THE m IYSTERY.

«n‘z M m‘!" 1 hMlM
Wbdﬂ.&dhimlllyih‘

“No. -n-rbodyd& For when he |

went downssiairs, I looked in and there was
20 one thete, and nothing uncommon about

not say apiut wht, fop, T do not know,
bus muhlitnothnbuga‘mthoﬂomh
Mlehhmyp«plo ‘»ome-

Ponibly," I acquiesced, thoughmytom
could not have beenone of any strong. con
vietion,. ;

““Insing pertors sometimes do strange
things,” she continued ; “and that he did
not show himself violent before folks is no
sign he did not let himself out sometimes
wheri be was along, The vary fact that he
testrained himself when be vm into the

‘and visited ‘among his friends, may
“mude him ‘wilder when'he got all by | 4
himself. I am sure'I 'remember ‘H¥ing
'honddueno where a man lived for ten
years in & towd ‘without o single meighbor
oting him of insanity ; yetbhwifonf

his and

IIINI."IQh)M “Hhunmmnph the
last were models of eloguénice. i7: >
“Oh, he could * she assented.

Secing that'the was ‘564! tofe Hoved in

her conyittions, I ventured npon & few ques-
vions.

“HA'Q yom, qm thought,” I asked, “‘what

it was that greated such a. change in him?
Yousay you ‘noticed it for-a month before
his death ; could any thing have happened
to di-turb him at that time?” .

“Not that I know of,” lho uuwcrod wich
great readinesa," “Fwas away for a week
in August, and i§ was when I first came
back that I observed how different he was
$o what he had been before. I thought at
Srab it was the heat, but heat don’s make
one restless and unfit to sit quiet in one’s
chair. Nor doesit drive a man to work as
if the very eyil.one was in bhim, keeping the
light burning sometimes till two in the morn*
ing, while he wrote and walked, and walked
and wrote, #ill I -thought my. head 'onld
burst with s for him.”

§ “Eewﬂnu&h'-boo!,mﬁowr 1)

think T haye hesrd he left & complete manu- |
saript behind him ¥*

“Yes ; ind don't yon think it very singu-
lar that the last word should have been
written, and the whole parcel done ‘up and
sent away to his publisher; two days before
his death, if he did nob know what nlgo-
ing to happen to bim®* « -

" And was i5 1" Tinguired.

“Yes, it was 3 for Iwas in the room whes
be signed his name %o it, and heard his sigh
of ‘velief, and saw him, $oo, when, w little
writile afterwards, he ook the bundle out te
the " post-office.’ ‘1 remember” thinking,
‘Well, now for some rest nights I" little
itagining ‘Whab rest was in store for himk
poorsoul i*

“Did you know that Mr, Barrows wasen-
gaged?” 1 suddenly esked, unable to re-
strain my impatience any longer.

“No, 1 did ‘not,” she rathersharplyre:
plied, uif het lack of . knowledge ‘on: that
aubjech had been rather ‘& sore point with
het  “T may have suspected there was
somé oné ‘be was interested in, but I am
sure nobody ever imagined her as being the
one. Poor girl, she must have thought a
iupef him to die in that way.”

She looked at'me as she said this, antici-
pating, perliaps, & returh of thé confidences
- she 8ad mademe.’ But: 1 cold not talk of
Ada to ber, and after » moment of silent
waiting she went eagerly on.

“Perhaps a lover’s quarrel lay at the bot-
tom of the whole matter,” she
“Miss Reynolds was » sweet girl and loved
him very devotedly, of course; but they
mwight have had s tiff for all that, and .ina
nature ag sensitive as his, the leass shing
will sométimes unhinge the/mind.”

But I could only shake my head at this;
thnmpponiﬁonwun e wopllnfnlmd
absurd,

“Well, well,” the gatrulous woman went
on, in wise sbuhod, ‘4here are some things
that come easy and some things that cpme
hard. Why Mr. Barrows went the way he
did is one of the hard things to understand,
butthathe did go,andthatofhisown frenzied
will, I am aa‘sure as'that two and two make
four, anddour from four leaves nothing.”

I thought of all the others who secretly.or
openly expressed the same opinion, and felt
ing Heart grow lighter. Then I théught of
Rhoda Colwell, and then —

“Just what time was it,” I asked, ‘‘when
you were away in August? Was it before
the seventeeuth, or after? I enquire, be-
catge—-"

But evidently she did 'not care why Iin-
quired,

“It was dnrmg that week,” nhe broke in.

. I remember because it was on.-the six.
uent.h that Mr. Pollard died; and' I was not
here: %o -attend -the funeral. I-came -back

[ ‘But it was no matter to me now when she
came back. She had not been at home the
night when Mr. Barrows was beguiled into
his first visit to the mill, and she had men-
tioned a natbe I had long been sager to have. |
introduced into the conversation.

“You knew M, Péllard 1” I thereforsin- |
terposed without" oeremony. ~“He was a
very rich man, was he not L3

«Yes,” she mssented.” ‘‘I suppose the
children will have the whole property, now
that the old lady is gone. 1 hope ‘Mr. Har-
rington will besgal . He just married
that girl for hee- That, Iam m‘p

you will hear wolybody sy

“ ¥t she 1s txendmgly protty,” 1 sug-
gosted.

“Oh, yes, too prtay ; “she’ nu.ku one
think of a wax.:doll. - But-these Esglish
lords don't care for besuty without thereis

aal of hard cash to back it, and if Agnes
Pollard had . been as, poor as—what other
beauty have we in town?” :

4 There.is.» gu-l called Rhogl Colwdl." l
ventured.

¢ Rhoda" Colwell! Do ’you-osll her &
besuty 1 I know some folks think she is—
well, thex, let us say as Rhoda Colwell, he |
wigid have ade  her any pmponl
than, thap of his bmi" : ;

“.And is Mr; Harrington ikfdf’ Il“
feeltiip thaf'l was'lighting’ wpon sotne ety |
ctnmge traths.

% He is the naxt heisto one. & nevhew. §

‘were matried and
after Mr. Pollud’n death, Iwm@
**Yes, and for no other earshly reason
one ever heard of than to have it settled

ren ‘t what i‘ tha Qe of
orltlalh‘ th. poor womn aow.
and so'is he, and the chil dren ‘w:
well Bow ‘with all wnww‘ﬁt

in any caprice they may have.”

“Yeou seem to kuw
marked, fearful she would rve ém
tion T.gonld nok quitékeep ons of I

““No,” she returned, with an assumption
of grimness, which was evidently meant for
sarcasm, “not well. Everyone knows the
Pollards, but I never hurg my on. say t.hey
;now sll-l well, . i)

't Mr. Btm-lﬁ ahgly in-
, ahxigus for her reply, yq“fs.rs.m
connecting those two mames. ..

‘‘ Not'that I-ever saw,” she returned,
-Mwhgqp special interest in the 'question,
or in the fact that: umw
1mp0'rhn60 tome. -

Didn’t ‘they! use fo gome ‘bes
?n‘ 2”1 proceeded, emboldened her evi-
dent lack of perspicuity. ‘‘None of them "
§-aglded, seping hey about to shake her head.

‘' Ob, Dwight or Guy would come ' here if |
g“hey had sy ‘business with Kim,” she
“owed. ‘‘But thatisp't Intimagy ;ithe d
lards are intimage with nobody.”

She seemed ta be rathat proud of it, and
=8 I did not see my way just then to acquire
any further information, I sank with
weary air into a chair, turning the conversa-
tion a8 I did w0 ‘upon other and totally ir-
relevant topies, - Butno topic was of much
interest to her, that did not in some way in-
volve Mr. Barrows ; and after a few minutes
of desultory chat, she pleaded the excuse of
business and hurriedly left the room.,

CHAPTER XVL

THE GREEN m:mu. "
Bir, you shall understand what hath be-
fall'n,
Which,‘as I think, yot kn' not. Hmh
©m letter

to Bee

‘ ~=OTHELLO,

Hotdepu-tunvu  relief o me. First,
b.-nulhdhmd so muoh, I wanted an
opportanity of digesting it ; and, ueobdly,
beosiide of my interestin the engraving she
hldlovn-e,-sdthlmpﬂm I felt to:
study i§ more, dlosely. . I took it up vhe
moment she closed the door. ,

~I¢ -was the pictore of = martyr, and had
evidently beem ¢t from sonie -sized
book. It upmhd s man clothed ina
long white garment, standing with his back
to the stike, and his hand held ont to the
flamses, ‘which” were alowly eomummg it.
As » wark of art,}i6 was ordinary ; as the
illnstration of some mighty fact, it was ful
of suggestion. I'gazed atit for a long time,
and then turmed to the. bookcase. Was the
book from which it had been taken there!
T eagerly hoped s0.  For, ignorant as I may
seem to you, I did not know the picture or
the incident it represented ; and I was
anxions to know' both. For Mr. “Barrow:
was ot the mauto Mguro a work of art
by covering it withi a coarss’ ptint like thi:
unless he had & motive; and how could
even a suspicion ; of that, motive be mine,
without o full knowhdg‘ of jut -what this |
piocture implied ? :

Bus though I looked ‘from end to end of
the various shelves before me, I did not suc-
ceed in finding the volume from which thi:
engraving had:-been taken. Large book:
were there in plenty, but none of the exac:

size 6f the pring I held in my hand. I ow:
I was disappointed, and turned away fron
the bookease at last with » feeling of having
been baffled on the verge of some very in-
teresting discoyery.

The theory advanced with so much assur-
ance by Mrs. Simpson had not met with
much credence on my part. I believed he:
facts, bub not the conclusioniahe diew fron
them. Nothmg she had pelated to me con
vinced me that Mr. Barrows was inany way
insane ; nor could I imegine for a moment
that he could be so without the knowledge
of Ada; if not of his associates aud friends.

At the same time I was becoming mort
and more assured in my own mind that hi
death was the result of his ewn-act, and, had

i| it nos been for the difffculty of imagininga

reason for it; could have roti(eé%up that
night with a feeling of real security in the
justness of a conclusion that se. exonerated
the man I loved. As it was, that seoret
doubs still remained likew cledd ‘w¥er my
hopes, & ‘doubt. whieh I hed promised m)
self should be entirely removed before I al
lowed my partiality for- Mr./Péliard to take
upon itself ;the ¢haracter of purtisanship. 1
therefore continwed my oxplornnom through
the room. - *

Mr. Barrows, desk puunki to. me. the
greatest attraction of anything there ; one
that g\u entirely of the imagmntxou, o!
course, since nothing could have induced me
to upen it notwithstanding-everyckey stood

in ite lock, and one ﬁ; was
pulled’s little Way oub ada

| right to violate-his papers; and ‘hard as it
| was to deny myself a sparch Hito Whst was
poulbly the truest exponent of.his-charac
ter; I resolutely . did ,ae, cohsdling ‘mysell
with the thought.that if any..open explana:
tion of his secrét Had been iff thesé drawers
it would have been:produced ut the inguest.

As for his books, I felt no such’ scruples.
But then, what could his books tell me?
Nothing, séve’ that be wias a wide student
and loved the deli¢ate and imaginative "in
literature, -Besides, I'had glanced at many
 ofthe volumes, in my search after the one
whk:h had held the engraving., YetI did
pause & minute aad run my eye along: the
Mvu, vaguely conscious perhaps, that often

in the most oltr?l -the-way corners lurks the
sectet object for which- we. are s0 carefully
 seeking. ButIsaw nothing to detain me,

| agid After oxie brief glance af « strong and

spirited statuetie that adorned the top shelf,

b I hurrlod on 6 a small table upon which 1

thought Isaw & photographic albam.
1 was notmistaken ; and it was with con-
denbl& intereést 1 took itup snd began to
i oyer its pages in séarch for that picture
o(Adl which I fel ought to bethers. And
vilch whs theré : but which 1 scarcely looked
ab $wice, 5o much was my attention attracted
by a8 euvelope that fell eud from between

hd indveha
“Miss Ada’ R

8. Ada’ R 's, ontce Street,
8—— " madean era inmy "

ory. “* For I

Bad no sooner perceived it than I felt con-
| fident. of

havingseen it or its like before;

d and presently, with almost the force of an
electrie shock, Jrooolm the letter whieh.4.

MM@ 4.:1;, d&;gon‘of o day |

f‘;M and whichy s
mwb

now tld’'m
t‘m‘“ .? x\v.ehwg
bym daoo, tlou@x hu- belong-
mybmd\ and the $able

nm ey handwriting, | W

n, miles. T had, therefore;

eome from Mr. Barrows ; a moph, ifican!
fact, and enei#thich I mqp K q’
than T was seizsd by the. most mww

citement, and. might have done-some

and foolish thing, had pot the lateness of
mom‘ restrained me, and. kept my pas:
and fears within,their proper
'| boundi Ac it was; I'found mysélf obliged
to take several tirns np and down the room,
and even to open the window for a breath of
fresh air, before -I could face the subject
viﬂuny calmness, oF ask myself what had’
become of this:letter; with any bope of re:
eeiving a’rational reply.

That in.the ltutH
Shas day i had bmomioohdmd for-
m 1'did not' wonder, Bat that it

have escaped my notice afterwards,
‘or i mine, that of the landlady who ook
charge of the room in my abserice, was ‘what
1 could mot understand, As far asI could
remember, 1 left the letter lying in plain
view on the table. . 'Why, then, had not some
one seen and prodgiced it ? Could it be that
some onemore interested than 1 knew, had
stolen it? Or was it the landlady of my
former home aloné to blame for its being lost
or mislaid?

‘ Had §¢ beetr daylight T ﬁw!d haveat once
gone down to my former boarding-place to
inquire ; but as it wag ten o’clock a¢ night,
I could only satisfy my impatience: by going
carefully over the incidénts of that memor-
able day, in the hope of rousing some mem:
ofy which would lead to an elucidation of
this new mystery,

First, then, I distinetly recollected re-
ceiving the letter from the postman. I bad
met hini'at the foot of the'atepa’ us I came
home from my unsyocessiul aearch: for em.
ployment, and he' had handed :me the letter
simply * saying : “For Miss ‘Reynolds.” 1
scarcely looked at it, certainly gave Iy mo
thoaght, for we had been together but a
week, and 1 had as 'yet ‘taken no interest in
her.concerns. .So mechanieal, indeed, ‘had
been my whole action, in the matter, that I
doubt if the sight'of Mr. ‘Barrows” writing
slone, even though it had been used in
transcribing her name; - weuld have served
| to recall the'incident to my mind. - But'the
shade of the envelope—it was of a peculiar
greenish tint—gave that uncongcious spur to
thememory which was needed to bring back
the very loek of the writing which had been
on the letter I bad so carelessly handled;
snd I found, as others have foand before me,
that there is nd real forgetfiilness in this
world ; that the moss superficial glance may
servé to imprint images' upon the mind,
which only await time and occasion to re:
appear before us with atartling dhunct-
ness.

My entrance into my own room, my find-
jng it empty; and the consequent flinging. of
the letter down on the_table, all canse back
to me with the utmost clearness ; even the
fact that the letter fell face downwards and
thatI did not'stop to turn it over.  Butbe-
yond thatall was blank to te up to the mo-
ment when I found myself confronting “Ada
standing with her hand on her'heatt ifi that
sudden spasm of pain which had been the
too sure precursor of herrapidiy spproaching
doom. ¢

But wait | Where was I standing when 1
first b ious of her pr in the
room?’ Why, in the window of course. I
| remembered now just how hot the afternoon
sun looked to me as Istared .t -the white
walls of the cottage over the way. ~ And she
—where was she !—between-me -and the
table? Yes ! She had, therefore, passed by
the letter, and might have picked /it up,
might even have opened it, and read it be-
fore the spell of my revery wasbroken, and
I turned to find her standing there befére
my eyes. Her pallor, the evident distress
under which she was laboring, even the sud-
den pain which had attacked her heart,
might thus'be accounted for, and what I had
always supposed to be a purely physical at-
tack prove to be the result of a mental and
moral shock. But, no. Had she opened
and read the letter it would have been found
there ; or if not there, at least upon her per-
son after death. Besides, her whole conduct
between the moment I faced her and that
of thealarm in the street below precluded
the idea that any thing of importance to
her and her love had escurred to break her
faith in the futaré and the. mas to whose
care she was pledged. Could Inot remem-
ber the happy smile which accompanied her
offer of assistance and home to me? And
was there anything but hope and trust in
the tone with which she bad designated her
lover as bemg the best and noblest man in
town? No; if she had read his communica-
tion and n'serwudu disposed of it in some
way I did not obsexve, then it was not of the
nature I suspected ; but an ‘ofdinary letter,
similar in coaracter to others she had re-
ceived, firetelling nothing, sud only valu-
able in twe elucidation of the mystery before
me from the fact ef its offering proof pre-
sumptive that he did not anticipate death,
or at all events did not meditate it.

An important enough fact to establish,
certainly ; butit was Dot the fact in which
I had come to believe, and so I found it
diffoult to give it & place in- my .mind, or
elitertain the possibility of Ada's having
seen the letter at all. I-preferred rather td
indulge in all sorts of wild conjectures, hav.
ing the landlady, the servant, even Dr.
Farnham, at their base ; and it was not till
I was visited by some mtd thought of Rhoda
Colwell’s possible connivance in the disap-
pearance of this important bit of evidence,
that I realized the’ émormity of my selfish
folly, and endeavored ‘to put an end to ite
further [ndulgence by prepuing stoically
for bed.

But sleep, which wonld have been so wel-
come, did not come; and after a long and
weary night, I arose-in any thing but a re-
freshed state, to meet the exigencies of what
might posstbly prove toben mod important
day.

The first thing to be ~done was undoubt-
edly to visit my old heme and interview ith
lindlady. If nothing came of that, to hunt
up the nurse, Mrs. Gantion, whom, as you
will remember, I hadleftin charge of my poor
Ada’s remainswhen sudden duty in theshape
of Dr. Farnham carried me away to $he bed-
side of Mrs. Pollard ; and if this also came
to naught, to burst the bonds of secrecy

fal doath Y.'nt even to

’Eﬁ‘i‘."mmm« thay ib°x

tragic events of |,

.which the mature of my sin imperatively

which I had maintained, sad by hkhci::

tain at least ,rﬁrwho vm_ld Yaliove,
me, if only’ “partislly, from the ‘weight of
rupondw'which lnmvlelbto be pres. | X
 heavily upon my stréngth.
But T 'oarried out this pro me
as far as 8 for and procuring ah inter-

view wxﬁl Mrs. Gumon at her place oi

sing rather

htu! “Nei
Qh.:n sogm it, no*. wum W by
to hitve been on’ thertable: witen “they

arranged , the W&%%W

shie ﬁ‘“‘ uytbt ﬂ oo

u:ywhou Sn vi‘o‘w

thoroughly

berself; ‘and a

obliged to .hm m milh # thg, table
on to the bed and back again, she must not
.only have seen, but handled the letter twice,
and this she wn mmnymmm not
do.

Iwuﬁmofonhngxm xityu
ever, and was seriously medxtatmg a visit
%o Dr. Farnham, when I bethought. me of
making one_final experiment before resort:
4ing to this: last and not nltogtt.h’; welcom¢
alternative, ‘

This was to. examine every thing which
‘had been onthe table, in the hope of dis.
coXering inisoffle out-of-the-way regeptacle
the missing letter for ‘whish I had miuch
meed.  To be sure it was an effort that
{promised|little,there having been bt fewarti.
cles on the table capable of concealing even
stch & small object “as'this' I was in search
of ; but when ons ifat their wits’ €nd, they
do not stop to discuss probabilities, or even
»mmhmua a scale tbqn-upntpl
success.

Recalling, therefore, just ‘what had. been |
on the table, I went to the trunk*in which
these.articles were packed, and. laid them
out ‘¢éng by ‘oneion the floor. Théy were ‘s¢
follows ; A work-basket of Ada's; & box ol
wrlﬁn‘papn; a copy ‘of. Harper’s Maga
zine; an atlag ;. and two yolumes of poetry,
ope, b.lopgingh Ads and cnetome. i

A single glance into thé work-basket’ was
sufficient, also into the: box of statienery.
But the atlas was well shaken, and the maga-
zine carefully looked through, before I de-
cided it was notin them. As for the twe
books of ‘poetry, I ‘diddained them o0’ com:
pletely, I was abiout to' toas them back’ un’

oponed ‘when thqro came‘ upon me & dis
position to be thorough, and I looked at
them both, only to find snugly enséonced in
my own little copy of Mrs, Browning the
long:songht and despaired-of letter, with ita
tell-tale green-envelope unbroken, and’ity
ocontents, in so far as I could see, unviolated
and undisturbed.

CHAPTER XVIL
i DAVID BARROWS.
I have lived 1ong enotgh.—MACBETH.

Before I proceeded to open this letter,
1 reasoned some time with myself. - The will
by which I had come into possession of Ada’s
effects was, as I knew; informal and pos
sibly illegal. But it was the expreasion of
her wishes, and there had been no one tc
dispute them or question my right to the in,
heritance she had so innocently begueathed
me. Atthe same time I felt a hesitation
about openmg thu letter, as I had about
using her mondy ; and'it was not till 1 re
membéred the trust §he had" reposed in’ine,
and the promise I had given her to support
Mr. Barrows” good nameé before "the world,
that T summoned up sufficiént determination
to break itsseal. My duty once clear to me,
however, I no longer hesitated. This is
the result

Sephmber 23d. -oEnnlng.

; Eoneﬂhu ‘was, necessary into your yj
secret, and could

ey, ‘counld mot |

My Brrovid ADa :—Could I by
medns mitigate the blow which I'am 10&0‘
to deal you, believe me it should be done.
But no words'can prepare you for the ter-|

rible fact I am about to reveal, and I think |
from what I know of you, and of your deli. |
cate but strong soul, that in & matter of life |
and_death hke this the most direct language |
is what you would choose meé to emiploy.

Known then, dearest of.all women, that !
a duty I dare not fly from condemns'me to
death ; that the love we have gherished, the
hopes in which we have indulged, can have
no fulfilment in this world, but must: be
yielded as a sacrifice to the inexorable claim
of conscience and that ideal of right which
hase been mine since I took upon myself the
lofty vocation of 8 Christian ministen.

ou, my people; my own self even, hnn
thought'wie an honést man.  God knows I
meant $0  be, even to the point of r ninng
nothing from others 1 was not. w
ﬁwo myself.. . Butour best . friends do m
now us ; we do not know ourselves. When
the hour of trial came, and ‘w sudden call
was made upon m{ faith and honor, I failed
to , sustain ~myself, failed A ignominiously,
showing l;n‘yul!to be no stronger than the
weakest wy flock—ay; than the child
that flies before a shadow because it is
plack, and he doeanot or Wwill not- see that |
it is his father’s form that cests it.

Such la; on the part.of men professin,
to lead others demand heavy penalties.
feared to'lose my life; therefoze my life
must go. Nothing short of this would rein-
state me in my own eyu({ or give to my re-
pentance that stern and absolute quality

demands.

That I must involve yeu in iny sorrow and
destruction is the bitterest drop in my cup.
But dainty mdﬁo\ur -like.as you are, you
have a great nature, and would not hold ne
back from an ‘aét. necessary'to 'the welfare
and ‘honor of my etetnal soul T see you

rather m‘gin% me’ dn, giving me your last
kiss, asd smiling upon: me with your ewn
inspiring smile. ‘So sure am I of this, that
I can bear-not to #eé ‘you again; bear to
walk for the last time by your house, leav-
ing only my blessing in the air. Por it ‘i
a part of my doom that I may not see you;
since, were 1 to find myself in your presence,
I cotild searcely forbesr telling you whither
I was w that no man must know
till all sccomplished.
“ then, wit.hont‘l other m«;:ll than

ese poor words cangive you. strong,
and bear my loss.as many & noBle woman be-
fore you bas borme the wreck of ‘all her
b Whea I am found—as some day

. most lamentably when brought face to face

I shall be—tell my people I died in the
Christian fuith, and for the simple’reason |
that my honor as # manand a minister.de-
manded it. If they love me they will
take my word for it ; but if questions shonld |
arise, and a fuller knowlodgo of my fate and ‘
the reasons whishled meto suchan actsheuld \
in your jndgmont seem to be required, then |
o to my desk, and, in s secret drawer hil
to the bwk, you will find a detailed con-
fession which will answer every inguiry and
set straight any false or unworthy suspicions
that may arise.

But heed these wordsand mark them well:
Till .such a need - should arise, the manu-
script is tobe kept inviolate even from
you; and no matter what the seeming
need, or by what love or anxiety you may |
be driven, touch not that desk mor|
drawertill ton days have elapsed, or Ishall |
think you love my body mere thn  me, and
the:enjoyment of -temporal t to the

-~
s

may It be on qul Mins seios tae
huvy sin blotted ous, the' mvmm
thon. God bless you,
;‘ Dh'?w.
not wonder at my revealing nothing

‘in ont late intérviews, You m

, I dared not drop a shadow one fay

m{rmtrcggle was dar 5

k t
ph‘td the ajarnal God. no‘ eyonponj save

e
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‘ - un mum

ik 'T is shio =0
That tempvn hitn to this extrm!q
#7 wsRIOHARD L
| The night m flllln. 1 whas in a strange
tnd awe-stcuck mood. - The -mantscript,
which after: some difficalty I bad suceeeded
in finding, lay before me unopened:; A
feeling as of an invisible presence wasin the
air. Thesitated to turn the page, written,
28 I already felf, with the life-blood of the
man in whose. mysterious - doom. the happi-
nluofmymh!ohd ‘become entangled.

Waiting for courage, I'glanced mechani-
cally about the room. . How strangely Ihad
been led in thisaffair | - How. fromthe first
Iseemed to have been picked out and ap-
pointed for’ the solving of this mystery, till
now I sat in the very room, at the very desk
in front of the very words, ofits viotim. 1
thought of Dwight Pollard mugghng with
his fate, and unconscious that in a. few nfin.
utes the secret of Mr, Barrows’ death would.
be known ; of Rhoda Colwell, confident’ of
her.revenge and blind to the fact that I ud
,in my hand what nigu?g-»ly blunt Rer
sharpest weapon, and make ber most ine
dictive effort useless. ' Theh ‘@ack and évery
- consideration of a, purely personal nature
' yanished, and I thotight only of the grand
and tortared sunliof him upanwhose salemf
and awesome history I was-about to enter.
Was. it, us hx;{ hww to_ingply,, o
martyr's story’¥ il #t the. engraving
of Cranmer, which had be¢n-a puzzle to me a
fow days before, and understanding it now,
gathered fortitude by what it seemed to sug-
gest, and hastily unrolled the manuscript,
~ This is what I read 3

“He that would save his life shall lose
fe.” ]

In order that the following tale of sin and
its expiation may be understood, I must give
a few words to.the motives and hopes under
which I entered the ministry.

Iam a beligver in the sscred character of
my profession, and the absolute and unquali-
fied devotion of those embracing it to the
aims and purposesof the Christian religion.
Though converted, as it is called, .in my
sixteenth year, I cannot remember. ﬂio time
my pulse did not beat with appreciation for
those noble senls who hiaye sacrificed every
joy and eomlort of this tempoval life fot the
sake of thejr faith and N:e glory of Goedi . I
delighted in Fox’s “Book of Mnrtyn, and
while I shuddered over its pages in a- horror
I did not wholly anderstand, I'fead thom
againand again, till there was not 'a saint
whose life I did not know by heart, with
just the "desth he' died and the pangs he
experienced. Such a mania did this be-
come with me at one time, that I grew visibly
ill, and had to have the book taken away
from me and more cheerful reading substi.
tuted in its stead.

Feeling thus strongly in childhood, when
balf, if not all, my interest sprang from the
fascination which horrors bave upon the im-
pressible mind, what were my emotions and
longings when the real meaning of the Chris-
tian life was revealed to me, and I saw in
this steadfastness of the epirit unto death
the triumph of the immortal soul over the
weaknesses of the flesh and the hrrou oi
pursly transitory suffering { ¢

| That the days forsuch display of ﬁrmnou
in the fiery furnace were over was almosta
matter of regret to me in the first flush of
| my enthusiasm for the cause I had espoused.
| T wished 8o profoundly  to show my -love,
and found all modern ways so tame in com-
puuon to those which demanded the yield-
ing up of one’s very blood and life. Poor

fool | did I never think . that those who are
the bravest in: imagination fail often the

Besides,

I

&,
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with the doom they have invoked.

I have never been b robust man, and con-
sequently have never .entered much into
those sports and exercises incident to youth
and eatly imahhood ‘that show a man of what
stuff he is made. I havelived in my books
till I came 0 Swewme; since which I bave
tried to live in the Joys and sorrows of my
fellow-beings.: '

The great ruls of Clristlan living has
seemed to me imperative. Lové yourneigh-
bor as yourself, or, as I have always inter-
preted it, more than yourself. For a man,
then, to sacrifice that neighbor to save him-
golf from physical or mental distress, has al-
ways seemed to me no$ only the height of
cowardice, but a direct denial of those
truths upon which are founded the Chris-
tian's ultimate hope. As a man myself, I
despise with my whole heart such weaklings;
as a Christian minister I denounce them.
Nothing can-exouse a soul for wavering in
its duty because that duty is hard. It is
the hard things we should take delight in
facing ; otherwise we are babes and not men,
and our faith & matter of expediency, and
not'¢hat stéra shd’ itmovable beélief in: God
snd His purposes which can- alone please
Deity and. bri.ng us: into that. immediate
communiop, with His spiri$ which it should
be the end: dll of m hiiman soul to
enjoy.

Such are my primciples. Let us see how
I have illustrated them in the events of the
last six weeks. ‘

On' the sixteenth of August; five weeks
ago to-day, I was called . to the bedside of
Samuel Pollard. “He had been long sitking
with an incurable diseass; and sow the end
was at hand and my Christian offices requir-
ed. ' I was in the full tide of sermon-writing
wheh the suiumons came, and I heisitated at
first whether to follow the messenger at once
or wait gill the daylight had quite disappear-
ed, and with it my desire to place on paper
the ‘thoughts that were inspiring me with
more than ordinaty fervor.

Bat & question of my own heart decided
me. Not my sermon, buf the secret disin-
clination I -alwiysfels to-enter this special
family, was what in reslity held me back ;
and'this wab 'a reason which, e/ §ou will
heve seen’ from "the words I have alveady
written, I could not ¢ountenance. Iaccord-
ingly signified to the messenger that Twould
be with Mr. Pollard ina few minutes and
putting away my papers, prepared to leave
the room:

There is a saying in the Bible to the effect
that no maa liveth to himself, nor dieth to

eternal weight of glory which is “laid up
for thoss who hold out steadfast to the

end.

And now, my dear, mydur,vmhdlt.h
affection of my rr erring hears, I
hold out -arms of - love tovu-d.l you. ' Fare-
wall for & shortspace. When we meet azain

himself. ' If in the cottrse of this narrative
1 seem to show little donsideration for the
uerouofotlun, lotthhbontm my
exp and 33 That enly in the
mdtnﬁhdollpukstdl ; and that in

e
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have lncuiodm
therefore n-iﬂur L g
fact bearing up Qon
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my own sin. I shall

.Qver nor suppress sn
ull axplakasion of my
fnto;udwhm! hesitated to go ‘to

Mr. Polls becanse. of m; inhnn’
6 eniter his hbuis, T will proceed to é

my reason for thig dislike, my uneonqner
sble distrust of Bis wife, who, if & fine-look-
ing’ and capable .woman, is certainly one to
ho"fun&bydnry candid and troth-loving
nahm

nu:,quld bggm.l did nob. yield to
the impilse T had ‘within me to stay; and
merely stopping to. cast a parting glance

i nkut my x-oom-—-who, Ido nob know, for

T could hiage had 26 premonition of the fact |
that I was goﬂ-bye 13 the old  life

of hope and peace forever—I hastened after |

the messenger whorm 1> had sent on -before
me to Mt, Pollard’s home.

Small cecurrences sometimes make great
impressions on the mind. ~ As I was turning
the corner at Halsey iStyeet, the ddiot boy
Colwell came mhlng by, and almost fell
into my arms. I-started back, shudder-
ing, as if some calamity bad befallen me.
An invigcible repugnance. Nmyﬂnng de-
formeéd or'half-witted has always been one of
my weaknesses, and for him to have touched
mée——— " I hate myself us I write it, but 1
cannot think of it now withoutachillin my
veins and..an almost tnbearable ‘feeling of
physical contamination.  Yet as I would
be as just to myself as.I hope to be to others |
¥ did"nbt; letishig incident pads, ‘without a
‘sttuggletoconguer my lower natare. Stand-

“ing still, T 64lldd "theboy baok, and deliber-

Auly; and wish a reverential;thought of the
8, '1'1hid sy hand 'on‘his arm; ‘and,
ing, kissed him. It costme much, but

I could never haye passed that ‘corner with-

ot doing it :nor were I to; live years op

this -earth, instead of few ‘short days,

;hould I éverlet anothier week go by without

reing my body- into some such contact
with what pature has afflicted and man

The pallor whmh I therefore unidéubtedly
showed upon entering Mr. Pollard’s room
was owhig o ‘the mempry" of this incident
rather than to any effect which the sight of
the dying map had upon me, But hefore
I'had: been many minutes: in the room, I
found my pulse thrilling with new excite-
ment and my manhood roused to repel a
fresh influence more dangerous, if less re- ‘
pulsive, than the last.

Let me see if I can make it plain to you.
Mr. Pollard, whom we have all known as
anvexcelient but somewhat :weak man, lay
with his face turned towardsthe room, and
his gage fixed with what I felt to be more
$han the common anxiety of the dying upon
mine. - At his side sat his wife, cold, formid-
able, wlert, her hand on his hand, her eye on
his eye, and all ‘er foy and ulphabl.o will
set, as I oould plainly see, between him and
eny comfort or encouragement I might en-
deavor t0: igtpart. - She;even allowed: her
large and commanding ﬁgure to usurp the
place usually accorded me on such occasions,
and, when, after a/futile effort or 'so on my
part to break down the barrier of restraint
that such a presence necessarily imposed,
I aroge from my seat at the foot of the bed,
and approsching closer; Wduld" have lehned
over her husband, she put out her other
hand and imperatively waved me aside, re-
marking :

« The doctor says he must - have air.”

There are some persons whose looks ard
words are stra gely controlling. Mrs, Pol-
lagd is one of these, and I maturally ‘drew
back. But a glance at Mr. Pollard’s. face
made me questien if I was doing right in
this. Such disapp nt, ‘such ‘despatr
even, I had seldom seen expressed in alook ;
and eonvinced that he had something of real
purport to say to me, I turned towa:ds his
wife and resolutely remarked :

¢ T'he dying frequently have communica-
tions to make to which only their pastor’s
ear is welcome. Will you excuse me then,
if I request & moment’s solitude with Mr.
Pollard, that I may find out if his soulis ad
reat before I raise my, prayers in its behalf ?”

‘But, before I had finished, Isaw that any
such appeal would be unavailing. If her
immovable expruncn had not given me
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this assurance, the hopel 1 of his
weak and fading eyes would have sufficiently
betrayed the fact.

“I cannot leave Mr. Pollard, » were the
words with which she tempered her refussl.
¢ If he has any cominunication to make, let
him make it in my presence. I am his
wife.” And herhand pressed more firmly
upon his, and her eyes, which had not stir-
red from bis face even when I addressed
her, assymed a dark, if not :threatening
look, which gradually forced his to open
and meet them, ;

I felt that something must be dene. -

“Mr. Pollard,” said 1, “is there muy
thing you ‘wish to impart to me befere you
die? 1If so, speak up freely and ‘with confi-
dence, forI am here to do a friend anda
pastor’s duty by yeu, even to the point of
fulfilling Bny teguest you may have to make,
80 it be only:“astudted by right !nhng and
judgment,”, .A#d deterniinedly ignoring her
quick move of _astonishment, I pressed
forward:and bent shove him,: striving with
what I felt to bea purely righteous motive,
to attract his glance from hers, which was
slowly withering him away as if ic were &
basilisk’s.

And I stccesded. uur m o!fort that
brought the sweat out on his brow, he ¢ d

oal we lndloqud‘y m
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his look on mine, and, gathering strength
from my expression, pro'hsbly, gave .me one
eager and appesling glance, and thrust his
left hand under his pillow,

His'wifé who saw cveryshhg, leaned for-
ward with an uneasy gesture.

* What have you there?” she asked.

But he had already drawn forth e little
book and placed it in my hand.

¢ Only my old prayer-book,” he faltered.
1 felt as if Ishould: like Mr, Barrows to
have it.”

She gave him an incredulous stere, and
allowed her glance to follow’ the beok. 1
immediately put it in my pocket.

I shall take a great deal of pleasure in
po-oning it,” I remarked.

“Read it,” he murmured ; “‘ read it.care-
fully.” ‘And a tone of relief was in hix yoice
that seemed to alatm her greatly ; for she
half rose to her feet and made a' gesture to
sorhé ofte I did not see; after ‘which she bent
again toward the dying man sad whispered
in his &ar.

But, though her manner had allits wonted.
forés, and her words, whatever they were,
lacking in nbither. earnestness - ‘nor purpose,

e did not seem fo ba Mbythm._

¥or the first time in his life, perhs)
rose superior to that insidious in n..o’,
and, nerved by the newr spprosch of death,
kep; his gase fixed en mine, sad finally
stammered :
“Wﬂlyond.msﬁh‘ohola-ﬂ"
“ 1 will,” T began, and might hive ssid
more, bus he tutned from me and with sad-
MWMNS'&

helding up befere you the follies and wrong-
deings of pessons you.know, J subject them
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