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THE GLORY OF LABOR.

The brow of labor wears a wreath

Of honor, wrought by hands of love,
. Whose tlowers shall triwinph ovor dcath

* And riper grow above.’

When God shall eall the toiler hence,

And crown him with his recompense,

Then shall all stains of mortal sonse.
All imperfections, dio,

And in their place shall shine the grace
Of immortality, ’

Whon toil makes virtue's self his brido,
And walks the path whore angely nnght.

Togother walk, are purified,
‘Without one fear of blight,

Then many tho cycs of mortals ses

How pure, how heaven-like, can he

+ Man's earthly glory, and how free

From wanton shame and sin <

Then wo miay learn how brightly bwrn
The soul's great fires within,

The lowliest creatures of his hand
May work great onds—toil not in tain;
For évery humble act is grand,
11 troo from sinful atain.
The selfish monarch on his throne,
‘Who calls all victorics his own,
Though bought with-blodd, and eurge, and groan,
. Let no roan emulato:
, Virtue alono hath evor shown
Divinely pure and great.

Riches, and high degree, and power,
*  Stamp not the value of the man :
-They may not live a short, weak hour-.
. They only mark the elan,
But labor, if it be the right,
Though humble, in bis equal sight
_Is groat as though it owned the might
Of crowns and wealth combined.
Ita works, it pure, shall stand, ondure,
~ Long s the immortal mind.
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CHAPTER XI.

Richard Arbyght might be seen wendmg his
way home one night, with a more sprightly
and elastic step than usual. It was the even-
ing of the same day that Relvason had so sig-
nslly failed in frightening the men out of their
. liberty of thought and action. We feel sure
that the satisfactory termination of the morn-
ing’s episode had something to do in putting
Arbyght in a happier mood than that in which
he was wont to appear. He was less medita-
tive and more conscious of what was going on,
and who were on the streets, than on former
occasions when he plodded along, petrified in
hin own thoughts. As he walked along there
suddenly arose within him a strange and un-
accountable feeling. His soul was filled—
possessed—Dby the conviction that in alarming
Proximity to him thore stood, or floated, the
essence of a being not in the flesh. .He neither
heard nor saw anything phenomenal. From |
head to foot he felt filled with a subtle Huid |
that caused.his hair to stand on end, and his
body to lose its solidity—its very substance.
His physical senses left him, and in a hollow
voice where nothingmaterial seemed orexisted,
. he floated in a sort of mild unconsciousness.
How long he remained in this state he knew

not, but when the Presence had left him, and | .

his bodily senses had returned, he discovered | .
he was fully a mile out of his road. He im-
mediately retraced his steps, but had not pro-
ceeded more than a block when he noticed a
young girl, with clasped hands, looking ear-
. nestly, longingly, towards heaven. He con-
tinued to.approach, wondering much, when he
noticed a woman move up like a ¢zt on 5 bird,
and enter into conversation with the girl. His
mind was now thoroughly aroused. A moment
afterwards he passed, stopped, stepped into
“the shade of a large tree, overheard the con-
vemtton, and when they moved away he fol-
lowed them, feeling convinced there was some
guiding thought in the strange waking dream
thatled bim hither. He followed about fifteen
minutes, resolving in his tind how he would
proceed, but was unable to come to any con-
clusion. Looking across the atreet he saw a
pohce-oﬁcer. He passed over and accosted
bim, The officer was a small, lithe little fol-
. low, rather oldish, with the most terrible eyo
) Rlehard ever saw.

Bacha.rd was often told that his look:was
- intense, and that his eye was fiery and pene-
" trating, but here he found a man before whose
*.glance he not only quailed but trembled ; he

" ~was glared at by eyes that resembled white

- hotdiamonds. After hearing Arbyght’s story,
.- Sergeant Soolfire crossed the street rapidly,
. . told - Richard to follow wp the parties—the
.. sergeant drove down a side street and disap-
... ‘peared, leaving Richard not only puzzled but
<. ‘randdened at his incompreliensible conduct.
; Jn a few minutes the Sergeant appeared

- coming up the stroet from the- opponte direc-

“-tion. -

I “You -are nght myboy ” he said, as soon as
" he.met Arbyght.:

-~ Yowknow her then?” queried the other.

L ,'!Well," replisi.the Sergeant, apostrophizing

the monosyllsbic answer witha pednlm- motmn

of:tho head.: .

What - mbdequently followod has already

e’ deniibiod? ‘Plié Houss' to which Gzace
' cbnuyﬁm tixehappy homa of Sorgetnt

-| slowly raised herself on her elbow, then sat up

.g6 8o far out of my way, just for all the world

‘| then pointed its right hand upward. . Follow-

Soolfire ; the room into which she wascarried,
though small, was cosy and comfortable ; there
was & warm ohoorful carpet on the floor, th
walla—which were'neatly papered—woro hung
with chromos, family pictures in oil and India
ink : a fow walnut cane-seated chairs, a carpet,
lounge and small antique centre table complet-
ed the furniture. - There was also a grate, in

which glowed a very companionable looking '

'| fire ; before the grate there was a soft rug on

which a large gray catlay dozing and b]mkmg

Grace was tenderly placed on the lounge, and
Mrs. Soolfire, who comprehended the situation,
set to work to restore her -to consciousness ;
but her restoratives snd salts were not needed,
as Grace just then slowly opened her oyes,

and looked around the room with a puzzled
stare which was succeeded for ono awful minute
by a look 8o terribly frightened and inexpres-
sibly beseeching that Mrs, Soolfire was moved
to tears, .

* Don’t bo alarmed, my dear,” snid the kind-
hearted woman. ““You are among friends;
let me take your hat and shawl; you must
make yourself at home, my dear, we'll all be
kind and good to you, 8o cheer up, won’t you
now ?” and the woman took ]1ex gently by the
hand.

Grace felt soothed and calined by the sweet
kind tones of the woman, but more especially
by her tears, and: then her-own tears began to
flow, and she sobbed as if her little heart would
break. .

Goldamith tmthfully said that ‘ premature
consolation is but the remembrancer of sorrow.”
This fact was well known to the woman,
though perbaps not in this rich classical dress,
but known to her heart nevertheless. Shelet
Grace weep herself calm. _

‘ 'Where am I ?” she asked, balf sobbingly,

——e

smote him and he was about to cry out in
agony, when the door opencd and his mother
cam@in sofly.” HinfaslieP¥storn look beoame
terider 1mmedu(:oly, the terridle letters disap-
peared, aid the father vanishéd. His mother
came towasrds him ' with the same old loving
smile she ever had for her darling boy. Again
he easayed to apeak, but again he found it im-
possible. His mother touched him on the arm,
and bade him arise and follow her, which he
| did, Sheled him through several streets, and

finally paused before a small house, towards
| which she earnestly pointed. Richard looked
! towards the house, recognized it, and in as-
tonishmient Jooked 'at his mofher, or where'shé
scomed to be, but nothing but the blue vanlt
of heaven mot his'guze. - Filled with amaze-
ment he awoke. It was broad (layhg,bt

CHAYTER ‘{II

#“You are late this morning, Mr. Arbyght?”.
said Madam Yudall (the landlady), with inter-
rogative emphasis, the moment Richard ap.
poared in the dining-room or refectory.

“I am late this morning, madam,” he
answored. parodying the expression, ‘‘and I

abused your pationce, but for having trespassed
upon your time.”

¢ Oh, not at all, Mr. Arbyght, not at all ;
pray don’t mention it,” and Mra. Yuda.ll
looked impatiently at the little bronzed clock,
which just then gave a little click, drew back
its minute hand one space with s little jerk,
guve a slight whirring aspirated warning, as if
clearing its. brazen throat, and then began
singing the hour in a clear, sharp, silvery
voice.. Mrs. Yudall sang a pantomime accom-
paniment to each note by a barely percoptible
inclination of the head.

' Nine,” she mechanically said in an andible
whisper, as the insentient momtor ceased its
$ime-measuring chime.

half timidly.
*You are’'in.the hands of one that will be a
good kind friend to you. My busband is Ser- |

geant Soolfire, he and this young man rescued
you from a bad woman, a naughty woman.: It
was very lucky, my dear, but it is all’' over now, |
and you must not again think of it.”

“She can thank Mr, Arbyght here,” =aid |
the Sergeant, speaking for the first time.

She raised her tear-dimmed eyes and gave
Richard & look that repaid him a hundred fold. |
Her heart and soul went out in that look. l
When the soul speaks through its wmdows
and speaks genuinely, it speaks far more ex-
pressively than words—the language of the
soul is marred, blurred, deteriorated, crippled,
by being dressed in the cold, barren clumsy
garb of vocables. !
““Oh, it was of no consequonce—that is to '
me. I feel amply repaid. It is ever a source
of pleasure to me to be of service to others,”

Richard spoke rather confused and inco- '
herently ; he was nervous and extremely agi- .
tated when he entered the room, but when the
lovely girl turned her sad sweet face upon him
he was considerably moved,and left the house
shortly afterwards. Mrs. Soolfire was 5o genial
and warm-hearted that Grace was soon at her
ense, and after a slight refreshment she .
suffered hersel to .be put to bed like a
child. Mrs. Soolfire fixed the clothes around
her so motherly, and kissed her so tenderly
that the poor girl burst into tears again, and
kissed the woman in return fondly and pas-
sionately.

% You are so kind and good—"

““There, there, go to sleep now dear.”
‘“And I never knew what it was-to have a
mother,” broke out Grace in little hysterical
soba.

“ My poor child don’s think of it now, trust
in God and all will be well.” The woman
kissed her again and left her. Gentle sleep
#oon cameo and stole from her, for the present,
all trace of trouble and sorrow.

On his way home, Rlcha.rd aohloqmzed s 41
saw that face aomewhete, and that voice, how
it vibrated and thrilled through every fibre of
my body. Strang&' .Stranger still that I
ahould lapse into such' a dreamy reverie, and

as if that girl's guardxan angel had foreibly
carried me thither to save her.- What a strange
sensation came over me in that. carfisge. As
soon as her head rested on my shoulder a my-
sterious feeling came over me,. a fesling so
indescribable that it alarmed me.. Iam posi-
tive I saw that face ; but where? I'm blest if
I dow’t think that I am going crazy. Pshaw !
Its all imagination, I mever saw that face or
heard that voice. Let mesee! Yes I didace
that face.”

Bnaclnng home put an ond to Richard’s
musings. That mght he found it almost im-
possible to capture the drowsy god. Turn
which way he would the sweet sad face of the
girl he rescued rose before him ; she entered
his mind, despotically drove eovery. other
thought out, and reigned’ there alone in auto-
cratic glory. Sléep came at last, but it did
not, dethrone the autocrat that reigned in the
sleeper’s mind.

* While Richard slept he had the following
dream {if it can be called such) : -Hethought
hia father entered the room, came to his bed-
side, regarded him sadly, yot sternly, and in a
voice that sounded - immeasurably far off said,
““My son, where is your sister?” Richard
tried to speak, but conld not. The Shade

ing the direction of the hand, Rjchard'saw in
the air a row of transpnrent letters. Hecould
see througl: the lotters, yet thcy were plamly
" visible, and roprennted this aentence “ B to
her a true brother, a fathcr. a mothcr ¥ Rich-
ard Yemémbered at’ once "that these were the

‘¢ Nine?’ why so it is,” be said in answer

* {0 his own question, as he gazed in amazemont

at the dial of the clock. Then turning to Mrs.
udall, he aaid, aelf-accusmqu and argumen-
tahvcly :
““You musat sccept my apology and regrots,
; madam, for the delay and vexation that this
" untoward event has most undoubtedly ocea-
sxoned you,”
‘“Have you been ill, Mr. Arbyght?” was
the only response. '

" Richard felt thabt although the words in
themselves implied & simple question, he was
expected to give some account of himself.
The tone in which the sentence was enunci-
ated, the look that accompamed it, the shape
of the mouth, the poise of the head, the whole
being was inquisitorial ; but he, not deeming
! it wise or prudent to make a confidant of his
tubescent-faced, obese landlady, purposely
lapsed into one of his usual impenetrable
reverics, and though corporeally present, his

: mind appeared to wander off through the open
‘window, and lose itself iri the dark grayish,

formless, cumulative masses of smoke and
vapor, that were continually rising from the

 city, kissing the tall spires and dissolving in
' regions of echoless spaco.

In fencing with a woman with a lingual

" rapier, man has ever been worsted and driven

from the arena in disgrace. Richard did not
prove an excoption. His adversary, by a few |
vigorous, well-directed tlmmts, broke down
his guard of abstraction, ‘and penetrated the
armor of his obmutesence.

““You retired early last night ?”

¢“To my room, but not to rest,” he answered.
¢ You are beginning to read and write more
than ordinary mortals ?” Tke tone was grow-
ing more and more inquisitorial.

*“Reading is with me, I fear, a passion;
writing a duty. I love the first, am wedded
to it, the latter is the result of the union.”

“ Anything very particular just now ?”

The inquisitorial tone had reached culmina-
tion. Richard felt he was in for if, and was
about to explain, when the door bell rang ra.
pidly, sharply. The fencérs started, dropped
-their weapons and stared at each other.
Clahg-cling,.cling, went the bell,

“Good gracious, it must be a madman,”
aaid Mrs. Yudall, in a tremor of alarm. “Do
gee who it is, Mr. Arbyght,” ske beseechmgly
reanmed.

Richard found at the door, Sergeant Soolfire,
who - said he had cnlled to inform him that
Miss Grace had expressed a desire to have him
call upon her at his earliest convenience.

“Thep it is my convenience now,” said
Richard, gallantly, and a few minutes after-
wards he was on his way to the cottage, leav:

than ever.

Grace received:. lnm kindly, and said‘ she
wished to thank him more specifically for the
deep and lasting obligation under which he
had placed her:by his manly, disintorested
conduct ¢n the previous evening,  for I was
an entire stranger to yon,” she said naively
but innocently, ‘‘and for that reason the act
was the more magnanimous and meritorious.”

“If the act made you ‘my debtor,” he
‘answered, ‘‘you aro now the creditor, for
your kind appréciation Ihas more than trebly
repaid me. It is frne.you were a stranger,

trust I will never be a stranger. It.is.the
duty of man to protect the defenceless Ifeel
I have but performed that duty, and you will
 place me under mnhy obl)gutxons to you l)y
never mentlonmg the affair again.”

““Do you ﬂnnk it would be fair to ma‘ke me
yonr- debtor, and" then eprive me oﬁ the p)oa-

hat words of lus dﬁng mother "hm henrt

sure of pnyuig me? 2" Are yOu_ture ;on are not

'y
A

fear I owo yon an apology, not only for having:|

.your knowledge of the fact.”

ing Mra. Yudall more mystified and perplexed :

but to the claims of innocence and yirtue I

vt

' just a littlo arbitrary in thus sacrificing Jumce
on the ‘altar of generosity 7"

Richard was sbghtly puzzled by this pomtod
question, but uconrmg himself quickly, he
replied : . .

«I%hink that uian would be wanting in
delioacy of feeling, and evei honor, who would
aid or assist an unprotected woman in any
manner, for the puipoae of exacting her appre-
ciation, orleaving npon hér mind the impres-
sion that ho had a’claim upon her gratitude.”

*“You are very kind and good, and so hon-
orable—pardon the flattery—that I have no
hesitancy in giving you my confidence. I

Tave Alfeady" Tiformen thesé hoble ~hearfod
generous people how I--I"—her vmce became
plaintive;-then quivered and'Brdke * " '

“You task your memory unnecessarily. Let
the day just past be hlotted from the record
of your life, and all that transpired during its
flecting moments be buried in the oblivion of
death, I do not wish your confidence, or

"want you to repeat a-single-word, or recall a

single event that has pain for an inseparable
companion,” interrupted Richard, as sooth-

ingly and reassuringly as his rough, unculti-

vated nature would warrant,

I will never forge yesterdav,” sho re-
snmed in & painfully sad voico. Then raising
her eyes she half glanced at her companion,
dropped them again, and continued in a sweet-
er and more thankful tone, but very slowly,
“I don’t want to forget it.”

‘““There are events in all our lives, not in
themaelves bad or tending to compromise us
in the least, but which nevertheless it would
be better to have erased”’from the journal of
the bra:x,t’n Do you really not think so, Miss

¢ Soolfire,” she instantly said, nol".icing his
hesitancy and divining its cause.

““Soolfire ?” repeated Richard, with a sur-
prised look and doubtful, inquiring voice.
“*Yes; to day I am Grace Soolfire.

terday I was Grace Relvason.”
““Relvason ! you astonish me,” said Richard,
in amazement.
‘“You have heard the name before? I be-
lieve you are employed by Mr, Relvason?”
“Y am, but I am perplexed to account for

Yes-

¢ It is quite easily accounted for. Mr. Rel-
vason returned home one evening in a very
perturbed state of mind. He refused supper,
declined to speak, and made us all uncomforta-
ble by his agitated, mysterious manner. Next
day we learned that a man named Arbyght,
with whom Mr. Relvason said he had 2 warm
discussion, was the cause of the trouble.”

“I am very sorry to have been the involun-
tary cause of so much uneasiness, but I hope
I am forgiven by at lcast one member of the
family *”

“ T am not certain of that,” she answered.
4T can speak for none but myself, and I am
not a member of the family, I was always so
considered, but yesterday 1 discovered that I
lad no claims upon them, whatever, not even
to their name. Hence I am here, preferring
to earn my livelihood to living in idleness and
eating the bread of others. I have discarded
their name and taken that of my benefactors,
until such time as God in his justice and mercy
restores me my own.” And again her voice
became plaintive and her eyes seemed to dis-
solve, but it waa only for a moment. *‘Ihave
lived here but five years. My childhood’s

spent in Cleveland, Ohio. As far back as my
memory extends, I can see a datk, stern woman,
though kind at times, whom I was taught to
call and regard my aunt. About five years
ago she died, and her brother, Mr. Relvason,
who, by the terms of her will was made execu-
tor of the estate, came to Cleveland, and after
the details of the will had been crrried out,
a8 he adid—I never saw it or heard it rend—

~he brought me with him to Chiczgo and intro-

duced to the friends of the family as hisniece,
and such I supposed myself to be until Lis
daughter, in a fit of jealous spleen, informed
‘me that I was not a member of the family, and
produced a letter written by my supposed
aunt, by which it appears I am the child of;
some poor mechanie, of whose name they have
robbed me, and who perhaps has long since
l}een—dead I know. nothing of my—my—
mother.”  Her voice broke down completely,
her eyes becnme suﬁ'uaed with tears, her lips
q_mvere&’ but no. uolmd emped them. - Her
hearb wai "too full’ for utterance.

Mrs. Soolfire camé in just then, and Richard
thought very opportunely, as she relieved him
of a task he felt unable to perform. He left

soon, afterwards, pmmming, however, to call
again on the following ddy. = - -

Oxn his way home the idea that he had, at
some remote penod, scen the faco he bad just
left, began again to haunt his - brain; but
when or, where he taxed lns memory in vain
to determine. The ontlines of the face and
the cadenices of the voice seemed to wake or
rouse in his mind 'slumbering impressions, but
like thie ghosts of Ossian ‘they were too faint
and undefined, aud too far in the dim distance,
to be formed itito anything tangible and real.

Memory is the great storehouse of the mind,
wherein are heaped in wondrous confusion the
ideas-and indpréssions of all.our years " Upon
these ideas githered, a\m:! impressions made in
I'onth ‘are piled’ thoso” of Iater' times ; “hence
he first impressions we receive are more ob-
scure or further from sightthan those- of Yes-
terday or:to-day. y

cndu Whed.‘ o
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days, at least all I can recollect of them, were |-

dery, accompanied by Aixa and_Rachel:

" But very often the acciden-’
ial recalling of one idea or the bringing out of
) 6:’19 impression, leads to another, and that.to
apother, asin a clmn.,bnk by link, until,

“T found this upon the floor of yourroom,”
‘'said the house-maid to Richard, immediately
aftolnhis arrival home, handigig him at the
same fime a curiously wroug‘ht, anthue-look« .
ing solid gold locket. b

“ It is mine,” he said. =~ ¢ I was anmmmg. _
it some days ago, and fo:got to lock it up,”
which neglect he procecded at once to rectify,
but before putting it away he qmto naturally
oponed it, when, as if by magic, tho act up-
rooted a deep-buried idea or impression in
memory’s great storchouse. . Boyond that iden
lay a chain of thought which he industriously
followed to the end. He then replaced the

| Tocket, took a sheet of paper and hastily pon-

ned & letter which he proceeded to mail at
once, saying to himself aa he left the house :
“Itmust beso! I feel it! 1 believe it.”

(To be continued.)

RAGHEL AND AIXA;

The Hebrew and the Moorish Maidens.

t

AN INTERESTING UISTORICAL TALE,

Cuarrer XIV,—The Chestf Eceamined,

The armed archiera, .who formed the private
guard of the king, sent away the Jew porters
according to the commands of Diego Lopez,
after they) had, under the directions of the
treasurer, transported the long, broad, h¢avy
coffers, furnished with locks, hooks, and pad-
locks, into the armoury. - This irmmense hali,
the windows of which opened towards the
courtyard of the Alcazar, contsined a rich
collection of armour and ‘weapons of every
description ; targets, lances, yatagans, Toledo
blades, pikes, battle-axes, javelins, Genoese
bows, scymitars, standards and helmets, with
curious crests, and shields bearing ambitious
devices, s number of which dated from the
earliest period of the Gothic monarchy. At
the bottom were raised five pedestals, sur:
mounted by five suita of armour, lance in
hand, or rather in the gauntlet. They pro-
duced a singular. effect, appearing at first
sight like five knights quite ready to enter
the lists. They were arranged according to
size, for the first seemed the armour of a
dwarf, or infant, anil the last appeared suit-,
able only to atall, robust warrior. They were
the coats of mail worn by Don Pedro succes-
sively from his infancy. The small one, gilt
all over, and damasked with armorial bearings,
had been given to him by his father as a play-
thing in reward for his prowess in the art of
fencing, he having one day touched his brother,
Don Ennque, with the foil three times in
succeasxon .The .three middle - ones were
simple and.plain ; the largest, the gift of
Mohamed, King of Granada, was of extreme
magnificence, the buckler sparkled with dia-

_monds, and the hilt of the sword shone with

rubies.

When the mace bowmen had retired,
Samuel examined all the corners of the hall
with  the most acrupulous attention, and
after being assured that he was glone, he un-
fastened the hooks, and padlocks that fastened
the chosts, and gently raised the lids fo see if
his accomplices, notwlthstandmg the holes
artfully arranged in the carved ornaments at
the corners, had not been struek with asphyxis.

“Faith, it was-about time to open the cage,
for I was nearly suffocated,” said Burdett,
putting his head out of his chest, every ond
imitating his example, and raising the lid
with his hand, so as to be able to breathe a
little.

During this time, Samuel, with neck stretch-
ed out, and car on the alert, keep watch close
to the door. He soon perceived Don Pedro
coming from one of the extremeties of the gal
the sight of his daughter the old mamnﬂ’ned
a cry of joy, and advanced some stops
towards her ; but recollecting what Esau had
aid, that he must demand his dau "htcr at the
hands of Don Pedro, and secing it conﬁrmed
by meeting her in the place, o suppreased the.
burst of parental love that swelled his bosom,
and returning to the hall, proceciled to close -
the chests. It waa full time he didso ; for he
bhad hardly secured the last lock, when the
king appeared at-the entrance’of the hall;

Don Pedro cast a rapid glance around him,
and seeing only the treasurer sitting in. front
of his chests, he stopped undecided on.the-
thrashold, |, for the-: ‘abaemce of  his§foster-
brothers acemed inexplicable to him.; but
after » moment’s hesitation, prompted by his -
adventurous dwpomtlon, he advmcedrosolutoly
into the hall. .

Ben Levi would then. havo appronched his
danghter, but stoppod on & geutm‘e from the
king.

+ Sammel,” said the Iatter, grnvely, “thanks
for your haste in bringingme the impost I have
levied on the Jewry.” Tho treasurer humbly
bowed. - ** Thanks, above all,” continved Don
Pedro, with the saine sang froid, *for having
gent me your daughter a4 a hoatn.ge for your

- brethren.”

Samue! looked at the kmg st‘upeﬂed not
knowing. whether he might believe. his. own
oars, ,

“What may theso’ chests contam ” asked
the king, with- a smiling air,

Raohel and Aixa approached Samuel at the:
same ;time. The old Jew- began to tremble

“He. knowa -ally? wlmpered Rwhol. .. The:.
treasurer tumed pale. o :

#He knowp nothing,”’ eaid, the Monsc&, in-

s
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