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THE RECTOR OF ST. MARK'S

CHAPTER L

FRIDAY AFTERNOON.

TaEe Sunday sermon was finished, and the young
rector of St. Mark’s turned gladly from his study-
table to the pleasant south window where the June
roses were peeping in, and abandoned himself for a
few moments to the feeling of relief he always ex-
perienced when his week’s work was done. To say
that no secular thoughts had intruded themselves
upon the rector’s mind, as he planned and wrote
that sermon, would not be true; for, though mor-
bidly conscientious on many points and earnestly
striving to be a faithful shepberd of the souls com-
mitted to his care, Arthur Leighton possessed the
natural desire that those who listened to him should
not only think well of what he taught but also of
the form in which the teaching was presented.
When he became a clergyman he did not cease to be
a man, with all a man’s capacity to love and to be
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6 THE RECTOR OF ST. MARK'S.

loved, and so, though he fought and prayed against
it, he had seldom brought a sermon to the people of
St. Mark’s in which there was not a thought of
Anna Ruthven’s soft, brown eyes, and the way they
would look at him across the heads of the congrega-
tion. Anna led the village choir, and the rector
was painfully conscious that far too much of earth
was mingled with his devotional feelings during the
moments when, the singing over, he walked from
his armchair to the pulpit and heard the rustle of
the erimson curtain in the organ loft as it was
drawn back, disclosing to view the five heads of
which Anna’s was the center. It was very wrong,
he knew, and to-day he had prayed earnestly for
pardon, when, after choosing his text, ‘‘ Simon,
Simon, lovest thou me ?” instead of plunging at
once into his subject, he had, without a thought of
what he was doing, idly written upon a scrap of
paper lying near, “ Anna, Anna, lovest thou me,
more than these?” the these, referring to the
wealthy Thornton Hastings, his old classmate in
college, who was going to Saratoga this very sum-
mer, for the purpose of meeting Anna Ruthven
and deciding if she would do to become Mrs.
Thornton Hastings, and mistress of the house on
Madison Square. With a bitter groan at the enor-
mity of his sin, and a fervent prayer for forgive-
ness, the rector had torn the slips of paper in
shreds and given himself so completely to his work
that his sermon was done a full hour earlier than
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usual, and he was free to indulge in reveries of
Anna for as long a time as he pleased.

“1 wonder if Mrs. Meredith has come,” he
thought, as, with his feet upon the window-sill, he
sat looking across the meadow-land to where the
chimneys and gable roof of Captain Humphreys’
house was visible, for Captain Humphreys was
Anna Ruthven’s grandfather, and it was there she
had lived since she was three years old.

As 1f thoughts of Mrs. Meredith reminded him
of something else, the rector took from the drawer
of his writing table a letter received the previous
day, and, opening to the second page, read again
as follows:

“ Are you going anywhere this summer? Of
course not, for so long as there is an unbaptized
child, or a bed-ridden old woman in the parish, you
must stay at home, even if you do grow as rusty as
did Professor Cobden’s coat before we boys made
him a present of a new one. I say, Arthur, there
was a capital fellow spoiled when you took to the
ministry, with your splendid talents, and rare gift
for making people like and believe in you.

“ Now, I suppose you will reply that for this
denial of self you look for your reward in heaven,
and I suppose you are right; but as I have no rea-
son to think I have any stock in that region, I go
in for a good time here, and this summer I take it
at Saratoga, where I expect to meet one of your
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lambs. I hear you have in your flock forty in all,
their ages varying from fifteen to fifty. But this
particular lamb, Miss Anna Ruthven, is, I fancy,
the fairest of them all, and as I used to make you
my father confessor in the days when I was rusti-
eated out in Winsted, and fell so desperately in love
with the six Miss Larkins, each old enough to be
my mother, so now I confide to you the pro-
gramme as marked out by Mrs. Julia Meredith, the
general who brings the lovely Anna into the field.

“ We, that is, Mrs. Meredith and myself, are
on the best of terms. I lunch with her, dine with
her, lounge in her parlors, drive her to the park,
take her to the operas, concerts and plays, and com-
pliment her good looks, which are wonderfully well
preserved for a woman of ferty-five. I am twenty-
six, you know, and so no one ever associates us to-
gether in any kind of gossip.  She is the very
quintessence of fashion, and I am one of the dan-
glers whose own light is made brighter by the re-
flection of her rays. Do you see the point? Well,
then, in return for my attentions, she takes a very
sisterly interest in my future wife, and has adroitly
managed to let me know of her niece, a certain
Anna Ruthven, who, inasmuch as I am tired of city
belles, will undoubtedly suit my fancy, said Anna
being very fresh, very artless, and very beautiful
withal. She is also niece to Mrs. Meredith, whose
only brother married very far beneath him, when
he took to wife the daughter of a certain old-fash-
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ioned Captain Humphreys, a pillar, no doubt, in
your church. This young Ruthven was drowned,
or hung, or something, and the sister considers
it as another proof of his wife’s lack of refinement
and discretion that at her death, which happened
when Anna was three years old, she left her child
to the charge of her own parents, Captain Hum-
phreys and spouse, rather than to Mrs. Meredith’s
care, and that, too, in the very face of the lady’s
having stood as sponsor for the infant, an act
which you will acknowledge was very unnatural
and ungrateful in Mrs. Ruthven, to say the least
of it.

“You see I am telling you all this, just as if
you did not know Miss Anna’s antecedents even
better than myself, but possibly you do not know
that, having arrived at a suitable age, she is this
summer to be introduced into society at Sara-
toga, while I am expected to fall in love with her
at once and make her Mrs. Hastings before another
winter. Now, in your straightforward way of
putting things, don’t imagine that Mrs. Meredith
has deliberately told me all this, for she has not,
but I understand her perfectly, and know exactly
what she expects me to do. Whether I do or not
depends partly upon how I like Miss Anna, partly
upon how she likes me, and partly upon yourself.

“ Now, Arthur, you know, T was always famous
for presentiments or fancies, as you termed them,
and the latest of these is that you like Anna Ruth-
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ven. Do you? Tell me, honor bright, and by
the memory of the many serapes you got me out
of, and the many more you kept me from getting
into, I will treat Miss Anna as gingerly and broth-
erly as if she was already your wife. I like her
picture, which I have seen, and believe I shall like
the girl, but if you say that by looking at her with
longing eyes 1 shall be guilty of breaking some one
of the ten commandments—I1 don’t know which—
why, then, hands off at once. That’s fair, and
will prove to you that, although not a parson like
yourself, there is still a spark of honor, if not
of goodness, in the breast of

“ Yours truly,

“ TnornToN HaAsTINGS.

“If you were here this afternoon, I'd take you
to drive after a pair of bays which are to sweep
the stakes at Saratoga this summer, and I'd treat
you to a finer cigar than often finds its way to
Hanover. Shall I send you out a box, or would
yvour people pull down the church about the ears
of a minister wicked enough to smoke? Again

adieu. “1. H.?

There was a half-amused smile on the face of the
rector as he finished the letter, so like its thought-
less, lighthearted writer, and wondered what the
Widow Rider, across the way, would say of a
clergyman who smoked cigars and rode after a race-
horse with such a gay scapegrace as Thornton Has-
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tings. Then the amused look passed away, and
was succeeded by a shadow of pain as the rector
remembered the real import of Thornton’s letter,
and felt that he had no right to say, I have a
claim on Anna Ruthven; you must not interfere.”
For he had no claim on her, though half his par-
ishioners, and many outside his parish, had long
ago given her to him, and said that she was worthy ;
while he had loved her, as only natures like his can
love, since that week before Christmas, when their
hands had met with a strange, tremulous flutter,
as together they fastened the wreaths of evergreen
upon the wall, he holding them up and she driving
the refractory tacks, which would keep falling in
spite of her, so that his hand went often from the
carpet or basin to hers, and once accidentally closed
almost entirely over the little, soft, white thing,
which felt so warm to his touch.

How prettily Anna had looked to him during
those memorable days, so much prettier than the
other young girls of his flock, whose hair was tum-
bled ere the day’s work was done, and whose dresses
were soiled and disordered ; while here was always
so tidy and neat and the braids of her chestnut
hair were always so smooth and bright. How well,
too, he remembered that brief ten minutes, when,
in the dusky twilight which had crept so early into
the church, he stood alonc with her, and talked, he
did not know of what, only that he heard her voice
replying to him, and saw the changeful color on
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her cheek as she looked modestly in his face. That
was a week of delicious happiness, and the rector
had lived it over many times, wondering if, when
the next Christmas came, it would find him any
nearer to Anna Ruthven than the last had left
him.

“ It must,” he suddenly exclaimed.  The mat-
ter shall be settled before she leaves Hanover with
this Mrs. Meredith. My claim is superior to
Thornton’s, and he shall not take her from me.
T'll write what I lack the ecourage to tell her, and
to-morrow I will call and deliver it myself.”

An hour later, and there was lying in the rector’s
desk a letter in which he had told Anna Ruthven
how much he loved her, and had asked her to be
his wife. Something whispered that she would
not refuse him, and with this hope to buoy him up,
his two miles walk that warm afternoon was neither
long nor tiresome, and the old lady, by whose bed-
side he had read and prayed, was surprised to hear
him as he left her door whistling an old love-tune

which she, too, had known and sung fifty years
before.
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CHAPTER IL
SATURDAY AFTERNOON.

Mgs. JorLia MEerepitH had arrived, and the
brown farmhouse was in a state of unusual excite-
ment; not that Captain Humphreys or his good
wife, Aunt Ruth, respected very highly the great
lady who had so seldom honored them with her
presence, and who always tried so hard to impress
them with a sense of her superiority and the
mighty favor she conferred upon them by oceca-
sionally condescending to bring her aristocratic
presence into their quiet, plain household, and
turn it topsy-turvy. Still, she was Anna’s aunt,
and then, too, it was a distinction which Aunt
Ruth rather enjoyed, that of having a fashionable
city woman for her guest, and so she submitted
with a good grace to the breaking in upon all her
customs, and uttered no word of complaint when
the breakfast table waited till eight, and some-
times nine o’clock, and the freshest eggs were
taken from the nest, and the cream all skimmed
from the pans to gratify the lady who came down
very charming and pretty in her handsome cam-
bric wrapper, with rosebuds in her hair. She had
arrived the previous night, and while the rector
was penning his letter she was holding Anna’s hand
in hers, and, running her eye rapidly over her
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face and form, was making an inventory of her
charms and calculating their value.

A very graceful figure, neither too short nor
too tall. This she gets from the Ruthvens. Splen-
did eyes and magnificent hair, when Valencia has
once taken it in hand. Complexion a little too
brilliant, but a few weeks of dissipation will cure
that. Fine teeth, and features tolerably regular,
except that the mouth is too wide, and the forehead
‘too low, which defects she takes from the Hum-
phreys Small feet and rather pretty hands, ex-
cept that they seem to have grown wide since I saw
her before. Can it be these horrid people have
set her to milking the cows?

This was what Mrs. Meredith thought that
first evening after her arrival at the farmhouse,
and she had not materially changed her mind when
the next afternoon she went with Anna down to the
Glen, for which she affected a great fondness, be-
cause she thought it was romantie and girlish to do
so, and she was far being past the period when
women cease caring for youth and its appurte-
nances. She had criticised Anna’s taste in dress
—had said that the belt she selected did not har-
monize with the color of the muslin she wore, and
suggested that a frill of lace about the neck would
be softer and more becoming than the stiff white
linen collar.

“But in the country it does not matter,” she
said. ““ Wait till T get you to New York, under
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Madam Blank’s supervision, and then we shall
see a transformation such as will astonish the hum-
ble Hanoverians.”

This was up in Anna’s room, and when the Glen
was reached Mrs. Meredith continued the conver-
sation, telling Anna of her plans for taking her
first to New York, where she was to pass through
a reformatory process with regard to dress. Then
they were going to Saratoga, where she expected
her niece to reign supreme, both as a beauty and a
belle.

‘ Whatever I have left at my death I-shall leave
to you,” she said; ‘ consequently you will pass as
an heiress expectant, and with all these aids I
confidently expect you to make a brilliant match
before the winter season closes, if, indeed, you do
not before you leave Saratoga.”

“Oh, aunt,” Anna exclaimed, her brown eyes
flashing with unwonted brilliancy, and the rich
color mantling her cheek. “ You surely are not
taking me to Saratoga on such a shameful errand
as that?”

“ Shameful errand as what?” Mrs. Meredith
asked, looking quickly up, while Anna replied:

“Trying to find a husband. I cannot go if
you are, much as I have anticipated it. I should
despise and hate myself forever. No, aunt, I can-
not go.”

“ Nonsense, child. You don’t know what you
are saying,”” Mrs. Meredith retorted, feeling intui-
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tively that she must change her tactics and keep
her real intentions concealed if she would lead
her niece into the snare laid for her.

Cunningly and carefully for the next half hour
she talked, telling Anna that she was not to be
thrust upon the notice of any one—that she herself
had no patience with those intriguing mammas
who push their bold daughters forward, but that as
a good marriage was the ultima thule of a woman’s
hopes, it was but natural that she, as Anna’s aunt,
should wish to see her well settled in life, and set-
tled, too, near herself, where they could see each
other every day.

“ Of course, there is no one in Hanover whom
you, as a Ruthven, would stoop to marry,” she
said, fixing her eyes inquiringly upon Anna, who
was pulling to pieces the wild flowers she had gath-
ered, and thinking of that twilight hour when she
had talked with their young clergyman as she never
talked before. Of the many times, too, when they
had met in the cottages of the poor, and he had
walked slowly home with her, lingering by the
gate, as if loth to say good-by, she thought, and
the life she had lived since he first came to Han-
over, and she learned to blush when she met the
glance of his eye, looked fairer far than the life
her aunt had marked out as the proper one for a
Ruthven.

“ You have not told me yet. Is there any one
in Hanover whom you think worthy of you?”
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Mrs. Meredith asked, just as a footstep was heard,
and the rector of St. Mark’s came round the rock
where they were sitting.

He had called at the farmhouse, bringing the
letter, and with it a book of poetry, of which Anna
had asked the loan.

Taking advantage of her guest’s absence, Grand-
ma Humphreys had gone to a neighbor’s after a
recipe for making a certain kind of cake of which
Mrs. Meredith was very fond, and only Esther,
the servant, and Valencia, the smart waiting maid,
without whom Mrs. Meredith never traveled, were
left in charge.

“ Down in the Glen with Mrs. Meredith. Will
you be pleased to wait while I call them ¢’ Esther
said, in reply to the rector’s inquiries for Miss
Ruthven.

“No, I will find them myself,” Mr. Leighton
rejoined. Then, as he thought how impossible it
would be to give the letter to Anna in the presence
of her aunt, he slipped it into the book which he
bade Esther take to Miss Ruthven’s room.

Knowing how honest and faithful Esther was,
the rector felt that he could trust her without fear
for the safety of his letter, sought the Glen, where
the tell-tale blushes which burned on Anna’s cheek
at sight of him more than compensated for the cool-
ness with which Mrs. Meredith greeted him. She,

too, had detected Anna’s embarrassment, and when
2
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the stranger was presented to her as “ Mr. Leigh-
ton, our clergyman,” the secret was out.

“ Why is it that since the beginning of time g -Is
have run wild after young ministers?’ was her
mental comment, as she bowed to Mr. Leighton,
and then quietly inspected his personnel.

There was nothing about Arthur Leighton’s ap-
pearance with which she could find fault. He
was even finer looking than Thornton Hastings, her
beau ideal of a man, and as he stood a moment by
Anna’s side, looking down upon her, the woman of
the world acknowledged to herself that they were
a well-assorted pair, and as across the chasm of
twenty years there came back to her an episode in
her life, when, on just such a day as this, she had
answered “no” to one as young and worthy as
Arthur Leighton, while all the time the heart was
clinging to him, she softened for a moment, and
by the memory of the weary years passed with the
rich old man whose name she bore, she was tempted
to leave alone the couple standing there before her,
and looking into each other’s eyes with a look which
she could not mistake. But when she remembered
that Arthur was only a poor clergyman, and
thought of that house on Madison Square which
Thornton Hastings owned, the softened mood was
changed, and Arthur Leighton’s chance with her
was gone.

Awhile they talked together in the Glen, and
then walked back to the farmhouse, where the rec-



THE RECTOR OF ST. MARK'S. 19

tor bade them good evening, after casually saying
tr Anna:

.1 have brought the book you spoke of when I
‘was here last. You will find it in your room,
where I asked Esther to take it.”

That Mr. Leighton should bring her niece a book
did not seem strange at all, but that he should be
so very thoughtful as to tell Esther to take it to
her room struck her as rather odd, and as the
practiced war-horse scents the battle from afar,
so Mrs. Meredith at once suspected something
wrong, and felt a curiosity to know what the book
could be.

It was lying on Anna’s table as she reached the
door on her way to her own room, and, pausing
for a moment, she entered the chamber, took it in
her hands, read the title page, and then opened it to
where the letter lay.

‘““ Miss Anna Ruthven,” she said. “ He writes
a fair hand; ” and then, as the thought, which at
first was scarce a thought, kept growing in her
mind, she turned it over, and found that, owing to
some defect, it had become unsealed and the lid
of the envelope lay temptingly open before her.
“I would never break a seal,” she said, “ but
surely, as her protector and almost mother, I may
read what this minister has written to my niece.”

She read what he had written, while a scowl of
disapprobation marred the smoothness of her brow.

“1It is as I feared- Once let her see this, and
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Thornton Hastings may woo in vain. But it shall
not be. It is my duty as the sister of her dead
father, to interfere and not let her throw herself
away.”

Perhaps Mrs. Meredith really felt that she was
doing her duty. At all events, she did not give
herself much time to reason upon the matter, for,
startled by a slight movement in the room directly
opposite, the door of which was ajar, she thrust
the letter into her pocket and turned to see—Va-
lencia, standing with her back to her, and arrang-
ing her hair in a mirror which hung upon the wall.

““ She could not have seen me; and, even if she
did, she would not suspeet the truth,” was the
guilty woman’s thought, as, with the stolen missive
in her pocket, she went down to the parlor and
tried, by petting Anna mor» than her wont, to still
the voice of conscience which eclamored loudly of
the wrong, and urged a restoration of the letter to
the place whence it was taken.

But the golden moment fled, .nd when, later in
the evening, Anna went up to her chamber and
opened the book which the rector had brought, she
never suspected how near she had been to the great
happiness she had sometimes dared to hope for, or
dreamed how fervently Arthur Leighton prayed
that night that, if it were possible, God would -;rant
the boon he craved above all others—the pr celess
gift of Anna Ruthven’s love.
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CHAPTER IIL

SBUNDAY.

Taere was an unnatural flush on the rector’s
face, and his lips were very white when he came
before his people that Sunday morning, for he felt
that he was approaching the crisis of his fate; that
he had only to look across the row of heads up to
where Anna sat, and he should know the truth.
Such thoughts savored far too much of the world
which he had renounced, he knew, and he had
striven to banish them from his mind; but they
were there still, and would be there until he had
glanced once at Anna, occupying her accustomed
seat, and quietly turning to the chant she was so
soon to sing: “ Oh, come, let us sing unto the Lord;
let us heartily rejoice in the strength of His sal-
vation.”© The words echoed through the house,
filling it with rare melody, for Anna was in per-
fect tone that morning, and the rector, listening to
her with hands folded upon his prayer-book, felt
that she could not thus “heartily rejoice,” mean-
ing all the while to darken his whole life, as she
surely would if she told him “ no.” He was look-
ing at her now, and she met his eyes at last, but
quickly dropped her own, while he was sure that
the roses burned a little brighter on her cheek, and
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that her voice trembled just enough to giwe him
hope, and help him in his fierce struggle to cast
her from his mind and think only of the solemn
services in which he was engaging. e could not
guess that the proud woman who had sailed so ma-
jestically into church, and followed so reverently
every preseribed form, bowing in the creed far
lower than ever bow was made before in Hanover,
had played him false and was the dark shadow in
his path.

That day was a trying one for Arthur, for, just
as the chant was ended and the psalter was begin-
ning, a handsome carriage dashed up to the door,
and, had he been wholly blind, he would have
known, by the sudden sound of turning heads and
the suppressed hush which ensued, that a perfect
hailstorm of dignity was entering St. Mark’s.

It was the Idethertons, from Prospect Hill,
whose arrival in town had been so long expected.
Mrs. Hetherton, who, more years ago than she
cared to remember, was born in Hanover, but who
had lived most of her life either in Paris, New
York or New Orleans and who this year had de-
cided to fit up her father’s old place, and honor it
with her presence for a few weeks at least; also,
Fanny Hetherton, a brilliant brunette, into whose
intensely black eyes no one could long look, they
were so bright, so piercing, and seemed so thor-
oughly to read one’s inmost thoughts; also, Col-
onel Hetherton, who had served in the Mexican
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war, and, retiring on the glory of having once led
a forlorn hope, now obtained his living by acting
as attendant on his fashionable wife and daughter;
also, young Dr. Simon Bellamy who, while obe-
dient to the flashing of Miss Fanny’s black eyes,
still found stolen opportunities for glancing at the
fifth and last remaining member of the party, filing
up the aisle to the large, square pew, where old
Judge Howard used to sit, and which was still
owned by his daughter. Mrs. Hetherton liked
being late at church, and so, notwithstanding
that the Colonel had worked himself into a tempest
of excitement, had tied and untied her bonnet-
strings half a dozen times, changed her rich bas-
quine for a thread lace mantilla, and then, just as
the bell from St. Mark’s gave forth its last note,
and her husband’s impatience was oozing out in
sundry little oaths, sworn under his breath, she
produced and fitted on her fat, white hands a new
pair of Alexander’s, keeping hersclf as cool, and
quiet, and ladylike as if outside upon the graveled
walk there was no wrathful husband threatening
to drive off and leave her, if she did not * quit
her cussed vanity, and come along.”

Such was the Hetherton party, and they created
quite as great a sensation as Mrs. Hetherton could
desire, first upon the commoners, the people near-
est the door, who rented the cheaper pews; then
upon those farther up the aisle, and then upon Mrs.
Meredith, who, attracted by the rustling of heavy
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silk and aristocratic perfume emanating from Mrs.
Hetherton’s handkerchief, slightly turned her head
at first, and, as the party swept by, stopped her
reading entirely and involuntarily started forward,
while a smile of pleasure flitted across her face as
Fanny’s black, saucy eyes took her, with others,
within their range of vision, and Fanny’s black
head nodded a quick nod of recognition.  The
Hethertons and Mrs. Meredith were evidently
friends, and in her wonder at seeing them there,
in stupid Hanover, the great lady forgot for a
while to read, but kept her eyes upon them all,
especially upon the fifth and last mentioned mem-
ber of the party, the graceful little blonde, whose
eyes might have caught their hue from the deep
blue of the summer sky, and whose long, silken
curls fell in a golden shower beneath the fanciful
French hat. She was a beautiful young creature,
and even Anna Ruthven leaned forward to look
at her as she shook out her airy muslin and dropped
into her seat. For a moment the little coquettish
head bowed reverently, but at the first sound of
the rector’s voice it lifted itself up quickly, and
Anna saw the bright color which rushed into her
cheeks and the eager joy which danced in the blue
eyes, fixed so earnestly upon the rector, who, at
sight of her, started suddenly and paused an instant
in his reading. Who was she, and what was she to
‘Arthur Leighton? Anna asked herself, while, by
the fierce pang which shot through her heart, as
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she watched the stranger and the clergyman, she
knew that she loved the rector of St. Mark’s, even
if she doubted it before.

Anna was not an ill-tempered girl, but the sight
of those gay city people annoyed her, and when,
as she sang the Jubilate Deo, she saw the soft blue
orbs of the blonde and the coal-black eyes of the
brunette, turning wonderingly toward her, she
was conscious of returning their glance with as
much of scorn as it was possible for her to show.
Anna tried to ask forgiveness for that feeling in
the prayers which followed; but, when the ser-
vices were over, and she saw a little figure in blue
and white flitting up the aisle to where Arthur, still
in his robes, stood waiting for her, an expression
upon his face which she eould not define, she felt
that she had prayed in vain; and, with a bitterness
she had never before experienced, she watched the
meeting between them, growing more and more
bitter as she saw the upturned face, the wreathing
of the rosebud lips into the sweetest of smiles, and
the tiny white hand, which Arthur took and held
while he spoke words she would have given much to
hear.

“Why do I care? It’s nothing to me,” she
thought, and, with a proud step, she was leaving
the church, when her aunt, who was shaking hands
with the Hethertons, signed for her to join her.

The blonde was now coming down the aisle with

Mr. Leighton, and joined the group just as Anna
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was introduced as “ My niece, Miss Anna Ruth

ven.”

“ Oh, you are the Anna of whom I have heard so
much from Ada Fuller. You were at school to-
gether in Troy,” Miss Fanny said, her searching
eyes taking in every point as if she were deciding
how far her new acquaintance was entitled to the
praise she had heard bestowed upon her.

“T1 know Miss Fuller—yes;”” and Anna bowed
haughtily, turning next to the blonde, Miss Lucy
Harcourt, who was telling Colonel Hetherton how
she had met Mr. Leighton first among the Alps,
and afterwards traveled with him until the party
returned to Paris, where he left them for America.

“1 was never so surprised in my life as I was
to find him here. Why, it actually took my breath
for a moment,” she went on, *“ and I greatly fear
that, instead of listening to his sermon, I have been
roaming amid that Alpine scenery and basking
again in the soft moonlight of Venice. I heard
you singing, though,” she said, when Anna was
presented to her, ‘““ and it helped to keep up the
illusion—it was so like the music heard from a
gondola that night when Mr. Leighton and myself
made a voyage through the streets of Venice. Oh,
it was so beautiful,” and the blue eyes turned to
Mr. Leighton for confirmation of what the lips
had uttered.

“ Which was beautiful %—Miss Ruthven’s sing-
ing or that moonlight night in Venice?” young
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Bellamy asked, smiling down upon the little lady
who still held Anna’s hand, and who laughingly re-
plied:

‘““ Both, of course, though the singing is just
now freshest in my memory. I like it so much.
You must have had splendid teachers,”” and she
turned again to Anna, whose face was suffused with
blushes as she met the rector’s eyes, for to his sug-
gestions and criticisms and teachings she owed
much of that cultivation which had so pleased and
surprised the stranger.

“Oh, yes, I see it was Arthur. He tried to
train me once, and told me I had a squeak in my
voice. Don’t you remember ?—those frightfully
rainy days in Rome?” Miss Harcourt said, the
Arthur dropping from her lips as readily as if they
had always been accustomed to speak it.

She was a talkative, coquettish little lady, but
there was something about her so genuine and cor-
dial, that Anna felt the ice thawing around her
heart, and even returned the pressure of the snowy
fingers which had twined themselves around her,
as Lucy rattled on until the whole party left the
church. It had been decided that Mrs. Meredith
should call at Prospect Hill as early as Tuesday,
at least; and, still holding Anna’s hand Miss Har-
court whispered to her the pleasure it would be to
see her again.

“I know I am going to like you. I can tell
directly I can see a person—can’t I Arthur$?”
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and, kissing her hand to Mrs. Meredith, Anna, and
the rector, too, she sprang into the carriage, and
was whirled rapidly away.

““Who is she?” Anna asked, and Mr. Leighton
replied :

‘ She is an orphan niece of Colonel Hetherton’s,
and a great heiress, T believe, though I never paid
much attention to the absurd stories told concern-
ing her wealth.”

“You met in Europe?” Mrs. Meredith said,
and he replied:

“ Yes, she has been quite an invalid, and has
spent four years abroad, where I accidentally met
her. It was a very pleasant party, and I was in-
duced to join it, though I was with them in all not
more than four months.”

He told this very rapidly, and an acute observer
would have seen that he did not care particularly to
talk of Luecy Harecourt, with Anna for an auditor.
She was walking very demurely at his side, pon-
dering in her mind the eircumstances which could
have brought the rector and Lucy Harcourt into
such familiar relations as to warrant her calling
him Arthur and appear so delighted to see him.

“ Can it be there was anything between them 2 ”
she thought, and her heart began to harden against
the innocent Lucy, at that very moment chatting
so pleasantly of her and of Arthur, too, replying
to Mrs. Hetherton, who suggested that Mr. Leigh-
ton would be more appropriate for a clergyman.
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“1 shall say Arthur, for he told me I might
that time we were in Rome. I could not like him
as well if I called him Mr. Leighton. Isn’t he
splendid, though, in his gown, and wasn’t his ser-
mon grand?”’

““What was the text?’’ asked Dr. Bellamy, mis-
chievously, and, with a toss of her golden curls and
a merry twinkle of her eyes, Lucy replied, ‘“ Sitnon,
Simon, lovest thou me?”

Quick as a flash of lightning the hot blood
mounted to the doctor’s face, while Fanny cast
upon him a searching glance as if she would read
him through. Fanny Hetherton would have given
much to know the answer which Dr. Simon Bel-
lamy mentally gave to that question, put by one
whom he had known but little more than three
months. It was not fair for Lucy to steal away
all Fanny’s beaux, as she surely had been doing
ever since her feet touched the soil of the New
World, and truth to tell, Fanny had borne it very
well, until young Dr. Bellamy showed signs of de-
sertion. Then the spint of resistance was roused,
and she watched her lover narrowly, gnashing her
teeth sometimes when she saw his ill-concealed ad-
miration for her sprightly little cousin, who could
say and do with perfeet impunity so many things
which in another would have been improper to the
last degree. She was a tolerably correct reader of
human nature, and, from the moment she witnessed
the meeting between Lucy and the reetor of St.
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Marks, she took courage, for she readily guessed the
channel in which her cousin’s preference ran. The
rector, however, she could not read so well ; but few
men she knew could withstand the fascinations of
her cousin, backed as they were, by the glamour
of half a million; and, though her mother, and,
possibly, her father, too, would be shocked at the
mésalliance and throw obstacles in the way, she
was capable of removing them all, and she wonld
do it, too, sooner than lose the only man she had
ever cared for. These were Fanny’s thoughts as
she rode home from church that Sunday afternoon,
and, by the time Prospect Hill was reached, Lucy
Harcourt could not have desired a more powerful
ally than she possessed in the person of her resolute,
strong-willed cousin.

CHAPTER IV.
BLUE MONDAY.

It was to all intents and purposes ““ blue Mon-
day ”” with the rector of St. Mark’s, for, aside from
the weariness and exhaustion which always fol-
lowed his two services on Sunday, and his care of
the Sunday school, there was a feeling of disquiet
and depression, occasioned partly by that rencontre
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with pretty Lucy Harcourt, and partly by the un-
certainty as to what Anna’s answer might be. He
had seen the look of displeasure on her face as she
stood watching him and Lucy, and though to many
this would have given hope, it only added to his
nervous fears lest his suit should be denied. He
was sorry that Lucy Harcourt was in the neighbor-
hood, and sorrier still for her tenacious memory,
which had evidently treasured up every incident
which he could wish forgotten. With Anna Ruth-
ven absorbing every thought and feeling of his
heart, it was not pleasant to remember what had
been a genuine flirtation between himself and the
sparkling belle he had met among the Alps.

It was nothing but a flirtation, he knew, for in
his inmost soul he absolved himself from ever hav-
ing had a thought of matrimony connected with
Luey Harcourt. He had admired her greatly and
loved to wander with her amid the Alpine scenery,
listening to her wild bursts of enthusiasm, and
watching the kindling light in her blue eyes, and
the color coming to her thin, pale cheeks, as she
gazed upon some scene of grandeur nestling close
to him as for protection, when the path was fraught
with peril.

Afterwards, in Venice, beneath the influence of
those glorious moonlight nights, he had been con-
scious of a deeper feeling which, had he tarried
longer at the siren’s side, might have ripened into
love. But he left her in time to escape what he
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felt would have been a most unfortunate affair for
him, for, sweet and beautiful as she was, Lucy was
not the wife for a clergyman to choose. She was
not like Anna Ruthven, whom both young and old
had said was so suitable for him.

““ And just because she is suitable, I may not
win her, perhaps,” he thought, as he paced up and
down his library, wondering when she would an-
swer his letter, and wondering next how he could
persuade Lucy Harcourt that between the young
theological student, sailing in a gondola through
the streets of Venice, and the rector of St. Mark’s,
there was a vast difference; that while the former
might be Arthur with perfeet propriety, the latter
should be Mr. Leighton, in Anna’s presence, at
least.

And yet the rector of St. Mark’s was consecious
of a pleasurable emotion, even now, as he recalled
the time when she had, at his own request, first
called him Arthur, her bird-like voice hesitating
just a little, and her soft eyes looking coyly up to
him, as she said:

“T am afraid that Arthur is hardly the name by
which to call a clergyman.”

“I am not in orders yet, so let me be Arthur
to you. T love to hear you call me so, and you to
me shall be Lucy,” was his reply.

A mutual elasp of hands had sealed the com-
pact, and that was the nearest to love-making of
anything which had passed between them, if we
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except the time when he had said good-by, and
wiped away a tear which came unbidden to her
eye as she told him how lonely she would be with-
out him.

Hers was a nature as transparent as glass, and
the young man, who for days had paced the ship’s
deck so moodily, was fighting back the thoughts
which had whispered that in his intercourse with
her he had not been all guiltless, and that if in
her girlish heart there was a fecling for him
stronger than that of friendship he had helped to
give it life.

Time and absence and Anna Ruthven had oblit-
erated all such thoughts till now, when Lucy herself
had brought themm back again with her winsome
ways, and her evident intention to begin iust where
they had left off.

“ Let Anna tell me ves, and I will at once pro
claim our engagement, which will relieve me from
all embarrassments in that quarter,” the clergy-
man was thinking, just as his housekeeper came
up, bringing him two notes—one in a strange hand-
writing, and the other in the graceful, running
hand which he recognized as Lucy Harcourt’s.

This he opened first, reading as follows:

Prospect Hill, June—.
“Me. Lerearon: Dear Sir—Cousin Fanny 18
to have a pienie down in the west woods to-morrow
afternoon, and she requests the pleasure of youn
3
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presence. Mrs. Meredith and Miss Ruthven are
to be invited. Do come.
“ Yours truly, “Lucvy.”

Yes, he would go, and if Anna’s answer had not
come before, he would ask her for it. There would
be plenty of opportunities down in those deep
woods. On the whole, it would be pleasanter to
hear the answer from her own lips, and see the
blushes on her cheeks when he tried to look into
her eyes.

The imaginative rector could almost see those
eyes, and feel the touch of her hand as he took the
other note—the one which Mrs. Meredith had shut
herself in her bedroom to write, and sent slyly
by Valencia, who was to tell no one where she had
been.

A gleam of intelligence shot from Valencia’s
eyes as she took the note and carried it safely to
the parsonage, never yielding to the temptation to
read it, just as she had read the one abstracted from
the book, returning it when read to her mistress’s
pocket, where she had found it while the family
were at church.

Mrs. Meredith’s note was as follows:

“My Dear Mg. Leigaron: It is my niece’s
wish that I answer the letter you were so kind as to
inclose in the book left for her last Saturday. She
desires me to say that, though she has a very
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great regard for you as her clergyman and friend,
she cannot be your wife, and she regrets exceed-
ingly if she has in any way led you to construe
the interest she has always manifested in you into
a deeper feeling,.

“ She begs me to say that it gives her great pain
to refuse one so noble and good as she knows you
to be, and she only does it because she cannot find
in her heart the love without which no marriage
can be happy.

‘ She is really very wretched about it, because
she fears she may lose your friendship, and, as a
proof that she has not, she asks that the subject
may never in any way, be alluded to again; that
when you meet it may be exactly as heretofore,
without a word or sign on your part that ever you
offered her the highest honor a man can offer a
woman.

““And sure I am, my dear Mr. Leighton, that
you will accede to her wishes. I am very sorry
it has occurred, sorry for you both, and especially
sorry for you; but, believe me, you will get over
it in time and come to see that my niece is not a
proper person to be a clergyman’s wife.

““Come and see us as usual. You will find
Anna appearing very natural.

“ Yours cordially and sincerely,

“Jurie MerwprTH.”

This was the letter which the cruel woman had
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written, and it dropped from the rector’s nerveless
fingers as, with a groan, he bent his head upon
the back of a chair, and tried to realize the magni-
tude of the blow which had fallen so suddenly upon
him. Not till now did he realize how, amid all
his doubts, he had still been sure of winning her,
and the shock was terrible.

He had staked his all on Anna, and lost all; the
world, which before had been so bright, looked very
dreary now, while he felt that he could never again
come before his people weighed down with so great
a load of pain and humiliation: for it touched
the young man’s pride that, not content to refuse
him, Anna had chosen another than herself as the
medium through which her refusal must be con-
veyed to him. He did not fancy Mrs. Meredith.
He would rather she did not possess his secret,
and it hurt him cmuelly to know that she did.

It was a bitter hour for the clergyvman, for,
strong and clear as was his faith in God, who
doeth all things well, he lost sight of it for a
time, and poor weak human nature cried:

“It’s more than I can bear.”

But as the mother does not forget her child, even
though she passes from her sight, so God had not
forgotten, and the darkness broke at last—the lips
could pray again for strength to bear and faith to
do all that God might require.

“ Though He slay me I will trust Him,” came
like a ray of sunlight into the rector’s mind, and
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ere the day was over he could say with a full heart,
“ Thy will be done.”

Ile was very pale, and his lip quivered occasion-
ally as he thought of all he had lost, while a blind-
ing headache, induced by strong excitement, drove
him nearly wild with pain. He had been subject
to headaches all his life, but he had never suffered
as he was suffering now but once, and that was on
a rainy day in Rome, when, boasting of her mes-
meric power, Lucy had stood by him, and passed
her dimpled hands soothingly across his throb-
bing temples.

Those little hands, how soft and cool they were
—but they had not thrilled him as the touch of
Anna’s did when they hung the Christmas wreaths
and she wore that bunch of scarlet berries in her
hair.

That time seemed very far away, farther even
than Rome and the moonlight nights of Venice.
ITe did not like to think of it, for the bright hopes
which were budding then were blighted now and
dead ; and, with a moan, he laid his aching head
upon his pillow and tried to forget all he had ever
hoped or longed for in the future.

““She will marry Thornton Hastings. He is a
more eligible match than a poor clergyman,” he
said, and then, as he remembered Thornton’s let-
ter, and that his man Thomas would be coming socn
to ask if there were letters to be taken to the office,
he arose, and, going to the study table, wrote
hastily:
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“ Dear TuorNe: I am suffering from one of
those horrid headaches which used to make me as
weak as a helpless woman, but I will write just
enough to say that I have no claim on Anna Ruth-
ven, and you are free to press your suit as urgently
as you please. She is a noble girl, worthy even to
be Mrs. Thornton IHastings, and if I cannot have
her, I would rather give her to you than any one
I know. Only don’t ask me to perform the cere-
mony.

“ There, I've let the secret out; but no matter,
I have always confided in you, and so I may as well
confess that I have offered myself and been re-
fused. Yours truly,

“ ARTHUR LEI1IGHTON.”

The rector felt better after that letter was writ-
ten. Ile had told his grievance to some one, and
it seemed to have lightened half.

“Thorne i1s a good fellow,” he said, as he di-
rected the letter. “ A little fast, it’s true, but a
splendid fellow, after all. He will sympathize
with me in his way, and I would rather give Anna
to him than any other living man.”

Arthur was serious in what he said, for, wholly
unlike as they were, there was between him and
Thornton Hastings one of those strong, peculiar
friendships which sometimes exist between two
men, but rarely between two women, of so widely
different temperaments. @ They had roomed to-
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gether four years in college, and countless were
the difficulties from which the sober Arthur had
extricated the luckless Thorne, while many a time
the rather slender means of Arthur had been in-
creased in a way so delicate that expostulation
was next to impossible.

Arthur was better off now in worldly goods, for,
by the death of an uncle, he had come in possession
of a few thousand dollars, which enabled him to
travel in Europe for a year, and left a surplus,
from which he had fed the poor and needy with
not sparing hand.

St. Mark’s was his first parish, and, though he
could have chosen one nearer to New York, where
the society was more congenial to his taste, he had
accepted what God offered to him, and been very
happy there, especially since Anna Ruthven came
home from Troy and made such havoe with his
heart. He did not believe he should ever be quite
so happy again, but he would try to do his work,
and take thankfully whatever of good might come
to him.

This was his final decision, and when at last he
laid him down to rest, the wound, though deep and
sore, and bleeding yet, was not quite as hard to
bear as it had been earlier in the day, when it was
fresh and raw, and faith and hope seemed swept
away.
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CHAPTER V.
TUESDAY.

I'HAT open grassy spot in the dense shadow of
the west woods was just the place for a picnie, and
it looked very bright and pleasant that warm June
afternoon, with the rustic table so fancifully ar-
ranged, the ecamp stools scattered over the lawn,
and the bouquets of flowers depending from the
trees.

Fanny Hetherton had given it her whole care,
aided and abetted by Dr. Bellamy, what time he
could spare from Lucy, who, imbued with a mortal
fear of insects, seemed this day to gather scores of
bugs and worms upon her dress and hair, scream-
ing with every worm and bringing the doctor obe-
diently to her aid.

“I'd stay at home, I think, if I was silly enough
to be afraid of a harmless caterpillar like that,”
Fanny had said, as with her own hands she took
from Lucy’s curls and threw away a thousand-
legged thing, the very sight of which made poox
Lucy shiver but did not send her to the house.

She was too much interested and too eagerlv rx-
pectant of what the afternoon would bring, and so
she perched herself upon the fence where nothing
but ants could molest her, and finished the bou
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quets which Fanny hung upon the trees until the
lower limbs seemed one mass of blossoms and the
air was filled with the sweet perfume.

Lucy was bewitchingly beautiful that afternoon
in her dress of white, her curls tied up with a blue
ribbon, and her fair arms bare nearly to the should-
ers. Fanny, whose arms were neither plump nor
white, had expostulated with her cousin upon this
style of dress, suggesting that one as delicate as
she could not fail to take a heavy cold when the
dews began to fall, but Lucy would not listen.
Arthur Leighton had told her once that he liked
her with bare arms, and bare they should be. She
was bending every energy to please and captivate
him, and a cold was of no consequence provided
she succeeded. So, like some little fairy, she
danced and flitted about, making fearful havoc with
Dr. Bellamy’s wits and greatly vexing Fanny, who
hailed with delight the arrival of Mrs. Meredith
and Anna. The latter was very pretty and very
becomingly attired in a light airy dress of blue,
finished at the throat and wrists with an edge of
soft, fine lace. She, too, had thought of Arthur
in the making of her toilet, and it was for him
that the white rosebuds were placed in her heavy
braids of hair and fastened on her belt. She was
very sorry that she had allowed herself to be vexed
with Lucy Harcourt for her familiarity with Mr.
Leighton, very hopeful that he had not observed it,
and very certain now of his preference for her-
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self. She would be very gracious that afternoon,
she thought, and not one bit jealous of Lucy, though
she called him Arthur a hundred times.

Thus it was in the most amiable of moods that
Anna appeared upon the lawn, where she was
warmly welcomed by Lucy, who, seizing both her
hands, led her away to see the arrangements, chat-
ting gayly all the time, and casting rapid glances
up the lane, as if in quest of some one.

“ I’'m =0 glad you’ve come. I’ve thought of you
so much. Do you know it seems to me there must
be some bond of sympathy between us, or I should
not like you so well at once? T drove by the rec-
tory early this morning—the dearest little place,
with such a lovely garden. Arthur was working
in it, and I made him give me some roses. See,
I have one in my curls. Then, when he brought
them to the carriage, I kept him there while I
asked numberless questions about you, and heard
from him just how good you are, and how you
help him in the Sunday-school and everywhere,
visiting the poor, picking up ragged children and
doing things T never thought of doing; but I am
not going to be so useless any longer, and the next
time you visit some of the very miserablest T want
you to take me with you. Do you ever meet Ar-
thur there? Oh, here he comes,” and with a bound,
Lucy darted away from Anna toward the spot
where the rector stood receiving Mrs. and Miss
Hetherton’s greeting.
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As Lucy had said, she had driven by the rectory,
with no earthly object but the hope of seeing the
rector, and had hurt him ecruelly with her ques-
tionings of Anna, and annoyed him a little with
her anxious inquiries as to the cause of his pallid
face and sunken eyes; but she was so bewitchingly
pretty, and so thoroughly kind withal, that he could
not be annoyed long, and he felt better for having
seen her bright, coquettish face, and listened to
her childish prattle. It was a great trial for him
to attend the pienic that afternoon, but he met it
bravely, and schooled himself to appear as if there
were no such things in the world as aching hearts
and cruel disappointments. His face was very
pale, but his recent headache would account for
that, and he acted his part successfully, shivering
a little, it is true, when Anna expressed her sorrow
that he should suffer so often from these attacks,
and suggested that he take a short vacation and go
with them to Saratoga.

“ I should so much like to have you,” she said,
and her clear, honest eyes looked him straight in
the face, as she asked why he could not.

“ What does she mean?” the rector thought.
“ Is she trying to tantalize me? T expected her to
be natural, as her aunt laid great stress on that,
but she need not overdo the matter by showing me
how little she cares for having hurt me so.”

Then, as a flash of pride came to his aid, he
thought, “ I will at least be even with her. She
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shall not have the satisfaction of guessing how
much T suffer,” and as Lucy then called to him
from the opposite side of the lawn, he asked Anna
to accompany him thither, just as he would have
done a week before. Once that afternoon he found
himself alone with her in a quiet part of the woods,
where the long branches of a great oak came nearly
to the ground, and formed a little bower which
looked so inviting that Anna sat down upon the
gnarled roots of the tree, and, tossing her hat upon
the grass, exclaimed, * How nice and pleasant it is
here. Come, sit down, too, while I tell you about
my class in Sunday-school, and that poor Mrs.
Hobbs across the mill stream. You won’t forget
her, will you? I told her you would visit her the
oftener when I was gone. Do you know she cried
because I was going? Tt made me feel so badly
that I doubted if it was right for me to go,” and,
pulling down a handful of the oak leaves above her
head, Anna began weaving together a chaplet, while
the rector stood watching her with a puzzled ex-
pression upon his face. She did not act as if she
ever could have dictated that letter, but he had
no suspicion of the truth and answered rather
coldly, “ I did not suppose you cared how much
we might miss you at home.”

Something in his tone made Anna look up into
his face, and her eyes immediately filled with tears,
for she knew that in some way she had displeased
him.
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“ Then you mistake me,” she replied, the tears
still glittering on her long eyelashes, and her fin-
gers tremblinz among the oaken leaves. “1I do
care whether I am missed or not.”

““ Missed by whom ? 7 the rector asked, and Anna
impetuously replied, “ Missed by the parish poor,
and by you, too, Mr. Leighton. You don’t know
how often I shall think of you, or how sorry I am
that——"

She did not finish the sentence, for the rector
had leaped madly at the conclusion, and was down
in the grass at her side with both her hands in his.

““Anna, oh Anna,” he began so pleadingly,
“have you repented of your decision? Tell me
that you have and it will make me so happy. I
have been so wretched ever since.”

She thought he meant her decision about going to
Saratoga, and she replied: “ T have not repented,
Mr. Leighton. Aunt Meredith thinks it best, and
so do I, though T am sorry for you, if you really do
care so much.”

Anna was talking blindly, her thoughts upon one
subject, while the rector’s were upon another, and
matters were getting somewhat mixed when, ““ Ar-
thur, Arthur, where are you?” came ringing
through the woods and Lucy Harcourt appeared,
telling them that the refreshments were ready.

“We are only waiting for you two, wondering
where you had gone, but never dreaming that you
had stolen away to make love,” she said, playfully,
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adding more earnestly as she saw the traces of agi-
tation visible in Anna’s face, “ and I do believe
you were. If so, I beg pardon for my intrusion.”

“ She spoke a little sharply and glanced inquir-
ingly at Mr. Leighton; who, feeling that he had
you came, and so, I am sure, is Miss Anna. “I
am ready to join you at the table. Come, Anna,
they are waiting,” and he offered his arm to the be-
wildered girl, who replied, “ Not just now, please.
Leave me for a moment. I won’t be long.”

Very curiously Lucy looked at Anna and then at
Mr. Leighton, who, fully appreciating the feelings
of the latter, said, by way of explanation: “ You
see, she has not quite finished that chaplet, which,
I suspeect, i3 intended for you. 1 think we had
better leave her,” and, drawing Lucy’s hand under
his own, he walked away, leaving Anna more
stunned and pained than she had ever been before.
Surely if love had ever spoken in tone and voice
and manner, it had spoken when Mr. Leighton
was kneeling on the grass, holding her hands in
his. “ Anna, oh, Anna!” How she had thrilled
at the sound of those words and waited for what
might follow next. Why had his manner changed
so suddenly, and why had he been so glad to be
interrupted ? Had he really no intention of mak-
ing love to her, and if he had, why did he rouse
her hopes so suddenly and then cruelly dash them
to the ground? Was it that he loved Lucy best,
and that the sight of her froze the words upon hig
lips ¥
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@ Tet him take her, then. He is welcome, for
all of me,” she thought; and then, as a keen pang
of eshame and disappointment swept over her, she
laid her head for a moment upon the grass and
wept bitterly. ‘“ He must have seen what I ex-
pected and I care most for that,” she sobbed, re-
solving henceforth to guard herself at every point
and do all that lay in her power to further Lucy’s
interests. “ He will thus see how little I really
eare,” she thought, and, lifting up her head, she
tore in fragments the wreath she had been making,
but which she could not now place on the head of
her rival.

Mr. Leighton was flirting terribly with her when
she joined the party assembled around the table,
and he never once looked at Anna, though he saw
that her plate was well supplied with the best of
everything, and when at one draught she drained
her glass of ice-water, he quietly placed another
within her reach, standing a little before her and
trying evidently to shield her from too ecritical
ohgservation. There were two at least who were
glad when the pienic was over, and various were
the private opinions of the company with regard to
the entertainment. Dr. Bellamy, who had been
repeatedly foiled in his attempts to be especially
attentive to Lucy Harcourt, pronounced the whole
thing “ a bore.” Fanny, who had been highly dis-
pleased with the doctor’s deportment, came to the
conclusion that the enjoyment did not compensate
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for all the trouble, and while the rector thought he
had never spent a more thoroughly wretched day,
and Anna would have given worlds if she had
stayed at home, Lucy declared that never in her
life had she had so perfectly delightful a time, al-
ways excepting, of course, ‘ that moonlight sail in
Venice.”

CHAPTER VL
WEDNESDAY.

TrERE was a heavy shower the night succeed-
ing the picnic and the morning following was as
balmy and bright as June mornings are wont to be
after a fall of rain. They were always early risers
at the farmhouse, but this morning Anna, who had
slept but little, arose earlier than usual and, lean-
ing from the window to inhale the bracing air and
gather a bunch of roses fresh with the glittering
raindrops, she felt her spirits grow lighter and
wondered at her discomposure of the previous day.
Particularly was she grieved that she should have
harbored a feeling of bitterness toward Luecy Har-
court, who was not to blame for having won the
love she had been foolish enough to covet.

“ He knew her first,” she said, “ and if he has
since been pleased with me, the sight of her has
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won him back to his allegiance, and it is right.
She is a pretty creature, but strangely unsuited, I
fear, to be his wife,” and then, as she remembered
Lucy’s wish to go with her when next she visited
the poor, she said:

“ I will take her to see the Widow Hobbs. That
will give her some idea of the duties which will
devolve upon her as a rector’s wife. I can go di-
rectly there from Prospect Hill, where, I suppose,
I must call with Aunt Meredith.”

Anna made herself believe that in doing this she
was acting only from a magnanimous desire to fit
Lucy for her work, if, indeed, she was to be Ar-
thur’s wife—that in taking the mantle from her
own shoulders, and wrapping it around her rival,
she was doing a most amiable deed, when down in
her inmost heart, where the tempter had put it,
there was an unrecognized wish to see how the little
dainty girl would shrink from the miserable abode,
and recoil from the touch of the little, dirty hands
which were sure to be laid upon her dress if the
children were at home, and she waited a little im-
patiently to start on her errand of mercy.

It was four o’clock when, with her aunt, she
arrived at Colonel Hetherton’s and found the fam-
ily assembled upon the broad piazza, the doctor
dutifully holding the skein of worsted from which
Miss Fanny was crocheting, and Lucy playing with
a kitten, whose movements were scarcely more

4
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graceful than her own, as she sprang up and ran
to welcome Anna.

“ Oh, yes, I am delighted to go with you. Pray
let us start at once,” she exclaimed, when, after a
few moments of conversation, Anna told where she
was going.

Lucy was very gayly dressed, enough so for a
party, Anna thought, smiling to herself as she
imagined the startling effect the white muslin and
bright plaid ribbons would have upon the inmates
of the shanty where they were going. There was a
remonstrance from Mrs. Hetherton against her
niece’s walking so far, and Mrs. Meredith sug-
gested that they should ride, but to this Lucy ob-
jected. She meant to take Anna’s place among the
poor when she was gone, she said, and how was she
ever to do it if she could not walk such a little way
as that? Anna, too, was averse to riding and she
felt a kind of grim satisfaction when, after a time,
the little figure, which at first had skipped along
ahead with all the airiness of a bird, began to lag,
and even pant for breath, as the way grew steeper
and the path more stony and rough. Anna’s evil
spirit was in the ascendant that afternoon, steeling
her heart against Lucy’s doleful exclamations, as
one after another her delicate slippers were torn,
and the sharp thistles, of which the path was full,
penetrated to her soft flesh. Straight and unbend-
ing as a young Indian, Anna walked on, shutting
her ears against the sighs of weariness which
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reached them from time to time. But when there
came a half sobbing cry of actual pain, she stopped
suddenly and turned towards Lucy, whose breath
came gaspingly, and whose cheeks were almost pur-
ple with the exertion she had made.

“ T cannot go any farther until I rest,” she said,
sinking down, exhausted, upon a large flat rock be-
neath a walnut tree.

Touched with pity at the sight of the heated face,
from which the sweat was dripping, Anna too sat
down beside her, and, laying her curly head in her
lap, smoothed the golden hair, hating herself cor-
dially, as Lucy said:

“You've walked so fast I could not keep up.
You do not know, perhaps, how weak I am, and
how little it takes to tire me. They say my heart
is diseased, and an unusual excitement might kill
me.”'

“ No, oh, no!” Anna answered with a shudder,
as she thought of what might have been the result
of her rashness, and then she smoothed the wet
hair, which, dried by the warm sunbeams, coiled
itself up in golden masses, which her fingers softly
threaded.

“X did not know until that time in Venice,
when Arthur talked to me so good, trying to make
me feel that it was not hard to die, even if I was
80 young and the world so full of beauty,” Luey
went on, her voice sounding very low and her

bright shoulder-knots of ribbon trembling with the
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rapid beating of her heart. ‘ When he was talk-
ing to me I could almost be willing to die, but the
moment he was gone the doubts and fears came
back, and death was terrible again. I was always
better with Arthur. Everybody is, and I think
your seeing so much of him is one reason why you
are so good.”

“No, no, I am not good,” and Anna’s hands
pressed hard upon the girlish head lying in her lap.
“] am wicked beyond what you can guess. I led
you this rough way when I might have chosen a
smooth, though longer, road, and walked so fast on
purpose to worry you.”

“To worry me. Why should you wish to do
that?” and, lifting up her head, Lucy looked won-
deringly at the conscience-stricken Anna, who
could not confess to the jealousy, but who, in all
other respects, answered truthfully, “I think an
evil spirit possessed me for a time, and 1 wanted to
show you that it was not so nice to visit the poor as
you seemed to think; but I am sorry, oh, so sorry,
and you’ll forgive me, won’t you?”

A loving kiss was pressed upon her lips and a
warm cheek was laid against her own, as Lucy
gaid, ¢ Of course, I’ll forgive you, though I do not
quite understand why you should wish to dis-
courage me or tease me either, when I liked you so
much from the first moment I heard your voice
and saw you in the choir. You don’t dislike me,
do you?”
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% No, oh, no. I love you very dearly,” Anna
replied, her tears falling like rain upon the slight
form she hugged so passionately to her, and which
she would willingly have borne in her arms the
remainder of their way, as a kind of penance for
her past misdeeds; but Lucy was much better, she
said, and so the two, between whom there was now
a bond of love which nothing could sever, went on
together to the low, dismal house where the Widow
Hobbs lived.

The gate was off the hinges, and Lucy’s muslin
was torn upon a nail as she passed through, while
the long fringe of her fleecy shawl was caught in
the tall tufts of thistle growing by the path. In a
muddy pool of water a few rods from the house a
flock of ducks were swimming, pelted occasionally
by the group of dirty, ragged children playing on
the grass, and who at sight of the strangers and
the basket Anna carried, sprang up like a flock of
pigeons and came trooping towards her. It was
not the sweet, pastoral scene which Lucy had pic-
tured to herself, with Arthur for the background,
and her ardor was greatly dampened even before
the threshold was crossed, and she stood in the low,
close room where the sick woman lay, her large
eyes unnaturally bright, and turned wistfully upon
them as she entered. There were ashes upon the
hearth and ashes upon the floor, a hair-brush upon
the table and an empty plate upon the chair, with
swarms of flies sipping the few drops of molasses
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and feeding upon the crumbs of bread left there by
the elfish-looking child now in the bed beside its
mother. There was nothing but poverty—squalid,
disgusting poverty—visible everywhere, and Lucy
egrew sick and faint at the, to her, unusual sight.

“ They have not lived here long. We only found
them three weeks ago; they will look better by and
by,” Anna whispered, feeling that some apology
was necessary for the destitution and filth visible
everywhere.

Daintily removing the plate to the table, and
carefully tucking up her skirts, Lucy sat down
upon the wooden chair and looked dubiously on
while Anna made the sick woman more tidy in ap-
pearance, and then fed hler from the basket of pro-
visions which Grandma Humphreys had sent.

“I never could do that,” Lucy thought, as, shov-
ing off the little dirty hand fingering her shoulder-
knots she watched Anna washing the poor woman’s
face, bending over her pillow as unhesitatingly as
if it had been covered with ruffled linen like those
at Prospect Hill, instead of the coarse, soiled rag
which hardly deserved the name of pillow-case.
“ No, I never could do that,” and the possible life
with Arthur which the maiden had more than once
imagined began to look very dreary, when, sud-
denly, a shadow darkened the door, and Lucy knew.
before she turned her head that the rector was
standing at her back, the blood tingling through her
yeins with a delicious feeling; as, laying both
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hands upon her shoulders, and bending over her
so that she felt his breath upon her brow he said :

““What, my Lady Lucy here? I hardly ex-
pected to find two ministering angels, though I was
almost sure of one,” and his fine eyes rested on
Anna with a strange, wistful look of tenderness,
which neither she nor Lucy saw.

“ Then you knew she was coming,” Lucy said,
an uneasy thought flashing across her mind as she
remembered the picnie, and the scene she had
stumbled upon.

But Arthur’s reply, “I did not know she was
coming, I only knew it was like her,” reassured her
for a time, making her resolve to emulate the
virtues which Arthur seemed to prize so highly.
What a difference his presence made in that
wretched room! She did not mind the poverty
now, or care if her dress was stained with the mo-
lasses left in the chair, and the inquisitive child
with tattered gown and bare brown legs was wel-
come to examine and admire the bright plaid rib-
bons as much as she chose.

Lucy had no thought for anything but Arthur,
and the subdued expression of his face as, kneeling
by the sick woman’s bedside, he said the prayers
she had hungered for more than for the contents of
Anpna’s basket, now being purloined by the chil-
dren crouched upon the hearth and fighting over
the last bit of gingerbread.

““ Hush-sh, little one,” and Lucy’s white, jeweled



56 THE RECTOR OF ST. MARK'S,

hand rested on the head of*the principal belliger-
ent, who, awed by the beauty of her face and the
authoritative tone of her voice, kept quiet till the
prayer was over and Arthur had risen from his
knees.

“Thank you, Lucy; I think I must constitute
you my deaconess when Miss Ruthven is gone.
Your very presence has a subduing effect upon the
little savages. I never knew them so quiet before
for a long time,” Arthur said to Lucy in a low
tone, which, low as it was, reached Anna’s ear, but
brought no pang of jealousy, or a sharp regret for
what she felt was lost forever.

She was giving Lucy to Arthur Leighton, re-
solving that by every means in her power she would
further her rival’s cause, and the hot tears which
dropped so fast upon Mrs. Hobbs’ pillow while
Arthur said the prayer was but the baptism of that
vow, and not, as Lucy thought, because she felt so
sorry for the suffering woman to whom she had
brought so much comfort.

“God bless you wherever you go,” she said,
“and if there is any great good which you desire,
may He bring it to pass.”

“ He never will—no, never,” was the sad re-
sponse in Anna’s heart, as she joined the clergy-
man and Lucy outside the door, the former point-
ing to the ruined slippers and asking how she ever
expected to walk home in such dilapidated things.

I shall certainly have to carry you,” he said,
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“ or your blistered feet will ever more be thrust
forward as a reason why you cannot be my deacon-
ess.”’

Ile seemed to be in unusual spirits that after-
noon, and the party went gaily on, Anna keeping
a watehful care over Lucy, picking out the smooth-
est places and passing her arm around her slender
waist as they were going up a hill

“ I think it would be better if you both leaned on
me,” the rector said, offering each an arm, and
apologizing for not having thought to do so be-
fore.

“1 do not need it, thank you, but Miss Harcourt
does. I fear she is very tired,” said Anna, point-
ing to Lucy’s face, which was so white and ghastly;
so like the face seen once before in Venice, that,
without another word, Arthur took the tired girl
in his strong arms and carried her safely to the
summit of the hill.

“ Please put me down; I can walk now,” Lucy
pleaded ; but Arthur felt the rapid beatings of her
heart, and kept her in his arms until they reached
Prospect Hill, where Mrs. Meredith was anxiously
awaiting their return, her brow clouding with dis-
trust when she saw Mr. Leighton, for she was con-
stantly fearing lest her guilty secret should be ex-
posed.

“T’ll leave Hanover this very week, and so re-
mrwe her from danger,” she thought as she arcse
to say good-night,
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“ Just wait a minute, please. There’s something
I want to say to Miss Ruthven,” Lucy cried, and,
leading Anna to her own room, she knelt down by
her side, and, looking up in her face, began—
¢ There’s one question I wish to ask, and you must
answer me truly. It is rude and inquisitive, per-
haps, but tell me—has Arthur—ever—ever—"

Anna guessed at what was coming, and, with a
gasping sob which Lucy thought a long-drawn
breath, she kissed the pretty parted lips, and an-
swered :

“ No, darling, Arthur never did, and never will,
but some time he will ask you to be his wife. I
can see it coming so plain.”

Poor Anna! Her heart gave one great throb as
she said this, and then lay like a dead weight in her
bosom, while with sparkling eyes and blushing
cheeks, Lucy exclaimed :

“T am so glad—so glad. I have only known
you since Sunday, but you seem like an old friend ;
and so, you won’t mind me telling you that ever
since I first met Arthur among the Alps I have
lived in a kind of ideal world of which he was the
center. I am an orphan, you know, and an heiress,
too. There is half a million, they say; and Uncle
Hetherton has charge of it. Now, will you believe
me when I say that I would give every dollar of
this for Arthur’s love if I could not have it with-
out.”

“ 1 do believe you,” Anna replied, inexpressibly,
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glad that the gathering darkness hid her white face
from view as the child-like, unsuspecfing girl went
on. “ The world, 1 know, would say that a poor
clergyman was not a good match for me, but I do
not care for that. Cousin Fanny favors it, T am
sure, and Uncle Hetherton would not oppose me
when he saw I was in earnest. Once the world,
which is a very meddlesome thing, picked out
Thornton Hastings, of New York, for me; but
my ! he was too proud and lofty even to talk to me
much, and I would not speak to him after I heard
of his saying that ‘ I was a pretty little plaything,
but far too frivolous for a sensible man to make his
wife.” Oh, wasn’t T angry, though, and don’t I
hope that when he gets a wife she will be exactly
such a frivolous thing as 1 am.”

Even through the darkness Anna could see the
blue eyes flash and the delicate nostrils dilate as
Lucy gave vent to her wrath against the luckless
Thornton Hastings.

“You will meet him at Saratoga. He is always
there in the summer, but don’t you speak to him,
the hateful. He’ll be calling you frivolous next.”

An amused smile flitted across Anna’s face as
she asked : “ But won’t you, too, be at Saratoga? I
supposed you were all going there.”

“Cela dépend,” Lucy replied. “1I would so
much rather stay here. The dressing and dancing
and flirting tire me so, and then, you know what
Arthur said about taking me for his deaconess in
your place.”



i THE RECTOR OF ST. MARK'S.

There was a call just then from the hall below.
Mrs. Meredith was getting impatient of the delay,
and, with a good-by kiss, Anna went down the
stairs and out upon the piazza, where her aunt
was waiting. Mr. Leighton had accepted Fanny’s
invitation to stay to tea, and he handed the ladies
to their carriage, lingering a moment while he said
his parting words, for he was going out of town
to-morrow, and when he returned Anna would be
gone.

“You will think of us sometimes,” he said, still
holding Anna’s hand. “ St. Mark’s will be lonely
without you. God bless you and bring you safely
back.”

There was a warm pressure of the hand, a lift-
ing of Arthur’s hat, and then the carriage moved
away ; but Anna, looking back, saw Arthur stand-
ing by Lucy’s side, fastening a rosebud in her hair,
and at that sight the gleam of hope, which for an
instant had crept into her heart, passed away with
a sigh.

CHAPTER VIL

AT NEWPORT.

Movep by a strange impulse, Thornton Has-
tings took himself and his fast bays to Newport,
instead of Saratoga, and thither, the first week in
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August, came Mrs. Meredith, with eight large
trunks, her niece and her niece’s wardrobe, which
had cost the pretty sum of eighteen hundred dol-
lars.

Mrs. Meredith was not naturally lavish of her
money except where her own interests were con-
cerned, as they were in Anna’s case. Conscious of
having come between her niece and the man she
loved, she determined that in the procuring of a
substitute for this man, no advantages which dress
could afford should be lacking. Besides, Thornton
Hastings was a perfeet connoisseur in everything
pertaining to a lady’s toilet, and it was with him
and his preference before her mind that Mrs. Mer-
edith opened her purse so widely and bought so ex-
tensively. There were sun hats and round hats,
and hats @ la cavalier—there were bonnets and
veils, and dresses and shawls of every color and
kind, with the lesser matters of sashes and gloves
and slippers and fans, the whole making an array
such as Anna had never seen before, and from
which she at first shrank back appalled and dis-
mayed. DBut she was not now quite so much of a
novice as when she first reached New York the
Saturday following the picnic at Prospect Hill.
She had passed successfully and safely through the
hands of mantua-makers, milliners and hairdress-
ers since then. She had laid aside every article
brought from home. She wore her hair in puffs
and waterfalls, and her dresses in the latest mode.
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She had seen the fashionable world as represented
at Saratoga, and, sickening at the sight, had gladly
acquiesced in her aunt’s proposal to go on to New-
port, where the air was purer and the hotels not so
densely packed. She had been called a beauty and
a belle, but her heart was longing for the leafy
woods and fresh green fields of Hanover; and
Newport, she fancied, would be more like the
country than sultry, crowded Saratoga, and never
since leaving home had she looked so bright and
pretty as the evening after her arrival at the Ocean
Iouse, when invigorated by the bath she had taken
in the morning, and gladdened by sight of the glor-
ious sea and the soothing tones it murmured in
her ear, she came down to the parlor clad in sim-
ple white, with only a bunch of violets in her hair,
and no other ornament than the handsome pearls
bher aunt had given to her. Standing at the open
window, with the drapery of the lace curtain
sweeping gracefully behind her, she did not look
much like the Anna who led the choir in Hanover
and visited the Widow Hobbs, nor yet much like
the picture which Thornton Hastings had formed
of the girl who he knew was there for his inspec-
tion. He had been absent the entire day, and had
not seen Mrs. Meredith, when she arrived early in
the morning, but he found her card in his room,
and a strange smile curled his lip as he said:
““ And so I have not escaped her.”

Thornton Hastings had proved a most treacher-
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ous knight and overthrown his general’s plans en-
tirely. Arthur’s letter had affected him strangely,
for he readily guessed how deeply wounded his sen-
gitive friend had been by Anna Ruthven’s refusal,
while added to this was a fear lest Anna had been
influenced by a thought of him and what might
possibly result from an aecquaintance. Thornton
Hastings had been flattered and angled for until
he had grown somewhat vain, and it did not strike
him as at all improbable that the unsophisticated
Anna should have designs upon him.

“ But T won’t give her a chance,” he said, when
he finished Arthur’s letter. “1 thought once I
might like her, but I shan’t, and T’ll be revenged
on her for refusing the best man that ever breathed.
T'll go to Newport instead of Saratoga, and so be
clear of the entire Meredith clique, the Hethertons,
the little Harcourt, and all.”

This, then, was the secret of his being there at
the Ocean House. He was keeping away from
Anna Ruthven, who never had heard of him but
once, and that from Lucy Harcourt. After that
scene in the Glen, where Anna had exclaimed
against intriguing mothers and their bold, shame-
less daughters, Mrs. Meredith had been too wise a
maneuverer to mention Thornton Hastings, so that
Anna was wholly ignorant of his presence at New-
port, and looked up in unfeigned surprise at the
tall, elegant man whom her aunt presented as Mr.
Hastings. With all Thornton’s affected indiffer-
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ence, there was still a curiosity to see the girl who
could say “no” to Arthur Leighton, and he had
not waited long after receiving Mrs. Meredith’s
card before going down to find her.

“ That’s the girl, I'll lay a wager,” he thought
of a high-colored, showily-dressed hoyden, who was
whirling around the room with Ned Peters, from
Boston, and whose corn-colored dress swept against
his boots as he eutered the parlor.

How, then, was he disappointed in the appari-
tion Mrs. Meredith presented as “ my niece,” the
modest, self-possessed young girl, whose cheeks
grew not a whit redder, and whose pulse did not
quicken at the sight of him, though a gleam of
something like curiosity shone in the brown eyes
whick scanned him so quietly. She was thinking
of Lucy, and her injunction “ not to speak to the
hateful if she saw him;” but she did speak to
him, and Mrs. Meredith fanned herself compla-
cently as she saw how fast they became acquainted.

““ You do not dance,”” Mr. Hastings said, as she
declined an invitation from Ned Peters, whom she
had met at Saratoga. ‘I am glad, for now you
will, perhaps, walk with me outside upon the
piazza. You won’t take cold, I think,” and he
glanced thoughtfully at the white neck and should-
ers gleaming beneath the gauzy muslin.

Mrs. Meredith was in rhapsodies and sat a full
hour with the tiresome dowagers around her, while
up and down the broad piazza Thornton Hastings
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walked with Anna, talking to her as he seldom
talked to women, and feeling greatly surprised to
find that what he said was fully appreciated and
understood. That he was pleased with her he could
not deny himself, as he sat alone in his room that
night, feeling more and more how keenly Arthur
Leighton must have felt at her refusal.

“ But why did she refuse him ?” he wished he
knew, and ere he slept he had resolved to study
Anna Ruthven closely, and ascertain, if possible,
the motive which prompted her to discard a man
like Arthur Leighton.

The next day brought the Hetherton party, all
but Luey Harcourt, who, Fanny laughingly said,
was just now suffering from clergyman on the
brain, and, as a certain cure for the disease, had
turned my Lady Bountiful, and was playing the
pretty patroness to all Mr. Leighton’s parishioners,
especially a Widow Hobbs, whom she had actually
taken to ride in the carriage, and to whose ragged
children she had sent a bundle of cast-off party
dresses ; and the tears ran down Fanny’s cheeks as
she described the appearance of the elder Hobbs,
who came to church with a soiled pink silk skirt,
her black, tattered petticoat hanging down below
and one of Lucy’s opera hoods upon her head.

“ And the clergyman on the brain? Does he ap-
preciate the situation? I have an interest there.
He is an old friend of mine,” Thornton Hastings
asked.

5
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He had been an amused listener to Fanny’s gay
badinage, laughing merrily at the idea of Lucy’s
taking old women out to air and clothing her chil-
dren in party dresses. His opinion of Lucy, as
she had said, was that she was a pretty, but frivol-
ous, plaything, and it showed upon his face as he
asked the question he did, watching Anna furtively
as Fanny replied:

“ Oh, yes, he is certainly smitten, and T must
say I never saw Lucy so thoroughly in earnest.
Why, she really seems to enjoy traveling all over
Christendom to find the hovels and huts, though
ghe is mortally afraid of the smallpox, and always
carries with her a bit of chloride of lime as a disin-
fecting agent. I am sure she ought to win the par-
gson. And so you know him, do you?”

““ Yes; we were in college together, and T esteem
bhim so highly that, had I a sister, there is no man
living to whom I would so readily give her as to
him.”

He was looking now at Anna, whose face was
very pale, and who pressed a rose she held so
tightly that the sharp thorns pierced her flesh, and
a drop of blood stained the whiteness of her hand.

“ See, you have hurt yourself,” Mr. Hastings
said. “ Come to the water pitcher and wash the
stain away.”

She went with him mechanically, and let him
hold her hand in his while he wiped off the blood
with his ewn handkerchief, treating her with a
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tenderness for which he could hardly account him-
self. He pitied her, he said, suspecting that she
had repented of her rashness, and because he pitied
her he asked her to ride with him that day after
the fast bays, of which he had written to Arthur.
Many admiring eyes were cast after them as they
drove away, and Mrs. Hetherton whispered softly
to Mrs. Meredith:

“ A match in progress, I see. You have done
well for your charming niece.”

And yet matrimony, as concerned himself, was
very far from Thornton Hastings’ thoughts that
afternoon, when, because he saw that it pleased
Anna to have him do so, he talked to her of Arthur,
hoping in his unselfish heart that what he said in
his praise might influence her to reconsider her
decision and give him a different answer. This
was the second day of Thornton Hastings’ ac-
quaintance with Anna Ruthven, but as the days
went on, bringing the usual routine of life at New-
port, the drives, the rides, the pleasant piazza talks,
and the quiet moonlight rambles, when Anna was
always his companion, Thornton Hastings came to
feel an unwillingness to surrender, even to Arthur
Leighton, the beautiful girl who pleased him better
than any one he had known.

Mrs. Meredith’s plans were working well, and
so, though the autumn days had come, and one
after another the devotees of fashion were drop-

ping off, she lingered an, and Thornton Hastings
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still rode and walked with Anna Ruthven, until
there came a night when they wandered farther
than usual from the hotel, and sat down together
on a height of land which overlooked the placid
waters, where the moonlight lay softly sleeping.
It was a most lovely night, and for a while they
listened in silence to the music of the sea, then
talked of the breaking up which came in a few
days when the hotel was to be closed, and wondered
if next year they would come again to the old
haunts and find them unchanged.

There was witchery in the hour, and Thornton
felt its spell, speaking out at last, and asking Anna
if she would be his wife. Ie would shield her so
tenderly, he said, protecting her from every care,
and making her as happy as love and money could
make her. Then he told her of his home in the far-
off city, which needed only her presence to make 1t
a paradise, and then he waited for her answer,
watching anxiously the limp white hands, which,
when he first began to talk, had fallen so helplessly
upon her lap, and then had erept up to her face,
which was turned away from him, so that he could
not see its expression, or guess at the struggle going
on in Anna’s mind. She was not wholly surprised,
for she could not mistake the nature of the interest
‘which,. for the last two weeks, Thornton Iastings
had manifested in her. DBut, now that the moment
had come, it seemed to her that she never had ex-
peeted: it, and shesat silent for a time, dreading so
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much to speak the words which she knew would
inflict pain on one whom she respected so highly
but whom she could not marry.

“ Don’t you like me, Anna?” Thornton asked
at last, his voice very low and tender, as he bent
over her and tried to take her hand.

“ Yes, very much,” she answered, and, embold-
ened by her reply, Thornton lifted up her head,
and was about to kiss her forehead, when she
started away from him, exclaiming:

*“ No, Mr. Hastings. You must not do that. I
cannot be your wife. It hurts me to tell you so,
for I believe you are sincere in your proposal; but
it can never be. Forgive me, and let us both forget
this wretched summer.”

‘““ 1t has not been wretched to me. Bt has been a
very bappy summer, since I knew you, at least,”
Mr. Hastings said, and then he asked again that
she should reconsider her decision. He could not
tuke it as her final one. He had loved her too
much, had thought too much of making her his
own to give her up so easily, he said, urging so
many reasons why she should think again, that
Anna said to him, at last:

“1If you would rather have it so, I will wait a
month, but you must not hope that my answer will
be different from what it is to-night. I want your
friendship, though, the same as if this had never
happened. T like you, Mr. Hastings, because you
have been kind to me, and made wmy stay in New-
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port 8o much pleasanter than I thought it could be.
You have not talked to me like other men. You
have treated me as if I, at least, had common sense.
I thank you for that; and I like you because——"

She did not finish the sentence, for she could not
say  because you are Arthur’s friend.” That
would have betrayed the miserable secret tugging at
her heart, and prompting her to refuse Thornton
Hastings, who had also thought of Arthur Leigh-
ton, wondering if it were thus that she rejected
him, and if in the background there was another
love standing between her and the two men to win
whom many a woman would almost have given her
right hand. To say that Thornton was not a little
piqued at her refusal would be false. He had not
expected it, accustomed, as he was, to adulation;
but he tried to put that feeling down, and his man-
ner was even more kind and considerate than ever
as he walked slowly back to the hotel, where Mrs.
Meredith was waiting for them, her practised eye
detecting at once that something was amiss.
Thornton Hastings knew Mrs. Meredith thor-
- oughly, and, wishing to shield Anna from her dis-
pleasure, he preferred stating the facts himself to
having them wrung from the pale, agitated girl
who, bidding him good night, went quickly to her
room ; so, when she was gone, and he stood for a
moment alone with Mrs. Meredith, he said:

““1 have proposed to your niece, but she cannot
answer me now. She wishes for a month’s proba-
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tion, which I have granted, and I ask that she
shall not be persecuted about the matter. I wish
for an unbiassed answer.”

He bowed politely, and walked away, while Mrs.
Meredith almost trod on air as she climbed the
three flights of stairs and sought her niece’s cham-
ber. Over the interview which ensued that night
we pass silently, and come to the next morning,
when Anna sat alone on the piazza at the rear of
the hotel, watching the playful gambols of some
children on the grass, and wondering if she ever
could conscientiously say ‘ yes ” to Thornton ITas-
tings’ suit. He was coming toward her now, lift-
ing his hat politely, and asking what she would
give for news from home.

“ I found this on my table,” he said, holding up
a dainty little missive, on the eorner of which was
written “ In haste,” as if its contents were of the
utmost importance. ‘ The boy must have made a
mistake, or else he thought it well enough to begin
at once bringing your letters to me,” he continued,
with a smile, as he handed Anna the letter from
Lucy Harcourt. “1I1 have one too, from Arthur
which [ will read while you are devouring yours,
and then, perhaps, you will take a little ride. The
September air is very bracing this morning,” he
said, walking away to the far end of the piazza,
while Anna broke the seal of the envelope, hesita-
ting a moment ere taking the letter from it, and
trembling as if she guessed what it might contain.
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There was a quivering of the eyelids, a paling of
the lips as she glanced at the first few lines, then
with a low, moaning cry, “ No, no, oh, no, not
that,” she fell upon her face.

To lift her in his arms and carry her to her
room was the work of an instant, and then, leaving
her to Mrs. Meredith’s care, Thornton Hastings
went back to finish Arthur’s letter, which might or
might not throw light upon the fainting fit.

“ Dear Thornton,” Arthur wrote, * you will be
surprised, no doubt, to hear that your old college
chum is at last engaged—positively engaged—Dbut
not to one of the fifty lambs about whomn vou once
Jocosely wrote. The shepherd has wandered from
his flock, and is about to take into his bosom a lit-
tle, stray ewe-lamb—DLucy Harcourt by name—"

“ The deuce he 1s,” was Thornton’s ejaculation,
and then he read on.

*“ She is an acquaintance of yours, I believe, so
I need not describe her, except to say that she is
somewhat changed from the gay butterfly of fash-
ion she used to be, and in time will make as demure
a little Quakeress as one could wish to see. She
visits coustantly among my poor, who love her
almost as well as they onee loved Anna Ruthven.

“ Don’t ask me, Thorne, in your blunt, straight-
forward manner if I have so soon forgotten Anna.
That is a matter with which you’ve nothing to do.
Let it suffice that T am engaged to another, and
mean to make a kind and faithful husband to her.
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Lucy would have suited you better, perhaps, than
she does me; that is, the world would think so, but
the world does not always know, and if I am satis-
fied, surely it ought to be. Yours truly,

“ A. LErgaTon.”

“ Engaged to Lucy Harcourt? I never could
have believed it. He’s right in saying that she is
far more suitable for me than him,” Thornton ex-
»laimed, dashing aside the letter and feeling con-
scious of a pang as he remembered the bright, airy
little beauty in whom he had once been strongly
interested, even if he did call her frivolous and
ridicule her childish ways.

She was frivolous, too much so, by far, to be a
clergyman’s wife, and for a full half hour Thorn-
ton paced up and down the room, meditating on
Arthur’s choice and wondering how upon earth it
ever happened.

CHAPTER VIIL

HOW IT HAPPENED.

Lucy had insisted that she did not care to go to
Saratoga. She preferred remaining in Hanover,
where it was cool and quiet, and where she would
not have to dress three times a day and dance every;
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night till twelve. She was beginning to find that
there was something to live for besides consulting
one’s own pleasure, and she meant to do good the
rest of her life, she said, assuming such a sober
nun-like air, that no one who saw her could fail to
laugh, it was so at variance with her entire nature.

But Lucy was in earnest ; Hanover had a greater
attraction for her than all the watering-places in
the world, and she meant to stay there, feeling very
grateful when Fanny threw her influence on her
side, and so turned the scale in her favor. Fanny
was glad to leave her dangerous cousin at home, es-
pecially after Dr. Bellamy decided to join their
party at Saratoga, and, as she carried great weight
with both her parents, it was finally decided to let
Lucy remain at Prospect 1lill in peace, and so
one morning in July she saw the family depart to
their summer gayeties without a single feeling of
regret that she was not of their number. She had
too much on her hands to spend her time in regret-
ting anything. There was the parish school to
visit, and a class of children to hear—~children
who were no longer ragged, for Lucy’s money had
been poured out like water, till even Arthur had
remonstrated with her and read her a long lecture
mm the subject of misplaced charity. Then, there
was Widow Hobbs, waiting for the jelly Lucy had
promised, and for the chapter which Lucy read to
her, sitting where she could watch the road and see
just who turned the corner, her voice always sound-
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ing a little more serious and good when the foot-
steps belonged to Arthur Leighton, and her eyes,
always glancing at the bit of cracked mirror on
the wall, to see that her dress and hair and ribbons
were right before Arthur came in.

It was a very pretty sight to see her there and
hear her as she read to the poor woman, whose sur-
roundings she had so greatly improved, and Ar-
thur always smiled gratefully upon her, and then
walked back with her to Prospect Hill, where he
sometimes lingered while she played or talked to
him, or brought the luscious fruits with which the
garden abounded.

This was Luey’s life, the one she preferred to
Saratoga, and they left her to enjoy it, somewhat to
Arthur’s discomfiture, for much as he valued her
society, he would a little rather she had gone when
the 1lethertons went, for he could not be insensible
to the remarks which were being made by the cur-
ious villagers, who watehed this new flirtation, as
they called it, and wondered if their minister had
forgotten Anna Ruthven. He had not forgotten
Anna, and many a time was her loved name upon
his lips and a thought of her in his heart, while he
never returned from an interview with Lucy that
he did not contrast the two and sigh for the olden
time, when Anna was his co-worker instead of
pretty Lucy Harcourt. And yet there was about
the latter a powerful fascination, which he found
it hard to resist. It rested him just to look at her,
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she was so fresh, so bright, so beautiful, and then
she flattered his self-love by the unbounded defer-
ence she paid to his opinions, studying all his tastes
and bringing her own will into perfect subjection
to his, until she scarcely could be said to have a
thought or feeling which was not a reflection of his
own. And so the flirtation, which at first had been
a onesided affair, began to assume a more serious
form ; the rector went oftener to Prospect Hill,
while the carriage from Prospect Hill stood daily
at the gate of the rectory, and people said it was a
settled thing, or ought to be, gossiping about it
until old Captain Humphreys, Anna’s grand-
father, conceived it his duty as senior warden of
St Mark’s, to talk with the ycmng rector and know

‘““ what his intentions were.’

“ You have none ? ”’ he said, fixing his mild eyes
reproachfully upon his clergyman, who winced a
little beneath the gaze. ‘‘ Then if you have no in-
tentions, my advice to you is, that you quit it and
let the gal alone, or you’ll ruin her, if she ain’t
sp’ilt already, as some of the women folks say she
is. It don’t do no gal any good to have a chap, and
specially a minister, gallyvantin’ after her, as I
must say you’ve been after this one for the last few
weeks. She’s a pretty little creature, and I don’t
blame you for liking her. It makes my old blood
stir faster when she comes purring around me with
her soft ways and winsome face, and so I don’t
wonder at you; but when you say you’ve no inten-
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tions, I blame you greatly. You orter have—ex-
cuse my plainness. I'm an old man who likes my
minister, and don’t want him to go wrong, and
then I feel for her, left alone by all her folks—
more’s the shame to them, and more’s the harm for
you to tangle up her affections, as you are doing,
if you are not in earnest; and I speak for her just
as I should want some one to speak for Anna.”

The old man’s voice trembled a little here, for
it had been a wish of his that Anna should occupy
the rectory, and he had at first felt a little resent-
ment against the gay young creature who seemed
to have supplanted her; but he was over that now,
and in all honesty of heart he spoke both for Lucy’s
interest and that of his clergyman. And Arthur
listened to him respectfully, feeling, when he was
gone, that he merited the rebuke, that he had not
been guiltless in the matter, that if he did not
mean to marry Lucy Harcourt he must let her
alone.

And he would, he said ; he would not go to Pros-
pect Hill again for two whole weeks, nor visit at
the cottages where he was sure to find her. He
would keep himself at home; and he did, shutting
himself up among his books, and not even making
a pastoral call on Lucy when he heard that she was
sick. And so Luey came te him, looking danger-
ously charming in her green riding-habit—with
the scarlet feather sweepirg from her hat. Very
prettily she pouted, too, chiding him for his neg-
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lect, and asking why he had not been to see her, nor
anybody. There was the Widow Hobbs, and Mrs.
Briggs and those miserable Donelsons—he had not
been near them for a fortnight. What was the
reason ¢ she asked, beating her foot upon the carpet,
and tapping the end of her riding whip upon the
sermon he was writing.

“ Are you displeased with me, Arthur?” she
continued, her eyes filling with tears as she saw the
grave expression on his face. “ IHave I done any-
thing wrong? I am so sorry if I have.”

Her wuice had in it the grieved tones of a little
child, and her eyes were very bright, with the tears,
quivering on her long silken lashes. Leaning back
in his chair, with his hands elasped behind his
head, a position he always assumed when puzzled
and perplexed, the rector looked at her a moment
before he spoke. Ie could not define to himself
the nature of the interest he took in Lucy Ilarcourt.
He admired her greatly, and the self-denials and
generous exertions she had made to be of use to him
since Anna went away had touched a tender chord
and made her seem very near to him.

Habit with him was everything, and the past
two weeks’ isolation had shown him how necessary
she had become to him. She did not satisfy hLis
higher wants as Anna Ruthven had done. No one
could ever do that, but she amused, and soothed,
and rested him, and made his duties lighter by tak-
ing half of them upon herself. That she was more
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attached to him than he could wish, he greatly
feared, for, since Captain Humphreys’ visit, he had
seen matters differently from what he saw them
before, and had unsparingly questioned himself as
to how far he would be answerable for her future
weal or woe.

“ Guilty, verily, I am guilty, in leading her on,
if I meant nothing by it, he had written against
himself, pausing in his sermon to write it just as
Luey came in, appealing so prettily to him to know
why he had neglected her so long. She was very
beautiful this morning, and Arthur felt his heart
beat rapidly at he looked at her, and thought most
any man who had never known Anna Ruthven
would be glad to gather that bright creature in his
own arms and know she was his own. One long,
long sigh to the memory of all he had hoped for
once—one bitter pang as he remembered Anna and
that twilight hour in the church and then he made
a mad plunge in the dark and said:

“ Luey, do you know people arc beginning to
talk about my seeing you so much ¢”’

“Well, let thein talk. Who cares?” Lucy re-
plied, with a good deal of asperity of manner for
her, for that very morning the old housekeeper at
Prospect Hill had ventured to remonstrate with
ber for “ running after the parson.” ‘ Pray,
where is the wrong? What harm can come of it?”
and she tossed her head pettishly.

“ None, perhaps,” Arthur replied,  if one could
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keep his affections under control. But if either of
us should learn to love the other very much, and
the love was not reciprocated, harm would surely
come of that. At least, that was the view Captain
Humphreys took of the matter when he was speak-
ing to me about it.”

There were red spots on Lucy’s face, but her lips
were very white, and the buttons on her riding
dress rose and fell rapidly with the beating of her
heart as she looked steadily at Arthur. Was he
going to send him from her, send her back to the
insipid life she had lived before she knew him 2 Tt
was too terrible to believe, and the great tears
rolled slowly down her cheeks. Then, as a flash of
pride came to her aid, she dashed them away, and
said haughtily:

“ And so, for fear I shall fall in love with you,
and be ruined, perhaps, you are sacrificing both
comfort and freedom, shutting yourself up here
among your books and studies to the neglect of
other duties? But it need be so no longer. The
necessity for it, if it existed once, certainly does
not now. I will not be in your way. Forgive me
that I ever have been.”

Luey’s voice began to tremble as she gathered up
her riding-habit and turned to find her gauntlets.
One of them had dropped upon the floor, between
the table and the rector, and as she stooped to reach
it her curls almost swept the young man’s lap.

“ Let me get it for you,” he said, hastily pushing
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back his chair, and awkwardly entangling his foot
in her dress, so that when she rose she stumbled
backward, and would have fallen but for the arm
he quickly passed around her.

Something in the touch of that quivering form
completed the work of temptation, and he held it
for an instant while she said to him:

‘“ Please, let me go, sir!”

“ No, Lucy, I can’t let you go; I want you to
stay with me.”

Instantly the drooping head was uplifted, and
Lucy’s eyes looked into his with such a wistful,
pleading, wondering look, that Arthur saw, or
thought he saw, his duty plain, and, gently touch-
ing his lips to the brow glistening so white within
their reach, he continued:

“ There is a way to stop the gossip and make it
right for me to see you. Promise to be my wife,
and not even Captain Humphreys will say aught
against it.”’

Arthur’s voice trembled a little now, for the
mention of Captain Humphreys had brought a
thought of Anna, whose brown eyes seemed for an
instant to look reproachfully upon that wooing.
But Arthur had gone too far to retract—he had
committed himself, and now he had only to wait
for Lucy’s answer.

There was no deception about her. Hers was a
nature as clear as crystal, and, with a gush of glad
tears, she promised to be the rector’s wife, hiding

6
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her face in his bosom, and telling him brokenly
how unworthy she was, how foolish and how un-
suited to the place, but promiging to do the best she
could do not to bring him into disgrace on account
of her shortcomings.

“ With the acknowledgment that you love me, I
can do anything,” she said, and her white hand
crept slowly into the cold, clammy one which lay
so listlessly in Arthur’s lap.

He was already repenting, for he felt that it was
sin to take that warm, trusting, loving heart in ex-
change for the half-lifeless one he should render in
return, the heart where scarcely a pulse of joy was
beating, even though he held his promised wife,
and she as fair and beautiful as ever promised wife
could be.

“ 1 can make her happy, and I will,”” he thought,
pressing the warm fingers which quivered to his
touch.

But he did not kiss her again. He could not, for
the brown eyes which still seemed looking at him
as if asking what he did. There was a strange
spell about those phantom eyes, and they made him
say to Lucy, who was now sitting demurely at his
side:

“T could not clear my conscience if I did not
confess that you are not the first woman whom I
have asked to be my wife.”

There was a sudden start, and Lucy’s face was

as pale as ashes, while her hand went quickly to her
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side, where the heart beats were so visible, warning
Arthur to be careful how he startled her, so when
she asked :

‘““ Who was it, and why did you not marry her?
Did you love her very much ?”” he answered indif-
ferently :

““ I would rather not tell you who it was, as that
might be a breach of confidence. She did not care
to be my wife, and so that dream was over and 1
was left for you.”

He did not say how much he loved her, but Lucy
forgot the omission and asked :

““ Was she young and pretty ¢”

“ Young and pretty both, but not as beautiful as
you.” Arthur replied, his fingers softly parting
back the golden curls from the face looking so
trustingly into his.

And in that he answered truly. He had seen no
face as beautiful of its kind as Luey’s was, and he
was glad that he could tell her so. He knew how it
would please her, and partly make amends for the
tender words which he could not speak for the
phantom eyes haunting him so strangely. And
Lucy, who took all things for granted, was more
than content, only she wondered that he did not
kise her again, and wished she knew the girl who
had eome so near being in her place. But she re-
spected his wishes too much to ask, after what he
had said, and she tried to make herself glad that
be had been so frank with her, and not left his



84 THE RECTOR OF ST. MARK'S.

other love affair to the chance of her discovering
it afterwards at a time when it might be painful to
her.

“I wish I had something to confess,” she
thought, but from the scores of her flirtations, and
even offers, for she had not lacked for them, she
could not find one where her own feelings had been
enlisted in ever so slight a degree, until she re-
membered Thornton Hastings, who for one whole
week had paid her such attentions as made her
drive round on purpose to look at the house on Mad-
1son Square where the future Mrs. Hastings was
to live. But his coolness afterwards, and his com-
ments on her frivolity had terribly angered her,
making her think she hated him, as she had said
to Anna. Now, however, as she remembered the
drive and the house, she nestled closer to Arthur,
and told him all about it, fingering the buttons on
his dressing-gown as she told it, and never dream-
ing of the pang she was inflicting as Arthur
thought how mysterious were God’s ways, and
wondered that he had not reversed the matter, and
given Lucy to Thornton Hastings rather than to
him, who did not half deserve her.

“I know now I never cared a bit for Thornton
Hastings, though I might if he had not been so
mean as to call me frivolous,” Lucy said, as she

arose to go; then suddenly turning to the rector,
she added: * I shall never ask you who your first
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love was, but I would like to know if you have
quite forgotten her.”

“Have you forgotten Thornton Hastings?”
Arthur asked, laughingly, and Lucy replied, “ Of
course not; one never forgets, but I don’t care a
pin for him now, and, did I tell you Fanny writes
that rumor says he will marry Anna Ruthven ?”

“Yes, no, I did not know—1I am not surprised,”
and Arthur stooped to pick up a book lying on the
floor, thus hiding his face from Lucy, who, woman-
like, was glad to report a piece of gossip, and con-
tinued: “ She is a great belle, Fanny says—
dressed beautifully and in perfect taste, besides
talking as if she knew something, and this pleases
Mr. Hastings, who takes her out to ride and drive,
and all this after T warned her against him, and
told ber just what he said of me. I am surprised
at her.”

Lucy was drawing on her gauntlets, and Arthur
was waiting to see her out, but she still lingered on
the threshold, and at last said to him, *“ I wonder
vou never fell in love with Anna yourself. I am
sure if I were you I should prefer her to me. She
knows something and T do not, but I am going to
study. There are piles of books in the library at
Prospeet Hill, and you shall see what a famous
student I will become. If I get puzzled, will you
help me ?”’

“ Yes, willingly,” Arthur replied, wishing that
she would go before she indulged in any more spec-
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ulations as to why he did not love Anna Ruthven.

But Luey was not done yet, and Arthur felt as if
the earth were giving way beneath his feet when,
as he lifted her into the saddle and took her hand
at parting, she said, “ Now, remember, I am not
going to be jealous of that other love. There is
only one person who could make me so, and that 1s
Anna Ruthven ; but I know it was not she, for that
night we all came from Mrs. Hobbs’ and she went
with me up-stairs, I asked her honestly if you had
ever offered yourself to her, and she told me you
had not. I think you showed a lack of taste, but
I am glad it was not Anna.”

Luey was far down the road ere Arthur recov-
ered from the shock her last words had given him.
What did it mean, and why had Anna said he
never proposed ¢ Was there some mistake, and he
the vietim of it? There was a blinding mist be-
fore the young man’s eyes as he returned to his
study, and went over again, with all the incidents
of Anna’s refusal, even to the reading of the letter
which he already knew by heart. Then, as the
thought came over him that possibly Mrs. Mere-
dith played him false in some way, he groaned
aloud, and the great sweat drops fell upon the table
where he leaned his head. But this could not be,
he reasoned. Lucy was mistaken. She had not
heard aright. Somebody, surely, was mistaken, or
he had committed a fatal error.

“ But I must abide by it,” he said, lifting up his
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pallid face. “ God forbid the wrong I have done
in asking Luecy to be my wife when my heart be-
longed to Anna. God help me to forget the orc
and love the other as I ought. She is a lovely Litt1:
girl, trusting me so wholly that I can make heo
happy, and I will; but Anna! oh, Anna!”

It was a despairing ery, such as a newly-engaged
man should never have sent after another than his
athanced bride. Arthur thought so, too, fighting
back his first love with an iron will, and, after that
first hour of anguish, burying it so far from sight
that he went that night to Captain Humphreys
and told of his engagement; then called upon his
bride-elect, trying so hard to be satisfied that,
when, at a late hour, he returned to the rectory, he
was more than content; and, by way of fortifying
himself still further, wrote the letter which Thorn-
ton Hastings read at Newport.

And that was how it happened.

CHAPTER IX.

ANNA.

Tarover the rich curtains which shaded the
windows of a room looking out on Fifth Avenue,
the late October sun was shining, and as its red

light played among the flowers on the carpet a pale
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young girl sat watching it, and thinking of the
Hanover hills, now decked in their autumnal glory,
and of the ivy on St. Mark’s, growing so bright
and beautiful beneath the autumnal frosts. Anna
had been very sick since that morning in Septem-
ber when she sat on the piazza at the Ocean House
and read Lucy Hareourt’s letter. The faint was a
precursor of fever, the physician said, when sum-
moned to her aid, and in a tremor of fear and dis-
tress Mrs. Meredith had had her at once removed
to New York, and that was the last Anna remem-
bered.

From the moment her aching head had touched
the soft pillows in Aunt Meredith’s house all con-
sciousness had fled, and for weeks she had hovered
so near to death that the telegraph wires bore daily
messages to Hanover, where the aged couple who
had cared for her since her childhood wept, and
prayed, and watched for tidings from their darl-
ing. They could not go to her, for Grandpa Hum-
phreys had broken his leg, and his wife could not
leave him, so they waited with what patience they
could for the daily bulletins which Mrs. Meredith
sent, appreciating their anxiety, and feeling glad
withal of anything which kept them from New
York.

‘“ She had best be prayed for in church,” the old
man had said, and so Sunday after Sunday Ar-
thur read the prayer for the sick, his voice trem-
bling as it had never trembled before, and a keener
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sorrow in his heart than he had ever known when
saying the solemn words. Heretofore the persons
prayved for had been comparative strangers, people
in whom he felt only the interest a pastor feels in
all his flock, but now it was Anna, whose case he
took to God, and he always smothered a sob during
the moment he waited for the fervent response the
congregation made, the ** Amen ”” which came from
the pew where Lucy sat sounding louder and heart-
ier than all the rest, and having in i1t a sound of
the tears which fell so fast on Lucy’s book as she
asked that Anna might not die. Oh, how he
longed to go to her, but this he could not do, and
so he had sent Lucy, who bent so tenderly above
the sick girl, whispering loving words in her ear,
and dropping kisses upon the lips which uttered no
response, save once, when Lucy said:

“ Do you remember Arthur?”

Then they murmured faintly:

“Yes; Arthur, I remember him, and the Christ-
mas song, and the gathering in the church ; but that
was long ago. There’s much happened since
then.”

“And T am to marry Arthur,” Lucy had said
again, but this time there was no sign that she was
understood, and that afternoon she went back to
Hanover loaded with testaments for the children of
St. Mark’s, and new books for the Sunday-school,
and, accompanied by Valencia, who, having had
a serious difference with her mistress, Mrs. Mere-
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dith, offered her services to Lucy, and was at once
accepted.

That was near the middle of Oectober; now it
was towards the last, and Anna was so much better
that she sat up for an hour or more, and listened
with some degree of interest to what Mrs. Mere-
dith told her of the days when she lay so uncon-
scious of all that was passing around her, never
even heeding the kindly voice of Thornton Has-
tings, who, more than once, had stood by her pil-
low with his hand on her feverish brow, and whose
thoughtfulness was visible in the choice bouquets
he sent each day, with notes of anxious inquiry
when he did not come himself.

Anna had not scen him yet since her convales-
cence. She would rather not see any one until
strong enough to talk, she said; and so Thornton
waited patiently for the interview she had prom-
ised him when she was stronger, but every day he
sent her fruit and flowers, and books of prints
which he thought would interest her, and which al-
ways made her cheeks grow hot and her heart beat
regretfully, for she thought of the answer she must
give him when he came, and she shrank from
wounding him.

“ He is too good, too noble to have an unwilling
wife,” she said, but that did not make it the less
hard to tell him so, and when at last she was well
enough to see him, she waited his coming nerv-
ously, starting when she heard his step, and trem-



THE RECTOR OF ST. MARK'S, 21

bling like a leaf as he drew near her chair. It was
a very thin, wasted hand which he took in his,
holding it for a moment between his own, and then
laying it gently back upon her lap.

1le had come for the answer to a question put
six weeks before, and Anna gave it to him.

Kindly, considerately, but decidedly, she told
him she could not be his wife, simply because she
did not love him as he ought to be loved.

“ Tt is nothing personal,” she said, working nerv-
ously at the heavy fringe of her shawl. “1I re-
spect you more than any man I ever knew, but one,
and had T met you years ago before—before——"

“ T understand you,” Thornton said, coming to
her aid. “ You have tried to love me, but cannot,
because your affections are given to another.”

Anna bowed her head in silence. Then after
a moment she continued:

“You must forgive me, Mr. Hastings, for not
telling you this at once. T did not know then but I
could love you—at least I meant to try, for you see,
this other one——"

The fingers got terribly tangled in the fringe as
Anna gasped for breath, and went on:

“ He does not know, and never will; that is, he
never cared for me, nor guessed how foolish I was
to give him my love unsought.”

“ Then it is not Arthur Leighton, and that is the
reason you refused him, too?” Mr. Hastings said,
involuntarily, and Anna looked quickly up, her
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cheeks growing paler than they were before, as she
replied :

“1 don’t know what you mean. I never refused
Mr. Leighton—never.”

“ You never refused Mr. Leighton?” Thornton
exclaimed, forgetting all diseretion in his surprise
at this flat contradiction. “ I have Arthur’s word
for it, written to me last June, while Mrs. Mere-
dith was there, I think.”

“ He surely could not have meant it, because it
never occurred. Once, I was foolish enough to
think he was going to, but he did not. There is
some great mistake,”” Anna found strength to say,
and then she lay back in her easy-chair panting for
breath, her brain all in a whirl as she thought of
the possibility that she was once so near the great-
est happiness she had ever desired, and which was
now lost to her forever.

He brought her smelling salts, he gave her ice-
water to drink, and then, kneeling beside her, he
fanned her gently, while he said: * There surely
is a mistake, and, I fear, a great wrong, too, some-
where. Were all your servants trusty ? Was there
no one who would withhold a letter if he had writ-
ten? Were you always at home when he called 2”7
Thornton questioned her rapidly, for there was a
suspicion in his mind as to the real culprit; but he
would not hint it to Anna unless she suggested it
herself. And this she was not likely to do. Mrs.
Meredith had been too kind to her during the past
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summer, and especially during her illness, to allow
of such a thought concerning her, and, in a maze
of perplexity, she replied to his inquiries: “ We
keep but one servant, Esther, and she, I know, is
trusty. Besides, who could have refused him for
me? Grandfather would not, I know, because—
because——"’

She hesitated a little and her cheeks blushed
scarlet, as she added: I sometimes thought he
wished it to be.”

If Thornton had previously a doubt as to the
other man who stood between himself and Anna,
that doubt was now removed, and laying aside all
thoughts of self, he exclaimed: “T tell you there
is a great wrong somewhere. Arthur never told
an untruth; he thought that you refused him; he
thinks so still, and T shall never rest till T have
solved the mystery. I will write to him to-day.”

For an instant there swept over Anna a feeling
of unutterable joy as she thought of what the end
might be ; then, as she remembered Lucy, her heart
seemed to stop its beating, and, with a moan, she
stretched her hand toward Thornton, who had
risen as if to leave her.

“No, no; you must not interfere,”” she said.
“It is too late, too late. Don’t you remember
Tuey? Don’t you know she is to be his wife?
Lucy must not be sacrificed for me. I can bear it
the best.”

She knew she had betrayed her secret and she
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tried to take it back, but Thornton interrupted her
—vith, “ Never mind now, Anna; I guessed it all
hefore, and it hurts my pride less to know that it is
Arthur whom you prefer to me; I do not blame
7ou for it.”

He smoothed her hair pityingly, while he stood
over her for a moment, wondering what his duty
was. Anna had told him plainly what it was. He
must leave Arthur and Lucy alone. She insisted
upon having it so, and he promised her at least
that he would not interfere ; then, taking her hand,
he pressed it a moment between his own and went
out from her presence. In the hall below he met
with Mrs. Meredith, who he knew was waiting anx-
iously to hear the result of that long interview.

“ Your niece will never be my wife, and 1 am
satisfied to have it so,” he said ; then, as he saw the
lowering of her brow, he continued: “ T have long
suspected that she loved another, and my suspi-
cions are confirmed, though there’s something 1
eannot understand,” and fixing his eyes search-
ingly upon Mrs. Meredith, he told her what Ar-
thur had written and of Anna’s denial of the same.
“ Somebody played her false,” he said, rather en-
joying the look of terror and shame which crept
into the haughty woman’s eyes, as she tried to ap-
pear natural and express her own surprise at what
she heard.

“I was right in my conjecture,” Thornton
thought, as he took his leave of Mrs. Meredith
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who could not face Anna then, but paced restlessly
up and down her spacious rooms, wondering how
much Thornton had suspected and what the end
would be.

She had sinned for naught. Anna had upset all
her cherished plans, and, could she have gone back
for a few months and done her work again, she
would have left the letter lying where she found it.
But that could not be now. She must reap as she
had sown, and resolving finally to hope for the
best and abide the result, she went up to Anna,
who having no suspicion of her, hurt her ten times
more cruelly by the perfect faith with which she
confided the story to her than bitter reproaches
would have done.

“T know you wanted me to marry Mr. Has-
tings,” Anna said, “ and I would if 1 could have
done so conscientiously, but I could not; for, I
may now confess it to you, I did love Arthur so
much, and once I hoped that he loved me.”

The cold hard woman, who had brought this
grief upon her niece, could only answer that it did
not matter.

She was not very sorry, although she had wished
her to marry Mr. Hastings, but she must not fret
about that, or about anything. She would be bet-
ter by and by, and forget that she ever cared for
Arthur Leighton.

“ At least,” and she spoke entreatingly now,
¢ you will not demean yourself to let him know of
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the mistake. It would scarcely be womanly, and
he may have gotten over it. Present circumstances
would seem to prove as much.”

Mrs. Meredith felt that her secret was compara-
tively safe, and, with her spirits lightened, she
kissed her niece lovingly and told her of a trip
to Europe which she had in view, promising that
if she went Anna should go with her and so not be
at home when the marriage of Arthur and Lucy
took place.

It was appointed for the 15th of January, that
being the day when Luey came of age, and the very
afternoon succeeding Anna’s interview with Br.
Hastings the little lady came down to New York
to direet her bridal troussean making in the city.

She was brimming over with happiness, and her
face was a perfect gleam of sunshine when she
came next day to Anna’s room, and, throwing off
her wrappings, plunged at once into the subject
uppermost in her thoughts, telling first how she
and Arthur had quarreled.

“ Not quarreled as Uncle and Aunt Hetherton
and lots of people do, but differed so seriously that
I cried, and had to give up, too,” she said. “I
wanted you for bridesmaid, and, do you think,
he objected! Not objected to you, but to brides-
maids generally, and he carried his point, so that
unless Fanny is married at the same time, as, per-
haps, she will be, we are just to stand up stiff and
straight alone, except as you’ll all be round me in
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the aisle. You’ll be well by that time, and 1 want
you very near to me,” Lucy said, squeezing fondly
the icy hand whose coldness made her start and
exclaim :

“ Why, Anna, how cold you are, and how pale
you are looking! You have been so sick, and 1
am well. It don’t seem quite right, does it? And
Arthur, too, is looking thin and worn—so thin
that I have coaxed him to raise whiskers to cover
the hollows in his cheeks. 1Ile looks a heap better
now, though he was always handsome. 1 do so
wonder that you two never fell in love, and I tell
him so most every time I see him.”

It was terrible to Anna to sit and hear all this,
and the room grew dark as she listened; but she
forced back her pain, and, stroking the curly head
almost resting in her lap, said kindly:

“You love him very much, don’t you, darling;
8o much that it would be hard to give him up?”

“Yes;oh, yes. 1 could not give him up now, ex-
cept to God. I trust I could do that, though once
I could not, T am sure,” and, nestling closer to
Anna, Lucy whispered to her of the new-born hope
that she was better than she used to be, that daily
interviews with Arthur had not been without their
effect, and now, she trusted, she tried to do right,
from a higher motive than just the pleasing of him.

““God bless you, darling,” was Anna’s response,

\8 she clasped the hand of the young girl who was
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now far more worthy to be Arthur’s wife than onoe
she had been.

If Anna ever had a thought of telling Arthur, it
would have been put aside by that interview with
Lucy. She could not harm that pure, loving, trust-
ing girl, and she sent her from her with a kiss and
blessing, praying silently that she might never
know a shadow of the pain which she was suffering.

CHAPTER X.
MRS. MEREDITH HAS A CONSCIENCE.

SeE had one, years before, but, since the sum-
mer day when she sent from her the white-faced
man whose heart she had broken, it had been hard-
ening over with a stony crust which nothing, it
gseemed, could break. And yet there were times
when she was softened and wished that much which
she had done might be blotted out from the great
book in which she believed.

There was many a misdeed recorded there
against her, she knew, and occasionally there stole
over her a strange disquietude as to how she could
confront them when they all came up against her.

Usually, she could cast such thoughts aside by a
drive down gay Broadway, or, at most, a call at
Stewart’s ; but the sight of Anna’s white face and
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the knowing what made it so white was a constant
reproach, and conscience gradually wakened from
its torpor enough to whisper of the only restitution
in her power—that of confession to Arthur.

But from this she shrank nervously. She could
not humble herself thus to any one, and she would
not either. Then came the fear lest by another
than herself her guilt should come to light. What
if Thornton Hastings should find her out? She
was half afraid he suspected her now, and that gave
her the keenest pang of all, for she respected Thorn-
ton highly, and it would cost her much to lose his
good opinion.

She had lost him for her niece, but she could not
spare him from herself, and so, in sad perplexity,
which wore upon her visibly, the autumn days went
on until at last she sat one morning in her dressing-
room and read in a foreign paper:

“Died, at Strasburgh, August 31st, Edward
Coleman, aged 146.”

That was all; but the paper dropped from the
trembling hands, and the proud woman of the
world bowed her head upon the cold marble of the
table and wept aloud. She was not Mrs. Meredith
now. She was Julia Ruthven again, and she stood
with Edward Coleman out in the grassy orchard,
where the apple-blossoms were dropping from the
trees and the air was full of insects’ hum and the
song of matin birds. She was the wealthy Mrs.
Meredith now, and he was dead in Strasburgh.



100 THE RECTOR OF ST. MARK'S,

True to her he had been to the last, for he hau
never married, and those who had met him abroad
had brought back the same report of ““a white-
haired man, old before his time, with a tired, sad
look upon his face.” That look she had written
there, and she wept on as she recalled the past and
murmured softly:

“Poor Edward! I loved you all the while, but
I sold myself for gold, and it turned your brown
locks snowy-white, poor darling!” and her hands
moved up and down the folds of her cashmere robe,
as if it were the brown locks they were smoothing
just as they used to do. Then came a thought of
Anna, whose face wore much the look which Ed-
ward’s did when he went slowly from the orchard
and left her there alone, with the apple-blossoms
dropping on her head and the wild bees’ hum in
her ear.

“1 can at least do right in that respect,” she
said; “1I can undo the past to some extent and
lessen the load of sin rolling upon my shoulders.
I will write to Arthur Leighton. I surely need
tell no one else; not yet, at least, lest he has out-
lived his love for Anna. I can trust to his discre-
tion and to his honor, too. He will not betray
me unless it is necessary, and then only to Anna.
Edward would bid me do it if he could speak. He
was somewhat like Arthur Leighton.”

And so, with the dead man in Strasburgh before
her eyes, Mrs, Meredith nerved herself to write to
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Arthur Leighton, confessing the fraud imposed
upon him, imploring his forgiveness and begging
him to spare her as much as possible.

“I know from Anna’s own lips how much she
has always loved you,” she wrote in conclusion;
“ but she does not know of the stolen letter, and I
leave you to make such use of the knowledge as
you shall think proper.”

She did not put in a single plea for the poor,
little Lucy, dancing so gayly over the mine just
ready to explode. She was purely selfish still, with
all her qualms of conscience, and thought only of
Anna, whom she would make happy at another’s
sacrifice. So she never hinted that it was possible
for Arthur to keep his word pledged to Lucy Har-
court, and, as she finished her letter and placed it
in an envelope with the one which Arthur had sent
to Anna, her thoughts leaped forward to the wed-
ding she would give her niece—a wedding not quite
like that she had designed for Mrs. Thornton Has-
tings, but a quiet, elegant affair, just suited to a
elergyman who was marrying a Ruthven.
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CHAPTER XI1.

THE LETTER BRECEIVED.

ArTHUR had been spending the evening at Pros-
pect Hill. The Hethertons had returned and
would remain till after the fifteenth, and since they
had come the rector found it even pleasanter call-
ing there than it had been before, with only his
bride-elect to entertain him. Sure of Dr. Bellamy,
Fanny had laid aside her sharpness, and was ex-
ceedingly witty and brilliant, while, now that it
was settled, the colonel was too thoroughly a gentle-
man to be otherwise than gracious to his future
nephew; and Mra. ITetherton was always polite
and lady-iike, so that the rector looked forward
with a good deal of interest to the evenings he
usually gave to Luey, who, though satisfied to have
him in her sight, still preferred the olden time,
when she had him all to herself and was not dis-
quieted with the fear that she did not know enough
for him, as she often was when she heard him
talking with Fanny and her uncle of things she
did not understand.

This evening, however, the family were away
and she received him alone, trying so hard to come
up to his capacity, talking so intelligibly of books
she had been reading and looking so lovely in her
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winter crimson dress, besides being so sweetly affec-
tionate and confiding, that for once since his en-
gagement Arthur was more than content and re-
turned ber modest caresses with a warmth he had
not felt before. Ie did love her, he said to him-
self, or, at least, he was learning to love her very
much ; and when at last he took his leave, and she
went with him to the door, there was an unwonted
tenderness in his manner as he pushed her gently
back, for the first snow of the season was falling
and the large flakes dropped upon her golden hair,
from which he brushed them carefully away.

“I cannot let my darling take cold,” he said,
and Lucy felt a strange thrill of joy, for never
before had he called her his darling, and some-
times she had thought that the love she received
was not as great as the love she gave.

But she did not think so now, and in an ec-
stasy of joy she stood in the deep recess of the bay
window, watching him as he went away through the
moonlight and the feathery cloud of snow, wonder-
ing why, when she was so happy, there could cling
to her a haunted presentiment that she and Arthur
would never meet again just as they had parted.

Arthur, on the contrary, was troubled with no
such presentiment. Of Anna he hardly thought,
or, if he did, the vision was obsenred by the fair
picture he had seen standing in the door, with the
snowflakes resting in her hair like pearls in a
golden coronet. And Arthur thanked his God that
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he was beginning at last to feel right-~that the sol-
emn vows that he was so soon to utter would be
more than a mockery.

It was Arthur’s work to teach others how dark
and mysterious are the ways of Providence, but he
had not himself half learned that lesson in all its
strange reality; but the lesson was coming on
apace; each stride of his swift-footed beast
brought him nearer to the great shock waiting for
him upon the study table, where Thomas, his man,
had put it. '

He saw it the first thing on entering the room,
but he did not take it up until the snow was brushed
from his garments and he had warmed himself by
the cheerful fire blazing on the hearth. Then,
sitting in his easy-chair, and moving the lamp
nearer to him, he took Mrs. Meredith’s letter and
broke the seal, starting as if a serpent had stung
him when, in the note inclosed, he recognized his
own handwriting, the same he had sent to Anna
when his heart was so full of hope as the brown
stalks now beating against his windows with a
dismal sound were full of fragrant blossoms.
Both had died since then—the roses and his hopes
—And Arthur almost wished that he, too, were
dead when he read Mrs. Meredith’s letter and saw
the gulf his feet were treading. Like the waves
of the sea, his love for Anna came rolling back
upon him, augmented and intensified by all that he
had suffered, and by the terrible conviction tha
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it could not be, although, alas! “ it might have
been.”

Ie repeated the words over and over again, as
stupified with pain, he sat gazing at vacancy, think-
ing how trve was the couplet—

¢ Of all sad words of tongue and ﬁl'
The saddest are these, it might have been.”

He could not even pray at once, his brain was so
confused, but when, at last, the white, quivering
lips could move, and the poor aching heart could
pray, he only whispered, “ God help me to do
right,” and by that prayer he knew that for a single
instant there had crept across his mind the possi-
bility of sacrificing Lucy, who loved and trusted
him so much. But snly for an instant. He could
not cast her from him, though to take her now,
knowing what he did, were almost death itself.

“ But God can help me to bear it,” he cried;
then, falling upon his knees, with his face bowed
to the floor, the Rector of St. Mark’s prayed as he
had never prayed before—first for himself, whose
need was greatest, and then for Lucy, that she
might never know what making her happy had
cost him, and then for Anna, whose name he could
not speak. ‘ That other one,” he called her, and
his heart kept swelling in his throat and preventing
his utterance, so that the words he would say never
reached his lips.

But God heard them just the same, and knew
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his child was asking that Anna might forget him,
if to remember him was pain ; that she might learn
to love another far worthier than he had ever been.

He did not think of Mrs. Meredith; he had no
feeling of resentment then; he was too wholly
crushed to care how his ruin had been brought
about, and, long after the wood fire on the hearth
had turned to cold, gray ashes, he knelt upon the
floor and battled with his grief, and when the morn-
ing broke it found him still in the cheerless room
where he had passed the entire night and from
which he went forth strengthened, as he hoped, to
do what he believed to be his duty. This was on
Saturday, and on the Sunday following there was
no service at St. Mark’s. The rector was sick,
the sexton said; ‘“ hard sick, too, he had heard,”
and the ITetherton carriage, with Lucy in it, drove
swifdy to the rectory, where the quiet and soli-
tude awed and frightened Lucy as she entered
the house and asked the housekeeper how Mr.
Leighton was.

“ It is very sudden,” she said. ‘ He was per-
fectly well when he left me on Friday night.
Please tell him I am here.”

The housekeeper shook her head. Her master’s
orders were that no one but the doctor should be
admitted, she said, repeating what Arthur had
told her in anticipation of just such an infliction
as this.

But Lucy was not to be denied. Arthur wa"
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hers, his sickness was hers, his suffering was hers,
and see him she would.

‘““ He surely did not mean me when he asked that
no one should be admitted. Tell him it is I; it is
Lucy,” she said with an air of authority, which, in
one so small, so pretty and so child-like, only
amused Mrs. Brown, who departed with the mes-
sage, while Luecy sat down with her feet upon the
stove and looked around the sitting-room, thinking
that it was smaller and poorer than the one at Pros-
pect Hill, and how she would remodel it when she
was mistress there.

“ He says you can come,” was the word Mrs.
Brown brought back, and, with a gleam of triumph
in her eye and a toss of the head, which said, “ I
told you so,” Luey went softly into the darkened
room and shut the door behind her.

Arthur had half expeeted this and had nerved
himself to meet it, but the cold sweat stood on his
face and his heart throbbed painfully as Lucy bent
over him and Lueyv’s tears fell on his face while
she took his feverish hands in hers and murmured
softly, “ Poor, dear Arthur, I am so sorry for you,
and 1f I could I'd bear the pain so willingly.”

He knew she would ; she was just as loving and
unselfish as that, and he wound his arms around
her and drew her down close to him while he whis-
pered, “ My poor, little Lucy; I don’t deserve this
from youn.”

She did not know what he meant, and she only
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answered him with kisses, while her little hands
moved caressingly across his forehead just as they
had done years ago in Rome, when she soothed the
pain away. There certainly was a mesmeric in-
fluence emanating from those hands, and Arthur
felt its power, growing very quiet and at last fall-
ing away to sleep, while the soft passes went on,
and Lucy held her breath lest she would waken
him. |

“ She was a famous nurse,” the physician said
when he came, constituting her his coadjutor and
making her tread wild with joy and importance
when he gave his patient’s medicine into her hands.

“ 1t was hardly proper for her niece to stay,”
Mrs. Hetherton thought, but Lucy was one who
could trample down proprieties, and it was finally
arranged that Fanny should stay with her. So,
while Fanny went to bed and slept, Lucy sat all
night in the sick room with Mrs., Brown, and when
the next morning came she was looking very pale
and languid, but very beautiful withal. At least,
such was the mental compliment paid her by
Thornton Hastings, who was passing through Han-
over and had stopped over one train to see his old
college friend and, perhaps, tell him what he began
to feel it was his duty to tell him in spite of his
promise to Anna. She was nearly well now and
had driven with him twice to the park, but he could
not be insensible to what she suffered, or how she
shrank from having the projected wedding dis-
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cussed, and, in his intense pity for her, he had
half resolved to break his word and tell Arthur
what he knew. But he changed his mind when
he had been in Hanover a few hours and watched
the little fairy who, like some ministering angel,
glided about the sick room, showing herself every
whit a woman, and making him repent that he had
ever called her frivolous or silly. She was not
either, he said, and, with a magnanimity for which
he thought himself entitled to a good deal of praise,
he even felt that it was very possible for Arthur
to love the gentle little girl who smoothed his
pillows so tenderly and whose fingers threaded
so lovingly the damp, brown locks when she thought
he, Thornton, was not looking on. She was very
coy of him and very distant towards him, too, for
she had not forgotten his sin, and she treated him
at first with a reserve for which he could not ac-
count. But, as the days went on, and Arthur grew
so sick that his parishioners began to tremble for
their young minister’s life, and to think it perfectly
right for Lucy to stay with him, even if she was
agsisted in her labor of love by the stranger from
New York, the reserve disappeared and on the most
perfect terms of amity she and Thornton Has-
tings watched together by Arthur’s side. Thorn-
ton Hastings learned more lessons than one in that
sick room where Arthur’s faith in God triumphed
over the terrors of the grave, which, at one time,
seemed so near, while the timid Lucy, whom he
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had only known as a gay butterfly of fashion, dared
before him to pray that God would spare her prom-
ised husband or give her grace to say,  Thy will be
done.”

Thornton could hardly say that he was skepti-
eal before, but any doubts he might have had tvuch-
ing the great fundamental truths on which a true
religion rests were gone forever, and he left Han-
over a changed man in more respects than one.

Arthur did not die, and on the Sunday preced-
ing the week when the usual Christmas decorations
were to commence he came again before his people,
his face very pale and worn, and wearing upon it
a look which told of a new baptism, an added
amount of faith which had helped to lift him above
the fleeting cares of this present life. And yet
there was much of earth clinging to him still, and
1t made itself felt in the rapid beating of his heart
when he glanced towards the square pew where
Luey knelt and knew that she was giving thanks
for him restored again.

Once, in the earlier stages of his convalescence,
he had almost betrayed his secret by asking her
which she would rather do—bury him from her
sight, feeling that he loved her to the last, or give
him to another, now that she knew he would re-
cover. There was a frightened look in Lucy’s
eyes as she replied: “ I would ten thousand times
rather see gou dead, and know that, even in death,
you were my own, than to lose you that other way.
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Oh, Arthur, you have no thought of leaving me
now ¢’

““ No, darling, I have not. I am yours always,”
he said, feeling that the compact was sealed for-
ever and that God blessed the sealing.

He had written to Mrs. Meredith, granting her
his forgiveness and asking that, if Anna did not
already know of the deception, she might never be
enlightened. And Mrs. Meredith had answered
that Anna had only heard a rumor that an offer
had been made her, but that she regarded it as a
mistake, and was fast recovering both her health
and spirits. Mrs. Meredith did not add her sur-
prise at Arthur’s generosity in adhering to his en-
gagement, nor hint that, now her attack of con-
science was so safely over, she was glad he did so,
having hope yet of that house on Madison Square;
but Arthur guessed at it and dismissed her from
his mind just as he tried to dismiss every unpleas-
ant thought, waiting with a trusting heart for
whatever the future might bring.

CHAPTER XIL
VALENCIA,

VERY extensive preparations were making at
Prospect Hill for the double wedding to occur on
the 15th. After much debate and consultation,
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Fanny had decided to take the doctor then; and
thus she, too, shared largely in the general interest
and excitement which pervaded everything.

Both brides elect seemed very happy, but in a
very different way ; for, while Fanny was quiet an:i
undemonstrative, Lucy seemed wild with joy, and
danced gayly about the house—mnow in the kitchen,
where the cake was making; now in the chamber
where the plain sewing was done, and then flitting
to her own room in quest of Valencia, who was
sent on divers errands, the little lady thinking that,
now the time was so near, it would be proper for
her to remain indoors and not show herself in pub-
lic quite as freely as she had been in the habit of
doing.

So she remained at home, while they missed her
in the back streets and bylanes, the Widow Hobbs,
who was still an invalid, pining for a sight of her
bright face, and only half compensated for its ab-
sence by the charities which Valeneia brought;
the smart waiting-maid putting on innumerable
airs and making Mrs. Iobbs feel keenly how
greatly she thought herself demeaned by coming
to such a heathenish place as that.

The Hanoverians, too, missed her in the street,
but for this they made ample amends by discuss-
ing the doings at Prospect Hill and commenting
upon the bridal trousseau which was sent up from
New York the very week before Christmas, thus
affording a most fruitful theme for conversation
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for the women and girls engaged in trimming the
church.

There were dresses of every conceivable fabrie,
they said, but none were quite so grand as the wed-
ding-dress itself—the heavy white silk which could
‘““ stand alone,” and trailed ‘‘ a full half-yard be-
hind.”

It was also whispered round that, not content
with seeing the effect of her bridal robes as they lay
upon the bed, Miss Luey Harcourt had actually
tried them on—wreath, veil and all-—and stood be-
fore the glass until Miss Fanny had laughed at her
for being so vain and foolish, and said she was a
pretty specimen for a sober clergyman’s wife.

For all this gossip the villagers were indebted
mostly to Miss Valencia Le Barre, who, ever since
her arrival at Prospect Iill, had been growing
somewhat disenchanted with the young mistress
she had expected to rule even more completely than
she had ruled Mrs. Meredith. But in this she was
mistaken, and i1t did not improve her never very
amiable temper to find that she could not with
safety appropriate more than half her mistress’
handkerchiefs, collars, cuffs, and gloves, to say
nothing of perfumery, and pomades, and, as this
was a new state of things with Valencia, she chafed
at the administration under which she had so will-
ingly put herself, and told things of her mistress
which no sensible servant would ever have reported.
And Lucy gave her plenty to tell.

8
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Frank and outspoken as a child, she acted as she
felt, and did try on the bridal dress, screaming with
pleased delight when Valencia fastened the veil and
let its fleecy folds fall gracefully around her.

“I wonder what Arthur will think. I do se
wish he was here,” she had said, ordering a hand-
glass brought that she might see herself from be-
hind and know just how much her dress did trail,
and how it looked beneath the costly veil.

She was very beautiful in her bridal robes, and
she kept them on till Fanny began to chide her for
her vanity, and, even then, she lingered before the
mirror, as if loath to take them off.

“T don’t believe in presentiments,” she said to
Fanny ; ““ but, do you know, it seems to me just as
¥ I should never wear this again,” and she

moothed thoughtfully the folds of the heavy silk
she had just laid upon the bed. “ 1 don’t know
what can happen to prevent it, unless Arthur should
die. He was so pale last Sunday and seemed so
weak that I shuddered every time I looked at him.
I mean to drive round there this afternoon,” she
continued. “ T suppose it is too cold for him to
venture as far as here, and he has no earriage,
either.”

She went to the parsonage that afternoon, and
the women in the church saw her as she drove by,
the gorgeous colors of her carriage blanket flashing
in the wintry sunshine just as the diamonds flashed
upon the hand she waved gayly towards them.
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There was a little too much of the lady patroness
about her quite to suit the plain Hanoverians, es-
pecially those who were neither high enough or
low enough to be honored with her notice, and they
returned to their wreathmaking and gossip, won-
dering under their breath if it would not, on the
whole, have been just as well if their clergyman
had married Anna Ruthven instead of this fine city
girl with her Parisian manners.

A gleam of intelligence shot from the gray eyes
of Valencia, who was in a most unreasonable
mood.

“ She did not like to stain her hands with the
nasty hemlock more than some other folks,” she
bad said, when, after the trying on of the bridal
dress, Lucy had remonstrated with her for some
duty neglected, and then bidden her to go to the
church and help if she were needed.

““1 must certainly dismiss you,” Lucy had said,
wondering how Mrs. Meredith had borne so long
with the insolent girl, who went unwillingly to the
church, where she was at work when the carriage
drove by.

She had thought many times of the letter she had
read, and, more than once, when particularly an-
gry, it had been upon her lipe to tell her mistress
that she was not the first whom Mr. Leighton
had asked to be his wife, if, indeed, she was his
choice at all; but there was something in Lucy’s
manner which held her back; besides which, she
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was, perhaps, unwilling to confess to her own mean-
ness in reading the stolen letter.

“1 could tell them something if I would,” she
thought, as she bent over the hemlock boughs and
listened to the remarks; but, for that time, she
kept the secret and worked on moodily, while the
unsuspecting Lucy went her way and was soon
alighting at the rectory gate.

Arthur saw her as she came up the walk and
went to meet her.

He was looking very pale and miserable, and his
clothes hung loosely upon him; but he welcomed
her kindly leading her in to the fire, and trying to
believe that he was glad to see her sitting there with
her little high-heeled boots upon the fender and the
bright hues of her Balmoral just showicg beneath
her dress of blue merino.

She went all over the house, as she usually did,
suggesting alterations and improvements, and
greatly confusing good Mrs. Brown, who trudged
obediently after her, wondering what she and her
master were ever to do with that gay-plumaged
bird, whose ways were so unlike their own.

““You must drive with me to the church,” she
said at last to Arthur. * Fresh air will do you
good, and you stay moped up too much. I wanted
you to-day at Prospect Hill, for this morning’s ex-
press from New York brought——"

She stood up on tiptoe to whisper the great news
to him, but his pulses did not quicken in the least,
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even when she told him how charming was the
bridal dress. He was standing before the mirror
and, glancing at himself, he said, half laughingly,
half sadly:

“I am a pitiful-looking bridegroom to go with
all that finery: I should not think you would want
me, Lucy.”

“ But I do,” she answered, holding his hand and
leading him to the carriage, which took him to the
church.

He had not intended going there as long as there
was an excuse for staying away, and he felt him-
self grow sick and faint when he stood amid the
Christmas decorations and remembered the last
year when he and Anna had fastened the wreaths
upon the wall,

They were trimming the church very elaborately
in honor of him and his bride, and white artificial
flowers, so natural that they could not be detected,
were mingled with scarlet leaves and placed among
the mass of green. The effect was very fine and
Arthur tried to praise it, but his face belied his
words; and, after he was gone, the disappointed
girls declared that he acted more like a man about
to be hung than one so soon to be married.

It was very late that night when Lucy summoned
Valencia to comb out her long, thick curls, and Va-
lencia was tired, and cross, and sleepy, handling
the brush so awkwardly and snarling her mistress’s
hair so often that Lucy expostulated with her
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sharply, and this awoke the slumbering demon,
which, bursting into full life, could no longer be
restrained; and, in amazement, which kept her
silent, Lucy listened while Valencia taunted her
“with standing in Anna Ruthven’s shoes,” and
told her all she knew of the letter stolen by Mrs.
Meredith, and the one she carried to Arthur. But
Valencia’s anger quickly cooled, and she trembled
with fear when she saw how deathly white her
mistress grew at first and heard the loud beating
of her heart, which seemed trying to burst from
its prison and fall bleeding at the feet of the poor,
wretched girl, around whose lips the white foam
gathered as she motioned Valencia to stop and whis-
pered :

“T am dying!”

She was not dying, but the fainting fit which en-
sued was longer and more like death than that
which had come upon Anna when she heard that
Arthur was lost. Twice they thought her heart had
ceased to beat, and, in an agony of remorse, Va-
lencia hung over her, accusing herself as her mur-
derer, but giving no other explanation to those
around her than: “ 1 was combing her hair when
the white froth spirted all over her wrapper, and
she said that she was dying.”

And that was all the family knew of the strange
attack, which lasted till the dawn of the day, and
left upon Lucy’s face a look as if years and years
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of anguish had passed over her young head and left
its footprints behind.

Early in the morning she asked to see Valencia
alone, and the repentant girl went to her prepared
to take back all she had said and declare the whole
a lie. But Lucy wrung the truth from her, and
she repeated the story again so clearly that Lucy
had no longer a doubt that Anna was preferred to
herself, and sending Valencia away, she moaned
piteously:

““ Oh, what shall T do? What is my duty ?”

The part which hurt her most of all was the ter-
rible certainty that Arthur did not love her as he
loved Anna Ruthven. She saw it now just as it
was ; how, in an unguarded moment, he had offered
himself to save her good name from gossip, and
how, ever since, his life had been a constant strug-
gle to do his duty by her.

“Poor Arthur,” she sobbed, ‘ yours has been a
hard lot trying to act the love you did not feel;
but it shall be so no longer. Lucy will set you
free.”

This was her final decision, but she did not reach
1t till a day and a night had passed, during which
ghe lay with her white face turned to the wall, say-
ing she wanted nothing except to be left alone.

“When I can, I’ll tell you,” she had said to
Fanny and her aunt, when they insisted upon
knowing the cause of her distress. “ When I can
I’11 tell you. Leave me alone till then.”
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So they ceased to worry her, but Fanny sat con-
stantly in the room watching the motionless figure,
which took whatever she offered, but otherwise gave
no sign of life until the morning of the second day,
when it turned slowly towards her, the livid lips
quivering piteously and making an atempt to smile
as they said:

‘“ Fanny, I can tell you now; I have made up my
mind.”

Fanny’s black eyes were dim with the truest
tears she had ever shed when Lucy’s story was
ended, and her voice was very low as she asked:

““ And do you mean to give him up at this late
hour ?”

“Yes, T mean to give him up. I have been
over the entire ground many times, even to the deep
humiliation of what people will say, and I have
come each time to the same coneclusion. Tt is right
that Arthur should be released and I shall release
him.”

“ And you—what will you do?”” Fanny asked,
gazing in wonder and awe at the young girl, who
answered :

“1I do not know; I have not thought. I guess
God will take care of that.”

He would, indeed, take care of that just as he
took care of her, inclining the Hetherton family to
be so kind and tender towards her, and keeping
Arthur from the house during the time when the
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Christmas decorations were completed and the
Christmas festival was held.

Many were the inquiries made for her, and
many the thanks and wishes for her speedy restora-
tion sent her by those whom she had so bounti-
fully remembered.

Thornton Hastings, too, who had come to town
and was present at the church on Christmas-eve,
asked for her with almost as much interest as Ar-
thur, although the latter had hoped she was not
geriously ill and expressed a regret that she was
not there, saying he should call on her on the mor-
row after the morning service.

“Oh, I cannot see him here. 1 must tell him
there, at the rectory, in the very room where he
asked Anna and me both to be his wife,” Lucy said
when Fanny reported Arthur’s message. “ I am
able to go there and I must. It will be fine sleigh-
ing to-morrow. See, the snow is falling now,”
and pushing back the curtain, Lucy looked dream-
ily out upon the fast whitening ground, sighing,
as she remembered the night when the first snow-
flakes fell and she stood watching them with Arthur
at her side.

Fanny did not oppose her cousin, and, with a
kiss upon the blue-veined forehead, she went to her
own room, leaving Lucy to think over for the hun-

dredth time what she would say to Arthur.
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CHAPTER XTIL
OHRISTMAS DAY,

Tuee worshippers at St. Mark’s on Christmas
morning heard the music of the bells as the Heth-
erton sleigh passed by, but mone of them knew
whither it was bound, or the scene which awaited
the rector. when, his services over, he started to-
wards home.

Lucy had kept her word, and, just as Mrs. Brown
was looking at the clock to see if it was time to put
her fowls to bake, she heard the hall-door open
softly and almost dropped her dripping-pan in her
surprise at the sight of Lucy Harcourt, with her
white face and great sunken blue eyes, which looked
so mournfully at her as Lucy said:

“1 want to go to Arthur’s room—the library, I
mean.”

“ Why, child, what is the matter? I heard you
was sick, but did not s’pose "twas anything like this.
You are paler than a ghost,” Mrs. Brown exclaimed
as she tried to unfasten Lucy’s hood and cloak and
lead her to the fire.

But Lucy was not cold, she said. She would
rather go at once to Arthur’s room. Mrs. Brown
made no objection, though she wondered if the girl
was crazy as she went back to her fowls and Christ-
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mas pudding, leaving Lucy to find her way alone
to Arthur’s study, which looked so like its owner,
with his dressing-gown across the lounge, just
where he had thrown it, his slippers under the table
and his arm-chair standing near the table, where he
sat when he asked Lucy to be his wife, and where
she now sat down, panting for breath and gazing
dreamily around with the look of a frightened
bird when seeking for some avenue of escape from
an appalling danger. There was no escape, and,
with a moan, she laid her head upon the table and
prayed that Arthur might come quickly while she
had sense and strength to tell him. She heard his
step at last, and rose up to meet him, smiling a
little at his sudden start when he saw her there.

“1It’s only 1,” she said, shedding back the clus-
tering curls from her pallid face, and grasping the
chair to steady herself and keep from falling. “I
am not here to frighten you. I've come to do you
good—to set you free. Oh, Arthur, you do not
know how terribly you have been wronged, and I
did not know it, either, till a few days ago. She
never received your letter—Anna never did. If
she had she would have answered yes, and have
been in my place now; but she is going to be there.
I give you up to Anna. T’m here to tell you so.
But oh, Arthur, it hurts—it hurts.”

He knew it hurt by the agonizing expression of
her face, but he could not go near her for a moment,
80 overwhelming was his surprise at what he saw
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and heard. But, when the first shock to them both
was past, and he could listen to her more rational
account of what she knew and what she was there
to do, he refused to listen. He would not be free.
He would keep his word, he said. Matters had
gone too far to be suddenly ended. He held her to
his promise and she must be his wife.

“ Can you tell me truly that you love me more
than Anna?” Luey asked, a ray of hope dawning
for an instant upon her heart, but fading into utter
darkness as Arthur hesitated to answer.

He did love Anna best, though never had Lucy
been so near supplanting even her as at that mo-
ment, when she stood before him and told him he
was free. There wus something in the magnitude
of her generosity which touched a tender chord and
made her dearer to him than she had ever been.

“ 1 can make you very happy,” he said at last,
and Lucy replied:

“Yes, but yourself — how with yourself?
\Would you be happy, too? WNo, Arthur, you would
not, and neither should I, knowing all T do. It is
best that we should part, though it almost breaks
my heart, for I have loved you so much.”

She stopped for breath, and Arthur was wonder-
ing what he could say to persuade her, when a
cheery whistle sounded near and Thornton Has-
tings appeared in the door. Ie had gone to the
office after church, and not knowing that anyone
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but Arthur was in the library, had come there at
once.

“ 1 beg your pardon,” he said when he saw Lucy,
and he was hurrying away, but Lucy called him
back, feeling that in him she should find a powerful
ally to aid her in her task.

Appealing to him as Arthur’s friend, she re-
peated the story rapidly, and then went on:

“Tell him 1t 1s best—he must not argue against
me, for I feel myself giving way through my great
love for him, and it is not right. Tell him so
Mr. Hastings—plead my cause for me—say what a
true woman ought to say, for, believe me, I am in
earnest in giving him to Anna.”

There was a ghastly hue upon her face, and her
features looked pinched and rigid, but the terrible
heart-beats were not there.  God, in his great
mercy, kept them back, else she had surely died
under that strong excitement. Thornton thought
she was fainting, and, going hastily to her side,
passed his arm around her and put her in the chair;
then, standing protectingly by her, he said just
what first came into his mind to say. It was a
delicate matter in which to interfere, and he han-
dled it carefully, telling frankly of what had passed
between himself and Anna, and giving it as his
opinion that she loved Arthur to-day just as well
as before she left Hanover.

““ Then, if that is so and Arthur loves her, as I
know he does, it is surely right for them to marry,
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and they must,” Luecy exclaimed, vehemently,
while Thornton laid his hand pityingly upon her
head and said:

““ And only you be sacrificed 2 ”

There was something wondrously tender in the
tone of Thornton’s voice, and Lucy glanced quickly
up at him, while her blue eyes filled with the first
tears she had shed since she came into that room.

“1 am willing—I am ready—1I have made up
my mind and I shall never revoke it,” she an-
swered, while Arthur again put in a feeble remon-
strance.

But Thornton was on Luey’s side. He did with
eooler judgment what she could not, and when, at
last, the interview was ended, there was no ring on
Luey’s forefinger, for Arthur held it in his hand
and their engagement was at an end.

Stunned with what he had passed through, Ar-
thur stood motionless, while Thornton drew Lucy’s
cloak about her shoulders, fustened her fur himself,
tied on her satin hood, taking such ecare of her as
a mother would take of a suffering child.

“1t is hardly safe to send her home alone,” he
thought, as he looked into her face and saw how
weak she was. “ As a friend of both, I ought to
accompany her.”

She was, indeed, very weak, so weak that she
could scarcely stand, and Thornton took her in his
arms and carried her to the sleigh ; then springing
in beside her he made her lean her tired head upon
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his shoulder as they drove to Prospect Hill. She
did not seem frivolous to him now, but rather the
noblest type of womanhood he had ever met. Few
could do what she had done, and there was much
of warmth and fervor in the clasp of his hand as he
bade her good-by and went back to the rectory,
thinking how deceived he had been in Lucy Har-
court.

* %* * * * *

Great was the consternation and surprise in
Hanover when it was known that there was to be
but one bride at Prospect Hill on the night of the
fifteenth, and various were the surmises as to the
cause of the sudden change; but, strive as they
might, the good people of the village could not get
at the truth, for Valencia held her peace, while the
Hethertons were far too proud to admit of being
questioned, and Thornton Hastings stood a bulwark
of defence between the people and their clergyman,
adroitly managing to have the pulpit at St. Mark’s
supplied for a few weeks while he took Arthur
away, saying that his health required the change.

“You have done nobly, darling,” Fanny Heth-
erton had said to Lucy when she received her from
Thornton’s hands and heard that all was over;
then, leading her half-fainting cousin’ to her own

cheerful room, she made her lie down while she told
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of the plan she had formed when first she heard
what Luey’s intentions were.

“ 1 wrote to the doctor, asking if he would take
a trip to Europe, so that you could go with us, for
I know you would not wish to stay here. To-day
I have his answer, saying he will go, and what is
better yet, father and mother are going, too.”

“Oh, I am so glad, so glad. I could not stay
here now,” Lucy replied, sobbing herself to sleep,
while Fanny sat by and watched, wondering at the
strength which had upheld her weak little cousin
in the struggle she had been through, and, now that
it was over and the doctor safe from temptation,
feeling that it was just as well ; for, after all, it was
a mésalliance for an heiress like her cousin to

marry a poor clergyman.

* * * * * *

There was a very quiet wedding at Prospect
Hill on the night of the fifteenth, but neither Lucy
nor Arthur were there. He lay sick again at the
St. Denis in New York and she was alone in her
chamber, fighting back her tears and praying that,
now the worst was over, she might be withheld from
looking back and wishing the work undone. She
went with the bridal party to New York, where she
tarried for a few days, seeing no one but Anna, for
whom she sent at once. The interview had lasted
more than an hour, and Anna’s eyes were swollen
with passionate weeping when at last it ended, but
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Luey’s face, though white as snow, was very calm
and quiet, wearing a peaceful, placid look, which
made it like the face of an angel. Two weeks
later and the steamer bore her away across the
water, where she hoped to outlive the storm which
had beaten so piteously upon her. Thornton Has-
tings and Anna went with her on board the ship,
and for their sakes she tried to appear mnatural,
succeeding so well that it was a very pleasant piec-
ture which Thornton cherished in his mind of a
frail little figure standing upon the deck, holding
its waterproof together with one hand and with the
other waving a smiling adieu to Anna and himself.

More than a year after, Thornton Hastings fol-
lowed that figure across the sea, finding it in beau-
tiful Venice, sailing again through the moon-lit
streets and listening to the musie which eame so oft
from the passing gondolas. It had recovered its
former roundness and the face was even more beau-
tiful than it had been before, for the light frivolity
was all gone and there was reigning in its stead a
peaceful, subdued expression which made Lucy
Harcourt very fair to look upon. At least, so
thought Thornton Hastings, and he lingered at her
side, feeling glad that she had given no outward
token of agitation when he said to her:

“ There was a wedding at St. Mark’s, in Han-
over, just before T left; can you guess who the

happy couple were ?
“ Yes—Arthur and Anna. She wrote me they,
9
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were to be married on Christmas Eve. 1 am so
glad it has come round at last.”

Then she questioned him of the bridal, of Ar-
thur, and even of Anna’s dress, her manner evine-
ing that the old wound had healed and nothing but
a scar remained to tell where it had been. And so
the days went on beneath the sunny Italian skies,
until one glorious night, when Thornton spoke his
mind, alluding to the time when each loved another,
axpressing himself as glad that, in his case, the
matter had ended as it did, and then asking Lucy
1f she could conscientiously be his wife.

“ What, you marry a frivolous plaything like
me ?”” Lucy asked, her woman’s pride flashing up
once more, but this time playfully, as Thornton
knew by the joyous light in her eye.

She told him what she meant and how she had
hated him for it, and then they laughed together;
but Thornton’s kiss smothered the laugh on Lucy’s
lips, for he guessed what her answer was, and that
this, his second wooing, was more successful than
his first.

“ Married, in Rome, on Thursday, April 10th,
Thornton Hastings, Esq., of New York City, to
Miss Lucy Harcourt, also of New York, and niece
of Colonel James Hetherton.”

Anna was out in the rectory garden bending over
a bed of hyacinths when Arthur brought her the
paper and pointed to the notice.
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*“Oh, I am so glad—so glad—so glad!”’ she ex-
claimed, emphasizing each successive “glad” a
little more and setting down her foot, as if to give
it force. “ I have never dared to be quite as happy
with you as I might,” she continued, leaning lov-
ingly against her husband, * for there was always
a thought of Lucy and what a fearful price she
paid for our happiness. But now it is all as it
should be; and, Arthur, am I very vain in think-
ing that she is better suited to Thornton Hastings
than I ever was, and that I do better as your wife
than Lucy would have done ?”

A kiss was Arthur’s only answer, but Anna was
satisfied, and there rested upon her face a look of
perfect content as all that warm spring afternoon
she worked in her pleasant garden, thinking of the
newly-married pair in Rome, and glancing occa-
sionally at the open window of the library, where
Arthur was busy with his sermon, his pen moving
all the faster for the knowing that Anna was just
within his call—that by turning his head he could
see her dear face, and that by-and-by when his
work was done she would come in to him, and
with her loving words and winsome ways, make
him forget how tired he was, and thank heaven
again for the great gift bestowed when it gave him
Anna Ruthven,

THE BEND.
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AUNT HENRIETTA'S MISTAKE.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN,

“Before thy soul, at this deep lottery,
Praw forth her prize ordained by destiny,
Know that there’s no recanting a first choice;
Choose then discreetly.”

“Heigh-ho! This is Valentine’s day. Oh, how 1
would like to get a valentine! Did you ever get one,
aunty "’ said little Etta Mayfield.

“Yes, many of them. DBut not when I was a child. In
my day children were children. You get a valentinef
I'm e’en a’most struck dumb with astonishment to hear
you think of such things. Go, get your doll-baby, or
your sampler, and look on that. Saints of Mercy! It
seems only yesterday you were a baby in long clothes,”
answered Miss Henrietta Mayfield, a spinster of uncer-
tain age; but the folks in the village, who always knew
everything, declared she had not owned to a day over
thirty-five for the last ten years. This, if true, was quite
excusable, for Miss Henrietta's little toilette glass re-
flected a bright, pleasant, and remarkably youthful face.

“I'm almost seventeen, aunty, and I'm tired of being
treated like a child,” said Etta, with a pout of her rosy
lips.

“Ten years to come will be plenty time enough for you
te think of such things. A valentine, indeed! I'd like
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to know who is to send one to you, or to any one else.
There are only three unmarried men in our village;
which of them would you like for your valentine; Jake
Spikes, the blind fiddler; Bill Bowen, the deaf mail-boy,
or Squire Sloughman? If the squire sends a valentine, [
rather guess it will be to me. Oh, I forgot! There's
the handsome stranger that boarded last summer with
Miss Plimpkins. I noticed him at church Sunday
Come down to make a little visit and bring Miss
Plimpkins a nice present ag’in, I guess. He is mighty
grateful to her for taking such good care of him while he
was sick. A uncommon handsome man. But ’taint a bit
likely he’ll think of a baby like you. He is a man old
enough to know better—near forty, likely. He was mon-
strous polite to me; always finding the hymns, and pass-
ing his book to me. And I noticed Sunday he looked
amazing pleasing at me. Land! it’s ten o'clock. You'd
better run over to the office and get the paper. No, I'll
go myself. I want to stop in the store, to get some yarn
and a little tea”

Miss Henrietta hurried off, and little Etta pouted on
and murmured something about:

“People must have been dreadful slow and dull in
aunty’s young days,” and then her thoughts wandered
to that same handsome stranger.

She, too, had seen him in church on Sunday, and knew
well how the rosy blush mantled her fair face when she
saw the pleasant smile she had hoped was for her. But
she might have known better, she thought; such a splen-
did man would never think of her. She would be sure
to die an old maid, all on account of that dark-eyed
stranger.

“Has Bill got in with the mail?” asked Miss May-
field.

“Yes, miss; here’s your paper what Bill brought, and
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here is a letter or valentine what Bill didn’t bring. It's
from the village,” said the little old postmaster, with a
merry laugh.

Yes, no mistaking, it was a valentine, directed in a fine
manly hand to Miss Henrietta Mayfield. “From Squire
Sloughman,” thought Miss Henrietta. “He has spoken,
or rather written his hopes at last.”” But, no, that was
not his handwriting.

Miss Mayfield stepped out on the porch, carefully
opened the envelope, and glanced hurriedly over the con-
tents, and then at the signature—Arthur Linton.

“Well, well, who would have thought ?” said she; “that
is the name of the handsome stranger! Just to think of
his really taking a liking to me. Stop! maybe he is a
sharper from town, who has heard of my having a little
property, and that's what he's after. I'll read his valen-
tine over again:

Do not think me presumptuous, dear maid, in having dared te
write you. No longer can I resist the continued pleadings of my
heart. 1 have loved you ever since your sweet blue eyes, beam-
ing with their pure, loving light, met my gaze. I have seized
the opportunity offered by St. Valentine's day to speak and learn

my fate. I will call this evening and hear from your dear lips,
if I shall be permited to try and teach your heart to love,

ArTHUR LINTON.

“Well, truly that is beautiful language. It is a long
day since anybody talked of my blue eyes. They were
blue once, and I suppose are so still. Well, he writes as
if he meant it. I’ll see him, and give him a little bit of
encouragement. Perhaps that seeing some one else after
me will make the squire speak out. For six years he has
been following me. For what? He has never said. I
like Squire Sloughman—(his name should be Slowman),
I'll try and hasten him on with all the heart I've got left.
The most of it went to the bottom of the cruel ocean with
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my poor sailor-boy. Ah! if it had not been for his sad

end, I would not now be caring for any man, save my
poor Willie. But it is a lonesome life I am living—and
it’s kind of natural for a woman to think kindly of seme
man ; and the squire is a real good fellow, and, to save
me, I can’t help wishing he would speak, and be done
with it,

“This valentine may be for my good luck, after all.”
Miss Henrietta’s thoughts were swift now, planning for
the future; her fcet kept pace with them, and before she
knew it, she was at her own door.

“Why, aunty, how handsome you do look! your cheeks
are as rosy as our apples,” said Etta.

“Is that such a rarity, you should make so much of it?”
answered Miss Henrietta.

“No, indeed, aunty. I only hope I may ever be as
good looking as you are always. Did you get your yam
and tea?”’

“Land! if I hain’t forgot them! You see, child, the
wind is blowing rather fresh, and I was anxious to get
back,” she answered her niece; but said to herself,
“Henrietta Mayfield, I am ashamed on you to let any
man drive your senses away.”

“Never mind, Ettie; you can go over and spend the
afternoon with Jessie Jones, and then get the things for
me,” she continued, glad of an excuse to get Etta away.

Miss Henrietta was very particular with her toilet that
afternoon, and truly the result was encouraging. She
was satisfied that she was handsome still.

It was near dark when she saw the handsome stranger
coming up the garden walk.

“Did Miss Henrietta Mayfield receive a letter from me
fo-day ?”’ he asked.
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“Yes, sir; walk in,” answered Miss Henrietta, who,
although quite flurried, managed to appear quite cool.

“This, perhaps, may seem very precipitate in me, and
I have feared perhaps you might not look with any fa-
vor on my suit, Do, dear lady, ease my fears. Can I
hope that in time 1 may win the heart I am so anxious to
secure 7"’

“Ahem—well, I cannot tell, sure. You know, sir, we
have to know a person before we can love him. But I
must confess I do feel very favorably inclined towards
you.”

“Bless you, my dear friend; I may call you so now, un-
ul I claim a nearer, Gearer title. 1f you are now kindly
disposed, 1 feel sure of ultimate success. 1 feared the
difference in our ages might be an objection.”

“No, no; I do not see why it need. It is well to have
a little advantage on onc side or the other. But, my
dear friend, should you fail to secure the affection, you
will not think unkindly of your friend.”

“No; only let me have a few weceks, with your con-
tinued favor, and I ask no more. Many, many thanks,”
and, seizing her hand, he pressed it to his lips.

“Will you not now allow me to see my fair Hen-
rietta?” he asked.

“Oh, I have been a little flurried, and did forget it was
quite dark. T'll light the lamp in a minute.”

Etta’s sweet voice was now heard humming a song in
the next room. She had returned from her visit, and as
Miss Henrietta succeeded in lighting the lamp, her
pright face peeped in the door, and she said:

“Aunty, Squire Sloughman is coming up the walk.”

“Bless her sweet face! There is my Henrietta now!”
exclaimed the visitor, and before the shade was adjusted
on the lamp, she was alone. The handsome stranger was
in the next room with—Etta!



176 Aunt Henrietta’s Mistake,

A little scream, an exclamation of surprise from Etta,
followed by the deep, manly voice of Mr. Linton, say-
ing :

“Dearest Henrietta, I have your aunt’s permission to
win you, if I can.”

“Henrietta! Little baby Etta! Sure enough, that was
her name, too. What an idiot she had been!” thought
Henrietta, the elder. “Oh! she hoped she had not ex-
posed her mistake! Maybe he had not understood her!”

But Squire Sloughman was waiting for some one to
admit him, and she had no more time to think over the
recent conversation, or to determine whether or not Mr.
Linton was aware of her blunder.

Squire Sloughman was cordially welcomed, and after
being scated a while, observed:

“You have got a visitor, I see,” pointing to the
stranger’s hat lying on the table beside him.

“Yes, Etta’s got company. The stranger that boarded
at Miss Plimpkins’ last summer. He sent Etta a valen-
tine, and has now come himself,” returned Miss Hen-
rictta.

“A valentine! what for?”

“To ask her to have him, surely. And I suppose he’ll
be taking her off to town to live, pretty soon.”

“And you, what will you do? It will be awful lonely
here for you,” said the squire.

“Oh! he’s coming out now,” thought Miss Henrietta.
And she gave him a better chance by her reply:

“Well, I don’t know that anybody cares for that. I
guess no one will run away with me.”

But she was disappointed ; it came not, what she hoped
for, just then. Yet the Squire seemed very uneasy. At
length he said:

“I got a valentine myself, to-day.”
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“You! What sort of a one? Comic, funny, or real in
earnest "' asked Miss Henrietta.

“Oh! there is nothing funny about it—mnot a bit of
laugh; all cry.”

“Land! a crying valentine.”

“Yes, a baby.”

“Squire Sloughman!” said Miss Henrietta, with se-
vere dignity.

“Yes, my dear, Miss Henrietta; I'll tell you all about
it. You remember my niece, who treated me so shame-
fully by running away and marrying. Well, poor girl,
she died a few days ago, and left her baby for me, beg-
ging I would do for her little girl as kindly as I did by
its mother.”

“Shall you keep it?"” asked Miss Henrietta.

“I can'’t tell ; that will depend on some one else. 1 may
have to send it off to the poorhouse!”

“I'll take it myself first,” said his listener.

“Not so, my dear, without you take me, too. Hey,
what say you, now? I tell you, I've a notion to be kind
and good to this little one; but a man must have some
one to help him do right. Now, it depends on you to
help me be a better or a worse man. I've been thinking
of you for a half-dozen years past, but I thought your
whole heart was in little Etta, and maybe you wouldn’t
take me, and I did not like to deal with uncertainties.
Now, Etta’s provided for with a valentine, I'm here of-
fering myself and my valentine to you. Say yes or no;
['m in a hurry now.”

“Pity but you had been so years ago,” thought Miss
Henrietta; but she said:

“Squire Sloughman, I think it the duty of every Chris-
tian to do all the good she can. So, for that cause, and

charity toward the helpless little infant, I consent to—
become 2
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“Mrs. Sloughwoman—man, I mean,” said the de-
lighted Squire, springing up and imprinting a kiss on
Miss Henrietta’s lips.

“Sloughwoman, indeed! I’ll not be slow in letting you
know 1 think you are very hasty in your demonstrations.
Wait until T give you leave,” said the happy spinster.

“I have waited long enough. And now, my dear, do
you hurry on to do your Christian duty; remembering
particularly the helpless little infant needing your care,”
said the Squire, a little mischievously.

Miss Henrietta never knew whether her mistake had
been discovered. She did not try to find out.

In a short time there was a double wedding in the vil-
lage. The brides, Aunt Henrietta and little Etta, equally
sharing the admiration of the guests.

Mrs. Sloughman admitted to herself, after all, it was
the valentine that brought the squire out. And she is
often heard to sayv that she had fully proved the truth
of the old saying, “It’s an ill wind that blows nobody
!m-’!



FALSE AND TRUE LOVE.

BY PRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

“Though round her playful lips should ghitter
Heat lightnings cf a girlish scorn,
Harmless they are, for nothing bitter
In that dear heart was ever born;
That merry heart that cannot lie
Within its warm nest quietly,
But ever from the full dark eye
Is looking kindly night and morn.”

“My son, I do not believe Valeria Fairleigh has ever
a serious thought; nothing beyond the present enjoy-
ment, or deeper than the devising of a becoming attire
for some approaching dance or festive occasion. Believe
me, she is not the girl for a minister’s wife. You have
chosen as vour vocation the work of God; in this you
should be sustained by your wife: one who would enter
into your labor with energy of mind and bodv. She
should have a heart to sympathize not only with her hus-
band, but his charge. I tell you, David, a man’s success
and popularity in his ministry depends very much on
the woman that he has chosen to be his helpmate. Had
your mother been other than she is, I truly think I
should have sunk under the many trials during the years
of my work.”

“But, father, if report speaks truly, my mother was not
a very sedate maiden. I have heard many a tale of her
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wild days. Pardon me, but I do not think you are
judging Miss Fairleigh with your usual benevolence and
charity. I know she is a very gay, fun-loving girl, but
I believe she has a warm, true heart. I have never
known her to do a heartless action, or turn a cold ear
on any needing her sympathy.”

“Lovers are prone to see only the good and beautiful,”
replied his father. “Of course, my son, I do not wish
or expect to decide this matter for you; only to influence
you, for your happiness. Will you promise me this
much—do not commit.yourself until you have seen morv
of Valeria and in some degree test her worth. How is
it that a man of such deep thought, hard study, and so
carnest and devoted to his work, should place his affec-
tions on one so very dissimilar? It is very strange to me,
particularly as in the same house is her cousin, Miss
Bland—just the woman for you. A well-cultivated,
thoroughly-disciplined mind, with great energy and in-
dustry. You know well, of charities her name is always
among the first; ready with time and money to help in
good works. Why could you not have loved her? Why
did your heart wander from the right?”

“Oh, father! you ask why the heart wanders! 1 know
too truly love cannot be tutored; but will drag away the
heart—often against our better judgment, and wander
with it where it will—sometimes dropping on the bosom
of a calmly gliding river ; again amid the turbulent waves
of a dark and stormy sea. Heaven grant that this last
may not be the fate of mine. The true reason, however,
that I became attached to Miss Fairleigh I think is this:
I was so accustomed to, so tired of, dignified, sedate and
‘well-disciplined’ young ladies, who always put on church
behavior and talk only of church matters when the min-
ister 1s near, that when T met her she was so differert
such a bright, merry child of nature, I was charme:l'
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Yes, I may say, refreshed, rested. After the many sad
and trying duties of our calling, father, we need some
one like Vallie Fairleigh to call forth a reaction of the
mind. But you shall have the promise. I will not ad-
vance a step further until I know her better.”

A few days after this conversation David Carlton was
sitting in his study, when his father entered, saying:

“David, I have a letter from home, hastening my re-
turn. So I shall have to cut my visit a little short. 1
would go away much happier, if my mind was relieved
about Miss Fairleigh. I wish I could think her worthy
of the position you would place her in. [ have noticed
you much since our conversation on that subject, and I
am sure you are much attached to her. I have an idea
to put her to a test, not only concerning her better feel-
ings, but to prove the amount of influence you have over
her. _

“Listen: This evening is appointed for the meeting to
raise funds and make arrangements relative to sending
out a missionary to the Indians. There has (you
tell me) been but little interest awakened among your
people on this subject. Now, if you can induce the
young folks to take hold of this, it will be all right. This
is also the evening of Monsieur Costello’s grand
masquerade and the opera of ‘Maritana.” I called on
Mrs. Fairleigh about an hour ago. The ladies were dis-
cussing these amusements. Miss Bland is very anxious
to see that particular opera, and was trying to persuade
Valeria to go with her. Mrs. Fairleigh positively for-
bade the ball; so when I left the arrangement was, Miss
Bland, Mrs. Fairleigh and the gentlemen were going to
enjoy the music, and Valeria is to remain home; but I
very much fear this she will not do. Now, David, go
and ask hker to accompanv you—urge her; tell her how
much good her influence might exert, and so on. If she
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consents, I have not another word to say about your lov-
ing, wooing and marrying her, if you can. Should she
not consent, then ask Miss Bland. I know how anxious
she is to see “Maritana.” Now, try if she will resign this
pleasure for the sake of doing good. Of course, you
must not let her know you have previously asked her
cousin. Will you do it? It can do no harm, and may
be productive of much good.”

“Yes, father, I will put her to the test. But I will not
promise that the issue shall decide my future course. I
shall be grieved and mortified if she does not consent,
but not without hope. 1 know she is good, and we will
find it yet.”

An hour more found David Carlton awaiting in the
drawing-room the coming of Valeria.

Fortune favored him thus far.

“Miss Bland and Miss Fairleigh were out, but would
be back soon. Miss Valeria was in,” answered the serv-
ant to his inquiry, “If the ladies were home?”

In a few moments she came in smiling brightly, and
saying:

“I am really glad to see you again, Mr. Carlton, for
mamma and Julia said I had quite horrified you with my
nonsense the last evening you were here. Indeed, you
must excuse me, but I cannot possibly don dignity and
reserve. Jule can do enough of that for both, and I
think it is far better to laugh than be sighing.”

“Indeed, I have never seen anything to disapprove of.
I could not expect or wish to see the young and happy
either affecting, or really possessing, the gravity of ma-
turer years. My absence has no connection whatever
with the events of that evening. I have been devoting
my spare time to my father. This is his last evening
with me. I came round to ask a favor of you. We are
very anxious to get up some interest for the missioa te
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, and father thinks if the young folks of the church
would aid us, it would be all right. Will you go with
us?”’ answered David. A look of deep regret, the first he
had ever seen, was in the eyes of Valeria, when she an-
swered :

“You will have to excuse me, I have an engagement
for the evening. I am really sorry, I would like :c
oblige you.” Then, breaking into a merry laugh, she
said:

“Jule will go—ask her. She dotes on missions—both
foreign and home, and all sorts of charity meetings. She
has money, too; I’ve spent every cent of mine this month
already, besides all I could borrow. Yes, ask her; I
know she will, and give, too. I should be sure to go to
sleep or get to plotting some sort of mischief against my
nearest neighbor. 1 could do you no good, Mr. Carl-
ton.”

“Valeria! Excuse me, Miss Fairleigh—will you be
cerious and listen to me one moment?”

He urged, but in vain. Not even when his voice sank
to low, soft tones and, with pleading eyes, he whispered:
“Go for my sake,” would she consent.

“At least tell me where you are going?” he asked.

“I am going to——. No, I dare not tell. Ma and
Jule would not approve, and even dear, good papa might
censure, if he knew it. Here they come! Julia, Mr.
Carlton is waiting to see you.”

“Well, David, you have failed! Your countenance is
very expressive.”

“Even so, sir—Miss Fairleigh not only declined, but I
greatly fear she is going to the ball against her parents’
wishes. If this be so, I must try to conquer this love.
The girl who sets at naught the will of her kind, loving
parents—acting secretly against their wishes—would not,
I am sure, prove a good wife.”
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“Well spoken, my son. How about Miss Bland ?’

“Of course she is going. We are to call for her.”

“A good girl—resigning pleasure to duty. A rare
good girl.”

“Apparently, so, sir; but, indeed, I am impressed with
the idea that there is something hidden about her. She
does not seem natural,” replied David.

Father and son had just arrived at Mr. Fairleigh's
when the door opened to admit a middle-aged, poorly-
clad woman. Showing them into the drawing-room, the
servant closed the door. Very soon after seating them-
selves they heard the voice of Miss Bland in a very ex-
cited tone.

“My brother! How dare you ask me of him?”

“I dare for my child’s sake. She is ill—perhaps dy-
ing.”

“What is that to him or me? I told you and her I
would have nothing more to do with either, since her
name became so shamefully connected with my brother’s.
Will you be kind enough to relieve me of your presence?”

“My daughter is as pure as you. Her child, and your
brother’s is suffering from want. Will you pay me, at
least, for our last work—the dress you have on?”

“How much ?”” was asked, in a sharp, quick voice.

“Five dollars.”

“Outrageous! No, I will not pay that. Here are
three dollars. Go, and never let me hear of you again.”

“Julia Bland, I wish the world knew you as I do. You
will grind to the earth your sister-woman, and give lib-
erally where it will be known and said, ‘How charitable—
how good! I say how hard-hearted—how deceitful!”
said the woman, in bitter tones.

“Go!” came forth, in a voice quivering with rage.

Sooan the hall door told the departure of the unweicome
gucst.
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Looks of amazement, beyond description, paseed be-
tween the reverend gentlemen.

At length the younger one said;:

“She does not know of our arrival. I will go into the
hall and touch the bell.”

“Oh! excuse me, sir. I th. Yht Miss Bland was in
the drawing-room. I will tell her now,” said the serv-
ant.

Could this gentle, dignified woman be the same whose
harsh, hard tones were still lingering in their ears?

Impossible ! thought the elder man. Surely he must be
in a dreadful, dreadful dream. Not so David; he clearly
understood it all, and felt truly thankful that the blunder-
mg servant had enabled him to get this “peep behind
the scenes.”

The meeting was over, and they were just leaving the
church, when:

“Please, sir, tell me where I can find the preacher or
doctor—and ['ve forgot which—maybe both. They
frightened me so when they hurried me off!” said a boy,
running up to them.

“Here, my lad—what is it?”

“Mr. Preacher, please come with me. There is a young
woman very ill—maybe dying. They sent me for some-
body, and I can’t remember ; but please run, sir!”

“I will go. Excuse me, Miss Bland; father will take
charge of you.”

And he followed, with hasty steps, the running boy.

“Here, sir—this is the house. Go in, sir, please!”

“Now, my lad, run over to Dr. Lenord’s office—he is
in—and ask him to come. So, one or the other of us will
be the right one.”

David Carlton entered, treading noiselessly along the
passage, until he had reached a door slightly open.
Glancing in to be sure he was right, he beheld lying—
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apparently almost dying—a young woman. Beside the
bed, kneeling with upraised head and clasped hands, was
a strangely familiar form. Then came forth a sweet
voice, pleading to the throne of Mercy for the sufferer.
He gazed spellbound for a moment. Then slowly and
softly he retraced his stz sto the door. Then he almost
flew along the streets untul he reached Mr. Fairleigh's,
just as his father and Miss Bland were ascending the
steps. Seizing the former very unceremoniously, he
said:

“Come, father, with me quickly-—vou are wanted.”

In a few moments more, before the boy had returned
with the physician, they stood again at the door of the
sickroom. David whispered:

“Look there! listen!”

“Be still, Mary, dear! Do not worry. I shall not
judge you wrongfully. How dare I? We are all so
sinful. That you are suffering and in need is all the
knowledge I want.”

“Oh, where is William? Why does he not come?
Why not speak and acknowledge his wife and child?
Now that I am dying, he might! Oh, where is he?
Why will not God send him to me?” moaned the sick
girl.

“God is love, Mary. He does not willingly afflict or
chastise us. Try to say, “Thy will be done!

“But, dear, do not be so desponding. I know you are
very sick; but I think it more your mind than bodily ill-
ness. Try to bear up. Pray God to spare you for your
baby’s sake,” softly said the comforter.

“Father, you go in and see if you can help her. I will
await you outside,” whispered David.

A slight knock at the door aroused the kneeling girl,
who approached and said:

“Come in, doctos! Why, Mr. Carlton—I was expect-
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ing the doctor. This poor girl is very sick; she fainted
a while ago. I was very much alarmed and sent a boy
for a physician. She is somewhat better now. Come in;
you may soothe her mind, and possibly do more good than
the medical man.”

“Miss Fairleigh? Is it possible I find you here? 1
thought you were at the masquerade.”

“Heaven Liess her, sir,” said a woman, arising from a
seat beside the sufferer, whom Mr. Carlton recognized as
the woman he had seen enter Mr. Fairleigh’s a few hours
before. “But for her care, we should have suffered be-
yond endurance. She has comforted mind and body.
Yes, when evil tongues whispered of shame! her pure
heart did not fear, or shrink from us. When employers
and friends deserted and condemned, she stayed and con-
soled.”

“Hush! She has fainted again. Oh! why does not
the doctor come?” said Valeria.

“Thank Heaven! Here he is now.”

Mr. Carlton approached the physician (an old acquaint-
ance), and explained to him as well as he could the
trouble. The kind-hearted doctor raised the poor, thin
hand, felt the feeble pulse, and, turning, answered the
anxious, inquiring looks bent on him:

»

“It is only a swoon; yet she is very weak. However,
I think we will bring her round all right in a little
while.”

“Indeed, she is an honest girl, doctor, although ap-
pearances are against her now,” said the mother. “Her
husband left her before she was taken ill, to remain a
short time with his sick uncle. Mr. Bland was fearful
of offending his aged relative, and so kept his marriage
concealed. She had a few letters when he first left, but,
for near two months, not a word have we heard. I fear
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he is ill. She has grown dreadfully depressed since the
birth of her babe. The suspicion resting on her is kill-
ing her.”

The suffering girl was showing signs of returning coa-
sciousness. Then a quick step was heard in the entry.
She started up and cried out:

“Willie is come! Thank God!” and sank back, al-
most lifeless.

William Pland, for truly it was so, rushed forward and
dropped on his knees beside the bed, saying:

“How is this? Why have you not answered my let-
ters? Doctor, save her!”

Advancing, the doctor raised her head gently and
gave her a little wine, saying:

“Speak to her, reassure her; that is all she needs
now.”

“Listen, Mary love, dear wife, and mother!” he whis-
pered, in astonishment, as Valeria held before him the lit-
tle sleeping babe, while a flush of paternal pride passed
over his fine face. “There is no more need of silence; I
am free and proud to claim you, darling. Uncle knows
all, and bids me bring you to him. He was very ill. T
nursed him and his life was spared. The fatigue, and
more than all the worry of mind about you, brought on a
severe nervous fever. I have been very ill. Julia knew
it. Did you not hear? In my ravings I told all. Uncle
has changed much since his recovery. He is no longer
ambitious, except for my happiness, and is now waiting
to welcome you.”

The wonderful medicine had been administered, and
already the happy effects were apparent.

With her hand clasped in her husband’s she was slum-
bering peacefully, while a smile of sweet content lingered
‘on the pale face.
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The doctor soon bade adieu, saying:

“I see I shall not be needed any longer. She will very
soon be strong again.”

“Miss Fairleigh, I am awaiting your pleasure. Are
you to return to your home to-night?” asked Mr. Carl-
ton.

“Oh, yes. Bridget promised to come for me, but I
must get back before mamma and Juiia; yet I forget there
is no further need of concealment; I am so very glad!
I will be over in the morning. Good-night.”

“God bless you, Vallie! you have been a ministering
angel to my loved ones. You can tell Julia I have re-
turned and am with my wife. I fear my sister has acted
very wickedly in this matter. I have written many times
and received no answer. Some one, for whom they were
not intended, got those letters. Perhaps I judge her
harshly. Good-night,” said William Bland.

Vallie, accompanied by Mr. Carlton, was soon on her
way home. They had gone but a short distance when
they were joined by David. .

“Why, Mr. Carlton! how strange to meet you, when I
was just thinking of you, and on the eve of asking your
father to tell you I was not at the ball this evening. I
was so sorry I could not explain when you asked me.
Your father will tell you all, I know. You thought me
very wicked and willful,” said Vallie.

David clasped the little hand held out to greet him, and
whispered :

“With your permission I will come to-morrow, and tell
you what I did think and do still.”

Bidding her good-night at her father’s door, David
lingered a moment, to catch the low answer to his re-
peated question, “Shall I come?”

Fervently thanking God for the happy termination of
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the evening, he hastened to overtake his father—and
said :

“Well, father?”

“Well, David! Very well. Go ahead, David, win her,
if you can! She is a rare, good girl.”

“Which one, sir?”

“Come, come! David, I am completely bewildered by
this evening’s discoveries. Do not bear too hard on me,
for falling into a common error—mistaking the apparent
for the real. This night has proved a test far more thor-
ough than T imagined it possibly couid. You may safely
abide by the issue and never fear the stormy sea,” an-
swered his father.

A few months more and Vallie Fairleigh’s merry voice
and sweet smile resounds through, and brightens the min-
ister’s home.

David Carlton stands to-day among the best-loved and
most popular of the clergy. Attributable most likely to
his “wife’s influence” (his father says). I well know
she has soothed many an aching heart, cheered the long,
weary hours of the sickroom, won the young from the
path of evil, and now numberless pravers are ascending
and begging God’s blessing on the “minister’s wife.”



IN THE HOSPITAL.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADENM.

In the autumn of 1862 my time was constantly em-
ployed in the various hospitals of Washington. At this
period of our struggle the Sanitary Commission was in
its infancy, and all attentions of the kind ladies were joy-
fully received by surgeons and nurses, as well as by our
noble, suffering boys. Immediately after the wounded
from the second battle of Bull Run were assigned to the
different wards in the various hospitals, I was going my
rounds in the “Douglas,” and after bestowing the wines,
jellies, custards and books to my old friends, I began to
look up the new patients.

“Sister,” I said to the kind Sister of Mercy, whose
sweet, patient and motherly face was bending over a sol-
dier to speak her words of comfort, “are there any Massa-
chusetts boys in the new arrivals?”’

“No, dear; I think not, in this ward.” Then she bent
lower to catch the whisper from her patient, and he
pointed to the card at the head of his little bed. She
looked, and answered again: “Oh, yes, here is one:
Paul Ashton, 16th Mass., Co. B.”

I approached the bed, and saw one of the noblest faces
I had ever beheld, but not that of a Northern boy, I
thought; so proud and dark—no, a true Southern face,

“You from Massachusetts?” I exclaimed.
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A wan smile played around his pale lips for a mo-
ment. He saw my surprise, and answered :

“No, from Mississippi; but in that regiment,” point-
ing again to the little card.

Here was a mystery, and one I could not solve just
then. He was too weak to converse, but I made up my
mind to devote myself to Paul Ashton from that time un-
til he was convalescent, or, if God’s will, relieved from
his sufferings. After sitting by his side until the at-
tendant came to dress his wounds, I bade him good-night,
and promised to see him in the morning.

On my way out I met Dr. B. God bless him! for his
kindness to our boys. No woman ever was more gcentle
and patient. “Doctor,” I exclaimed, as he was hurrying
by, “stop and tell me, how is Ashton wounded? Is he
very ill?7 Will he die?”

“Ah, Mrs. H., three questions in one breath. Yes, he
is very ill. Three wounds in the right side and shoulder.
which are draining his life away. I fear he must die.
[s he one of your boys? Do all you can for him.”

“May 1?7 I replied.

“Yes, my dear madam; and try to keep up his spirits.
[ give you leave. Tell Sister L. He is a noble fellow
---] am deeply interested in him.”

The next day found me much earlier than usual at the
hospital. To my great pleasure I found that Ashton had
rested well, and was much easier than any one expected
e would be. He smiledsand put out his hand when I ap-
proached his bed, and motioned me to be seated. After
talking to him a few moments 1 found him looking at
me very interntly, and soon he said:

“Are you from the Bay State?”

I replied: “Oh, no, I am a Southern woman. I am
from Virginia.”

“I thought you did not look or speak like a Northera
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or Eastern lady. Then, why are you interested in our
boys? Are you with us in feeling? Can you be 2 Union
lady ?”

“Yes, my boy, I am with you hand and heart. I can-
not fight, but I can feed, comfort and cheer you. Yes, I
am a Southern woman and a slaveholder. Now, I see
you open your eyes with wonder; but, believe me, there
are many like me, true, loyal woman in the South; but
my particular interest in our regiments is, my father is a
native of Boston; but I love ail our brave boys just the
same.”

A look of much interest was in his face, which I was
so glad to see, being so different from the total apathy of
the day before.

“You are the first lady from Virginia that I have met
who was not very bitter against us Yankees—it is really
amusing to be called so, to a Mississippit man. Do you
not fcel a sympathy for the South? Your interest is with
them. You against your State and I mine—we cer-
tainly are kindred spirits,” he smilingly said. “We think
and feel alike. It is not politics but religion my mother
always taught me. Love God first and best, then my
country, and I have followed her precepts, at a very great
sacrifice, too. Somectimes in my dreams I see her look-
ing approvingly and blessing me.”

“Your mother, where is she?”

He pointed up, and said:

“Father, mother, both gone, I hope and trust to heaven.
I am alone—yes, yes, all alone now.”

I would not let him talk any more, and finding out
from the attendant what he most relished, I promised to
see him the next day.

I saw him almost every day for a fortnight. He grew
no worse, but very little, if any, better. On one occa-
sion Dr. B. said:
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“I do not know what to make of Ashton. He ought
to improve much faster. My dear madam, set your
woman’s wits at work; perhaps we may find a cure.”

“I have been thinking I would try to gain his confi-
dence. I know he has a hidden sorrow. I must, for his
sake, probe the wound; but I fancy it is in his heart.”

During my next visit I said:

“I wish you would tell me something of your life; how
you came to enter the army; and, indeed, all you will of
your Southern home.”

His face flushed, and he replied:

“No, I cannot. Why should you want to know

Then he stopped, hesitated and said :

“I beg your pardon. You have been so kind to me; it
is due I should comply ; but not now ; to-morrow ; [ must
have time to consider and compose my mind. To-mor-
row, please God, if 1T am living, I will tell you; and you
will see that I have a severer wound than good Dr. B.
knows of—one he cannot use his skillful hand upon.”

“Well, thank you—I would rather wait until to-mor-
row. I am anxious to get home early this afternoon.”

On reaching his cot the next day, I saw Ashton was
ealm, but very pale. I said:

“Do not exert yourself this morning. I can wait.”

“No; sit nearer and I will tell you all.”

I give it to you, dear reader, as he gave it to me:

“I told you I was by birth a Mississippian. My
mother was from Boston, the daughter of 4 wealthy mer-
chant, who, failing in his business, soon fell in ill health
and died, leaving his wife and two daughters almost en-
tirely destitute. Mother, the youngest, was always very
fragile, and, having been reared in luxury, was poorly
calculated for a life of trial and poverty. However, she
was urged by a wealthy Southern planter to return with
him to his home, and take the position of governess to his

1y
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little daughters, her friends all approving of this offer,
knowing that a Southern climate would improve her
health; so she became the inmate of Colonel Ashton’s
family, and soon was beloved by the father and mother,
as well as her pupils. I have heard that neither the
colonel nor his wife could bear her out of their sight.
She had been with them nearly a year, when the young
son and heir, Edgar Ashton, returned from his college.
He soon followed the rest, and was deeply in love with
the governess. My mother was very beautiful, possess-
ing so much gentleness, with such a merry disposition,
that I have heard them say that grandfather used to call
her his Sunshine. The negroes said that she had a charm
to make all she looked upon love her. But when the
son, their pride, declared his intention of making May
Everett his wife, it was met with a decided objection by
both parents. Impossible! marry a Northern teacher ; he,
the son of Colonel Ashton—the heir of Ashton manor!
preposterous! DMy mother then prepared to bid adieu to
them and return to her home, never for a moment listen-
ing to the repeated petitions of her lover to marry him.
She would not go into a family where she was not wel-
come. Her high-toned principles won for her additional
love and respect. And when the hour of parting came,
the old colonel opened his arms, and drew her to his
heart, and exclaimed:

““Wife, we cannot give her up. Welcome your daugh-
ter.

“My mother, however, went home ; but with the under-
standing that she would return in a few weeks—as the
wife of their son.

“In two months she was again with them; and never
a happier household! In the second year of their mar-
riage I was sent to them. My grandparents made al-
most an idol of me, and from grandfather I used to
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hear of his father’s adventures in the Revolution. He
inspired me with a devotion to his country which was
fostered by my mother. When I was sixteen, my father
was thrown from his horse and brought home to us in-
sensible, and lived with us but a few hours. My mother’s
health, naturally very delicate, sank under this great af-
fliction. She lived only a year afterward, and I was left
to comfort my grandparents, now quite advanced in
years. They would not hear of my going away again to
school, and engaged a private tutor—a young gentleman,
a graduate of Yale. I had been under Mr. Hunting-
ton’s instructions four years when the country began
to be convulsed with the whispers of se. .ssion—one State
after another passing that miserable ordinance—my
grandfather said:

“‘Paul, my boy, if Mississippi goes out, I shall go, too
—not only out of the Union, but out of this world of sor-
row and trouble. I cannot live. I have felt my tie to
earth loosening very fast since your grandmother left me,
and I feel I cannot live any longer if my State shall be
classed with traitors.’

“I have failed to tell you grandmother died in my
eighteenth year. Mr. Huntington, feeling sure of what
was coming, left us for his home in Medford, never for
one moment expressing to us any views on the subject
now engrossing all minds; and, when parting with him,
I whispered, ‘If it comes, I am for my country! Look
for me North within a few weeks.” It did coms, as you
know; and when one of my aunts—now both married—
ran laughingly in, with a blue cockade pinned on her
shoulders, exclaiming :

“‘Father, wegare out!’

“She stopped in horror, and looked upon the calm, cold
face. But the spirit bad fled. We know not if he had
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keard or not, but I trust he had passed to perfect peace
before his heart had been so sorely tried.

Next to our plantation was the estate of one of the
oldest, wealthiest, and proudest families of the State,
The daughter and I had grown up together, and I loved
her more than all and everything else on earth. Her
brother and I were very intimate—both having
no brother, we were everything to each other. He had
mounted the Palmetto badge, and was all for war. My
mind was no longer wavering, since my grandfather’s
death. I was going up North, and, after a short visit to
my mother’s sister—the wife of a very influential and
patriotic man in Boston—I would offer myself to my
government. Now, you will know my sorrow.

“I had expected to meet opposition, entreaties, re-
proaches, and everything of that sort. So, preparing
myself as well as I could, I rode over to bid my idol good-
by.
“I met Harry first, and telling him I was going North,
to leave fortune, friends and everything for my country.

“*“What, Paul, desert your State in her hour of need?
Never! You, a Southern man? Your interests, your
honor, are with us.’

“Much passed between us; when he, laughingly, said:

“‘Go in and see sister; she will talk you out of this
whim.’

“I cannot tell you how she first coaxed, then argued,
then chided me with not loving her, and then came—oh,
such contempt! You have no idea of the trial to me.
She talked as only a Southern girl talks—so proud, so
unyielding. And when I said:

“‘Let us part at least friends. Say God bless me, for
the sake of the past!

“‘No,” she said, ‘no friend. With a traitor to his
State, or a coward—no, I will never say God bless youl
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and rever do you take my name on your lips from this
day. I would die of shame to have it known that I was
ever loved by an Arnold! Go! leave me; and if you
raise your arm against the South, I hope you may not
live to feel the shame which will follow you.’

“I met Harry again on the lawn, and he exclaimed:

“*‘Good-bv, Paul. Give us your hand. You are hon-
est, and will sacrifice eve vthing, 1 see; but you are all
wrong. God bless you!

“And he threw his arms round me, and so I left them.

“[ cannot tell you how 1 suffered. It seems as if I
have lived a century since then. Did I not know the un-
bovnded pride of a Southern girl, I should doubt her ever
loving me. I have never mentioned her name since that
Jday, and never shall. Now, my friend, you see I have lit-
tle to live for. Soon after my arrival in Boston the Six-
teenth was forming. 1 enlisted, to the horror of my
aunt, as a private. My friend would have procured me a
commission, but I preferred to go in the ranks and work
myv way up if I lived, and here is my commigsion, received
after you left yesterday. I brought my colonel off the
field, and was wounded when I went to get him. Itis a
first lieutenant’s; but I fear I shall never wear my
straps.”

“Yes, you will. You are getting better slowly, but
surely; and, my friend, you must cheer up—believe ‘He
doeth all things well'—have faith—live for your country.
I feel that all will be well with you yet. ‘Hope on, hope
ever.””

I went and saw Dr. B.; told him it was as I had
thought.

I gave him an idea of the trouble and left.

I had become so much interested in Ashton that T had
almost ceased my visits to the other hospitals, except an
occasional one to the “Armory Square,” where I had a
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few friends. I thought I would go over and make a visit
there this afternoon.

I went into ward C, and, after seeing how well my
boys were getting on, I inquired after the lady nurse,
Mrs. A., a widow lady, to whom I had become much
attached for her devotion to the soldiers.

“She has gone home to recruit her health; has been
away ten days; she left the day after you were here
last,” replied one of the boys. ‘“But we have, just think,
in her place a lady from the South—Miss or Mrs., in-
deed I do not know which, for I have never heard her
spoken of other than Emma Mason. But here she
comes.”’

I had time to look at her for several moments before
she came to the patient I was sitting by. She might be
seventeen or twenty-seven, I could not tell. She was
dressed in the deepest black—her hair drawn tightly
back from her face, and almost entirely covered by a
black net. Her complexion was a clear olive, but so
very pale. Every feature was very beautiful, but her
greatest attraction was her large, dark blue eyes, shaded
by long black lashes. She came up smiling sweetly on
the wounded boy, and said:

“You are looking quite bright, Willie; you have a
friend, I see, with you.”

I was then introduced to Emma Mason. When she
smiled she looked very young. I thought her as beauti-
ful a girl as T had ever seen; but in a few seconds the
smile passed off, and there came a look of sorrow—a
yearning, eager gaze—which made her look very much
older. T went round with her to visit the different
patients, telling her of my great interest in the soldiers,
and trying to win her confidence. I was very anxious to
know something of her history, but I could gain nothing;
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and, giving it up in despair, I bade her good-evening, and
was leaving the ward when she called me and said:

“Will you be kind enough to notice among the soldiers
you may meet from Boston, and if you find this name let
me know immediately 7"’

I took the card and read, ““Paul Ashton, 16th Mass.
Vol.” 1 started, and was about telling her where he
was, when 1 was stopped by seeing the deathly pallor of
her face.

She said, scarcely above a whisper:

“Is he living?”’

I said I was only about to tell her I felt sure I could
hear of him, as I knew many of that regiment. 1 felt

that I must not tell her then. I must find out more of
her first.

She looked disappointed, and said:

“I heard that regiment was in the last battle. Have
you seen any since that time? I am deeply interested in
that soldier; he was my only brother’s most intimate
friend.”

I told her I should go the next day, probably, to the
“Douglas,” and if I had any tidings I would let her
know. And so I left her, anxious to be alone, to think
over and plan about this new development in Ashton’s
history. Who was she? Could she be his lcst love?
Impossible! This nurse in a Union hospitzll No,
never! She must be down in her Southern home. What
should I do? Go tell Ashton? No, that would not do
yet. So I worried about it, and at last I decided 1 would
sleep on it, and my mind would be clearer for action in
the momning.

I could not divert my mind from the idea that it Xeust
be the girl whose name I had never beard.

Next morning my mind was made up. I went ow te



In the Hospital. 201

aee Ashton; found him in poorer spirits than ever. ¥
sat down and tried to cheer him up. He said:

“I feel more miserable this morning than ever in my
life before. I have a furlough for thirty days, but I
do not care to take 1it. I am as well here as anywhere.’

I said: “I have often found that the darkest hours are
many times followed by the brighest. Cheer up. I feel
as if you would have some comfort before long, and see!
Why, here you have a bouquet with so many ‘heart’s-eases’
in it. Heaven grant it may be a token of coming ease¢
and happiness. Who gave these to you? It is rarely wé
see them at this season.”

“Sister L. gave them to me; they came from the green:
house.”

I told him I should see him again that afternoon, and
taking my leave, went over to see the nurse at the armory.
She came quickly forward to see me, and said:

“Have you any news——"

“I have heard of him; he was in the battle and very
severely wounded, but living when my friend last heard
of him.”

“When was that? Where is he?” she exclaimed, hur-
riedly. “You know more, I can see; please tell me.”

I answered her:

“I will tell you all, but T must beg of you a little confi-
dence in return. I saw him myself, and helped to nurse
him—was very much interested in him; he was terribly
ill and is now very, very weak—his recovery doubtfal.
He has told me much of his past life. Now, will you not
tell me what he is to you, for I see you are deeply
moved ?”’

“Did he tell you anything of the girl who drove him
~ff without a kind word—heaping upon him reproaches
end wounding his notle heart to the core? T1f he did, it
was L Oh, Qew T have suffered since! Even when 1
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accused him of cowardice and treachery, in my heart 1
was proud of him. Oh! tell me where he is, that I max
go to hime I have been looking for him every moment
since the battle. Take me, please?”

“He i4 at the ‘Douglas,” but very sick; I saw him not
two heurs ago. I fear any sudden shock, even of joy.
You are never absent from his mind: he has never men-
tioned your name, but he has told me much. Now, tell
me, will you not, how it is you are here? And then we
must devise a plan to take you to him without too great
a ghock.”

She said:

“These black robes are for my brother. He bade me
do what I could for the suffering -and wounded on both
sides, and find Paul. I will give you a letter I received
written by him a few days previous to his death. After
you have read it you will then understand better why
I am here.”

And leaving the ward for a fewgmoments she returned
and handed me the letter. The writing plainly told that
the writer was very weak. I give it to you, my dear
reader, every word; I could not do justice by, relating in
my own style:

Sister—I am wounded, and must die. I have felt it for several
days. The doctor and the kind boys try to cheer me up, but I've
been growing weaker daily. The suffering in my breast is terri-
ble. I had a Minnie ball pass through my left lung. I have
been very much frightened about dying, and wanted to live; but
last night I had a dream which has produced a great change.
Now I feel sure I shall die, and am content. I am with the
Union boys; they are very kind. The one next me fanned me
and rubbed my side until I fell asleep last night, and slept better
than I have since I've been wounded. Now, darling sister, here
is my dream: I thought I had been fighting, and having been
wounded, was carried off the field and was laid under a large

tree: after being there a little while I felt some one clasp my
hand; looking up, I found Paul. He also had been wounded.

P
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He handed me his canteen, and while drinking I seemed to get
quite easy. There seemed to be a great mist all over us; I could
see nothing for a little while. Again I heard my name called,
and looking up, found the mist had cleared away, and our great-
grandfather (whom I knew well, from the old portrait, which
we used to be so proud of, father telling us he was one of the
signers of the “Declaration”) was standing before me, but he
did not look smiling like the face of the picture; but, oh! so sad
and stern. In his hand he had a beautiful wreath of ivy, which
he, stooping, placed on the brow of Paul, saying, “Live, boy—your
country wants you;"” and stretching forth his hand, he drew me
to a stand ncar him on which stood our old family Bible, ink
and pen. He opened to the births, and putting his finger on my
name, he raised the pen and marked a heavy black line over the
H, and was procceding, when his hand was caught by our old
nurse, Mammy Chloe, who has been dead years, you know, who
pointed over toward the west of us, and there stood a large shin-
ing cross with these words over it, “Unless ye forgive men their
trespasses, how can your Heavenly Father forgive you?” And
coming up to me, put forth her hand and beckoned me to follow
her. Then the old gentleman spoke and said, “Your blood will
blot out vour disgrace;” and turning the leaf, he pointed to the
“Deaths,” and I read, “On the 28th of September, 1862, Harry
Clay Mason, aged 213" and then I woke up. This is the 2oth; [
think I shall live until that day Now I bid you go carry mother
to somewhere North, to Paul's friends; they will be kind to her
and try to comfort her, and go you and devote yourself to the
suffering soldiers, and find Paul, if possible; he will live, I know;
tell him how I loved him, yet, and honored him, although I
thought him wrong. Tell him good-by. And to wmother, try to
soften this blow as much as possible. Tell her I am happy now.
I think God will pardon me for my sins, for His Son’s sake.
There is a boy from my regiment expecting to be parolled, and
he has promised to deliver this to you. Good-by. God bless you,
darling  Lovingly, Hazgpy.
Fairfax, Va

I was much affected. After a few moments I said:
“How long did he live?”

“He lived, seemingly growing much better, until the
afternoon of the twenty-eighth. He was then taken with
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themorrhage and so passed away.” And pushing her hair
back from her temples, she said:

“These came the night I got that letter.” And ¥ saw
the numberless white hairs gleaming amid her raven
locks. 1 said:

“Come, we will go to him. I think you had better
write a little note to him; you know best what to say, but
do not tell him you are here just yet, but something to
set his heart at peace; and I will tell him it was given
me by a Southerner I found in the hospital.”

“Yes,"” she said; “you are very thoughtful, that is just
the thing.”

And she went into the ante-room, and soon came out,
and giving me the note, said:

“You know all; read it.”

And I read: “Paul, forgive and love me again. I
shall try to come to you soon.”

So we proceeded to the “Douglas,” and I went in,
found Dr. B., told him and asked if we might venture in.
He thought better to break it gently at first, and promis-
ing to stay near in case of being needed, laughingly said
to Miss Mason:

“Now, if I was a doctor of divinity, I should be wish-
ing to be sent for.”

Leaving her in his charge, I went in.

“Back so soon?”’ Ashton said. “How bright and
cheerful you look!”

I sat down and said, “Yes, I have some pleasant news;
I have a letter for you; I met with a Southerner who
knew a friend of yours, who gave me this for you. It
may be from your aunt, and you may hear from your
lady love, possibly.”

He caught the letter, tore off the envelope, and read.
[ was frightened—he never spoke a word or moved.
Then, “Thank God!” burst forth in heart-felt tones.
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I saw he was all right. 1 said:

“You must now commence to think of her coming and
being with you, for it is some time since that person left
the South, and you may look for her any time. I was
told that the family were intimate with Mr. Davis, and
they were to have a ‘pass’ North to find ‘the son.” I then
told him I had wanted to prepare him, for she was really
a1 Washington, and 1 had met her—she had given me
the note for him. He seemed to divine all, and said:

“Bring her to me. I am strong and well now.”

I sent the attendant to Dr. B.'s room, and in a few
moments she was beside him.

“Forgiven!” she murmured ; and, bending, pressed her
lips to his pale forehead, and taking his hand, she sat on
the cot beside him. There was little said, but

*Eyes looked love to eyes that spake again.”

So they remained until the sun went down and it was
getting quite dark, when Dr. B. came in and said:

“Ah, Ashton, you have a more skillful physician than
I. She has done more for you in five minutes than I
have for as many wecks. I guess you will take that fur-
lough and commission now, Lieutenant Ashton.”

He took Dr. B.’s hand, and said:

“Under God, doctor, by your skillful hand and great
kindness, with the attentions of the good friends here, I
have been kept alive for this day.”

Emma Mason bade him good-night, saying she must
go over to her boys again, and get her discharge from the
surgeon in charge.

In three days Ashton bade adieu to his friends in the
“Douglas,” and with Miss Mason, Dr. B. and myself, he
got into the carriage waiting, directing the driver to stop
at the residence of the Rev. Dr. Smith. There they were
united, and received our heart-felt congratulations, and
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proceeded to the cars, which soon bore them fo their
friends North.

A few days ago a servant came to my room, bringing
a card.

I read: “Paul Ashton and wife.”

I almost flew down to them. They were on their way
South to settle up their property and provide for the old
servants who remained there. Paul had returned to the
army and remained until the close of the war, having
reached the rank of colonel. He is looking very well,
He has been offered a commission in the regular service,
but his wife says his country had him when he was
needed, but she must have him now. They are taking
with them the remains of poor Harry, to place beside his
father in their Southern home. His mother is now quite
resigned, and says she is only waiting God’s will to m~et
her friends above.



EARNEST AND TRUE,

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN.

But still our place is kept and it will not wait;
Ready for us to fill it soon or late,

No star is ever lost we once have seen,

We alwavs MmaAY be, what we MIGHT have been.

“You have never loved me, Constance, or vou could
not thus calmly bid me go, without one word of hope for
the future. Only say that I may some day call you mine,
and I will win a name that you will not blush to bear.”

“Would to Heaven I could, Ernest; but I can see no
hope of my father’s relenting. You heard how deter-
mincd he was never to consent to my union with any one
save Gerald. You say I have never loved you! Believ-
ing this, it will not be so hard for you to leave me. It
is useless prolonging this interview! Every moment
brings an increase of agony, making it harder to part.
Bid me good-by, say God bless me, and go quickly, if
you have any mercy for me.”

“Listen just for a moment more! Oh, my darling,
forgive my hasty word; but, Constance, if your love was
as devoted and single as mine you would not thus resign
one who loves you only of all the world; no one shares
my heart with you. I know you love me, but not as I
would be loved, or you would leave father and mother
and cling to me. What right has your father, or any



208 Earnest and True.

other father, to llast his child’s happiness? Heed him
not, love, but come with me. I will never let you feel
a single regret. I will love you more than all their love
combined. Nay, do not turn aside—you must hear me.
Think what you are doing! wrecking my happiness, cast-
ing me forth, without hope, to drag out a miserable, use-
less existence. I may be cursed with long life. Con-
stance, darling, come with me! With your parents it
will only be a short grief—disappointed ambition—and,
at the most, only the thwarting of their proud hopes.
They will soon get over it; but even if they should not,
in all human probability they have not the length of days
to suffer that we have. Bid me hope!”

“Ernest, Heaven only knows what a severe trial this
is to me. Yet your words only strengthen me in my
duty. It is true, as you say, my parents are old. Can
I grieve and wring their careworn hearts? No, no!
What recompense can a child make her parents for all
their unselfish love, and constant watching over, and
providing for, from the first feeble baby days, to the time
when they could, if willing, return all this, by simple
duty; obedience to their will. Think, Ernest, how, in
my days of illness, my mother watched over and soothed
me. The long, sleepless nights spent over my cradle—
praying God to spare her child—for what? to prove an
ungrateful one! Oh, no! I could look for no blessing
on our union if I should be deaf to the pleading of my
parents, and heedless of God’s own command.

“Perhaps some time hence they may think differently.
Then, if you have not sought and won another, we may
be happy. One thing you may rest assured of, I shal
never wed Gerald Moreton, or any other. I obeyed my
father in resigning you, but cannot perjure myself by
taking the marriage vows, even at their command. Do
not leave me in anger, Ernest. Let your last look be of
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kindness and forgiveness for the sorrow I cause you.
Now. a long look into your eyes, to engrave them forever
on my eart. Good-by—God bless you, Ernest.”

She neld out her arms, and was clasped in a long, last
embrace. Breaking away, she was soon lost to view
among the deep shadows of the garden.

“And this is the end! This is woman’s love! Mere
filial duty, 1 should say. Well, well, a final adieu to all
thought of love. In future I devote myself to ambition,
wedded only to my profession, in hope that in this I
shall not meet with another such reward.”

Constance Lyle was the only child of wealthy parents.
Ever since her infancy her father had cherished the hope
of uniting her with his ward, Gerald Moreton, the son
of a very dear friend. Gerald was left an orphan before
he had reached his tenth year. When Mr. Moreton, on
his deathbed, placed his son under the care of his old
friend, he intimated his desire that some time in the
future, the little Constance (scarcely then four years old)
should bear the name of Moreton. To this Mr. Lyle
readily agreed. The little Gerald was truly a noble boy,
and he was much attached to him, years before having
lost a son of the same age; this child of his dearest
friend had, in some degree, served to fill the aching
void. Again, Gerald’s prospects were very brilliant; but,
to do Mr. Lyle justice, more than all this was the desire
to please his friend, to make some amends for the past.
In years gone by these two men had been rivals for the
love of Constance’s mother.

Moreton was a high-minded, noble fellow, and when
he became sure that young Lyle was the favored one,
not a thought of ill-feeling entered his heart against his
friend ; but going to him, with his usual candor and gen-
erosity, he said:

“I shall go away for a while. It will be rather too
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much for me to bear witnessing your happiness, just
yet. 1 shall get over it in time, though. Heaven bless
you, dear friend, and grant you happiness and prosperity.
No one will pray for vour welfare more sincerely than
myself. Bid her good-by for me. After a while I'll be
back, to stand god-father to some of your little ones, per-
haps.”

He remained away three years; and then returned
home, bringing with him a fair, fragile little creature,
who remained with him scarce two years; leaving the
little Gerald to comfort and console the bereaved man,
and be a loving reminder of the gentle little dove, who
had loved him so dearly, and then winged her flight
above, to watch over and pray for the coming of her
loved ones.

So it was that Mr. Lyle would look with no favor, or
even paticnce, on any suitor. Even when Constance her-
self pleaded for Ernest Ellwood, telling him she could
never iove Gerald other than as a brother; and if he would
not give her to the one she loved, that she would remain
with them, but would never wed where she could not love.

Still he remained firm in his determination to give her
to his friend’s son or no one.

Years passed by—but she continued as firm and de-
termined in her resolve as her father in his.

Gerald, like his father, was a noble fellow. He loved
Constance, Bbut when he found his love was a source of
grief to her, he began to set himself to work to devise
means of rendering her path in life rather more pleasant.
She did not murmur at her self-sacrifice; this she con-
sidered her duty; but the constant and continual en-
treaties for the marriage wore upon her, and made her
life almost miserable.

Gerald told Mr. Lyle he must beg to resign all pre-
tensions to Constance; that upon examining his heart, he
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found out that it was as a sister he loved her, and was
not willing to render her unhappy by making her his
wife. If his father were living he would not wish it.
That he thought a promise, made to the dead, had much
better be broken, than kept by making the living mis-
erable.

So, to carry out his views, he left home for a summer
trip. After being absent three months, he wrote to Con-
stance that he had decided to remain a while longer; and
at the end of another month came a letter to Mr. Lyle,
saying that he was about to be married—dlesiring certain
business arrangements to be made—and e¢nding by the
remark, that he knew this marriage would not meet with
the cordial approval of his kind guardian, and for this
he was truly sorry; but was more than compensated for
this by the knowledge that he had the best wishes of his
dear sister, Constance, and begged Mr. Lyle to try and
render her happy, in return for her unhappiness during
the last ten years.

This was a dreadful blow to Mr. Lyle, and he declared
that if Ernest Ellwood had not crossed their path that
his dearest hopes would not have been thwarted. Not
for a moment did he relent.

Constance had heard nothing from Ernest since she
parted from him, except once, about five years after. She
picked up a Western paper, and saw his name mentioned
as one of the rising men of State—an extract from
a political speech made by him—and finally the predic-
tion of a brilliant career for this young man, whose tal-
ents and eloquence were placing him before the people,
who, even now, in so young a man, recognized a master-
spirit; and in all probability very shortly he would speak
for his adopted State in the halls of the national Capitol.

This slip was cut out and treasured by her—and once
when her father was grumbling and predicting bad luck
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to his evil genius, as he called him, she brought forth and
displayed, with a grateful heart, this notice to prove she
had not loved unworthily.

Her father listened with interest to the extract from
the speech and the comments relative to the speaker.
He had been considerable of a politician, and as Ernest
was of the same party as himself, he felt really glad of
his brilliant prospects.

“In all probability he is married long ago, and has
almost, if not quite, forgotten you, Constance. At any
rate, you see your sending him off did no hurt. Men are
sensible ; they don’t die of love. Something more formid-
able, in the way of disease, must attack to carry them
off, or affect their minds, either. Yes, yes, child, be sure
he has transferred his affections long ago,” remarked the
father.

“I cannot tell, father. Perhaps it is so; you can judge
of man’s constancy better than I. If I judged him, it
would be by my own heart, then I should be sure he is
not married. 1 think that when alone, and freed from the
care and toil of business, or, at rest from his studies, that
his mind wanders back to the girl of his love. Nol no!
he has not forgotten me.”

One after another of the joyous new years rushed into
the world, passing on to maturity, growing older, and
finally passing out, leaving the gentle, submissive girl,
as they had found her, devoting herself to her father.

Now disease had settled on Mr. Lyle. For years he
had been an invalid, nervous, fretful and impatient. No
one but Constance could suit him. Not even his wife.
Her gentle hand, only, could soothe his suffering. Her
soft, loving tones alone would quiet his paroxysm of
nervousness.

Time passed on, and Death entered the home of Con-
stance, not to disturb the long-suffering father, but tak-
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ing the apparently healthy mother. Swiftly, quietly, and
without suffering, she passed from her slumbers to the
home of her Maker.

This was a terrible trial for the poor girl. She almost
sank under it: but in a little while she rose above her
own sorrows. Bowing with submission to the will of
God, she now felt why it was her young hopes had been
blasted. Before, all was dark; now, she saw plainly.
She alone was left to cheer and solace the stricken father.
No longer a single regret lingered in her heart. All was
well. A holy calm broke over her, and she became almost
happy, blessed with an approving conscience.

Suffering at last softened the stern nature of Mr, Lyle,
and opened his eyes to the value of his child. He knew
her devotion, her patient, untiring attendance on him,
and he felt what a blessed boon she had been to him, and
how illy he had merited so much loving kindness!

On one occasion he said:

“My daughter, I do not deserve such a blessing as you
are to me. I have been very harsh and relentless, and
caused you much sorrow; would that I could call back
the past, and act differently. Heaven only knows how
grieved I am for my mistaken views and actions.”

Going up, and putting her arms around him, she re-
plied:

“Do not worry about the past, father dear, nor about
your daughter. Believe me, I am happy with you; and
have no regrets. I would not be absent from you during
your suffering, even to be with him.”

“Where is Ernest? Do you love him still?” he asked.

“I only know (through the papers) that he has been
elected to Congress. About my still loving him, depends
entirely on whether I have the right to do so; he may
have given that to another,” she replied, and called to
her beautiful lips a sweet smile, to try to convince him,
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more than her words Wwould, that she was content, what-
e’er her lot should be.

It is a few weeks after the meeting of Congress. All
Washington is on the gui zive about the passage of the
Bill, and the appeal to be made in its favor by
the new member from

Constance Lyle stands before her mirror. More than
usual care has she bestowed on her toilet,

We will play eavesdropper, dear reader, just for once,
and peep over her shoulder, to view the changes time has
made. No longer the fresh, brilliant beauty of her youth-
ful days. Constant confinement in the sickroom, care,
and anxiety have faded the roses that used to bloom on
her cheeks; but to us she is more charming, this pale
beauty, with her gentle dignity, and sweet, patient look,
than the bright, merry girl of years ago.

There is something about her which makes us think
we would like ever to be near her, side by side, to pass
on life’s pathway, feeling sure her beauty would never
wane, but wax purer and brighter as she neared her jour-
ney’s end. Listen! She says:

“How strange my birthday should be the one for his
speech! This day I shall see him for the first time for
fifteen years. Yes, I am thirty-three to-day, and this is
the anniversary of our parting!”

Leaving her room she is soon by her father’s side.

“I'll have to go early, father, dear. It will be very
crowded, and Gerald is waiting. His wife is going to
stay with you during my absence.”

“How well you look, my daughter! Why, really, you
are getting young again!”’

“This is my birthday, father. I am a maiden of no
particular age to the public, but T whisper in your ear
privately,” she joyously said; and, suiting the action to
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the word, bent down, whispered, kissed him, and was
gone.

“How time flies! But she is still very beautiful.
Heaven grant my prayers may be answered. She de-
serves to be happy; and when I am gone she will be very
lonely, and then feel keenly my harsh treatment,” he mur-
mured.

Wearily passed the hours nntil he heard her light step
on the stairs. She came in. He thought there seemed a
shadow on her face, but she came forward, and said,
pleasantly :

“Well, father, you are likely to keep your daughter.
I heard Ernest. I had not expected too much; he was
grandly eloquent. He has altered in his looks; he seems
much older, and is quite gray; mental work and hard
study, he says.”

“Then you saw him, and spoke to him! What do you
mean by saying I shall keep you? Is he mar &

“Yes,” she replied, before he had finished his question.
“He introduced me to his daughter, a little miss of about
twelve; so you were right when you said that men were
too sensible to suffer for or from love. He must have
married in two years after he left us. Gerald left little
Constance and me in the library, and went and brought
him to see us. We were with him only a very short time,
when he was sent for. He excused himself, and bade us
good-day. Now, father, I will remove my wrappings,
and order dinner.”

Day after day passed on, and Constance had schooled
herself to think of Ernest only as a happy husband and
father. She did not blame him for taking a companion.
He was away from all kindred and friends, and she had
given him no hcpa to induce him to wait through all
these years for her.

One day, just a week after their meeting at Congress,




210 Earnest and True.

she was sitting reading to her father, when a servant
entered, and handed a card. She read, Ernest Ellwood!

Paler for a few moments, and tightly pressed were the
sweet lips. She did not rise from her seat, until she had
communed with her heart. Now, she thought, I must
call up all my fortitude and self-control, and prove to
Ernest, to my father, and, more than all, to myself, that
my heart is not troubled!

“Father,” she said, “Ernest is below. He is waiting,
probably, to inquire after you. I told him you had long
been an invalid. Will you see him?”

“] would rather not, darling, unless you wish it. Ge
down a while, and if he must come up, let me know first.”

Slowly she descended the steps, passed through the
long hall, and entered the drawing-room, advancing witi
quiet dignity to welcome the distinguished representative.

He listened a moment to her words, so calm and cold;
then, clasping her in his arms, he drew her down beside
him, and said:

“Oh, my darling! thank Heaven, I find you still Con-
stance Lyle!”’

She tried to draw herself away from his side, but his
arms held her tightly, and his hand clasped hers. His
eyes were gazing so earnestly and lovingly in hers, as in
by-gone days. She tried to speak, but he said:

“Nay, my beautiful love, you must not move or speak
until you have heard me through, and then I shall await
your verdict. I know you think it so strange that I have
not been to you before. I have been the victim of a mis-
erable mistake. The day I entered this city I walked
past here to catch a glimpse of you, perhaps. As I neared
the door, I beheld seated on the steps that pretty little
girl that I afterward saw with you. 1 stopped, spoke
to her, and asked her name. Constance, she told me, and
her father’s, Gerald. Oh, my love, the long years of sus-
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pense were ended to me then! I cannot tell you how
dark the world seemed to me then. I struggled on, how-
ever, with my sorrowe. Then I met you. Your being
with Gerald and having the lit |- one with you omly too
truly proved that my conjecture was right. I saw you,
as I believed, the happy wife of Gerald, and knew no dif-
ference until this morning. When I met him then, he
stopped and urged me to come and see him. I asked
after his wife, and remarked that time had changed her
but very little, when, to my amazement, he said he did
not know I had ever met Mrs. Moreton. Thetn came the
explanation. I parted with the noble fellow only a few
moments ago, and here I am now. Tell me, love, that
all my waiting—never wandering from my love for you
for an hour, has not been in vain. Speak, love!”

“Ernest Ellwood, what mean you by speaking to me
thus? Allow me to rise. Your mind is certainly very
much affected. Nothing but insanity can excuse this lan-
guage to me. I will order the carriage to convey you
home to your wife and daughter.”

“My wife—oh, yes, now 1 know. Gerald told me.
We have all been very busy blundering. My darling, 1
have no wife or daughter. Louise is only mine by adop-
tion. Her father was my dearest friend. This little one
was placed in my arms, an orphan, when only three years
old—and she knew no parent but myself. Can I go to
your father, love?”

She no longer tried to release herself from his arms.
Lower and lower drooped the beautiful head until it was
pillowed on his breast. He felt her heart throbbing
against his own, and almost bursting with its fulness of
joy. He was answered—rewarded for all the years of
waiting.

At length she raised her head. In her eyes he saw alf
the love of years beaming there.
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“At last, my Ernest,” she said. “I must go to father
first and prepare him to see you.”

Springing lightly up the stairs, she entered the room
and stood beside her father’s armchair.

He saw her beaming look, and said:

“What is it, Constance? What has brought this great
joy to you? You look so happy.”

“Father, we have all been under a great mistake.
Ernest has never been marricd. That was his adopted
daughter. He is waiting to see you; may I bring him
up?”’

“Yes, yes. Thank God! my prayers are answered.”

In a few moments she stands before him, with her
hand clasped in Ernest’s.

“Here I am again, Mr. Lyle, as in years gone by,
pleading for your blessing on our love. May I have her
now, after all these years of waiting?”

“Ernest Moreton, I am profoundly thankful to Heaven
for sparing me to see this day. Welcome back to your
home and old friends, and welcome to the hand of my
daughter. Take her; she has been a loving, patient, du-
tiful child. She has brightened and cheered my path for
a long, weary time, and now I resign this blessing to
you, and beg your forgiveness for these long years, lost
to both, which might have been passed happily together.”

“Not resign, but only share with me, this blessing;
she shall never leave you, sir,” replied Ernest.

“Father, do not speak of years lost; they have not been.
Ernest would not have gone away, and devoted himself
to study, if we had been united then; just think then
what his adopted State would have lost! and I have been
cheering you—think what you would have lost without
your little Constance! Nay, there is nothing lost; all is
gain, and simply by keeping God’s command, ‘Honor
thy father and thy mother.””
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“Let me come in to rejoice with you all, and make my
speech,” exclaimed the noble Gerald, grasping the hand
of each. ‘I say that they are worthy of each other. He
by his earnest, unwavering love for his lady fair, and
earnest, untiring endeavors to serve his State—who has
now won the respect and confidence of his countrymen—
he alone is worthy of the woman ever constant to her
early love, yet never faltering in her chosen path of filial
duty.”
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WHY HE WAS MERCIFUL

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEM.

'Who made the heart, tis He alone
Decidedly can try us;
He knows each chord—its various tone;
Each spring—its various bias;
Then at the balance let’s be mute—
We never can adjust it;
What's done, we partly may compute—
We know not what's resisted.—RoBerT Burws.

“How is it, my old friend, that you are so very lenient
to these young thieves? Your sentence was very unex-
pected. Every one thought you would, at least, send
them to the State’s prison for three or four years. The
young rascals were amazed themselves. The House of
Correction for six months has not much terror for them.
Do you know that it has become a common saying among
the members of the bar that our venerated and respected
judge has a strong sympathy—in a word, a fellow-feeling
—for all young thieves! I think you will have to commit
a few of those gentlemen for contempt.”

“I do not wonder, at all, Mr, Archer, at any, indeed,
every one, thinking and saying as much,” said Mrs. Morley,
the wife of the judge, just entering the room in time to
hear the concluding part of Mr. Archer’s remarks. “Only
a few months ago the judge could not possibly help sen-
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tencing a boy to the State’s prison; but, before the time
for entry came, he succeeded in getting his pardon; and,
more than this, he has brought him here, into his own
home-circle, with the i1dea of reforming him.”

“My dear wife, have you any cause, so far, to think I
shall fail? Has not the boy proved grateful and
worthy ?” asked the judge, in a mild, though very sad,
voice.

“Yes, yes; but how you can have any patience with
such characters, I cannot imagine,” answered his wife.

“Sit still, Archer, if you have no engagement; I am
going to tell my wife a little story, which will probably
explain my charity toward those unfortunate youths
that you have spoken of; and, indeed, all such. You, as
my oldest and most valued friend, shall share the hearing,
if you wish.”

“Many thanks for the privilege, with my deep appreci-
ation for your kindness in thinking of me thus,” returned
Mr. Archer, warmly, at the same time resuming his seat.

“The story I have to tell you came under my immedi-
ate observation. I was quite well acquainted with the
principal character.

“Very many years ago, and not far distant from this
city, lived an orphan boy, scarce fifteen vears of age—be-
reaved, at one cruel blow, by a prevailing epidemic, of
both parents, and left to the care of an uncle (his father’s
brother), a hard, cruel man.

“A few hundred dollars, quite sufficient, however, to
support and continue the boy’s studies, for a few years,
was left in the hands of the uncle. But of this there was
no proof—no will or last testament was left.

“Death came so swiftly there was little time for aught

save an appealing look from son to brother, and
the pleading voice murmured:
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““‘Be a father to my boy. Oh! deal justly, kindly
towards him?!

“In a very few days the sensitive mind of tiic poor boy
too truly perceived that he was not a welcome inmate,
Before a month had passed he was withdrawn from
school ; his love of study was discouraged; in fact, made
a source of ridicule; and his time so completely taken up
with hard work on the farm, there was no chance for
aught else.

“On one occasion George (we will call him) ventured
a remonstrance with his uncle—alluding to the money
in his possession to be used for George's education and
support. Judge of his amazement and indignation when
the bad man denied having one dollar in trust for him,
and ended by calling him a pauper, and saying he would
have to work for his bread.

“The future, there, was very plain to George; a life of
ignorance—nothing higher than a mere farm drudge.
His mind was determined against that. Privation, suf-
fering, death, even, were preferable. The next day found
him a fugitive from injustice and dishonesty—a lonely
traveler on the path of life. Secking Fortune, to find
and be treated by that whimsical goddess with good or ill.
To be smiled or frowned upon, to be mounted upon the
triumphing waves, rising higher and higher, until he had
reached the pinnacle of Fame, or drifted about, sinking
lower and lower in the dark waters, at last reaching the
pool of Dishonesty, Despair, Death!

“Ah! who could tell which fate would be his?

“Oh, how I can sympathize with all such! looking
back on my own pathway to manhood; remembering
the dangers, temptations and numberless snares that
vouths have to encounter. In fact, to pass through a
fierv furnace! And how very few are they, that come
forth, unscarred, and purified !
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“Remembering this, I exclaim, ‘How was I saved?
And then my heart, almost bursting with gratitude, forces
the words to my lips—by God’s mercy alone!

“Taking with him a few favorite books—a change of
linen—he bade adieu to the home so laden with bitter
memories,

“A day’s weary travel brought him to the city of L——,
Here, for many days, until the autumn came on, he
managed to subsist—doing little chores, carrying a car-
pet-bag or bundle—earning enough to sustain life merely,
and sleeping in the depot or market-house.

“At length the cold davs and colder nights came on;
work was very hard to find, and our poor boy's fortitude
was severely tried.

“The day of his trial, his direst temptation, came! For
twenty-four hours he had not tasted food. A cold, bleak
night was fast approaching. One after armother of his
books had gone to get a piece of bread. Now nothing
was left but starvation or—the boy dare hardly breathe
it to himself-—or dishonesty!

“He must have food somehow. Loitering about the
depot, watching a chance to earn a few pennies, he saw
a gentleman alight from a carriage, take out his pocket-
book, pay the driver, and return it, as he supposed, to his
pocket.

“It was almost dark, yet the eager eye of the hungry
boy saw what had escaped the driver’s.

“There, in that gutter, lay the surety against suffering
for that and many coming nights.

“He was about to rush forward and secure the prize—
the lost pocketbook—but caution whispered, ‘Be sharp!
you may be seen.’” And then, with the cunning and sly-
ness of an old thief—thus suddenly taught by keen suf-
fering—he sauntered along, crossing the gutter, stumbled
and fell; then put out his hand, covered and secured his
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treasure, slowly arose, and feigning a slight lameness, he
retraced his steps towards the depot, entered the waiting-
room, which he felt sure would be unoccupied at that
hour. Getting behind the warm stove and close to the
dim lamp, he opened the pocketbook—gold! notes! tens,
twenties! over a hundred dollars met his gaze! When
had he seen so much? His—all his! Had he not found
it? Possibly he might have overtaken the owner and re-
stored it, but what was the use of throwing away good
luck! But already Conscience was at work. Turning
over the notes he found a little silken bag. Opening it,
he drew forth a miniature painting of a beautiful little
girl, and on the back was written:

“‘Qur darling! three years old to-day’

“It was a lovely, angelic face. The boy was fascin-
ated, spellbound by it Long he gazed. He grew very
uneasy, His bosom heaved convulsively. There were
signs of violent emotion, and then burst forth the words:

“‘I have not stolen it. Who says so? I found it!’

“Again he looks almost wildly at the picture; then
whispers hoarsely :

“‘She says, “Thou shalt not steall” Can this be steal-
ing? No—no, it is not. It is luck. I am growing nerv-
ous from long fasting. Oh, Heavens, how hungry [ am|
Bread, bread! I must have bread or diel’

“Taking out a few small coins, he closed the pocket-
book, putting the little miniature in his bosom; then
walked as swiftly as his failing strength would allow;
reached, and was about to enter, an eating-house. At the
door, he hesitated; and, drawing forth the little picture,
looked again at the baby-face. Now, to his eye, she has
grown older ; and the face is so sad, with such an appeal-
ing look, which speaks to his inmost heart.

“The blue eyes were no longer the laughing ones of
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childhood ; but, oh! yes, it was really so—his mother’s
lovely, sad face was before him! The same sweet, quiver-
ing lips, which seemed whispering so earnestly:

“*“Thou shalt not steal!” ”

“Thrusting the picture back to its hiding-place, he sank
exhausted from violent emotion and extreme weakness
down on the stone steps,

“Oh, the terrible struggle that was going on in that
young breast!

“The tearing pangs of hunger, the sharp stinging
thrusts of conscience were warring for the victory. Oh,
those who have never known the pangs of hunger can
but poorly imagine that fearful struggle. At last, thank
God ! Conscience triumphed. Honesty was victor.

“Bursting into tears, he murmured:

“‘God forgive, and have mercy! Mother—Iittle angel-
girl smile on me?

“He returned the coin to the book, and clasping it
tightly, replaced it in his pocket.

“*I will not touch one cent; and in the morning, if I
live so long, I will find some means to restore it to the
owner—all but the little picture—that angel-child has
saved me, and I must keep her to watch over me in the
future.’

“Slowly he arose, and was proceeding along the street,
thinking he could at least return and sleep in the depot,
when a loud noise attracted his attention.

“A horse came dashing furiously along the street,
drawing after him a buggy in which was crouching a
lady almost lifeless with terror. Thoughts as swift as
lightning flashed through his mind; he might save her—
what though he was trampled to death. Then he surely
would be relieved from suffering!

“Summoning up all his little strength—then wonder-
fully increased by excitement and manly courage—he
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rushed forward, faced the frightened little animal, seized
the reins, and was dragged some distance, still holding
firmly on—sustaining no injury save a few bruises—until
he succeeded in checking the wild flight. He saw his ad-
vantage ; then, with a kind voice, he spoke to the horse,
patting and rubbing his head and neck, until he became
quite gentle. George knew the poor fellow was not vic-
ious but frightened at something he had seen or heard.

“In a few moments he was joined by a crowd—among
whom came a gentleman limping and wearing a look of
great anxiety.

“George knew his thoughts, and said:
“‘The lady is not at all hurt, sir, only frightened.”

“Several had seen the boy’s action, and the owner of
the horse soon understood all about it, Many were his
words of grateful acknowledgment, and warmly shaking
the boy’s hand, he pushed into it a half-eagle.

“Looking at this a moment, again tempted by hunger,
he hesitated—then exclaimed:

“‘No, thank you, sir, I cannot take it. I am amply
rewarded by having succeeded in helping the lady.’

“‘Oh, do let us do something to prove our thanks.
You look so weary, and indeed, almost sick. Tell us how
can we serve you,’” said the lady, who had not spoken
until then.

“These kind words brought tears to the boy’s eyes; he
tried to speak, but his voice failed.

“‘There, my boy,” said the gentleman, ‘it is growing
very cold. We live only a short way from here. I shall
lead my horse, and you must follow on. Supper is wait=
ing for us; and after we have been refreshed by a cup
of hot coffee and something substantial, I shall insist on
being allowed to prove my thankfulness in ~ome way or
other.’
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“This kindness, George had neither the strength nor
the will to refuse.

“Following on, he soon reached with them, the house
of Dr. Perry. Such a supper the famished boy had
not seen since his parents’ death, and he did full justice
to it.

“The doctor’s delicate kindness and cordial manner so
won the boy, that during the evening he told him his
whole story, of his hard struggles and dreadful tempta-
tion, and ended by producing the pocketbook, and asking
the doctor’s advice as to the manner of restoring it.

“His kind friend suggested that there might be some
clew to be found inside as to whom it belonged.

“Opening it, George carefully examined every part, and
sure enough, found a card with the probable name and
address of the owner.

“*Now, my boy, it is too late to-night, but in the morn-
ing you can go find the place, inquire for the lady, and
then ask “if her husband left last night in the train
for > 1f he did, then you may know you have
found the right person. Now about yourself, your fu-
ture. What are your ideas?

“‘Oh! sir, if T could only earn enough to support me
and get into the City Academy, I should be the happiest
boy alive. But it is so hard to get a permit. I know I
am quite far enough advanced to be able to keep up with
the boys. I could live on bread alone to be able to ac-
quire knowledge,” said the boy, with great earnestness.

“‘I am thankful, my young friend, I can now find a
way to serve you. I am one of the directors of that in-
stitution. You shall be entered, and obtain all the ad-
vantages it offers.

“‘I see you are a proud boy and must feel that you are
earning your living. Come here to me every morning
befere, and after school has closed in the afternoons. J
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#ish you to take care of my office, and keep my things
n perfect order for me. What say you to this, and then
getting your meals with us?’

“Oh! what joy was in that hitherto sorrowful heart.

“Words could not express it; but clasping the doctor’s
hands, he pressed them to his heart, and pointed upward.

“His friend knew how grateful he was, and how very
happy he had made him.

“Oh! had not God heard his prayer and speedily an-
swered it. Mercy! how freely, how bountifully, it was
bestowed on him.,

“At last the words burst from his lips: ‘Oh, God! I
thank Thee.’

“Early the following morn the pocketbook was re-
stored; everything save the mimature. This he kept,
yet all the while feeling keenly that he was guilty of a
theft. Yet in this he did not feel that God was offended.
And often as he gazed at his little ‘guardian angel,” as
he called her, he would say, smilingly:

“She does not look reproachfully or seem to say,
‘Thou shalt not steal me.’

“His mind was determined on the purpose to work every
epare moment, night and day, denying himself in every
way, until he had secured money sufficient to get the
picture copied, and then return the original.

“Months passed on, prosperity smiled on him. His
best friend, the doctor, had full confidence in him. His
teachers encouraged and approved. All was well.

“His miserable lodgings were before long resigned for
a comfortable room in the happy home of Dr. Perry, who
insisted on this arrangement, saying:

“‘George, your services fully repay me. My little son
loves you dearly, and has wonderfully improved in his
studies, since he has been under your charge. We want
you with us as much as possible.’
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“Now, only one thing trrubled him. The stolen pic-
ture.

“At length he accomplished what once seemed an al-
most impossible thing. The picture was copied and paid
for; and George started to return the original, the one
that had rested in his bosom so long. How he loved it!

“It was a great sacrifice for him to give up that, and
retain the copy. However, he was somewhat compen-
sated by the result of his errand.

“'Twas the fifth birthday of the little girl, and well
he knew it. Ascending the steps of her father’s house,
he rang the bell, which was soon answered by a servant,
and behind him came a bevy of little girls, the foremost
being the original of his picture, his little ‘guardian
angel.’

“‘More presents for me?” she asked, as he handed the
precious parcel into her tiny hands, extended for it.

“*‘No, little one, for your father! Will you tell me
your name?’ he asked.

*“‘Oh, yes! My name is

“What was it?” eagerly asked Mrs. Morely.

“Why are you so anxious? I'll punish you a little
for interrupting me, by not telling you,” answered the
judge, playfully.

“Well, well, no matter; only go on,” answered his
wife, showing plainly how deeply she was interested in
his story.

“The little one held her hand, saying:

“‘I am five years old to-day. Shake hands with me,
Mr. I do not know your name. Every onec shakes
hands and kisses me to-day.’

“The youth clasped the dear little hand (held forth
with the sweet innocence of childhood and combined
with a dignity well worthy of a maid of twenty), and
pressed on it a pure kiss, at the same time breathing

L B
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to himself the vow that, with God’s blessing and help, to
win such a position that should enable him to seek and
know this child in her home. To try and make himself
worthy of her; to win her love, and in years to come
to have her as his ‘guardian angel’ through life.

“Often he would get a glimpse of her at the window
or the door, this giving him encouragement to work on.

“Another year he was taken as assistant in the
primary department of the academy, this giving him a
small income.

“In two more years he had graduated with the high-
est honors.

“His mind had been determined in favor of the
law. His most ardent wish to get in the office and read
with the father of ‘his little love,” then a very distin-
guished lawyer.

“This desire he made known to Dr. Perry, who
readily encouraged it, saying:

“‘I have no doubt, George, that you can succeed,
backed by such letters as we can give you, This gentle-
man is very kind and courteous, and I think has no one
with him at present. If I am not very much mistaken,
after you have seen and talked with him a short time, it
will be all right.’

“And so it proved. In a few days more George was
studying under the same roof with the child of all his
dearest, highest aspirations, daily seeing and speaking to
her.

“Very soon the little maid of eight years became very
fond of him.

“George rose rapidly in the respect and esteem of his
instructor, and in a few months a deep and sincere at-
tachment existed between them. Subsequently our
young friend entered the Bar, and was looked upon as a
man of fine promise; his career upward was steady, and



232 Why He Was Merciful.

finally, after eight or tem years’ practice, he was among
the best of his day.

“All these years of toil and study were for laurels to
lay at the feet of the one who had so unconsciously
saved him and encouraged him ‘onward.’ Wothing now
prevented the fruition of all his hopes. A little while
longer, and the living, breathing, speaking guardian
angel was all his own—blessing his heart and house, fill-
ing his very soul with the purest love, the most pro-
found gratitude to God, by whose infinite mercy he was
thus almost miraculously saved. And to prove his grati-
tude and thankfulness, he has endeavored constantly to
win the erring from sin, to encourage and sustain the
penitent, to try and soften the hardened heart, and finally,
as much as possible, to ameliorate the suffering and pun-
ishment of the guilty and condemned, truly knowing
how very many are tempted as much and more than the
hero of my story, without the interposition of such a
special Providence.”

The judge had finished. Mrs. Morely arose, and,
passing Her arm around her husband, pressed her lips to
his, earnestly and with deep emotion, saying:

“I long since recognized the noble, suffering boy of
your story. My husband, forgive my having ever
questioned your actions or motives. In the future I
will try to prove my worthiness of your love by aiding
you in all your works of mercy.”

“My old friend, and of all the most respected and hon-
ored, if it were possible your story would increase my
veneration,” said Mr. Archer, grasping and pressing the
judge’s hand.

“I would to Heaven there were more like you. If so,
the temptations and snares which surround the path of
youth would be less terrible and frequent—in a word,

our whole community a little nearer, as God would have
us h‘ll‘



MEMORABLE THANKSGIVING DAVS.

BY FRANCES HENSHAW BADEN,

Shadow and shine is life, little Annie, flower and thom.
—TERNYSON.

“Draw near me, William; I have so much I want te
say, and now I feel too truly how rapidly I am drifting
away. When I close my eyes I see so many happy,
familiar faces, just a little way above, in the clouds.
They are beckoning me away. Tell me, what day is
this?”

“Thanksgiving, dear. But, pray, do not talk so. You
are not going to leave me yet, Mary. You will be, you
are better,” said her husband, bending sorrowfully over
her.

“Yes, I will be well, soon. I shall not see to-morrow’s
sun. Promise me, my husband, to try and make our
boy feel as little as possible his loss. Be to him what I
have been. He is a strange, shy child, and reminds me
much of my own childhood. You scarcely know him,
you have been so completely absorbed in your business
all the time. Be with him, have him more with you.
There is no need now of your being such a slave to
business. You are prospering, you will be rich. Oh!
do not let your heart become so encased in gold as to
render it inaccessible to all higher, better feelings. In
yeare to come another will occupy my place, but, ohl
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William, do not let those new ties come between you and
your first-born. Give me your hand, and with it the
pledge to make his welfare your first thought.

“ihank you, dear! you have lifted a great weigh:
trom my heart. The only doubt is cleared away. Here
put our wedding ring on your finger! How tight it fits.
It will be a constant reminder of your pledge. Now
bring Willie to me.”

She gradually faded away during the afternoon, mur-
muring constantly words of love and hope, the last in-
telligible being, “Love each other for my sake.”

As the Thanksgiving sun went down the spirit of
the gentle, long-suffering Mary Archer joined the wait-
ing ones above.

William Archer truly loved his young wife, and sin-
cerely mourned her loss. Much of his time was spent
with his son in trying to comfort and divert the atten-
tion of the sorrowing boy from his great loss.

Willie grew to love very dearly his father, hitherto
almost a stranger to him.

Mary’s words were soon verified. Riches grew rap-
idly around him, and in less than two years he had filled
her vacant place by another.

With what an acute ear, jealous eye and aching heart
he listened for every word of endearment, watched every
action of love that his father bestowed on his new wife.
Willie was not a boy to win the heart of a stranger
Retiring, silent and sad, but possessing a brave, grateful
heart, he had to be known to be loved. The new mother
did not care to take the trouble to win the love of her
husband’s child.

Years rolled on. Bright, cheerful, happy boys and
beautiful, loving girls grew round the father’s heart,
claiming and winning his love, until poor Willie was
almost forgotten, or only remembered when in sight,
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and then always compared so unfavorably with the
merry ones around him.

On one occasion some temporary ailment caused the
father’s hand to become very much swollen, until the
little wedding ring became very tight and pained his
fingcer much. His wife suggested its being filed off.
While debating on the necessity of so doing, there came
memories of the past. The long-forgotten pledge, the
reminder of which was making him feel it so keenly
then. How had he fulfilled that promise?

He would not have the ring removed. The swelling
gradually passed away. And William Archer deter-
mined to make amends for his past neglect by future
care and attention to his motherless boy.

But these good intentions were put to a speedy flight
by an unfortunate accident which occurred that after-
noon.

Constant difficulties and childish quarrels arose be-
tween the little ones, Willie always being the erring one,
both with the mother and nurses. If a child fell and was
hurt, “Willie did it.” In a word, the poor boy was the
“scapegoat.”

The children were playing in the large ground sur-
rounding their future elegant home. Willie was just
twelve years old then. The nurse was attending the
vounger ones. A little way from the house was a large
pond with a rustic bridge. Mr. Archer had frequently
warned the nurse of the danger in allowing the children
to play about there. Little Eddie, a merry, willful boy
of six vears, disregarding all Willie’s entreaties to come
away, would amuse himself by “riding horseback,” as he
called it, on the railing of the frail bridge, and tossing
up his arms with a shout of defiance and laughter, he
lost his balance and fell into the water, quite deep
enough to drown a much larger boy.
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A scream from the little ones brought the nurse to a
knowledge of the truth.

“Eddie’s in the water! Eddie's drowned.”

In a moment Willie's jacket was off, and he plunged
in, and, before the terrified nurse could collect her
thoughts, brought out and placed the insensible boy on
the grass before her.

Catching up the child, she rushed to the house, and,
placing him in his mother’s arms, declared, to screen her
own negligence, that:

“Willie had pushed his brother in the pond.”

Willie, following on with the other children, entered
the house, his young heart proudly glowing with the
knowledge of having done a good, brave action, and
saying to himself:

“Now, this will surely please papa and make Eddie’s
mother love me a little.”

Poor boy! He was met by stern eyes and harsh, up-
braiding words, which for a moment quite bewildered
him.

“You have killed your brother! You cruel, unnatural
child,” cried the mother.

“Out of my sight, boy,” said his father, in low, threat-
ening tones.

“Oh, father! what do you mean? Let me tell you
how it was.”

“Begone, sir!” and the enraged man gave poor Willie
a blow which sent him reeling into the hall.

Staggering up to his room, and throwing himself on
the bed, he wailed forth, in heart-rending tones:

“Oh, mother, mother! I wish I was with youl
Others can die, why not I? No one loves me! Oh, I
wish I were dead!”

Tired and exhausted by the exertions in the water,
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he soon fell asleep, and remained so until the sun was
just rising next morning.

All his sorrow, all the injustice of the night before
came rushing back to his mind.

Hastily dressing himself, and then taking from his
desk paper and pen, he wrote:

You have told me to get out of your sight, father. I shall.
You will never see me again. You need not search for me. 1
am going to try and find my mother. When Eddie is better, you
will hear the truth, and feel your injustice to WiLLis

Folding this, and leaving it on his table, he stole down
and made his way into town, not quite determined what
to do. His first thought was to seek the river, and in its
quiet waters end his sorrows. Oh! why would not death
come to him?

How quiet the city was! Usually so many were stir-
ring about at that hour, No market wagons or bread
carts about. Oh, now he remembered, it was Thanks-
giving Day.

On he walked, and then came in sight of the church
where his mother used to go, and then memories of all
her holy teachings. Should he find her if he attempted
self-destruction?

What could he do? He could not live on! Surely
God would forgive him!

Then he thought he would go once more into that
church, and then—Heaven only knows what next. Wait-
ing in the park until church time, he retraced his steps
and reached the door just as the beautiful hymn, “Come,
ye disconsolate,” rose into the air.

Going in while the words

“Here bring your wounded hearts”

filled his ear, he crept up into the gallery and seated him-
self near the choir.
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He grew somewhat calm, and his mind was, for the
time, diverted from his sorrows by the sight of a little
girl seated beside one of the singers—her mother, he
. thought.

The happy, beaming face of the little one interested
him very much.

The services over, he followed close behind her, en-
deavoring to get another look at her, wondering if she
was ever sad! And, standing at the church door as she
was about to enter a carriage waiting, in which a lady
and gentleman were already seated, he thought:

“Oh, what kind, loving parents she must have to make
her look so joyous!” His face wore a very sad expres-
sion. The little girl turned, caught the sorrowful look
bent on her, then stepped suddenly back, went up to our
Willie, and said, with the winning grace and perfect
simplicity of a child of six:

“Here, little boy, you look so sad, I am very sorry for
you. Take my flowers.”

What angel-spirit, prompted by the will of its Divine
Master, was it that whispered to the little child to go
comfort the sorrowing boy, and with her kind sympathy
and sweet offering to draw him back from the dreadful
precipice on which he stood, and lift him from darkness
and despair? His mother’s, perchance. A bright light
shone in the boy’s eye. His face was losing its despair-
ing expression. The flowers were speaking to his heart,
whispering of Trust, Faith, Hope! Yes, he must live on,
brave all sorrows, trample down difficulties, and with
God’s blessing try to live to be a good and useful man.

“Why, Minnie! what do you mean? Why did you
give those beautiful lowers to that strange boy? I never
saw such a child as you are!”

“Mamma, T gave them to him because he looked so
sad, just as if he had not a happy home, or loving papa
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and mamma like I have. I felt so sorry for him, and I
wanted to tell him so. I'm sure he hasn’t got any mother,
or he woud not look so.”

“Never mind, Laura, my dear. Do not worry about
Minnie. She is all right. Let her act from the dictates
of her kind, innocent heart,” returned the little one’s
father.

“Oh, yes! let her alone, and in years to come she will
from the dictates of her kind heart, be giving herself
away to some motherless, fameless and moneyless young
man, I fear!” said the worldly and far-seeing mother.

“But not senseless man, I'll warrant you,” was the
laughing reply.

* * * * * * * *

“Why, William, my dear boy, why can you not be
satisfied to remain here with me? Why do you wish to
go away? ‘Idle life!” ‘Making a living and do some
good!” Humph, sir! you need not be idle. Read to me;
ride with me. As for your living, sir, I made that for
you before you were born; and now I intend you shall
enjoy it. Now, my boy, mv son in all my heart’s dearest
affections, stay with me. Wait until the old man is gone;
then you will have time enough to be useful to others.”

“Mr. Lincoln—uncle, father !—yes, more than father—
vour wish must be mine. Did you not, fifteen years ago,
take in a poor, wretched, friendless, homeless boy—
bless him with your care and protection, educate, fulfill
all his brightest hopes by giving him a profession, which
will not only make him independent, but enable him to
help and comfort others. Let me prove my gratitude in
any way.”

“Come, come, do not talk of gratitude. Oh, my boy,
if you only knew what deep joy it has afforded me, hav-
ing vou here. T will tell vou now, William, why it was
I so readily opened my heart and home to the little wan-
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derer I found that Thanksgiving afternoon so long ago.
When 1 first looked into your eyes there was a strange,
familiar expression about them that aroused my interest.
Upon questioning you I found that the son of the only
woman I had ever loved was before me! My heart
yearned to help you; otherwise I should have relieved
you from present want, and then informed your father
of your whereabouts. Yes, my boy, the love I bore your
mother was never transferred to another woman. Your
father and myself were her suitors at the same time. He
proved the fortunate one. Having you with me all these
years has been a great solace ; and now say no more about
gratitude. Just love me, and stay with me.”

And Uncle Lincoln added, humorously :

“Perhaps I may be doing some good by preventing
some harm. I'll keep you from practicing and experi-
menting on some poor creature. Oh, you young doctors
are always very anxious to make a beginning. 'Pon my
word, I have quite forgotten to open my little Minnie's
letter. Coming here to see her uncle, and will be with us
to-morrow. I'm glad, very glad. Well, it is rather
strange that the two I love best in the world should not
know each other. It has happened that you have been off
at college or attending lectures each time she has been
here. Guard well your heart, boy. Every one loves her,
and she no one better than her parents and old uncle.
Much to her mother’s regret, she has refused the finest
offers in town. She does not care a mote for the title of

‘0old maid’ with which her mother often threatens her.
She is twenty-one, and has never been in love, she says.”

“I think I am quite safe, sir. 1 am not at all suscepti-
ble, and it is not likely that a young lady of her position
in society and of such beauty will cast a thought on me.”

The next day the old gentleman had the pleasure of in-
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troducing those he loved so well; and, to his infinite de-
light, saw his darling Minnie had certainly made a
desired impression on his young protégé.

“Here he is, Minnie! the boy who stole half my heart
away from you. I do not know how you will settle it
with him, unless vou take his in pay.”

Often during the evening Uncle Lincoln noticed Will’s
gaze lingering on his niece, and there was a softer light
than usual in his fine eyes; but, to his great regret, his
bov did not appear to his usual advantage. He was very
silent, and his mind seemed absent—ifar away.

And so it truly was. In the lovely girl before him
William Archer beheld the joyous child who, on that
dark day, spoke so kindly and saved him from—he
dreaded to think what!

Uncle Lincoln rubbed his hands and chuckled merrily
to himself. Everything was working to his entire satis~
faction. These two impenetrable hearts were growing
wonderfully congenial, he thought.

A few days before Minnie’s visit was concluded, Will-
iam brought out and placed in her hands a bunch of
withered flowers; told his storv of how, long years ago,
her sweet sympathy had cheered his desolate heart and
made him feel that there was still love in the world, then
so dark to him; that her kind action had awakened in his
almost paralyzed mind better thoughts, and let him know
the only way to gain peace and happiness, and, finally,
meet his mother, was in living on—putting his trust and
faith in God’s goodness and mercy!

And then he told his love and gained hers; and, with
her dear hand clasped in his, stood waiting Uncle Lin-
zoln’s blessing!

“Minnie might do very much better,” said the aspiring
namma; “but it was Uncle Lincoln’s wish.”
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So the next Thanksgiving was to be the wedding day.

* * * * # * * *

In a luxuriously-furnished apartment, surrounded by
everything that contributes to make life pleasant, sat an
old man.

Every now and then he would raise his bowed head
from the clasped hands, gaze anxiously around the room,
and then, with a deep sigh, relapse again into his attitude
of grief and despair. At last he speaks:

“Thanksgiving night again, and, for the first time in
fifteen vears, she has failed to hover round me, and I

have not heard the sighing voice inquire: ‘Where is my
boy? How did you keep your promised word?’ Oh!
perhaps the mother has found her child. He may be
with her now. Oh! I would give everything—my poor,
miserable life—to recall that terrible day’s injustice. My
brave, noble boy! and how were you repaid? Oh! J
have suffered terribly for all my neglect and wrong of
my motherless boy! All gone from me, all the healthy,
beautiful children; all taken away! We were not worthy
of those precious gifts. God took them to himself. Now,
what comfort do all these riches bring me? Nothing!
nothing ! and my poor, childless wifel How bitterly she
has repented her wrong!

“Oh, Willie! Willie, my boy! Where are you now ?”

“Here, father, here! kneeling, and waiting for your
love and blessing.”

“Am I dreaming? Oh! cruel dreams! I shall
awaken, as often before, and find how false you are!”

“No, it’s no dream, father! Give me your hand.
Now, you feel your erring boy is back beside you, pray-
ing your forgiveness for all these years of silence—
causing vou so much sorrow !”

The old man was clasped to his son’s hosom. Leng he
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held him thus, while a sob of joy burst from the father’s
thankful heart.

“Father, speak to my wife ; you have another child now.
She it was who brought me back to you this blessed day.
This, the anniversary of my mother’s death! also of the
day of my greatest peril, is now the happiest of my life—
my wedding day, and restoration to my father’s heart!

“Where is my stepmother? [ would see and try to
comfort her. Oh! let this day be one of perfect recon-
ciliation. Let us make it a thanksgiving from the inmost
heart.”

And now may we all, who have aught of ill dwelling in
our hearts, go and be of kindly feeling one toward the
otlier again. Let not the coming Thanksgiving’s sun go
down on our wrath. Let it not be merely a thanksgiving
in words—a day of feasting—but a heart’s feasting on
peace and good will.

THE END.
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THE IRISH REFUGEE.

The only son of his mother, and she was a widow.—LUEKE vii. 12,

Long years shall see thee roaming
A sad and weary way,
Like traveler tired at gloaming
Of a sultry summer day.
But soon a home will greet thee,
Though low its portals be,
And ready kinsmen meet thee,
And peace that will not flee.—~PERCIVAL.

It was a lovely morning, that last Saturday in July,
1849. The sun had not yet risen when our family party,
consisting of Aunt and Uncle Clive, Cousin Christine
and myself, took seats at an early breakfast-table. A
capacious carriage, well packed with presents for coun-
try cousins, stood at the door, ready to convey us to
Virginia, to spend the month of August. We, a merry
set of grown-up children, were too delighted with our
prospective pleasure to eat anything, and so we soon
left the table and put on our bonnets and hats, prepara-
tory to a start. We entered the carriage.

“Now, then, are we all r.ady?” asked Uncle Clive,

“Yes,” replied aunt.

“Has nothing been forgotten?”
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“No—but stay! Where is Cousin Peggy’s cap,
Chrissy ?”

“There—pinned up in that paper to the roof of the
carriage. Don’t hit your head against it, uncle.”

“Clive, where did you put the basket of bread and but-
ter and cold chicken?”

“There—in the bottom of the carriage. Be careful,
now, my dear, or you will get your feet into it.”

“No, I shan’t. But hadn’t you better put the band-
box with Martha’s bonnet inside here?”

“Indeed, mother,” interposed Miss Chrissy, “there is
no room for it; for Cousin Peggy’s bundle is on one
side and the keg of crackers on the other; my feet are
resting on the caddy of tea, and the loaf of sugar and
paper of coffee are in my lap!”

“There! let's get along,” said Uncle Clive, impatiently.
“I declare, the sun is already half an hour high, and a
ride of forty-five or fifty miles before us. We shall not
reach Willow Glade before ter o’clock to-night.”

“Yes, and about nine o'clock we shall be going down
Bloody Run Hill, and I never can go through the piece
of woods between that and Gibbet Hill after dark without
horror.”

“Ever since the peddler was murdered.”

“Yes, ever since the peddler was murderad, and before,
too.”

Uncle Clive now jumped into his seat, and, taking the
reins, we set off at a pretty brisk rate.



The Irish Refugee. 167

"Clive, don’t that horse look a little vicious? See how
he pricks up his ears!”

“Pooh! Nonsense! He’s as safe a horse as ever
drew.”

“What o'clock is it, now ?”

“Humph! half-past five. I think the next time we
wish to get off at sunrise, we had better arrange to start
at midnight; then, perhaps, we may succeed.”

Turning the corner of the street at this moment the
sudden sight of the river, and the wood on the opposite
bank, glimmering and glistening in the light of the morn-
ing sun, elicited a simultaneous burst of admiration from
our travelers, Then the prospective pleasures of the rural
visit were discussed, the family and friendly reunions, the
dinner parties, the fish feasts upon the river’s banks, the
oyster excursions and crab expeditions; and in such pleas-
ant anticipations the cheerful hours of that delightful
forenoon slipped away ; and when, at last, the heat of the
sun grew oppressive, and our sharpened appetites re-
minded us of the dinner-basket, we began to cast around
for a cool, dry and shady spot on which to rest and re-
fresh ourselves. The road here was wide and passed
through a thick forest. A few more turns of the wheels
brought us to a narrow footpath, diverging from the
main road into the forest on the left-hand side.

“Let’'s get out here, Clive, and follow this path; I
know it. It leads to a fine spring, with an acre or two
of cleared land about it, on which there was once a
lwelling.”



168 The Irish Refugee.

This was agreed upon, and we all alighted and took the
path through the wood. We had not gone many yards
ere a scene of woodland beauty opened to our view. It
presented an area of about four acres of open land in
the midst of the forest. From the opposite side a little
rivulet took its rise, and ran tinkling and splashing, in its
pebbly bed, through the centre of this open glade, until
its music was lost in the distance in the forest. But the
most interesting object in sight was a ruined cottage. it
was very small. It could not have contained more than
two rooms. In front there had once been a door, with
a window on each side ; but now both door and windows
were gone.

The solitary chimney had fallen down, and the stones
of which it had been built lay scattered around. A peach
tree grew at the side of the cottage, and its branches,
heavy with the luscious fruit, drooped upon the low roof.
A grapevine grew in front, and its graceful tendrils
twined in and out through the sashless windows and the
broken door. A bird of prey was perched upon the
house, and, as we approached, with a fearful scream it
took its flight.

“Be careful, Christine, where you step; your foot is
on a gravel”

With a start and a sudden pallor, Christine looked
down upon the fragment of a gravestone. Stooping and
putting aside the long grass and weeds, she read: “The
only child of his mother, and she a widow.”

“Whose grave could this have been, mother? The
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upper part of the stone, which should bear the names, is
gone. Oh, how sad this ruined cot, and this lonely gravel
I suppose, mother, here, in the heart of the forest, in this
small cottage, lived the widow and her only child. The
child died, as we may see, and she—oh! was the boon of
death granted to her at the same moment? But, who
were they, mother? As your early life was passed in
this part of the country, you surely can tell us.”

Aunt Clive, who had been gazing sadly and silently on
the scene since giving the warning to Christine, said:

“Yes, I can tell you the story. But here comes your
father, looking very tired and hungry; and, as it is a
very sad tale, we will defer it until we have dined.”

We spread our repast upon the grass, and, seating our-
selves upon the fragments of the broken chimney, soon
became engrossed in the discussion of cold chicken, ham
and bread. As soon as we had dispatched them and re-
packed our basket, and while we were waiting for the
horses to feed and rest, Aunt Clive told us the following
tale of real life:

THE IRISH EMIGRANTS.

A short time previous to the breaking out of the Re-
bellion in Ireland a family of distinction came from that
country to America and purchased and settled upon a
handsome estate near the then flourishing village of
Richmond. Their family name was Delany. With them
came a Dr. Dulan, a clergyman of the established church.
Through the influence of the Delanys, Dr. Dulan was
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preferred to the rectorship of the newly established parish
of All Saints, and subsequently to the president’s chair of
the new collegiate school of Newton Hall. This prosper-
ity enabled him to send for his son and daughter, and set-
tle with them in a comfortable home near the scene of his
labors.

It was about the fifth year of his residence in Virginia
that the rebellion in Ireland broke out, and foremost
among the patriots was young Robert Dulan, a brother of
the doctor. All know how that desperate and fatal effort
terminated. Soon after the martyrdom of the noble
Emmet, young Dulan was arrested, tried, condemned,
and followed his admired leader to the scaffold, leaving
his heart-broken young wife and infant boy in extreme
penury and destitution. As soon as she recovered from
the first stunning shock of her bereavement, she wrote to
her brother-in-law, soliciting protection for herself and
child. To this the doctor, who, to great austerity of
manners, united an excellent heart, replied by inviting his
brother’s widow to come to Virginia, and inclosing the
amount of money required to supply the means. As soon
as the old gentleman had done that he began to prepare
for her reception. Knowing that two families seldom
get on well beneath the same roof, and with a delicate
consideration for the peculiar nature of her trials, he
wished to give her a home of her own. Selecting this
spot for the beauty and seclusion of its position, as well
as for its proximity to his own residence, he built this
cottage, inclosed it by a neat paling, and planted fruit
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trees. It was a very cheerful, pretty place, this neat, new
cottage, painted white, with green window shutters; the
white curtains; the honeysuckle and white jessamine,
trained to grow over and shade the windows; the white
paling, tipped with green; the clean gravel walk that led
up to the door, the borders of which were skirted with
white and with red roses; the clusters of tulips, lilies and
hyacinths—all contributed to make the wilderness “blos-
som as the rose;” and every day the kind-hearted man
sought to add some new attraction to the scene.

One evening the doctor had been over to the cottage,
superintending the arrangement of some furniture. On
his return home, a servant brought a packet of letters
and papers. Glancing over one of them, he said:

“hlizabeth, my daughter.”

A prim young lady, in a high-necked dress, and a close-
fitting black net cap, looked up from her work and an-
swered in a low, formal voice:

“My father.”

“Your aunt and cousin have at length arrived at the
port of Baltimore. They came over in the Walter
Raleigh. 1 wish you to be in readiness to accompany me
to-morrow when I go to bring them down.”

“My father, yes,” were the only words that escaped
the formal and frozen girl.

A week after this conversation the still life of the
beautiful cottage was enlivened. A lovely boy played be-
fore the door, while a pale mother watched him from
within. That pale mother was not yet thirty vears of
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age, yet her cheeks were sunken, her eyes dim, and her
hair streaked with silver. Truly, the face was breaking
fast, but the heart was breaking faster. But the boy!
Obh, he was a noble child! Tall for his age (he was but
five years old), his dark hair, parted over a high, broad
forehead, fell in sable curls upon his shoulders; his large
black eyes, now keen and piercing as the young eagle’s,
now soft and melting as the dove’s. His dark eyes wore
their softest shade as he stole to his mother’s side, and,
twining his little arms around her neck, drew her face
down to his, saying, with a kiss: “Willie is so sorry?”

“For what should Willie be sorry?” said the mother,
tenderly caressing him.

“Because mamma is sad. Does she want Willie to do
anything ?”

“No, sweet boy, she wants nothing done that Willie
can do.”

“If mamma’s head aches, Willie will hold it.”

“Her head does not ache.”

“If mamma wants Willie to stop teasing her and go to
bed, he will go.”

“You are not teasing me, dear Willie, and it is rather
too early for you to go to bed.”

The widow strove to chase the gloom from her brow,
that she might not darken by its shadow the bright sun-
shine of her child’s early life, and with an effort at cheer-
fulness she exclaimed: “Now go, Willie, and get the
pretty book Cousin Elizabeth gave you, and see if you
can read the stories in it.”
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Willie ran off to obey with cheerful alacrity.

The doctor was not able to do more for his sister-in-
law than to give her the cottage and supply her with the
necessaries of life; and to do this, he cheerfully curtailed
the expenses of his own household. It was delightful to
see the affectionate gratitude of the widow and child to-
ward their benefactor. And that angel child, I wish I
could do justice to his filial devotion. He seemed, at that
early age, to feel as though he only lived to love and bless
his mother. To be constantly at her side, to wait upon
her, even to study her wants and anticipate her wishes,
seemed to be the greatest joy of the little creature.

“Willie, why don't you eat your cake?’ asked his
uncle one day, when Willie had been sent over to the
doctor’s on an errand, and had been treated to a large
slice of plumcake by his Cousin Elizabeth.

Willie silently began to nibble his cake, but with evi-
dent reluctance.

“Why, you do not seem to like it! Is it not good ?”

“Yes, sir, thank you.”

“Why don’t you eat it, then?”’

“My father,” said Elizabeth.

“Well, Miss Dulan?”

“I think that Willie always carries every piece of cake
he gets to his mother.”

“But why not always prevent that by sending her a
piece yourself ?”

“Because, my dear father, I think it may be wrong to
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restrain the amiable spirit of self-denial evinced by the
child.”

“Then you are mistaken, Miss Dulan; and recollect
that it is very irreverent in a young lady to express an
opinion at variance with the spirit of what her father
has just said.”

Elizabeth meekly and in silence went to the pantry
and cut a piece of cake, which she carefully wrapped up
and gave to Willie for his mother. Willie received it
with an humble and deprecatory look, as if he felt the
whole responsibility and weight of the reproof that had
fallen upon his cousin.

One Christmas eve, when Willie was above seven
years old, the widow and her son were sitting by the
cottage hearth. The closed shutters, drawn curtains,
clean hearth and bright fire threw an air of great com-
fort over the room. Mrs. Dulan sat at her little work-
table, setting the finishing stitches in a fine linen shirt, the
last of a dozen that she had been making for the doctor.

The snowstorm that had been raging all day long had
subsided, though occasionally the light and drifted snow
would be blown up from the ground by a gust of wind
against the windows of the house. “Poor boy,” said the
widow, looking at her son, “you look tired and sleepy;
go to bed, Willie.”

“Oh! dear mamma, I am not tired, and I could not
sleep at all while you are up alone and at work. Please
let me stay up—but I will go to bed if you say so,” added
be, submissively.
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“Come and kiss me, darling. Yes, Willie, you may
stay up as long as you like. I will go to bed myself,”
added she, mentally, “so as not to keep the poor boy up.”

“Well, Willie, I will tell you a story, darling, which
will amuse you, while I sew.”

Just at this moment the sound of carriage wheels, fol-
lowed immediately by a jump from the box, and a smart
rap at the door, caused the widow to start hastily from
her seat. The door was opened, and Jake, the big black
coachman of the old doctor, made his appearance, a heavy
cloak and a large muffling hood hanging over his arm.

“Marm,” said he, “it has clarred off beautiful, and
massa has sent the carriage arter you, and he says how
he would have sent it afore, but how the roads was
blocked up with snowdrifts. Me and Pontius Pilate, and
Massa John, has been all the arternoon a clarring it away,
and I thinks, marm, if you don’t come to-night, how the
road will be as bad as ever to-morrow morning, with this
wind a-blowing about the snow. Miss Lizzy has sent
this hood of hern, and massa has sent this big cloth cloak
of hizzen, so that you needn’t ketch cold.”

Mrs. Dulan did not immediately reply, but looked at
Willie, and seemed to reflect:

Jake added:

“T hopes vou’ll come, marm, for massa and Miss Lizzy
and Massa John has quite set their heads on having you
with them to spend Christmas, and Massa John told me
to tell you how he had bagged a fine passel of water-
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fowl aad’ wild turkeys, and I myself has made a trap for
Massa Willie to catch snowbirds.”

“Yes, we will go,” said Mrs. Dulan. “Do me the
favor, Jacab, to pour a pitcher of water on that fire, while
I tie on Wh'lie’s cloak and mittens.”

In twenty minutes more, Willie was seated on his
uncle’s knees, vy his bright fireside, and his mother sat
conversing with John and Elizabeth, and a few neighbors
whom the inclemency of the weather had not deterred
from dropping in to spend Christmas eve. The old
housekceper stood at the buffet, cutting up seedcake,
and pouring out elder wine, which was soon passed round
to the company.

That Christmas was a gorgeous morning. The sun
arose and lit up into flashing splendor the icy glories of
the landscape. From every roof and eave, from every
bough and bush, dropped millions of blazing jewels.
Earth wore a gorgeous bridal dress, bedecked with dia-
monds. Within the doctor’s house everything was com-
fortable as yvou could wish. A rousing fire of hickory
wood roared upon the hearth, an abundant breakfast of
coffee, tea, buckwheat cakes, muffins, eggs, wild fowls,
oysters, etc., etc., smoked upon the board. The family
were all gathered in the breakfast-room. The doctor was
serving out eggnog from a capacious bowl upon the
sideboard.

“Cousin Elizabeth,” said little Willie, taking her hand
and leading her away to the sofa, “what do ladies love?”
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“What do ladies love? Why, Willie, what a queer
question.”
“Yes, but tell me what do ladies love?”

“Why, their papas, of course, and their brothers, and
their relations; it would not be decorous to love any one
else,” said the prim maiden,

“Oh, vou don't know what I mean; I mean what do
ladies love to have? You know boys like to have kites
and marbles, and traps to catch snowbirds, and picture
books, and half-pence and such things. Now what do
ladies love to have?”

“Oh, now I understand you. Why, we like to have a
good assortment of crewels and floss to work tapestry
with, and a quantity of bright-colored silk to embroider
with, and o

“Oh, that’'s what vou like, Cousin Elizabeth; but
mamma doesn’t work samplers,” said the boy, with a
dash of pettish contempt in his tone. “Uncle has given
me a bright new shilling for a Christmas gift, to do what
I please with, and I want to get something with it for

poor, dear mamma.”

“La! child, you can get nothing of any account with a
shilling.”

“Can’'t I?” said he, and his little face fell for an in-
stant, but soon lighting up, he exclaimed: “Oh, ho!
Cousin Elizabeth, I am brighter than you are, this time.
A silver thimble is a very little thing, and can be bought
with a shilling, I am sure; so I will buy one for mamma.
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Poor mamma has an old brass one now, which cankers
her finger.”

“Here, Willie,” said Elizabeth, “I have not paid you
my Christmas gift, and you caught me, you know ; take
this shilling, and now run and ask your uncle to take
you to the village with him when he goes, and then
you can buy your thimble. You have enough to get one
now.”

Willie thanked his cousin with a hearty embrace, and
ran off to do as she advised him. The family now sat
down to breakfast, after which they all went to church,
where the doctor performed divine service. A large
party of friends and neighbors returned with them to
dinner, and the remairftler of the day was spent in hilarity
and innocent enjoyment.

The next day the thimble was purchased, as agreed
upon, and little Willie kept it a profound secret from his
mother, until the first evening on which they found them-
selves at home, in their little parlor, when the candle was
lit, and the little stand drawn to the fire, the workbox
opened, and the old brass thimble put on. Then little
Willie, glowing with blissful excitement, put his hand in
his pocket to find his present. It was not there. He
searched the other pocket, thenehis cap, then shook his
tloak and looked about the carpet. Alarmed now, he
opened the door and was going out, when his mother
called to him.

“What is the matter, Willie? Where are you going?
What have you lost ?”’
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“Nothing much, mother; I am only going out a min-
ute,” and he closed the door, and began an almost hope-
less search by the moonlight for his lost treasure. Up
and down the walk he searched without finding it. He
opened the gate, and peeping and peering about, wan-
dered up the road, until his little feet and limbs got wet
in the soft snow, and his hands became benumbed ; when,
feeling convinced that it was lost, he sat down and burst
into a passionate fit of weeping. Let no one feel sur-
prise or contempt at this. In this little affair of the
thimble there had been disinterested love, self-sacrifice,
anticipated joy, disappointment and despair, though all
expended on a cheap thimble. Yet, Willie was but seven
years old, and “thought as a child, felt as a child, under-
stood as a child.” I am a grown-up child now. and have
had many troubles, but the most acute sorrow I ever felt
was the death of my pet pigeon, when I was seven years
old.

It was long before the storm in his little bosom sub-
sided, but when at last it did, he turned to go home; he
would not go before, lest he might grieve his mother
with the sight of his tears. At last, weary and half-
frozen, he opened the cottage gate and met his mother
coming to look for him, and she, who always spoke most
gently to him, and for whose dear sake she was suffer-
ing, now by a sad chance, and out of her fright and
vexation, sharply rebuked him and hurried him off to
bed. “If dear mamma had known, she would not have
scolded me so, though,” was his last thought as he sank
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into a feverish sleep. The next morning when Mrs.
Dulan arose, the heavy breathing, and bright flush upon
the cheek of her boyv, caught her attention, and roused
her fears for his health. As she gazed, a sharp expres-
sion of pain contracted his features and he awoke.
Feebly stretching out his arms to embrace her, he said:

“Oh, mamma, Willie is so sick, and his breast hurts so
bad.”

The child had caught the pleurisy.

It was late at night before medical assistance could be
procured from a distant village. In the meantime the
child’s illness had fearfully progressed; and when at last
the physician arrived, and examined him, he could give
no hopes of his recovery. Language cannot depict the
anguish of the mother as she bent over the couch of her
suffering boy, and, if a grain could have increased the
burden of her grief, it would have been felt in the mem-
ory of the few words of harsh rebuke when he had re-
turned half-frozen and heavy-hearted from his fruitless
search after the thimble, for the kind Elizabeth had ar-
rived and explained the incident of the night.

*x * * * * * *x *

It was midnight of the ninth day. Willie had lain in
a stupor for a whole day and night previous. His mother
stood by his bed; she neither spoke nor wept, but her
face wore the expression of acute suffering. Her eyes
were strained with an earnest, anxious, agonized gaze
upon the deathly countenance of the boy. OIld Dr. Dulan
entered the room at this moment, and looking down at
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the child, and taking his thin, cold hand in his own, felt
his pulse, and turning to the wretched mother, who had
fixed her anxious gaze imploringly upon him, he said:

“Hannah, my dear sister But, oh, God! I cannot
deceive you,” and abruptly left the room.

“Elizabeth,” said he to his daughter, who was sitting
by the parlor fire, “go into the next room and remain
with your aunt, and if anything occurs summon me at
once; and, John, saddle my horse quickly, and ride over
to Mrs, Caply and tell her to come over here.”

Mrs. Caply was the layer-out of the dead for the neigh-
borhood.

How tediously wore that dreary night away in the
sickroom, where the insensible child was watched by his
mother and her friend! The flickering taper, which both
forgot to snuff, would fitfully flare up and reveal the
watchers, the bed, and the prostrate form of the pale,
stiff, motionless boy, with his eyes flared back with a
fixed and horrid stare. In the parlor, a party equally
silent and gloomy kept their vigil. Dr. Dulan, his son
and the old woman, whose fearful errand made her very
presence a horror, formed the group. The old woman
at last, weary at holding her tongue so long, broke silence
by saying: “I always thought that child would never be
raised, sir—he was so smart and clever, and so dutiful to
his ma. He was too good for this world, sir. How
long has he been sick, sir?”

“Little more than a week; but I beg vou will be silent,
lest you disturb them in the next room.”
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“Yes, sir, certainly. Sick people ought to be kept
quiet, though perhaps that don’t much matter when they
are dying. Well, pooi little fellow ; he was a pretty child,
and will look lovely in his shroud and cap, and ”

“Hush!” exclaimed John Dulan, in a tone so stern
that the woman was constrained to be silent.

Daylight was now peeping in at the windows. The
doctor arose, put out the candles, opened the shutters,
stirred the fire, and went into the next room. The
widow was sitting in the same place, holding one of the
boy's hands between her own, her head bowed down upon
it. The doctor looked at the child; his eyes were now
closed, as if in sleep. He laid his hand upon his brow,
and bending down, intently gazed upon him. The child
opened his eyes slowly. Passing quickly round the bed,
the doctor laid his hand upon the recumbent head and
said: “Look up, Hannah, your child is restored.” With
an ecstatic expression of gratitude and joy, the mother
started to her feet, and gazed upon her boy.

“Kiss me, mamma,”’ said Willie, opening his gentle
eyes, in which beamed a quiet look of recognition and
love. The mother kissed her child repeatedly and fer-
vently, while exclamations of profound gratitude to
Heaven escaped her. The doctor went to the window,
and threw open the shutters. The rising sun poured its
light into the room, and lit it up with splendor.

I must transport you now, in imagination, over a few
years of time and a few miles of country, and take you
into a splendid drawing-room, in the handsome court-
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house of the Delany’s, which, you remember, 1 described
in the first part of this story, situated near the town of
Richmond. On a luxurious sofa, in this superb room,
reclined a most beautiful woman. Her golden hair
divided above a high and classic brow, fell, flashing and
glittering, upon her white bosom like sunbeams of snow.
Her eyes—but who can describe those glorious eyes of
living sapphire? DSapphire! Compare her eloquent eyes
to soulless gems? Her eyes! Why, when their serious
light was turned upon you, you would feel spellbound,
entranced, as by a strain of rich and solemn music, and
when their merry glance caught yours, vou’d think there
could not be a grief or a sin on earth! But the greatest
charm in that fascinating countenance was the lips, small,
full, red, their habitual expression being that of heavenly
serenity and goodness,

Bending over the arm of the sofa, his head resting
upon his hand, was a young man; his eyes earnestly,
anxiously, pleadingly fixed upon the face of his com-
panion, in whose ear, in a full, rich, and passionate tone,
he was pouring a tale of love, hopeless almost to despair.
The girl listened with a saddened countenance, and turn-
ing her large eyes, humid with tears, upon his face, she
spoke :

“Richard, T am grieved beyond measure. Oh, cousin,
I do not merit your deep and earnest love. I am an
ingrate! I do not return it.”

“Do you dislike me?”
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“Oh, no, no, no, indeed I do not—I esteem and respect
you; nay, more, I love you as a brother.”

“Then, dear, dearest Alice, since I am honored with
your esteem, if not blessed with your love, give me your
hand—be my wife—and ultimately perhaps "

“Horrible!” exclaimed the young girl, leaving the room
abruptly.

“What the d—1 does that fool mean?” exclaimed Rich-
ard Delany, as an angry flush passed over his face. “One
would think I had insulted her. Colonel Delany’s penni.
less dependent should receive with more humility, if not
with more gratitude, an offer of marriage from his heir,
But I see how it is. She loves that beggarly Dulan—
that wretched usher. But, death—death to the poverty-
stricken wretch, if he presume to cross my path!” ana
the clemched fists, livid complexion, and grinding teeth
gave fearful testimony to the deadly hatred that had
sprung up in his bosom.

At this moment Colonel Delany entered the room, and
taking a seat, said:

“Richard, I have somewhat to say to you, and I wish
you seriously to attend. You know that T am your best,
your most disinterested friend, and that your welfare lies
nearer to my heart than aught else earthly. Well, I
have observed, with much regret, the increased interest

you seem to take in your cousin—vyour passion for her,
in fact. These things are easily arrested in the com-
mencement, and they must be arrested. You can do it,
and you must do it! I have other views for you. Prom-
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ise me, my son, that you will give up all thoughts of
Alice.”

Richard, who had remained in deep thought during his
father’s address, now looked up and replied:

“But, my father, Alice is a very beautiful, very amiable,

L

very intellectual

“Beggar!”

“Father!”

“Unbend that brow, sir! nor dare to address your par-
ent in that insolent tone! And now, sir, once for all, let
us come to the point, and understand each other perfectly.
Should you persist in your addresses to Alice, should you
finally marry her, not a shilling, not a penny of your
father’s wealth shall fall on an ungrateful son.”

Richard reflected profoundly a moment, and then re-
plied :

“Fear of the loss of wealth would not deter me from
any step. But the loss of my father would be an evil, I
could never risk to encounter. I will obey you, sir.”

“I am not satisfied,” thought the old gentleman, as he
left his son, after a few more moments of conversation.
“I am not satisfied. I will watch them closely, and in
the course of the day speak to Alice.”

An opportunity soorr offered. He found himself alone
with Alice, after tea.

“Alice,” he commenced, “I wish to make a confidant
of you;” and he proceeded to unfold to her, at sqme
length, his ambitious projects for his son, and concluded
by giving her to understand, pretty distinctly, that he
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wished his son to select a wealthy bride, and that any
other one would never be received by him as his daugh-
ter.

“I think I understand, although I cannot entirely sym-
pathize with you, my dear uncle,” said Alice, in a low,
trembling tone. “All this has been said for my edifica-
tion. That your mind may be perfectly at rest on this
subject, I must say what may be deemed presumptuous:
I would not, could not marry your son, either with or
without your consent, or under any circumstances what-
ever.”

“Alice! my dear Alice! How could you suppose I
made any allusion to you? Oh! Alice, Alice!”

And the old man talked himself into a fit of remorse,
sure enough. He believed Alice, although he could not
believe his son. The old gentleman’s uneasiness was not
entirely dispelled; for, although Alice might not now
love Richard, yet time could make a great change in her
sentiments.

Alice Raymond, the orphan niece of Colonel Delany,
was the daughter of an officer in the British army. Mr.
Raymond was the youngest son of an old, wealthy and
haughty family in Dorsetshire, England. At a very
early age he married the youngest sister of Colonel De-
lany. Having nothing but his pay, all the miseries of
an improvident marriage fell upon the young couple.
The same hour that gave existence to Alice, deprived her
of her mother. The facilities to ambition offered by
America, and the hope of distracting his grief, induced
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Mr. Raymond to dispose of his commission, and embark
for the Western World. Another object which, though
the last named, was the first in deciding him to cross the
Atlantic. This object was to place his little Alice in the
arms of her maternal grandmother, the elder Mrs. De-
lany, then a widow, and a resident under the roof of her
son, Colonel Delany. A few weeks after the sailing of
the ship in which, with his infant daughter, Mr. Ray-
nond took passage, the smallpox broke out on board and
he was one of its earliest victims.

With his dying breath he consigned Alice to the care
of the captain of the ship, a kind-hearted man, who un-
dertook to convey the poor babe to her grandmother.
On the arrival of the infant at the mansion of Colonel
Delwny, a new bereavement awaited her. Mrs. Delany,
who.e health had been declining ever since her settle-
ment in her new home, was fast sinking to the grave.
Colonel Delany, however, received the orphan infant with
the gveatest tenderness. Sixteen years of affectionate
care had given him a father’s place in the heart of Alice.
and a father’s influence over her. Within the last year
the sunshine of Alice’s life had been clouded.

Richard Delany, the only son and heir of Colonel De-
lany, had been sent to England at the age of fifteen to
receive a college education. After remaining eight years
abroad, the last year of his absence being spent in mak-
ing the grand tour, he returned to his adopted country
and his father’s house. He was soon attracted by the
beauty and grace of Alice. I say by her beauty and
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grace, because the moral and intellectual worth of the
young girl he had not the taste to admire, even had he,
at this early period of his acquaintance with her, an op-
portunity to judge. The attentions of Richard Delany
to his cousin were not only extremely distressing to her,
but highly displeasing to his father, who had formed, as
we have seen, the most ambitious projects for his son.
Richard Delany was not far wrong in his conjecture con-
cerning the young usher, who was no other than our
old friend William Dulan, little Willie, who had now
grown to man’s estate, the circumstances of whose in-
troduction to the Delany family I must now proceed to
explain.

To pass briefly over the events of William Dulan’s
childhood and youth. At the age of ten years he entered,
as a pupil, the collegiate school over which Dr. Dular.
presided, where he remained until his nineteenth year.
It had been the wish of William Dulan and his mother
that he should take holy orders, and he was about to
enter a course of theological study under the direction
of his uncle when an event occurred which totally altered
the plan of his life. This event was the death of Dr.
Dulan, his kind uncle and benefactor. All thoughts ot
the church had now to be relinquished, and present em-
ployment, by which to support his mother, to be
sought. * * * [t was twelve o'clock at night, about
three months after the death of Dr. Dulan. The mother
of William, by her hearth, still plied her needle, now the
only means of their support. Her son sat by her side, as
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of old. He had been engaged some hours in reading to
her. At length, throwing down the book, he exclaimed:

“Dearest, dearest mother, lay by that work. It shames
my manhood, i1t breaks my heart, to see you thus coin-
ing your very health and life into pence for our support;
while I! oh, mother, I feel like a human vampire, preying
upon your slender strength!”

The widow looked into the face of her son, saw the
distress, the almost agony of his countenance, and,
quickly folding up her work, said gently:

“I am not sewing so much from necessity, now, dear
William, as because I was not sleepy, being so much
interested in your book.”

The morning succeeding this little scene, William, as
was his wont, arose early, and going into the parlor, made
up the fire, hung the kettle on, and was engaged in set-
ting the room in order, when his mother entered, who,
observing his occupation, said:

“Ever since your return from school, William, you
have anticipated me in this morning labor. You must
now give it up, my son—I do not like to see you per-
form these menial offices.”

“No service performed for my mother can be menial’
said Willie, giving her a fond smile.

“My darling son!”

After breakfast William took up his hat and went out.
It was three hours before he returned. His face was
beaming with happiness, as he held an open letter in h:
hand.
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“See, mother, dear, kind Providence has opened a way
for us at last.”

“What is it, my son?” said the widow, anxiously.

“Mr. Keene, you know, who left this neighborhood
about three years ago, went to County and estab-
lished a school, which has succeeded admirably. He is
in want of an assistant, and has written to me, offering
four hundred dollars a year for my services in his instis
tution.”

“And you will have to leave me, William!”

These words escaped the widow, with a deep sigh, and
without reflection. She added in an instant, with as-
sumed cheerfulness:

“Yes, of course—so I would have you do.”

A month from this conversation William Dulan was
established in his new home, in the family of Mr. Keene,
the principal of Bay Grove Academy, near Richmond.

The first meeting of William Dulan and Alice Ray-
mond took place under the following circumstances. On
the arrival of Richard Delany at home, his father, who
kept up the good old customs of his English ancestors,
gave a dinner and ball in honor of his son’s coming of
age. All the gentry of his own and the adjoining coun-
ties accepted invitations to attend. Among the guests
was William Dulan. He was presented to Miss Ray-
mond, the young hostess of the evening, by Mr. Keene.
Young Dulan was at first dazzled by the transcendent
beauty of her face, and the airy elegance of her form;
then, won by the gentleness o/ her manners, the elevation
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of her mind, and the purity of her heart. One ball in a
country neighborhood generally puts people in the humor
of the thing, and is frequently followed by many others.
It was so in this instance, and William Dulan and Alice
Raymond met frequently in scenes of gayety, where
neither took an active part in the festivities. A more
intimate acquaintance produced a mutual and just esti-
mation of each other’s character, and preference soon
warmed into love.

From the moment in which the jealous fears of Rich-
ard Delany were aroused, he resolved to throw so much
coldness and hauteur in his manner toward that young
gentleman as should banish him from the house. This,
however, did not effect the purpose for which it was
designed, and he finally determined to broach the sub-
ject to his father. Old Colonel Delany, whose “optics”
were so very “keen” to spy out the danger of his son’s
forming a mésalliance, was stone blind when such a mis-
fortune threatened Alice, liked the young man very much,
and could see nothing out of the way in his attentions
to his niece, and finally refused to close his doors against
him at his son’s instance. While this conversation was
going on, the summer vacation approached, and William
made arrangements to spend them with his mother.

One morning William Dulan sat at his desk. His face
was pale, his spirits depressed. He loved Alice, oh! how
madly. He could not forego the pleasure of her society;
yet how was all this to end? Long years must elapse
before, if ever, he could be in a situation to ask the
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hand of Alice. With his head bowed upon his hand, he

remained lost in thought.

“Mr. Dulan, may our class come up? We know our
lessons,”” said a youthful voice at his elbow.

“Go to your seats, boys,” said a rich, melodious, kind
voice ; “I wish to have a few moments’ conversation with
Mr. Dulan,” and Dr. Keene, the principal, stood by his
side.

“My dear Dulan,” said he, “you are depressed, but 1
bring you that which will cheer your spirits. I have de-
cided to give up my school here into your sole charge
if you will accept it. I have received, through the in.
fluence of some of my political friends, a lucrative and
permanent appointment under the government, the nature
of which I will explain to you by and by. I think of
closing my connection with this school about the end of
the next term. What say you? Will you be my suc-
cessor?”’

Dulan started to his feet, seized both the hands of his
friend, pressed them fervently, and would have thanked
him, but utterance failed. Dr. Keene insisted on his
resuming his seat, and then added:

“The income of the school amounts to twelve hundred
lollars a year. The schoolhouse, dwelling-house, with
its outbuildings and numerous improvements upon the
premises, go into the bargain. Yes, Dulan, I have known
your secret long,” said he, smiling good-humoredly, “and
sincerely, though silently, commiserated the difficulties of
vour position; and I assure you, Dulan, that the greatc:
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pleasure I felt in receiving my appointment was in the
opportunity it gave me of making you and Alice happy.
Stop, stop, Dulan, let me talk,” laughed Keene, as Will-
iam opened a battery of gratitude upon him. “It is now
near the end of July. I should like to see you installed
here on the first of September. The August vacation will
rive you an opportunity of making all your arrange-
ments. I must now leave you to your labors.”

Every boy that asked to go out went out that day.
Every boy that said his task got praised, and every boy
that missed his lesson got blamed. The day was awfully
tedious for all that, but evening came at last, and the
school was dismissed. William, after spending an un-
usually long time in the “outward adorning,” hastened
with a joy-beaming countenance to the home of his Alice.
In the full flow of his joy he was met by a sudden dis-
appointment. The servant who met him at the door in-
formed him that Colonel Delany, Miss Raymond and
Mr. Delany had set oif for Richmond, with the intention
of staying a couple of weeks. Crestfallen, William
turned from the door. This was only a momentary dis-
appointment, however, and soon his spirits rose, and he
joyfully anticipated the time of the Delany’s return.
They were to be back in time for the approaching ex-
amination and exhibition at Bay Grove Academy; and
in preparing his pupils for this event, William Dulan
found ample employment for his time and thoughts. I
will not weary you with a description of the exhibition.
It passed off in that school pretty much as it does in
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others. The Delanys, however, had not returned in time
lo be present, nay, the very last day of William’s stay had
dawned, yet they had not arrived. William had written
to his mother that he would be home on a stated day, and
not even for the delight of meeting the mistress of his
heart, the period of whose return was now uncertain,
would he disappoint her. William was engaged in pack-
ing his trunk, when Dr. Keene, again the harbinger of
good tidings, entered his room.

“My dear Dulan,” said he, “I have come to tell you
that the Delanys have arrived. You will have an oppor-
tunity of spending your last evening with Alice.”

William shuffled his things into his trunk, pressed
down the lid, locked it, and, hastily bidding his friend
good-evening, took his hat and hurried from the house.
Being arrived at Colonel Delany’s, he was shown into
the drawing-room, and was delighted to find Alice its
snle occupant. The undisguised joy with which she re-
ceived him left scarcely a doubt upon his mind as to the
reception of his intended proposals. After a few mutual
inquiries respecting health, friends, and so forth, William
took her white hand in his, and said, or attempted to say
—I know not what—it stuck in his throat—and he re-
mained merely silent, holding the hand of Alice. There
is something so extremely difficult about making a pre-
meditated declaration of love. It is much easier when
it can be surprised from a man. William knew the mo-
ments were very precious. He knew that Colonel Delany
or his son might be expected to enter at any moment, and
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there would be an end of opportunity for a month or six
weeks to come; yet there he sat, holding her hand, the
difficulty becoming greater every minute, while the crim-
son cheek of Alice burned with a deeper blush. At length

footsteps approached. William heard them, and becom-
ing alarmed, hastily, hurriedly, but fervently and pas-
sionately exclaimed:

““Alice, I love you with my whole heart, mind and
strength. I love you as we are commanded only to love
God. Dearest Alice, will you become my wife? ”’

““Miss Raymond,” said Richard Delany, entering at
this moment, ‘“my father desires your presence instantly
in his study on business of the utmost moment to your-
self. Mr. Dulan, I hope, will excuse me, as we have but
justarrived,and many matterscrave my attention. Good-
evening, sir,”’ and, bowing haughtily, he attended his
cousin from the room. William Dulan arose and took his
hat to go.

““Farewell, Mr. Dulan,” said Alice, kindly, “if we
should not meet again before your departure.”

‘““Farewell, sweet Alice,” murmured William Dulan as

he left the house.
* * * * * * *

It was a glorious Sabbath morning early in August.
The widow’s cottage gleamed in the dark bosom of the
wood like a gem in the tresses of beauty. Everything
wore its brightest aspect. The windows of the little
parlor were open, and the songs of birds and the per-
fume of flowers were wafted through them. But the lit-
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tle breakfast-table, with its snowy cloth and its one plate,
cup and saucer, looked almost piteous from its solitude.
Upon the clean white coverlet of the bed sat the widow’s
little black bonnet and shawl, prayer-book, and clean
pocket handkerchief, folded with its sprig of lavender.
It was Communion Sunday, and the widow would not
miss going to church on any account. She dispatched her
breakfast quickly—poor thing! she had not mwuch appe-
tite. She had sat up half the night previous, awaiting the
arrival of William, but he had not come; and a man
from the village had informed her that the mail-stage had
arrived on the night previous without any passengers.
As the stage would not pass again for a weck, the widow
could not expect to see or hear from her son for that
length of time. After putting away her breakfast things,
she donned her bonnet and shawl, and, taking her prayer-
book, opened the door to go out. What a pleasant sight
met her eyes. A neat one-horse carriage, or rather cart,
stood at the door—her son was just alighting from it.
In another instant he had clasped his mother in his arms.
“Oh! my William! my William! I am so glad to scc
you,” exclaimed the delighted mother, bursting into tears.
“Oh, but this is so joyful, so unexpected, dear William!
I looked for you, indeed, last night; but, as you did not
come, 1 gave you up, unwillingly enough, for a week.
But come in, darling; you've not breakfasted, I know.”
“No, dear mother, because T wished to breakfast with

you; but let me give something to the horse, first, and
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you sit in the door, dear mother—I do not want to lose
sight of you a moment, while waiting on Rosinante.”

“Never mind, William, old Jake can do that. Here,
Jake,” said she, as the old servant approached, “take
charge of Master William’s horse.” Then turning to
William, she said: “John sends old Jake over every
morning to help me.”

“Ah! How are Cousins John and Elizabeth?”

“Oh, very hearty. We shall see them this morning at
church.”

“I did not come in the stage yesterday, mother,” said
William, as they took their seats at the breakfast table,
“because I had purchased this light wagon and horse for
you to ride to church in, and I came down init. I reached
the river last night, but could not cross. The old ferry-
man had gone to bed, and would not rise. Well, after
breakfast, dear mother, I shall have the pleasure of driv-
ing vou to church in your own carriage!” added William,
smiling.

“Ah! William, what a blessing you are to me, my dear
son; but it must have taken the whole of your quarter’s
salary to buy this for me?” And she glanced, with pain,
at his rusty and threadbare suit of black, and at his nap-
less hat.

“Ah, mother, T was selfish after all, and deserve no
credit, for I laid the money out in the way which would
give myself the most pleasure. But, see, here is old Jake
to tell us the carriage is ready. Come, mother, T will
hand you in, and as we go along I will unfold to you
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some excellent news, which I am dying to deliver.” S.
saying, he placed his mother carefully in the little car-
riage, and seating himself beside her drove off, leaving
old Jake in charge of the house.

“There is plenty of time, dear mother; so we will drive
slowly, that we may talk with more comfort.

William then proceeded to relate, at large, all that had
taken place during his residence at Bay Grove—not omit-
ting his love for Alice, of whom he gave a glowing de-
scription ; nor the bright prospects which the kindness of
Dr. Keene opened before him. Then he described the
beautiful dwelling which would become vacant on the
removal of Dr. Keene's family, which was expected to
take place some time during the coming autumn. To
this dwelling, he intended to remove his mother, and
hoped to bear his bride.

To all this the mother listened with grateful joy. At
the church, William Dulan met again his cousins, John
and Elizabeth, who expressed their delight at the meet-
ing and insisted that William and his mother should re-
turn with them to diuner. This, however, both mother
and son declined, as they wished to spend the day at
home together,

William Dulan spent a month with his mother, and
when the moment arrived that was to terminate his visit,
he said to her:

“Now, dear mother, cheer up! This parting is so
much better than our last parting. Now, I am going to
prepare a beautiful home for you, and when I come at
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Christmas, it will be for the purpose of carrying you
back with me.”

The widow gave her son a beaming look of love.

With a “Heaven be with you, my dearest mother,” and
“God bless you, my best son,” they parted. They parted
to meet no more on earth.

Let us now return to the mansion of Colonel Delany,
and learn the nature of that “‘matter of the utmost mo-
ment to herself,” that had summoned Alice so inoppor-
tunely from the side of her lover.

® - * * * % %=

On reaching the study of her uncle, Miss Raymond
found him in deep consultation with an elderly gentleman
in black. Various packets of papers were before him—
an open letter was held in his hand. He arose to meet
Alice, as she advanced into the room, and taking her
hand with grave respect, said:

“Lady Hilden, permit me to congratulate you on your
accession to your title and estates.”

“Sir! uncle!” exclaimed Alice, gazing at him with the
utmost astonishment, scarcely conscious whether she was
waking or dreaming.

“Yes, my dear, it is true. Your grandfather—old
Lord Hilden—departed this life on the sixth of last March.
His only living son survived him but a few weeks, and
died without issue, and the title and estates, with a rent-
roll of eight thousand pounds per annum, has descended,
in right of your father, to yourself!”
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“I shall have so much to give to William!” involun-
tarily exclaimed Alice.

“Madam!” exclaimed Colonel Delany in surprise,

Alice blushed violently at having thought aloud. “Dear
sir,” said she, “I did not know what I was saying.”

“Ah, well, I suppose you are a little startled with this
sudden news,” said the Colonel, smiling; “but now it is
necessary for you to examine with us some of these
papers. Ah, I crave your pardon, Mr. Reynard—Lady
Hilden, this is Mr. Reynard, late solicitor to your de-

ceased grandfather, the Baron ¢

Great was the excitement in the neighborhood when it
was noised abroad that Alice Raymond had become a
baroness, in her own right, and the possessor of a large
estate in England. And when, for the first time since
her ac :ssion to her new dignities, she appeared at
church, in deep mourning, every eye was turned upon
her, and she almost sank beneath the gaze of so many
people.

In the height of the “nine days’ wonder,” William
Dulan returned, and was greeted by the news from every
quarter,

“Oh, Alice—lost! lost! lost to me forever!” exclaimed
he, in agony, as he paced, with hurried strides, up and
down the floor of his little room. “Oh, my mother, if it
were not for thee, I should pray that this wretched heart
of mine would soon be stilled in death.”

If any human being will look candidly upon the events
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of his own life, and the history of his own heart, with a
view to examine the causes of suffering, he will be con-
strained to admit that by far the greater portion of his
miseries have originated in misapprehension, and might
have been easily prevented or cured by a little calim in-
vestigation. It was so with William Dulan, who was at
this moment suffering the most acute agony of mind he
ever felt in his life, from a misconception, a doubt, which
a ten minutes’ walk to the house of Coloney Delany, and
a ten minutes’ talk with Alice, would have dissipated
forever.

If Richard Delany was anxious before to wed his
cousin for love, he was now half crazy to take that step
by which both love and ambition would be gratified to
<he utmost.

He actually loved her ten times as much as formerly.
The “beggar” was beautiful, but the baroness was be-
witching! Spurred on, then, he determined to move
heaven, earth and the other place, if necessary, to accom-
plish his object. He beset Lady Hilden with the most
earnest prayers, and protestations, and entreaties, remind-
ing her that he loved and wooed her before the dawn of
her prosperity, and appealed to her for the distinterested-
ness of his passion. But all in vain. He even besought
his father to use his influence with Alice in his favor.
Colonel Delany, his objections being all now removed,
urged his niece, by her affection, by her compassion, and,

finally, after some delicate hesitation, by her gratitude. to
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accept the proffered hand of his son. But Alice wa:
steadfast in her rejection.

“A change had come o'er the spirit of her dream!”

Alas, alas! that a change of fortune should work such
a change of spirit! Alice Raymond was now Lady Hil-
den. Her once holy, loving, meek blue eyes were now
splendid with light and joy. Upon cheek and lip, once
so delicately blooming, now glanced and glowed a rich,
bright crimson. Her once softly falling step had become
firm, elastic and stately. “A peeress in my own right,”
was the thought that sent a spasmodic joy to the heart of
Alice. T am sorry she was not more philosophical, more
exalted, but I cannot help it, so it was; and if Alice “put
on airs,” it must not be charged upon her biographer.

Time sped on. A rumor of an approaching marriage
between Mr. Richard Delany and Lady Hilden was in-
dustriously circulated, and became the general topic of
conversation in the neighborhood. To avoid hearing it
talked of, William Dulan sedulously kept out of com-
pany. He had never seen Alice since she became Lady
Hilden. Dr. Keene had removed with his family from
Bay Grove, and the principal government and emolument
of the school had devolved upon young Dulan. The
Christmas holidays were at hand, and he resolved to take
advantage of the opportunity offered by them, to remove
his mother to Bay Grove. On the last evening of his
stay, something in the circumstance brought back forci-
bly to his mind his last conversation with Alice—that
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conversation had also taken place on the eve of a jour-
ney; and the association of ideas awakened, together with
the belief that he would never again have an oppor-
tunity of beholding her, irresistibly impelled him to seek
an interview with Alice.

Twilight was fast fading into night. Lady Hilden
stood alone, gazing out from the window of her uncle’s
drawing-room. She had changed again, since we saw
her last. There was something of sorrow, or bitterness,
in the compressed or quivering lip. Her eye was bright
as ever, but it was the brightness of the icicle glancing in
the winter sun—it was soon quenched in tears, and as
she gazed out upon the gloomy mountain, naked forest,
and frozen lake, she murmured: “I used to love sum-
mer and day so much; now ” [A servant entered
with lights. “Take them away,” said Alice. She was
obeyed.]—“the dark soul in the dark scene—there is
almost repose in that harmony.”

“Mr. Dulan,” said the servant, reappearing at the
door, and Mr. William Dulan followed the announce-
ment.

“You may bring in the light, now,” said Alice.

“Will Lady Hilden accept congratulations, offered at so
late a period?” said William Dulan, with a respectful
bow.

Alice, who had been startled out of her self-possession,
replied only by a bow.

“F was about to leave this neighborhood for a shor®
time; but could not do so without calling to bid you
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farewell, fearing you might be gone to England before I
return.” William Dulan’s voice was beginning to quiver.
“I have no present intention of going to England.”
“No? Such a report is rife in the neighborhood.”

“One is not chargeable with the reports of the neigh-
borhood.”

Alice said this in a peculiar tone, as she glanced at
the sorrow-stricken visage of the young man.

A desultory conversation ensued, after which William
Dulan arose to take his leave, which he did in a choking,
inaudible voice. As he turned to leave the room, his
ghastly face and unsteady step attested, in language not
to be misunderstood, the acuteness and intensity of his
suffering. Alice did not misunderstand . She uttered
one word, in a low and trembling tone:

“William!”

He was at her side in an instant. A warm blush glow-
ing over her bosom, cheek and brow, her eyes were full
of tears, as she raised them to his face, eloquent with
all a maiden may not speak.

“Angel! T love! I adore thee!” exclaimed the youth,
sinking at her feet.

“Love me, William, only love me, and let us both
adore the Being who hath given us to each other.”

:lr * * * * * *

It was a cold night on the shores of the ice-bound
Rappahannock. A storm of wind and snow that had
been fiercely raging all day long, at length subsided. 4%
a low cabin, which served the threefold purposes of post=
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office, ferry-house and tavern, an old gray-haired man
was nodding over a smoldering fire. His slumbers were
disturbed by the blast of a stage horn and wheels of the
coach, which soon stopped before the door.

Two travelers alighted and entered the cabin. The
old ferryman arose to receive them.

“Any chance of crossing to-night, Uncle Ben?” i~quired
the younger traveler.

“He-he! hardly, Mr. William ; the river has been closed
for a week,” chuckling at the thought that he should he
saved the trouble of taking the coach across,

“Oh, of course, I did not expect to go on the boat; I
was thinking of crossing on the ice.”

“I think that would scarcely be safe, Mr. William; the
weather has moderated a great deal since nightfall, and 1
rather think the ice may be weak.”

“Pooh! nonsense! fiddle-de-dee!”’ exclaimed the other
traveler, testily; “do you think, old driveler, that a few
hours of moderate weather could weaken, effectually, the
ice of a river that has been hard frozen for a week?
Why, at this moment a coach might be driven across with
perfect safety!”

“I shouldn’t like to try it, though, sir,” said the driver,
who entered at this moment,

“The gentleman can try it, if he likes,” continued the
old man, with a grin, “but I do hopes Mr. Dulan won’t.”

“Why, the ice will certainly bear a foot-passenger
safely across,” smiled William Dulan.

“I dare say it may; but, at any rate, I wouldn®t try it
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Master William—'specially as it’s a long, dark, slushy
road between here and the widow’s.”

“Why, Uncle Ben, do you think I am a young chicken,
wo be killed by wetting my feet?” asked William, laugh-
ing. “Besides, at this very moment, my good mother is
waiting for me, and has a blazing fire, a pot of strong
coffee, and a bowl of oysters, in readiness. I would not
disappoint her, or myself, for a good deal.”

“If it were not for this confounded lameness in my
feet, I would not stop at this vile hole to-night,” said the
elder traveler, who was no other than Richard Delany,
whom imperative business had called to this part of the
country, and who had thus become, very reluctantly, the
traveling companion of William Dulan.

“Nobody asked you, sir,” exclaimed the old man, who
did not seek popularity.

William Dulan, who by this time had resumed his
cloak, and received a lighted lantern from the old ferry-
man, took his way to the river, accompanied by the
latter. Arrived at its edge, he turned, shook hands with
the old man, and stepped upon the ice. Old Ben re-
mained, with his eyes anxiously strained after the light
of the lantern as it was borne across the river. It was
already half-way across—suddenly a breaking sound, a
fearful shriek, a quenched light, and all was dark and
still upon the surface of the ice; but beneath, a young,
strong life was battling fiercely with death. Ah! who
can tell the horrors of that frightful struggle in the dark,
cold, ice-bound prison of the waters?
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The old man turned away, aghast with horror, and
his eyes fell upon the countenance of Richard Delany,
which was now lit up with demoniac joy, as he muttered
between his teeth ;

“Good, good, good! Alice shall be mine now!”

* * * * * * * *

It was night in the peaceful cottage of the widow. All
the little agremens her son had pictured were there. A
little round-table, covered with a snowy cloth, stood in
readiness. An easy-chair was turned with its back to the
fire, and on it a dressing-gown, and before it lay a pair
of soft, warm slippers. The restless, joyous, anxious
mother was reading over, for the twentieth time, her
son’s last letter, in which he promised to be home, punc-
tually, on that evening. Hours flew en, but he did not
come. At length, one o'clock struck, and startled the
widow from her meditative posture. “I must go to bed
—I must not look pale with watching, to-morrow, and
alarm my good son. It is just as it was before—he can-
not get across the river to-night. I shall see him early
to-morrow.” Removing the things from about the fire,
and setting the room in the nicest order, the widow re-
tired to bed.

She rose early in the morning, to prepare a good break-
fast for her son. “He shall have buckwheat cakes this
morning ; he is so fond of them,” said she, as she busied
herself in preparation.

Everything was in readiness, yet William came not.
The morning passed on. The mother grew impatient.
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“It is certainly high time he was here now,” said she;
“I will go through the woods, toward the high-road, and
see if he is coming,” and putting on her bonnet and
shawl, she set out. She had just entered the wood when
two advancing figures caught her attention. The path
was so narrow that they were walking one behind the
other.,

“Ah! there he is—and John Dulan is with him,” ex-
claimed the mother as they drew near.

The foremost man was indeed John Dulan, who held
out his hand as they met.

“Ah! how do you do, John? How do you do? This
is so kind of you! But, stand aside—excuse me—I want
to see that youth behind you!” and the widow brushed
past him, and caught to her bosom—old Ben, the ferry-
man.

“My gracious! I thought you were my son! Deas
me, how absurd!” exclaimed the widow, releasing him.

“Let us go on to the cottage, aunt,” said John Dulan,
sadly.

“Yes, do. I am looking every minute for William.
Oh, vou can tell me, Uncle Ben—did he reach the ferry
last night ?”

“Yes, madam,” groaned the old man.

“Why, you alarm me! Why didn’t he come hm_]
then?”

“He did try—he did try! I begged him not to—but
he would! Oh, dear! oh, dear!”
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“Why, whatsin Heaven’s name is the matter? What
has happened? Is my son ill?”

“Tell her, Mr. Dulan—tell her! I could not, to.save
my life!”

The widogv turned very pale.

“Where is William? Where is my son? Is he ill? Is
he il1?”

“My dearest aunt, do try to compose yourself!” said
John Dulan, in a trembling voice.

“Where is my son? Where is he?”

b

“You cannot see him to-day
“Yet he was at the ferry-house last night! Great God!

it cannot be!” cried the mother, suddenly growing very
pale and faint. “Oh, no! Merciful Providence—such

rr

sorrow cannot be in store for me? He 1s not
She could not finish the sentence, but turned a look of

agonizing inquiry on John Dulan. He did not speak.

“Answer! answer! answer!” almost screamed the
mother.

John Dulan turned away.

“Is my son—is my son—dead?”

“He is in heaven, I trust,” sobbed John.

A shriek, the most wild, shrill and unearthly that ever
came from the death-throe of a breaking heart, arose upon
the air, and echoed through the woods, and the widow
sunk, fainting, to the ground. They raised her up—the
blood was flowing in torrents from her mouth. They
hore her to the house, and laid her on the bed. John
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Dulan watched beside her, while the old man hastened to
procure assistance.

The life of the widow was despaired of for many
weeks. She recovered from one fit of insensibility, only
to relapse into another. At length, however, she was
pronounced out of danger. But the white hair, silvered
within the last few weeks, the strained eyes, contracted
brow and shuddering form, marked the presence of a
scathing sorrow.

One day, while lying in this state, a traveling carriage
drew up before the door, and a young, fair girl, clad in
deep mourning, alighted and entered. Elizabeth, who
was watching beside her, stooped down and whispered
very low:

“The betrothed bride of your son.”

The young girl approached the bed, and, taking the
hand of the sufferer, exclaimed: ‘“Mother, mother, you
are not alone in your sorrow! I have come to live or die
by you, as my sirength may serve!l”

The widow opened her arms and received her in an em-
brace. They wept. The first blessed tears that had re-
lieved the burdened heart of either were shed together.

Alice never left her. When the widow was sufficiently
recovered, they went to England. The best years of the
life of Alice were spent in soothing the declining days of
William Dulan's mother. The face of Alice was the last
object her eyes rested on in life; and the hands of Alice
closed them in death.
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Alice never married, but spent the remainder of her
life in ministering to the suffering poor around her.

I neglected to mention that, during the illness of Mrs.
Dulan, the body of her son was found, and interred in
this spot, by the request of his mother.

“What becomes of the moral?” you will say.

I have told you a true story. Had I created these
beings from imagination, I should also have judged them
—punished the bad and rewarded the good. DBut these
people actually lived, moved, and had their being in the
real world, and have now gone to render in their account
to their Divine Creator and Judge. The case of Good
versus Evil, comes on in another world, at another tri-
bunal, and, no doubt, will be equitably adjudged.

B * * - * * *

As I fear my readers may be dying to know what far-
ther became of our cheery set of travelers, I may, on some
future occasion, gratify their laudable desire after knowl-
edge; only informing them at present that we did reach
our destination at ten o'clock that night, in safety, al-
though it was very dark when we passed down the
dreaded Gibbet Hill and forded the dismal Bloody Run
Swamp. That Aunt Peggy’s cap was not mashed by
Uncle Clive’s hat, and that Miss Christine did not put
her feet into Cousin Kitty’s bandbox, to the demolition of
her bonnet; but that both bonnet and cap survived to
grace the heads of their respective proprietors. The only
mishap that occurred, dear reader, befell your obsequious
servitor, who went to bed with a sick headache, caused
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really by her acute sympathy with the misfortunes of the
hero and heroine of our aunt’s story, but which Miss
Christine grossly attributed to a hearty supper of oysters
and soft crabs, eaten at twelve o’clock at night, which, of
course, you and I know, had nothing at all to do with it.
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