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Was a bank president who had onee been a suc-
cessful merchant, and that her mother was one
of the most active dispensers of her own and the
church’s charities.

1 made her acquaintanee in this way. One
hot noon in July, when the mercury at Dela-
tour’s marked the nineties, Deams said :

‘ Let us go down to Loug Branch and stay
over Sunday.”

“ Done and done,” I replied, and so we took
the steamer ¢ Highland Light” in the midst of a
crowd of twelve hundred, started down the bay,
and arrived at the “ Branch” in due season.

“Let us go to the Mansion House,” said
Deams, “ Mrs, Lincoln stops there.”

We aceordingly jumped into a carriage at the
depot, and hurried away to the office of the hotel,
only to find it besieged by an impatient erowd.
all demanding rooms.

“ Let us go to the Congress, there is no chance
hel‘e,”

But it was the same at the Congress, and the
8ame everywhere, until we were finally offered
a billiard table for a eouch at Green's. How-
€ver, Green thought he did better when he gave
U8 a gort of ont-house furnished with two chil-
rens’ cots and a broken chair, I presume I
Should have rested well enough, except that my
Sot stood near a broken window, and an old

0rse, who evidently mistook me for a hay-rack
2‘;:_?601( of oats, was unceasing in his efforts to

in,

The three miles of the great plateau at the

Tanch had never been so thronged before,

entile and Juw, Phariseo and Sadducee, rich

Ut none very poor. Philadelphia Quakeresses
and Baltimore belles swept past in carriages and
Paraded past under parasols on foot.

I determined to stay over for a day or two,
While Deams went up to the city again on Mon-
day. The beach at the Branch is very abrupt,
and indeed is mothing more than a long low
blaff, some thirty or forty feet high, of crumbling
earth, at which old ocean keeps pounding away
year after year, At eleven on Monday, I went
With the erowd for a bath. The thousands who
Were plunging and swimming in the tumbling
surf for a distance of two miles, were but as so
Many gpecks in the water, and all appeared like
8ehool-boys on a frolic.

I donned a bathing dress, and took to the water.
‘What a luxury it is to watch for the great waves
a3 they come rolling in, and to catch the crest
of the billow, a8 it tumbles over you in spray!
Anrd how everybody looks ! Dolphins and mer-
maids preserve us! You would not know your
Own mother? Hold on to the rope! Be carcful of
the undertow! Don't go outside the safety-line,
for accidents, and cruel ones too, have happened |
Brave men have lost their lives in trying to save
‘Women from perishing !

What is that shriek for help ? a lady drowning !
Thisway | she went down there, there just beyond
the buoy 1! I always could swim like Leander,
and I had noticed that the undertow did not go
direetly out to the ocean bencath the surface
Water, but was thrown to the south, in the
direction jn which I was standing, in a deep and
Powerful channel. While some eried for boats!
boats|l and some for ropes! ropes!! not more
than a dozen were ready to do anything but
8cream, and most of that dozen were straining

eir eyes vainly towards the sea. I swam
%o & sort of whiripool, into which I thought it
most likely the unfortunate lady would be

Wi, The great difficulty was, that the waves
ran 8o high about and above my head that I
could see nothing at a distance. It seemed as
if I had lived g year in the half- minute in which
I Wa3 8Wimming around, reaching under the
Water in every direction without success. Then
! heard a shout from the bank. To the right!
:0 the right!! evidently intended for me. I
Ooked, but saw nothing, There ! a little more
to the right!! came another shout. Turning in
at direction, I perceived something floating. It
mlsht have been sea-weed for ought I could tell,
Sntl I caught a gleam of the dancing light
Across it, and as it sank out of sight, the thought
bed across my mind in an instant that it was
my neighbour of St. Barnabas. What I saw

¢ould only be Mary Wortiv's tresses of sunshine,

I think T can remain cool in most emergencies,
but it required all my self-command to keep from
fainting on the spot. With a great effort I made
my startled nerves stand still, and stiuck for-
ward to a point nearly at right-angles from my
position, towards which I know the current
would drift her. It was only a chance, for in
the midst of the foam I could see little or nothing ;
but I went under, determined not to come up
until I had found tho ebject of my search. I
thought I could live without air, and pushed for-
ward now towards one point and then to all
points in swift sucocession, until natare was
almost exhausted. The salt water was gurgling
in my throat, and I already heard that heavy:
drumming of the waves in my ears, which is said
to be the funeral march of the soul as it leaves
the body. I was just on the verge of despair
and unconsciousness, when my fingers touched
and grasped something that was floating by.
Success always gives us mew life, and in a
moment I had dragged the precious burden to the
surface.

1 knew nothing more for an hour ; but when
consciousness was restored, I found myselfin a
spacious ehamber, wrapped in blankets with hot
water at my feet, a physician holding my hand,
and a kind motherly face beaming over me. I
opened my lips to speak, when a finger was
gently laid upon them, and the physician said
‘“you must remain perfectly quiet” But my
anxiety on one point could not be controlled—I
faintly whispered, # The lady, is she safe 7"

¢ She is doing as well as you are,” was the
reply. Isoon sank into that profound slumber
which always follows the sudden prostration of
high physical energies, in which I remained until
near the sunrise on the following day.

The next morning after my salt water adven-
ture, the physician found out that the young lady
whose life I had saved was, indeed, Miss Mary
Worth, the daughter of Marmaduke Worth,
Esq.,, the highly honourable and respectable
president of the bank of Mutual Safety, one of
the oldest and most solid institutions in Wall
Street, and that the lady herself was quite out
of danger. It was true that her nervous system
had received a severe shock, but for that, rest
and time would have been the best physicians.

I had scarcely received this information, when
Mr. Marmaduke Worth himselfentered the room.
I had but just time to notice thathe was a portly
man of easy manners, with a full face and the
rudimentary double chin, which generally indi-
cates good living and good nature. I had hardly
opportunity to take this observation' when he
exclaimed : '

‘I am delighted, sir, to have the opportanity
of thanking you for the inestimable service you
have rendered me in saving the life of my
daughter. From what I can learn, she would
not have been living if it had not been for your
bravery. Words are altogether inadequate to
express my thanks; in which Mrs. Worth and
my deughter most heartily join, and which they
will eertainly offer in person;” and here Mrs.
Worth entered, and taking my hands in hers,
with all the eharm of & woman's ways, expressed
her gratitude over and over again. I think I
never was 80 conscious of our obligations to
gentle woman as when she bathed my head and
softly parted my hair, and rendered me all those
little delicate attentions whichno one but a lady
can bestow. I made the usual disclaimers of any
particular obligation.

“1 should have done the same thing, if pos-
sible, for anybody.” “ It was only an act of com-
mon humanity” “I was only more favoured
than others in having had the opportunity of
being useful,” &e., &c.

“You may think 30, Mr. Brant, for such I
hear i8 your name, but let me assure you that
your conduct is quite in contrast with that of
another gentleman, who had voluntarily assumeds
the special charge of my daughter while taking
her bath, I learn, sir, it was through his repre-
sentations that she was induced to go out sofar,
end when the two were thrown off their feet,
although a fair swimmer, he directed his ener-
gies to getting to shore, and left Mary to perish
—the villian I” :

Tho next day I was up and in my easy chair, and

a day later, I was informed that Miss Mary Worth
desired tosee me. Iwasshown toher room by her
mother, and found the invalid reclining upon &
lounge—pale and langmid, her hair like a glory
aroand the head of the Madonna, and more beuuti-
ful than ever. A deMcate blush rose to her choeks
as she held out ker hands to me, and her lips
trembled as she endeavoured to express her emo-
tions in words, I don’t now remember what she
said—Indeed, I think she said very little;
but I do think that my eyes mested upon
her more complacently than they did even at St.
Barnabag’, after the Rev. Dr. Jonathan Silk’s
seventeenthly. Maiy was too weak to endure a
prolonged interview, even if I had had the indis-
cretion to remain, '

Don’t think I was in love with her—we don't
fall in love with the outside of anything, and the
form i3 only the temple in which the young
lover's goddess is placed. They are beautiful
temples that contain very ugly divinities, and
there are

* Divinities that shape our ends
Rough hew them as we will,”—

vyhose earthly temples are anything but attrac-
tive. As we beeame stronger, we were often
together on the shore, Wwatching the never peace-
ful but always restless ocean, as its waves were
thrown in upon the beach with a sullen roar—
or the rising moon, as in quiet majesty she rose
up out of the eastern horizon—magnificently
regal queen of the night. How charming it was
to sit there, just at the end of the great gilded
track the moon made, as if it were a road our
hopes might sravel over into some future, that
should be as much brighter than the present, as
the golden sheen on the water was brighter than
the dull earth we walked on!

I have no doubt I talked a great deal of this
sort of semtiment, and that I was in a way en-
souraged to do it. However, [ don’t think it
bears repetition, and I shall not undertake to
repeat it, although it is the very champagne of
life—sparkling and sweet, but like the wine, I
think it would loose its sparkle and sweetness if
exposed too long to the open air.

I soon perceived that the confidential place I
now held in Mr. Worth’s family was not in every
way agreeable. Mary's young friends were
teasing her without limit, She was constantly
asked “ when she was going to marry her pre-
server ?"—% when the cards were to be sent
out?’ and “how soon the bridal presents were
to be sent in? And Mr. and Mrs. Worth could
could not be insensible to similar remarks that
were jestingly made in their presence. Grateful
as they certainly were to me, they evidently
thought that a son-in-law should possess other
qualifications than those which he might
happen to share with a Newfoundland dog.
They were polite, butI could but notice a certain
constraint in their mannerand anevident watch-
fulness over the movements of their daughter.

I was now almost as well as ever, and on the
Sunday evening following the accident I men-
tioned my intention to return to New York the
next day., Mr. Worth evidently desired to say
something or do something to relieve himself of
the obligation he assumed he was under, and made
enquiries a3 to my business prospects and how he
might promote them. Mrs. Worth hoped I would
come to see them when they should be settled in
the city in the fall; but when I enquired if I
should have the pleasure of saying good-bye to
the daughter, I was informed that she was too
indisposed to leave her room. But as I drove
away in the morning I could not resist the
temptation to look up at her window, and I
shall never forget how happy I was to see her
standing there to waive me an adleu.

To be contiuued.

Ignorance—A dark place where poor people
arega’:(l’;wed to grope about till they hurt them-
selves, or somebody else.

Monk—A coward, Who sneaks off the battle-
field, and hides in 8 ditch,

Candle—~One whose fate ig to die of consump-
tion, but who constantly makes light of his mis-
fortune, .

Life—Our drop in the ocean of eternity.
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