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and full of all selfish mixtures. The pure in heart not only see God, but
they feel God, and hear Him. It is the heart that hears the voice which
guides aright ; and if thy heart is pure—and I believe it is—and if thee
has heard a voice in it that bids thee love some one who is pure and
lovely, then listen to it and obey it. No harm can come of it. It may
bring thee trial, but it can never injure thee. There are many paths
that lead to the best that God has for us. Some of them are in the
sun, and some of them in the shadow ; but so long as thee takes counsel
of thy heart, and the light within is bright, thee has nothing to fear and
all good things to hope for.”

Her words were balm and inspiration to the young man, and they
left him more desirous than ever to renew his acquaintance with the
girl whose history, as it related to himself, had called them forth. He
determined to visit New York, but he would at least have a business
errand. He would take down the unregistered bonds, and perfect the
arrangements relating to them, and, among his new friends, he would sce
Miss Larkin again.

He therefore fixed upon an early day for the visit, and on the after-
noon previons to his departure, drove over to Mr. Bellamy Gold’s office,
and, receiving the package he desired, drove back again. He placed his
bonds in the safe, locked them in, and, according to his custom, put the
key in his pocket.

The night came down dark and gloomy, and the thickening sky gave
signs of an approaching storm. The sun had set hehind a curtain of
heavy clouds that skirted the western horizon, fringed with thunder-
heads that loomed above the mass like Alpine summits. Behind these
the lightning played incessantly as twilight deepened into night. Every-
thing seemed preternaturally still,—not a leaf stirred in the breathless air.

Throughout the brief evening, Mrs. Fleming and Nicholas sat to-
gether, saying little, watching the lightning as the distant cloud rose
higher and higher, and hoping that the storm would make its onset be-
fore the hour of bed-time should bid them separate for the night. But
the centre of the storm was far away, and was slow in its approaches.
Weary at last with waiting, and drowsy after the fatigues of the day,
they closed the shutters and retired to their rooms, where both lingered
for half an hour, fascinated by the freaks of the lightning as it threaded
the lazily rising clouds ; and then they went to bed.

It was after midnight when the tempest burst upon Ottercliff, and
both Nicholas and Mrs. Fleming were in their first sleep. Nicholas
was a sound sleeper, and the play of the lightning, the rush of the
tempest, and the roar of the thunder became the elements of a boisterous
dream. He dreamed of the strange schooner. He heard the flap of

€r canvas, and the noise of the waves beating against the shore. He



