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name, arose and crme forward, I was prpposscss_cd
at once in her favour. On maf{inginqumcs, Alico
found that Mrs, Vernon had, o fow weeks Luforo
ronted the room adjoining theirs, from Mrs.
Watson,

“1 do not know where she came from, or
why she is so poor,” remarked Mrs. Watson;
« but she is a real lady, any ono to look at her
could tell that. Sho has nevertold mo anything
about herself, except that sho is o widow, and
both herself and baby are in black.”

4 ITer haby—has sho one ?” said Alico.

“ Yes, ma'am—a fino littlo boy, about a year
and a halfold, See, thero he is”

Wo looked towards the part of the room to
which she directed our attention, and there, from
onc of tho beds, two or three little ones wero
peceping euriously at us.

“ Wo have no wood ; the last stick was burn-
cd this morning, so, to try and keep them warm,
1 put him and tho childrenin bed,  Ilismother,”
sbe continued, “has, until tho last week, been
sewing for somo great store in the city; but
now she i3 so sick that she can’t work. Poor
young creature, thero she lies, moro liko death
than anything clse.  Sho has not a cent in tho
world. I dowhatT can for her, but this cold,
baro room,” and she glanced sadly around, ¢ tells
you, ma'am, that it is not much,  Would you be-
lieve it,” sho continued, in an earnest, sorrowful
tone, “that some of the neighbours told mo I
ought to turn her out, ag sho could not-pay her
rent—that we wero too poor to keep her; but
could I ¢ver ook iny innocent children in the
face, or teach them again to pray to tho merci-
ful God, after such an act! No, ma'am, littlo as
we have, sho hus less. Oh, that it wero only
more that I could do for her!”

On asking if we might seo her, Mrs. Watson
led us into the adjoining upartment. On a low
cot, in ono coraner of tho small chamber, lay a
gicl of about nincteen or twenty.  Sho was
asleep, and in silence wo gazed upon her wan,
young fuce. She wag, indeed, no common per-
son; and how lovely shio must have been oncel
That pure white brow, from which the soft
brown haic was pushed back, exposing the
small exquisitely-formed efarl even now sorrow
and suffering has not robbed her of all her
beauty,  The little white hand, also, which lay
on thoe coarso dark coverel tshowed that she
bad never been used to any menial servico.

“ 1 don't like to sce her sleeping §0 much,”
said Mrs. Watson, anxiously ; it is a bad sign,
1 am afcaid?

# What is the matter with her?” asked Alice.

“I do not know,” she replied. ¢ Since she
came here, she has not been well; sho hag a bad
eough, aud two or threo times sho has gone off
in o dead faint, My heart has achied for her
many a time, when I awoke in the night and
saw, by tho fuint glimmer of light through the
crack n #he door, that she was still sewing—ill
and weary ns I knew sho was—and then that
dreadful cough of her’s grow worse, and it is no
wonder that it did, sitting up at night in the
culd— fur she could not always keep & fire burn-
ing—till it was lung past midnight, and then,
with aching cycs, and limbs numb with eold,
she would go to bed, aud lie, perhaps, nearly the
rest of the night awake, coughing.”

Just think, Etbel, what that poor young crea-
ture must havo endured. Alice has, as far ag
she can, relieved her sufferings, and Dr. Marsden
ber physician, is attending Mrs, Vernon; but
bo says thero i3 no hopo for her; thatsheisina
rapid decline, and cannot live many weeks,

CHAPTER 1I.

Three wecks bave passed sinco I wrote toryou,
Ethel. Threo weeks to mo of happiness and
gaioty, whilo to tho young and lovely one, from
whose dying couch I havo just returned they
havo been full of suffering and lonely sorrow.
Emilic Vernon knows that her days aro num-
bered—that sho is quickly passing from this
carth ; but is sho not afraid todic, for sho is at
peace with God, and the weary are at rest in the
home to whichsho is going. Ohl if sho could only
tako her ebild with her—her year oldlittlo dar-
ling. With what passionato tenderncss she
clasped Lim to her breast to-day whon she spoko

of leaving him, and that wailing cry of angulsh,
My baby, Oh!my baby” When sho was
awaro there wasno hope for hier, she wroto aletter,
and gavo it to Alicoe to post. It was dirccted to
o Mrs, Beaumont, Now Orleans. She did not say
to whom she lad written ; not aword of herpast
lifo has ever escaped her lips, but no answer has
yet been received to her letter. Day after day
has passed in anxious, weary suspense, and still
thero is no reply. It is grieving her very much,
troubling cven her dremns, for Mrs, Watson
has hieard her murmuring in her sleep the words.
%13 there no answer? 1 will die without know-
ing. O pity me, and come!” To whom has she
written, and who is it she wants to come to her?
Thero sectms to be some mystery about her fate,
or why would she be so silent on tho subject?
Alico has obtained employment for Mrs. Wat.
son’s husband, Poor woman, how grateful and
happy it has made her! It takes very little
soraetimes to cheer tho heart of others—to bring
back tho glad' light to grieving eyes, or the
cheerful smile to pale lips, to which it has long
been o stranger ; and yet out of our abundance
wo too often withbold that little, and look with
indifferenco on the sorrows or trials of others.
They aro nothing to us. We do not fecl them,
and self is all we caro for.

In her next letter to me, not very long after-

wards, she wrote :—No answer has come to Mrs.
Vernon’s letter. She said to us to.day, I can
no longer hope for ono, I shall go to my grave
unforgiven—unmourncd—and my baby will be
left alone in this cold, wide world.” Alice
took the little fellow in her anus, and bringing
him to the bedside asked her, as she told me she
intended to do, to give him to her care, #Iam
rich,” said Alice, in a sorrowful tone, “but am
lonely. I havoe no children, and will soon learn
to love him dearly ; aud shall endeavour, as far
as I ean, to supply your place to him, if you will
trust him to me.”
. It was a scene for a painter! That lowly
chamber, with its rude couch, on which the young
dying mother lay, with her hands clasped and
her wan, lovely ficce turned with an carnest en-
quiring gaze on the beautiful, richly clad lady,
against whoso velvet cloak her little one had
nestled his curly head! Mrs, Vernon looked at
him and then into Alice's face.

“ Tako him, ho already clings to you,” she
murmured in low touching accents, # Gladly do
I commit him to your care, for there is good-
ness in your swect face, and you know what
sorrow is; for it has left itsimpress on your pale
brow, and those who havo suffered aro scldom
indiffereut to tho sufferings of others. I give
my darling to you; and God gront that in that
blessed home to which I am fast hastening, I
may agein meet both him and you,”

A week later, she said :—1 have just returned
froma Mrs. Watson’s, but tho sick room thero is
sil-nt and deserted ; and another grave bearing
tho simple record, ¢ Emilic Vernon, aged twenty,”
has been added to the many in tho crowded
grave-yard. All is now over, andshe is at
peace ; for God bas wiped away the sad tears
from her eyes in that home where thero is no
maore sorrow or pain, Alice was with her when
sho died, and hag taken the baby liome, and i3
quito delighted with her charge. A handsomely
bound bible, with his mother's name beautifully
written in it, and her wedding ring, is all the
poor child has to tell him of his young, unhappy
mother, whoso beauty, misfortunes and caxly
death bave impressed us so deeply.

CHAPTER 1II.

It is a warm starlight night, dear Ethel,—she
wrote to mo in tho spring—andag it isyet cariy,
the city is still alive, aud tho noisy rolling of
carriages, the sound of hurrying footsteps, and
tho hum of voices comes to mo in my loncly
room, and from tho clear far-off heavens the quict
starg, in all their brilliant beauty aro looking
down on the crowded streets, with their bright
lights and busy tbrong. Old and young, rich
and poor aro there, Gay oncs seeking pleasure
—starving ones bread—tho wicked their haunts
of vice—tho wealthy their princely Lhomes ; but
all aro not 8o full of tho cares of this carth that
they cannot look up to those beautiful heavens,

Many o glauce of wonder and praise is raised to
them, aye, of longing too from weary cyes; fur
thero is rest there, but, alas! too many pass on
without onc thought of what is beyond—without
realizing that this life, which engrosses all their
attention, must end somo day. Others lmve
trodden thoso samo streets, whose places are nuw
vacant and their familiar faces no more seen,
Whero havo they gone? Have they sought new
homes it strango citics? Many have silent
homes in the quiet citics of tho dead, where tho
huerying of footsteps, and tho bustlo of life is
hushed.  Mournful silenco reigns there, and all
that tells us they have lived and passed away, is
a slab of sculptured marble, or & wooden cross,
marking their last resting plaae, while above the
samo calm, stars on which they so often gazed,
aro keeping watch over their lonely graves,
A card, with the namo Mrs. Beaumont, was
handed to mo this afternoon. I remembered
that that was tho name of the person in New
Orleans, to whom Mrs. Vernon had written,
Alico was not at home, so I descended to tho
drawing room to seo her. A stately, elegantly
dressed lady threw back her veil, and rose to
meet me., 1 started, for tho handsome features I
beheld wero g0 liko Bwilio Vernon's..

¢ Are you Miss Lawton ?” shoe asked in an
agitated voice,

As I replied to her question, my heart sank
within me, for I dreaded what would follow.

“QOh! whero is my child?” she said, “my
Emilio ; i3 sho yet alive?”

Her child! 2 could notanswer, Iow could I
look into hicr eager, anxious fuce, and tell her?
From my silence, she learned the sad truth ; and
with o Jow, thrilling cry of bitter auguish she
sank back upon tho couch beside her.

% Oh God I” she cried, “am I, then, too late;
my child, my darling Emilie, shall I never more
seo you ??

Her grief was terrible to witness. She could
not weep; but, in wild tearlessagony, paced the
apartment—calling on Ler daughter, and saying
ber punishment was just. Sho enquired whero
sho had been buried, and if I would go thero with
her. 1 could not tell her where her daughter
had. been interred, but I thought if wo went to
Mr. Howard, the clergyman who performed tho
burial service, ho would inform us, or perhaps
accompany us to the burying ground. In a few
moments I was ready. Mrs. Beaumont drew her
veil, closely over ber face, and passed down tho
steps.  General Trumbull's carriagostood at tho
door, and wonderingly I followed her into it, It
was §0 strango that that proud lady, clothed in
velvet and ermine, sitting opposite to me was
Emilic Vernon's mother, and wo going to seck
her gravo in somo humble burying ground. Mrs.
Beaumont leant back in & corner of tho carriage
in silent gricf. Tho only questions sho asked
me during our drive to Mr. Huward’s were, how
long her daughterhad been dead, and whero her
child was, Mr. Howard was fortunately at
home, and immediately weunt with us to tho
graveyard. Ia a rumote corner of ono of the
crowded cemeteries of tho pooc wo found Mrs.
Vernon's grave. In wild anguish Mrs. Beau-
mont bent over—but in vain wero those ago-
nizing cries for her child, In her dark nare
row bed sheslept—slept on—only tho chill breath
of spring cchoed back tho wailing cry.

When we parted from Mr Howard, on leaving
the cemctery, M. Beaumont asked him if ho
would visit her on the following day. 1 then
took her to sco herlittlo grandson. Atthosight
of tho lovely child, asleep in his pretty crib, in
Alice's room, sho wept long and bitterly. They
wero the first tears shie had shed since sho heard
of hier daughter’s death.

CHAPTER IV,

Tu the next letter, she said, « Mrs. Beaumont
has returned to her proud home in New Orleans,
bringing with ber a rich gilded coffin, enclosing
tho remainsof her beautiful, unhappy (iaughtcr—
who, in her pride and anger, sho had about three
years before sent from thoso statcly-lalls, be-
cause sho had dared to luve and marry one
whose only fault was poverty, but, thisin tho
proud mother's cyes was looked upon asa dis-
grace—nay & ¢rime ; aud so gho shut her heart



