THE MISER AND HIS SON.

at a higher tribunal.  Yes—T will forgive him. I
will not add to his fulure misery.”’

He came back to the hed, and taking the burning
hand of the miser, said, in a broken voice:

¢: Brother, 1 do not hold you accountable for
your actions, and I hope God will view your unna-
taral conuct to me in the same light. By the
mercy he shows to his erring creatures, I forgive
you for the past. ”

had
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control her feelings,- Lowed her head upon her hands,
and groaned aloud.

¢ Oh, Elinor!” he said, “you might have bepn
happy with me. How eould you, for the paltry love
of gain, become the wife of Mark Hurdlestone 7’

“Do not reproach me, Algernon,” said the une
happy woman ; “my punishment is dlready greater
than I can bear. Money had nothing to do in my
unhappy choice—I was deceived —cruelly deceived,

The stony heart of the miser seemed t
e pressed the hand of his generous brother with
convulsive energy, and, without speaking again,
proffered the papers. Twenty years back, and the
high spirited Algernon Hurdlestone would hue
rejected the offer with contempt ; but his long inter-
course with the world had taught him the value of
money, though his extravagant habu.s genenlly
exceeded his fine income. With an air of cheerful
good nature he thanked his brother, and carefu“y
deposited the draft in his pocket-booka After having
absolved his conscience, by what he considered, not
anly a good action, but one of sufficient magnitinde
to redeem his =oul, Mark intimated to his bro(her a
wish that he would leave him—a permission which
Algernon eagerly embraced. As he groped his
way through the dark gallery that led from the
miser’s chamber; a door was opened cautiously by
some one, at the far end of the passage, and reveal-
ed a figure bearing a dim light, who, without
advancing beyond the door sill, silently beckoned to
him to approach. Not without reluctance Algernon
obeyed the summons, and found himself in the
centre of a large empty apartment, which had onee
been the state saloon. Mrs. Hurdlestone, for it
was Elinor, carefully locked the dookr, and putting
down the light on the mantle-shelf, stood before the
astonished Algernon, with her head bent down, and
her hands tightly pressed across her brenst. Yes,
it was Elinor Wildegrave ; but not a vestige rémain-
ed of the beauty and grace which had won his
youthful heart ; and 50 great was the chaiige that
years of hopeless misery had effected, that Alger-
non, in the haggard and care-worn being before
him, did not at ﬁrst recognise the oliject of his early
love. Painfully conscious of this humfliating faet,
Elinor at length murmured out: T do not wonder
that Mr. Algernon Hurdlestone does not remember
me—1 once was Elinor Wildegrave.” A gush of
tears, bilter, heart-felt, agonizing tears, followed
this avowal, and her whole frame shook with the
overpowering emotions which convulsed her mind.

Too much overcome by his feelings to speak,
Algernon took her hand, and, for a few minutes,
luoked mournfuily on her altéred face. What a
history of mental and physical sufferings was writs
ten there ! That look of tender. sympathy recalled
the blighted hopes and wasted affcctions of other
years ; and the wretched Elinor, unable longer to

and dire ity left me no alternative, Yet,would
to God, that 1 had begged my bread, and dared every
hardship and fatigue, been spurned from the pre-

sence of the rich, and endured the contempt of the

poor, before f had consented to become his wife.”

¢ But what strange infatuation urged you to ruin
your own happmess, and threw dway mine? Did
not my letters constan(ly breathe the most ardent
affection 7 Were not the sums of money constantly
remitted in them, more then sufficient to mpp';
all your wants i

“ Alas, Algernon % 1 never received any letuf
{rom you, after the third year of our separation.”

“Can this be true 1” exclaimed Algernon,
grasping her hand. “Great God ! Is it possible. tlut
this statement can be true 7"

¢ As triie, Algernon Hurdle-tone, as that | now
stand before you, a betrayed, forsaken, hem-brokea
woman 1

“ Boor Elinor !” how can I look into that ud
face, and believe you false 1"

¢ God bless you! my once dear friend, for thou
kind words ; you know not what peate they convey
to my aching heart. Oh, Algernon { my sufferings
have been dreadful, and there were times when.1
ceased to know my sufierings. They called ms
mad, but I was happy then; I thought § was
another than mysell, and my misery, ay Mark’s
wife, was forgotten. When eanity reluried, the
worst pang of all was, the horr'ble constlousness
that you believed me to be a heartfess, avaricions,
ungrateful woman, 1 would not have ifsulted you.
with my presence this night, or wounded your peace
with a recapitulation of my wrongs ; but I eculd no
longer live, and bear the impufation of suchi gqﬂ‘.
When you have heard my sad sfory, you wiﬂ' l [
sure, both pity and forgive me.”” k

Algernon Tistened to the account of his brother’s
iniquitous condue!, with feelings of “umalloyed
indignation; and when Elinor ¢oréfuded her sad
relation, he fiercely declared that ke Woild retnm to
the sick man’s éhamber—reprouch him with M- .
crimes, and revoke his forgivenens.

“Leave the sinner to his God,” exclaimed the
terrified Elinor, placing hersell before the M;
“ for thy eake-—for your own sake—pity and forgive
him. Remembeér, that, monster though he b, e ts
my husbsnd—the father of that unfortumate ehild,
whose birth Lanticipate with suck rad fartbodingd‘



