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BEACON LIGHTS.
« ” " had wrought upon his young life? And now whero was the
BEACON LIGHTS. | gold for %vhichp she had bar%cred her lifo’s happiness? She
BY RMILIF “FARCHFIELD, posscsaed but just sufhciont for hor dailg' wants—tbo bulk of
x(:lh:wingf ;wcnl loft, Kxhprtgcr%nco‘tp‘ ors&l)f, to nﬂdiatant
HE P : v rolative of her deceased husband. here, too, was the man
?I“‘ RO OF ALL EVI L', ! whom onco she had truly loved? Ab, that wero indeed a
* such a3 tho treo s, such Is tho frut * bittor question ! and raising her cyes to the blue heavens she
TEARS and years agn, a stately mothor led hor daughter | prayed —yos, prayed —that Esther might bo apared all this;
adown the old aaken staircase of her ancestral home. for “although she had sown the sceds of mammon m her
The maiden's cheek was pale, although her oye flashed . child's heart, Esthor was her idol, the one thing she loved
proudly ; euee, only oa-e, her step faltored, and thoen that  truly in tho world, It was ¢ven now more the beauty of the
mother whis‘porml awordin hercas, aud she went on, decked | calm evening than anything clse which liad roused tno
in her bridal finery, but with a heart cold and heavy, to give , accusing voice within her, and prompted so troe and puroa
her haad aud trath te the mammon of the world—wuib. A | wish for the daughter by her side; and yet sho loved the
lesson might bo learnt from her life, but wo “asten onward, girl . but can I lead you to understand—sho loved gold oven
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onward to the after result ; for surcly, surcly such marriages
aro as a drag upon
society, filling the
world, as it were,
with their bitter
fruits.

Again woe sce the
cold heartedbride,
middle-aged and
widowed, watch-
ing over the future
of an only daugh-
ter. Not in morry |
England has tho |
girl been trained,
and it seems to the
mother, that amid
the 'witching love-
liness of the scenes
around her, her
child has caught
the trick of their
graco and Dbeauty

and why not?
Watch a face, the
faco of one posses-
sing a soul deep,
true, and impres-
rionable ; set be-
fore it a something
to dolight theeyes,
and lo! that same
delight sinks down
into the soul,
causing the coun-
tenance, however
ordinary, to glow
and kindle with
the true beauty
which painters
strive to pourtray ;
a beauty which is
indeed felt, but
never  expressed.
So Esther West-
lake grew up besu-
tiful as a dream,
and with a soul
Leenly alive to the
surroundingsofher
daily life. Butwas
there no sort of
resemblance to her mother and grandmother? Alas, yes ; and
the time was fast approaching when the tiny gorm would
spring up and assert itself.

They, the mother and daughter, bal wandered far from
their home (5t. Goar on the hhine), and standing by the
Loreley, both gazed upon the fair waters and the grandly-
shaped rocks aud mountains.
these two it secemed that they were alone ; alone, to muse as
they liked upon the preseut, past, and future. Esther's
thoughts were mainly busy with this last —she was looking on
apd craviug for herself a future of wealth and power, And
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¢¢No, no!_T'm alliright, my boy !"

Others were present, but to |

She was the same, and yot not tho same as of old—
only there are mo-
monts in all our
lives when that
which ought to
have been ours of
purity and unsel.
nshness visits us,
perchance though,
only, to make us
feel when it 18
gone, how utterly
pollow and with.
ered oursouls have
bacome without it.
And HEsther, too—
the sweet, subtle
influence waa
drawing heras well
away from the
worship of the
yellow dross of
carth, to that
which shall alone
endure,whenearth
and its voices shall
have died away,
and heaven with
its true charity
have dawned upon
the soul. Yes, and
years and years
after, she remem-
bered the time, re-
membered it with
bitterness too
deep, too full of
epguish for human
tongue to tell. The
steamer came 1In
sight, and Esther
and her mother,
moving on down
to the pier, took
their places upon
it to return home
—and out there,
in tte still, purple
twilight, Esther
meot her fate.

A slight com-
motion arose on
| board, something being a little wrong with the boiler,
as they afterwards discovered; and our two ladies, with
tho rest, were very nervous and frightened, till a gentle-
man coming forward and explaining the matter as a some-
thir 1 very slight indeed, and of no consequence whatever,
sot their minds at rest. It seemed that Esther's face
struck him then; anyhow, he devoted himself to them
during the remainder of the way, and seemed loath to
part from them at their journey's end. He was but a
holiday-secker, and was to go further on the morrow ; bux it
came and passed with many another morrow, and still he
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the mother' Was she dreaming of her cwn youth as she | lingered, for the girl with her grace and charms had bound
gazed upon the young face she loved so well 2~ Did she now | him fast, so that when at last helbade farewell to St. Goar it
regret the step she had takhen upun her wedding morning ? | was but to hasten to England, in_order to prepare for the due
Did she now think kindly of the busband ber coldness had | reception of his promieed bride. ‘‘Come home and be
repulsed ? Was she sorry for the great and bitter wrong she - married,” svch was the plea of his parents; and when, six



