said mourn- .

fully— |
“Then I should die, for I could not live without

a friend in the world.”

«My ‘mother will be your friend.
send my fortune home to New York; and I shall
leave the sole weighty responsibility of my papers: |
and checks in your hands; and if I should be lost,

~ you will find a will, and that you are remembered

And I shall

in it.” |
«Oh, how ean you talk so lightly about it?” ex- |

claimed Minnie, sighing. “You know it would
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break my heart—your mother's I mean, and we
should all be so gad.”

| “I laugh because Iexpect to stay alive, dear Min-
nie. I have full as good prospects of getting safely
home as you, if the Camanches do not eat me up.
I rather enjoy the idea of the Journey ifg novelt
and variety,” , ’

“But a year I” sighed she, despairingly,

“Isit so long, little one? 3 year is not much;
and I think you ean spend it very profitably. T

would like you to go to sch
School,” g % 001-—so\me fine Ladies’

13
To school ?” repeated Mmme, curling her rogy |

lip, and forgétting her tears for a moment, « Wh
Mr. Fletcher, I think T am t06 old to go to schocf;’
and I know enough for a woman "

“ Vou do? what do you know, now, my wise
little gir]?” asked Harry, laughing heartily, and
gazing into her flushed face wit some Punomty

“ have studled botany, and geology, and conch-
ology, and a little about birds and fishes, and gs.

| ;f;:;z, and Latin, ﬁth my father, and read all hig

'] ;
“Whew! I'm surprised,” exclaimed the young

S L P
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* man; and he certainly was; he had not dreamed

that /any thing but loving thoughts, and. pretty,
childish fancies, lay inside of that brlgh;. little head
crowned with golden curls.

¢« And Mrs. La Martin taught me French She
ased to rent one of our rooms, and I learned to talk

with her.”
“@o on, little Ulysses, what more?”
¢ Nothing, except the plano, and housekeeping,

~ and raising flowers.”

“ Ahem! I beg your pardon Miss Gray Itis1
who must go to school, before you will look upon
me as a suitable corapanion; Latin! you look like
il ‘

‘Do n't call me Miss Gray,” said Minnie, and the
grieved lip betokened the approach of another April
‘shower from the eyes, * and do n't ridicule me; why
do I not look like Latin, as you say, if my father
pleased to learn it to mé? We had nothing to do
but study ; and I sang to_him, and played and we
planted flowers. I am not half so delicate as I
look. You know that consumptive lady that came
across thé country for her health? she could just
walk to the carriage when she 1eft her  home, and




264  MORMON WIVES; A NARRATIVE

when she artived here, she was almost Weil' and I
am sure it will do rhe good to go. You 1i:m.’ﬂ not
think me sych a very little girl then, when you see
how brave I will be. May I go with you?”

Eager, beautiful little face, lifted up with Just the
persuasive look that induced her father not to leave
her behind, when he resolved to emerge from his
study and go on a mineralogical and money-makin
trip to California. | ;

Harry thought a moment, and tried to think
calmly, though his heart beat so loudly that it rather
disconcerted his brain. He knew very well, that if
he took Mi-nnie the overland route, it must be as his
wife. - He gazed upon her and folt that it u)oidol be
hard fgr him to leave her for so long; her artless

“love and confidence had twined itself round and
round his blighted soul until it was all in bloom
again ; but he did not like the idea of the hardships
to which she would be exposed.

“The dangers and the privations are nothing like

~ what they used to be,” he m'used.,; “as she sayé

very .'fra,gile females have gone that route for theh,'

health; and we can take a long rest at Salt Take .
City. I think there is & company going sufficiently
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large that we may anticipate 1o danger from the

‘Indians.”

He looked at her slender form, and tried to feel
that it was not strong enough to bear fatigue, butit
only appealed to him for protection, seemnin g to say,

«T am so little and light, you can carry meé in
your arms, shelter me in your heart. I bloom only
in the warmth of love; the ocean breezes will be
worse for me, if T am alone, than climbing a mount-

ain would be by the -side of somebody who loves

me.”

“ Ah! you are going to consent,” exclaimed Min-
nie, clasping his hand in both of hers. “T see in
your eyes that you relent of your cruelty.”

“Yes! Minnie, I consent—upon one condition, -
But perhaps you will think it a very hard one.”

“Tell me, tell mel no condition will be too
hard.”

«That you will become my wife before we leave.”

She dropped the hand which she had held so

| eagerly, and drew back a step, while the warm color

rushed up into cheeks and brow. She stood grave
and: silent, with downeast eyes.

“Well, Mmm.e m
12
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There was a world of tenderness in the simple

words. ,

The young man pitied the beautiful embarrassment
of the child upon whom he had suddenly thrown
the responsibility of Womanhood by askmg her so
weighty a question.

He saw that feelings, deeper than ever before
awoke in her young spirit, gave a new dlgmty to
her manner, even while her lip and bosom trembled
with their power. \

“Your wife, Harrymyour wife? it is so sudden.”

“ But not the less sweet, I hope, dear Minnie, I
should have given youa year to think of it. I
would not have been so cruel ag to make you de-
cide so quickly, and without any mother to appeal

o, had you not insisted wpon going with me, which
gave me hope that you loved me—"

“But T did not mean to—to—"

4T know you did n't, Minnie. Your little head

never dreamed of such a thing, ButT can not have
the privilege of taking care of you through so
many vicissitudes unless you give me the best of

rights. T am almost afraid to take charge of such a

sensitive, dainty little thing as Minnie; yet I will
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be fery fhoughtful and gentle with my wife; my
fairy wife she shall be, if shg will only say the
word.”

The step which Minnie had receded was taken by
her companion, her waist was prisoned by his arm, .
and as he drew her reluctant head, in its bright and
youthful beauty to his bosoni, he peeped under the
drooping lashes to see if those eyes were not beam-
ing their silent consent.

A very, very happy man, was Harry Tletcher.

#1 am glad now, that I am rich, little one,” he
resumed, after a while, ¢ that I may be able to :fakcra
just such care of my darling a8 she de,serves.r She -
shall have every thing delicate and beautiful about
her gentle way. There can notbe aﬁy thing too €x-
quisite for her. My mother will be so glad, and I
shall be so proud, and every one will love my Mlittle
wife, because she will love every one. Go now,
Mlnme, and tell our good friend, Mrs. Smith, tha.t
you are to be married to-niorrow.”

‘He kissed her and went out, leaving Minnie
Gray in gomplete bewilderment, She sat down to

* compose her thoughts. Life was full of sunshine

and glory to hér, but she could not gaze upon all its




268 FAOTS STRANGER THAN FIOTION,

!

brightness at once; and the slender hand in which
her eyes were hidden, seemed shielding her 'fx;om t00
much happiness. Much anxiety, and doubt, and
fear, all new and perplexing to her, was mingled
with her emotions; it was a 1ong time before she
gought Mrs. Smith; and when she did, the good
woman, not particularly refined in her feelings, met
the burst of tears with which she followed her an-
nouncement, with—

“Sakes alive! what are you crying for, baby?
don't you love Mr. Fletcher? he’s a nice man, and
it's a famous match for a helpless orphan.”

“Love him I” said Minnie, while light leaped into
her happy eyes, “to be sure I do. But it is so un-
expected, Mrs, Smith ; oh, I wish I had a mother !”

“Well, child, T don’t wonder. To be sure it’s
sudden, and I'll help you all T can. Are vour
things packed ?” _

The next day Harry Fletcher called the orphan-
child his own; he had adopted her, though not in
the. way be had first proposed

!

CHAPTER AVIL

# Tt may not he—be atill, my heart, ba still!
Thoun knowest the green fields on the Sabbath lhore
Where fountains spring, such depths as thine to fill,
And where this longing thirstis known no more.
There, on the bursting flowers will fall no blight ;
Musie, like that we dream of, fitls the air;
There will be morn and gloricus noon ; bub night
'With shadowy wing will never hover there;
And on the ear
Wil fall dear voices that grew silent here.”

SARAE TRVING, or Fletcher, as she called herselfy
saf in her parlor alone one dreary afternoon. The
first snow of the season was whirling about in gredt
geattered flakes through the outside air, Her chin
was leaned into her hand in her old attitude when

thinking. She had been alone in her house two

days, and began to feel solitary. She did not know

why Richard had not been to- see her. Ever since .
- the recovei'y of his little.boy he had been constantly

at her house. But she knew that there had.been a
time when she was in danger of losing him entirely.

The }jhysician; himself the'owner of- eightfwiv"e's;
although affected at the time. by the- scene between

E - - : . -7 - . .. . " N ra * . .
o e e s e s e S o e I vt i psaciic o et L
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Margaret and Richard, over their supposed dying
boy, thought afterward that the tendency- of such

things would be bad—would tend to cast discredit

upon their creed, and make the wives, generally,
more discontented than 'they were. He waited a
“week or two, until the child wag in a fair way to get

well ; and then consulted with some of the leading

Mormons whether it would not be best to summon,
the councﬂmen, and have Richard Wilde reproved,
- and warned that no heresies would be tolerated.

The consequences were that he was met with pub- -

lic disapproval, and told that no slighting of his sec-
ond wife, or receding from his avowed prinéiplgs
~ would be looked upon leniently. His fears were
excited. ; No man ever craved public influence and
personal popularity more than Riéhai’d; and hig
é,mbition urged him on, as it had done at first, to
trample down feeling in the race for fame. Besides,
he had an interview with Sarah. He had thought
to tell her that he could never have any thing more
to say to her; he had come to her with some rem-
- nants of his indignation against her, still left, but
she suspected his purpose, and ‘rendered it impossi-
ble for him to falfill it

e
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There were tears for ]:us absence and smiles for
his coming, and all the 1;1ﬂuence of magmﬁcen;
beauty. He had lefta brolfen heart at home, an
he could not bring himself to break another here.
His situation was not an enviable one. Max-
garet had forgiven him; had permitted him to share
her attentions to her sick child; but she had glven

him no reason to think that she could ever again be-

, come his happy and trusting wife. There was 1o

renewal of old tenderness. All was quieif, p'esimce-
able—but a weight was upon the .air; an invisible
pall hung over the household; and when the child,
grew well enough to ‘play about, his laugh startled
the echoes, a strange, unaceustomed thing. -
So, gradually, Richard began to go back to Sara
Tt did not surprise or grieve Margaret. She had nz
hopes. The iron had entered her soul. She hi
felt from the first the 1mposs1b1hty of renewing the
old state of things; she gave up all ﬂ‘o'm the _ﬁrs'l'.l
awfal moment when her husband had gaid—
«T must take another wife.” B
Slfl:;u]:fs return to her, sarah had felt b}lt Iif;tle
uﬁeaéiﬁess. She gave herself up to the .enJ.oyment
of the life she had chosen, eagerly drinking the
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wine of the present, looking nof ba,ck to the past or
forward to the future. Richard was her own. The

pale woman whoin she used to call her friend made no

claims upon him ; and she ‘shut. her heart to the
probability that as he had been faithless once he
might be twice—that according to his and her be-
lief, he was at liberty to choose ag many more com-
panions as he 11ked She would allow no anxious
thoughts to 1ntrude yet nevertheless, she seized
upon every passing moment with a delirious eager-
ness of joy,’ which revealed unconsciously the hid-
den fear that such happiness must be fleeting. So
time sped away and as yet the bitter dregs lay un-
stirred in the bottom of the eup.

As she sat in her pa,rlor, musing, that snowy af:
ternoon, her thoughts were not much more un-
clouded than the day, .Why had Richard remained
away from her so Iong? She had tried her em-
broidery, and her guitar in 3 vain hope to dispel the
loneliness which wag gathering over her. How ter-
rible it would be, if she should have to spend the
whole of the rest of her life in such solitude ! all
the long, weary years, and she but twenty-two |
Perhaps she may have remembered another woman

OF FACTS STRANGER;THA'NFIGTION. 278

only a year older than she, who had no prospect be-
fore her, except the one at which she now $huddered
for she cast away her work with a nerjous motion,
aﬁd commenced walking up and down' the room,
gazing. out with a troubled look every time ghe-
passed the window. Was he coming ? would the
storm lkeep him awa.y? The snow was light and
dry; he had come to her when the Wea,ther was far
worse than now. Weaned with Watchmg and
walking at last she sat down before the ﬁrg and fell
to thinking some things not too pleasant. Some;
times the company of the “thoughts of the heart |
is not the most desirable, when ‘there are no other

companions, and the day is dreary

As she sat thus, with her face restmg in her hand,
the sound of coming steps startled Her. So, l%e W?.;
coming at last! Her fears vanished instantly ; -ar};
in their place arose a feminine impvtlse to 1.:reat the
laggard coldly, or, at least with seeml;ng mdﬂfer;ncg |
to his long delay. She did not spring to the door
as usual, to meet him, but sat still while the steps
ascended_ to the door; and then some one knocked

loud and quick, and eagerly, as it were, .‘
4T, do believe it is Richard; he wants to surprise
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me,” she murmﬁred to herself as she arose to admit
him, |
| Hastening to the door, and unclosing it, she stood
- face to face with Harry TFletcher. By his side
nestled a little figure wrapped in hood and cloak.
A burning blush rushed over the face of Sarah ;
 she stammiered as she asked him to come in, Har-
ry extended his hand to her with considerable cor-
diality ; as happy a man as he could afford to be,
- good friends with every one,

“Why! Miss Irving! I hardly expected to meet
you here. Thisismy wife; Minnie, this is the Miss
Irving of whom you have heard me speak.”

A little hand was stretched timidly out to her,
and a pair of soft blue eyes looked into the dark,

proud orbs' which returned their gaze for an
instant.

“ How is Margaret? can I see her this minute ?
I am so impatient,” continued Harry, hastening for- -
ward into the parlor, for he was 00 eager to meet
 his sister to think of ceremony. )
Sarah grew pale as she followed h1m into the

room. “Margaret does not live here, You have
made a migtake,” she said, |

i
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“They told me: that this was the residence of
Richard Wilde.” .

«So it is,” was the brief reply. |

Sarah’s spirit had quailed for an instant; but
it was indomitable and rose to her gss:stance
again.

«Tlow does that happen?” asked Harry, a8 2

strange fear made his voice tremble. .
«Te lives here, because this is my house and

" am hig wife.”

«Ts Margaret dead ?”

He sank into & chair as he asked the question,
and Minnie clasped his hgnd;

There was no reply for an instant. -

¢ How did she die? when? how ?” he continded
faintly.

« Donot make yourself so miserable, Mr. Fletcher,
said - Sarah, coldly, though she would have _given

worlds to have been away from those appealing |
eyes,  your sister i8 very well. T suppose that you

“are well enough acquainted with our customs to

know that we think it right and honorable for a

man to have more than one wife.” .
Harry sprsmg—to his feet more quickly than he

S UL S
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had sat down. He towered up so threatemngly that
the haughty woman involuntarily recoiled.

“Iam tempted to strike you, Sarah Irving,” he
- muttered between his clenched teeth. “But you
are a woman and I spare you. It will be a v}oeful
day for Richard Wilde, though, that brought me to
this aceursed city, He is a man, or he wears the

shape of one, and my sister’s canse shall be avenged,

Just so certainly as I can meet him, I will kill him, -

Come away, Minnie, come out of the presence of
this concubine! you shall not be sullied by breath-
ing the same air.”

He strode out of the door, almost carrying his
wife with ‘him; and the next instant Sarah wag

alone, and not. any happier than ‘before tl?ls in-
terruption.

The ficrce pride of her nature was in arms,
Harry Fletcher, the man who used to love her, who
had been a suitor for her hand, whom she had de- |
ceived and wronged, had spoken sneeringly of her
to her face, called her a concubine, and dragged his
wife out of her presence as if she were t00 vile a:
| being for him to endure. She had no way of pun-
ishing him for his audaclty She had made a con-

!
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cubine of herself; it was disgraceful in his eyes, if -
not in the eyes of the communify_ about her, and
her cheeks burned with shame and anger, Her -
va;:tity had Teceived another wound; it was very
ovident that her desertion, instead of breaking his
heart, had made him despise her, and that he really
loved that pure, lovely-looking young creature Who
clung to him with such affection. w

Fear, too, a wild fear! did he not threaten to kill
Richard, if ho should find him? his blazing eyes
and determined manner assured -her that he was 2
dangerous man ; that Richard had better take care
of ‘himself, She shuddered at thought of their
meeting.

The snow came down faster, and the wind blew
cold ; but after a short deliberation with herself, she

/ put on her shawl and hood, and hurried down into

the city in search of the man she loved. If she

" could see him before Harry met him, she could put

him on his guard. She would beg of him to keep
out of sight for the present, and she would arouse
the jealousy and hatred of the community against
this stranger who came into their midst to find fault
with them, and to putin peril the life of one of
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their most esteemed citizens for carrying into prac-
tice the commands of the elders and prophets,
She knew that Salt Lake City would soon be too
hot to hold Harry Fletcher, if he dared to exPress
dzspleasure at his sister’s fate. .

- In the mean time Harry hurried along forgetful

that his Minnie was tived and that her little feet had
to Tun to keep up with- his huge stride.. The first

man he met he stopped to inquire of him the way to
Mrs. Margaret Fletcher's. He had to ask again be-
fore he reached the house for it was a considerable
distance from Saral’s, |

“Minnie,” he said, as théy stood on the step, “I
can hardly summon courage to meet my sister,” and
he did look pale and faint. ‘

'His anger toward her husband had kept hun
from thinking of the anguish of meeting her,

until he was at the door. A little girl answered
their summons, and asked them' into the sitting- .

room, _—

He had a glimpse of Margaret before she saw
him. But was that Margaret—that a,lmost phantom
form which arose to meet the visitors, with its wasted

-cheek, its languid eye and feeble step ?* was that the
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stately and blooming woman who left her home in
New England but three years ago?

t Margaret ! Margaret |” ]

The cry came up unawares from Harry's heart to
his lips.

She gazed at him a moment, and then answenng
his cry, she sprang into his arms.

‘Her head dropped upon his shoulder ; he felt that

she had fainted, and when he laid her down upon
the lounge there was blood upon his coat and upon

her lips. Minnie took her head on her lap and her
husband brought water.

“ Oh, Maggie, what have I done to you, W1th my

gudden coming?” he cried in distress.
Presently she opened her eyes, and smiled athim,
“Do not be alarmed,” she whispered presenﬂy,

“it s often so now-a-days. Any little excitement.

brings it on; it is not very bad this time; I shall be

better qmckly

“Do not speak,” said her brother. “Keep per-

fectly still, and when Minnie and I have taken off
our extra clothmg and Warmed ourselves we W111

tallk o' ‘you”

They laid her in an easy position upon the lounge,

s K e A b 5 o s e e L et L T L I - |
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where she remained quiet, her eyes half open, fol-
lowing every motion of Harry’s with a faint smile
in their mournful depths..

He took off Minnie’s hood and wrappers, a.nd
placed her by the fire, with her little feet on the fen-
der; for“ the poor thing was quite chilled by the
storm ; and when the roses began to come back to
her cheeks, and she looked like her own pretty self
again, he said to the invalid ; |

“This is my wife, Margaret; Minnie you must
call her, whenyou get well enough to speak.”

The young wife turned her fair, childish face to
smile upon Margaret, bus her tears got the better of
her smile, and the next instant she had her soft cheek

pressed to the pale one of her new sister, and was
whispering in her ear— . |

“Ilove you so much. I loved you before I saw
you, because you were Harry’s sister, and now, oh,
g0 much more!” o °

Then, alarmed lest she should excite the inva-
lid too much, she caressed her hand a moment, and
retreated to the fire,

A bright-eyed little boy about two years of age

now peeped into the room, and ‘finally ventured to
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come quite in. Harry had never heard that h1s sig-
ter had any children, but his heart told him at once
that the beautiful ¢hild was hers. He took him in
his arms, and asked him his name softly.

« Harry,” said the little fellow. L

“T named him for you,” whispered Margaret.
“ Harry, this is your uncle that I have told you so

" much about.”

“Yes, I am your,unéle Harry,” said the young

* man with a trembling voice, “ and I am going tobe

very good to you. You will love me, won't you?”

And with the child in his arms, he hurried into
the next room. He was unwilling fo distress Mar-
garet by the sight of his agitation. ‘That innocent
child, unconscious of the cloud about his future, un-

' conscious of his mother’s misery, touched achordin

his soul which vibrated strong and loud. He walk-
ed back and forth through the dining-room, still
holding him, but the arms shook with which heheld
him, and his tears fell like rain.

“Y will be your father, little one,” he said to the
wondering infant, “and Minnie shall be your
mother, You shall not know what you have lost,”
and then, it bega,n to cry from sympathy, he gave
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it something to amuse it, and let it go, while he sat
down and leaned his head upon the table in an ag-
ony of grief. He had loved Margaret so; he had
been so proud of her beauty and virtue; she had
~ been to him the ideal of true womanhood ; she was
his only sister; this blow would fall so upon her
- parents—he was overwhelmed for a time by the
might of the stform. It was the return of his indig-
nation against Richard which finally dried his tears.

The grief of a man like Harry Fletcher is terri-.

ble to see; and his anger is equally terrible. He
never knew before of what passion his nature was
capable. He felt that if Richard Wilde was before
him, he should strangle him, crush him, and thrust
his lifeless body from his sight with fierce contempt.
He resolved that his life should atone for this in-
jﬁry. ] - :
“He has killed my sister. I could inflict no
death upon' him so lingering and torturing as this
which she is enduring,” he muttered.

Love for his sister subdued him when no other
thing could have magtered his excitement,

#If she sees me in this furious plight, it will
agitate her too much: I must be calm before her;
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but niy revenge is sure.” He calmed himself as
far as possible and returned to the parlor. The
quick eye of Margaret, having the preternatural
sight which belongs often to the sensitive and nerv-
6usly diseased, detected the resolution which he
thought he had put away from view. She beckoned

him to the sofa. _
T have forgiven all, and you must d.o the same,”

she murmured.

¢ can not.”

“If you love me, you will, Harry, for my sake.
T am so weak I can not bear any thing more, and if
you should—"

She paused, but her pleading eyes sa,ld more than
her pleading voice.

“Well, jfor the present, Ma ggie, 1 promise you.
But it is hard.” '

She breathed: a sigh of relief and gave him one
of her gentle smiles. "

After tea, which her servant prepared for them,
Margaret was able to sit up in her easy. chair, and
hear the history of her brother_ since she parted
from hig. Tt was the first she had ever learned of
the particulars of Sarab’s desertion; he touched
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upon the matter briefly, and in a way which con-
vinced her that the wound to Lis heart had healed
without a scar, and that the fairy wife, as he ealled
her, who heard him without annoyance, relate this
story of his first love, was sure that she now held

a8 secure a place as if this first love had never ex- -

isted. » _

“I have made a great fortune, Maggie,” Harry
concluded, in his old-fashioned, hearty way. “I
hardly knew for what purpose ab the time; though

it has all been made very clear to mo since. First

- came this helpless, dainty creature, who will have to
have roses scattered under her feet through life—and
roses have to be bought now-a-days with gold—she
came and put in her plea for a poi-tion.”' |

“ Nay, now—" tried to interrupt Minnie, but he
kept on: _

“ And next here are you, and little Harry. Har-
ry did not take his name to have nothing with it.
I am his god-father and shall see that his name is
worth sémething to him,

“ My darling sister, you shall go back with me to
our old New England home. If father and mother

want to live in the old' house they shall do s0; and |
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we will have one close beside them; otherwise we will

build a mansion large enough to hold us all , and
we will see if we can not forget, in the midst of lux.-
ury and tranquiliity, these dark dayé. We will be
happy yet, Maggie."’

Her lip quivered.

«T feel that I ;aight enjoy not happiness, but
peace perhaps, living with you and your sweet wife,
Harry, but I shall never see New England again.
My health is gone, and never to be restored. Your
kindness will have a chance to work for the good ot
my child, though; T never can tell you how much
relief- and joy your coming has been to me. Truly
Godis good. I should have trusted him more firmly.
The thought that little Harry is to be removed out
of this polluted atmosphere, that he is to have the
benefits of a New England home and education, and
that he is to be guarded by your love, will make
my death-bed sweet and welcome: I have only lived -

for him.”

“You must live for those who love you now,
Maggie—for your father and mother, for me, and
for your boy. ‘We will stay with you here until the
pleasant spring weather. You must take this wine
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ter to get well in. Far away from these hateful

-associations, you must let memory close over them -

like the grave; they shall never be reforred to; and

in the society of those who love you so deeply, so
dearly, you will yet have much that is delightful.”

“You are a good brother,” she replied, with a
melancholy smile; “ but you have come too late. I

bore the stroke alone, and T had not strength to re-
sist the effects. Besides, however sheltered I might
be in the bosom of my family, I could not endure
to go back to my old associates under such circum-
stances,”

He saw the pain which contracted her brow, and
avoided the subject for the restof the evening. His
strange experiences in California life, made an in-

teresting topic, and he exerted himself to beguile -

his sister from her sadness. -She smiled at his
" amusing adventures, and was interested in all, but
there was a heart-broken expression in her smile
which was more touching than her sadness.
Nevertheless she felt a tranquillity which had not
been hers for a long time. She was not so solitary,
so utterly desolate; the house was not so much like

a desérted mansion as it had been. A feeling of
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greater happiness than she had thought possible re-
turned to her at the thought that her child was pro-

' vided for; and despite the wnusual fatigue she had

endured through the day, she slept that night more
undisturbed than she had for many ‘weeks, .

‘When she awoke in the morning, it was not to
the silence and loneliness which usually greeted her.

‘Little Harry was half wild with pleasure to think
he had found an uncle who was so kind to him.
The poor little fellow had been so lonely, with only

" his sad mother for company, who did not play with -

him as she had once done.




CHAPTER XVIII.

SEVERAL weeks passed away. There was a great

change in Margaret’s household. She had nothing

now to do but to lie upon the sofa, and be an inval-

id; for Minnie, with a spirit no one would have

dreamed her possessed of, had taken the charge of-
the household matters upon herself. She wanted
Margaret, she said, to employ her time in getting
well enough to go with them upon the first brighs

day of spring. There was an air of cheerfulness

and life about the house wherever her light footstep

trod, or her bird-like voice sounded. She was like
sunshine to the shadowed heart ‘of the invalid; she
brightened and warmed it ; but it had been withered
never to bloom again.

Despite their utmost efforts, Margaret faded day by
day. A distressing cough wore oﬁt her nights, and
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frequent bleeding at the lungs weakened her yet

~ more rapidly.

She told them that she was not now unhappy:
that her earthly hopes had been very suddenly and
ruthlessly torn from her, and. that for a time she
could not be reconciled. She had gone to Christin
Ber greatest agony, and found that His precepts were
to love your enemies and do good to those who -

 despitefully use you! If she could do a kind thing

for Richard or Sarah she would do it; but she
grieved for their willful selfishness ; she pitied them,
she forgave them; she did not wish Harry to take
up her cause against the man who had once been
her husband.

Harry always talked soothingly to her; yet he
had very little doubt in his own mind, but that it
would. be dangerous for Richard to come in his way.

As long as his sister desired it so earnestly he would

refrain from Seeking the recreant, but he could not .

promise himgelf that his wrath would not boil over,

*if they should chance to meet face to face. So far

he had seen nothing of him, Richard had not
called "at the house; and Harry had gone out but

little, The people were not disposed to regard him
13 .
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with much favor, and he was sure that his feelings
for them were not those of the hlghest esteem,

One day, when the woather was warmer than
ugual, the servant-girl was sent to walk with Little
Harry, and came back without him. '\

“Why, what have you done with my chﬂd &
asked Margaret, ,

* His father came and spoke to him, and coaxed
him away. He told me he would send hxm back |
when he got tired of him.”

Night came, but not the child. One, two, three
days, and Mr. Wilde did not yet scem tired of his

boy.

Margaret’s anxiety was so great, that it added to
her fever and unrest very much,

“Can it be possible, Harry, that he will be so
cruel fo me as to take my child away from me ?”

“Very likely, Maggie. At least, I shall go and |

see aboutit. You shall not be kept any longer in
suspense. You shall have little Harry in your
armg this night.” |
“Oh, do not be rash or hatsh if you go, dear
brother. Remember how long it has been since
Richard has seen the child, and that he can not
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come here to vigit him. As you are going to take
him away 0 soon, perhaps we are selfish about
wanting him back.”

“Yes! I will remember,” was the bitter reply.
“Y will remember how selfish you are to want your
boy, and how delicate his father must be abous

“coming here to see him.”

About the middle of the afternoon Harry started
on his errand. He knocked at Sarah Irving's door, ‘
and without waiting for any one to answer the sum-
mons, he opened it | and walked .in, just in time to
see Sarah pushing the child out juto the back room,
while Richard advanced to meet him. '

“ My sister Margaret sent me for her child,” said
the intruder, | | |

His voice was calm enough, but a suppressed fire

burned in his brave and threatening eye.

“Your sister Margaret can not have my child,”

was the sneering answer, T understand that it is

your intention, without. my consent or approval, to
take him out of this country where I shall never

see him again. Now, I have a right to dispose of
‘my own children, and shall submit to no dictation.
Besides, my religion teaches me that this city is the

*
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refuge, and will be the abiding-place of the Latter
Day Saints, and I am not willing to see my son
damned Dy letting him out into the world.”

“ Your veligion I” said Harry in a tone of incon-
ceivable scorn, “ your religion teaches you that he
must remain in this hell upon earth. I came for the
boy, and I am resolved to have him. You have
outraged the heart of his mother enough already.
Do not dare to provoke me by recalling it too viv-
idly to my memory;” and he strode toward the
door through which he had seen the child dis-
appear. |

Richard placed himself before it with the words:

“There was no reason why the child need to have
been separated from his mother, if Margaret had
not played the fool. Go back and tell her that

’ when she comes to her senses, and rejects all un-
- necessary advice from relatives, and does as the
 other women of this country find it their pride and
duty to do, she will have both her husband and
child, without any trouble,”

“It was my sister who played the fool, was it?
well, I will play it over again;”

Swift as thought Harry drew a revolver from his

&
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bosom, and fired upon his insulter. He was very
)
quick, but not more quick than .the eye of love.

‘Sarah, who was standing near, with an impulse of

pure affection, which sanctified somewhat her reck-
less course threw herself upon Richard’s bosom and
received the discharge in one of her lovely arms,
She did not scream, but sank down dizzy with the
pain and fright. The instant he saw that he had
wounded a woman, Harry was filled with regret.
He paid no more attention to the man, who did not
dare to lift her up, but stood quailing with fear of
another attack; his own arms which he usually car-
ried, he had left in his bed-room not half-an-hour
before—but rolling the sleeve up from the wound,
he examined it with the eye of a person who knew
something about surgery. '

« That wound is not dangerous, thank God !” said
he. ¢ Strange that a woman will risk her life for
such a puppy. Bind that up immediately, sir, and
go for a surgeon without delay.”

Still holding his revolver pointed at Richard, he
opened the door, and called little Harry to him, who

. gla,dfly came, and they retreated from the house

together. * Richard was obliged to take care of
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Sarab, which g gave him ample time to reach home
safely with his prize,

“§mMhs : ' |
This arm will never be beautifal again,” mur-

mured Sarah, when her companion had stanched the

blood .and.revived her with some water, “ But it
tfught to be dear to you, Richard, for it saved your
life. How glad I am that it could do such service.”

That night a furious mob gathered around Mar-
garet’s house. The news of the affray had flown
Like wild-fire, with all the circumstances willfully
distorted by Richard Wilde, who gave the 1mpresf
sion that his wife Sarsh had been coolly shot while
defendmg his child from being kidnapped.

“Hand out the dog! he shall be hung this night 1"
they sh@uted “He is an enemy in the camp | he
makes some of our wives diseontented, and others
he shoots | He shall meet with the same fate he

deserves.”

The front and back doors were bolted, and they -

resisted invasion for some time, so that the Wretches
outside began to ery,

And this they might have done, had not Richard

i e e PR

OF FACTS STRANGER THAN FIO‘TION 295

-restrained them by cautlonmg them that his child

and wife would also fall victims to this plan.

At last; just as the front door was yiélding, it
was opened, and Margaret confronted the crowd.
Her fragile figure, and ethereal face, showed spirit-
ually in the glare of their torches, Her calm, heay-
enly countenance, purified by the near approach of
death, awed them like that of an angeys.

“ What would you do?” she asked in a sweet
ringing voice; “if you seek revenge, seek it upon
me, for it was I who sent my brother for my child.
Do you wonder thata mother should want her

child 7"
« What has that to do mth the shootmg of Sarah

Trving ?” growled a savage voice.
She would have spoken again, but Harry pushed
her aside and faced his enemies; his wife, though,
stood ‘before him, and her delicate form was his
sh1e1d Hs held a revolver in each hand; there

. was nothing of the appearance of coward aboul

him, and when he put even his wife away, and stood -

" there undaunted, a murmur of indignant admiration

arosé at the bravery they hated.
“Come on!” he cried, “1 will sell my life at a
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high price. A dozen of your lives shall pay for
mine. Come on, the first who dare! Bug let me,
before I go farther, redeem my :memory from the
stain of cowardice which would rest upon it, should
it be thought that T willfully shot a woman. I did

not. It was Richard Wilde, the 'cra.\'ren, whom T
aimed at, and the woman threw herself between us.
He was not worthy of the sacrifice, T went to hig
house to get for my sister her child, TLook upon
‘her! does she look ag if the few weeks she hag yet to
stay in & world which has been too harsh for her,
need to be made ,n:i-o:'t'e miserable by the robbery of
her child? Goto. Let it not be said that you are

murderers—that you came here to her threshhold .

and killed this foeble woman by your violence, It ig
not for myself I ask your mercy. I ask no favors,
T will take care of myself, I you think this seene

of terror and excitement, fit for the endurance of

this dying sister, continue it. For my part, I am
ready.””

“We will withdraw,” muttered the mob sullenly,

- “We do not wish to harm Mrs, Wilde. But you,

sir! if you show your face out of doors while you
stay here, you will rue it.”

CHAPTER XIX

Oh, there is 4 sweefness in beaut.y‘s c!o;e o
Like the perfame scenting the withered rose;
For anameless charm a.roun.d her plays, ..
Ang her eyes are kindled with hallowed rays;

nd a vail of spotless purity )
?Ias mantled her cheek with it spetless dys,

Like a cloud whereon the gqueen of.night
Has poured her softest, tenderest light. ——

PAYING no aftention to the threats of the peoljle,
Harry Fletcher did as he . pleased abmllt. goTng
among them. Whenever there was any ‘thn.ag
wanted for the house, and whenever be and 1'11s wife
wished 0 go out for exercise, he did not hesitate to
show himself in their midst. The bravery of his
demeanor, and ‘the knowledge that he W-enf; thox;
oughly armed, and that any attack upon him Wlu.l
result in the loss of several lives, preserved ’ im
from any thing beyond ill looks and muttered

ds. |
WO];% took particular pains to inquire after Sarah.

Falsely as she had pfayed the part of friepd toward
T 18%
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his sister, he was sorrythat he had done her person-
al injury; and was glad to learn that her wound
was rapidly healing, with no more serious conse-
quences than a fever, and a few days’ confinement to
her bed,

The excitement of that day and evening in which
she recovered her child, hastened still more the de-
cay of Margaret's health. She seldom sat up more

than two hours a day; every exertion, however

 small, was followed by spitting of blood; her flesh
grew more transparent, and her spirit shone through
it more luminously, week by week. Harry no
longer deceived himself with the thought that she
~would ever be well; still, he could not help hoping
that the warm spring would enable her to be re-
moved toward home. He could not endure the
thought of leavmg even her grave in"that detested
city; he wanted her to die in the midst of the
 friends who had loved her from childhood, -

The first sunny days found her unable to leave
her bed. It was just a year since her sorrow came
~upon her and it may be that the breath of the
violets and the soft breezes of spring brought
- back keener memories of that time, and wore

OF FACTS STRANGER THAN FICTION. 299

upon her ethereal frame, which could bear nothing

more.
- Her preparatmns for death were made. Her

child she had given, with no mistrust of the noble
affection of her brother, into his keeping. Giftsand
messages of love she prepared for her absent fam-

ily. : | ' . B
One request she had to make of Harry, Whl.ch
touched him deeply. She wanted him to promise
that her pavents should never know the cause of
her death. She wished them fo beheve that she
died happy; that their hearts xmght never ?)e tried.
by the knowledge of her suﬁ:eﬂngs, which 1’5(90111(1
do them no good to know. That Harry had her |
boy might be accounted for by saying that it was -
her wish that he should be taken East for the bene-
fits of education, which could not be g’i\fen him so0
fully in Utah.

If Richard could have seen Margaret at this time,
the comparison would hardly have been in favor -of ‘
Sarah. One was gorgeously beautiful as an Indian
vase, with the fire and smoke of incense burned be-
fore & false god, ﬂmkerlng within ; the other was
like-a snowy and slender vage of the most fraglle
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porcelain, in which some waning star was impris-
oned, waiting to escape to its native sky.

“There i3 a sweotness in woman's decay, -
When the light of heauty is fading away.”

% At last there came a day whose successor was not
& “to find Margaret ; her next morning was not of Time
but of Eternity.
She had lain speechless for many hours, Harry
knew that hig earthly hopes for her were over, and
sat by her bedside with a despondent face. She un-

closed her eyes and whispered to him—¢Go for |

Richard and Sarah. I have a dymg request to
make of them; tell them I send in love, 10t m
anger.” .

Harry’s proud spirit would have rebelled at this,
but he could not disobey those mute, solemn eyes,
which pleaded against any objection he had to
make. ‘

He left Minnie to keep watch, and hurried out,
with g swellmg heart, and choking sensation in his
throat, resolved to do the message himself, that no
accident should ; prevent its delivery,

Again he knocked at Sarah’s door. She opened
it herself. If she had been a timid Wwoman she
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might have started at sight of her visitor; as it "
was, she stood silently waiting for what he had to

Saj:r:_Margeret is dying,” said the messenger, and the
Worde sounded hoarse from his lips. “She wishes
to see you and Richard, if you will come. She
says that she sends, not in anger, but in 10ve—-ehe

has a request 0 ma_ke of you.”
Sarah stood for a moment u?idecided.
“We will come,” she then answered.
« There is 1o time to be lost,” he said, as he hur-

ried away.
Sarah pressed her ha.nd hard against her heart, as

if to keep it from bursting its tenement. That was

) an awful announcement which had just been made

i0 her—+that moment she stood face to face with her
guilt.
She was not a woman to shrink from the ordeal
before her; she had been very selfish, but she
would not slight a dying woman'’s summons, be the
eensequenees what they mIght to herself.

She went back to her room.
“ Richard, Margeret is dymg, and has sent for

us.”
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“ How can we go?” he questioned her in dismay.
“We must,” was her brief reply, as she threw on

her bonnet and scarf. “Come, no shrinking now.”

Fast and silently, they walked along together,
their troubled thoughts they kept to themselves, but
we may well guess they would hardly care to
clothe them in words.

Margaret had not spoken since she gave the mes-
sage to her brother, until théy entered the room.
Again she unclosed her eyes, lar;ge and bright like
a spirit’s, and asked Harry to raise her up and hold
her head upon his bosom. He sat upbn the couch,

~ and supported her in an easy position, Did Rich-
ard feel that another occupied the place which
should have been his? , ,
Sarah, obeying the look of Margaret's eyes, stood

close beside her. She was pale and rigid, but her
glance met that of the dying woman earnestly ; she
was willing at that moment to make any atonement
required, or to do any thing which might be asked
of her. Some remnants of nobility were yét unde-
faced in her character.

“Do you love Richard truly and only?” asked
Margaret, |
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“Her voice had come back to her; its tones were
gweet and solemn.

“T Jove him truly and only, and beyond all
earthly things,” was the equally clear and. ‘solemn

reply. |
«“ And you, Richard, do you love Sarah truly

and only ?” |

She put the quési;ion in the same form to him, for
she wished to believe the best of him.

“ love her truly,” was the almost" inaudible
reply- ‘

A gleam of pain shot athwart Sarah’s brow ;
what right had she to expect he would say he loved
her only ? . ‘

“1 have no reproaches to heap upon either of
you,’ contmued Margaret. “I have forgiven you
both all the injustice you ever did me; Ilove you,
and would do what is best for both of you. ILam
Sarah's friend, if she is not mine. Xnowing fronq
my own case, all the uphappingss which must come -
from such a belief as you have acted wupon, -and |
trusting that Sarah loves as truly and faithfully as I
loved, and wishing to save her what I have suffered,
I would only ask you both to remain constant to
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one another. Will you join hands here before

me, and: promise to remain true to each other, one
husband and one wife, so long as you both live ?”

Sarah. looked up at Richard eagerly, and half
 held out her hand to him. He blushed and wav-
ered. ‘
“Is it go great a t]iing toask?”
That spiritual glance Penctrated his false; unstable
soul. He would have been glad to have been a
- thousand miles away ; he tried to call to his ajd
some of the sophistries of his religion, but they
showed so hollow in the clear light of that dying
Pregence, that he felt impelled to tell the whole truth
without apology of any kind, = |
- “I would have done it, because you asked, Mar-
garet,” he anSwered, “had it come sooner, But it
is too late. I was last week sealed to another
wife,” |

Sarah drew a gasping breath. Itwas news toher

as well as to the others, Margaret looked at her

pityingly.
“I am sorry I could not save you this,” she
said, |

Sarah bent over, and whispered something in her
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eaf, which no one else heard, kissed her c<')1<.1 fingers
twice or thrice, looked into her sympathizing eyes |
with an agonized expression, and went out of the
TOOM, -
For a short time all was hushed ‘as the sick
woman struggled for life, to fulfill the rest of her
desire; she conquered her exhaustion and spoke

again : |

“You will not deny me this, at least. Our boy‘
—T wish to give him to my brother to be bI‘OHg]:.lt
up away from these practices which you know-.—I
do not—think holy. Oh, let me have my dying

wish about him. It niay ‘be hard—for you to part

from him-—but not more hard—than for me. He
will be kindly cared—for. Promise me that you
will—make no resistance when Harry—attempts fo
take him with him, Promise me—Richard.”
The child sat upon. M'innie’_flé" lap, looking at tjue
swiftly altering countenance of his mother 'W11_3h
startled ‘eyes, His father glanced at him.; he was
a bright and noblelooking boy th might. vstell
aTouse, & parént’s pride. He did not li]fe to g-lve
him up But the heart not faithful to 1ts' ma:ntal
affections can not have even the paternal mstmctﬁ
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very strongly developed ; and he dared not refuse

the last request of the woman he had murdered—

. @y, murdered—so his soul put the matter to him
then. These weak and broken aceents had a power
too great for his will, |

“If it must be so, Margaret, it must. Harry

shall have the child. Oh, Margaret forgive me,” he

cried, with a sudden burst of emotion, sinking upon
his knees by the bed.
“1I do forgive you, dear Richard. But God for-
gives—only—those who repent. I have prayed for
you. My child—bring me my—child.”

Weeping, Minnie held the warm and rosy cheek -

of her boy to her chilly lips. She klssed him and
explred
Harry laid her gently down, and Minnie folded
the hands above the broken heart which was now
at Test. Richard kept his position a long time, with
his face concealed in the drapery of the couch,
#Shall T go or stay,” he asked Harry when he
arose.
“I have n.oting to do with you,” was the cold
answer. “It was my sister’s wish that I should
have no trouble with you, and her wish is more
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sacred with me than my own sense of right, Inher

angelic forgiveness lies your safety. She shall not

be buried within the limits of this city, nor shall
any.Mofmon priest officiate or any Mormon cere-
mony desecrate her grave. If you wish to attend
her funeral, I shall not forbid you. Tt will take
place to-morrow.”

Minnie, whose gentle and loving spirit, had bor-

rowed for the time, some of her husband’s resent-
ment toward the people, would permit no hands but
her own to assist in adorning the beautiful corpsein
its last attive. She smoothed down the flannel
whose warm folds could impart no animation to the
breast beneath; she arranged the brown curls down
either side of the face, as they had been worn in )'
life, and decked them with snow-drops and violets.
- Harry went off toward the mountains and found
a sheltered nook, where early flowers que bloom-
ing, and the sunset light would fall. There the
whip-poor-will would trill his Jonely dirge, night
after night; there the eternal mountains would look
down benignantly ; there the roses would bloom in
June and J uly, and the brilliant leaves of autumn
would drift above the mound.
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The next day they brought her and laid her

down to her dreamless sleep. “Pegee] peace[”
Tnurmured Harry over the grave, “ thou hast found
1, sister, and we will leave theo to thy rest,”
There was but Harry and Minnie, Richard, and
‘one or two who had been kind to the dead, who
saw where she was laid, |

A small gray stone was placed at her head upon
which had been hastﬂy carved her name

MARGARET.

CHAPTER XX.

T have sinned,” she said ; ¢ man is weak, God is dread,
But the weakest man dies with his spirit at ease,
Having poured such love-oil on the Savicur's feet

As I lavished on these ™ .
MEs. BROWNING.

uForgive us onr trespasses as we forglve those who have trespassed
pgainst us.' ‘

THE brief preparations necessary before resuming

their journey were soon completed by Harry and

his wife. The keepsakes which Margaret had pre--

pared, and a few mementoes which she had be-

queathed to her child, with his little wardrobe, were

all they took from the house. It was in good or-
der for Richard Wilde to introduce a new wife into,
should he desire. They departed in company with
a band of returning Californians who had been re-
cruiting for a week or more in Salt Lake City. . |
The evemng after their departure Sarah went out
for a Walk She went alone just after sunsef.

Richard could not a,ccompany her for he was going

-
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to take his new wife over to her mother’s to get her

clothing, etc, and bring them home. The three
had taken tea together—Richard, Sarah, and Har-
riet, the last comer. THe house which Sarah had
built with her own money was to be the home of
one and all. She had met the new comer haughtily,
with a quiet, queenly assumption of superiority, but
pleasanﬂy' The pride of her dead father, which

had descended to the daughter, 1nst1gated her to

conceal her feelings, if she had any upon the sub-
ject; and all the afternoon she had treated her
rival with the courtesy due to a stranger and visifor.

She walked out toward the mountains. It grew
dark but she could not bring herself to turn ‘back ;
if she Tetraced her steps they would lead her back
to her home—that home which she had erected un-
der the influence of a delirioqs, fanatical Iiassion;
and if she should go in, she would find the man
she loved enjoying the smiles of another woman,
not 80 beautiful, not so refined ag herself,

No, she could not turn back just yet! the moon
was at the full, and she hurried on through its
ghastly brightness, until suddenly she came to a
- fresh-heaped mound, with the sods laid carefully
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over it, and flowers strewn around-—the head-stone

gleamed in the pallid night with & name she knew

too Well

«Tt is Margaret’s grave " she sald

She threw herself prone upon it and buried he:r
feverish facein the damp grass. It might have been
an hour in which she did not stir; her garments
grew wet with dew; there was no sound except
now and then a convulsive sob.

“Oh, my God,” she cried after a time, sitting up

- and lifting a wild face to the moonlight, * my pun-.
" ishment is meet—my repentance is bitter. Marga-

ret] Margaret! why did you forgive me? why did
you, upon the death-bed where I placed you, make
a dying effort for the happiness of f,he one who '
blighted yours? you have indeed hedped coals of
fire upon my head. Great heaven! what maduness |
am I the creature who was once an innocent child,
who went hand in hand with Margaret to school, -
who read out of the samé book, who wore the same
colors, who grew up like a sister by her side ?
What did she ever do all her life long but forgive

- e, yleld to- my will, humor my fancies, love even

my faults ?—and to veward her for this, I followed
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her, and stole from her the _hlisband, the father of .
her child, gloried in her desolation, trampled out the

bloom from her life—killed her! Ay, here she
lies in her narrow bed, senseless' and cold—her

heart will never ache again. I would give all the -
years of this life, and the eternity of the next, had”

I the power to undo my work—to restore the
pulses to the heart which lies there a silent and
everlasting reproach, Its silence is more awful than

curses; I would that the dead might shriek me

some reproach to break the stillness, _

- “Margaret was so gentle—she was so. good—1I
misunderstood her: I thought she had but little af-
fection because the stream flowed deep and quies;
because it did not foam and dash, like the mountain
torrents of my spirit. As if the very nobility with

which she overlooked all my follies did not prove a

capacity for more Christ-like, immeasurable love!
It was for me to say that she could live with half
the heart of her husband, to take away from her

her rights, because I weakly, wickedly, coveted

what was not mine.
“You are 0 true woman, Sarah Irving; you
have debased yourself below the level of your sex;
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you are ashamed to face your own soul-—ashamed
to go back to the people from whence you came, and
you find it impossible to go forward with those you
have chosen. Oh, what can you do 2"

She pushed the damp hair back from her. cheeks

and gazed fixedly toward the city.
“ They are sitting there, I know, in that room of

mine. Her cheek is upon his breast; he is smiling

into her eyes. Fool that I have been! is it not

good enough for me? CanI feel, with all this

migery of passion and despair, a tenth of the agony -

which I ruthlessly heaped upon Margaret !

“Fondle your new possession, Richard Wilde! it
was I, with the eloguence upon which I prided my-
self, who won you to believe that lust was love—
that infidelity was virtue, and constancy was the
weakness of the cold and stupid.

- % Tt was easy for me, after I had tainted the sweet~

ness of womanhood, by yielding a belief to the phi-

losophy of Socialism, totake the othershort step into
Mormonism. The difference is too little for a mind
which has received a downward impetus to stop at.
Whether it be holier for a man to change his wife

with the caprice of passion, or to institute a harem
- 14
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“and have a dozen at the same time, is not much of
a ‘question,  Whether the doctrines of Stephen
Pearl Andrews be better than those of Brigham
Young it takes not long to decide, The soul ac-
knowledges no difference, unless it be in favor of
the latter, It was the first who led me ‘on——oh, ter-
rible conséquences which have befallen me! It is
50 easy fo blind those whom passion has already
made dizzy | It is not wonderful that their converts
are many. Why did not my dead mother come to
me in her shroud, and warn me that not thus with
miserable sophistries were the hearts of the happy

.and pure women of her day corrupted—that safety
was only to be found in the straight and naTrow
path? |

“Fondle your new mistress, Richard Wilde !
make her ignobly happy for a week or month, The
lips which only you ought to have pressed are dust;
the voice of love unprofaned is forever silent. 1,

100, leave you, but not for the grave—would to God

that it were! I leave you to your ambitious

schemes ; your mockery of religion ; your unbridled |

desires. You will be a leading man among base
men; you will fatten upon self-indulgence; your

-
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conscience will grow easy and you will lock upon

kyourself with complacency. Even now you can
‘hide yourself from thoughts of your wife, buried

yesterday, in the arms of another woman; and I

have the consolation of knowing that T aided in
bringing you down to this, '

« have been selfish, sinful, infatuated; but if
suffering could expiate wrong-doing, I should come
out justified. I lay upon the bed of thorns which I
prepared for another. Did I not know, simpleton
that I was, that he would forsake me, ag he had
done Margaret? Yes, I knew if, and yet I would
venture,

“ What do you say to me, Margaret, out of your
lonely grave?”’ she asked, listening as if a spifit

spoke. “ Always you came to me with gentle mes-

sages, full of truth and love. I must redeem the

past. If I have broken one heart, T must hind up
many that are bruised and bleeding. If I have led

~ one soul astray, I must win back many to the right,

I must give up seeking for happiness by living for
myself alone, and go forth and labor in the great -
cause of khu\manity. Thus you whisper to me,
friend Margaret, and I will obey you. In li'fe I
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always gave you pain, but in death I will obey you.
Iwillgo back to the world, not proudly, but humbly,
seeking only to do good. Always, always, my
voice shall rise in defense of one love, constant
through life, and faithful in death—one home—one
father and mother forthe children—one joy on earth
—one hope in heaven. Always my spirit shall burn
in defense of the purity of womanhood, against
‘these specious pleaders, who would make it a thing
of chance and change.

“I go; Margaret, farewell! Ileave you to this
solitude. And yet it is not you who are here ; vio-
lets will grow out of your dust, but you are an
- angel, set in heaven like a Star, to shine upon my
fature path.” o
- She kissed the earth above Margaret, and hur-

ried away. After a long walk she reached the city.

Entering her house, she stole softly to her chamber.
As she expected, there was 10 one there. She took

from her bureau a small collection of valuables, and

a-purse full of gold which she fastened securely in
her dress; returned down the stairs, went to the
stable and saddled her pony, mounted him, and fled
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away through the midnight and the moonlight, -
leaving fortune and- love behind,

At the close of the next day, the company with
whom Harry and his wife were journeying, as they
pitched their tents and cooked their sﬁppers, were
surprised by a woman | riding into their midst.
Sarah’s tough little steed had done her good service
in enabling her to overtake the travelers. Paleand
weary, she dismounted, but before resting she went
to Harry Fletcher.,

“Iwish to travel with this company until we
reach the States,” she said. - “I have left Utah for-
ever. A forlorn and unh_appy) woman, all T hope ig
to find some peace in works of goodA to others, and
especially to my own sex. I have enough money
to pay my way; and if you know how deeply
humiliated I feel, you woutd not refuse to allow me

to accompany. you.”

Harry looked upon the woman before hiﬁl, her

‘beauty all bowed down before her repentance, pale,

sad-looking, making her request as meekly as a
child, A vision of her past magnificent pride and
loveliness swept before him—the contrast touched
him deeply; but still it might have been impossible
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for him to have emulated the 'forgiveness of his
-dead sister, had not Minnie, who stood. regarding
both, held out her hand to Sarah:

“ Margareﬁ loved and forgave you; can we do
less?” she said, The tears which stood in her gen-
tle eyes melted all the pride and anger which might
have lingered in the hearts of the others,

So true it is that love which i like Christ’s, un-

'selﬁsh, will soothe all the trqubleé, calm all the
resentments, purify all the passions of humanity,
and make brothers and sisters even of those who

have avenged one another.

APPENDIX.
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WeaTevER relates to the actual condition of Mormonism
attracts attention, and deservedly; for now that Deseret has
applied for admisgion to the Union it becomes us to learn ail
we can of the people and msututlons with which,we are to
consort,

Of the population and the feelmg of the people of Utah a
late letter-writer from them says:

“The Indians in the Territory are said to be upwa,rd of
twenty thousand, and the white population is usually estimated
at some fifty to eighty thousand. But let me here say, in all
candor, that this is believed by many to be a very low estimate.
The fact is, emigration has come flowing in from all parts for
several years, California, Australia, and the Pacific Isles con-
tributing no small share, The country being healthy there
are but few deaths; and there is one peculiarity which will
soon have a great bearing on the population, viz, the utter
annihilation of ‘single blessedness’ among this peoPIB Every
body is conscience-hound to marry as soon as they are old
enough, and it is made a strict and conscientious duty, in the
singular system which prevails here, for every family to raise
all the children they can. If there was ever a country where
an old bachelor would feel ashamed, it is here. I speak from
experience; and as to old maids, they are out of the question;
there i3 seldom, if ever, afi unmarried female of twenty years
old to be found in the Terntory.

“There i3 no mistake but what the Mormons at present
rates, will ere long control several of the interior States and

14% "
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Territories. There are three principal levers which constitute
Mormon power as a body politie, viz. : First, an unanimity of
action; Second, their peculiar institution of marriage and mul-
tiplication ; Thirdly, the immense and well-concerted missionary
gystem, which wields an influence over the whole globe. You
Down Easters may langh at them; theorists may speculate on
Mormon dissoluteness, ete., but here they are a unit—ond the
spirit of union is increasing with them every year.

“Hor outward appearance’ sake, and a decent respect for

liberal institutions, they will go through all the forms, and
apply in good earnest for an admission intd the Union; but

their real gentiments are that they do not care a fig whether
they.are admitted ar not. They can not be but sensible that
their path is onward to self-government and eventual inde-
pendence, by whatever means this finale will be approached.
And they are wise enough to ¢ bide their time.””

Another writer says: “There is not a State in the world
peopled by so heterogeneous a mass of human beings, There
are many hundred Danes in Utah, Englishmen of all degrees
of enlightenment and dialect, broad Yorkshire, Caernarvon
Welsh, Dumfries Scotch, peasantry from the valleys of Switzer-
land, and deluded chamois hunters from her mountain peaks.

There are Grermans and Swedes, Sandwich Islanders, Hun-

garians and Poles; in fact all Europe, save the Russ and Mos-
lem, are represented in this singularly peopled country.”

A late English paper announcing the departure of emigrants
for Utah, says: “On Wednesday last an extraordinary scene
was witnessed at the New-street raflway station. A fine ship,
the Fnoch Train, having been chartered to convey & cargo
of Mormons to the United States, en roufe to their settlement
in Utah Territory, three hundred men and women, boys and
girls, formed the contingent supplied by the Birmingham dis-
trict. They left by the half-past ten train. All seemed to
belong to the working classes, and the proportion of the sexes
was about equal, Many hundreds of their relatives and fellow-
seints assembled at the station to bid them farewell; and,
'in spite of the efforts of an instrumental band to cheer the
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spirits of the females, some very affecting scenes: were wit-
nessed. There will be nine hundred on bosard.” o

The New York Times, of a late date, announcing the arrival
of another ship load of emigrants, thus refers to them :

“ The packet-ship Caraven, Captain Sands, arrived at this
port on Thursday evening, from Liverpool, and: landed her
passengers at Castle Grarden. They are four hundred and fifty-
four in number, and are Mormons. They came from Tngland

Wales, Scotland, Ireland, and Denmark. For the credit of:
Denmark there are only two Danish families among them
For the credit of Ireland there is only one Irishman. .

“Our reporter saw these people, conversed with them, and
estimated them, intellectually and otherwise. They all bélong
to the lower, almost to the lowest classes of society. The
Tafffels_h peasant is notably clean—these Welsh peasants were
dirty. Very ruddy are the complexions of the Welsh girls
very wholesome their appearance, very staid and chaste theil,'
manners. The Welsh damsels our reporter saw yesterday
were neither ruddy, wholesome, nor staid, = Further he Wﬂi
not testify. Some of them, a fow months hence, will perhaps
be added to Brigham Young’s harer. : '

“Much has been said and written favorable to the European

- converts to Mormonism that was Little deserved. The Mor-

mon emigrants now at Castle Garden may be unfavorable
specimens of their class. 'We were assured, however, by their
leader, that they were considered not only respectable but
wealthy.  Zhey paid their oun passage o America, which Mor- |
mon converts seldom do wholly, even if they contribute in part
to their expenses. They were regarded by their own peopls
as rather aristocratic than otherwise. But what has been said
of the Welsh is also true of the English and Scotch Mormons
now at Castle Glarden. Their countenances were imbruted
with ignorance and dirt—not the material dirt of & sea voyage
but the moral dirt of a life of imbecility and indolence. Thé
Apostles of Joe Smith and Brigham Young found them an
easy prey, although, as our reporter was told, they were quite
above the average of Mormon respectability.
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“ Among the whole four hundred and fifty, there was
scarcely one face that showed that its possessor was greatly
elevated above the animal. Dissipation had done its work
with-many. Most of the Englishmen had been evidenily too
familiar with the gin palaces and beer shops of London and the
larger towns, The Scotchmen appeared to have drunk deep
of whisky, and drunk themselves out of employment. If they
. paid their passages to this country, they must have had friends

to send them out, a8 many fathers dispatch their prodigal sons
“to other lands, to get rid of them,

“We can not wonder how, with such intellects to work
upon, Brigham Young's influence and power should extend.
If Salt Lake City is wholly peopled by individuals of the aver-
age of intellect possessed by the newly-arrived emigrants, we
should, following the law of depreciation, expect that in a cen-
tury it would merely be a congregation of apes with tails.”

From these items something may be gathered of the char-

acter of the population we are to deal with in Deseret. If is .

safe to say that the same kind of record as the above. would

answer for seven eighths of the people of that country, and,
doubtless, will answer for the hordes now en roufe for t}ﬁs

country, not only from Wales, and England and Scotland, but

also from Seandinavia, where, by the following item it will be

perceived they are strong both in effort and numbers:
“The Mormons have éstablished a paper at Copenhagen,
called the Star of Scandinavie. In this it is stated that the

nuinber of ‘Latter Day Saints’ in Denmark, Norway, and.

Sweden, amounts to 2,692 pérsons, among them are twenty-one
elders, nineteen priests, fifteen teachers, and eleven deacons.
In Bweden there are two hundred and forty Mormons. In
Denmark 2,247, 1208 of whom are at Copenhagen.”

If this is the character of the people, what can be the con-

dition of morals at Salt Lake City. A few items clipped from
late papers may serve to show.. The following from the Salt
Lake City News may be considered authentic:

“There is just complaint of the wickedness which is creep-
ing into the brothercod of Saints, President Kimball, at the
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Tabernacle, on the 24th of February, denounced it .in the
strongest style, saying that he would try and slay the man who
would undertake to corrupt the people.. He says: I am op~
posed to corruption; I wish every man to keep himself pure,
whether he is Jew, or Gentile, or Latter—Day Saint; keep
yourselves pure. I do not aHow my women {o fondle with
other men, or to sit on their laps, and they must not suffer
other men to hug and kiss them; if they do I will cast them
off. Let my wives alone, and let my daughters alone, except
you bave my permission fo pay them attention, and do as you
-wish to be done by. Iam not afraid, for I am my heavenly
Father's friend, and am a friend to all his sons and daughters,
‘whether they make profession of religion or not, but they
must not undertake to pollute this people. I delight to have
strangers come to my house, and they shall have the privilege
of visiting and associating with me, and I associate with them
on condition that they be like true gentlemen.” .

Another newspaper paragraph, from a late letter, reads:
“Among the revolting. features of Mormon institutions, that
which permits marriage between blood. relations is the worst.
He has met with numerous instances of men marrying both *
mother and daughter. A bishop of one of the wards married
#ix wives, all sisters, and, moreover, his own nieces,”

And to show still further the Wretched and abject condition
of woman, let us quote from a late number of the Deseret
News, the « Maxims for Mormon Wives:”

“Ist. Occupy yourself only with household affairs; wait till
your husband confides to you those of higher 1mportance and
do not give your advice till he asks it, :

“2d. Never take upon yourself to be 2 censor of your hus~
band’s morals, and do not 'read lectures to him.” Let your
preaching be & good example, and practice virtue yourself to
make him in love with it.

“3d. Gommand his attention by being always attentive to

~him; nefer exact any thing, and you will attain much; appear

always flattered by the little he does for you, which W111 excite
him to perform more,
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“4th. AHl men are vain; never wound his vanity, not even
in the most trifling instances.”+A wife may have more sense -
than her husband, but she should never seem to know it.

“Bth, Seem always to obtain information from him, es-
pecially before company, though you may pass for a simpleton.
Never forget that a wife owes all her importance to that of
her husband.” :

Another exposition says: “Let our daughtprs also obey the
ordinances of God, and receive and cultivate the gift of the
Holy Ghost, in every good and pure affection. Let them early
understand the true relationship they are destined to sustain
to. the other sex. Let them be tuught to respect them as

~ brothers, worthy of their confidence and affection—worthy to
become their saviour and head, as Christ is the head of the.
ohmrch, Let them be taught to respect and revere themselves,
as holy vessels destined to sustain and magnify the eternal and
sacred relationship of wife and mother; to be the ornament
and glory of mani; and let them learn to respect themselves as
_sons of God; and the other sex as sisters—daughters of the
Highest, holy vessels, eternal beings—destined as companions
and co-workers in the great science of life. Let them be
taught to aspire, by every principle of honor and integrity, to
the patriarchal throne, ashead of families and saviours of men.”

This is the people—these the institutions we are asked to
admit to fellowship, and social and political equality: Are we
prepared to accede to such a proposition?
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