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@HO'6E JEITERATURE,

THE TALE OF 4 TORNADO.

(Conciuded.)

" How bard you girls are getting,” said Russell, stopping
short to look after her.  * What wouid your mothers in
their unsophisticated youth have thought o( the languaze so
familiar to your lips? Is cverything sweet and tender in
womanhood) groing to shrivel up and perish? This accursed
love of money is the strongest principle in all your hearts,
It 1s shameful.  What can the next gencration of men Ue,
growing up under such influences? 1t s enough to make
une despait of the future of our country.  To think that the
fairest, purest thing, almost in the wurld - a young maiden,
shuuld be transfutmad into a grasping, calculating, speculat-
ing, cool, busincss hand—"'

** Perhaps you had better stop a while, and rest,” inter.
tupted Jonuic, **since you have got b calling names, an-l
swearing. I beg your pardon, you did swear.  Please let
me say, thatit is all the fault of you gentlemen.,  Yeu won't
alluw us auy wisile work of our nwn, apd we bave to make
use of another 10 get what we want.  Onc is ambitious ; one
has xsthetic tastes; one wants a home and daily biead ; we
do the Lest we can for ourselves. It is true, how=ver, that
women admire success.”

‘Do they 2" sad the doctor, *and all women? Well,
I have not succeeded yet, and from your point of view ncver
may. Iama very poor man; I am not able yet to ask a
gl to marry me.  But 1 expeet, some day, to arrive at
what [ call success, and I hope there may yet be left one girl
who can be happy in the sweet old way, without millions of
money.  Dues your sister think as you do on these subjects 2
he continued, 1 a manner which he flattered himself was
eminently easy and indifferent.

The young schemer felt that her moment was come, and
tiembled. She was really suny for the poor felluw ; she
thalled with indignation at Fate - as she chose to aall it ;
that this good man, as she knew him to be—whom, more-
over, her sister loved with her whole heart—should not have
the needful money to marry Essic, and help their father;
but Jennic never flinched from her high resolve ; she would
make the pain biief; that was all she could do.

“*Essic hasa high regard for Mr. Burton,” said she gently;
“‘and I know that he s very fond of her, I willtellyouasone
of our best iriends, that I think there will soon be an engage-
ment announced."

¢ IWhat I exclaimed Russell, and vnconsciously standing
still, in his utter surprise, looking down at her with such a
stern face, that even Jennte almost qualed.  Secing that she
meant what she said, and also that she was sorry for hum, he
spoke no more till he bade her good-night at her own gate.

What he said t5 bimself at homne was never known but to
himself. John Russell was a brave man, and one that could
endure both pain and wrong, holding lus peace when 1t was
needful.

“Isat seltled, Essie?” smd Jenme as she came up 1o
where her sister sat on the steps, leamng her head on her
hands. ¢ Iias he spoken out 2

“¢ Why, of course not,” 1eturned the other half peevishly ;
‘* such things aren't done all at onc~ ; you expect too much,
Jeamc.  Tell me what did Dr. Russell say 2 she continued
eagerly ; * you were gone so long.”

** O, not much,” repled jeanic ; he was very cross, and I
am right glad to get rid of him,

* He might have come back, at least, to say good-night,”
said Esther; *“ poor fellow 1"

The days went by ; Mr. Burton called very often ; John
Russell never.  Esther wondered a little, but supposed he
had divined the state of things.  With wumanly tact she
held her suitor back from declaring himself, and strugpled
for a longer reprieve with all the ene of 2 condemned
crrminal.  Jennie dared not hurry her ; the sweelness of her
temper gave way under the termible strain, for it was not her
happiness alone, but Russell's also that she was destroying.
The weather was hot and sultry, and to that wasattributed her
growing palencss and nervousness ; not even Jennie knew
how tiie weary days and sleepless nights sapped herstrength
for she was onc of those women whose impulse is to conceal
their spintual hife from the eyes of all, except as it belongs
to or can scrve others.  Sympataetic, affectionate and teq-
der, 1n a remarkable degsce, her own pleasurcand pain were
{or herself only. 50 no one reahized or even imagined the
pain she was sutlening day after dzy.

At last events iorced Esther to x deaision which she
would pethaps never have arnved at of left to herself.  After
a long visit from onc of the deacons, Mr. Wilkams remained
shut up 1n hus study, and sent them word not to wait dinner
for him 3 then they kaew the blow had fallen. Esther
fingered about the study door, listening to her father's foot-
steps as he walked up and down the room, and to the faint
frequent cough that scemed to go through her own heart
whenever she heard 1, ull she couid endere it no longer;
she begped to be let 1n, and would notb.denied.  She found
her father as she had feared, quite overcome by this most
uncrpected trial.  The want of affection shown by people in
whose service he had spent twenty-five of th  best years of
his hfe, had cut him to the heart; and he had an idea
that he was somewhat blameable for whathe felttobe wrung
in them.

**Sarely, 1 have laboured in vain and spent my strength
for naught,” said he, with an unsicady voice :  **vet have I
watched for their souls, night aand day, as one whe nust give
an account ; and I have loved them and their children cven
as myown  What have I done, that this shosld come to
me? Butlet not this shake your faith, Fsther,” he con.
tinued, seeing that she was eryping quictly, **for my service
was unte the Macrer, not unto men; and {rom Him shall
comc the reward not of my works, but of His grace.”

“Dear papa,” said Esther, shaking off Ler tears, *“that
ought 1o comfort you ; the ingmtitede and meanness of ha-
man beings cannct alter the wonh of your service there.”

**If it has indeed been worthy and acceptable service,
Esthes,” ccturncd hier father; **that is work done through

me asan instrument by the High and Holy One, it will
surely stand accepted; bLut a great doubt is in my
wmind, Have I been unfarthful to my lugh calling, that these
wy children have so wandered away from the truth?  Have
T neglected to feed them with bread. hat they now desire a
stone 2 \What if the Master should ask of me, ** IVith whom
hast thou left those few sheep i tl e wiiderness?*

*“They are not all of these new opinons,” sad Esther,
broken-hearted, but resolute to console. ** [he best of them
cling to you stll. Look, papa, at the life and death of
those who have gone to heaven from your teaching, 1f you
doubt yourself. Ol ! when their chlljrcn remember them,
how can they be so ungrateful 2"

** Let us not judge the brethren, my child,” said the min-
ister; *‘and if the work here can be done better by another
than by me, so beit; let the Lonl's wark prosper. We
must go away soon, Esther; and to speak the truth, 1 am
troubled about that also. 1 am growing old, mydears and «f
myown people swho areaccustomed to nﬁ my fathings, and have
had the best of iny strength, can listen to me no longer, haw
ran 1 expect that strangers will da st 2 Tt s tao late now for
me to change my profession.  Yet we must live.  For my-
self, it would disturb me but little ; the tune will not be
long ; but for iny daughters, it distresses and perplexes me,
more pethaps, than 1t ouglit.  \We must have fath,”

* It will kill lum, 1 am aftad,” said Esther, when she
left the study to tell her sisters the news they were expecung.
**What shall wedo 2"

** We must not depend upon papa any longer, that 1s cer-
tain,” said Jenwe firmly, *‘and 1 must give up my place
the school, 1 think. 1 could not stay behind when the rest
of you go. Where shall we go I wonder, Esther?" but her
sister could not reply for tears.  After this Esther hesitated
no longer. Mr. Burton made hus offer, and was accepted.
It was understood that the marriage should take place
very soon, in arder that the parsonage might be vacaled for
Mr. Williams® successor.

People said that Dr. Russell was growing old and grave,
too fast. He worked very hard, dnving about all day, and
sitting up at night to study ; and a deep wrinkle was coming
between his eyes. As everything is known in a village, there
were many speculations and surmises, but the respect Dr.
Russcll insprred did not permut people to make any remarks
where he would hear of them.  So he pursued his darkened
way unmolested. .

One bright, hot afternoon Esther came out on the piazza,
where Susy was busy making a dress fur her doll with patient
hutle fingers. .

* Wkere are you guing, Essie? ™ said the clula, luoking
up, *‘and why are your eyes so red 2™

**1 am going for a hule walk,” replied Esther; *“ you won™t
mnd, dear ? The gurls wall be home soun.”

**Un, no,” said dSusy; * but what shall I do if Mr. Burton
comes? "

** Talk to hun,” said Esther with an impatient sigh;
‘ you can amuse lum well envugh. It doesn’t take much.”

Susy watched her sister as she walked duwn the street,
with a hasty nervous step. ‘I don't like Mr, Burton,” said
the child, to herself, *“and I don't think Essie doeseither. 1
wish hewould die,” and her sweet face, beautiful like Esther's,
but dehicate as a white flower, assumed 2 beatific expression,
as she added to this pious aspiration and “‘leave Essic all his
money."”

Mecanwhile Esther left the village street and struck intoa
lonely road that led through the meadows on the river bank.
“And)'whcrc to be alone!*' she thought. There were days
—and this was one of them—when the Litterness of her lot
was too strong for her ; when some little unexpected asso-
ciation would call up her dead hopes ** in form as when they
lived,” and break her heart with contrast between the futore
as it lay before her now and the future as it should have been.
She walked a long way, until thieugh p ysical weariness the
pain at her heart hecame duller 3 then she sat down under a
great tree by the roadside and gazed listlessly back at the
white village, seeming aslecp amid the sheltering green
boughs and the broad river sweeping past tranquilly.

** It looks sweet and peaceful.” thought the girl, *“and yet
what a hard, crucl thing is Ife ! It is like a mighty machinc,
without guide or ruler, driving blindly on, wourding or
crushing, noone caring. Oh! I am growing wicked. 1
knew I should. *Thercisa licin my right g:nd.‘ as the
Bible says, but what elsecould I do? Thete was no other way
possible 1o me; papa is sick, and T could fio? take care of him
ooly so. Oh, if I might have married John Russell and lived
in the smallest house down there, and worked hard to hel
h:m and be happy ! I will think of it now, for the time is
-oming fast when I can never think of him again ;" and she
<hrew off her hat and leaned her aching head on her two
hands, looking like a beautiful picture of Despair, as she sat
alone under the great green tree.

It was 2 buming, glaring day, and just now was strangely

- silents not a bird chirped, not an insect hummed.  The sky

was not the coal hiue arch that affords the cye such refresh-
ing cclicl duting the hot New England summer ; itlookedas
i'galcd white by the angry red sun, which shom of its rays
resembled a spot of fre. * In the western sky toward the
aorth lay a heavy, da.k cdoud, and in the opposite quarter an.
other mass of vapour wasaccumalating ; but except at these
puints the heavens were clear, and there were no indications of
astorm. The stillness, the waiting attitude of nature, struck
in some subtle way ul:on Esther’s senses and awoke acr at-
tention.  She raised her head and looked anxiously about,
scarching for the caus- of her instinctive impression of dan-
gerat hand.  Glancing at the sky, she saw the clond in the
south rush with strange and fearfol rapidity toward the large
mass 1n the north, A tremendous peal of thunder scemed
to make the carth vibrate, Rs the two bodics of vap. ur united
amid great commotion, and, nsing to the zenith, overspread
the whole sky with darkness.

“Whatcanitmean? ” sad Esther to hersclf, ternfied.
** Is ke last day 2 Shall 1 be taken in the midst of my
sing 2"

The grl’s nerves were unstrung by the mental conflict she
had gone through, and she sat trembling under the war of
the c‘icmcn;s insicad of reamicy to some sheltez.  Not much
time was given her, however, for cither reflection or action

before a tempest of rain and hail burst from the cloud, ac-
companicd by a wind that seemed to beat her to the earth
and pin her there, In a moment the air was full of branches,
rails, shingles and rafters ; the great tree beat and swayed
like a reed 5 the wind shnckcd‘]lkc a demon ; the driving
hail cut her face and hands,  Aroused from her fright by the
necessity ol exertion, she endeavoured (o reach a bitle desested
hut nut very fatoff, but Lefure she had a Ivanced two steps her
haven of refuge was a heap of tuins and ats beams flying oves
her head as shc foufhl her way back,to the tree.  Here she
clung fur her life winle the tornado tried to beat and tear her
away, till with a terrible crack the great clm was broken
short and the whole leafy top was sent whirling off.  Gazing
alter it, spell-bound by fear, Esther saw a great store-house
that lay between her point of view and the village, suddenly
upped quate over on one side ; and at the same moment the
massive covered bridge that spanned the nver was blown off
from 1ts founaations wto the stream. The force of the hurn.
cane increased cvery moment, and Esther was sheltetless
under the dnving tempest.  She feltalrecady benumbed ; she
coukt not sur from the spot where she wes crouched ; she
believed that life was over fur her and prepared herself to die. o
She folded her hands to pray, and the names she loved best
cate first to her lips.

¢ Bless my dearest father,” she sad ; * bless—oh, what
am 1 guing todu 2 Many one, while my heart was given to
another ! Now in the hour of death I have not a thought
forlum ! 1 had forgotten that there was any one but John.
Thank Heaven! Iam shown my sin and saved from it by
death.” And so saying she sank down on the sodden grass,

“ covering her face with her hands that she might not see any

more terrors.

When the tornado first commencedits work ofdestruction,
Dr. Russell, riding home from a visit to a distant patient,
was forcing his frightened horse up the street when he be-
came aware of a little ﬁgurc at Mr, Willlams' gate, clasping
the other. Poor Susy's lon‘g hair was loosened, and the
wind blev: it about her white face and carried it up straight
the bars firmly with one hand wiule she beckaned with
in the air so that she looked ke the Wind Spirit of fary
lore. ** Oh, Doctor Russell 1" said she when he had suc-
ceeded in getting his horse near enough to hear her : ““Essie
1s out in this awful storm, and I don't know what:to do.
Papa 1s out of town and Jennte hasn'’t got home."” .

¢ Which way did she go 2" said Russell quickly. “Stop
crying, Susy, and tell me; that's.a dear child. " 1'll find her
at least as soon as Jennic would.” Hardly waiting to catch
the sobbing little girl's answer he whecled his horse sharply
round, and convincing that animal bymeans of the sfurthat the
time was come for resignation to his mastes’s will, he rode
rapidly away.

llle had gone a long distance, or so it scemed, examining
cvery pile of debris that he passed, before he distinguished a
drenched and flattened heap of clothes lying at the foot of a

reatstump,  Struck with a terrible fear, he sprang from his

orse and knelt down beside the motionless figure, while the
steed finding himself at liberty dashed dowa the road with
nostrils in the air and trailing bridle.

** Esther, my darling 1™ said he, and his trembling voice
found its way through the benumbed senses to the soul faith.
ful in death; and Esther opened her eyes and a pathetic
half-smilec dawned on her white face.

4 Guess now who holds thee? ¢ Death,’ I said; but there
The silver voice rang, ¢ Not Death, but Love.'”

There was a solid old barn whick had braved the storms
of many years, in the centre of its fmt lonely meadow; and
there Russcll conveyed his lost and found tzeasure. The hay
was dry and warm, and the bam, though it creaked and
shuddered, resisted the wind and held staunchly together;
and there Esther came back to life, and the desize of life,
under the cyes that watched her with a sad and tender
anxicty 3 came back with a new resolution 1n her heart.

**1 will not take the work of Providence into my own
hands any more,” thought she, ** Right s nghy, and wrong
is wrong ; consequences are none of my business.”

The wail of the storm became fainter and died away ; and
when they cmerged from the barn, the sun shonc out 6n the
great ram-drops, and 1t scemed to Esther as though all
trouble had been swept away by a merciful flood, and a new
world had anscn over the ruin of the old, a world unce more
glad with simple joys of sunshine, and tird-songs, and the
sweet scent of the earth after rain.

‘“And I am not going to be so peor any longer, dear,’
waid Russell; **1 have had an offer of a partnership that
will make n rich man of me 3 1 did not care forit until now.
We Will take care of your father, Esther. Al he wants s
rest.”

A week Iater, Jennte entered the room where Esther fay
on a sofa, weak and nervous, but at peace in the depths of
her heart.

** Essic,” said ske, ¢* Mr. Burton is here, and I think you
are well enough to see him to-day. If you are no! going 10
marry him, you should at lcast tell ham 50, and put him ont
of misery."

 Oh, Jennic 1" said the other rising, as she spoke, and
clasping her hands nesvously.  *“ If you would doit for me!
I cannot face him. Let us never again do evil that good may
come. 1 am ashamed to meet Mr. Burion.”

Jennic reflected.  **Itis a hornd thing to do,” thought
she: **but after all it was more my fanlt than Essic’s, for 1
made her accept um ; so 1 may as well 1ake my pant of the
disagiceables.  Besides, she will be sure tosay somclhin&
shocking, for she isallin atremblenow.  Very well, dear,
she sud aloud; **I will seehimand do the best T can;™
and she depatted on her anpalatable mission.

Ilow she got through her story, or what she said, Jennic
never knew afterwards; but at last the state of affairs was
made clear to Mr. Barton's mind. Hedid not scem as much
moved as Jennie had expected ; but sat looking into his hat,
and twisting it in his hands, **more like the Laird of Cock-

a1 than cver,” thought his excited and embarmassed inter-
mmcc. At Jast he drew & larpe hankerchicf, and wiped
his brow. .

** Miss Jennie,” said he, *thisis 1 surpris, indeed ; yet
it is not altogether unexpeeted 3 I have sometimes been fear-




