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"7 KATE LANDOR'S WEDDING.

CHAPTER I — KATE LANDOR'S HOME.

T will

¢ Villain! I will never marry you!
die first !” . .

« Now, Kate, what is the use of acting so.—
1 am not half g0 bad as you think me; but I
Jove you, and I am determined you shall be
my wife: I willbe a good husband to you—
only marry me quietly. I know I am acting
wrongly, but it is b]le only way in which I can
induce you to be minc; but mine you must be
unless 2 miracle interposes, for all around us is
the deep ocean, and in this vessel there is no
one to aid you. I have arranged all in such
4 mapner that there is no possible means of
escape.  This is my worst crime, abducting
jou. I love you as I never loved any being,
human or divine, aand I will strive to make you
happy. You ]ovgd me once, Kate, and_I be-
lieve-you will aguin—when you are my wife.”

#Leave me, Mugh! Teave me alone,
awhile, I beg you! Let me think—ny brain
scems crazed—I must be dreaming! T eannot
love what is bad—1I mnever did. Do be merei.
ful, Hugh, and send me home.  T'll forgive and
bless you all my life! I should always hate
you—I ghould make you miserable.”

Huch Leonard stood, with folded arms,
leaning carelessly aguinst the wall of the room,
watching her, and thinking what an admirable
hittle actress she was. He was capable of ex-

ericneing no such cipotions himself, and he
could not believe them unfeizned in another.—
Her distress moved him somewhat, but he had
no idea it wowid be lasting; although he loved
her, he loved Diwself very much better, He
waited quictly till the paroxysm subsided, and
she sank, with a low moan, uncenscious at his
fect ; gently raising her, he placed her in a chair,
sprinkled water in her fice, chafed her hands,
and when she had revived sufficiently to swal-
low, gave her o stimulaut.  He then left her
thinking that when she reflected how vain were
all her attempts to thwart him in his schemes,
she wonld act scnsibly, as he termed it, and
marry him without further opposition.

Let us go back five years and visit Kate
Landor in her home, whose wildly grand
scenery, clear, health-giving atmosphere, inspire
the soul to noble purposes, and awaken in
almost every heart a love of the grand and
beautiful, o love of harmony, for right is the
harmony, wrong the discord of life.

She was the only daughter of parents in
comfortable ecircumstunces, descendants of the
Puritaus, who ficmly believed that the follies
of lifc were crimes. Possessing stern, fixed
principles themselves, they taught their child
that in unerring rectitude alone could she ever
obtain happiness; that faults could never be
countenanced cither in herself or others. As
her associates must be of this elass, she had
fow : thus with a few choice books, and Na-
ture, for constaunt companions, she beeame an
ardent lover of scicntific grandeur and human
excellence.

When she was about fifteen her vague
dreamings and half’ formed desires began to
tuke shape, and a thrist for knowledge was
aroused which would not be alluyed until a
more liberal conrse of studies was provided.—
She was accordingly permitted to attend school
in an adjoining town, her parents hoping the
severe discipline would soon cause her to re-
turn home, for they believed the district uf-
forded ail the instruction which could be of
auy advantage to a wonun.

“ What's the use, wife,” her father argued,
“to throw away moncy sending the child to
sohool any more ? She can read an’ write, an’
knows rithm’tic an’ geography, and what's the
use, I say, of filling her bruins with grammar?
Tf she was a boy now, it might be of some
bencfit; but as it is, I say, it's just like heav-
ing money into the fire. Better save it for
somethin’ else.”

« Oh, Well, Jacob, you know the child has
set hor heart on going, an’ may be, when we're
dead and gone, it'll help her to get along in
the world.” T'd as soon work for that as any-
thing. You know learning is thought more
on, now-a-days, than when you and I were
young."”

So it was finally arranged that Kate should
have the desived instruetion, though her fa-
ther persisted in considering it of no use.

Tu personal appearance Kate was rather be-
low the medium height, creet, and supple,
with tiny hands and feet. Her head was
firmly poised, and carried with a somewhat in-
dependent air. She had large. hazel eyes,
deeply set, and thoughtful in expression. They
were her chief claim to beauty.

She soon became a favorite with all, and as
she pradually developed in intellectual ability,
many predictions were passed, she found her
desire to Jearn intensified rather than diminish-
ed. She began to realize how little she knew,
and to have some slight idea of the vast liter-
ary treasures in store for the student.

Her father, aided and abetted by a couple

of maiden aunts, constantly opposed her course ;.

her wother alone was her champion. But,

amid all the prophecies of evil by the nunts,

- who, like birds of ill.omen, were constantly

foretelling misfortune, Kate improved her
time.

CHAPTER II.—THE MISSING TEACIER.

- Hugh Leonard was an orphan. His parents
died in his infuncy, and he had been reared in
the family of an uncle, upon whose bounty he
had solely depended for support and edueation.
Young, passionate, and not over-serupulous in
his conduct, when he was about sixteen years
of age he quarrelled with his best friend—Mhis
uncle—which resulted in his leaving his only
home in unressonable anger, and with base in-
gratitude.

Food of books, he had made unusual ad-
vancement at schoo!, and when left to himsef,
his taste for knowledge probuably prevented his
yiclding to the vicious propensitics of his nu-
ture and becoming n vagabond. He was awure
how to display to the best advantage, which he
was not lacking, a kind of assurance that often
supplicd with him the place of real knowledge.
In appearance bright and active, keen and ob-
servant, a stranger would unconsciously be
prepossessed in  his favor; and this he readily
learned, and turned to aceount.

For some ycars he shirked along, doing
whatever came in his way, teaching, book-
kecping, sometimes in one place, and aguin in
another, At last he determined to practice
the medical profession for a livelihood ; and he
had been devoting himself to its pursuit with
congiderable ardour for more than three yeurs,
teaching a portion of the time, when he ob-
tained a situation as tutor at a school in a town
uear the village in which Kate Landor lived.

At this time he was twenty-three years of
age, and strikingly handsome in person. His
character had developed into a singular com-
bination of the noble and base, refined and
vulgar—a gentleman and vagabond 1 one; all
that was noble and aspiring at one time, lov,
grovelling at unother, He could readily adapt
himself to circumstances, and the company he
chunced to be in, and such was his power and
tact for plensing, that his associates were in-
variably blinded as to his real charucter,  Life,
to himy, was a vast fraud, and he considered
those who gleaned the most pleusure therefrom
the smartest men.  Ever following the prompt-
ings of inclination he made self' the god to
which all must pay tribute.

Kate Lundor eame to him as a private pupil,
and he loved her.  To the task of wimming the
pure unsuspecting girl, he direeted all his
energies, and it was not diffienlt to lure her
with his sophistries, ;nd awaken love for one
whose intellectual endowinents she so ardently
admired.

The purest are most casily deceived, for self
is too often the criterion by which others are
judged, An idolutor of unattained excellence,
Kate knew nothing of the cunning devices em-
played by the artful, and for a time love yield-
ed her its full share of bliss. The awakening
came, however, and she wondered she could
Lave been so deluded. It was no sudden re-
velation that startled her, hut a gradual un-
dermining of her confidence by trifling acts of
deceit, complicated falschood, ind sacrilegious
scoffing at the truths and . prineiples held dear
in every honest heart,

To assume a false character requives a won-
derfully correct memory, and his failed too
often for the ever-ready excuse “mistake” to
conceal the defect.

“Why, my little girl,”” he said to her one
day, “you certainly are nct so simple us to
believe that people in this world do rightly for
the sake of right? No one speaks the truth
beeause it is truth, It is advocated by all, I
admit, beeausc, you must understand. if every-
body should speak falsely, it would set the
world in a greater snarl than it is enjoying at
present; but w little fib now and then is quite
convenient.  Though I want you to remain
just as exact asyou are now, you must learn to
expeet less of others.”

¢ Hugh, I love truth because it is God’s
law, beeause—rwell, because there is a something
right here in my heart that tells me He wishes
us to be brave and truthful for His suke; be-
cause there is also that in my nature which
makes me feel more proudly noble in its pre-
sence.” I do not think I have any affinity for
evil, since I am unhappy whenever I discover
it. I always fecl like flying away, out into the
bright sunlight bencath the blue sky, which
bears no impress” of sin. Moreover, the man
who seeks personal gratification only, who ap-
propriates, so far as lies within his power, the
sources of the universe to the indulgence of
self, scorning justice as obsolete, and virtue as
the phantasy of the trauscendentalist, I will
never marry. I do not love you—no, I donot
love yon—you are not what I thought; the
man I loved was an’ ideal. I shall grieve for
my mistake, never for Hugh Leonard.”

¢ Kate, wait! Let me talk to you—let me
explain ! o

«No,” she replied, ©I am convinced at last,
thoroughly.” And she walked deliberately
from the reom.

Though Hugh afterwards made many at-
tempts to 2ain an interview with hor she would
not listen to him again, and finally, concluding
all his efforts vain, ut the expiration of a few
weeks he quictly took his departure from the

town, saying naught of his designs to anyone
and none knew whither he had gone.

Kate reccived a note, scon after he left, bear-
ing no signature,and containiag only the words,
“You shall yet be mine.,” She knew very
well from whom it eame, yet thought little of
the threut, as she considered herself secure.—
She made no confidants, and cndeavored to
bear a sorrow silently, proudly shrinking from
the sympathy ber sensitive spirit taught her
would be only pity for her ignorance of the
world. Though young, she had learned the
very important faet that. however people may
pity, truc sympathy is rare.

She felt she did not understand the createst
of problems, the deepest of mysteries, broadly
and commonly termed humun nature. She
had failed to deduce any theory by which she
could unerringly judge @ persons character, ex-
cept a8 circumstunces might develop it; yet
she did not know that the most profound
thinker had been forced to acknowledge his
cflorts likewise vain, that those who boast. < T
can read a4 person the moment I see him™—
“ A man’s faee tells just what he is”—are wisc
only in their own opinion,

She applied Lersell assiduously to houks, re-
solutely shutting out the past by allowing her
mind no time to dwell upon its darkness. . Yet
all her heroic exertions fuiled to make her
happy or contented.  Every moment when the
will relaxed its hold of the wind, memory
would assert its prerogative, banishing retresh-
ing sleep from her pillow, and though she
would rexd and study till she could scarcely
see the blurred pages, her thoughts would be
busy still, and she would ratse from her couch,
and walk till mentally and physically exhause-
ed, when she would sink. into the repose that
follows utter prostration.

ITer health was at length seriously affected,
and would soon have altogether yiclded to the
excessive nervous tension, when she was sud-
denly summoncd to the denth-bed of her father.
Her new grief nearly overwhelmed her, but her
anxiety for her sorrowing mother drew her
mind from nursing personal troubles, and gave
her strength to bear what otherwise would
have erushed her.

Her misfortunes, it seemed, had just begun,
for her mother, whom she almost worshipped,
in a few short months went to join her father,
and Kate was alone in the world, But again
necessity for action saved her, and this time
personul necessity, for every one must have o
lome, a shelter trom storm, a refuge at night,
and creditors cliimed the one which had been
hers,  She wus enabled to save a few handred
pounds only—all she possessed—hence work
was before her,

ITer nearest relatives were the two maiden
aunts already mentioned. From them she re-
ceived, in her unhappy dilemma, little consola-
tion. She was almost despondent when she
dared to think what might befall Tier should
she fail in what she felt was the only course
open to hier.  The idex of becoming a mere
household drudge was repulsive in the extreme
for if she once entered upon such a life, she
saw no probability of cscape from it. She
kaew how to do pothing else well enough to
eain a livelihood, %nd she therefore resolved to
invest what she possessed in education, und it
herself for a teacher,

In due time she bade a silent farewell to her
home, hers no longer—to the hills where the
birds emrolled in summer and blexk wind
whistled in winter—to the valleys where mute
voices had taught her what time itself might
not efface—und, lastly, when twilight gioom
rested upon the grassy slope where were two
new-made graves, she knelt above all that re-
mained of her dearest friends, whose places
would cvermore on carth be vacant.

She bore away a sad heart to the home she
had selected—a boarding-school situated in the
West of England—und where she hoped to re.
main till she could go forth to carn her own
living in the way she felt would be congenial.

For two years she had been an inmate of the
sewinary alluded to, und, having studied with
almost superhuman encrgy was fast nearing
the goal, when she suddenly and mysteriously
disappeared,

Search was immediately made, and continued
till, no traces being discovered, iv was decided
that she must have fullen into the river, whose
current flowed within half a mile of the semin-
ary, and along the banks of which she had been
in the habit of strolling, The strcam was

dragged, but without result, and the search |

was finally given up as hopeless,. as the body
was supposed to have been -carried into the
ocean, '

She was mourned as-dead, and the sorrowful
circumstanec having. been duly discussed
and lamented, it was. buried with the pust
and the name of Kate Landor in time became
dim in memory’s tablet.

Conjecture was right in' regard to her walk-
ing along the river's bank at the time of her
disappearance, which was a bright September
afternoon ; but, instead of falling into the decp
water, she wae borne by strong arms into a
boat, which the same arms sent skimming oveg
the river like a bird, Xate knew nothing,
however, of what transpired after she felt

something heavy and dark thrown over her

head and face, as she was walking along the
border of the river,

She was speedily conveyed on board the ves-
sel where we fivst met her, and the erew of
which consisted of a bund of smugelers, bound
to a forcign port, and over whom [Tugh
Leonard had acquired an influence by having
rendered their leader and captain some Import-
ant serviee at a former period.

The uncle of whom mention was previously
made, and whom Hugh had not seen for many
years, died intestate, ind as he was the nearest
heir he came to the possession of (uite a for-
tune, much to his surprise and gratification;
for, by this freak of fate, he would be enabled
to suspend the practice of his profession.

He had obtained the title of M. D., one year
previously. He determined to compel the only
girl he ever loved to be his wife,

He knew well the unbounded pride of Kate,
and he felt sure that, it once in his power, she
would ever remain silent as to the manner in
which she was won,  She had no parents to
secek hery and he couldd easily evade others, less
interested, by remaining abroad a few years,
and, wherr he did veturn, would scttle on the
estate left by his unele.  Thus far removed
from ull her former commections, he would be
cuabled, he thought, to lead a very happy
life.

He had studied the heart of woman, and knew
that love is the desired boon of her life ; and
he flattered himself that when, as his wife,
Kate learned thut the wrong he had committed
was for love only, she would readily forgive and
adore hum for the bolidness of his scheme.

CITAPTER UL—HUAPPY AT LAST.

Tearful was the thought to Kate that she
must marry, must live with one she hated o
lifetime ; and yet she saw no alternative exeept
death, and she dared vot end life,  No, there
was no eseape, and she promised to be Hugly's
wife when they arrived at their destination.
She never dreamed of breaking her word—
such were the prineiples engeudered in her
heart that she would as soon have leaped into
the dark waves at her fect.

Her promise ensured to her due courtsey
while a prisoner, and, left to herself nothing re-
mained to hope for on carth. A sort of nmimb,
stupid despair settled upon her soul. The
power of thought seemed to have deserted her,
and she moved like on¢ in a dream, manifesting
no interest in anything.

But time passed, and again her feet pressed
the solid carth; yet she wuas in « strange lind.
She stood before the man of God und heard the
words that united her to the man heside her;
but they were sounded far away, and the re-
sponse died in her throat unuttered, She did
not swoon—she did not weep—but [lugh
Lieonard possessed a very pensive bride,

After a time lie became somewhat alarmed
at her apathetic state, from which he tried
every means in his power to rouse her,  She
obeyed his wishes mechanically, and witnessed
the gaicty of various cities ; but “ no lightsome
land of social mirth” had any charm for such
as she, und until she visited those lands whose
histories are written in blood, she way indif-
ferent alike to all,

When contemplating 2 nation’s woe, she
could not but feel the insignificance ol indivi-
dual grief. Yet, when removed from the tem-
porary influcnce of such scenes, she relapsed
into the stupid ealm which had become habit-
ual, and her husbund bitterly repented the
wrong he had eommitted. He felo himselt
baulked in his purpose, and found that luppi-
ness, had, after all, eluded his wrasp. The
{ear constantly tortured him lest reason should
entircly desert her, and he wonld he obliged to
return to lis native land with a maniae for his
bride.

But at length a new love awoke with his
magic power.  The soft touch of helpless fingers
first drew sweet music from the one hidden
chord of affection. Infantile eycs melted, at
last, the icy heart, and velvet lips sent thrills
of happiness once more through her soul,

A new life was infused into cvery nerve and
fibre. The world again looked bright, and she
felt there was nothing she could not brave for
the tiny form she clasped so tenderly in her
arms. She could scarcely bare to have the
little one taken from her a moment, lest the
former darkness should envelop her in its folds.
When she had him with her she forgot her
trials; cven her unhappy wifehood eccased to
trouble her.

For the first time since her' marriage she ex-
pressed @ desire to return home, and her hus-
band rejoicing immeasurably at her restoration,
readily aequiesced in whatever she might sug-
gest. They accordingly, as soon as practicable,
took passage on board a steamer homeward
bound after an absence of ncarly four years.

* ok .ok ok ox % *

Silently we will allow another years to pass,
and then, in the twilight of a summer evening,
look in upon Kate Leonard. She is rocking
her little one to sleep, for although no longer a
babe, she cannot forego the pleasure of soothing
him with soft lullables. ’'Tis early summer,
and the warm, soft breezes stealing through the
open casement, are redolent with odors of rarest
flowers,

thoughts to dwell upon the past, but strove to
banish recollection by burying herself with her
child. Yet somehow, the stars twinkling in
the distance, the deep blue sky, and profeund
stillness reigning over all, awoke old memories
and again she reviewed the years, one by one,
of her wedded kfe. Scenes rose befora with
vivid reality, and she saw herself, as never be-
fore, culpable, she feared, in wany respeets,
For the first time she realized that duty had
been neglected ; that she had not sought to in-
ﬂ}lencc for good, as she might, by trying to love
him ; for love, she well knew, was the key to a
man’s heart, Her retrospeetion was severe and
scarching, and much she discovered to condemn,

What mysterious, magnctic chain ot sy
pathy that sometimes influenees its objeet from
afar, drew, as it' in obedience to her wishes
her husband to her side. e sat down and
bowed his head uwpon her shoulder, No word
was spoken, but, in that silenve they understood
cach other better thun years could have taught
them, °

It is said that better moments come to all:
that none are so bad that they wre not some.
times good-; and surely that was the hour when
Tugh Leonard's good angel was triumphant,.
The bold maw's heart was touched, and he
wept as only the strong can weep—convulsively,
like the mighty tree shaken by. the tempost.

“ Kate,” he said at last, ~ e you formive
the great wrong 1 have done you? ™ Will l;you
help me to beevme a better man? T will try
as never before, to lead a better life.  Be my
Beatrice, my wuide, and T will follow you
where you lead.  You alone have taught me to
believe that human beings are not only assigned
for a noble end, but cun attain it it tlnef\vill
not misuse and subvert that God-given power,
mind. At this late hour T see the truth, I
repent—Illeaven alone can know how decply.”

Kate moved with siucere sympathy, replied—

“THlugh, I have sometimes thought T have
been hard and unforgiving towards you. I
placed my standard of hunan exeellence too
high—uscorning  those who. failed to reach it.
ad you been reared as T have heen, you might
have been immeasurably my superior. T—
what should T have been, my poor hushand, in
your place? Yes, I freely forgive you, and
hope that now, when we sce the truth, we muy
grow better and wiser for our sad expevience,
and that our child may reap the benefit of the
bitter lesson that has cost us hoth so much.”

“ 1leaven help me to he ever warthy of such
a wife I was his fervent response.

s ik e £ It iR EH HS

Time lingers not, hut seatters, in its onward
march, trials and temptations, joys and sorrows
in the pathway of even its most fivored sub-
Jeets. It failed not to test the strength of
Hugh Leomard’s rerolutions, and the result
proved that his ¢ better moments” quickened
into life the werm of reformation which event-
ually subdued the evil tendencics of his nature
by convincing him that the truth is all that is
really worth pursuing in life. If that is not,
then all is vain, and nothing is that s,

MABEL DELAFILLD;
OR,
THE WIFE'S SACRIVICE.

“ Why are you so sad, dear Mabel ?"'

“T feel as if this werc the lust cvening we
should ever spend together, Harry; « long, long
time must clapse before we meet ugain,”

# Pshaw "' said Mr. Delafield, ¢ You are
sn desponding, it is enough to discourage me,
Mabel. A wife should always cncourage her
hushand by a cheerful spirit,”

“ T should like to do so, dear Harry,” and
she laid onc arm around his neck and looked
carnestly in his face; * but indeed I cannot be
cheerful to-night—my heart will have its way
I caunot control it. A sad and fearful pre-
seuti{ncut tells me we shall purt to-morrow for
ever.”

“ Presentiment ! What Folly 1

¢ It may be folly; but if' I loved you less,
the presentiment would not have fixed itself ia
my heart.” .

“ Have done with this nonsense, Mabel—I
cannot endurc it; you have given me the vapors
already,” and Mr. Delafield left his seat and
walked with impatient steps backward and for:
ward, muttering to himself sbout the folly and
superstition of women.

Murs. Delafield remained silent, She knew
her husband’s temper too well to attempt to-
disturb him, but her thoughts were sad and
bitter. She thought of her apparently happy
marriage scason five years before—of how ar- -
dently her husband seemed to love her then,.
how careful he was to note her every want and
regard her slightest wish, But he was changed ;

k1 his manner was cold oad reserved ; he had

closed the sanctuary of his heart against her,
‘When she spoke of it he listened unwillingly,:
and gave a8 cxeuses his many eares and anx- .
ieties, She kuew thut much of this was true, .
for the riches that were theirs at their union .
had taken to themselves wings and flown dway ;..
bat she also knew, as only a woman can” know,:
that she wus not loved us she hud been, as. she--
desired to be loved. Then hope whisperedr.

For miny months she _had not ulléwed her

‘gently that the future.was not al} dark, and

'



