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IN A QUIET CORNER.

& STORY IN TWO CHAPILERS,

CHAPTER 1= Continued,

He felt a flash of curiosity about this gitl uf twenty, who
read Dante and Mrs, Browning, and was ready to quote
Jean Paul the Only, whom le, as a boy in college, had
thought so incffably fine. But at this moment Effic flitted
before them, calling impaticmly : **Oh ! come, gitls ¢, Do
show up some of your nice, int=resung graves, the Indians,
and ¢ David Nitschmaunn, founder of Bethlchem, who fetled
lh(.:'ﬁrst tree to build the fst house,” and afl the rest of
it
So they read the epitaphs of Nuschmann, and of Tchoop,
the first Indian convert, and of Johanu Muller, whose
stone was the tirst here laid, and of John Ross, and of Isaac
Otapawanamen, and of Thomas Pechtowapped, and many
annther.  Mr. Eckhardt and Grace remained in the older
patt of the cemetery, pacing up and down, and talki car.
nestly. Etherege, with Effie. passed on to the more
modern portion ; and Content, a httle apart and alent,
went with them,  Sometimes she called their attention to
some inscription, such as this :

¢ Ich schlaf fest ohne Sorgen
Ins an den Ostermorgen,
Dann wach ich, schiaf ich nicht.”

Effie and her admirer moved on slowly, buth deeply inte-
rested—she in the situation, ke in her.  Yet he was able to
teserve a mental interest, apart from the seatimental,
in the past history and present customs of the Mora-
vians.

¢ 1 wish we could get your sister talking about ihese
people,” he said to Efie.  ** I thought this stster was said
to be an enthusiast.”

¢ \Well, she is ; but she's grumpy to day. Do you know,"
looking up with laughing, coquettish glance, *“1 don't be
lieve she likes you.  But then, she's yucer always **

¢ Miss Content,” said Ethere,e, raising his voice, ““can
you give a free translation of this ?*

She came to his side and read -

¢t ¢ Ls st besummt in Guttes Kath
Liass man vom Leibsten das wan hat
Muss scheiden $'

Q" thatisthe beginmng of an old Volkshed :

¢ ¢ It is ordained by God’s dzcree
That from our dearest ever we
Must part.’

¢ What ! lave we a puct among us 2

Content coloured.  ** We used 10 translatc them in
school,” she explained, and turned away,

Now Urace came up and spoke aswde to Content.  He
caught the words: ¢* 1t you won't do tnai, then go with
Christian, and lct me take care of Effie.”

¢ 1 can’t,” replied Connie, hastily. ¢ Don't ask me.™

For an instant ke was offended ; but lus better sensc pre-
vailed. Effic was only scventeen, and very foolish, and
some onc ought to take care of her. 1le summoned all
his good humour, and joined Conniz as she was walking
away. :

" Are you going to preach agan 2 ' she said abruptly.

“ Dear, no! I hope not. That 1s the one duty i my
profession that T dread.”

It Jwese called to the mimistry,” she answered, sec-
verely, ** 1 am sure I should fee! very differentiy. 1
zhould (ecl hike the Prophet Jerzumah,” she added, with
vehemence.  ** * His word was in minc heast as a vurszing
JSire shut u}) in my bones, and I was severy with forbeanng,
and 1 conld not stay.””

** Do vou find it so casy to spcak of what is nearest to
your heart, Miss Connie?*

**12 Oh!no! I rarely speak of whatis near my heart ;
of what is init, never.”

* Have you nu message thens  Are jou not cven like
the seventy whou were sent to heal and to teach 2™

“ Oh! I ama woman,” shg- said, with a siunt laugh,
“that is hatd to be, and beaut:fui, anu terniole, Lut aticast
we may talk noascaue as wuch as we chouse.”  She turned
from him, Luta glimpsc of their companions fulluwing 1c-
minded het of the duty of entertaining him, and she dashed
into a discussion of a favouute author whum he had quoted
in his sermon.  In five minuies he had forgutten that she
was disagrecable, and even fancicd that she was really pretty
with that smile and air of animation.

But surely she was wrongly named if ever mrl was !

It was casy to become intimate with the leaths, and
very pleasant to call there, even after Effic wastired of try
ing to firz, and proaoutced him a tore. He was sulln
fove with her beauty, her pretty manner, her sweet tem
per and gayety ;5 but his judgiaent warned him that he would
be wise in going away. She was so loolish at scventeen
that he did not suepect the probabitity that she would be
very sensible at twenty, and he {20t that absence was the
best cure.  Lrace was most nteresung and clder-sistesly,
but it was Effic who dtew him to the housc day after day,
and it was time for the cnd.

The last day of his stay was the third Sunday in August.
It was the Moravian's ** Children’s Day,” aad he, with
Content and Effic, went 1o the love feast in the afternoon.
It was anampressive serviee ; but he was chicfly w.apresseu
by the glinmer of Effic’s punk arm through the open work of
her white sleeves.  The sinuing was grand,  He afterward
heard the New Yotk Oratanio Society sing L’ fesie Burg,
and thought it infcnior to tlic chotus of the Moravian con-
gregation.  He had not known that trombones could do bet-
ter than dronc; but here the solemn orchesira discoursesd
celestial wuzic. The love.feast touched him, though he
was somewhat distracicn iy Effic's precautions against dame
age to her shans from the coffee of the chid beside her.

Alter the evenming mecung hie walked home with Gracs,

and stepped in for a moment to say goed-bye, Effie made
several silly speeches, Mrs. Heath and Grace many kind vnes,
Content said unly, **Good-bye," and appeared indiffetent,
Unce more in the street he caught a glimpse, in passing,
through the lighted window. Effie, in the Shaker rocker,
was stretching her round arms, bare to the clbow, above
her bright hiead, laughing with hall-shut eyes—= study for
an artist.

CHAPTHR 11.—SECOND SIGHT,

Five years later a tall young clergyman, with dark, serious
eyes and spititual face, pushed open the gate of the old
cemetery in Bethlehem. It was cool there, and quiet ; hut
not silent, for the wind came freshly over the valley from
the wountains beyond, and made a pleasant sound in the
great elms ; sunshine and breeze making pretty changes of
bright and dark upon the green of the foliage, while bil-
lowy shadows and streaks of light moved softly and waver-
infly over the s:msunic stones.  All was so still and beauti-
ful, solemn and yet not sad.  Here the babies were brought
for a sunning, as to a patk ; school children strayed through,
howeward bound, and not less happy because their grand-
fathers, and those who founded for them the good old town,
had left them here all that was earthly ; maidens brought
their sewing, or their books and dreams, and even wrute
letters ; and what if the old beautiful story, to'd once in
Fden garden, were sometimes repeated here ?

** What doth it prove when Death and Love
Choose vut the self sane place?”

Who thought of that hete? There was no gloom, only
2 blessed repose, in the small gray squares of stone, and the
green summer shade.

The stranger followed the smooth walks, thinking many
thoughts. Itow life had changed for him during these
years 2 Then he bad panted to conquer the world 3 now —
had the world conquered him?  1is eyes fell on a brief in
scription :

¢ Beatus Bueckel,
Born and departed Aug. 26, 1800.”

** Happy,™ surely, to the man who wandered aimless)y
up and duwn the avenues of tall cims, half wishing, 1n the
noun  of battle, tu drop the weapons *which seemed of
little avail in his weary hands, scemed the tiny traveller,
who had no ume in passing to catch a glimpse of thus
wunld ; happier than the saints and heroes whose murtal
remnains were surhen undes the uld gray slabs near the gate.
Yet, what was this Carlyle said? * There is in man a
higher 1lian love of happiness. He can do without happi
nes, and instead thereof tind blessedness.” True ! low
true !

As he walked and mused, he diew near toa bench on
which sat a lady, alone, reading. She had a nun like air,
less from her plain, datk costume then from the meek

vict of her attt l¢ and downcast eyes. When he
first caught sight Jf her she had been gazing at him
(as he was instantly aware), but was so quick as to avoid
his glance, and now appeared unconscious of his presence.

It was this fact which attracted him ; but, once scen, the '

picture was not to be disregarded, and its calm appealed
to his unquict mood. She was young, and had wavy
brown hair, brushed smoothly and coiled low. Her eyes
he had not well seen, Lut thought them to be dark in
contrast to the fair, clear complexion. He was so =car,
ere she raissd them again that there canmie 1o be a fasci-
nation in nis observation of her. Beyond the correctness

of outline, and the harmony of colouring, the face had:

the charm of 2 tranquil expression, swectness blended
with strength and self control. He was quite closc when
the eyes were suddenly lifted, met his in unmistakablc
rccognition ; then were as swiftly withdrawn, This was
merely to gain time for Jecision; for instantly she rose,
stepped quictly to him, and said .

** You have forgotten me, Mr. Etherege.”

With the voice, and the smile of past time, recollection
camc to him, though in a shock of utter amazement at this
altesed personality.

* Can it be Miss Content Heath? Or pethaps 1 should
rather «ay,” smilirg as he referred e an old family joke,
¢4 Afiss Content ar trar 2"

* Precisely  Miss Heath ar 5.
nn langer

¢ That is mast nataral ; she was ton nice o be let alene
ary longer.”

A sparkle of mischief in the face upraiced to his.

“1 won't rotice any hack handed camplivents, sir 1
know you found me disagrecalde. DBut, 10 he cansis'en’,
you Jhould expect Ffiie 10 be appropriated in like man
ner.

‘‘ You arc hard on me, as you used 10 be. 1 was a dull
f;‘llmyv then.  As for Miss Efiic, it is 100 soon to look for
that.”

“Effiec is twenty two, as you will know if you reckon it
up. “hat is not considered so very young in Bethle
hem.”

“ Twenty two? Impossible ! They had scated them
selves on the wooden benceh, facing the graves. The stone
at his feet recorded :

‘* Michac), of the Mcnnissin{:c Nation,
Dep. July 24, t757."

** You will find Effic improved.”

His heart, after his five years' silence, played him a trick
just then 3 but heagnored it, und answered wide of his de
sired mark.

** But you, Miss Content ; you have changed greatly for
the better, permit me 1o say, i cvery respect.”

And truly, Content, at twenty-five, was 2 handsome
gitl, refined feawres, charaung expression, delicate colour;
nothing was wanuing. She grected this speech with 2 de.
lightful laugh.

“ Room for improvement, wasn't thete? 1 shall neser
again leave so much room for that process.  You have im-
vroved also, Mr. Etherege ; and you will allow me 0 tell
you that you arc just what 1 expected you to be, after five
years.”

Grace 15 Miss Hceath

“You had clearer sight than 1, he answered bit-
terly.  ** 1 have disappointed myselt deeply. 1 was tull o1
hopes and plans when you suw me last 3 but they have an
come to nathing."

Her bright, far-secing eyes, which made him uncom
{:fn:l\lblc years before, now regarded him searchingly, but

indly.

' You have not been unsuccessful in your ministry ? "

“No; not that. 1 have done as well as other younp
preachers ; but—I have not found a rest for my lever, and
so—1I have not moved the world after all.” e ended with
a laugh.

¢¢ Has your sister been with you, as you expected ?*

** Only the tirst year ; then she followed your sister’s ex
ample.”

** Aht yes,” she uttered softly, nodding significantly ;
then, more lightly, *¢ Mother says I have lﬁc second sight,
Mr. Fthesege; but, indeed, 1 do not need that to read
your success, now that you ate diserchanted.  \We all begi-
life in this morning mist, and only when it clears away can
we see how wide the world is, and whot a little way we
can reach.  Besides, the world was turned upside-down
mote than eighteen centuries ago, you remember ; what is
left for us is the readjustment of particles right around us,
which have not yetconlormed to the better state of things.
One swallow doesn’t make a summer, and one man can't
make the millenninm. It take us so long tolearn that duty,
and not result, is our business., Shall }' tell your fortune,
Mr. Etherege? Within the next five years you will be set.
tled in a new church, with a larger salary, harder work
and less encouragement 3 but you won't neced so much.
Your style of preaching will be completely changed. You
will laugh mnore and read the commentaries less  You wall
be married to a beautiful lady, who 1s not your first love ;
but you are probably better informdd under that head than
the fortunc-teller.”

*¢ I assute you this is the first I ever heard about her
You have lifted me out of the blues, Miss Heath. Now,
please tell me whom your sister married. I have heard no-
thing from Bethichem except the news of Dr. Doddridge’s
death, soon after my visit here.”

*¢ She married the Doctor’s son, Philip, just before lus
father'slast illness. Uncle Philip took the greatest comfort
in their choice of cach other. Grace was always a favour-
tte there.  They Iive in HBaltunore now. It seems far
away.”’

She rose, and they moved slowly down the path towvard
the gate. *¢ 1 hike to come here,” she saul. ** It 1ssolemn
and sweet.”

** Is life worth Imng ?" he asked, suddenly.

*t Can we doubt 1t 2" she returned, quickly.
it so. Helivedit, on purpose.”

**Miss Comtenmt ! he eaclaimed, turning toward her,
** you arc wonderfully changed.  What has hife been teach-
g you?"

** o has been teuching me,” she replied with hesia-
tion.  ** He has taught me—my own name.”

*¢ How did He teach you? It is much to learn.”

‘* By regret; by pan; by loneliness; by showing
mrc what a fiend He could be,”” she answered, with an
cliont.

* But you knew that before.”

“ 1 knew—yes, I knew Ic was enough. 1 could not
know He could be so much, so parfectly satisfying, without
—other things.” It cost her much to speak; yet her
eyes met his very quictly, as he held the gate for her.

** Thank you ! he said, from the depth of his heart.
Then they both came to the sutface and talked of everyday
matters, till they rcached her home.

The house was painted another colour ; but Lfhe's ltue
rocker stood at the shady end of the porch, where the
honsysuckle was. In the parlour he tecognized the pnn-
cipal furniture ; but smalier objects were altered, and the
wﬁolc air and arrangement of the room betrayed a new
hand. The piano stood open (it was never so_in the old
time), and an air by Chopin was on the rest.  The Ro-
group was gone {rom the ebony table (perhaps transp.
to Balimore), and, instead, was a gilt yoke supporting a
pair of glass buckets filled with natural flowerss.  There, on
the mantelpiece, was the great conchshell that Effie had
once challenged him to blow, and, when he failed, had
svunded with such childish triumph. There, over the
windows, hung the very lambrequins Grace was embrond-
cung 0 asters and golden-rod tive years ago.  Thete was
—a young lady in the doorway.

Was it Lffic2 Not 4ss Efhic. He had forgotten his
fancy in the earnest realies of living ; but for ten minates
he had rcturned to the o!d dream. Now it was gone--
forever! She had grown pale and grave, and had a shui,
sharp vertical line between her cyebraws. The gitlish
plumpness was gone, and even when she smiled the dim
ples were invisible.  In place of the natural curved bhang,
she wore = handsome waved front, which made her loo
much older than she was. ¥Her small, correct features
looked culd and sharp, and the corners of her pretty mouth
had taken a downward curve. Al iflusions regarding her
folded up their tents like the Arabs, and as silently stole
away.

Within the next half hour, however, he learned that she
had grown sensible, and in fact intensely practical.  Belote
many days he discovered that she was very stylish in ap
pearance, and dressed tastefully ; also that it was she who
played from Chopin, and played admirably. Yet she im:
ptessed him strangely, and not quite pleasantly, asa young
petson completely bored and #ase.

Content was very diffezent. While they talked she came
in, with plowing checks, to say : ‘¢ Mr. Ethercge, I supposc
you are at a hotel, so you will have no excuse for dechining
to stay to supper. Shall I makeyou some of Grace's sporge
cake, or would you prefer ginger-bzead 2 1 hope you won't
mind mother’s being away. I forgot to tell you that she is
visiting Grace.”

So they had * Grace’s sponge-cake ™ ; and Grace hersell
could not have made it better. It was the same dawty
suppet, in the same cozy dining-room, with the windows
opea into she garden, just as it had been that first cven:

e made



