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besides the old man had been aiting Intely,
and ahe feared to agitate him. She resolved
to wait autil Morris eame in person to tell
his own story and plead for them both,

A few days afterwards a party of Young
friends ealled, on their way 10 the Bay, to
take her to skate.  Glad of any accupation
to pass the weary waiting she joined them,
and soon became exhilirated and joyous with
the merry exercise. The road passed near
the shore, and as the driver's horn announced
the arrival of the daily ~wge, more than one
skater balanced themselves for 2 moment to
watch the cumbersome vehicle mmake the turn
that led to the village. A keen pair of eyes
within saw the party on the ice, and de-
tected Evelyn's tall, lythe figure among
them. There was a momentary stoppage, a
few words exchanged with the driy er, and
Willie Morris, cramped and cold with long
confinement in one posture, but radiant in
countonance, came trembling down the rug-
ged pathway to the lake.

Beautiful as a fairy dream, Evelyn glided
towards kim. 1In his excited state of mind,
she resembled some spirit of the waters or
genii of the Iake. Many eyeswere on them,
but they wore not ashamed to clasp each
other’s hands in cordial greeting, and then
the company gathered round, and hearty
were the words of welcome uttered.  Willje
was pressed to join in the amusement, and
with boyish vanity, not unwilling, perhaps,
to show off his accompiishments before Eve-
Iyn, for he was a bold and graceful skater,
he accepted the invitation, and was quickly
performing the most perplexing and daring
curves and figures beside his fair companion.
For n time she kept up with him, but pre-
sently, carried away by the inspiriting ox-
oreise, the pecculiar cireumstances that threw

Q@veil of enchantment over the whole scene,

“#gWillic was led into more venturesome feats,

and many of those present paused to watch
and admire his beautiful evolvtions.

Unobserved by any one, Sylvester had
joined the party. He quickly made his way
up to Evelyn, and expressed & wish that sho
should return home with him, The ice, he
said, could not be considered safe after the
violent storm that had lately visited them
and the change in the weather. Not safel
Every vestige of colour fled from Evelyn's
cheeks, but before words could wutter her

-fears there was a cry from the spectators
that the daring skater was in danger, He
had distanced all the rest, and so thought-
less wero they that the iden of the 1ad going
beyond a prudent line never occurred to any
one, till thoy saw by his movements that
pleasure and pride bhad given place to a
dreadful anticipaticn of evil, Even ag Eve-
lyn looked the ice cracked under him ; he
cleared onc fissure in safoty. Self-preserva-

" tion arms & man with supernatural power,

“ Nothing can save him,” muttered Syl-
vester.

“Oh! Williel” shricked the frantie girl,
¢ can nothing be donc ?” She grasped Syl-
vester by the arm. He wag ghastly pale.

“ Willie, Willie Morris, do you mean ?”

* Yes, yes, he arrived just now.”

“You love him, Evelyn 7

‘Dearer than life.”

Sylvester was divesting himself of super-
fluous garmenta. “Evelyn, I may perish in
trying to rescue him; if 80, remember my
small black desk in my sitting-room ig
yours; here is the key. Let no one read
the papers contained in it until you have
done g0.”

 Ho i3 lost!” shricked the bystanders, for
at that moment the treacherous ice sye-
cumbed to the power of the swelling water,
and literally crumbled beneath the poor fel-
low's feet, He was quite near them. They
saw his arms extended, as if for help. They
heard his frantic prayer, “God have mercy
on me!l” Personal fears soon scattered tie

. Party; a few moments before so gay and vo-
latile, in all directions.

“ Kiss me, Evelyn.,” The girl's trembling
lips were pressed on Paul Sylvester's, the
first kiss, sinco an unconscious child, e had
received from one for whom he was willing
to sacrifice life itself. A fow bold strokes
and he reached the gaping aperture, Eve-
lyn pressed her hands over her eyes while

———

he disencumbered himself of his skates and
plunged into the frozen angry depths,

“First one brave, good man, and then
another, recovered his courage, and veturn-
ed to the viewity of the spot where two
human beings were struggling for that dear-
est of treasures, life. A Kkind neighbour
tried to draw Evelyn away, but she refused
to leave the place where those so dear to
her were in such horrible danger. Ropes
had been collected, a few planks brought,
any expedient that occurred in the emer-
gency that could possibly be made usecful,
Several moments of fearful susuense ensued,
Everybody knew Sylvester to be an expert
swimaer and diver, and to be gifted with
almost gigantic strength and endurance.
Presently the forms of the unhappy men
were geen quivering on  tho surfuce, then
disappeared almost before hope had birth in
the breasts of the Spectators, Anon, and
young Morris, stiff and blue with cold, and
insensible from his long immersion, was half
thrown upon the solid border of jce that
surrounded the fatal chasm, Friendly, brave
arms received hLim, carried him beyond dan-
ger, and then returned to aid in Sylvester's
rescuc.  But alas! the almost miraculous
eflort that had saved Willie from his watery
grave had been the stupendous exertion of a
dying Titan, and while anxious eyes were
straining their vision and humag hearts were
palpitating between fear and hope, Paul Syl-
vester, a livid corpse, was sinking into those
unknown depths where science only vaguely
penctrates and mortal ken can never pierce,

With dificulty Evelyn was taken from
the scene of disaster, Willic had already
been borne ashore, and was receiving all the
care his situation demanded, A few hours
sufliced to restore him to hig ordinary vigor,
and much shocked wag he to learn of the
tragic end of the lion-hearted man who had
saved his life,

The news had to be broken very carefully
‘0 old Elwood. He was deeply- attached to
Sylvester, and the loss at his age wag irre-
mediable. He wag requested to take charge
of Sylvester's effects until jt could be ascer-
tained if ho had any rolatives, and‘some' of
the smaller articles of hig property, linble to
be lost, were removed to Elwood's cottage
for greater safety—among them the black
desk. Its arsival recalled the dead man's
lest words, and, producing the key, Evelyn
tremblingly repeated his wishes. It was
given over to her keeping, and with a feel-
ing of reverence the girl proceeded, in the
privacy of her chamber, to open tie reposi-
tory of Sylvester's secrets,

The first document that met her eye wag
“Paul Sylvester's Last Will and Testa.-
ment.”  Laying it aside for more interesting
matter, she was startled to see g folded paper
addressed ¢ Evelyn Elwood » ¢ was dated
June 1st of the preceding year, the day
Willie left Cedar Creek after his pleasant
visit of & week It ran thug s Retributive
Justice fullows man through all his mjs.
deeds! For years I had hoped to biot out
my crime, by devotion to my child, by giving
up every wordly prospect, by qQuenching lust
of wealth and power, that I might not forsake
my one sbsorbing duty ; but now the most
fatal accident that could have occurved s
brought to pass, Willie Morris' son, the ac-
cursed, the calumniated, has been Jeq here
to bring punishment on my most guilty head
As circumstances siang now, this wretched
alternative is left me: J muit see Evelyn
Pine and die, for Richard Elwood could
never be induced to tolerate the son of her
mother's murderer, as he considers Wiltie
Morris, Senior, or I must confess myself as
black a villain as ever walked God's carth,
forfeit a lifotime of Iespect, and receive g
hoary father's malediction, and seo aversion
and scorn, maybe, shine jn the soft eyes of
my child, that now reveal kindliness ang
esteem, if nothing dearer, How sweet, how
inexpressibly beautiful ghe looked to-day
when confessing her love for Willie! Qh1
what treasure would I not have sacrificed for
the privilege of pressing her to my heart and
calling her daughter! Such bliss is not for
me. I have forfeited it, and must suhmit,
I am resolved on my coutse of actiop,
Evelyn must be made happy at all hazards,

If Willic prov fuithful, my confession shall

be made ; though how, or whoen, or where,
[ am yet undecided, 1 can go nway like
Cain with the mark seared juto my heart
instead of my brow Tempter of innocence;
the viper that stung the bosom that chetished
it How could I address Richard Elwood ?
‘I murdered your daunghter] through my
stronger mind My passionate will triumph-
ed over her gentle vonfidenco, I had tanght
her obedience only to ensure my success. |
permitted an innocent man for years to be
under the imputation of a erime commitied
by myself’ | hear tho old man's curses. |
see Iivelyn’s pale face of horror. The suffer-
ing is greater than I can bear, Oh! Evelynt
my child! my ehild! When time shall have
softened the heinousness of your father's
guilt; when every day you prove the value
and utility of the lessons learned from him
A8 a4 master; when every troasure of your
brain, every impulse of your heart recalls
the memory of one absent and crring—and
it must be so—for have | not molded You to
my model since infancy 2—then let his de.
votion, his duty to you, earn for him your
furgivcncss; let his name be breathed in
your prayers! Teach Richard Elwood to
forgive him also for your sake. Not in calm
malice, not witlh intent, was your mother
left to die and suffer, unsupported and alone.
Had she trusied in me, confidea to me lher
fatal secret! But, alas! clhuld ag she was,
she feared mo more than she loved, and
shrunk from me more than froni the world.”

It would be diflicy's to portray (he emo-
tions of Evelyn as she read the confessions
of her father's erring, passionate life, Ex-
quisite grief for her girl-mother, of whose
fate she previouslyhad a dim iden, sympathy
she could not deny to the 'ather, whose daily
existence had been g daily offering to her
childish nceds, Ag he truly said, she was
too entirely mouldeq by him to turn from
him, guilty as he Was, and his last ael
scemed to her almost expiatory. Hours
passed in thought, in tears, and prayers, cre
the girl could Join her grandfather, and then
the task wag no casy one to make him gc.

quainted with the facts so strangely made
known to ner,

It was a great shock to Richard Elwood—
a far greator one than his death; but anger
and severity wero chastened by tho know-
ledge that the offender had gone to 5 tri-
bunal where justice would be administered
by Omnisciencc, and he bowed hig gray
head, and murmured, “ God have mercy on
his soul. It was g brave death, I forgive
him, a3 T hope to he forgiven,”

memory still fresh of the cold corpse yet
tempest-tossed in the cold bosom of the lake,

Evelyn said ghe should devote g year to
mourning, and Willie’ tears mingled wit)
hers when they spoke of the dead,

Sylvester's wii] made Evelyn ks heir of

0ld Eldwoog’s last days were peaceful,
In the domestic happiness of hig beloveq
Evelyn, he realizeq the anticipationg he had
formed years before for another of her name

(From Chambers's Journal,}
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Then began ag hard a strugglo ag any
women could have heep called upon to oy
dure. My husband went up to town thyt
same day, and Parliament sat lnto that yeqp,
During all that time jo never wrote to me,
ROT, $ave from a casual notiee of him in t)e
papers, did I know anything of his move.
ments.  The intolerable suspense and misery
of such a separation may be conceived, My
love for him, indeed, wag 5o mere dutify)
regard, but of that profound yet, Passionate

» by a strange con-

e 2

myself to be exposed to the Pitying wondeyp
and suspicion of the world at lurge,

Mr. Anstruther's eharacter stood above

mputanion, but I at the best wag but a sue-
cessful purvenue, and had at length no doyly
stumbled into some atrociows fanlt heyond
even his infatuntion 1o overlook, The very
servants of the houschold whispered ang
marveled about me; it wag inevitable that
they should (o 80, but all this added bit(er.
ness to anguish,
Worst of all there was o wistful look in
Florry's childisl eyes, and a pathos in her
voice as she pressed against my side, to
stroke my cheek, and sry, “ Poor mamma |
which almost broke ny heart with mingled
grief and shameo. She, too, had learned iy
her nursery that her mother had become an
object of compassion.

It was the deep sense of pain and humilia-
tion which my child’s Pity excited, which
arouscd me to make gome attempt to relieve
my position. [ sat down, and wrote to my
husband. 1 wrote quietly and temperately,
though there was almost the delirium of
despair in my heart, | had proved that ay
appeal to his feelings would be in vain, and
[ therefore ¢‘rected my arguments to his
Jjustice,

I'represented to him briefly that his pro-
longed negleet ang desertion would goon
irretricvably place me in the eyes of the
world in the position of A guilty wife, and
that for my own sake, but still more for the
snke of our daughter, 1 protested ngainst
such injustice. 1told him he was blighting
two wives, and entreated hin, if forgivencss
was still impossible, at leagt to keep up tho
semblance of respect I proposed to Join
him in London immediatcly, or to remain
where 1 was, on condition of )ig returning
home as soon as Parliament was‘prorogucd.

I waited with unspeakable patienco for n
reply to his letter, and the hext post brought
it. IHow I blessed my husband’s clemency
for this relief] My trembling handg could
gearcely break the seal; the consideration
of the sad differenco between the rast and

present, scemed to- overwhelm mo—it way

not thus I had been fccustomed to open my
husband’s letters, feeling like o criminal
condemned to read hig OWn warrant of cop.
demnation,

The stter wag brief, and ran thus;

e parted, I am able, Ellinor,
to reply to your letter atonce. I consentto
return and attempt tho life of hollow decep-
tion you demand, under the txpectation that
You will soon become convinced of itg imprac-
and will then, I conclude, be will-
ing to consent 1o the formal separation

which it is stil my wish and purpose to
eflect.”

“Nevert” 1 said, crashing the hard lotter
between my hands, and then my passion,
long suppressed, burst forth, and throwing
myself on my knees by my bedside, I wept
and groaned in agony of soul. Oh! 1 had
hoped til then—hoped that time might have
softened him, that the past might have sofi-
ened him, that )¢ past might have pleaded
with him for the sbsolution of that ono
transgression  1iqq my sin been indeed so
great that the punishment was so intoler-
able? And then] thought it all over again,
as I had dono g thousand times before in
that dreary interval, weighing my tempta-
tions againgt my offense, and trying to place
myself in my husband’s pogition, I Qid not
wish to justify it : it was a gross deception,
% deliberate falseness; but then I was will-
ing to prostrate myselfin the dust, both be-
fore God and my husband, and to beg for-
giveness in the lowegt terms of humiliation
and penitence.  But tho pardon granted mo
by tho Divine, was steadily refused by tho
human judge—against hig hard impenetra-
bility T might das), my bleeding heart in
vain.  What should I do? What should I
do? Which was thn path of duty? And
frail and passionate ag I was, how could I
hold on in such g rugged way? Had I not
better succomb 2—suffor myself to be put
away, as he desired, and close the door of
hopa on what was Ieft of life? My child—

ho said ho wauld give mo up my child.
Then resolution aroso renowed. For that
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