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ST. ELMO. .

CHAPTER T.

HE stood and measured tJ.e eartli : and the everlasting
mountains were scattered, the perpetual hills di.l 1,oav

"
Ihese words of the proj^het upon 8hi;rionoth were sun., by asweet, happy, childish voice, and to a strange, wild, anoinaloustune-solemn as the Hebrew chant of Debomh, and fu ytriumphant. ^
A slender girl of twelve years' growth steadied a pail of water

Oaiyatides att. [e, and, pausing a moment beside the sprin-tood frontii,^ the great golden dawn-watching for the firstlevel ray of the coming sun, and chanting the prayer of Habak-

n^ f" 1. ;'Ar
''''' "' ''^^"* g^-HHdeur towered the huge outlineof Lookout Mountain, shrouded at summit in grey mfst • whilecen re and base showed dense masses of foliage, dim and p !

phsli 111 the distance-a stern, cowled monk otHhe Cum]>erlandbrotherhood Low hills clustered on either side, but ;mn eately in front stretched a wooded plain, and across this the ch dooked at the flushed sky, rapidly brightening into fiery nbinding radiance Until her wild song waked echoes amonhe far off rocks the holy hush of early morning had rested Hkea benediction upon the scene, as though nature laid her broad

USTtl "'
-^n/'^"'-^"^

'''''''^' in reverent silence tadvent ot the sun Morning among the mountains possessedwitchery and gOories which filled the" heart of the gii/w I id

L;: r' 't^T' 'r iT 'i^^^

^'"^^^^ ^^-^^ exultant aiUhel'fpiaise. The young face, lifted toward the cloudless east mi^^hthave served as a mod.1 for a pictured Syriac priestes -one^o[Laalbec s vestals, ministering in the olden time in that woXusand grand temple at Heliopolis.
wonaiuu^

Lna^ili!?'^!
''

m'^
'^''

!''n^
"" ''''-''^'''' f'^«^ination in their mild,spaikling depths, now full of tender, loving light and childish
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Madness- and tlie flexible, red lips curled m ines of orthodox

Gre^k perfection, showing remarkable versati ity of expression ;

whUe the broad, full, polished forehead with its prominent,

Wlin! brows, could not fail to recall, toeven casua observers

he calm, pow;rful face of Loren.o de' f-Ucis, whicl,^^^^^^^^

looked on, lastens itself upon heart and brain, to be foigotten

no more. Her hair, black, straight, waveless as an Indian s

ung around her shoulders, and glistened as the water from he

dripping bucket trickled through the wreath o purp emorni g-

glorLstnd scarlet cypi^ess, which ^^^ .^-^
^-^^^^.f/fJ^

head ere lifting the cedar pail to its resting-place
J^J^

woie a

SXeved dress of yellow, striped homespun, which fdln^ax^

to her ankles, and her little, bare feet gleamed pearly white

1 the green grass and rank dewy creepers that clustered along

the marcrin of the bubbling spring. Her complexion was un-

uaTly Wsparent, and e^rly exercise and mountain air had

Gouged her cheeks till , they matched the brilliant hjie « hei

scai^et crown. A few steps in advance of l-'^7^°« ^
^^ .^^s^

fierce, yellow dog, with black, scowling face and eais cut close

to his head ; a savage, repulsive creature, who looked as it he

reioiced in an opportunity of making good his name ^rip.

l^Zl solemn bLuity of that summer morning the g- -emf
to have forcrotten the mission upon which she came

,
but as sne

oiS th^e sun flashed up, kindling diamond * -?- - -^7^
dew-headed chestnut leaf and oak-bough, and siheung the

mhty mantle which enveloped Lookout. A moment longer

S pure-hearted Tennessee child stood watching the goi-geouB_

spectLle, drinking draughts of joy which minglec no di.p o

sin or selfishness in its crystal waves ;
for she h^^lS^own n,>

alone with nature-utterly ignorant of tne roar
^^^^^V'torl'd of

burning hate and cunning intrigue of the the gmit woild o

men and women, where " like an Egyptian P^ fJ„
^^

^^^^^^^

vipers, each struggles to get its head above the othei
.

io hei,

cai-th seemed very lovely; life stretched before l^^^l^^^ U^^^

sun's path in that clear sky, and as, free from care or foiebod

ing as the fair June day, she walked on, preceded by her dog,

the chant burst once more from her lips :

.l..,^-:„„
" He stood and measured the earth : and the eveilastmg

mountains were scattered, the perpetu.al hills-—
' ' almost simultaneous —"•^. "f two mstol-shots

rang out sharply on the cool, calm air, amil startled the child

I

1

1

it

so violently that she sprang forward and dropped the bucket.

,- .'»nwlll,'.'WW>W
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The sound of voices reached her from the thick wood bordering
the pa* and, without reflection, she followed the dog, who
boui.tl > off toward the point whence it issued. Upon the
verge u^ the foi-est she paused, and, looking down a dewy green
glade where the rising sun darted the earliest arrowy rays,

beheld a spectacle which burned itself indelibly upon her
memory. A group of five gentlemen stood beneath the dripping
chestnut and sweet-gum arches ; one leaned against the trunk
of a tree, two were conversing eagerly in undertones, and two
faced each other fifteen paces apart, with i)istols in their hands.
Ere she could comprehend the scene, the brief conference ended,
the seconds resumed their places to witness another fire, and
like the peal of a trumpet echoed tlie words :

" Fire ! One !—two !—three !

"

The flash and ringing report mingled with the command and
one of the principals tlirew up his arm and fell. When, with
horror in her wide-strained eyes and pallor on her lips, the child

staggered to the spot and looked on the prostrate form, he was
dead. The hazel eyes stared blankly at the sky, and the hue of
life and exuberant health still glowed on the full cheek ; but
the ball had entered the heart, and the warm blood, bubbling
froui his breast, dripped on the glistening grass. The surgeon,
who knelt beside him, took the pistol from las clenched Angers
and gently pressed the lids over liis glazing eyes. Not a word
was uttered, but while the seconds sadly regarded the stiffening

form, the surviving principal coolly drew out a cigar, lighted and
placed it between his lips. The child's eyes had wandered to
the latter from the pool of blood, and now in a shuddering ci-y

she broke the silence :

"Murderer!"
The party looked around instantly and for the first time per-

ceived her standing there in their midst, with loathing and
horror in the gaze she tixed on the perpcitrator of the awful
deed. In great surprise he drew back a step or two, and asked
gruftly :

" VVho are you ? What business have you here? "

" Oh ! how dared you murder himi Do you tliink God will
forgive you on the gallows 'i

"

He was a man probably twenty-seven years of age—singularly
fair, haudsoiue, and h;irdent;d iu iniquity, but he cowered be-
fore the blanched and accusing face of the appalled child ; and
ere a reply could be framed, liis friend came close to him.
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'' Clinton, you liad better be off; you have barely time to

catch the Knoxville train, which leaves Chattanooga in half an

hour. I would advise you to make a long stay in New York,

for there will be trouble when Dent's brother hears of this morn-

ing's work."
" Aye ! Take my word for that, and put the Atlantic between

you and Dick Dent," added the surgeon, smiling grimly, as if

the anticipation of the retributive justice afforded him pleasure.

" I will simply put this between us," replied the homicide,

fitting his pistol to tl,>e palm of his hand ; and as he did so, a

lieavy, antique diamond ring flashed on his little finger,

" Come, Clinton, delay may cause you more trouble tlian we
bargained for," urged liis second.

Without even glancing toward the body of his antagonist,

Clinton scowled at the child, and, turning away, was soon out

of sight.

" O sir ] will you let him get away 1 will you let him go un-

punished 1
"

" He can not be punished," answered the surgeon, looking at

her with mingled curiosity and admiration.
" I thought men were hung for murder."
" Yes—but this is not murder."
*' Not murder ] He shot him dead ! What is it ?"

'' He killed him in a duel, which is considered quite right

and altogether proper."

''AdueU"
She had never heard the word before, and pondered an

instant.
*' To take a man's life is murder. Is there no law to punish

'a duel'

r

*' None strong enough to prohibit the practice. It is regarded

as the only method of honourable satisfaction open to gentlemen."

" Honourable s.^tisfaction 1 " she repeated, weighing the new

phraseology as cautiously and fearfully as she would have

handled the bloody garments of the victim.

" What is your name V asked the burgeon.
" Edmi Earl."
" Do you live near this place ]"

"Yes, sir, very near."
" Is vour father at home 1

"

" I have no father, but grandpa has not gone to the shop yet."

" Will you show me the way to the housed'
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"Do you wish to carry him there 1" she asked, glancing at
the corpse, and shuddering violently.

" Yes, I want some assistance from your grandfather."
" I will show you the way, sir."

The surgeon .spoke hurriedly to the two remaining gentlemen,
and followed his guide. Slowly she retraced her steps, refilled
her bucket at the spring, and walked on before the stranger.
But the glory of the morning had passed away ; a bloody
mantle hung between the si)lendour of summer sunshine and the
chilled heart of the awe-struck girl. The forehead of the radiant,
holy June day had been suddenly red-branded like Cain, to be
henceforth an occasion of hideous reminiscences ; and with a
blanched face and trembling limbs the child followed a narrow,
beaten path, which soon terminated at the gate of a rude, un-
whitewashed paling. A low, comfortless-looking, three-roomed
house stood within, and on the steps sat an elderly man, smok-
ing a pipe, and busily engaged in mending a' bridle. The
creaking of the gate attracted his attention, and he looked up
wonderingly at the advancing stranger.

" grandpa !' there is a murdered man lying in the grass,
under the chestnut-trees down by the spring."

" Why ! how do you know he was murdered?"
"Good morning, sir. Your granddaughter happened to

witness a very \mfortunate and distressing affair. A duel was
fought at sunrise, in the edge of the woods yonder, and the
challenged party, Mr. Dent, of Georgia, was killed. I came to
ask permission to bring the body here, until arrangements can
be made for its interment ; and also to beg your assistance in
obtaining a coffin."

Edna passed on to the kitchen, and as she deposited the
bucket on the table, a tall, muscular, red-haired woman, who
was stoojiing over the fire, raised her flushed face and exclaimed
angrily :

" What upon earth have you been doing 1 I have been half-
way to the spring to call you, and hadn't a drop of Avater in
the kitchen, to make coflfee 1 A pretty time of day Aaron Hunt
will get his breakflist ! What do you mean by such idleness 1

"

She advanced with threanening mien and gesture, but stop-
ped suddenly.

" Edna, what ails you ? Have you got an ague 1 You are as
white as that pan of flour. Are you scared or sick 1

"

" There was a man killed tlvis morning, and the body will be
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brought liero (lii*ectly. If you want to hear about it, you had
better go out on the poreli. One of the gentlemen is talking

to gi-andpa.
"

iStunntil by what shti had seen, and indisposed to narrate
the horrit' details, the girl went to her own room, and seating

herself in x,\e window tried to collect her thoughts. She was
tempted to believe the whole affixir a hideous dream, which
would pass away with vigorous rubbing of her eyes ; but the
crushed purple and scarlet flowers she took from her forehead,

her dripping hair and damp feet assureil her of the vivid reality

of tiie vision. Every fibre of her frame had received a terrible

shock, and whcai noisy, bustling Mrs. Hunt ran from room to

room, ejaculating her astonishment, and calling on the child to
assist in putting the house in order, the latter obeyed silently,

mechanically, as if in a state of somnambulism.
Mr. Dent's body was brought up on a rude litter of boards,

and tempoi-arily placed on J*]dna's bed, and toward evening,
when a coffin arrived from Chattanooga, the remains were re-

moved, and the coffin rested on two chairs in the middle of the
same room. The surgeon insisted upon an iiumediate inter-

ment near the scene of combat ; but the gentleman who had
officiated as second for tlie deceased expressed his determination
to carry the unfortunate man's body back to his home and
family, and the earliest train the following day was ai)pointed
as the time for their dei)arture. Late in the afternoon Edna
cautioiisly opened the door of the room which she had hitherto
avoide d, and with her apron full of lilies, white poppies, and
sprigs of rosemary, approached the coffin, and looked at the
rigid sleepcn-. Judging from his a[)pearance, not more tlian

thirty y ears had gone over his handsome liead ; his placid fea-

tures we re unusually regular, and a soft, silky brown beard fell

upon his' pulseless breast. Fearful lest she should touch the
icy form' the girl timidly strewed her flowers in the coffin, and
tears gathered and dropped with the Ijlossoms, as she noticed a
plain gold ring on the little fing<u-, and wondered if he were
married—if his death woidd leave wailing orphans in his home,
and a broken-hearted Avidow at the desolate hearthstone. Ab-
sorbed in her melancholy task, she heard neither the sound of
strange voices in the ]»assage, nor the faint creak of the door
as it sNvung back on its rusty hinges ; but a shrill scream, a
wild, despairing shriek terrified her, and her heart seemed to

stand still as she bounded away from the side of the coffin.

i
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The light of the setting sun streamed through the window, and

over the white, convulsed face of a feeble but beautiful woman,

who was supported on the threshold by a venerable grey-haired

man, down whose furrowed cheeks tears coursed rapidly.

Struggling to free herself from his restraining grasp, tlu

stranger tottered into the middle of the room.
*'0 upHarry ! My husband ! my husband !" She threw

her wasted arms, and fell forward senseless on the corpse.

They l)ore her into the adjoining apartment, where the sur-

geon administered the usual restoratives, and though finally the

pulses stirred and throbbed feebly, no symptom of returning

consciousness greeted the anxious friends who bent over him.

Hour after houi- passed, during which she lay as motionless as

her husband's body, and at length the physician sighed, and,

pressing his fingers to his eyes, said sorrowfully to the griet-

stricken old man beside him :
" It is paralysis, Mr. Dent, and

there is no hope. She may linger twelve or twenty-foiu* hours,

but her sorrows are ended ; she and Harry will soon be re-

united. Knowing her constitution, I .feared as much. You
should not have sufi'ered her to come

;
you might have known

that the shock would kill her. For this reason I wished his

body buried here.
"

*' I could not restrain her. Some .neddling gossip told her

that my poor boy had gone to fight a duel, and she rose from

her bed and started to the railroad depot. I pleaded, I rea-

soned with her that she could not bear the journey, but I might

a>5 well have talked to the winds. I never knew her obstinate

before, but she seemed to have a presentimtnt of the truth.

God pity her two sweet babes !"

The old man bowed his head upon her pillow, and sobbed

aloud.

Throughout the night Edna crouched beside the bed, watch-

ing the wan but lovely face of the young widow, and tenderly

chafing the numb, fair hands which lay so motionless on the

coverlet. Children are always sanguine, because of their ignor-

ance of the stern, inexorable realities of the untried future, and

Edna could not believe that death would snatch from the world

one so beautiful and so necessary] to her prattling, fatherless in-

fants. But morning showed no encouraging symptoms, the

stupor was unbroken, and at noon the wife's spirit passed

gently to the everlasting reunion.

Before sunrise on the ensuing day, a sad group clustered
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once more under the dripping chestnuts, and whore a pool of
blood had dyed the sod a wide grave yawned. The coflins were
lowered, the bodies of Jfenry and Helen Dent rested side by
side, and, as the mound rose slowly above them, the solemn
silence was broken by the faltering voice of the surgeon, who
read the burial service :

" Man, that is born of a woman, hath but a short time to live,
and IS full of misery. He cometh up, and is cut down, like a
tiower

;
he Heeth as it were a shadow, and never continueth in

one stay. Yet, O J.ord God most holy, O J.ord most mighty,
O holy and most merciful Saviour, deliver us not into the i)ains
of eternal death !"

The melancholy rite ended, the party dispersed, the strangers
took their departure for their distant homes, and cpiiet reigned
once more in the small, dark cottage. But days and weeks
brought to Edna no oblivion of the tragic events which consti-
tuted the first great ei)och of her monotonous life. A nervous
restlessness took possession of her, she refused to occupy hei-
old room, and insisted upon sleeping on a pallet at the foot of
her grandfather's bed. She forsook her whilom haunts about
the s]H-ing .and forest, and started up in terror at every sudden
sound

;
while; from each opening between the chestnut trees the

hazel eyes of the dead man, and the wan, thin face of the golden-
haired wife looked out beseechingly at her. Frequently, in
the warm light of the day, ere shadows stalked to and fro in the
thick woods, she would steal, with an apronful of wild flowers,
to the solitary grave, scatter her treasures in the rank grass
that waved above it, and hurry away with hushed breath and
quivering limbs. Summer waned, autumn passed, and winter
canie, but the girl recovered in no degree from the shock which
had cut short her chant of praise on that bloody June day. In
her morning visit to the spring she had stumbled upon a mon-
ster Avhich custom had adopted and petted, which the passions
and sinfulness of men had adroitly draped and fondled and
called Honourable Satisfaction ; but her pure, unperverted
Ithuriel nature pierced the conventional mask, recognized the
loathsome lineaments of crime, and recoiled in horror and am-
azement, wondering at the wickedness of her race and the for-
bearance of outraged Jehovah. Innocent childhood had for the
farst tune stood face to face with Sin and Death, and could not
forget the vision.

Edna Earl had lost her parents before slie was old enough to
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reineinber liithcr. I for mother was the only (hiughter of Aaron
Hunt, the village blacksmith, and her father, who was an in-
telligent, promising, young carpentei- accidentally fell from the;
roof of the house which he was shingling, and died fiom the
mjuries sustained. Thus Mr. liunt, who had been a widowc^r
tor nearly t(}n years, found himself burdened with the care of
an infant only six months old. His daughter had never left
lam, and after her death the loneliness of the house opi)ressed
him painfully, and for the sak(! of his grandchild he resolved to
marry again. The middle-aged widow whom he selected was a
kind-hearted and generous woman, but indolent, ignorant and
exceedingly high-tempered ; and while she really lovecl the
little or[)han committed to her care, she contrived to alienate
her affection, and to tighten the bonds of union between her
husband and the child. Possessing a rc.markably amiable and
equable disposition, Edna rarely vexed Mrs. Hunt, who crradu-
ally left her more and more to the indulgence of her own%iews
and caprices, and contented hersi^f wHh (exacting a certain
amount of daily work, aft(u- the accomplishment of which she
a lowed her to amuse herself as childish wliinis dictated. There
chanced to be no children of her own age in the neighbourhood
consequently she grew iq. without companionship, save that
turnished by her grandfather, who was dotingly fond of her
and would have utterly spoiled her, had not her tenii)eranu'nt
tortunately been one not easily injured by unrestrained liberty
ot action. Before she was able to walk, he would take her to
tlie forge and keep her for hours on a sheepskin in one corner
wlience she watched, with infantine delight, the blast of the
furnace and the shower of sparks that fell from the anvil, and
where she often slept, lulled by the monotonous chorus of trip
and sledge. As she grew older, the mystery of bellows and
slack-tub engaged her attention, and at one end of the shop, on
a pile of shavings, she collected a mass of curiouslv shaped bits
of iron and steel, and blocks of wood, from which a miniature
shop threatened to rise in rivalry; and finally, when strong
enough to grasp the handle of the bellows, her greatest pleasure
consisted in rendering the feeble assistance which her grand-
tatlier was always so proud to accept at her hands. Although
Ignorant and uncultivated, Mr. Hunt was a man of warm,
tender feelings and rare nobility of soul. He regretted the
absence of early advantages which poverty had denied him

;and in teaching Edna to read, to write, and to cipher he



mnm^

14 ST ELMO.

novor failed to iniproHs upon luii- tlio viist sti|>(aiority wlikh a

tlioroii^'li education conferH. Whether his exhortationa first

kindled her ambition, or wlnither lun- asjtiration tor knowledge
was spontaneous and irrepiessible, he knew not ; hut she mani-

fested very early a fondness for study and thirst foi- learning,

which he gratified to the fullest extent of his limited ability.

The blacksmith's library consisted of the family Bible, Pilgrim's

l*i-ogross, a co})y of Irving's Sermons on Parables, Guy Man-
n(!ring, a few ti-acts, and two books which had belonged to an
itinerant minister who preached occasionally in the neighbour-

hood, and who having died rather suddenly at Mr. Hunt's
house, left the volumes in his saddle-bags, which were never

claimed by his family, residing in a distant State. Thost; books

were Plutarch's liives and a worn school copy of Anthon's Clas-

sical Dictionary ; and to Edna they proved a literary Ophir of

inestimable value and exhaustless interest. Plutarch especially

was a Pisgah of letters, whence the vast donuiin of learning,

the Canaan of human wisdom, stretched alluringly before her
;

and as often as she climbed this height, and viewed the wond-

rous scene beyond, it seemed indeed

" an arch wherothrough
Gleams that iintravellcd world, whose margin fades

Forever and forever when we move."

In after-years she sometimes cpiestioned if this mount of ob-

servation was also that of temptation, to which ambition had
led her spirit and there bargained for and bought her futur:?.

Love of nature, love of books, an earnest piety and deep religious

enthusiasm, were the chai'acteristics of a noble young soul, left

to stray through the devious, checkered paths of life without

other guidance than that which she received from communion
with Greek sages and Hebrew prophets. An utter stranger to

fashionable conventionality anJ latitudinarian ethics, it was no
marvel that the child stared and shivered when she saw the

laws of God vetoed, and was blandly introduced to murder as

Honourable Satisfaction.
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Nearly a mile from the small, straggling village of Chat-
tanooga stood Aaron Hunt's shop, shaded by a grove of oak and
chestnut trees, which grew upon tlu! knoll, where two roads
intersected. Like the majority of blacksmiths' shops at conntiy
cross-roads, it was a low, narrow shed, filled witl dust and
rubbish, with old whe(!ls and new single-trees, broken ploughs
and dilapidated wagons awaiting repairs, and at the njar of the
shop stood a smaller shed, where an old, gray hoise (piietly ato
his corn and fodder, waiting to carry the master to his home,
two miles distant, as soon as the sun had set beyond the neigh-
bouring mountain. Early in the winter, having an unusual
amount of work on hand, Mr. Hunt hurriiul away from honui
one morning, neglecting to take the bucket which contained his
dinner, and Edna was sent to repair tlie over-sight. Accus-
tomed to ramble about the woods without companionship, she
wiilked leasurely along the rocky road, swinging the tin bucket
in one hand, and pausing now and then to watch the shy, red
birds that flitted like flame-jets in and out of the trees as she
passed. The unbroken repose of earth and sky, the cohl, still

atmosphere and peaceful sunshine, toiiched her heart with a
sense of (juiet but pure happiness, and half unconsciously she be-
gan a hymn which her grandfather often sung over his anvil

:

" Lord, in the morning Thou shalt hear
My voice ascending liigh

;

, To Thee will I direct my prayer,
To Thee lift up mine eye."

Ere the first verse was ended, the clatter of horst;'s hoofs
hushed her song, and she glanced up as a harsh voice asked im-
patiently :

"Are you stone deaf] I say, is there a blacksmith's shop
near]"

^

The rider reined in his horse, a spirited, beautiful animal, and
waited for an answer.

_

" Yes, sir. There is a shop about half a mile ahead, on the
right hand side, where the road forks."
He just touched his hat with the end of his gloved fingers

and galloped on. When Rdna reached tho shop she saw her
grandfather examining the horse's shoes, while the stranger
walked up and down the road before the forge. He was a very
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ul, stioiii,' nian. with a gray whawl thrown ovor ouo shouldor,

(iici a black fur hat drawn ho far over liin face that only tho

»wtn' portion whh visihlo ; and tliis, swarthy and hiirsh, h ft a

nil .st disagrooabh- inijn cHsioii on the » hild's mind as she ])a.ss<'d

him and weAt u[) to tht spot whorc! Mr. Jlunt was at work.

Putting the bucket behind her, slie stooped, kisse<l him on liis

furrowed f'')reh<;ad, and said :

"(Jrandpit, gm^sH what biought me to see you to-(hiy 1"

"I forgot my diu' "r, and you have trudged orer here to

bring it. An't I rigiit, I'earl 1 Stand back, honey, or this

Satan of a horse may kick your brains out. I can luirdly nnin-

ag(! him."

Jl<!re th(i stranger uttered an oatli, and caHed out, " How
much h)nger do you intend to keep nie waiting]"

" No hmger, sir, than I can hel[i, as I like th<! company of

polite people."

" () grandpa!" whisi)ered Kdna de[)i'ecatingly, as she saw the

ti'aveller conje rajudly forward and throw his shawl down on

the grass. Mr. Hunt pushed back his old, battenMl, woollen hat,

and looked st(!adily at the master of the horse—saying gravely

and resoluttdy :

** I'll finish the job as soon as I can, and that is as much as

any reasonable man would ask. Now, sir, if that doesn't suit

you, yon can take your horse and put out, and swear at some-

body else, for I won't stand it."

" It is a cursed nuisance to be detained here for such a trifle

as one shoe, and you might hurry youi-self."

" Your horse is very restless and vicious, and I could shoe

two gentle ones while I am trying to cpiiet him."

The man muttered something indistinctly, and laying his

himd heavily on the horse's mane, said very sternly a few words,

which were utterly unintelligible to his human listeners, though

they certainly exerted a magical influence over the fiery crea-

ture, who, savage as the pampered pets of Diomedes, soon stood

tranquil and contented, rubbing his head against his master's

shoulder. Repelled by the rude harsh' u'js of this man, Edna
walked into the shoi* and watched tlie silent group o itside

until the work was finished and Mr. Hunt thrtv/ down h^o tools

and wiped his face.

" What do I owe you ?" said the impatient rider, springing

to his saddle, and putting his hand into his vest pocket.

"I charge nothing for 'such trifles' as that."
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" r>ut I am in the Im'-it of payin^r for ui . a< vk.*'
'• It is not worth talk.ii^ about, (rood j

.
«»'.

Mr. ffiiut turned and walked into the Hliop.

"Tli«ie is 11 dollar, it is (lin only huuiII chan^'o I havo." flti
rode u|) to th(^ door of the shed, threw th.- .small gold coin to-
ward the Macksiiiith, a,. I was ridiii;^ rapidly away, when h'dna
darted after him, exclaiming, " iStop, sir ! yon iKive l.;ft vcnr
shawl!" "^

lie turned in the saddle, and own under the scn^en of lier
c.ilico bonnet .she t\'lt the tirvy gleam of his ovch, as he stooped
to take th(! .shawl frou) her hand. (Jnce nujre his lingn- touched
his hat, he bowed and said hastily,

"I thank you, child." Then, npurring his liorse, he wa.s out
ot sight in a moment.

''He is a riide, l>lasph(!mous, wicked man," .said Mr. Hunt
a.s Ldiui reentered the shop an<l picked up the coin, which lay
glistennig amid the cinders around tiie anvil."

" Why do you think him wicked /"

" No good man sweais as he did, before you came
; and didn't

you notice; tlm vicious, wicked e.vpi-ession of Ids eye.s i"
"No, sir, I did not see much of his face, lie never looked atmo but once. 1 should not like to meet him a-'ai >

• I am
at raid of him." ° '

" Never feai-, Pearl, lie is a stranger here, and thei 's little
chance ot your ever setting your eyes on his ugly, savage face
again keep the money, dear ; 1 won't liave it af*;er ill the
airs he put on. If, instead of shoeing his wild brute T had
knocked the fellow down for his insolence in cursin.r ,„. it
would have served him right. roliteness is a eheaif t 'inl-
and a poor man, if he behaves himsedf and does his work well
IS as much entitled to it as the President."

'

" I will ^ive the dollar to grandma, to buy a new cofTee- .ot

:

tor she said to-day the old one was burnt out, and she oouhl not
nse It any longer. JJut what is that yonder on the grass]
Ihat man left something after all."

" She j.icked up from the .spot where he had thrown hissha wl
a liandsoiue morocco-bound pocket copy of Dante, and openi!i<r
It to discover the name of the owner, .she saw written on tii?
tly-leat in a bold but elegant and beautiful hand, "A' A' Af

iiWTx
''

, '
Lasciate oijni sperunza vot ch' entrate

''

What does this mean, Grandpa?" She held up the book
and pointed out the words of the dread inscription

\
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" Indeed, Pearl, ho>v should I know ] It is G^-eek, oi Latin

or Dutch, like the other outlandish gibberish he talked to that

devilish horse. He must have spent his life among the heathens,

to judge from his talk ; for he has neither manners nor religion

Honey, better put the book there m the furnace; it is not ht

for vo^i" eyes." ... . »

"He may come back for it, if he misses it, pretty soon.
_

*' Not he One might almost believe that he was running

from the law. He would not turn back for it if it was bound

in gold instead of leather. It is no account, 1 11 warrant, or

he would hot have been reading it, the ill-mannered heathen!

Weeks passed, and as the owner was not heard ot again,

Edna felt that she might justly claim as her own this most mar-

vellous of books, which, though beyond her comprehension,

furnished a source of endless wonder and delight, [he copy

was Gary's translation, with illustrations designed by Flax-

man; and many of the grand, gloomy passages were iinderlined

bv pencil and annotated in the unknown tongue which so com-

pletely balHed her curiosity. Night and day she pored over

this new treasure ; sometimes dreaming of the hideous faces

that scowled at her from the solemn, mournful pages
;
and anon,

when startled from sleep by these awful visions, she would

Koothe herself to rest by murmuring the metrical version ot the

Lord's Prayer contained in the " Purgatory." Most emphati-

callv did Mrs. Hunt disapprove of the studious and contempla-

tive habits of the ambitious child, who,she averred, was indulging

dreams and aspirations far above her station in life and well

calculated to dissatify her with her humble, unpretending home

and uninviting future. Education, she contended, was useless

to poor people, who could not feed and clothe themselves with

- book learning ;" and experience had taught her that those who

loun^^ed about with books in their hands generally came to

want, and invariable to harm. It was in vain that she en-

deavoured to"cmivince her husband of the impropriety of per-

mitting the girl to spend so much time over her books; he

finally put the matter at rest by declaring that, m his opinion,

Edna was a remarkable child; and, if well educated might even

vise to the position of teacher for the neighbourhood, which

^^.^,^1^ confer most honourable distinction upon the family, i^ay-

in- his l)rawny hand fondly on her head, he said .tenderly:

" Let her alone, wife ! let her alone ! You will make us proud

of you won't you, little Pearl, when you are smart enough to
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teach a school. I shall be too old to work by that time, and you
will take care of me, won't you, my little mocking-bird I"

" Grandy ! that T will. But do you really think I ever

shall have sense enougli to be a teacher] You know I ought

to learu everything, and I have so few books."

"To be sure you will. Remembei" there is always a way
where there's a will. When I pay off the debt T owe Peter

Wood, I will see what we can do about some new books. Put
on your shawl now, Pearl, and liunt up old Briudle; it is milking

time, and she is not in sight."

" Grandpa, are you sure you feel better this evening 1" She
plunged her fingers in his thick, white hair, and i-ubbed her

round rosy cheek softly against his.

" Oh ! yes, I am better. Hurry V)ack, Pearl, I want you to

read to me."

It was a bright day in January, and the old man sat in a

large rocking chair on the porch, smoking his })ii)e, and sunning

himself in the last rays of the sinking sun. He had comi)lained

all day of not feeling well, and failed to go to his work as

usual; and now, as his grandchild tied her ])ink calico bonnet
under her chin, and wrap[)ed herself in her faded plaid shawl,

he watched her with a tender, loving light in his keen, grey

eyes. She kissed liim, buttoned his shii't-collar, which had
become unfastened, drew his home-spun coat closer to his throat,

and, springing down the steps, l)ouuded away in search of the

cow, who often strayed so far off that she was dispatched to

drive her home. In the grand, ix^aceful, solemn woods, through

wliich the wintry wind now sighed in a soothing monotone, tlui

child's spirit reached an exaltation which, had she lived two
thousand years earlier, and roamed amid tlie vales and fastnesses

of classic Arcadia, would have vented itself in ditliyrambics to

the great " Lord of the Hyle," the Greek " All," the horned
and hoofed god, Pan. In eveiy age, and among all people

—

from the Parsee devotees and the Gosains of India to tluj

Pantheism of Bruno, Spinoza, and New-England's '^ Illnminatl"

—nature has been apotheosized ; and the heart of the black-

smith's untutored darling stirred with the same emotions of

awe and adoration which thrilled the worshii)pers of Hertha,
when the veiled chariot stood in Helgeland, and which made
the groves and grottoes of Phrygia sacred to Dindymene. Edna
loved trees and fiowers, stars and clouds with a warm, clinging

attection, as she loved those of hei own race ; and that solace
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and aumseineut wliicli most children find in the society of

chihh-en and the sports of childhood this girl derived from the

solitude and serenity of nature. To her woods and tields were

indeed vocal, and every flitting bird and gurgling brook, every

passing cloud and whispering breeze brought messages of God's

eternal love and wisdom, and drew her tender, yearning heart

more closely to Jehovah, the Lord Ood Omni])otent. To-day,

in the boundless reverence and religious enthusiasm of her

charactei-, she directed her steps to a large spreading oak, now
leafless, where in summer she often came to read and pray

;

and here falling on her knees she thanked God for the blessings

showered upon her. Entirely free from discontent and querul-

ousness, sue was thoroughly happy in her i)oor, humble home,

and over all, like a consecration, shone the devoted love for her

grandfather, which more than compensated for any want of

which she might otherwise have been conscious. Accustomed

always to ask special favour for him, his name now passed her

lips in earnest supplication, and she fervently thanked the

Father that his threatened illness had been arrested without

serious consequences. The sun had gone down when slie rose

and hurried on in search of the cow. The shade v.'s of a winter

evening gathered in the forest and climbed like ti^ooping spirits

up the rocky mountain side, and as she plunged deeper and

deeper into the woods, the child began a wild cattle call which

she was wont to use on such occasions. The echoes rang out a

weird Brocken chorus, and at hist, when she was growing im-

patient of the fruitless search, she paused to listen, and heard

the welcome sound of the familiar lowing, by which the old cow

recognised her summons. Following the sound, Edna soon saw

the missing favourite coming slowly towards her, and ere many
moments both were running homeward. As she approached the

house, driving IJrindle before her, and merrily singing her ru<le

Jianz des vaches, the moon rose full and round, and threw a

flood of light over the porch where the blacksmith still sat.

Edna took ofi' her bonnet and waved it at him, but he did not

seem to notice the signal, and driving the cow into the yard,

she called out as she latched the gate :

" Grandy, dear, why don't you go in to the fire 1 Are you

waiting for me, out here in the cold 1 I think Brindle certain-

ly must have beeri cropping grass around the old walls of Jer-

icho, as that is the farthest off of any place T know, if she is

half as tired and hungry as 1 am, she ought to be glad to get
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oes rang out a

liorae." Ho did not answer, and ninnini? up t[ie stops she
thought ho had fallen asleep. The old, woollen hat shaded his
face, but when she crept on tiptoe to the chair, stooT)ed init her
arms around lain, and kissed his wrinkled cheek, she started
back in terror. The eyes stared at the moon, the stiff fin-ers
clutched the pipe from which the ashes had not been shaken
and the face was cold and ligid. Aaron Hunt had indeed tall
len asleep, to wake no more amid the storms and woes and
tears of time.

Edna fell on her knees and grasfjed the icy hands. " Grand
pa wake up

! O Grandpa
! speak to mo, vour little Pearl i

Wake up. dear Grandy
! I have come back ! My Grandi)a !

A wild despairing cry rent the still evening air an<l shrieked
dismally back from the distant hills and the gray, ghostlv moun-
tam-and the child fell on her face at the dead man's feet

Ihroughout that dreary night of agony, Edna lav on the bed
where her grandfather's body had been placed, holding one of
the stiffened hands folded in both hers, and pressed against her
lips, bhe neither wept nor moaned, the shock was too terrible
to admit of noisy grief; but completely stunned, she lay mute
and desolate. "^

For the firs^t time in her life she could not pray ; she wante.l
to turn away from the thought of God and heaven, for it seemed
that she had nothing left to pray for. That silv(,r-haired
wrinkled old man was the only father she had ever known : he
had cradled her in his sinewy arms, and slept clasping her to
ns heart; had taught her to walk, and surrounded her with
lus warm pitying love, making a home of peace and blessed-

wealth of her affection, he had become the centre of all her
lopes, joys, and aspirations; now what remained? Bitter re-
l>elIious teelings hardened her heart when she remembered that

I

even wlnle she was kneeling, thanking God for his preservation
foni dlness he had already passed away

; nav his sanctified
spilt probably poised its wings close to the Eternal Throneand listened to the prayer which she sent up to God for his
weltare and happiness and protection while on earth. The soulsof our dead need not the aid of Sandalphon to intcnpret the

amonj•1

lown the golden streets of the New Jerusalem. So

through the gates of pearl,

we all trust.
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i 1

;? 1

selves with the fond hope

ed'to'tho Heavenly Will; and we go on with1 prate of onr faith, and deceive our
an(

that we are resignv..v ^ . .
--

.

a show of Christian reliance, while the morning sun smiles in

•dadness an.l plenty, and the hymn of happy days an( the dear

voices of our loved ones make music in our ears, and lo
!

Uo(

puts us in the crucible. The light of life, the hope ot all

future years is blotted out ; clouds of despair and the grim

ni"ht of an unbroken and unlifting desolation fall like a pall on

heart and brain ; we dare not look heavenward, dreading an-

other blow ; our anchor drags, we drift out into a hideous Dead

Sea where our idol has gone down forever, and boasted taith

and trust and patience are swept like straws from our gmsp "^

the tempest of svoe ; while our human love cries wolhshly lor

its lost darling, and the language of tierce rebellion is, '| 1 care

not what is left or taken ! What is there in earth or heaven

to hope or to prav for now ]
" Ah ! we build grand and gloomy

mausoleums for our precious dead hopes, but, like Artemisia,

we refuse to sepulchre—we devour the bitter ashes ot the lost,

and grimlv and audaciously challenge Jehovah to take the

worthless, mutilated life that his wisdom reserves tor other aims

and future toils ! Job's wife is immortal and ubiquitous,

haunting the sorrow-shrouded chamber of every stricken human

soul, and fiendishly prompting the bleeding, crushed spirit to

" curse God and die." EcUia had never contemplated the possi-

bility of her grandfather's death—it was a horror she had never

forced herself to front ; and now that he was cut down in an

instant, without even the mournful consolation of parting words

and farewell kisses, she asked herself again and again :

<' WJiat

have I done, that God should punish me so 1 I thought I was

grateful, I thought I wr doing my duty ;
buf oh !

what dread-

ful sin have I committed, to deserve this awful affliction (

Durin<r the long, ghostly watches of that winter night, she re-

called her past life, gilded by the old man's love, and could i;e-

member no happiness with which he was not intimately

connected, and no sorrow that his hand had not soothed and

li<ditened. The future was now a blank, crossed by no pro-

ie^'cted paths, lit with no ray of hope ;
and at daylight, when

the cold, pale morning showed the stony face of tlie corpse at

her side, her unnatural composure broke up m a storm of pas-

sionate woe, and she sprang to her feet, almost frantic with the

sense of her loss :

. i i r i + t

" All alone ! nobody to love me! nothing to look forward to.
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Grandpa ! did you hear me praying for you yesterday 1 Dear
Grandy—my own dear Grandy ! I did pray for yoxi while you
were dying—hero alone ! O my God ! what have I done, that

you should take him away from me 1 Was not I on my knees
when he died 1 Oh ! what will become of me now 1 Nobody
to care for Edna now ! O Grandpa ! Grandpa ! beg Jesus to

ask God to take me too !
" And throwing up her clasped

hands, she sank back insensible Oxi the shrouded form of the

dead.
" When some beloved voice that was to you
Both sound and sweetness, faileth suddenly,
And silence, against whicli you dare not cry,

Aches round you like a strong disease and new—
AVhat hope ? what help ? what music will undo
That sihmce to your senses ? Not friendship's sigh,
Not reason's subtle count. Nay. none of tliese i

Speak Thou, availing Christ ! and fill this pause."

CHAPTER III.

Of all that transpired during many ensuing weeks Edna
knew little. She retained, in after-years, only a vague, con-

fused remembrance of keen anguish and utter prostration, and
an abiding sense of irreparable loss. In delirious visions she

saw her grandfather now struggling in the gx'asp of Phleg} as,

and now writhing in the fiery tomb of Uberti, with jets of

flame leaping through his white hair, and his shrunken hands
stretched appealingly toward her, as she had seen those of the

doomed Ghibelline leader, in the hideous Dante picture. All
the appalling images evoked by the sombre and embittered
imagination of the gloomy Tuscan had seized upon her fancy,

even in happy hours, and were now reproduced by her dis-

ordered brain in multitudinous and aggravated forms. Her
wails of agony, her passionate prayers to God to release the

the beloved spirit from the tortures which her delirium painted,

were painful beyond expression to those who watched her rav-

ings ; and it was with a feeling of relief that they finally saw her
sink into apathy—into a quiet mental stupor—from which
nothing seemed to rouse her. She did not remark Mrs. Hunt's
absence, or the presence of the neisrhbours at her bedside. And

:!
:

•'f .,

r

one morning, when she was wrapped up and placed by the fire,
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randmotlicrMrs, Wood told lier as gently as possible that he
had died tVom a disease which was ravaging the country, and
supposed to be cholera. The intelligence produced no emotion;
she merely looked up an instant, glanced niouinfully around
the dreary room, and, shivering slightly, droojted her hc^id again
on her hand. Week after week went slowly by. ivnd f^he was
removed to Mrs. Wood's hous<s but no improvement was dis-

cernible, and the belief became general that the child's mind
had sunk into hopeless imbecility. The kind-hearted n)ill(!r

and his wife endeavoured to coax her out of her chnir by the
chimney-cornei-, but she crouched there, a wnn, mute figure of
woe, pitiable to contemplate ; asking no questions, causing no
trouble, receiving no consolation. One bright March morning
she sat, as usual, with her face bowed on her thin hand, and
her vacant gaze lixed on the blazing fire, when, through the
open window, came the impatient lowing of a cow. Mrs. Wood
saw a change pass swiftly over the girl's face, and a quiver
cross thG lips so long frozen. She lifted her head, rose, and
followed the sound, and soon stood at the side of Brindle, who
now furnished milk for the miller's family. As the gentle cow
recognized and looked at her, with an expression almost human
in the mild, liquid eyes, all the events of that last serene even-
ing swept back to Edna's deadened memory, and, leaning her
head on Brindle's horns, she shed the first tears that had flowed
for her gi-eat loss, while sobs, thick and suffocating, shook her
feeble, emaciated frame.

" Bless the jwor little outcast, she will get well now. That
is just exactly what she needs. I tell you, Peter, one good cry
like that is worth a waggon-load of [)hysic. Don't go near her

;

let her have her cry out. Poor thing ! It ain't often yon see
a child love her grand-daddy as she loves Aaron Hunt. Poor
lamb!"

Mrs. Wood wiped her own eyes, and went back to her weav-
ing; and Edna turned avt^ay from the mill and walked to her
deserted home, while the tears poured ceaselessly over her
white cheeks. As she approached the old house she saw that
it was shut up and neglected ; but when she opened the gate,
Ixriji, the fierce, yellow terror of the whole neighbourhood,
sprang from the door-step, where he kept guard as tirelessly as
Maida, and, with a dismal whine of welcome, leaped up and put
his paws on her shoulders. This had been the blacksmith's pet,
fed by his hand, cliainetl when he went to the shop, and released
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at his return
; and grim and rei)iilsively ugly tliongh he was,

he was the only playmate Kdna had ev(u- known ; had gamboled
around lier cradle, slei)t witli her on the sh('ci)skin. and frolicked
with her through the woods, in many a long search for JJrindle.
He alone remained of all the Ihippy i)a,st ; and ; s precious mem-
ories crowded mournfully up, she sat upon the steps of the dreary
homestead, with he. arms around his neck, and wept bitterly.
After an hour she left th(i house, and, followed l.y the dog,
crossed the woods in tlu; direction of the ncnghbourhood grave-
yard. In onhn- to i-each it she was forced to ])ass by the spring
and the green hillock where Mr. and Mrs. Dent slept side by
side, but no nervous t(n-i'or seized her now as formerly ; the great
present horror swallowed up all others, and, though she trem-
bled from physical debility, .she dragged lun-self on'till the rude,
rough paling of the burying-ground stood before her. () dreary
desolation

! thy name is country graveyard ! Here no i)olishe<l,
sculptured stela pointed to the Eternal llest beyond ! no classic;

marbles told, in gilded characters, the virtues of the dead ; no
Howery-fringed gravel-walks wound from murmuring watei-falls
and ri])])ling fountains to crystal lak(;s, where trailing willows
threw their iliokering shadows over silver-dusted lilies ; no
spicy perfume of purple heliotrope and starry jasmine liurdened
the silent air

;
none of the solemn beauties and soothing charms

of Greenwood or Mount Auburn wooed the mourner from her
weight of woe. But decaying h(!ad-boards, green with the
lichen-fingered touch of time, leaned over neglected mounds,
where last year's weeds shivered in the sighing breeze, and
autumn winds an<l winter rains had drifted a brown shroud of
shriveled leaves; while here and ther;; meek-eyed sheep lay
sunning themselves upon the trampled graves, and the slow-
measured sound of a bell dirged now and then as cattle browsed
on the scanty herbage in this most neglected of God's Acres.
( 'ould Charles Lamb have turned from the pompous ejyitaphs
and high-flown panegyrics of that English cemetery, to the
rtidely-lettered boards which h(!re briefly told the names and
ages of the sleei)ers in these narrow beds, he had never asked
the question which now ,stands as a melancholy ejugram on
uimily favouritism and human frailty. Gold gilds even tlu; line-
aments and haunts of Death, making Ph-e la Chaise a favoured
spot iov/Hes champnfres ; while ])overty hangs neither veil nor
mask over the grinning ghoul, and flees, superstition-spurred,
from the hideous precincts.

!!^

iir!

> N
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In one corner of tho enclosure, where Edna's parents slept,

she found the new mounds that covered the remains ot those

who had nurtured and guarded her young life ;
and on an un-

painted board was written in large letters :

, , . , ,

" To the memory of Aaron Hunt: an honest blacksmith, ami

true Christian ; aged sixty-eight years antl six months,"

Here with her head on her grandfather's grave, and the

faithful 'dog crouched at her feet, lay the orphan, wrestling with

grief and loneliness, striving to face a future that loomed betore

her spectre-thronged; and here Mr. Wood found her when

anxiety at her long absence induced his wife to institute a

search for the missing invalid. The storm of sobs and tears

had spent itself, fortitude took the measure of the burden im-

posed, shouldered the galling weight, and henceforth, with un-

dimmed vision, walked steadily to tho appointed goal, ihe

miller was surprised to tind her so calm, and as they went

homeward she asked the particulars of all that had occurred,

and thanked him gravely but cordially for all the kind care be-

stowed upon her, and for the last friendly offices performed tor

her grandfather.
, i

•
i

Conscious of her complete helplessness and physical prostra-

tion, she ventured no allusion to the future, but waited patiently

until renewed strength permitted the execution of designs now

fully mapped out. Nothwithstanding her feebleness, she ren-

dered herself invaluable to Mrs. Wood, who praised her dexterity

and neatness as a seamstress, and predicted that she would

make a model housekeeper.

Late one Sunday eveniug in May, as the miller and his wite

sat upon the steps of their humble and comfortless looking

iiome, they saw Edna slowly approaching, and surmised where

she had spent the afternoon. Instead of going into the house

she seated herself beside them, and, removing her bonnet, traces

of tears were visible on her sad but patient face.

" You ought not to go over yonder so often, child. It is not

crood for you," said the miller, knocking the ashes from his pipe.

*
She shaded her countenance with her hand, and after a

moment said, in a low but steady tone :

" I shall never go there again. I have said good-bye to

everything, and have nothing now to keep me here. You and

Mrs.Wood have been very kind to me, and I thank you heartily;

but you have a family of children, and have your hands full to

support them without taking care of me. I know that our

now.
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house must go to you to pay tliut old debt, and even the horsts

iind cow ; and then; will be notliinj,' left when you are i)aid.

You are very good, indeed, to otl'erme a lioine here, and I never

can forget your kindness ; but I should not be willing to live on

anybody's charity ; and l)esides, all the world is alike to mo
jiow, and I want to get out of sight of—of—what shows my
sorrow to me every day. 1 don't love this place now ; it won't

l(!t mo forget, even for a minute, and—and—

"

Here the voice faltered and she paused.
" But where could you go, and how could you make your

bread, you poor, little, ailing thing 1"

" I hear that in the town of Columbxis, Georgia, eveii little

thildren get wages to work in the factory, and I know I can

earn enough to pay my board among the factory people."

" But you are too young to be stra,ying about in a strange

place. If you will .stay here, and help my wife about the house

and the weaving, I will take good care of you, and clothe you

till you are grown and married."
*' I would rather go away, because I want to be educated, and

I can't be if I stay here."

" Fiddlestick ! you will know as much as the balance of us,

and that's all you will ever have any use for. I notice you

have a hankering after books, but the quicker you get that

foolishness out of youi head t'lie better ; for books won't put

bread in your mouth and clothes on your back ; and folks that

want to be better than their neighbours generally turn out worse.

The less book-learning you women have the better."

" I don't see that it is any of your business, Peter Wood, how
much learning we women choose to get, provided your bread is

baked and your socks darned when yo\i want 'em. A woman
has as good a right as a man to get book-learning, if she wants

it ; and as for sense, I'll thank you, mine is as good as yours

any day ; and folks have said it was a bh'ssed thing for the

neighbourhood when the rheumatiz laid Pet Wood up, and his

wife, Dorothy Elmira Wood, run the mill. Now, it's ot' no

earthly use to cut at us women, over that child's shoulders ; if

she wants an education she has as much right to it as anybody,

if she can pay for it. My doctrine is, everybody has a right to

whatever they can pay for, whether it is schooling or a satin

frook."

Mrs. Wood seized her snuff-bottle and plunged a stick vigor-

ously into the contents, and, as the miller showed no disposition

to skirmish, she continued :

I
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» I take an interest in yon, Edna Karl, b(!cause I bved yonr

mother, who was the only sweet-tetnpen.l l.eanty that ever 1

knew I think I never set my eyes on a pr(>ttier taee with hif,',

l.nnvn eves as n.e.'k as a partridge's ;
and tlxm her hands ami

fcM.t wen. as small as a .pKHm's. Now as Im.g as ymi are satis-

lied to stay here 1 shall b(, glad to have y<ni, and I wid do as

widl for you as for mv own Tahitha ;
hut, it you are bent on

factory work and schooling, 1 have ^^)t no more to say
;
lor 1

have no ri-ht to say wlie.c you shall f,'o or whore you shall stay.

But one thin- 1 do want to tell you : it is a s(>nous thing lor a

poor, motherless girl to he all alone among strangers

lliere was a bi'ief silence, and Kdna answered slowly :

" Yes Mrs. Wood, I know it is ;
but God can protect nw

there as' well as here, and I have nom^ now but Hi^m. T hav(.

made up my mind to go, because I think it is the best lor me

ami I hope' Mr. Wo.kI will carry me to tin. ( ihatt.mooga ( epot

to-morrow morning, as the trahi leaves early. «
have a little

money-seven dollars-that-that grandpa gave mo at different

times, and both Ibindh.'s calves belong to me-'..e gave them

to me—ami 1 thought maybe you would pay me a lew dollars

for them." „
'' But you are not ready to start to-morrow.

" Yes sir, I washed and ironed my clothes yesterday, and

what few I have are all packed in my box. Everything is ready

now, and, as I have to go, 1 miglit rr. well start to-morrow

" Don't you think yon will get dreadfully home-sick in ahout

a m(mth, and write to me to come and fetch you back 1

" I have no home and nobody to love me, how then can 1

ever be home-sick ] Grandpa's grave is all the horn^. I have,

and—and-God would not take me there when I was so sick,

ind—and " The quiver of her face showed that she was

losin-- her self-control, and turning away, she took the cedar

DiL-'in, and went out to milk ]k-indle for the last time.

Feelin- that they had no right to dictate her future course,

neither the miller nor his wife offered any furthe)- opposition,

and very early the next mo.-uing, after Mrs. Wood had giviui

the "irl "what slu; called " some good, motherly advice,' and pro-

videll her with a basket containing food for the journey, she

kissed her heartily several times and saw her stowed away ni

the miller's covered cart wliit-h was to convey her Lu t lie depot.

The road ran by the old blacksmith's shop, and Mr. Wood s

eyes filled as he noticed the wistful, lingering, loving gaze which
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tlu! jjjlil tlxetl (ipou it, until a <,'rovo of ti-ces sliut o\it tlio view
;

tlicii tli(! lit'iul 1)()W(hI itself uiui a stiHcd moiiii i-tsaclicd his oui-s.

Tlu! cn^'iiu; wliistk'd as tlicy apitroacliod the depot, and Edna

was hurried aboard the train, whik; her companion busied him-

self in tninsferrinj,' lier box of clothing to the ba«,'«jfag<!-cai-. Hhe

had insist(!d on taking her grandfather's dog witk lier, and,

notwithstanding the horritk'd looks of tke passengers and tke

scowl of tlie conductor, he followed her into the car and threw

himself under the seat, glaring at all who passed and looking as

hideously savag(f as the Nors(( Managarmar.
" You can't havt; a whok; seat to yourself, and nobody wants

to sit near that ugly brute," said the surly conductor.

Kdna glanced down the aisle, and saw two young gentlemen

stretched at full knigth on separate; seats, (sying her curiously.

Observing that the small ssat next to the door was partially

filled with the baggage of the parties v/ho sat in front of it, she

rose and called the dog, saying to the conductor as she did so :

" I will take that half of a seat yonder, where I will be in no-

body's way."

Ilere Mr. Wood came forward, thrust her ticket into her

fingers, and sliook hei- hand warmly, saying hurriedly :

" Hold on to yonr ticket, and don't put your hi'ad out of the

window. I told the conductor he must look after you and your

box when you left the cars; said he would. (iood-])y, Edna;
take care of yourself, and may God bless you, child."

Tlu! locomotive whistled, the train moved slowly on, and the

miller hastened back to his cart.

As the engine got fully under way, and dashed around a

curve, the small, straggling village disappeared, trees and hills

K(M>mod to tlie orplian to fly past the window ; and wlien she

leaned out and looked back, only the mist-mantled rocks of

Jjookout, and the dim, purplish outline of the Seipuitchie heights

were familiar.

In the shadow of that solitary sentinel peak her life had been

passed
; she had gathered chestnuts and chincapins among its

wooded clefts, and clambered over its gray boulders as fearlessly

as the young llamas of the Parime ; and now, as it rapidly re-

coded and finally vanished, she felt as if the last link that

bound her to the i)ast hud suddenly snapped ; the last friendly

.31 face which had daily looked d<nvii on her for twelve years was

I

shut out forever, and she and Grip were indeed alone, in a
,'reat struggling world of selfishness and sin. The sun shone

i\

• i
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(lii/zliiigly over wide licMs of j^miii, wlioso greou billows swelled

iind surged iinder the frc'shening breeze
;
j^oUlen butierHies Hut-

tored over the pink and blue inoi-niiig-^doi-ies that testooiKMl the

niil-tenceH ; a hrakmium whintled merrily ou the i»lattbrm, iiud

ihildreii inside the ear prattled and played, while! at one end a

slenihir, litth*, girlish figure, in hoinesi)un dress and pink ealieo

bonnet, erouehcil in a coriK^r of tlw. seat, staring ])aek in the

dirfiction of h()odt'(l jjookout, feeling that each instant bore* her

farther from the dear graves of her dead ; and oppressed with

an intolerable sense of desolation and utter isolation in the

midst of hundreds of her own race, who were too entirely

al)sorbed in thi^ir individual speeulations, fears, and aims, to

si)aro even a glanee at that solitary young marintir, who saw

the last headland fade from view and found herself, with no

pilot but ambition drifting rapidly out on the great, unknown,
treaclierous Sea of liife, strewn with mournful human wrecks,

whom the ehaits and buoys of six thousand years of navigation

could not guide to a haven of usefulness Jind i)eace. Intermin-

able seemed the dreary day, which hually di'ew to a closi', and

Kdna, who was weary of her crampcid position, laid her aching

head on the win<h)w-sill, and watched the red light of (hiy di(!

in the west, where a young moon hung her silvery crescent

among the dusky tree-tops, and the stars tlaslusd out thick and

fast. Far away among strangers, imcared for and unnoticed,

come what might, she felt that Uod's changeless stars smiled

down as lovingly ui)on her face as on her grandfather's grave
;

and that the cosmoi)olitan language of natun; knew neither the

modifications of time and space, the distinctions of social caste,

nor the limitations of national dialects.

As the night wore on, she opened the cherished copy of Dante

and tried to read, but the print was too fine for the dim lam])

which hung at some distance from her corner. Her head ached

violently, and, as sleep was impossible, she put the book back

in her pocket, and watched the flitting trees and fences, rocky

banks, and occasional hoxises, which seemed weird in the dark-

ness. As silence deepened in the car, her sense of loneliness

became more and more painful, and finally she turned and

pressed her cheek against the fair chubby hand of a baby, who
slept with its curly head on its mother's shoulder, and its little

dimpled arm iind hand h.anging over the back of the seat. There

was comfort and a soothing sensation of human companionship

in the touch of that baby's hand ; it seemed a link in tlie elec-

ta i
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trie chain of Hym|MU liy, and, aft."" ii time, the orplian'H eyea
olosed—fatijjuo conquered memo ^ and sorrow, and she fell

asl('«!|) with licr lips i)r(!.ss(Ml to tliose moHmeric baity fingers, and
({rip's head roHtinj^ against her knee.

Dianiond-powdort'd •' lilies of the lit^ld " folded their perfumed
j)etals under tin,' Syrian dew, wherewith God nightly hajitized

them in token ol' His ceaseless guardianship, and tlu^ sinless

world of birds, the '* fowls of the aii," those secure and blithe,

yet improvident, litth; gU^auers in (iod's granary, m^stled ser-

enely und»u- the shadow of the Almighty wing ; but was the all-

seeing, all-directing Kye likewise upon that desolat(j and d(\sti-

tute young mourner who sank to rest with " Our Father which
art in lieaven" ui)on lier trembling li])s'/ Was it a deci-ee in
the will am' wisdom of our (iod, or a fiat from the blind fum-
bling of Atheistic ('hance, or was it in accordance with the rigid

(nlict of Pantheistic Necessity, that at that instant the cherubim
of death swooped down on the sleejting passeng«'rs, and silver

cords and golden bowls were rudely snapi)ed and crushed, amid
the crash of timb(H-s, the screams of women and children, and
the groans of tortured men, that made night hideous ] Over
the holy hills of Judea, out of cruudjling Jerusalem, the message
of Messiah has floated on the wings of eighteen centuries :

" What I do thou knowest not now. but thou shalt know here-
after."

Kdna was awakened by a succession of shrill sounds, which
indicated that the engineer was either frightened or frantic

;

the conductor rushed bare-headed through the car
;

people
s])rang to their feet ; there was a scramble on the platform

;

then a shock and crash iis if the day of doom had dawned—and
all was chaos !

I (

i • 'i
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CHAPTEE IV.

Viewed by the aid of lanterns and the lurid, flickering light
of torches, the scene of disaster presented a ghastly (L^'bris of
dead and dying, of crushed cars and wounded men and women,
who writhed and groaned among the shattered timbers from
which liiuy found it impossible to extricate themselves. The
cries of those who recognized relatives in the mutilated corpses
that were dragged out from the wreck increased the horrors of
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the occasion
;
and wlien Edna opened ]jer eyes amid the flaring

of torciies and tlie piercing wails of tlie bereaved passengers^
her first impression was, that slie liad died and gone to Dante's
" Hell ;" but the pangs that seized lier when she attempted to
move soon dis2)elled this frightful illusion, and by degrees the
truth presented itself to her blunted faculties. She was held
hist bt!tween tindjcrs, one of which seemed to have fallen across
her feet and crushed them, as she was unable to move them, and
was conscious of a horrit)le sensation of numbness ; one arm too,
was pniioued at her side, and something heavy and cold lay upon
her throat and chest. Lifting this weight with her uninjured
hand, she uttered an exclamation of horror as the white face of
the little baby whose lingers she had clas[)ednow mother aston-
ished gaze

;
and she saw that the sweet coral lips were pinched

and purple, the waxen lids lay rigid over the blue eyes, and the
dnnpled hand was stiif and icy. The confusion increased as day
broke, and a large crowd collected to offer assistance, and Edna
watched her ajiproaching delivcu-ers as thev cut their way
through the wreck and lifted out the wretched sufferers,
^bmally two men, with axes in their hands, bent down and
looketl into her face.

" Here is a live child and a dead baby wedged in between
these beams

! Are you much hurt, little one l

"

*' Yes, I believe I^im. Please take this log off my feet
"

It was a dilKcult matter, but at length strong arms raised
lier, carried her some distance from the ruins, and placed her
on the grass, where several other persons were writhin.^ and
groaning. The collision, wlucli precipitated the train" from
trestle-work over a <leep ravine, had occurred near a villa-re
depot, and two physicians were busily (mgaged in examining
the woimded. Hie sun had risen, and shone full on Edna's
pale, suffering ace, when one of the surgeons, with a counte-
nance that indexed earnest syiupathy and compassion, cam.^
to investigate the extent of her injuries, an.l sat down on the
grass beside her. Very tenderly he handled li(,r, and after a
tew moments said gently :

-1 am obliged to hurt you a little, my child, for your
shoulder IS dislocated, and some of the bones are broken in
your feet

;
but 1 will be as tender as possil>le. Here, Lenox !

help mc.

The pain was so intense that she fainted, and after a sliort
time, wlien she recovered her consciousness, lier feet and ankles



i^T. ELMO. 33

he flai'ing

assengei's,

Dante's

impted to

!grees the

was held

len across

hem, and
3 arm too,

lay npou
niinjiired

te face of

ler aston-

5 pinched
i, and the

ied as day
md Edna
leir way
sufferers,

own and

between

feet.
"

lis raised

aced lier

ling and
ain fi'om

a village

oimining

1 Edna's
I counte-

m, came
n on the

II after a

for your
'oken in

Lenox !

were tightly bandaged, and the doctor was chafing her hands
and bathing her fVice with some powerful extract. Smoothing
back her liair, he said :

" Were your parents on the cars 1 Do you know wliether
they are hurt 1

"

" They both died when I was a baby.
"

" Wlio was with you ?

"

" Nobody but Grip—my dog.
"

" Had you no relatives or friends on the train 1

"

'* I have none, I am all alone in the world. "

*' Where did you come from V
" Chattanooga. "

" Where were you going V
" My grandpa died, and as I had nobody to take care of me,

I was going to Columbus, to work in the cotton factory.
"

" Humph ! Much work you will do for many a long day.
"

He stroked his greyish beard, and mused a moment, and
Edna said timidly :

'' If you please, sir, I would like to know if my dog is hurf?"
The physician smiled, and looked around inquiringly :

" Has anyone seen a dog that was on the train V
One of the brakemen, a stout Irishman, took his pipe from

his mouth, and answered :

" Aye, aye, sir ! and as vicious a brute as ever I set eyes on.
Both his hind-legs were smashed—dragged so—and I tapped
him on the head with an axe to put him out of his misery.
Yonder he lies now on the track.

"

Edna put her hand over her eyes, and turned her face down
on the grass to hide tears that would not be driven back.
Here the surgeon was called away, and for a half hour the
child lay there, wondering what would become of her, in her
present crippled and helpless condition, and questioning in her
heart why God did not take her instead of that dimpled dar-
ling, whose parents were now weeping so bitterly for the
untimely death that mowed their blossom ere its petals were
expanded. The chilling belief was fast gaining ground that
God had cursed and forsaken her; that misfortune and be-
reavement would dog her steps through life ; and a hard, bitter
expression settled about her mouth, and looked out gloomily
^rom the sad eyes. Her painful reverie was interrupted by the
cheery voice of Dr. Rodney, who came back, accompanied by
an elegantly-dressed middle-aged lady.

3
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" Ah, my brave little soldier ! Toll us your name V*

" Edna Earl.
"

" Have you no relatives 1 " asked the lady, stopping to scru-

tinize her face.
"

" No, ma'am.
"

** She is a very pretty child, Mrs. Murray, and if yon can

take care of her, even for a few weeks, until she is able to

walk about, it will be a real charity. I never saw so much
fortitude displayed by one so young ; but her fever is increas-

ing^, and she needs immediate attention. Will it be convenient

for you to carry her to your house at once 1
"

" Cei'lainly, doctor ; order the carriage; driven up as close as

possible. I brought a small mattrass, and think the ride will

not be very painful. What splendid eyes she has ! Poor little

thing ! Of course you will come and prescribe for her, and I

v.'ill see that she is carefully nursed until she is quite well

again. Here, Henry, you and Richard must lift this child, and

put her on the mattrass in the carriage. Mind you do not

sjtumble and hurt her.
"

During the ride neither spoke, and Edna was in so much
pain that she lay with her eyes closed. As they entered a

long avenue, the rattle of the wheels on the gravel aroused the

child's attention, and when the carriage stopped, and she was
carried up a flight of broad marble steps, she saw that the

house was very large and handsome.
" Bring her into the room next to mine, " said Mrs. Murray,

leading the way.

Edna was soon undressed and placed within the snowy sheets

of a heavily-carved beadstead, whose crimson canopy shea a

ruby light down on the laced and ruffled pillows. Mrs.

Murray administered a dose of medicine given to her by Dr.

Rodney, and after closing the blinds to exclude the light, she

felt the girl's pulse, found that she had fallen into a heavy

!)leep, and then, with a sigh, went down to take her breakfast.

It was several hours before Edna awoke, and when she opened

lier eyes, and looked around the elegantly furnished and beau

tiful room, she felt bewildered. Mrs. Murray sat in a cushion-

ed chair, near one of the windows, with a book in her hand,

!ind Edna had an opportunity of studying her face. It was
fair, proud-, and handsome, but wore an expression of habitual

anxiety, and gray hairs showed themselves under the costly

lace that bordered her morning head-dress, while lines of care
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marked hor brow and juouth. Children instinctively de-
cipher the hieroglyphics which time carves on Imman 'faces,
and, in reading the countenance of her hostess, Edna felt that
she was a haughty, ambitious woman, with a kind but not very
warm heart, who would be scrupulously attentive to the wants
of a sick child, but would })robably never dream of caressing' or
fondling such a charge. Chancing to glance towards theled
as she turned a leaf, Mrs. Murray met the curious gaze fasten-
ed upon her, and rising, approached the sufferer.

" How do you feel, Edna ] I believe that is your name. "

" Thank you, my head is better, but I am very thirsty.
"

The lady of the house gave her some ice-water in a silver
goblet, and ordered a servant to bring up the refreshments she
had directed to be prepared. As she felt the girl's pulse Edna
noticed how white and soft her hands were, and how dazzlin-dy
the jewels flashed on her fingers, and she longed for the touch
of those aristocratic hands on her liot brow where tlie hair
clustered so heavily.

" How old are you, Edna] "

" Almost thirteen.
"

" Had you any baggage on the train ]
"

" I had a small box of clothes.
"

" I will send a servant for it. " She rang the bell as she
spoke.

'I

When do you think I shall be able to walk about ]

"

"Probably not for many weeks. If you need or wish any-
thing, you must not hesitate to ask for it. A servant will sit
here, and you have only to tell her what you want. "

" Yon are very kind, ma'am, and I thank you very much "

felie paused, and her eyes filled with tears.
Mrs. Murray looked at her and said gravely :

" What is the matter, child ?

"

"I am only sorry I was so ungrateful and wicked this
morning.

" How so 1

"

" Oh
! everything that I love dies ; and when I lay there on

the grass, unable to move, among strangers who knew and
cared nothing about me, I was wicked, and would not trv to
pray^and^ thought^God wanted to make me suffer ail my life,
and X wished that I had been killed instead of that dear little
baby, who had a father and mother to kiss and to love it It was
all wrong to feel so, but I was so wretched. And then God

4(|
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raised up friends ev(ui uinong strangers, and shows me I am
not forsaken if 1 am desolate. I begin to think He took
eveiybody away from me, that I miglit see liow he coukl take
care of mo witliout them. I know ' He doeth all things well,'
but 1 feel it now; and I am so sorry I could not trust Him
without seeing it."

Edna wiped away lier tears, and Mrs. Murray's voice falt-
ered slightly as she said :

" You are a good little girl, I have no doubt. AVho taught
you to be so religious 1"

" Grandpa."
" How long since you lost him ?

"

" Four months."
" Can you read ?

"

" Oh ! yes, ma'm."
" Well, 1 shall send you a Bible, and you must make your-

self as contented as possible. I shall take good care of you."
As the hostess left the room, a staid-looking, elderly negro

woman took a seat at the window and sewed silently, now and
then glancing toward the bed. Exhausted with pain and
fatigue, Edna slept again, and it was night when she opened
her eyes and found Dr. Kodney and Mrs. Murray at her pil-
low. The kind surgeon talked pleasantly for some time, and,
after giving ample instructions, took his leave, exhorting his
patient to keep up her fortitude and all would soon be Avell.
So passed the first day of her sojourn under the hospitable
roof which appeared so fortuitously to shelter her ; and the
child thanked God fervently for the kind hands into which she
had fallen. Day after day wore wearily away, and at the end
of a fortnight, though much prostrated by fever and suffering,
she was propped up in bed by pillows while Hagar, the ser-
vant, combed and plaited her long, thick, matted hair. Mrs.
Murray came often to the room, but her visits were short, and
though invariably kind and considerate, Edna felt an involun-
tary awe of her, which rendered her manner exceedingly con-
strained when they were together. Hagar was almost as taci-
turn as her mistress, and as the girl asked few questions, she
remained in complete ignorance of the household afiairs, and
had never seen anyone but Mrs. jMurray, Hagar, and the doc-
tor. She was well supplied with honkn, which the former
brought from the library, and thus the invalid contrived to
amuse herself during the long tedious summer days. One

., m !



ST. ELMO. 37

afternoon m June Edna persuaded Hagar to lift her to a larc^e
cushioned cliair close to the open win(h)w wliich looked out on
the lawn

;
and here, with a hook on her lap, she sat gazing out

at the soft blue sky, the Avaving elm boughs, and the gliterin'^
plumage of a beautiful Himalayan pheasant, which seemed in
that golden sunshine to have forgotten the rosy glow of his
native snows. Loaning her elbows on the window"'-sill, Kdna
rested her face in her palms, and after a few minutes a tide of
tender memories rose and swei)t over her heart, brin^in<' a
touching expression of i)atient sorrow to her sweet wan fa^ce
and giving a far-off wistful look to the beautiful eyes where
tears often gathered but very rarely fell. Hagar had dressed
her in a new white muslin wrapper, with fluted ruffles at the
wrists and throat

; and the fair young face, with its delicate
features and glossy folds of soft hair, was a pleasant i.icture,
which the nurse loved to contemplate. Htandinf' with her
work-basket in her hand, she watched the graceful Tittle figure
for two or three moments, and a warm, loving light shone^out
over her black features; then, nodding her head resolutelv, she
muttered :

"I will have my way this once; she shall stay," and passed
out of the room, closing the door behind her. Kdna di<l not
remark her departure, for memoiy was busy among the aslies
of other days, exhuming a thousand precious reminiscences of
mountain home, chestnut groves, showers of sparks fringing
an anvil with fire, and an old man's unpainted head-board in
the deserted burying-ground. She started nervously when, a
half hour later, Mrs. Murray laid her hand gently on her
shoulder and said :

" Child, of what are you thinking 1
"

For an instant she could not command her voice,
faltered

;
but making a strong effort, she answered in

tone

:

" Of all that I have lost, and what I am to do in future."

]]

^o"ltl yow be willing to work all your life in a f\ictory ?
"

"No, ma'am; only long enough to educate myself, so 'that
1 could teach."

"You could not obtain a suitable education in that way; and
besides, I do not think that the factory you spoke of would be
an agreoabie place for you. I have made some enquiries about
It since you came here."

" I know it will not be pleasant, but then I am obliged to

which
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work in some way, and T don't see what else I can do. I am
not able to pay for an education now, and I am determined to
have one."

Mrs. Murray's eyes wandered out toward the velvety lawn,
and she mused for some minutes ; then laying her hands on
the orphan's head, sIk; said :

" Child, will you trust your future and your education to
me ? 1 do not mean that I will teach you—oh ! no—but I
will have you thoroughly educated, so that when you are
grown you can support yourself by teaching. I have no
da\ighter—I lost mine when she was a babe ; but I could not
have seen her enter a factory, and as you remind me of my
own child, I will not allow you to go there. I will take care
of and educate you—will see that you have everything you
re(piire, if you are willing to be directed and advised by me.
Understand me, I do not adopt you ; nor shall I consider you
exactly as one of my family ; but I shall prove a good friend
and i>rotector till you are eighteen, and capable of providing
for yourself. You will live in my house, and look upon it as
your honie, at least for tlie present. What do you say to this

plan 1 Is it "ot much better and more pleasant than your
wild-goose chase after an education through the dust and din
of a factory 1

"

" O Mrs. Murray ! You are very generous and good, but I
have no claim on you—no right to imi)ose such an expense and
trouble upon you ! I am "

" Hush, child ! you have that claim which poverty always
has on wealth. As for the expense, that is a mere trifle, and
I do not expect you to give me any trouble

;
perhaps you may

even make yourself useful to me."
" Thank you ! oh ! thank you, ma'am ! I am very grateful

!

I cannot tell you how much I thank you ; Init I shall try to
prove it, if you will let me stay here—on one condition."
"What is thatl"
" That when I am able to pay you, you will receive the

money that my education and clothes willcost you."
Mrs. Murray laughed, and stroked the silky black hair.
" Where did you get such proud notions 1 Pay me, indeed !

You poor, little beggar ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! Well, yes, you may
do as you please, when you are able ; but that time is rather
too tUstant to be considered now. Meanwhile, quit grieving
over the past, and think only of improving yourself. I do not
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like doloful faces, and sliall expect you to bo a clieerful, con-

tented, and obedient girl. Jlugar is making you an entire set

of new clothes, and I hope to see you always neat. I shall

give you a smaller room than this—the one across the hall

;

you will keej) your books there, and remain there during study

l)ours. At othei- times you can come to my room, or amuse
yourself as you like ; and when there is company here, remem-
ber, I shall always expect you to sit quietly, and listen to the

conversation, as it is very improving to young girls to be in

really good society. You will have a music teacher, and prac-

tise upon the u^^right piano in the library, instead of the large

one in the parlour. One thing more : if you waixt anything,

come to me and ask for it, and I shall be very mucli displeascnl

if yoii talk to the servants, or encourage them to talk to you.

Now everything is xinderstood, and I hope you will be happy,

and properly improve the advantages I shall give you."

Edna drew one of the white hands down to her lips and
murmured :

'' Thank you—thank you ! You shall never have cause to

regret your goodness ; and your wishes shall always guide me."

'•Well, well; I shall nnuember this promise, and trust I

may never find it necessary to remind you of it. I dare say

we shall get on veiy happily together. Don't thank me any
more, and hereafter we need not speak of the matter."

Mrs. Murray stooped, au'l for the first time kissed the child's

white forehead ; and Edna longed to throw her arms about the

stately form, but the polished hauteur awed and repelled her.

Before she could reply, and just as Mrs. Murray was moving
toward the door, it Wiis thrown open, and a gentleman strode

into the room. At sight of Edna he sto})ped suddenly, and
drop[)ing a bag of game on the floor, exclaimed harshly :

" What the d—I docs this mean T
" My son ! I am so glad you are at home again. T was

getting quite uneasy at your long absence. This is one of the

victims of that terrible railroad disaster ; the neighbourhood is

full of the sufferers. Come to my room. When did you arrive V
Hhe linked her arm in his, picked up the game-bag, and led

him to the adjoining room, the door of which she closed and
locked.

A painful thrill shot along Edna's nerves, and an indescribable

sensation of dread, a presentiment of coming ill, overshadowed
her heart. This was the son of her friend, and the first glimpse

!^ :^l:
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of him filled her witli instantaneous repugnance ; there was an
innate and powerful repulsion which she coiild not analyze.

He was a tall, athletic man, not exactly young, yet certainly

not elderly ; one of anomalous appearance, prematurely old,

and, though not one white thread silvered liis thick, waving,
brown hair, the heavy and habitual scowl on his high, full brow
had ploughed deep fui-rows such as age claims for its monogram.
His features were bold but very regular ; the piercing, steel-

gray eyes were unusually large, and beautifully shaded witli

long, heavy, black lashes, but repelled by their cynical glare
;

and the finely-formed mouth, which might have imjrai'ted a

wonderful charni to the countenance, wore a chronic, savage

sneer, as if it only opened to utter jeers and curses. Evidently

the face had once been singularly handsome, in the dawn of his

earthly career, when his mother's good-night kiss rested like a

blessing on his smooth, boyish foi'ehead, and the prayer learned

in the nursery still crept across his pure lii)s ; but now the fair,

chiselled lineaments were blotted by dissipation, and blackened
and distorted by the baleful fires of a fierce, passionate nature,

and a restless, powei-?'al, and unhallowed intellect. Symmetrical
and grand as that temple of Juiio, in shrouded Pompeii, whose
polished shafts gleamed centuries ago in the morning sunshine

of a day of woe, whose untimely night has endured for nineteen

hundred years; so, in the glorious flush of his youth, this man
had stood facing a noble and possibly a sanctified future ; but
the tingovernable flames of sin had reduced him, like that

darkened and desecrated fane, to a melancholy mass of ashy
arches and blackened columns, where ministering priests, all

holy aspirations, slumbered in the dust. His dress was costl}'^

but negligent^ and the red stain on his jacket told that his hunt
had not been fruitless. He wore a straw hat, belted with broad
black ribbon, and his spurred boots were damp and muddy.
What was there about this surly son of her hostess which

recalled to Edna's mind her grandfather's words, *'He is a rude,

wicked, blasphemous man ]" She had not distinctly seen the

face of the visitor at the shop ; but something in the impatient,

querulous tone, in the hasty, haughty step, and the proud lifting

of the regal head, reminded her painfully of him whose over-

bearing insolence had so unwontedly stirred the ire of Aaron
Hunt's genial and generally equable nature. While she pon-

dered this inexplicable coincidence, voices startled her from the

next room, whence the sound floated through the window.
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"If you were not my motlier, T should say you were a candi-
date iVr a strait-jacket and a lunatic asylum; but as those
amiabi >. proclivities ai-e considered lua-editary, 1 ilo not favour
that comparison. ' Sorry for her,' indeed ! I'll bet my right
arm it will not be six week' before she makes you infinitely

sorrier for your deluded self ;. and you will treat me to a new
version of \'je me retfrette!' With youi- knowledge of this
precious world and its holy crew, I confess it seems farcical in

the extreme that open-eyed you can ventum; another experi-
nuMit on human nature. Some fine morning you will rub your
eyes and find your acolyte non est; ditto, your silver forks,
diamonds, and gold spoons."

Edna felt the indignant blood burning in her cheeks, and as
she could not valk without assistance, and shrank from listen-

ing to a conversation which was not intended for her ears, she
coughed several times to arrest the attention o+' the speakers,
but apparently without effect, for the son's voice again rose
al)ove the low tones of the mother.

" carnival of shams ! She is 'pious,' you say 1 Then, I'll

swear my watch is not safe in my pocket, and I shall sleep
with the key of my cameo cabinet tied around my neck. A
Paris police would not insure your valuables or mine. The;
fates forbid that your pen-feathered saint should decamp with
some of my costly travel-scrai>ings !

' Pious,' indeed ? ' Edna,'
forsooth 1 No doubt her origin and morals are quite as apocry-
l)]ial as her name. Don't talk to me about ' her being provi-
dentially thrown into your hands,' unless you desire to hear me
say things which you have frequently taken occasion to inform
me ' deeply grieved ' you. I daresay the little vagrant whines
in what she considers orthodox phraseology, that * God tempers
the wind to the shorn lamb !

' and, like some other pious people
whom I have heard canting, will saddle some Jewish prophet
or fisherman with the dictum, thinking that it sounds like the
Bil)lfi. wl.Pvao^ Sfo,.r,o c.,M u gijoj^n lamb, for.sooth ! We, or

mi're,

V
will be shorn^— thoroughly

Bible, whereas Sterne said it.

rather you, 7nadame ma
fleeced! Pious? Ha! ha! ha.
Here followed an earnest expostulation from Mrs. Murray,

only a few words of which were audible, and once more the
deep, strong, bitter tones rejoined :

"Interfere
! Pardon me, I am only too happy to stand aloof

and watch the little wretch play out her game. Most certainly
It IS your own affair, but you will permit me to be amused, will
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you not ] And with yoiii- iiccustoiiuHl suavity forgive me, if I

cluuR't^ iniidvcitcutly lo wliisptT uhovcr my bn^iith, ' Le jm nen

vatd jxus la vhniiiU'lle ' / What tlit^ deuce do you suppose I care

about lier ' faith "{ Slu^ may run through the whole catak)g\U'

from the mustard-seed size up, as far as I am concerned, iukI

you may make yourstdf easy on th(* score of my 'contaminating'

the sanctified vagrant
!"

" St. Elmo ! my son ! prouiise me that you will not scoff and

sneer at her religion; at least in her i) esence" [deaded the

mother.

A ringing, mirthless laugh was the only reply that reache

the girl,' as she put her fingers in her ears and hid her face on

the window-sill.

It was no hmger possilde to (h)ubt th«; idimtity of the strang(!r

;

th(! initials on the fly-leaf meant Su. Elmo Murray
;
and she

knew that in the son of her friend and i)rotectress she had found

the owner of her Dante and the mui who had cursed her grand-

father for his tardiness. If she had only known this one hour

eai-lier, she would have declined the, offer, which once accepted,

she knew not how to reject, without acquainting Mrs. Murray

with the fact that she had overheard the conversation ;
and yet

she could not endure the prospect of living under the same roof

with a man whom she loathed and feared. The n^emory of the

blacksmith's aversion to this stranger intensified her own ;
and

as she pondered in .shame and indignation the scornful and op-

probrious epithets which he had bestowed on herself, she mut-

tered through her set tev .ii

:

" Yes, Grandy ! he is cruel and wicked ;
and I never can

bear to look at or speak to him ! How dared he curse my dear,

dear, good grand^ta ! How can I ever be respectful to him.

when he is not even respectful to his own mother
!
Oh !

I wish

I had never come here ! I shall always hate him !" At this

junctui-e Hagar entered, and lifted her back to her couch
;
and,

remarking the agitation of her manner, the nurse said gravely,

as she put her fingers on the girl's pulse !

" What has flushed you so 1 Your face is hot
;
you have tired

yourself sitting up too'^long. Did a gentleman come into this

room a while ago*?"

" Yes. Mrs. Murray's son."

''Did Miss Ellen— that is, my mistress—tell you that you

were to live here, and get your education]"

" Yes, she offered to take care of me for a few years."
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" Well, I :un <,'l)ul it is flxod, so—yoii ran stiiy ; for you nvn
he a yn^iit oomtbrt to Miss FAlcn, if yoiT try to pjcaso hvv."

She paused, and busied lu-rsclf iiliout tlie room, and i-emeni-

bering Mrs. Murray's injunction that slu; sl»ouId discourage cou-
\er.Mition on the part of tW, servants, Edna twrncul her ftice to
the wall and sliut h(u- eyes, liut for once Haga.'s habitual

I

silence and non-conunittalism were laid aside; and, stooping
over the couch, she said hurriedly :

" Listen to nu;, child, for I like yc • p^.tient ways, and want
[to giv(* you a friendly warning; you an; a stranger in this house,
land might stumble into trouble. Whatever else you do, be
jsure not to cross Mass Elmo's path ! Kee[) out of his way, and
IIk' will keej) out of yours ; for ho is shy enough of strangers,
luud would walk a mile to keep from meeting anyV)ody ; but if

Ihe finds you in his way, lie will walk roughshod right' over you
j— trample you. Nothing ever stoi)S him one minute when he
[luukes up his mind. He does not even wait to listen to his
jiiotlun-, and slie is about the only person who dares to talk to
Jiini. He luites everybody and everything; but he doesn't
tread on folks' toes unless they are wliere they don't belong.
lie is like a rattle-snake; that crawls in his own track, and bites
n-crything that meddles or crosses his trail. Above every-
liing, ;hild, for the love of i)eace and heaven, don't argue with

iiiin ! If he says black is white, don't contradict liim ; and if

|u! swears water runs up-stream, let him swear, and don't know
It runs down. Keep out of his siglit, and you will do well
juough, but once make him mad, and you had better fight
latan hand to hand with red-hot pitchforks ! Everybody is

ifraid of him, and gives way to him, and you must do like the
julance that have to deal with him. I nursed him ; but I
iV'ould rather put my head in a wolf's jaws than stir him up

;

Mul God knows I wish he had died when he was a baby, instead
[f living to grow up the sinful, swearing, raging devil he is !

Tow mind what I say. I am not given to talking, but this
lime it is for ymir good. Mind what I tell you, child ; and if

|ou want to have jjeace, keep out of his way."
She left the room abruptly, and the orphan lay in the gather-

ig gloom of twilight, perplexed, distressed, and wondering how
16 could avoid all the angularities of this amiable character,

iiHler wliose roof fate seemed to have deposited lier.

11 I
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CIIAITKU V.

At IcuL'th, l.v the ai.l of crutches, VAwi was aWle to loave th.

roou. Ihore W. had been ho long eonliued, and -,.1- Ue -use

in which every <hty .liscovere.l s<>,ue ue^w charn.. ^^^1^"^^"^

and sittin-room o,,«.ne.l on a U.n^s archo.l veran.hih, ^vhich ex-

".hil around tw,l sides of th. hmlding, .md ^a. paved w^h

varie-ated tiles ; whih) the stanie.l ^dass doors of the d.nin-

room^'with its lofty, frescoed ceiling' and deep bow-windows, h.l

byTvio white nuu-bie steps out on the terrace, whence two more

st'ps showed the beginning of a serpentine grave walk vn 1-

in.r down to an octagonal hotdiouse, surmounted by a it hlv

carve pagoda-roof. Two sentinel statues-a I'.acchus and 1 ac-

el^e l>laced on the terrace, guarded the entrance to h

lunincM-oom ; and in front of the houses where a 8cul,>tur...

Triton threw jets of water into a gleaming circular bas.n a pa

of crouching monsters glare.I from the steps. When Kdna ust

tnu! herself before these grim doorkeepers, she stai-ted back m

unfei-ned terror, and could scarcely repress a cry of alaim, to

the howlin.' rag^. and lespair of the distorted, hideous heads

seined fear.fully real, ani years elapsed ^-^^^^:,
hended their significance, or the sombre mood which mF.^^!

their creation. They were imitations of that monumental lion s

1 ead raised on the battle-field of Cha^roneia, to commemorate

t^^e Ctiaiis slain. In the rear of, and adjo ning the lin-ary

a narrow, vaulted passage with high Gothic windows ol s ainnl

glass opened into a beautifully proportioned rotunda
;
a d o

yond this circular apartment with its ruby-tmted sky-hght i.

Moresc.ue frescoes extended two other rooms of whose shap

m- contents Edna knew nothing, save the tall arched wind<^^v

that looked down on th. terrace. The door of the rotunda
^

.generally closed, but accidentally it stood open one raoimng.

Slid she caught a glimpse of the circular form and the springin

dome Evid< ntly this portion of t he mansion had been recently

built,' while the remainder of the house had been constructed

' many years earlier ; but all desire to explore it was extinguish-

ed, when Mrs. Murray remarked one day:
,• i;i.psI

" That passage leads to my son's apartments, and he dislikes
|

noise or intrusion."
.„ , , r t>i.o,..v.1i

Thenceforth Edna avoided it as if the plagues of FJiauia!'

were pent therein. To her dazzled eyes this luxurious houiej

was a fairy palace, an enchanted region, and, with eager cuu

K'^KI
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oHity uikI liouiullcss a<liiiii'titi()ii, hIk^ i<{h/(mI u[)OU Ix^iutit'iil itrti-

cloH whose use she could not c'vcn conjoctun!. The I'uriiituio

throuf,'hout tlui jnausioii was oloj,'Hiit and costly; pictures,

statues, bronzes, niar))le, silver, rosewood, (^l)ony, moHai(!S, satin,

velvet—iuiu;^lit that the most fastidious and cultivated taste

or (lUettatdelHin could su<^'r((!st, or lavish exixiuditure supply,

was wantinj^f ; while the v !al)orato and beautiful arran«^(!inent

of the extensivi! /^rounds showed with how prodij^al a hand the

owner scjuandered a princely fortune. The Hower-garden ami

lawn comprised fifteen acres, and the subdivisions were formed

entirely by luulges, save that portion of the park, surrounded

Ijy a tall iron railing', where congrcfjated Ji mothjy nuiuagerit! of

ilcor, bi.son, a Lapland reindeer, a Peruvian llama, sonm Cash-

mere goats, a (ihamois, wounded arul caught on the Jungfrau,

and a large white cow from Ava. This ])art of the inclosui'e

was thickly studded with large; oaks, groups of beech and elm,

and a few enormous cedars which would not have shamed their

sacred prototypes sighing in Syrian breezes along the rocky gorges

of Jjebanon. The branches were low and spniading, and even at

mid-day the sunshine barely freckled the cool, mos.sy knolls

where the anin«als sought refuge from the summer heat of the

open and smoothly-shaven lawn. 1-fere ami there, on the soft,

green sward, was presented that vegetable antithesis, a circlet

of martinet poplai-s standing vis-a-vis to a clu '> of willows,

whose long hair threw quivering, fringy sha vs when the

slanting rays of dying sunlight burnished the white and purple

petals ncjstling among the clover tufts. Rustic sents of bark,

cane, and metal were scaft.-iyti i^iiough the grounds, and where
the well-trimmed, numtrous hedges divided the parterre, china,

marble, and iron vases of varied mould held rare creepers and
lovely exotics ; ami riclt masses of roses swung their fragrant

chalices of crimson ant! gold, rivaling the glory of Piestum and
of Bendemecu". The elevation upon which the liouse was placed

commanded an extensive view of the surrounding country.

Far away to the north-east, purplish gray waves along the sky
showed the range of lofty hills, whose rocky battlements were
not yet scarred and brauiled by the red hand of fi.uricidal war;

and in an easterly direction, scarcely two n,i!* s distant, glitter-

ing spires told where the village clung to th<; raiboad and to a
deep nishiii" creek, whose sinuous course was di^itinctlv mark-
ed by the dense growth that clothed its steep banks. Now and
then luxuriant tields of corn covered the Jevel lands with an

U
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emerald mantle, while sheep and cattle roamed through the ad-

jacent campaign ; and in the calm, cool morning air, a black

smoke-serpent crawled above the tree-tops, mapping out the

track over which the long train of cars darted and thundered.

Mr. Paul Murray, the first proprietor of the estate and father

of the present owner, had early in life spent much time in

France, where, espousing the royalist cause, his sympathies

were fully enlisted by the desperate daring of Charette, Stofilet,

and Cathelineau. On his return to his native land his admira-

tion of the heroism of those who dwelt upon the Loire found

expression in one of their sobriquets, " Le Bocage," which he

gave to his country residence; and certainly the venerable

groves that surrounded it justified the application. While his

own fortune was handsome and abundant, he married the or-

phan of a rich banker, who survived her father only a short

time and died leaving Mr. Murray childless. After a few

years, when the frosts of age fell upon his head, he manned a

handsome and very wealthy widow ; but, unfortunately, having

lost their first child, a daughter, he lived only long enough to

hear the infantile prattle of his son, St. Elmo, to whom he be-

queathed an immense fortune, which many succeeding years of

reckless expenditure had failed to materially impair. Such was
" Le Bocage," naturally a beautiful situation, improved and em-

bellished with everything which refined taste and world-wide

travel could suggest to the fastidious owner. But notwith-

standing the countless charms of the home so benevolently

oflered to her, the blacksmith's granddaughter was conscious of

a great need, scarcely to be explained, yet fully felt—the dreary

lack of that which she had yet to learn, could not be purchased

by the treasures of Oude—the priceless peace and genial glow

which only the contented, happy hearts of its inmates can dif-

fuse over even a palatial homestead. She also realized, with-

out analyzing the fact, that the majestic repose and boundless

spontaneity of nature yielded a sense of companionship, almost

of tender, dumb sympathy, which all the polished artificialities

and recherche arrangements of man utterly failed to furnish.

While dazzled by the glitter and splendor of *' Le Bocage," she

shivered in its silent dreariness, its cold, aristocratic formalism,

and she yearned for the soft, musical babble of the spring-

branch, where, standing ankle-deep in water under the friendly

shadow of Lookout, she had spent long, blissful July days in

striving to build a wall of rounded pebbles down which the
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crystal ripples would fall, a riiiuiature Talulah or Tuccoa. The
chrism of nature had anointed her early life and consecrated
her heart, but Me brought her to the vestibule of the temple
of Mammon, and its defiling incense floated about her. How
long would the consecration last? As she slowly limped about
the house and grounds, acquainting herself with the details,
she was impressed with the belief that happiness had once held
her court here, had been dethroned, exiled, and now waited be-
yond the confines of the park, anxious but unable to renew her
reign and expel usurping gloom. For some weeks after her
arrival she took her meals in her own room, and havino- learned
to recognize the hasty, heavy tread of the dreaded master of
the house, she mvariably fled from the sound of his steps as
she would have shunned an ogre; consequently her knowledge
of him was limited to the brief inspection and uncomplimentary
conversation which introduced him to her acquaintance on the
day of his return. Her habitual avoidance and desire of con-
tinued concealment was, however, summarily thwarted when
Mrs. Murray came into her room late one night, and asked :

" Did not I see you walking this afternoon without your
crutches V "^

''Yes, ma'am, I was trying to see if I could not do without
them entirely."

" Did the experiment cause you any pain 1"

-No pain exactly, but I find my ankle still weak."
" Be careful not to overstrain it ; by degrees it will

strengthen, if you use it moderately. By the by, you are now
well enough to come to the table ; and from breakfast to-mor-
row you will take your meals with us in the dining room."A shiver of apprehension seized Edna, and in a frightened
tone she ejaculated :

'• Ma'am !"

;* I say, in future y u will eat at the table instead of here in
this room.

^af you please, Mrs. Murray, I would rather stay here."
" Pray, what possible objection can ^ou have to the dining-

room V »

Edna averted her head, but wrung her fingers nervously.
Mrs. Murray frowned, and continued gravely :

.u"?uf'*
oe silly, Edna. It is proper that you should go to

the table, and learn to eat with a fork instead of a knife You
need not be ashamed to meet people ; there is nothing clownish

* -I
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about vou, unless you aff(3ct it. Good night ;
I shall see you

at breakfast ; the bell rings at eight o'clock.
^

There was no escape, and she awoke next morning oppresse(

with the thought of the ordeal that awaited her. fehe dressed

herself even more carefully than usual, despite the trembling

of her hands; and when the ringing of the little silver bell

summoned her to the dining-room, her heart seemed to stand

still But though exceedingly sensitive and shy, ±.dna was

brave, and even self-possessed, and she promptly advanced to

meet the trial.
i j „„4.

Entering the room, she saw that her benefactress had not

vet come in, but was approaching the house with a basket o

flowers in her hand; and one swift glance around discovereel

Mr Murray standing at the window. Unobserved she scanned

the tall, powerful figure clad in a suit of white Imen, and saw

that he wore no beard save the heavy but closely-trimmed

moustache, which now, in some degree, concealed the harshness

about the handsome mouth. Only his profile was turned to-

ward her, and she noticed that, while his forehead was singularly

white, his cheeks and chin were thoroughly bronzed from ex-

posure. , ,

As Mrs. Murray came in, she nodded to her young jjrotegee,

and approached the table, saying

:

, j u ^
" Good morning ! It seems I am the laggard to-day, but

Nicholas had mislaid the flower-shears, and detained me. Here-

after I shall turn over this work of dressing vases to you, child.

My son, this is your birthday, and here is your button-hole

souvenir."
i • i-

She fastened a few sprigs of white jasmine m his Imen coat,

and, as he thanked her briefly and turned to the table, she said,

with marked emphasis

:

" St. Elmo, let me introduced you to Edna Earl."

He looked around, and fixed his keen eyes on the orphan,

whose cheeks crimsoned as she looked down and said quite

distinctly

:

" Good morning, Mr. Murray."
«' Good morning, Miss Earl."

" No, I protest ! ' Miss Earl,' indeed ! Call the child Edna.

" As you please, mother, provided you do not let the coff'ee

and chocolate get cold while you decide the momentous question."

Neither spoke again for some time, and in the embarrassing

silence Edna kept her eyes on the china, wondering if all their
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breakfasts would be like this. At last Mr. Murray pushed
away his large coffee-cup, and said abru})tly :

" After all, it is only one year to-day since I came back to
America, though it seems much longer. It will soon be time to
l)repare for my trip to the South Sea Islands. The stagnation
here is intolerable."

An expression of painful surprise flitted across the mothei's
countenance, but she answered (piickly :

" It has been an exceedingly short, happy year to me. You
are such a confirmed absentee that, when you are at home, time
slips by unnoticed."

** But few and far between as my visits are, they certainly
never approach the angelic. ' Welcome the coming, speed the
parting guest,' must frequently recur to you."

Before his mother could reply he rose, ordered his horse, and
as he drew on his gloves, and left the room, looked over his
shoulder, saying indifferently, " That box of pictures from
Munich is at the depot ; I directed Henry to go over after it

this morning. I will open it when 1 come home."
A moment after he passed the window on horseback, and

with a heavy sigli Mrs. Murray dropped her head on her hand,
compressing her lips, and toying abstractedly with the suf'ar-

tongs.

Edna was <
' the grave, troubled countenance for some

seconds, and then putting her hand on the flower-basket, she
asked softly :

"Shall I dress the flower-pots?"
" Yes, child, in four rooms ; this, the parlours, and the library.

Always cut the flowers very early, while the dew is on them."
Her eyes went back to the sugar-tongs, and Edna joyfully

escaped from a room whose restraints and associations were
irksome.

Impressed by Hagar's vehement adjuration to keep out of
Mr. Mui-ray's })ath, she avoided those portions of the house to
which he seemed most partial, and thus, although they continued
to meet at meals, no words passed between them, after that brief
salutation on the morning of presentation. Very often she
was painfully conscious that his searching eyes scrutinized her

;

but though the blood mounted instantly to her cheeks at such
times, she never looked up—dreading his gaze as she would
that of a basilisk. One sultry afternoon she went into the
park, and threw herself down on the long grass, under a clump

4
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of cedars, near wliicli the deer {lud bison were quietly browsing,

wliile tlie large wliite merinoes huddled in the shade and blinked

at the sun. Opening a pictorial history of England, which she

liad selected from the library, she sjjread it on the grass, and

leaning her face in her palms, rested her elbows on the ground,

and began to read. Now and then she paused as she turned a

leaf, to^look around at the beautiful annnals, each one of which

mi'dit have served as a model for Landseer or Rosa Bonheur.

Gradualh the Ixnguor of the atmosphere stole into her busy

brain ; as the sun crept down the sky, her eyelids sunk with it,

and very soon she was f^ist asleep, with her head on the book,

and her cheeks flushed almost to a vermilion hue. From that

brief summer dream she was aroused by some sudden noise, and

starting up, saw the sheep bounding tar away, while a large,

gaunt, Avolfish, grey dog snuffed at her hands and face. Once

before she had seen him chained near the stables, and Hagai'

told her he was " very dangerous," and was never loosed excejjt

at night ; consequently, the expression of his fierce, red eyes, as

he stood over her, was well calculated to alarm lier ; but at that

instant Mr. Murray's voice thundered :

" Keep still ! don't move ! or you will be torn to pieces
!"

Then followed some rai)id interjections and veh« ment words in

the same unintelligible dialect which had so puzzled her once

before, when her grandfather could not control the horse he was

attempting to shoe. The dog was sullen and unmanageable,

keeping his black muzzle close to her face, and she grew pale

with terror as she noticed that his shaggy breast and snarling

jaws were dripping with blood.

Leajjing from his horse, Mr. Murray strode up, and with a

quick movement seized the heavy brass collar of the savage

creature, hurled him back on his hauixches, and held him thus,

giving vent the Avliile to a volley of oaths.

Pointing to a large, half-decayed elm branch, lying at a little

distance, he tightened his grasp on the collar, and said to the

still trembling girl

:

" Bring me that stick, yonder."

Edna complied, and there ensued a scene of cursing, thrash-

ing and howling, that obsolutely sickened her. The dog w^rithed,

Isij^vjed whined, and snarled ; but the iron hold was not relaxed,

and the face of the master rivaled in rage that of the brute,

which seemed as ferocious as the hounds of Gian Maria Vis-

conti, fed with human flesh, by Squarcia Giramo. Distressed

wrouflf ; ai
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by the severity and duration of the punishment, and witliout
pausing to reflect, or to remember Hagar's warning, Edna in-
terposed

:

o o>

'* Oh
! please don't whip him any more ! It is cruel to beathim so

!

Probably he did not hoar her, and the blows fell thicker than
betm-e. .She drew near, and, as the merciless arm was raised to
strike, she seized it with both hands, and swung on with her
whole weight, repeating her words. If one of his meek, fright-
ened sheep had sprung at his throat to throttle him, Mr. Mun-ay
won d not have been more astounded. He shook her off, threw
lier from him, but she carried the stick in her grasp

T
"
P,~'\?''" • ^'?''' '^'''^ ^"""^ interfere

! What is it to yon if
J cut Jus throat, which I mean to do !

"

"That will be cruel and sinful, for he does not know it is
wrong

; and besides, he did not bite me "

She spoke resolutely, and for the first time ventured to look
straiglit into his flashing eyes.

" Did not bite you ! Did not he worry down and mangle
one of my hnest Southdowns? It would serve vou right for
yomympertinent meddling, if I let him tear you limb from

" He knows no better," she answered firmly.

1'
Then, by G-d, I will teach Iiim ! Hand me that stick !

"

Oh
! please, Mr Murray

! You have nearly put out one
or his eyes already !

"

" Give me the stick. I tell you, or I ."

He did not finish the threat, but held out his hand with a
peremptory gesture.

Edna gave one swift glance around, saw that there were no
other branches within reach, saw too that the dog's face wasbwellmg and bleeding from its bruises, and bending the stick
across her knee she snapped it into three pieces, which shethrew as far as lier strength would permit. There was a brief
palise, broken only by the piteous howling of the suffering
creature and as she began to realize what she had done, Edna's
face reddened and she put her hands over her eyes to shut out
the vision of the enraged man, who was absolutely dumb with in-

fn^l^^v +1 i'
1

'"^ l-resendy ;i sneering laugii caused her
to look through her fingers, and she saw - Ali," the do- now
released, fawning and whining at his master's feet

Aha
!

The way of all natures, human as well as brute

I' '1
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Pet and fondle and pamper them, they turn under your caressing

hand and bite you ; but bruise and trample them, and instantly

t^^ey a e on thcL knees licking the feet that kicked them. Be-

gone ! you bloodthirsty devil ! I'll settle the account at the

kennel. Buftbn is a fool, and Pennant was right after all
,
the

blood of the jackal pricks up your ears."

He spurned the crouching culprit, and as it slunk away m
the direction of the house, Edna found herself

f
^^^^ *ace to face

with the object of her aversion, and she almost wished that the

earth would open and swallow her. Mr. Murray came close

to her, held her hands down with one of his, and placing the

other under her chin, forced her to look at him.

" How dare you defy and disobey mel
" I did not defy you, sir, but I could not help you to uo what

was wrong and cruel."

" I am the judge of my actions, and neither ask your help

nor intend to permit your interference with what does not con-

""^''^GocWs the judge of mine, sir, and if I had obeyed you I

should have been guilty of all you wished to do with that stick.

I don't want to interfere, sir. I try to keep out of your way

and I am very sorry I happened to come here this evening. 1

4id not dream of meeting you; I thought you had gone to

^°
lie read all her aversion in her eyes, which strove to avoid

his, and smiling grimly, he continued :
"You evidently think

that I am the very devil himself, walking the earth like a roaring

lion Mind your own affairs hereafter and when I give you a

positive order obey it. 'm- 1 am master here, and my word is

hiw. Meddling or dis dience I neither tolerate nor torgive.

Do you understand me i

"

" I shall not meddle, sir." .

"That means that you will not obey me unless you thinR

I) )»

^'' She was silent, and her beautiful soft eyes filled with teafs.

"Answer me!"
, , v, i. i, "

" I have nothing to say that you would like to hear.

''What? Out with it!"
^ . , . . ^ ;,i

u You would have a right to chink me impertinent it 1 saui

any more."
, , _ _^ „

» No, I swear I will not devour you, say what you may.

She shook her head, and the motion brought two tears down

on her cheeks.
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" Oh ! you are one of the stubborn, sweet saints, wliose lips
even Torquemada's red-hot steel fingers could not open. Child,
do you hate or dread me most 1 Answer that question."
He took his own handkerchief and wiped away the tears.
" I am sorry for you, sir," she said in a low voice.
He threw his head back and laugluHl derisively.
"Sorry for mel For me? Me? The owner of as many

thousands as there are hairs on your head ! Keep your pity
for your poverty-stricken, vagrant self ! Why the deuce are
you sorry for me ]

"

She withdrew her hands, which he seemed to hold unconsci-
ously, and answered

:

" Because, with all your money, you never will be happy."
"And what the d~l do I care for happiness? I am not

such a fool as to expect "it ; and yet after all, ' Out of the
mouths of babes and sucklings.' Pshaw ! I am a fool never-
theless to waste words on you. Stop ! What do vou think of
my park, and the animals? I notice you often come here."

" The first time I saw it, I thought of Noah and the ark,
with two of every living thing ; but an hour ago it seemed to
me like the garden of Eden, where the animals all lay down to-
gether in peace, before sin came into it."

"And Ali and I entered, like Satan, and completed the
vision ? Thank you, considering the fact that you are on my
premises, and know something of my angelic, sanctified temper,
I must say you Indulge in bold flights of imagery."

" I did not say that, sir."

" You thought it, nevertheless. Don't be hypocritical ! Is
not that what you thought of?"
She made no reply, and anxious to terminate an interview

painfully embarrassing to her, stepped forward to pick up the
history which lay on the grass.

" What book is that ?

"

She handed it to him, and the leaves happened to open at a
picture representing the murder of Becket. A scowl blackened
Ins face as he glanced at it, and turned away muttering

:

" Malice prepense ! or the devil !

"

At a little distance, leisurely cropi)ing the long grass, stood
nis favourite horse, whose arched forehead and peculiar mouse-
colour proclaimed his unmistakable descent from the swift hordes
that scour the Kirghise steppes, and sanctioned the whim which
induced his master to call him " Tamerlane." As Mr. Murray

4
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approacliea his horse, Edna walked away toward the house,

fearin.' that ho might overtake her; but no sound of hoots

reaclu^^l her ears, and looking back as she crossed the ave^uie

and entered the flower-garden, she saw horse and ruler standnig

where she left tliem, and wondered why Mr. Murray was so

still, with one arm on the neck of liis Tartar pet, and his own

head bent down on his hand.

In reflecting upon what had occurred, she felt her repugnance

increase, and began to think that they could not live in the

same house without continual conflicts, which would force her

to abandon the numerous advantages now within her grasp.

The only ray of hope darted through lier mind when she

recalled his allusion to a contemplated visit to the Houth Sea

Islaiuls, and the i)Ossibility of his long absence. Insensibly her

dislike of the owner extended to everything he handled, and

much as she had enjoyed the perus 1 of Dante, she determined

to lose no time in restoring the lost volume, which she felt well

assured his keen eyes would recognize the first time she

inadvertently left it in the library or the greenhouse. The

doubt of lier honesty, which he had expressed to his mother,

rankled in the orphan's memory, and for some days she had

been nerving herself to anticipate a discovery of the book by

voluntarily restoring it. The rencontre in the park by no

means diminished her dread of addressing him on this subject

;

but she resolved that the rendition of Ca-sar's things to Cajsar

should take place that evening before she slept.

CHArTEll VI.

The narrow, vaulted passage leading to Mr, Murray's suite

of rooms was dim and gloomy when Edna approached the par-

tially opened door of the rotunda, whence issued a stream of

light. Timidly she crossed the threshold and stood within on

the checkered floor, whose i)olished tiles glistened under t\w

glare of gas from bronze brackets representing Telamones, that

stood at regular intervals around the apartment. The walls

were painted in Saracenic style, and here and there hung speci-

mens of Oriental armour—Turcoman cimeters, Damascuss words,

Bedouin lances, and a crimson silk' flag, with heavy gold fringe.
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surmounted by a cmscont. Tlio cornico of the lofty, iirched
ceiling was elaborately arabesqued, and as PJdna looked up she
saw througli the glass roof the flickering of stars in the sum-
mer sky. In the centre of the room, immediately under
the dome, stretched a billiard-table, and near it was a" circular
one of black marble, inlaid with red onyx and lapis lazuli,
which formed a miniature zodiac similar to that at Denderah,
wiiile in the middle of this table sat a small IVEurano hour-glass,
tilled with sand from the dreary valley of El Ohor. A huoo
plaster Trimurti stoo^ dose to the wall, Ofl/a-tiiaftgular pedes-
tal of black rock, and the Siva-face and the writhing cobra con-
fronted all who entered. Just ojjposite grinned a red granite
slab with a (piaint basso-relievo taken from the ruins of Elora.
Near the door were two silken divans, and a richly carved urn,
three feet high, which had once ornamented the fac-ade of a
tomb in the royal days of Petra, ere the curse fell on Edom,
now stood an in memorium of the original Necropolis. For
what purpose this room was designed or used Eilna could not
imagine, and after a hasty survey of its singular furniture, she
crossed the rotundo, and knocked at the door that stood slightly
ajar. All was silent ; but the smell of a cigar told her that
the owner was within, and she knocked once more.
''Come in."

"I don't wish to come in; I only want to hand vou some-
thing."

"Oh ! the deuce you don't ! But I never meet people even
half-way, so come in you must, if you Jiave anything to say to
me, I have neither blue blazes nor pitchforks about me, and
you will be safe inside. I give you my word tlujre are no small
devils shut up here, to fly away with whomsoever peeps in !

Either enter, I say, or be off."

The temptation was powerful to accept the alternative ; but
as he had evidently recognized her voice, she pushed open the
door and reluctantly entered. It was a long room, and at the
ene were two beautiful, fluted, white marble pillars, supporting
a handsome arch, were hung heavy curtains of crimson Persian
silk, that were now partially looped back, showing the furni-
ture of the sleeping apartment beyond the richly ca)"ved arch.
For a moment the bright light dazzled the orphan, and she
shaded her eyes ; but the next instant Mr. Murray rose from a
sofa near the window, and advanced a step or two, taking the
cigar from his lips.

:t
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"Come to the window and tako a scat." ,1
He pointed to the sofa; but «lio Hhook her head, and said

"^"'"'^^ave somcthin- wl.idi belongs to you, Mr Murray

which I think you nuist value very mm;li, an<l therotoro I

wanted to see it safe in your own hands."

Without raising her eyes she held the book toward Inin.

"Whatisitr _ ,. „ , ,,

He took it mechanically, and with his gaw fixod on the

r^irl's face; but as she made no reply, he glanced down at it,

'and his stern, swarthy face lighted up joyfully.

"Is it possible? my Dante ! my lost Dante !
Ihe copy that

has travelled round the world in my i)ocket, and hat 1 lost a

year ago, somewhere in tlx' mountains of lennes.see !
birl,

"where did you get if?"

" 1 found it where you left it—on the grass near a black-

smith's shop."
* A blacksmith's shop ! where f
•' Near Chattanooga. Don't you remember^ the sign, under

the horse-shoe, over the door, * Aaron Hunt' 1
"

" No ; but who was Aaron Huntl"

For nearly a minute Ecbia struggled for composure, and look-

ing suddenly up, said falteringly :

« He was my grandfather—the only person in the world i

had to care for, or to love me—and—sir
"

" Well, go on."
, , , I. 11

" You cursed him because your horse fretted, and he could

not shoe him in five minutes."

"Humph!" ,. _ ,.

There was an awkward silence ; St. Elmo Murray bit his lip

and scowled, and, recovering her self-control, the orphan added :

" You put your shawl and book on the ground, and when

you started you forgot them. I called you back and gave you

your shawl ; but I did not see the book for some time after you

rode out of sight."

" Yes, yes, I remember now about the shawl and the shop.

Strange' i did not recognize you before. But how did you

learn that the book was mine ]"

« J ^\i(i rjnt know it was yonra until I came here by

accident, and heard Mrs. Murray call your name ;
then I knew

that the initials written in the book spelt your name. And

besides, I remembered your figure and your voice."
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Again there was a pause, and her mission being ended Edna
turned to go.

" Stop ! Why did you not give it to me when you first

came V
She made no reply, and putting liis }ian<l on her shouhler to

detain her, ho said more gently than she had ever lieard him
speak to any one :

*' Was it because you loved my book and disliked to part with
it, or was it because you feared to come anil speak to a man
whom you hate? Be truthful."

Still she was silent, and raising her face with his palm, ar> he
had done in the park, he continued in the same low, sweet voice,

which she could scarcely l)cliove belonged to him :

" I am waiting for your answer, ami I intend to have it."

Kov large, sad eyes were brimming with j)recious memories,
as she lifted them steadily to meet his, and answered :

" My grandfather was noble and good, and he was all I had
in this world."

" And you cannot forgive a man who happened to be rude
to him ]"

" If you i)lease, Mr. Murray, I would rather go now. I

have given you your book, and that is all I came for."

" Which means that you are afraid of me, and want to get
out of my sight V
She did not deny it, but her face flushed painfully.
" Edna Earl, you are at least honest and truthful, and those

are rare traits at the present day. 1 thank you for preserving
and returning my Dante. Did you read any of it 1"

" Yes, sir, all of it. Good-night, sir."

" Wait a moment. When did Aaron Hunt die V
"Two months after you saw him."
" You have no relatives] No cousins, uncles, aunts?"
*' None that lever heard of. I must go, sir."

"Good night, child. For the present, when you go out in
the grounds, be sure that wolf, Ali, is chain<d up, or you may
be sorry that I did not cut his throat, as I am still inclined to do."
She closed the door, ran lightly acr-oss the rotnndo, and

regaining her own room, felt inexpressibly relieved that the or-

deal v.'as over—that in future there remained no necessity for

her to address one whose very tones made lier siiudder, and the
touch of whose hand filled her with vague dread and loathing.

\^ lien the echo of her retreating steps died away, St. Elmo

1-,
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it

throw his cif,'aroiit of tho window, and wuIIccmI up and down tho

quaint and (!l(!<,'ant rooms, wlioso costly hizarrerie would nioro

appropriatoly havo adorned a villa of rarthono{)0 or Lucanian

Sybaris, than a ct)untry-houHO in soi-dmint " roi)ublican " Anio-

rica. The floor, covorod in winter with velvet carpet, was of

white and black marble, now bare and polislusd as a mirror, re-

fleeting the tiguro of the owner as he crossed it. Oval ormolu

tables, buhl chairs, and oaken and maniuetrie cabinets, loaded

with cameos, intaglios, Abraxoids, whoHO '^ erud Ilion" would

liave filled MneH;ir<-hus with envy, and challenged the admira-

tion of the Samian lapidary who engraved the ring of Poly-

crates ; these and numberless articles of vertit testified to the

univei-sality of what St. Elmo called his " world scrapings," and

to the reckless extravagance and arehaistic taste of the collector.

On a verd-antique table lay a satin cushion, holding a vellutn

MS., botmd in blue velvet, whose uncial letters weie written in

purple ink, powdered with gold-dust, while the nuirgins were

stiff* with gilded iliuminatio»is , and near the cushion, as if pre-

pared to shed light on the curious cryptogr i»hy, stood an ex-

((uisite white glass lamp, shaped like a vase and richly orna-

mented with Arabic inscriptions in nltra-marine l)luo—a pre-

cious relic of some ruined Laura in the Nitrian desert, by the

aid of whose rays the hoary liermits, wliom St. Macarius ruled,

broke the midnight gloom chanting, " Kyrie elelson, C/iriste

eleison," fourteen hundred years before St. Elmo's birth. Im-

mediately opposite, on an embossed ivory-stand, an<l protected

from air and dust by a glass case, were two antique goblets, one

of green Veined agate, one of blood-red onyx ; and into the

coating of wax, si)read along the ivory slab, wore inserted am-

phoraj, one dry and empty, the other a third full of Falernian,

whose topaz drops had grown strangely mellow and golden in

the ashy cellars of Herculaneum, and had doubtless been des-

tintnl for some luxurious triclinium in the days of Titus. A
small Byzantine picture, painted on wood, with a silver frame

ornamented with cornelian stars, and the background heavily

gilded, hung over an etayhre, where lay a leaf from Nebuchad-

nezzar's diary, one of those Babylonish bricks on which his

royal name was stamped. Near it stood a pair of Bohemian

vases representing the two varieties of lotus—one velvety whitti

with rose-coloured veins, the other with delicate blue petals.

This latter whim had cost a vast amount of time, trouble, and

money, it having been found difficult to carefully preserve,
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skotcli, iind [mint them for the mamifajturer in liohoniiii, who
had nov(!r stien tho lioly lotus, and loquiroil Hpocinions. Hut
the indomitable will of tho man, to whoHO wishoH noithor oceans
nor (le.sortH opposed Huceessful barriers, finally triumphed, and
tho coveted treasures fully repaid their price as they glistened
in the gaslight, ])erfect as their prototypes :,lumlH!ring on the
hosom of the Nile, und(<r the blazing midnight stars of rainl(>ss

f^»yp^'* Several handsome, rosewood cases wore filled with rare
b(H)ks—two in i'uli—centuries old ; and moth-eafen volumes
and valuable Mss.—some in parchment, some bound Ik boards

—

recalled the days of astrology and alchemy, and tho sombre
mysteries of Kosicuucianism. Side by side, on an ebony stand,
lay an Elzevir Terence, piinted in r(Hl letters, and a curious
Hirman book, whoso j)ag(!s consisted of thin leaves of ivory,
gilded at the edges ; and here, too, were black rhyta from Chiusi,
and a Cylix from Vulci, and o>«'^ of those (puiint Peruvian jars,

which was so codstrusted tl at, w '^n tilled with water, tho air

escaped in soinuls that rese ubiod th-t of the song or cry of tho
animal represented on the va: o or jr. In tho space between
the tall windows that frontet' the Uwn hung a weird, life-size

picture that took strange hoL; on the imagination of all who
looked at it. A gray-haired Cimbrian Pr( [dietess, in white
vestments and brazen girdle, with cfuwas mantle fastened on
the shoulder by a broad, brazen clasp, stood with bare feet, on a
low, rude scaffolding, leaning upon her sword, and eagerly
watching, with divining eyes, the stream of blood which trickled
from the throat of tho slaughtered human victim down into the
large, brazen kettle beneath the scaffold. The snowy locks and
white mantle seemed to flutter in the wind; and thoso who
gazed on tho stony, inexorable face of the Prophetess, and into
the glittering blue ^oyes, shuddered and almost fancied they
heard the pattering of the gory stream against the sides of tho
brass caldron. But expensive and rare as were these relics of
bygone dynasties and niouhlcring epochs, there was one other
object for which the master would have given everything else
in this museum of curiosities, and tho secret of which no eyes
but his own had yet explored. On a sculptured slab, that once
formed a portion of the architrave of the Cave Temple at Ele-
phanta, was a splendid n urble miniature, fonr feet high, of that
uuracle of ttaracenic architecture, the Taj Mahal at Agra. The
elaborate carving resembled lace-work, and the beauty of the
airy dome and slender, glittering minarets of this mimic tomb

a
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of Noor-Malial could find no parallel, save in the superb and
matchless original. The richly-carved door that closed the
arch of the tomb swung back on golden hinges, and opened
only by^ a curiously-shaped golden key, which never left Mr.
Murray's watch-chain ; consequently what filled the penetralia
was left for the conjectures of the imaginative ; and when his
mother expressed a desire to examine it, he merely frowned and
said hastily : ^

" That is Pandora's box, minuH imprisoned hope. I prefer
it should not be opened."

Immediately in front of the tomb he had posted a grim
sentinel—-a black marble statuette of Mors, modeled from that
hideous little brass figure which Spence saw at Florence, re-
presenting a skeleton sitting on the ground, resting one arm on
an urn.

Filled though it was with sparkling bijouterie that would
have graced the Barberini or Strozzi cabinets, the glitter of
the room was cold and cheerless. No light, childish feet had
ever pattered down the long rows of shining tiles ; no gushing,
mirthful laughter had ever echoed through those lofty win-
dows

;
everything pointed to the past—a classic, storied past,

but dead as the mummies of Karnac, and treacherously, re-
pulsively lustrous as the waves that break in silver circles
over the buried battlements, and rustling palms, and defiled
altars of the proud cities of the plain. No rosy memories of
early, happy manhood lingered here ; no dewy gleam of the
merry morning of life, when hope painted and peopled a
smiling world

; no magic trifles that prattled of the spring-
time of a heart that, in wandering to and fro through the
earth, had fed itself with dust and ashes, acrid and bitter ; had
studiously collected only the melancholy symbols of moulder-
ing ruin, desolation, and death, and which found its best type
in the Taj Mahal, that glistened so mockingly as the gas-li^^ht
flickered over it.

^

A stranger looking upon St. Elmo Murray for the first time,
as he paced the floor, would have found it difficult to realize
that only thirty-four years had ploughed those deep, rugged lines
in his swarthy nnd colourless but still handsome face, where
midnight orgies and habitual excesses had left their unmistak-
able plague-spot, and Mcphistophcles had stamped his signet.
Blase, cynical, scoff"ing, and hopeless, he had stranded his life,

and .. as recklessly striding to his grave, trampling upon the



1

'

1:

jrence, re-

•ne arm on

-ST. ELMO.
61

feelings of all with whom he associated, and at war with a
world, in which his lordly, brilliant intellect would have lifted
him to any eminence he desired, and which, properly directed
would have made him the benefactor and ornament of the
society he snubbed and derided. Like all strong thouf^h mis-
guided natures, the power and activity of his mind enlianced
his wretchedness, and drove him farther and farther from the
path of rectitude

; while the consciousness that he was origin-
ally capable of loftier, purer aims, and nobler pursuits than
those that now engrossed his perverted thoughts, rendered him
savagely morose. For nearly fifteen dreary years, nothing but
jeers and caths and sarcasms had crossed his finely sculptured
lips, which had forgotten how to smile ; and it was only when
the mocking demon of the wine-cup looked out from his gloomy
gray eyes that his ringing, sneering laugh struck like a dagger
to the heart that loved him, that of his proud but anxious
and miserable mother. To-night, for the first time since his
desperate plunge into the abyss of vice, conscience, which he
had believed efiectually strangled, stirrec? feeblv, startlincr him
with a faint moan, as unexpected as the echo" from Mo^ella's
tomb, or the resurrection of Ligeia ; and down the murdered
years came wailing ghostly memories, which even his iron will
could no longer scourge to silence. Clamorous as the aven^in^^
Erinnys, they refused to be exorcised, and goaded him almost
to frenzy.

Those sweet, low, timid tones, " I am sorry for you " had
astonished and mortified him. To be hated and dreaded was
not at all unusual or surprising, but to be pitied and despised
was a sensation as novel as humiliating; and the fact that all
his ferocity failed to intimidate the "little vagrant" was un-
pleasantly puzzling.

For some time after Edna's departure he pondered all that
Had passed between them, and at length he muttered

" How thoroughly she abhors me ! If I touch her, the flesh
abso utely writhes away from my hand, as if I were plague-
stnoken or a lei)er. Her very eyeUds shudder, when she looks
at me—and I believe she would more willingly confront
Apollyon himself. Strange ! how she detests me. I have half
a mind te make her love me, even despite herself. Wha*^^ a
steady brave look of scorn there was in her splendid eyes when
sue told me to my face I was sinful and cruel !

"

He set his teeth hard, and his fingers clinched as if longing
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to crush something ; and then came a great revulsion, a fierce

spasm of remorse, and his features writhed.

" Sinful ] Ay ! Cruel 1. O my lost youth ! My cursed and

wrecked manhood ! If there be a hell blacker than my miser-

able soul, man has not dreamed of, nor language painted it.

What would I not give for a fresh, j)ure, and untrampled

heart, such as slumbers i)eacefully in yonder room, with no

damning recollections to scare sleep from her pillow ] Inno-

.\5, cent childhood !

"

He threw himself into a chair, and hid his face in his hands;

and thus an hour went by, during which he neither moved nor

sighed.

Tearing the veil from the past, he reviewed it calmly, relent-

lessly, vindictively, and at last, rising, he tlnew his head back,

with his wonted, defiant air, and his face hardened and darkened

as he approached the marble mausolem, and laid his hand

upon the golden key.
" Too late ! too late ! I cannot aftbrd to reflect. Thte devil

himself would shirk the reading of.such a record,"

He fitted the key in the lock, but paused and laughed scorn-

fully as he slung it back on his chain.

" Pshaw ! I am a fool ! After all, I shall not need to see

them, the silly, childish mood has passed.^

He filled a silver goblet with some strong, spicy wine, drank

it, and taking down Candide, brightened the gas jets, lighted a

-J
fresh cigar, and began to read as he resumed his walk

;

•' Lord of himself ; that heritage of woe

—

That fearful empire which the human breast

But holds to rob the heart within of rest."

CHAPTEK VII.

Mrs. Murray had informed Edna that the gentleman whom
she had engaged to instruct her resided in the neighbouring

town of -, and one Monday morning in August she carried

her to SCI him, telling her, as they drove along, that he was

the minister of the largest church in the country, was an old

friend of lier family, and that she considered herself exceeding-

ly fortunate in having ]>revailed upon him to consent to under-

take her education. The parsonage stood on tlie skirts of the
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village, in a square immediately opposite the church, and
was separated from it by a wide, handsome street, lined on
either side with elm trees. The old-fashioned house was of
brick, with a wooden portico jutting out over the front door,

and around the slender pillars twined honeysuckle and clematis
tendrils, purple with clustering bells ; while the brick walls
were draped with luxuriant ivy, that hung in festoons from the
eaves, and clambered up the chimneys and in at the windows.
The daily-swept walk leading to the gate was bordered with
white and purple lilies

—" flags," as the villagers dubbed them
—and over the little gate sprang an arch of lattice-work loaded
with Belgian and English honeysuckle, whose fragrant wreaths
drooped til they touched the heads of all who entered. When
Mrs. Murray and Edna ascended the steps and knocked at the
open door, bearing the name " Allan Hammond, " no living
thing was visible, save a thrush that looked out shyly from the
clematis vines ; and after waiting a moment, Mrs. Murray
entered unannounced. They looked into the parlour, with its

cool matting and white curtains and polished, old-fashioned,

mahogany furniture, but the room was unoccupied, then passing
on to the library or study, where tiers of books rose to the
ceiling, they saw, through the open window, the form of the
pastor, who was stooping to gather the violets blooming in the
little shaded garden at the rear of the house. A large white
cat sunned herself on the strawberry bed, and a mocking-bird
sang in the myrtle-tree that overshadowed the study-window.
Mrs. Murray called to the minister, and taking off" his straw
hat he bowed, and came to meet them.

" Mr. Hammond, I hope I do not interrupt you V
" No, Ellen, you never interrupt me. I was merely gather

ing some violets to strew in a child's coffin. Susan Archer,
poor thing ! lost her little Winnie last night, and I knew she
would like some flowers to sprinkle over her baby."
He shook hands with Mrs. Murray, and turning to her com-

panion offered his hand, saying kindly :

"This is my pupil, Edna, I presume 1 I expected you several
(lays ago, and am very glad to see you at last. Come into the
house and let us become .icquainte<l at once,"
As he lead the way to the library, talking the while to Mrs.

Murray, Edna's eyes followed him with an expression of intense
veneration, for he appeared to her a living original of the pic-

tured prophets—the Samuel, Isaiah, and Ezekiei, whose faces
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she had studied in the large illustrated Bible that lay on a

satin cusliion in the sitting-room at Le Bocage. Sixty-five

years of wrestling and conquests on the " Quarantina" of life

had set upon his noble and benignant countenance the seal of

holiness, and shed over his placid features the mild, sweet light

of a pure, serene heart, of a lofty, trusting, sanctified soul.

His white hair and beard had the silvery sheen which seems

peculiar to prematurely gray heads, and the snowy mass won-

derfully softened the outline of the face ; while the pleasant

smile on his lips, the warm, cheering light in his bright, blue

eyes won the perfect trust, the profound respect, the lasting

love and veneration of those who entered the charmed circle of

his influence. Learned without i)edantry, dignified but not

pompous, genial and urbane ; never forgetting the sanctity of

his mission, though never thrusting its credentials into notice

;

judging the actions of all with a leniency which he denied to

his own ; zealous without bigotry, charitable, yet rigidly just,

as free from austerity as levity, his heart throbbed with warm,

tender sympathy for bis race ; and wliile none felt his or her

happiness complete until his cordial congratulations sealed it,

every sad mourner realized that her burden of woe was light-

ened when poured into his sympathizirig ears. The sage coun-

sellor of the aged among his flock, he was the loved companion

of the younger members, in whose juvenile sports and sorrows

he was never too busy to interest himself; and it was not

surprising that over all classes and denominations he wielded

an influence incalculable for good. The limits of one church

could not contain his great heart, which went forth in yearning

love and fellowship to his Christian brethren and co-labourers

throughout the world, while the refrain of his daily work was,

" Bear ye one another's burdens." So in the evening of a life

blessed with the bounteous fruitage of good deeds, he walked

to and fro, in the wide vineyard of God, with the light of peace,

of faith, and hope, and hallowed resignation shining over his

worn and aged face.

Drawing Edna to a seat beside him on the sofa, Mr. Haiii-

mond said :

" Mrs. Murray has intrusted your education entii-ely to me
;

but before I decide positively what books you will require, I

should like to know what pai'ticular branches of study you love

best. Do you feel disposed to take up Latin 1"

" Yes, sir—and "
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Well, go on, my dear Do not hesitate to speak freely."
If you please sir, I should like to study Greek also

"

• O nonsense, Ldna
! women never have any use for Greek •

It wouhl only he a waste of your time," interrupted Mrs'.Murray. ' i " x,j.l^.

Mr. Hammond smiled and shook his head

" t should not think tl.at I w,vh well or thoroushlv educated

theirol:t:.uSr""""
^"'"'^^ '""• Demosthene. wrote in

" Why, what do you know al)out those men f
Only what Plutarch says."

;'
What kind of books do you read with most pleasure V" History and travels." '

caauie i

" Are you fond of arithmetic V
" No sir."

ma^iS'tll forj!.::,J."''
""" '""•" ™-'' -- >- f- -the.

"I should think thr.t, with all mv life before n,e I miri.tstudy both; and even if I should have no usofor^'it would

ty isTtr'""
*" ""''""""''' '*• ^'"'^''"S'' - '-- in tt

"Certainly not half so often as ignorance. A'erv well • v„.,shall learn Greek as fast as you please I should LT. '/
you read son.ething. HereI JoldTnitl/s De rtfvtllalTsuppose you try a few lines; begin here at Swtt las fhe

Ellen did yon ever see a genuine bluo stocking?"
^^^_^^I a^, happy to be able to say that I w,« never so uufor-

You nnnwiVliai- vniircolf In-.l-- '

«.ae^H^n„WerS^^^
J-0 be consistent of course T mn.f

»Jiuwning{

^.ow we w„n.en are ueve;r;pJser .XlEl^rlr
5 '

!' I

«|

u
«

-- %
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much less possess tliB jewel itself; and beside, sir, you take un-

due advantage of n^e, for the women you mention were U'uly

gi-cit geniuses. I was not objecting to genius in women."
" Without these auxiliaries and adjuncts which you depre-

cate so earnestly, would their native genius ever have distin-

guished them, or charmed and benefitted the world i Br: Uiant

success makes blue -stockings autocratic, and !.,l;e v/orld Jt;*tter.s

and crowns them ; unt misuccessful aspirants !ut strangle »j' witli

an offensive .-^jbriqurt, than which it wt^re be*Mn- fiuxt tJiey ha <

millstones tied aboui. their necks. Aiior all, i^llen, it is rather

ludicrous, and seems very unfaii- that thn whole (lass of literary

ladies should be sneered at on account of tlio colour of Stilling-

tieet's stockings eighty years aj^;
«."

" If you please, sir, i should like to know the meaning of

' blue-stocking ' f said Edna.
" You are in a fair way to understand it if you btutlv Greek,"

ans\^-ful Mrs. Murray, "laughing at tjie j)iizzle(j expression of

the c^i/kIU':;! .'. ouut.enance.

Mr. Jiy,rii'.'\',>nd suiHed, and replied:

" A ' l'.v,i-si,ocking,' my dear, is generally supposed to be a

lady, neili.'.r yuuug, pleasant, nor pretty (and in most in-

:stancek; unmarried), who is unamiable, un^'l•aceful, and untidy,

ignorant of all douaestic accomplishments ind truly feminine

acquirements, and ambitious of appearing very learned ;
a

woman whose lingers are more frequently Jidorned with ink-

spots than thimble ; who holds houseket^piiig in detestation,

and talks loudly about politics, science, and plulosophy ;
who is

ugly, and learned, and cross ; whose hair is never smooth and

whose ruiiles are never fluted. Is that a correct likeness,

Ellen r
"As good as one of Brady's photographs. Take warning,

Edna."
"The title of * blue-stocking,' " continued the pastor, "origin-

ated in a jest, many, many years ago, when a circle of very

brilliant, witty, and elegant ladies in London, met at the house

of Mrs. Vesey, to listen to and take part in the conversation of

some of the most gifted and learned men England has ever pro-

duced. One of those gentlemen, Stillingfleet, who always wore

blue stockings, was so exceedingly agreeable and instructive,

that when he chanced to be absent, the company declared liit-

party was a failure without 'the blue stockings,' as he was

familiarly called. A Frenchman, who )^^ 1 of the circum-
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s ance, gave to tJiese conversati.>uuI gatl.o.-ings the name of ' ha.W.^. winch means blue stoekin.^^s
; and honJe, you so^ tJZpopular acceptation. I mean in public opinion^ tl e luut o ^title, which was given in compliment to a verv clutrnii Ztleman, is now supposed to belong to very tiresome r.^dt^tf."

di^a^eeable ladies. Do you imdersta^l^ m^^ ^ ^ ^"'

I do not quite understand why ladies have not as good alight to be learned and wise as gentlemen " "'

lo satisfy you on that point, would involve more histories!

l>,j,.r>..f+
^ outtun all the books vou need nnrliiei-eafter you must come to me everv inoi-nJn., ../ ',

.

As they rode homeward, Edna asked :"Has Mr. Hammond a familv?"

thai^:ij;:„'r''
'" *•"»""-- "a^- B,.* why Uo y„,. a.k

mcl'oZ.""
'"''• '""' ' "'"'"''"'^'' ^'-'"^

'^''P' 'h- house in «„el,

hohUaW " T^ '"*''"' ""™"* *'» '"te-'x to his houseJioiu allairs. In your intercourse w\ih M,. vr \ .

"""'^^-

ful uot to allude t'u his ao^nZ:^:^!^.^"'"'"'^^' '"' '•''<'

with the ha„,.hty ai. whiol^^a ^i* ZS I'^'il^r'she compressed her lins, lowere.l l,e,. ^„il i
'

*''"'*''

and abstracted until ia^v .^ed'hUe '

""' ''""""'='' »"""*

uoltSrir-^e^S'V;'?dnr™'5'' ?-"™"™ »• »'>'Ji™

gently ;nd.kilf"li;;:d«l b; he hI,'^^^^^^
",^ f •'''" ""'^

innished the mental Simti for ^icIehuL« '"
'"""'"

so-ace, viiS:,si"^r„ '.^rr.irtr^'"''''?'^ -, "'-^

Haioeuas held his liter-irv .,«=;,„ VI,? *'»4'"l"iu where
text.b«,ks thatta Tl»ir witht :.V

."' ^'"'^T^ " ''"^

'(

'

r I'

fc:l!i

iH*



ill
!':

a.'^H'i'^-Mimfimtt^.t.:

68 ST. ELMO.

ill I

i

thought and study gradually stretched out into a broader,

grander cycle, embracing, as she grew older, the application of

those great principhis that underlie modern science and crop

out in ever-vai-yiug phenomena and empirical classifications.

Edna's tutor seemed impressed with the fallacy of the popular

system of acquiring one branch of learning at a time, locking it

away as in drawers of rubbish, never to be opened, where it

moulders in shapeless confusion till swept out ultimately to

make room for more recent scientific invoices. Thus in lieu of

the educational plan of " finishing natural philosophy and

chemistry this session, and geology and astronomy next term,

and taking up moral science and criticism the year we grad-

uate," Mr. Hammond allowed his pupil to finish and lay

aside none of her studies ; but sought to impress upon her the

great value of Jilackstone's aphorism :
" For sciences are of a

sociable disposition, and flourish best in the neighbourhood of

each other ; nor is there any branch of learning but may be

helped and improved by assistance drawn from other arts."

Finding that her imagination was remarkably fertile, he re-

quired her, as she advanced in years, to compose essays, letters,

dialogues, and sometimes orations, all of which were not only

written and handed in for correction, but he frequently directed

her to recite them from memory, and invited hei" to assist him,

while he dissected and criticised either her diction, line of argu-

ment, choice of metaphors, or intonation of voice. In these

compositions he encouraged her to seek illustration from every

department of letters, and convert her theme into a focus, vpon

which to pour all the concentrated light which research could

reflect, assuring her that what is often denominated " far-fet-

chedness," in metaphors, furnishes not only evidence of the

laborious industry of the writer, but is an in- j lied compliment

to the cultured taste and general knowledge of those for whose

entertainment or edification they are employed—provided al-

ways said metaphors and similes really illustrate^ elucidate, and

adorn the theme discussed- -when properly understood.

His favoui-ite plea in such instances was, " If Humboldt and

Cuvier, and Linnwus, and ]^]hrenberg have made mankind their

debtors by scouring the physical cosmos for scientific data,

which every living savant devours, assimilates, and reproduces

in dynamic, physiologic, or entomologic theories, is it not equiilly

laudable in scholars, orators, and authors—nay, is it not obliga-

tory on them, to subsidize the vast cosmos of literature, to oir-
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cumnavigato tlio world of belloi-kttres, in soarcli of now lumii-
spheres of thought, and spice islands of illustifitions

; l)ringinor

their rich gleanings to the great public mart, where men baHcr
their intellectual merchandise 1 Wide as the universe, and free
as its winds, should be the range of the human mind."'

Yielding allegiance to the axiom that " the proper stuWy of
mankind is man," and recognizing the fact that history faith-
fully epitomizes the magnificent triumphs and stupendous fail-;

ures, the grand cai)acities and innate frailties of the races, he
fostered and stimulated his pupil's fondness of historic investi-
gation

; while in impressing upon her memory the chronologic
sequence of events he not only gi-ouped into"^great epochs tluj

principal dramas, over which Clio holds august critical tribunal,
but so carefully selected her miscellaneous reading, that poetry,
novels, biography, and essays reflected light upon the actors of
tlie particular epoch which she was studying; and thus, through
the subtile, but imperishable links of association of ideas,
chained them in her mind.
The extensive library at Lo Socage and the valuable collec-

tion of books at the parsonage challenged research, and, with
a boundless ambition, equalled only by her patient, persevering
application, Edna devoted herself to the acquisition of knowt
ledge, and astonished and delighted her teacher by the rapidity
of her progress and the vigour p.nd originality of her restless in-
tellect.

The noble catholicity of spirit that distinguished Mr. Ham
mond's character encouraged her to discuss freely the ethical
and psychological problems that arrested her attention as she
grew older, and facilitated her appreciation and acceptance of
the great fact, that all bigotry springs from narrow minds and
partial knowledge. He taught her that truth, scorning mono-
polies and deriding patents, lends some valuable elements to al-
most every human system

; that ignorance, superstition, and
nitolerance are the red-handed Huns that ravage society, im-
molating the pioneers of progress upon the shrine of preiudice
—fettering science—blindly bent on divorcing natural and re
vealed truth, which God " hath joined together " in holy and
eternal^ wedlock; and while they battle a I'outrcmce with every
innovation, lock the wheels of human advancement, turning a
deaf ear to the thrilling cry :

Yet I (loubt not through tlie ages one increasing purpose runs,
And the thoughts of men are widened with the process of the suns.

^
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If ('arlylf^ iKi cont»ct in liiw (IcH-lamtioii that "Truly, a think-
iiiij man is tho worst (momy tlus jirince of darkness can have,
and ovory tinu' such a ono announcos Iiimself there runs a
sliudder tlironi^li tJie netlior rnipiro, w hero now oinissarios ui-o

trained with no"- '.-''os. to lioodwink aii<l liiindoiifl" him," who
can donbt th < ' >ynasty of Khlis will instantly termin-
ate, when v'veiy

, i,iiit in Christendom, from tho frozen shores
of SpitzVcri^en to the .tjrpon dells of Owhyhoe, from tho shinin.i.'

spires of i „uropo to tho rocky battltnnents th;it front the raeific,

shall bo filled with meek and holy men of ripe scholarship and
i-esistles.s .lofpunice, whose scientific erudition kooi»s pace with
their evani!;(;licMl piety, m' . > irre))roachal)lo lives attest

tliat th(!ir hearts are indeed hallowed temples of that lovinj,'

charity " that snfferoth lon<,' and is kind ; that \annteth not it-

self, is not puffed up ; think(>th no e\ il ; bearoth all thinfjs,

Jiopeth all thiuiis, (Midureth nil thing's?"

While ('hrist Ma Iked to and I'ro amonj^ the ])alms and
poppies of Palestim\ <,dorifyinjf? anew an accursed and degraded
human nature, unlettered fishermen, Avho mended their nets
and trimmed their sails along the blue waves of (»alileo, wore
fit instruments, in his guiding hands, for the dissemination of
his gospel; but when the days of the Incarnation ended, and
Jesus returned to the Father, all tlu^ learning and the miirhtv
genius of Saul of Tarsus Avero required to confiw.u and I'ofute

the scoffing sojdiists who, replete with philhellenic lore, and
within sight of the marvellous triglyphs .and metopes of the
Parthenon, gathered on Mars' Hill to defend their marble
altars to the Unknown (iod."

.•H'l

CHi\^TEE YTII.

During the months of Sejitember and October Mrs. Murray
filled the hou' with comi>a] , and pa- lies of gentlemen came
from time ti) time to enjoy tue game season and take }»art in

the hunts to which St. Elmo devoted himself. There were ele-

gant dinners and pet its i^oHper- thfl would not Lave disgraced
Tnscubim. or made Lu' 'lusl'iiali wi:en T*!!mpp.\ antl C'ef^rn

sought to suriuii^e hiui tl " Apollo ;" ti sere were billiard-

n; itches and horse-race iw. lerry gatherings at the ten-pin

alley; and laughter, an«l music, and dane 4 usurped the
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dominions wliero silenco and g,. ,fQ had so lonj,' rei^'ned. Nat-
urally .shy and nnaccuHtoinod to companionship, VAmx felt no
desire to participato in these festivities, ])ut hecanio more and
more absorbed in lier studies, and her knovvl(>d<,'e of the com-
pany was limited to tlie brief intercourse of the tabhi, wliere
she observed the deference yielded to the opinions of the
master of the house, and the drc.id that all manifested lest

they should full under the hish of his iniTcilcss sarcasm. An
IshmiM'l in society, his uplift(Ml hand smote all cMmvention-
alities and shams, spared neither ap;e nor sex, nor sanctuaries,
and acknowh^dijed sanctity nowher*^ The punctilious court esy
of his manner polished and pointed his satire, and when a per-
sonal application of his remarks was possible, h(! would bow
gracefully to the hidy indicated, an<l till her glass with wine,
while he filled her heart with chagrin and rankling hate.
Since the restoration of the Dante, not a word had passed be-
tween him and Edna, who regarded him with increasing detes-
tation

; but on one occasic, , when the conversation was general,
and he sat silent at the foot of the table, she looked up at him
and founti his eyes fixed on her face. Inclining his head
slightly to arrest her attention, he handed a decanter of sherry
to one of the servants, with some brief direction, and a moment
after her glass was filled, and the waiter said :

"Mr. Murray's compliments to Aaron Hunt's grand-daiigh-
ter." Observation had taught her what was customary on
such occasions, and she knew that he had once notir-ed her
taking wine with the gtmtleman who sat next to her ; but now
•pugnance coiupiored politeness, tlm men (ion of her f^rand-

fathei name seemed an insult from his hps, and putting her
hand • her glass, she looked him full in the face and shook
her head. ^"vei theless he lifted his wine, bowed, and drank
the last drop m the crystal goblet ; then turned to a gentleman
on his right hand, and instantly entertti inso a learned dis-
cussion on the superiority of the wines of the TjevauL over
those of Germany, rp g triumphantly the is of M. de
Nevers

:

Sur la !ii mbrane de leur sons,
Font (1 sillons cliarmans.

"

When the ladi' g withdrew to the narloiiv he rose, as -was his
custom, and held the door op. u for them. Edna was tiie last
of the party, and as she puHsed him he smiled mockinfflv a d
said

:

° •"

1 .jr ii|i
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"It WiiH tinfortiiiuitr tliat my jiiotlin- (.mittod to cuumorato
etiquotto in the catiiloguo of studicvs luosfjcuted at tho pai.soii-
age."

Instantly tl.f^ answer HpnnijL,' to licr Hits :

"S1j(! knew J liu<l a tcac'lu!!- for tliat Nrundi, ncaror liomo ;"

l.ut hvY conscience Hnioti^ lier, slie reidvssed \\a\ words, and said
gravely

:

"My reason was, tliat I think only good frienils should take
wine together."

"This is y, ir <leclaration of war] Very well, onh remem-
ber I raise a black flag and show no quarter. Woe to the con-
quered !"

She hurried away to the library, and tluinceforth "kept out
of his way" more assidiiously than ever ; while the fact that ho
scrutinized her closely, rendei(>d her constrained and uncom-
fortable, when forc(!d to enter his i)resence. Mrs. Murray well
understood her hostile feeling toward her son, l)ut she never
alluded to it, and his name was not mentioned by (.'ithisr.

One by one the guests de))arte(l
; autumn pa.s.sed, winter was

ushered in by wailing winds and drizzling rains; and one morn-
ing as Edna cam. out of the hothouse, with a basketful of
camellias, sho saw St. Elmo bidding his mother good-b\ , as he
started on his long journey to Oceanica. Thev stoo(i on i\\v.

steps, Mrs. Murray's h(;ad rested on his shoulder, and bitter
tears were falling on her cheeks as she talked (eagerly and
rai)idly to him. Edna heanl him say impatiently :

"You ask what is im])Ossible ; it is worse than useless to
urge me. Better i)ray that I may find a jteaceful grave in the
cinnamon groves and under the 'plumy palms' of the far
South."

He kissed his mother's cheek and sprang into the saddle, but
checked his horse at sight of the orphan, who stood a few yards
distant.

" Are you coming to say good-by ? Or do you reserve such
courtesies for your ' good friends '?"

Regret for her former rudeness and sympathy for Mrs.
Murray's uncontrollable distress softened' her heart toward
him. She selected the finest white camellia in tlu! basket,
walked close to the horse, and, tendering (lie flower, said

:

" Good-bye, sir. T hope yoi, will enjoy your travels."
"And prolong them indefinitely] Ah ! you offer a flag of

truce ] I warned you I should not respect it. Yoi know my
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motto, 'Nemo me hnpun,; lace^Hlt ." Tluu.k you for this lovelv
peaco of}(.r.njr. 8inco yo„ aro willir.g to n.-i^otiato, nui and
op.i the gatu l,,r ,ne. I may never pass tluougl. it again ox-
ccpt as a ghoHt. a '^^

SIh, placuHl h.M- Laskot on tl.o stei.s and ran down tiio avonuo
whilo he paused to say Hou.etl.ing t„ his niothor. E<Ina knew
that he expected to he absent, possibly, several years, and whih,
Hhe regretted th.. pain whieh his .bparture gave her l.enefae-
ross she conhl not avoid r«.joieing at the relief she promised

iierselt rhmng Jus sojourn in foreign huids.
Sk)wly ho ro<le ah.ng the veneral.h, aish, of ehns tfuit had

overarched his elnhhsh Jumd in tiie sonny morning of a .piickly
ck„.ded life and as he reached the gate, which Kdna hekl open,
\w. dismounted. ^ '

" Kdna, if you are as truthful in all matters ,,s you Jiave
proved in yonr dislikes, I n.ay safely intrust this key to your
keepuig. It belongs to that marble temple in my sittin--room
am opens a vault that contains my will, and a box of papers'and-some other things that I value. There is no i,o.ssibility
of entering it, except with this key, and no one but myself
knows the contents. I wi.sh to leave the key with you, on' two
con.htions

;
hrst, that you never mention it to anyone-not

even my mother, or allow Ikm- to suspect that you' have it
•

.secondly that you promi.se mo solemnly you will not open thetomb or temple unle.ss I fail to return at the close of four years.
Tins IS the tenth of December-four years from to.lay, if I am
not here, «;«/ ,J you have yood reason to connider me dead take
tl>i8 key (which I wish you to wear about your jjerson) to my
mother, inform her of this conversation, and then open the
vault tan you resist the temjitation to look into it? Think
well before you answer."
He had disengaged the golden key from his watch chain and

"('In It in ins hand.
" I should not like to take charge of it, Mr. Murray. YourMx certainly trust your own mother sooner than an utter

stranger like myself."
He frowned and muttered an oath ; then exclaimed :

vonrt w'T' ^ '^° ''°* ''^'°°''' ^"^ ^^^^^ '^^ >" '*^ny li""'!'^ but
yours. Will you promise or will you not?"

oonnr
'^'"''^'"^ wretchedness, the "savage hopelessness of liis

n^no!""''? ""r^
^"""^ ^^'^^"'^ ^^^ g"*^' ^""'^ ^^^''' '' moment'sW '

"""^
"" '^T"* '*'"«"S^^ '''^^' '*«^' ^«^'*' «he extendt-d heriiand, saymg with evident reluctance :

:M

i
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"Give me tho key, i will not betray your trust."
" Do you promise me solemnly that you will never open that

vault, except in accordance with my directions] Weigh tho
promise well before you give it."

" Yes, sir ; I promise most solemnly."
He laid the key in her palm and continued :

" My mother loves you—try to make her happy while I niii

away
; and if you succeed, you will hv, tho first jierson to whoin

I have ever been indebted. I hav(^ loft directions concerniui,'
my books and the various articles in my rooms. Fool no hesi-
tation in examining any that may interest you, and see that
the dust does not ruin them. Good-bye, child ; take care of mv
mother."

He held out his hand, she gave him hers for an instant only,
and he mounted, lifted his cap, and i'od'> away.

Closing the ponderous gate, Kdna leaned her face against the*

iron bars, and watched the lessening form. Gradually trees
intervened, then at a bend in the i-oad she saw him wheel his
horse as if to return. For some mouKnits he remained stationary,
looking back, but sudchmly disappeansd

; and, with a sigh of
indescribable relief she retraced her steps to the house. As
she approached the spot where Mrs. Murray still sat, with hei-

face hidden in her handkerchief the touch of the little key,
tightly folded in her palm, brought a painful consciousness of
concealment and a tinge of shame to her cheeks ; for it seemed
in her eyes an insidt to her benefactress that tho guardianshi[)
of the papers should have been withheld from hrr.

She would have stolen away to her own room to secrete tho
key

;
but Mrs. Murrav called her, and as she sat down beside

her the miserable mother threw her arms around the orphan,
and resting her cheek on her head w(>pt bitterly. Timidlv, but
very gently and tenderly, the latter strove to comfort her,
caressing the white hands that were clasped in almost despairing
anguish.

" Dear Mrs. Murray, do not grieve so deeply
; he may como

back much earlier than you expect. Ke Avill get tired of
travelling, and come back to his own oeautiful home, and to
you, who love him so devotedly."

" No, no ! he will stay away as long as possible. It is not
beautiful to him. He hates Jiis home and forgets me ! Mv
loneliness, my anxiety, are nothing in comparison to his morbiil
love of change. I shall never see him again."
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•' Hut he loves you very much, and that will bring him to
I
you."

"Why do you think soT
'' Ho pointed to you, a few moments ajyo, and his face was

full of wretchedness when he told me, ' Make my mother happy
while I am gone, and you will be the first person to whom I
have ever been indeV)tfcd.' Do not weep so, dear Mrs. Murray;
(!o(l can preserve him as well on sea as here at home."
"Oh

! but he will not pray for himself!" sobbed the mother.
" Then you must pray all the more for him ; and go where

ho will, ho cannot get beyond God's sitrht, or out of His merci-
ful hands. Yon know Christ said, 'Whatsoever you ask in my
name, I will do it ;' and if the Syrophenician's Vlaughter was
saved not by her own prayers, but by her mother's faith, why
should not God save your son if you pray and believe?"

Mrs. Murray clasped Edna closer to her heart, and kissed
her warmly.

" You are my only comfort ! If J had your faith I should
not be so unhappy. My dc^ar child, promise me one thing, that
every time you pray you will remember my son, and ask God
to preserve him in his wanderings, and bring him safely back
to las mother

! I know you do not like him, but for my sake
\\illyou not do this?"

" My prayers are not worth much, but I will always remem-
ber to pray for him

; and, Mrs. Murray, while he is away, sup-
pose you have family prayer, and let all the household join in
]»mymg for the absent master. I think it would be such a
l)lo.ssm<r and comfort to you. Gi-andpa always had prayer night
Hnd morning, and it made every dav seeni almost as holy as
•Sunday." "

"

Mrs. Murray was silent a little while, and answered hesitat-
inn'ly

:

'' Hut, my dear, I should not know how to offer up prayers
before the family. I can pray for myself, hat I should not 'like
to f)ray aloud."

There was a second pause, and finally she said

:

II

Edna, would you l)e williuir to conduct prayers for me?"
" It is your house, and God expects the head of every family

t^ sot an example. Even the iiM.jrnns offered sHcrifioos p\t^rv
<hiy for the good of the household, and you know the dews hail
mornnig and evening sacrifices; so it seems to nu^ family prayer

1
1« Hi'oh abeautiful oflTering on the altar of the hearthstone. If
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you do not wish to pray yourself, you could read a prayer

;

there is a Ijook called Family Prayer, with selections for every

day in the week. I saw a copy at the parsonage, and I can got

one like it at the book store if you desire it."

** That will suit my purpose much better than trying to com-

pose them myself. You must get the book for me. JJut, Ednu,

don't go to school to-day, stay at home with me ; I am so lonely

and low-spirited. I will tell Mr. Hammond that I co\ild not

spare you. Beside, I want you to help me to arrange some

valuable relics belonging to my son, and now that I think of it,

he told me he wished you to use any of his books or MSS. that

you might like to examine. This is a gi-eat honour, child, for he

has refused many grown people admi.ssion to his rooms. Come
with me, 1 want to lock up his curiosities."

They went through the rotundo and into the rooms together
;

and Mrs. Murray busied herself in carefully removing tlio

cameos, intaglios, antique vases, goblets, etc., etc., from the

tables, and placing them in the drawers of the cabinets. As

she crossed the room, tears fell on the costly trifles, and finally

she approached the beautiful miniature temple, and stooped to

look at the fastening. She selected the smallest key on the

bunch, that contained a dozen, and attempted to tit it in the

small opening, but it was too large ; then she tried her watch-

key, but without success, and a look of chagrin crossed her sad,

teai'-stained face

—

** St. Elmo has forgotten to leave the key with me."

Edna's face grew scarlet, and stooping to pick up a heavy

cornelian seal that had fallen on the carpet, she said hastily :

" What is that marble temple intended to hold ]"

** I have no idea ; it is one of my son's oriental fancies. I

presume he uses it as a private desk for his papers."
" Does he leave the key with you when he goes from homo 1"

" This is the first time he has left home for more than a few-

weeks since he brought this gem from the East. I must write

to him about the key before he sails. He has it on hi.-} watch-

chain.
"

The same curiosity which, in ages long past, prompted the

discovery of the Eleusinian or Cabiri mysteries now suddtuily

took possession of Edna, as she looked wonderingly at tin'

shining facade of the exquisite Taj Mahal, and felt that only «

promise stood between her and its contents.

Escaping to her own room, she proceeded to secrete the
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troublesome key, and to reflect upon the unexpected circum-
stances v/hich not only rendered it her duty to pray for the
wanderer but necessitated her keej)ing always about her a ^ou-
vemr of the man whom she could not avoid detesting, and was
yet forced to remember continually.
On the following day, when she went to her usual morning

recitation, and gave the reason for her absence, she noticed that
Mr. Hammond's hand trembled, and a look of keen sorrow
setticd on his face.

I'

Gone again
! and so soon ! So far, far away from all tfood

influences

!

^

He put down the Latin grammar and walked to the window
where he stood for some time, and when he returned to his arm-
chair Edna saw that the muscles of his face were unsteady

" Did he not stop to tell you good-bye V
" No, my dear, he never conies to the parsonage now When

he was a boy, I taught him here in this room, as I now teach
you. Jiiit tor hiteen years he has not crossed my threshold.
and yet 1 never sleep until I have prayed for him "

" Oh
! I am so glad to hear that ! Now 1 know he will be

saved.

The minister shook his gray head, and Edna saw tears in his
mild blue eyes as he answered :

.
''^"^^^'^ I'^V^'^^^rice and faith cannot be oflfered by proxy -• - '

to God. bo long as St. Elmo Murray persists in insulting his ^s..t..A.
Maker, I shudder for his final end. He has the finest intellect ^..i -

ihave ever met among living men; but it is unsanctified—
worse stil

,
it is dedicated to the work of scofiing at and blas-

plieming the truths of religion. In his youth he promised to
prove a blessing to his race and an ornam^.nt to Christianity

;

''".
wV'^/i!'"''''' i"",

^''^ ^""''^'^ '^"^ '' '^'-^'''-y t>"rden to himself."
What changed him so sadly V

" Some melancholy circumstances that occurred early in his
lite. Edna, ho planned and built that beautiful church where
you come on Sabbath to hear me preach, and about the
line It was finished he went off to college. When he returned

lie av-oided me, and has never yet been ijiside of the costly
church which his taste and his money constructed. Still, whife
1 live, 1 shall not cease to pray for him, hoping that in God's

bovho'd'''"
""' "''"*' "" "^^ ^^ "**" ^^"*"*' ^'^^^ °*" '^^^

" Mr. Hammond, is he not a very wickwJ man V

4
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" He had originally the noblest heart I ever knew, and was

as tender in liis sympathies as a woman, while he was almost
reckless in his nuinilicent charities. But in his present irre-

ligious state I hear that he has grown bitter and sour and
illiberal. Yet, however repulsive his manner may be, I can-
not believe that his nature is utterly perverted. He is dissi-
pated but not unprincipled. Let him rest, my child, in the
ham is of his God, who alone can judge him.' We can but pray
and hope. Go on with your lesson."

The recitation was resumed and ended ; but Edna was well
aware that for the first time her teacher was inattentive, and
the heavy sighs that passed his lips almost unconsciously told
her how sorely he was distressed by the erratic course of his
quondam pupil.

Wheu^ she rose to go home she asked the name of the author
of the l^'amily Pi-ayers which she wished to i»urc]iase for Mrs.
Murray, and the pastor's face flushed with pleasure as he heard
of her cherished scheme.

" My dear child, be circumspect, be prudent ; above all

things, be consistent. Search your own heart; try to make
your life an exposition of your faith ; let profession and practice
go hand in hand; ask God's special guidance in the difficult
position in which you are placed, an«l your influence for good in
Mrs. Murray's family may be beyond all computation." Laying
his hands on her head, he continued tremulously :

'< O my
God

: if it be thy will, make her the instrument of rescuing, ere
it be indeed too late. Help me to teach her aright ; and let her
pure life atone for all the inconsistencies and wrongs that have
weil-nigli wrought eternal i-uin."

Turning quickly away, hi; left tiie room, before she could
even catcii a glimpse of his countenance.
The strong and lasting all".' -tioii that sprang up between

instructor and pupil—the sense; of dependence on each other's
society—rarely occuis among persons in whose ages so great a
disparity exists. Spring and autumn have no affinities—age
has generally no sympathy for the gushing sprightlir.ess, the
eager questioning, the ro.se-hued dreams and aspirations of
young people

;
and youth shrinks chilJod !»nd constrained from

the austere companionship of those who, with snowy locks
gililed by the fading rays of a setting sun, totter down the hill

of iUe, journeying to the dark and silent valley of the shadow uf
death.
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Preferiiiig Mr. Hainniond's society to that of the comparative
strangers who visited Mrs. Murray, Eduu spent half of her time
at the quiet parsonage, and the remainder witli her books and
music. That under auspices so favourable her i)rogress was
almost unprecedentedly rapid, furnished matter of surprise to
uo one who was capable of estimating the results of native
g aius and vigorous application. Mrs. Murray watched the
expansion of her mind and the development of her beauty with
emotions of pride and pleasure, which, had she analyzed them
would have toli her how dear and necessary to her happiness
the orphan had become.
As Edna's reasoning powers strengthened, Mr. Hammond led

her gradually to the contemplation of some of the gi-avest pro-
blems that have from time immemorial per})Iexed and maddened
humanity, plunging one half ijito blind, bigoted traditionalism
and scourging the other into the dreary, sombre, starless wastes
ot Pyrrhonism. Knowing full well that of every earnest soul
and honest, profound thinker these ontologic questions would
sooner or later denmnd audience, he wisely placed her in the
philosophic paltestra, encouraged her wrestlings, cheered her on
handed her from time to time the instruments and aids she
needed, and then, when satistied that the intellectual gymnastics
had properly trained and developed her, he im-ited lier—where
he felt a.S8ured the spirit of the age would inevitably drive her—
to the great Pythian games of si)eculation, where the lordly
mtellects of the nineteenth century gather to test their ratio-
cniative skill, and bear oil" the crown of bay on the point of a
syllogism or the wings of an audacious hypothesis.
Thus immersed in study, weeks, months, and vears glided

l)y, bearing her young life swiftly across the EnAa meads of
gnlliood, nearer and nearer to the portals of that mystic temple
ot womanhood, on whose fair, fretted shrine was to be (jffered a
heart either consumed by the baleful tires of Baal, or purified
and consecrated by the Shekinah promised through Messiah

CHAPTEli IX.

During the first year of Mr. Murray's absence, his brief
letters to his mother were written nt long interval..; in the
Hecuud, they wor- r^vw and briefer still; but toward the clc^o
oi the tliird h. viote more frequently, and announced liis inten-
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tion of revisiting Egy{)t before his return to the land of his
birth. Although iro allusion wiis ever nuide to Edna, Mi-s
Murray sometimes read aloud descriptions of beautiful scenei-y
written now among the scorii« of Mauna Roa or Mauna KcV
and now from the pinnacle of Mount Ophir, whence, throu-'li
waving forests of nutmeg and clove, flashed the blue waters of
the Indian Ocean, or the silver ripples of Malacca

; and on
such occasions the orphan listened eagerly, entranced by the
tropical luxuriance and grandeur of his imagery, by his gor^c
ous word-painting, which to her charmed ears seemed scarcely
inferior to the woiulerful pen-portraits of Ruskin Those
letters seemed flecked with the puiple and gold, the amber au.l
rose, the opaline and beryline tints, of which he spoke in tell-
ing the glories of Polynesian and Malaysian skies, and the
matchless verdure aiul floral splendours of their serene, spicy
dells. J or many days after the receipt of each, Mrs. Murray
was graver and sadder, but the spectre that had disquieted
Edna was thoroughly exorcised, and only when the cold touch
of the golden key startled her was she conscious of a va<Mie
dread of some far-off but slowly and surlily approaching e"v ij

In the fourth year of her pupilage she was possessed by an un-
compierable desire to read the Talmud, and in order to penetri.tc
the mysteries and seize the treasures hidden in that exhaust-
less muie of Oriental myths, legfmds, and symbolisms, she pre-
vailed upon Mr. Hammond to teach her Hebrew and the rudi-
ments of Chaldee. Very reluctantly and disapprovin-dy he
consented, and subsequently informed her that, as lu.' had
another pupil who was also commencing Hebrew, he would
class them, and hear their recitations together. This new
student was Mr. Gordon Leigh, a lawyer in the town, and a
gentleman of wealth and high social position. Althouf^h quite
young, he gave promise of eminence in his profession, "and was
a great favourite of the minister, who pronounced him the most
upright and exemplary young man of his acquaintance. Edn.i
ha.l seen him several times at Mrs. Murray's dinners, but while
she thought lum exceedingly hand.some, polite, and agreeahle,
she regarded him as a stranger, until the lessons at the Parson-
age brought them every two days around tlie little table in tlie
study. Ihey began the language simultaneously

; but Edna.
knowing the flatteiing estimation in which he was held, r-ould
not resist the tenq>tation to measure her intellect with his and
soon threatened to out.-un him in the Talmud race. Piqued
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juulo and a nmnly resolution to conquer .spurred I.i.u on andthe veneral) e instruetor looked on and laughed at the !.e .'Zsenudation thus exeited. He sa^v an ear.rest frien<lsln- h Ivstrengthening between the rivals, and knew that in Oo iuLoighs magnanimous nature there was no element wlie
cause an objection to the companionship to which he lu.d pred
Four months after the commencement of the new studyMna rose a daylight to complete some exercises, which Ih:had neglected o write out on the previous evening, and s soon

noweis. It was the cloudless morning of her seventeenthbn-thday, and as she stood clipping geraniums and jes^'uni e averbena memoiy flew back to the tender years in Xdi tiegrisly blacksmith had watched her career wfth su fon^ r e

SwTf """^' o[.--ourageu.ent, and paintc-d tlw i e-

^^^ man smoking on the porch that fronted Look ul

^^^ fiei, light of aWing d,v, ^:^^£rZ
" You will make me proud of you. my iitth. JV..,.l ,.-i.

are smart enough to tealh a sclil .ui/tale^a^^Jf i^fo^;'!shall be too old to work by that time."
'

Now, after the lapse of years, when her erlnrMfJon..!
was a mn^f filial .J i " n "'"" "^^ educational coursewas almost tiK.shed, she recalled every word and look ...wi

or then 1,0 had bought he. . bl„.: r.bj K- h
."

,. I S;
^t JanU but I havJ IX.^; b-'^'^luaTf li^^ IZ^'"^^

H .. f
,^^^^°^'^*6 to b<' alone m this great world • so hard t..

toSoJ. nn
"""

^'"t
>^'"°"""i-"«ly- I have only „wself^o^hve toi

,
only my own heart and will to sustain and .stimuhUe

ThrouorJi flip fi..'»^., _„., ^•„. '1 > , ,^^ ..IP. I,! „^. acaci:i.-s uiat waved their Ion.' hair acros'j

rounded, lithe figure of the orphan-over the fair.
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young face with its dolicate canioo fciatiiros, wanii, healthful

colom-iug, and brave, hopeful oxpresHion. Four years had

developed the pretty, sad-(;yed child into a lovely woman with

a pure heart filled with humble, unostentatious piety, and a

clear, vigorous intellect inured to study, and ambitious of every

honourable eminence within the grasj) of true womanhood.

To-day, life stretched before her like the untried universe

spread out to Phaeton's wondering vision, as he stood in the

dazzling palace of the sun, extending his eager hands for the

reins of the immortal car, aspiring to light th(! world, and, until

scathed by fatal experi(!nce, utterly incapabh^ of appreciatin;.'

the ])erils and suft'erings that awaited his daring scheme. Ac-

cording to the gi-anitic and crystal oi-acles of geology. Rosacea'

Hushed, rouged the wrinkhnl face of this sibylline earth before

the advent of man, the garden-tender and keeper ; ajul thus foi'

untold and possibly unimagined centuries, fresh, pearly rose-buds

have opened each year, at the magic breath of spring, expanded

into bloom and symmetry perfect as Sharon's proverb; and

while the dew still glistened and the pcrfmno rose like incense,

ere the noon of their brief reign, have blackened and crumbled,

as the worm gnawed its way, or have blanched and shivered

and died in the tierce storms that swept over their blushing but

statelv heads and bowed them forev(U'. If earth keeps not

rrood faith with her sinless floral children, how <lare frail, evriiij,'

man hope or denumd that his fleeting June-day existence should

be shrouded by no clouds, scorched by no lightnings, overtaken

V>y no cold shades of early night 1 JJut the gilding glamour of

childlike hope softens and shields from view the rough inequali-

ties and murderous quicksands of futurity, mellowing all, like

the silvery lustre of Kensett's " Ullswater," or the rich purple

haze that brims far-off yawning chasms, and tenderly tapestries

the bleak, bald crags that pile themselves uj) into vast moun-

tain chains, with huge shining shrines, draped with crystal

palls of snow. Edna had endeavoured to realize and remember

Avhat her Bible first taxight her, and what moi nlists of all creeds,

climes, and ages, had reiterated—that human life was at best

but " vanity and vexation of spirit," that " man is born to

trouble as the sparks fly upward ;" yet as she stood on the line,

narrow and thin as Al-Sirat, that divides girlhood and woman-

hood, all seemed to her fresh, pure heart as inviting and be-

v.dtching as the magnificent panorama upon which enraptured

lutopliagi gazed from the ancient acropolis of Cyrene.
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As Edna turned to leavo tho liothousc, tlio rm<r of )iois<>'s

hoofs on thn rocky walk attract(?d hoi- attention, and, a. luonicnt
after, Mr. Leigh gave his hoi-so to tlie gardener- and came to
meet her.

" Good morning, Miss Edna. As I am bearer of despatches
from my sister to Mrs. Murray, I have invited mvsc^lf to break-
fast with you."

" You are an earlier riser than I had su])posed, Mr. Leigh,
from your lamentations over your exercises."
"I do not deny that J love mv morning nap, and generallv

indulge my.solf
; for, like Sydney Smith, ' I can easilv'lnake up

my mmd to rise early ; but I cannot make uj) my i)ody.' In
one respect I certainly claim (^(pndity with Tborwaldsen, my
' talent for sleeping

' is inferior neither to his nor ( io'the's.
'

Do
you know that we are ])oth to liave ji holiday to-day ?

"

"No, sir; upon what score?"
"It happens to be my birthday as well as yours, and as mv

sister, Mrs. Inge, gives a party to-night in honour of the event,
I have come to insist that my classmate shall enjoy the sume
reprieve that I promise myself. Mrs. Inge commissioned mo
to insure your presence at her party."
"Thank you

; but I never go out to parties."
" Rut bad ])recedents must not guide you any longer. If vou

persist in staying at home, I shall not enjoy the evening, for in
every dance I shall fancy my vis-a-vis your spectre, with an
exercise in one hand and a Hebrew grammar in the other. A
jn-nposf Mr. Hammond told me to say that he wouhl not ex-
pect you to-day, but would meet you to-night at Mrs. Inge's.
You need not trouble yourself to \lecline, Vor I shall arrange!
matters with Mrs. Murray. In honour of my birthday will you
not give me a sprig of something sweet from* your bas^ket ?

"'

They sat down on the steps of the dining-room, and Edna
selected sonie delicate oxalis cups and nutmeg geranium leaves,
which she tied up, and handed to her companion.
Fastening them in the button-hole of his coat, he drew a

small box from his pocket, and said :

" I noticed last week, when Mr. Hammond was explaining
the Basilidian tenets, you manifested some curiosity concerning
then- amulets and mythical stones. Many years ago, whil(> an
"ncle of mine was missionary in Arabia, "he saved the life of a
son of a wealthy sheik, and received from him, in token of his
gnititude, a curious ring, which tradition said once belonged to
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a caliph, ami had boon fouiul near tho ruins of C'hiliiiiuar, TIkj

ling was ho<iUPath»Ml to mo, and is prohubly tho best autheuti

catcd aiiti<iuo in this country. l*resto ! wo are in 13aij(hul !
in

tho blossod reign

—

' . . . in tho colden prim

Of good Ifiiroun AlraHc'hiu !

'

I am versed in neithor Cutic nor Noskhiloro, but tlie characters

engraved on this ring are said to belong to t!i' former (lialect,

and to mean ' IVace be with thee,' which i
,
and I believe has

been, from time immemorial, the national salutation of the

Arabs."

He unwound the cotton that enveloped the gem, and held it

bef(n'e Edna's eyes.

A broad band of dusky, tarnished gold was 8Uiin< anted by a

large, crescent-shaped emerald, set with beautiful pearls, and

underneath the Arabic inscription was engraved a ram's head,

bearing on one horn a small crescent, on the oth'a- a star.

As Edna bent forward to examine it, Mr. Leigh continued :

" I do not quite understand the symbolism of the ram's hen'-

and the star ; the crescent is clear enough."

" I think I can guess the meaning." Edna's eyes kindled.

" Tell me your conjecture ; my own does not satisfy un', as

the Arabic love of mutton is the only solution at which i have

arriV'. „
" O IVIr, Leigh ! look at it and think a moment.
'* Wi;]! I have looked at it and thought a great deal, and I

tell TOii inutton-broth sherbet is the only idea suggested to my

mind. You need not look so shocked, for, when cooled with

the snows of Caucasus, I am told it makes a beverage fit for

Greek gods."
,

" Think of the second chapter of St. Luke.

He jwndered a moment, and answered gravely :

" I am sorry to say that I do not remember that particular

chapter well enough to appreciate your clue."

She hesitated, and the; colour deepened on her cheek as she re-

peated, in a low voice :

, J 1 -J- •

" ' And there were in the same country shepherds abiding in

the field, keeping watch over their flock by night. And, lo,

thi". angel of the Lord came upon them, and the glory ot the

Lord shone round about them. And suddenly there was with

the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and
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aying, Glory to (Jod in the higliest, and on earth peace, good
will toward men.'

"Mr. Leigh, e stac on the ram's horn ma> f he Star of
Bethlehem tha shone r the manger, and tlte \rabic inserip-

tion 18 certainly the samtation of the angel t lie shepherds.
' Peace, good ill toward men,' says St, Luke ,

• Peace be with
tliee,' said Tslaniism."

" Your solution seems plausibhi, but, pardon me, is totally in-

admissible, from the fact that it b]oi\ds crescent and cross, and
ignores antagonisms that delut,'ed centuries with bloo*!

"

"You forget, Mr. L( igh, tliat Mohammedanism is nothing
but a huge eclecticism, and that its founder stole its elements
from surrounding systems. The symbolism of the crescent he
look from the mysteries of I.sis ami A ' the ethical code of
(!hristhe engrafted on the monothcisiii . 'aism ; his typical
forms are drawn from the Old Testann the more modern
Mishna ; and his pretended miracles are ,(;re repetitions of the
wonders performed by our Saviour—for instance, the basket of
dates, the roasted lamb, the loaf of barley bread, in the sieg(! of
Medina. Even the Moslem Jehennam is a ])alpabl<! imitation
of the H( lew Gehenna. Beside, sir, you know that Sabeanism
reigned in Arabia just before the advent of Mohammed, and
if you refuse to believe that the Star of Bethlehem was signified
by this one shining here on the rani's horn, at least you must
admit that it refers to stars studied by the shepherds who
watched their flocks on the Chaldean plains. In a cabinet of
coins and medals, belonging to Mr. Murray, I have examinetl
one of silver, representing Astaroth, with the head of a woman
adoi-ned with horns and a crescent, and another of brass, con-
taining an image of Baal—a human face on the head of an ox,
with the horns surrounded by stars. However, I am very
ignorant of these things, and you must refer the riddle of the
ling to some one more astute and leai-ned in such matters than
your humble 'yokefellow' in Ifebrew . ' Peace be with thee.'

"

" I repeat ' Peace be with thee,' during the new year on which
we are both entering, and as y-.u have at least attempted to
lead the riddle, let me beg that you will do me the honour to
accept and wear the ring in memory of our friendshii) and our
student life."

ITe took her hand and would have placed the ring on her
finger, but she resisted.

" Thank you, Mr. Leigh, T appreciate the honour, but indeed
you nuist excuse me, I cannot accept tlu! ring."

I i
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" VVliy not, Miss Edna V
" In the first place, because it is very valuable and beautiful,

and I am not willing to deprive you of it ; in the second, I do
not think it proper to accept presents from—any one but rela-
tives or dear friends."

" I thought we were dear friends 1 Why can we not be
such V
At this moment, Mrs. Murray came into the dining room, and

as she looked at the two sitting there in the early sunshine,
with the basket of flowers between them ; as she marked the
heightened colour and embarras^sed expi-ession on one fair, sweet
face, and the eager pleading written on the other, so full of
manly beauty, so frank and bright and genial, a possible destiny
for both flashed before her ; and pleased surprise warmed her
own countenance as she hurried forward.

" Good morning, Gordon. I am very glad to see you. How
is Clara f

'• Quite well, thank you, and entirely absorbed in preparations
for her party, as you will infer from this note, which she charged
me to deliver in person, and for which I here pray your most
favourable consideration."

As Mrs. Murray glanced over the note Edna turned to leave
the room

; but Mr. Leigh exclaimed :

'•Do not go just yet, I wish Mrs. Murray to decide a matter
for me."

" Well, Gordon, what is it V
'• First, do you grant my sister's petition ?"

" Certainly, I will bring Edna with me to-night, unless she
prefers staying at home with her books. You know I let her
do pretty much as she pleases."

_

" Now then for my little quarrel ! Here is a curious old
ring, which she will appreciate more highly than any one else
whom I happen to know, and I want her to accept it as a birth-
day memento from me, but a few minutes ago she refused to
wear it. Can you not come to my assistance, my dear Mrs.
Murray V

Sh(3 took the ring, examined it, and said, after a pause :

' 1 think, Gordon, that she did exactly right ; but I also
think that now, with my ai)proval and advice, she need not
hesitate to wear it henceforth, as a token of your friendship.
Edna, hold out your hand, my dear."
The ring was slipped on the slender finger, and as she released

lier hand, Mrs. Murray bent down and kissed her forehead.
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" Seventeen to-day ! My ehiltl, T can scarcely believe it

!

And you—Gordon ] May I ask liow old yon are V
" Twenty-tive—I grieve to say ! You need not tell me "

The conversation was interrupted by the ringing of the break-
fast bell, and soon after, Mr. Leigh took his departure.
Edna felt puzzled and annoyed, and as she looked down at

the ring, she thought that instead of " Peace be with thee," the
Semitic characters must surely mean, "Disquiet seize thee!"
for they had shivered the beautiful calm of h«r girlish nature,
and thrust into her mind ideas unknown until that day. Going
to her own room, she opened her books, but ere she could fix

her wandering thoughts, Mrs. Murray entered.
" Edna, I came to speak to you about your dress for to-

night."

" Please do not say that you wish me to go, my dear Mrs.
Murray, for I dread the very thought."

" Put I must tell you that I insist upon your comforming to
the usages of good society. Mm. Inge belongs to one of the
very first families in the State ; at her house you will meet the
best peofjle, and you could not possibly make your debiit under
more favourable circumstances. Peside, it is very unnatural that
a young girl should not enjoy parties, and the society of gay young
people. You are very unnecessaril}^ making a recluse of your-
self, and I shall not permit you to refuse such an invitation as
Mrs. Inge has sent. It would be rude in the extreme."

•* Dear Mrs. Murray, you speak of my </f'hiit, as if, like other
girls, I had nothing else to do but fit myself for society. These
people care nothing for me, and I am as little intei-ested in them.
I have no desire to move for a short time in a circle from v/hich
my work in life must soon separate me."

" To what work do you allude V'

" The support which I must make by teaching. In a few
months I ho|)e to be able to earn all I need, and then "

"Then it will be cpiiet time enougli to determine what neces-
sity demands ; in the meanwhile, as long as you are in my
house, you must allow me to judge what is proper for you.
( 'lara Inge is my friend, and I cannot allow you to be rude to
her. I have sent th(^ carriage to town for Miss O' Riley, up-
mantua-maker, and Hagar will make the skirt of your dress.
Come into my room and let her take the measure."

" Thank you for your kind thonghtfulness, but ind(;f'd I do
not want to go. Please let me stay at home ! You can frame
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some polite excuse, and Mrs. Inge cares not whetlier T go or
stay. 1 will write my regrets and "

" Don't be childish, Edna ; I care whether you go or stay
and that fact should weigli with you much more tlian Mrs.'
Inge s wishes, for you are quite right in supposing that it is a
matter of inditference to her. Do not kee]) Hagar waitinr^."

Mrs. Murray's brow clouded, and her Hns contracted, a.^was
tJieir habit, when anything displeased her ; consequently, after
a quick glance, Edna followed her to tho room where Har^ar
was at work. It was the fii-st time the orphan had been invited
to a large party, and she shrank from meeting people whose
standard of gentility was confined to high birth and handsome
fortunes. Mrs. Inge came frequently to Le Bocage, but Edna's
acquaintance with her was comparatively slight, and in addition
to her repugnance to meeting strangers, she dreaded seeing Mr.
l.eigh again so soon, for she felt that an undefinable barrier had
suddenly risen between them ; the frank, fearless freedom of
the old friendship at the parsonage table had vanished. She
began to wish that she had never studied Hebrew, that she had
never heard of Basiiides, and that the sheik's ring was back
among the ruins of Chilminar. Mvh. Murray saw her discom-
posure, but chose to take no notice of it and superintended he.-
toilet that 7iight with almo.st as much interest as if she had been
her own daughter.

^

During the ride she talked on indifferent subjects, and as
tney went up to the dressing-room, had the satisfaction of seein^r
that her jyrotvqve manifested no trepidation. They arrived
rather late, the comj)any had assembled, and the rooms were
quite full as Mrs. Murray entered; but Mrs. Inge met them at
tlie threshold, and Mr. Leigh, who seemed on the watch, came
torwai-d at the same inst.int, and offered Edna his arm.

'• Ah Mrs. Murray
! I had almost abandon --i the hope of

seeing you. Miss Edna, the set is just formi -nd w- must
celebrate our birthday by having the first dance .ogether. Ex-
cuse you, indeed ! You presume upon ray weli known <^ood
nature and generosity, but this evening I am privileged to be
selnsh. " °

As he drew her into the middle of the room, she noticed that
he wore the flowers she had given him in the morning, and thism conjunction with the curious scrutiny to which she was sub-
jected, brought a sudden surge of colour to lier cheeks. The
t.ance commenced, and from one corner of the room ?/Ir. H{>m-
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moncl looked eagerly at his two pupils, contrasting them with
the gay groups tliat filUnl the brilliant apartment.

K(lna'.s slendei-, graceful figure was robed in wliite Swiss
nnislin, with a bertha of rich lace ; and rose-coloured ribbons
formed the sash, and floated from her shoulders. Her beautiful
glossy hair was simply coiled in a large roll at the back of the
head, and fastened with an ivory comb. Scrutinizing the face
lifted toward Mr. Leigh's, while he talked to her, the pastor
thought ho had never seen a countenance half so eloquent and
lovtily. Turning his gaze upon her partner, he was comi)elled
to confess tiiat though Gordon Leigh was the handsomest man
in the room, no acute observer could look at the two and fail

to discover that the blacksmith's grand-daughter was far
superior to the petted brother of the aristocratic Mrs. Inge.
He was so much interested in watching the couple, that he did
not observe Mrs. Murray's approach until she sat down beside
1: im and whispered :

"Are they not a liandsome couple?"
''Gordon and Edna?"
"Yes."
" Indeed they are ! I think that child's ^ace is the most at-

tractive, the most fascinating I ever looked a',. There is such
a rare combination of intelligence, holiness, strength, and
serenity in her countenance ; such a calm, pure light shining in
her splendid eyes ; such a tender, loving look far down in their
soft depths."

" Child ! Why, she is seventeen to-day."
" No matter, Ellen, to me she will always seem a gentle,

clinging, questioning child. I look at her often, when she is

intent on her studio.,, and wonder how long her pure heart will
reject the vanities and l)aubles that engross most women ; how
long mere 'abstract study will continue to charm her ; and I
tremble when I think of the future, to which I know she is

looking so eagerly. Now, her emotional nature sleeps, her
heart is at rest—slumbering also ; she is all intellect at present-
giving her brain no relaxation. Ah ! if it could always be
so. But it will not. There will come a time, I fear, when her
fine mind and jiure, warm heart wall be arrayed against each
other, will battle desperately, and one or the other must be
subordinated."

** Gordon seems to admire her very much," said Mrs. Murrav.
Mr. Hammond sighed, and a shadow en

features, as he answered :
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"Do you wonder at it, Ellen ? Can any one know the child
well, and tail to adjnire and love her?"

" If he could only forgot her obscure birth-ifhe could only
consent to marry her—what a splendid match it would be for
Jier

!

" Ellen
! Ellen Murray ! I am surprised at you ! Let me beg

oi you for her sake, for yours, for all i)arties concerned, not to
raise your little finger in this matter; not to utter one word to
Ji-Una that might arouse her suspicions; not to hint to Gordon
that you dream such an alliance possible ; for there is more at

^•^ stake than you imagine "

{ He was unable to conclude the sentence, for the dance had
3;
ended, and as Edna caught a glimpse of the beloved countenance
of iier teacher, she drew her fingers from Mr. Leigh's arm, and
hastened to tlie pastor's side, taking his hand between both hers :U sir

! I am glad to s«h) you. I have looked around so often,
lioping to catch sight of you. Uvh. Murray, I heard Mrs. Intre
asking tor you."

' "

When the lady walked away, Edna gli<led into the seat next
the minister, and continued :

u w''-"^^^,^
*^^^'^ *° ^'*^^ '^^'°"* '^ change in some of my studies

"

Wait till to-morrow, my dear. I came here to-night only
tor a ew moments, to gratify Gordon, and now I must slip
away. '

" But, sir, I only want to say, that as you objected at the
outset to my studying Hebrew, 1 will not waste any more time
on It just now, but take it up again after a while, when I have
plenty of eisuro^ Don't you think that would be the best plan."

^^

My child, are you tired of Hebrew T
"No, su-

;
on the contrary, it possesses a singular fascination

lor me; but I think, if you are willing, I shall discontinue it—
at least for the present. I shall take care to forget nothing
that I have already learned."

''You have some special reason for this change, E presume f'
hiie raised her eyes to his, and said frankly :

" Yes, sir, I have."
^'^' Very well, my dear, do as you like. Good-night."
" I wish I could go now with you."
" Why

J
I thought you appeared to enjoy your dance very

much. Edna, look at me."
^

She hesitatod-then oboyed hiui, and he saw tears glistening
on her long lashes.

* *=
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Very quietly the old man drew her arm through his, and led
her out on the dim verandah, where only an occasional couple
promenaded.

" Something troubles you, Edna. Will you confide in me I"

" I feel as if I were occupying a false position here, and yet
I do not see how I can extricate myself without displeasing Mrs.
Murray, whom I cannot bear to offend—she is so very kind
and generous,"

" Explain yourself, my dear."
" You know that I have not a cent in the world except what

Mrs. Murray gives me. I shall have to make my bread by my
own work just as soon as you think me competent + teach ; and
notwithstanding, she thinks I ought to visit and associate as
she does with these people, who tolerate me now, simply
because they know that while I am under her roof ;jhe will
exact it of them. To-night, during the dance, I heard two of
her fashionable friends criticising and sneering at me ; ridicul-
ing her for ' attempting to smuggle that s^joiled creature of
unknown parentage aiid doubtless low origin into really first

circles.' Other things were said which I cannot repeat, that
showed me plainly howl am regarded here, and I will not
remain in a position which subjects me to such remarks. Mrs.
Murray thought ic best for me to come ; but it was a mistaken
kindness. I thought so before I came—now I have irrefragable
proof that I was right in my forebodings."

" Can you not tell me all that was said ]"

" I shrink sir, from repeating it, even to you."
" Did Mr. Leigh hear it V
" I hope not."

" My dear child, I am very much pained to learn that you
have been so cruelly wounded ; but do not let your mind dwell
upon it

; those weak, heartless, giddy people are to be pitied,
are beneath your notice. Try to fix your thoughts on nobler
themes, and waste no reflection on the idle words of those poor,
gilded moths of fashion and folly, who are incapable of realizing
their own degraded and dei)lorable condition."
"I do not care particularly what they think of me, but I am

anxious to avoid hearing their comments upon me, and there-
fore I am determined to keep as much out of sight as possible.
I shall try to domy duty in all things, and poverty is no stigma,
tliank Clod ! My grandfather was very poor, but he was noble
and honest, and as courteous as a n()l)l(Mnan

; and I honour his
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dear, dear menioiy as teiuloily as if lie liacl been rcaic.l in a
l>alac(3. I am not asliamcd of my l>at(!ntage, for my fatlier was
as iionest and mdustrions as lie was poor, and my motlier was
as frantle and good as slie was beautiful."

Tliore was no falttu-ing in tho sweet voice, an-' no bitterness
poisoning It. Mr. Hammond could not see the face, but the tone
indexed all, and he wr.s satisfied.

" I am glad, my dear little Edna, that you look at the truth
so bravely, and gno no more importance to this gossip than
your future peace of mind demands. If you liave any difhculty
in convincing Mrs. Murray of the correctness of your views letme know and I will speak to her on the subject. Good night !May God watch over and bless you !"

When the ori)han reentered the parlour, Mrs. Inge presented
her to several gentlemen who had requested an introduction :

and though her heart was heavy, and her cheeks burned pain-

.^\t t)'"'"**''^
hevHeU, and danced and talked constantlv

until Mrs. Murray announced herself ready to depart.
Joyfully Edna ran up-stairs for her wrap].ings, bade adieu to

her hostess who complimented her on the sensation her beauty
liad created

;
and felt relieved and comparatively haiipy when

the carnage-door closed and she found herself alone with her
benefactress.

" Well, Edna, notwitlistanding your repugnance to goinir
you acquitted yourself admirably, and seemed to have a delight-
ful time." *=

" I thank you, ma'am, for doing all in your power to make
the evening agreeable to me. I think your kind desire to see me
enjoy the party made me happier than evervthin^^ else

"

Gratefully she drew Mrs. Murray's hand to her lips, and the
latter little dreamed that at that instant tears were rollin<'
swiftly over the flushed face, while the words of the conversa"
tion which she had overheard rang mockingly in her ears-

"Mrs. Murray and even Mr. Hammond are scheming tomake a match between her and Gordon Leigh. Studying'-
Hebrew indeed

! A likely story ! She had better go back tS
her wash-tub and spinning-wheel ! Much Hebrew she will
Jearn

! Her eyes are set on Gordon's fortune, and Mrs. Murray
IS silly enough to think he will step into the trap. She wOl have
to bait It with something better than Hebrew and black eyes,
or she will mi,ss lier game. Gordon will make a fool of her I
dare say, for, like all other young men, he can be flattered into
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l)iiyiiig her some littlo utteutiou at first. [ um surprised at
Mrs. Inge to couiitoiiiiufe tlic; girl at all."

Such was the orphan's initiation into the cliarnied circle of
fashionable society

; such her wcdconio to le bmit moude.
As she laid her head on her pillow, she could not avoid ex-

claiming
" Heaven save mc from such aristocrats ! and commit me

rather to the horny but outstretched hands, the brawny arms,
the untutored minds, the simi)le but kind'y-throbbing hearts of
le prolctalre !"

7- —.y
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CHAPTER X.

When Mr. Hammond mentioned Edna's determination to
discontinue Hebrew, Mr. Leigh expressed no surprise, asked no
explanation, but the minister noticed that he bit his lip, and
beat a hurried tattoo with the heel of his boot on the stony
hearth; and as he studiously avoided all allusion to her, he
felt assured that the conversation which she had overheard must
have reached the ears of her partner also, and supplied him with
a satisfactory .solution of her change of purpose. For several
weeks Edna saw nothing of her quondam schoolmate ; and fix-
ing her thoughts more tirmly than ever on her studies, the
painful recollection of the birthday fete was slowly fading from
her mind, when one morning, as she was returning from the
parsonage, Mr. Leigh joined her, ami asked permission to
attend her home. The sound of his voice, the touch of his hand,
brought back all the embarrassment and constraint, and called
up the flush of confusion so often attributed to other sources
than that from which it really sp)ings.

After a few commonplace remarks, he asked :

" When is Mr. Murray coming home ]"

" I have no idea. Even his niother is ignorant c" his plans."
*' How long has he been absent V
" Four years to-day."
" Indeed ! so long ] Where is he 1"

" I believe his last letter was written at Edfu, and he said
noth^'ng about returning."

" What do you think of his singular character V
*'I know almost nothing about him, as i was too young

when I saw him to form an estimate of him."
"Do you not correspond V
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Edna looked uj) witli nnfi'ijt,MicMl aHtonishnicnt, hd.I could not
avoid snulinjfr at tlio iiKjuiry.

" (vVrtainly not."

A short silenco followed, and then Mr. Leigh said :

" Do you not lre<iuently rido on horsehaek I"
*' Yes, Hir."

*' Will you permit me to accompany you to-morrow afternoon 1"

,, n^^ jwomised to make a vi.sit with Mr. Hammond."
'' lo-morrow mornin«r then, before breakfast/"
She hesitated—the blush deepened, and after a brief stnuHe

she said hurriedly :

""

"Please excuce me, Mr. Leigh ; I prefer to ride alono."
He bowed and was silent for a minute, l,ut she saw a smile

lui-king about the corners of his handsome mouth, threatenin.r
to run not over his features.

"

" By the bye, Miss Edna, I am coming to-night to ask your
assistance in a Chaldee (piandary. For several davs I have
been engaged in a controversy with Mr. Hammond on the old
battle-held of ethnology, and, in order to establish my position
of diversity of origin, have been comparing the Septuagint with
some passages from tlie Talmud, i heard vou sav that there
was a Eabbinical Targum in the librarv atLe Bocage, and I
must beg you to examine it for me, and ascertain whether it
contains any comments on the lirst cliapter of Genesis. Some-
where in my most desultory reading I have seen it stated thatm some of those early Targums was the declaration, that ' God
originally created men red, white, and black.' Mr. Hammond
IS charitable enough to say that I must have smoked an extra
cigar, and dreamed the predicate I am so anxious to authenti-
cate. Will you oblige me by searching for the passage V

" Certainly, Mr. Leigh, with great pleasure
; though perhaps

you would prefer to take the book and look through it yourself?My knoAvledge of Chaldee is very limited."

_

" Pardon me ! my mental vis inertim vetoes the bare sutyges-
tion. I' study by proxy whenever an opportunity offers* for
laziness is the only hereditary taint in the Leigh blood."

T "x.^^^
'^™ "'^'"^ "''^"^^^ interested in this ethnological question

J shall enter into the search with great eagerness."
" Thank you. Do you take the unity or diversity side of the

discussion ?'

Her mejTy l.-vugh rang out throngli tlio forest that bordered
the road.
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" () Mr. lAn<fh ! wJiiitii i-idiciilons (nicstii)n ! 1 do not |irosiuno
to tak(; nuy side, (or J do not pn'tciid. to iindorstand or iiiipnvi-
uto all the ai<,Miinoiits udvanced ; but I am anxious to acquaint
myself with tlu; J)oarin;,'H of the controversy. The idea of my
*takin<,' sides' on a .subject which <;riiy]uuvod savd tus have spent
their laborious lives in strivin*,' to elucidate seems extremely
ludicrous."

" Still, you are entitled to an idea, eitlnu- />/v> or co7i., even at
the outset."

" I have an idea that neithei- you nor T know nnvthinj;
about the matter; and iha per sa/tuni ])lan of * takin;,' 'sides'^
will only add the prop of }n-(!Judice to my ignorance. If, with
all hi.s (U'uditi(m, J\lr. Hammond still abstains from dogmatizing'
on this subject. 1 can well aflbrd to hold mv crud(( opinions in
a])eyance. I must stop here, Mr. Lcioh, at Airs. Carter's, on an
errand for 'Mrs. Murray. Good morning, sir; 1 will hunt the
jiassage you requii-e."

" How have 1 otfended you. Miss Kdna f
He took her hand and detained her.
'• I am not offended, Mr. Leigh," and she dn^w back.
" Why do you dismiss me in such a cold, unfriendly way V
" If I sometimes appear rude, pardon my unfortunate manirt?r,

and believe that it results from rio unfriendliness."
" You will be at home this evening V
"Yes, sir, unless something very unusual occurs."
They parted, and during the remainder of tlu^ walk Kdna

could think of nothing but the revelation written in (ilordon
Leigh's eyes

;
tiie immemorial, yet ever new and startling truth,

that opened a new vista in life, that told her she was no longei-
an isolated child, but a woman, regnant over the generous heart
of one of the pets of society.

She saw that he intended her to believe he loved h(!r, and
suspicious as gossips had made her with reference to his con-
duct, she could not suppose he w^as guilty of heartless and
contemptible trifling. She trusted his honour

;
yet the discoveiy

of his affection brought a -"ensation of regret—of va^'ue self-

reproach, and she felt that .i future he would proA^e a source of
endless disquiet. Hitherto she had enjoyed his society, hence-
forth she felt that she must shun it.

She endeavoured to banish the recollection of that sti-an^e
expression in his generally laughing eyes, and bent over the
Targum, hoping to cheat her thoughts imto other channels ; but
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tho fiuHj would not '• down at hor hiddiuy," and a.s tlio day dimv
near its cloM(f sIk* ;,'r(!\v n<^rvoiis and rcj.stlcHS.

The clmndflit!!- had hecu liglited, and Ms. Miuiay was
Ktaudin<,' at thf window of Mio sitting- -ooni, wat<liing for the'
roturn of a soivant whom siio Jiad sent to tho post-ollico, wh(3n
Edna said :

" r beliovo Mr. Leigh is coining hero to tea ; lie told nie so
this morning."

" Where did you see him ?"

" \\\i walked with nie as far as ^Frs. Charter's gate, and asked
mo to look out a reference which he thought I might find in
one of Mr. Murray's hooks."

Mrs. Murray smiled, and said :

" Do you intend to receive him in that calico di-ess 1"

'' Why not 1 I am sure it looks very nicely ; it is perfectly
new, and fits me well."

^

I*
And is very suitable to wear to tho Tarsonage, but not

quite appropriate when Gordon Leigh takes tea here. You will
oblige me by changing your dress and reiirranging vour hair
which is twisted too loosely."

* '

When she reentered the room, a half-hour later, Mrs. Murrav
leaned against the mantlepiece, with an open letter in her hand
and dreary disappointment printed on her face.

** I hope you have no un])leasant tidings from Mr. Murray
May I ask why you seem so much depressed V
The mother's features twitched painfully as sho restored the

letter to its envelope, and answered :

" My son's letter is dated l»hiloe, just two months ago, and
he says he intended starting next day to the interior of Persia.
He says, too, that he did not expect to remain away so lon<r
but finds that he will probably be in Central Asia for another
year. The only comforting thing in the letter is the assurance
that he weighs more, and is in better health, than when he left
home."

The ringing of the door-bell announced Mr. Leigh's arrival,
and as she led the way to the parlour, Mrs. Murray hastily
fastened a drooping spray of coral berries in Edna's hair.

Before tea was ended, other visitors came in, and the orphan
found relief from her confusion in the general conversation.
While Dr. Rodney, the family physician, was talking to her

about some discoveries of Ehrenberg, concernin" wh.icl! she v/as
very curious, Mr. Leigh engrossed Mrs. Murray^s attention, and
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for some tlmo tlioir convorsatiou was oxcoodingl" earnest • thou
tho lutt(!r ro.se aiid approached tlie sofa \vli,.|o''E(lua sat saviuir
gravely :

' j b

" Edna give mo this seat, [ want to have a litth> chat with
the doctor

;
and, by tiie way, my dear, I heiieve Mr. Lei-'h

IS waitiii<,' for you to show him so'ne hook you proiriised to find
for hiiu. (ro into the lil)rary—there is a^'oud (ire tliere."
The room was t^mpiin- iiuU'ed to students, and us the two

sat down before the gh)wing grate, and Mr. Leigh ghmced at
the warm, rich curtains sweeping from ceiling to carpet, the
hhick-walniil bookcases girding the walls on all sich-s aiul the
sentnnd I)ion/e busts keeping watch over the musty tomes
within, he rubbed his tingers and exclaimed :

" ( 'ert.iinly this is tli(! most delightful library in the world
an.l offers a premium for recluse lif(^ and studious habits How
incomprehensible it is that Murray should prefer to pass his
years roaming over deserts and waiid(u-ing about neglected com-
*ortless khans, when he might spend them in such an elysium
as this

: liie man must be demented ! How do you exi,lain
the mystery T

" Chacan a son yout ! I consider it none of my business and
as I suppose he is the best judge of what contributes to his
happiness, 1 do not meddle with the mystery."

" Poor Murray I his wretched disposition is a gi'eat curse I
pity him most sincerely."

"From what I remember of him, I am afraid lie would notthank you lor vour pity, or admit that he needed or merited it
Pfore IS the largum, Mr. Leigh, and here is the V(ut passa-e
you want." - ^ •^'•^'^'S*'

8he opened an ancient Chaldee MS., an<l spreading it on the
library table, they examined it together, si^-lling out the words
ami turning iretjuently to a dictionary which lay near. Neitherknew much about the language

; now .and then th(.y diU'ered in
tJie interin-etation, and more than once Edna referred to the
rules ot her grammar, to establish the construction of the
sentences.

Engrossed in the translation, she forgot all her apprehensions
ot the morning, and the old ease of manner came back Hereyes met his fearlessly, her smile greeted him cheerily as in theearly months of their acquaintance

; .-tud wiiii« she bent overtUe pages she was deciphering, his eyes dwelt on ner beaminir
countenance with a fond, tender look, that most girls of her age

IH .

1

'

n
I



I

98 ST. ELMO.

would have found it hard to resist, and pleasant to recall in
after days.

Neither suspected that an hour had passed, until Dr. Rodney
peeped into the room and called them back to the parlour, to
make up a game of whist.

It was quite late when Mr. Leigh rose to say good-night ; and
as he drew on his gloves he looked earnestly at Edna, and said :

" I am coming again in a day or two, to show you some plans
I have drawn for a new house which I intend to build before
long. Clara differs with me about the arrangement of some
columns and arches, and I shall claim you and Mrs. Murray for
tny allies in this architectural war."
The orphan was silent, but the lady of the house replied

pi-omptly :

"Yes, come as often as you can, Oordon, and cheer us up
;

for it is terribly dull here without S. "!lmo."

"Suppose you repudiate that incorrigible Vandal and adopt
mo in his place 1 I would prove a model son."

" Very well. I shall acquaint him with your proposition,
and threaten an immediate compliance with it if he does not
come home soon."

Mrs. Murray rang the bell for the servant to lock up the
house, and said sotfo voce :

" What a noble fellow Gordon is ! If I had a daughter I
would select him for her husband. Where are vou coinir
Ednaf ^ ^'

" I left a MS. on the library table, and as it is veiy rare and
valuable, I want to replace it in the glass box where it belongs
before I go to sleep."

'^

Lighting a candle, ;.he lifted the heavy Targum and slowly
approached the suite of rooms, which she was now in the habit
of visiting almost daily.

Earlier in the day she had bolted the door, but left the key
in the lock, expecting to bring the Targum back as soon as she
had shown Mr. Leigh the controverted passage. Now, as she
crossed the rotunda, an unex})ected sound, as of a chair sliding
on the marble floor, seemed to issue from the inner room, and
she paused to listen. Under the flare of the candle the vindic-
tive face of Siva, and the hooded viper twined about his arm,
looked more hideous than ever, warning hei- not to annroach
yet all was silent, save the tinkling of a bell far dowi/ in the
l)ark, where the sheep clustered under the cedars. Opening the
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door which was ajar, she entered, held the light high over her
head, and peered a little nervously around the room ; but here,
too, all was quiet as the grave, and quite as dreary, and the
only moving thing seemed her shadow, that flitted slightly as
the candle-light flickered over the cold, gleaming white tiles.
The carpets and curtains—even the rich silk hangings of the
arch—were all packed away, and Edna shivered as she looked
through both rooms, satisfied herself that she had mistaken the
source of the sound, and opened the box wliere the mss. were
kept.

At sight of them her mind reverted to the theme she had
been investigating, and happening to remember the importance
attached by ethnologists to the early Coptic inscriptions, she
took from the book-shelves a volume containing copies of many
of these characters, and drawings of the triumphal processions
carved on granite, and representing the captives of various
nations torn from their homes to swell the pompous retinue of
some barbaric Rhanises or Sesostris.

Drifting back over the gray, waveless, tideless sea of cen-
tunes, she, stood, in imagination, upon the steps of the Sera-
peum at Memi)his

; and when the wild chant of the priests had
died away under the huge p; yheum, she listened to the sigh-
mg of the tamarinds and cassias, and the low babble of the
sacred Nile, as it rocked the lotus-leaves, under the glowin<r
purple sky, whence a full moon flooded the ancient city with
light, and kindled like a beacon the vast, placid face 'of the
Sphinx—rising solemn and lonely and weird from its desert
lair and staring blankly, hopelessly across arid yellow sands
at the dim colossi of old Misraiin.

^

Following the sinuous stream of Coptic civilization to its
inexplicable source in the date-groves of Meroe, the girl's
thoughts were borne away to the Golden Fountain of the Sun
where Ammon's black doves fluttered and cooed over the
shining altars and amid the mystic symbols of the marvellous
friezes.

As Edna bent over the drawings in the book, oblivious for a
time of everything else, she suddenly became aware of the
presence of some one in the room, for though perfect stillness
reigned,^ there was a consciousness of companionship, of the
proximity of some human being, and with a start she looked up
expecfing to meet a pair of eyes fastened upon her. But no
living thing confronted her—the tall, bent figure of the Cimbri
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Prophetess gleamed ghostly white upon the wall, and the bright,
blue, augurous eyes seemed to count the dripping blood-drops

;

and the unbroken, solenni silence of night brooded over all

things, hushing even the chime of sheep-bells, that had died
away among the elm arches. Knowing that no superstitious

terrors had ever seized her heretofore, the young student rose,

took up the candle, and proceeded to search the two rooms, but
as unsuccessfully as before.

" There certainly is somebody here, but I cannot find out
where."

These words wei-e uttered aloud, and the echo of her own
voice seemed sepulchral ; then the chill silence again fell upon
her. 8he smiled at her own folly, and thought her imagination
had been unduly excited by the pictures she had been examining,
and that the nervous shiver that crept over her was the result

of the cold. Just then the candle-light flashed over the black
marble statuette, grinning horribly as it kept guard over the
Taj ]\Iahal. Edna walked uj) to it, placed the candle on the
slab that supported the tomb, and, stooping, scrutinized the
lock. A spider had ensconced himself in the golden receptacle,

and spun a tine web across the front of the temple, and Edna
swept the airy dra})ery away and tried to drive the little

weaver from his den ; but he shrank further and further, and
finally she took the key from her pocket, and put it far enough
into the opening to eject the intruder, who slung himself down
one of the silken threads, and crawled sullenly out of sight.

Withdrawing the key, she toyed with it, and glanced curiously

at the mausoleum. Taking her handkerchief, she carefully

brushed off the cobwebs that festooned the minarets, and
murmured that fragment of Persian i)oetry which she once
heard the absent master repeat to his mother, and which she
had found, only a few days before, ipioted by an Eastern
traveller :

" the spider hath woven his web in the impei'ial

l)alaces ; and the owl hath sung her Avatch-song on the towers of
Afrasiab."

" It is exactly four years to-night since Mr. Murray gave me
this key, but he charged me not to open the Taj unless I had
reason to believe that he was dead. His letter states that lu; is

alive and well ; consequently, the time has not come for me to

unseal the mystery. It is strange that he trusted me with this

secret , strange that he, who doubts all of his race, could trust

a child of whom he I'eally knew so little. Certainly it must have

*i^,j.:
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been a singular freak which gave this affair into my keeping,
but at least I will not betray the confidence he reposed in me.
With the contents of that vault I can have no concern, and yet
I Avish the k^' was safely back in his hands ; it annoys me to
conceal it, u ; I feel all the while as if I were deceivinff his
mother."

*

These Avords were uttered half unconsciously as she fingered
the key, and for a few seconds she stood there,"^ tliinking of the
master of the house, wondering what luckless influence had so
early blackened and distorted his life, and Avhether he would
l)robably return to Le Bocage before she left it to go out aiul
carve her fortune in the world's noisy quarry. The light danced
over her countenance and form, showing the rich folds of her
crimson merino dress, Avith the gossamersurrounding her white
throat and dimj)lcd wrists

; and it seemed to linger caressingly
on the shining mass of l)lack hair, on the beaiitiful, i)oHshed
forehead, the firm, delicate, scarlet lips, and made the large eyes
look elfish under their heavy jet lashes.

Again the girl started and glanced over her shotdder, im-
pressed with the same tantalizing conviction of a human pre-
sence

;
of some powerful influence which baffled analysis.

Snatching the candle, she put the gold key in her pocket, and
turned to leave the room, but stopped, for this time an unmis-
takable sound, like the shivering of a glass or the snapping of
a musical string, fell on her strained ears. She could trace it
to no i)articular spot, and conjectured that pei-haps a mouse had
taken up his abode somewhere in tlu^ room, and, frightened by
her presence, had run against some of the numerous glass and
china ornaments on the ('faijhre, jostling them until tlu^y jingled.
Replacing the book which she had taken from the shelvesrand
fastening the box that contained the mss., she examined the
cabinets, found them securely closed, and then hurried out of
the room, locked the door, took the key, and went to lior own
apartment with nerves more unsettled than she felt disi)osed to
confess.

For some time after she laid her head on her inllow, slu;
racked her brain for an explanation of the singular sensation
she had experienced, and at last, annoyed by lier restlessness
and silly superstition, she was just sinking into dreams of Am-
mou and Serapis, when the fierce barking of Ali caused her to
start up in terror. The dog seemed almost wild, running fran-
tically to and fro, howling and whining ; but finally the sounds
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receded, gradually quiet was restored, and Edna fell asleep soon

after the scream of the locomotive and the rumble of the cars

told her that the four o'clock train had just started to Chatta-

nooga.

Modern zoijlogic science ex])lodes the popular fallacy that

chameleons assume, and reflect at will, the colour of the sub-

stance on which they rest or feed ; but, with a profound salaciih

to savans, it is respectfully submitted that the mental saurian

—

human thought—certainly takes its changing hues, day by day,

from the books through which it crawls devouringly.

Is there not ground for plausible doubt that, if the work-

bench of Mezzofanti had not stood just beneath the teacher's

window, whence the ears of the young carpenter were regaled

from morning till night with the rudiments of Latin and Greek,

he would never have forsworn planing for parsing, mastered

forty dialects, proved a walking scarlet-capped polyglot, and
attained the distinction of an honourary nomination for the office

of interpreter-general at the Tower of Babel 1

The hoary associations and tj'pical significance of the numer-

ous relics that crowded Mr. Murray's rooms seized upon Edna's

fancy, linked her sympathies with the huge pantheistic systems

of the Orient, and tilled her mind with waifs from the dusky

realm of a mythology that seemed to antedate all the authentic

chronological com])utations of man. To the East, the mighty

alnui mater of the human races, of letters, religions, arts, and
politics, her thoughts wandered in wondering awe ; andBelzoni,

Burckhardt, Layard, and ChampoUion were hierophants of

whose teachings she never wearied. As day by day she yielded

more and more to this fascinating nepenthe influence, and bent

over the granite sarcophagixs in one corner of j\lr. Murray's

museum, where lay a shrunken mummy shrouded in gilded

byssus, the wish strengthened to understand the symbols in

which subtle ICgyptian priests masked their theogony.

While morninj; and afternoon hours were given to those

branches of study in which Mr. Hammond guided her, she

generally spent the evening in Mr. Murray's sitting-room, and

sometimes the clock in the rotundo struck midnight before she

locked tip the MSS. and illuminated papyri.

Two nights after the examination of the Targum, she was
seated nea.r the bookcase looking over the jiJates in that rare

hut very valuable volume, Spence's Polymetis, when the idea

flashed aci'oss her mind that a rigid analysis and comparison of
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all the mythologies- of the world would throw some light on the

problem of ethnology, and in conjunction with philology settle

the vexed question.

Pushing the Polymetis aside, she sprang up and paced the

long room, and gradually her eyes kindled, her cheeks burned,

as ambition pointed to a possible futui i, of which, till this hour,

she had not dared to dream ; and hope, o'er-leaping all barrie)-s,

grasped a victory that would make her name imperishable.

In her miscellaneous reading she had stumbled upon singular

correspondences in the customs and religions of nations separ-

ated by surging oceans and by ages ; nations whose aboriginal

records appeared to prove them distinct, and certainly furnished

no hint of an ethnological bridge over which traditions travelled

and symbolisms crept in satin sandals. During the past week
several of these coincidences had attracted her attention.

The Druidic rites and the festival of Beltein in Scotland and
Ireland she found traced to their source in the worship of

Phrygian Baal. The figure of the Scandinavian Disa, at Upsal,

enveloped in a net precisely like that which surrounds some
statues of Isis in Egypt.

The mat or rush sails \ised by the Peruvians on Lake Titi-

caca, and their mode of handling them, jjronounced identical

with that which is seen upon the septilchre of Ramses III. at

Thebes. The head of a Mexican priestess ornamented with a
veil similar to that carved on Eastern sphinxes, while the robes

I'esembled those of a Jewish high-priest, A very quaint and
puzzling pictorial chart of the chronology of the Aztecs con-

tained an image of Coxcox in his ark, surrounded by rushes

similar to those that overshadowed Moses, and also a likeness

of a dove distributing tongues to those born after the deluge,

Now, the thought of carefully gathering up these vague
mythologic links, and establishing a chain of unity that would
girdle the world, seized and mastered her, as if veritably clothed

with all the power of a bath kol.

To firmly grasp the Bible for a talisman, as Ulysses did the

sprig of moly, and to stand in the Pantheon of the universe,

examining every shattered idol and crumbling, defiled altar,

where worshipping humanity had bowed ; to tear the veil

from oracles and sybils, and show the world that the true,

good, and beautiful of all theogonies and cosmogonies, of every

system of religion that had waxed and waned since the gray

dawn of time, oould be traced to Moses and to Jesus, seemed
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f

to her a mission grander far than the conquest of empires and
infinitely more to be desired than the crown of heritage of
feolomon.

The night wore on as she phmned th(! work of (jomin'^ years •

but she still walked up and down the floor, with slow, uncertain
steps, like one who peering at distant objects, sees nothin.'
close at hand. FlusL and tremor passed from her countenancc^
leaving the features p le and fixed; for the fint gush of en-
thusiasm, like the jet,< of violet fiame fiickerin<' over the
simmering mass in alchemic crucibles, had vanished—the
thought Avas a crystallized and consecrated i)uri)ose.
At last, when the feeble light admonished her that she would

soon be in darkness, she retreated to her own room, and the
iirst glimmer of day struggled in at her window as she knelt
at her bedside praying :

''Be pleased, Lord ! to make me a fit instrument for thy
work

;
sanctify my heart

; quicken and enlighten my mind •

grant me patience and perseverance and unwavering faith;
guide me into paths that lead to truth

; enable me in all things
to labor with an eye single to thy glory, caring less for the
applause of the world than for the advancement of the cause
of Christ. O my Father and my God ! bless the work on
which 1 a.m about to enter, crown it with success, accept me as
an humble tool for the benefit of my race, and when the days
of my earthly pilgrimage are ended, receive my soul into that
eternal rest which thou has prepared from the foundations of
the world, for the sake of Jesus Christ."

\vf

CHAPTER XT.

One afternoon, about a week after Mr. Leigh's last visit, as
J^dna returned from the parsonage, where she had been de-
tained beyond tae usual time, Mrs. Murrav placed in her hand
a note from Mrs. Inge, inviting both to dine with her that day
and meet some distinguished friends from a distant State'
Mrs. Murray had already completed an elaborate toilet, and
desired Ldna to loss no time in making the requisite chanjjes
in her own dress. The latter took oflT her hat, laid her books
dovn on a table, and said :

"Please offer my excuses to Mrs. Inge. I cannot accept
tJie invitation, and hope you will not urge me."

r M



ST. ELMO. 105

" Nonsense ! Let me hear no more such chiklish stuff, and
get ready at once ; we shall be too late, I am afraid."

The orphan leaned against the mantel-j)iece and shook her
head.

]\[rs. Murray coloured angrily and drew herself up haughtily.
" Edna Earl, did you hear what I saidl"
" Yes, madam, but this time I cannot obey you. Allow me

to give you my reasons, and I am sure you will forgive what
may now seem mere obstinacy. On the night of the \mvty
given by Mrs. Inge I determined, under no circumstances, to

accept any future invitations to lier house, for I overhear;! a
conversation between Mrs. Hill and Mrs. IMontgomery which I

believe was intended to reach my ears, and consequently,
wounded and mortified me very much. I was ridiculed, and
denounced as a 'poor upstart and interloj)er,' who was being
smuggled into society far above my position in life, and pro-

nounced an avaricious schemer, intent on thrusting myself
upon Mr. Leigh's notice, and ambitious of marrying him for

his fortune. They sneered at the idea that we should study
Hebrew with Mr. Hammond, and declared it a mere trap to

catch Mr. Leigh. Now, Mrs. Murray, you know that I never
had such a thought, and the bare mention of a motive so sordid,

contemptible, and unwomanly, surprised and disgusted me
;

but I resolved to study Hebrew by myself, and to avoid meet-
ing Mr. Leigh at the parsonage ; for if his sister's friends enter-

tain such an opinion of me, I know not what other people, and
even Mrs. Inge, may think. Those two ladies added some
other things '^•qually unpleasant and untrue, and as I see that
they are also invited to dine to-day, it would be very disagree-
able for me to meet them in Mr. Leigh's presence."

Mrs. Murray fj-owned, and her lips curled, as she clasped a
diamond bracelet on her arm.

" I have long since ceased to be surprised by any mariifest-

ation of Mrs. Montgomery's insolence. She doubtless judges
your motives by those of her snub-nosed and excruciatingly
fashionable daughter, Maud, who, rumour says, is ]mying most
devoted attention to that same fortune of Gordon's^ I shall

avail myself of the first suitable occasion to suggest to her that
it is rather unbecoming in persons whose fathers were convicted
of forgery, and hunted out of the State, to lay such stress on
the mei-e poverty of young aspirants for admission into society.

I have always noticed that people (women especially) whose
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Jineago in e,ivc.lo|,e<l in a certain twilight l.azo, constitute the,

andlf'"t ;i'"\f
"'" "'""'"'"li'y "t"tl-i.- pretention ciw",i"'and fly at tliu tlnoats of tliosc who, tliey imagine desire t^',

.on th(^ ^.,lno,.f ^i-
'^ " ,^' * «^'M'(^ote(l less nervoiusness from her.on the subject of ^eno,a]o^y, and shouhl have dven her creditior more courtesy an.l less malice; but, poor thinj, n "ture den eher any individuality, and she serves ' her circl^ ' in the sa n

soc etvlll r ^T ""''' ^^'r^f^^'^'y i»-l>'ed, and in really goo.lsociety Ill-breeding is more iniquitous than ill-nature
; but how

.CO sideiation. I would not gratify them by withdrawing Lm:a position which you can so gracefully occuW "

1 p etei It for I would not exchange the companionship of th<.books in this house for all the dinners that ever weTeXen "
There is no necessity for you to make a recluse of your elf

y7L T'" '"" 1^"^^' ^^"^ ^'-«iP-^ disgrace themrelve

:r;r^/rsS^-:^^^ -^^^ -^ -^^ ^o out with

"But, my dear Mrs. Murray, my position in your familv is

It IS a matter which does not concern Mesdames Hill an.)

it ?tTStrer^''-" T1 r-l---"y int?m2?o' h^l'
1 insist upon the dismissal of the whoh^ affair from your mindHow much longer do you intend to keep me waitin/f

1 am very sorry you cannot view the subject from n.v

::^^S 'tj;r^^^ ^ T"^^
accompany ^yl^^o^ri'^

own iiouse, 1 shall be glad to comply with your wishes andcommands
;
but my self-respect will not permit me tJ^o out tomeet people who barely to/erate me thi4gh 1™ ot' fffencHmyou. It IS exceedingly painful, dear Mrs Murray for me tohave to appear disrespectful and stubborn towards you b™? hthis instance I cannot comply with your wishes." ^ '

cJitfamiW Hp^betr
^^^-^^^^' '''' '''^ ^^^»-y'« ^-w

I'
What do you expect me to tell Mrs. Inge?"
ihat I return mv thanks For her -"v- kin-l -^ - i.

f --^f
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'^.'^VH. Murray smiled signiticantly.

• .^o you HuppoHO tluit oxouse will satisfy youi- friend Gordon]

He ^vilffly for consolation to the stereotyped smile and delicious

flattery of simpering Miss Maud."
" I care not where ho flies, provided I am left in peace."

" Stop, my dear child
;
you do not mean what you say. You

know very well that you earnestly hope Clordon will esca})e the

tender mercies of silly Maud and the machinations of her most

amiable mamma ; if you don't, I do. Understand that you are

not to visit Susan Montgonioiy's sins on (lordon's head. I shall

come home early, and nuike you go to bed at nine o'clock, to

punish you for your obstinacy. By the by, Kdna, Hagar tells

nie that you frequently sit up till three or four o'clock, poring

over those heathenish documents in my son's cabinet. This

is absurd, and will ruin your healtii ; and beside, 1 doubt

if what you learn is worth your trouble. You must not sit up

longer than ten o'clock. Give me my furs."

Edna ate her dinner alone, and went into the library to

practise a diflicult music lesson ; but the si)ell of her new i)ro-

ject was stronger than the witchery of music, and closing the

piano, she ran into the " Egyptian Museum," as Mrs. Murray

.termed her son's sitting-r^om.

The previous night she had been reading an account of the

doctrines of Zoroaster, in which there was an attem})t to trace

all the chief features of the Zendavesta to the Old Testament

and the Jews, and now she returned to the subject with un-

flagging interest.

Pushing a cushioned chair close to the window, she wrapped

her shawl around her, put her feet on the round of a neighbour-

ing chair, to keep them from the icy floor and gave herself up

to the perusal of the volume.

The sun went down in a wintery sky ; the solemn red light

burning on the funeral pyre of day streamed through the

undraped windows, flushed the fretted facade of the Taj Mahal,

glowed on the marble floor, and warmed and brightened the

serene, lovely face of the earnest young student. As the flame

faded in the west, where two stars leaped from the pearly

ashes, the fine print of Edna's book grew dim, and she turned

the page to catch the mellow, silvery radiance of the full moon,

which, shining low in the east, threw a ghastly lustre on the

awful form and floating white hair of the Cimbrian woman
on the wall But between the orphan and the light, close

;
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conW l,„|o„s t„ l,„t one p.,-s™ ' " '^ '""" '""' ''«"' l'«"l

Htrangers in distant lands V ^ ^
""'""'^ ^"'^"^'

it as his, and '^nXr^o uU^Tt^^'t'^Tt^"?'^'^^^^-^'
otitstretd.ed palm. His fiml,t ol 'i ' ^ •'* ''"'' ^^•''"•' ^"^ ^''«

gaze he fixed on her face ^
"'^*'' *^^' ''*"^^^>^' '^^^^''^J^^S

she we^l i;;V''""^«°"*'«^^S'^'-^ Tell me is

away7 ^"' '^'^" ^"^ "^'^'^« ^'-^ ^^Wy while I waTfa"

looked down inio ^j'SW'fee
'"'"^» '''' ^^^'^ ^^^ ^»« hand,

on;S^';r1:?:r7 ^ll^^^'^lrSt^ ^^ ""^^^^^
paler than when you saw her last

" ^''' *^^"'"'^' ^"^^

'' ituId'notrkJ'''
'^"1 ^"".^^"*^^' '^^ ^ requested?"

to bel e"; tha you wonlf."' T'
""^ ^°"^' ^^^* ^^^*- ^^d her

thinks that a^ tMs Ztt t

''"* •^"''

f'^^*^^*^^
^^^^•- ^^e

Last ni^ht when the erv n
^ T '^ .*^^^ ^^'^^''^ ^^ ^^rsia.

the letter wh eh she eonfiT ^r'"'
^'°™ ^^" post-ofilce without

tears, and Ihetid'Z ^^ ^ "T''''^'
^''' ^^^« ^^ed with

loves'the e^eitemlt o^W^JltT^l ^^.^It
°'

t/^
'^'"^' '^"^^

mmd.' Whv did you deceive wV W^
^^^^ mother's peace of

all the joy of anticiVatinrvJ \ ^^ "^'^ ^°" ^^^ her of
J J ^^ 'tiicicipating your speedy return 1"
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As she glanced at hiiu, sho saw the old scowl settling heavily
between his eyes, and the iuushness had crept back to the voice

that answered :

" I di'l not deceive her. It was a sudden and unexpected
circunisruice that ileterniined my return. Moreover, she should
long since iiave nccustonied her.seif to tind happiness from other
sources than my f-'ociety ; for no one knows better my detesta-

tion of settling down in any fixed habitation."

Edna felt all her childish lepugnance sweeping over her a"

she saw t\\v. swift hardening of his features, as she turned
toward the door.

" Where are you going !"

" To send a messenger to your mother, acquainting her with
your arrival. She would not forgive me if I failed to give her
such good tidings at the very earliest moment."

" You will do no such thing. I forbid any ines-sage. She
thinks me in the midst of Pei-sian ruins, and can afford to wait
an hour longiu- among her friends. How happened it that you
idso are not at ]Mrs. Inge's /"

Either the suddenness of the question or the intentness of his

scrutiny, or the painful consciousness of the true cause of her
failure to accept the invitation, brought back the blood which
surprise had driven from her cheeks.

*' I preferred remaining at home,"
" Home ! home !" he repeated, and continued vehemently :

'• Do you really expect me to believe that a girl of your age,

with the choice of a dinner-party among the ellti', with lace,

silk, and feathers, champagne, hoii-mut, and scandal, flattering

speeches and soft looks from young gentlemen, biting words
and hard looks from old ladies, or the alternative of a dull,

lonely evening in this cold, dreary den of mine, shut up with
mummies, mss., and musty books, could deliberately decline the
former and voluntarily select the latter ? Such an anomaly in
sociology, such a Insus naturte, might occur in Bacon's * Ben-
salem,' or in some undiscovered and unimagined realm, where
the men are all brave, honest, and true, and the women consci-
entious and constant ! But here ! and now ? Ah ! pardon
me ! Impossible !"

Edna felt as if Momus' suggestion to Vulcan of a window
in the human breast, whereby one's thoughts might be rendered
visible, had been adopted ; for, under the empaling eye bent
upon her, the secret motives of her conduct seamed spread out
as on a scroll, which he read at will.
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I Avas iuvito.1 to Mrs. Inge's, yet yoii find nie here, beeatise
I preferred a quu^t evening at home to a noiwy one elsewliere
tlov

„, yuii r'xi.lain the contradiction if you disbelieve my

- am not so in^'^porienced as to tax mv ingenuity witli anv
Kuch ., rden. With the IVnelupe web of' female motivoH maV
aten and fnrioH forbid ranb m-ddling. Unless human nature
here in America has undergone . radical change, nav, ;. most
complete tran.M.ogritication, since J abjured it some fears aao •

unh^ss this year ih to be .-hronided as an Avatar of ^ truth and'
'inselhshness, ! will stak. nil niy possessions on the assertion
th;4,some veiy i,eculiar auu cogent reason, something beyond
the desire to prosecute archa-ological researches has driven you
to decline the invitati(m." "^

Sht! made no r.^.ly, but opened the bookcase and replaced th.>volume which she had been reading; and he saw that she
glanced uneasily toward the door, as if longing to escape
^- Are you insulted at my presumption in thus catechising

"I am sorry, sir, to Hnd that you liave lost none of your
cynicism in your travels."

'•Do you regard travelling as a panacea for minds diseased r
Whe looked up and smiled in his face—a smile so bric^ht and

urch and merry, that even a stone might have caught the -low
Certainly not, Mr Murray, as you are the most incorrfgible

traveller I have ever known."
But there was no answering gleam on his darkening coun-

tenance as he watched her, and the brief silence that ensued
was annoying to his companion, who felt less at ease every
moment, and was convinced that with such antagonisms of
character existing between them, all her peaceful, happy days
at Le Socage were drawing to a close.

" Mr. Murray, I am cold, and I should like to go to the fire
If you have no more questions to ask, and will be so kind as to
unlock the door.

He glanced round the room, and taking his grey travelling
shawl from a chair where he had thrown it, laid it in a heap oS
the marble tiles, and said :

^

"Yes, this floor is icy. Stand on the shaAv!, thou-^'h I am
well aware you are more tired of me than of . !,, ) oon.

^

Another long pause followed, and then St. Elmo Murray
caraie close to his companion, saying :
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" For four long years I liavo binni making an (sxperinuMit

—

one of those experiments which men fretjuently attempt,

l)elieving all the time that it is worse than r'l.l.Vg play, and

liiilf hoping that it will pn " so and sanctif ' *'..; wisdom of

their skepticism concerning the icsult. Wlien I left homo I

placed in y.<ur charge the kt y of my private desk or cabinet,

exacting the pronnse tliiit only upon certain conditions would

vou venture to ojien it. 'liose contnii/encies have not arisen,

conseipiently there can be no justification for your having nnide

yourself accjuainted with the contents of the vault. F told you

I trusted the key in your hands ; 1 did not. I felt assured yoii

would betray the contidence. Tt was not a trust—it was a

temptation, which I beli(!ved no girl or wonum wuuld sueeess-

fuliy resist. I am here to receive an account of your steward-

nhip, and I tell you now I doubt you. When; is the key 1"

Hhe took from her pocket a snuill ivory box, and opening it

(hew out the little key and handed it to him.
•' Mr. Murray, it was a confidence which I never solicited,

which has caused me nuich pain, because it necessitated conceal-

ment from your mother, but which—God is my witness -I have

not betrayed. There is the key, but of the content s of the

tomb I know nothing. It was ungenerous in you to empt a

child as you did ; to otter a premium as it were for a violation

of secrecy, by whetting my curiosity and then placing in my
own hands the means of gratifying it. Of course 1 hav won-

dered what the mystery was, and why you selected me or its

custodian ; and I have often wished to inspect the interior of

that marble cabinet ; but child though I was, I think 1 would
have gone to the stake sooner than violate my promise."

As he took the key she observed that his hand trembled and
that a sudden pallor overspread his face.

" Edna Earl, I give you one last chance to be truthful w ith

me. If you yielded to the temptation—and what woman, wiiat

girl, would net?—it would be no more than I really expect* d,

and you will scarcely have disa})pointed me; for as I told you,.

I put no faith in you. But even if you succumbed to a natural

curiosity, be honest and confess it
!"

8he looked up steadily into his inquisitorial eyes, an*

I

answered

:

"I have nothing to confess."

He laid his hand heavily on her shoulder, and his tone was
eager, vehement, pleading, trenudous :

W
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Edna Earl, I lave been ilJ -foi- years-but I shall be better
hencetorth O child

!
ehi d ! Your calm, pure, guileless soul can-

not comprehend the blackness and dreariness of mine. Better
that you should he down now in death, with all the unfolded frc-'li
ness of your life gathered in your grave, than live to know the
world as I have proved it. For many years I have lived with-
out hope or trust or faith in anything—in anybody. To-ni-ht
J stand here lacking sympathy with or respect for my race, a^ndmy confadence in human nature was dead ; but, child, you have
galvanized the corj)se."

"^

Again the mournful music of his voice touched her heart, and

tone
^'"'"''^ '"'''''^ ^' '^^ answered in a low, hesitating

"It was not death, Mr. Murray, it was merely syncope and
this IS a healthtul reaction from disease."

-^
^

i

"No it will not last. It is but an ignis fatims that will de-
coy to deeper gloom and .larker morasses. I have swept and
garnished, and the seven other devils will dwell with me for
ever

! My child, I have tempted you, and you stood firm

I
orgive my suspicions. Twenty years hence, if you are so luck-

less as to live that long, you will not wonder that I doubted
you, but that my doubt proved unjust. This little vault con-
tains no skeleton, no state secrets ; only a picture and a few
jewels, my will, and the history of a wrecked, worthless, utterly
ruined life. Perhaps if you continue true, and make my mother
happy, I may put all in your hands some day, when I die ; andthen you will not wonder at my aimless, hopeless, useless lifeOne thing I wish to say now, if at any time you need assistance
of any kind-if you are troubled-come to me. I am not quite
so selhsh as the world paints me, and even if I seem rude and
harsh, do not fear to come to me. You have conferred a favour
on me, and I do not like to remain in anybody's debt Make
ine repay you as soon as possible."

" I am afraid, sir, we never can be friends "

"Why not?"
" Because you have no confidence in me, and I would much

sooner go for sympathy to one of your bronze monsters yonderon the doorsteps, than to you. Neither of us likes the other
and consequently a sham cordiality would be intolerably irk-
some. I shall not be here much longer; but while we are inthe same house, I trust no bitter o. unkind feelings will bo en
tertained. I thank you, sir, for your polite offer^of assistance,

8
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love my

but hope I shall soon be able to maintain myself without
burdening your mother any longer."

"How long have you burdened her?"
" Ever since that niglit when I was picked up lame and help-

less, and placed in her kind hands."
" I should like to know whetlier you reallv

mother?"
" Next to the memory of my grandfather, I love her and Mr.

Hammond ; and I feel that my gratitude is beyond expression.

There, your mother is coming 1 I hear the carriage. Shall I

tell her you are here?"

Without raising his face, he took the key of the door from his

pocket, and held it toward her. " No ; I will meet her in her
own room."

Edna hastened to the library, and throwing herself into a
chair, tried to collect her thoughts and reflect upon what had
passed in the " Egyptian Museum."
Very soon Mrs. Murray's cry of joyful surprise rang through

the house, and tears of sympathy rose to Edna's eyes as fancy
pictured the happy meeting in the neighbouring room. Not-
withstanding the strong antipathy to Mr. Murray which she had
assiduously cultivated, and despite her conviction that he held
in derision the religious faith to which she clung so tenaciously,

she was now disquieted and pained to discover that his bronzed
face possessed an attraction—an indescribable fascination

—

which she had found nowhere else. In striving to analyze the
interest she was for the first time conscious of feeling, she
soothed herself with the belief that it arose from curiosity coji-

corning his past life, and sympathy for his evident misanthropy.
It was in vain that she endeavoured to fix her thouarhts on a

book ; his eyes met hers on every page, and when the bell sum-
moned her to a late sup[)er, she was glad to escape from her
own confused I'eflections.

Mrs. Murray and her son were standing on the rug before

the grate, and as Edna entered, the former held out her hand.
"Have you seen my son? Come and congratulate me." She

kissed the girl's forehead, and continued :

<' St. Elmo, has she not changed astonishingly ? Would you

have known her had you met her away from home V
" I should certainly have known her under all circumstances."

He did not look at her, l)ut resumal the conversation with

^i^g mother which her entrance hid iut^rrupted, and during
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supper Edna could scarcely realize that tlie cold, distant manwho took no more notice of her. than of one of the salt cellarswas the same whom she had left leaning over the Taj Nothe famtest trace of emotion lingered on" the dark, stony features, over which occasionally flickered the light of a saiLsticsmile as he briefly outlined the course of his wanderings aminow that she could, without being observed, study hcfunteance, she saw that he looked much oldei', more worn a^dhaggard and hopeless, than when last at home, and1liat the

When they rose from the table, M.-s. Murray took an eleoantbouquet from the mantlepiece and said •
^

''

-E^'f '

I w'^« requested to ,,lace this in your hands as mtoken of the regard and remembrance of vour friend .; imirer, Gordon Leigh, who charged me to i^e oTth vo.absence spoiled his enjoyment of the day. 1 le^se n "dSinconsolable because of your non-attendance, I pionS^ 1 !tyou should ride with him to-morrow afternoon "
^ "**

As iLdna glanced up to receive the flowers, ihe met the m,..-

bou;St^ie^^j^'^'t^M^^ '"^ I^er c^ifwirr^
U.e kgrance,

-f.^!:Lii!:fof^;;ei:a^^^^^^^^

'' Ye^'i^T
^'^7/''' °^'''' engagement for to-morrow T

mond " ' ""' ^''^""'^'^^ ^'^ «P^"^^ ^^ ^^ith Mr. Ham-
"Then you must excuse yourself for T will r,»f v, n ^

disappointed again."
' ^^ """^ ^''^^ ^"^'^^^n

Too much annoyed to answer Edn-i Icff fl...p^<i in the han and UeeWa to Mi^klli;';"JrJ:/^^

M:™,z::t,,c,ir"
"°' ''"™ "™>-»'-« '°-"-«''*. - m.

"For that very reason I want to have thom to m .1.pubhc acknowledgment of my -mtitude hL ? *^ "^'^^« '^

restored to me Oh ' if he won! i

""^ ''''' ''*^-' ^^^'^

a Tf •
1 t r ^^"'"'' *^"^^y ^'onsent to be nresent '"

^^

It IS late, and he will probably plead fatigue " ^
'

li,rar;r
^^^^^^ ^^^'^^ -'^^ -^1 when I ring the bell, come to the

The orphan went to her room and diligently copied an essay
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which she intended to submit to Mr. Hammond for criticism
on the following day ; and as the comparative merits of the
Solonian and Lycui-gan codes constituted her theme, she soon
became absorbed by Cxrecian politics, and was only reminded
of the events of the evening, when the mutizzin bell sounded,
calling the household to prayer.

She laid down her pen and hurried to the library, whither
Mrs. Murray had enticed her son, who was standing before
one of the book-cases, looking over the table of contents of a
new scientific work. The servants came 4n and ranged them-
selves near the door, and suddenly Mrs. Murray said :

"You must take my place to-night. P^dna: I cannot read
aloud."

The orphan looked up appealiugly, but an imperative gesture;
silenced her, and she sat down before the table, bewildered and
frightened. Mr. Murray glanced around the room, and with a
look of wrath and scorn threw down the book and turned to-

ward the door; but his mother's hands seized his

—

" My son, for my sake, do not go ! Out of respect for me,
remain this first evening of your return. Fpr my sake, St,
Elmo !"

He frowned, shook off her hands, and strode to the door, then
reconsidered the matter, came back, and stood at the fireplace,

leaning his elbow on the mantel, looking gloomily at the coals.

Although i)ainfully embarrassed as she took her seat and
prepared to conduct the services in his presence. Edna felt a
great calm steal over her spirit when she opened the Bible and
read her fiivorite chapter, the fourteenth of St. John.
Her sweet, flexible voice, gradually losing its tremor, rolled

soothingly through the room; and when she knelt and repeated
the prayer selected for the occasion—a prayer of thanks for the
safe return of a traveller to the heaven of home—her tone was
full of pathos and an e nestness that strangely stirred the
proud heart of the wanderer as he stood there, looking throu'di
his fingers at her uplifted face, and listening to the first prayer
that had reached his ears for nearly nineteen weary years of
sin and scoffing.

When Edna rose from her knees he had left the room, and
she heard his swift steps echoing drearily through the rotundo.
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" I do not wish to inten-u]it you. There is certainly room
enough in this library for both, and my entrance need not prove
the signal for your departure."
Mr. Murray closed the door as he came in, and walking up to

the bookcases, stood carefully examining the titles of the
numerous volumes. It was a cold, dismal morning, and sobbing
wnitry winds and the ceaseles i pattering of rain made the
outer world seem dreary in comparison with the genial atmo-
sphere and the ruddy glow of the cosy, luxurious library, where
choice exotics breathed their fragrance and early hyacinths ex-
haled their rich perfume. In the centre of the morocco-covered
table stood a tall glass bowl, filled with white camellias, and
from Its scalloped edges drooped a fringe of scarlet fuchsias

;

while near the window was a china statuette, in whose daily
adornment Edna took unwearied interest. It was a lovely
Flora, whose slender fingers held aloft small tulip-shaped vases,
mto which fresh blossoms were inserted every morning. The
head was so arranged as to contain water, and thus preserve
the wreath of natural flowers which crowned the goddess. To-
day golden crocuses nestled down on the streammg hair, and
j)ui-ple pansies filled the fairy hands, while the tiny, rosy feet
sank deep in the cushion of tine, green mosses, studded with
double violets.

Edna had risen to leave the room when the master of the
house entered, but at his request resumed her seat and con-
tinued readinsf.

After searching the shelves unavailingly, he glanced over his
shoulder and asked

:

>
• o

"Have you seen my copy of De Guerin's Centaur anywhere
about the house? I had it a week ago."
"I beg your pardon, sir, for causing such a fruitless search;

iiere is the book. I picked it up on the front steps, where you
were reading a few afternoons since, and it opened at a passage
that attracted my attention."
She closed the volume and held it toward him, but he waved

it back.

/' Keep it if it interests you. I have read it once, and merely
-ii-u ip{«-.i TO a Miitiuuua- {Kissagu. Can you guess what

sentence most frequently recurs to me 1 If so, read it to me."
He drew a chair close to the hearth and lighted his cigar.
Hesitatingly Edna turned the leaves.

ik
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"I am afraid, sir, tliat my soloction would displease you."
" I will risk it, as, notwithstanding your flattering opinion to

the contrary, I am not altogether so unreasonable as to take
offense at a compliance with my own request."

She still shrank from tluj task he imposed, and her fingers
toyed with the scfirlet fuchsias ; but after eyeing her for a
while, he leaned forward and pushed the glass bowl beyond her
reach.

" Edna, I am waiting."
" Well, then, Mr. Murray, I should think that these two

passages would imj)ress you with peculiar force."
Kaising the book she read with much emphasis :

"Thou pui-suost after wisdom, () MelMmpus! which is th(!
science of the will of the gods ; and thoa roamest from people to
people like a mortal driven by the destinies. In the times when
I kept my niglit-watches before the caverns, I have sometimes
believed that I was about to surprise the thoughts of the sleep-
ing (?ybele, and that the mother of tiie gods^ betrayed by her
dreams, would let fall some of her secrets. IJut I have never
yet made out more than sounds which faded away in the mu)--
mur of night, or words inarticulate as the bubbling of the
rivers."

•

'' 8eekest thou to know the gods, O Macareus ! and fi-om what
source men, animals, and the elements of the universal tire have
their origin '] The aged ocean, the father of all things, keeps
locked within his own breast these secrets ; and the nymphs
who stand around sing as they weave their eternal dance before
him, to cover any sound which might escape from his lips, half
opened by slumber. Mortals dear to the gods for their virtue
have received from their hands lyres to give delight to man, or
the seeds of new plants to make him rich, but from their inex-
orable lips—nothing!"

" Mr. JNfurray, am I correct in my conjecture 1

"

" Quite correct " he answered, smiling grimly.
Taking the book from her hand he threw it on the table,

and tossed his cigar into the grate, adding in a defiant, clial-
lenging tone :

" The mantle of Solomon did not fall at Le Cayla on the
shoulders of IVIaurice de Guerin. After all he was a wretched
liyi)ochondriac, and a tinge of le cahier vert doubtless crept
into his eyes."
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•« Do you forget, sir, that lie said, ' When one is a wanderer,
one feels that one fulfils the true condition of humanity ?' and
that among his last words are these, ' The stream of travel is
full of delight. Oh ! who will set me adrift on this Nile V "

" Pardon me if I remind you, ^>»ar parenthhe, of the prelimi-
nary and courteous En garde ! which should be pronouncpd
before a thrust. De Guerin felt starved in Languedoc, and no
wonder

! But had he penetrated every nook and cranny of
the habitable globe, and traversed the vast zaarahs which
science accords tlie universe, he would have died at last as
hungry as Ugolino. I speak advisedly, for the triie lo gad-fly,
enmu, has stung lue from hemisphere to hemisphere, across
tempestuous oceans, scorching deserts, and icy mountain ranges.
1 have faced alike the bourrans of the steppes and the samieli
of bJiamo, and the result of my vandal life is best epitomized
in those grand but grim words of Bossuet : 'On trouve au fond
de tout levide et le nkmC Nineteen years ago, to satisfy my
hunger, I set out to hunt the daintiest food this world could
furnish, and, like other fools, have learned, finally, that life is
but a huge, mellow, golden Osher, that mockinglv sifts its bitter
(lust upon our eager lips. Ah! truly, on trouve au fond de
told Le Vide et le nmnt .'"

"Mr. Murray, if you insist upon your bitter Osher simile,
why shut your eyes to the palpable analogy suggested 1 Natural-
ists assert that the Solanum, or apple of Sodom, contains in its
normal state muther dust nor ashes

; unless it is punctured bv
an insect, the Tenthredo, which converts the whole of the in-
side into dust, leaving nothing but the rind entire, without any
loss o colour. Human life is as fair and tempting as the fruit
of

' Ain July, till stung and poisoned by the Tenthredo of

All conceivable suavifer In modo characterized his mockino-
countenance and tone, as he inclined his haughty head and
asked :

° "^

"Will you favour me by lifting on the point of your dissect-
ing-knife tins stinging sin of mine to which you refer? The
noxious brood swarm so teasingly about my ears that they
(leprive me of your cool, clear, philosophic discrimination.
Which particular Tenthredo of the buzzing swarm around my
spoiled apple of life would you advise me to select for my anL
tliema maranathar "^

" Of your history, sir, I am entirely ignorant ; and even if
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I were not, I .should not presume to levy a tax upon it in dis-
cussions with you ; for, however vulnerable you may imssibly
be, I i-egard an aiyumentum ad hominem as the weakest weaj)on
in the armory of dialects—a weapon too often dipi)ed in the
venom of ])ei'sonal malevolence. I merely gave expression to
my belief that mi.seral)le, useless lives are sinful lives.; that
when God framed the world, and called the Imman race into it,

he made most munificent i)iovision for all luinlthful hunger,
whether physical, intellectual, or moral ; and that it is a mor-
bid, diseased, distorted natun^ that wears out its allotted years
on earth in bitter carping iind blasphemous dissatisfaction. The
(ireeks recognized this immemorial truth—wrapped it in classic
traditions, and the myth of Tantalus constitut(Kl its swaddling
clcthes. You are a scholar, Mr. Murray ; look back and analyze
the derivation and significance of that fable. Tantalus, the
son of Pluto, or Wealth, was, accordii. j to Pindar, 'a wanderei-
froni hajipiness,' and the name represents a man abounding in
wealth, but whose ai)petite was so insatiable, even at the am-
brosial feast of the gods, that it ultimately doomed him to
ete)-nal, unsatisfied thirst and hunger in Tartarus. The same
truth crops out in the legend of Midas, who found himself
starving while his touch converted all things to g.M."

"Doubtless you have arrived at the charitable conclusion
that, as I am endowed with all the amiable idiosyncrasies of
ancient cynics, I shall inevitably join the snarling 'Dives Club
in Hades, and swell the howling chorus. Probably I shall not
disappoint your kind and eminently Christian expectations;
nor will I deprive you of the gentle satisfaction of hissing
across the gulf of ])erdition, which will then divide us, that
sttmmum honmn of feminine felicity, ' I told you so !'

"

The reckless mockery of his manner made Edna shiver, and
a tremor crei)t across her beautiful lips as she answei ed sadly :

" You torture my words into an interpretation of whicli I
never dreamed, and look u})on all things through the distorting
lenses of your own moodiness. It is worse than useless for us
to attempt an amicable discussion, for your bitterness never
slumbers, your suspicions are ever on the qui vive."

She rose, but he quickly laid his hand on her shoulder and
pressed her back into the chair.

" You will be so good as to sit still, and hear me out. I
Jiave a right to all my charming, rose-coloured views of this
world. I have gone to and fro on the earth, and life has proved
a Banuecide's banquet of just thirty-eight years' din-ation."
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" But, sir, you lacked tlie patience and resolution of Sliac-
abac, or, like him, you would have finally grasped the sjdendid
leahties. The world must be concjxiered, held in bonda«,'e to
God's law and nnui's reason, before we can hope to levy tribute
that will support our moral and mental natures; and it is only
when humanity finds itself in the inverted order of serfdom to
the world, that it dwarfs its cajjacities, and even then dies of
famine."

The scornful gleam died out of his eyes, and mournful com-
}»assion stole in.

"Ah ! how imi)etuously youth springs to the battle-field of
life

! Hojje exorcises the gaunt spectre of defeat, and fancy
fingers unwon trophies and fadeless bays; but slow-stepping
experience, pallid, blood-stained, spent with toil, lays her icy
hand on the rosy veil that floats before blight, brave, young
eyes, and lo ! the hideous wreck, the bleaching bones, the
grinning, ghastly horrors that strew the scene of combat ! No
burnished eagles nor streaming banners, neither spoils of victory
nor peans of triumph, only silence and gloom and death—slow-
sailing vultures—and a voiceless desolation ! O child ! if you
would find a suitable type of that torn and trampled battle-
field—the human heart—when vice and virtue, love and hate,
revenge and remorse, have wrestled fiercely for the mastery

—

go back to your Tacitus, and study there the dismal picture of
tliat lonely Teutoburgium, where Varus and his legions went
down in the red burial of battle ! You talk of 'coiKjuering the
world—holding it in bondage !' What do you know of its
perils and subtle temptations—of the glistening quicksands
whose smooth lips already gape to engulf you ! The ^ ery
vilest fiend in hell might afford to jmuse and pity your delusion
ere turning to machinations destined to rouse you rudely from
your silly dreams. Ah ! you remind me of a little, innocent,
happy child, playing on some shining beach, when the sky is
quiet, the winds are hushed, and all things wrapped in rest,
save

' Tlie water lapping on the crag,
And the long ripple washing in the reeds '

—

a fiiir, fearless child, gathering polished pearly shells with
which to build fairy palaces, and suddenly, as she catches the
mournful murmur of the immemorial sea, that echnes in the
flushed and folded chambers of the stranded shells, her face
pales with awe and wonder—the childish lips part, the childish
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eyes are strained to discover the inysterv ; and while tliewhispm-ing monotone admonislies of howling storms and sink
n.^' ar-osie,s she smiles and listens, sees only the dowin- car-

, n .7 r f''^ H'^^'^^"^'
the winds lea,, to their track ofurn, the great deep rises wrathf.d and murderous, bellowingfor victims, and Cyclone reigns! Thundering waves sweepover and hear away the frail palaces that decked the stmiu

a".<levc.n while the shell symphony still charms the ear le
I'l'ild s rosy eet are washed from their sandv resting-place ,' she
s borne on howling billows far out to a lashed and ma.lden^^dman, strewn with human drift; and numb with horror shesinks swittly to a long and final ivst among purple alga^ ' Evenso, Kdna, you sto]) your ears with shells, and mv wamin- f-illsIke snow-flakes that melt and vanish on tlie boso^ ofa

nXii earn.

you wam'meV' '"
"'""'' '" '" "^""'- ^^^^""^* ^^^^* "-'^^^

"The hollowness of life, the fatuity of vour hooes thetreachery of that human nature of which you spea^. so Slelyand revereijtly. Ho surely as you put faith ill the truth andnob hty of humanity, you will find it as soft-li],ped and viciousas aolo Orsmi, who folded his wife, Isabella\le Medici, mos

iit.li t, slipped a cord around her neck and strancrled her "

thnt.-wirT' "'V^'"'^
^'""'*''" "^'*^^""" '"^ '"'''^^ ««'tish, sinful-that such treacherous monsters as Ezzolino and tlie Viscontilave stained the anuids of our race with '.lood-blotches, whichthe streaui of time will never efface ; but the law of com.Ti

StT '^r 77 T "'" r r ""''''' ^^^i--t--^t«^ a-1 brii;sTo

mrt r r.^
' '' T^ Antoninus. I believe that human

n< tu e IS a cunous amalgam of meanness, malice, and magnan-

i e onlv f?•'' "'i ^-r-'^'"'
^'^' y^'' ^^'^ ''^'^'^'^^ the simile^

tl e only elective a hmty in moral chemistry. Because ingots

giateful to ridicule and denounce the hopeful, patient, tirelesslabourers who handle the alloy and ultimately disintegrate the
pre^^ious metall Even if the world were bankrupt nCmlityand re igion-which, thank Go,l, it is not-one grand shinh ^
example, like Mr. Hammond, whose un.swerving consilencTnoble charity and sublime unselfishness all concede and revere

!-SB?iJ.,



HT. ELMO. 128

'

* It
! il

ought to leaven the mass oi sneering cynics, and w them to
l)elief in tlieir capacity for rising to pure, holy, lu.uwt perfeii
lives."

*' Spare me a repetition of tlu; rhapsodies of Madame Gnyon

!

I am not surprised that such a novice as you pi-ovc! yourself
HJiould, in the stereotyped style of orthodoxy, swear 'by that
hoary Tartutte, that hypocritical wolf, Allan Ifaminond "

"Stop, Mr. .Murray! You nnist not, shall not use such
language in my presence concerning one whom I love and re-
v(!re above all other human beings ! How dare yoji malign
that noble Christian, whose lips daily lift your name to iUu],
praying for pardcm and for peace 1 Oh ! how ungrateful, ho\v
unworthy you are of his affection and his prayers I"

She had interrupted him with an imperious wave of her
luuul and stood regarding him with an expression of indigna-
tion and detestation.

•' I neither possess nor desire his alfection or his prayers."
" Sir, you know that you do not deserve, but you most cer-

tainly have both."
" How did you obtain your information 1"

"Accidentally, when he was so suri)rised and grieved to
hear that you had started on your long voyage to Oceanica."

" He availed himself of that occasion to ac(piaint you with
all my heinous sins, my youthful crimes and follies, my •"

" No, sir ! he told me nothing, except tluit you no longer
loved him as in your boyhood ; that you had become estrang(,>d
from him

; and then he wept, and added, ' I love him still" I
shall pray for him as long as I live.'

"

" Imj)ossible
! You cannot deceive me ! In the depths of

his heart lie hates and curses me. Even a brooding dove
l)shaw ! Allan Hammond is but a man, and it would be un-
natural—utterly impossible that he could still think kindly of
liis old pupil. Imi)ossible !"

Mr. Murray rose and stood before the grate with his face
averted, and his companion seized the opportunity to say in a
low, determined tone :

" Of the causes that induced your estrangement I am abso-
lutely ignorant. Nothing has been told me, and it is a matter
about which I have conjectured little. But, sir, I have seen
Mr. Hammond every day for foui- years, ;v)\fl T know what I
say when I tell you that i.e loves you as well as if you were his
own son. Moreover, he "
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Hush
! you talk of what you do not uruleiHtand. Believe

in hnn it you will, hut, ho caictui not to chant his praiseH in my
pivHcnce

;
not to pniad,. y„ur civdulitv hcforo my vvv.h, if voii

do not desire that I shall diseiKhant vou. Just now you are
duped-so was I at your a«(^ Yonr jud^an.snt shunhers, ex-
perience is m its swad.Iiin<r.dothes

; hut I shall hide my time,
and the

< !iy will come .-re Ion- when these hymns of h.M-o-
wonshij) shall be hushed, and you stand cleaivr-eved. darker-
liearted, betore the moulderin^r nltar of your god of clay."

" broin such an awakening may God iireserve me ! Even if
our religion were not <livine, I should clasp to my heart the
system and the faith that make Mr. Hammond's life serene and
snbhme. Oli

!
that I may be 'duped' into that perfection of

character which makes his example beckon mo ever onward
aiui upward U yon have no gratitude, no reverence left, at
least remem))er the veneration with which I regard him, and
(to not 111 my hearing couple his name with sneers and insults

"

hphraim is joined to i<h)ls : let him alone!' " muttered the
nias^ter oi the house, with one of those graceful, mocking bows
that always disconcerted the orphan.

She was nervously twisting Mr. Leigh's ring around her
finger and as it was too large, it slippcl off, rung on the hearth,
and rolled to Mr. Murray's feet.

Picking it up he examined the emerald, and rei)eating the
inscnj)tioii, asked :

*

" Do you understand these words V
"J only know that tUey have been translated, "Peace be

with tJiee, or upon thee."

,
" ^""y^ f"^ Gordon Leigh's ring on your hand? Has Tar-

tultes Hebrew scheme succeeded so soon and so thoroughly ?"

1 do not understand you, Mr. Murray."
'

«' Madame ma nu-re proves an admirable ally in this clerical
match-mnkers deft hands, and (Gordon's i.athway is widened
and weeded. Happy (Gordon ! blessed with such able coiidju-
tors

!

''

The cold, sarcastic glitter of his eyes wounded and humiliat-
ed tiie girl, and her tone was haughty and detiant—
"You deal in inuendoes which I can not condescend to

notice Mr. J.eigh is my friend, and gave me this ring as a
l)irthday ijresent. As your mother advised me to accept it,
and indeed placed it on my linger, her ^auction should certainly
exempt me from your censure."

'H.,;,.J«fe„
Sf^vSsri?f::sfi3>'Biesm
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" Censuro ! Pardon mo ! It is no part of my husinoss ; hut
I happen to know Homothing of gem symhols, and nuiHt \w
allowed to snt,'ji,'est that this selection is scarcely comme ilfant
for a hetrotlial rinjj;."

Edna's face crimsoned, u.ul tho blood tingled to her fingers'

ends.

" As it was never intended as such, your cai'ping criticism

loses its point."

He stood with the jtiwcd hotween his thund) and fore-tinger,

eyeing liti tixedly, and on his handsome features shone a smile,

treacherous and chilling as arctic snow-blink.
" IMiny's injunction to lapi(hiries to spare tho smooth surface

of emeralds seems to have been forgott<!n when this ring was
fashioned. It was particularly unkind, nay, cruel to [)ut it on
the hand of a woman, wlio of course must and will follow the
(ixamplo of all her sex, and go out fishing most diligently in

the matrimonial .sea ; for if you have chanced to look into gem
history, you will remember what beftdl the fish on tho coast of
Cyprus, where the emerald eyes of the nuirbh' lion glared down
so mercilessly through the nets, that the fishermen could catch
nothing until they removed the jewels that constituted tho
eyes of the lion. iJo you recollect the account "J"

" No, sir, I never read it."

" Indeed ! How deplorably your (education has been neglect-

ed ! I thought your adored Dominit; Sampson down yonder at
the parsonage was teaching you a prodigious amount I"

"Give me my ring, Mr. Murray, and I will leave you."
*' Shall I not enlighten you on the sul)ject of emeralds ?"

" Thank you, sir, I believe not, as what 1 have already heard
does not tempt me to prosecute the subject."

" You think me insufferably presumptuous V
"That is a word which I should scarcely be justified in

applying to you."
" You regard me as meddlesome and tyrannical 1"

She shook her head.
" I generally prefer to receive answer.s to my questions. Pray,

what do you consider me ]" -

She hesitated a moment, antl said sadly and gently :

" Mr. Murray, is it generous in you to question me thus in

your own house T
"I do not claim to be generous, and the world would in-

dignantly defend me from such an imputation ! Generous ] On

|| »

^

;}
':

\

ij 1

4 -A

v^^'



f

1

1

126 ST. ELMO.

the contrary I declare explicitly that, unlike some ' whited
sepulchres ofmy acquaintance, I do not intend to stand labelled
with patent virtues

! Neither do I parade mezu,oth on my
doors. I humbly beg you to recollect that I am not a carefully-
printed perambulating advertisement of Christianity "

Kaising her face, Edna looked steadfostly at him, and pain,
compassion, sluiddering dread filled her soft sad eyes

" Well, you are reading me. What is the verdict 'v

ix^-If'
^''^''^^il>'-^^'"'^wn sigh was the only response

.! ^ Ar'\r®
«°"'^ ''"''"«^ ^"^ ''^P^y *o i^y qvxestions f

^vorZX^l'i r^-\
^'' !'^'' ^^' 1^^^'Petual strife and bitingwo ds let there be silence between us. We cannot be friendsand it would be painful to wage war here under your roof

'

consequently, I hope to disarm your hostility by assuring youthat in future I shall not attempt to argue with you, shafl notpick up the verbal gauntlets you seem disposed to throw down
to me. Purely sir, if not generous, you are at least suthciently
courteous to abstain from attacks which you have been notified
will not be resisted V

'' You wish me to understand that hereafter I, the owner and
ruler of this establishment, shall on no account presume toaddress any remarks to Aaron Hunt's grandchild V'

T J«n
^' ^;'^-^l« ;^'ei e very clear, Mr. Murray, and I meant what

1 said, and said what I meant. But one thing I wish to add •

while I remain here, if at any time I can aid or serve you,'Aaron Hunts grandchild will most gladly do so I do no
flatter myself that you will ever require or accept my assistance
in anything, nevertheless I would cheerfully rendei- it, should
occasion arise. '

"^"'^"''^'

He bowed, and returned the emerald, and Edna turned toleave the library.

" Before you go, examine this bauble."

_

He took from his vest pocket a velvet case containing a large
ring, which he laid in the palm of her hand

^

It was composed of an oval jacinth, with a splendid scarletfie leaping out as the light shone on it, and the diamonds thatclustered around it were very costly and brilliant. There wasno inscription, but upon the surface of the jacinth v.as engraveda female head crowned with oak leaves, among which se" nentswnthed and hissed, and just beneath the face grinned a dog's
.i.,d(!.

1
|c small out exquisitely carved human face was

r'SU"e;:r"'"'"''
'"' ""'^ ™^-em«. to dart from the

mK'mmm
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<' Is it a Medusa V
''No."
" It is certainly very beautiful, but I do not recognize the

face. Interpret for me."

"It is Hecate, Brimo, Empusa—all [)hases of the same
malignant power ; and it remains a mere matter of taste which
of the titles you select. I call it Hecate."

" I have never seen you wear it,"

" You never will."

"It is exceedingly beautiful."

Edna held it toward the grate, flashed the ilame now on this

side, now on that, and handed it back to the owner.
" Edna, I bought this ring in Naples, intending to ask your

acceptance of it, in token of my appreciation of your care of that
little gold key, provided I found you trustworthy, After your
pronunciamento uttered a few minutes since I presume I may
save myself the trouble of offering it to you. Beside, Gordon
might object to having his emerald overshadowed by my match-
less jacinth. Of course your tender conscience will veto the
thought of your wearing it V

" I thank you, Mr. Murray ; the ring is, by far, the most
elegant I have ever seen, but I certainly cannot accept it."

" Bithus contra BaccJnum /" exclaimed Mr. ]\[iirray, with a
short, mirthless laugh that made Iiis companion shrink Ijack a
a few steps.

Holding the ring at arm's length above his head, he con-
tinued :

" To the ' infernal flames,' your fit type, I devote you, my
costly Queen of Samothrace !"

Leaning over the grate, he dropped the jewel into the glow-
ing coals.

" O Mr. Murray ! save it from destruction !"

She seized the tongs and sprang forward, but he put out his
arm and held her back.

" Stand aside, if you please. Cleopatra quaffed liquid pearl
in honour of Antony, Nero shivered his precious crystal goblets,
and Sugar pounded up sapphires to color the windows of old St.

Denis ! Ghacun a son rfoiit ! If I choose to indulge myself in
a diamond cremation in honour of my tutelaiy goddess Brimo,
who has the right to exjwstulate ? True, such costlv amuse-
ments have been rare since the days of the ' C'yranides ' and
the ' Seven Seals ' of Hermes Trismegistus. See what a tawny,
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Shi^!""-'^ !'T ^'T "^y ''""y^^ >^^"^<^^^
- ^^^ Hecate holdshigh carnival down there in her congenial flames "

Me stood with one arm extended to bar Edna's approach, the

Soked'utif r
*''

™'r-^l^
'"'''' " ^^"^'^^^^^- -^^fess demonlooked out of his eyes, which were fastened on the fire

ment th^ m' """^^T
'^"''^

T""^"^'
^"^'"^^ ^"'^ ^orvovrM amaze-ment the library door opened, and Henry looked in.

Mr. l.eigh IS in the parlour, and asked for Miss Edna "

tbp .i 1 ^""""i
'

'''^f^''^^'
^"^1 annoyed, Edna stood still, watdiincr

understand your decree. You have intrenched yourself inimpenetrable silence, and hung out your banner, inscribed ' J

tilt table
, it will be at your disposal after to-day "

room
^*°°^^'^ *° ''^^* ^ ^'^S^^"' ^n^l «'^e walked away to her own

As the door closed behind her, ho laughed and reiterated the^--itej^overb that often crossed his lips, ' m,.us contra

CHAPTEK XIII.

The daring scheme of authorship had seized upon Edna's
uiuid with a tenacity that conquered and expelled all otherpurposes and though timidity and a haunting dread of the
tailure of the experiment prompted her to conceal the matter,even from her be oved pastor, she pondered it in secret, andbent every faculty to its successful accomplishment. Her
veneration for books-the great eleemosynary granaries ofhuman knowledge to which the world resorts-extended tothose who created them

; and her imagination invested authorswith peculiar sanct%, as the real hierophants anointed withthe carism of ruth. The glittering pinnacle of consecrated and
success ul authorship seemed to her longing gaze as sublime,and well-nigh as inaccessible, as the everlasting and untroddenMimaiayan solitudes appear to some curious child of Thibet or

~v, J L
""?' 6«5^Dolihy iiuiung pheasants and rhododendrons,

shades her dazzled eyes with her hand, and looks up awe-
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stricken and wonderinof at the ice-domes and snow-minarets of
lonely Deodunga, eari 's loftiest and purest altar, nimbused
with the dawning and the dying light of the day. There were
tmies when the thought of presenting herself as a candidate for
adnussiou into the l)and of literary exoterics seemed to Edna
uupardonably presumptuous, almost sacrilegious, and she shrank
l)ack, humbled and abashetl

; for writeis were teachers, inter-
l)ieters, expounders, discoverers, or creators—and what could
she, just stumbling through the alphal)et of science ami art
hope to donate to her race that would ennoble human motives
or elevate as])irations I Was she, an unknown and inexper-
ienced girl, woi-thy to be girded with the ephod that dra))e(l so
royally the Levites of literature/ Had God's own hand set
the Urim and Thummim of Genius in her soul I Above all
was she niitred with the i)late of pure gold—" Holiness unto
tlie Lord f

^
Solemnly and prayerfully she weighed the sul)ject, and havin^^

hnally resolved to make one attempt, she looked trustin-rly tS
heaven for aul, and went vigorously to work.

"

To write currente calamo for the mer(^ pastime of author and
readers, without aiming to inculcate some regenerative prin-
ciple, or to photogi-aph some valuable phase of jirotean truth
was in her estimation ignoble

; for her high standard demanded
that all books should be to a certain extent didactic, wahderin-r
like evangels among tlie i)eople, and making some man, woman"
or child happier, or wiser, or better—more jjatient or moi-e
iiopetul—by their utterances. Believing that every earnest
authors mind should prove a mint, where all valuable ores are
collected trom the rich veins of a universe—are cautiously
coined, and thence iuunificently circulated—she applied herself
ddigently to the task of gathering from various sources the
data required for her projected work : a vindication of the unity
ol mythologies. The vastness of the cosmic field she was now
compelled to traverse, the iniunuerable i-amifications of polythe-
istic and monotheistic creeds, necessitated unwearied research
as she rent asunder the superstitious veils which variou.s
nations and successive epochs had woven before the shinin^
features of truth. To-day peering into the golden Gardens ol"
of the bun at Cuzco

; to-morrow clambering over Thibet
glaciers, to find t\w. mystic lake of Yamuna.; now de}i<dited to
recognize m Teoyamicpii (the wife of the Aztec God o1' War)
the unmistakable features of Scandinavian Valkyrias

; and now
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surprised to discovei- the Gi^eek Fates sitting under the Noi-se
tree Ygdrasil, deciding the destinies of mortals, and calling
themselves Nomas ; .she spent her days in pilgrimages to
mouldering shiines, and midnight often "found her groi)ing in
the classic dust of extinct systems. Having once grai)pled with
lier theme, she wrestled as obstinately as Jacob for the blessing
of a successful solution, and in order to popularize a subject
bristling with recondite archaisms and philologic problems, slu;

cast it in the mould of fiction. The information and })leasur(>

which she had derived from the perusal of Vaughan's delightful
Hours with the 3Iystics, siiggested the idea of adopting a sfmilar
plan for her own book, and investing it with the additional in-
terest of a complicated plot and more numerous characters. To
avoid anachronisms, she endeavoured to treat the religions of the
woild in their chronologic sequence, and resorted ''to the ex-
pedient of introducing pagan personages. A fair young priestess
of the temple of Neitli, in the sacred city of 8ais—where peoi)le
of all climes collected to witness the festival of lamps becoming
skei)tical of the miraculous attributes of the statues she had
been trained to serve and worshij), and impelled by an earnest
love of truth to seek a faith that would sati.sfy her reason and
purify her heart, is induced to question minutely the religious
tenets of travellers who visited the temple, and thus familiarize*]
herself with all existing creeds and hierarcliies. The lore so
carefully garnered is finally analyzed, classified, and inscribed
on papyrus. The delineation of scenes and sanctuaries in
different latitudes, from Lhasa to Copan, gave full exercise to
Edna's descrii)tive power, but imposed much labour in the
departments of physical geograi)hy and architecture.

Vei-ily ! an ambitious literai-y i)i-ogramme for a girl over
whose head scai'cely eighteen years had hung their dripping,
drab, wintry skies, and pearly summer clouds.
One Miirch morning, as Edna entered the breakfast-room,

she saw unusual gravity i)rinted on Mrs. Murray's face ; and
observing an open letter on the table, conjectui-ed the cause of
her changed countenance. A moment after the master came in,

and as he seated himself, his motlier said :

'* St. Elmo, your cousin Estelle's lettei- contains bad news.
Her father is dead

; the estate is wretchedly insolvent ; and she
is coming to reside with us."

'' Then I am oi!" ihr Huuimerfest and the midnijjht sun ! Who
the deuce invited her, I siiould like to know V
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" Remember she is my sister's child ; she has no other home,
and I am sure it is very natural that she should come to me,
her nearest relative, for sympathy and protection."

" Write to her by return mail that you will i,dadly allow her
three thousand a year, provided she ensconces herself under
some other roof than this,"

"Impossilde ! I could not woimd her so deeply,"
" You imagine that she entertains a most tender and pi-o-

found regard for both of us V
" Certainly, my son ; we have every reason to believe that

she does."

Leaning back in his chair, 8t. Elmo laughed derisively.
" I should really enjoy stumbling upon something that' would

overtax your most marvellous and indefinitely extensible cre-

dulity ! When Estelle Harding becomes an iiunate of this
house I shall jiack my valise, and start to Tromso ! She
approaches like Discord, uninvited, armed with an api)le or a
dagger. I am i)erfectly willing to share my foi-tune with her,
but I'll swear I would rather prowl for a month through the
plague-stricken district of Constantinople than see her domesti-
cated here ! You tried the experiment when she was a child,
!iud we fought and scratched as indefatigably as those two
amiable young Theban bullies, who are so often cited as scare-
crows for quarrelsome juveniles. Of course we shall renew the
l)attle at sight."

" But, my dear son, there are claims urged by natural affec-

tion which it is impossible to ignore. I'oor Estelle is very
desolate, and has a right to our sympathy and love."

"Poor Estelle! H(vreAUpH(h ! The fi-ailties of old Rome
survive her virtues and her ruins !"

Mr. Murray laughed again, beat a tattoo with his fork on
the edge of his plate, and, rising, left the room.

Mrs. Murray looked puzzled, and said :

" Edna, do you know what he meant 1 He often amuses
himself by mystifying me, and I Avill not gratify him by asking
an explanation."

" U(Bredij)et(je were legacy-himters in Rome, where their
sycophantic devotion to people of wealth furnished a constant
theme for satire."

Mrs. Murray sighed heavily, and the orphan asked :

" When do you expect your niece T
" Day after to-morrow. I have not seen her for many years,
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but report says she is very fascinating, and even St. Elmo, whonet her ni Europe, admits that slie is handsome. As youheard lum say just now, they formerly quarrelled most out-rageous y and slnunelully, and he took an unaccountable aver-
sion to her; but I trust all juvenile reminiscences will vanishwhen they know each other better. My dear, I have sev(.rulengMgements for to-day, and I must rely upon you to superitend th(; ai'Di.iKwmPi.f nf ^^L,+..ll„'„ Jn -^ ...

''"I'ciiii
t(!nd the arrangement of Estelle's room^ 'She will occupy theone next to yours. See that everything is in order. Youknow Hagar is sick and the other servants are careless."
Sympathy for Miss Harding's recent and severe atfiiction

uepared Ednas heart to receive her cordially, and the factthat an irreconcilable lend existed between the stranger and
St. Elmo induced the orphan to hope that she might find acongenial companion in the expected visitor
On the afternoon of her arrival E.Jna leaned eagerly forward

to catch a glimpse ol her countenance, and as she threw back

ZJ^""^^
n^ourning veil and received her aunt's affectionate

gieeting, the hrst impression was, "How exceedingly hand-.some-how c-ommamling she is !" Jjut a few minuttfs laterwhen Mns Murray introd.iced them, ami the strangerUm
'

bright, restless eyes fell upon the orphan's face, the latter drew'back, involuntarily repelled, and a slight shiver crept over her

be "fWenr'""''
"''*"^"*^^''^' repulsion told her they could never

Estelle Hurding was no longer young; years had hardemul
the outline of her features, ami imparted a certain staidness or
hxe(lness to her calm countenance, where strong feelin.. orpassionate impulse was never permitted to slip the elegantmask of polished suavity. She was surprisingly like SirsMurray but not one Ime of her face resembled her cousin's"lixing her eyes on Edna, with a cold, almost stern, scrutin;more searching than courteous, she said :

"I was not aware, Aunt Ellen thnf vr.n i,..,i ^
the house "

J^^i^n, tnat you liad company m

T^pvl^ ^tT
'''' ""^y^'^y ^^^ P^-««ent, my dear. Edna resideshere Do you not remember one of my letters in which Imenfnoned the child, who was injured by the railroad acci-

;;

True. I expected to see a child, certainly not a woman "

She seems merely a child to me. P>ut come up to yourroom
;
you must be very much fatigued I)y your journey "

:« -.i^^^iJ^^S
•sM.vy&M.Jji;
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When they left the .sitting-iooin f^diifi siit down in one
corner of the sofa, (lisai)pointf'd and poiplexed.

" She does not like me, that is patent ; and I certainly do
not like her. She is handsome and very <?i-aeefu], and quite
lioartlesH. Th(!re is no inner light from her soul shinini;- in her
eyes

;
nothing tender and loving and kind in their clear'depths;

they are cold, bright eyes, hut not soft, winning, womanly eyes.
They might, and doubtless would, hold an angry dog in cheek,
but never draw a tired, fretful child to lean its drooping lusad
on her lap. If she really has any feeling, her eyes should bo
indicted for slander. I am sorry I don't like her, and I am
afraid we never shall be nearer each other than touching our
finger-tips."

Such was Edna's unsatisfactory conclusion, and dismissincr
the subject, she picked uj) a book, and read until the ladies
returned and seated themselves around the fire.

To Mrs. Murray's gi-eat chagrin and mortification her son
had positively declined going to the depot to meet his cousin
had been absent since breakfast, and ]H-oved himself shamefully
derelict in the courtesy demanded of him. It was almost dark
when the quick gallop of liis horse announced his return, and,
as he passed the window on his way to the stables 'Kdn-i
noticed a sudden change in Estelle's countenance. hu.-in<^
the quarter of an hour that succeeded, her eyes never wand(;red
from the door, though her head was turned to listen to Mrs
Murray's remarks. Soon after Mr. Murray's rapid footsteiis
sounded in the hall, and as he entered she rose and advanced to
meet him. He held out his hand, shook hers vigoi-ously and
said, as he dropped it

:

" Mine ancient enemy, declare a truce, and quiet my apnre-
iiensions

;
for I dreamed last night that, on sight, we flew at

eacli other's throats, and renewed the sanguinary scufttes of
our juvenile accpiaintance. Most apiKillingly vivid is ray re-
collection of a certain scar here on my left "arm, where you set
your pearly teeth some years ago."

" My dear cousin, as I have had no provocation since I was
separated from you, I believe I have grown harmless and
amiable. How very well you look, St. Elmo."

f. ','^^i'''l\^°"-
^ «liould Hke to return the compliment, but

TciutN xorbid. You are thinner than when we dined together
in Tans Are you really in love with that excruciating
i-5rummell of a Count who danced such indefatigable attend-
ance upon you 1"

ill

I '^

m
^'

I I.
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lU .s/- h'LMit.

"To wliom do you allude?"
"Tliiit youth witli lauLjdishin^r l„.osvn eves, wlio purtod his

hyacinthnio tmssos' in the nii.hUe of his hca.l; wlioso inous-
-Hdic n,,,un-«;d KJnouh(.,-'.s strou-ost ohi.s„os-a,n.l who ahso-
liitely l,(.i„.v(>d that Risto.i siiigl<-d him out of lier vast
audicncos as tho most appreciativo of her listoiu^rs

; who was
(•tenially Immming 'Eniaui' an<l raving about 'Tniviata

'

i our memory js treaclierous—as your conscience 1 Well then
that man, who I once told you reminded me of wliat (luiller'
a-ues IS reported to have said about Pelisson, 'that he al)u,sed
tlie pf!rmission men have to be ugly.'"
"Ah! you mean poor Victor! He spcmt tlie winter in

Seville. I had a letter last we(«k."
" When do you i)r()pos(i to make him my cousin

f

. " Not until I becouK* an inmate of a lunatic asylum "

" J oor wi-etch
! If he only had courage to sue you for breach

ot promise.', I would, with pl.3asure, furnish sufficient testimony
to convict you and secure him heavy damages

; for I will
swear you played Jlcmc/'e to perfection. Your lavish exi)en(li-
ture of attection seemed to me altogether uncalled for, consider-
ing the fact that the lish already floundered at your feet

"

The reuiiniscence e- identlv annoyed her, though hin- lips
smiled, and Edna saw that, wh'lo his words were pointed with
a sarcasm lost upon herself, it was fully appreciated by his
cousin. -^

"St. Elmo, I am sorry to see that you have not improved
one iota

;
that all your wickedness clings to you like Sinbad's

burden.

Standing at his side, she put her hand on his shoulder.
As he looked down at her, his lips curled
" Nevertheless, Estolle, T find a pale ghost of pity for you

wandering up and down what was once my heart. After the
glorious intoxication of Parisian life, how can you endure the
tedium of this dullest of hum-drum—this most moral and stupid
of all country towns? Little gossip, few flirtations, neither
(>eaux esprits nor hons vivants—^v\^f,t will become of you ? Now
whatever amusement, edification, or warning you may be able
to extract from my society, I hero beg permission to exi)ress
the fiope that you will appropriate unsparingly. I shall, with
exemplary hospitality, dedicate mvself to vour service

-

shall try to make amends for votre cher Victoi^s absence, and
solemnly promise to do everything in my power to assist you

i^^^^^^'ih^
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in strangling time, (!xc('[>t piirting n»y liuir in tlici niiddh; of my
head, and niuking l»)V(! to you. With tliese stipuhiti'd icsuiva-

tiouH, conunaud nie (ul liblfmn."

Her face lluwhcd slightly, .sho withdiew lu;r hand and sat

(1 twn.

Taking his favourite i)osition on the rug, with ont! hand thrust

into his pocket and the other dallying witli his watch-chain,

J\Ir, Murray continueu :

" Entire honesty on n»y part, and a pardonable and anual)le

weakness for descanting on the charms of my native village,

compel me to assure you, that notwithstanding the deprivation

of opera and theatre, bal vmsfjur and the Bois do JJoulogne, I

believe you will be surprised to find that the tone of society

here is quite ujt to the lofty standard of tlu; * Society of Arcueil,'

or even the reipiirements of the Academy of Sciences. Our
pastors re erudite as Abelard, and rigiil as Trappists ; our

young ladies are leai'ued as that ancient blue-stocking daugh-

ter of Pythagoras, and as pious as St. Salvia, who never washed
her face. For instance, girls yet in their teens are much better

ac<piainted with H(!brew than Aliriam was, when she sung it

on the shore of the Red Sea (where, by the bye, Talnnidic tradi-

tion says Pharoah was not drowned.) and they will vehemently

contend for the superiority of the Targum of Onkelos o\er that

on the Hagiographa, ascribed to one-eyed Joseph of Sora ! You
look incredulous, my fair cousin. Nay, })erniit me to comi)lete

the inventory of the ac({uiie.'aents of your future companions.

They quote fluently from the IMegilloth, and will entertain you
by lighting over again the battle of the school of Hillel va\si(ti

the school of Shammai ! Their attainments in philology reflect

discredit on the superticiality of Max Miiller ; and if an inci-

dental allusion is made to arclueology, lo i they bombard you
with a broadside of authorities, and recondite terminology that

would absolutely make the hair of Lepsius and Champollion
stand on end. I assure you the savants (»f the Old World
would catch their breath with envious amazement, if they coukl

only enjoy the advantage of the conversation of these orthodox
and erudite refugees from the nursery ! The unfortunate men
of this community are kept in pitiable terror lest they commit
an anachronism, and if, after a careful reconnoissance of the

slippery grou'.^.d,t]iey tremb.lingly venture an .aneciloteof Selwyis

or Hood, or Beaumarchais, they are invariably driven back in

confusion by the inquiry, if they remember this or that bun viot

rn
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i.ttoro.1 nt the court of Aur.nigz.l.o or of on. of the onrlv Tncas-

AltlH.M^i^l Ins ,.yc.s l,,ul nov(.r once wniulored from J.is cousin's

^:V7:tut ri'"?-
-'•-:- '^'"l-- -t .n.l.roMorinrZ

n. Its s .0 Mt the l.|(.,„l burnm- m lu-r clu.cks, nn.l for.-nl ]„.,

«'f 1.0 fMvI,j.l,f,, .0 was J,anclsonu.r tJ.a.i slu, had ever seo li n •

ami when ho . anocl swiftly over hi. shouhh-r t,,

'
a k ,:

I^or shame, .St. Ehno ! I will hav. vou .n.-smted l.v I

."

^'.•and-jury ot this county for wi.olcsalo defan.a o of •

mlmbit^m sthnvot;" said his -otla-r, shaking Ir r f^ ,ah^Wll(, jaughc,! and sh.u,i,.^.cd iicr shoul.l.TsMy poor cousin! liow I pity you, and the remainder of the"Km here, surrounde.l by such a fornudabl. coterio o b m s
"

r h w '/r''
"''" *'"'' '^"''^''''' -''"' •'' ''^"^' ••'« those wldcltI kvve seen thrown upon tJu, snow of Ky.-iks Jcikull in Icel mwhere I would have sworn that evory .4ado cast o tlu mi

'

tain was a blot of indigo. Sometimes 1 seriously co em h oerecting an o})servatory and telescope, in order to weZorsky and render visible what 1 am convinced exists there unds

sclTf "•"'.?' those deep blue nebuhe which «ir Jolu e
-'

schel found in the southern hemispliere ! If the astronom r 1conjee ure be correct, concerning the possibility o a .'a xy o
1. no stars, a huge cluster hangs in thi.s neighbonrhomfa d furnishes an explanation of the cohmr of the women "

• Henceforth, St. Elmo, the sole study of my life shall be tofoi^e^ my alpl^bet. Miss Earl, do yo/undei4md in>lV?
^^

UJi
! no

;
I have only begun to study it."

Estelle, It IS the poj)ular and fashiomibie amusement hereYoung ladies and young gentlemen form classes for lutu,
'

id

M.;L " ;r ^^^t^r' ^^"^^ ^'->^ ^^^-p hand o- ;

;

Masora It l.ord Brougham, and other meml ers of the 'Societv

ndu el '^'""".''.^•'^f"^.
^--^<-/ -uld only hu^ b^^ .induced to investigate the intellectual sfafu, of the ' risin- o^eneration' of our village, there is little room to doui fe.f "s"they are no deemed advocates for works of supeL !ut;they would long ago have appreciate<l the exped e '; 5 c^'banding said society. I imagine Tennyson is LlairZanf ml™ looking at the young people of'this vicinage,TK

'Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers.'
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Not even egoistic, infallil.lc ' Uniiii Town'—that Hclf-coniplaccnt
and pnftcntionH ' lliih,' ciiu show u moro anibitious rovcy of
litcnirv ili'(l^f'liii<.'s 1"

"Yournuidoni firing' Hoorns to prodiico nocoTit'iision on Uio ))ai t

of your /jfjniic," answored liis coiiHin, witlidrawin^' licr pizo iVoni

Kdiia'H tran(|nil f(>atui«>H, ovim- wliicli a lialf smile still liii,i;ci«'(l.

JI(' did not socMi to licar licr words, l)uf iiis cychrows tliick-

cuod, as lie drew a conplc of lett(!rs from his jJOcUet and IooUimI

at tlu! superscription.

(iiving on<! to liis mother, wlio sat lookinc; over a newspaper,
h(! crossed the loom and sih'iitly li d vao <)the)-s on Kdna's laj).

It was post-marked in a distant city, and directed in a jLjen-

tleinan's h'ir<(e, round business hand-writing. The ^'irl's face
ihished with ph>asure as sIk* l)roke tlie seal, ^danced at the signa-
ture, and without, pausing for a jterusal, hastily put thi; h'tter

into lier pocket.

"Who can bo writing to you, Ednal" asked Mrs. Murray,
wl'en she had finislied I'eading lier own lettei-.

"Oil! doul)tless some Syrian scribe has indited a C'haldee
hllkt-doHX, wliich she cannot .spell out without the friendly aid
of dictionary and grammar. Permit her to withdraw and
decipher it. Meantime Iiere com(!S Henry to announce dinner,
and a plate of soup will strengthen her for her task."

Mr. Murray offered his arm to his cousin, and dtn-ing dinner
he talked constantly, rapidly, brilliantly of men and things
abroad

; now inirling a sarcasm at Ksttdle's head, now laughing
at his nioth{H''s expostulations, and studiously avoiding any
further notice of Edna, who was never so thoroughly at ease as
when he seemed to foi-get lier presence.

Estelle sat at his right hand, and suchlenly refilling his glass
with bubbling champagne, he leaned over and whispered a few
words in her ear that brought a look of surprise and pleasui-e
into her eyes. Edna only saw the ex])ression of his face, and the
tenderness, the pleading written there astonished and |)uzzled
her. The next moment they rose from the table, and as Mr.
Murray drew liis cousin's hand under his arm, Edna hurried
away to her own room.
Among the numerous magazines to wliich St. Elmo sub-

scribed, was one renowned for the lofty tone of its articles and
the asperity of its carpin?? criticisms, and this i.eriodical Edna
always singled out and read with avidity.
The name of the editor swung m terrorem in the imagina-

I
':

M^m;y^:t;^^mi -̂
'-- ''j^^ '^-""^ffwi! Btririiwrr'.TiiiTiriTitrrnTi

a^&^i^
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tiou of all hun.l.Io .iutl,o.li„;,'s, and h.ul hoco,,,,, ,i Hynouy.n to,-'"••rnloHs rnti.-iil cx.-onation.
J-'i^ayin lui

wriih.n'''
''^"'"""^ '^>"".'"''"" ''''""'""• "'" •''I'''"M Inul .lariM.lvw. ttou .some w,.,.ks hotuns .sUtin^ I...- .h,t.rMn,mtiou to att.,n,i

,

book, and a,sk,n,u ponniHsiou to suLinit the first drnptoi- to

:,'r;.t"'?
•":»"'^-^'*^';-.

,

'^'- --to that sho ox,H.ctod Imn to
t nd au ts -h,. ahvuys ,l„l

; and sho pref.'rml timt her work

sn.oared vv.th tavnt praise ly ,„eu of inferior eritictl a.sttiten.-s.s
1 Mj anxiously expecte<l reply luul oonio at last, and as sIh".

lua.l to foot, rn the centre of a handsome sheet of tinted
pii].er she found these lines.

''Madam: In reply to your very extraordinary re.aiest Ihave he honour to inforn. you that n.y time is so entirely eons.uned l.y noeessary and impo.tant claim., that" I find no eisu ,Ht my conunand for the- exanunation of tho embryonic ch, teof a contemplated book. I am, madam,
^

Very respectfully,

Douglas CI. Mannincj."

shJii^^er ;!r''l'r'''"^^"J ^1'^^
''^'^ *'>^««' '^"^l <«»• H moment

«Jio bit her hp with uu. Mitrolled vexation
; then refolding the

" T'i Tl '\ "\ '' ''""?^" ^^' ^^"' •^^'^'^' '"^'^ -'<' sorro^Jn.U

"

from h m 1/
/"' '''^''^\'" '''^'''''' '^"^t^''''^' ">-« l-'i'^''

con J > 1 ,

"""^;' "'^'" ''^' l"'l'"^'"- contributors, and of

c" ble
' T ;

'"' '" l'--ti-l--Iy courteous to an unknownsc ibblei
1 erhaps some day I may make him ix-ret that let-U.-; and such a triumph will more than compenStte fo t lilmoi-^if,cation. One might think that all literary people, (nito

s etro„?:r"'r- T^'^
.7'»l-thize with Lch Ul er aii^tietch out their hands to aid one another; but it seems thereIS less free-masonry among flterafi than other guilds T u^

v

wage an internecine war among themselves, though it cert-d^^lv

Chagrined and perplexed, she walked up and down the room

notsuspecttiia^.,rhad\;^t;^^^rc;;?s;::^t^^^^^^
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siiy notliinj^ to aiiyoin*, to work on in Hilcncc, rclyiii;;,' only upon

lifTHclf. \Vitli this (l('t(!riuiniiti(»n slir sat 'lown Itcfon' lici- desk,

opcnt'd the ms. of hor })ook, iind very soon hociinui ulisoihcd in

writing tho second (thapter. IScforo shi; liad finished v,\t\n thr

first sentence a hasty rap suiiMnoned her to th(^ door.

She opened it, and found Mr. Muriay standing in tlio hull,

with a candle in his hand.
" Where is that vohinie of chess probUnns wliich you had

hist we(?k ?"

'' It is h(!re, sir."

She took it from the tahlu, and as sh(3 ai)[»roaelie<l him, "Slv.

Murray hehl tiu* light clos(j to her (!Ountenance, and gave her

one of those keen looks, vyhich always remindcMl her of the d(!-

st'ri[)tions of tin; scrutiny of tin; Council of 'I'en, in t!;'' days

when "lions' mouths" griunecl at the stnuit-cornoi's in Vcuiieo.

SouK^thing in the curious expression of his face, and the evi-

dent satisfaction which he dcsrived fi-((m his hasty investigation

told Kdna that the hook was a mere pretext. She drew back

and asked :

"Have I any other book that you uee(U"
" No ; r have all I came for."

Smiling half mischievously, half maliciously, lu; turned and
left li«!r.

" I wonder what he saw in my face that amused him V
She walked up to th(! bureau and examincsd her own image

in the mirror; and there, on her chetiks vcsre the unmistakable
traces of the tears of vexation and dis: Dintineiit.

" At least he can have no idea of tin? cause, and tlwit is some
comfort, for h«} is too lumourablo to open my lettin-s."

lint just lierc '

. flashed into her mind, and tendered
her restless.

"How do I know that he is honourable 1
< 'an any man be

worthy of trust who holds nothing sacred, and sneers at all

religions? No; he has no conscience ; and yet

She sighed and went back to her ms., ;ind though for a while
St. Elmo Murray's mocking eyes seemed to glitter on the
l)ages, her thoughts ere long were amhored once more with
the olive-crowned priestess in the tiunpie at Sais.

! .%
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CHArTER XIV.

If the seeis of geology are correct in assuming that the a^eof the Innnan race is coincident with that of the -xnuvial st nturn from eighty to one hundred centuries are not donf '.

ra,htions and liousehohl customs the great arliies n w T

kv of mTV" ^''"^""HT^'y^ ^^«™*^^ ^-^-n «"fi?red not";
t« „!?]? Jr'''^'^"*

celebrating the festival of ^o ..JJea
,
and two tliousand years later, girls who know as littlp n

f

the manners and customs of ancient Italy as of thp'^ •

reguhUions of fabulous «^ Manoa," iLtwnTo s e > or^K

For a fortnight Edna had been busily engaged in writingcolloquies and speeches for the Sabbathlchod cMd -^n oT 1?village, and m attending the rehearsals for the ,)erfec ion of t evarious parts. Assisted by Mr. Hammond and he Wlies oflas congregation, she had prepared a varied pit). LnTe '^n/lwas almost as much interested in the st.ccess^ t rZ'tlX
tTrchildre'^ ^^^TT^'^ ^A« '^^^^^^^ - the iSftf:uie cmiclien. The day was propitious— clear, balmv all tl.-itcould be asked of the blue-eyed month-and as' the £ivaltto be celebrated in a beautiful grove of elms and cheltniTtalmost in sight of Le Bocage, Edna went over ve^ea ? o d 1n arranging the tables, decking the platform with^flowers ^:^training one juvenile Demosthenes, whose elocutio^ wn. !unpromising as that of his Greek model

^' '"'

Despite her i,atient teachings, this' boy's awkwardness

wiinging of his hands and desperate shuffling of his feet she

on glass and foliage, and the matin carol of the birds still

t::2n^"bofIf"
'-'1' rf^ ^^ '^^ ^'--' -hen'2"otth

speech.
" --""^ i.iy Ox^nking, and repeat his

He stammered most unsatisfactorily through it, and, intent

w^^mm'^mm*'-^-^^^
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on his improvement, Edna climbed upon a stump and delivered

the speech for him, gesticulating and emphasizing just as she

wished him to do. As the last words of the peroration passed her

lips, and while she stood on the stump, a sudden clapping of

hands startled her, and Gordon Leigh's cheerful voice ex-

claimed, " Encore ! Encore ! Since the days of Hypatia you
have not had your equal among female elecutionists, I would
not have missed it for any considei'ation, so pray forgive me for

eavesdropping."

He came forward, held out his hand, and added :
*' Allow

me to assist you in dismounting from your temporary rostrum,

whence you bear your ' })lushing honours thick upon you.'

Jamie, do you think you can do as well as Miss Edna when
your time comes ]"

"Oh ! no, sir ; but I will try not to nuike her ashamed of me."

He snatched his hat from the log and ran off, leaving the

friends to walk back more leisurely to the spot selected for the

tables. Edna had been too much disconcerted by his unex-

pected appearance, to utter a word until now, and her tone ex-

pressed annoyance as she said, "I am verry sorry you interrupted

nie, for Jamie will make an ignominious failure. Have you
nothing better to do than to st)"ay about the woods like a
satyr 1"

" I am quite willing to be satyrized even by you on this oc-

casion ; for what man, whose blood is not curdled by cynicism,

can prefer to spend May-day among musty law books and red

tape, when he has the alternative of listening to such declama-

tion as you favoured me with just now, or of jnirticipating in

the sports of one hundred happy children ] Beside, my good
' familiar,' or rather my sortes Pramentltue, told me that I should

find you here, and I wanted to see you before the company
assembled ; why have you so pertinaceously avoided me of

late I"

They stood close to each other in the shade of the elms, and
Gordon thought that never before had she looked so beautiful,

as the mild perfumed breeze stirred the folds of her white dress,

and fluttered the blue ribbons that looped her hair and girdled

her waist.

Just at that instant, ere she could reply, a rustling of the

undergrowth arrested further oonversation, and Mr. Murrav
stepped out of the adjoining thicket, with his gun in his hand,
and his grim pet Ali at his heels. Whatever surprise he may
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liave felt, his countenance certainly betrayed none, as he lifted
his hat and said :

" Good morning, Leigh. I shall not intrude upon the San-
hednm, on which I have happened to stumble, longer than is
necessary to ask if you are so fortunate as to have a match with
you 1 I find my case em])ty."

Mr. Leigh took a match from his pocket, and while Mr
Murray lighted his cigar, his eyes rested for an instant only on
-fcidna s flushed face.

" Are you not coming to the children's celebration V asked
Gordon.

*;No, indeed
! I own that I am as lazy as a Turk; but

while I am constitutionally and habitually opposed to labour, I
swear I should prefer to plough or break stones till sundown
sooner than listen to all the rant and fustian that spectators
will be called on to endure this morning. I have not sufficient
courage to remain and witness what would certainly recall ' the
manner of Bombastes Furioso making love to Distaffina V Will
you have a cigar? Good-morning."
He lifted his hat, shouldered his gun, and calling to his do"

disappeared among the thick undergrowth. " '

"What an incorrigible savage!" muttered Mr. Leigh, re-
placing the match case in his pocket.

His companion made no answer and was hurrying on, but he
caught her dress and detained her.

" Do not go until you have heard what I have to say to von
More than once you have denied me an opi)ortunity of expres-
sing what you must long ago have suspected. Edna, you know
very well; that I love you better than everything else—that I
have loved you from the first day of our acquaintance; and I have
come to tell you that my happiness is in your dear little hands

;that my future will be joyless unless you share it ; that the one
darling hope of my life is to call you my wife. Do not draw
your hand from mine ! Dear Edna, let me keep it always. Do
1 mistake your feelings when I hope that you return my affec-
tion V

" You entirely mistake them, Mr. Leigh, in supposing that
you can ever be more to me than a very dear and valued friend.
It grieves me very much to be forced to give you pain or cause
you disappointment

; but I should wrong you even more than
myself, were I to leave you in doubt concerning my feeling to-
ward you. 1 like your society, I admire your many noble
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qualities, and you liave my entire confidence and highest esteem;

but it is impossible that I can ever be your wife."

" Why impossible ]"

" Because I never could love you as I think I ought to love

tlio man I marry."
" My dear Edna, answer one question candidly, do you lovo

any one else better than you love me ]"

"No, Mr. Leigh,"
" Does Mr. Murray stand between your heart and mine V
" Oh ! no, Mr. Leigh."
" Then I will not yield the hope of winning your love. If

your heart is free, I will have it all my own one day ! O Edna!
why can you not love me 1 1 would make you very happy.

My darling's home should possess all that fortune and devoted

affection could supply ; not one wish should remain ungra-

tified."

'' I am able to earn a home ; I do not intend to marry for

one."

" Ah ! your pride is your only fault, and it will cause us both

much suffering, I fear. Edna, I know how sensitive you are,

and how deeply your delicacy has been wounded by the mali-

cious meddling of ill-mannered gossips. I know why you
abandoned your Hebrew recitations, and a wish to spare your
foplings alone prevented me from punishing certain scandal-

;',agers as they deserved. But, dearest, do not visit their

'\;nces upon me! Because they dared ascribe their own
ignoble motives to you, do not lock your heart against me and
refuse me the privilege of making your life happy."

" Mr. Leigh, yoxi are not necessary to my happiness. While
our tastes are in many respects congenial, and it is pleasant to

be with you occasionally, it would not cause me any deep grief

if I were never to see you again."
" Edna ! you are cruel ! unlike yourself !"

" Forgive me, sir, if I seem so, and believe me when I assure
you that it pains me more to say it than you to hear it. No
woman should marry a man whose affection and society are not
absolutely essential to her peace or mind and heart. Applying
this test to you, I find that mine is in no degree dependent on
you

; and though you have no warmer friend, I must tell you
it is utterly iiseless for you to hope that I shall ever Jove you
as you wish. Mr. Leigh, I regret that I cannot ; and if my
heart were only puj)pet ol' my will, I would try to reciprocate

I- "\:\
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y.ur affection, because I appreciate so fully and so gratefully
II hat you generously offer me. To-day you stretchout yo,^hand to a poor girl, of unknown parentage, reared by charitv--

jt girl considered by your family and friends an obscure inter-loper in aristocratic circles, and with a noble magnanimity ibrwhich I slmll thank you always, you say, Come, t'^ke my mm"
•^

are my fortune, wrap yourself in my love, and be happy Ifwill give you a lofty position in society, whence you Jin lookdown on those who sneer at your poverty and lineage. O MrLeigh, iod knovvs I wish I loved you as you deserv^e ! Am i:ion and gratitude alike plead for you ; bi^ it is impossible that
J cou. 1 over consent to be your wife "

Her eyes were full of tears as sh^ looked in his hand.o.uo

by a bitter disappointment; and suddenly catching both hishands in hers, she stooped and pressed her lips to them.

ho.)e t t",'^'
^."^^"^"««,*« encourage, you cannot crusli th,.

lou aie veiy young, and as yet scarcely know your own heart

as long as yon remain mistress of your own heart-I shall clin.-on.lly to the only iiope that gladdens mv future. Over m^eelings you have no control
; you may refuse me your han. -that IS your nght-but while I shall abstain from demoiiitrHtmns of affection I shall certainly cherish the hope ofp«t:

itvini Mi^r M^"""' T '" f\-^-ther you still colitemplat^leaving M^s. Murray's house 1 Miss Harding told my sistr,'yesterday that in a few months you would obtain a si ationgoverness or teacher in a school."
^louauon as

iectm-e'h.il' A?"'^fr "? '"''f
^""

'
^"* ^ ^"^ '''^ ^ 1««« ^o con-

nattorl .not r' i! V'1
''^'^""''^ ^''^^" ^^^^^^-'^atioi., as th.mattei Jias not been alluded to since her arrival "

"I trust you will pardon the liberty I take, in warnino- yo„to be exceedingly circumspect in your intercourse with l^el-,'Ihavereas^m to believe that her sentiments toward you trnot so friendly as might be desired " ^

tho'u^h'of^'ifr"
^^'*

T^'^^'''-- ^ ^^™ •'^^^^"•^ «^ ^^-- -^tipathv,

mt? h H Tr\'^
am Ignorant; and our intercourse iInnited to the salutations of the day, and the courtesies of the

somTvdfJ'°"l-^''''^F'*^'"
^''''''''^'^ ^1'^^'^ ^''^'^ occasionedso many disquieting reflections, Edna continued :
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You must ailoNV mo to return tlio ring, which I havo
hitherto worn as a token of friencLship, and which I cannot con
seat to retain any longer. ' Peace be with you/ dear friend
iH the earnest prayer of my heart. Our paths in life will soon
diver^;e so widely that we shall probably see each other rar'elv •

but none of your friends will rejoice more sincerelv than 1 to
hear ot your happiness and prosperity, for no one else Inis such
cause to hold you in grateful remembrance. Good-by, Mr
Leigh. Think of me hereafter only as a friend "

She gave him both hands for a minute, left "the rin- in hispalm, and, with tears in her eyes, went back to the tables andplatforms. "''

Very rapidly, chattering groups of happy children collected
lu the grove

;
red-cheeked boys clad in white linen suits withnew stmw hats belted with black, and fair-browed girls 'robe

in spotless nu^lin garlanded with flowers, and bright wit
rosy oadges.- Sparkling eyes, laughing lips, sweet, mirthfu
eager voices, and shadowless hearts. Ah ! that Ma;-day coul
stretch from the fairy tropic-land of childhood to the Arcticzone of age, where snowfalls chilling and desolate, drifting overhe dead but unburied hopes which the great stream of' timeboars and buffets on its broad, swift surface.
The celebration was a complete success ; even awkwirdJamie acquitted himself with more ease and grace Ln hfriends had dared to hope. Speeches and songs^ were wannlyapplauded proud parents watched their meny darlings ^Seyes that brimmed with tenderness; and the heart of SenTinfnus never throbbed more triumphantly than that of the de-jighted young Queen of the May, who would not have excham edher doi.l crown for all the jewels that glittered in the Sof the Assyrian sovereign.

uuiutni

Late in the evening of that festal day Mr. Hammond satalone on the portico of the okl-fashioned parsonage Tlef\. Iinoon rising over the arched windows of tlu/neighbourin<. churcshone on the marble monuments that marked the Iwl ofgraves; and the golden beams stealing tlirough the thick v^neswhich clustered around the wooden cohimns, broidered ii tl t ^ring arabesque the polished floor at the old man's feet
"

ihat solemn, mysterious silence which nature reverentlvfolds like a velvet pall over the bier of tlie-ile <hl] ? ''''^f
^-^

the sky is

-i-^i ^r Tiie^.ile, dead day, when

10
" Filling more and more with crystal light,
As pensive evening deepens into night,"'

Hi

,.MM^
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was now hushing tlie hum and stir of tlio vilhige ; and only the
occasional far-oft* bark of a dog, and the clear, sweet, Aespei--
song of a mocking-bird, swinging in the myrtle tree, broke the
repose so soothing after the bustle of the day. To labour -uid to
pray from dawn till dusk is the sole legacy which sin-staincul
man brought through the flaming gate of Eden, and, in the
gray gloaming, mother Earth stretches her vast hands tenderly
over her drooping, toil-spent children, and mercifully murmurs
nunc diviittis.

Close to the minister's arm-chair stood a small table covered
with a snowy cloth, on which was placed the evening meal,
consisting of strawberries, honey, bread, butter, and milk. At
his feet lay the white cat, bathed in moonshine, and playiiig
with a fragrant spray of honeysuckle which trailed within reach
of her paws, and swung to and fro, like a spicy censer, as the
soft breeze stole up from the starry south. The supper was un-
tasted, the old man's silvered head leaned wearily on his
shrunken hand, and through a tearful mist his mild eyes looked
toward the churchyard, where gleamed the monumental shafts
that guarded his mouldering household idols, his white-robed,
darling dead.

His past was a wide, fair, fruitful field of hallowed labour,
bounteous with promise for that prophetic harvest wheieol"
God's angels are reapers ; and his future, whose near horizon
was already rimmed with the light of eternity, was full of that
blessed " peace which passeth all understanding." Yet to-night,
precious reminiscences laid their soft, mesmeric fingers on^his
heart, and before him, all unbidden, floated visions of other May-
days, long, long ago, when the queen of his boyish affections
had worn her crown of flowers ; and many, many years later,
when, as the queen of his home, and the proud mother of his
children, she had d with her quivering hand nestled in hi.s,

listening breathles-uy to the May-day speech of their golden-
haired daughter.

" Why does the sea of thought tlms backward roll ?

Memory's tlie breeze that through t'lc cordage raves,
And ever drives us ou some homeward shoal,
As if she loved the melancholy waves

That, murmuring shoreward, break o'er a reef of graves."

The song of the moukinj^-bird still rang from the downv
cradle of myrtle blossoms, and a whip-poor-will answered from
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H cediir in the eliurch-yiird, wlien tJie slaniiiiing of the iKirsouii.'o
gate startled the shy thrush that slept in the vines that over-
arched it, and Mr. Leigh came slowly up the walk, whicli was
lined with jiurple and white lilies whose loveliness, undim-
inished by the wear of centuries, still rivalled the'dorv of
Solomon. ^ "^

As he ascended the steps and removed his hat, the pastor
rose and placed a chair for him ne.ir his own.

" Good evening, Gordon. Where did vou immure vourself
all day I I expected to find you taking part in the children's
festival, and hunted for you in the crowd."

" I expected to attend, but this morning something occurred
which unfitted me for enjoyment of any kind ; conse(iuentIy I
thought It best to keep myself and my moodiness out of si-^it

"

" I trust nothing serious has hai)pened]"
*

" Yes, something that threatens to blast all my hopes and
make my life one great dibai)pointment. Has not Edna told
you 1

" KShe has told me nothing relative to yourself, but T noticed
that she was dtjpressed and grieved about something. She was
abstracted and restless, and went home very early, ])leadin.'
fatigue and headache." °

''I wish I had a shadow of hope that her heart ached also '

Mr. Hammond, I am very wretched, and have come to you for
sympathy and counsel. Of course you have seen for a lon<' time
that I loved her very devotedly, that I intended, if possible to
make her my wife. Although she was very shy and c-uarded
an.i never gave me any reason to believe she returned my atfec'
tion, I thought—I hoped she would not reject me and I
admired her even more because of her reticence, for I could not
value a love which I knew was mine unasked. To-day I men-
tioned the subject to her, told her how entirely my heart was
hers offered her my hand and fortune, and was refused most
decidedly. Her manner more than her words distressed an.l
discouraged me. She showed so plainly that she felt only
tru'ndship for me, ami entertained only regret for the ])ain she
gave me. She was kind and delicate, but oh! so crushin-dy
positive

! I saw that I had no more place in her heart than
that whip-poor-will in the cedars yonder. And yet I shall not
give her up, while I live I will clin- to the hope that T may
hnaiiy win her. Thousands of women iuive rejected a man
again and again and at last yielded and accepted him

; and I do
not believe Edna can withstand the devotion of a lifetime "

fti
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" Do not deceive yourself, Gordon. It is true, many women
iirc! flattered l)y a man's pel-severance, their vanity is ^'ratified.
They tirst reproacli themselves for the suffering they inflict,
then gratitude for constancy comes to plead for tl'ie inconsolable
suitor, and at last they persuade themselves that such devotion
cannot fail to make them hai)])y. Such a woman Edna is not,
and if I have correctly understood her character, never can be.'

1 symi)athize with you, Gordon, and it is because 1 love you so
snicerely that I warn you against a hope destined to cheat you."

" But she admitted that she loved no one else, and I can see
no reason why, after a while, she may not give me her heart."

" I have watched her for years. I think 1 know her nature
better than any other human being, and I tell you, Edna Earl
will never coax and persuade herself to marry any nuin, no
matter what his position and endowments may be. She is not
a dependent woman

; the circumstances of her life have forced
her to dispense with companionship, she is sufficient for herself

;

and while she loves her friends wannly and tenderly, she feels
the need of no one. If she ever marries, it will not be from
gratitude for devotion, but because she has learned to love
almost against her will, some strong, vigorous thinker, some
man whose will and intellect master hers, who compels her
heart's homage, and without whose society she cannot persuade
herself to live."

" And why may I not hope that such will, one dav, be mv
good fortune ?" "

For a few minutes Mr. Hammond was silent, walkinc/ ui)
and down the wide portico ; and when he resumed his seat, he
laid his hand affectionately on the young man's shoulder sayin<' •

" My dear Gordon, your happiness as well as hers is very
dear to me. I love you both, and you will, you must for.rive
me if what I am about to say should wound or mortify you
Knowing you both as I do, and wishing to save you futur(Mlis-
appomtment, I should, even were you my own son, certainly
tell you, Gordon, you will never be Edna's husband, because
intellectually she is your superior. She feels this, and will not
marry one to whose mind her own does not bow in reverence
lo rule the man hhe married would make her miserable, aiul
she c-ou d only find happiness in being ruled by an intellect to
which she looked up admiringly. I know that many very gifted
women have married their inferiors, but Edna is peculiar and
in some respects totally unlike any other woman whose character
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I have carefully studied. Gordon, you are not offended with
me f

Mr. Leigh jmt out his hand, grasped that of his companion,
and his voice was marked by unwonted tremor as he answered :

" You pain and humiliate me beyond (ixprossion, but I could
never be otfended at words which I am oldiged to ftu'l are
dictate<l by genuine^ affection. Mr. Hammond, might not years
of thought and study remove the obstacle to which you allude]
(!au I not acquire all that you deem recjuisite 1 I would dedicate
my lif;! to the attainment of knowledge, to the improvement of
my faculties."

** Erudition would not satisfy her. Do yo\i suppose she
could wed a mere walking encyclopaedia 1 She is naturally moi-e
gifted than you are, and, tinfortunately for you, she discovered
the fact when you were studying together."

" But, sir, women listen to the promptings of heart niucli

oftener than to the cold, stern dictates of reason."
" Very tru(% (cordon ; but her heart declares against yovt."
" Do you know any one whom you regard as fully worthy of

her—any one who will probably win her 1"

" I know no man whose noble, generous heart renders him
so worthy of her as yourself; and if she could only love you as
you des(;rve, I should be rejoiced ; but that I believe to be im-
possible."

" Do you know how soon she expects to huve Le Bocage."
" Probably about th(! close of the year,"
" I cannot bear to think of lu^r as going out amoncf stranjrei's

—bemg buffeted by the world, while she toils to earn a main-
tenance. It is inexpressibly bitter for me to reflect, that the
girl whom I love above eveiything u^jon earth, who would
preside so gracefully, so elegantly over my home, and nuike my
life so proud and ha[)py, should prefer to shut herself up in a
school-room, and wear out her life in teaching fretful, spoiled,
trying children ! O Mr. Hammond ! can you not jjrevail upon
her to abandon this scheme 1 Think what a complete saciifice
it will be."

" If she feels that the hand of duty ])oints out this destiny as
hers, I shall not attempt to dissuade her ; for peace of mind and
heart is found nowhei-e, save in accordance with the dictates of
eon.scionce and judgment. Since Miss IFaniijig's arrival at Le
Bocage, I fear Edna will realize rapidly that she is no longer
needed as a companion liy Mrs. Murray, and her ])roud spirit

• li ,1
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will rebel iigainst the Hurvelllanco to wliicli I apprehend she is
already subjected. Sh(, lias always expressed a desire tomamtain herself by teaoliing, bnt I suspect that she will do so
.y her pen. When she prej)ares to quit Mrs. Murray's house,
isliall otter her a home in n.ine ; hxxt I have little hope that
slie will accept it, much as she loves me, for she wants to see
something of that strange mask called ' life ' by the world Hhe
wishes to go to some large city, where she can command
a(lvantag(!.s b<*yond her reach in this rpiiot little place, and where
Jier own exertions will i)ay for the roof that covers her. How-
ever we may deplore this decision, certainly, we cannot blame
Jier tor tlu? leoling that promjits it."

" I have racked my brain for some plan by which I could
share my fortune with her without her suspeccing the donor •

for If she rejects my hand, I know she woul<; not accept one
cent ti-om m(^ Can yon suggest any feasible scheme T

Mr. Ifammond shook his head, and after some reflection
answered

:

'* We can do nothing but wait and watch for an opportunity
of aiding her. I confess, Gordon, her future fills me with
serious apprehension

; she is so proud, so sensitive, so scrupulous,
an<l yet so boundlessly ambitious. Should her high hopes her
loud dreams be (h,stined to the sharp and summary defeat which
tre(|uently overtakes ambitious men and women early in life I
shudder for her closing years, and the almost unendurable bitter-
ness of her disappointed soul."

'' Why do you supi)ose that she aspires to authorship 1"
hie has never intimated such a purpose to me : but she

cannot be ignorant of the fact that she possesses great talent,
and she is too conscientious to bury it."

" Mr. Hammond, you may be correct in your predictions, but
1 trust you are wrong

; and I cannot believe that any woman
whose heart is as warm and noble as Edna's, will continue to
reject such love as I shall always offer her. Of one thin^r J feel
assured iio man will ever love her as well, or better than I do,
ami to this knowledge she will awake some day. God bless her i

slie IS the only woman I shall ever want to call my wife "
'' I sympathize most keenly with your severe disappointment,my deor young friend, and shall earnestly pray that in this

matter God will overrule all thinffs for vour Lappiri^ss a" v-"
ashei-s He who notes the death of sparrows, and numbers
even the hairs of our heads, will not doom your noble, tender
Heart to lite-long loneliness and hunger."

•lXWW''-''vmf?-
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With a long, close cliisp of Imnds they parted. Gordon Tioigli

wjilked sadly between the royal lily-rows, lioping that the

future would redeem the past ; and the old man sat alono in

the serene, silent night, watching the shimmer of the moon on
the marble that covered his dead.

•i 1

CHAPTER XV.

" It is impossible, Estelle ! The girl is not a fool, and nothing

less than idiocy can explain such conduct ]"

Flushed and angry, Mrs. Murray walked up and down the

floor of the sitting-room ; and i)laying with the jet bracelet on
her rouniled arm, Miss Harding rei)lied :

" As Mrs. Inge happens to be his sister, I presume she sj)eaks

ex cathedra, and she certainly expressed v«;ry great delight at

the failure of (iordon Leigh's suit. She told me that he was
inucli depressed in conseipience of Kdna's rejection, and mani-
fested more feeling than she had deemed [)0ssib]e under the

circumstances. Of course she is much gratihtul that her family
is saved from the disgrace of such a nu'sallUmce,"

" You will oblige me by being more choice in the selection of

your words, Estelle, as it is a poor compliment to me to remark
that any man man would be disgraced by marrying a girl whom
I have raised .md educated, and trained as carefidly as if she
were my own daughter. Ilarring her obscure birth, Edna is as

worthy of (.'ordon as any dainty pet of fashion who loung(!s in

Clara Inge's parlours, and I shall take occasion to tell her so if

ever she hints at ' itif'sdllidnce ' in my presence."
" In that event she will doubtless retort by asking yo\i in her

Ijlaml and thoroughly well-bred style, whether you intend to

give your consent to P^dna's marriage with my cousin, St. Elmo 1"

Mrs. Murray stopped suddenly, and confronting her niece,

said sternly :

"What do you mean, Estelle Harding'?"
"My d«-ar aunt, the goodness of your heart has strangely

blinded you to the character of the girl you have taken into

your house, and honoured with your coutidence and affi'ction.

Be patient with, me wljilc \ unmMsk thig shrewd littl*' hiir'Kjdtifc,

She is poor and unknown, and if she leaves your roof, as she
pretends is her purpose, she must work for her own mainten-

^
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anco, which no one will ,lo from choices whou an alteinativr ofuxnrions c.tHo is within m.oh. Mr. Lei^li is very hun.lson •

v.T} .Wveul.lo, wealthy and intcIii-.-nt, an.l is consid.ml a fin,:nmtch for any <ru\ yet your jn-ot.,,r,' .lisnu.ls Jmn most ,k,s.tivey. alle«.nj,Musar.ason that sho does not lovo hi,,., an.l „,..
orshM,-() lal.o„r us a toacho,- to mmvm^ an olc-^nt homo hvbocoming Ins w.fo. That sho can .h-clin.. so brilliant a ofl'V.eems to yon incnulihle, lu.t I know fn>„, the ho^n„„i„. that«he would not aoeopt it. My ,loar Aunt l^:ihM., sho aspiTvs to
tho honour of hcoonunu y,„„. ,laughtor-i„-law, and can w.]]
aHord to recuse Mr. J.oi^d.'s han.l, when siio hones to 1...

mistress ol I.e Hocage. .She is pn-tty an.l she knows it, a,..|
her cunning handling of her canls would really aiuuse an.l
interest me, it I were not grieved at the deception sla, is n.-ac
t.smg upon yon. It has, 1 confess. g,-eatly su.-prised mr that,
with your exti-aordmary astuteness in other matters, you shouM
prove HO obtuse concerning the machinations which that -j,]
carries on in your own hou.se. Can you not see how a.lroFtly
she flatters St. Llmo by poring over hi., stupid M.ss., and pro-
fessing devotion to his j.et authors? You,- own penetration lillshow you how nnnat,iral it is th.t ain pretty- voung gi,-l like
Ivlna shoul.l .sympathize so intensely with my" cousin^ o„tr^
studies and taste.s. Before I had been in this house twenty-four
hours, I saw the game she plays so skilfully and only wonder
that you my dear aunt, should be MCtimi/ed by the cunni,,.. of
one on whom you have lavished so much kindness. Look at'the
tacts. She has certainly refused to many Mr. Leigh, and situ'
ated as she is, how can you explain the mystery by any other
solution t.:an that which I have given, and" which I assu,-e vou
IS patent to everyone save yourself?"

Painful s.irprise kept Mrs. Murray silent for some moments
and at last shaking her head she exclaiinad :

"I do not believe a word of it ! I know her much better than
you possibly can, and so far f,-oin wishin- to marry my son slu'
fears an.l d,slik(,.s him exceedingly. Her evident aversion tohim has even caused me regret, and at times they scarcely treat
each other with ordinary courtesy. She systenmtically avoids
him, and occasionally, when I request her to take a meksao-e to
Jum, 1 have been amused at the ex])ression of her face and her
manceuvres to fin.l a substitute. No ! no! she is too conscien-
tiou.c to w,uir a mask. You must tax your ingenuity for some
better solution." "^

*L
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"She is shrowd rnoujtjli to Heo tlmt St. Elmo is siitlato.l witl»

flattery and lioiuago ; slie siispocts tluit |)i(juo alone can toico an
cntmncp to tho citadol of his heart, and her (hMuonstrations of
aversion are only a 'nise de tfuerrt: My poor aunt ! I pity the
(lisn,p[>oinhnent and mortification to whicli yon an! destined,
when you discover liow comph'to is tin* impoHtunj she |>raetiHes."

"I tell you, Estelle, 1 am neither blind nor exactly in my
dota<,'e, and that yirl has no more intcMition of "

Th«! door oiKMied and Mr. Murray came in. « Hancin^ rou))d
the room and observing' the sudden silence -his mother's tlusluHl

cheeks and an^ry eyes, his cousin's lurking smile, he thrtsw him-
self on the sofa, saying

:

" TauhvuH aniniix raJt^Htihiis irrr ? Vrny wnat dire calamitv
has raised a feud between you two? Has the French count
grown imimrtunate, and does my mother refuse her consent to
your tai'dy decision to follow the dictates of your long outi-aged
couHcience, and bestow specMlily upon him that pretty hand of
ytMirs, which has k .ma \ been surrendered to his tender clasp?
If my intercessio'. in belutU'of said Victor is considere I worthy
of acceptance, prjy - finime"d me, Estelle, for I swear I never
keep I'linic faith \\'hh. an !ly."

" My son, did it i • -v occur to you that your eloquence might
he mor(* successfully and a/^reeablv exercised in vour own be-
halfl"

"^ ^

Mrs. Murray looked keenly nt her niece as she spoke,
''• i\ry profound and proverbial humility never i)ermitted the

ghost of siich a suggestion to aflright my soul ! Judging from
the confusion which greeted my entrance, I am forced to con-
clude that it was mal a propos ! lint ])ru(lent regard for the i-e-

putation of the household, ui-ged me to venture r.ear enough to
the line of battle to inform you that the noise of the conflict
])roclaims it to the servants, and the unmistakable tones arrested
my attention oven in the yard. Family feuds become really
respectable if only waged sotto voo:"
He rose as if to leave the room, but his mother motioned him

to remain.

" I am very much annoyed at a mattei- which surprises me
beyond expression. Do you know that (Gordon Leigh has made
Kdua an offer of marriage, and sJie has been insane (mough to
refuse h.i.n ? Was ever a girl so stupidly blind to her true in-
terest 1 She cannot hope to make half so brilliant a match, for
he is certainly one of the most promising young men in the



154 ST. ELMO.

i

State, and would give lier a position in the world that other-
wise she can never attain."

Refused him ! Refused affluence, fiishionable social status !

diamonds, laces, rose-curtained boudoir, and hot-houses ! Re-
fused the glorious privilege of calling Mrs. Inge 'sister,' and the
opportunity of snubbing le beau morale who persistently snub
her

! Impossible ! you are growing old and oblivious of the
strategy you indulged in when throwing your toils around your
devoted admirer, whom I, ultimately, had the honour of calling
my father. Your pet vagrant, Edna, is no simpleton ; she can
take care of her own interests, and, accept my word for it, in-
tends to do so. She is only practising a little harmless
coquetry—toying with hei- victim, as fish circle round and
round the bait which they fully intend to swallow. Were she
Apha^a herself, I should say Gordon's success is as fixed as any
other decree

—

'In the chiimber of Fate, whore, through tremulous hands,
Hum the threads from an old-fasliioned distatf uncurled,
And those three blind old women sit spinning the world !

'

Be not cast down, O my mother ! Your protegee is a true
daughter of Eve, and she eyes Leigh's fortune as hungrily as
the aforesaid venerable mother of mankind did the temi)tin<'
apple." ^

^

" St. Elmo, it is neither i-espectful nor coui-teous to be eter-
nally sneering at women in the pi-esence of your own mother.
As for Edna, I am intensely provoked at her deplorable
decision, for I know that when she once decides on a course of
conduct neither persuasion nor argument will move her one
iota. She is incapable of the contemptible coquetry you im-
puted to her, and Gordon may as well look elsewhere for a
bride."

" You are quite right. Aunt Ellen ; her refusal was most
positive."

II

Did she inform you of the fact]" asked Mr. Murray.
"No, but Mr. Leigh told his sister tliat she gave him no

hoi)e whatever."
"Then, for the first time in my life, I have succeeded in

slandering human nature ! which, hitherto, I deemed quite im-
pos.sible. Peecavi, peccavl f O my race ! And she absolutely,
positively declines to sell herself J I am unpleiisantly startietl
in my pet theories concerning the cunning, lynx selfishness of
women, by this feminine phenomenon ! Why, I would have

rm.--}}^^
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bet half my estate on Gordon's chances, for his handsome face,

aided by sucli incomparable coiidjutors as my mother here and

tiie infallible sage and oracle of the parsonage, constituted a

' triple alliance ' more formidable, more invincible, than those

that threatened Louis XIV or Alberoni ! I imagined the girl

was clay in the experienced hands of matrimonial potters, and

that Hebrew strategy would prove triumphant ! Accept, my
dear mother, my most lieartfelt sympathy in your ignominious

defeat. You will not doubt the sincerity of my condolence

when I confess that it springs from the mortifying conscious-

ness of having found that all women are not so entirely unscru-

nuloi!3 as I prefer to believe them. Permit me to comfort you
with the assurance that the campaign has been conducted with

distinguished ability on your })art, Vou have displayed topo-

j,frai)hical accuracy, wariness, and an insight into the character

of your antagonist, which entitle you to an exalted place among
modern tacticians ; and you have the con.olation of knowing
that you have been defeated most unscientitically, and in direct

opposition to every well-established maxim and rule of strategy,

hv this rash, incomprehensible, feminine Napoleon ! Believe

ine
"

" Hush, St. Elmo ! I dou't wish to hear anything more
about the miserable affair. Edna is very obstinate and ex-

ceedingly ungrateful after all the interest I have manifested in

her welfare, and henceforth I shall not concern myself about
her future. If she prefers to drudge through life as a teacher,

I shall certainly advise her to commence as soon as possible
;

for if she can so entirely dispense with my counsel, she no
longer needs my protection."

" Have you reasoned with her concerning this singular
obliquity of her mental vision V
"No. Hhe knows my wishes, and since she defies them, I

certainly shall not condescend to open my lips to her on this

subject."

'• Women arrogate such marvellous astuteness in reading
each other's motives, that I should imagine Estelle's ingenuity
would furnish an open sesame to the locked chamber of this

girl's heart, and supply some satisfactory explanation of iier

incoinprehen sible course
= '

'

Mr. ^lurray took his cousin's hand and drew her to a seat
l>eside him on the sofa.

" The solution is very easy, my dear cynic, Edna can well

i! .f

fi
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afford to decline Cordon Leigh's offer when she expects and
manceuvres to sell herself for a much liigher sum than he can
command.

"

As Miss Harding uttered these words, Mrs. Murray turned
quickly to observe the effect.

The cousins looked steadily at each other, and St. Elino
laughed bitterly, and patted Estelle's cheek, saying

:

" Bravo !
' Set a thief to catch a thief !' I kne"w you would

hit the nail on the head ! But who the d— 1 is this fellow wlio
is writing to her from New York] This is the second letter 1

have taken out of the office, and there is no telling how often
they come

; for on both occasions, when J troubled myself to
ride to the post office, I have found letters directed to iior

in this same handwriting."
He drew a letter from his pocket and laid it on his knee,

and as Estelle looked at it, and then glanced with a ])uzzlod
expression toward. her aunt's equally curious face, Mr. Murray
passed his hand across his eyes, to hide their malicious
twinkle.

" Give me the letter, St. Elmo; it is my duty to examine it;
for as long as she is under my protection she has no right to
carry on a clandestine correspondence with strangers."

" Pardon me if 1 presume to dispute your pi-erogative to open
lier letters. It is neither your business nor mine to dictate
with whom she shall or shall not correspond, now that slu; is no
longer a child. Doubtless you remember that I warned you
against her from the first day J ever set my eyes upon her, and
in-edicted that you would repent in sackcloth and ashes your
charitable credulity? I swore then she would prove a thief;
you vowed she was a saint ! But, nevertheless, T have no in-
tention of turning spy at this late day, and assisting you in
the eminently honourable work of waylaying letters from her
distant swain."

Very coolly he put tlie letter back in his pocket.
Mrs. Murray bit her lip, and held out her hand, saying i)er-

emi)torily

:

' ^ & i

'• I insist upon liaving tlio letter. Since . ou are so spas-
modically and exce(!dingly scrupulous, I will carry it immedi-
ately to her and demand a perusal of the contents. St. Elmo,
I am

1 no mood for jesting.''

He only shook his head, and laughed.
''Tlie dictates of filial lespect forlml that I should subject my

m'im-:m



*S7'. ELMO. 157

mother's curiosity to so severe an ordeal. Moreover, were the

letter once in your hands, your conscience would persuade you

that it is your imperative duty to a ' poor, inexperienc(Ml,

motherless' girl, to inspect it ere her eager lingers have seized

it. Besides, she is coming, and will save you the trouble of

seeking her. I heard her run up the steps a moment ago."

Before Mrs. Murray could frame her indignation in suitable

words, Edna entered, holding in one hand her straw hat, in

the other a basket, lined with grape-leaves, and tilled with

remarkably large and line strawberries. Exercise had de(;p-

oned the colour in her fair, sweet face, which had never looked

more lovely than now, as she approached her benefactress,

holding up the fragrant, tempting f iniit.

" Mrs. Murray, here is a present from Mr. Hammond, who
desired me to tell you that these berries are the tir-st he has

gathered from the new bed, next to the row of lilacs. It is

the variety he ordered from New York last fall, and some roots

of which he says he sent to you. Are they not the most perfect

H[)ecimens you ever saw ] We measured them at the parson-

age and six filled a saucer."

8he was selecting a cluster to hold up for inspection, and had

not remarked the cloud on Mrs. Murray's brow.
" The strawberries are very tine.

Hammond."
The severity of the tone astonished Edna, who looked up

(juiokly, saw the stern displeasure written on her face, and
glanced enquiringly at the cousins. There was an awkward
silence, and feeling the eyes of all fixed upon her, the orphan

picked up her hat, which had fallen on the floor, and asked :

" Shall I carry the basket to the dining-room, or leave it

here?"
" You need not trouble yourself to carry it anywhere."

Mrs. Murray laid her hand on the bell-cord and rang sharply.

Edna placed the fruit on the centi"e-table, and susj)ecting that

she must be de trap, moved toward the door, l)Ut Mr. Murray
rose and stood before her.

" Here is a letter which arrived yesterday."

He put it in her hand, and as she recognized the peculiar su-

perscription, a look of delight flashed over her featiu-es, and
raising her hp„aniiTi» eyes to. biK, nhf. mtirmured, "Thank you,

sir," and retreated to her own room.

Mr. Murray turned to his mother and said carelessly :

I am much obliged to Mr.

i^

t-;«^
'
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"I neglected to toll you that T heard from Clinton todiy.
He has invited himself to si)ond Kome days here, and wrote to
say that he might be expected nex. week. At least his \i«ii

will be welcome to you, Estelle, and I congratulate you on tlm
l)ros})ect of adding to your list of admirers the most fastidious
exquisite it has ever been my misfortune to encounter."

" St. Elmo, you ought to be ashamed to mention your fothor's
nephew in such terms. You certainly have less respect aiuj

affection for your relatives than any man I ever saw,"
" Which fact is entirely attributable to my thorough know-

ledge of their characters. I have generally found that liiyh

appreciation and intimate acquaintance are in inverse laticw.

As for Clinton Allston, were he my father's son, instead of his

nephew, I imagine my flattering estimate of him would he
substantially the same. Estelle, do you know him 1"

^

" I have not that pleasure, but report prepares me to find
him extremely agreeable. I am rejoiced at the prospet;t of
meeting him. Some time ago, just before I left Paris, I received
a message from him, challenging me to a fiirtation at siglit no
soon as an opportunity presented itself."

" For your sake, Estelle, I am glad Clinton is coming, for

St. Elmo is so shamefully selfish, and oblivious of his duties as
host, that I know time often hangs very heavily on your hands."

Mrs. Murray was too thoroughly out of humor to heed tlic

dangerous sparkle in her son's eyes.
*' Very true, mother, his amiable and accommodating dispo-

sition commends him strongly to your affection; and knowing
what is expected of him, he will' politely declare himself her
most devoted lover before he has been thirty-six hours in her
society. Now, if she can accept him for a husband, and you
will only consent to receive him as your son, I swear I will

reserve a mere scanty annuity for my travelling expenses; I

will gladly divide the estate between them, and transport mys(df
permanently and joyfully beyond the reach of animadversion
on my inherited sweetness of temper. If you, my dear coz, can
only coax Clinton into this arrangement for your own and my
mother's happiness, you will render me eternally grateful, and
smooth the way for a trip to Thibet and Siberia, which I have
long contemplated. Bear this proposition in mind, will you,
especially when the charms of Le Bocage most favourably im-
I)res« you 1 rioiuember you will become its mistress the dav that

you marry Clinton. Make my mother adopt him, and release
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me. If my terms are not Hutticiently liberal, confer with Clin-

ton as soon as maidenly j)roj)ripty will permit, and accjuaint

mo with your ultinnitum ; for I am so thorou;,dily weary and

disi^usted with the place that I am axious to get away on

almost any terms. Here come the autocrats of the neighbour-

hood, the nouveanx enrichlsf your friends tlie Montgomeries

and Hills, than whom I would sooner shake hands with the

Asiatic plague ! I hear Madame Montgomery asking if I am
not at home, as well as the ladies ! Tell her I am in Spitsber-

gen or Mantchooria, wliere I certainly intend to be ere long."

As the visitors approached the sitting room, he sprang

through the window opening on the terrace and disappeared.

The contents of the unexpected letter surprised and delighted

Edna, much moi-e than she would willingly have confessed.

Mr. Manning wrote that upon the eve of leaving homo for a

tour of some weeks' travel, he chanced to stumble upon her

letter, and in a second perusal some peculiarity of style induced

him to reconsider the offer it contained, and he determined to

permit her to send the manuscript (as far as written) for liis

examination. If promptly forwarded, it would reach him before

he left home, and expedite an answer.

Drawing all happy auguries from this second letter, and
trembling with pleasure, Edna hastened to prepare her manu-
script for immediate transmission. Carefully enveloping it in

thick paper, she sealed and directed it, then fell on her knees,

and, with clasped hands resting on the package, prayed earnest-

ly, vehemently, that God's blessing would accompany it, would
crown her efforts witli success.

Afraid to trust it to the hand of a servant, she put on her

hat and walked back to town.
The express agent gave her a receipt for the parcel, assured

her that it would be forwarded by the evening train, and witk
a sigh of relief she turned her steps homeward.
Ah ! it was a frail paper bark, freighted with the noblest,

purest aspirations that ever possessed a woman's soul, launched
upon the tempestuous sea of popular favour, with ambition at

the helm, hope for a compass, and the gaunt spectre of failure

grinning in the shrouds. Would it successfully weather the

gales of malice, envy, and detraction ? Would it battle vali-

antlv and triumidiantlv witli t,he iiirjitical luiides of critics who
prowl hungrily along the track over which it must saill Would

ii iM I
H !

it become a melancholy wreck on the might v ocean of litera-
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ture, or would it prmully rido at anchor in tlio hwhonv of
luimoi-tality, with hei- name floating forever at the nmsthea.l ("

It was an experiment that had stranded the liopes of hun-
dreds and of thousands

; and the pineJied, starved features of
Uiatterton, and the white, pleading face of Keats, stabbed to
.leath by revie.vers poisoned pens, rose like friendly phantomsand whispered sepulchral warnings.

But to-day the world wore only rosy garment., unspotted bv
shadows, and the silvery voice of youthfui enthu^iasn. mni
only ol victory and spoils, as hope gayly ,t;mck the cvmbul« and
fangered tlie timbrels.

When Edna returned to her room, sho .sat down befo-v her
desk to reperuse the letter which iuul given Iter b(. muc!, ..nti-
hcation; and, .. she reioldcd it, Mrs. ]\.l.rray came in%uul
closed the door alter her.

Her face was storn and pale ; she walke<l up to the ovphui
ooked at her suspiciously, and when she .poke h ;r \ <,ice va.shard and cold.

"I wish to see that letter which yo.. loceived to-day. as it isvery improper that you should, withour, my knowledge, carryoa a correspondence mth a stranger, I would not have hl
lit >'-^>i '. lat you v^.)uld be guilty of such conduct."

'•

.
n-m . ey mach pained, Mrs. Murray, that you should even

toi aMi-ment have supposed that I Uad forfeited your con-
hden.^e. The nature ot the correspond (uice certainly sanctionsmy engaging in it, even without consuirhig you. This letter is
the second I have received from Mr. I^Ianning, the editor of— Magazine, and was written in answer to a request of
mine, with reference to a literary matter which concerns no-body but myself I wil show you the signature ; there it is-
Dougdas G. Manmng You know his literary reputation an<l
his ligh position. If you demand it, of coxirse I Jannot refuse
to allow you to read it ; but, dear Mrs. Murray, I hop*, you
will not msist upon it, as I prefer that no one should see th.
contents, at least at present. As I have never deceived you, 1think you might trust me when I assure you that the corres-
pondence is entirely restricted to literary subjects."

Why, then, should you object to my readin*' it?"
"ior a reason which I will explain at some future day, ifyou will only have conhdence in me. Still, if you are deter-mined .<> examine tne letter, of course 1 must submit, though

It would distress me exceedingly to know that you cannot, or
will not, trust mem so small a matter."
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She laid the open letter on the desk, and covered her face
with her hands.

Mrs. Murray took up the sheet, glanced at the signature, and
said

:

" Look at me ; don't hide your face, that argues somethin.^
wrong.

Edna raised her head, and lifted eyes full of tears to meet
the scrutiny from which there was no escape.

" Mr. Manning's signature somewhat reiissures me, and be-
side, I never knew you to prevaricate or attempt to deceive me.
Your habitual truthfulness encourages me to believe you, and
I will not insist on reading this letteV, though I cannot inni<rine
why you should object to it. But, Edna, I am disappointed in
you, and in return for the confidence I have always reposed in
you, I want you to answer candidly the question I am about to
ask. Why did you refuse to marry Gordon Leigh I"

" Because I did not love him."
*'0 pooh! that seems incredible, for he is handsome and

very attractive, and some young ladies show very plainly that
they love him, though they have never been requested to do so.
There is only one way in whice I can account for your refusal,
and J wish you to tell mo the truth. You are unwilling to
marry (iordon because you love somebody else better. Child
whom do you love?"

'

" No, indeed, no ! I like Mr. Leigh as well as any gentle-
man I know; but I love no one except von and Mr. Ham-
mond."

Mrs. Murray put her hand under the girl's chin, looked at
her for some seconds, and sighed heavily.

" Child, I find it difficult to believe you."
" Why, whom do sup{)ose I could love ] Mr. Leigh is cer-

tainly more agreeable than anybody else I know."
" But girls sometimes take strange whims in these matters.

Do you ever expect to receive a better offer than Mr. Leigh's V
" As far as foi-tune is concerned, I presume I never shall

have so good an opportunity again. But, Mrs. Murray, I would
rather marry a poor man, whom I really loved, and who had to
earn his daily bread than to be Mr. Leigh's wife and own that
beautiful^ house he is building. I know you wish me to accept
him, aim that you think me very unwise, very short-sighted

;but It IS a question which I have settled after consultincr mv
conscience and my heart." ° "^

U
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" And yon give me your word of honour that you love no
other gentleman better thun Gordon V

" Yes, Mrs. Murray, I assure you that I do not."

As the mistress of the house looked down into the f^irl's

beautiful face, and passed her hand tenderly over the thick
glossy folds of hair that crowned the pure brow, she wondered
if it were possible that her son could ever regard the orjjhau
-with affection ; and she Jisked her own heart why she could not
willingly receive her as a daughter.

Mrs. Murray believed that she entertained a sincere friend-

ship for Mrs. Inge, and yet she had earnestly endeavoured to

marry her brother to a girl whom she could not consent to see

the wife of her own son. Veiily, when human friendships are
analyzed, it seems a mere poetic fiction that

—

•'Love took up the harp of Life, and smote on all the chords with aught

;

fcJmoto the chord of Self that trembling jmssed in music out of sight.

"

CHAPTER XVI.

iji: <i.

One afternoon, about ten days after the receipt of Mr. Man-
ning's letter, when Edna returned from the parsonage, she found
the family assembled on the front verandah, and saw that the

expected visitor had arrived. As Mrs. Murray introduced her

to Mr. Allston, the latter rose, advanced a few steps, and held

out his hand. Edna was in the act of giving him hers, when
the heart-shaped diamond cluoter on his finger flashed, ana one
swift glance at his face and figure made her snatch away her

hand ere it touched his, and draw back with a half-smothered

exclamation.

He bit his lip, looked inquiringly around the circle, smiled,

and returning to his seat beside Estelle, resumed the gay con-

versation in which he had been engaged.

Mrs. Murray was leaning over the iron balustrade, twining
a wreath of multiflora aroui.d one of the fluted columns, and did

not witness the brief pantomime ; but when she looked around
she coii.ld not avoid remarking the unwonted pallor and troubled

expression of the girl's face.

" What is the matter, child ? You look as ifyou were either

ill or dreadfully fatigued."
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"I am tired, thank you," was tlie rather abstracted reply
and she walked into the house and sat down before the open
window in the library.

The sun had just gone down behind a fleecy cloud-mountain
and kindled a volcano, from whose silver-rimmed crater fiery
rays of scarlet shot up, almost to the clear, blue zenith ; while
Jiere and there, through clefts and vapoury gorges, the lurid lava
light streamed down toward the horizon.

Vacantly her eyes rested on this sky-Hecla, and its splen-
dour passed away unheeded, for she was looking far beyond
the western gates of day, and saw a pool of blood—a ghastly
face turned up to the sky—a coffined corpse strewn with white
jjoppies and rosemary—a wan, dying woman, whose waving
hair braided the pillow with gold- -a wide, deep grave under
the rustling chestnuts from whose green arches rang the despair-
ing wail of a broken heart

:

'* Harry ! my husband !

"

Imagination travelling into the past, painted two sunny-
liaired, prattling babes, suddenly smitten with orphanage, and
robed in mourning garments for parents whose fond, watchful
eyes were closed forever under wild clover and trailing brambles.
Absorbed in retrospection of that June day, when she stood by
the spring, and watched

" God make himself an awful rose of dawn,"

she sat with her head resting against the window-facing, and
was not aware of Mr. :Murray's entrance' until his harsh, queru-
lous voice startled her.

•' Edna Earl
!
what apology have you to offer for insultin / a

relative and guest of mine under my roof ]

"

^

" None, sir,"

" What
!
How dare you treat with unparallelled rudeness a

visitor, whose claim upon the courtesy and hospitality of this
household is certainly more legitimate and easily recognized
than that of

" °

He stooped and kicked out of his way u stool upon which
Edna's feet had been resting. She had risen, and they stood
face to face.

"T ani '.vaiting to hear the remainder of your sentence, Mr
Murray."

He uttered an oath and hurled his cigar through the windov/
" Why the d—1 did yo»i refuse to shake hands with Allston?

i

1 ,
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i ?

I intend to know the truth, and it may provo an economy of
trouble for you to speak it at once."

" If you demand my reasons, you must not be offended at the
plainness of my language. Your cousin is a murderer, and
ought to be hung

: I could not force myself to touch a hand
nil smeared with blood."

Mr. Murray leaned down and looked into her eyes.
" Yon aic cither delirious or uttvrly mistaken with reference

to the .iii\uty . . the man. (Jlinton i.s no more guilty of mur
del than y\,u are, and 1 have b»-(!n led to suppose that you are
rather too 'pious' to attempt the role of :MargU('rite d( iJrin-
villiers or Joanna of Hainault ! Cuiic lore has turned your
brain; 'too mu(;h learning hath made thee mad.'"

"No, sir, it is no hallucination; there can be no mistake;
it is a horrible, awf > Uci, widch T witnessed, which is burned
on my memory, and which will haunt my brain as long as I
live. 1 saw him shoot Mr. Dent, and li-ard all that passid on
that dreadful morning. He is doubly criminal—i« as much thr
murderer of Mrs. Dent as of her Jiusband, foi- the shock killed
her. Oh ! that I could forget her look and scream of agony im
she fainted over her husband's coffin !

"

A puzzled expression crossed Mr. Murray's face ; then he
muttered

:

" Dent 1 Dent ] Ah ! yes ; that was the name of a man whom
Clinton killed in a duel. Pshaw! you have whippi^d uj) a
syllabub storm in a tt;a-cup ! Allston onlv ^ ^ok ' satisfactu is

'

for an insult offered publicly by Dent."
His tone was sneering ami his lip curled, but a strange palk

crept from chin to temples ; and a savagu glare in his eyes, and
a thickening scowl that bent his brows till they met, told of
the brewing of no slight tempest <>*' passion.

"I know, sir, that custom, public opinion, sanctions—at
least tolerate:, that relic of ^ .fbarous ages—that blot upon
Christian civilization vhich, under the nume of ' duelling, I
recog. 'e as crime : heinou crime which I abhor and detest
above all other crimes! Sir, I call things by t .eir proiu r

names, stripped ui' the glozing drapery of conventional usag«'.
You mry :.,ry 'honour'de satisfy. ; ion; ' I say murder ! aggra-
vated, unpardonable murder: murder withort evon the poor
palliation of the sudden heat of anger. Cool, deliberate, wilful
murder, that stabs tiie iiappineH of wives and children, and for
\fluch it would .s' th« even the infinite luercy oi Almighty
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God could scarcely accord forgiveuoHs I Oh ! save ino from tin*

presence of that man vho can derive 'satisfaction' from the
reflection that he has hi K<'nry and Helen Dent in one p:rave,

under the (|uiet shadow Lookout, and broiisiht desolation and
orphanage to their Hv( innocent, ten<h'r darlings ! Shake
lumds with Clinton Allston I I would sooner stretch out mv
fingers to clasp those of Gardiner, reeking with the blood of
his victims, or those of Ravaillac ! Ah ! well might Dante
HJiudder in painting the chilling horrors of (^aina."

The room was dusky witii the shadow of coming night; but
the fading flush, low in the west, ; bowed St. Elmo's fac" colour-

less, rigid, repulsive in its wrathful defiance.

He bent forward, seizetl her hands, folded them together,

and grasping them in both liis, crushed them againsi liis breast.

"Ha! I knew that hell and heaven were leagued to poison
your mind ! That your childish conscience was frightened by
tales of horror, and your imagination harrowed up, youi- heart
lacerated by the cunning devices of that arch maudlii old
hypocrite ! The seeds of clerical hate fell in good ground, and
I see a bountiful h.'i'vest nodding for my sickle ! Oh ! you are
more i)liable than had fancied ! You have been thoroughly
trained down yonder at the parsonage, lint I will be

"

There was a trembling pant in his \ oice like that of sonu
wild creature driven from its jungle, hopeless of escape, holding
its hunters temporarily at bay, waiting for death.

The girl's hands ached in his unyielding grasp, and after two
ineffectual eflbrts to free them, a sigh of pain passed her lips

and she said proudly :

" No, sir ; my detestation of that form of legalized murder,
politelv called 'duelling,' was not taught me at the pai'sonage,
I learned it in my early ( hildhood, before I ever saw Mr.
Hammond ; and though I doubt not he agrees with me in my
'thorrence of the custom, I have never heard him mention the

isubj*' ^"

"Hypocrite! hypocrite! Meek little wolf in lamb's wool

!

Do you dream that you can deceive mel Do you think me an
idiot, to be cajoled by your low-spoken denials ot a fact which
I know i A ff , to the truth of whicl ,\ii] swear till every
star falls !

"

" Mr. Murray, T never deceived y^u, and i know that how-
;V(3r incense- i you may be, however mirsh and unjust, I i< . >w
that in your heart you do not doubt my truthfulness. Why

ji '
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you invumbly (lenouncn Mr. Hammond wlion you Impm.n to
bo (hsplea.se(l with mo, I cannot conjoctuiv but 1 tell you
solemnly tl)at lio Iuih never even indirectly alluded to th..
queHtion of 'duelling' since 1 liave known iiim. Mr. Murniv'
1 know you do entirely believe me when I utter these woiiLs

"

A tinge of red leaped into his 'heek, something that woidd
Imve been called hope in any other man's eyes looketl out shyly
trom under his heavy black lashes, and a tremor shook oti" the
sneering curl of his bloodless lips.

Drawing lier so close to him that his hair touched h(T \\.
head, ho whispered

:

" If I believe in you my—it is in defiance of judgment, will
and expei nee, and some day you will make nic pay a most
humiiiating penalty for my momentarv weakness. To-night I
trust you as implicitly as Samson did the Hmooth-li])pe(i Delilidr
.u-morrow I shall realize that, like him, I richly deserve to bo
shorn for my silly credulity."

*. , ^?^ ^\^?^ ^^^' ^^*^"^'* ^'^^'^^^y *'^om him, turned hastily r^.n.i

t) lett the library.
'^

:- Edna sat down and covered her face with her bruis.^l and
benumbed fingers, but she could not shut out the siglit some-
thing that astonished and friglitened her—of somethin- that
made her shudder from head to foot, and crouch down ]n her
chair cowed an 1 humiliated. Hitherto she had fancied that she
tlioroughlv understood and sternly governed lier heart—that
conscience and reason ruled it ; but within the past iiour it had
suddenly risen m dangerous rebellion, thrown off its allegiance
to ail things else, and insolently prorlaimed St. Elmo Murray
Its king. She could not uhalyze her new feelings, they would not
obey the summons to the tribunal of her outragf^d self-respect •

anc with bitter shame and reproach, and abject contrition, she
realized that she had begun to love the sinful, blasphemous manwho had insulted her revered grandfatlier, and who barely tolo>^
rated her presence in his house.

This danger had never once occurred to her, for she ha<l
always believed that love could only exist where high esteem
and unbounded reverence prepared the soil ; and she was well
aware that this man's character had from the first hour of their
acquaintance excited her aversion and dread. Ten days before
she had positively disliked and feared him; now to her amaze-
ment, she found him throned in her heart, defVing ejection.
The sudden revulsion bewildered and mortified "her, and she
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roHoIvt'd to cruMh out the feeling at oiieo, cost what it might.
Whnn Mi-H. Mnimy Imd lusked if sho lovod iinyoru! else better
tlinn Mr. Leigh, kIm- thought, nay h'.io knew, she answered truly
in the negative. But now, when she attempted to conipare the
two men, such a strange, yearning tenderness pleaded for St,

Elmo, and [)alliated his grave faults, that the giiTs self-acTusing
severity wrung a groan from the very depths of her soul.

When the sad discovery was first made, conscience lifted . itH

hands in horror, because of the man's reckless wickedness ; hut
lifter a little while a still louder clamour was raised bv womanly
pride, which bled at the thought of tolerating a love unsou "lit,

unvalued
; and with this fierce rush of reiinforcements to aid

oonscienco, the insurgent heart seemed <lestined to sumnuiry
subjugation. Until this hour, although conscious of numy
faults, she had not sup})08e(l that there was anything esj)ecially
contemptible in her character; but now the feeling of self-

abasement was unutterably galling. She despised herself most
cordially, and the consistent dignity of life which she had striven
to attain appeai-ed hopelessly shattered.

While the battle of reason versus love was at its height, Mrs,
Murray put her head in the room and askc^d :

" Edna ! Where are you, Edna I"

" Here I am."
" Why are you sitting in the dark ? I have searched the

house for you."

She groped her way across the room, lighted the gas, and
came to the window.

" What is the matter, child ? Are you sick ]"

" 1 think something must be the matter, for I do not feel at
all like myself," stammered the orphan, as she hid her face on
tlio window-sill.

" Does your head ache V
« " No, ma'am."

She might have said very truly that her heart did.
"Give me your hand, let me feel your pulse. It is very quick,

but shows nervous excitement rather than fever. Child, let
me see your tongue, I hear there are some typhoid cases in the
neighbourhood. Why, how hot your cheeks are !"

" Yes, I will go up and Lathe them, and perhaps I shall feel
better."

" ^ wish you would come into the parlour as soon as vou can,
for Esteile says Clinton thought you were very rudeto him •

W i'
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and though I apologized on the score of indisposition, I prefer
tliat you sliould make your ap])earance this evening. Stop, you
have dropped your handkerchief."
Edna stooped to pick it up, saw Mr. Murray's name printed

on one corner, and lier fii-st impulse was to thrust it into her
pocket; but instantly she held it toward his mother.

" It is not mine, but your son's. He was here about an hour
ago, and must have dropped it."

" I thought he had gone out over the grounds with Clinton.
What brought him here f

" He came to scold me for not shaking hands with his cousin."
"Indeed? You must have been singularly rude if he notic('(|

any want of courtesy. Change your dress and come <lown."
It was in vain that Edna bathed her hot face and jiiesscd

her cold hands to her cheeks. She felt as if all curious eves
read her troubled heart. She was ashamed to meet the fanulv
—above all things to see Mr. Murj-ay. Heretofore she hud
shunned him from dislike; now she wished to avoid him because
she began to feel that she loved him, and because she dreaded
that his inquisitorial eyes would discover the contemptible, and,
in her estimation, unwomanly weakness.

Taking the basket which contained her sewing utensils and
a piece of light needle-work, she went into the jiarlour and seat-

ed herself near the centre-table, over which swung the cliande-
lier,

Mr. Murray and his mother were sitting on a sofa, the former
engaged in cutting the leaves of a new book, and Estelle Hard-
ing was desci-ibing in glowing terms a scene in Phrdre, whicli
owed its charm, she thought, to Rachel's marvellous acting. As
she repeated the soliloquy beginning

"0 toi, qui vois la lionte on je suis (ieseendue,
Ini))lacable Wnus, suis-je iussiez confondue?"

Edna felt as if her own great weakness were known to the
world, and she bent her face close to her basket and tumbled
the contents into inextricable confusion.

To-night Estelle seemed in unusually fine spirits, and talked
on rapidly, till St. Elmo suddenly apj)eared to become aware of
the import of her words, and in a few trenchant sentences he
refuted the criticism on Pludre, advising his cousin to confine
her comments to drama.", with, which she v/as better acquainte.l.

His tone and manner surprised Mr. Allston, who remarked :

*' Were I a czar, I would issue a ukase, chaining you to the
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steepest rock on the crest of Mount Byelncha till yo\i learned

the courtesy due to lady disputants. Upon my word, St. Elmo,
you assault Miss Estelle with as much rlmi as if you were carry-

ing a redoubt. One would suppose that you had been in p;ood

society long enough to discover that the fortiter in re style is

not allowable in discussions with ladies."

" When women put on boxing-gloves and show their faces in

the ring, they challenge rough handling, and are rarely disap-

pointed. I am sick of sciolism, especially that phase M'here it

crops out ir shallow ci'iticism, and every day something recalls

(lie reprimand of Apelles to the shoemaker. If a worthy and
able literary tribunal and critical code could be established, it

would be well to revive an ancient Locrian custom, which re-

({uired that the originators of new laws or j)i-o])ositions should
be brought l)efore the assembU^d wisdom, witli halters round
their necks, ready for speedy execution if the innovation prov-

ed, on examination, to be utterly unsound or puerile. Ah !

what a wholesale hanging of sciolists would gladden my eyes!"

Mr. Murray bowed to his cousin as he spoke, and rising, took
his favourite position on the rug.

" Really, Aunt Ellen, I would advise you to have him re-

christened, under the name of Timon," said Mr. Allston.
" No, no. I decidedly object to any such gratification of his

would-be classic freaks ; and, as lu; is evidently aping Timon,
though, unfortunately, nature denied him the Attic salt recpiisite

to Havour the character, I would suggest, as a more suitable

sobriquet, that bestowed on Louis X., * Ze I/fit{n'—hv,e]y

translated, ' The Quarrelsome !' What say you, St. Elmo !"

Estelh^ walked up to her cousin and stood at his side.

"That it is very bad j)olicy to borrow one's boxing-gloves;

ai'd I ha])prned to overhear Edna Earl when she made that

same suggestion to Gordon Leigh, with reference to my amiable
temperament. However, th.ere is a maxim whicli will cover
yom* retreat, and which you can conscientiously utter with
much emphasis, if your memory is only as good in rej)eating all

the things you may have heard. Pereant qui ante nos nostra

(ILcerunt ! Shall I translate ?"

She laughed lightly, and answered :

*' So much for eavesdropping I Of all the gentlemen of my
acquaintance, T sliould fancy yoii were the vciy last who could
afford to indulge in that amusement."

" Miss Estelle, is this your fii-st, second, or third Punic war ]

i
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You and St. Elmo, or rather, my cousin ' The Quarrelsome '

seem to wage it in genuine Carthaginian style."

record""^^'
''''^''^'^

"" ^^^^^^' ^^^' ^^"^^ consequently, keep no

"Clinton, there is a chronic casus belli between us, the
original spring of which antedates my memory. But at present
J^stelle IS directing all her genius and energy to effect formy individual benefit, a practical reenactment of the old Fania
Fopima which Augustus hurled at the heads of all peacefulhappy bachelordom !" ^ '

For the first time during the conversation Edna glanced up
at Estelle, for, much as she disliked her, she regretted this
thrust

;
but her pity was utterly wasted, and she was surpiis-

eti to hncl her countenance calm and smiling.

clail'^'d'^"^^°"
shrugged his shoulders, and Mrs. Murray ex-

"I sound a truce! For heaven's sake, St. Elmo lock unyour learning with your mummies, and when you loill sav
barbarous things, use language that will enable us to understand
that we are being snubbed. Now who do you suppose com-
prehends ' Papia Popp^ea '

\ You are insufferably pedantic '"

My dear mother, do you remember ever to have read or
heard the celebrated reply of a certain urbane lexicograi.her to
tlie rashly ambitious individual who attempted to find fiiult
with his dictionary ? Permit me, most respectfully, to offer it
for your consideration. « I am bound to furnish good definitions,
but not brains to comprehend them.'"

•i lr^°"^'^* >-^" *°^'^ ™^' you had spent some time in China r
said Miss Harding.

I'

So I did, and learned to read the ' Liki.'

"

" r was labouring under the misapprehension that even
strangers visiting that country caught the contadon of filial
respect, of reverence for parents, which is there inculcated by

" Among Chinese maxims is one to this effect : ' All persons
are alike, ami the only difference is in the education.' Now
as you and I were raised in the same nursery, what becomes of
your veneration for tJhinese canons !"

" I think, sir, that it is a very great misfortune for those who
Jiave to associate with you now that you were not raised in
f^parta, where it was everybody's privileffe to whir, tlieir
ueigiibuurs vicious, spoiled children ! Such a regimen would

ii
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doubtless have converted you into an amiable, or at least endur-
able member of society."

** That is problematical, my fair cousin, for if my provocative
playmate had accompanied me, I'll be swoi-n but 1 think the
supply of Spartan birch would have utterly failed to sweeten
my temper. I should have shared the fate of those unfortunate
boys who were whipped to death in Lacedtemon, in honour of
Diana ; said whipping-festival (I here remark parenthetically,

for my mother's enjoyment) being known in classic parlance as
Dlamastigosis /"

His mother answered laughingly :

" Estelle is quite right
;
yoti contrived to grow iip without

the necessary and healthful quota of sound whipping which you
richly deserved." .

Mr. Murrav did not seem to liear her words ; he was lookintr

down intently, smilingly into his cousin's handsome face, and,
passing his arm around her waist, drew her close to his side.

He murmured something that made her throw her head cpiickly

back against his shoulder and look up at him.
" If such is the end of all your quarrels, it offers a premium

for unamiability," said Mr. Allston, who had been studying
Edna's face, and now turned again to his cousin. Curling the
end of his moustache, he continued :

" St. Elmo, you have travelled more extensively than any one
I know, and under peculiarly favourable circumstances. Of all

the spots you have visited, which would you pronounce the
most desirable for a permanent residence 1"

" Have you an idea of expatriating yourself—of ' quitting
your country for your country's good ' T'

" One never knows what contingencies may arise, and I should
like to avail myself of your knowledge ; for I feel assured only
very charming places would have detained you long."

" Then, were I at liberty to select a home, tranquil, blessed
beyond all expression, I should certainly lose no time in domesti-
cating myself in the Peninsula of Mount Atlios."

" Ah ! yes ; the scenery all along that coast is described as
surprisingly beautiful and picturescpie."

" ball ! the scenery is quite as grand in fifty other places.

Its peculiar attraction consists in something far more ju'ecious."
" To what do you refer V
" Its marvellous and bewildering charm is to be found entirely

m the fact that, since the days of Constantine, no woman has

i I
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set foot on its peaceful soil ; and the happy dwellers in that
solo remaining earthly Eden are so vigilant, dreading the
entrance of another Eve, that no female animal is permitted to
intrude upon the sacred precincts. The embargo extends ev.^i
to cats, cows, dogs, lest the innate female proclivity to mako
mischief should be found dangerous in the brute creation
Constantine lived in the latter part of the third and bef'innin.'
of the fourth century. Think of the divine repose, the un-
a])proachable beatification of residing in a land where no woman
has even peei)ed for fifteen hundred years !"

" May all good angels help me to steer as far as possible from
such a nest of cynics

! I would sooner confront an armv of
Amazons headed by Penthesih^a herself, than trust myself
among a people unhumaniztd and uncivilized by the refiniii"
influence and companionshij) of women ! 8t. Elmo, you are the
must abominable misogamist I ever met, and you deserve to fall
into the clutches of those •' eight mighty daughters of the ploucr),

'

to which Tennyson's Princess consigned the Prince. Most
heartily I pity you !"

" For shame, St. Elmo ! A stranger listening to your f/alhint
diatribe,' would inevitably conclude that your mother was as
unnatural and unamiable as Lord Byron's ; and that I, vour
most devoted, meek, and loving cousin, was quite as angelic as
Miss Edgeworth's Modern Griselda !"

Afitecting great indignation, Estelle attempted to quit his
side

;
but, tightening his arm, Mr. Murray bowed and resumed :

'' Had your imaginary stranger ever heard of the science of
logic, or even dreamed of Whately or Mill, the conclusion would
as you say, be inevitable. More fortunate than Rasselas f
found a happy spot where the names of women are never called
where the myths of Ate and Pandora are forgotten, and wher('
the only females that have successfully run the rigid blockade
are the tormenting fleas, that wage a ceaseless war^with the un-
offending men, and justify their nervous horror Jest any other
creature of the same sex should smuggle hei-self into their
blissful retreat. I have seen crowned heads, statesmen, mv.xt
military chieftains, and geniuses, whose names are destined to
immortality

; but standing here, reviewing my certainly
extended acquaintance, I swear I envy above all others th-d
handsome monk whom Curzon found at i^^imopetra, who had
-"", ~- w,..,uHi

. xie n na ti ruiapiautcu zo itiB iioly Moun-
tain while a mere infant, and though assured he had had a

"^^ ''<^M^Ai^^i^'iTS^^^Wl'^^

"'*' V-
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mother, he accepted the statement with the same blind faith,

which was required for som ». of the religious dogmas he was
called on to swallow. I have frequently wondered whether the

ghost of poor Socrates would not be allowed, in consideration of

his past sufferings and trials, to wander forever in that peaceful

realm where even female ghosts are tabooed."
" There is some terrible retribution in store for your libels

on our sex ! How I do long to meet some woman brave and

wil}'^ enough to marry and tame you, my chivalric cousin ! to

revenge the insults you have heaped upon her sisterhood."
" By fully establishing the correctness of my estimate of their

amiability 'i That were dire punishment indeed for what you
deem my heresies. If I could realize the possibility of such a

calamity, I should certainly bewail my fate in the mournful

words of that most astute of female wits, who is reported to

have exclaimed, in considering the angelic idiosyncrasies of her

gentle sisterhood, ' The only thought which can reconcile me to

being a woman is that I shall not have to marry one I

'

"

The expression with which Mr. Murray regarded Estelle re-

minded Edna of the account given by a traveller of the playful

mood of a lion, who, having devoured one gazelle, kept his paw
on another, and amid occasional growls, teased and toyed with

his victim.

As the orphan sat bending over her work, listening to the

conversation, she asked herself scornfully :

" What hallucination has seized me 1 The man is a mocking
devil, unworthy the respect or toleration of any Christian

woman. What redeeming trait can even my partial eyes dis-

cover in his distorted, sinful nature ? Not one. No, not one."

She was rejoiced when he uttered a sarcasm or an opinion

that shocked her, for she hoped that his irony would cauterize

what she considered a cancerous spot in iu^r heart.

" Edna, as you are not well, I advise you to put aside that

embroidery, which must try your eyes very severely," said Mrs.

Murray.

She folded up the piece of cambric and was putting it in her

basket, when Mr. Allston asked with more effrontery than the

orphan was prepared for

:

" Miss Earl, have I not seen you before to-day 1

"

"Yes, sir."

" May I ask where '?

"

** In a cliestnut grove, where you shot Mr. Dent."

i 'tj||
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" Indeed
! Did you witness that affair 1 It liar)i)ened many

years ago. "^

Tliere was not a sliadow of pain or regret in his countenance
or tone, and i-isnig, Edna said with unmistakable emphasis:

" 1 saw all that occurred, and may God preserve me from
ever witnessing another murder so revolting !

"

In th(; silence that ensued she turned to"ward Mi-s. Murray
bowed, and said as she quitted the i)arlour :

"Mrs. Murray, as I am not very well, you will please excusemy retiring early." *

" Just what you disserve for bringing the subject on tapis. I
warne<] you not to allude to it." As St. Elmo muttered these
words he pushed Estelle from him, and nodded to Mr. Allston
who seemed as nearly nonplused as his habitual impudence
rendered possible.

Thoroughly dissatisfied with herself, and too restless to sleep
the orphan i.assed the weary hours of night in endeavouring to
con.]>lete a chapter on Buddhism, which she had commenced
some days before; and the birds were chirping their reveille,
and tJie sky blanched and reddened ere she laid' down her pen
and locked up her ms. Throwing open the blin.is of the eastern
window she stood for some time looking out, gathering strength
rom tlie holy calm of the dewy morning, resolving to wutcii

lier own heart ceaselessly, to crush i)romptly the strange feelin.'
she had found there, and to devote herself unreservedly to her
studies. At that moment the sound of horse's hoofs on the
stony walk attracted her attention, and she saw Mr. Murrayndmg trom the stables. As he passed the window he glanced
up, their eyes met, and he lifted his hat and rode on. Weiv
tHose the same sinister, sneering features she had looked at the
evening before ? His face was paler, sterner, and sadder than
sue Had ever seen it, and covering her own with her hands she
murmured :

"God help me to resist that man'.s wicked magnetism ! G
Grandpa

! are you looking down on your poor little Pearl /

Wili you forgive me for allowing myself ever to have thought
kindly and tondei-ly of this strange temptation which Satan has
sent to draw my heart away from my God and my duty ? Ah
Grandpa! 1 wili crush it -I will conquer it! i will not'yicld'"

"i ill—f^Min^a aiii^

Z^-'L'[iAt ysi,i. V^sUftfiht-'ri^^'iii.i.^'-
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Avoiding as much as possible the society of Mrs. Murray's
guests, as well as that of her son, Edna turned to her books
with increase?! energy and steadfastness, while her manner was
marked by a studied reticence hitliei'to unnoticed. Tiie house
was thronged with visitors, and families residing in the nei<'h-
baurhood were freijuently invited to dinner ; but the orplmn
generally contrived on these occasions to have an engagement
at the parsonage

;
and as Mrs. Murray no longer required, or

seemed to desire her prescjiice, she sj»ent much of her time
alone, and rarely saw the members of the household, except at
breakfast. She noticed that Mr. Allston either felt or feigned
unbounded admiration of Kstelle, who graciously received his
devoted attentions

;
while Mr. Murray now and" then sneered

openly at both, and appeared daily more impatient to quit the
home, of which he spoke with undisguised disgust. As day
after day, and week after week slipped by without bring tidings
of Edna's MS., her heart })eeame oppi-essed with anxious i'ove-
bodmgs, and she found it difficult to wait patiently for the ver-
dict upon which hung all her hopes.
One Thursday afternoon, when a number of persons had been

invited to dine at Le Bocage, and Mrs. Murray was engrossed
by preparations for their entertainment, Edna "took her Greek
books and stole away unobserved to the i)arsonage, where she
spent a quiet evening in reading aloud from the Or«anon of
Aristotle.

It wm K^'^iU late when Mr. Hanmiond took her home in his
buggy, and bade her good night at the door-step. As she
entered the house she Kaw several couples j)romenading on the
verandah, and heard F.steiU aiA Clinton Allston sinking a duet
from ''II Trovatore." Kissing the ^jariour door one (piick glance
s lowed hei Mr. Murray an ! Mr. T^eigb standing together under
the chandelier -the latte; :.,out!eman talking earnestly, the
lormer with his gaze fastCiied on the carpet, and the chillin.^
smile fixed on his lip. The faces of the two presented a T)ainfu'l
contrast-one ur, hopeful, bright with noble aims, and youth-
tull yet manly beauty

; the other swarthy, cold, repulsive as
some bronze image of Abaddon. For more than three weeks
r^diM ha<lnot spoken to Mr. Murray, except to utter "good
mormng," as she entered the dining-room, or passed him in the
hall

;
and now with a sigh which she did not po.ssess the cour-

Hg.' to analyze, she went up to her room and sat down to read.

i; I
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Among the books on her desk was Machiavelli's Prince, and
History of Florence, and the copy, wliich was an exceedingly
handsome one, contained a portrait of the anthor. Between the
regular features of the Florentine satirist and those of the
master of the house, Ediia had so frequently found a startling
resemblance, that she one day mentioned the subject to Mrs!
Murray, who, after a careful examination of the picture, was
forc«;d to admit, rather ungraciously, that "they cert.'iinly
looked somewhat alike." To-night as the orphan' lifted the
volume trom its resting-])lace, it opened at the portrait, and she
looked long at the handsome face which, had the lips been
thinner, and the hair thicker and more curling at the temples
might have been dagucrreotyi)ed from that one down-staiis
under tlie chandelier.

One maxim of the prince had certainly been adopted by :Mi-
Murray, " It is safer to be feared tiian to be loved ; " and'whih'
the orj)lian detested the crafty and unscrupulous policy of Nic-
cote Machiavelli, her reason told her that tlie character of St.
Klnio Murray was scarcely more worthy of respect.

She heard the guests take their departure, heard Mrs. Mur-
ray ask Hagar whether " Edna had returned from the narson-
age,

'
and then doors were closed and the house grew silent.

Vain were the girl's efforts to concentrate her thoughts on
her books or upon her MS.

; they wandered toward the portrait;
and hnally remembering that she needed a book of reference
she hglited a candle, took the copy of Machiavelli, which sh.-
determined to put out of sight, and went down to the ld)rary.
Ihe smell ot a cigar aroused her suspicions as she entered, an.l
glancing nervously around the room she saw Mr. Murray seate.l
betore the window.

His face was turned from her,' and hoping to escape unnoticed,
she was retracing h(!r steps when he rose.
"Come in, Edna. I am waitin- for you, for I knew vou

would be here some time before day."
Taking the cancUe from her hand, he held it close to her face,

and compressed his lips tightly for an instant.
*' How long do you suppose your constitution will endure the

tax you impose upon it ] Midnight toil has already robbed vou
ot your colour, and converted a rosy, robust child into a pale,
weaiy, hollow-eyed woman. What do you want here?"

" The Edda."
" What business have you with Norse Myths, with runes and
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scalds and sagas ? You can't Imvii the l)ook. I cari'ied it to my
rooms yesterday, and I am in no mood to-night to phiy orrand-

boy for anyone."

Edna turned to phice the copy of Maehiavelli on tho shelves,

Hiid he continued :

" It is a marvel that the index expiinjatorius of your saintly

tutor does not taboo the infamous doctrines of the greatest

statesman of Italy. I am told that you do me tho honor to dis-

cover a mark likeness between his countenance and mine.
May I flatter myself so highly as to believe the statement."

"Even your mother admits the rcisemblance."

"Think you the analogy extends further than tho mere
lihysifpie, or do you Hirace it only in the corporeal develop-
ment {

"

"^ I believe, sir, that your cluiracter is as mucli a counterpart
of his as your features ; that your code is (juite as latitudin-

arian as his,"

She had abstained from looking at him, but now her eyes
met his fearlessly, and in their beautiful depths he read an ex-
pression of loathing, such as a bird might evince for the serpent
whose glittering eyes enchained it.

*' Ah ! at least your honesty is refreshing in these aecursinl

days of hypocritical sycophancy ! 1 wonder how much more
training it will require before your lips learn fashionable lying
tricks 1 But you understand me as little as tiie world und(!r-

stands poor Maehiavelli, of whom Burke justly remarked, * iiii is

obliged to bear the iniquities of those whose maxims and rules
of government he published. His s[)eculation is more ab-
horred than their practice.' We are both painted blacker than

'' 1 came here, sir, to discuss neither iiis character nor yours.
It is a topic for which I hav(! as little leisure as inclination.
Good night, Mr. Murray."
He bowed profoundly, and spoke through set teeth :

" I regret the necessity of detaining you a moment longer,
but I believe you have been anxiously expecting a letter for
some time, as I hear that you evc^y day anticipate my inquiries
at the post-office. This afternoon the express agent gave mo
this package."

He handed her a parcel and smiled as he watched the
startled look, the expression of dismay, of keen disa})pointment
that came into her face.

\
•:

^i
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Fho frail bark had struck the roefs ; she felt that hw honos
were Koing down to ruin, and her lips quivered with pain asshe recognized Mr. Manning's l.ol-l chirografhy on the pane,wrapping. i"l"i

" What iH the matter, child ?
"

"Sometliing that concerns only myself."
"Arc 3^ou unwilling to trust me with your secret, wlmtov,,-

It may be] It would sooner find betr: yal from the grinnii,.^
skeletons of Atures in the cavern of ita.ufpe than h-oni mv
lips. V

Smothering a sigh she shook her head impatientlv
"That means that red-hot steel could not pinch it out ..fyou

;
and that despite your l)oasted ^charitv and lov.. „fhumanity you really entertain as little confidence in your rac-

as It IS my pleasure to indulge. I applaud vour wisdom b„t
certainly did not credit you with so nuu'i' craftiness '

My
reason tor not delivering the parcel more promptly, was simi.lv
the wish to screen you from the Argus .scrutiny with which V.
are both tavoured by some now resident at Jiocage. As vour
letters subjected you to suspicion, I j)resumed it would be imiv
agreeable to you to receive them without witne.sse.-^.

"

He took a letter from his pocket and gave it to her
" Thank you, Mr. Murray

; you are very kind
"

" Pardon me ! that is indeed a novel accusation '

never professed to be. I am simply not quite a bn"itf
together a devil of the most malicious and vindictive % nietv
as you doubtless consider it your religious duty to believe'
However, having hopelessly lost my character, T shall not tres*
pa33 or, your precious time by wasting words in i)ronouncin.r a
cruoscy ui)on it, as Antony did over the stabbed corpse "of

tT^v/x"*^?/^ •'''
'"V*"''

*''® ^''""'' '"''^^^^O" to society that Kin.^
Johu did to Christendom, when Innocent III. excommunicated
him; only I snap my fingers in the face of my pontitf, the
world, and jmgle my Peterpence in my pocket; whereas ,.norJohns knees quaked until he found him.self at the feet of Inn.,
cent, meekly receiving Langton, and paying tribute ' V\nh\
you ai-e m trouble

;
and your truthful countenance reveals it a.'

unmistakably as did the Phrygian reeds that babbled of tlu'
personal beauties of Midas. Of course it does not concern mo—It IS not my business—and you certainly have as good a ri-l.t
as any other child of Adam, to fret and cry and pout over vour
girlish griefs, to sit up all night, ruin vour eves, and 'mm

iund, I

nor al-

arietv,
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rapidly and p .ematurely oM an.i ugly. Hut whenever 1 chance
to stumbio over a wounded creature trying to drag itsjdf otit of
sight, I generally either wring its neck, or set my heel on it to

end its torment ; or else, if there is a tail- prospect of the injury
healiii by 'first intention,' I take it g»

'' on tint tip of my
hoot ai I help ' out of my way. Hoi - ug has hurt you, iiud

I suspect I ciu. aid you. Your unx y about those letters
provi that you <loul)t your idol. \\.(t an your lover have
quarrelled? Be frank with me ; tell me his luime, and I swch
upon the honour of a gentleman, I will rectify tin; trouble—will
biiiig him in contrition to your feet."

Whether he dealt in iron\ . as was Iiis habif. or really meant
what he said, she wu.^ ui able tu determine ; and her <niii |<

glance at his countenance showed her only a dangerous sparkle
in his eyes,

" Mr. Murray, you are wrong *" vour conjecture ; I have no
lover."

" Oh ! call iiim what you pit I shall not jjn^sume to
dictate your terms of endearmei 1 merely wish to say, that
if poverty stands forbiddingly between you and happiness, why,
voiuinatid me, to the extent of half my fortune. I will cive
ynii a dowry that shall eijual the expectations of any ambitious
h .tor in the land. Trust me, child, with your sorrow, and 1

V ill prove a faithful friend. Who has your heart ?"

The unexpected (puistion alarnu'd and astonished her, and
a shivering dread took possession of her that he susi>ected her
real feelings, and was laughing at her folly. Treacherous blood
l)egan to paint confusion in her face, and vehement and rapid
were her words.

'• (jod and my conscience own my heart. I know ru) man
to whom I would willingly give it ; and the correspondence to
which you allude contains not a syllable of love, ^ty time is

rather too valuable to be fritt'jred away in such triHing."
" Edna, would you prefer to have me a sworn ally or an

avowed enemy ]"

•' I should certainly prefer to consider you as neither."
"Did you ever know nn' to fail in any matter which I had

determined to accomplisb r

'i

Yes, sir; your ent le life is a huge, hideous, woful failure,
which mocks and maddens you."

" What the d— 1 do you know of my life? It is not ended
yet, and it remains to be seen whether a giaud success is not

I

I j'i I





MICROCOPY RESOLUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No, 2)

I.I

1^
m

Z8 2.5

m m 27
Hi

IIIIM
=

Hi iM
1

2.0

1.8

1.4

^ x^PPLIED (IVHGE Inc
'6S3 Cost Main Street
Rochester, New York 14609 USA
(716) 482 - 0300 - Phone
(716) 288 - 5989 - Fax



180 ST. ELMO.

destined to crown it. Mark you ! the grapple is not quite
over, and I may yet throttle the furies whose cursed fingers
clutched me in my boyhood. If I am conquered finally, tokc
my oath foi- it, I shall die so hard that the howlinir hags will
be welcome to their prey. Single-handed I am fighting the
world, the flesh, and the devil, and I want neither inspection,
nor sympathy, nor assistance. Do you understand me V

" Yes, sir. And as I certainly desire to thrust neither upon
you, I will bid you good night."

" One moment
! What does that package contain V

" The contents belong exclusively to me—could not possibh-
interest you—would only challenge your sarcasm, and furnisli
food for derision. Consequently, Mr. Murray, you nuist
excuse me if I decline answering your question."

"

" I'll wager my title to Le Bocage that I can guess so accu-
rately, that you will regret that you did not make a grace of
necessity, and tell me."
A vague terror overshadowed her features as she examined

the seals on the package, and replied :

" That, sir, is impossible, if you are the honourable gentleman
I have always tried .o force myself to believe."

" 8illy child ! Do you imagine I would condescend to soil
my fingers with the wax that secures that trash ] That I could
stoop to an inspection of the correspondence of a village black-
smith's granddaughter ? I will give you one more chanoe to
close the breach between us by proving your trust. Edna, have
you no confidence in me f

" None, Mr. Murray."
" Will you oblige me by looking me full in the face, and

repeating your flattering words 1"

She raised her head, and though her heart throbbed fieroeh'
as she met his eyes, her voice was cold, steady, and resolute •

'

" None, Mr. Murray."
" Thank you. Some day those same red lips will humbly,

tremblingly crave my pardon for what tliey utter now
; and

then, Edna Earl, I shall take my revenge, and you will look
back to this night and realize the full force of my partin---
words

—

vtv victis f"
'^

He stooped and picked up a bow of rose-coloured ribbon
which had fallen from her throat, handed it to her, smiled,
and, with one of those low, graceful, haughty bows so indicative
of his imperious nature, he left the library. A moment after
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she heai'cl his peculiar laugh, mirthless and bitter, ring through

the rotundo ; then the door was slammed violently, and quiet

reigned once more throiigli the mansion.

Taking tli<^ candle from the table where Mr. Murray had

])laced it, Edna went back to her own room and sat down
l)etbre the window.
On her lap lay the package and letter, wliich she no longer

felt any desire to open, and her hands drooped listlessly at her

side. The fact that her MS. was returned rung a knell for all

her sanguine hopes ; for such was her confidence in the critical

acumen of Mr. Manning, that she deemed it utterly useless to

appeal to any other tribunal. A higher one she knew not ; a

lower she scorned to consult.

She felt like Alice Lisle on that day of doom, when Jeffreys

pronounced the fatal sentence ; and after a time, when she

summoned courage to open the letter, her cheeks were wan and

her lips compressed so firmly that their curves of beauty were
no longer traceable.

" Miss Earl : I return your ms., not because it is devoid of

merit, but from the conviction that, wei-e I to accept it, the day
would inevitably come when you would regret its premature
publication. While it contains irrefragable evidence of extra-

ordinary ability, and abounds in descriptions of great beauty,

your style is characterised by more strength than polish, and is

marred by crudities which a dainty public would never tolerate.

The subject you have undertaken is beyond your capacity—no
woman could successfully handle it—and the sooner you realize

your over-estimate of your powers, the sooner your aspirations

lind their proper level, the sooner you will succeed in your
treatment of some theme better suited to your feminine ability.

Burn the inclosed ms., whose erudition and archaisms would
fatally nauseate the intellectual dyspeptics who read my * Maga,'
and write sketches of home-life—descriptions of places and
things that you imderstand better than reconditi analogies of

ethical creeds and mythologic systenis, or the subtle lore of

Coptic priests. Remember that women never write histories

nor epics ; never compose oratorios that go sounding down the

centuries; never paint 'Last Suppers' and 'Judgment Days;'

though now and then one gives to the world a pretty ballad

tliat sounds sweet and soothin"' when suno' over a cradle, or

another paints a pleasant little genre sketch which will hang
appropriately in some <piiet corner, and rest and refresh eyes

i-iii

I
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that are weary with gazing at the sublime spiritualism of Fra
Bartolomeo, or the gloomy grandeur of Salvator Rosa. If vrm
have any short articles which you desire to see in print, yon
may forward them, and I will select any for publication which
I think you will not l)lush to acknowledge in future years.

" Very respectfully

Your obedient servant,

Douglas G. Manning."
Unwra})ping the MS., she laid it with its death warrant in a

drawer, then sat down, crossed her arms on the top of her desk,
and rested her head upon them. The face was not concealed,'
and, as the light shone on it, an experienced physiognomist
would have read there profound disappointment, a patient
weariness, but unbending resolution and no vestige of bitter-
ness. The large, thoughtful eyes were sad but dry, and nont;
who looked into them could have imagined for an instant that
she would lollow the advice she had so eagerly sought. During
her long reverie, she wondered whether all v/omen were brow''-
beaten for aspiring to literary honours

; whether the poignant
pain and mortification gnawing at her heart was the inexorable
initiation-fee for entrance upon that arena, where fame adjudges
laurel crowns, and reluctantly and sullenly drops one now and
then on female brows. To possess herself of the golden apple
of immortality, was a purpose from which she had never swerv-
ed

;
but how to bafHe the dragon critics who jealously guarded

it was a problem whose solution puzzled her.
To abandon her right to erudition formed no part of tlie pro-

gramme which slie was mentally arranging, as she sat there
watching a moth singe its filmy, spotted win^ -. the gas-flame;
for she was obstinately wedded to the nnt mable heres",
that, in the nineteenth century, it was a woman's privilege to
be as learned as Cuvier, or Sir William Hampton, or Hum-
boldt, provided the learning was accuniLe, and gave out no hol-
low, counterfeit ring under the merciless hammering of the
dragons. If women chose to blister their fair tender hands in
turning the windlass of that fabled well where truth is hidden,
and bruised their pretty, white feet in groping finally on the
rocky bottom, was the tresure which they ultimately discovered
and dragged to light any the less truth because stentorian,
manly voices were not tlie first to shout Eureka ]

She could not understand why, in the vineyard of letters, the
labourer was not equally worthy of hire, whether the work was

mmmm^^m^^^^m':;^''''m^m^sm^^^^
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successfully accomplished in the toga virilU or the gay kirtle of

contadina.

Gradually the expression of pain passed from the girl's coun-

tenance, and, lifting her head, she took from her desk several

small y.ss., which she had carefully written from time to time,

as hci- reading suggested the ideas embodied in the articles.

Among the number were two, upon which she had bestowed
nuich thought, and which she determined to send to Mr. Man-
lung.

One was an elaborate description of that huge iconoclasm
attributed to Alcibiades, and considered by some philosophic

Students of history as the primeval cause of the ruin of Athens.
In order to reflect all possible light on this curious occurrence,

she had most .issiduously gleaned the pages of history, and
massed the grains of truth ; had studied maps of the city and
descriptions of travellers, that she n^ight thoroughly under-
stand the topography of the scene of che great desecration. So
tearful was she of committing some anachrou'sm, or of soaring
on the wings of fancy beyond the realm of v ell-authenticated

facts, that she searched the ancient records to ascertain whether
on that night in May, 415 B.C., a full or a new moon looked
down on the bronze helmet of Minerva Promachus and the
fretted frieze of the Parthenon.
The other MS., upon which she had expended much labour,

was entitled "Keeping the Vigil of St. Martin under the Pines
of Griitli ;" and while her vivid imagination revelled in the
weird and solemn surroundings of the lonely place of rendez-
vous, the sketch contained a glowing and eloquent tribute to
the liberators of Helvetia, the Confederates of Sehwitz, Uri,
and Unterwalden.
Whether Mr. Manning would consider either of these arti-

cles worthy of preservation in the pages of his magazine, she
thought exceedingly doubtful ; but she had resolved to make
one more appeal to his fastidious judgment, and accordingly
sealed and directed the roll of paper.
Weary but sleepless, she pushed back the heavy folds of hair

that had fallen on her forehead, brightened the gas-light, and
turned to the completion of a chapter in that ms, which the
editor had recommended her to commit to the flames. So en-
tirely was she absorbed in her work that the hours passed
unheeded. Now and then, when her thoughts failed to flow
smoothly into graceful sentence moulds, she laid aside her pen,

hU
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walked up and down the floor, turning the idea over and over,
fitting it first to one phrase, then to another, until the verbal
drapery fully suited her.

Tiie whistle of the locomotive at the depot told her that it
was four o'clock before hei- task was accomplished ; and, pray-
ing that God's blessing would rest upon it, she left it unfinished
and threw herself down to sleep.

But slumber brought no relaxation to the busy brain that
toiled on in fitful, grotesque dreams ; and when the sunshine
sti'camed through the ojjen window at the foot of her bed, it
showed no warm flush of healthful sleep on the beautiful face,
but weariness and pallor. Incoherent words stirred the lips|
troubled thought knit the delicately-arched brows, and the
white, dimpled arms were tossed restlessly above her head.
Was the tired midnight worker worthy of her hire? The

world would one day pay her wages in the currency of gibes
and denunciation, and envious censoriousness ; but the praise of
men had not tempted her to the vineyard, and she looked in
faith to him " who seeth in secret," and whose rewards are at
yarnmce with those of the task-masters of earth. " Where-
fore," O lonely but conscientious student ! "be ye steadfast,
immovable, always abounding in the work of the Lord, foras-
much as ye know that your labour is not in vain !"

Literary women, whose advocation is selected simply because
they fancy it easiei- to wi-ite than to sew for bread, or because
they covet the applause and adulation heajjed upon successful
genius, or desire mere notoriety, generally barter their birth-
right of quiet, life-long hapj>iness in the peaceful seclusion of
iiome for a nauseous mess of poisoned pottage that will not ap-
l>ease their hunger

; and they go down to untimely graves dis-
apponited, embittered, hating the public for whose praises they
toiled, cheated out of the price for which thev bargained away
fireside joys and domestic serenity.

The fondest hope in Ednn's heart was to be useful in " lier
day and generation "—to be an instrument of some good to her
race

: and while she hoped for popularity as an avenue to the
accomplishment of her object, the fear of ridicule and censure
liad no power to deter her from the line of labour upon which
she constantly invoked the guidance and blessing of God.

The noble words of Kepler rang a ceaseless silvery chime in
iior soul, and while they sustained and strengthened her, she
sought to mould her life in Jiarmony with their sublime teach-
ings

yj!aaaiiatii^ftfff||«HiSif^^fi^'riy-f"^
i
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" Lo ! I have done the woi'k of my life with that power of

intellect which tliou hast given. If I, a worm before thine

eyes, and born in the bonds of sin, have brought forth anything

that is imworthy of thy counsels, inspire me with thy spirit,

that I may correct it. If l)y the wonderful beauty of thy

works I have been led into boldness—if I have sought my own
honour among men as I advanced in the work which was des-

tined to thine honour, [)ardon me in kindness and charity, and

by thy grace grant that my teaching nuiy be to ^1- glory and

the welfare of all men. Praise ye the J^ord, ye heavenly har-

monies ! and ye that understand the new harmonies, praise the

Lord
!

"

CHAPTP^K XYIII.

•ua

! I

"Mr. Hammond, are you ill 1 What can be the matter 1"

Edna threw down her books and put her hand on the old

man's shoulder. His face was concealed in his arms, and his

half-stifled groan told that some fierce trial had overtaken him.
" child ! I am troubled, perplexed, and my heart is heavy

with a sorrow which I thought I had crushed."

He raised his head for a moment, looked sadly into the girl's

face, and dropped his furrowed cheek on his hand.
" Has anything happened since I saw you yesterday 1"

" Yes ; I have been surj)rised by the arrival of some of my
relatives, whose presence in my house revives very painful as-

sociations connected with earlier years. My niece, Mrs. Powell,

find her daughter Gertrude, came very unexpectedly last night

to make me a visit of some length ; and to you, my child, I can

frankly say the surprise is a painful one. Many years have

elapsed since I received any tidings of Agnes Powell, and I

knew not until she suddenly appeared before me last night that

she was a widow and bereft of a handsome fortune. She claims

a temporary home under my roof ; and though she has caused

me much suffering, I feel that I must endeavour to be patient

and kind to her and her child. I have endured many trials,

but this is the severest I have yet been called to pass through."

Distressed by the look of anguish on his pale face, Edna took

his hiind between both hers, and stroking it caressingly, said :

" My dear sir, if it is your duty, God will strengthen and

sustain you. Cheer up ; I can't bear to see you looking so

HI
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tioubled. A cloud on your face, my deur Mr. Hammond, is to
nie like an.eclirjse of the sun. Pray do not keep me •

i shadow."
.

It 1 could know tliat no minchief would result from Armos'
presence, I would not regret it so earnestly. I do not wish to
l.e uncharitable or susi,icious ; but I fear that her motives arenot such as I could "

" May I intrude, Uncle Allan 1"

The stranger's voice was very sweet and winning, and as she
entered the room Edna could scarcely repress an "exclamation
of admiration; for the world sees but rarely such perfect beautv
as was the i)ortion of Agnes Powell.

Slie was one of those>ew women who seem the pets of timewhose form and features catch some new grace and charm fro,,',
every passing year; and but for the tall, lovely girl who clung
to her hand and called her "mother," a stranger would have
believed iier only tweuty-six or eight.

Fair, rosy, wit), a complexion fVe.sh as a child's, and a face
faultless in contour as that of a Greek goddess, it was impossi-
ble to resist the fascination which she exerted over all who
looked upon her. Her waving yellow hair flashed in the morn-
ing sunshine, and as she raised one hand to shade her lar<.e
clear, blue eyes, her open sleeve fell back, disclosing an aJni
dazzlingly white and exquisitely moulded. As Mr. Hammond
introduced his pupil to his guests, Mrs. Powell smiled pleasant-
ly and pressed the offered hand ; but the soft eyes, blue and
cold as the stalactites of Capri, scanned the orphan's counte-
tenance, and when Edna had seen fully into their depths she
could not avoid recalling Heine's poem of the Loreley

'' My daughter Gertrude promises herself much pleasure inyour society. Miss Earl
; for uncle's praises prepare her to ex-

pect a most charming companion. She is about your age, but
I fear you will find great disparity in her attainments, as shehas not been so fortunate as to receive her education from

Murrl r
""'' ''''^' ^ ^'^^'^^^' """ ""'^"P*^"^ daughter of Mrs.

4/

"No, madam; only a resident in her house until my educa-
tion is pronounced sufficiently advanced to justify my teaching."

I have a friend (Miss Harding) who has recently removed
to Le Bocage and intends making it her home. How is she V

C^uite well, I believe."

add^d
"''"'"''''''^ ^^^^ ^^'"^ ''*''"^^' '°'' * "^^^nent, and Mrs. Powell
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" Her friends at the North tell me that she is to marry her
cousin, Mr, Murray, very soon."

" I had not heard the report."
'• Then you think there are no grounds for the rumour ]

"

" Indeed, madam, I know nothing whatever concerning the
iiiattei'."

" Estelle is handsome and brilliant."

Edna made no reply ; and after waiting a few seconds, Mrs.
Powell asked :

" Does Mr. Murray go much into society now]"
" I believe not."
" Is he as handsome as ever t

"

" I do not know when you saw him last, but the ladies here
seem rather to dread than admire him. Mrs. Powell, you are
(lipping your sleeve into your uncle's inkstand."

S<he by no means relished this catechism, and resolved to end
it. Picking up her books, she said to Mr. Hammt)nd, who now
stood in the door :

" I presume I need not wait^ as you will be too much occupied
to-day to attend to my lessons."

" Yes
; I must give you holiday until Monday."

" Miss Earl, may I trouble you to hand this letter to Miss
Harding 1 It was intrusted to my care by one of her friends
in New York. Pray be so good as to deliver it, with my
kindest regards."

As Edna left the house, the pastor took his hat from the
rack in the hall, and walked silently beside her until she reached
the gate. »

" Mr. Hammond, your niece is the most beautiful woman I
have ever seen."

He sighed heavily and answered hesitatingly :

" Yes, yes. She is more beautiful now than whe.. he first
grew up."

" How long has she been a widow 1

"

"Not quite a year."

The troubled expression settled once more over his placid
face, and when Edna bade him good morning, and had walked
some distance, she happened to look back, and saw him still

leaning on the little gate, under the drooping honeysuckle
tendrils, with his gray head bent down on his hand.
That Mrs. Powell was in some way connected with Mr.

Murray's estrangement from the minister Edna felt assured,

II
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and tlie curiosity wliicli the inquiries of the former liad betrayed,
told lior that she must be guarded in lier intercourse with a
woman wlio was an object of distrust even to her own uncle.
Very often she had been tempted to ask Mr. Hammond why

Mr. Muriay so .sedulously shunned him ; Imt the shadow which
fell upon his countenance when(!ver St. I^Jlmo's name was acci-
dentally mentioned, nnule her shrink from alluding to a subject
which ho evidently avoided di.scus.sing. "

iiefoi-o she had walked beyond the outskirts of the village
Mr. Leigh joined her, aiid she felt the colour rise in her cheeks
as his fine eyes rested on her face and his hand pressed hers.
"You must forgive me for telling you how bitterly I was

disai)pointed in not .seeing you two days ago. Why did you
absent yourself from the table %

"

" Because I have no desire to meet Mrs. Murray's guests,
and jHeferred to spend my time with Mr. Hammond."

" If he were not old enough to be your grandfather, I believe
I should be jealous of him. Edna, do not be offended, I am so
anxious about you—so pained at the change in your appearance.
Last Sunday as you sat in church I noticed how very pale and
worn you looked, and with what weariness you leaned your
head upon your hand. Mrs. Murray says you are very well,
but I know better. You are either sick in body or mind ;

which is it V
'• Neither, Mr. Leigh. I am quite well, I assure you."
" You are grieved about something, which you are unwilling

to confide to me. Edna, it is a keen pain that sometimes brings
that quiver to your lips, and if you would^^nly tell me ! Edna,

:
I know that I

"

" You conjure up a spectre. I have nothing to confide, and
there is no trouble which you can relieve." They walked on
silently for a while, and then Gordon said :

"J am going away day after to-morrow, to be absent at least
for several months, and I have come to ask a favour which you
are too generous to deny. I want your arabrotype or photo-
graph, and 1 hope you will give it to me without hesitation."

" I have never had a likeness of any kind taken."
" There is a good artist here ; will you not go to-day and

have one taken for me 1"

" No, Mr. Leigh."
" O E'.lna ! why not ?"

" Because I do not wish you to think of or reinember me.
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Tlio Hoouer you forgot me entirely, save us a mere friend, the
happier we both shall be."

" But that is impossible. If you withhold your picture it

will do no good, for I have your face here in my heart, and
you cannot take that image from me."

" At least 1 will not encourage feelings which can bring only
pain to mo and disappointment to yourself 1 consider it un-
princijtled and contemptible in a wonnm to foster or promote in
any degree an atiection which she knows slu; can never recipro-
cate. If I had fifty i)hotographs, I would not give you one.
My dear friend, let the past be forgotten ; it saddens nie when-
ever I think of it, and is a barrier to all pleasant friendly
intercourse. Good-bye, Mr. Leigh. You have my Ijest wishes
on yoiu' journey."

" Will you not allow me to see you home V
" I think it is best—I prefer that you should not. Mr.

Leigh, promise me that you will struggle against this feeling,
which distresses me beyond expression."

She turned and put out her hand. He shook his head mourn-
fully and said as he left her

:

" God bless you ! It will be a dreary, dreary season with
me till I return and see your face again. God preserve vou till

then!"
' I J

Walking rai)idly homeward, Edna wondered why she could
not return Gordon Leigh's affection—why his noble face never
haunted her dreams instead of another's—of which she dreaded
to think.

Looking rigorously into the i)ast few weeks, she felt that long
before she was aware of the fact, an image to which she refused
homage, must have stood between her heart and Gordon's.
When she reached home she inquired for Miss Harding, and

was informed that she and Mrs. Murray had gone visiting with
Mr. Allston ; had taken lunch, and would not return until late
in the afternoon. H, ; told her that Mr. Murray had started
at daylight to one of i.u, plantations about twelve miles distant,
and would not be back in time for dinner ; and rejoiced at the
prospect of a quiet day, she determined to complete the chapter
which she had left unfinished two nights previous.

Needing a reference in the book which Mr. Murray had
taken from the library, she went uj) to copy it ; and as she sat
down in the sitting-room and opened the volume to find the
passage she required, a letter slipped out and fell at her feet.

hh
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She glanced at thn tmvolope ixr. hIio picked it up, und luu- heart
b()iinded. painfully as she saw Mr. Murray's name written in
M.V. Manning'H peculiar and unmistakable chirography.
The postmark and date cornisponded (>xactly \v?th tin; one; tluit

«he had received the night Mr. Minray gav(, h((r the roll of mm,,
and the strongest temptation of her life here assailed her. SIk'
would almost have given her right hand to know the contents
ot that lettf^r, and Mr. Murray's confident assertion concernin-'
th(! i)ackage was now fully explained. lie ),a,l recognized the
handwriting on her letters, and susj)ected hor ambitious scheme.
He was not a stranger to Mr. Manning, and must have known
the nature of their correspondence; consequently his taunt about
a lover was entirely ironical.

She turned the unsealed envelope over and over, longinc^ to
know what it contained.

'^

T)ie house was deserted—there was, she knew, no human
being nearer than the kitchen, and no eye but God's upon lu'r.
bhe looked once more at the superscription of the letter, sighed
and imt it back into the book without opening the envelope.

'

She copied into her note-book the reference she was seeking
and replacing the volume on the window-sill where she ha<i
found it, went back to her own room and tried to banish the
subject of the letter from her mind.

After all, it was not probable that Mr. Murray had ever
mentioned her name to his correspondent ; and as she had not
alluded to Le Bocage or its inmates in writing to Mr. Manning,
St. Elmo's hints concerning her ms. were merely based on con-
jecture. She felt as if she would rather face any other disaster
sooner than have him scoffing at her daring project ; and more
annoyed and puzzled than she chose to confess, she resolutely
bent her thoughts upon her work.

It was almost dusk before Mrs. Murray and her guests re-
turned

;
and when it grew so dark that Edna could not see the

lines of her paper, she smoothed her hair, changed her dress,
and went down to the parlour.

Mrs. Murray was resting in a corner of the sofa, fannin^v
hei^elf vigorously, and Mr. Allston smoked on the verandah
and talked to her through the open window.

" Well, Edna, where have you been all day ?"

" With my books."
" I am tired almost to death ! This country visiting is an

intolerable bore ! I am worn out with small talk and back-

.^^^«-."!^^ '^^^M^^C^Si^id£3^^>^yid^!M^'M^®it^^K*A
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l.itiiig. S.jci<fty iiowmliiys Ih coiunoscd of cunuibalH- infinitely
nioio to bo (Iroiulcd tlnin tlif Kijiims, who only dovoiir tlio

body and Icavo the fliaraoter of an individual intact. Child,
lot UH havoHonio music by way of variety. I'lay that .syni|»honv
of JJeethovuu that I heard you practising last work."
She laid her h«'ad on tho arm of the sofa, and shut her eyeH,

and K<lna «-i)«'ned the piano and played the piece designated.
The delicacy of her touch (Miabhul her to render it with

pecuHar pathos and power ; and she played on and on, unmind-
ful of Miss Harding's (!ntranc(!—oldivious of everything but the
sublime strains of the gr(!at master.

The light streamed over her face, and showed a gladness, an
exaltation of expression there, as if her soi,I hud brokim from
its earthly moorings, and was making its way joyfully into the
infinite sea of eternal love and blessedness.

At last her fingers fell from the key.s, and as she rose slie saw
Mr. Murray standing outside of the parlour door with his
fingers shading liis eyes.

He came in soon after, and his mother held out her hand,
saying :

" Here is a seat, my son. Have you just returned ("

" No, I have been hero some time."
" How are affairs at the plantation]"
" I really have no idea."

"Why 1 I thought you went there to-day i"
" I started ; but found my horse so lame, that I went no far-

ther than town."
" Indeed ! Hagar told me you had not returned, when I

came in from visiting."

" Like some other people of ray acquaintance, Hagar reckons
without her host. I have been at home ever since twelve
o'clock, and saw the carriage as you drove off."

" And pray how have you employed yourself, you incor-
rigible iynis fatiius ? O my cousin ! you are well named.
Aunt Ellen must have had an inttiitive insight into your char-
acter when she had you christened St. Elmo ; only she should
have added the ' Fire ' How have you spent the day, sir V

" Most serenely and charmingly, my fair cousin, in the sol-

itude of my den. If my mother could give \ae satisfactory
security that all my days would prove as quiet and hai)py as
thif; lias been, x woulu enter into bonds never to quit the con-
fines of Le Bocage again. Ah ! the indescribable relief of feel-

i ' i
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ing that nothing was expected of me ; that the galling gyves of
hospitality and etiquette were snapped, and that I was entirely
free fi-om all danger of intrusion. This day shall be marked
with a white stone ; for I entered my rooms at twelve o'clock,
and remained there in uninterrupted peace till five minutes ago;
when I put on ray social shackles once more, and hobbled down
to entertain my fair guest."

P]dna was arranging some sheets of music that were scattered
on the piano

; but as he mentioned the hour of his return, she
remembered that the clock struck one just as she went into
the sitting-room where he kept his books and cabinets ; and she
knew now that he was at that very time in the inner room, be-
yond the arch. She put her hand to her forehead, and en-
deavoured to recollect the appearar of the apartment. The
silk curtains, she was sure, were h .aging over the arch ; foi-

she remembered distinctly having noticed a large and very
beautiful golden butterfly which had fluttered in from the ter-
race, and was flitting over the glowing folds that fell from the
carved intrados to the marble floor. But though screened from
her view, he must have heard and seen her, as she sat before
his book-case, turning his letter curiously between her fingers.

She dared not look up, and bent down to examine the music,
so absorbed in her own emotions of chagrin and astonishment,
that she heard not one word of what Miss Harding was saying.
She felt well assured that if Mr. Murray were cognizant of heTr
visit to the "Egyptian museum," he intended her to know it,

and she knew that his countenance would solve her painful
doubt.

(rathering up her courage, she raised her eyes quickly, in the
direction of the sofa, where he had thrown himself, and met
just what she most dreaded, his keen gaze riveted on her face.
Evidently he had been waiting for this eager, startled, question-
ing glance

; for instantly he smiled, inclined his head slightly,
and arched his eyebrows, as if much amused. Never before
hi«l she seen his face so bright and happy, so free from bitter-
ness. If he had said, "Yes, I saw you; are you not thoroughly
discomfited, and ashamed of your idle curiosity 1 What interest
can you possibly have in carefully studying the outside of my
letters? How do you propose to mend matters?"—he could
not have more fully conveyed his meaning. Edna's face crim-
soned, and she put up her hand to shield it ; but Mr. Murray
turned toward the window, and coolly discussed the merits of a
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popular race-liorse, upon which Clinton Allston lavished extra-
vagant praise.

Estelle leaned against the window, listening to the contro-
versy, and after a time, when the subject seemed very efFec-
tually settled by an oath from the master of the house, Edna
availed herself of the lull in the conversation, to deliver tlie
letter.

" Miss Harding, I was requested to hand you this."

Estelle broke the seal, glanced rapidly over the letter, and
exclaimed :

"Is it possible] Can she he here? Who gave vou this
letter T ^

" Mrs. Powell, Mr. Hammond's niece."
" Agnes Powell 1"

"Yes. Agnes Powell."

During the next three minutes one might have distinctly
heard a pin fall, for the ticking of two watches was very
audible.

Estelle glanced first at her cousin, then at her aunt, then
back at her cousin. Mrs. M ay involuntiirily laid her liaud
on her son's knee, and watched his face with an expression of
breathless anxiety; and Edna saw that, though his lips
blanched, not a muscle moved, not a nerve twitched ; and only
the deadly hate, that appeared to leap into his large, shadowy
eyes, told that the name stirred some bitter memory.
The silence was growing intolerable when Mr, Muriay

turned his gaze full on Estelle, and said in his usual sarcastic
tone :

" Have you seen a ghost ? Your letter must contain tidings
of Victor's untimely demise ; for, if there is such a thing as re-
tribution, such a personage as Nemesis, I swear that poor devil
of a Count has crept into her garments and come to haunt you.
Did he cut his white, womanish throat with a penknife, or
smother himself with charcoal fumes, or light a poisoned candle
and let his poor homeopathic soul drift out dreamily into eter-
nity ? If so, Gabriel will require a powerful microscope to find
him. Notwithstanding the fact that you destined him for my
cousin, the little curly creature always impressed me as being a
stray specimen of an otherwise extinct type of intellectual Lac-
rymatona. Is he really dead ? Peace to his infusoiial soul!
Who had the courage to write and break the melancholy tid-
ings to you 1 Or perhaps, after all, it is only the ghost of your
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own conscience tliat has brought that scared look into your

face." •

She hiughed and shrugged her shoulders.

" How insanely jealous you are of Victor ! He's neither dead

nor dreaming of suicide, but enjoying himself vastly in Baden-

liaden, Edna, did Mrs. Powell bring Gertrude with her 1"

'• Yes."
" Do you know how long she intends remaining at the par-

sonage 1"

" 1 think her visit is of indefinite duration."
" Edna, will you oblige me by inquiring whether Henry

intends to give us any supper to-night 1 He forgets we have

had no dinner. St. Elmo, do turn down that gas, the wind
makes it Hare dreadfully."

Edna left the room to obey Mrs. Murray's command, and did

not return ; but, after the party seated themstslves at the table,

slie noticed that the master seemed in unustiaily high spirits ;

and when the meal was concluded, he challenged his cousins to

a game of billiards.

They repaired to the rotundo, and Mrs. Murray beckoned to

Edna to follow her. As they entered her apartment she cart-

fully closed the door.

"Edna, when did Mrs. Powell arrive?"
'' Last night."

" Did you see her V
" Yes, ma'am."
" Is she very pretty V
" She is the most beautiful woman I ever met."
'•' How did Mr. Hammond receive her]"
*' Pier visit evidently annoys him, but he gave nie no expla-

nation of the matter, which I confess puzzles me. I should

suppose her society would cheer and interest him."
" O pooh ! Talk of ^vhat you understand. She surely has

not come here to live f
" I think he fears she has. She is very poor."

Mrs. Murray set her teeth together, and muttered something

"which her companion did not understand.
" Edna, is she handsomer than Estelle 'i"

" lutinitely handsomer, I think. Indeed, they are so totally

unlike it would be impossible to compare them. Your niece is

very tine looking, very commanding; Mrs. Powell is exquisitely

beautiful."
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" But she is no longer young. 8he lias u grown daughter."
" True; but in looking at her you do not rejilize it. Did you

never see h'v
" No; and u-ust I never may ! I ain astonished that Mr.

llainuiond can (jndure the sight of her. You say he has told you
nothing about her 1"

"Nothuig which explains the chagrin her presence seems to
cause."

" He is very wise. But, Edna, avoid her society as much as
])Ossible. She is doubtless very fascinating

; but 1 do not like
what I have heard of her, and prefer that you should have little

conversation or intercourse with her. On the whole, you mi<dit
as well stay at home now ; it is very warm, and you can stiuly
without Mr. Hammond's assistance."

"You do not mean that my visits must cease altogether?'
"Oh! no; go occasionally—once or twice a week— but cer-

tainly not every day as formei-ly. And, Edna, be cansful not
to mention that woman's name again ; 1 dislike her exceed-
ingly."

The orphan longed to ask for an explanation, but was too
proud to solicit confidence so studiously witldicld.

Mrs. Murray leaned back in liei- large rocking-chair and fell

into a reverie. Edna waited ])atiently for sonui time, and tinally
rose.

" Mrs. Murray, hav(; you anything more to say to me to-
night? You look very nnu'h fatigued 1"

" Nothing, I believe, (iood-iiiglit, child. Send Hagar to
me."

Kdna went back to her desk and resolutely turned to her
work

;
for it was one of tin; peculiar traits of her character that

she could at will fasten her thoughts u])on whatever subject she
<lesii-ed to master. All irrelevant ideas were sternly banished
until such season as she chose to give them audience ; and to-
night she tore her mind from the events of the day, and dili-
gently toiled Jimong the fragments of Scandinavian lore for the
missing links in her mythologic chain.
Now and then peals of laughter from the billiard-room startled

lier
;
and more than once aMr. Murray's clear, cold voice rose

iiljove the subdued chatter of Estelle and Clinton.
After a whih^ the game ended, good-nights were exchanged,

the party dispersed, dooi-s wen^ closed, and all grc^w silent.
While Kdna wrote on, an unexpected sound arrestffd her

:!li
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pen. She listened, and heard the slow walk of a horse beneath
her window. As it passed she rose and looked out. The moon
was up, and Mr. Murray was riding down the avenue.
The girl returned to her MS., and worked on without inter-

mission for another hour; then the last paragraph was carefully

punctuated, the long and difhcult chapter was finished. She
laid aside her pen, and locked her desk.

Shaking down the mass of hair that had been tightly coiled

at the back of her head, she extiii;,aiished the light, and, draw-
ing her chair to the window, seated herself.

Silence and peace brooded over the world; not a sound broke
the solemn repose of nature.

The summer breeze had rocked itself to rest in the elm
boughs, and only the waning moon seemed alive and toiling as

it climbed slowly up a cloudless sky, passing starry sentinels

whose nightly challenge was lost in vast vortices of blue, as

they paced their ceaseless round in the mighty camp of constel-

lations.

With her eyes fixed on the gloomy, groined archway of elms,

where an occasional slip of moonshine silvered the ground, Edna
watched and waited. Tlie blood beat heavily in her temples,
and throbbed sullenly at her heart ; but she sat mute and
motionless as the summer night, reviewing all that had occurred
during the day.

I'resently the distant sound of hoofs on the rocky road lead-

ing to town fell upon her strained ear ; the hard, quick gallop

ceased at the gate, and very slowly Mr. Murray walked his

horse up the dusky avenue, and on toward the stable.

From the shadow of her muslin curtain, Edna looked dow]i
on the walk beneath, and after a few moments saw him coming
to the house.

He paused on the terrace, took ofi' his hat, swept back the
thick hair from his forehead, and stood looking out over the quiet
lawn.

Then a heavy, heavy sigh, almost a moan, seemed to burst
from the depths of his heart, and he turned and went into the

house.

The night was far spent, and the moon had cradled herself on
the tree-tops, when Edna raised her face all blistered with tears.

Stretching out lier arm.s she fell on her knees, while a pas-

sionate, sobbing prayer struggled brokenly across her trembling
lips

:
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" my God ! have mercy upon him ! save his wretched soul
from eternal death ! Help me so to live and govern myself that
I bring no shame on the cause of Christ. And if it be thy
will, oh my God ! grant that I may be instrumental in winning
this precious but wandering, sinful soul back to the faith as it

is in Jesus
!"

Ah ! verily

—

"
. . . . More things are wrought by prayer

Than this world dreams of. Wherefore let thy voice
Eise like a fountain for him night and day.
For what are men better than sheep or goats,
That nourish a blind life within the brain,
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer
Both for themselves, and those who call them friend !"

CHAPTER XIX.

" Where are you going, ^t. Elmo ? I know it is one of your
amiable decrees that your movements are not to be questioned,
but I dare to brave your ire."

"I am going to that blessed retreat familiavly known as
' Murray's den,' where, secure from feminine intrusion, as if in
the cool cloisters of Coutloumoussi, I surrender mv happy soul
to science and cigars, and revel in complete forgetftilness of that
awful curse which Jove hurled against all mankind, because of
Prometheus' robbery."

" There are asylums for lunatics and inebriates, and I wonder
it has never occurred to some benevolent millionaire to found
one for such abominable cynics as you, my most angelic cousin !

where the snarling brutes can only snap at and worry one
another."

" An admirable idea, Estelle, which I fondly imagined I had
successfully carried out when I built those rooms of mine."

You are as hateful as Momus. ?>imws his wit ! He was
kicked out of heaven for grumbling, and you richly deserve his
fate."

" I have a vague recollection that the Goddess Discord shared
the fate of the celestial growler. I certainly plead guilty to an
earnest sympathy with Momus' dissatisfaction with the house
that Minerva built, and only wish that mine was movable, as
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he recomiiieiulod, in order to escape bad neighboin-hoods and
tiresome companions,"

" Hospitable, npon my \vor<l ! You spin some si)iteful i<lea

out of every sentence ^ utter, and are not even uititled to tlie

compliment which Ohe^terfield paid old Hamuel Johnson, 'The
utmost I can do for him is to consider him a respectable; hot-

tentot.' If I did not know that instead of proving a punish-
ment it would gratify you b(!yond measure, I would take a
A'ow not to speak to you again for a month ; but the consci-

ousness of the happiness I should thereby bestow upon you
\ eto(!S the rtssolution. Do you know that even a Comanche
ehiiff, or a llechuana of the desert, shames your inhospitality >

I assure you I aui the victim of hopeless ennui, am driven to

th(! verge of desi)eration ; for Mr. Allston will probably not re

turn until to-morrow, and it is raining so hard that I cannot
wander out of doors, jlere I am shut up in this dreary houses,

which reminds me of the descriptions of that doleful retreat for

sinners in Normandy, where the inmates pray eleven hours
a day, dig their own graves every evening, and if they chance to

meet one another, saluti; each other v^th ' Memento morlP Ugh 1

if there remains one latcmt spark of chivalry in your soul, I

beseech you, be merciful 1 Do not go off to your den, but stay
here and entertain me. It is said that you vesid bewitchingly,
and with unrivalled effect

;
pray favour me tliis morning. I will

l)romise to lay my hand on my lips ; is it not white enough for

a Hag of truce 1 I will be meek, nmiable, docile, absolutely
silent ]"

Estelle swei)t aside a mass of [>ap('rs from the corner of the
sofa, and, taking Mr. Murray's hand, drew him to a seat
beside her.

" Yonr "amiabk silence,' my fair cousin, is but a cun-
ningly fashioned wooden horse. Thneo Danaos et dona far-
entcs ! I am to understand that you actually offer me your
hand as a flag of truce? It is wonderfully white aiul

l)retty ; Ijut excuse me, C'est une nmln de Jh', gantre de
V('lon)-s ! Youi- countenance, so serenely radiant, reminds
me of what Madame Noblet s;iid of M. \le Vitri, ' His face

looked just like a strataijeni P Reading aloud is a practice in
which T never indulged, simply because I cordially detest it,

and knowing this fact, it iw n truly feminine refinement of

cruelty on your part to select this mode of penance. Neverthe-
less, you appeal to my chivalry, which always springs up armed



ST. ELMO. 11)0

•

cap-a-pie 'to do or die ;' and since read I must, I only stipulnto
that I may be allowed to select my book. Just now 1 am pro-
foundly interested in a French work on infusoria, bv Dujardin;
and as you have probably not studied it, I will select those
portions which treat of the animalcula that inhabit grains of
sugar and salt and drops of water ; so that by the time lunch
is ready, your appetite will be whetted by a knowled'n) of the
nature of your repast. According to Leeuwenhoek, Muller,
Gleichen, and others, the campaigns of Zenzis- Khan, Alexander,
Attila, were not half so murderous as a single fashionable
dinner, and the battle of Marengo was a farce in coniparison
with the swallowing of a cup of tea, which contains "

" For shame, you tormentor ! when you know that I love
tea as well as did your model of ))oliteness. Dr. Johnson ! Not
one line of all that nauseating, sci(3ntitic stufi' shall you read to
me. Here is a volume of poems of the ' Female Poets;' do be
agreeable, for once in your life, and select me some sweet little

rhythmic gem of Mrs. Browning, or Mrs. Norton, or L. E. L."
" Estelle, did you ever hear of the Peishwah of the Mah-

rattas T
"I most assuredly never had even a hint of a syllable on

the subject. What of him, her, or it V
" Enough, that though you are evidently ambitious of play-

ing his despotic rnle at Le Bocage, you will never succeed in
reducing mo to that condition of abject subjugation necessary
to make me endure the perusal of 'female poetry.' I have
always desired an op})orfcunity of voting my corditil thanks to
the wit who expressed so felicitously my own thorough con-
viction, that Pegasus has an unconquerable repugnance/hatred,
to side-saddles. You vow you will not listen to science ; and
I swear I won't read poetry ! Suppose we compromise on this
new number of the — Magazine 1 It is the ablest periodical
published in this country. Let me see the contents of this
number." »

It was a dark, rainy morning in July. Mrs. Murray was
winding a quantity of zei)hyr wool, of various bright colours,
which she had requested Edna to hold in her hands ; and at
the mention of the magazine the latter looked up suddenly at
the master of the house.

Holding his cigar between his thumb and third finger, hi.s

eye ran over the table of contents.
" ' Who smote the Marble Gods of Greecer Humph ! rather
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a difficult question to answer after the lapse of twenty-two
centuries: iJut doubtless our arclueologists are so much wiser
tlian tlie Athenian Senate of Five Hundred, who investigated

tlie affair the day aft(!r it hapiiened, that a perusal will be ex-

ceedingly edifying. Now, then, for a solution of this classic

mystery of the nocturnal iconoclasm ; which, in my humljh;

opinion, only the brazen lips of Minerva Proniachus could

satisfactorily explain."

Turning to the article he read it aloud, without pausing to

comment, while Edna's heart bounded so rapidly that she could

scarcely conceal her agitation. It was, indeed, a treat to listen

to him ; and as his musical voice filled the room, she thought of

Jean Paul llichter's desci'iption of G(ethe's reading: "There
is nothing coui})arable to it. It is like deep-toned thundcu-

blended with whispej-ing rain-drops."

But the or[)han's pleasure was of short duration, and as Mr.
Murray concluded the perusal, he tossed the magazine con-

teraptuousl}^ across the room, and exclaimed :

" Pretentious and shallow ! A tissue of pedantry and error

from beginning to end— written, I will wager my head, by some
scribbler who nover saw Athens ! Moreover, the whole article

is based upon a glaring blunder ; for, according to Plutarch and
Diodorus, on the memorable night in question there was a new
moon. Pshaw ! it is a tasteless, insipid plagiarism from Grote

;

and if I am to be bored with such insufferable twaddle, I will

stop my subscription. For some time I have noticed symptoms
of deterioration, but this is altogether intolerable ; and I shall

Ivrite to Manning that, if he cannot do better, it would be ad-

visable for him to suspend at once, before his magazine loses

its reputation. If I were not aware that his low estimate of

female intellect coincides fully with my own, I should be

tempted to suppose that some silly but ambitious woman wrote
that stuff, which sounds learned and is simi)ly stupid."

He did not even glance toward Edna, but the peculiar em-
phasis of his words left no doubt in her mind that he suspected,

nay, felt assured, that she was the luckless author. Raising
her head, which had been drooped over the woollen skeins, she

said, firmly, yet very quietly :

" If you will permit me to differ with you, Mr. Murray, I

will say that it seems to me all the testimony is in favour of the

full-moon theory. Besides, Grote is the latest and best authority

;

he has carefully collected and sifted the evidence, and certainly

"^^^p%:.-,^^i„Mmmm^mm
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sanctions the position taken by the author of the article which

you condemn."
"Ah! liow lonf? since vou investi';atefl the matter] The

aftair>is so essentially i)a»,Mnish that I shonkl imagine it pos-

scHHod no charm for so orthodox a Christian as youiself Es

telle, what say you, concerning this historic sphinx T
" That I am blissfully ignorant of the whole question, and

have a vague impression that it is not worth the papisr it is

written on, much less a quarrel with you, Monsieur ' J^e Hutin ;'

that it is the merest matter of moonshine—new moon vers^is full

moon, and must have been written by a lunatic, iUit, my
Chevalier JJayard, one thing I do intend to say most decidedly,

and that is, that your lounge at female intellect was as un-

necessary and ill-timed and ill-bred as it was ill-natured. The
mental equality of the sexes is now as un([uestioned, as univer-

sally admitted, as any other well-established fact in science or

history ; and the sooner you men gracefully concede us our
rights, the sooner we shall cease wrangling, and settle back
into our traditional amiability."

" The universality of the admission I sho\dd certainly deny,

were the subject of sufficient importance to justify a discussion.

However, I have been absent so long from America, that 1

confess ray ignorance of the last social advance in the striding

enlightenment of this most progressive ]»eople. According to

Moleschott's celebrated (Uchn)i — ' Without phosphorus no
thought,' and if there be any truth in physiology and phreno-
logy, you women have been stinted by nature in the supply of

l)hospliorus. Peacock's measurements prov(! that in the average
weight of male and female brains you fall below our standard
by not less than six ounces. I should conjecture that in the
scales of equality six ounces of ideas would turn the balance in

favour of our superiority."
" If you reduce it to a mere question of avoirduiwis, pleas<; be

so good as to rememljor that even gi-eater difference exists

among men. For instance, your brain (which is certainly not
considered over average) weighs from three to three and a half
pounds, while Cuvier's brain weighed over four pounds, giving
hiui the advantage of more than eight ounces over our house-
hold oracle ! Accidental difference in brain weight ])roves

nntliing ; for ynn v/ill not admit your mf^ntnl infei'ioiity to any
man, simply because his head requires a larger hat than yours."

" Pardon me, I always bow before facts, no matter how un-
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iliittoriiirr, uiid f coriHidov onn of Oiivier'H ideas worthy of just
exactly eight (h'grees more of rev(M-(nice tlian nnv i)hoH|)li()r-
escont sparkh; whi.-h i mic,dit choose to liohl up for puMir
iiece[)tauce and f,'ui(hmce. Without doubt, the most thor()ui,diIy
ludicrous scene 1 ever \vitn(^ss(Ml was furnished by a ' woman's
n,^'hts' meeting,' which [ h)oked in upon one night in Nmv
lork, as 1 niturned from Europe. Tiie speaker was a raw-
boned, wiry, angular, short-haired, lemon-visaged female of
uncertain age

; with a hand like a bronze gauntlet, and a voice
as distrachng as the shrill scpieak of a cracked cornet-a-piston.
Over the wrongs and grievances of her down-troddcui, writhing
sisterhood she ranted and raved and howled, gesticulating the
while with a marvellous grace, which [ can compare only to the
antics of those inspired goats who strayed too near the Pythian
cave, and were thrown into convulsions. Though J pulled my
hat over my eyes and clai)i)ed l)oth hands to my ears, as I rushed
out ot the hall after a stay of liv(* minutes, the vision of horror
followed mv., and for the first and only time in my life, I liad
such a hideous nightmare that night, that the man 'who slept in
tiie next room broke open my door to ascertain who was
strangling ine. Of all niy pet aversions my most supreme
abhorrence is of what an^ denominated ' gifted women ;' stnmg-
iniiided (that is, weak-brained but loud-tongued), Avould-bt-
lit(nary females, who, puffed up with insufferable conceit,
miaguns they rise to the dignity ami height of man's intellect,
proclaim tliat their ' mission' is to write or lecture, and set them-
selves up as shining female lights, each aspiring to the rank of
l)rotomartyr of reform. Heaven grant us a Hellerophon to
relieve tin; age of these noisy Amazons ! I should really enjoy
seeing them tied down to their spinning-wheels, and gagged
with their own books, magazines, and lectures ! When I was
abroad and contrasted the land of mv birth with those I visited,
th(! only thing for which, as an American, I felt myself called
oil to blush, was my countrywomen. An insolent young count,
who had travelled through the Eastern and Northern States of
America, asked me one day in Berlin, if it were leally true
that the male editors, lawyers, doctors, and lecturers in the
United States were contemplating a hegira, in consequence of
the rough elbowing by the women, and if 1 could inform him at
what age the New-England girls generally commenced writing
learned articles, and alHxing LL.U., F.E.S., E.S.A., and iVl.M.
S.S to their signatures I Whereupon I kicked his inquisitive

'^%<:%'.
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lonlship down the* stops of tho hotel, and informed liirn tliiit

tlioiij,'!)
' ini^'Iit possibly rosdiiihle uii Anit^rican, I rejoiced in

heiii!,' a i.ative of ( "rim Tartary, wlierotjic kno\vle(li,'e of women
is confiniul oxelu.sively to the rousting of hors(!-ll<.'sh and the pie-

paration of most (hdicious kimis."

'•'Lay on, Macduli'I' I wish you distiuetly to understand
that my toes an; not hruistnl in the sli<rht<!st (le;i,'i'(!e ; for F am
entinjly innocent of any attempt at erudition or authorship, and
the sole literary dream of my life is to improve the pr(!sent

popular recei|)t for hlsvult [jhtct''. |!ut mtirk you, ' Sir Oracle,'

J must ' opo my lips' and hark a litth; under my hreath at yoiu"

iiiconsist(;nci(!s. Now if there are two livin<,Mnen wiioui, aho\(5

all others, you swear by, they are John Stuart IVIill and John
Kuskiii. Well (h) f recollect your eulo<,'y of both, on that over-

mcMiorabh! day in Paris wlien W(! diiKid with that French (incy-

clopa'dia, (!ount W , and tht; leading,' h^ttered men of the

day were discussed, I was frightened out of my wits, and dared
not raise my eyes higluir than the top of my wine-glass, lest I

should be asked my o[)inion of some book or subject of which I

had nciver even heard, and in trying to appear well-e<lucated,

make as horrible a blunder as pt^or Madamc! Talleyrand com-
laitted, wlien slie talked to Denon about his man Friday,

believing that lie wrote 'Robinson Crusoe.' At that tinuf I

had never read eitluu- j\Iill or Ruskin ; but my profound rev<M--

once for the wisdom of your opinions taught me how shannffully

ignorant I was, and thus to tit myself for your companionship,
] immediately bought theii- books. Lo, to my indescribal)le

amazement, I found that ^fill claimed for women what I never
once dreamed we were worthy of—not only equality, but the
light of suffi-age. He, the foremost dialectician of Fugland and
the most learned of ])olitieal economists, demands that, for the
sake of equity and ' social inqirovmueiit,' we women (minus the
re(|uired six ounces of brains) should b(! allowed to vote. Reliold

the ('orypheus of the 'woman's i-ights' school! \V(n-e I to

toUow his teachings, I should certainly b(\gin to clamour for my
right of sutJrage—for the ladylike privilege of elbowing you
away from the ballot-box at the; next election."

" I am quite as far from admitting the infallibility of nuin as
the equality of the sexes. The clearest thinkers of the world
have had soft spots in their brains ; for instance, the daauon
belief of Socrates and the ludicrous siqierstitioiis of I'ythagoras

;

and you have laid your linger on the softened spot in Mill's
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'kull mtfrnge.' TImt is a jndod, spavinod hobby of his. and
ir- ' tm shrew, I a lo^rician to involvo hiiiiHolf in the incon-
ist* ey of • extend' 1 Huffra^'e' whicli exchuh's wonmn. When

I rea»i }m ' B*)presentative fiovorninont' I Haw that liis reason
had (hH^,t,'ed anchor, the prestige of liis ^'reat name vanislied,
and I threw the book into the fire and eschewed liim henfeforth.
S'lc trarmt."

Here Mrs. Mu/ray lofvked up and said :

"John Stuart Mill— Ir* me see— Edna, is lie not the man
wj.'i) wrote tiiat touehiuf? dt dication of one of his l)ooks to liis

wife's memory / Vou fpu)ted it for me a ii^w days a<,'o, and said
that you had committed it to memory because it was such a
^hiwing ti-ibute to the intellectual capacity of woman. My
dear, I wish you would repeat it now ; I should like to hear it

again."

With her finf?ers full of purj.le woollen skeins, and lier eyes
bent down, Edna recited, in a low, sweet voice the most
eloquent panegyric which man's lieart ever j)ronounced on
woman's intellect

:

'*

'
To the beloved and deplored memory of her who was the in-

spirer, and in part, the author, of all that is best in my
writings, the friend and wife whose exalted sense oi" truth and
right was my strongest incitement and whose ap])robation was
my chief reward, I dedicate this volume. Eike all that I have
Avritten for many years, it belongs as much to her as to me

;

but the work as it stands ]j;»s had, in a very insufficient degree,
the inestimable advantage of her revision'; some of the most
important portions having been reserved for a more careful
reexamination, which they are now never destined to receive.
Were I but cajjable of interpreting to the world one half the
great thoughts and noble feelings which are buried in her grave,
I should be the medium of a greater benefit to it than is ever
likely to arise from anything that I can write unpromj)ted and
unassisted by her all but unrivalled wisdom.'

"

" When; did you find that dedication V asked Mr. Murrav.
" In Mill's book on Liberty."
" It is not in my library.

" I borrowed it from ^Ir. Hammond."
*' Strange that a plant so noxious should be permitted in such

a sanctified atmosphere ! Do you happen to recollect the follow-
ing sentences ? ' I regard utility as the ultimate appeal on all

. ^ical questions !' ' There is a Greek ideal of self-development

' (J
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which tho Platonic and OhriHtiiiii uhv.il ot'solf-f''-.r<)rnmont hhuuls
with but (h)t'H not su[)tn-st !•'. It may be \itu> to bo a John
Knox timii an AlcibiadeH. but it is better ^o bj ii Poriclos than
either.'

"

" Yes, sir. They occur in tho same book ; but, Mr. Murray,
r have b»H!n advised by iny teaciiei lo bear alway.s in mind that

noble nuixim, ' i can toKrute everything else but every other
man's intolerance ;' and it is with his consent and by his

instructions that I go like Ruth, ^deaning in the great Holds of

literature."

"Take can; you don't find Hoaz instead of barley. After all,

the universal numia t'ov niateh-niaking schemes and nianMiivreB

whi<^h continually stir society from its dregs to the [lainted

foam-bubble dancing on iti^* crestcnl wave, is peculiar to no ag(^

or condition, but is an immemorial and hercMlitary ftunale

proclivity ; ftn- 1 defy I'aris or London to furnish a more
l)erfectly (h^velopcd s[K;citnen of a ' mauicuvring nninumi ' than
was crafty Naomi, when she sent that pretty little Moabitish
widow out huHl)and-hunting."

" I heartily wish she were only here to outwit you :

" laughed
his cousin, nestling her head against his arm as they sat

together on the sofa.

" Who 1 TJie widow or the match-maker V
" Oh ! tlie match-maker, of course. There is more than one

Ruth already in tho tield."

The last clause was whispered so low tliat only St. Klmo
heard it, and any o.,iier woman but Estelle Harding wouUi have
shrunk away in utter humiliation from the eye and the voice
that answered :

"Yourself and Mrs. Powell! Eat Boaz's barley as lorn,' as
you like—nay, divide Jioaz's broad fields between you ; as you
love your li\'es, keep out of Boaz's way,"

" You ought both to be ashamed of yourselves. I im
surprised at you, Estelle, to encourage St. Elmo's irreverence,"
.said Mrs. Murray severely.

"I am sure. Aunt Ellen, I am just as much shocked as } u
are; but when he does not respect even your opinions, liow
dare I presume to hope he will show any deference to mini '

Ht. Elmo, what think you of the last Sibylline leaves of your
favourite Ruskin ] In looking over his new book, I was
surprised to tind this strong assertion . . . Here is the
volume now—listen to this, will you i"

I
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9
" ' Shakespeare has no heroes ; he has only heroines. In his

Libourecl and perfect phiys, you find no hero, but almost always
a perfect woman

; steadfast in grave hope and errorless purpose.
The catastrophe of every play is caused always by the folly or
fault of a man

; the redemption, if there be any, is by the
wisdom and virtue of a woman, and failing that, there is none 1'"

" For iustance, Lady Macbeth, Ophelia, Regan, Gonei'il, and
last, but not least, Petruchio's sweet and gentle Kate! De
(juatlhus ."' answered Mr. Murray.

" Those are the exce])tions, and of course you pounce ui)oii
them. Ruskin continues :

' In all cases with Scott, as with
Shakespeare, it is the woman who watches over, teaches and
guid(!s the youtli

; it is nev(u- by any chance the man who
watches over or educates her ; arul thus^ '

"

"Meg M(n-rilies, Madge Wildtire, Maus(* Headrigg, Eflio
Deans, and Rob Roy's freckle-faced, red-hair<Hl, angelic Helen !"

interrupted her cousin.
" Don't be rude, St. Elmo. You fly in my fa(;e like an ex-

asperated was[). I i-esunui :
' Dante's great i»oem is a song of

prais(^ for lleati-iee's watch over his soul ; she saves him fVoiii

h(!ll, and leads hini star l)y star uj) into heaven '
"

" iVrmit nu^ to suggest that conjugal (hivotiou should have
led him to ai)ostro}»hize the superlative charms of his own wile,
(lemma, from whom he was forced to separate ; and that his
vision of hell was a faint reflex of liis domestic felicity."

" Mask your batteiy, sir, till I finish this page, which I am
resolved you shall hear :

' Greek literature proves the sauu?
thing, as witness the d(!voted tendei'uess of Andromache, the
wisdom of ( 'assandra, the domestic excelhmce of l*(nu'lo]»e, the
love of Antigone, th(; resignation of Iphigenia, the faithfulness
of '"

" Allow me to assist him in completing the list : the woi-ld-

renowned constancy of Helen to M:en(>laus, the devotion of
( !lytemnestra to her Agamemnon, the subliuui fdial affection ol'

•Medea, and the bewitchintr
"

" Hush, sir ! Aunt Kllen, do call him to order ! I will hiwc
a hearing, and 1 close the argunumt by the unanswer;ibj<^
assertion of Ruskin :

' That the Kgyptians Tind Greeks (the most
civilized of the ancients) both gave to their spirit of wisdom the
form of a wonum, and for symbols, the weaver's shuttle and tlie

olive.'
"

"An inesitabie coiisccpicnee of the fact, that they eousider<'d
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wisdom as synonymous with sleepless and unserupiilous cunning

!

Schiller declares that ' man depicts himself in his gods ' and
even a cursory inspection of the classics proves that all tlie

abhorred and hideous ideas of the ancients were personified Ijy

women. Pluto was affable, and beneficent, and gentlemanly,

in comparison with Brimo ; ditto might b(! said of Jjoke and
Hela, and the most appalling idea that ever attacked the brain
of mankind found incarnation in the Fates and P\iries, who are

always women. Unfortunately the mythologies of the world
crystallized before the age of chividry, and a little rt^search will

establish the imflattering fact that human sins and woes are
traced ])rimarily to female agency ; while it is patent that all

the rows and squabbles that disgraced Olympus were stirre<l up
by scheming godd(!sses !"

" Thank heaven ! here comes Mr. Allston ; i can smooth the
rurtled plumes of my self-love in his sunny smiles, and forget

your growls. Good morning, Mr. Allston ; what ha])py accident
lirought you again so soon to Le liocagc and its disconsolate

inmates l"

Edna picked up the magazine which lay in one corner, and
made her escape.

The gratification arising from the acceptance and promi)t
[lublication of her essay was marred bv Mr. Murray's snecniu"
connnents ; but still her heart was happier than it had been
for many weeks, and as she turned to the Editor's Table and
read a few lines complimenting "the iuticle of a new contributo)-,"

and promising another from the same ])en, for the ensuing
month, her face fiushed joyfully.

While she felt it difficult to n^alize that her writings had
found favour in Mr. Manning's critical eyes, she thanked God
that she was considered worthy of communicating with her race
through the medium of a magazine so influential and celebrated.
She thought it jn-obable that Mr. Manning had written her a
few lines, and wondered whether at that moment a letter was
not liidden in St. Elmo's pocket.

Taking the magazine, she went into Mrs. Murray's room,
and found her resting on a lounge. Her face wore a troubled
expression, and Edna saw traces of tears on the [)illow.

"Come in, child ; I was just thinking of you."
She put out her hand, drew the girl to a seat near the lounge,

and sighed heavily.

"Dear Mrs. Murray, I am very, very hapjjy, and ] have
come to make a confession and ask your congratulations."

'
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She knelt down beside her, and, taking the white fingers of

her benef'actiess, pi-essed her forehead against them.

•'A confession, Edna ! What have you done^"

Mrs Murray started up and lifted the blushing face.

" Some time ago you questioned me concerning some letters

which excitef\ your suspicion, and which I ])romised to exj)hun

at some future day. I dare say you will think me very })re-

sumptuous when I tell 3'ou that I have been aspiring to authoi-

ship ; that I was corresponding with Mr. Manning on the sul)-

ject of some MS. which I had sent for his examination, and now
1 have come to show you what I have been doing. You heard

Mr. Murray read an essay this morning from the Magazine,

which he ridicided very bitterly, but which Mr. Manning at

least thought worthy of a place in his pages. Mrs. Murray, 1

wrote that article."

**Is it possible? Who assisted you—who revised if? Mr.

Hammond ? I did not supi)ose that you, my child, could ever

write so elegantly, so gracefully."

"No one saw the MS. until Mr. Manning gave it to the

printers. I wished to surprise Mr. Hammond, and therefore?

told him nothing of my ambitious scheme. 1 was very appre-

hensive that I should fail, and for that reason was unwilling to

acquaint you with the precise subject of tlie coi'respondence

until I was sure of success. iMrs. Murray ! I have no

mother, and feeling that I owe everything to you—that without

your generous aid and protection I should never have been able

to accomplish this one hoj)e of my life, I come to you to share my
triumph, for I know you will fully sympathize with me. Here
is the magazine containing Mr, Manning's praise of my work,

and here are the letters which I was once so reluctant to put

into your hands. When 1 asked yon to trust me, you did so

nobly and freely ; and thanking you more than my feeble words

can express, I want to show you that I was not unworthy of

your confidence."

She laid magazine and letters on Mrs. Murray's lap, and iu

silence the proiul, reserved woman wound her arms tightly

ai'ound the orphan, pressing the bright young face against her

shoulder, and resting her own cheek on the girl's fair forehead.

The door was partially ajar, and at that instant St. Elmo
entered.

He stopped, looked at the kneeling figure locked" so closely

in his mother's arms, and over his stern face broke a' light that
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transformed it into such beauty as Lucifer's might have worn
before his sin and banisliment, when (rod

—

" 'Lucifer'—Idndly said iis 'Oahricl,'
' Lucifer'—soft as ' Michael ' ; while serene
}Ie, sti\ii(liiis in the <,'lory of the lamps,
Answered, 'My Father,'' innocent of slianie
And of tlie sense of thunder !

"

Yearningly he exten(U)d his arms toward tlie two, who, ab-
sorbed in their low talk, were unconscious of his preseiice

; then
the liands fell heavily to his side, the brief smile was swallowed
up by scowling shadows, and he turned silently aw.-iy and went
to his own gloomy i-ooms.

.1

CHAPTER XX.

"Mrs. Powell and her daughter, to see Miss Estelle and Miss
Edna."

"Why did not you say we were at dinner 1" crie<l Uvs. Mur-
ray im])atiently, darting an angry glance at the servant.
"I did, ma'am, but tliey said they would wait."
As Estelle folded up her napkin and slipped it into the silver

ring, she looked furtively at St. Elmo, who, holding up a bunch
of purple grapes, said in an indifferent tone to his'mother :

"The vineyards of Axanpiia show nothing more i)ei-fect.
This cluster might challenge comparison with those from whicli
Red Hermitage is made, and the seeds of which are said to
have been brought from Schiraz. Even on the sunny slopes of
Cyprus and Naxos I found no finer grapes than these. A pronos f

I want a basketful this afternoon. Jtlenry, tell old Simon to
gather them immediately."

" Pray what use have you for them ? I am sure the cour-
teous idea of sending them as a present never could have forced
an entrance into your mind, much less have carried the out-
works of your heart !

"

As his cousin spoke she came to the back of his chair and
leaned over his shoulder.

(< T
shall ^0 out on the terrace and renew the obsolete

Dionysia, shouting ' Evoe ! KUhus!' I shall crown and pelt
my marble Bacchus yonder with the grapes till his daintvU

f.
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sculpUired limbs are bathed in their purple, sacrificial blood.

Wluif other use could I possibly have for them'?"

He threw his head back and added something in a lowei-

tone, at which Estelle laughed, and put up her red, full lips.

Mrs Murray frowned, and said steridy :

" If you intend to see those persons, I advise you to do

it promptly."

Her niece moved toward the door, but glanced over Ikh-

shoulder.
" I presume Gertrude expects to see Edna, as she asked fur

her."

The orphan had been watching Mr. Murray's face, but could

detect no alteration in its expression, save a brief gleam as of

triumph when the visitors were announced. Kising, sh(! aji-

proached Mrs. Murray, whose clouded brow betokened more

than ordinary displeasure, and whispered :

"Gertrude is exceedingly anxious to see the house and

grounds ; have I your permission to show her over the place ?

She is particularly curious to see the deer."

"Of course, if she requests it ; but their effrontery in coining;

here caps the climax of all the impudence I ever heard of.

Have as little to say as possible."

Edna went to the parlour, leaving mother and son together.

Mrs. Powell had laid aside her moui-ning garments and wore

a dress of blue muslin, which heightened her beauty, and as tlic

orphan looked from her to Gertrude she found it difficult to de-

cide who was the loveliest. A.fter a few desultory remarks she

rose, saying

:

" As you have repeatedly expressed a desire to examine tlie

park and hot-houses^ I will show you the way this afternoon."

" Take cai"e, my lovt jhat you do not fatigue yourself," were

Mrs. Powell's low, tenderly spoken words, as her daughter rose

to leave the room.

Edna went first to the greenhouse, and though her companion

chattered ceaselessly, she took little interest in her exclamations

of delight, and was conjecturing the probable cause of Mrs,

Murray's great indignation.

For some weeks she had been thrown frequently into the

society of Mr. Hammond's guests, and while her distrust of

Mrs. Powell, her aversion to her melting, musical voice, in-

creased at every interview, a genuine affection for Gertrmle

had taken root in her heart.
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They wore the same age ; but one was an earnest woman, the
other a fragile, careless, gleeful, enthusiastic child. Although
the orj)han found it impossible to make a com|);«nion of this
beautiful, warm-hearted girl, who hated books and turned nule
at the mention of study, still Edna liked to watch the lovely,
radiant face, with its cheeks tinted like sea-shells, its soft'
childish, blue eyes sparkling with joyousness ; and she began to
caress and to love lier, as she would have petted a canary or
one of the spotted fawns gamljolling over the lawn.
As they stood hand in hand, admiring- some gold-fish in a

small aquarium in the centre of the greenhouse, Gertiudo ex-
claimed :

"The place is as fascinating as its master! Do tell me
something about him; I wonder very often why you never
mentio . him. I know I ought not to say it ; but really, after
he has talked to me for a few minutes, I forget everythinf-- else
and think only of what he says for days and days after."

*

" You certainly do not allude to Mr. Murray i
" said Edna.

" I certainly do. What makes you look so astonished ?

"

" I was not aware that you knew him."
" Oh ! I have known him since the week after our arrival

here. Mamma and I met him at Mrs. Inge's. Mr. Injre had
some gentlemen to dinner, and they came into the parlour
while we were calling. Mr. Murray sat down and talked to
me then for some time, and I have frequentlv met him since

;

for it seems he loves to stroll about the woods^ almost as well as
I do, and sometimes w^e walk together. You know he and n'ly
uncle are not friendly, and I believe mamma does not like him,
so he never comes to the parsonage ; and never seems to see
me if I am with her or Uncle Allan. But is he not very
tascinating? If he were not a little too old for me, I believe 1
should really be very much in love with him."
An expression of disgust passed swiftly over Edna's pale face

;
she dro])ped her companion's hand, and asked coldly :

" Does your mother approve of your walks with Mr. Murray 1"
"For heaven's sake, don't look so solemn ! I—she—really

I don't know
! I never told her a woi'd about it. Once I men-

tioned having met him, and showed her some flowers he fra^e
me

;
and she took very little notice of the matter. Several

times since he h:- sent me bouquets, and though I kept them
out of uncle's sight, she saw them in my room, and must liave
suspected where they came fiom. Of course he cannot come

'
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to tlic [)!irs()iuigc to see me when he does not Hpeak to my uiiolc;

or to mamma ; but I do not see any harm in his walkinji; iind

talkin<^ with mo, when [ hn,])[)en to nujot him. Oh ! liow k)vcl

y

those lilies are, h'auing over the edge of the acimirium 1 Mr.

Murray said that some day he wouKl sliow me all the bctiutiful

things at Le IJonage ; but he has forgotten his i)romise, I ;im

afraid, and I
"

" Ah I Miss Gertrude, how could yon doubt me 1 I am lien;

to fullil my promi.sci."

He pushed aside the bouglis of a guava wliich stood betweciii

them, and, coming forward, took (lertrude's hand, drew it under

his arm, and looked down eagerly, admiringly, into Ikm- bluKli-

ing face.

" O Mr. Muri-ay ! I had no idea yon were anywhere near mo.

I am sure I could "

" Did you imagine you could escape my eyes, which iu-t!

always seeking you ? Permit nu; to be your r/cfi/o?//; over !.(;

Bocaire, instead of Miss Edna here, who looks as if she hail

been scolding you. Perhaps she will 1)0 so good as to wait for

us, and I will bring you back in a half-hour at least."

" Edna, will you wait here for me I" askcid ( Gertrude,

" Why cannot Mr. Mnrray bring you to the house I There

is nothing more to see here."

"Allow us to judge for ourselves, if you please. There is a

late Paris paper which will amuse yon till we rtiturn."

St. Elmo threw a newspaper at her feet, and led Gertrude

away through one of the glass doors into the park.

Edna sat down on the edge of the aquarium, and the hungry

little tish crowded close to her, looking up wistfully for the

crumbs she was wont to scatter there daily ; but now their luuto

appeal was nnheeded.

Her colourless face and clasped hands grew cold as the marble

basin on which they rested, and the great, hopeless agony that

seized her heart came to her laigo eyes and looked out drearily.

It was in vain that she said to herself

:

" St. Elmo Murray is nothing to me ; why should I care if

he loves Gertrude I She is so beautiful and confiding and

winning ; of course if he knows her well he must love her. It

is no business of mine. We are not even friends ; we are

worse than straiigei's ; and it cannot concern mo whom ho loves

or whom he hates."

Her own heart laughed her words to scorn, and answered

»Sf^i'->^A!?imi^m§fm^-
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defiantly :
" He is my king ! my king ! I have ci'owned and

sceptred him, and right royally he rules !

"

In pitiable liumiliation she acknowledged that slie had found
it impossible to tear lier thoughts from hin) ; that his dark face

followed—haunted her sleeping and waking. While she shrank
from his j)resence, and dreaded liis character, she could not
witness his fond manner to Gertrude Avithout a pang of the

keenest pain she had ever endured.
The suddenness of the discovery shocked her into a thorougli

understanding of her ov/n feelings. The grinning fiend of

jealousy had swept aside the flimsy veil which she had never
before fully lifted ; and looking sorrowfidly down into the
l)ared holy of holies, she saw standing between the hovering
wings of golden cherubim an idol of clay demanding homage,
(lariug the wrath of conscience, the high priest. She saw all

now, and saw too, at the same instant, whither her line of duty
led.

The atmosphere was sultry, but she shivered ; and if a mirror
could have been held before her eyes she would have started
back from the gray, stony face so unlike hers.

It seemed so strange that the heart of the accomplished mis-
;»nthroi)e—the man of letters and science, who had ransacked
the wo)*ld for information and amusement—should surrender
itself to the prattle of a pretty young thing who could sympa-
thize in no degree with his pursuits, and was as utterly incap-
able of understanding his nature, as his Tartar horse or his pet
bloodhound.

She had often heard Mrs. Murray say, "If there is one
thing more uncertain even than the verdict of a jury—if there
is one thing whicli is known neither in heaven, earth, nor hell,

and which angels and demons alike waste time in guessing at

—

it IS what style of woman any man will fancy and select for his
wife. It is utterly impossible to predict what matrimonial
caprice may or may not seize even the wisest, most experienced,
most practicable, and reasonable of men ; and I would sooner
undertake to conjecture how high the thermometer stands at
this instant on the crest of Mount Copernicus up yonder in the
moon, than attempt to guess what freak will decide a man's
choice of a bride."

Sternly Edna faced the future and pictured Gertrude as Mr.
Murray's wife

; for if he loved her (and did not his eyes declare
1^0, of course he would sweep every objection, every obstacle
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to the winds, and inairy her speedily. She tried to think of

liim—the coM, hai'sh scolier—as the fond husV)and of that

langhing chikl ; and though the vision was indiscribably pain-

ful, she forced lierself to dwell u})on it.

The idea that he would ever love anyone or anything hud
never until this hour occurred to her ; and while she could

neither tolerate his opinions nor respect his character, she found

herself smitten with a gi(!at, voiceless anguish at the thought
of his giving his sinful, bitter heart to any woman,

" Why did she love liim ? Curious fool, be still

!

Is human love the growth of human will ?"

Pressing her hand to her eye" she murmured :

"Gertrude is right; he is fascinating, but it is the fascination

of a tempting demon ! Ah ! if I had never come here ! if I

had never been cursed with the sight of his face ! But 1 am
no weak,^silly child like Gertrude Powell ; I know what my
duty is, and I am strong enough to conquer, and, if necessary,

to crush my foolish heart. Oh ! I know y^u, Mr. Murray, and

I caij defy you. To-day, short-sighted as I have been, I look

down on you. You are beneath me, and the time will come
when I shall look back to this hour and wonder if I were tem-

})orarily bewitched or insane. Wake up ! wake up ! come to

your senses, Edna Earl ! Put an end to this sinful folly ; blush

for your unwomanly weakness !"

As Gertrude's merry hiugh floated up through the trees the

orphan lifted her head, and the blood came back to her clu'cks

while she watched the two figures sauntering across the smooth
lawn. Gertrude leaned on Mr. Murray's arm, and as he talked

to her his head was bent down, so that he could see the flushed

face shaded by her straw-hat.

She drew her hand from his arm when they reached the

greenhouse, and looking much embarrassed, said hurriedly :

" I am afraid I have kept you waiting an unconscionable

time ; but Mr. Murray had so many beautiful things to show

nuj that I quite forgot we had left you here alone."

"I dare say your mother thinks I have run away with you;

and, as I have an engagement, I must either bid you gootl bye

and leave you here with Mr. Murray, or go back at once with

you to the house."

The orphan's voice was firm and quiet ; and as she handed

the French paper to St. Klmo, she turned her eyes full on his

face.
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" Have yon read it already 1" he asked, giving her one of his

steely, probing glances.

" No, sir, I did not open it, as I take little interest in conti-

nental politics. Gertrude, will you go or stay I"

Jlr. Murray put out his hand, took Gertrude's, and said ;

"Good-bye till to-morrow. Do not forget your promise."

Turning away, he went in the direction of the stables.

Ill silence Edna walked on to the house, and i)resently Ger-

trntle's soft fingers grasped hers.

" Edna, I hope you are not mad with me. Do you really

tliiiik it is wrong for me to talk to Mr. Murray, and to like him
so much V

" Gertrude, you miist judge for yourself concerning the pro-

]ii'iety of your conduct. I shall not presume to advise you ; but

the fact that yon are unwilling to acquaint your mother with

your course ought to make you look closely at your own heart.

When a girl is afraid to trust her niothei', I should think there

were grounds for uneasiness."

They had reached the steps, and Mrs. Powell came out to

meet them.
" Where have you two runaways been 1 I have waited a half

hour for you. Estelle, do come and see me. It is very dreary

at the parsonage, a:,d your visits are cheering and precious.

Come, Gertrude."

When Gertrude kissed her friend, she whispered :

"Don't be mad with me, dearie. I will remember what you
said, and talk to mamma this very evening."

Edna saw mother and daughter descend the long avenue, and
then running up to her room, she tied on her hat and walked
rapidly across the park in an opposite direction.

About a mile and a half from I.e Bocagc, on a winding and
unfrequented road leading to a saw-mill, stood a small log-house

containing only two rooms. The yard 's neglected, full of

rank weeds, and the gate was falling from its rusty hinges.

Edna walked up the decaying stejjs, and without pausing to

knock, entered one of the comfortless-looking rooms.

On a cot in one corner lay an elderly man in the last stage

of consumption, and by his side, busily engaged in knitting, sat

a child about ten years old, whose pretty, white face wore that

touching look of patient placidity peculiar to the blind. Huldah
Reed had never seen the light, but a marvellous change came
over her countenance when Edna's light step, and clear, sweet
voice fell on her ear.

r:

ij
' I ^1

M*

'^! i I



21 n ST. ELMO.

m

" JIuldiilj, liow is your fatlioi- to-day V
" Not as well as he Avas yesterday ; 'but he is asleep now, uiul

AviJl 1)0 better when lie wakes."
" Jias the doctor hec^n here to-day V
"No, he has not been here since Sunday,"
Edna stood for a while watcJiin*,' the laboured breathing' of

the sle(!i)er, and putting her hand on Huldah's head, she whis-
j)ered :

" Do you want me to read to you this evening? It is late,
but I shall have time for a short ehapt<u'."

" Oh
! ijlease do, if it is only a few lines. It will not Avake

him.

The child rose, spread out her hands, and groped her way
across the room to a small table, whence she took an old Bible.
The two sat down together by the western window, and Edna

asked :

" Is there any particular chapter you would lik'- to hear ?"

" riease read about blind Bartimeus sitting by the road side,
waiting for Jesus."

Edna turned to the verses and read in a subdued tone for
some ]uoments. In her eager interest Huldah slid down on
iier knees, rested her thin hands on her companion's lap, and
raised her sweet face, with its wide, vacant, sad, hazel eyes.
When Edna read the twenty-fourth verse of the next chaj)-

ter, the small lumds were laid upon t}ie page to arrest her
attention.

" Edna, do you believe that 1 'What things soever you de-
sire, when ye i)ray believe that ye receive them, and ye shall
have fhemf Jesus said that : and if I pray that my eyes may
be o])ened, do you believe I shall seel They tell me that-tha\
pa will not live. Oh ! do you think if I prav day an<l night,
and if I believe, and oh ! I do believe ! I wilfbelieve ! do you
think Jesus Avill let me see him—my father—before he dies >

If I could only see his dear face once, I would be willing to be
blind afterward. All my life "I have felt his face, and I knew
It by my fingers

; but oh ! I can't feel it in the gi'ave ! I have
becui praying so hard ever since the doctor said he must die;
praying that Jesus would have mercy on me, and let me set;

him just once. Last night I dreamed Christ came and jnit his
hands on my eyes, and said to me too, "Thy faith hath made
thee whole;' and I waked up crying, and my own fingers were
pulling my eyes open ; l>ut it was all dark, dark, Edna, won't
you helj) me pi-ay ? And do you believe I shall see him V
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3ep now, uiul

ill not Avake

Edna took tlio quiviM-ing faoo in her soft palms, and tenderly

kissed the li|)S scvjn'ul times.

My dear Jliildali, you know the days of miracles are over,

and Je.sus is not walkinjL? in the world now, to cure the «uffer-

iii<,'aiid the blind and the dunib."
" Ihit he is sitting close to the Throne of (iod, and he could

send some angel down to touch my eyes, and let me see my
dear, dear pa once—ah ! just once. Oh ! he is the same Jesus

now as when Ik; felt sorry for Bartimeus. And why won't he

pity me too? I pray and I believe, and that is what he said I

uuist do."
" I think that the promise relates to s})iritual things, and

means chat when we pray for strength to resist temi)tation arul

sin, Jesus sends the Holy Spirit to as.sist all who earnestly

strive to do their duty. lUit, (h^ar liuldah, one thing is veiy

certain, even if you are blind in this world, there will come a

day when God will open your eyes, and you shall see those you

love face to face ;
' for there shall be no night there ' in that

city of rest—no need of sun or moon for 'the J^amb is the light

thereof.'"

"Huldah—daughter !"

The child glided swiftly to the cot, and, looking round, Edna
doubted the evidence of her senses ; for by the side of the

suflerer stood a figure so like Mr. Murray that her heart began

to thi'ob i)ainfully.

The corner of the room was dim and shadowy, but a strong,

deep voice soon dispelled all doubt.

"I hope you are better to-day, Reed. Here are some grapes

which will refresh you, and yon can eat them as freely as your

•'ppetite prompts."

Mr. Murray j)laced a luscious cluster in the emaciated hands,

and put the basket down on the floor near the cot. As he drew
a chair from the wall and seated himself, Edna crossed the room
stealthily, and, laying her hand on Huldah 's shoulder, led her

out to the front-steps,

"Huldah, has Mr. Murray ever been here before?'
" (Jh ! yes—often and often ; but he generally comes later

than this. He brings all the wine ]joor pa drinks, and very

often peaches and gravies. Oh ! he is so good to us. I love to

hear him come up the steps : and manv a time, when T)a isip

asleep, I sit here at night, listening for the gallop of Mr. Mm
ray's horse. Somehow I feel so safe, as if nothing could g^
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*' Why ,H(l you never toll me this before ?" Why have vnot s).okcii ofjiiin r ^ ^ •>

'• n."cau«c> ho chui-p,! i,u, n.,t to .spnak to anvone about itSHUl he (lul not choose to hav(. it known that he evm- can.e I„mv

l^-J l»a IS calling me. Won't yon come in and speak t.'.

'Not this evening, (ioo.l bye. T will come again soon."
K.lna s oope.i, kissc^l the chiM hastily, an.l walked awaA-.

wlu n\f" ^f^
^ '''"'''*"' *^''^«'^^"' ^'''^"^' Tamerlane was tast.uic.lwhen Mr. Murray came out of the house.

" li^ilna
!"

Keluctantly she stoj)i)e(l, and waited for iiim.

I'

No, sir; I am out fr(!(|uently even later than this
"

It Ls not exactly prudent for you to go houie now alone •

tor U will be ,pute dark before you can possibly reach the park

He passed his horse's reins over his arm, and led him alon.^tne roati. •"'

woo.k Ih r* ^'°'"r
^^'*'*^ ''''^' ''• '^^'''' ^' •" 1"^*'^ through tin.woods that IS niuch shorter than the road an.l I can get tlu-ouH.an opomng m the orchard fence. Good evenin- '"

H..:,
i" ^TT! '-^''Vf^

^'""^ ^'•'' ^'^'^t*^" ''""^ '^"t he ca.ight h.n-
aie.ss and detained her.

" I told you .some time ago that I never permitted esr.iona-emy aHair.s
;
and now, with reference to what occurred at tlu-go

1 house, I advise you to keep silent. Do yon understand

''In the first place, sir, I could not condescend to play spvon the actions of anyone
; and in the second, you may rest a^-

ustbe conten.ptible nuleed, if you imagine that I can only em-

sio IS n.l ..est in the assurance that I consider it no business
' M '/''*' '''''' ^"" '''' '''^'''^ y"'' ''''^y ^'J'«os« to do

"

the wMH^f 'I''""'
\" *? '^t'^'

'"^^ ^'""^^y <^«itrude's head froui
tJie wiath that may be bottled up for her."

watched l"""''"' "i^
fivedly into the deep, glittering eyes that

w.itcJied hers, and answered (piietly :
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d Iiini iiloiiir

ll(! liuigliod contomptuo' 1v, ami excliiimed ;

' You arc iloubth'ss ox} eruuiced in such mattciH, ami fully

comiM'toiit to adviHC uw."

"i\o, sir, it does not <-onc('rn tne, and 1 ]>r('Sumo neither to

criticise nor to advise. Ploiise he so <,'()od as to detain me no

haiger, and heliove in<! when I repc^at that I have no intention

whatever of meddlinj,' with any of your atlairs, or reporting

your actions."

I'utting liis hands suddeuly on her shoiddors, he stooped,

looked keenly at her, and sh(* heard him nuitter an oath.

When he spoke again it was through set teath :

<' You will he wise if you atlhere to that decision. Tell them

at home not to wait supper for me."

le sprang into his siuldle and rode toward the village; and

Kdna hurried homewai'd, asking herself:

" What lirst took Mr. Murray to tlu; blacksmith's hovel ?

Why is he so anxious that his visits should renmin undiscover-

ed} After all, is there some latent nobility in his character {

Is he so much better or woi'se than 1 havt; thought him { Per-

haps his love for (lertrude has softened his lusart, perhajjs that

love may l)e his salvation. God grant it ! (jod giant it
!"

The evening breeze rose and sang solemnly through the pine

trees, but to her it seemed only to chant the melancholy refrain,

"My pretty (Jertrude, my i)retty Gertrude."

The chill light of stars fell on the orphan's pathway, iind over

her pale features, where dwelt the retlection of a loneliness—

a

silent desolation, such as she had never realized, even w'hen her

grandfath(!r was snatched from her clinging arms. She pass^'d

through the orchard, startling a covey of partridges that nestlt'd

in the long grass, and a rabbit that had stolen out under cover

of dusk ; and when she came to the fountain, she paused and

looked out over the dark, quiet grounds.

Hitherto duty had worn a smiling, loving countenance, and

walked gently by her side as she crossed the tiowery vales of

L'irlhood; now, the guide was transformed into an angel of
nil!

wrath, })ointing with drawn sword to the gate ot iiitlen.

As the girl's slight tingers locked themselves tightly, her

beautiful lips uttered mournfully :

" What hast thou d-nie, O soul of mine
That thou trciublest so ?

Hast tliou wrought His task, and kept the line

He bade thee "o ?
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All
! the cloud is (lark, and day by day

1 am moving thither :

^ ^ '^i

1 inust pass beneath it on my way—
God inty me ! Whither ?'"

mg for St. Elmo, as I wish to sm^ I /.?• .
""* "^^ ''''"*"

ments for to-moi'rovv '' ^ ^'^
'''"' ^'^'°"^ •'^^'"^ engages

Edna, ring for Hagar."

luipy, blessed ye u', I hvJ^ "" '" ""I '"»«" «ve peaoeful,

bij ""
-^

"" «°"'8 '" ^"^ York U fy to make „y
"You are going to a lunatic asvliim ' Sti.ffi «„what can yon do in New Ym-k ! Tf 'i ,

"onsense I

witli nooi- men and LZTI .1 ''^ "'"''""'y "ver-.stocked

Pooh pooh - yo lo7 !.1''° ?." "" *'"= ^''g" of starvation,

silly."
' ^ ' '™'' ''"' "'"'="8 your bread. Ron't be

ti.e e.xperi„.ent ij^^edi ^ TtLZ^^Tt^'^ 'vtcause I can connnand adv.mta.resX,., f- i

""^ ^".^ '''

obtain in any Southern dtva?,,l 7 •'" ''™'' S"'' «""

e.Kpect to ,vriie i,, pub M .J th'e« fc Mnf
"'"' ""' *,'"=''. ^

l>ay me liberally fo'r .such ar els as he ^ccenfj?-- T

""'
only get a situation winch 1 hear is nLtTl i

" ^ T
-1.1.0H myself. Mrs. Powell :;:;ei':ed7i:tr;;,ieXyT:';:

""J''^?5'.'
""""'"^
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a wciilthy tViond in Yew York who desires to socuro a gover-

ness for her young cliihlren, one of whom is deformed. Slie

said she was excessively particidar as to the chai'acter of the

woman to whose care she couuuitted Ihu- cripple >)oy, and that

slie liad advertised for one who couhl teach him Gr(^ek. I shall

ask Mrs. Powell and Mr. Haunnoiul to telegraph to her to-

morrow and reipiest her not to engage anyone till a letter can

reach her from Mr, Hammond and myself.. I l)elif;v(! Ik* knows

tiie lady, who is very distantly related to Mrs. i'owell. Still,

before I took this step, I felt that I owed it to you to acquaint

you of my intention."
" It is a step which I cannot sanction. I detest that Mrs.

Powell— I utterly loathe the sound of her name, and I sliould

1)0 altogether unwilling to see you domesticated with any of her

'friends.' 1 am surprised that Mr. Haunuond could encourage

any such foolish scheme on your part."

" As yet, he is entirely ignorant of uiy i)lan, for 1 liav(i men-

tioued it to no one except yourself; hut I do not think ho will

oppose it. Dear Mrs. Murray, much as I love you, I csmnot

remain here any longer, for I could not continue^ to owe my
bread even to your kind :ind tender charity. You have edu-

cated me, and only God knows how unutterably grateful I am
for all your goodness ; but now, I could no longer preserve my
solf-respect or be happy as a ilepondent on your bounty."

She had taken INIrs." Murray's hand, and while tears gathered

in her eyes, she kissed the fingers and pressed them against

her cheek.
" If you are too proud to remain here as you have done for

so many years, how do you sup[)oso you can endure the humilia-

tions and affronts which will certainly be your portion when you

accept a hireling's position in the family of a stranger] Don't

you know that of all drudgery that required of governesses

is most fraught with vexation and bitteiness of spirit ? I have

never treated you as an upper servant, but loved you and

shielded you from slights and insults as if you were my niece

or my daughter. Edna, you could not endure the lot you have

selected
;
your proud, sensitive nature would be galled to des-

[teration. Stay here and help me to keep house ; write and

study as much as you like, and do as you please ; only don't

leave mo."

She drew the girl to her bosom, and while she kissed her,

tears fell on the pale face.
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O Mrs. Murray
! it is hard to leave you ! For indeo.l rW.you more than you will ever believe orLxlize "ut I ^s

?^.v li M* '' '': "^^ ^"^^' '"'''^ >'"" ^^^^"1*1 not vvi h rn tof>tay Jiere and be unliapp}'."
^°

'' Unhappy here
! Why .so ? Something is wron-^ and I mn.f

yo^^ ^Edn.: itk
'^-

,

''"^'°'^ ^^^^ ''^^^ mecldlin;-tf.r

the cause of your determination to quit my housjf'
^'"^

JNo Mrs. Murray; if she were not here I should still f..!It my duty to go out and earn mv livin-^ You 1 1, r ./sayn.g wedo not particularly lik^ each 'other t^W^ /l"synpathy between ns, but no bad feeling that I a.n u^it ^'

hei^L.kler!''^
"" "^'"' " """"^'' -scrutinizing the face on

" Edna, can it be my son? Has some harsh speech of Sfiilmos piqued and wounded you?"
^ ^•

Oh
!
no. His mann(>r toward mo ii^ nm'fo .i... , iv

rather more considerate than whl" hi t^ ^ ^^ *b;S'yon know, we are almost stz-angers ; sometimes weeks eWwithout our exchanging a word." i""

"Are you sure you have not had a quarrel with him ? Fknow you dishke him
; I know how exceedingly povok" ,.

r^uent y is; but, child, he is unfortunately' cioitutJ' ^

loj^r^t^ was necessaiy to qualify m^?t;^ t^J^;;^^

girl who'micht bfiT""?^ ?
«o incomprehensible tiiat a youn,

Ms ellianufol^t^ \'f''
^^^^''''^^ ^^^^« '^^^^^ n"«<^«^«« of

one oS ntX^^
^'^ «T^ ^'^-^"'y> -nd idolized byone or tlie noblest, handsomest men I ever knew should r.rnfo' •

to go among strangers and toil for a scanty livelihoo ^^
courHst^'l;"^^ '""^" "'^^^'^^' -^IknowL yo ;

dear li;Lr;^q
. T"an'tmI """^'"T'

'''"^' ">^ ^^'^^^
^

"':^

you ' f find r int. ; ^ ^P- ^ ^""''^ y^"'' I «'^n't «P'"<^

Ciblps I ^ 7 ^? *°° ''^"' n^y «^eet comforter in all mytioubles
! my only real companion V ^

„.;^.:^Ai:«g$te,
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She clasped the orphan closer and wept.

" Oh ! you don't know how precious your love is to my heart,

dear dear Mrs. Murray ! In all this wide woi'ld whom have I

to love me but you and Mv. Hammond 1 Even in the great

sorrow of leaving you, it will gladden me to feel that I possess

so fully your confidence and affection. But I must go away
;

and after a little while you will not miss me ; for Estelle will

be with you, and you will not need me. Ohl it is hard to leave

you ! it is a bitter trial ! But I know what my duty is ; and

were it even more difficult, I would not hesitate. I hope you

will not think me unduly obstinate when I tell you, that T have

fuUv determined to ap])ly for that situation in Now York."

Mrs. Murray pushed the girl from her, and, with a sob,

buried her face in her arms.

Edna waited in vain for her to speak, and finally she stooped,

kissed one of the hands, and said, brokenly, as she left the

room :

" Good night—my dearest—my best friend. If you could

oulv look into my heart and see how it aches at the thought of

separation, you would not add the pain of your displeasure to

tliat which I already suffer."

When the orphan opened her eyes on the following morning,

she found a note pinned to her pillow.

" My Deau Edna : I could not sleep last night, in consequence

of your unfortunate resolution, and I write to beg you, for

my sake, if not for your own, to reconsider the matter. I will

gladly pay you the same salary tliat you expect to receive as gov-

(U'liess, if you will remain as my companion and assistant at Le

J*)Ocage. I cannot consent to give you up ; I love you too well,

my child, to see you quit my house. I shall soon be an old

woman, and then what would I do without my little orphan

girl? Stay with me always, and you shall never know what

want and toil and hardship mean. As soon as you are awake,

come and kiss me good morning, and I shall know that you are

my own dear, little Edna. Affectionately yours,

Ellen Murray."

Edna knelt and prayed for strength to do what she felt duty

sternly dictated ; but, though her will did not fiilter, her heart

bletl, as she wrote a few lines, thanking her l>enefactress for the

affection that had brightened and warmed her whole lonely life,

and assurinsf her the reasons which induced iier to leave Le

Bocage were imperative and unanswer-able.

m
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poet. Yielding to some inexplicable impulse, she slowly and
gently repeated two verses :

" ' restless heart antl fevered brain !

Uniiuict and unstable,

That holy well ut' I.och Maree
Is more than idle fable!

The shadows of a humble will

And contrite heart are o'er it :

Go read its legend

—

"Tru.'^t in God "—
On Faith's white stones before it.'

"

'I

l|, ,i;)|
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CHAPTEK XXT.

" While your decision is inexpressibly painful to me, I shall

not attempt to dissuade you from a I'esolution which I know
has not been lightly or hastily taken. But, ah my child ! what
shall I do without you '?"

Mr. Hammond's eyes filled with tears as he looked at his

pupil, and his hand trembled when he stroked her bowed head.
" 1 dread the separation from you and Mrs. Murray ; but I

know I ought to go ; and I feel that when duty conmiands me
to follow a path, lonely and dreary though it may seem, a light

will be shed before my feet, and a staff will l)e put into my
hands. I have often wondered what the Eti'urians intended to

per.sonify in their Dii Involutl, before whose awful decrees all

other gods bowed. Now 1 feel assured that the chief of the
' Shrouded Gods ' is Duty, vailing her features with a silver-

lined cloud, scorning to parley, but whose unbending linger
rsigus our way—an unei-ring pillar of cloud by day, of fire by
night. Mr. Hammond, I shall follow that stern finger till the
clods on my coffin shut it from mv si<i;ht."

The August sun shining through the lilac and myrtle boughs
that rustled close to the study-window glinted over the pure,
pale face of the orphan, and showed a calm mournfulness in the
eyes which looked out at the (piiet parsonage garden, and far
away to the waving lines against the sky, where

"A golden lustre slept upon the hills."

Just beyond the low, ivy-wreathed stone wall that marked
the boundary of the garden ran a little stream, overhung with
aiders and willows, under whose tremulous shadows rested
contended cattle—some knee deep in water, some browsing

15
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leisurely on imvple-tnftod clover. From the wide, liot fi(>],l

.stretchiii",' awuy on the ojjpo.site side, came the clear metallic'
rini,^ of the scythes, as the mowers sharpened tiiem

; the mellow
whistle of the driver lying on top of the huge hay mass, beneath
which tJie oxen crawled toward tlus lowered bars; and the sweet
gurgling laughter of two romping, sun-burned children, who
swung on at the back of the wagon.
Edna pointed to the peaceful picture, and said :

" If Hos-i
iJonheur could only i)ut that on canvas for me, I would hanc/it
upon my walls in tlu; great city whithei- 1 am going ; and'whcii
my weaiy days of work ended, I could sit down before it and
fold my tired hands and look at it through the mist of tears'till
its blessed calm stole into my heart, and I believed myself omr
more with you, gazing out of the study-window. Ali ! blessed
among all gifted women is Kosa Honheur ! accounted worthy to
wear what other Avomen may not aspire to—the Cross of" the
Legion of Honour

! Yesterday, when I read the description of
the visit of the Kmpress to the studio, I think I was almost as
l)roud and happy as that patient worker at the easel, when oxw
her shoulders was hung the ribbon which France decrees only
to the mighty souls who increase her glory, and before whoin
she bo%ys m reverent gratitude. I am glad that a woman's
hand laid that badge of immoi-tality on womanly slioulders—a
crowned head crowning the Queen of Artists." I wonder if
when obscure and in disguise, she haunted the abattoir du Bonll
and worked on amid the lowing and bleating of the victims—

I

wonder if faith prophesied of that distant day of glorious
recomi)ense, when the ribbon of the Legion fluttered from
Eugenie's white finger.s and .she was exalted above all thrones ^

For who would bart(n- llosa's ribbon for Eugenie's crown-jewels ?

Some day, please God, I hoj^e to be considered worthy to stand
in that studio, in the Rue d'Aasas, and touch llosa Eonheur's
l)ure hand, and tell her how often a poor girl in America <a

blacksmith's grandchild-has clapped her hands and thanked
God for the glory which she has slied—not on France alone, but
upon all womanhood. Bonheur

! blessing indeed! Ah j\Jr.

Hammond ! we all wear our cro.sses, but they do not belon<^ to
the oi'der of the Legion of Honour."

"

The minister inclosed in his own the hand whicli .she had
laid on his knee, and said gently but gravely :

" My child, your ambition is your besotting sin. It is Satan
pointing to the tree of knowledge, tempting you to eat and i'jc-

: il&i'ts^<it!^£- i-ri^ :ijS!^



ST. J'JLMO. 227
I, I (

tie, hot field,

clear metiillic

1 ; the niol low-

mass, beneath
iiul the sweet,

iliikh-en, who

<1 :
" If Kosa

>vould haiii,' it

ig ; and when
before it, and
it of tears till

d myself onco

All ! blessed

ted worthy to

Cross of the

:lescription of

vas almost as

3I, when over

decrees only

before whom
t a woman's
slioulders—

a

I wonder if,

oir du lioide,

e victims—

I

" of glorious

ittered from
all thrones .'

I'own-jewels \

thy to stand

a Eonheur's

America—

a

uid thauk(Ml

ce alone, bnt

i! Ah Mr.
ot belonjr to

ich she had

It is Satan

eat and be-

come 'aa gods.* Search your heart, and I fear you will find

that while you believe you are dedicating your talent entirely

to the service of (lod, there is a spring of selfishness underlying
all. You are too proud, too ambitious of distinction, too eager
to climb to some lofty niche in the temple of fame, where your
name, now unknown, shall shine in the annals of literature and
serve as a beacon to encourage others equally as anxious for

celebrity. I was not surprised to see you in print ; for Ion"-,

long ago, before you realized the extent of your mental dowry,
I saw the kindling of that ambitious spark whose flame gener-
ally consumes the women in whose hearts it burns. The his-

tory of literary females is not calculated to allay the apprehen-
sion that oppresses me, as 1 watch you just setting out on a
career so fraught with trials of which you have never dreamed.
As a class, they are nnirtyrs, uncrowned and uncanonized

;

jeered at by the masses, sincerely ])itied by a few earnest souls
and wept over by the relatives who really love them. Thou-
sands of women have toiled over books that proved millstones
and drowned them in the sea of letters. How many of the
hundreds of fennile writers scattered through the world in this
eentmy, will be remembered six months after the coffin closes
over their weary, haggard fVices ? You may answer, 'They
made their bread.' Ali child ! it would have been sweeter if

earned at the wash-tub, or in the dairy, or by their needles. It
is the rough handling, the jars, the tension of her heart-strings
that sap the foundations of a woman's life, and consign her to
an early grave ; and a Cherokee rose-hedge is not more thickly
set with thorns than a literaiy career with grievous, vexatious,
tormenting disappointments. If you succeed after years of
labour and anxiety and harrassing fears, you will become a tar-
get for envy and malice, and, possibly, for slander. Your own
sex will be jealous of your eminence, considering your super-
iority as an insult to theii- mediocrity ; and mine will either
ridicule or barely tolerate you ; for men detest female competi-
tors in the Olympian game of literature. If you fail, you will
be sneered down till you become embittered, soured, misan-
thropic

; a curse to yourself, a burden to the friends who svm-
patliizT with your blasted hopes. Edna, you have talent, you
write well, you are conscientious ; but you are not De Staiil, or
Hannah More, or Charlotte Bronte, or Elizabeth Browning;
and 1 siuidder when I think of the disappointment that may
overtake all your eager aspirations. If I could be always near
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you, I sliould iu(ltil,<,'o loss iipproliousion for your future
; for 1

believe tliat 1 could iKilp you to bear patiently wliiitciver is in
Htore for you. But fur avviiy anujng Htrangers you must
strugfr],, jilouc."

"Mr. Hammond, I do not rely upon myself, my hope is in
God."

"My child, the days of miraculous inspiration ai-e end(>d."
" Ah I do not discourage me. When the lUshop of Novou

hesitated to consecrate St. liadegund, she said to him, 'Tliou
wilt have to render thy account, and the Shepherd will reijuiie
of thee the souls of his sheep.' My dear sir, your ai)prol),iti.;ii
is the consecration that I desire upon my purpose. God will
not forsake me ; he will strengthen and guide me, and bless mv
Writing, even as he blesses your preaching. Because he gave
you five talents and to me only one, do you think that iirtlic
great day of reckoning mine will not be required of me ? 1 do
not expect to 'enter into the joy of mv Lord' as you will he
worthy do do

; buf, with tlu^ blessing of God, I t>-ust the doom
of the altogether unprofitable servant will not be pronounced
against me."

She had bowed he«' he^d till it rested on his knee, and pie-
Bently the old man put his hands upon the glossy hair and miu'-
mured solemnly :

" And the peace of God Avhich i)asseth all understanding',
shall keep your heart and mind tln-ough Christ Jesus."

*'

_

A brief silence reigned in the study,' broken first by the shout
of the haymakers and the rippling laugh of the children in the
adjacent field, and then by the calm voice of the pastor :

" I have offered you a home with me as long as I have a roof
that I can call my own ; but you prefer to go to New ^'oik,
and henceforth I shall never cease to pray that your resolution
may prove fortunate in all respects. You no longer requiie
my directions in your studies, but I will suggest that it mi -lit

be expedient for you to give more attention to positive and less

to abstract science. Remember those noble words of Sir J)a\id
Brewster, to which, I believe, I have already called your atten-
tion, ' If the God of love is most appro])riately worshipped in

the Christian temple, the God of nature may be e.pially
honoured in the temple of science. PJven from its lofty min-
arets the philosopher may summon the faithful to prayer, and
the priest and the sage may exchange altars without the com-
promise of faith or of knowledge.' Infidelity has shifted the
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l.iittlc-field from niotai)liyHieH to pliysics, fVoin idoalism and
niti iialism to ])(),sitiviisni or rank niatcrialisni ; and in order to

ecr.iujat it successfidly, in order to build up an imperishable
system of ('hristian teleolojjfy, it is necessary that you should
t!ioiou!.ddy ae(|uaint youi > .f with the ' natural sciences,' with
(lyaiiinics, and all the so-called ' inheriuit forces in nature,' or
wlijit Hinnbohlt terms ' primoi-dial nec(!ssity.' This apotheosis
of (lilt, by such men as Moleschott, Uiichnei, and Vogt, is the
icnj Anta'us which, thou,i,'h continually overthrown, sprin<,'s

from mother earth with renewed vigour, and after a litth; while
some Hercules of science will lift the boaster in liis inexorable
ai'ins and crush him."

Here Mr . I'owell entered the room, and Edna rose and* tied
ou her hat.

" Mr. Hammond, will you go over to see Huldah this aft(;r-

noon? Poor little thing! she is in great distress about her
father."

" I fear he cannot live many days. I Aventto see him yester-
day morning, and would go again with you now, but have pro.
mised to baptize two children this evening."
Edna was opening the gate when Gertrude called to lier from

a shaded corner of the yard, and turning, she saw her playing
with a fawn, about whose neck ^;he had twined a long spray of
honeysuckle.

" Do come and see the beautiful present Mr. Murray sent me
several days ago. It is as gentle and playful as a kitten, and
seems to know me already."

(lertrude patted the head of her pretty pet and continued :

"I have often read al)0ut gazelle's eyes, and I wonder if

these are not quite as lovely 1 Very often when I look at them
they reminc' me of youi-s. There 'is such a soft, sad, patient
expression, as if she knew perfectly well that some day the
hunters would be sure to catch her and kill her, and she was
meekly biding her time, to be tui-ned into venison steak, I
never will eat another piece ! The dear little thing ! Edna, do
you know that you have the most beautiful eyes in the world,
except ]\Ir. IMurray's ] His glitter like great stars under long,
long blacky silk fringe. IJy the way, how is ho 1 I have not
seen him for some days and you can have no idea how I do
want to look into his face and heai- his voice, which is so won-
derfully sweet and low. I wrote him a note thanking him for
this little spotted darling ; but he has not answered it—has not
come near me, and I was afraid he might hv. sick."

i
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Gertruflo stole one arm around hor companion's ncn-k and
nestled her golden head against the orphan's shoulder.

" Mr. Murray is very well ; at least appears ho. I saw liim
at breakfast."

" Does he ever talk about niel"
"No; I never heard him mention your name but once, and

then it occurred incidentally."
" O Edna

! is it wrong for me to think about him so couHtantlv'
Don't press your lips together in that sorn, hard way. D.'aiiV
put your arms around me, and kiss me. Oh ! if you could know-
how very much I love him ! How happy I am when he is with
me. Edna, how can 1 hel[) it ] When he touches my hand, and
smih^s down at me, I forget everything else ! I feel as if I

would follow him to the end of the earth. He is a great deal
older than I am

; but how can I remember that, when he is

looking at me with those wonderful eyes 1 The last time I saw
hnn, he said well, something very sweet, and I was sure he
loved me, and I leaned my head against his shoulder ; but lio

would not let me touch him
; he pushed me away with a terril)l(3

frown that wrinkled and blackened his face. Oh ! it seems
an age since then."

Edna kissed the lovely coral lips, and smoothed the bi-i^lit
curls that the wind had blown about the exquisitely moulded
cheeks.

Gertrude, when he asks you to love him, you will have a
right to indulge your af^hction ; but until then you ought not to
allow him to know your feelings, or permit yourself to think so
entirely of him."

^" But do you believe it is wrong for me to love him so nuich i"

" That is a question which your own heart must answer."
Edna felt her own lips were growing cold, and she disenga'^'od

the girl's clasping arms.
Edna, I know you love me ; will you do something for mo ]

Please give him this note. I am afraid that he did not receive
the other, or that he is offended with me."
She drew a dainty, three-cornered envelope from her pocket.
"No, Gertrude; lean be a party to no clandestine corres-

pondence. I have too much respect for your uncle, to assist in
smuggling letters in and out of his house. Beside, your mother
would not sanction the course you are pursuint^."

" Oh
! 1 showed her the other note, and sle only lau«>lied,

and patted my cheek, and sjaid, 'Why, Mignonne ! ho i!s old

gSSS3B5?awiapS
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()noii<,'li to bo yotir father.' This not(^ is only to find out whether
li(! received tlio otlier. I sent it by the servant wlio bronyht
this fawn oh dear mo ! just see what a hole the pretty little

wretch has nibbled in my new Swiss iinislin dicss. Won't
mannna scold ! Ther(% do<j;() away, pet, [ will fc-d you present-

ly. Indeed, Edna, there is no harm in your taking tlie note,

for I give yoti my word miinnna does not care. Do you think
I would toll you a story] JMeiis' , J. .na. It will reach him so

iinich .sooner if you carry it over, tlian if I were to drop it into

the post-office, where it may stay for a week ; and Unclo Allan
has no extra servantB to rtm around on errands for me."

" (jrertnuhi, iw \ you not (h^ceiving me. Are you sure your
mother read the other note and .sanctions this J"

"Certainly; you nuiy ask her if you doubt me. There ! I
nnist hurry in ; mamma is calling me. Dear Edna, if you love
lUf! ! Yes, mamma, I am coming."

Edna could not resist the i)leading of the lovely face jn-essed

cloHe to hers, and with a sigh she took the tiny note and turned
away.

More than a week had elapsed since Mr. Hammond and Mrs.
Powell had written, recommending her for the situation in Mrs.
A \drews' family ; and with feverish impiitience she awaited the
result. During thi.s interval she had not exchanged a word
with Mr. IMurray—had spent much of her time in writing down
in her note-boou such references from the library, as she requir-
ed in her MS.; and Avliile Estelle seemed unusually high-spirited,
]\[rs. Murray watched in silence the or[)han's preparations for
departure.

Absorbed in very painful reflections, the girl walked on
rapidly till she reached the cheerless home of the black-smith,
and knocked at the door.

" Come in, Mr. Murray."
Eilna pushed open the door and v.-alked in.

"It is not Mr. Murray, this time."
" Edna ! I am so glad you happened to come. He would

not let me tell you ; he said he did not wish it known. But
now you are here, you will stay with me, won't vou, till it is
over]"

'
. '

Huldah was kneeling at the side of her father's cot, and Edna
was startled l)y the look of eager, breatliloss anxiety, printed o^
her white, trembling face.

" What does she menu, Mr. Keed ]"
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" Poor little lamb, she is so excited she can lianlly s|)eak and
I am not .stron,i,' onou^h to talk much, iruldah, .liiii'ditrr tell
Miss Edna all ahoiit it."

"Mr. Murray heard all [ said to you about pravin.,' to li.nc
my eyes opened, and ho wont to town that «am«^ cv(min!,r, niid
t('l('<,'rai)hed to some doctor in riiilad.'Iphia, who cures blindness,
to come on and see if he could do anything' for my eyes!
Mr. Muri-ay was here this morning,', and sa'id he had heard tVoni
the doctor, and that he avouM come this afternoon. He said
ho could only stay till the cars left for (Jhatti.noo^ra, as he
must jufo back at once. Yoti know he hush ! There ! there .'

I hear the carriage;, now, O Edna ! pray for me ! Pa, j)ray for
my poor eyes !"

The sweet, childish face was colourless, and tears filled tiu'

filuiy, hazel eyes as lluldah clasped her hands. ]£er lips moved
rapiilly, though no sound was audibl(\
Edna stepp(>d behind the door and peeped through a chink

in tliB planks.

Mr. Murray entered first and beckoned to the stranger, who
paused at the thresi^old, with a case of instruments in his hand.

" Come in, Hugh
; here is your patient, very much frightened

too, I am afraid. Huldah, come to the light."
He drew her to the window, lifted her to a chair, and the

doctor bent down, pushed back his sjjectacles, and cantiously
examined the child's eyes.

" Don't tremble so, Huldah
; there is nothing to be afraid of.

The doctor will not hurt you."
" Oh ! it is not that I fear to be hurt ! Edna, are you

praying for me ?"

" Edna is not hei-e," answered Mr. Murray, glancing round
the room.

" Yes, she is here. I did not t(dl her, but she happened to
come a little while ago. Edna, won't you hold one of my
hands ? () Edna ! Edna !"

Heluctantly the orphan came forward, and, without liftiiii,'

her eyes, took one of the little outstretched hands firmly in
both her own. While Mr. Murray silently appropriated

^

the
other, Huldah whisjjered :

" Please, both of you pray for me."
The doctor raised the eyelids several times, peered long and

curiouoly at the eyeballs, muX opened his case of instruments.
" This is one of those instances of congenital cataract which

.:%^.^.;2, y-^i^»
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iiii<,'lit liavo hccii iclioNcil l«»ii;^' nf^'o. A slif^lit oitcrution will

nuiovo tliu (lilliciilty. St. Kliuo, yon iiskcd nu' iiliout t\u\ pro-

liiiltility of nil iiistiiuhmoouH rostorntioii, nud I Imd l)0«4iiu to

tell you !ilM»iit tliat nisc wliicli VV'ur(li-o[) mentions of ii woniiin

liliad from her binh till sIk; was fortv-Kix vciifH of iv'O. SIk;

coidd not distin<,niish oijjccts for s(!vcrai days. ..."
"Osir; will [ s(M! / Will 1 sec my father I" Ifor tini,'ors

dosed spasmodically over those that ehisped th(!m, and tho

ai,'()iii/.in,i,' suspenso written in her eountonaneo was pitiahle to

contciiuplate,

" Yes, my dear, I liopo so—T think so. You know, ATurray,

the eye has to Ik! trained ; hut Haller mentions a ca.so of a
uohlenian who saw distinetly at various distance's, immediately
after tho cataract was i-emoved from Hie axis of vision. Now,
my little girl, hold just as still as possiblo. 1 shall not hurt
you."

Skilfully ho out through tho mondirane and drew it dowii,

then held his hat hetweon hor eyes and the light stroaming
through the window.

Souio seconds elapsed and sudderdy a cry broke from the
child's lips.

" Oh ! something shines ! there is a light, I believe !"

Mr. Murray throw his handk(n-chief o-nn- her head, caught her
in his arms, and placed her on the side the cot.

"The first face her eyes ever look U|,w i, shall be that which
she loves l)(;st— her father's."

As he withdrew th mdkerclnef, Mr. Reed feebly i.iised his
arms toward h' aid, and whisj)ered :

"My litth lluldah—my daughter, can you see nu^ ]"

She .stoojHd, put her tace close to his, swept h(r small fingers
repeatedl\ over the emaciated features, to convince herself of
the identity of tho new sensation of sight with the old and reli-

abhi sense of touch ; then she threw her head back with a wild
lan^h, a scream of delight.

' Oh ! I see ! Thank God, I see my lather's face 1 My dear
pa : my own dear pa !"

For some moments she hung over the sufferer, kissing him,
murmuring brokenly lier happy, t; ].>r words, and now ami
then resorting to the old sense of touch.

While Edna wiped away tears of joyful sympathy which she
strove in vain to restrain, she ghmced at Mr. Murray, and
wondered how he could stand there watching the scene with
such bright, dry eyes,
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Seeming suddenly to remember that there were other coun
tenances m the world beside that tear-stained one on the pillow
Huldah slipped down from the cot, turned toward the ffroun'
and shaded her eyes with her fingers.

'

*' O Edna
! an't you glad for me ? Where are you ? I know

Jesus would hear me. ' What things soever ye desire, when yo
pray believe that ye receive them, and ye shall have them '

I
did believe, and I see ! I see ! I prayed that God would send
down some angel to touch my eyes, and He sent Mr. Murrav
and the doctor." "^

After a pause, during which the oculist prepared some band-
ages, Huldah added :

" Which one is Mr. Murray? Will you, please, come to me 1My ears and my fingers know you, but my eyes don't."
He stepped forward, and putting out her hands she grasped

Ins, and turned her untutored eyes upon him. Before he could
suspect her design she fell at his feet, threw her arms around
his knees, and exclaimed :

•' How good you are ! How shall I ever thank you enough ?

How good." She clung to him and sobbed hysterically
Edna saw him lift her from the floor and put her back beside

her father, while the doctor bandaged her eyes; and waiting to
Hear no more, the orphan glided away and hurried along the
road. '='

Ere she had proceeded far, she heard the quick trot of the
horses the toU of the carriage. Leaning out as they overtook
iier, Mr. Murray directed the driver to stop, and swinging open
the door, he stepped out and approached her.

" The doctor dines at Le Bocage : will you take a seat with
ns,^ or do you, as usual, prefer to walk alone V

n"^^^^^.^
^°"' ^"'

'
^ ^"^ "o* going home now. I shall

walk on.

He bowed, and was turning away, but she drew the delicately
pertumed envelope from her jacket.
"Mr. Murray, I was requested by the writer to hand you

this note, as she feared its predecessor was lost by the servant
to whom she intrusted it."

He took it, glanced at the small, cramped, school-girlish
handwriting, smiled, and thrust it into his vest-pocket sayin<'
in a low, earnest tone :

*

" This is, indeed, a joyful surprise. You are certainly more
reliable than Henry. Accept my coi-dial thanks, which "l havo



5d some band-

e a seat with

ow. I shall

ST. ELMO. 235

not time to reiterate. I generally prefer to owe my happiness

entirely to Gertrude ; but in this instance I can boar to receive

it through the medium of your hands. As yoii are so prompt
and trusty, I may trouble you to carry my answer."

The carriage rolled on, leaving a cloud of dust which the

evening sunshine converted into a glittering ti'ack of glory, and
seating herself on a grassy bank, Edna leaned her head against

the body of a tree ; and all the glory passed swiftly away, and
she was alone in the dust.

As the sun went down, the pillared forest aisles stretching

westward filled first with golden haze, then glowed with a light

redder than Phthiotan wine poured from the biirning beaker of

the sun ; and only the mournful cooing of doves broke the

solemn silence as the pine organ whispered its low coranacb for

the dead day ; and the cool shadow of coming night crept,

purple-mantled, velvet-sandaled, down the forest glades.
" Oh ! if I had gone away a week ago ! before I knew there

was any redeeming charity in his sinful nature ! If I could

only despise him utterly, it would be so much easier to forget

liim. Ah ! God pity me ! God help me ! What right have I

to think of Gertrude's lover—Gertrude's husband ! I ought to

be glad that he is nobler than I thought, but I am not ! Oh !

I am not ! I wish I had never known the good that he has
done. Edna Earl ! has it come to this 1 has it come to this ]

How I despise—how I hate myself !"

Rising, she shook back her thick hair, passed her hands
over her hot temples, and stood listening to the distant whistle

of a partridge—to the plaint of tlxe lonely dove nestled among
tlie pine boughs high above her ; and gradually a holy calm
stole over her face, fixing it as the merciful touch of death stills

features that have long writhed in mortal
struggling heart entered a strength which
weary, wrestling, honest souls turn from human sympathy, seek
the hallowed cloisters of Nature, and are folded tenderly in the
loving arms of Mother Cybelo, who ' never did betray the heart
that loved her.'

** Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,

And the round ocean and the living air,

And the blue sky . . . 'Tis her privilege,

Tlirnugh all thf. yep.rs of tliis our lifo, to lead
From joy to joy ; for she can so inform
Tlie mind that is M'ithiu us, so impress
With f^uiotuess and beauty, and so feet!

Into her

comes only when
agonv.
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Witli lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
IJash juilgnionts, nor tlie sneers of selHsh men,
Kor greetings where no kiiidness is—nor all

The dreary intercourse of daily life,

Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb
Our cheerful faith, that all wliieh we behold
Is full of blessing."

To her dewy altars among tlie inountains of Gilead fled Jopli-
tliah'.s daiigliter, in the diiys when she sought for strength to
fulfil her father's battle-vow; and into her pitying stai-ry eyes
looked stricken llizjiah, from those dreary rocks where love
held faithful vigil, guarding the bleaching bones of her darling
dead, sacrificed for the sins of Saul.

CHAPTEK XXII.

" Mrs. Andrews writes that I must go on with as little delay
as possible, and I shall start early Monday morning, as I wish
to stop for one day at Chattanooga."
Edna rose and took her hat from the study-table, and Mr.

Hammond asked :

" Do you intend to travel alone 1
"

" I shall be compelled to do so, as I know of no one who is

going on to New York. Of course, I dislike very much to
travel alone, but in this instance I do not see how I can avoid
it."

" Do not put on your hat—stay and spend the evening with
me."

" Tliank you, sir, I want to go to the church and practise for
the last time on the organ. After to-morrow, I may never
sing again in our dear choir. Perhaps I may come back after
a while and stay an hour or two with }ou."

During the past year she had accustomed herself to ])ractising
every Saturday afternoon the hymns selected by Mr. Hammond
for the services of the ensuing day, and for this purpose had
been furnished by the sexton with a key, which enabled her to
enter the church whenever inclination promi)ted. The church-
yard was peaceful and silent .as the pulKoJess dust in its numer
ous sepulchres

; a beautiful red-bird sat on the edge of a marble
VJ^se that crowned the top of on*; of the monuments, and

i '.I
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leisurely drank the water which y(;.ster(lay's cloiuls had poured
there, and a rabbit nibbled the h'aves of a cluster of pinks
growing near a chihl's grav^e.

Edna entered the cool church, went up into the gallery, and
sat down before the organ. For some time the low, solemn
tones whis})ered among the fluted columns that supported the
gallery, and gradually swelled louder and fuller and richer as
she sang

:

"Cast thy burden on the Lord."

Her magnificent voice faltered more than once, and tears fell

thick and ftist on the keys. Finally she turned and looked
down at the sacred spot where she had been baptized by Mr.
Hammond, and where she had so often knelt to receive the
sacrament of the Lord's Suppe)-.

The church was remarkably handsome and tasteful, and cer-

tainly justified the pride with which the villagers exhibited it

to all strangers. The massive mahogany pew-doors were elabor-
ately carved and surmounted by small crosses ; the tall, arched
windows were of superb stained glass, representing the twelve
apostles ; the floor and Vialustrade of the altar, and the grand,
'

! -Jiic pillared pulpit, were all of the purest white marble ; and
.:a])itals of the airy, elegant columns of the same material,

caat supported the organ gallery, were ornamented with rich
grape-leaf mouldings ; while the large window behind and above
the pulpit contained a figure of Christ bearing the Cross—

a

noble copy of the great painting of Solario, at Berlin,
As the afternoon sun shone on the glass, a flood of ruby light

fell from the gai-ments of Jesus upon the glittering marble be-
neath, and the nimbus that radiated around the ciown of thorns
caught a glory that was dazzling.

With a leeling of axioration that no language could adequately
express, Edna had wat(died and studied this costly painted
window for five long years : had found a marvellous fascination
in the i)allid face stained with purplish blood-drops ; in the parted
lips quivering with hunnin pain and anguish of spirit ; in the
unfathomable divine eyes that pierced the veil and rested upon
the Father's face. Not all the sermons of Bossuet, or Cliaimers,
or Jeremy Taylor, or Melville, had power to stir the great
dpeps of her Rnnl like one glauco of that p,ale, tliorn crowned
Christ, wlio looked in voiceless woe and sublime resignation over
the world he was dying to redeem.

Il
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To-day she gazed up at the picture of Emmanuel, till her
eyes grew dim with tears, and she leaned hei- head against the
mahogany railing and murmured sadly :

" ' And he that taketh not his cross, and followeth after me,
is not wortJiy of me !' Strengthen me, O my Saviour ! so that
I neither faint nor stagger under mine !"

The echo of her words died away among the arches of the
roof, and all was still in the sanctuary. The swaying of the
trtas outside of the windows threw now a golden shimmer, then
a violet shadow over the gleaming altar pavement ; and the sun
sank lower, and the nimbus faded, and the wan Christ looked
ghastly and toil-spent.

" Kdna ! My darling ! my darling !"

The pleading cry, the tremulous, tender voice so full of pathos,
rang startlingly through the silent church, and the orphan
sprang up and saw Mr, Murray standing at her side, with liis

arms extended toward her, and a glow on his face and a look in

his eyes which she had never seen there before.

She drew back a few steps and gazed wonderingly at him

;

but he followed, threw his arm around her, and, despite lier

resistance, strained her to his heart.
" Did you believe that I would l.'t you go? Did you dream

that I would see my darling leave me, and go out into tlie

world to be buffeted and sorely tried, to struggle with f)oveitv—and to suffer alone ] O silly child ! I would part with my
own life sooner than give you up ! Of what value would it be

without you, my pearl, my sole hope, my only love, my own
pure Edna "

" Such language you have no right to utter, and I none to

hear ! It is dishonourable in you and insulting to me. Ger-
trude's lover cannot, and shall not, address such words to me.
Unwind your arms instantly ! Let me go !"

She struggled hard to free herself, but his clasp tightened,

and as he pressed her face against his bosom, he threw his head
back and laughed :

*' ' Gertrude's lover !' Knowing my history, how could you
believe that possible 1 Am I, think you, so meek and forgiving

a spirit as to turn and kiss the hand that smote me 1 Gertrude's
lover ! Ha ! ha ! ! Your jealousy blinds you, my "

" I know nothing of your history ; I have never asked ; I

have never been told one word ! Jiut 1 am not blind, 1 know
that you love her, and I know, too, that she fully reciprocates
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your aifection. If you do not wish nie to despise you utterly,

leave me at once."

He laughed again, and put his lips close to her ear, saying
softly, tenderly—ah ! how tenderly :

" Upon my honour as a gentleman, I solemnly swear that I
love but one woman ; that I love her as no other woman ever
was loved ; with a love that passes all language ; a love that is

the only light and hope of a wrecked, cursed, unutterably
iiiiseiable life ; and that idol which I have set up in the lonely
gray ruins of my heart is Edna Earl !"

" I do not believe you ! You have no honour ! With the
touch of Gertrude's lips and arms siill on yours, you come to me
and dare to perjure yourself ! O Mr. Murray ! Mr. Murray !

I did not believe you capable of such despicable dissimulation !

In the catalogue of your sins, I never counted deceit. I thought
you too proud to play the hypocrite. If you could realize how
I loathe and abhor you, you would get out of my sight ! You
would not waste time in words that sink you deeper and deeper
in shameful duplicity. Poor Gertrude ! How entirely you
mistake your lover's character ! How your love will change to
scorn and detestation !"

In vain she endeavoured to wrench away his arm, a band of
steel would have been as flexible ; but St. Elmo's voice harden-
ed, and Edna felt his heart throb fiercely against her cheek as
he answered

:

" When you are my wife you will repent your rash words,
and blush at the remembrance of having told your husband
that he was devoid of honour. You are piqued and jealous,
just as I intended you should be ; but, darling, I am not a
patient man, and it frets me to feel you struggling so desper-
ately in the arms that hencefortli will always enfold you. Be
(luiet and hear me, for I have much to tell you. Don't turn
your face away from mine

;
your lips belong to me. I never

kussed Gertrude in my life, and so help me God, I never will !

Hear "

*' No ! I will hear nothing ! Your touch is profanation. I
would sooner go down into my grave, out there in the church-
yard, under the granite slabs, tlian become the wife of a man

unprincipled. I am neither piqued nor jealous, for your
affairs cannot affect my life ; I am only astonished and morti-
tietl and grieved. I would sooner feel the coil of u serpent
around my waist than your arms."

!l t'
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Instantly tliey fell iiwuy. Ho crossed them on his chest, and
his voice sank to a husky wliisper, as the wind hushes itself

just before the storm breaks.
" Edna, God is my witness that I am not deceiving you ; that

my words come from the great troubled depths of a'wretchcd
heart. You said you knew nothing of my history, I tind it

more difHcult to believe you than you to credit my declarations.
Answer one question : Has not your pastor taught you to dis-

trust me '? Can it be possible that no hint of the past has fallen

from his lips 1"

" Not one unkind word, not one syllable of your history has
he uttered. I know uo more of your past than if it were
buried in mid-ocean."

Mr. Murray placed her iA one of the cushioned chairs design-
ed for the use of the choir, and leaning back against the railing
of the gall(!iy, lixed his eyes on Edna's face.

•'Then it is not surprising that you distrust me, for you know-
not my prorocation. Edna,' will you be patient ? Will you go
back with me over the scorched and blackened track of an
accursed and sinful life? Ha! it is a hideous waste I am invit-

ing you to traverse ! Will you i"

" I will hear you, Mr. Murray, but nothing that you can say
will excul[)ate your duplicity to Gertrude, and "

•' D—n Gertrude ! T ask you to listen, and suspend your
judgment till you know the circumstances."
He covei-e(l Jiis eyes with his hand, and in the brief silence

she heai-d the ticking of his watch.
" Edna, I roll away the stone from the charnel-house of the

[tast, and call *"
!i the Lazai'us of my buried youth, my hopes,

1 y laith in G a, my trust in human nature, my charity, my
.!. luhtered manhood ! My Lazarus has tenanted the grav(! for

1 early twenty years, and comes forth, at my bidding, agriiiuing
skeleton. You may or may not know that my father, Paul
Murray, died when I was an infant, leaving my mother the sole

guardian of my property and person. I grew up at Le P.oeage
nnder the training of Mr. Hammond, my tutor ; and my only

associate, my companion from earliest recollection, was liis soil

Murray, who was two years my senior, and named for my
father. The hold whicli that boy took upon my affection w:i^s

wonderful, inexplicable ! He wound me round his finger as

you wind the silken threads with which you embroider." We
studied, read, i)layed together. I was never contented out of
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his sight, never satisfied until 1 saw him liberally suppH(>d with
everythmg that gave nu* pleasui-e. 1 believe I was very pre
cocious, and made extraordinary strides in the path of learnin<r-
at all events, at sixteen I was considered a remarkable boy'
Mr. Hammond had six children ; and as his salary was rather
meagre, I uisisted on paying his son's expenses as well as my
own when I went to Yale. 1 could not bear that my Damon
my Jonathan, should be out of my sight ; 1 must have my idol
always uuth mo. His father was educating him for the minis-
try, and he hail already commenced the study of theolo"y • but
no! I must have him with me at Yale, and so to Yalew went.
Ihad fancied myself a Christian, had Joined the church, was
zea ons and faithful m all my religious duties. In a fit of pious
enthusiasm I planned this church—ordered it built The cost
vvas enormous, and my mother objected, but I intended it as a
shrine for the ' apple of my eye,' and where he was concerned,
what mattered the expenditure of thousands? Was not mv
fortune quite as much at his disposal as at mine 1 I looked
forward with fond pride to the time when 1 should see mv i.lol
-Murray Hammond- standing in yonder shining iHilnit^ Ha '

.It this iiLstant It is filled with a hideous spectre? I see him
there! His form and features mocking me, daring me to for-
get! Handsome as ApoDo ! treacherous as Apollvon i"

He paused, pointing to the pure marble pile where a violetHame sc.med flickering, an.l then with a groan bowed his headupon the rading. When he snoke ifr..iii l.iv f

.

V
l,n« .,,,.1 1.,-. V !i ^ ag.un, ins face wore an ashy
Hue, and Ins stern mouth was unsteady.

'; Hallowed days of my blessed boyhood ! Ah ' thev risebe ore me now, like holy, burning sLs, breaking ^t'ii a
.torniy howling night, making the blackness blacket- still ' Myshort happy springtime of life ! So full of noble asnirations ofg^owmg hopes of philanthropic schemes, of JZ^^;:^.
je ts I ^ould do so much good with my money ! my heart^va brimming with generous impulses, with warm symmtl y

i ^^ls r.l T^'f ''^f
'^''''^ '''^^'' =^"^^ remember all

t\T : 1
^'''''^y ^* '''y ^^^"«' tJ^« "«l>ilifcy of mv char-

ts L.tl'"^?r'^ °^
'I'.y

'''^'^'-^ ^^« -^^ ---I- tlu/pe le
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; before man spoiled God's handiwork

IG

I 1'
f

I m

t

'

i

I *>
'.

hi

1/

-1^ «3KaWO^!-4JfL^_j ^J. '
^ ^



f""

242 ST. ELMO.

Back ! back to your shroud and sepulchre, O Lazarus of 1113-

youth ! and when I am called to the final judgment, rise for

me ! stand in my place, and confront those who slaughtered

you ! My affection for my chum, Murniy,

increased as I gx-ew up to manhood, and there was not a dream

of my brain, a hope of my heart which was not confided to hiin,

I reverenced, I trusted, I almost—nay I quite worshipped him !

Wlien I was only eighteen I began to love his cousin, whose

father was pastor of a church in New-Haven, and whose motiier

was Mr. Hammond's sister. You have seen her. She is beau-

tiful even now, and you can imagine how lovely Agnes Hunt

was in her girlhood. She was the belle and j)et of the students,

and before 1 had known her a month, 1 was her accepted lover.

I loved her with all the devotion of my chivalric, ardent, boyish

nature ; and for me he professed the most profound attach-

ment. Her parents favoured our wishes for an early marriage,

but my mother refused to sanction such an idea until I had

completed my education, and visited the old world. I was an

obedient, affectionate son then, and yielded respectfully; but

as the vacation approached, I prepared to come home, hop-

ing to prevail on mother to consent to my being married

just before we sailed for Europe the ensuing year, after

I graduated. Murray was my confidant and adviser. In his

sympathizing ears I poured all my fond hopes, and he insisted

that I ought to take my lovely bride with me ; it would be

cruel to leave her so long ; and beside, he was so impatient for

the happy day when he should call me his cousin. He declined

coming home, on the plea of desiring to prosecute his theolo-

gical studies with his uncle, Mr. Hunt. Well do I recollect

the parting between us. I had left Agnes in tears—inconsol-

able because of my departure ; and I flew to Murray for words

of consolation. When I bade him good-bye my eyes were full

of tears, and as he passed his arm around my shoulders, I

whispered, 'Murray, take care of my angel Agnes for mel

watch over and comfort her while I am away.' Ah ! as 1

stand here to-day, I hear again ringing over the ruins of the

past twenty years, his sweet, loving, musical tones answering

;

" ' My dear boy, trust her to my care. St. Elmo, for your

dear sake I will steal time from my books to cheer her while

you are absent. But hurry back, fur you know I find black

letter more attractive than blue eyes. God bless you, my

precious friend. Write to me constantly.'"
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"Since then, I always sliudder involuntuvilv wlirn T liear
parting friends bless oacii other— for wf>]|, welfdo J know the
stinging curse coiled ui) in those smooth, liciuid words ! I came
hoine ami busied myself in the erection of this church

; in plans
for Murray's advancenu;nt in life, as well as my own. My
importunity prevailed over my mother's sensible objections and
she finally consented that I should take my bride to Europe •

while I had informed Mr. Haniuiond thfit I wished Murray to
accompany us, that I would gladly pay his travellin<r expenses
—I was so anxious for him to see the East, especiallf Palestine
Full ot happy hopes, I hurried back earlier than I had intended
imd reached New-Haven very unexi)ectedly. The nhdit was
bright with moonshine, my lieart was bright with hope,'iind too
eager too see Agnes, whose letters had breathe<l the most tender
solicitude and attachment, I rushed up the steps, and was told
that she was walking in the little flower-garden. Down the
path I hurried, and stopped as I heard her silvery laugh blend-
ed with Murray's

; then my name was pronounced in tones that
almost petrified me. Under a large apple-tree in the parsonacre-
garden they sat on a wooden-bench, and only the tendrils and
branches of an ]sa'.)ella grape-vine divided us. I stood there
grasping the vine—looking through the leaves at the two whom
1 had so idolized

; and saw her beautiful golden head flashincr
in the moonlight as she rested it on her cousin's breast • heard
and saw their kisses

; heard what wrecked, blasted me •

1 heard myself ridiculed—sneered at—maligned ; heard that I
was to be a mere puppet-a cat's paw ; that 1 was a doting,
silly fool—easily hoodwinked; that she found it difficult
ahnost impossible, to emlure my caresses

; that she shuddered
111 my arms, and fiew for haiipiness to his ! I lieard that from
the beginning I had been duped ; that they had always loved
each other—always would; but poverty \stubbornly barred
then- marriage-and she must be sacrificed to secure my prince-
ly fortune for the use of both ! All that was uttered I cannotnow recapitulate

;
but it is carefully embalmed, and lies in the

little laj Mahal, smong other cherished souvenirs of mv
ZTjSTm'^" ^^' ^ ''""''^ '^''''' I ^^^^« transformed

;

the soul of fet. Elmo s^eemed to pass away-a fiend took possession
of me; love died, hope with it -and an insatiable thirst for
vengeance set my blood on fire. During those ten minutes mywhole nature was warped, distorted

; my life blasted-mutilated
-deformed. The loss of Agnes' love I could have borne, nay

H*'*"
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-ifool that 1 WHS !—I think my quoiidiiui geueroim attection tbv

Murray would have made mo i-oliiuiuish her almost resi^uc(lly,

if his happiness had demanded the sacrifice on my part. If ho

had come to me frankly and acknowledged all, my insaiu!

idolatry would have made me place her hand in his, and remove;

the barrier of poverty ; and the assurance that I had socuicil

his life-long happiness would have sutticed for mine. ( )h 1 the

h(nght and depth and marvellous strength of my love for that

man passes comprehension ! But their scorn, their sneers at

my weak credulity, their bitter ridicule of my awkward, over-

grown boyishness, stung me to desperation. I wonderc^d if 1

were insane, or dreaming, or the \ ictim of some Iiorril.lc

delusion. My ' <'ins ran tire as I listened to the tangling of

her silvery voice with tlie rich melody of his, and I turned and

left the garden, and walked back toward the town. The uioou

was full, but 1 staggered and groped mv way like one blind to

the college buildings. 1 knew where a pair of pistols was k('[it

by one of the students, and possessing myself of them, I wander-

ed out on the road leading to the parsonage, I was aware that

Murray intended coming into the town, and at last I reeled into

a shaded spot near the road, and waited for him. Oh '. tin;

mocking glory of that cloudless night ! To this day, I hate tlu;

cold glitter of stars, and the golden sheen of midnight moons

:

For the first time in my life, I cursed the world and all it hold

;

cursed the contented cricket singing in the grass at my feet

;

cursed the" blood ift my arteries, that beat so thick and fust, I

could not listen for the footsteps I was waiting for. At last 1

heard him whistling a favourite tune, which all our lives we had

whistled together, as we hunted through the woods around Le

Bocage ; and, as the familiar so\ind of ' The Braes of Balquither

'

drew nearer and nearer, I sprang up with a cry that must have

rung on the night air like the yell of some beast of prey. Of all

tha? passed, I only know that I cursed and insulted and mad-

dened him till he accepted the pistol, which 1 thrust into lr.>

hand. We moved ten paces apart—and a couple of students

who happened, accidentally, to pass along the road and heard

our altercation, stopped at our request, gave the word of coni-

mand, and we tired simultaneously. The ball entered Murpiy's

heart, and he fell dead without a word. I was severely wounded

in the chest, and now 1 wear the ball here in my side. Ah
:

;;

precious in memoriavi of murdered confidence !"

Until now Edna had listened breathlessly, with her eyes upon

"^2^.:^-^.
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sntered Murrav'

Lth her eyes upon

Ills ; but hero a groan escaped her, and she shuddered violently,

;uul hid iier face in her hands.

Mr. Murray mine nearer, stood close to lior, and hurried on :

" My last memory of my old idol is as he lay with his hand-

some, treacherous face turned nyt to the moon ; and the hair

which As^nes had been tingerinfr, dabbled with dew and the

hlood that oozed down from liis side. When I recovered my
consciousness, Murray Hammond had been three weeks in his

grave. As soon as I was able to travel, my mother took me
to Europe, and for ti\e years we lived in Paris, Naples, or

wandered to and fro. Then she came houje, and 1 plunged into

the heart of Asia. After two years I returned to Paris, and
gave myself up to every species of dissipation. I drank,

gambled, and my midniglit carousals would sicken your soul,

were I to paint all their hideousness. You have read in the

Scriptures of persons possessed of devils ? A savage, mocking,
tearing devil held me in l)ondage. I sold myself to my Mep-
histopheles, on condition that my revenge might be complete.

I liated the whole world with an intolerable, murderous hate
;

iiud to mock and make my race suffer was the oidy real pleasure

1 found. The very name, the bare mention of religion maddened
me. A minister's daughter, a minister's son, a minister him-

self, had withered my young lite, anrl I blasphemously derided

all holy things. O Edna my darling ' it is impossible to

aiut all the awful wretchedness of that j)eriod, when I walked
in the world seeking victims and finding* many. Verily,

' There's not a crime

But takes its proper change out still in crime.

If once runj; on the counter of this world,

Let sinners look to it.

'

Ah ! upon how many lovcdy women have I visited Agnes*
sin of hypocrisy ! Into how many ears have I poured tender

words, imtil fair hands were as good as offered to me, and I

turned their love to mockery ! I hated and despised all wo-
manhood , and even in Paris I became celebrated as a heartless

triHer with the affections I won and trampled under my feet.

Whenever a brilliant and beautiful woman crossed my path, I

attached myself to her train of admirers, \intil I made her ac-

knowledge my power and give public and unmistakeable mani-
TPstation of her oreference for me then 1 left her—a ^"i>r"et for

tile laughter of her circle. It was not vanity ; oh ! no, no !

That springs from self-love, and I had none. It was hate of

11 ^^^
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everything luuimii, cHpeciully of evfu-ythiiig foiniuiiio. One of

tli() fairest I'ucvh that vvvv hrightcituid the huimts of fuHliion - a

queouly, elegant girl—the; pet of her family and of .society,

now wears serge garments and a black veil, and is imnuind in

an Italian convent, because I entirely won her luNirt ; and wlicn

she wait(;d for mv. to declare my affection and ask her to become

my wife, I (juitted luu- side; for that of another belle, and lU'wv

visited her again. On the day when she bid adiini to tlie world,

I was innong the s|)(H'tators ; and as her niournfid but lovely

eyes sought mine, I lauglufd, and gloried in the desolation I

Inul wrought. Sick of EurojK?, I came home. . . .

• And to 11 part I corn*' where no light .-shines.'

My tem[>ting fiend pointed me to one who.se suftering v.oiiM

atone for much of my misery. Edna, I withhoh) notliiiii,':

There is much 1 might conceal, but 1 scorn to do so. Duriui;

one terrible, fatal winter, scarlet fever had de|)riv(Hl Mr. Jiam-

mond of four children, leaving him an only daughter—Annie

—the image of her brother Muri-: . . Her health was fecjble
;

consumption was stretcliing its skeleton hands toward Inn-, and

hei- father watched iier as a gardener tends his pet—choice

—

delicate, exotic. She was about sixteen, very i)retty, very

attractive. After Munay's d«'ath, I never spoke to Mr. Ham-
mond, never crossed his path ; but I met his daughter, without

his knowledge, and finally I made her confess her love for me.

I ottered her my hand ; she accepted it. A day was ai>i)ointed

for an elopement and marriage ; the hour came : she left the

parsonage, but I did not meet her here on the steps of tlii.s

church as I had promised, and she received a note, full of scorn

and derision, explaining the revengeful motives that had actu-

ated me. Two hours later, her lather found her insensible on

the steps, and the marble was drip[)ing with a hemorrhage of

blood from the lungs. The dark stain is still there
;
you must

have noticed it. I never saw her again. She kept her room

from that day, and died thi-ee months after. When on her death-

bed she sent for me, but I refused to obey the summons. As

I stand here, I see through the window the gray, granite \'ault

overgrown with ivy, and the marble slab where sleep in tui-

timely death IVTurray and Annie Hammond, the victims of my
insatiable revenge. Do you wonder that I doubted you when

von said that aliiicted father. Allan Hammond, had never

uttered one unkind word about me V
Mr. Murray pointed to a quiet corner of the church-yard,

II

iii.
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hut Edna did not lift her face, and he lieard the half-sniotliered,

shuddering moan that struggled up as she listened to him.

He [)ut his hand on hers, but she shivered and shrank away

from him.
" Years passed. I grew more nnd more savage; the very

power of loving aeemed to have died out in my nature. My
mother endeavoured to drag me into society, but T was surfeited,

sick of the world—sick of my own excesses ; and gradually 1

hecame a recluse, a surly misanthrope. How often ii.ive 1

laughed bitterly over those words of Mill's :
' Yet nothing is

more certain than that improvement in luunan aftairs is wholly

the work of the uncontented characters !' My indescribable,

my tormenting discontent, daily belied his aphorism. My
mother is a woman of stern integrity of character, and sincerity

of puri)oso ; but she is worldly and ambiti(ms, and inordinsi iely

piouti, and for her ifji^ion I had lost ah resi)ect. Again I

went abroad, so) i> to k'U time; was absent two y°ars and

came back. I hid ansae :ed the world, and was disgusted,

hopeless, ])rematui"ly old. A week after my return I was at-

tacked by a very m; !*.^iiuat fever, and my life was despaired of,

hut I exulted in the thought that at last I should find oblivion.

I refused all remedies and lict at deti:ince all medical advice,

hoping to hasten the end ; but death cheated me. I rose

from my bed of sickness, cursing the mockery, realizing that,

indeed

:

* The gooil die first.

And they wliose hearts are dry 'is suiamer dust

Burn to the socket.

'

Some months after my recovery, while I was out on a camp-
hunt, you were brought to Lo 13ocage, and the sight of you
made me more vindictive than ever, I believed you selfishly

designing, and I could not bear that you should remain under
tlie same roof with me. I hated children as I hated men and
women. But that day when you defied me in the i»ark, and
told me I was sinful and cruel, I began to notice you closely.

I weighed your words, watched you when you little dreamed
that I was present, and often concealed myself in order to listen

to your conversation. I saw in your character traits that an-

noyed me, be< luse they were noble, and urdike what I had
believed all womanhood or girlhood to be. I was aware that

you dreaded and disliked me ; J saw that very clearly, every
time I had occasion to speak to you. How it all came to pass

I.,"

. iht-i
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I cannot tell—I know not— and it has always V)een a mystery
even to me ; but, Edna, after the long lapse of years of sin iuid

r(^ckless dissi})ation, my heart stirred and turned to you, cliild

tliough yon were, and a strange, strange, invincible love for

yo\i sprang fi-om the bitter ashes of a dead affection for Agnes
Hunt. I wondered at myself; I sneered at my idiotcy ; I

cursed my mad folly, and tried to believe you as unprincipled
as I had found others; but the singular fixscination strengthened
day by day. Finally, I determined to tempt you, hoi)ing tliat

your duplicity and deceit would wake me from the second dream
into which I feared there was danger of my falling. Tliinkiiif;'

that at your age curiosity was the strongest emotion, I carefully

arranged the interior of the Taj Mahal, so that it would Ije

impossible for you to open it without being discovered ; and
putting the key in your hands, I went abroad. I wanted to

satisfy myself that you were unworthy, and believed you would
betray the trust. For four years I wandered, restless, impatient,

scorning myself more and more because I could not forget your

sweet, pure, haunting face ; because, despite my jeers, I knew
that I loved you. At last I wrote to my mother from Fgyj)t

that I would go to Central Pm^sia, and so I intended. J3ut one

night as I sat alone, smoking amid the ruins of the propylou ut

Philoe, a vision of Le Bocage rose before me, and your dear face

looked at me from the lotus-crowned columns of the ancient

temple. I forgot the hate I bore all mankind ; I forgot every-

thing but you; your pure, calm, magnificent eyes; and tlv

longing to see you, my darling—the yearning to look into your

eyes once more, took possession of me. I sat there till the

great, golden, dewless dawn of the desert fell upon Egypt, and

then came a struggle long and desperate. I laughed and swore

at my folly ; but far down in the abysses of my distorted nature

hope had kindled a little, feeble, tlickei'ing ray. I tried to

smother it, but its flame clung to some crevice in my heart,

and would not be crushed. While I debated, a pigeon that

dwelt somewhere in tlie crumbling tem])le fluttered down at

my feet, cooed softly, looked in my face, then perched on a

mutilated, red granite si)hinx immediately in front of me, and

after a moir.3nt rose, circled above me in the ])ure, rainless air

and flew westward. I accepted it as an omen, and startetl to

America instead of to Persia. On the niglit of the tenth of

iJecember, four yeai-s after I bade you good-by at the park gate.

I was again at Le Bocage, Silently and undiscovered T stole
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into my own house, and secreted myself behind the curtains in

the library. I had been there one hour when you and Gordon
Leigh came in to examine the Targum. O Edna ! how little

you dreamed of the eager, hungry eyes that watched you !

During that hour that you two sat there bending over the same
book, I became thoroughly convinced that while I loved you as

I never expected to love anyone, Goi^don loved you also, and
intended if possible to make you his wife. I contrasted my
worn, haggard face and grayish locks with his, so full of manly
hope and youthful beauty, and I could not doubt that any girl

would prefer him to me. Edna, my retribution began then. I

felt thot my devil was mocking me, as I had long mocked others,

and made me love you when it was impossible to win you.

Then and there I was tempted to spring upon and throttle you
both before he trium})hant]y called you h;s. At last Leigh left,

imd I escaped to my own rooms. I was pacing the floor when
I heard you cross the rotiindo, and saw the glimmer of the light

you carried. Hoping to see you open the little Taj, I crawled

behind the sarcophagus that holds m^ two mummies, crouched
close to the floor, and peeped at you across the gilded byssus

that covered them. My eyes, I have often been told, possess

magnetic or mesmeric power. At all events, you felt my eager

gaze, you were restless, and searched the room to discover

whence that feeling of a human presence came. Darling, were
you superstitious, that you avoided looking into the dark corner

where the mummies lay 1 Presently you stopped in front of

the little tomb, and swept away the spider-web, and took the
key from your pocket, and as yoTi put it into the lock I almost
sliouted aloud in my savage triumph ! T absolutely panted to

find Leigh's future wife as unworthy of confidence as I believed

the remainder of her sex. But you did not open it. You
merely drove away the spider and rubbed the marble clean with
your handkerchief, and held the key between your fingers.

Then my heart seemed to stand still, as I watched the light

streaming over your beautiful, holy face and warm ci-imson

<lreHs ; and when you put the key in your pocket and turned
away, my groan almost betrayed me. I had taken out my
watch to see the hour, and in my suspense I clutched it so

tiglitly that the gold case and the crystal within all crushed in
my h.-^nd. You heard the tingling sound and wondered whence
It came

; and when you had locked the door and gone, I raised
one of the windows ana swung myself down to the terrace. Do
you remember that night V

<
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" Yes, Mr. Murray."
Her voice was tremulous and almost inaudible.

" I had business in Tennessee, no matter now, what, or

where, and I went on that niglit. After a week I returnt'd,

that afternoon when I found you reading in my sitting-room.

Still I was sceptical, and not until I opened the tomb was I

convinced that you had not betrayed the trust which you

sujjposed I placed in you. Then as you stood beside me, in all

your noble purity and touching girlish beauty—as you looked

up half reproachfully, half defiantly at me—it cost me a terrible

effort to master myself—to abstain from clasping you to niy

heart, and telling you all that you were to me. Oh I how I

longed to take you in my arms, and feed my poor famislii'd

heart with one touch of your lips ! I dared not look at you,

lest I should lose my self-control. The belief that Gordon was

a successful rival sealed my lips on that occasion ; and ah ! the

dreary wretchedness of the days of suspense that followed. 1

was a starving beggar who stood before what I coveted above

everything else on earth, and saw it labelled with another

man's name and beyond my reach. The daily sight of that

emerald ring on your finger maddened me ; and you can foiiu

no adequate idea of the bitterness of feeling with which 1 noted

my mother's earnest efforts and manuiuvres to secure for

Gordon Leigh— to sell to him—the little hand which her own
son would have given worlds to claim in the sight of God and

man ! Continually I watched you when you least suspected

me ; I strewed infidel books where I knew you must see them
;

I tempted you more than you dreamed of ; I teased and toi-

mented and wounded you whenever an opportunnity ofiered

;

for I hoped to find some flaw in your character, some defect in

your temper, some inconsistency between your professions and

your practice. I know Leigh was not your equal, and I ;said

bitterly, 'She is poor and unknown, and will surely marry him

for his money, for his position—as Agnes woi d have married

me.' But you did not ! and when I knew t\at you had i)osi-

tively refused his fortune, I felt that a great dazzling light had

broken suddenly upon my darkened life ; and, for the first time

since i parted with Murray Hammond, tears of joy filled my
eyes. I ceased to struggle against my love—I gave myself up

to it, and only asked, how can I overcome her aversion to me I

You were the only tie that linked me with my race, and for

your sake I almost felt as if I could forget my hate. But you
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shrank more and more from me, and my punishment overtook

me when I saw how yon hated Clinton Allston's blood-besmeared

hands, and with what unfeigned horror you regarded h.is career.

When you dechired so vehcmiently that his lingers shoidd never

touch yours—oh ! it was the fearful ai)prehension of losing you
tliat made me catch your dear hands and press them to my
aching heart. I was stretched upon a rack that tjiught me the

full import of Isaac Taylor's grim words, ' Remorse is man's

dread prerogative !' Believing that you knew all my history,

and that your aversion was based upon it, I was too proud to

show you my atiection, Douglas Manning was as much my
friend as I permitted any man to be ; we had travelled together

through Arabia, and with his handwriting I was familiar.

Suspecting your literary schemes, and dreading a rival in your

ambition, I wrote to him on the subject, discovered all I wished

to ascertain, and requested liim, for my sake to reconsider, and
examine your MS. He did so to oblige me, and I insisted that

he should treat your letters and your MS. with such severity as

to utterly crush your literary aspirations. O child! do you see

how entirely you till my mind and heart? How I scrutinize

your words and actions? O my darling
"

He paused and leaned over her, putting his hand on her

head, but she shook off his touch and exclaimed :

" But Gertrude ! Gertrude !"

" Be patient, and you shall know ail ; for as God reigns

above us, there is no recess in my heart into which you shall

not look. It is, perhaps, needless to tell you that Estelle came
here to many me for my fortune. It is not agreeable to say

such things of one's own cousin, but to-day I deal only in

truths, and facts sustain me. She })i'ofesses to love me ! has
absolutely avowed it more than once in days gone by. Whether
she really loves anything but wealth and luxury, I have never
troubled myself to find out ; b\it my mother fancies that if

Estelle were my wife, I might be less cynical. Once or twice
I tried to be affectionate toward her, solely to see what effect it

would have U})on you ; but I discovered that you could not
easily be deceived in that direction—the mask was too trans-

parent, and besides, the game disgusted me. I have no respect

tor Estelle, but I have a shadowy traditional i-everence for

the blood in her veins, which foi-bids my flirting with her as she
deserves. The very devil liimself brought Agnes here. She
had married a rich old banker only a few months after Mur-

.1,



«IMMHI

si

I i I''

"1

ii

252 ST. ELMO.

ray's death, and lived in ease and splendour nntil a short time

since, when her husband failed and died, leaving her without a

cent. She knew how utterly si.e had blasted my life, and

imagined that I had never married because I still loved her

!

With unparalleled effrontery she came here, and trusting to her

wonderfully-preserved beauty, threw herself and her daughter

in my way. When I heard she was at the parsonage, all the

old burning hate sprang up strong as ever. I fancied that slie

was the real cause of your dislike to me, and that night, when

the game of billiards ended, I went to the parsonage for the

first time since Murray's death. (Jh! the ghostly thronging

memories that met me at the gate, trooped after me up the walk,

and hovered like vultures as I stood in the shadow of the trees,

where my idol and I had chatted and romped and shouted and

whistled "in the far past, in the sinless bygone ! Unobserved I

stood there, and looked once more, after the lapse of twenty

years, on the face that had caused my crime and ruin. 1

listened to her clear laugh, silveiy as when 1 heard it chiming

with Murray's under the apple-tree on the night that branded

me, and drove me forth to wander like Cain ; and I resolved,

if she really loved her daughter, to make her sufier for all tluit

she had inflicted on me. The first time I met Gertrude I could

have sworn my boyhood's love was restored to me ; she is so

entirely the image of what Agnes was. To possess themsehcs

of my home and property is all that brought them here ;
and

whether as my wife or as my mother-in-law I think Agnes

caros little. The first she sees is impracticable, and now to

make me wed Gertrude is her ain\. like mother, like

daughter !"

"Oh ! no, no ! visit not her mother's sins on her innocent

head ! Gertrude is true and affectionate, and she loves yon

dearly."

Edna spoke with a great effort, and the strange tones of her

own voice frightened her.

" Loves me 1 Ha, ha ! just about as tenderly as her mother

did before her ! That they do both * dearly love'—my heavy

purse, I grant you. Hear me out. Agnes threw the girl con-

stantly and adroitly in my way ; tlie demon here in my heait

prompted revenge, and, above all, I resolved to find out whether

you were indeed us utterly indifferent to me as you seemed. I

know that jealousy will make a woman betray her affection

sooner than any other cause, and I deliberately set myself to
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work to make you believe that I loved that pretty cheat over

vomler at the parsonage—that frolicsome wax-doll, who would

rather play with a kitten than talk to Cicero ;
who mtercei)ts

me almost daily, to favor me with manifestations of devotion

and shows me continually that I have only to put out my hand

and take her to rule over my house, and trample my heart

under her pretty feet ! When you gave me that note oi hers a

week aero, and looked so calmly, so coolly in my face, I telt as

if all hope were dying in my heart ; for I could not believe that,

if vou had one atom of aftection for me, you could be so

.renerous, so unselfish, toward one whom you considered your

rival That night I did not close my eyes, and had almost

decided to revisit South-America ; but next morning my mother

told me you were going to New-York—that all entreaties had

failed to shake your resolution. Then once more a hope cheered

me and I believed that I understood why you had determined

to ieave those whom I knew you love tenderly—to quit the

home my mother offered you and struggle among strangers

Yesterday they told me you would leave on Monday, and i

went out to seek you ; but you were with Mr. Hammond, as

usual, and instead of you I met-that curse of my life—Agnes !

Face to face, at last, with my red-lipped Lamia !
Oh! it was

a scene that made jubdee down in Pandemonium !
bhe plead

for her child's happiness—ha, ha, ha !—implored me most

l)athetically to love her (iertrude as well as Gertrude loved me,

and that my happiness would make me forget the untortunate

i)ast ! She would willingly give me her daughter, lor did she

not know how deep, how lasting, how deathless was my attec-

tiou ? T had Gertrude's whole heart, and I was too generous to

trifle with her tender love ! Edna, darling !
I wdl not tell

you all she said-you would blush for your sisterhood. But

my vengeance was complete when I declined the honour she

was so eager to force upon me, when I overwhelmed her with

my scorn, and told her that there was only one woman whom

I respected or trusted, only one woman upon the broad earth

whom 1 loved, only one woman who could ever be my wiie, and

her name was—Edna Earl !"
, i i

•
^.i

•

His voice died away, and all was still as the dead in their

grassv graves. „
The orphan's face was concealed, and after a n^.oment St.

Elmo Murray opened his arms, and said m that low, wiuouig

tone which so many women had found it impossible to rcHi.;o
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" Come to nie now, my pure, noble Edna. You whom I love,

as only such a man as I have shown myself to be can love."
'* No, Mr. Murray ; Gertrude stands between us."

" Gertrude ! Do not make me swear here, in your preseuco

—do not madden me by repeating her nnrae ! I tell you she is

a silly child, who cares no more for me tlian he;" u?.other did

before hei, Nothing shall stand 1 «tween us. I lo-'e yon;

the God above us is my witness that 1 lov^ you as I r.vnei.' loved

any human being, and I will not -I swear i wii» not live

without you 1 You are mine, and all the legions in hell shall

not part us !"

He stooped, snatched 'k r from the chair, as if she had been

an infant, and folded her in his strong aruis.

" Mr, Murray, I know she loves you. My poor, little, trust-

ing fri<>nd ! You trifled with her wann beai t, as you hoi)e to

trifle with mine ; but I know you
;
yo't hi^ve shown me how

utterly heartless, i-emorseless, unprincipled you are. You had

vii vi^^ht to {'inish Gertrude for her mother's sins ; and if you

Jsad one s|>ark of honour in your nature, you would marry her,

iWd try t<"> atone for the injury yo\i have already done."
" By pretending to give her a Jioart which belongs entirely

to you ] If I wished to deceive you now, think you I would

l.ave told all that hideous past, wlxi'.'h you cannot abhor one-

half as much as I do 1"

** Your heart is not mine ! It belongs to sin, or you could

not have so maliciously deceived poor Gertrude. You love

nothing but your ignoble revenge and the gratification of your

self-love ! You "

" Take care, do not rouse me. Be reasonable, little darling.

You doubt my love 1 Well, I ought not to wonder at your

scepticism after all you have heard. But you can feel how my
heart throbs against your cheek, and if you will look into my
eyes, you will be convinced that I am fearfully in earnest, when
I beg you to be my wife to-morrow—to-day—now ! if you will

only let me send fo a minister or a magistrate ! You are
"

*' You asked Annie to bo your wife, and "

" Hush ! hush ! Look at me. Edna, raise your head and

look at me."
She tried to break away, and finding it impossible, pressorl

both hands over her face und hid it against his slioulder.

He laughed and whispered :

"My darling, I know what that •',' ns. You dare not look
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f she had been

your head aiitl

u dare not look

up because you cannot, trust your own eyes? Because you

dread for me to see something there, which you want to liide,

which you think it your duty to conceal."

He felt a long shudder creep over her, and she answered

resolutely

:

, « *

" Do you think, sir, that I co\ild love a murderer f A man

whose hands are red with the blood of the son of my best

friend r'

" Look at me then."

He raised her head, drew down her hands, took them firmly

in one of his, and placing the other under her chin, lifted the

burning face close to his own.

She dreaded the power of his lustrous, mesmeric eyes, and

instantly her long, silky lashes swept her flushed cheeks.

"Ah! you dare not! You cannot look me steadily in the

eye and say, ' St. Elmo, I never have loved—do not—and never

can love you !' You are too truthful
;
your lip3 cannot dis-

semble. I know you do not want to love me. Your reason,

your conscience forbid it
;
you are struggling to crush your

heart. Yon think it your duty to despise and hate me. But,

ray own Edna—my darling 1 my darling ! you do love me !

You know you do love me, though you will not confess it !
My

proud darling !"

He drew the fVice tenderly to his own, and kissed her quiver-

ing lips repeatedly, and at last a moan of anguish told how she

was wrestling with her heart. *

'< Do you think you can hide your love from my eager eyes 1

Oh ! I know that I am unworthy of you ! I feel it more and

more every day, every hour. It is because you seem so noble

—so holy—to my eyes, that 1 reverence while I love you. You
are so far above all other women—so glorified in your pure,

consistent piety—that you only have the power to make my
future life—redeem the wretched and sinful past. I temjjted

and tried you, and when you proved so true, and honest, and

womanly, you kindled a faint beam of hope that, after all, there

misflit be truth and saving, purifying power in religion. Do
yoii know that since this church was finished [ have never

entered it until a month ago, when I followed you here, and

crouched down stairs—-yonder behind one of the pillars, and

heard your sacred songs, your hymns so full of grandeur, ho

full of pathos, that I could not keep back my tears while I

listened"! Since then I have come every Saturday afternoon,
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and during the hour spent here ray unholy nature was touchinl

and softened as no sermon ever touched it. Oh ! you wield ;i

power over me—over all my future ! which ought to make yoii

tremble ! The tirst generous impulse that has stirred my

callous bitter soul since I was a boy, I owe to you. I wcnit

first to see poor Reed, in order to discover what took you so

often to that cheerless place ; and my interest in little Hulduii

arose from the fact that you loved the child. O my darlinj,'

!

I know 1 have been sinful and cruel, and blasidiemous ; but it

is not too late for me to atone ! It is not too late for me to do

some good in the world ; and if you will only love uie, ami

trust me, and heli) me "

His voice faltered, his tears fell upon her forehead, and

stooping, he kissed her lips softly, reverently, as if he realized

the presence of something sacred.

'• My precious Edna, no oath shall ever soil my lips again

;

and the touch ot yours has purified them. I have been mad, I

think, for many, many years, and I loathe my past life ; but

remember how so. I was tried, and be merciful when you

judge me. With your dear little hand in mine, to lead me, 1

will make amends for the ruin and suffering I have wrought,

and my Edna—my own wife—shall save me !"

Before the orphan's mental vision rose the picture of Ger-

trude, the trembling coral mouth, the childish, wistful eyes,

the lovely head, nestled down so often and so lovingly on her

shoulder ; and she saw too the bent figure and white locks of

her beloved pastor, as he sat in his old age, in his childlcsH,

desolate home, facing the graves of his murdered children.

'' O Mr. Murray ! You cannot atone ! You cannot call

your victims from their tombs. You nannot undo what you

"have done ! What amends can you make to Mr. Hammond,
and to my poor, little, confiding Gertrude ] I cannot help you

!

I cannot save you !"

" Hush ! You can, you shall ! Do you think 1 will ever

give you up ] Have mercy on my lonely life ! my wretched,

darkened soul. Lean your dear head here on my heart, and

say, ' St. Elmo, what a wife can do to save her erring, sinful

husband, I will do for you.' If I am ever to be saved, you,

you only can eflfect my redemption ; for I trust, I reverence

you, Edna, as you v i!uj my soul, my eternal welfare, give

yourself to me ! Give your pure, sinless life to purify mine."

With a sudden bound she sprang from his embrace, and lifted
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her arms toward the Christ, who seemed to shudder iis the

Hickoring liglit of fading day fell through waving foliage

iiI)OU it.

" Look yonder to Jesus, weeping, bk>eding ! Only his blood

and tears can wash away your guilt. Mr. Murray, I can never
1)0 vour wife?. I have no confidence in vou. Knowin-jf how
systematically you have deceived others, how devoid of con-

scientious scruples you are, I should never be sure that I,

too, was not the victim of your heartless machinations. IJe-

sides, I
"

" Hush ! hush ! To your keeping I commit my conscience
and my heart."

" No ! no ! I am no vicegerent of an outraged and insidted
(jrod ! I put no faith in any man, whose conscience another
kee})s. From the species of fascination which you exert, 1

shrink with unconquerable dread and aversion, and woukl
almost as soon entertain the thought of marrying Lucifer him-
self Oh ! your perverted nature shocks, rei)els, astonishes,

grieves me. I can neither respect nor trust you. Mr. Murray,
have mercy upon yourself ! Go yonder to Jesus. He only can
save and jjurify you."

" Kdna, you do not, you cannot intend to leave me ? Dar-
ling

"

He held out his arms and moved toward her, but she sprang
past him, down the steps of the gallery, out of the church, and
paused only at sight of the dark, dull spot on the white ste')«.

where Annie Hammond had lain insensible.

An hour later, vSt. Elmo Murray raised his ftice from the
mahogany railing where it had rested since Edna left hini, and
looked around the noble pile, which his muniticence had erected.
A full moon eyed him pityingly through the stained glass, and
the gleam of the marble pulpit was chill and ghostly ; and in
that weird light the Christ was threatening, wrathful, appal-
ling.

As St. Elmo stood there alone, confronting the picture—con-
fronting the past—memory, like the Witch of Endoi, ii|](d up
visions of the departed that were more terrible than the
mantled form of Israel's prophet ; and the proud, hopeless man
bowed his haughty head, with a cry of anguish that rose mourn-
iully to the vaulted ceiling of the sanctuary :

" It went up single, echoless, ' My Ciocl ! I am forsaken !'
"
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I

The weather was so inclement on the followinff (hiy thid lui

service was held in the church ; hnt, notwithHtaudi ng the lieavv

rain ' '
. 'i' to tlie jjarsouage to bid adieu to her pMstoV

»T>d '
> V/hen she ascended the steps Mr, Hammond was

wiilkiiig u|j and down the portico, with his hands clasped

lioliind him, an was his habit when engrossed b eiuncst

thought ; and he greeted his pn[)ii with a degree of moiuiifiil

tenderness very soothing to her sad heart.

Leading the wav fo J-'-^ study, where Mrs. Powell sat with

an open book o\ ^^oi iap, ne sui'^ gently :

" Agnes, will you be so kind as to leave us for a wliili;!

This is the last interview I shall have with Edna foi a lonir

time, perhaps forever, and there are some things T wish to siiy

to her alone. You will lind a better light in the dining-room,

where all is quiet."

As Mrs. Powell withdrew he locked the door, and for soino

seconds paced the floor ; then taking a seat on the chiitj:

covered lounge beside his pupil, he said, eagerly :

" St. Elmo was at the church yesterday afternoon. Are you

willing to tell me what passed between you !"

•' Mr. Hammond, he told me his melannlv ily history. J. Vuow

all now—know why he shrinks from meeting you, whom he

has injured so cruelly ; know all his guilt and your desolat'"
"

The old man bowed his white head on his bos.m, and tlu'ii

was a painful silence. When he spoke, his voice was scarceh

iiudible.

•' The punisliment of Eli liii,s fallen heavily upon me, ,,,i

there have been hours whch T thougiit that it was greater tliaii

I could bear—that it would utterly crush me ; but the bitter-

ne of tl^e curs< has pas* away, ana I can say truly of tlint

'meekest angel of Glod,' the Angel of Patience :

' He walks witli thee, that angel kind,

And ntly whisj % Be resigned :

Bear Uj,, bear on : the end shall tell.

The dear TiOid ordereth all thing* well I'

" T tried to train up my children in Hie feat and admonition

of the Iioixl ; 1 1 1 must hav* failed sign; 'ly in ^ v duty, though

I h;ive never jo' dd« to discf; a* in what rcypect \ wa^

neffliireut. Or ol hins of mv iife was mv inordinate pride

in my only boy—my gifted, gifted, 'andsome son. My love

fr-m
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tor MniTay wa-s almost idoatrotis ; nnd wlmii my heart throbbed
witli proiuloHt hopes and as{>iratious, my idol was broken and
laid low in the dnst ; and like David mourning' for his rebelll-

oiiH chi 'i, Absalom, 1 crie«l out in my allliction. 'Mv son ! mv
son ! would (Jod 1 had died for thee !' Murray Hammond wn,^

my precious diadem of earthly glory ; and suddenly I found
myself uncrowned, and sackcloth and ashes were my portion,"

" Why did you never confide tlu ^e sori'ows to me ? 1 id you
doubt my earnest sympathy /"

" No, my child
;

l)ut I thought it best that St. Elmo should
lift the veil and show you all that he wished you to know. 1

felt assured that the time wouM come when he considered it

due to himself to acquaint you with his sad history
; and when

I saw him go into the church, yesterday, I knew that the hour
had arrived. I did not wish to prejudice you against him ; for

1 believed thn* through your agency the prayers of twenty
years would be ansv -red, and that his wandering, <'mbittered
liiiurt would follow son to that cross before which he bowed in
his boyhood. Edna, it was through my son's sin and dui)licity
that St. Elmo's noble career was blasted, and his most ad-
mirable character perverted ; and I have hoped and believed
thiit through your influence, my beloved pupil, he would be
redeemed fiom his reckless course. My dear little Edna, you
are very lovely and winning, and I believed he would love v oti

as he never loved any one else. Oh ! I have hoped everything
from your influence! Far, far, beyond all comi)utation is the
,'ood which a pious, consistent, Christian wife can accomplish
ill the heart of a husband who truly loves her."
"O Mr. Hammond

! you pain and astonish me. Srrely you
ukl not bf* willing to see me marry a man who scotis at the

\ <i\ rae of religion ; who wilfully deceives and trifles with
the feelings of all who are suflicicuUy credulou.s to trust his
hollow professions—whose hands are' red with the blood of
yonr children! What hope of happiness or peace coidd you
imlulge fur me, i.i iew of such a union i shorld merit all
the wi-etchedness that would inevitably be my i ; -.ong portion,
if, knowing his crimes, 1 could consent to link my future with
his."

^

"He would not deceive you, my child ! If you knew him as
vtcu as i uo, it yoii o-ni/i realize 1 th ifc he was, i)efore his
T/mder. loving he irt was stabbed by the two whom li almost
adored, you would judge him nore leniently Edna, if I,
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whom li(5 Ims roblMul of all that made lift- Ixiautit'iil—if I, Ktiiiitl

ing here, in my lonely old ago, in sight of the graves of my

mur<U'i(Ml (liiilings- if 1 can forgive him, and juay for hiin, ami,

jis (lod is my witness, lov(! him '. you havo no right to visit m

injuries and my sorrows upon him !"

Kd'.ia looked iu anuizement at his troubled, ertrnest couiite-

nanc(!, and exclaimed

—

" <>h ! if lu! knew all your noble charity, your un|»ara]lclltd

nia-iianimity, surely, surely your influence would be his salvii-

tion ! His stubborn, bitter heart would be melted. 1 Jut, sir,

T shoiild ha\ (• a right to expect Annie's sad fate if I could foi^'tt

her sufferings and lu r wrongs."

Ml', llannuoud rose and walked to the window, and after a

time, when he resumed his seat, his eyes were full of tears, uiid

his wrinkled face was strangely pallid : •

" My darling Annie, my sweet, fragile flower, my precious

little daughter, so like her sainted mother! Ah ' it is not sur-

prising that slu! could not resist his fascinations. lUit, Kdim,

he nt;ver loved my ])et lamb. Do you know (iiat you ii.iw

becoint almost as dear to me as my own dead child 1 Slic de-

ceived me ! she was willing to forsake her fath(u-, in his oM

age; but through long years you have never once betrayed my

perfect contidencc'

Tin; old man put his thin hand on the orplian's head uiul

tiirned the counU nance toward him.
" My dear little girl, you will not think me impertinently

curious when 1 ask you a question, which my sincere alioctiou

for and interest in you certainly sanctions: Do you lev. St.

Elmo r
" Mr. Hammond, it is not love; for esteem, resjiect, confi-

dence belong to love : but I cannot deny that he exerts ii \t'iy

singular, a w icked fascination over me. 1 dread his evil iiitiu-

ence, I avoid his presence, and know that he is utterl} un-

worthy of any woman's trust ; and yet—and yet—O sir! 1 fitl

that I am very weak, and 1 fear that I am unwomanly ;
but 1

cannot despise—I cannot hate him as I ought to do !"

" Is not this feeling, on your i>art, uuo of the causes that

hiu-ries you away to New York ]"

" That is certainly one of the reasons why I am anxious to

!

go as cany as purioiuiu. \J irxt. j ianimOiiu ; iiiliCii do I !•'•

much as I owe you and Mrs. Murray, I sometimes wish tluit I

had never come here ! Never seen Le Bocage, and the luuck-

1

ing, jeering demon who owns it
!'t»>
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"Try to hclirvn that hoiiicIiow in tlio niysUM'ious |)ivin((

oooiioiiiy it is all for the lM«»t. In reviewing tiu^ npiiiirently

iict'idontal cii( mn.stancp.s that placcMl you aiiioii;^ »is, I havo

thought that, hccatisc this was your appointed ti(dd of labotn-,

(}(»(!, in his wisdom, hi-oui^dit you wlusn^ he (h'si^jncd you to

work. Does Mrs. Murray know that hor soiv has ottorcd to

make yon his wife?"

"No! no! T hope slie ne\'er will ; for it would mortify Ikm-

t'xocedingly to know that he could he willing to giv(^ his proud

name to one of whoso lineage sho is so ignorant. How did

yon know it ]"

" r kn(!W what his errand must Ix; when lie forced himself to

visit a spot so fraught with i)ainful memories as my church.

Edna, T shall not urge you ; l)ut ponder well the step yoii art*

taking; for St. Elmo's future will he coloui-ed hy your decision.

f have an abiding and comforting faith that he will yet lift

himself out of the abyss of sinful dissipation and scotHng scejjti-

cisni, and your hand would aid him as none other human can."
" Mr. Hammond, it seems incredible that you can plead for

him. Oh ! do not temjjt me ! Do not make me believe that I

could restore liis purity of faith and life. Do not tell mv that

it would be right to give my liand to a blasphemous murderer t-

Oh ! my own heart is weak enough already ! I know that I

am right in my estimate of his nnscnq)ulous charact(u-, and I am
neither so vain nor so blind as to imagine that my feebh; efforts

could accomplish foi- him, what all your noble magnanimity and
patient endeavours have entirely failed to effect. If li<i can
obstinately resist the influence of your life, ho would laugh
mine to scorn. It is hard enough for me to leave him, when I

feel that duty dtnnands it. O my dear Mr. Hammond I do not

j

«iiittempt to take from me that oidy staff which can carry me
firmly away—do not make my trial even more severe. I must
not see his face ; for I will not be his wife. Instead of weak-
ening my resolution by hohling out flattering ho})es of reforming
liim, pray for me ! oh ! p''ay for me ! that I may be strength-

ened to fl(>e from a great teuiptation ! I will marry no man
who is not an earnest, humble believer in the religion of our
Lord Jesus Christ, llather than become the wife of a .sacri-

legious scoffer, snch as I know Mr. Murray to be, I will, so

;- i[< me God! live and work alone, and go down to my grave
Kdna Earl !"

The minister sighed heavilv,

M
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•" Bear one thing in mind. It lias been said, that in dis.

avowing guardiansliip, we sometimes shinghter Abel. You

cannot understand my interest in St. Elmo 1 Remember tliiit

if his wretched soul is lost at last, it will be required at tho

hands of my son, in that dread day

—

Dies ivm ! Dies ilia !~

when we shall stand at the final judgment ! Do you woiulor

that I struggle in prayer, and in all possible human endeavour to

rescue him from ruin ; so that wlien I am called from eartli, I

can meet the spirit of my only son with the blessed tidings that

the soul he jeoparded, and well-nigh wrecked, has been re-

deemed ! is safe ! anchored once more in the faith of (.hrist \

But I will say no more. Your own heart and conscience nuist

guide you in this matter. It would pour a Hood of glorious

sunshine upon my sad and anxious heart, as I go down to niv

grave, if I could know that you, whose life and character I

have in great degree moulded, were instrumental in saving one

whom I have loved so long, so well, and under such afHictiiij,'

circumstances, as my poor St. Elmo."

"To tho mercy of his Maker, and the intercession of his

Saviour, I commit him.

'As for me, I go my own way, (mward, upward !'
"

A short silence ensued, and at last Edna ro.se to say good-byo.

" Do you still intend to leave at four o'clock in the morning !

I fear you will have bad weather for your journey."
" Yes, sir, I shall certainly start to-morrow. And now, I

must leave you. O my best friend ! how can I tell you good-

bye !"

The minister folded her in his trembling arms, and his silver

locks mingled with her black hair, while he solemnly blossed

her. She sobbed as he pressed his lips to her forehead, and

gently put her from him ; and turning, she hurried iiwuy,

an.Kious to escape the sight of Gertrude's accusing face ; foi- ulie

.sup})Osed that Mrs. Powell had repeated to her daughter xMr.

3Iurray's taunting words.

Since the previous evening she had not spoken to St. Elmo,

who did not appear at breakfast ; and when she passed him in

the hall an hour later, he was talking to his mother, and took

no notice of her bow.

Now af4 tljri oa5Ti!VgH .•i|i{)ro.'!.clu>,d tlm Im^ukp, hIjo ghvnced in tho

direction of his apartments, and saw him sitting at the window,

with his eUH)w resting on the sill, and his cheek on his hand.
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She went at once to Mrs. Murray, and the interview was
long and painful. The latter wept freely, and insisted that if

the orphan grew weary of teaching (as slue knew would
happen), she should come back immediately to Le Bocage,

where a home would always be hers, and to which a true friend

would welcome her.

At length, when Estelle Harding came in with some letters,

which she wished to submit to her aunt's inspection, Edna
retreated to her own quiet room. She went to her bureau to

complete the packing of her clothes, and found on the marble
slab a box and note directed to her.

Mr. Murray's handwriting was remarkably elegant, and
Edna broke tlie seal which bore his motto. Nemo me imputie

laccssit.

" JIdna. I send for your examination the contents of tho

little tomb, which you guarded so faithfully. Jlead the letters

written before I was betrayed. The locket attached to a ribbon

was always worn over my heart, and the miniatures which it

contains, are those of Agnes Hunt and Mxii-ray Hammond.
Read all the record, and then judge me, as you hope to be

judged. I sit alone, amid the mouldering, blackened ruins of

my youth ; will you not listen to the })rayer of my heart, and
the half-smothered pleadings of your own, and come to me in

my desolation, and help me to build u[) a new ami noble life }

my darling ! Yon can make me what you will. While you
read and ponder, I am praying ! Aye, praying for the first time
in twenty years ! praying that if God ever hears prayer. He
will influence yr^^x decision, .and bring you to me. Edna, my
darling ! I wait for you.

**You'' own St. ELMa"
Ah ! how her tortured heart writhed and bled ; how piteously

it pleaded for him, and for itself

!

Edna opened the locket, and if Gertrude had stepped into tho
golden frame, the likeness could not have been more startling.

She looked at it until her lips blanched and were tightly com-
pressed, and the memory of Gertrude became paramount.
Murray Hammond's face she barely glanced at, and its extra-
ordinary beauty stared at her like that of some aA enging angel.
With a shudder she put it away, and turned to tin; letters

which St. Elmo had written to Agnes and to Murray, iu Ihu
early, happy days of his engagement.

Teudev, bc^uitiful, loving letters, that breivthed tlie most
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devoted attachment and the purest piety ; letters that were full

of lofty aspirations, and religious fervour, and generous schonics

for the assistance and enligiitenment of tiie poor about Lc
Bocage ; and especially for "my noble, matchless Murray."
Among the papers were several designs for charitable buildings

;

a house of industry, an asylum for the blind, and a free school-

house. In an exquisite ivory casket, containing a splendid set

of diamonds, and the costly betrothal ring, bearing the initials.

Edna found a sheet of paper, around which the blazing necklace
was twisted. Disengaging it, she saw that it was a narration of

all that had stung him to desperation, on the night of tlic

murder.

As she read the burning taunts, the insults,the ridicule heaped
by the two under the apple-ti'ee upon the fond, faithful, gener-

ous, absent friend, she felt tlie indignant blood gush into her

face ; but she read on and on, and two hours elapsed ere she

finished the package. Then came a trial, a long, tierce, agoniz-

ing trial, such as few women have ever been called upon to pass

through
;
such as the world believes no woman ever triumphantly

endured. Girded by i)rayer, the girl went down resolutely into

the flames of the fui'uace, and the ordeal was terrible indeed.

But as often as Love showed her the figure of Mr. Muriay.
alone in his dreary sitting-room, waiting, watching for hei-, she

turned and asked of Duty ; the portrait of Gertrude's sweet,

anxious face ; the picture of dying Annie ; the mournful coim-

tenance of a nun, shut up by iron bars from God's beautitid

world, from the home and the family who had fondly cheiished

her in her happy girlhood, ere St. Elmo trailed his poison

across her .simny path.

After another hour, the orphan went to her desk, and wliiie

she wrote, a pale, cold rigidity s<^ttled uj)on hei- features, wliieli

told that sh(! was calmly, deliberately shaking liands with tin'

expelled, the departing ifagar of her heart's hope and hM|>pineNS.

'' To the mercy of God, and the love of (^hri.st, and the jiid;,'-

nient of your own conscience, I commit you. Henceforth we

Widk different paths, and after to-night, it is my wish that we

meet no more on earth. Mr. Murray, I cannot lift up u>iir

darkened soul ; and you would onlv drai; mine down. Kor voiir

final salvution, I shall never cease to pray, till wc ntand tnvv to

f**H*o lipfWj'i* tJii* 1);T!* of Oorl

Edna Eakl

Hinging for a servant, she sent back the bo.x, and evei I his
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own note, wliich she longed to keep, but would not trust lierself

to see again ; and dreading reflection, and too niisei-iibl(! to

sleej), she went to Mrs. Murray's room, and remained with her

till three o'clock.

Then Mr. Muri-ay's voice rang through the house, calling for

the carriage, and as Edna put on her bonnet and shawl, ho
knocked at his mother's door.

"It is raining very hard, and you must not think of going to

the dei)6t, as you intended."
" But my son, the carriage is close and "

" I cannot permit you to expose yourself so unnecessarily,

iind in short, I will not take you, so there is an end of it. Of
course I can stand the weather, and I will ride over with Edna,
and put her under the care of some one on the train. As soon

as possible send her down to the carriage. I will order her
trunks strapped on."

He was veiy pale and stein, and his voice rang coldly clear as

he turned and went down-stairs.

The parting was very painful, and Mrs. Murray followed the
orj)han to the front door.

" St. Elmo, I wish you would let mo go. I do not mind the
rain."

" Impossible. You know I have an uncontpierablc horror of
scenes, and I do not at all fancy witnessing one that threatens
to last until the train leaves, (io up-stairs and cry yourself to

sleep in ten minutes ; that will be much moi-e sensible. Come,
Edna, are you ready 1"

The orphan was folded in a, last embrace, and Mr, Murray
hold out his hand, drew her from his mother's arms, and taking
his seat beside her in the carriage, ordered the coachman to

drive on.

The night was very dark, the wind sobbed down the avenue,
and the rain fell in such torrents that ;is Kdna leaned out foi- a
last look at the stately mansion, which she had learned to lov(i

so well, she could only discern tln^ outline of the bronzes monsters
by the glimmer of the light burning in the hall. She shrank
far back in one corner, and her (ingei-s clutched each otiier con-
vulsively

, but when they had j»assed through the gate and
entered the main road, Mr. Mvn-ray's hand was laid on hers

—

tlu- fold Mngerr-i were tmloeked geritly but firmly, arid raised io
his lips.

Hhe made an effort to with<lraw them, but found it useless
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and .the trial whicli slje had fancied was at an end seemed only

beginning,
" Edna, this is the last time I shall ever speak to you of my-

self ; the last time I shall ever allude to all that has passed, [s

it entirely useless for me to ask you to re-consider'? If you
have no pity for me, have some mercy on yourself. You can-

not know how I dread the thought of your leaving me, and
being roughly handled by a cold, selfish, ruthless world. Oli I

it maddens me when I think of your givirfg your precious life,

which would so glorify my home, and gladden my desolate heart,

to a public, who will trample upon you if possible, and, if it can-

not entirely crush you, will only value you as you deserve, when,
with ruined health and withered hopes, you sink into the early

grave malice and envy have dug for you. Already your dear

face has grown pale, and your eyes have a restless, troubled

look, and shadows are gathering about your young, pure, fresh

spirit. My darling, you are not strong enovigh to wrestle with

the world
;
you will be trodden down by the masses in this con-

flict, upon which you enter so eagerly. Do you not know that
' literati ' means literally the branded '\ The lettered s]a\c f

Oh ! if not for my sake, at least for your own, reconsider before

the hot irons sear your brow ; and hide it here, my love ; keep
it white and pure and unfurrowed here, in the arms that ^\ ill

never weary of sheltering and clasping you close and safe from tlie

bui-ning brand of fame. Literati ! A bondage worse than Roman
slavery ! Help me to make a proper use of my fortune, ami
you will do more real good to your race than by all yo\i can

ever accomplish with your pen, no matter how successful it may
prove. If you were selfish and heartless as other women, adul-

ation and celebrity and the praise of the public might satisfy

you. But you are not, and I have studied your nature U\u

thoroughly to mistake the result of your ambitious career. My
darling, ambition is the mirage of the literary desert you are

anxious to traverse; it is the Bahr Sheitan, the Satan's water,

which will ever recede and mock your thirsty, toil-spent .soul,

Dear little pilgi-im, do not scorch your feet and wear out yowv

life in the hot, blinding sands, sti'uggling in vain for the ciin

stantly fading, vanishing oasis of haj)py literary celebrity. Ah 1

th(! Sahara of letters is full of bleaching bones that tell wlieiv

many of vour sex as well as of mine fell and nerished miserably,

even before tlu; noon of life. Ambitious spirit, come, rest in

peace in the cool, (piicfc, happy palm-grove that I offer you.
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ilobrity. Ah

My shrinking violet, sweeter than all IVstiua boasts ! You can-
not cope successfully with the world of selfish nuui and frivol-

ous, heartless women, of whom you know absolutely nothing.
To-day I found a passage which you had marked in one of my
books, and it echoes ceaselessly in my heart

:

" 'My future mill not copy fair my prist."

I wrote that once ; and thinkiiig at my side
My ministcrinfj lite-angel justiliud

The word by his appeiilinf;^ look upcast
To the white throne of (iod, I turned at last,

And there instead saw thee, not unallied
To angels in thy soul ! . . Then I, long tried
By natural ills, received the conifort fast

;

While budding at thy sight, n)y pilgrim's stall'

Gave out green leaves with morning dews impearled.
I seek no copy of life's first half

:

Leave here the pages with long nuising curled,
And write inc new my future's epigra])h.

New angel mine—unhopeil for in the world !'
"

He had passed his arm around her and drawn her close to his
side, and the pleading tenderness of his low voice was indeed
hard to resist.

" No, Mr. Murray, my decision is unalterable. If you do
really love me, spare me, spare me further entreaty. Before wo
])avt there are some things I should like to say, and I have little

time left. Will you hear me 1"

He did not answer, but tightened his arm, drew her head to

his bosom, and leaned his face down on hers.

"Mr. Murray, I want to leave my Bible with you, because
there are many passages marked which would greatly comfort
and help you. It is the most precious thing I possess, for
(irandpa gave it to me when I was a little girl, and I could not
bear to leave it with any one but you. I have; it here in my
hand

; will you look into it sometimes if I giv<! it to you 1"

He nun-ely put out his hand and took it from her.

She paused for a few seconds, and as he remained silent, she
continued

;

" Mr. Hammond is the best friend you have on earth. Yes-
terday, having seen you enter tlu^ church and suspecting what
passed, he spoke to me of you, and oh ! he pleaded for you as
only he could ! He m-ged me not to judge you too harshly ; not
to leav.n, y .,,.^ ^v(i tiiese vvei-e his word.s :

< Edna, if I, wliom he
has rt K'd of all that was beautiful ; if J, standing here alone
in my old oge, in sight of tlu; graves of n\\ murdcre(l darlii

t
!

\ \ ijii
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if I can forsrivft liim, und pi-ay for liini, and, as God is my wit-
ness, love liini ! you have no ri<,dit to visit my injuries and my
sorrows upon liini V Mr. Murray, lie can Itelp you, and ho M-ili,

if you will only permit. If you could realize "how deeply he is

interested in your hai)piness, you could not fail to reverence
that religion whicli enables him to triumph overall tiio natur.il
feelings of r(>seiitment. Mr. Murray, you ha\(^ declared again
and again that you h)ve me. Oh! if it be ti-ue, meet me in
heaven ! I know that I am Aveak and sinful ; but I am trying
to correct the faults of my character, f am striving to do what
I b(!lieve to be niy duty, jind 1 hope at last to fiml a home with
my God. O sir! I am not so entirely ambitious as you seem to
consider me. Believe me :

' Better tlian glory's ])oinp will bo
That green and l)le.sHe.| spot to me

—

A pahn-shade in eternity.'

For several years, ever since you went abrojul, I have been
l)raying for you ; and while I live I shai! not cease to do so
Oh ! will you not pray for yourself? ]\Ir. Murray, I belicnc I
shall not be happy (iven in heaven if I do not see you there.
On earth we are jyarted—your crimes divide us ; but there !

there ! Oh ! for my sake make an effoi-t to i-edeem yourself,
and meet me there !"

She felt his strong fnime tremble, and a heavy shuddering
sigh broke from his lips and swe[)t across her cheek. iUit when
he spoke his Avords contained no hint of the promise she longiMl
to receive :

" Edna, my shadow- has falh^n across your heart, and I am
not afraid that you will forget me. You will try todo so, yon
will give me as little thought as possible

;
you will struggle to

crush your aching heart, and end(>avour to Iw famous. I hit

amid your o\ati(ms the memory of a loncdy man, who loves vou
inHnit(4y l)etter than all the world feu- w Inch you forsook him,
will couK^ like a breath from the sepulchre, to wither your bjiys

;

and my words, my pleading words, will haunt you, rising above
the pa'ans of your public worshippers. When tin; huu'ol crown
you covet now shall become a cliaplet of thorns [)iercing your
temples, or a band of iron that umkes your Ijrow uche, you will

think mournfully of the days gone by, when I prayed^ for thr.

})rivilege of resting yotu- weary head here on iiiy heart, ^^ou
cannot forget me. Sinful and "all unworthy as 1 confess myself,
I am compu^ror, I triumph now, even tliough y«u never permit
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me to look upon your t'uvv n'^iun ; tor 1 Ih^Hovc I havt; u i»lae(!

ill lay (larliujL^'.s heart wliicli no other man, which not th(! whohi
world can u.sur[) or (ill ! You an; too proud to acknowl('d<,'(' it,

too truthfid to (hsny it ; hut, my pure I'carl, my heart fV^eis it

iis well as your.s, and it is a comfort of which all time cannot

rob me. Without it, how could I face my future, so desolatt^,

sombre, lonely / Oh I indeed, indeed :

' My ruti-ihutiou is, that to th(! last

1 hiivu o'orratcd, too, my power to copo
Witli tlii.s Herco tlioiii,'lit—tljat hfo must all bo passed

Witliout hfu's liopc!.'

Edna, the hour has conns when, in accordance with your own
(l(scre(!, we pjirt. Fo; twenty years no woman's lij)S, excejit my
mother's, ha\ (! touched mine until yesterday, when they pressed

yours. I'ei'haps we niay never meet agaiti in this world, and,

all I do not shrink away from me, T want to kiss you oncis

more, my dailin;.j I my darlin,!,' ! 1 shall wear it on my lips till

death stitiens them ; and 1 am not at all afraid that any other

man will over be allowed to touch lips that beloni^ to nn; alone
;

that I have made, and here seal, all my own I (lood-bye."

lie strained her to him and pressed his lijis twice to hers,

then the carriage stop{»ed at the raili'oad station.

He handed her out, found a seat for her in the cars, which
had just arrived, arran,L;('d her wra|»[ time's comfortably, and went
l)ack tf) attend to her trunks. She sat near an oj)en win(h)w,

and tnoi".,''b t rained heasily, he buttoned iiis coat to the throat,

and stoouj ist beneath it, with his eyes bent down. Twice she

|)ronounced liis nam«', but he ditl not seem to hear her, and
Kdna i>ut her haiid lighti; un his .sliouhhr and said :

" Do not stand h( re in the raia. in a few minutes we shall

start, and I prefer th. t ni sho iJd not wait. Please go home
at once, Mr. Murray."
He shook his head, but cau;L;ht her hand and leaned his chet^k

against the soft little palm, passing it gently and caressingly

over his haggard face.

The engine whistled ; Mr. Murray pressed a long, warm kiss

on the hand he had taken, the cars moved on ; and as he lifted

his hat, giving her one of his imi)erial, gracef\il bows, Kdna had
a last glim[)se of the dark, chiselled, repulsive, yet handsome
face ihi\t hixd thi'own its baleful image deep in her young heart,

and defied all her etibrts to ex[)el it. The wind howled around
the cars, the rain fell heavily, beating a dismal tattoo on the

i ,;
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glass, tlie ni«,'lit was mournfully dreary, and the orphan sank
baok and lowered her veil, and hid her face in her hands.

Henceforth she felt that in obedience to her own decision
and fiat

"They stood aloof, the scars remaining
Jjike clili's tliat had been rent asunder ;

A dreary sea now Hows between
;

Kut neither heat nor frost nor tlmnder
Shall wholly do away, J ween,
The marks of that wi»ich oneo hath lieen."

u'M

chaptp:r XXIV.

As day dawned, the drab clouds l)lanched, broke up in niai-blcd
masses, the rain ceased, the wind sang out of the west, heiald-
ing the coming blue and gold, and at noon not one pearh
vajjour sail dotted the sky. During the afternoon Edna lookell
anxiously for the first glinipse of " Look out," but a trifliiii,^

accident detained the train for several hours, and it was almost
twilight wlien she saw it, a purple spot staining the clear beivl
houizon

; spreading rapidly, shifting its Tyrian mantle for gniy
robes

; and at length the rising moon silvered its rocky crest,
as it towered in silent majesty over the little village thai nestled
at it.s base. The kind and gentlemanly conductor on the cars
accompanied Edna to the hotel, and gave her a parcel contain-
ing several late papers. As she sat "in her small room, wearv,
and yet sleepless, she tried to divert her thoughts by readiiig
the journals, and found in three of them notices of the hist
number of Magazine, and especial mention of her essnv

:

" Keeping the Vigil of St. Martin under the Pines of Griitli."
The extravagant laudations of this article surprised her, and

she saw that while much curiosity was indulged concerning the
authorship, one of the editors ventured to attribute it to a cele-
brat(!d and very able writer, whose genius and erudition had
lifted him to an enviable eminence in the world of American
letters. The criticisms were excessively flattering, and the
young author, gratified at the complete success that had crowned
her eflbrts, cut out the friendly notices, intending to inclose
them in a letter to Mrs. Murray.

$'i%'*mi-l

im^
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Unable to sleep, pivins? andionce to momoi-ies of her early

childhood, she passed the ni^ht at her window, watc^hing the

constellations j^o down behind the dark, frownini^ mass of rook

that lifted its parapets to the midni^dit sky, and in the morning

li<,'lit saw the cold, misty cowl drawn over the venerable, hoai-y

head.

The village I" ad changed so materially tiiat she could scarcely

recognize any of the old landmarks, and the p(H)ple who kept

the Jiotel could tell her nothing about Peter Wood, the inillei'.

After breakfast she took a box containing some flowers j)acked

in wet cotton, and walked out on th(! road leading in the direc-

tion of the blacksmith's shop. Vtuy soon the trees became
familiar, she reniembtu'ed every turn of the road and bend of

the fences ; and at last the grove of oak and chestnut shading

the knoll at the intersection of the roads, met her eye. She
k)oked for the forge and bellows, for the anvil and slack-tub

;

hut shop and shed had fallen to decay, and only a hea[) of rub-

hisii, overgrown with rank weeds and vinc^s, markiid the spot

where she had spent so many happy hours. The glowing, yel-

low chestnut leaves dropped down at her feet, and the oaks

tossed their gnarled arms as if welcoming the wanderer whose
head they had shaded in infancy, and, stilling a moan, the

orphan hurried on.

She saw that the timber had been cut down, and fences in-

closed cultivated fields where forests had stood when she wtnit

away. At a sudden bend in the narrow, irregular road, when
she held her breath and leaned forward to see the old house

where she was born and reared, a sharp cry of pain escaped her.

Not a vestige of the homestead remained, save the rocky chim-

ney, standing in ineniorlam in the centre of a corn-tiehl. She
leaned against the low fence, and tears trickled down her cheeks

as memory rebuilt the log-house, and phiced the split-bottomed

rocking-chair on the porch in front, and filled it with the figure!

of a white-haired old man, with his pipe in his hand and his

blurred eyes staring at the moon.
Through the brown corn-stalks she could see the gaping

mouth of the well, now partially filled with rubbish ; and the

wreaths of scarlet cypress which once fringed the shed above
it, and hung their flaming trumpets down till they almost
touched her childish head, as she sang at the well where she

scoured the cedar piggin, were bereft of all support and trailed

helplessly over tlie ground. Close to the fence, and beyond the

i
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reach of plou^'h and hoc, a yollow four-o'clock wit;< clost.l
flowors marked the location of tlio little garden ; and one tull

larkspur leaned against the fence, sole survivor of the blue petH
tlifM I'ldna had loved so well in tlu; early years. Hhv, put her
fingers through a crevice, broke tl.e plumy spray, and as sin-

pi-esscd it to her face, she dr()p[)ed iier in id upon the rails, uiid

gave herself up to the Hood of painful yet inexpi .issibly pre'cieii

,

naniniscences.

J low carefully she had worked and W(!e<led this little j.l.it

;

how proud she once was of her rosemary and i)inks, her lonlde-
ftjatheiy poppies, her sweet-scented lemon-grass

; how eagerly
she had transjdanted wood violets and purple phlox from thV
fon^st

; how often she hail sat on the tops watching for I,

grandfather's return, and stringing those four-o'clock blossoms
into golden crowns for her own young h.iad

; and how gaylv
she had sometinu;s swung them over Brindle's horns, when she
went out to milk her.

" Ah ! s ul and .stniii;,'!', as in dark suninicr (lawna
The (iarlit'st jtipc of liall'-awakened birds
To dyinj; ears, when unto tlyin<^ eyes
Thti casement slowly grows a glimmering square

;

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more."

With a sob she turned away and walked in the <arection of
the burying-ground; for there, certainly, she would tind all un-
' hanged; graves at least were permanent.

The little spring bubbled as of yore, the rush creepers mudc
a, tangled tapestry around it, and crimson and blue convolvulus
Hwung their velvety dew-beaded chalices above it, as on that
June nuu-ning long ago when she stood there tilling her bucket,
waiting for the sunrise.

Hhe took off her gloves, knelt down beside the spring, iiml

dii)ping n\} the cold, sparkling water in her palms, drank and
wept, and drank again. She bathed her aching eyes, and almost
cheated herself into the belief that she heard again Grip's ncrct!

bark ringing through the woods, and the slow, drowsy tinkle of

lirindle's bell. Turning asjde from the beaten track, she entered
the thick grove of chestnuts, and looked around for the grave
of the Dents

; but the mound had disappeared, and though she
recognized the particidar tree which had formerly overhun<' it.

and searched the ground carefully, she could discover no trace of

the hillock wliure she had ;so often scattered ilowers. A squirrel

leaped and frisked in the boughs above her, and she startled a
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rabbit from the thick grass and talien, yeUow leaves ; but

neitli thesi'. nor the twitter of gossipi " oiioles, nor tlio hm sli,

hungi cry of" '» blue-bird told her » Mq of all that had
tiHns|iaed in i. absence.

S' conjectured tii.it the bodies had , obn' 1y been disinternMl

by fiitJiuls, and removed to Georgia ; and she hurried on lowji'd

tlie hillside, where the neighbourhood graveyard was situated.

Tlie rude, unpakiied paling still inclosed it, and rows of liead-

boards stretched away aniu .g grass jiiid weeds
; but whose? was

that shining marble diafV, standing in. the ct ntre of a ncnlly

arranged square, around which ran a handsome iron railing !

On tiiat very spot, in years gone by, had stood a piece of pino
board :

" Sacred to tlie memr- -v f \aron Hunt, an honest
blacksmith and true ChriKtian

Who had dared to disturb hi .s, to violate his last resting-

place, and to steal his gi-ave foi >e interment of some wealthy
stranger? A cry of horror ai astonishment broke fi-om the

orphan's trembling lii)S, and she shaded her eyes with her hand,
and tried to read the name inscribed on the monument of the

icrilegions interloper. But bitter, scalding tears of indignation
liliuded her. She dashed tluuu away, but they gathered and
tell faster ; and, unbolting the gate, she entered the inclosuro

and stepped close to the marble.

ERECT I'.D

'

IN IIONOIK OK

AARON H U NT,
BY HIS DKVOTEl) GRANDDAUttHTKH.

Those gilded words were traced on the polished surface of the
pure, white obelisk, ami on each corner of the s([uare pedestal or
base stood beautifully carved vases, from which drooped glossy
tendrils of ivy.

As Edna looked in amazement at the glittering shaft which
rose twenty-five feet 'u the autumn air ; as she rubbed her eyes
and re-read the gohlen inscription, and looked at the sanded
walks, and the well-trimmed evergreens, which told that carcfid
hands kept the lot in order, she sank down at the l)ase of the
btiautiful monument, and laid her hot checik on the cold marl)le.

'"'"0 (Jrandpa, grandpa! iiu is not altogetlier wicked atid

callous as we once thought him, or he could never have douo
18
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this ! Forgive your poor little Pearl, if she cannot help loving

one who, for her sake, honours your dear name and memory I

O (rrandpa ! if I had never gone away from here ! If I could

have died befoi-e I saw him again ! before this great anguish fell

upon my heart
!"

She knew now where St, Elmo Murray went that night,

after he had v/atched her from behind the sarcophagus and the

mummies ; knew that only his hand could have erected this noMo
jiillar of record ; and most fully did she appreciate the delicate

feeling which made him so proudly reticent on this subject. He
wished no element of gratitude in the love he had endeavoured
to win, and scorned to take advantage of her devoted affection

for her grandfather, by touching her heart with a knowled<i;e

of the tribute paid to his memory. Until this moment she had

sternly refused to permit herself to believe all his protestations

of love ; had tried to think that he mei*ely desired to make lier

acknowledge his power, and confess an affection flattering to

his vanity. But to-day she felt that all he had avowed was
true ; that his proud, bitter heart was, indeed, entirely hers

;

and this assurance tilled her own heart with a measui-eless joy,

a rapture that made her eyes sparkle through tlieir tears and
brought a i.iomentary glow to her cheeks. Hour after hour

passed ; she took no note of time, and sat there pondering her

past life, thinking how the dusty heart, deep under the marble,

would have throbbed with fond pride, if it could only have

known what the world said of her writings. That she should

prove competent to teach the neighbours' children, had been

Aaron Hunt's loftiest ambition for his darling ; and now she

was deemed worthy to speak to her race, through the cohuun.s

of a periodical that few women were considered able to fill.

She wondered if he were not really cognizant of it all ; if he

were not watching her struggles and her triumph; and she asked

herself why he was not allowed, in token of tender sympathy,
to drop one palm-leaf on her head, from the fadeless branch he

wa,ved in heaven 1

"Oh! how far,

How far and safe, God, dost thou keep thy saints
When once gone from us ! We may call against
The lighted Avindows of thy fair June heaven
Where all the souls are happy ; and not one,

Not even my father, look from work or play,
To ask, ' Who is it that cries after us,

Below there, in the dark 'f
"
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The shaft threw a long slanting shadow eastward as tlui orphan
rose, and, taking from the box the fragrant exotics, which she
had brought from Le Jlocage, arr!inge<i them in the damp soil

of one of the va.ses, and twined their bright-hued petals among
the dark green ivy leaves. One sinning wVeath she brok(! and
laid away tenderly in the box, a hallowed souvenir of the sacred
si)ot where it grew ; and as she stood there, looking at a gar-
land of poppy-leaves chiselled around the inscription, neiriier
Hush nor tremor told aught that passed in her mind, and her
scnli)tured features were calm, as the afternoon sun showed how
pale and fixed her face had grown. She climljed ui)on the
broad base and pressed her lijjs to her grandfather's name, and
there was a mournful sweetness in her'voice as she said aloud :

" Pray God to pardon him, grand[)a I Pray Christ to com-
fort and save his precious soul ! O grandi)a ! pray the Holy
Spirit to melt and sanctify his suftering heart '."

Jt was })ainful to (piit the place. She lingere'd, and started
away, and came back, and at last knelt down and hid her face,
and prayed long and silently.

Then turning quickly, she closed the iron gate, and without
trusting herself for another look, walked away. She passed
the spring and the homestead ruins, and finally found herself
in sight of the miller's house, which alone? seemed unchanged.
As she lifted the latch of the gate and entered the yard, it
seemed but yesterday that she was driven away to the depot in
the miller's covered cart.

"The firelight glimmered tluongh the doors,
And footsteps trod the upper Hoors,
Old voices called her from without."

An ancient apple-tree, that she well remembered, stood near
the house, and the spreading branches were bent almost to the
earth with the weight of red-streaked ajiples, round and ripe,
riie shaggy, black dog, that so often frolicked with Grip in the
days gone by, now lay on the stei), blinking at the sun and the
flies that now antl then buzzed over the golden balsam, whose
crunsoned seed glowed in the evening sunshine.
Over the rocky well rose a rude arbour, where a scuppernon*--

vme clambered and hung its rich, luscious bj-own cdusters • and
here, witli a pipe between her lips, and at her feet a basket
hill of red pepper pods, which she was busily enL'a<red in Ktiii!.<r.
uig, sat an elderly woman. She was clad in blue and yellow
plaid,homesi)un, and wore a white apron and a snowy muslin
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caj), whose crimi)ecl ruffles pressed caressingly the grizzhnl li;iir,

combed so smoothly over her temples. Presently she laid ln-r

|)ipe down on the toj) of the mossy well, where the drippin;;

imcket sat, and lifted the scarlet wreath of i)eppers, eytjd n

satisfactorily, and as she resumed her work, began to hiiiii

•' Auld Lang Syne,"

" Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

And never brought to mind ?

Should auld ac([uaintancp be forgot,

And days o' lang syne ';'"

The countenance was so peaceful and earnest and honest,

that, as Edna stood watching it, a warm, loving light came into

her own beautiful eyes, and she put out botli hands unconsci-

ously, and stepped into the little arbour.

Her shadow fell upon the matronly face, and the woman ro.se

and courtesied.
" Good evening, miss. Will you be seated ? There is room

enough for two on my bench."

The orphan did not S})eak for a moment, but looked up in

the brown, wrinkled face, and then, pus! ing back her bonnet and

veil, she said eagerly :

" Mis. Wood, don't you know raeV
The miller's wife looked curiously at her visitor, glanced at

her dress, and shook her head.
" No, miss ; if ever I set my eyes on you before, it's rnoie

than I remember, and Dorothy Wood has a powerful memory,

they say, and seldom forgets faces."

" Do yon remember Aaron Hunt, and his daughter Hester?"

"Tp be sure I do; but you '^'t neither the one nor tlic

other, I take it. Stop—let n )e. Aha! Tabitha, Willis.

you children, run here—quick : iJut, no— it can't be ! Y'ou

can't be Edna Earl f
She shaded her eyes from the glare of the sun and stoojicil

forward, and looked searchingly at the stranger ; then the

coral wreath fell from her lingers, she stretched out her aims

and the large inouth trembled and twitched.
" Are you—can vou be—little Edna 1 Aaron Hunt's giand-

caild ]"

" I am the poor, little Edna you took such tender care of in

her great aiiliction
"

'* Sampson and the Philistines ! Little Edna—so you arc '.

What was I thinking about, that I didn't know you right away

God bless your pretty, white face !"
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She caught the orphan in her strong arms and kissed her,

and cried and laughed alternately.

A young girl, apparently about Edna's age, and a tall, lank,

young man, with yellow hair, full of meal dust, came out of

the house, ami looked on in stujiid wonder.
" Why, children ! don't you know little Edna, that lived at

Aaron Hun c.'s—his granddaughter ] This is my Tabitha and

my son Willis, that tends the mill and takes care of us, now my
))Oor Peter—God rest his soul !—is dead and buried these three

yojirs. Bring some seats, Willis. Sit down here, by m(i, Kdna,

and take off your bonnet, child, and let me see you. Umph !

lunph ! Who'd have thought it] What a powerful, handsome
woman yon have made, to be sure ! to be sure ! Well ! well

!

The very saints up in glory can't begin to tell what children

will turn out ! Lean your face this way. Why, you an't no
more like that little, barefooted, tangle-haired, rosy-faced Edna,

that used to run around the,:.;? woods, in striped hon^espun,

hunting the cows, than I, Dorothy Elmira Wood, am like the

Queen of Sheba when she went up vis iting to Jerusalem to call

on Solomon. How wonderful pretty you are ! And how soft

and white your hands are ! Now I look at you good I see you
are like your mother, Hester Earl ; and she was the loveliest,

mild, little pink in the cojiity. You are taller than your
mother, and prouder looking ; but you have got her big, soft,

shining, black eyes ; and your mouth is sweet and sorrowful,

and patient, as hers always was, after your father fell off that

frosty roof nd broke his neck. Little Edna come back a fine,

handsome woman, looking like a queen ! But, honey, you
don't seem healthy, like my Tabitha. See what a bright red she

has in her fp';e. You are too pale
;
you look as if you had just

been bled. An't you well, child f
Mrs. Wood felt the girl's arms and shoulders, and found them

thinner than her standard of health demanded.
"I am very well, thank you, but tired from my journey, and

from walking all about the old place."
" And like enough you've cried a deal. Your eyes are heavy.

You know, honey, the old house burnt down one blustry night
in March, and so we sold the place ; for when my old man died
we were hard-pressed, we were, and a man by the name of Sim-
mons, he bought it and planted it in corn. Edna, have you bee '

to your grandpa's grave V
" Yes ma'am, I was there a long time to-day."
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" Oil ! au't it beautiful ! It would be a real comfort to dir.

if folks knew such lovely ,<fravestoues would cover 'em. I tiiiak

your <,'raud[)a's grave is the prettiest jdace I ever saw, and [

wonder, soinc^tiuies, what Aaron Hunt would say if he could

rise out of his coffin and see what is over him. Poor thin<,'|

You haven't got over it yet, I see. I thought we should have

buried you, too, when he died ; for never did I see a child

grieve so.

" Mrs. Wood, who keeps the walks so clean, and th(i (ever-

greens so nicely cuti"
" My Willis, to be sure. The gentleman that came here; and

fixed everything last December, paid Willis one hundred dollars

to attend to it, and kee^) the weeds down. He said he might

come back unexpectedly almost any time, and that he did not

want to see so much as a blade of grass in the walks ; so you

see Willis goes there every Saturday and straightens up things.

What is his name, and who is he, anyhow ] He only told us

he was a friend of yours, and that his mother had adopted

you."
" What sort of a looking person was he, Mrs. Wood*?"
" child ! if he is so good to you, I ought not to say ; hut

he was a powerful, grim-looking man, with fierce eyes aiul ;i

thick moustache, and hair almost pepper-and-salt ; and Idcss

your soul, honey ! his shoulders were as broad as a bain-door.

While he talked I didn't like his countenance, it was dark His'

a pirate's, or one of those prowling cattle-thieves over in the

coves. He asked a power of questions about you and your

grandpa, and when I said you had no kin on earth, that ever 1

heard of, he laughed, that is, he showed his teeth, and said,

' So much the better ! so much the better !' What is his name i"

" Mr. Murray, and he has been very kind to me."

"But, Edna, I thought you went to the factory to work ^

Do tell me how you fell into the hands of such rich people I"

Edna briefly acquainted her with what had occurred during

her long absence, and informed her of her plans for the future

;

and while she listened Mrs. Wood lighted her jnpe, and resting

her elbow on her knee, dropped her face on her hands, and

watched her visitor's countenance.

Finally she nodded to her daughter, saying :
" Do you hear

that, Bitlia "? She can write for the papers and get paid for it

!

And she is smart enough to teach ! Well ! well ! that makvs

me say what I do say, and I stick to it, where there's a will



1. and tho kvci'-

ST. ELMO. 279

there's a way ! and wliere Uiere's no lieuity will, all the ways

ill creation won't take folks to an education ! Some children

can't be kicked and kept down ; spite of all the world, they will

manage to scnftie up somehow ; and then again, some can't be

cufied and coaxed and dragged up by the ears ! Here's Edna,

that always had a hankering after books, and she has niade

something of herself; and here's my girl, that I wanted to get

book-learning, and I slaved and I saved to send her to school,

and sure enough she has got no more use fo' ding, and knows
iis httle as her poor mother, who never had a chance to learn.

It is no eartlily use to fly in the face of blood and nature !

' What is bi'cc' in the bone, won't come out in the flesh !' Home
are cut out for one thing, and some for another ! Jerusalem

artichokes won't bear hops, and persimmons don't grow on

blackjacks
!"

She put her brawny, brown hand on Edna's forehead, and
smoothed the bands of hair, and sighed heavily.

" Mrs. Wood, I should like to see Brindle once more."
" Lord bless your soul, honey ! she has been dead these three

years ! Why, you forget cows don't hang on as long as Methuse-
lah, and Brindle was no yearling when we took her. She mired
down in the swamp, back of the mill-pond, and before we could

find her, she was dead. But her calf is as pretty a young thing

as ever you saw ; s|)eckled all over, most as thick as a guinea,

and the children call her ' Speckle.' Willis, step out and see if

the heifer is in sight. Edna, an't you going to stay with me
to-night 1"

"Thank you, Mrs. Wood, I should like very much to do so,

l)ut have not time, and must get back to Chattanooga before the

train leaves, for I am obliged to go on to-night."
" Well, anyhow, lay off your bonnet and stay and let me

give you some supper, and then we will all go back with you,

that is, if you an't too proiid to ride to town in our cart ? We
liave got a new cart, but it is only a miller's cart, and maybe it

won't suit your fine, fashionable clothes."

"I shall be very glad to stay, and I only wish it was the
same old cart that took me to the d^pot, more than five years
ago. Please give me some water."

Mrs. Wood rolled up her sleeves, put away her pretty peppers,
and talking vigorously all the time, prepared some refreshments
fur her guest.

A table was set jinder the apple-tree, a snowy cotton cloth
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Kj tread over it, and yellow butter, tempting,' as Gosheu'w, and a

loaf of fVosh bicad, and honey amber-I, lod, and bnttonnilk,!ui(l

cider, and stewed pears, and a dish of ripe red apples crownwl
the board.

The air was laden with the fragrance it stole in crossiiii,' a

hay-field beyond the road, the bees darted in and out of tlipir

hives, and a })eacock spread his iridescent feathers to catch tlic

level yellow rays of the setting sun, and from the distant mill.

l)ond came the gabble of geese, as the noisy fleet breasted the

rij)j)les.

Speckle, who had been driven to the gate for Edna's inspec-

tion, stood close to the paling, thrusting her pearly lionis

through the cracks, and watching the party at the table Avitli

her large, liquid, beautiful earnest eyes ; and afar off Lookout
rose sc'gmn and sombre.

" Edna, you eat nothing. What ails yon, child 1 They say

too much brain-work is not healthy, and I reckon you study too

hai'd. Better stay here with me, lioney, and run around the

woods and get some red in your face, and churn and spin and

drink l)uttermilk, and get plump, and go chestnuting with my
children. Goodness knows they are strong enough and hearty

enough, and too mnch study will never make shads of them

;

for they won't work their brains, even to learn the multiplica-

tion table. See here, Edna, if you will stay awhile with me, I

will give Speckle to yoti."

"Thank you, dear Mrs. Wood, I wish I could ; but the lady

who engaged me to teach her children, wrote that I was very

much needed; and, consequently, I must hurry on. Speckle is

a perfect little beauty, but I would not be so seltish as to take

her away fi-om you."

CUouds liegiiu to gather in the south-west, and as the covered

cart was brought to the gate, a distant mutter of thunder told

that a storm was brewing.

Mrs. Wood and her two children accompanied the orphan.

and as they drove through the woods, myriads of fireflies starred

the gloom. It was dark when they reached the depot, and

Willis brought the trunks from the hotel, and found seats for

the party in the cars, which were rapidly filling with passengers,

Presently the down-train from Knoxville came thundering in,

and the usual rush and bustle ensued.

Mrs. Wood gave the orphan a hearty kiss and warm embrace

and bidding her " Be sure to write soon, and say how you are



ST. ELMO. 281
! Wi.

getting along !" the kind-hoaited woman left the cars, wiping

iiereyes with the coriior ol" her apron.

At la.st the locomotive Hignalied that all was ready ; and as

the train moved on, Edna caught a glimpse of a form standing

under the lamj), leaning with folded arms against the post—^

a

form strangely like Mi-. Murray's. She leaned out and watched

it till the cars swept round a curve, and lamj) and Hgure and

depot vanished. How could he possibly be in Chattanooga 1

The conjecture was absurd ; she was the victim of some optical

illusion. With a long, heavily-drawn sigh, she leaned against

the window-frame and looked at the dark mountain mass loom-

ing behind liei- ; and after a time, wlien the storm drew nearer,

she saw it only now and then, as

"A vivid, vindictive, and serpentine flash

Gored tlie darkness, and shore it across with a gash."

CHArTER XXV.

In one of those brown-stone, palatial houses on Fifth Avenue,
which render the nanie of the street a synonym for almost

royal luxury and magnificence, sat Mrs. Andrews' " new
governess," a week after her arrival in New York. Her re-

ception, though cold and formal, had been punctiliously cour-

teous ; and a few days sufficed to give the stranger an accurate

insight into the characters and customs of tin? family with whom
she was now domesticated.

Though good-natured, intelligent, and charitable, Mrs. An-
drews was devoted to society, and gave t( the demands of

fashion much of the time which had been b.tiar expended at

home in training her children, and making her hearthstone
rival the attractions of the club where Mr. Andrews generally

spent his leisure hours. She was much younger than her
husband, was handsome, gay, and ambitious, and the polished

hmitPAir of her bearing often reminded Edna of Mrs. Murray
;

while Mr, Andrews seemed immersed in business during the
day, and was rarely at home except at his meals.

Felix, the eldest of the two children, was a jteevish, spoiled,

exacting boy of twelve years of age, endowed with a remarkably
active intellect, but pitiably dwarfed in body and hopelessly
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lame, in conseciuenco of a dcforiiuMl foot. His sistor Ifattio was
only t!i«,'ht years old, a hri-rht, pn^ty, affcujtionate girl, over
whom Felix tyrannized numercifully, and who from earliest

recollection had been accustomed to yield both her rights and
privileges to the fretful invalid.

The room occupied by the governess was small but beiuiti-

fully furnished, and as it was situated in the fourth story, tlic

windows commanded a view of the trees in a neighbouriii--
park, and the waving outline of Long Island.

()n the day of her arrival Mrs. Andrews entered into a

minute analysis of the characters of the children, indicated Mh;

cour.se which she wished pursued toward them, and, impn^ssing
upon Edna the grave responsibility of her position, the mother
gave her children to the stranger's guardianship, and seemed to

consider her uuiternal duties fully discharged.
Edna soon ascertained that her predecessors had found tlie

path intolerably thorny, and abandoned it in consequence ot'

Felix's uncontrollable tits of sullenness and passion. Tutois
and governesses had quickly alternated, and as the cripitje

finally declared he would not tolerate the former, his motlnn'
resolved to Jiumour his caprice in the choice of a teacher.

Fortunately the boy was exceedingly fond of his books, ami
as the physicians forbade the constant use of his eyes, the
governess was called on to read aloud at least one-half of the
day. From eight o'clock in the morning till eight at night the
whole care of these children devolved on Edna ; who ate,

talked, rode with them, accompanied them wherever their in-

clination led, and had not one quiet moment from breakfast
until her pupils went to sleep. Sometimes Felix was restless

and wakeful, and on such occasions he insisted that his gover-
ness should come and read him to sleep.

Notwithstanding the boy's imperious nature, he possessed
some redeeming traits, and Edna soon became much attaclied

to him
; wliile his affection for his new keeper astonished and

delighted his mother.
For a week after Edna's arrival, inclement weather prevented

the custoniary daily ride which contributed largely to the
happiness of the little cripple ; but one afternoon, as the three
sat in the school-room, Felix threw his Latin grammar against
the wall and exclaimed :

" I want to see the swans in Central Park, and I mean to go,

even if it does rain! Hattie, ring for Patrick to bring the

coupe round to the door. Miss Earl, don't you want to go I"
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" Yes, for tlici'(> is mo Iohljci' any dangor of rain, tlio Him is

sliiniii<,' l)(!aiitifiilly
;
and besides, T liopt? you will bo nioro

aiiiiable when you g<^t into tlio o|H!n air."

Slu! gave him his hat and crutches, took his gray shawl on
her arm, and th(?y wont down to the; neat carriage drawn by a

liiiiidsome chestnut horse, and set ajiart for the use of the

chihlren.

Ah they entered the park, Edna notic(!d that the V)oy's eyes

brightened, and that h(; looked eagcsr-ly at every passing face.
*' Now, H!;tti(!, you nuist watch on your side, and I will keep

a good lookout on raim;. 1 wonder if slu; will come this even-

iagf
" For whom are you both looking]" asked the teacher.

"Oh! for little Lila, Bro' Felix's sweetheart!" hiughod
Hiittie, glancing at him with a miscldevous twinkle in htr
bright eyes.

" No sucli thing ! Never had a sweetheart in my life !

Don't be silly, Hattie ! mind your window, or I guess we shan't

see her."

" Well, any how, I heard Uncle Gray tell mamnui that he
kissed liis sweetheart's hand at the party, and I saw Bro' Felix
kiss Lila's last week."

" 1 didn't, Miss Eaid !" cried the cripple, reddening as he
spoke.

" Oh ! he did. Miss Earl ! Stoj) pinching me, Bro' Felix.

My arm is all black and blue, now. Then; she is ! Look, here
on my side ! Here is ' ]ied Kidinghood !'

"

I'idna saw a little girl clad in scarlet, and led by a grave,

middle-aged nurse, who was walking leisurely toward one of

the lakes.

Felix put his head out of the window, and called to the

woman

—

" Hannah, are ^ou going to feed the swans 1"

"Good evenin;,. Yes, we are going there now."
" Well, we will meet you there."
" What is the child's name V asked Edna.
" Lila Manning, and she is deaf and dumb. We talk to her

on our lingers."

They left the carriage, and approached the groups of children
gathered on the edge of the water, and at sight of Felix, the
Uttle girl in scarlet sprang to meet him, moving her slender
lingers rapidly as she conversed with liim. She was an exceed-
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in^'Iy lovely, l)iit fra.£,'ilo child, M|)))aroiitly about Hatti'n's iifrc;

and as Kdiia watiilied the cliiinx'''^' «'Xi>i('Hsi()ii of jicr diOiratc

I'catun'H, hIk! turned to tiie nur.se and asked :

" Is she an orphan T
" YeH, miss ; liut she will never find it out as lon<; as li-i

unole lives. Jle makes a ^'reat |)et of her."
•' What is his name, and wliere does he reside?"
" Mr. Doufflas (1. Mannin,<(. He boards at No — Twentv-

third street ; hut h(^ sjXMjds most of his time at the ortice. No
mutter what time of uiijflit he eomos honus he; n(ner goes to his

own room till he has looked at Lila, and kissed her ,i,'ood-nit,'lit.

Master Fidix, please don't untie her hat, the wind will blow
her hair all out of curl."

Foi- Honu! time tlu; children were much amused in watchinir
the swans, and when they expressed themselves willing to re-

sume tluMr ride, an urrangenu'ut was made with Hannah to

meet at the same place the ensuing day. They returned to tlic

cariiage, and Felix said :

" Don't you thiidc Jila is a little beauty]"
" Yes, I (piite agree with you. Do you know her undo 1"

" No, and I don't want to know him ; he is too cross mid
soin\ I have seen him walking sometimes v/ith Jiila, and
mamma has him at her i)arti(!s and dinners ; but Ilattie and I

never see the company unless we peep, and, above all things. I

liate peeping ! It is ungenteel and vulgar ; only poor people
jieej). Ml-. Manning is an old bachelor, and very crabbed, so

my uncle Grey says. He is the editor of the ^ Magazine,
that ma declares she can't live without. Look ! look, Hattic 1

There goes mamma this minute ! Sto}), Patrick ! Uncle (;!reyl

Uncle (irey ! hold \\\), won't you, and let me see the new-

horses r
An elegant phaeton, drawn by a pair of superb black horses,

drew up close to the coupe, and Mrs.' Andrews and her only

brother, Mr. Grey Chilton, leaned forward and spoke to the

children
; while Mr. Chilton, who was driving, teased Hattie hy

touching her head and shoulders with his whip.
" Uncle Grey, I think the bays are tlie handsomest."
" Which proves you utterly incajiable of judging horse-Hosh ;

for these are the finest horses in the city. I presume this is

Miss Earl, though nobody seems polite enough to introduce
US.

He raised his hat slightly, bowed, and drove on.
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as lon<; as lit

'• in thiw tlui (iiHt time you have mot my uncle I" asked Kelix.

" Ve.s. J>o<(H he live in the city <"

"Why! he lives with us 1 Jlaveii't you seen hiiu iilM)ut

the houne 1 You must have heard him romping around with

lluttie; tor they make noise enough to call in the police. I

think my uncle (irey is the handsomest nnin I i-,vin' saw, tjxcc^pt

I'Mvvin Hooth, when he plays ' liandet.* What do you say."

" As 1 had barely a glimpse of yoiir uncle, 1 formetl no
opinion. F(;lix, button your coat and draw your shawl over
your shoulders ; it is getting cold."

When they reached honu; the children begged for sonu) nnisic,

and placing her hat on a chair, Edna sat down before! the piano,

and played and sang, while Ftdix stood le'aning on his crutches,

1,'iiziiig earnestly into the face of his teacher.

The song was Longfellow's " llainy J)ay,"and when sin; con-

cluded it, the cripple laid his thin hand on hers, and said :

"•Sing the last verso again, I feel as if I shouhl always be

a good boy if you would only sing that for me every day. ' In-

to each life some rain must fall 1' Yes, lameiuiss fell into mine."

While she complied with his reipicst, Edna watched las sal-

low face, and saw tears gather in the large, sad eyes, and she

felt that henceforth the boy's evil spirit could be exorcised.
" Miss Earl, we never had a governess at all like you. They

were old, and cross, and ugly, and didn't love to play chess, and
coidd not sing, and I hated them ! But 1 do like you, and I

will try to be good."

He rested Iiis head against her arm, and slu; turned aiul kiss-

ed his pale, broad forehead.
" Halloo, Felix ! flirting with your governess 1 This is a new

phase of school life. You ouglit to feel (piite honoured, Miss
l*]arl, though, upon my word, 1 am sorry for you. The exces-
sive amiability of my nephew has driven not less than six of
your predecessors in confusion from the tield, leaving him vic-

torious. I warn you he is an incii)ient Turenne, and the school-

room is the Franche Comte of his cami)aigns."

Mr. Chilton came up to the piano, and curiously scanned
Edna's face ; but, taking her hat and veil, she rose and moved
towards the door, saying :

" I am disposed to believe that he has been quite as much
sinned against as sinning. Come, children, it is time for your
tea.''

From that hour her influence over the boy strc^ngthened so
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rapidly that before she had been a month in the house he vi(>l(l-

ed implicit obedience to her wishes, and conld not bear for lior

to leave him, even far a moment. When more than usually
fretful, and inclined to tyrannize over Hattie, or speak disic-

spectfully to his mother, a warning glance or word from Edna,
or the soft touch of her hand, would suffice to restrain tli(!

threatened outbreak.

Her days were passed in teaching, reading aloud, and talk-

ing to the children ; and when released from her duties sjie

went invariably to her desk, devoting more than half of the

night to the completion of her ms.

As she took her meals with her pupils, she rarely saw the

other members of the hou'^'^hold, and though Mr. Chilton now
and then sauntered into o school-room and frolicked with
Hattie, his visits were coldly received by the teacher; who met
his attempts at conversation with very discouraging monosyilu-
bic replies.

His maniiers led her to suspect that the good-looking loujigor

was as vain and heartless as he was frivolotis, and she felt no
inclination to listen to his trifling, nans souci chatter; conse-

quently when he thrust himself into her pi-esence she eithei-

])icked up a book or left him to be entertained by the children,

One evening in November she sat in her own room preparing
to write, and pondering the probable fate of a sketch which slie

had finished and dispatched two days before to the office of the

magazine.

The principal aim of the little tale was to portray the horrois

and sin of uuelling, and she had written it with great care ; ])ut

well aware of the vast, powerfid current of po})ular opinion

that she was bravely striving to stem, and fully conscious that it

would subject her to severe aniniadversic»n from those who de-

fended the custom, she could not divest herself of apprehension
lest the article should be rejected.

The door-bell rang, and
card :

" Mr. D. G
Flattered and frightened by a visit from one whose opinions

she valued so highly, Edna smoothed her hair, and with trem-

bling fingers changed her collar and cuffs, and went down
stairs, feeling as if all the blood in her body were beating ;i

tattoo on the di-um of her ears.

As she entered the library, into which he had been shown,
(Mrs. Andrews having guests in the parlours,) Edna had an

soon after a servant brought hei' a

Manning. To see Miss Earl."
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n'eat care ; but

bvoiiffht lier a

been sliowii,

Edna liiul an

opportunity of looking unobserved at this critical ogie, of whom
she stood in such profound awe.

Douglas Manning was forty years old, tall, and well built

;

wore slender, steel rimmed spectacles which somewhat softened
the light of his keen, cold, black eyes ; and carried his slightly

bald head with the haughty air of one who habitually hurled his

gauntlet in the teeth of public opinion.

He stood looking up at a pair of bronze griffins that crouched
on the top of the rosewood book-case, and the gaslight falling

full on his face, showed his stern, massive features, which in
their granitic cast reminded Edna of those of Egyptian
Androsphinx—vast, serene, changeless.

There were no furrows on cheek or brow, no beard veiled the
lines and angles about the mouth, but as she marked the chill-

ing repose of the countenance, so indicative of conscious power
and well-regulated strength, why did memory travel swiftly
back among the " Stones of Venice," repeating the description
of the hawthorn on Bourges Cathedral ? " A jjerfect Niobe of
May." Had this man petrified in his youth before the steady
stylus of Time left on features that subtle tracery which
passing years engrave on human faces] The motto of his
magazine, Veritas sine dementia, ruled his life, and, putting
aside the lenses of passion and prejudice, he coolly, quietly,
relentlessly judged men and women and their works ; neither
loving nor hating, pitying nor despising his race ; looking
neither to right nor left ; labouring steadily as a thoroughly well
balanced, a marvellously perfect intellectual automaton.

" Good evening, Mr. Manning. I am very glad to meet you
;

for I fear my letters have very inadequately expressed my grati-
tude for your kindness,"
Her voice trembled slightly, and she put out her hand. He

turned, bowed, offei>ed her a chair, and, as they seated them-
selves, he examined her face as he would have searched the title-

page of some new book for an insight into its contents.
" When did you reach New-York, Miss Earl V
" Six weeks ago."
" I was not aware that you were in the city, until I received

your note two days since. How long do you intend to remain 1"

" Probably the rest of my life, if I find it possible to support
myself comfortably."

" Is Mrs. Andrews an old friend 1"

*' No, sir ; she was a stranger to me when I entered her
liouse as governess for her children."

l\
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" Miss Earl, you are much younger than I had supposed.

Your writings led me to imagine that you were at least thirty,

whereas I lind you almost a child. Will your duties as governess

conflict with your literary labours 1

" No, sir. 1 shall continue to write."
'• You appear to have acted upon my suggestion, to abandon

the idea of a book, and confine your attention to short sketches."

" No, sir. 1 adhere to my original purpose, and am at work

tipon the manuscript which you advised me to destroy."

He fitted his glasses more firmly on his nose, and she saw the

gleam of his strong white teeth, as a half smile moved his li[)s.

" Miss Earl, my desk is very near a window, and as I was

writing late last night, I noticed several large moths beatiii^^

against the glass which fortunately barred their approach to the

flame of the gas inside. Perhaps inexperience whispered that

it was a cruel fate that shut them out ; but which lieals soonest,

disapj)ointed curiosity or singed wings ]"

" Mr. Manning, why do you apprehend more danger from

writing a book than from the preparation of magazine articles ]"

" Simply because the peril is inherent in the nature of tlie

book you contemplate. Unless I totally misunderstand your

views, you indulge in the rather extraordinary belief that all

works of fiction should be eminently didactic, and inculcate nut

only sound morality, but scientific theories. Herein, permit inc

to say, you entirely misapprehend the spirit of the age. People

read novels merely to be amused, not educated ; and they will

not tolerate technicalities and abstract speculation in lieu of

exciting plots and melodramatic denouements. Persons who

desire to learn something of astronomy, geology, chemistry,

philology, etc., never think of finding what they require in tlio

pages of a novel, but apply at once to the text-books of the

respective sciences, and would as soon hunt for a lovers' senti-

mental dialogue in Newton's ' Principia,' or spicy small talk m
Kant's ' Critique,' as expect an epitome of modern science in n

work of fiction."

" But, sir, how many habitual novel-readers do you suppose

will educate themselves thoroughly from the text-books to which

you refer V
" A modicum, I grant you

;
yet it is equally true that tlios*'

who merely read to be amused will not digest the scieutiht;

dishes you set before them. On the contrary, far from ii]i-

preciating your charitable eftbrts to elevate and broaden their

I
I
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range of vision, they will either sneer at the author's })(!dantry,

or skip ovp every passage that necessitates thouglit to com-
prehend i.;, 1 ;d rush on to the next i)age to discover whether
the heroino, Jvliss Imogene Arethusa Penelope Brown, wore blue
or pink tarlatan to her tirst ball, or whether on the day of her
elopement the indignant papa succeeded in ])reventing the con-
summation of her felicity with Mr. Belshazzar Algernon
Nebuchadnezzar Smith. I neithej- magnify nor dwarf, I merelv
state a simple fact."

" But Mr. Manning, do you not regard the writers of each
age as the custodians of its tastes, as well as its morals V

" Certainly not ; they simply reflect and do not mould public
taste. Shakespeare, Hogarth, Rabelais, portrayed men and
things as they found them ; not as they might, could, would, or
should have been. Was Sir Peter I^ely responsible for the
style of dress worn by court beauties in the reign of (!harles 11.1
He faithfully painted what passed before him. Miss Earl, the
objection I urge against the novel you are preparing does not
apply to magazine essays, wdiere an author may concentrate all
the erudition he can obtain and ventilate it unchallenged

; for
review writers now serve the public in much the same "capacity
that cup-bearers did royalty in ancient days ; and they are
expected to taste strong liquors as well as sweet cordials and
sour, light wines. Moreover, a certain haze of sanctity envelopes
the precints of •' Maga,' whence the incognito ' we ' thunders
with oracular power

; for, notwithstanding the rapid annihilation
of all classic faith in modern times which permits the conversion
of Virgil's Avernus into a model oyster-farm, the credulous
public fondly cling to the myth that editorial sanctums alone
possess the sacred tripod of Deli)hi. Curiosity is the best
stimulant for public interest, and it has become exceedingly
difficult to conceal the authorship of a book, while that*of
magazine articles can readily be disguised. I repeat, the
world of novel-readers constitute a huge hippodrome, where if
you can succeed in amusing your spectators or make them gasp
ui amazement at your rhetorical h^gerdemain, they will aj^plaud
vociferously, and pet you, as they would a graceful danseutie, or
a dexterous acrobat, or a daring equestrian ; but if you attempt
to educate or lecture them, yoi»will either declaim to empty
benches or be. hi.sRed down. They expect you to help them kill
time not improve it."
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" Sir, ia it not nobler to struggle against than to float ig.

nominiously with the tide of degenerate opinion 1"

" That depends altogether on the earnestness of your desire

for martyrdom by drowning. I have seen stronger swimmers

than you go down, after desperate efforts to keep their heads

above water."

Edna folded her hands in her lap, and looked steadily into

the calm, cold eyes of the editor, then shook her head, and

answered :

" I shall not drown. At all events I will risk it. I would

rather sink in the effort than live without attempting it."

" When you require ointment for singed wings, I shall have

no sympathy with which to anoint them ; for, like most of your

sex, I see you mistake blind obstinacy for rational, heroic firm-

ness. The next number of the magazine will contain the con-

tribution you sent me two days since ; and, while I do not

accept all your views, I think it by far the best thing I have

yet seen from your pen. It will, of course, provoke controversy,

but for that result I presume you are prepared. Miss Earl, you

are a stranger in New York, and if I can serve you in any way,

I shall be glad to do so."

" Thank you, Mr. Manning. I need some books which 1 am

not able to purchase, and cannot find in this house ; if you can

sparo them temporarily from your library, you will confer a

great favour on me."
" Certainly. Have you a list of those which you require f
" No sir, but

"

" Here is a pencil and piece of paper ; write down the titles,

and I will have them sent to you in the morning."

She turned to the table to prepare the catalogue, and all the

while Mr. Manning's keen eyes scanned her countenance, dress

and figure. A half-smile once more stirred his grave lips

when she gave him the paper, over which he glanced inditlei-

ently.
" Miss Earl, I fear you will regret your determination to

make literature a profession ; for your letters informed me that

you are poor ; and doubtless you remember the witticism con-

cerning the ' republic of letters which contained not a sovereign,'

Your friend, Mr. Murray, {Appreciated the obstacles you are

destined to encounter, and T am afraid ynn v/il! not find liff in

New York as agreeable as it was under his roof."

" When did you hear from him 1" •

'' 1 received a let^"'^' this morning."

"T^^: 'MijUii J
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" And you culled to see me because lie i-ecpiested you to do
SO f

"I had determined to come before his letter arrived."
He noticed the incredulous smile that flitted across her face,

and, after a moment's pause, he continued :

"I do not wish to discourage yoti, on the contrary, I sincei-ely
desire to aid you, but Mill has analyzed the subject very ably
in his 'Political Economy,' and declaies that ' oii any ratioual
calculation of chances in the existing competition, no writer can
hoiie to gain a living by books ; and to do so by magazines and
reviews becomes daily more difficult.'

"

" Yes, sir, that passage is not encouraging ; but I comfort
myself with another from tlie same book :

' In a national or
universal point of view the labour of the savant or speculative
thinker is as much a part of production, in the very narrowest
sense, as that of the inventor of a practical art. The electro-
magnetic telegraph was the wonderful and most unexpected
consequence of the experiments of Oersted, and the mathemati-
cal investigations of Ampere

; and the modern art of navigation
is an unforeseen emanation from the purely speculatiN^e and
apparently merely curious inquiry, by the mathematicians of
Alexandria, into the properties of three curves formed by the
intersection of a plane surface and a cone. 2n'o limit can be set to
the importance, even in a purely productive and material point
of view, of mere thought.' Hir, the economic law which regulates
the wages of mechanics should operate correspondiii^^ly in the
realm of letters."

"Your memory is remarkably accurate."
" Not always, sir ; but when I put it on its honour, and trust

some special treasure to its guardianship, it rarely ijroves
treacherous."

" 1 think you can command better v/ages for your work in
Is ew York than anywhere else on this continent. You have
begun well

;
permit me to say to you be careful, do not write

too rapidly, and do not despise adverse criticism. If agreeable
to you, I will call early next week and accompany you to the
public libraries, which contain much that may interest you. I
will send you a note as soon as I ascertain when I can command
the requisite leisure

; and should you need my services, T hope
you will not hesitate to claim them. Good evening. Miss Earl

"

Ue bowed himself out of the library, and EdnaVent back to
ner own room, thinking of the brief interview, and confessing

I
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her (Usappointinent in the conve)'sation of this most (headed of

eritics.

" He is M ilished as an icicle, and fjuite as cold. He may lie

veiy accurax ' and astute and profound, but certainly he is not

half so brilliant as
"

She did not complete the parallel, but compressed her lips,

took up her pen, and began to write.

On the following morning Mrs. Andrews came into the

school-room, and, after kissing her children, turned blandly to

the governess.
''

" Miss Earl, I believe Mr. Manning called upon you last

evening. Where did you know himf
" I never saw him until yesterday, but we have corresponded

for some time."
" Indeed ! you are quite honoured. He is considered very

fastidious."

" He is certainly hypercritical, yet I have found him kind

and gentlemanly, even courteous. Our correspondence is

entirely attributable to the fact that I write for his magazine."

Mrs. Andrews dropped her ivory crochet-needle, and sat for

a moment, the picture of wide-eyed amazement.
" Is it possible ! I had no idea you were an author. Why

did you not tell me before '< What have you written'?"

Edna mentioned the titles of her published articles, and the

lady of the house exclaimed :

" Oh ! that ' Vigil at Griitli ' is one of the most beautiful

things I ever read, and I have often teased Mr. Manning to tell

me who wrote it. That apostrophe to the Thirty Confederates

is so mournfully grand that it brings tears to my eyes. Why.

Miss Eorl, you will be famous some day ! If I had your genius,

I should never think of plodding through life as a governess."

" But, my dear madam, I must make my bread, and am com-

pelled to teach while I write."

"I do not see what time you have for writing. I notice you

never leave the children till they are asleep ; and you must

sleep enough to keej) yourself alive. Are you writing anything

at present."
" I tinished an article several days ago which will be published

in the next number of the magazine. Of course I have no

leisure during the day, but I work till late at night."

" Miss Earl, if you have no objection to acquainting me with

your history, I should like very much to know something ot

your early life and education."
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While Edna gave a brief account of her chihlhood, Felix

nestled his hand into hers, and laid his head on her kneo, listen-

intr ea<'erlv to cAerv word.

When she concluded, Mrs. Andrews nuised a moineiit, and
then said :

" Henceforth, Miss Karl, you will occupy a ditierent position

in my house ; and 1 shall take pleasure in introducing you to

such of my friends as will appreciate your talent. I hope you
will not confine yourself exclusively to my children, but come
down sometimes in the evening and sit with me ; and, moreover,
1 i)refer that you should dine with us instead of these nursery
folks, who are not quite ca[>able of api)i-eciating you "

' How do you know that, mamma'? I can tell you one thing,

I appreciated her before I found out that she was likely to be
'fVunous.' Before I knew that Mr. Manning condescended to

notice her. We ' imrsery folk ' judge for ourselves, we don't
wait to find out what other })eo})le think, and I shan't give up
Miss Earl 1 She is my governess, and I wish you would just
let her alone !"

There was a touch of scorn in the boy's impatient tone, and
his mother bit her lip, and laiighed constr./inedly.

" Really, Felix ! who gave you a bill of sale to Miss Earl 1

She should consider herself exceedingly fortunate, as she is the
first of all your teachers with whom you have not quarelled
most shamefull}^ even fought and scratched."

" A.nd because she is sweet, and good, and pretty, and I love
her, you must interfere and take her ofi'to enter+rin your com-
pany. She came here to take care of Hattie and me, and not
to go down-stairs to see visitors. She can't go, mamma. I
want her myself. You have all the world to talk to, and T have
only her. Don't meddle, mamma."

" You are very selfish and ill-tempered, my poor, little boy,
and I am heartily ashamed of you."

" If I am, it is because "

" Hush, Felix
!"

Edna laid her hand on the pale, curling lips of the cripple,
and luckily at this instant Mrs. Andrews was summoned from
the room.

Scarcely waiting till the door closed after her, the boy ex-
claimed passionatelv

:

" Felix
! don't call me Felix : That means happy, lucky !

and she had no right to giro nie such a nw\c, T am Infelix ;
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nobody loves me 1 nobody cares for me, except to pity me, ami

I woiild rather be strangled than pitied I I vlsh I was dead

and at rest in Crreanwood ! I wish somebody woidd knock my
brains ont with my crutch ! and save me from hobbling through

life. Even my mother is ashamed of my deformity ! Sho

ought to have treated me as the Spartans did their dwarfs!

She ought to have thrown me into East River before I was a

day old ! I wish I was dead ! Oh ! I do ! I do 1"

" Felix, it is veiy wicked to
"

" I tell you I won't be called Felix. Whenever I hear tlic

name it mak(!s me feel as I did one day when my crutches

slijjped on the ice, and I fell on the pavement before the door,

and some newsboys stood and laughed at mo. Infelix Andrews

!

I want that written on my tombstone when I am biiried."

He trembled from head to foot, and angry tears dimmed liis

large, flashing eyes, while Hattie sat with her elbows resting

on her knees, and her chin in her hands, looking sorrowfull}- at

her brother.

Edna put her arm around the boy's shoulder, and drew his

head d .wn on her lap, saying tenderly :

" Your mother did not mean that she was ashamed of her

son, but only grieved and mortified by his ungovernable tem-

per, whicli made him disres[)ectful to her. I know that she is

very proud of your fine intellect, and your ambition to become

a thorough scholar, and
"

''Oh ! yes, and of my handsome body ! and of my [)retty feet!"

" My dear little boy, it is sinful for you to speak in that way,

and God will punish you if you do not struggle against sucli

feelings."

''I don't see how I can be punished any more than I have

been already. To be a lame dwarf is the worst that can haii-

pen."
*' Suppose you were poor and friendless—an orphan with

no one to care for you ] Suppose you had no dear, good, littlo

sister like Hattie to love you ? Now, F'elix, T know that

the very fact that you are not as strong and well-grown as most

boys of your age, only makes your mother and all of us love

you more tenderly ; and it is very ungrateful ixa you to talk so

bitterly when we are trying to make you happy and good and

useful. Look at little Lila, shut up in silence, unable to speak

one word, or to hear a bird sing or a baby laugh, and yet see

how merry and good-natured she is. How much more afflicted
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she is than you aro ! Huppose she was always tVettiuiL; and

complaining, looking miserable and sour, and out of humour,

do you think you would love her halt' as well as you do now]"

He made no reply, but his thin hands covered his sallow

lace.

Hattie came close to him, sat down on the carpet, and put

her head, thickly crowned with yellow curls, on his knee. Her
uncle ih'ey had given her a pretty ring the day before, and now
she silently and softly took it from her own finger, and slipped

it on her brother's.

*' Felix, you and Hattie were so delighted with that little

j)oem which I read to you from the Journal of Eugenie de

(ruerin, that I have tried to set it to music for you. The tune

does not suit it exactly, but we can use it until I find a better

one."-

She went to the piano and sang that exquisite nursery ballad,

" JOUJOU, THE AnOEI. OP THE PLAYTHINGS."

Hattie clapped her hands with delight, and Felix partially

forgot his woes and grievances.
" Now, I want you both to learn to sing it, and I will teach

liattie the accompaniment. On Felix's birthday, which is not

very distant, you can surprise your father and mother by sing-

ing it for them. Tn gratitude to the author I think every little

child should sing it and call it 'Eugenie's Angel Song.' Hattie,

it is eleven o'clock, and time for you to practise your music^

lesson."

The little girl climbed upon the piano-stool and began to

count aloud, and after a while Edna bent down and put her

hand on Felix's shoulder.
" You grieved your mother this morning and spoke very dis-

respectfully to her. I know you regret it, and you ought to

tell her so and ask her to forgive you. You would feel happier

all day if you would only acknowledge your fault. 1 hoar your
mother in her own room : will you not go and kiss her I"

He averted his head and muttered :

"I dont want to kiss her."
" But you ought to be a dutiful son, and you are not ; and

your mother has cause to be displeased with you. If you
should ever be so unfortunate as to lose her, and stand as I do,

motherless, in the world, yon will regret the pain you gave hei*

this morning. Oh ! if I had the privilege of kissing my mother,
I could bear almost any sorrow patiently. If it mortifies you
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to acknowledge your bad behaviour, it is tlie more neces.siuy

that you should huniblo your pride. Felix, sonietiiues I think

it requires more nobility of soul to ask pardon for our faiilt.s

than to resist the t('m|)tation to commit them."

She turned away and biisied herself in correctinjj his J.atin

exercise, and for some time the boy sat sullen and silent.

At length he sighed heavily, and, taking his crutches, eanu!

lip to the table where she sat.

" Suppose you tell my mother I am sorry I was disrespectful."
" Felix, are you really sorry I"

" Yes."

"Well, then, go and tell her so, and she will love you u

thousand times more than ever before. The confession shoulil

come from your own lips."

lie stood irresolute and sighed again :

" I will go, if you will go with me."

She rose, and they went to Mrs. Andrews' room. The
mother was superbly dressed in visiting costume, and was tying

on hor bonnet when they entered.
" Mrs. Andrews, your son wishes to say something which 1

think you will be glad to hear."
" Indeed ! Well, Felix, what is HI"
" Mamma—I believe—I know I was very cross—and dits-

respectful to you—and O mamma ! I hope you will forgive

me!"
He dropped his crutches and stretched out his arms, and

Mrs. Andrews threw down the diamond cluster, with which she

was fastening her ribbons and caught the boy to her bosom.
" My precious child ! my darling ! Of course I forgive you

gladly. My dear son, if you only know half how well I love

you, you would not grieve me so often by your passionato

temper. My darling !

"

She stooped to kiss him, and when she turned to look for the

girlish form of the governess, it was no longer visible : mother

and son were alone,
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During the first tew inontlis utter her removal to N(^w York,

Kdiia received frequent lettei-s tVom Mrs, Murray atid Mr.
Ffaniuiond ; l)ut as winter advanced tliev wrote more rarelv and
hurriedly, and finally many weeks elapsed without bringing any
tidings from Le llocage. St. Elmo's nanu! was never mentioTu;d,

and while the girl's heart ached, she crushed it more ruthlessly

day by day, and in retaliation imposed additional and unre-

mitting toil upon her brain.

Mr. Manning had called twice to escort her to the libraries

and art-galleries, and occasionally he sent her new books, and
English and French periodicals ; but his chill, imperturbable

calmness oppressed and embarrassed Kdna, and formed a bariier

to all friendly warmth in their intercourse. He so comjdetely
overawed her, that in his august })resence she was unable to do
herself justice, and felt that she was not gaining ground in his

good opinion. The brooding serenity of his grave, Egyptic face

was not contagious ; and sho was conscious of a vague discpiiet,

a painful restlessness, when in his company and under his cold,

changeless eyes.

One morning in January as she sat listening to Eelix's reci-

tations, Mrs. Andrews came into the school-room with an open
note in one hand, and an excjuisite bouquet in the other.

" Miss Earl, here is an ivitation for you to accompany Mr.
Manning to the opera, to-night ; and here, too, is a bouquet
from the same considerate gentleman. As he does me the
honour to request my company also, I came to confer with you
before sending a reply. Of course you will go V

"Yes, Mrs. Andrews, if ypu will go with me.'
Edna bent over her flowers, and recognizing many favourites

that recalled the hot-house at lie J3ocage, her eyes filled with
tears, and she hastily piit her lips to the snowy cups of an
oxalis. How often she liad seen just such fragile petals nest-

ling in the button-hole of Mr. Murray's coat.
" I shall write and invite him to come early and take tea

with us. Now, Miss Earl, pardon my candour, I should like
to know what you intend to wear I You know that Mr. Man-
Timg is quite lionized liere, and you will have to face a terrific

battery of eyes and lorgnettes ; for everybody will stretch his
or her neck to find out, first, who vou J^re, and secondly, how

i!i
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yon ni'i' th-t^HHvd, Now, f think I uiult'istuiid niilicr l>«!tt«>r ttian

you do v» hut in roiu/ue il J'ant in these mutters, and I hope yo\i

will idlow iiift to (li^'tate on this occasion. Moreover, our dis.

tinguished escort is extrt^mely fastidious eonceruing ladi<,'s'

loihMeH.'

** ITere ar(! my keys, Mrs. Andrews ; examin*' my wardroho

and seiec*^ wiuit you consider appropriate tor to-night."

" On condition '^hat you permit me to su|)ply any detieiencics

which I may disco\ y\ (Jomo to my room at six o'clock, and

let Victoriiu! dress your hair. I^et me sec*, I expettt // In (In,'

will hest suit your lujad and face."

Kdua turned t:» her pupils and their books, but all day the

Howers in the vase, on the table, prattled of days gone by; oi'

purple sunsets streai. ting through golden-starred acacia bought;

of long, languid, luxurious, Southern afternoons dying slowly

on beds of ludiotrope and jasmine, s[)icy geraniums and gorge-

ous pelargoniums ; of dewy, delicious, summer mornings, for

(Her and ever past, when standing beside a (|uivering snow-

bank of Lamanjue rcses, she had watched Tamerlane and his

gloomy rider go down the shadowy avenue of elms.

The monotonous hum of the children's voices seemed thin

and strange and far, fai- ott", jarring the sweet V)ouquet babble
;

and still as the hours passed, and the winter day waned, the

llower Fugue; swelled on and on, through the cold and dreary

chambers of her heart ; now rising stormy and passionate, like

a battle-blast, from the deep orange trum|jet of a bignoniti

;

and now whispering and sobbing and pleading, from the pearly

white lips of hallowed oxalis.

When she sat that night in Mr. Manning's box, at the Ac-

ademy of music, the editor raised his opera-glass, swept tho

crowded house, scanning the lovely, beaming faces, wreathed

with smiles, and then his grave, piercing glance came back and

dwelt on the countenance at his side. The cherry silk lining

and puffings on her opera-cloak threw a delicate stain of colour

over her exquisitely moulded cheeks ; and, in the braid of bla(;i\

hair which rested like a coronal on iicr fDlislied brow, burned

a scarlet anemone. Her long lashf's droo;-- d as sh' 1 jok»^d

down at the bou(piet between hei finders, and listening to

the Fugue which memory played on the ])etals, she sighed

involuntarily.

" Miss Earl, is this your fii\st night at the opera]"
'* No, sir ; I was here once before with Mi". Andrews and

us KUdren,"
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" r jiulj^e from you. writings that yon art jmrticularly t'«)ml

of music."

" ^ OS, sir; 1 think few ptisoiis love it hotter than I do."
" Whut style <lo you ju efer ]"

"Snored music- oratorios niHier than operas,"

The orchestra bey.iii an overture of Verdi's, and Kdnn's

eycM went back to her flowei'S.

Presently Mrs. Andrews si id eagei'ly :

" Look, Miss Karl ! Yonder, in the box directly oi)['usite, is

the och'brated Sir Roger I'ercival, the Kngiish nobleman a))()ui

whom all (Jothain is running mad. If h(! has not uore sensf

(liHU most men of his age, liis head will \m comph'tely turned
by the flattery heaped upon him. What a commentary on
Republican Americans, that we ai'e so dazzled by the glitter of

a title ! However, he really is very agreeabh^ ; 1 have uwl
him several times, dined with him last w(!ek at the ( 'oltons.

He has been watching us for some minutes. Ah 1 thei-e is a

l>ow for me ; and one I presume for you, Mr. Munning."
" Yes, I knew him abroad. We spent a montJi together at

Dresden, and his In-ain is strong enough to bear uU the adula-
tion New Yorkers otfer his title.

"

Kdna looked into the opposite box, and saw a taH, elegantly-

dressed man, with huge whiskers, and a glittei-ing >pera-glass:

and then as the curtain rose on the first act of " K nani," she
turned to the stage, and gave her entire attention to tfu; music.

At the close .f the second act Mrs. Andrews said :

" Pray, who is that handsome man down yonder in the par-
i/nef, fanning himself with a libretto ^ 1 do not think his eyes
have moved from this box for the last ten minutes. He is a
stauger to me."

8he turned her fan in the direction of the person ii Heated,
and Mr. Manning looked down and answered :

" He is unknown to me."
Kdna's eyes involuntarily wandered over the sea of heads,

and the editor saw her start and lean forward, and notii 'd the
sudden joy that flashed into her face, as sh(; met the e; nest,
upward gaze of Gordon Leigh.

" An acquaintance of yours. Miss Earl V
"Yes, sir; an old friend from the South."
1 he door of the box opened .-ind Sii* Hii^er Penrivn! ea' 'e \u

and seated himself near Mrs. Andrews, who, in her cordial
welcome, seemed utterly to forget the presence of the governess.

ii
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MB \villing to leave to vdiir

Mr. Manning sat close to Edna, and taking a couple of letters

from his pocket, he laid them on her lap, saying :

" These letters were directed to my care by persons who Jirc

ignorant of your name and address. If you will not considtiv

me unpardonably curious, I should like to know the nature of

their contents."

She broke the seals and read the most Mattering commenda-
tion of her magazine sketclies, the most cordial thanks for the

pleasure derived from their perusal ; but the signatures were

unknown to her.

A sudden wave of crimson surged into her face as she silently

put the letters into Mr. Manning's hi'.nd, and watched his grave,

fixed, undemonstrative features, while he read, refolded, aiul

returned them to her.

" Miss Earl, I have received several documents of a similar

character, asking for your address. Do you still desire to write

incognito, or do you wish your name given to your admirer.s f
" That is a matter which I

superior judgment."
" Pardon me, but I much prefer that you determine it foi-

yourself"
" Then you may give my name to those who are sufficiently

interested in me to write and make the inquiry."

Mr. Manning smiled slightly, and lowered his voice as he

said :

" Sir Roger Percival came here to-night to be introduced to

you. He has expressed much curiosity to see the author of the

last article which vou contributed to the magazine ; and I told

him that you Avould be in my box this evening. Shall T

present him now f
Mr. Manning was rising, but Edna put her hand on his aim,

and answered hurriedly :

" No, no ! He is engaged in conversation with Mrs. An-

drews ; and, moreover, I believe I do not particularly desiie

to be presented to him."
" Here comes your friend ; I will vacate this seat in his

favour."

He rose, bowed to Gordon Leigh, and gave him the chair

which he had occupied.
" Edna ! how 1 have longed to see you once more I"

Gordon's hand seized hers, and his handsome face was elocjueut

with feelings which he felt no inclination to conceal
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onpie of letters

ing commendti-

thiinks for tho

md on his arm,

'' The sight of your countenance is au uuexpected pleasure in

New- York. Mr. Leigh, wlien did you arrive 1"

'' This afternoon. Mr. Hammond gave me your address, and

T called to see you, but was told that you were here."

" How are they all at home ?"

" Do you mean at Le Bocage or the Parsonage f
*' I mean how are all my friends ?"

*• Mrs. ]\rurray is very well, Miss Estelle, ditto. Mr. Ham-
mond has been sick, but was better and able to preach before I

left. I brought a letter for you from him, but xmfortunately

left it in the pocket of my travelling coat. Edna, you have

changed very much since 1 saw you last."

" In what respect, Mr. Leigh f
The crash of the orchestra filled the house, and people turned

once more to the stage. .Standing with his arms folded, Mr.
Manning saw the earnest look on ( Jordon's face as, with his arm
resting on the back of Kdna's chair, he talked in a low, eager

tone ; and a pitying smile partially curved the editor's granite

mouth as he noticed the exprc ision of jtain on the girl's face, and
heard her say coldly :

'• No, Mr. Leigh ; what I told you tlien 1 repeat now. Time
has made no change."

The opei-a ended, the curtain fell, and an enthusiastic audience

called out the popular {)rima donna.

While bouquets were showered upon her, Mr. Manning
stooped and put his hand on Edna's :

" Shall I throw your tribute for you 1"

She hastily caught the bouquet from his lingers, and replied :

" Oh ! no, thank you I I am so selfish, I cannot spare it."

" I shall call at ten o'clock to-morrow to deliver your letter,"

said Gordon, as he stood hat in hand.

"I shall be glad to see you, Mr. l^eigh."

He shook hands with her and with Mr. Manning, to whom
she had introduced him, and left the box.

Sir Roger Percival gave his arm to Mrs. Andrews, and the

editor drew Edna's cloak over her shoulders, took her hand and
led her down the steps.

As her little, gloved lingers rested in his, the feeling of aw^e

and restraint melted away, and looking into his face she said :

" Mr. Manning, I do not think you will ever knov/ half how
much I thank you for all your kindness to an unknown author-
ling. I have enjoyed the music very much indeed. How ia

Lila to-night V*
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A slight tremor crossed his lips ; the petrified hawthorn was
quivering into life.

" She is quite well, thank you. Pray what do you know
about her ] I was not aware that I had ever mentioned hcv

name in your presence."
" My pupil Felix is her most devoted knight, and 1 see; licr

almost every afternoon when I go with the children to Ceutial
Park."

They reached the carriage where the Englishman stood talk-

ing to Mrs. Andrews, and when Mr. Manning had handed Edna
in, he turned and said something to Sir Roger, who laughed
lightly and walked away.

During tiie ride Mrs. Andrews talked volubly of the foreigner's

ease and elegance and fastidious musical taste, and Mr. Manniiii;

listened courteously ajid bowed coldly in reply. When tliey

reached home she invited him to dinner on the followinif

Thursday, to meet Sir Eoger Percival.

As the editor bade them good night, he said to Edna

:

" Go to sleep at once ; do not sit up to work to-night,"

Did she follow his sage advice 'i Ask of the titr.'s that

watched her through the long winter night, and the dappled
dawn that saw her stooping wearily over her desk.

At the appointed hour on the following morning Mr. Leigli

called, and after some desultory remarks he asked, rather

abruptly :

" Has St. Elmo Murray written to you about his last whini/"
''I do not correspond with Mr. Murray."
"Everybody wonders what droll freak will next seize him.

Reed, the blacksmith, died several months ago and, to the

astonishment of our people, Mr. Murray has taken his- orphan,
Huldah, to Le Bocage ; has adoi)ted her I believe ; at all events,

is educating her."

Edna's face grew radiant.
" Oh ! I am glad to hear it ! Poor little Huldah needed a

friend, and she could not possibly have fallen into kinder hands
than Mr. Murray's."

"There certainl}' exists some diversity of opinion on that

subject. He is rathei- too ijrim a guardian, I fancy, for one so

young as Huldah Reed."
"Is Mr, Hammond teachin.g Huldah 1"

" Oh ! no. Herein consists the wonder. Murray himself

hears her lessons, so Estelle told my sistei-. A propos .' rumoui'
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iinnounces the approaching marriage of the cousins. My sister

informed me that it woukl take place early in the spring."
" Do you allude to Mr. Murray and Miss Harding \

"

" I do. They will go to Euro})e immediately after their

marriage.

CTOidon looked searchingly at his companion, but saw only a

faint, iilcredulous smile cross her calm face.

" My sister is Estelle's confidant, so you see I speak advisedly.

I know that her trousseau has been ordered from Pai'is."

Edna's fingers closed spasmodically over each other, but sli<^

laughed as she answered :

' How then dare you betray her confidence 1 Mr. Leigh,

how long will you remain in New York ?

"

*' I shall leave to-morrow, unlass I have reason to hope that

a longer visit will give you pleasure. I came here solely to see

you."

He attempted to unclasp her fingers, but she shook of his

hand and said quickly :

" I know what you are about to say, and I would rather not
hear Avhat would only distress us both. If you wish me to re-

spect you, Mr. Leigh, you must never again allude to a subject

which I showed you last night was exceedingly painful to me.
While I value you as a friend, and am rejoiced to see you
again, I should regret to learn that you had prolonged your
stay even one hour on my account."

"•You are ungrateful, Edna ! And I begin to realize that

you are utterly heartless."

" If I am, at least I have never trifled with or deceived you,
:Mr. Leigh."

" Vou have no heart, or you certainly could not so coldly

rt'ject an affection which any other wonum would i)roudly
accept. A few yeai« hence, when your insane ambition is fully

satiated, and your beauty fades, and your writings pall upon
public taste, and your smooth-tongued flatterers forsake your
shrine to bow before that of some new and more popular idol,

then Edna, you will rue yoiir folly."

She rose and answered quietly :

" The future may contain only disappointments for me, but
however lonely, however sad my lot may prove, I think I shall

never fall sn low as to rcgi-ct not having married a man whom
I find it impossible to love. The sooner this interview ends
the longer our friendship will last. My time is not now my
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own, and, <as my duties claim me in the school-room, I will bid

you good-bye."
" Edna, if you send me from you now, you shall never look

upon ray face again in this world !

"

Mournfully her tearful eyes sought his, but her voice was

low and steady as she put out both hands, and said solemnly :

" P^arewell, dear friend. God grant that when next we see

each other's faces they may be overshadowed by the shining,

white plumes of our angel wings, in that city of God ' where

the wicked cease from trouljling and the weary are at rest.'

' Never again in this world,' ah ! such words are dreary and

funereal as the dull fall of clods on a coffin-lid; but so be it.

Thank God ! time biings us all to one inevitable tryst before

the great, white throne."

He took the hands, bowed his forehead upon them and

groaned ; then drew them to his lips and left her.

With a slow, Aveary step she turned and went up to her

room and read Mr. Hammond's letter. It was long and kind,

full of affection and wise counsel, but contained no allusion to

Mr. Murray.
As she refolded it she saw a slip of paper which had fallen

unnoticed on the carpet, and picking it up she i-ead these

words :

" It grieves me to have to tell you that, after all, I fear St.

Elmo will marry Estelle Harding. He does not love her, slie

cannot influence him to redeem himself; his future looks hojje-

less indeed. Pjdna, my child ! what have you done ! Oh !

what have you done !

"

Her heart gave a sudden, wild bound, then a spasm seemed

to seize it, and '>vesontly the fluttering ceased, her pulses

stopped, and a chi. . darkness fell upon her.

Her head sank heavily on her chest, and when she recovered

her memory she felt an intolerable sensation of suffocation, and

a sharp pain that seemed to stab the heart, whose throbs were

low and feeble.

She raised the window and leaned out panting for breath,

and the freezing wind })owdered her face with fine snow-flakes,

and sprinkled its fairy flower-crystals over her hair.

The outer world was chill and dreary, the leafless limbs of

the trees in the park looked ghostly and weird .against the dense

dun clouds which seemed to stretch like a smoke mantle just

above the sea of roofs ; and, dimly seen through the white mist,
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Brooklyn's heights and Staten's liills were huge outlines mon'
Htrous as Echidna.

Physical pain blanched Edna's lips, and she pressed her hand
repeatedly to her lieart, wondering \,diat caused those keen
[);ings. At last, when the bodily suffering passed away, and
she sat down exhausted, her mind reverted to the sentence in

Mr. Hammond's letter.

She knew the words were not lightly written, and that his

reproachful appeal had broken from the depths of his aching

heart, and was intended to rouse hei. to some action.
" I can do nothing, say nothing ! Must sit still and wait

patiently—jirayerfully. "To-day, if I coidd put out my hand
and touch Mr. Murray, and bind him to me forever, I would
not. No, no ! Not a finger must I lift, even between him and
Lstelle ! But he will not-uiany her ! I know^—I feel that he
will not. Though I never look upon his face again, he belongs to

me ! He is mine, and no other woman can take him from me."
A strange, mysterious, shadowy smile settled on her pallid

features, and faintly and dreamily she repeated :

" 'And yet I know past all doubting, truly-
A knowledge greater than grief can dim—

f know as he loved, he wid h)V(' ine duly,

Yea, better, <;'en better than I love him.
And as I walk by the vast, calm river.

The awful river so dread to see,

F say, ' Thy breadth and thy ilepth for ever
Are bridged by his thoughts that cross to me.'"

fler lashes drooped, her head fell back against the top of the
chair, and she lost all her woes until Felix's voice roused her,
and she saw the frightened boy standing at her side, shaking
her hand and calling piteously ui)on her.

" Oh : I thought you were dead ! You looked so white and
felt so cold. Are you very sick I 8hall I go for mamma ?

"

For a moment she looked in his face with a perplexed, be-
wildered expression, then made an effort to rise.

"I suppose that I must have faint(,'d, for I had a terrible pain
here, and " 8he laid her hand over her heart.

'* Felix, let us go down stairs. I think if your mother would
give me some wine it might strengthen me."

Notwithstanding the snow, Mrs. Andrews had gone out; but
t'elix had the wine brought to the school-room, and after a little

while the blood showerl itself shylv in the governess' white
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lips, and she took the boy's Latin book and heard him recite

his lesson.

The day a})peured wearily long, but she omitted none of the

appointed tasks, and it was nearly nine o'clock before Felix fell

asleep that night. Softly unclasping his thin fingers, which

clung to her hand, she went up to her own room, feeling the

full foxx'e of those mournful words in Eugenie de (iuerin's

Journal

:

" It goes on in the soul. ISTo one is aware of what I feel; iki

one suffers from it. I only pour out my heart before God - and

here. Oh I to-day what efforts I make to shake off this prolit

less sadness—this sadness without tears—arid, bruising the

heart like a hammer !"

There was no recurrence of the physical agony ; and aftci'

two days the feeling of prostration passed away, and only the

memoiy of the attack remained.

The idea of lionizing her children's governess, and inti-oduciiij;'

her to Hoi-disaut " fashionable society," had taken possession

of Mrs. Andrew's mind, and she was quite as much deliglitiMl

witli her patronizing scheme as a child would have been with a

new hobby-horse. Dreams at which even Miecenas might liine

laughed floated through her busy brain, and filled her kind lieait

with generous anticipations. On Thursday she informed Kdiia

that she desired her presence at dinner, and lU'ged her requests

with such pertinacious earnestness that no alternative remained

but acquiescence, and reductantly the governess pre])are(l to

meet a formidable party of strangers.

When Mrs. Andrews presented Sir Roger Percival, he bowed

rather haughtily, and, with a distant politeness, which assurer!

Edna that he was cognizant of her refusal to make his acquain-

tance at the opera.

During the early part of dinner he divided his gay words

between his hostess and a pretty Miss Morton, who was evident-

ly laying siege to his heart, and carefully flattering his vanity:

but whenever Edna, his vis-a-vis, looked toward him, she in\ai-

iably found his fine, brown eyes scrutinizing her face.

Mr. Manning, who sat next to Edna, engaged her in an ani

mated discussion concerning the value of a small volume con-

taining two essays by Buckle, which he had sert her a few days

previous.

Something which she said to the editor with reference to

Buckle's extravagant estimate of Mill, brought a smile to the

Englishman's lip, and, bowing slightly, he said :
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" Pardon ine, Miss P^arl, if 1 interrupt you a moment to ex-
press my surprise at hearing Mill denounced by an American.
His books on llepresentative Government and Liberty are so
esentially democratic that 1 expected only gratitude and eulo<'v
from his readers on this side of the Atlantic."

Despite lier eflbrts to control it, (unbarrassment unstrung her
nerves, and threw a (piiver into her voice, as slie answered :

"I do not presume, sir, to 'denounce' a man whom liuckle
ranks above all otlier living writers and statesmen, but, in
anticipating the inevitable result of the adoption of some of
Mill's proposed social reforms, I could not avoid recalling that
wise dictum of Frederick the Ureat concerning philosophers a
saying which Buckle quotes so triumphantly against Plato,
Aristotle, Descartes—even Bacon, Newton, and a long list of
names illustrious in the annals of English literature. Frederick
declared: 'If I wanted to ruin one of my provinces, I w(>uhl
make over its government to the philosophers.' With due
deference to Buckle's superior learning and astuteness, I confess
my study of Mill's philosophy assures me that, if society should
be turned over to the government of his theory of Liberty and
HuflVage, it would go to ruin more rapidly tluin Frederick's jjro-
viuce. Under his teachings the women of England might .soon
marshal their anmzonian legions, and storm not only Parnassus
but the ballot-box, the bench, and the forum. That this sliouhl
occur in a country where a Avoman nominally rules, and cer-
tainly reigns, is not so suri)rising, but I dread tiie contagion of
such an example uj)on America."
"His influence is powerful, from the fact that he never tnkes

up his pen without using it to break some social shackles
; and

Its strokes are tremendous as those of the hammer of Thoi-. But
surely, Miss F]arl, yon Americans cannot with either good taste,
giace, or consistency, upliraid England on the score of woman's
rights' movements ?"

*' At least, .sir, our statesmen are not yet attacked by this
most loathsome of political leprosies. (Jnly a few crazy fanatics
liave fallen victims to it, and if lunatic asylums w(!re not fr(;-
<|uently cheated of their dues, these would not be left at lai-ge,
but shut up together in high-walled inclosures, where, like
'Sidney Smith's ' graminivorous metaphysicians,' or Keaumur's
spiders, they <^ould only injure one another and destroy their
own webs. America has no Bentham, Bailey, Hare or Mill, to
lend countenance or strength to the ridiculous clamour raised
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by i\ tVnv uiiMinijiV)le and wretched wives, and as many embittor-

ihI, di«!i|)iK)inttHl old iiuiids oi' New England, whose absurd pre-

tentions and diHgracet'ul conduct cannot fail to bring a blu.sii of

shiune and smilo of i)ity to the face of every truly refined Am-
ciican woman. The uobh* apology which Edmund Burke onco

(offered for his cuuutrynien, always recurs to my mind when 1

hear these ' women's conventions' alluded to :
' Because half >i

dozen grasshoppers under a fern make the field ring with their

iiuportuuate chink, while thousands of great cattle repose be-

utiath the sluide of the British oak, cliew the cud, and are sileni,.

pray do nob imagine that those who make the noise are the only

mliabitants of the field; that, of course, they are many in

ninuber, or that, after all, thev are other than the little, shrivel-

h'd. meagre, hopping, though loud r-ud troublesome insects of

the hour.' I think, sii, that the noble and true women of this

continent earnestly believe that the day which invests them
with the eU^ctive franchise would be the blackest in the annals

of humanity, would ring the death-knell of modern civilization,

of national prosperity, social morality, and domestic happiness

!

and would consign the race to a night oi degradation and hor-

lor infinitely more appalling than a return to primeval barbar-

ism. 'J'hen eviuy exciting political canvass would witness tlic

if'\oltiu<; deeds of th(^ furies who assisted in storrainir the

I'liileries ; and repetitions of scenes enacted during the French

jicvolutiou, which mournfully attest how terrible indeed arc

iV'iuale natures when once perverted. God, the Maker, tenderly

anchored womanhood in the peaceful, blessed haven of honu;,

and if man is ever insane enough to mar the divine economy,

by setting women afioat on the turbulent, roaring sea of politics.

tiioy will speedily become pitiable wi-ecks. Sooner than such

an inversion of social order, I would welcome even Turki.sli

liondage; for surely, utter ignorance is infinitely preferable tu

iMudite uuwomanliness."
'• E\ en my brief sojourn in America has taught me the de

moi'alizing tendency of the doctrine of 'equality of races and

tit sexes,' and you must admit. Miss Earl, that your country-

women are growing dangerously learned," answered Sir Roger,

smiling.
• 1 am afraid, sir, that it is rather the quality than the quan

tity of their learning that makes them troublesome. One of

your own noble seers has most gracefully declared :
' a wouuui

may always help her husband' (or race,) ' by what she knows,
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liowever little ; by what she half knows or niisknows, she will

only tease him.' I nc^ver hear that rnucli abused word ' equality'

without a shudder; and visions of Cordeliers and V^'ersailles

furies. I have no aristocratic prejudices, for my grandfather
was a blacksmith, and my father a carpentei- ; but 1 do not
})elieve that ' all men an; born fi-ee and ecpial ;' and think tlmt
two thirds of the Athenians were only fit to tie Socrates' shoes,

itnd not one half of Rome worthy to \)\i\y \jilot and clasp the
toga of Cato or Cicero. Neither do I claim nor iulmit the
e(|uality of the sexes, whom Cod created with distinctive intel-

lectual characteristics, which never c;in be merg«'il or destioved
without outraging the decrees of natmc, and sa]>i>ing the foun-
dations of all domestic harmony. Allow me to say, sir, in

answer to your remark concerning learned women, that it seems
to me great misapprehension exi.sts relative to the ((uestion of
raising the curriculum of female education. I^^rudition and
effrontery have no inherent connection, and m woman has an
unquestionable right to improve her mind, ml intiniinni, pro-
vided she does not barter womanly deliciicy and refinement for
mere knowledge

; and, in her anxiety to pnrade what she has
gleaned, forget the decorum and modesty, without which she is

monstrous and repulsive. Does it not ajqtear reasonable that
a truly refined woman, whose heart is properly governed, should
increase her usefulness to her family and lier race, by increasing
her knowledge ? A female pedant who is coar.se and boisterous,
or ambitious of going to Congress, or nuiking stump-sjieeches.
would be quite as unwomanly and unlovely in character if sh('

were utterly illiterate. I am afraid it is not their superior
learning or ability which afflicts the nineteenth century with
those unfortunate, abnormal developments, familiarly known as
' strong-minded women ;' but that it is the misdirection of theii-

energies, the one-sided nature of their education, A woman
who cannot be contented and happy i ^^lie bosom of her home,
busied with ordinary womanly work, but fancies it is her
mission to practise law or medicine, or go out lectiiring, would be
a troublesome, disagreeable personage imder all circumstances

;

and would probably stir up quite as much mischief, while using
ungrammatical language, as if she were a perfect philologist
Whom did Socrates find most amiable and feminine, leained
-lo.jma, or unlearned Xantippe i I think even mankind
would consent to see women as erudite as Damo, or Isotta
Nogarola, provided they were also as eyemplarv in their do-
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mestio relations, iih iiTfipioHflmltlc and tl(!V(it(Hl wives and diiugli

ters as Eponina and Cludonis, Alcestis and lier(!n<,'aria."

Sir Jlofiji^r bowed assent, and Mr. Maiinin<,' said :

'' Very ' true, i,'Ood, and l)eautiful,' as a nieic theory in socio

logy, Imt in an age when those hi(h'(mslierma|)hroditeH, yclepcd
' strong-minded women,' are becoming so alarmingly numei-ous,
our eyes are rarely gladdened by a conjunction of highly culti-

vated intellects, noble, loving hearts, tender, womanly sensi-

bilities. (Jan you shouhhu- tlu; onus prohandl r
" 8ir. that rests with those who assert that learning renders

women disagreeable and uufeminine ; the ]»urden of jn-oof ic

mains for you."
" Permit me to lift the weight for you, Manning, by askiiii,'

Miss Earl what she thinks of the comparative merits of tlu'

' Princess,' and of ' A)irora Leigh,' as correctives of the tendency
she deprecates]"

Hitherto the discussion had been contined V the trio, while
the conversation was gen(!ral, but now silence reigned around
the table, and when the Englishman's (juestion forced Edna to

look up, she saw all eyes turned upon her and embarrassment
Hushed her face, and her lashes drooped as she answerer! :

" It has often been asserted by those who chiim proliciency
in the anatomy of character, that women are the most infallible

judges of womanly, and men of manly natures ; l)ut I am afraid

tliat the poems referred to would -"to this decision. While I

yield to no human being in admiratu)n of, and loving gratitude
to Mrs. Browning, and regard the first eight books of ' Aurora
Leigh' as vigorous, grand, and marvellously beautiful, I can-

not deny that a |)ainful feeling of mortification seizes me when
I read the ninth and concluding book, wherein ' xVurora,' witli

most unwomanly vehemence, voluntarily declares an'I reiterates
her love for ' Romney,' Tennyson's ' Princess' seems to me
more feminine and retintnl and lovely than ' Aurora ;' and it is

because I love and re\'ere Mrs. Browning, and consider her not

only the i)ride of her own sex, but an ornament to the world,
that I find it difficult to forgive the unwomanly inconsistency
into which she betrays her heroine. Allow me to say that in

my humble opinion nothing in the whole range of literature m)

fully portrays a perfed woman as that noble sketch by Words-
worth, and the inimitable doscri]>tion in Rogers' ' Human
Life.'"

" The first is, I presume, familiar to all of us, but the last, I

IHi
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confess, oscajjes my memory. Will you b(^ good enough to

lopeat it?" said the editor, knitting liis brows slightly.

" Kxcuse mo sir; it in too long to be (juoted here, and it

seems that I have already monopolized the conversation much
longer than I expected or desired. Moreover, to quot(! Rogers

to an Englishman would be equivahuit to * carrying coal to

Newcastle,' or peddling ' owls iti Athens.'
"

Sir lloger smiled as he said :

" Indeed, Miss Fairl, whih; you spoke J was earnestly ran-

sacking my memory for the passage to which you allude ; but,

I am ashamed to say, it is as fruitless an effort as ' calling

spirits from the vasty deep.' Pray be so kind as to repeat it

tor me.

At that instant litth; Hattie crept softly to the back of

Kdiia's chair and whispered :

" Bro' Felix says, won't you please comeback soon, and finisli

that stoi'y where you left off reading last night ("

Very glad to possess so good an excuse, the governess rose at

once ; but Mrs. Andrews said :

" Wait, Miss Earl. What do you want, Hattie I"

" Bro' Felix wants Miss Earl, and sent me to beg her to

come."
" (jro back and tell him he is in a hopeless minority, and that

in this country the lu.ijority rule. There are fifteen here who
want to talk to Miss Earl, and he can't have her in the school-

room just now," said Urey Chilton, slyly pelting his niece with

almonds.
" But Felix is really sick to-day, and if Mrs. Andrews will

excuse me, I prefer to go."

She looked imploringly at the lady of thi^ house, who said

nothing ; and Sir Roger beckoned Hattie to him, and exclaimed :

" Pray, may I enquire, Mrs. xVndrews, why your children do

not make their appearance I I am sure you need not fear a repeti-

tion of the sarcastic rebuke of that wit who, when dining at a

house where the children wei'e noisy and unruly, lifted his

glass, bowed to the troublesome little ones, and drank to the

memory of King Herod. I am very certain ' the murder of the

innocents' woukl never be recalled here, unless—forgive me,
Miss Earl ! but from tne sparkle in your eyes, I believe you
anticipate me. Do you really know what I am about to say 1"

" I think, sir, I can guess."
" Let me see whether you are a clairvoyant

!"
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"On ,,iir ucoasion wlicn a sign for a <-liil(licii'.s scliof.l was
ruHHlwl, and tlio lady tcaclioi- Hpj)lied tc Latnh to siijrjrest a dcsi;>ii.

Im inoj'kly advised that of * Tlh; Miirdtn- of tiio Innocents.'
'I'hank you, sir. Uowcvor, I am not surprised that you enter
tain sueh thitttuing opinions of a profession wliieli in Knglaii.!
lioiist.s ' S(|Uf'eis ' as its national type and n^prosentntive."

"

The young iiiaii lauglu'd good-huniouredly, and answered :

" For tlie honoin- of niy worthy pedagogical eountrvnieii,
permit nn^ to assur<* you tliat the aforesaiil ' H(]ue(!rs' is sijupiv
one of Dickens's inimitable caricatures."

" Nevertlu'less [ have somewnere seen the statement that
when ' Nicholas Nicklehy' first made its appearance, only six

irate schotdmasters went immediately to X^ondon, to thrasli tin-

mithor; each believing that he recognized his own features in

the amial)](> portrait of ' 8queers."'
She bowed and turned from the table, but Mrs. Andiews

exclaimed :

" l}efoi-e you go, repeat that passage from Rogers; then we
will excuse you."

With one hand clasping Hattie's, and the other resting on
the back of her cliair, Edna fixed her eyes on ^rrs. Andrews'
face, and gave the quotation.

•"His house she enters, tliere to be a light
Shilling within when all without is night

;

A guardian -ang(J o'er liis life presiding,
Doubling liis pleasures and his cares dividing;
\yinning him back when mingling in the throng,
Fioni a vain world we love, alas ! too long,
To fireside happiness and hours of ease,
Blest with that charm, the certainty to please.
How oft her ej'es reail his ! her gentle mind
To all his wishes, all his thoughts iutdined

;

Still subject—ever on the watch to borrow
Mirth of his mirth, and sorrow of his sorrow.'"

CHAPTER XXVII.

Flowery as Sicilian meads was the parsonage garden on that

quiet afternoon, late in May, when Mr. Hammond closed the

honeysuckle-crowned gate, crossed the street, and walked slowly
into the ehnrchvai'd, down the sacred streets of the .silent citv

of the dead, and entered the inclosure where slept his white-
robed household band.
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t';hft silf^nt; oitv

The ail ua.s thick with pt^rfuiuc, as if somo strong, (hiring

south wind had blown • ,*• the niystio doorn of AKturte's liugc

lahoratiii V, and dvcituincd th«' itiyiiud ah^nibicH, and dolnttctl

till' world with hcv fi'n;j;rnnt and snltthi distillationH.

tlontiv burdened bees huninicd their hynuiH to lal>our, as they

swuiiLC to and fro ; and nundxns of l'Hyclie-synd)ols, ;^'olden but

tcrtlies, floated dreamily in and arounil and ovei- the t<Mid)s,

U(tw and then |)oi.sin;^' on velvet win<j;H, as if waitini.', listenin-j;

lor the elarion voice of (bibriel, to rouse and reiininiate the

shunherin^' bodies beneath the j^leaniinj,' slabs. ( 'aiuiry-colon red

(irioloH flitted in and out of the ti'ailin^' willows, a red-liird

perched on the brow of a scidptured an^el j^oiardini,' a i-hild's

u'rave, and poured his sad, sweet, monotonous notes on the spicy

irr; two purple ])i;,'eons, with rainbow neckhuH's, cooed and
fluttered »ip and down from tin; church belfry, and, close under
the |)rojectin;,' n)of of tin* j,'ranite vault, a pair of meok, lirown

wrens were buildin*i; their nest and twittei-inji: softly one to

another.

The pastor cut down the lank ^'rass and frin<?y ferns, the

tlaniitinjj; weeds and coreopsis that threatened to choke his more
"Iflicate flowers, and, stooping, tied up the crimson pinks, and
wound the tendrils of the blue-veined clematis around its slender

trellis, and strtiightened the white petunias and theoranife-tinted

crocaes, which the last heavy shower ha<l beaten to the groinid.

The snnill, gray vault was overrun with ivy, whose dark,

polished leaves threatened to encroach on a ])lain slab of pure
inar])le that stood very near it ; and as tlu^ minister pruned
away the wreaths, his eyes rested on the black letters ii, ilie

centre of the slab :
" Murray Hammond. Aged -Jl."

Elsewhere the sunshine streamed warm and bright over the

graves, but here the rays were intci-ct^pted by the church, aiul

its cool shadow rested over vault and slab and flowers.

The old man was weary from stooping so long, and now he
took off his hat and passed his hand over his forehead, ami
sigli(!d as he leaned against the door of the vault, where fine

tairy-tingered mosses were weaving their green arabestjue

iinmortelh's.

In a mournfully measured, yet tranquil tone, he said aloud :

" Ah ! truly, throughout "all the years of my life I have
' never heard the promise of perfect love* without seeinir aloft

amongst the stars, fingers as of a man's hand, writing the sacred
logend : Anhe.^ (o n.-Jie.H ! (Joxi to dti-^f ."

"

Vi *
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Age was bending his body toward tlie earth with which il

was soon to mingle ; the ripe and perfect wheat nodded !o\v(.r
and lower day by day, as the Angel of the Sickle delayed

; but
his noble face wore that blessed and marvellous calm, that un-
earthly peace which generally comes some hours after deatli,
wlien all traces of temporal passions and woes are lost in
eternity's repose.

A low, wailing symphony throbbed through the church, where
the organist was practising

; and then out of the windows, aud
far away on the evening air, rolled the solemn waves of that
matchlessly mournful Requiem which, under prophetic shadows,
Mozart began on earth and finished perhaps, in heaven, on one of
those golden Jiarps whose apocalyptic ringing smote Ht. John's
eager ears among the lonely rocks of .dEgean-girdled Patmos. The
sun had paused as if to listen, on the wooded crest of a distant
lull, but as the Requiem ended and the organ sobbed itself tu
rest, he gathered up his burning rays and disappeared ; and the
spotted butterflies, like " winged tulips," flitted silently away,
and the evening breeze bowed the large, yellow primroses, aiid'

fluttered the phlox
; and the red nasturtiums that climbed up

at the foot of the slab shuddered, and shook their blood-coloured
banners over the polished marble. A holy hush fell upon all
things saA'e a towering poplar that leaned"^ against the chui-ch,
and rustled its leaves ceaselessly, and shivered, and turned
white, as tradition avers it has done since that day, when
Christ staggered along the Via Dolorosa bearing his cross, carved
out of poplar wood.

Leaning with his hands folded on the handle of the weeding-
hoe, his gray beard sweeping over his bosom, his bare, silveral
liead bowed, and his mild, peaceful, blue eyes resting on his son's
tomb, Mr. Hammond stood listening to the music

; and when
the strains ceased, his thoughts travelled onward and upward
till they crossed the sea of crystal before the Throne, and in
imagination he heard the song of the four and twenty elders.

Prom this brief reverie some slight sound arou.sed him, and
lifting his eyes, he saw a man clad in white linen garments,
wearing oxalis clusters in his coat, standing on the opposite sid
of the monumental slab.

" St. Elmo ! my poor, suffering wanderer ! St. Elmo I

come to me once more before I die !"

The old man's voice was thick with sobs, and his arms
trembled as he stretched them across the grave that intervened.

iliLL.';
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Mr. Murray looked into the tender, tearful, pleading coun-

tenance, and tlie ungui.sl) that seized his own, making his

features writhe. l)e,<,'i,'ars hui£(ua.i;e. He instinctively put out

his arms, then drew tliem back, and hide his face in his hands ;

saying', in low, l)roken, almost inaudible tones :

" I am too unworthy. Dripping with the blood of youi-

children, 1 dare not touch you."

The pastor tottered around the tomb, and stood at Mr. Mur-
ray's side, aiul the ru^xt moment the oI«l man's arms were clasped

around the tall form, and liis white hair fell on his pu[)irs

shoulder,

"God be praised! After twenty years' separation I hold

you ouce more to the heart, that even in its hours of deepest

sorrow, has never ceased to love you ! St. Elmo !

"

He wept aloud, and sti'ained the prodigal convulsively to his

breast.

After a moment Mr. Murray's lips moved, twitched ; tears

(Irii)ped over his swarthy face, and with a sol) that shook his

powerful frame from head to foot, he asked :

" Will you ever, ever forgive me f"

" God is my witness that 1 freely and fnlly forgave you many,
many years ago 1 The dearest hope of my lonely life has been
that I might tell you so, and make you realize how ceaselessly

my prayers and my love luiAe followed you in all your dreary

wanderings. Oh 1 I tjiank (jrod that, at last ! at last you have
come to me, my dear, dear boy I My poor, proud prodigal !"

A magnificent jubilate swelled triiimjjhantly through church
and cliui'chyard, as if the organist up in tlu^ gallery knew what
was transpiring at Murray Hanunoud's grave ; and when the

thrilling music died away, St. Elmo broke from the encircling

arms, and knelt with his face shrouded in his hands and pressed

against the marble that covered his victim.

Aftcn- a little while the })astor sat down on the edge of the
slab, and laid his shrunken lingers softly and caressingly upon
the bowed head.

" Do.not dwell \\\m\\ a past that is fraught only with bitter-

ness to you, and from which you can draw no balm. Throw
your painful memories behind you, and turn resolutely to a
tuture which may be rendered noble and useful and holy.

Tlicre is truth, precious truth in George Herbert's words :

' For all may have,

If they dare choose, a glorious life or grave !'

I !

) t'

I

' *

'= J,«

I
hi

;lli



.•nc ^•7'. ELM(K

••'ml tho yoiirs to romc muy, by the gmcr of Ciod, more than .^^n-
eel those that liave gone bv,"

'• WJiat Ji.-ivo 1 to hope for- -in time or eternity I Oh ' nono
I'tit Alm.-hty God can ever know the (b-eary ^blackness and
wretcliedness of my despairin- soul I tlie keen; sleepless a-onv
ot my remors,> '. my utter loathin- of mv aeeursed, distorted
natui-e !

" And his pitying eyes see all. and Christ stretches out liis
hands to lift you up to himself, and his own words of loving sviu-
pathy and pardon are sicken again to von :

' ( 'ome unto me all
ye weaiy and h(^-uy-ladon, and J will give von rest.' Throw alJ
your galling load of memories down at the foot of the cross, and
'the peace that passeth all understanding' shall enter voui'
sorrowing soul, and abide there forever. St. Elmo, only ]mixvr
could have sustanied and soothed me since we parted that l)riolit
summer morning, twenty long, long vears ago. Praver took
away the sting and sanctili/-d my sorrows for the good of mv
s(_)ul

;
and, my dear, dear l)oy, it will extract the i)oison and tliV

bitterness from 3ours. That (4od answers praver an<l comforts
tlie afflicted among men, I am a living attestation. It is bv iiis

grace only that 'lam what I am;' erring and unworthv, I

humbly own, but patient at least, and fully resigned to his will.
I le only remaining cause of disquiet passed awa v just now.
when 1 saw that you had come back to me. St. Klnio, do vou
e\(M- pray for yourself?"

" For some weeks I have been trying to pray, but my words
seeni a mockery

; they do not rise, they fall back hissing u])on
my heart. I have injured and insulted you : I ha.\i cur.sed
>'ou and yours, have robbed you of your peace of mind, ha,v(>
murdered your children "

;• Hush : hush I we will not disinter the dead. My peace of
mind you have to day given back to me ; and the hope of vour
salvation is dearer to ine than the remembered faces of mv
<larlings. sleeping here beside us. Oh, St. Elmo ! I have praveil
Or you asa never prayed even for my own Murray; and 1know-1 feel that all my wrestling before the Throne" of Grace
has not been m vam. Sometimes my faith grew faint, an<l as
the years dragged on and 1 saw no meltingW your haughty,
bitter spirit, I almost lost hope; but I did not, thank God,'l
did not

!
I held on to the precious promise, and prayed mo.^

fervently; and, blessed be His holy name ! at last, jiist befo.e
1 go iience, the answer comes. As I see you kneeling here at

"3*t^
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my Murray's grave, i know now that your soul is snatched

•as a brand from the burning !' Oh ! 1 bless my merciful Ood,
that in that day when we stand for tinal judgment, and your
precious soul is required at my son's hands, the joyful cry of

the recording angel shall be ' Saved 1 saved I for ever and ever,

through tlie blootl of the Lamb !'
"

Overwhelmed with emotion, the pastor dropped his whit;*

head on his bosom, and wejtt unrestrainedly ; anil once mor*^

silence fell over the darkening cenuitery.

( )ne by oiie the birds hushed theii- twittei- and went to i-est,

and only the soft cooing of the pigeons floated down n(jw and
llicJi from the lofty belfry.

(.)n the eastern horizon a thin, tieecy scarf of clouds was
silvered by the rising moon, the west was a huge shrine of bei-yl,

whereon burned ruby Hakes of vapour, watched by a solitary

vestal star; and the sapjdiire arch overhead was beautiful and
mellow as any^ that ever vaulted above the sculptured marbl(\s

of I'isan Campo Santo.

Mr, Murray rose and stood with his head uncovered, and his eyes
ti.ved on the nodding nasturtiums that glowed like blood-si)ots.

" Mr. Hammond, your magnanimity unmans me ; and if your
words be true, I feel in your presence like a le])er, and should
lay my lips in the dust, crying, ' Unclean 1 unclean !' For all

that 1 have intiicted on you I have neither apology nor defenc*"

to oti'er ; and 1 could nnich better ha^e borne curses from you
than words of sympathy and aifection. Vou amaze me, tor I

liate and scorn myself so thoroughly, that 1 marvel at tin; in-

terest you still indulge for me ; 1 cannot understand how you
can enchire the siglit of my features, or the sound of my \-oice.

Oh ! if I couhl atone I If I could give Annie Vjack to your arms,
there is no suffering, no torture that I would not gladly em-
brace 1 No penance of bodv or soul from which \ woidd
shrink

!"

" My dear l)oy (for such you still seem to me, notwithstand-
ing the lapse of time), let my litth; darling rest with her Ood.
She went down early to her long home, and though I missed
her sweet laugh, and her soft, tender hands about my fac(\ and
have felt a chill silence in my house, where music once was,
she has been spared much suffering and many trials ; and I

v-'!)\dd not recall her if 1 could, for after a few more days I ;,ha!l

gather her back to my bosom in that eternal land where th«'

blightiTig dew of death never falls ; where

'Adieus and farewells arc a sound unknown.'

! ill-
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Atone? Ah! St. Ehno, you can atone. Save vour soul, ro-
fleeni your life, and I sliall die l)IesKin<,^ your uauie. Look at
me in my loneliness and intirniity. I am childless

; you took
my idols from me, long, long ago

;
you left niv heart desolate •

and now I have a right to turn to you, to stretch out my feeble
empty arms, and say, 'Come, be my child, fill my son's place'
let me lean upon you in my old age, as 1 once fondlv dreaiucMl
I should lean on my own Muri-ay !' St. Elmo, will you coau; /

Will you give me your heart, my son .' my son !" *

He piit out his trembling hands, and a^eai-ning tenderness
shone in his eyes as he i-aised them to the tall, stern man
before him.

Mr. Murray bent eagerly forward, and looked wonderin-'K-
at him. ® ''

" Do you, can you mean it ? It apjiears so impossible, and 1
have been so long sceptical of all nobility in my race. Will you
indeed shelter Murray's murderer in your generous, loviuo
heartV "^

" I call my God to witness, that it has been mv dearest lio])(.

for dreary years that I might win your heart "^ back befoie I

died."

"It is but a wreck, a hideous ruin, black with sins: but
such as I am, my future, my all, I lay at your feet I If tlieir
IS any efficacy in bitter rei>entance and remorse : if then; is any
mercy left in my Maker's hands ; if there be saving powei' iii

human will, I will atone ! I will atone !

"

The strong man trembled like a wave-lashed reed, as he sank
on one knee at the minister's fe(3t, and buiied his face in his
arms; and spreading his palms over the drooped head, Mr.
Hammond gently and solemnly blessed him.

For some time both were silent, and then Mr. :\IuiTav
stretched out one arm over the slab, and said brokenlv :

" Kneeling here at ]\lurray's tomb, a strange, incompreliensible
feeling creeps into my heart. The fierce, burning hate I luue
borne him seems to have passed away ; and somethinij, uli 1

something, mournfully like the old yearning toward hiin,"coinos
back, as I look at his name. O idol of mv youth ! hurled down
and crushed by my own savage hands ! FoV the first time since
I destroyed him, since I saw his handsome face whitenin- in
death, I think of him kindly. For the first time since that
night, I feel that—that—1 can foi-Lnve hingr Mu rrti

you wronged me ! you wi-ecked me '. l>iit oh ! if I
^V I\I

cou

urray

Id <d^<
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you back the life I took in my madness ! how joyfully would I

forgive you all my injuries I His blood dyes my hands, my
heart, my soul !

"

' The blood of Jesus will wash out those stains. The law Avas

fully satisfied when he liung on Calvary ; there, ample atone-

ment was made for just such sins as yours, and you have oidy

to claim and plead his sufferings to secure your salvation. St.

Elmo, bury your past here, in Mui-ray's grave, and give all j'ouv

thoughts to the future. Half of your life has cljljed out, and

yet your life-work remains undone, untouched. You have no
time to spend in looking over your unimproved years."

" ' Bury my i)ast
!

' Impossible, even for one hour. I tell

you I am chained to it, as the Aloides were chained to the

pillars of Tartarus ! and the croaking fiend tliat will not let me
sleej) is memory ! Memory of sins that—that avenge your
wrongs, old man ! that goad me sometimes to the very verge of

suicide I Do you know, ha I how could you possibly know I

Shall I tell you that only one thought has often stood between
me and self-destruction 1 It was not the fear of death, no, no,

no ! It was not even the dread of facing an outratjed (lod I but

it was the horrible fear of meeting Murray ! Nc^t all eternity

was wide enough to hold us both ! The hate I bore him made
me shrink from a deed which I felt would instantly set us face

to face once more in the land of souls. Ah ! a change has come
over me ; now, if I could st'e his face, I might learn to forget

that look it wore when last I gazed upon it. Time bears heal-

ing for some natures ; to mine it has brought only poison. It

is useless to bid me forget. Memory is earth's retribution for

man's sins. I have bought at a terrible price my conviction of

the melancholy truth, that he who touches the weapons of

Nemesis effectually slaughters his own peace of mind, and
challenges her maledictions, from whicli there is no escape. In
my insanity I said, ' Vengeance' is mine ! I will repay !

" and
iu the hour when I daringly grasped the prerogative of ( Jod,

his curse smote rae ! Mr. Hammond, friend of my happy
youth, guide of my innocent boyhood I if you could kninv all

the depths of my abasement, you would pity me indeed I My
miserable heart is like the crater of some extinct volcano ; the

flames of sine have burned out, and left it rugged, rent, black-
ened. I do not think that

"

" St. Elmo, do not upbraid yourself so bitterly
"

" Sir, your words are kind and noble and full of Christian

?ii
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chanty; tliey an^ well meant, and 1 tliank von; bnt thcv
cannot comfort me. My desolation, my utter wretched no.ss
isolate me from the sympathy of mv race, whom I have desiascd
and trampled so relentlessly. Yesterday I read a passage
which depicts so accurately my dreary isolation, that I hiiv(.
heen unable to expel it ; I find it creeping even now to my Ui)s :

" ' O misery und mouniing ! I Imve felt,

^ es, I liave felt like some (le.serted vvorlil
That iUnl liad done with, and lia.l cast aside
lo rock and stagger through the gulf;^ of si)acc.
He never looking on it any more ;

Untilled, no use, no jjleasure, not desired,
Nor lighted on by angels in their flight
From heaven to happier planets : and the race
That ouce hatli dwelt on it withdrawn or dead.
Could such a world liave hope that some blest day
(.0(1 would remember her, and fashion her
Anew ?' "

" Yes, my dear St. Elmo, so surely as God reigns above iis
lie will refashion it, and make the light of his pardonin<r love
and the relreshmg dew of his grace fall upon it ! And thr
waste p] .ces shall bloom as Sharon, and the purpling vineyanls
shame Engedi, and the lilies of peace shall lift up their stately
heads, and the ' voice of the turtle shall be heard in the landV
Have taith, grapple yourself by prayer to the feet of (^od, and
lie will gird, and lift up, and guide you."

Mr. Murray shook his head mournfully, and the moonlight
shining on his face showed it colourless, hag-ard, hopeless.

'

Ihe pastor rose, put on his hat, and took St. Elmo's arm.
" Come home with me. This spot is fraught with painful

associations that open afresh all your wounds."
They walked on together until they readied the parson-o

gate, and as the minister raised the latch, his companion gentlv
disengaged the arm clasped to* the old man's side

'• Not to-night. After a few days I will try to come."
" .^t. Elmo, to-morrow is Sunday, and "

He paused, and did not speak Vhe recpiest that looked outhom his eyes.

It cost Mr. Murray a so.ere struggle, and he did not answer
unmediately. When he spoke his voice was unsteady

'• Yes, I know what you wish. Once 1 swore 1 would tear
h.- ..-hurch down, .scatter its dust to the winds, leave not a stone

to mark the site
! But 1 will come and hear you preach for tlic
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first time since that sunny Sabbath, twenty years dead, when
your text was, ' Cast thy bread upon the waters ; for thou shall
lind it after many days.' Sodden, and bitter, and worthless,
from Icuig tossing iu tiie great deep of sin, it drifts b.ack at last
to your feet ; and instead of .stooping tenderly to gather up the
u.seless fragments, I wonder that you do not spurn the stranded
ruin from you. Yes, I will come."

'• Thank (lod ! Oh ! what a weight \o\\ have lifted from uiV
heart ! .St. Elmo, my son !

"
'

There w-s a long, lingering clasp of hands, and the pastor
went into his home with tears ofjoy on his furrowed face, while
his smihng lips whispei-ed to his gratefid soul :

" In the morning sow thy seed, and in the evening withhold
not thy hand

; for thou knowest not .whether shall jjrosper,
either this or that, or whether they both shall be alike good."

'

Mr. Murray watched the stoojjing form until it disappeared,
and then went slowly back to the .silent burying-ground, and
.sat down on the steps of the church.
Hour after hour passed and still he sat there, almost as

motionless as one of the monuments, while his eyes dwelt, as if
spellbound, on the dark, dull stain where Annie Hammond had
rested, in days long, long past ; and liemoi-se, more potent than
Erictho, evoked from the charnel house the sweet, girlish
features and fixiry figure of the early dead.
His pale face was propped on his hand, and there in the

silent watches of the moon-lighted midnight, he held communion
with God and his own darkened spirit.

"What liast thou wrought for Riglit and Truth,
For God and man,

From the golden hours of bri^lit-eyed youth,
To life'.s mid span?"

His almost Satanic pride was laid low as the dead in their
mouldering shrouds, and all the giant strength of his perverted
nature was gathered up and hurled in a new direction. The
Dead Sea Past moaned and swelled, and bitter waves surged
and broke over his heart, but he silently buffeted them

; and
tin moon rode in mid-heaven when he rose, \-,ent around the
church, and knelt Juid prayed, with his forehead pressed to the
marble that covered Murray Hammond's last resting place.

"Oh ! that the mist wliich veiJeth my To Come
Would so dissolve and yield unto mine eyea

21
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A worthy path ! Td count not wearisoiiu!
Long toil nor enterprise,

But strain to reach it ; ay, with wrestlings stout.
Is tliere such path already made to fit

The uit-asure of my foot 'i It shall atone
For much, if I at length may light on it

And know it for mine own."

CHAPTEK XXVItl.

Oh
!
how grand and beantitul it is ! Whenever I look at it

T feel exactly as I did on Kaster-Sunday, when I went to the
cathedral to hear the music. It is a solemn feeling, as if I

were in a lioly place. Miss Earl, Avhat makes me feeTsoT'
Felix stood in an art-gallery, and leaning on his crutches

looked Tip at Church's •' Heart of the Aiides."
" You are imiM-es;ed by the solemnity and the holy re])ose of

nature; for here you look ui)on a pictured cathedral, built not
by mortal hands, but by the architect of the nniverse. Felix
does it not recall to your mind something of which we often
speak V
The boy was silent for a few seconds, and then his thin sal-

low face brightened.
'

" Yes, indeed
! You mean that splendid description whicii

you read to me from ' Modern Painters'? How fond you are
of that passage, and how very often you thiidc of it! Let me
see whether I can remember it

:

Slowly, yet accurately he repeated the eloquent tribute to
''Mountain Glory," from the fourth volume of "Modern
Painters."

" Felix, you know that a celebrated English poet, Keats has
said 'A thing of beauty is a joy forever;' and as I can never
liope to express my ideas in half such beautiful language as Mr.
Ruskm uses, it is an economy of trouble to quote his words.
Some of his expressions are like certain songs which the more
frequently we sing them, the more valuable and eloquent thev
become

;
and as we rarely learn a fine piece of music to )m

played once or twice and then thrown aside, whv slinnld we imt
be allowed the same privilege with verbal melodies ] Last week
you asked me to explain to you what was meant by 'aerial per-
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spectivt',' iind if yon will study tho atinofii)liere in this Ln-eat
picture, Mr. (Jlnirch will explain it nuieh more cloarly to vou
than I was able to do."

" Yes, IVIisH r:.v.i, I see it now. The eve could travel up and
up, and on and on. jind never ,£ret out of that sky ; and it seems
to me those l)irds yonch-r would fly entirelv awaV, out of si'^lit
tlnou-h that ail in the picture. But, Mi.^s Earl, (h) vou re^illy
believe tliat tl.e ( liimborazo in South America is as"^ ^'rand as
Ml-. Church's I I do not, lu'cause t lii.ve noticed tliat pictures
are much handsomer than the real things they stan.l for.Mamma carried me last sprin^j to see some paintings of sccik^s
ov. the Hudson river, and when M-e went travelling in the
summer I saw the very spot where the artist stood, when lie
sketched the hills and the bend of the river, and it was not half
so pretty as the i)icture. And yet I know (lod is tlie greatest
paniter. Is it the for-off look that everything weaiS when
pamted ?

"Yes, the 'far-off- look,' as you call it, is one cause of the
ettect you wish to understand

; and it lias been ratlier more
elegantly expressed by Cami)bell, in the line :

' 'Tis distance lends enohantnient to the view.'

I have seen this fact exemplified in a very singular manner, at
a liousem Georgia, where I was once visiting. From the front
coor 1 had a very fine prospect or view of lofty hills, and a
dense forest, and a pretty little town, where the steeijles of the
churches glittered in the sunshine, and 1 stood for some time
admiring the landscape

; but presently, when I turned to speak
to the lady of the house, I saw, in the glass side-lights of" the

llr/
''

"'^"J^*"^'e .reflection of the very same scene that wasmuch more beautiful. J was puzzled, an.l could not compivhendhow the mere fact of diminishing the size of the various objects,by increasing the distance, could enhance their loveliness
; and

I asked mysel whether all far-off things were handsomer than
those close at hand ? In my perplexity I went as usual to Mr.
Uuskin, wondering whether he had ever noticed tlie same thing;

j

Kl of course he had, and has a noble passage about it in one ofm books on architecture. I will see if my memorv appreciates
It as It deserves

: ' Are not all natural things, it mav be asked
ass lovely near as far away I jS'

and watch the delicate sculpture of their alal
I'ounded lustre of th eir magnificent rollin<

ay, not so. Look at the clouds,

)aster sides and the
Thev are meant to

•I'" 4
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be )w]hM fur away
; they wei-f sliapwl tor tlioir placo, lu;;!,

al)()v«' your licad
; ;ii.iM()iicli tliciii, au.l tlit'y t'uHC' into v:ir?ie

mists, or wliirl away in Horco tVa^'iiiciits of tinindcron.s vup.mi'.
(And here, Felix, your question al)out Ciiiniborazo i.s aDswcieu.)
' J.ook at the crest of the Alps, from the far-away plains oNcr
which Its lifjfht is cast, wiicnce huuuin souls have communiou
with it hy their myriads. The child looks up to it in the dawn
and the husbandman in the Imn^n and heat of the day. ami
the old man in the «roin,<,' down - the sun, and it is to thcia all
as the celestial city on the world's horizon : dyed with the deptli
of heaven and clothed with the cahn of eteriiitv. There was it

set for holy dominion hy Jlim who markedVor th(' sun his
journey, and hade the moon know her going down. It was
built for its place; in the far-, .(T sky ; ajjproach it, and the tfioiy
of its aspect fades into blanched tearfulness

; its ])urple walls
are rent into grisly rocks, its silver fretwork saddened into
wasting snow

; the storm-briinds of ages are on its breast, the
ash(is of its own ruin lie solenndy on its white raiment I' Felix,
in rambling about the tields you will frequently be reminded
of this. I have noticed that the meadow in the distance is

always gieener and more velvety, and seems more thickly stud-
(led with tloAvers, tlian the one I am crossing ; or the hill-side
ffir away has a golden gleam on its rocky slopes, and the shadow
spots are softer and cooler and more purple than those 1 am
climbing and panting over ; and I have hurried on, and after
a httle, turning ^ look back, lo! all the gloiy I saw beckonin;'
me on has tlown, and settled over the meadow and the hillside
that I have passed, and the halo is behind ! Perfect beauty in

scenery is like the mirage that you read about yesterday; it

fades and tlits out of your grasp, as you travel toward it. When
we go home I will read you something which Emerson lias said
concerning this same lovely lynisfataus ; for I can remember
only a few words :

' What splendid distance, what reces.ses of
ineffiible i)omp and loveliness in the sunset ! Eut who can go
where th(;y are, or lay his hand, or plant his foot thereon? (iff'

they tall from the round world for ever and ever.' Felix. I

suppose it is because we see all the imperfections and inequali-
ties of objects close at hand, but the fairy film of air like a

silvery mist hides these when at a distance; and we are charmed
with the heightened beauties, which alone are visible."

Edna's eyes went back to the painting, and rested there ; and
little Hattie, who had been gazing up at her governess in curious
perplexity, pulled her brother's sleeve, and said

:

I
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"Bro' Felix, do you understand all that? I <,Miess T don t

;

for I know when 1 am hungry (and it seems tc" m.' I always
HMi)

;
why, when I am hungiy the closer I <;et to mv dinner the

nicer it looks
! And then, there was thr-t hateful, spiteful, old

Miss Abby Tompkins, that mamma would have to teach vou !

llgli : I have watched Ikm- immy a time coming up the street
(you know she never woi^M ide in stages for fear of pick-
pockets), and she always look(>d just as ugly as far olf as I could
see her as when sIk^ came close h, me -''

A hearty laugh cut short Hattic^'s observations
; and coming

forward. Sir Koger Percival put his hand on her hea<l, saying :

"How often childien tuml)le down ' the step from the sub
huu^ to the ridi<!ul()us,' and drag staid, -lignified folks after themi
Miss Eail, I have been watching your little party for some time,
listening to your incij>ient art "lecture. You "Americans nve
•lueer peoi)le

;
and when I go home 1 shall tell Mr. Ruskin

that [ heard a little l)oy criticising 'The Heart of the Andes,'
and quoting from ' Modern Painters.' Felix, as [ wish to bo
accurate, will you tell me your age 1"

The poor, sensitive cripple iniagine<l that he was being ridi-
culed, and he only reddened and frowned and bit his thin lips.
Edna laid her hand on his shoulder, and answered for him :

"Just thirteen years old; and though Mr. lluskin is a dis-
tinguishc

1 excerption to the rule, that ' pro.)hets are not without
louour, save in their own country,' I think he has no reader who
loves and admires his writings more than Felix Andrews."
Here the boy raised his eyes and asked :

'• Why IS It that prophets have no honour among their own
]H'ople I Is it because they too have to bo seen from a great
distance, ui order to seem grand? I heard mamma sav, the
other day, that if some book written in America had only come
tiom England, everybody Avould be raving about it."
"Some other time, Felix, we will talk of that problem.

Hattie, you look sleepy."
" I think it will be lunch-time before we get home," replied

tlie yawning child.

"Sn- Roger took her by her shoulders, .uid shook hergentlv,
isaying

:

» .
>

h\p1!^^^^*^'

^aJ^e up, little sweetheart '. How can you get
s eepy or hungry with all these handsome pictures starinu-" at
.vou from the walls f
The good-natured child laughed ; but her brother, who had

f^'1

'•'I
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an iinoon(|Ut'ral>l(' iiv«'isi()n to Sir Ro<j:«m'h Imgc wliiskHrs, ciirlpd

his lipH, and oxclaiiiuid, scornl'ully :

" Flattie, you on<,'l)t to he a!shain«!il of yourself! Huuffiv,
iudeed ! You an* almost as had as that Kii-^dish Ladv -—

,

who, whfMi hor hi.shaiid \vi\s aduuiin/,' souu) hi^autifur hiinhs,

and (!alh'd hor attention to them, answered, " Y<'s, lanihs mv
heautiful—/>«/7f.v/."'

Desii-ous of coneiliatiu;;' him, Sir Roger replied :

'•When you and Ilattie come to see nu; in Eii<,daud, T will

show you the most beautiful lambs in the United Kin<;dom ; ami
your sister shall have boiled land* three times a day if she
wishes it. Miss Earl, you are so fond of paintini^'s that yon
would enjoy a European tour more than any lady whom F h:\\v

met in this eouuti-y. F have seen miles of canvas in iiostuii.

New- York, and FMiiladelphia, but very few good [)ictures."
" And yet, sir, when on exhibition in Europe, this great woiL

her(! before us received most extravagant i>raise from trans
Atlantic critics, who an; very loath to accord merit to Ameiiciin
artists. If I ."m ever so fortunate as to be able to visit l^]urope.

and cultivate and improve my taste, 1 think I shall still be very
l»roud of the names of Allston, West, t'horch, lUerstadt, Keii-

sett, and (iifford."

She turned to quit tlie gallery, and Sir Roger said :

''I leave to-morrow for Canada, and may possibly sail for

England without returning to New-York. Will you allow uw
the pleasure of driving you to the Park this afternoon. 'I'wo

juonths ago you refused a similar request, but since tiien 1 Hattor
myself we have become better friends,"

"Thank you, Sir Roger. I ])rosume the children can spiiiv

me, and I will l'o with pleasure."
" I will call iit Hve o'clock."

Uv handed hei- and Hattie into the coupi';, tenderly assisted

I:^elix, and saw them driven away.
Presently Felix laughed, and exclaimed :

"Oh I I hope Miss Morton will be in the Park this evenim,'.

It would be glorious fun to see her meet you and Sir Roger."
" Why, Felix T
'• ( )h : because she meddles. I heard Uncle Grey tell manniiit

that she was making desperate eftorts to catch the Englishman

;

and that she turned up her nose tremendously at the idea of

his visiting you. When uncle Grey told her how often he

came to our house, she bit her lips almost till the blood spouted.

;;--*w^
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liiskiM'H, cnrlp<|

ren can spiii'(;
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Sir Ro^or drives very fine horsos, unolo says, hihI Miss Morton
hints outrageously tor liini to usiv her to ride, but she cun't
manage to get the invitation. Wo she will be furious when she
soes you this afternoon. Yoiidcu- is Goupil's ; let us stoj) and
hare a look at those new engravings mamma told us about yes-
terday, flattie, you can eurl up in your corner, and go to sleep
and dream of boiled lamb till we come back."

Later in the day Mrs. Andrews went up to Edna's room, and
found lier correcting an exercise?.

"At work as usual. You are incorrigible Any other
nouuin would b(* so charmed with her con(|uest tluit her head
would be quite turned by a cei-tain pair of b)own (^ves that are
I'onsidercd irresistible. Come, get ready for your drive ; it is

dmost live oVdock, and you kiiow foreigners iire too jmlite, to(^

Ihoroughly well-bred not to be punctual. No, no, Miss Earl
;

/lot that hat, on the peril of your life ! Where is that i\o\v one
that T ordered sent up to you two days ago? It will match
this delicate, white shawl of mine, which I brought tip for you
to wear, and come, no scruples, if you please ! Stand up and
let me see wliether its folds hang properly. You should have
heard Madame De G when she i)ut it around my shoulders for
the first time, 'Juste del! Madan)o Andrews, you are a ^'reek
statue !' Miss Earl, put your h back a little from the left
temple. There, now the veins s. ^ ! Where are your gloves ?

You look charmingly, my dear; onlv too pale, too pale ! If
3'ou don't contri^(• to get up some colour, peoph svill swear that
Sir Rogp' .s airing the ghost of a pretty girl. There is the
bell. (uM as 1 told you, he is punctual. Five o'clock to a
minui..''

She stvpped to the window, and looked down at the ennii)affe
before the door. ^ ^

^

" What superb horses ! You will be the envy of the city."
There was something in the ai^pearance and manner of Sir

Roger which often reminded Edna of Gordon Leigh ; and during
the sprmg he visited her so constantly, sent her so frequently
baskets of elegant flowei-s, that he .succeeded in overcoming her
reticence, and established h .Ai on an exceedingly friendly
footing in Mrs. Andrews' house.
Now, as they drove along the avenue and entered the Park,

their spirits rose ; and Sir Roger tnrned very often to look at
the fair face of his companion, which he found more and more
attractive each day. He saw, too, that under his earnest gaze

*i:
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the faint colour deepened, until her cheeks glowed like sea-
shells; and when he spoke he bent his fuco nmch nearer to
hers than was necessary to make her hear his words. Thfv
talked of hooks, flowers, music, mountain scenery, and the green
lanes of "Merry England." Edna was pei-fectly at ease, and
in a mood to enjoy everytliing.

They dashed on, and the sunlight disappeared, and the gas
glittered all over the city before Sir Roger turned his horses
heads homeward. When they reached Mrs. Andrews' door he
dismissed his carriage and sjient the evening. At eleven o'clock
he rose to say good-bye.

'* Miss Earl, I hope I shall have the pleasure of renewing our
acquaintance at an early day ; if not in America in Europe.
The brigiitost reminiscences I shall carry across the ocean are
those that cluster about the hours 1 have spent with you. If I
should not return to New- York, will you allow me the privilege
of hearing from you occasionally V

His clasp of the gii-l's hand was close, but she withdrew it,

and her face flushed painfully as siie answered :

" You will excuse me, Sir lloger, when I tell you that I am
so constantly occupied I have not time to write, even to my old
and dearest friends."

Passing the door of Felix's room, on her way to her own
apartment, the boy called to her :

" Miss Earl, are vou verv
tired?"

"^ ^

" Oh ! no. Do you want anything?"
" My head aches, and I can't go to sleep. Please read to me

a little while."

He raised himself on his elbow, and looked up fondly at her.
" Ah ! how very pretty you are to night ! Kiss me, won't

you ?"

She stooped and kissed the poor, parched lips, and as she
opened a volume of the Waverley Novels, he said :

" Did you see Miss Morton ?"
'

" Yes
;
she was on horseback, and we passed her twice."

" Glad of it ! She does not like you, 1 guess she finds it as
hard to get to sleep to night as I do.

"

Edna commenced reading, and it was nearly an hour before
Eelix's eyes closed, and his fingers relaxed their grasj) of hers.
Softly she put the book back on the shelf extirio-ni.shcfl tho
light, and stole up-stairs to her desk. Tiiat night, as Sir Roger
tossed restlessly on his pillow, thinking of her, recalling all that
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withdrew it,

le read to me

and as she

she had said during the drive, he would not have been either
comforted or flattered by a knowledge of the fact that she was
so entirely engrossed by her MS. that she had no thought of him
or his impending d^:)arture.

When the clock struck three she laid down her pen ; and the
mournful expression that crept into her eyes told that meniorv
was busy with the past years. When she fell asleep she
dreamed not of 8ir Koger but of Le IJocage and its master, of
whom she would not jjorrait herself to think in her wakin<'
hours.

The influence which Mr. Manning exerted over Edna in-

creased as their acquaintance ripened ; and the admirino- i-ever-

ence with which she regarded the editor was exceedingly
flattering to him. With curious interest he watched the expan-
sion of her mind, and now and then warned her of some error
into which she seemed inclined to plunge, or wisely advised
some new branch of research.

So firm was her confidence in his mature and dispassionate
judgment, that she yielded to his 0])inions a deferential liomage,
such as she had scarcely paid even to Mr. Hammond.

Gradually and unconsciously she learned to lean upon his
strong, clear mind, and to find in his society a quiet but very
precious happiness. The antagonism of their characters was
doubtless one cause of the attraction which each found in the
other, and furnished the balance-wheel which both required.

Edna's intense and dream v idealism demanded a check, which
the positivism of the editor supplied ; and his extensive and
rigidly accurate information, on almost all scientific topics, con-
stituted a valuable thesaurus of knowledge to which he never
denied her access.

His fiiith in Christianity was like his conviction of the truth
of mathematics, more an intellectual process and the careful
deduction of logic than the result of some emotional impulse

;

his religion like his dialectics was cold, consistent, iri-eproach-
able, unanswerable. Never seeking a controversy on any sub-
ject he never shunned one, and, during its continuance, his
demeanour was invariably courteous but unyielding, and even
when severe he was rarely bitteiv

Very early in life his intellectual seemed to have swallowed
!'P hi8 emotional nature, ;is Ajiroii's rod did those of the magi-
cians of Pharoah, and only tlu; absence of <logmatism, and the
habitual suavity of his manner atoned for his unbending obsti-
nacy on all points.

it
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Edna's fervid and beautiful enthusiasm surged and chafed
and broke over this man's stern, flinty realism, like the warm,
blue waters of the Gulf Stream that throw their silvery spray
and foam against the glittering walls of sajjj)hire icebergs sail-

ing slowly southward. Her glowing imagery fell upon tJie

bristling points of his close phalanx of arguments, as gorgeous
tropical garlands caught and empaled by bayonets until they
i'aded.

Merciless as an anatomical lecturer, he would smilingly take
\]{> one of her metaphors and dissect it, and over the pages of
her MS. for " Maga" his gravely spoken criticisms fell withering
as hoar-frost.

They difiered in all respects, yet daily they felt the need of
each other's society. The frozen man of forty sunned himself
in the genial presence of a lovely girl of nineteen, and in the
dawn of her literary career she felt a sense of security from his
proffered guidance, even as a wayward and ambitious child, just
learning to walk, totters along with less apprehension when the
strong, steady hand it refuses to hold is yet near enough to
catch and save from a serious fall.

While fearlessly attacking all heresy, whether political,
scientific, or ethical, all latitudinarianism in manners anil
sciolism in letters, he commanded the confidence and esteem of
all, and became in great degree the centre around which the
savants and literati of the city revolved.

Through his influence Edna made the acquaintance of some
of the most eminent scholars and artists who formed this clique,
and she found that his friendship and recommendation was an
" open sesame" to the charmed circle.

One Saturday Edna sat with her bonnet on, waiting for Mr.
Manning, who had promised to accompany her on her first visit
to Greenwood, and, as she put on her gloves, Felix handed her
a letter whicli his father had just brought up.

Recognizing Mrs. Murray's writing, the governess read it

immediately, and, while her eyes ran over the sheet, an expres-
sion, first of painful, then of joyful surprise, came into her coun-
tenance.

" My dear child, doubtless you will be amazed to hear that
your quondam lover has utterly driven your image from his
fickle heart

; and that he ignores your existence as completely
as if you were buried twenty feet in the ruins of Herculanum.
Last night Gordon Leigh was married to Gertrude Powell, and
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Powell, anil

the happy pair, attended by that desfjicable mother, Agnes

Powell, will set out for Europe early next week. My dear, it

is growing fashionable to 'marry for spite.' I have seen two

instances recently, and know of a third which rvill take place ere

long. Poor Gordon will rue his rashness, and, before the year

expires, he will arrive at the conclusion that he is an unmiti-

gated fool, and has simply performed, with great succes, an

operation familiarly known as cutting off one's nose to spite

one's face I Your rejection of his renewed offer piqued him be-

yond expression, and when he returned from New York he was

in exactly the most accommodating frame of mind which Mrs.

Powell could desire. She immediately laid siege to him. Clor-

trude's undisguised preference for his society was extremely

soothing to his vanity which you had so severely wounded, and

in fine, the indefatigable mauo'uvres of the wily mamma, and

the continual flattery of the girl, who is really very pretty,

accomplished the result. I once credited Gordon with more

sense than he has manifested, but t-ach year convinces me more

firndy of the truth of my belief that no man is proof against the

subtle and persistent flattery of a beautiful woman. When he

announced his engagement to me, we were sitting in the library,

and I looked him full in the face, and answered : ' Indeed \

engaged to Miss Powell I I thought you swore that so long as

Edna Earl remained unmarried you would never relinquisli

your suit?' He jwinted to that lovely statuette of Pallas that

stands on the mantlepiece, and said bitterly, ' Edna Earl has no

more heart than that marble Athena.' Whereupon I replied,

' Take care, Gordon, I notice that of late you seem inclined to

deal rather too freely in hyperbole. F]dna's heart may resemble

the rich veins of gold, which in some mines run not near the

surface, but deep in the masses of (juartz. Because you cannot

obtain it, you have no right to declare that it does not exist.

You will probably live to hear some more fortunate suitor

shout Eureka! over the treasure.' He turned pale as the Pallas

and put his hand over his face. Then I said, 'Gordon, my
young friend, I have always been deeply interested in your

happiness ; tell me frankly, do you love this girl Gertrude ?

He seemed much embarrassed, but finally made his confession :

' Mrs. Murray, I believe I shall be fond of her after a while.

She is very lovely, and deeply, deeply attached to mc (vanity,

you see Edna), and I am grateful for her affection 8he will

brighten my lonely home, and at least J can be proud of her

I
•

I,
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rare beauty. But I never expect to love any woman as I loved
^dna Ji.ai-1. I can pet Gevtrude, 1 should have woi-shipT)ed mv
hrst love, my proud, gifted, i)eerles.s Edna ! Oh ! she will never
realize all she threw away when she coldly dismissed me.' Poor
Gordon

! Well, he is married
; but his bride might have found

cause of disquiet in his restless, abstracted manner on the even-
ing of his wedding. What do you suppose was 8t. Elmo's
oritic.sm on this matrimonial mismatch? -Poor devil ' Before
a year rolls over his head he will feel like plunging into the
Atlantic, with Plymouth Rock for a necklace ! Leigh deserves
a better fate, and I would rather see him tied to wild horses
and dragged across the Andes.' These pique marriages are
terrible mistakes

; so, my dear, I trust you will duly repent of
your cruelty to poor Gordon."
As Edna put the letter in her pocket, she wondered whether

Gertrude really loved her husband, or whether chagrin at Mr
Murray's heartless desertion had not goaded the girl to accept
Mr. Leigh. '

"Perhaps, after all, Mr. Murray was correct in his estimate
ot her character when he said that she was a mere child and
was capable of no very earnest affection. I hope so—I hope

Edna sighed as she tried to assure herself of the probability
that the newly married pair would become more attached as
time passed

;
and her thoughts returned to that paragraph in

Mrs Murray s letter which seemed intentionally mysterious,
1 know of a third instance which will take place ere lon^r

"

Did she allude to her son and her niece 1 Edna could not
believe this possible, and shook her head at the suggestion • but
her hps grew cold, and her ringers locked each other as in a
clasp of steel.

When Mr. Manning called, and assisted her into the carriage,
he observed an unusual i)reoccupancy of mind ; but after a few
desultory i-emarks she rallied, gave him her undivided attention,
and seemed engrossed by his conversation.

It was a tine, sunny day, bright but cool, with a fresh and
stiffening west wind rippling the waters of the harbour.

Ihe week had been one of unusual trial, for Felix was sick,
and even more than ordinarily fretful and exacting ; and weary
of writing and of toaching so constantly, the governess enioved
the brief season of emancipation.

"

Mr. Manning's long residence in the citv had familiarized
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him with the beauties of d-reenwood, and the history of many
who slept dreamlessly in the costly mausoleums wliich they

paused to examine and aduiire ; and when at last he directed

the driver to return, Edna sank back in one corner of the car-

riage and said :
" Some morning I will come with the children

and spend the entire day."

She closed her eyes, and her thoughts travelled swiftly to

that piire, white obelisk standing in the shadow of Lookout; and
melancholy memories brought a sigh to her lips and a slight

cloud to the face that for two houis past had been singularly

bright and animated. The silence had lasted some minutes,

when Mr. Manning, who was gazing abstractedly out of the

window, turned to his conijniniou, and said :

" You look pale and badly to-day."

" I have not felt as strong as usual, and it is a great treat to

get away from the school-room and out into the open air, which

is bracing and delightful. I believe 1 have enjoyed this ride

more than any 1 have taken since 1 came North, and you must
allow me to tell you how earnestly I thank you for your con-

siderate remembrance of me."
" Miss Earl, what I am about to say will j)erhaps seem pre-

mature, and will doubtless surprise you ; but I beg you to believe

that it is the result of mature deliberytion
"

He paused and looked earnestly at her.

" You certainly have not decided to give up the editorship

of ' Maga,' as you spoke of doing hist winter I It would not

survive your desertion six months."
" My allusion was to yourself, not to the magazine, which I

presume T shall edit as long as I live. Miss Earl, this state of

affairs cannot continue. You luive no regard for your health,

which is suffering materially, and you are destroying youi'self.

You must let me take care of you, and save you from the cease-

less toil in which you are rapidly wearing out your life. To
teach, as you do, all da}', and then sit up nearly all night to

write, would exhaust a constitution of steel or brafft. You are

probably not aware of the great change which has taken ])lace

in your appearance during the last three months. Hitherto

circumstances may have left you no alternative, but one is now
offered you. My property is sufficient to i-ender you comfort-

able. I have already purchascu a pleasant liume, to which I

shall remove next week, and 1 want you to share it with me

—

to share mv future—all that I have. You have known me

I
I
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scarcely a year, but you aro not a .stranger to my character or
position, and I think that you repose implicit confidence in me
Notwithstanding the unfortunate disparity in our years I U-
jieve we are becoming mutually dependent on each othe'r an.

I

in your society I find a charm sucn as no other human beiii..
l)ossesses

;
though 1 have no right to expect that a girl of your

age can derive equal pleasure from the companionship of a man
okl enough to be her father. I am not demonstrative, but i.n
leelings are warm and deep; and however incredulous you mn'v
be, 1 assure you that you are the first, the only woman I have
ever asked to be my wife. I have known many who were hand-
some and intellectual, whose society I have really enjoyed but
not one until I met you, whom I would have married. To v(mi
alone am I willing to intrust the education of my little Lilii
.She was but six months old when we were wrecked off Btivm--
gat, and, in attempting to save his wife, my brother was lost
With the child in my arms I clung to a spar, and finally swam
ashore

;
and since then, regarding her as a sacred treasure com-

mitted to my guardianship, I have faithfully endeavoured to
supply her father's place. There is a singular'magnetism about
you, J^.dna Earl, which makes me wish to see your face always
at my hearthstone

; and for the first time in mv life I want to
say to the world, « This woman wears my name; and belon-s tome for ever !' \ou are inordinately ambitious ; I can lift^you
to a position that will fully satisfy you, and place you above\he
necessity of daily labour—a position of happiness and ease
where your genius can properly develop itself. Can you consent
to be Douglas V iiing's wife 1"

There was n. ore tremor in his voice than in the measui--
ed beat of a bass drum

; and in his granite face not a featuiv
moved, not a muscle twitched, not a nerve quivered.

rio entirely unexpected was this proposal that Edna eonhl
not utter a word. The idea that he could ever wish to marrv
anybody seemed incredible, and that he should need her society
appeared utterly absurd. For an instant she wondered if she
had fallen asleep in the soft, luxurious corner of the carria<n>
and dreamed it all.

'^ '

Oompletely bewildered, she sat looking wonderingly at him.
Miss Ji.arl, you do not seem to comprehend me, and yet my

words are cortainlv ^'^ptm' pviiii^jf (^-^.n ,-i^ t i--iLciiiiiy .fi, c-^pucit. Uuce mure l ask you, can
you put your hand in mine and be my wife ]"

He laid one hand on hers, and with the other pushed back
nis glasses.

^
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Withdrawing her hands, she covered her face with them, and
answered almost inaudibly :

" Let me think—for yon astonish me."
" Take a day, or a week, if necessary, for consideration, and

then give me your answer."

Mr. Manning leaned back in the carriage, folded his hands
over each other, and looked quietly out of the window; and for

a half hour silence reigned.

Brief but severe was the struggle in Edna's heart. Probably
no woman's literary vanity and ambition has ever been more
fully gratified than was hers, by this most unexpected offer of

marriage from one whom she had been taught to regard as the

noblest ornament of the profession she had selected. Thinking
of the hour when she sat alone, shedding tears of mortification

and bitter disappointment over his curt letter rejecting her MS.,

she glanced at the stately form beside her, the mysteriously

calm, commanding face, the large, white, finely moulded hands,

waiting to clasp hers for all time, and her triumph seemed
complete.

To rule the destiny of that strong man, whose intellect was
so influential in the world of letters, was a conquest of which,
until tins hour, she had never dreamed ; and the blacksmith's

darling was, after all, a mere woman, and the honour dazzled

her.

To one of her peeidiar tem})erament wealth offered no tempta-
tion ; but Douglas Manning had climbed to a grand eminence,
and, looking up at it, she knew that any woman might well be
proud to share it.

lie rilled her ideal, he came fully up to her lofty moral and
mental standard. She knew that his su[)erior she could ne\er
hope to meet, and her confidence in his nobility of character
was boundless.

8he I'elt that his society had become a necessity to her peace
of mind ; for only in his presence was it possible to forget her
past. Either she must marry him, or live single, and w^ork and
die—alone.

To a girl of nineteen the latter alternative seems more appall-

ing than to a woman of thirty, whose eyes have grown strong
in the gray, cold, sunless light of confirmed old-maidenhood

;

even as the vision of those who live in dim caverns requires not
the lamps needed by new-comers fresh from the dazzling outer
world.

Ml
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hdna was weary of battling with precious njemories of that
reckh^ss, fascinating cynic whom, without trustiu" she h-'id
learned to love

; and she thought that, perlm])s, if she were I'ho
wife ot Mr. Manning, whom without loving she fully trusted
It would help her to forget St. Klmo.
She did not deceive herself; she knew that, despite her stn.rr

gles and stern interdicts, she loved him as she could never hope
Iinp^itiently she said to herself:

to love any one else.

" Mr. Murray is as old as Mr. Manning, and in the ostinia
tion ot the public is hi.s inferior. Oh ! why cannot my weak
wayward heart follow my strong, clear-eyed judgment^ f
would give ten years of my life to love ]\Ir. Mannincr as 1
love "

.
^

She compared a swarthy, electiical face, scowlincr and often
repulsively harsh, wit:, one cloudless and noble, over which
brooded a solemn and p(;rpetual pe.ice

; and she almost groaned
aloud in her chagrin and self-contempt, as she thought " Surelv
if ever a woman was infatuated—possessed by an evil s|)irit—
I certainly am."

In attempting to institute a parallel between the two men
one seemed serene, majestic, and pure as the vast snow-dome of
Ora^fa, glittering in the chill light of midsummer-midnight suns •

the other fiery, thunderous, destructive as Izalco—one moment
crowned with flames and lava-lashed—the next wrapped in
gloom and dust and ashes.

While she sat thei-e wrestling as she had never done before
even on that day of trial in the church, memory, as if league.!
with batan, brought up the image of Mr. Murray as he stood
pleading for himself, for his future. She heard once more his
thrilling, passionate cry, - O my darling ! my darling ! come tome

!
And pressing her face to the lining of the carriage to stifle

a groan, she seemed to feel again the close clasi) ot his arms tlie
throbbing of his heart against her cheek, the warm, tender,
lingering pressure of his lips on hers.
When they had crossed the ferry and were rattlincr over the

streets of New-York, Edna took her hands from her ''eves: and
there was a rigid ]>aleness in her face and a mournful hollow-
ness in her voice, as she said almost sternly :

" No, Mr. Manning ! We do not love each other, and I can
never be your wife. It is useless for me to assure you tint I
am flattered by your preference

; that I am inexpressibly p'roud
ot the distinction you have generously offered to confer upon



ST. b:LMO. 337

me. Sir, you crinuot doubt that I do most fully and j^'rntefnllv

appreciate tlii.s honour, which I had neither tho^ ri^dit to expect
nor the presumption to dream of. My reverence and admiration
are, I confess, almost boundless, but I find not one atom of love

;

and an examination of my feelings satisfies me that I could
never yield you that homage of heart, that devoted afTectiou
which God demands that every wife should j)ay her husband.
You have quite as little love for me. We enjoy eacli other's
society because our pursuits are similar, our tastes congenial,
our aspirations identical. In i»leasant and profitable companion-
ship we can certainly indulge as heretofore, and it would greatly
l)ain me to l)e deprived of it in future ; but this can be ours
without the sinful mockery of a marriage—for such I hold a
loveless union. I feel that I must have your esteem and your
society, but your love I ntuther desire nor ever expect to pos-
sess; for the sentiments you cherish for me are precisely similar
to those which I entertain toward you. Mr. Manning, we shall
always be firm friends, but nothing more."
An expression of surprise and disai)pointment drifted across,

but did not settle on the editor's quiet countenance.
Turning to her, he answered with grave gentleness :

" Judge your own heart, Edna ; and accept my verdict with
reference to mine. Do you sup[)ose that after living single all
these years I would ultimately marry a woman for whom I had
no atiection 1 You spoke last week of the mirror of John
Galeazzo Visconte, which showed his beloved Correggia her own
image

; and though I am a \n-o\iA and reticent man, I beg you
to believe that could you look into my heart you would find it

such a mirror. Permit me to ask you whether you intend to
accept the love which I have reason to believe Mr, Murray has
offered you V

" Mr. Manning, I never expect to marry any one, for I know
that I shall never meet your superior, and yet I cannot accept
your most flattering offer. You till all my requirements of
noble, Christian manhood ; but after to-day this subject must
not be alluded to."

" Are you not too hasty? Will you not take more time for
reflection ? Is your decision mature and final 1"

" Yes, Mr. Manning—final, unchangeable. But do not throw
me from yon ! I am very, very lonely, and you surely will not
forsake me f

There were tears in her eyes as she looked up pleadingly in his
22
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face, and tlie editor sighed and paused a moment before he ro.

plied

:

'M'jdna, if under any circumstances you feel that I can aid or

advise you, 1 shall he exceedin<,dy glad to reudcn- all tlm assist-

ance in my power. Pusst assnr(Ml I shall not forsake you us

long as we both shall live. Call ujion me without hesitation,

and I will res[)on(l as readily and promptly as to the claims of

my little Lila. In my heart you are associated with her. Yon
must not tax yourself so uni-emiitingly, or you will soon ruin

your constitution. Therij is a we..riness in your face and u

languor in your manner mournfully proj hetic of failing healtli,

Kither givt; up your situation as gove.'-uess or abandon Vdii)'

writing. I certainly recommend the former, as I cannot spiuv

you from ' Maga.'
"

Kere the carriagt; stoi)i)ed at Mrs. Andrews' door, iind as he
handed her out, Mi-. Mfuining said :

' Edna, my frieml, promise me that you will not write to-

night."
" Thank you, Mr. Manning ; I promise."
She did not go to her desk ; but Felix Wiis restless, fevei-isii,

(querulous, and it was after midnight when slie laid her head on

her pillow. The milkinen in their noisy carts were clatterin-,'

along the streets nert moi-ning, before her heavy eyelids closed,

and she fell into a brief, ti-oubled slumber ; over which flitted a

Fata Morgana of dreams, where the central figure was always
that tall one whom she had seen last standing at the railroad

depot with the rain dripping over him.

CHAPTER XXIX.

" Let thy abundant jessing rest upon it, O Almighty Uod !

else indeed my labour will be in vain. ' Paul planted, Apollos

watered,' but thou only can give the increase, ft is finished ;

look down in mercy, and sanctify it, and accept it."

The night was almost sjient when Edna laid down her \nii\,

and raised her clasped hands over the MS., which she had just

completed.

For many weary months she had toiled to render it worthy
of its noble theme, had spared neither time nor severe trains of
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thought
;

by duy and by ni;,dit she had s«'arched and i.ondered ;

she had prayed fervently and ceaselesslv, and worked urdiiouslv
unriaggin<»]y, to aceoniplish this darlin^r hope of her ho.-.it, t('.

embody successfully this ambitious dream, and at last t\u' book
was finished.

The nuinnscript was a mental tapestry, into which siu- h.-id
woven excpiisite shades of thou^dit, and curious and .piaint
.levices and rich, glowing inuigery tliat flecked tlu^ groundwork
with Jfurple and amber ;ind g(»ld.

Hut would the design be duly understood and appreciated by
the great, busy, bustling world, for whose aniusenu-nt and
nuprovement she had laboured so assiduouslv at tlM> spinnincr.
wheels of fancy—the loom of thought : \Vould her fellow-
creatures accei)t it in the earnest, lo\ing spirit in which it iiad
been manufactured i Would they hang this (b.belin of iu-r
bram along the walls of memory, and turn to it tenderly, read-
mg reverently its ciphers and its illuminations ; or would it b«-
rent and ridiculed, and tramjded unde)' foot >. This book was n
shrine to which her purest thoughts, her holiest aspirations
travelled like pilgrims, offering the best of which her nature was
capable. Would those for whom she had patiently chiselled
and built it guard and prize and keep it ; or smite and overttnn
and defile it

;

Looking down at the mass of ms. now ready for the printer,
a sad, tender, yearning expression filLd the author's eyes ; aiul
her little white hands passed caressingly over its closely-written
pages, as a mother's soft fingers might lovingly stroke the face
of a child about to be thrnst out into a liuirvin- crowd of cold,
indifferent strangers, who perhaps would rudely jeer at and
l)row-beat her darlin<^

J^or several days past Edna had laboured assiduously to com
plete the book, and now at last she could fold her tirJd hands
and rest her weary brain. *

'

But outraged nature suddenly swore vengeance, and her
overworked nerves rose in fierce rebellion, refusing to be caln.
Nie had so long anticipated this hour that its arrival was .greeted
l)y emotions beyond her control. As she contemplat^'ed the
possible future of that pile of vs., iier heart bonn.led madlv, and
then once more a fearful agony seized her, and darkness and a
sense of sufJbcation canio upon her. llisii^g, she strained h.-r
eye.s and groped her way toward the window, i)ut ere she
reached it fell, and lost all consciousness

1 i
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The sound of tlio fall, the fniwh of ii eliiim vim', which ho-
hiin-l had swcj)! fiom thi tuhh*, echoed Hturtlinglj thion,i,di the

silent liouse, and aroused some of its inmatifs. Mrs. An<h('\v,s

ran up stairs and into Felix's room, saw that he was sleeping
soundly, and then she hasten(!il up another flight of steps, to

the apartment occupied hy the governess. The gas huriuil

dazzlingly over the table where rested the rolhj of Ms., and on
the flo( r near the window lay Edna.

Hinging the Ixdl furii)iisly to summon her liushand and tlic

.servants, Mrs. Andrews knelt, raised the girl's head, and ruhl)iiii,'

her cold hands, tried to rouse lier. The lieart heat faintly, and
seemed to stop now and then, and the white, rigid lace was as

ghastly as if the dread kiss of Samai-l had indeed boon presscil

upon her still lips.

Finding all her restoratives ineffectual, Mrs. Andrews sent

her husband for the family i)hysician, and with the assistance of

the servants, laid the gii-l on her bed.

When th(i doctor arrived and questioned her, she could
furnish no clew to the cause of the attack, save by pointing to

the table, where pen and paper showed that the sufferer had
been at woi-k.

Edna opened her eyes at 1-vst, and looked around at the group
of anxious faces, but in a moment the spasm of pain returned.
Twice she muttered something, and i)utting his ear close to her
mouth, the doctor heard her whispering to her.self

:

'• Never mind ; it is done at last ! Now I can rest."

An hour elaj)seil before the paro.xysms entirely subsided, and
then, with her ivory-like hands clasped and thrown up over lici'

he:i.d, the governess j;le])t heavily, dreamlessly.

For two days she rejujiined in her own apartment, and on the

uiorning of the third came down to the school-room, with
a slow, weary step and a bloodless face, and a feeling of hopeless
hel[)lessness.

She dispatched her MS. to the jmblisher to whom she had
r<'solved to offer it, and, leaning far l)ack in her chair, took up
Felix's Greek grammar.

Since the days of Dionysius Thrax, it had probably never
appeared so tedious, so intolerably tiresome, as she found it now,
:ind she felt relieved, almost grateful, when Mrs. Andrews sent

for her to come to the liljrary, where l)r. Howell was wuitin"'

to see her.

Seating himself beside her, the physician examined her

countenance atid pulse, »nd put his ear close to her heart.
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" Miss Karl, »mvc! you Inul many such u( tucks us tlu" „nu
wliosc cfrcctH have nut yut passed uwav T

" This is the spcon.l tin.c 1 hn vc suffcml ho sevi'ielv
; thou-h

very frequently I Hn.l a .lisar?roeal)Io fluttering about 'niv heart
which IS not very painful."

'

'' What mode of treatment liave you been followinir 1"

" None, sir. I havo. never consulted a physician
""

" Humph : Is it po.ssil)le ?"

He looked at her with the keen inoisiv(. eye of his profe.ssi,.u,
and pres.sed his ear once more to her heart, listenii,.. to the
irregular and rapid i)ulsations.

•' Miss Earl, are you an orphan ?"

"Yes, sir."

"Have you an- u'ng relatives

f

** None that . over inard of."
" Did any of yonv fai, 'ly die suddenly ?"

" Yes, I have hu-n t,>l.' that my mother di.nl while apparentlv
as w,.ll as usual. ,,k.| ,.,,^,aged in sj.inninj,- a.ul my i,n'an.lfuther
1 found dead sittm^^ in his rockin-chair, smokin- his pipe."

\)v. Howell cleared his throat, sighed, and was silent.
He saw a stran-e, startled expression leap into tlu; larire

shadowy eyes and the mouth quivered, and the wan fuce grew
winter, and the tliin finge,-s grasped each other ; but slie said
nothing, and they sat looking at one another.

The physician liad come like Daniel to the banquet of life
and solved for the Belshazzar of youth the hideous riddle
scrawled on the walls.

" Dr. Howell, can you do nothing for me 1"

Her voice liad sunk to a whisper, and she leaned eagerly
torward to catch his answ(!r.

the'lfe-irt J"'"^'

'^'^ '^""^ ^''''^^ ''^''''* '"^ "''''"'* ^^ hypertrophy of

•'Yes, yes, I know."
She shivered sliglitly.

" Whether you inherited vour disease, I am not i)rei)ared to

belief
"' '''''^'""*^ '"^ ^°"'' ^'^«« ^'^^^'^ «»•« «ome ground.s for the

Presently «he said, abstractedly :

"But grandpa lived to be an old man "

Ihe uoctor's eyes fell upon the mosaic floor of the library ;and then she knew that he could give her no hope
>V Jien at last lie looked up again, he saw that she had
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dropped her fiice iu lier palins, and he was aAved by the deatli-

like repose of lier figure—the calm fortitude she evinced.
" Miss Earl, I never tleceive my })atients. It is useless to

<los(! you with modicine, and drug you into semi-insensibility.

Y'ou must have rest and quiet ; rest for mind as well as body

;

there must be no more teaching or writing. You are ovci-

worked, and incessant, mental labor has hastened the approarli
of a disease which, under othei- circumstances, might have cn-

croaclied very slowly and imperceptibly. If latent (which is

barely possible) it has contributed to a fearfully rapid develop-
ment. Refrain from study, avoid all excitement, exercise
moderately but regularly in the open air ; and, above all things,

do not tax your l)rain. If you carefully observe these directions.

you may live to be as old as your grandfather. Heart diseases
baffle prophecy, and I make no predictions."

He rose and took his hat from the table.

"Miss Earl, I have read your writings with great pleasure,
and watched your brightening career with more interest tli;ui

I ever felt in any other female author; and (rod knows it is

exceedingly painful for me to tear away the veil from yuiu'

eyes. From the first time you were pointed out to nn^ in

church, I ,saw that in your countenance wliich distressed and
alarmed me; for its marble pallor whisjjered that your
days were numbered. Frequently I have been tempted to

come and expostulate with you, but I knew it would be useless.

You have no reader who would more earnestly deploi-e the loss

of your writings ; but, for your own sake, 1 beg you to throw
away your pen and rest."

She raised her head and a faint smile crept feebly across liei'

face.

" Rest ! rest
: If my time is so short I cannot afford to rest.

There is so much to do, so much that I have planned and hoped
to accomplish. I am only beginning to learn how to handle
my tools, my life-work is as yet barely begun. When my louj;-

rest overtakes me, I must not be found idle, sitting with folded

hands. Since I was thirteen years old I have never once rested ;

and now I am afraid I never shall. I would rather die \vorI<

ing than live a drone."
" Rut, ray dear Miss Earl, those who love you have cluiiu.s

upon you."
" I am alone in this world. T liave no family to love uie,

and my woi-k is to me what F sujjpose dear relatives must he
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r vou to throw

jebly ficross licr

)u have chiiius

to other women. For six years T Lave been studying to fit

myself for usefulness, have lived with and for books; and though
I have a few noble and kind friends, do you su^jpose I ever
forget that I am kinless? It is a mournful thing to know
that you are utterly isolated among millions of human beings

;

that not a drop of your blood flows in any other veins. INIy
God only has a claim upon m(!. Dr. Howell, I thank you for
your candour. It is l)est that I should know the truth

"
and 1

!im glad that, instead of treating me like a child, you have
fu'nkly told me all. More than once 1 have had a^ingular
fe;3ling, a shadowy ])resentiment that I should not live to be
an old woman, but T thought it the velic of childish supersti-
tion, and I did not imagine that—th;-t I might be called away
ivt any instant. I did not suspect that just as I had aiianged
uiy workshop, and sharpened all my tools, and measured
off my work, my morning sun would set suddenly in the
glowing east, and the long, cold night fall upon me "'wherein
uo man can work '

" "*

Her voice faltered, and the physician turned away, and looked
out of the window.

" I am not afraid of death, nor am I so wrapt u}) in the mere
liappiness which this world gives ; no, no ; but 1 love my work !

Ah I I want to live long enough to finish something grand and
noble—something that will live when the hands that fashioned
It have crumbled back to dust ; something that will follow me
across and beyond the dark, silent valley, something that can-
not be hushed and straight(>ned and bandaged and screwed
down undei- my coffin-lid—oh ! something that will echo in
eternity! that grandpa and I can hear 'sounding down the
Hges,' making music for the peof.le, when 1 go to my final rest

!

And, please God 1 I shall ! I will 1 O doctor ! I have a feeling
here which assures me I shall be spared till I finish my darling
scheme. You know Glanville said, and Poe cjuoted, 'Man
tloth not yield himself to the angels, nor unto death utterly,
save only through the weakn(>ss of his feeble will.' Mine is
strong, invincible

; it will sustain me for a longer i)eriod than
you seem to believe. The end is not yet. Doctor, do not tell
l)eop]e what you have told me. I do not want to be watched
Jind pitied, lik<! a doomed victim wlio walks about tlui scaSbld
witli a rope already around his neck. Let the secret rest
between you and me.
He looked wonderingly at the electric, white face, and some-

U; f'l}
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thing in its chill radiance reminded liim of the borcalis light,

that waves its ghostly banners over a cold midnight sky.
" God grant that I may be in error concerning your disease

;

and that threescore years and ten may be allotted you, to em-
body tlie airy dreams you love so well. I repeat, if you wish
to pi-olong your days, give yourself more rest. I can do you
little good ; still, if at any time you fancy that I can aid*^ oi'

relieve you, do not hesitate to send for me. I shall come to

see you as a friend, who reads and loves all that has fallen from
your pen. God helj) and bless you, child 1"

As he left the room she locked the door, and walked slowly
back to the low mantel-piece. Resting her arms on the black
marble, she laid her head down upon them, and ambition and
death stared face to face, and held grim parley over the coveted
prey.

Taking the probable measure of her remaining days, Edna
fearlessly fronted the future, and pondered the possil)ility of
crowding into two years the work which she had designed for

twenty.

To tell the girl to " rest," was a mockery ; the tid(!S of
thought ebbed and flowed as ceaselessly as those of ocean, and
work had become a necessity of her existence. She was far,

far beyond the cool, quiet j^alms of rest, far out on the biu'ii-

ing sands; and the Bahr-Sheitan rippled and glittered and
beckoned, and she panted and pressed on.
One book was finished, but before she had completed it the

form and features of another struggled in her busy brain, and
she longed to put them on paper.

The design of the second book appeared to her partial eyes
almost perfect, and the first seemed insignificant in compari-
son. Trains of thought that had charmed her, making her
heart throb and her temples flush; and metn])hors that glowed
as she wrote them down, ah ! how tame ;>;al trite all looked
now, in the brighter light of a newer revelation ! The attained,
the achieved, tarnished in her grasp. All behind was dun;
all beyond clothed with a dazzling glory that lured heron.

(Jiice the fondest hope of her heart had been to finish the hook
now in the publisher's hands ; but ere it could be printed, other
characters, other aims, other scenes usurped her attention. If

she could only live long enough to incarnatu the new ideal

!

Moreover, she knew that memory would spring np and renew
its almost intolerable torture, the moment that she j'tive her-
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self to aimless reveries; and she felt that her sole hope of

peace of mind, her only i-est, was in earnest and unceasing

labour. fSiibtle associations, merciless as the chains of I'onni-

vard, bound her to a past which she was earnestly striving

to foj'get ; and she continually paced as ftir off as her shackles

would permit, sternly refusing to sit down meekly at the foot

of the stake. She worked late at night until her body was
exhausted, because she dreaded to lie awake, tossing helplessly

on her pillow ; haunted by precious recollections of days gone
by for ever.

Her name was known in the world of letters, her reputation

was already enviable ; extravagant expectations were enter-

tained concerning her future ; and to maintain her hold on
public esteem, to climb higher, had become necessary for her
happiness.

Through Mr. ^Manning's influence and friendship she was
daily making the acquaintance of the leading men in literature,

and their letters and conversation stimulated her to renewed
exertion.

Yet she had never stooped to conciliate popular prejudices,

had never written a line which hei- conscience did not dictate,

and her religious convictions sanction, had bravely attacked
some of the pet vices and shameless lollies of society, and had
never penned a page without a prayer for guidance from on
high.

Now in her path rose God's Reaper, swinging his shining
sickle, threatening to cut off and lay low her budding laurel

wreath.

While she stood silent and motionless in the quiet library,

the woman's soul was wrestling with God for permission to toil

a little while longer on earth, to do some good for her race, and
to assist in saving a darkened soul almost as dear to her as her
own.

She never knew how long that struggle for life lasted ; but
when the [)rayer ended, and she lifted her face, the shadows and
tlie sorrowful dread had passed away ; and the old calm, the
old, sweet, patient smile reigned over the pale, worn features.

Early in July, Felix's feeble health forced his mother to

abandon her projected tour to the White Mountains ; and in
accordance with Dr. Jiowtiil's advice, Mr. Andrews reiuuved
his family to a sea-tdde summer-place, which he h;id owned for
some years, but rarely occupied, as his wife preferred Newport,
Saratoga, and Naliant.

'.
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Instead of a preface she had (juoted on the title-i)age' those

pithy lines in " Aurora Leigh "
:

" My critic r>(?ltaii- wants a Ijook

Entirely ditFereut, which will sell and live ;

A striking book, yet not a startling book

—

The public bl.ameH originalities.

You must not pump spring- water unawares
Upon a gracious public full of nerves—
(!ood things, not sul)tle— ne.vv, yet orthodox ;

As easy reading as the dog-eared i)age

That's fingered l)y said public fifty years,

Since lirst taught s]»elling by its grandmother.
And yet a revelation in some sort :

Thafs liard, my critic Belfair !
"'

Now, as Edna ne.stled her fingers among the jiages of her
book, a tear fell and moistene<l them, and the unvoiced language
of her soul was. " Urandpa ! do you keep close enough to me
to read my book I Oh ! do you like it ? are you satisfied 1 Are
you proud of your })ocv, little Pearl V
The days were tediously long while she waited in suspense

for the result of the weighing in editors' sanctums, for the
awful verdict of the critical Sanhedrim. A week drafrffed

Itself away ; and the severity of the decree might have entitled

it to one of those slips of blue paper upon which Frederi(^k the
Great required his courts to inscribe their sentences of death.

Edna learned the full import of the words :

" He that writes,
Or makes a feast, more certainly invites

His judges tlian his friends ; there's not a, guest
But Avill find something wanting or ill-drest."

Newspapers pronounced her book a failure. Some sneered
in a gentlemaidy manner, employing jiolite i)hraseology ; others
closely caricatui-ed it. i\lany were insulted by its incompre-
hensible erudition ; a few growled at its shallowness. To-day
thei-e was a hint at plaghirism ; to-morrow an out-right, whole-
sale theft was asserted. Now she was a pedant ; and then a
sciolist. Reviews poured in upon her thick and fast ; all found
grievous faults, but no two reviewers settled on the same error.

What one seemed disposed to considfM- almost laudable the other
denounced violently. One emincmt^x shrewd, lyrix-eyr 1 . litor

discovered that two of her characters were stolen from :^ book
which Edna had never seen; and another, equally ingenious
and penetrating, found her entire plot in a work of which she

> i
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nc never l.eard
; wlnle a tluM, shocked at hor pedantry, ia-dionantly assured her reader.s that they Imd been imj.osed upon

whip '.'.
""'"'"^ '"*"', ''" " f^"^^^^ "P f»-««^ encyclopaMlias ;

"

whei eat the young author could not help iuughin/heaitily, andwondered why, if her learning had bo.ln Bo'easiJy ,le.neV eirate and insulted critics did not folk ,v h., example.

tan pled upon; and it seemed that the patiently sculp-turedshnne was overturned and despi.od and desecrated.

ruM^ rw\'''^'°''^'^''' ^^'" ^"^^^ tl^'^t 1^«^- ^vork was not
p itect, but she vras equ.ii, sure that it was not contemptible

fromTb! '"'^^'''^f'^!^^
thar morCJed, and wan convinced,rom the universal howling, Uia. she had wo m^led more peoplethan sL». dreamed were vulnerable.

She felt that, the impetuosity «nd savaft.ness of the attacks
tun>,, necessitate a recoil ; and though it was difficult to be
.»^^m. nmcr such circumstances, she waited cpiietly, undis-
fhntii ';v the clamour. "

M..i«ti,ue the book sold rapidly, the publishers could scarcely

apie! J '

tT''\'
'''''^ ^* '^^* ^- Manning's Magazine

'¥
Jt. ,

'

*''"i\'trl^i'"^
^''''^ of D.n lieDinmont^ pets-Auld

Y, tlr;
Little Mustard, Auld F.pper and Little Pepper,

ICrn.
^7*^1-^ and Young Pepper, stood silent and listened tothe roar ot the lion.

of Tnh Tl^-'"' ic
^'^''^> ^°'^ ^^« ^^'-^^^ed by that calm retort

ot Job to his self-complacent censors, - No doubt but ve are the

Si" • ^'f'^T .'^^" "^'^ '""'^^ y«" " ^^^<i it contained a

Te youni wrl^^^
""' "^" ^^'^^^ '' ^^1^^^^*^^ ^^^^^^^^ *« -"«''

Mr. Manning handled the book with the stern impartialitywhich gaye such value to his criticisms-treating it as if it hadbeen written by an utter stranger.

.nii?
'"''''^^'"^

/* thoroughly
;
and while pointing out some

serious errors which had escaped all eyes but his, he bestowedupon a few passages praise which no other American writer had
ever received from him, and predicted that they >vould live
Nvhen those who attempted to ridicule them were utterly for-
gotten in their graves.

The young author was toM that she hud not succeeded in her
grand aim because the subject was t .- .. tst for the limits o' a
novel, and her acquaintance with thf >< vthologies of the world

«
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was not sufficiently extensive or intimate. But she was
encouraged to select other themes more in accordance with 'the

spirit of the age in which she lived ; and the assurance was
given to her, that her writings were destined to exert a powerful
influence on her race. Some faults of style were gravely
reprimanded, some beauties most cordially eulogized and held
uj) for the admiration of the world.

l!]dna had as little literary conceit as personal vanity, she saw
and acknowledged the errors pointed out by Mr. Manning, and
resolved to avoid them in future. She felt that some objections
urged against her book were valid, but knew that she was
iioiujst and earnest in her work, and could not justly be accused
ot trifling.

(Iratefully and joyfully she accepted Mr. Manning's verdict,
and turned her undivided attention upon her new manuscri[)t.
While the critics snarled, the mass of readers warmly ap-

proved; and^many who did not fully appreciate all her arguments
and illustrations, were at least clear-eyed enough to perceive
that it was their misfortune, not her fault.

Gradually the book took firm hold on the affections of the
people ; and a few editors came boldly to the rescue, and nobly
and ably championed it.

During these days of tiial, Edna could not avoid observing
one humiliating fiict, that saddened without embittering her
nature. She found that instead of sympathizing with her, she
received no mercy from authors, who, as a class, out-Heroded
Herod in their denunciations, and left her little room to doubt
that—

"Envy's a sharper spur than pay,
Ami unprovoked 'twill court the fray

;

No author ever spared a brother
;

Wits are gamecocks to one another."

CHAPTELi XXX.
" Miss Earl, you promised that as soon as I finished t h

'Antiquary' you would read ine a description of the spot which
^n- Walter Scott selected for the scene of his story. We have
read the last chapter : now phiase remember your piumise."

"Felix, in your hunger for books you remind me of the
accounts given of cormorants. The ' Antiquary ' ouglit to satisfy

Ir I
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you for t]i(! present, ami furnish food for thouj,'lit thut woiild
last at loMst till to-morrow; still, if you exact an iuini...Iial,.
tulhlment of my promise, I am quite ready to comply."

I^Mua took from her work-hasket a nvw and handsomely
1 lustrated volumo;, and read D.-rtram's* ^rraphic description of
Auehmitlue and the coast of Forfarsiiire.

Finding that her pupils vver*! deeply interested in the " Fisher
hoik, she read on and on

; and when she began the pathetic
story ot the widow at Pi-estonpans, Hattie's eves widened with
wonder, and Felix's were dim with tears :

" We kent then that we micht look across the sea ; but o\vcr
the wateis would never blink the een that made sunshine around
oui- hearths

;
ower the waters would never come the voices tint

were mair delightfu' than the music o' the simmer winds wh.Mi
the leaves gang dancing till they sang. My story, sir, is dune
I hae nae mair tae tell. SutKcient and sutlice it till sav th-it
there was great grief at the Pans— Rachel weepincr for her
weans, and wouldna be comforted. The windows were dark-
ened, and the air was heavy wi' sighin' and sabbin'."
The governess closed the book, laid it back in herbasket mid

raising the lid of the piano, she sang that sad, wailin" lyric of
Kmgsley's, '' The Three Fishers." « ^

J'

It was one of those rare and royal afternoons late in August
when summer, conscious that her reign is weil-nioh emlcd
gathers all her gorgeous draj.ery, and proudly robes the world
in regal pomp and short-lived si)Iendour. Pearly cloud islets
with silver strands, clustered in the calm blue of the upper air

'

soft, salmon-hued cumulus masses sailed solemnly aloncr the
eastern horizon—atmospheric shii)s freighted in the tropics^with
crystal showers for thirsty tields and puvched meadows—with
snow crowns for Icelandic mountain brox, .i, and shrouds of sleet
loi-inouldering masts, tossed high and helpless on desolate Arctic
cliffs. Restless gulls flashed their s]>otless wings, as they circled
and dipped in the shining waves ; and in the magic li-dit of
evening, the swelling .anvas of a distant sloop glittered like
plate-glass smitten with sunshine. A strong, steady, southern
breeze curled and crested the beautiful, bounding billows over
which a tishmg-smack danced like a gilded bubble

; and as the
aged willows bowed their heads, it whispered messages from
citron palm, and orange groves, gleaming far, far away under
the white fire of the tSouthern ( Vown.

The author is well aware of the fact thut more than „ne onotitioi, to bo foim.lin tliose pages may he considered anachronistic.
qnor irion to De tomi.l
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Strange tidings theKc "winged winds" waft over sea and
land; and to-day listening to low tones that travelled to her

ever-clianging,from Le fJocage, Edna looked ont over the
wrinkled face of ocean, and fell into a reverie.

Silence reigned in the sitting-room
; Hattie fitted a new tar-

latan dress on her doll, and Felix was dreaming of Frestonpans.
The breeze swept over the cluster of Tuscan jasmine und

the tall, snowy phlox nodding in the green vase on the tabh;,
and shook the muslin curtains till light and shadow chased each'
other like waves over tlie noble Longhi tmgraving of llaithael's
"Vision of Ezekiel," which hung just above the piano. After
a while Felix took his chin from the window-sill, and his eyes
from the sparkling, tossing water, and his gaze souglit the
beloved countenance ofliis governess.

•' The mouth with steady sweetness set,
And eyes conveying unaware

The <listant hint of some regret
That harboured tliere."

Her dress was of white mull, with lace gathered around the
neck and wristbands

; a delicate, fringy ferivleaf was caught by
the cameo that pinned the lace collar, and around the heavy
cod of hair at the back of her head, Hattie luul twined a snrav
of scarlet tecoma. " "

Save the faint red on her thin, flexible lips, her face was as
stamless as that of the Hebrew Mary, in a carved ivory "Descent
from the Cross," which hung ovei "the mantelpiece.
As the boy watched her he thouglit the l)eautifu] eyes wei-e

larger and deeper, and burned more brilliantly than ever before ;

and the violet shadows beneath them seemed to widen day In-
day, telling of hard study and continued vigils. Pale 'and
peaceful, patiently sad, without a trace of bitterness or harsh-
ness, her countenance might have served as a model for sonu;
which Ary Hchelfer dimlv saw in his rapt musinffs over " Wil-
helm Meister."

^ °

" Oh
! yonder comes mauima and Uncle Grey ! No : that is

not my uncle Grey. Who can it be 't It is—Sir !^>g( r !"

Hattie ran out to meet her mother, who had been t(j New
Vork

;
and Felix fi-owned, took up his crutches, and put on his

iiat.

Edna turned and went to her own room, and in u fnw
moments Hattie brought her a package of letters, and a message
trom Mrs. Andrews, desiring her to come back to the sittinjr-
roora. °

t I
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aiuneini,' over th(! di.vetions the p;ovorness aw that all tlio
10 ter« wen, tn.ui .stian,i.ciH, except oik, from Mrs. Miummv
which she eagei-ly oj.eued. The cunteuts were ...elaucholv a.'i.i
unexpected. Mr. Hanuuoiul had been vei-v ill lor w(,eks w,s
not no". ,H itnnuHliate (lan-(.r, but wan conHne.l to his rooui-and 'ae ,.i.v'... i.ns thoiiirju that he would never l,,' well a^ain'He hu,l u:qu^^ted .\[rs. Murray to write, and he- Ivlna to conic
to him, and remain in his house. Mrs. Powell was in l-urope

r ^Tr t '^'^'^ ''•^'•^'«». '"nl the old man was alone in hishome, Mrs. Murray and Jier son having taken care of him thus
tar. At the bottom of H>. „age Mr. Hammond had scra\s l-.l
almost illegibly

: Ay uear child, I need you. (Jome to me a,
once.

Mrs. Murray had ad.led a postscripl to tell her that if she
would telegraph them upon what <lay she could arrange to start
Ml'. Murray would come to NewYork for h.r,
Edna put the letter out of sight, and girded lierself for a de.s-

pe.ate battle with her famishin- heart, which bounded wildly it

the temi)ting joys spread almost within r-ach. The yearilin
to go back to the dear old parsonage, to the revered teacher, to
cheer and brighten his declining days, and, above all, to see UvMurray s face to he»r his voice once more, oh ! the temptation
was strong indeed, and the cost of resist;, n- bitter beyond ,<-.

cedent. Haying heard incidentally of the reconciliation tJ
•'

had taken place, she kiuw why Mr. Hammond so earnest,,
desired her presence in , house where Mr. Miuiav now spent
mucii of his time

; she knew all the arguments, all the plead
mgs to which she must listen, an.] she dared not trust her hea.

" hnter not into temptation !" was the warning which she
uttered again and again to he; own soul ; find though she feared
the pastor would be ^ dned, she felt that ' e would not consider
herv -ratef i—knc that hi. warm, tender heart would under-
stand ners.

Though she had always studiously endeavoured to expel Mr
3luiTa> n.m her tho dits, thei. came hours when his ima-e
conquerea

;_
when the longing, the into-.ise wish l-. see him was

overmastering; when sh - felt that she would give ten year, of
her life for one long look into i -s face, or ior a picture of him

iNow When sh. ad dy to say, - ' 'ome .

' and iie would be
with her, she ster y - ied her star ing heart, n.id instead of
bread gave it stu,, ;ua, serpents.
She took her pen to answer the letter, but a pang which she
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her that it" hIk

had learned to nn.Kustun.l toll her that she was not now stronL'
enough; and, swallowing .s(j,ne medicine which Dr. Howell hud
preHf-nbed, slie .snatc.-hed up a crimson scarf and wint down to
the beach.

The serenity of her countenance had broken up in a fearful
tempest and her fa.-o writiu^d as she hurried along to overtake
J^ehx. Just now she dreaded to be alone, and y( the only
companionshii,

f^'
eould endure was that of the feeble cnpnlewhom she had learned to love, as woman can love only when

all her early idols are in th(! dust.
" Wait for me, Felix !"

The boy stopped, turned, and limped back to meet her for
there was a strange, pleading intonation in her mournfully sweet
voice.

" What is f he matter, Miss Earl I You looked troubled ?"

_^
-I only want f valk with you, for I feel lonely this even.

ft*

" Miss Earl, have; you seen Hir Jloger Percival ?"

little brother! do not call me Miss Eai'l any longer. (
'al me

Edna. Ah child
! I am utterly alone ; I must &yo somebody

to love me. My heart turns to you."
^

She passed her arm around the boy's shoulders and leaned
against him, while he rested on liis crutches and looked up at
iier with fond jjiide. ^

"Edna
! I have wanted to call you so since the day I firstsaw you. You know very well that I love vou better than

'^verv hmg else in the world. If tiiere is anV gou, in me I
hall hav. to thank you for it; if ever I am useful, it will beyoui ,vork I am wicked still ; but I never look at you withouttrying to be a better boy. You d( • not need me-you who are so

great and gifted
; whose writings everybody reads and adn.ires •

whose n.me is nlready celebrated. Oh ' v.,., cannot need ai'i;one, and least ui dl, a pour, little, hel, ... .. pJe t who canonly worship you, and love the sound of you>- uaie better than

•> I pnT''' .
' r^; """'u

^^^"' ^*' ^ ''^°"gj^* that ,«jUiss Earl- whose book all the world is talking about-^if Ihought you really cared for me-0 Edna ! Edna ' I believe myhearty wouhl be too l)ig for my poor, litth- body !"
'' Folix, u V neeii each other. Do you suppose I would hav^fon«ed you out here, if I m ot p.-efer yZ .ooiet/t" thltof

ItU

•i rj

i-:
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•' Somotliin^' liiis happened since you san<? the ' Tlireo Pislicis'

and Hilt looking out of the Nviu(K)\v an hour ago. Your face has
changed. What is it, Kdna / ( *an't you trust me ?'*

" Ves. I rcc»uved a h'ttci- vvhicli doubles me. Jt announofs
the feeble health of a dear au<l noble friend, who writes b»>tr,,i|,,r

me to come to liim, and nui-se and remain with liim as !,*ng as

he lives. You need not start and shiver so- -I am not frouw,

I shii! not leave you ; but it distresses me to know that he hits

asked an impossiblt; thing. Now you can understand wliy I

did not wish to be alone."

She leaned her ehcciv down on the boy's head, and both stood
silent, looking over the wide, heaving waste of immemorial
waters.

A glowing orange sky overarched an orange ocean, wliioli

slowly became in turn ruby, and rose, and violet, and peailv
gray, i>owdo)'ed with a few dim stars. As the ' ising waves
broke along the beach, the stifRMiing breeze beat the s})rav till

it streamed like silvery plumes ; and the low, musical muinuir
swelled t^ a monotonous moan, that seemed to come over the
darkening waters like wails of the lost from some far, far " isK-s

of the sea."

Awed by the mysterious solemnity -which ever broods over
the ocean, Felix slowly repeated the dirge of Tennvson's,
"Break, break, brc.'kl" and when he commenced the last verse.

Edna's voice, low and quivering, joined hi.s. As if evoked from
his lonely, storm-lashed lair, Varuna j-eared his head agiiins

the amber west, and shook his snowy foam-locks on the eveniiii;

wind, and roared; while dim, weird, vast, and mystically Idtie

as Egypt's Anion, the monstrous outline writhed in billo\v\

folds along the entire horizon.

Out of the eastern sea, up through gauzy cloud-bars, rose the

moon, round, nidiant, almost full, shaking off the mists, burn-

ishing the waves with a ghostly lustre.

The wind rose and fluttered Edna's scarlet scarf like a pirate's

pennon, and the low moan became a deep, sullen, ominous
mutter.

" There will be a gale before daylight ; it is brewing down
yonder at the south-west. The wind has veered since we came
out. There ! did you notice what a savage snort there was in

that l.sBt g'.^?± 1"

Felix pointed to the distant water-line, where now and then

a bluish flash of lightning showed the teeth of the storm )aging
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" No, sir. Had I evei- commenced filling the sieve of the
Danaides, I should have time for nothing else. If you will not
regard me as exceedingly presumptuous, and utterly ridicidous
by the comparison, I will add that, with reference to unfavourable
criticism, I have followed the illustrious example of Bufibn, who
said, when critics opened their batteries, ' Je n'ai jamulu
n'pondu a aucune critique, et je tjarderai le mfme silence sur
celle-ci:

"

" But, my dear ^Miss Earl, I see that you have been accusoil

of plagiarizing. Have you not refuted this statement 1

"

" Again I find Buffbn's words rising to answer for me, as

they did for himself under similar circumstances, ' // lumi

mieux laisser ces mauvaises yem dans I'incertitude ! ' More-
over, sir, I have no right to complain, for if it is necessary in

well-regulated municipalities to have inspectors of all other
commodities, why not of books also ? I do not object to t!ie

rigid balancing—I wish to pass for no more than I weigh : l)ut

I do feel inclined to protest sometimes, when I see myself
denounced simply because the scales are too small to hold what
is ambitiously ])iled upon them, and my book is either thrown
out pettishly, or whittled and scraped down to fit the scales.

The storm, Sir Roger, was very severe at first—nay, it is not

yet ended
; but I hope, I believe, I have weathered it safely.

If my literary bark had proved unworthy, and sprung a leak

and foundered, it would only have shown that it did not deserve
to live ; that it was better it should go down alone and early.

than when attempting to pilot others on the rough, unknown
sea of letters. 1 cannot agree with you in thinking that critics

are more abundant now than formerly. More books are writUn,
and consequently more are tabooed ; but the; history of literutnje

proves that, from the days of Congreve,

' Critics to plays for the same end resort
That surgeons wait on trials in u court

;

For innocence coiulenined they've no respect
J'rovided they've a body to dissect.'

After all, it cannot be denied that some of the best portions of

Byron's and Pope's writings were scourged out of them by the

scor])ion thongs of adverse criticism ; ami the virulence of the

A'euien iSturm waged by Schiller and Ga^the against the army
of critics who assaulted them, attests the facts that even aj>i)re-

ciative Germany .sometimes nods in lier critical councils, (.'er-

tainly 1 have had my share of scourging ; for my critics have
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mos religiously observed the warning of 'spare the rod and
si>oil the child

; and henceforth, if my writings are not model
well-behaved, puritanical, literary children, my censors must be
(exonerated from all blame, and I will give testimony in favour
of the zeal and punctuality of these self-elected officials of the
public whipping-j,ost. The canons have not varied one iota for
ages; if authors merely reflect the ordinary normal nspect of
society without melodramatic exaggeration or ludicrous carica-
uro, they are voted trite, humdrum, commonplace, and live no
longer than their contemporaries. If they venture a step in
advance, and attempt to lead, to lift up the masses, or to elevate
the standard of thought and extend its range, they are scof?e.l
atasj)edant.^ and die unhonoure.l prophets; and' just as theomb IS seaTed above them, people peer more closely into their
books and whisper, 'There is something here after all ; c^vnt

amTo^r r\ 'r^^^^-,r-'
^'^^ ^^^^ generation cliants p^eans,and casts chaplets on the graves, and so the world rings with

tJie namer^ of ghosts, and fame pours generous libatfons to

fW ? lu
"^'^'^^•'^ «f

gf
»i"« .slaughter..d on the altar of criticism,

nee Schiller said,
;
Against public stupidity the gods them-

clvj.s are powerless ' Since then, that same public lifted him

b m and who shall telus where sleep his long-forgotten critics?S ch las been he history of the race since Homer groped
1
rough viiK^-dad Chios and poor Dante was hunted from city

sHb Si 11
'^'"^'''^ .li^orarclis of literature are sometimesstabbed while immstoring at the shrine, what can we humblo

^ ytes expect but to be scourgecl entirely out of the templel

a1 1^ i"''"'
'^"''' •''* ^''"*' ^"^' y'^'^'^*'»-' <-""^'"i,' the stars,

itdwo TY '^ -T' ?l"^^i«"-^' ''«»'! ^I'akes her infallible
i>.uance and re-weighs us.

t^e^Wr^
crossed'her arms on the low stone wall that inclosed

tace and her eyes and her thoughts went out to sea. Her

^^ZZ::^""''^''t'f' 'r -'-tenance, and some strangeexpiession there recalle.l to his mind that vivi.l description :

"w;iV^''u"'f '•'"'f
'^ '•^"" ''^''•^' '""1 "I'^'^rd ca.stW looks from /,omd..., r//,,, wJ.nso li.iui.l lid.tMeamed out hetween .loop fol.l. of l.luod.laokl.iir.

. - .s.eam tum lako^ i.otvvoon tfio purple T.eak»Ut ileep PariuisHus, ut the mourntul moon."
After a short silencc!. Sir Roger said

'' If
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" Miss Earl, I can find no triumph written on your features,

and I doubt whether yoti realize how inordinately proud yom-
friends are of your success."

" As yet, sir, it is not assui-ed. My next book will detei--

mine my status in literature ; and I have too much to accom-
plish—I have achieved too little, to pause and look back, and
pat my own shoulder, and cry, lo irinmphf ! I am not so in-

different as you seem to imagine. Praise gratifies, and censure
pains me ; but I value both as mere gauges of my work, index-
ing the amount of good I may or may not hope to effect. I

wish to be j)opular—that is natural, and, surely pardonable
;

but I desire it not as an end, but as a means to an end—use-

fulness to my fellow-creatures

;

'And wlietlier crowned or crownless, when I fall,

It matters not, so as God's work is done.'

I love my race, I honour my race; I believe that human natiuc,

sublimated by Christianity, is capable of attaining nobler heights

than pagan philosophers and infidel seers ever dreamed of.

And because my heart yearns toward my fellow-creatures, 1

want to clasp one hand in the warm, throbbing palm of sinful

liumanity, and with the other hold up the lamp that God gave
me to carry through this world, and so struggle onward, heaven-
ward, with this generation of men and women. I claim no
clear Uriel vision, now and then I stumble and grope ; but at

least I try to keep my little lamp trimmed, and I am not so

blind as some, who reel and stagger in the Maremme of crime
and fashionable vice. As a pilgrim toiling through a world of

sinful temptation, and the night of time where the stars are

often shrouded, I cry to those beyond and above me. ' Hold
high your lights, that I may see my way !' and to those beiiiud

and below me, ' Brothers ! sisters ! come on, come up !' A\\ 1

these steeps of human life are hard enough to climb when each

shares his light and divides his neighbor's grievous burden,
(jrod help us all to help one another ! Mecca pilgrims stop in

the Valley of Muna to stone the devil ; sometimes I fear tliitt

in the Muna of life we only stone each other and martyi-

Stephen. Last week I read a lecture on architecture, and
since then I find myself repeating one of the passages :

' And
therefore, lastly and chiefly, you must love the creatures to

whom you minister, your feliow-men ; for if you do not lov.'

them, not only will you bo little interested in the passing

events of life, but in all your gazing at humanity, you will be
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apt to be struck only by outside form, and not by expression.

It is only kindness and tenderness which will ever enable you
to see what beauty there is in the dark eyes that are sunk with
weeping, and in the paleness of those fixed faces which the
earth's adversity has compassed about, till they shine in their

patience like dying watch-fires through twilight.' In some
sort I think we are all mechanics—moral architects, designing
as apprentices on the sands of time that, which as master
builders, we shall surely eiect on the jasper pavements of
eternity. So let us all heed the noble words."

She seemed talking rather to herself, or to the surging sea
where her eyes rested, than to sir Roger ; and as he noticed the
passionless pallor of her face, he sighed, and put his hand ou
hers.

" Come, walk with me on the beach, and let me tell you why
I came back to New-York, instead of sailing from Canada, as I
once intended."

A half-hour elapsed, and Mrs. Andrews, who was sitting

alone on the piazza, saw the governess coming slowly up the
walk. As she ascended the steps, the lady of the house ex-
claimed :

" Where is Sir Koger ]"

" He has gone."
" Well, my dear ! Pardon me for anticipating you, but as I

happen to know all about the affair, accept my congratulations.
You are the luckiest woman in America."
Mrs. Andrews put her arm around Pxlna's waist, but some-

thing in the countenance astoni.slied and disappointed her.

"Mrs. Andrews, Sir Roger sails to-morrow for England. He
desired me to beg that you would excuse him for not coming in
to bid you good-bye."

" Sails to-morrow ! When does he return to America I"

"Probably never."
" Edna Earl, you are an idiot ! You may have any amount

ot genius, but certainly not one grain of common sense ! I have
no patience with you ! 1 had set my heart on seeing you his
wife."

" But, unfortunately for me, I could not set my heart on him.
I am very sorry; I wish we had never met, for indecid I like
:*Mr xvoger ; but it is useless to discuss wliat is past and irremedi-
able. Where are tl\e children?"

'' Asleep, I suppose. After all, show me * a gifted womnn,
a genius,' and I will show vou a fool."
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Mrs. Andrews bit her lip, and walked off; and Edna wont
up-stairs to Felix's room.

The boy was sitting by the open window, watching the grsiy

clouds trailing across the moon, checkering the face of tho

mighty deep, now with shadow, now with sheen. So absorbed
was he in his communing with the mysterious spirit of the sea,

that he did not notice the entrance of the governess, until he
felt her hand on his shoulder.

" Ah ! have you come at last ? Edna, I was wishing for you
a little while ago, for as I sat looking over the waves, a pretty

thought came into my mind, and 1 want to tell you about it.

Last week, if you remember, we were reading about Antony
and Cleopatra ; and just now, while I was watching a large star

yonder, making a shining track across the sea, a ragged, hungrv-
looking cloud crept up, and nibbled at the edge of the star, and
swallowed it 1 And I called the cloud Cleopatra swallowing
her pearl !"

Edna looked wonderingly into the boy's bright eyes, and
drew his head to her shoulder.

*' My dear Felix, are you sure you never heard that same
thought read or (pioted ! It is beautiful, but this is not the

first time I have heard it. Tiiink, my dear, little boy ; try to

remember where you saw it written."
" Indeed, Edna, I never saw it anywhere. I am sure I noycr

heard it either ; for it seemed quite new when it bounced into

my mind just now. Who else ever thought of it f
" Mr. Stanyan Bigg, an English poet, whose writings are

comparatively unknown in this country. His works I have
never seen, but I read a review of them in an English book,

which contained many extracts ; and that pretty metaplior

which you used just now, was among them."
'* Is that review in our library 1"

" No, I am sure it is not ; but you may have seen th<; lines

•pioted somewhere else."

" E(Uia, I am very certai'i I never heard it before. Do you
recollect how it iS wriUyn in tlse Englisinnau's poem ? If you
can repeat it, I shall know instantly, because my memory is

very good."
" I think I can give you one stanza, for I read it wiien 1 was

in grfi.4.t. Hnrinw, and. it rtvuh- ??.n impreBnion upon me :

' The clou<ls, like grim, Idack faces, come and go ;

One tali tree «tretclie8 np against the sky ;
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It lets the rain through, like a trembling hand
Pressing thin fingers on a watery eye.

The moon came, but shrank back, like a young girl

Who has burst in upon funereal sadness
;

One star eame—Cleopatra-like, the Night
Swallowed this one pearl in a fit of madness !

'

Well, Felix, you are a truthful boy, iind I can trust you !"

" I never heard the poetry before, and I tell you, Edna, the

idea is just as much mine as it is Mr. Bigg's !"

*' I believe you. Such coincidences are rare, and people arc

very loath to admit the possibility ; but that they do occasionally

occur, I have no doubt, Perhai)S, some day, when you write

a noble poem, and become a shining light in literature, you may
tell this circumstance to the world ; and bid it beware how it

idly throws the charge of plagiarism against the set teeth of
earnefit, honest workers."

'' Edna, I look at my twisted feet sometimes, and feel thank-
ful that it is my body, not my mind, that is deformed. If I

am ever able to tell the world anything, it will be how much I

owe you ; for I trace all holy thoughts and pretty ideas to you
and your music and your writings."

They sat there "a while in sihmce, watching heavy masses of
cloud darken sea and sky ; and then Felix lifted his face from
Edna's shoulder, and asked timidly :

" Did you send Sir Roger aw ay ]"

"He goes to Europe to-morrow, I believe."
" Poor Sir Roger ! I am sorry for him. I told mamma you

never thought of him ; that you loved nothing but books and
flowers and music."

" How do you know that ?"

" I have watched you, and when In? was with you I never
8"w that great, shining light in your eyes, or that strange
.uoving of your lower lip, that always shows me when you are
••oal! • glad; as you were that Sunday, when the music was so
srKiiu; or that rainy morning when we saw the picture of the
' Two Marys at the Sepulchre.' I almost hated poor Sir Roger,
because J was afraid he might take yon to England ; and then,
what v,'ould have become of me? Oh! the world seems so
diff

' -ent, so beautiful, so peaceful, as long as 1 have you with me.
Rv ybm^y pra,ises you, and is proud of you, but nobodv loves
you, PK j .lo."'

He cook Inn- h.'uui, passed it over his cheek and forehead,
and kissed it tenderly.

'^M
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" Felix, do you feel sit all sleepy J"

" Not at all. Tell me something more about the auimalcula
that cause that phosphorescence yonder—making the top of each
wave look like a fringe of fire. Is it true that they are little

round things that look like jelly—so small that it takes one;

hiindred and seventy, all in a row, to make an inch ; and that a
wine-glass can hold millions of them ?"

"I do not feel well enough to-night to talk about animalcula.
I am afraid I shall hav«^ one of those terrible attacks I had last

winter, Felix, please don't go to bed for a while at least ; and
if you hear me call, come to me quickly. I must write a letter

before I sleep. Sit here, will you, till I come back ?"

For the first time in her life she shrank from the thought of
sufiering alone, and felt the need of a human presence.

" Edna, let me call mamma. I saw this afternoon that you
were not. well."

" No, it may pass oft"; and I want nobody about me but you."
Only a narrow passage divided her room from his ; and leav-

ing the door open, she sat down before her desk to answer Mr.
Hammond's appeal.

As the night wore on, the wind became a gale ; the fitful

bluish glare of the lightning, showed fearful ranks of ravenous
waves scowling over each other's shoulders; a roar as of univer-
sal thunder shook the shore, and in the coral-columned cathe-
dral of the great deep, wrathful Ocean played a wild and weird
fugue.

Felix waited patiently, listening amid the dread diapason of
wind and wave, for the voice of his governess. But no sound
came from the opposite room ; and at last, alarmed by the
solemn silence, he took up his crutches and crossed the passaj^e.

The muslin curtains, blown from their ribbon fastenings,
streamed like signals of distress on the breath of the tempest,
and the lamplight Hickered and leaped to the top of its glass

chimney.

On the desk lay two letters addressed respectively to Mr.
Hammond and Mrs. Murray, and beside them were scattered
half a dozen notes from unknown correspondents, asking for the
autograph and photograph of the young author.

Edna knelt on the fioor, hiding her face in the arms which
were crossed on the !id o^! *.!>.« doKk,

The cripple came close to her, and hesitated a mument, then
touched her li.:;litly :
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he arms vvhicli

moment, then

" Edna, are you ill, or are you only praying V
She lifted her head instantly, and the blanched, weary face

reminded the boy of a picture of Gethseraane, which having once
seen, he could never recall without a shudder.

" Forgive me, Felix ! I forgot that you were waiting—forgot
that I asked you to sit up."

She rose, took the thin, little form in her arms, and
whis|)ered :

" I am sorry I kept you up so long. The pain has passed
away. I think the danger is over now. Go back to your room,
and go to sleep as soon as possible. Good-night, my darling."
They kis.sed each other and separated ; but the fury of the

tempest forbade all idea of sleep, and thinking of the '* Fisher
Folk " exposed to its wrath, governess and pupil committed
them to Him who calmed the Galilean jjale.

" The sea was all a boiling, seething frotli,

And (lod Almighty's guns wfie going off,

And the land rrenibled."

CHAPTER XXXI.

The Greek myth concerning Demophoon embodies a valuable
truth, which the literary career of Edna Earl was destined to
exemplify. Harsh critics /ike (li.sguised Ceres plunged the
young author into tho Hames, and, fortunately for her, as no
short-sighted, loving Mt\'anira siiatched herefrom the fiery
ordeal, she ultimately obiuued the boon of immortality. Ffer
regular contributions to the magazine enhanced her reputation,
and broadened the s{)here of her usefulness.

Profoundly impressed by the conviction that she held her
talent in trust, she worked steadily, looking neither to right
nor left, but keeping her eyes fixed upon that day when slie

would be called to render an account to Him, who would de-
mand his own with interest. Instead of becoming flushed with
success, she grew daily more cautious, more timid, lest inadvert-
ence or haste should betray her into errors. Consequently as
tiio moutJis tolled away, each magazine article seemed an im-
provement on the last, and lifted her higher in public favour.
The blacksmith's grandchild had become a })Ower in society.

;-,!
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Foeliiif,' that a rocluso life would <,'ivo lior only paitial ^'limpscs
of that humanity which slio wished to study, sho movcsd in the
circle of cultivated friends who now (eagerly stretched out their
arms to receive her ; and " keei)ing lunsolf unspotted from the
world," she earnestly scrutinized social leprosy, and calmly
Avatched the tendency of Amcu-ican thought and feeling.

Among philosoi)hic minds she saw an inclination to ignore
the noble principles of such systems as Sir William Hamilton's,
and to embrace the modified and sul)tle materialism of Buckle
and Mill, or the gross atheism of Hiichner and Moleschott.
Positivism in philosophy and j)re-Raplia«!litism in art, confronted
her in the ranks of literature—lofty idealism seemed trodderi
down—pawed over by Carlyle's " Monster Utilitaria."

When she turned to the next social sti-atum she found altars
of mammon—groves of IJael, shining Schoe Dagon— set u{» by
business men and women of fashion. Society appeared intent
only upon reviving the lihudagagna, or offering to propitiate
evil spirits; and sometimes it seemed thickly sprinkled with
very thinly disguised refugee Yezidees, who, in the East, opfmly
worship the devil.

Stiitesmen were almost extinct in America— a mere corporal's
guard remained, battling d(\sperately to save the stabbed consti-
tution from the howling demagogues and fanatics, who raved
and ranted where Washington, Webster, and Calhoun had once
swayed a free and happy people. Re))ublicanism was in its

death-throes, and would soon be a dishonoured and insulted
ghost, hunted out of the land by the steel bayonets of a central-
ized despotism. The old, venerate I barriers and w(dl-guarded
outposts which decorum and true womanly modesty had erected
on the frontiers of })ropriety, were swept away in the crevasse
of san3 sonci manners that threatened to inundate the entire
land

;
and latitudinarianism in dress and conversation was

rapidly reducing the sexes to an ecpiality, dangerous to morals
and subversive of all chivalric respect for woman.
A double-faced idol, Fashion and Flirtation, engrossed the

homage of the majority of females, while a few misguided ones,
weary of the inanity of the mass of womanhood and desiring to

effect a reform, mistook the sources of evil, and, rushing to the
opposite extreme, demanded power, which, as a privilege, they
alreadv tjossessorl bnf «« o '%.:,iht /irxplrl iTprroj. ,.v+«i.<-

A casual glance at the surface of society seemed to justify
Burke's conclusion, that " this earth is the IxHllfun of our

13^
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system ;" but Edna looked deeper, and found much that en-

couraged her, niudi that wanned and bound her sympathies to

her fellow-creatures. Instead of following the beaten track sho

struck out . ew path, and tried the })lan of denouncing the

otfence, not tha oflender ; of attacking the sin while she pitied

the sinner.

Kuthlessly she assaulted the darling follies, the pet, velvet-

masked vices that society had adopted, and called the reading

world to a friendly pai'ley ; demanding that men and women
should pa\iso and reflect in their mad career. Because she was
earnest and not bitter, because the white banner of Christian

charity floated over the conference ground, because she showed
so clearly that she loved the race whose recklessness grieved

her, because her nsbukes were free from scorn, and written

rather in tears than gall, people turned tludr heads and stopped

to listen.

So it came to pass that finally, after toiling over many
obstacles, she reached the vine-clad valley of Eshcol.

Each day brought her noble fruitage, as letters came from all

regions of the country, asking for advice and assistance in little

trials of which the world knew nothing. Over the young of

her own sex she held a singular sway ; and orphan girls of all

ranks and ages wrote of their respective sorrows and difliculties,

and recpiested her kind counsel. To these her womanly heart

turned yearningly ; and she accejjted their aft'ectionate con-

fidence as an indication of her ])roper circle of useful labour.

Relieving that the intelligent, refined, modest ('hristian

women of the United States were the real custodians of national

purity, and the sole agents who could successfully arrest the

tide of demoralization breaking over the land, she addres.sed

herself to the wives, mothers, and daughters of America ; calling

upon them to smite their fals(5 gods, and purify the shrines at

which they worshipped. Jealously she contended for every
woman's right whicli (lod and natiu-e had decreed the sex. The
right to be learned, wise, noble, useful, in wonum's divinely

limited sphere ; the right to influence and exalt the circle in

which she moved ; the right to mount the sanctified bema of

her own, quiet hearthstone, the right to modify and direct her
husband's opinions, if he considtu-ed her worthy and competent
to f'llidft hi>>> tliji I'ifrlif t<^ inak«> ho*" r>hild>''''i nrnail>'^»its ^o

their nation, and a crown of glory to their race ; the right to

advise, to plead, to ])ray ; the right to make her desk a Delphi,
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it" God so ))ennitted ; the right to be all that the phrase " noblr,
ChriKtiau woman" means. But not tlio right to vote ; to har-
angue from the li listings; to trail her heaven-born purity
through the dust and mire of political suife; to ascend tliV
rostra of state.sinen, whitiier she may send a worthy husband,
son, or brother, but whither she can jiuver go, without dis^
gracing all womanhood.

Edna was conscious of the innuence she exerted, and cease-
lessly she i)raye(l that she might wield it aright. While awnrc
of the prejudice that exists against literary women, she endeav-
oured to avoid the oufrr idiosyncrasies that'., ustlv render so many
of that chuss unpoi)ular and ridiculous.

She felt that she was a target at which all observers aimed
random shafts

; and while devoting lier.self to study, she en-
deavoured to give due attention to the rules of etiquette, and
the harmonious laws of the toilette.

The friendshii) hetween Mr. Planning and herself ^trei- then-
ed, as each learned more fully the character of the other" and
an affectionate, confiding frankness nuirked their intercourse.
As her ])opularity increased she turncfd to him moie frpquently
for advice, for success only rendered her cautious

; ami day by
day she weighed more cn-efully all that fell from her pei'i,

<lrf>i.iing lest some error should ci-eep into her writings and lead'
'UthiHS astray.

hi her publisher—an honourable, kind-hearted, and genei-oiis
geutleman—she found a valued friend ; and as her book sold
extensively, the hope of a competency was realized, and she wus
soon relieved from the nece.ssity of teaching. 8he was a jx't

with the reading public
; it became fashionable to lionize lici'

;

her pictures and autographs were eagerly sought after ; and tlif

little, barefooted Tennessee child had grown up to celebritv.
Sometimes when a basket of flowers, or a handsome book, or

a letter of thanks and con^'al praise was received from an un-
Icnown reader, the young author was so overwhelmed witli

grateful appreciation of these little tokens of kindness and
affection, that she wept over them, or prayed tremulously that
she might render herself more worthy of the good opinion
entertained of her by strangers.

Mr. Manning, whose cokl, searching eye was ever upon her,
could detect no exultation in her manner. She was earnestK-
grateful for every kind word uttered by her friends and admir-
ers, for every favourable sentence i)enned about her writings;



phrase " iioblr,

bo vote ; to har-

>^en-born purity

;
to ascend the

vorihy husbiuid,

without (lis-;o,

rted, and eeas*'-

. While awar(>

lien, she enduuv
' render so many

observers ainicd

study, she en-

r etiquette, uiid

•self strei.;'tli<'n-

the other ; and
leir intercoui'se.

moi f fVf>quently

lis ; and day by

from her ]wn,

ritings and load

sd, and generou.s

i her book sold

:ed, and she was
She was a pet

to lionize her

;

b after ; and the

to celebrity.

idsome book, or

ed from an uii-

rwhelmed with
:' kindness and

i-emiilously that

e good opinion

ever upon her,

e was earnest Iv

nds and admu-
: her writings;

/il

•a

I
ST. HhMit. • I , • r-

but f 10 seen only gravely glad, a.u «a.i m little changed by
praise as she uad been by severe ai ijadversion. The sweet

pati.jnt expression still rested on her fa(\ , and her beautiful

eyes beamed with the steady light of resignation rather than he
starry sparkle of extravagant joy.

Hornet imes, when the '"ditor missed her at the literary re-

unions, where her ))resen(e always contri'uted largely to the

enjoyment of the eveuiii^', and sought her in the school-room,

111) was often surprised to tind her seated beside Felix, reading
to him or listening to his conversation with a degree of interest

which she did not always offei the celebrities who visited her.

Her power over the cripp h boundless. His character

was as clay in her hands, ai a' was faithfully striving to

model a noble, hallowed life ; . she believed that he was des-

tined to achieve distinction, and fondly hoju'd to stamp upon
his mind principles and aims that would fructify abundantly
when she was silent in the grave.

Mrs. Andiews often told her that she was the only pei'son

who had ever controlled or influenced the boy—that she could

make him just what she pleased ; and she devoted herself to

him, resolved to spare no toil in her efforts to correct the e>'il

tendencies of his strong, ob.stinate, stoi-my nature.

His fondness for history, and for all that (Mivolved theories of

government, led his governess to hojje that at some future day
he might recruit the depleted ranks of statesmen—that he might
reflect lustre upon his country ; and with this trust spuning
her ever on, she became more and more absorljed in her sch<>mes
for developing his intellect, and sanctify-ing his lieart, I'eople

wondered how the lovely woman, whom society flattered and
feted, could voluntarily shut herself up in a school-room, and
few understood the sympiuhy which bound her so tirmly to the
broad-browed, sallow, little cripple.

One December dsn , several months after their return from
the sea-side, Edna a ad Felix sat in the library. The boy had
just completed Prescott's " Philij) II.," and the governess had
promised to read to him Schiller's " Don Carlos " and (roethe's
" Egmont," in order to impress u})on his memory the great
actors of the Netherland revolution. She took up the copy of
" Don Carlos," and crossing his arms on the top of his crutclies,

as WRK his habit, the pupil fixed his eyes on her face.

The reading had continued probably a half-hour, when Felix
heard a whisper at the door, and, looking over his shoulder, saw
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a stranger standing on the threshold. He partially rose ; the
movement attracted the attention of the governess and as she
looked up, a cry of joy rang through the room. She dropped
the book and sprang forward with open arms.

" O Mrs. Murray ! dear friend !"

For some moments they stood locked in a warm embrace,
and as Felix limped out of the room he heard his governess
sobbing.

Mrs. Murray held the girl at arm's length, and as she looked
at the wan, thin face, she exclaimed :

" My poor Edna ! my dear little girl ! why did not you tell
me you were ill ] You are a mere ghost of your former self.
My child, why did you not come home long ago 1 I should
have been here a month earlier, but was detained by Estelle's
marriage

Edna looked vacantly at her benefactress, and her liijs

whitened as she asked :

" Did you say Estelle—was married 1"

" Yes, my dear. She is now in New York with her husband.
They are going to Paris

" She married your " The head fell forward on Mrs.
Murray's bosom, and as in a dream she heard the answer

:

" Estelle married that young Frenchman, Victor De Saus-
sure, whom she met in Europe. Edna, what is the matter l

My child !"

She found that she could not rouse her, and in great alarm
called for assistance.

Mrs. Andrews promptly resorted to the remedies advised by
Dr. Howell

;
but it was long before Edna fully recovered and

then she lay with her eyes closed, and her hands clasped across
ner forehead.

Mrs. Murray sat beside the sofa weeping silently, while Mrs
Andrews briefly acquainted her with the circumstances attend-
ing former attacks. When the latter was summoned from the
room and all was quiet, Edna looked up at Mrs. Murray and
tears rolled over her cheeks as she said :

'

" I was so gh^ to see you, the great joy and the surprise
overcame me. I am not as strong as I used to be in the old
happy days at Le Bocage, but after a little I shall be myself
It IS only occasionally that I have these att.acks of faintne'^s
Put your hand on my forehead, as you did years ago, 'and letme think that I am a little child again. Oh the unspeakable
happiness of being with you once more

'"
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and as she looked
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" Hush ! do not talk now, you are not strong enougli."

Mrs. Murray kissed her, and tenderly smoothed tlie hair

back from her blue-veined temples, where the blood still

fluttered irregularly.

For some minutes tlie girl's eyes wandered eagerly over her
companion's countenance, tracing there the outlines of another
and far dearer face, and finding a resemblance between mother
and son which she had never noticed before. Then she closed

her eyes again, and a half smile curved her trembling month,
for the voice and the touch of the hand seemed indeed JVIr,

Murray's.
" Edna, I shall never forgive you for not writing to me, telU

ing rae frankly of your failing health."

" Oh ! scold me as much as you please. It is a luxury to hear
your voice even in reproof."

" I knew mischief would come of this separation from me.
You belong to me, and I mean to have my own, and take proper
care of you in future. The idea of your working yourself to a

skeleton for the amusement of those who care nothing about
you is simply preposterous, and I intend to piit an end to such

nonsense."
" Mrs. Murray, why have you not mentioned Mr. Hammond ?

I almost dread to ask about him."
" Because you do not deserve to hear from him. A grateful

and alFectionate pupil you have pi'oved, to be sure. O Edna !

what has come over you, child ] Are you so intoxicated with
your triumphs that you utterly forget your old friends, who
loved you when you were unknown to the world ? At first I

thought so. I believed that you were heartless, like all of 3'our

class, and completely wrapped up in ambitious schemes. But,

my little darling, I see I wronged you. Your poor, white face

reproaches me for my injustice, and I feel that success has not

spoiled you ; that you are still my little Edna—my sweet child

—my daughter. Be quiet now, and listen to me, and try to

keep that flutter out of your lips. Mr. Hammond is no worse
than he has been for many months, but he is very feeble, and
cannot live much longer. You know very well that he loves

you tenderly, and he says he cannot die in peace without seeing

you once more. Every day, when I go over to the parsonage,

his first question is, ' Ellen, is she coming ?—have you heard
from her V I wish you could have seen him when St. Elmo
was reading your book to him. It was the cojtv you sent ; aiul
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when we read aloud the joint dedication to him and to myself,

the old man Avept, and asked for his glasses, and tried to read it,

but could not. He "

Edna put out her hand with a mute gesture, which her friend

well understood, and she paused and was silent; while the go\--

erness turned her face to the wall, and wept softly, trying t'^

compose herself.

Ten minutes passed, and she said :
" Please go on now, Mrs.

Murray, and tell me all he said. You can have no idea how I

have longed to know what you all at home thought of my little

book. Oh ! I have been so hungry for home praise ! I sent

the very earliest copies to you and to Mr. Hammond, and I

thought it so hard that you never mentioned them at all
"

" My dear, it was ray fault, and I confess it freely. Mr.

Hammond, of course, could noi- write, but he trusted to me to

thank you in his name for the book and the dedication. I v, as

really angi\y with you for not coming home when I wrote for

you ; and I was jealous of your book, and would not praise it,

because I knew you expected it. But beca,use I was silent, do

you suppose I was not proud of r y little girl 1 If you could

have seen the tears I shed over some of the eulogies pronounced

upon you, and heard all the ugly words I could not avoid utter-

ing awaiust some of your v/ould-be critics, you could not aoubt

my thorough appreciation of your success. My dear, it is im-

possible to describe Mr. Hammond's delight, as we read your

novel to him. Often he would say: ' St. Elmo, read that passage

a^'ain. I knew she was a gifted child, but I did not expect that

she would ever wi'ite such a book as this.' When we read the

last chapter he was comple^ '" overcome, and said, repeatedly,

* God bless my little Ednr t is a noble book, it will do good

much good !' To me it soeiuu almost incredible that the popu-

lar author is the same, little, la.ne, crushed orphan, whoi-i x lifted

from the grass at the railroad track seven years ago."

Edna had risen, and was sitting on the edge of the sofa, with

one hand supporting her cheek, and a tender, glad smile shining

over her features, as she listened to the commendation of those

dearer than all the world beside. Mrs. Murray watched her

anxiously, and sighed as she continued :

'* If ever a woman had a worshipper, you certainly possess

one in Huldah Reed. It -would be ainusing, if it were not

touching, to see her bending in ecstasy over everything you

write; over every notice of you that meets her eye. She regards

''^'•^^.
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Airray watched her

you as her model in all respects. You would be surprised at
the rapidity with which she acquires knowledge. She is a pet
of St. Elmo's, and repays his care and kindness with a devotion
that makes people stare ; for you know my son is i-egardetl as
an ogre, and the child's affection for him seems incomprehensible
to those who only see the rough surface of his character. She
never saw a frown on his face, or heard a harsh word from him,
for he is strangely tender in his treatment of the little thing.

Sometimes it makes mo start when I hear her merry laugh ring-

ing through the house, for the sound carries me far back into
the past, when my own children romped and shouted at Le
Bocage. You were always a quiet, dennu-e, and rather solemn
child ; but this Huldah is a gay, little sprite. St. Elmo is so
as^-onishingly patient with her that Estelle accuses liim of being
in his dotage. Edna ! it would make you glad to see my son
and that orphan child sitting together reading the Bible. Last
week I found them in tho library; she was fast asleej), with her
head on his knee, and he sat w^th his open Bi})le in his hand.
He is so changed in his manner that you would scarcely know
him, and oh ! I am so happy and so grateful, and can never
thank God sufficiently for the blessing 1"

Mrs. Murray sobbed, and Edna bent her own head lower in
her palms.

For some seconds both were silent. Mrs. Murray seated
herself close to the governess, and clasped her arms around her.

" Edna, why did you not tell me all ? Why did you leave
me to und out by accident that which should have been con-
tided to me V
The girl trembled, and a fiery spot l)urned on her cheeks as

she pressed her forehead against Mrs. Murray's bosom, and
said hastily :

"To what do you allude?"

"Why did you not tell me that my son loved you, and
wished to make you his Avife ? I never knew what passed
between you until about a month ago, and then I learned
it from Mr. Hammond. Although I wondered that St. p]lmo
went as far as Chattanooga with you on your way North, I
did not suspect any special interest, for his manner betrayed
none when, after his return, he merely said that he fouiuf no
one on the train to whose care he could commit vou. Now
I know all—know why you left ' Le Bocage;' and I
know, too, that in God's hands you have been the instru-
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ment of bringing St. Elmo back to his duty—to his old,

noble self! () Edna, my child ! if yon could know how 1 love

and thank you ! How I long to fold you in my arms— so ! and

call you my daughter ! Edna Murray— St. Elmo's wife ! Ahl

how proud 1 shall be of niy own daughter ! When I took a

little, bruised, moaning, homespun-clad girl into my house, how

little did I dream that I was sheltering, unawares, the angel who

was to bring back happiness to my son's heart, and peace to

my own !"

She lifted the burning face, and kissed the quivering lips

repeatedly.
" Edna, my brave darling! how could you resist St. Elmo's

pleading ? How could you tear yourself away from him 1 Was
it because you feai^ed that 1 would not willingly receive you as

a daughter 1 Do not shiver so—answer me ?'

" Oh ! do not ask me ! Mrs. Murray, spare me ! This is a

subject which I cannot discuss with you."

Edna unwound the arms that clasped her, and rising, walked

away to the mantel-piece. Leaning heavily against it, she

stood for some time with her face averted, and beneath the veil

of long, floating hair, Mrs. Murray ?aw the slight tigure sway

to and fro, like a reed shaken' by the breeze.

" Edna, I must talk to you about a matter which alone

brought me to New York. My son's happiness is dearer to me

than my life, and I have come to plead with you, for Lis sake,

if not for your own, at least to
"

"It is useless ! Do not mention his name again ! Oh ! Mrs.

Murray ! I am feeble to-day ; spare me ! Have mercy on my

weakness !"

She put out her hand appealingly, but in vain.

" One thing you must tell me. Why did you reject him ]"

" Because I could not respect his character. Oh ! forgive

me ! You force me to say it—because I knew that he was

unworthy of any woman's confidence and affection."

The mother's face flushed angrily, and she rose and threw her

head back with the haughty defiance peculiar to her family.

" Edna Earl, how dare you speak to me in such terms

of my son 1 There is not a woman on the face of the broad

earth who ought not to feel honoured by his preference—who

might not be proud of his hand. What riglit have you to pro-

nounce him unworthy of trust 't Answer me '{"

" The right to judge him from his own account of his past,

•--^^^
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life. The history wliirh ho gave me comlenins him. His crim(^s

iiuulo me .shrink from him."
"Crimes! take care, Edna ! You must he; beside yourself!

My son is no criminal ! He was unfortunate and rash, but his
impetuosity was certainly pardonable under the circumstances."

"All things are susceptible of palliation in a mother's partial

eyes," answered the governess.
" St. Elmo fought a duel, and aftf^- xrds carried on several

flirtations with Avomen who were weak enough to allow them-
selves to be trifled with ; moreover, I shall not deny that at
one period of his life he was lamentably dissipated ; but all that
liappened long ago, before you knew "him. How many young
gentlemen indulge in the same things, and are never even repri-

manded by society, much less denounced as criminals? The
world sanctions duelling and flirting, and you have no right to
set your extremely rigid notions of propriety above the verdict
of modern society. Custom justifies many things' which you
seem to hold in utter abhorrence. Take care that you do "not
find yourself playing the Pharisee on the street corners."

Mrs. Murray walked up and down the room twice, then came
to the hearth.

" Well, Edna, I am waiting to hear you."
" There is nothing that I can say which would not wound or

displease you ; therefore, clear Mrs. Murray, I must be silent."
"Retract the hasty words you uttered just now; they ex-

pressed more than you intended."
" I cannot

! I m'eant all I said. Offences against God's law,
which you consider pardonable—and which the world winks at
and permits, and even defends—I regard as grievous sins. I
believe that every man who kills another in a duel deserves the
curse of Cain, and should be shunned as a murderer. My con-
science assures me that a man who can deliberately seek to gain
a woman's heart merely to gratify his vanity, or to wreak his
hate by holding her up to scorn, or trifling with the love which
he has won, is unprincipled, and should be ostracized by every
true woman. Were you the mother of :Murray and Annie
Hammond, do you think you could so easily forgive their mur-
derer'!"

" Their father forgives and trusts my son, and you liave no
right to 9.\\. in judgment uj)on him. Do you suppose that you
are holier than that white-haired saint whose crown of glory is

waiting for him in heaven 1 Are you so much i)urer than Allan

i
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Tlannnoiul that yon fear coutaini'iation fi-oni ono to whom lio

clings ?"

"No -no— no! V^ou wrong mo. If you could know how
humbh; is my estiniatt; of myself, you would not taunt nic so
cruelly ; you would only—pity me !"

l-Th(! des[)aii-ing agony in the orphan's voice touched Mrs.
Muri-ay's proud heart, and tears softened the indignant ex[)res-
sion of her eyes, as she looked at the feeble form before her.

"Edna, my poor child, you must trust me. One thing [

must know— 1 have a right to ask—do you not love my son (

You need not blush to acknowledge it to me."
She waited awhile, but there was no reply, and softly hci'

arm stole around the girl's waist.
" My daughter, you need not be ashamed of your affection \'ov

St. Elmo."
Edna lifted her face from the low mantel, and clasping her

hands across her head, exclaimed :

" Do I love hxml Oh ! none but my God can ever know how
entirely my heart is his ! I have struggled against his fascina-
tion —oh ! indeed I have wi-estled and prayed against it ! Diit

to-day—I do not deceive myself—1 feel that I love him as I

can never love any other human b(!ing. You are his motlu-r,
and you will pity me Avhen I tell you that I fall asleep prayin;'
for him—that in my dreams 1 am with him once more—tliat

the first thought on waking is still of him. Wiiat do you sup-
pose it cost me to give him up ? Oh ! is it liard, think you, to

live in the same world and yet never look on his fkce^ never
hear his voice ? God only knows how hard ! If he were dead,
I could bear it better. But, ah ! to live with this great sea of

silence between us—a dreary, cold, mocking sea, crossed by no
word, no whisper, filled only with slowly, sadly-sailing ghosts
of precious memories ! Yes, yen ! Despite all his unworthiness
—despite the verdict of my judgment, and the upbraiding ot

my conscience—I love him ! I love him ! You can sympathize
with me. ])o not repi-oach me; pity me, oh ! pity 'me in my
feebleness !"

She put out her arms like a weaiy child and droi)ped her face

on Mrs. Murray's shoulder.
" My child, if you had seen him the night before T left home,

you could not have resisted any longer the i.u'om.ptino's of vour
own heart. He told me all that had ever passed between you

;

how he had watched and tempted you ; how devotedly he loved

"^^,m :>'m^
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you ; how ho reverenced yonr noble purity of character ! how
yom- influence, your example, had first called him back to his

early faitli ; and then he covered his face and said, ' Mother !

mother ! if God would only give her to me, I could, I would be

a better man !' Edna, I feel as if my son's soul rested in your

hands ! If you throw him off utterly, he nuiy grow desperate,

and go back to his old habits of reckless dissi})ation and blas-

phemy ; and if he should ! Oh ! if he is lost at last, I will hold

you accountable, and chai'ge you before God with his destruc-

tion ! Edna, beware I You have a strange power over him
;

you can make him almost what you will. If you will not listen

to your own suffering heart, or to his love, hear me. Hear a

mother pleading for her son's eternal safety !"

The haughty woman fell on her knees before the orphan and
wept, and Edna instantly knelt beside her and clung to her.

" I pray for him continually. My latest breath shall be a

prayer for his salvation. His eternal welfare is almost as pre-

cious to me as my own ; for if I get to heaven at last, do you
suppose I could be happy even there without him I But, Mrs,

Murray, I cannot be his wife. If he is indeed conscientiously

striving to atone for his past life, he will be saved without my
influence ; and if his remorseful convictions of duty do not re-

form him, his affection for me would not accomplish it. Oh !

of all mournful lots in life, I think mine is the saddest ! To
find it impossible to tear my heart from a man whom I distrust,

whom I cannot honour, whose fascination I dread. I know my
duty in this matter—my conscience leaves me no room to doubt
—and from the resolution which I made in sight of Annie's

grave, I must not swerve. I have confessed to you how com-
pletely my love belongs to him, how fruitless are my eflbrts to

forget him. I have told you Avhat bittc 'uffering our separa-

tion costs me, that you may know how use less it is for you to

urge me. Ah ! if I can withstand the wailing of my own lonely,

aching heart, there is nothing else that can draw me from the

stern path of duty ; no, no ! not even your entreaties, dear Mrs.
Murray, much as I love and owe you. God, who alone see«

all, will help me to bear my loneliness. He only can comfort
and sustain me ; and in His own good time He will save Mr.
Murray, and send peace into his troubled soul. Until then let

us pray patiently."

Flush and tremor had passed away, the features were locked
ui rigid whiteness ; and the unhappy mother saw that further
entreaty would indeed be btit mockery.

M.4|
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S1k> roso am] pueod tlio floor for houk^ ino.ncntH. At last
J*i(iiia said :

" How long will you remain in Nvw York V
" Two (lays. Edna, I came liero against my son's advico

HI opposition to his wishos, to intercede in liis Ixdialf and prevail
on you to go homo with mo. He knew you better it seems
than 1 did

;
for Ik; predicted tlie result, and desired to save me

from inortihcation
; but I obstinately clung to the belief that

yon cherished some feelings of afFectionate gratitude toward me
i^ou have undeceived me. Mr. Hammond is eagerly exj)ecti.i-
you, and it will be a keen disappointment to the old man if [
return without you. Is it useless to tell you that you ought to
go an. see him ? You need not hesitate on 8t. Elmo's account •

lor unless you wish to meet him, you will certainly not see hi...My son is too proud to thrust himself into the i)resence of any
one, much less into yours, Edna Earl."

" I will go with you, ]\rrs. Murray, and remain at the pa.--
sonago—at least for a few weeks."

''I scarcely think Mr. Hammond will live until spring; and
It will make him very happy to have you in his home."

Mrs. Murray wrai)])ed her shawl around her and i)ut on her
gloves. '

'' I shall be engaged with Estelle while I am here, and shall
not call again

;
but of course you will come to the hotel to see

iier and we will start homeward day after to-morrow evenin.r "

..ir*"?/
^'"'"'''''''^ ^^'"^ '^''''''' ^'''^ *^^»'^ caught her dress. "

Mrs. Murray, kiss me before you go, and tell me you forgive
the sorrow I am obliged to cause you to-day. My buj-den m
heavy enough without the weight of your displeasure."

JUit the proud face did not relax; the mother shook her
Jiead, disengaged her dress, and left the room.
An hour after Felix came in, and approaching the sofa wheio

ins governess rested, said vehemently :

II

Is it true, Edna 1 Are you going South with Mrs. Murray l"

^

Yes; I am going to see a dear friend who is probablv
dying." '

" O Edna ! what will become of me 1"

" I shall be absent only a few weeks ."

1 'i \ ^'T "", H°^"^'i^'^« ^^i-ead that if you go you will never come
back

! Don t leave me ! Nobody needs you half as much as I
flo, hdna, you said once you would never forsake me. lie-
member your promise !"



inoiiu'iits. At last

.S'7'. ELMO. n77

"My (l(!ar, littl(! boy, I iiin not forsjiking yoti ; I sIimII only
Itc Hopanitod from yon for a month or two ; iuul it is my duty
to go to my sick fri(3n(l. J)o not look so wi-ctcli<Hl ! for "just so
surely as 1 livo, 1 shall como back to yon."
"Yon tliink so now ; but your old fric^nds will pcrsnado you

to stay, and you will foi<;<!t me, and— and "

He turned nmnd and liitl liis face on the back of his chair.
It was in vain that she endeavoured, by promises and car-

esses, to reconcile him to hej- teuiporary absence, He would
not be comforted

; and liis tear-stained, woe-begone, siUow face,
iiH she saw it on the evening of her departure, ])ursued her on
lior journey South.

f'^^
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i-emain at the par-

ngthe sofa where

CHAPTER XXXII.

The mocking-bird sang as of yore in the myrtle-bonghs that
shaded the study-window, and witliin tlie pjirsonage reigned the
peaceful rej)ose which seemed ever to rest like a benediction
upon it. A ray of sunshine stealing through the myrtle-leaves
made golden ripples on the wall ; a bright wood-fire blazed in
the wide, deep, old-fashioned chinuiey ; the white cat slept on
the rug, with her pink paws turned toward the crackling flames

;

and blue and white hyacinths hung their fragrant bells over the
gilded edge of the vases on the mantel-piece. Huldah sat on
one side of the hearth peeling a red ap])le , and, snugly wrapped
ni his palm-leaf cashmere dressing-gown, Mr. Hammond rested
ni his cushioned easy-chair, with his head thrown far back, and
Ins fingers clasping a large bunch of his favourite violets. His
snowy hair drifted away from a face thin and pale, bnt serene
and happy,

, .

* in his bright, blue eyes there was a hnmorons
twmkle, and on his lips a half-smothered smile, as he listened
to the witticisms of his Scotch countrymen in " Noctes Am-
brosiana\"

Close to his chair sat Edna, reading aloud from the quaint
and mimitable book he loved so well, and pausing now and then
to explain some word which Huldah did not understand, or to
watch for symptoms of weariness in tlie eonntonance of the
invalid.

The three faces contrasted vividly in the ruddy glow of the
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fire. Thut of tlir little j,'irl. rouiul, rosy, rofl-lii»pofl, dimpled,
nieiry-eyed

; tli«> nr^vA piiHtor's wiiiiklcd checks uud furiowcd
brow and streaming si Ivf'i- beard ; and the carved ivory features
of the governess, b(.rrowing no colour from th(> soft folds of lu-r

rich crimson merino dress. As daylij^dit ebbed, the ripple
danced ui) to the ceiling and vanished, lik(^ tlu; pricked bubl)lc
of a human liope ; the mocking-bird hushed his vesper hymn :

and Kdna closed the Imok and n^duced it on ...lo shelf.

iluldah tied on her scarlet-lined hood, kissed lier friends
good-bye, and went back to J.e l!ocHgo; and the old man and
the ori)hiin sat looking at the grotesque flicker of the flames on
the burnished andirons.

" Kdna, are you tired, or can you'sing some for me?"
" Reading aloud rarely fatigues me. "What shall 1 sing?"
" That solemn, weird thing in the * Trophet,' which suits your

voice so well."

She sang " Ah mnnfih .'" and then, witliout waiting for tlie

request which she kjiew would follow, gave him some of his

favourite Scotch songs.

As the last sweet strains of " Mary of Argyle" echoed througli
tlu! study, the pastor shut his eyes, and memory flew back to

the early yeais wlien his own wife Mary luid sxmg those songs
in that room, and his dead darlings clustered eagerly around tlio

piano to listen to their mother's music. Five fair-browed, in-

nocent young faces circling about the idolized wife, and bnbv
Annie nestling in her cradle beside the hearth, playing with her

waxen fingers and crowing softly. Death had stolen his house-
hold jewels ; but recollection robbed the grave, and music's
magic touch unsealed "memory's golden urn."

" Oh ! death in life, the days that are no more !"

•Edna thought he had fallen asleep, he was so still, his fiice

was so placid
; and she came softly back to her chair and looked

at the ruby temides and towers, the glittering domes and ash-

grey ruined arcades built by the oak coals.

A mouth had elapsed since her arrival at the pai-sonage, and
during that short period Mr. Hammond had rallied and recov-

ered his strength so unexpectedly that hopes were entertained
of his entire restoration ; and he spoke confidently of being able

to reenter his ])ulpit on Easter Sunday.
The society of his belo^ cd pupil seemed to render him com-

pletely happy, and his countenance shone in the blessed ligiit

that gladdened his heart. After a long, dark, stormy day, the
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Him of his litb was i»i('|)uriiij,' to set in cloudloss peact! aiul ^'loiy.

Into all of Mdna'.s literary sclmmt'H lie entered ci'ifcrly. Slic

read to iiini tli(i mm. of her new hook as far it was HiusIi.mI, and
was gratified by ids perfect satisfaction with the style, plot and
aim.

Mrs. INruriay came «*very (hiy to the parsona«ife. hnt F<]dna had
not visited lie Hoca^c ; and thoiiL,di Mr. Murray spent two
mornings of each week with Mr. Hammond, he called at stated
hours, an<l she had not yet met him. Twice she had heard his

voice in earnest conversation, and several times she had seen
his tail ligure coming up the walk, hut of his features she caught
not even a glim[)se. St. Elmo's nune had never heen mention<!d
in her presence l)y either his mother or tiie pastor, but Fluldali

talk(!d (;eas<dessly of his kindness to her. Knowing the days
on which he canu; to the parsonage, Kdna always absented her-
self from the invalid's room until the visit was over.

One afternoon she went to tlie church to play on the organ
;

and aftoi" an hour of m(Mirnful enjoyment in the gallery so
fraught with precious reminiscences, she left the church and
found Tamerlane tied to the iron gate, but liis master was not
visible. Slu^ knew that he was somewhere in the building or
the yard, and denied herself the pleasure of going there a second
time.

Neither glance or word had been exchanged since they parted
at the railroad station, eighteen months before. She longed to
know his opinion of her book, for many passages had been writ-
ten witli special reference to his i)ei-usal ; but she would not
usk

; and it was a sore trial to sit in one room, liearing the low,
indistinct murmur of his voice in the next, and vet never to see
him.

Few women could have withstood the temptation; but the
orphan dreaded his singular power over her heart, and dared
not trust herself in his presence.

This evening, as she sat with the lire-light shining on her face,
thinking of the past, she could not realize that only two years
had elapsed since she came daily to this quiet room to recite her
lessons

;
for during that time' she had suffered so keenly in

mind and body that it seemed as if weary ages had gone over
her young head. Involuntarily she sighed, and passed her hand
across her forehead. A low tap at the door diverted her thoughts,
and a servant entered and gave her a package of letters from
New York. ^ »
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Every mail Ijrought one from Felix ; and now o})ening liis

first, a tender smile [)arted her lips as she read his i)assionat(',

importunate appeal for her speedy return, and saw that the
closing lines were blotted with tears. The remaining eight let-

ters were from persons unknown to her, and contained requests
for autographs and photographs, for short sketches for papers in

different sections of the country, and also various inquiries con-
cerning the time when her new book would probably be ready
for press. All were kind, friendly, gratifying, and one was
eloquent with thanks for the good effect produced by a magazine
article on a dissipated, irreligious husband and father, who, after
its perusal, had resol- "d to reform, and wished her to know the
beneficial influence w di she exerted. At the foot of the page
was a line penned by the rejoicing wife, invoking heaven's
choicest blessings on the author's head.

" Is not the labourer worthy of his hire?" Edna felt that
lier wages were munificent indeed ; thai her coffers were filling,

and thougli the " thank God !" was not audible, the great joy
in her uplifted eyes attracted the attention of the pastor, who
liad been silently watching her, and he laid his hands on hers.

" What is it, my dear V
" The reward God has given me !"

She read aloud the contents of the letter, and there was a
brief silence, broken at last by Mr. Hammond.

" Edna, my child, are you really happy?"
"So happy that I believe the wealth of California could not

buy this sheet of paper, which assures me that I have been
instrumental in bringing sunshine to a darkened household ; in

calling the head of a family from haunts of vice aud midnight
orgies back to his wife and children; back to the shrine of

prayer at his own hearthstone ! I have not lived in vain,
for through my work a human soul has been brought to Jesns,
and I thank God that I am accounted worthy to labour in my
Lord's vineyard ! Oh ! I will wear that happy wife's blessing
in my inmost heart, and like those bells in Cambridgeshire, in-

scribed 'Pestemfango ! Sahhata pmujoP it shall ring a silvery
chime, exorcising all gloom, and loneliness, and sorrow."
The old man's eyes filled as he saw the almost unearthly

radiance of the woman's lovely face.

"You have indeed cause for gratitude and great joy, as you
realize all the good you are destined to accomplish, and I

know the rapture of saving souls, for, through God's grace, I

:C^.
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igh God's grace, I

1

believe I have snatched some from the brink of ruin. But
Edna, can the triumph of your genius, the ai)plause of the
world, the approval of conscience, even tlie assurance that you
arc labouring successfully for the cause of Christ—can all these

tilings satisfy your womanly heart—your loving, tender heart 1

My child, there is a dreary look sometimes in your eyes, that
reveals loneliness, almost weariness of life. I have studied
your countenance closely when it was in repose ; I read it, I

think, without errors; and as often as I hear your writings

praised, I recall those lines, written by one of the noblest of

your own sex

:

' To liavc our books
Appraised by love, associated witli love,

Wliile v)e sit loveless ! is it hard, you think ?

At least, 'tis mcnirnful.'

Edna, are you perfectly contented with your lot ]"

A shadow drifted slowly over the marble face, and though it

settled on no feature, the whole countenance was chan":ed.
" 1 cannot say t ,-, I am perfectly content, and yet 1 would

not exchange places with any woman I know."
'' Do you never regret a step which you took one evening,

yonder in my church f
" No, sir, I do not regret it. I often thank God that I was

able to obey my conscience and take that stef)."

" Suppose that in struggling up the steej) path of duty one
soul needs the encouragement, the cheering com[)ani',nslu[»

which only one other human being can give ? Will the latter
be guiltless if the aid is obstinately withheld 2"

" Suppose the latter feels that in joining hands both would
stumble T
"You would not, Edna! you would lift each other to

nobler heights! Each life wouhl be perfect, comi)lete. My
child, will you let me tell you some things that ought to

"

She threw up her hand, with that old, childish gesture which
he remembered so well, and shook her head.

" No, sir ; no, sir ! Please tell me nothing that will rouse a
sorrow I am striving to drug. Sjiare me, for as St. Clirysostom
once said of Olympias, the deaconess, I ' live in perjjctual fel-

lowship with i)ain.'
"

" My dear, little Edna, as I look at you and think uf your
future, I am troubled about you. I wish I could confidently
say to you, what St. Chrysostoni wrote to Pentadia : ' For I

bf
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know your great and lofty soul, which can sail as with a fair

wind through many tempests, and in the midst of the ivaves

enjoy a white calm.'
"

She turned and took the minister's hand in liers, while an

indescribable peace settled on her countenance, and stilled the

trembling of her low, sweet voice :

" Across the gray, stormy billows of life, that * white calm'

of eternity is rimming the water-line, coming to meet me.

Already the black pilot-boat heaves in sight ; I hear the signal,

and Death will soon take the helm and steer my little bark

safely into the shining rest, into God's ' white calm.'

"

She went to the piano and sang, as a solo, "Night's Shade
no Longer," from Moses in Egypt.

While the pastor listened, he murmured to himself:

"Sublime is the faith of a lonely soul,

In pain and trouble cherished ;

Sublime the spirit of hope that lives

When earthly hope has perished."

She turned over the sheets of music, hunting for a German
hymn of which Mr. Hammond was very fond, but he called her

back to the tire-place.

" My dear, do you recollect that beautiful passage in Faber's
* Sights and Thoughts in Foreign Churches f * There is seldom

a line of glory written upon the earth's face but a line of suffer-

ing runs parallel with it; and they that read the lustrous

syllables of the one, and stoop not to decipher the 'spotted and

worn inscription of the other, get the least half of the lesson

earth has to give.'
"

•' No, sir; I never read the book. Something in that passage

brings to my mind those words of Martin Luther's, which ex-

plain so many of the ' spotted inscriptions' of this earth : 'Our
Lord God doth like a pi-inter, who setteth the letters backward.

We see and feel well His setting, but we shall read the print yon-

der, in the life to come !' Mr. Hammond, it is said that, in the

Alexandrian ms., in the British Museum, tliere is a word whicli

has been subjected to microscopic examination, to determine

whether it is 0?, who, or 0?, which is the abbreviation of Qeoi,

God. Sometimes I think that so ought we to turn the lens of

faith on many dim, perplexing inscriptions traced in human
history, and perhaps we might oftener find God."

" Yes, I have frequently thought that the ms. of every human
life was like a Peruvian Quippo, a mass of many-coloured cords
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or thr ads, tied and knotted by unseen, and, possibly, angel
ha.d Here, my dear, put these violets in water ; they are
witk ing. By the way, Edna, I am glad to hnd that in'your
writings you attach so much importance to the uiinistry of
flowers, and that you call the attention of your readers to the
beautiful arguments which they furnish, in tavour of the Chris-
tian philosophy of a divine design in nature. Truly,

' Your voiceless lips, flowers ! are living preachers,
Each cup a pulpit, and eac li leaf a book

;

Su])plying to my fancy numerous teachers
From lowliest nook.'

"

At this moment the door-bell rang, and soon after the servant
brought in a telegraphic dispatch, addressed to Mr. Hammond.

It was from Gordon Leigh, announcing his arrival in New
York, and stating that he and Gertrude would reach the par-
sonage some time during the ensuing week.
Edna went into the kitchen to superintend the preparation

of the minister's supper ; and when she returned and placed
the waiter on a table near his chair, slie told him that she must
go back to New-York immediately after the arrival of Gordon
and Gertrude, as her services would no longer be required at
the parsonage, and her pupils needed her.
Two days passed without any further allusion to a subject

which was evidently uppermost in Mr. Hammond's mind.
On the morning of the third, Mrs. Murray said, as she rose

to conclude her visit :
" You are so mucirbetter, sir, that I

must claim Edna for a day at least. She has not yet been to
Le Bocage ; and as she goes away so soon, I want to take her
home with me this morning. Clara Inge promised me that she
would stay with you until evening. Edna, get your bonnet.
I shall be entirely alone to day, for St. Elmo has carried Huldah
to the plantation, and they will not get home until late. So,
my dear, we shall have the house all to ourselves."
The orphan could not deny herself the happiness oflfered;

she knew that she ought not to go, but for once her strength
failed her, she yielded to the temptation.
During the ride Mrs. Murray talked cheerfully of various

things, and for the first time laid entirely aside the haughty
constraint which had distinguished her manner since "they
travelled south from. New York.
They entered the noble avenue, and Edna gave herself up to

the rushing recollections which were so mournfully sweet. As

M
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they went into the hou»e, ,vml the servantB h^-J
J™];;^^^^^^^

^rectrmet to eyes, Mv». Mu.-ray saw that she was almo». over-

'"Ttl^erirrri. any othe. ,.aoe on eavth half so

X VJl '' niurmuved the soverness several liouvs later, as they

SookLg oTrrfhe lain, where the deer and sheep were

''TSSurAy not, to our partial eyes. ^J^^'^;^
my child, it does not seem hke home. It is the only

where von will ever be happy.
. Mnn-iv T

-Yes, I know it ; but it cannot be mine. Mrs. Muuay, i

want to'see my own little room."
^^^^_^

'leX &ob'c:^; r^eci^UlLinVtou'U,, L I feel

Cnfyour^oom ^^ I once fe^ttoward the empty cradle of my

with tl^onto* ; then .he drew a chair to the desk, sat down,

and broke the seal

:

i x- .

- My Darling :-Will you not permit me to see you betoie

1 tt^rvivsona-e^ Knowing the peculiar circumstance

CCgtvCbS I cLot take advantage of them ^.

J vnst mvself hito vour presence without your consent. I ha

tZeZ a .ossMlTt; of meeting me. You, who Icnow so.a.-

thin' Tmy waywaid, sinful, impatient character, can pe.!^..]

thing 01 my } ,

^^^^^ y^^j ,,^^iti, ,,,

TeS Ih^fyou "u^in the next room, and yet, that I nu.J

XshaU not Jee you-my own Edna ! Uo yon woudor that 1

11
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Mrs. Murray, I

almost grow desperate at the iliouglic tliat only a wall—a door

—sei)arates me from you, whom I h)vc better thai; my life ! O
my darling ! Allow me one more interview ! Do not niiko

my punisliment heavier than I ean bear. It is hard—it is

bitter enough to know that you cannot, or will not trust me ; at

least let me see your dear face again. Grant ine one hour—it

may be the last we shall ever spend together in this world.
" Your own St. Elmo."

" Ah ! my God ! pity me ! Why—oh ! why is it that I am
tantalized with glimpses of a great joy never to be mine in this

life! Why, in struggling to do my duty, am I brought con-

th)ually to the very gate of the only Eden I am ever to Und in

this world, and yet can never su)'[)rise the watching Angel of

Wrath, and have to stand shivering outside, and see my Eden
only by the flashing of the sword that bars my entrance i"

liooking at the chirography, so different from any other

which she had ever examined, her thoughts weie irresistiltly

carried back to that luorning when, at the shop, she saw this

handwriting, for the first time, on the blank leaf of the Dante;

and she recalled the shuddering aversion with which her grand-

father had glanced at it, and advised her to commit it to the

flames of the forge.

How many such notes as this had been penned to Annie and

Gertrude, and to that wretched woman shut up in an Italian

convent, and to others of whose names she was ignorant 1

Mrs. Murray opened the door, looked in, and said :

" Come, I want to show you something really beautiful."

Edna put the note in her pocket, took the boucpiet, and fol-

lowed her friend down-stairs, through the rotundo, to the door

of Mr. Murray's sitting-room.

" My son locked this door and carried the key with him
;

Init after some search, I have found another that will open it.

(ome in, Edna. Now look at that large painting 1lan.umg

over the sarcoi)hagus. It is a copy of Titian's 'Christ Crowned
with Thorns,' the original of which is in a Milanese church, I

believe. While St. Elmo was last abroad, he was in Genoa
one afternoon when a boat was capsized ; being a tine swim-

mer, he sprang into the water, where several i)ersons were

stiuggling, and saved the lives of two little children of an Eng-

lish gentleman, who liad his hands quite full in lescuing his

wife. T'wo of tlie party were drowned, but the f;illier was so

;iateful to my son that he has written him several letters, and
25
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lust year he sent him this picture, wliich, thongli of course
much smaller than the original, is considered a very fine copy.
I begj^'id to have it hung in the jjarlour, but fearing, I sup])osc,

that ii history might possibly b ) discovered (you know how'
he despi.es anything like a parade of good deeds), St. Elmo in-

sisted on bringing it here, into this Egyptian Museum, where,
unfortunately, people cannot see it."

For some time they stood admiring it, and then Edna's (!yos

wandered away to the Taj Mahal, to the cabinets and book-
cases. Her lip began to quiver as every article of furniture
babbled of the by-gone—of the happy evenings spent here—of
that hour when the idea of authorship first seized her mind and
determined her future.

Mrs. Murray walked up to the arch, over which the curtains
fell, touching the floor, and laying her hands on the folds of
silk, said, hesitatingly :

" I am going to show you something that my son would not
easily forgive me for betraying ; for it is a secret he guards
most jealously

"

*' No, I would rather not see it. I wish to learn nothing
which Mr. Murray is not willing that I should know."

" You will scarcely betray me to my son when you see wlmt
it is ; and besides, I am determined you shall have no room to

doubt the truth of some things he has told you. There is no
reason why you should not look at it. Do you recognize that

face yonder, over the mantel-piece 1"

She held the curtains l^ack, and despite her reluctance to

glancing into the inner-room, Edna raised her eyes timidiv,
and saw, in a richly-carved oval frame, hanging on the opi)osite

Avail, a life-sized portrait of herself.

" We learned from the newspapers that some fine photo-
had been taken in New York, and I sent on and

bought two. St. Elmo took one of them to an artist in Charles-

ton, and superintended the painting of that portrait. Wlien
he returned, just before I went North, he brought the picture

with him, and with his own hands hung it yonder. I have
noticed that since that day he always keeps the curtains down
over the arch, and never leaves the house without locking his

rooms."

Edna had dropped her crimsoned face in her hands, but Mrs.
|

Murray raised it forcibly and kissed her,

" I want you to know how well he loves von-^how

graphs

necessarv
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^"'«'cnng cigur-smoke.

novel, and a beautiful morocco b^^^^^^^^^^
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on Huldah's pet fawn, "ei^V'TA T^
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'' Help me, O mv (lorl - .1 • J^'^''^*
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'"'^ '^^^^"^^ ^^^k a ])en and

of the table, and in IlW 00 e Jle^r"'*;- " '''''^ ^ ^'^^'^on the carpet. One canfd/t7er eve \l
^'"^ ^"^^^^''^^ -'^
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'^^^^'^^^'' "^ «t.

^ave penned on the blank l^.f f^'^'Z-
^^^^""^' ^'^ ^^'^i^^ to

Memory " .- ^ ^«'^t '^^ ^t copy of the - Ploasuies of
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""''' ^"«"«'^^'« known^y sighs, und tears, and grief alone!

II

—jJLi



I
*v7'. Hnxro.

K -1. >i

mm i:;

liii

ilJ

I greet lier an the tiend, to whom l)eh>ng

The vulture's raveniug hv.xk, the raven's funeral song I

She tella of time iniaspent, of comfort lost,

Of fair occasions gone forever l)y
;

Of hopes too fonilly nursed, too nulely crossed,

Of many a cause to wish, yet fear to die ;

For what, except the instinctive fear

Lest she survive, iletaina niu here,

When all tlie ' Life of Lite ' is fled V"

The lonely woman looked upward, a[)i)ealingly, and tlicic

upon the wall she mot—not as tbiniorly, tlie gleaming, augur-

ous, inexorable (^yes of the f'imbrian Pi'oi)hetess—but tlu; pity-

ing Clod's gaze of Titian's Jesus,

When jMrs. Murray rctiirned to the room, Edna sat as still

as one of tlu; mummies in the sarcopiiagus, with her h(!ad thrown

back, and the long, black eyelashes sweeping her coloinltws

cheeks.

One hand was pressed over her heart, the other held a note

directed to St. Elmo Murray ; and the cold, fixed features were

s(j like those of an Angel of Death sometimes sculptui-ed on

cenotaphs, that Mrs. Murray uttered a cry of alarm.

As she bent over her, Edna opened her arms and said in a

f(!eble, spent tone :

" Take me back to the parsonage. I ought not to have conic

here ; I might have known I was not strong enough."
" You have had one of those attacks. Why did you not cull

mel I will bring you some wine."
" No ; only let me go away as soon as possible. Oh 1 [ am

ashamed of my weakness."

She rose, and her pale lips writhed as her sad eyes wandcncd

in a farewell glance around the room.

She put the unsealed note into ^[rs. Murray's hand, ami

turned toward the door.

" Edna ! my daughter ! you have not refusefl St. Elmo's rt-

cpiestr'
'• My mother ! Pity me ! I could not grant it

!

cHAi>TER xxxnr.

"They have come. I hear Gertrude's birdish voice."

The words liad scivccly passed IVFr. Hammond's lips ere Iii>

niece bounded into the room, followed by her husband.

Edna was sitting on the chintz-covered lounge, mending a
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"Tl at wVs ., rfi- ,
1'"* """'' *« •«' <^l'<*eks.

from whom she ft^if
"eve.' remains attached to a „Nm

vemeuiber:! St^H, "^mrirS, "° ""'r'"""^"
*''^>' ^'"

feel assured that s p 1 . ,
^'"' '''""""' ^ ">«<'' ''"" '

one. 81 ,'
,
'

re, !., "iT
*''"'"'°" "^ *«» »» »l'e can love ai.v

woma,,; „ i! ,
: ""tdil^

™eet.temi,ered, unselfish, sla.ls,,,,,;,not (.ijuljle of very deep, lasting feeling."
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Ij n goMct in licr

WM

rude loves ]\Ir.

in be no doulit.

"I will ^.oawny ut once. This is Satnr.luv. iind I will starto Now York, early Monday n.ornin. Mr heigh iT e kirtimn I ever nnagin.'d he conhl be."
The outline ..f her month hardene.l, and into her eves creptan exjn-ession of scorn that very rarely found a harbol.r tluu-e

Yes, my dear; although it grieves me to part with von I

mTsIl \ '' ''•'^'•^"" ^''•"''' "''^ '- ^--''^^ I--t f^ heMesent Agnes ,s visit.ng friends at the north, and when she

liion, Ldna,
. I feel that I need you. if I write for v.)u will

Clas n :\
'"^' *" '"?-^ '^^"^'' ^•''''•''

^ --^^ ^vour tUce o bethe last I. look upon in this world "

rnit. There are many reasons why I ought not to com(> lU-e

My p ysical strength seems to be ebbing fast, and mv vines arenot all purple with mellow fruit. Some clusters, tlmnk (lo Pa e mgrant, npe, and ready for the wine-press, when the Angei

1 d LTe T r"^?M
'"^ ^''^ ''""" "^

'
^"* '"y --1^ i« only

stllifbo m''V"^^*^T^'^
clasp white flowers under a

a iitlelbin f ., T ^'* '^ ^^'^'^^ •'^l^^'P' '^ little «1""^1^-^^-.a little olding of the hands to sleep.' In cwlo nuies f The

hrr'r '' ^'' " *,° "^^ ^'^^^•^^'"•^^ comfortrnrri toudf:
"g, Heimgang -,yo...y Ao./... Ah sir ! humanity ought to beomesick

;
and in thinking of that mansion beyond Uie ^ai-m-edpathway o the sky, whither Jesus has gonetor^p reour places, we children of earth should. lik(, the HwL? neveJ

alls of the Everlasting City, and brought with them a yearn-mg MaUuhedu pays, which should help^them to strug.le^b c-k

ar:rSm.T/""r'"' '^
"""^r "^ ^^- J«>'« -'^-^a e the true lotos, devouring which, mankind glory in exileaiKl forget the Hein.gang. It i.s mournfully truJ that-

'

' Karth fills her lap with i.k.asu.v.s of hoi- ,.wn
;And even with .something «1' a mother's mindAmi no unworthy aim,

The honn'ly nurse doth all slie can
lo nmko her foster-child, her inmate- -"-.I'l

/oi'get the glories he hath known,
And that unperial palace whence he came '

l|

If
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< ))» ! indef'd, ' hrvo we Iimvc ho coiitinuiuj,' city, l)iit «eek one to

mmu'.' Heim«an^' ! Tlinnk (Jod ! }ro\ufi I'^ne for ever !"

Tb<» splendour of tli<» litrjL:fe eyes KP<^inod ivlmofst unctirtlily xs

sIh! looked out over tlir Hrlds, whore in HumiiuTH past i\w sliout

<,r the nierrv r»'«|Hn-8 rose like the son^s of Urock harvesterH to

Demeter ! .Nay, nay, as a hymn of gratitude and praise to Him

who ' feedeth the fowls of the air,' and ni!ik(!th the universe a

vast Sarepta, in which the cruse r,ever faileth the prophets (.f

(lod. Eiii. sat silent foi sonu^ time, with her slender hands

folde<l on her lap, and the pastor heard lier softly repeating, as

if to her own soul, those noble lines on " Life :"

" A cry between tli<' silenceH,

A shiitlowbirtli of clomls at strife

""Vitli suusliiue on tlie hills of life;

Between the er.ulle iiiul the shromi,

A meteor's iliglit from eloiid to (^loiiil !"

Several hours later, when Mr. Leigh returned to the study,

he found Edna singing some of the minister's favourite Scotch

ballads ; while Gertrude rested on the lounge, half proppe(l ,,11

her elbow, and leaning forward to dangle the cord and tassel of

her 7-oh/- d>' r/iawb/r within r(>ach of an enei'getic, little, blue-eycM

kitten, which, with its paws in tiie air, rolled on the carpet,

catching at the silken toy. The governess Wt her piano, and

resumed her mending of the contents of the clothes-basket.

In answer to some inquiries of Mv. Hammond, Mr. Leigli

gas-e a brief account of liis travels in Southern Europe, but liis

manner was constrained, his thoughts evidently prei)ccui)ie(l.

Once his eyes wandered to the i-ound, rosy, dimpliiig face of Ins

exquisitely beautiful chiM-wife, and he frowned, bit his lip, iiiid

sighed ; wliile his gaze, earnest and mournfully anxious, returned

and dwelt upon the weary but serene and noble countenance of

the oi'])han.

hi the conversation, which had turned accidentally upon

philology and the MSS. of the Vatican, Gertrude took no ])avt

;

now and then glancing up at the speakers, she continued iiei'

romp with the kitten. At length, tired of her frolicsome \)vt.

she rose with a partially supp'v-.'^ >• yawn, .^v'. sauntered up

to her husband's chair. r..rt!y anu lovingly iier pretty, little,

})ink i)alms were passed over her husband's darkened brow, aiul

her fingers drew his hair now on one side, now on the otlior.

while she peeped over his shoulder to w.atch the effect of tlio

arrangement.
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Tli(! caii'si^a- well) iii()|)|M)itiiuf h.'i toticli iiniiovcd liiiu. He
sliook it olf, II

. 1. Htrt'tcliiiig ou* L,) uiiii, put her ;,'ci:tlv l-ut
tiniily away, Kuying, coldly :

"
'I'licrp is a d/fiir, (jertnidc."

Kdua'H ryes looked stemUK into his, with an t.\|„cssiuii of
ymve, koitovs Till rcprooi of <'xi)Ostn'liiti(.u ; uud (^o Ihish
(IccpeJUHl on \nn face aa his oyes All hefoio li(.i- rohuking t(ii/.'.

Perhaps tht- yoiiii- wile had l;ccouie accMHtomed to hiu-Ii iv-
hiitts; at all events she evinced neither niortificati.n nor siupiise,
hut twirled her silk tassel vigorously around her tin-'er, and'
exclivirued

:

'

" '

"Odordon
: have you not lbr;L,'otten togi\e Edna that letter,

writt(!n l.y the gentl(>ninn we met at J'alernio I Kdna, he paid
your book some splendid c(»inpliinents. I faiily clapped inv
li.inds at his praises- -didn't I, Gordon /"

Mr. Leigh dr(!w a letter from the inside pocket of his co it,

luid, as he gave it to the orphan, said with a touch of hittc^rn -s
ill his tone :

" Pardon my negligence
; ju-obably you will find little news

ni It, as he is one; of your old victims, andy.>u can guess its cou-
tfiits."

The letter was from Sir Koger
; and while he exjiresscd great

grief a; hearing, through Mr. Manning's not-s, that her health
was seriously impaired, he renewed tJie ofl-ei of his hand, and
asked permisHion to come and phiad his suit in person.
As Edna hurriedly glanced over the pages, iid put them in

lior pocket, (Jei'trude said gayly, " Hhame on vun, (Gordon ! Dc
you mean to say, or, rather to insinuate, tliar all who read
J^ithia s book are victimized f
He looked atiier from under thicktaiing eycjbrows, and rciilied

with undisguised impatience :

" No
;
your common-sense ought to teach you hat such was

not my meaning or intention. Edna placets no s ch inteniret-
-•itiou on my words."

" (Wion-sense
! O Gordon, dearie ! how unre sonable you

Hr(!
!
Why, you have told me a thousand times thait I had not

a particle of common-sense, except on the subject of iuleps; and
liow then, in the name of wonder, can you expect ne to show
iiuy? I never pretended to be a great shining geniius like Kdna
wiiose writings all the world is talking about. 1 oi.ly want to
be wi.se enough to understand you, dearie, and mak
'^oi<l II, don't you feel any better ? What mak

M'l»y

rcMl
's ^(.llr face so

+
. r-
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to his wh le an anxious expression filled her large blue eyes.

which only death could rectify; but even in his wretchedneshe was just,
>
anung onl^ liimself-exonerating his wife. H^.,

le not w«oed the love of which, already, he was weary 1 Havi lI

1 rZl T;i
"'
"^'r

"'" *^-- justification for his dropping,

out of^^lit ^'''''^:'^f-^^
Nay, the skeleton must be thrusl

TAT3' ^'^y^^^^^-^'-^^y «««led
; there should be no rattling of

te o? lT% 'i V'"''' '^'' ^*^°°^^^'-^ *1^^ «^«^t, laughinglace oi the trusting bride. ®

Now her clinging tenderness, her affectionate humility, u,.-

:r '; "; " r,
'^""^^ "^^^^•^^ ^«"^*^ pcssiWy have done. W 1

ba:/\iti;ZiS^ i:ct;^i:!:.---^'^
^ ^-^^ ^^- ^-

m-o'ut.;!?"/*''
^vise enough, dear Gertrude, to make him very

Fw "? r •

'^^'^
'
\?' y""'' ^""^^* <^« ^« ^^ble to say with tluesweetest singer in all merry England :

' But I look 111), and lie looks down,
And thus our married eyes can meet

;

Unclouded his, and clear of frown,
Aud gravely sweet.' "

As Edna glanced at the young wife and uttered these words,a mis gathered in her own eyes, and collecting her sewin-
utensils she went to her room to pack her trunk.

sei^W ?^ ff
"'

l'*^^i ^*i

*^'" I>^^^-«onage she had not attended

1.P. r^l .1
'"''^'' ^""'^"'^ ^^''- Hammond was lonely, and

oci.;tes in tl "T5'^"^"^ r-^»^S to him. But her okl as-

Yoi '11 f'",t^?^'
''''}'^^^^ that, before she returned to NewYoik, she should sing with them once more.

in/if flolf'r^'^^ ff'''''^
•"" invitations; but on the moru-

a distmgu shed divme, from a distant State, would fill Mr

tlie choir was disabled by severe cold, and could not be present,

^loin he music which he had selected for an opeSing pi.ce.

.^v'in^ T?'li ' ''i'"
^''' I'ardonably proud of his djJ, was

fine music, and urged Edna's compliance with the request.
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1 to teach her lui.s-

Reluctantly she cons.M.to.l, and for the first time ,luty and
ove seeniorl to si.i^nal a truce, to shake hand, over the pre-
Iniunanes ol a treaty of ])eace.

As she passed tJu-ough the churcii-yard and ascen<led the
steps, where a group of Sahl>uth-schooI children sat talkin.r her
oyes involuntarily sought the dull brown spot on the marble.

c ue
,
and piled thereon las testanunit and catechism, laying on

the last, one of those gdt-bordered and handsome pictorial c»mls,
containing a vei-se from the Scrii)tur(.s, which ire frequenti;
distributed by Sabbath-school teachers.

'

Edna stooped and looked at the picture covering the blood-
stain. It represented our Saviour on the Mount^ delivering
the sermon, and m golden letters were piinted His words •

,..nfv?T*' ^'^''t iTx
^'- r^ J"'^-''^ ^^'' ^^'th what judg-ment ye juc-lge ye shall be judged; and with what measure y'e

mete, it shall l)e measured to you again "

The eyes of the divine preacher "seemed to look into hers,and the outstretched hand to j)oint directly at her

ht e Herbert held up to her, she went in and up to the
gallery. '

The congregation assembled slowly ; and as almost all the
hicos were anuhar to Edna, each arrival received some remin-
scence of the past. Here the flashing silk flounces of a youngW/. brushed the straight, black folds of widow's weeds

; on thSback of one seat was stretched the rough, brown hand of a i.oor,

^vealth and f^^shlon, who had (entirely forg?,tten to draw aglove over her sparkling diamonds.
In all the spendour of velvet, feathers, sea-green mohr, Mrs.Men gomery sailed proudly into her pewt convoying he •

.ml just behind them came a plainly-elad but happy youn-v
mechanic, a carpenter, clasping to his warm, honest heart the
.
m of his sweet-faced, gentle wife, and holding the hand of his

H ^ ;!;f ;:;
'

'7t'-r^:
three-yeai-old boy, who toddled along,staiu g at the brilliant pictures on the windows

P 1 '*^^'' '^* ^°"'^"^' '•^^'^' ^^n<l mantle prevailed in

\ir

^^'.^^.'^^ft^:;£i::..fitUei£i'^^ViM^>i»<<rlHI^
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A moment after, Mis. Murray walked slowly clown the aisle,

and Edna's heart seemed to stand still as she saw Mr. Murray's
junverlul form. He stejtped forward, and while he oi)ened the
door of the \k\\v, and waited for his motlior to seat herself, his
face was i)artially visiljle ; then lie sat down, closing the door.
The minister entered, and, as he ascended the pulpit, the

organ began to breath its solemn welcome. When the choii'

rose and commenced their chorus, Edna stood silent, with her
l»ook in her hand, and her eyes fixed on the Murrays' pew.
The strains of triumi)h ceased, the organ only sobbed itssyin-

])athy to the thorn-crowned Christ, struggling along the Via
Dolorosa, and the orphan's quivering lips parted, and she sang
her solo.

As her magniticent voice rose and rolled to the arched rooi',

l»eople forgot propriety, and turned to look at the singer. She
saw Mrs. Murray start and glance eagerly up at her,' and for an
instant the grand, pure voice faltered slightly, as Edna noticed
that the mother whispered something to the son. But he did
not turn his proud head, he only leaned his elbow on the side
of the pew next to the aisle, and rested his temple on his hand.

\Vhen the preliminary services ended, and the minister stood
uj) in the shining jjulpit and commenced iiis discourse, Edjia
felt that St. Elmo had at least enlisted angels in his behalf; for

the text was contained in the warning, whose gilded letters hid
the blood-spot, " Judge not, that ye be not judged."
As far as two among his auditc^ry were concerned, the preacher

niight as well have addressed his sermon to the mossy slabs,

visible through the windows. Both listened to the text, and
neither heard any more. Edna sat looking down at Mr. Mnr
ray's massive, finely -jjoised head, and she could see the profile

contour of feature, regular and dark, as if carved and bronzed.
During the next half-hour her vivid imagination sketched

and painted a vision of enchantment—of what might have been,
if that motionless man below, there in the crimson-cushioned
l)ew, had only kept his soul from grievous sins. A vision of a

happy, proud, young wife reigning at Le Bocage, shedding the
warm, rosy light of her love over the lonely life of its master

;

adding to his strong, clear intellect and ripe experience, the
silver flame of her genius ; borrowing from him broader and
more profound views of her race, on which to base her i<leal,

icsthetic structures; softening, refining his nature, strcn<>-tlien-

ingherown; helping him to helj) humanity; loving all good,
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being good, doing good
; serving and worshipping Uod together-

walking hand in hand wiih her husband through eartliVj wide
valley of Baca with pi^aceful faces full of faith, lookin<r heaven-
ward.

'^

"(i(j(l pity them both ! and pity u» aJl,
\yiu> vainly the dmuus of youtli recall.
For of all aad words of ton,i,'ue or pe
The saddest are tl lese, ' It might have lieen

At last, with a faint moan, which reaclunl n(j ear but that of
Him who never slumbeis, Edna withdrew her eves from the
spot where Mr. Murray sat, and raised them toward the ])ale
Christ, Whose wan lips .seemed to murmur :

" Be of good cheer
! He that overcometh shall inherit all

things. What I do, thou knowest not now, but thou shalt
know hereafter,"

The minister standing beneath the picture of the Master
whom he served, closed the Bible and emled his discourse by
hurling his text as a thumlerbolt at those whose upturned faces
watched him :

'' Finally, brethren, remember under all circumstances the
awtul admonition of Jesus, ' Judge not, that ye be not judged !"

The organ peals and the doxology were concluded ; the bene-
diction fell like God's ihw, alike on sinner ami on saint, and
amid the solemn moaning of the gilded pipes, the congre-ution
turned to (piit the church.
With both hands pre.ssed over her heart, Edna leaned heavily

against the railinjr.

" To-morrow I go away forever. I shall never see his face
again m this world. Oh ! I want to look at ib once more "

As he stepi)ed into the aisle, Mr. Murray threw his head
back slightly, and his eyes swept up to the gallery and met
licrs. It was a long, eager, heart-searching gaze. She saw a
countenance more fascinating than of old ; for the sard<,nic
glare had gone, the bitterness, "the dare-man, dare-brute, dare-
devd expression had given place to a stern mournfulness, and
the softening shadow of dee[) contrition and manly sorrow
hovered over features where scofiing cynicism had so lon-^
scowled. "

The inagnetism of St. Elmo's eyes was never more marvellous
than when they rested on the beautiful, white face of the wouini.
he 1 ' "1 ...ved so .veil, whose calm, holy eyes shone like tho.se of .

angel, as tiiey cooked sa<lly down at his. In the m vsticaL viol

[1

an
et
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light with which the rich, stained ghiss flootled the church, tluii

pallid, suffering face, sublime in its meekness and resignation,

hung above him, like one of Perugino's saints over kneoliuj,',

mediawal worshippers. As the moving congregation bore him

nearei- to the door, she leaned farther over the mohogany balus-

trade, and a snowy crocus, which she wore at her throat,

snapped its brittle stem and floated down till it touched liis

shoulder. He laid one hand over it, holding it there, and while

a prayer burned in his splendid eyes, hers smiled a melancholy

farewell. The crowd swept the tall form forward, under the

arches, beyond the fluted columns* of the gallery, and the long

gaze ended.

" Ah ! well, for us all some sweet liope lies

Deeply buried from human eyes
;

' And, in the hereafter, angels may
lloll the stone from its grave away !"

\\l CHAl'TEK XXXIV.

" I am truly thankful that you have returned ! I am ([uitc

worn out trying to humour Felix's whims, and take your place.

He has actually lost ten pounds ; and if you had staid away a

month longer I think it would have finished my poor boy, wIkj

has set you up as an idol in his heart. He almost had a spasm

last week, when his father told him he had better reconeilc

himself to your absence, as he believed that you would nevei'

come back to the drudgery of the school room. I am \'eiy

anxious about him ; his health is more feeble than it has been

since he was five years old. My dear, you have no idea how

you have been missed ! Your admirers call by scores tu

ascertain when you may be expected home ; and I do not

exaggerate in the least when I say, that there is a champagiu'

basketful of periodicals and letters up-stairs, that have arriveil

recently. You will find them piled on the table and desk in

your room."
'* Whoi-e ai'e the childi-en 1" asked Edna, glancing around the

sitting-room into which Mrs. Andrews had drawn her.

" Hatde is spending the day with Lila Manuiug, who is jiisi

recovering from a severe attack of scarlet fever, and Felix is in
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g it there, and while

the hbrary trying to sleep. Ho has one of lu.s nervous head-
aches to-day. Poor fellow! he tries so hard to overcome his
njitable temper and to grow patient, that I am growing fonder
ot him every day. How travel-spent and ghastly yon are ' Sit
down, and I will order some refreshments. Take this wine
my dear, and presently you shall have a cup of chocolate."

'

"Thank you, not any wine. I only want to see Felix "

hhe went to the library, cautiouslv opened the door, and crei)t
softly across the floor to the eul of the sofa.
The boy lay looking through the window, and up beyond the

walls and chimneys, at the sapphire pavement, where roll(;d the
Ijurmng sun. Casual observers thought the cripple's face ugly
and disagreeable

; but the tender, loving smile that lighted the
countenance of the governess as she leaned forward, told that
some charm lingered in the sharpened features overcast with
sickly sallowness. In his large, deep-set eyes, over which the
heavy brows arclied like a roof, she saw now a strange expression
that frightened her. Was it the awfid shadow of the Three
Ringing Spinners, whom Catullus painted at the weddin<' of
l^eleus ? As the child looked into the blue sky, did he catch a
glimpse of their trailing, white robes, purpie-edged—of their
lioating rose-coloured veils ? Above all, did he hear the un-
earthly chorus which they chanted as they spun l

" Currite ducentes, subtemina curritefusi !"

The governess was seized by a vague apprehension as she
watched her pupil, and bending down she said fondly :

T r M,' l''^
^^^-ling, I have come back ! Never again while

1 live will I leave you."
The almost bewildering joy that flashed into his countenance

mutely but eloquently welcomed her, as kneeling beside the sofa
sie wound her arms around him, and drew "his head to her
slioulder.

I'

Edna, is Mr. Hammond dead V
'' No, he is almost well again, and needs me no more."
1 need you more than anybody else ever did. O Edna'

i thought sometimes you would stay at the South that you love
so well, and I should see you no more ; and then all the light
seemed to die out of the world, and the flowers were not sweetand the stars were not bright, and oh ! I was glad I had not
ong to live.

" Hush
! you must not talk so. How do you know that you

'• il

im

"M

may not live as long as Ahiisuerus, the ' Everlasting Jew'

?

^AM !-^-"sft*V*iR*»<^""n-
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My do.nv, little l)oy, in all this wide earth you arc the only ono
whom I have to love and to clinir to, and we will bo hai)i.v
together. l>arling, your head aches to-day V

.She pressed her lips twice to his hot forehead.
" Yes

;
but the heart-ache was mucli the hardest to bear un-

til yon came. Mamma has lieen v(>ry good and kind, and staid
at homo and read to me; bnt [ want you, Kdim. I do not hf-
heve [ have been wicked since you Ivi't

; for I prayed all the
while that (lod wouhl bring you l)ack to me; 1 have tried hnrd
to be patient."

With her cheek nestled against his, Kdna told him many
things that had occurred during their separation, and noticeil
that Ins eyes brightened suddenly and strangely.

" Kdna, I have a secret to tell you ; something that even
mamma is not to know just now. You must not laugh at me
While you were gone I wrote a little Ms., and it is dedicated to
you

! and some day I hope it will bo printed. Are you ^dad
Edna? My beautiful, pale Edna!" ° '

" Felix, I am very glad you love me sufficiently to dedicate
your little ms. to me ; but, my dear boy, 1 must see it befonj 1

can say I am glad you wrote it."

" If you had been here, it would not have been written be-
cause then I should merely have talked out all the ideas to you •

but you were far away, and so I talked to my paper. Aftci'
nil. It was only a dream. One night I was feverish, andmamma read aloud those passages that vou marked in that ^u-eat
book, Maury's Physical Geography of the Sea, that you acbnii.'
and quote so often; and of which I remember you said once in
talking to Mr. Manning, that ^it rolled its warm, beautiful,
sparkling waves of thought across the cold, gray sea of science,
just like the Gulf Stream it treated of.' Two of the descrip-
tions which mamma read, were so splendid that they ran..- inmy ears like the music of the Swiss Bell-llingers One wis
the account of the atmosphere, by Dr. I^.uist of Bombay, and
the other was the description of the Indian Ocean, which was
(luoted from Schleiden's Lecture. My fever was high, mi.l
when at last I went to sleep, I had a (pieer dream about 'm,..i-
repores and medusje, and I wrote it down as well as I could,
jiud called it ' Alga^ Adventures, in a Voyage Hound the World.'
Edna, I have stolen something from you, and as you will ho
sure to find it out when you read my little story, where tlieif
is a long, hard word missing in the ms., I will tell you about it
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now. Do you recollect talking to mo one evenings when we
w.^^e wulkmy on the l.each ut The Willows, about son.e shell-
cJatl anihuilcula, which you .said were so very small that Pro-
essor hchultze, of l.ouu, tbun.l no less than a milli.ui an,l a
halt ot their minute slu-Us in an ounce of p.ilverized ,,uartzfrom the sliore of Mola ,li (laeta I Well, I put all vou til me
ui my little MS.

;
but, for my life, I could not think of the name

ot the class to which they belong. Do vou recollect it f
!!rnf*

"'':,*''"\'' ^".'" '' »io»i«iit- VVas it not Foraminifem ?"
liiat s the identical word—' Foiaminifera !' No wonder T

could not think of it
!

Six syllables tied up in a scientitic knot
1 liew

!

It makes my lu^ad ache worse to try to recollect itHow stoop-shouldered your memory must be from carryin.^ suchheavy loads ! It is a regular camel."
"

"Yes
;

it is a meek, faithful beast of burden, and will vervwdl.ngly bear the weight of that scientitic name until v-i want
use It; so do not tax your mind now. You said you stolehom me, but my dear, ambitious authorling, my little round

jacket scribbler, 1 wish you to understaiul distinctlv that I donot coiisider that I have been robbed. The fact was discovereby I rotessor Schultze, and be(pieathed by liim to the worldM-om that instant it became universal, common property whicliany man, woman, or child may use at pleasure, provided a tihute ot gratitude is paid to the donor. f]very individual is in"some sort an intellectual bank, issuing bills of ideas (very ohZ
specious, but not always convertible into gold or silve/) • .mdnow, my precious, little boy, recollect that just as long as I have
juiy capital left, you can borrow ; and some day I will turn Shv
lock, and make you pay me with usury.

"

"Edna, I should like above all things to write a book of

"eTtt?""';r"-^ '^"^tTV
^''''' t'^1- that would make themfoiget their sutfenng and deformity. If I could even reconcileone lame boy to being shut up in-doors, while others are Toutnig and skating m the sunshine, I should not feel as if I were

ever tJnll r' 7^7" l' '^'%r'^'^-
^^^^'"'^^ ^° >^°^^ *^"^k that I«vei siiall be able to do so?

" Perhaps so, dear Felix
; certainly, if God wills it Whenyou are stronger we will study and write together, but to-dayyou must compose yourself aiul be silent. Your fever is risi^:^^

iiie doctor left some medicine yonder in that ^^oblet bilt

26

'^^^^Wfmm^mtp'^
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Jlis fiice was much fluslied
; and as slic kissed liim hd,; Uiii,-

cd away, lie oxclaiiiiod :

" i.)h ! where are you going 1"

" To my room, to take oft my bonnet."
'• Do not he gone long. I am so haj)i)y now that you aic

here again. 15ut 1 don't want you to get out of my si<'lit.

Come back .soon, and batlie my liead."

On the following day, when Mr. Manning called to welcuinc
her home, he dis])]ayed an earnestness and depth of feeliu;.

which surprised the governess. I'utting his hand on her aim"
he said in a tone that had lost its metallic ring

:

" How fearfully changed since I saw you last ! I knew you
Were not strong enough to endure the trial ; and if I had luid a

right to interfere, jou should never have gone."
" Ml'. ]\Ianning, I do not quite com])rehend your allusion."
" Edna, to see you dying by inches is bitter indeed ! I be-

lieved that you would marry Murray—at least I knew any otlier

woman would—and I felt that to refuse his affection would lie

a terrible tidal, through which you could not pass with im-

l)unity. Why you rejected him I have no right to inquire, hut

I have a right to ask you to let me save your life. I am well

aware that you do not love me, but at least you can esteem uiul

(entirely trust me ; and once more I hold out my hand to vou
and say, give me the wreck of your life ! oh ! give me tJie ruins

of your heart ! I will guard you tenderly ; we will co to

Europe—to the East; and rest of mind, and easy traveliiin;,

and change of scene, will restore you. I never realized never
dreamed how much my happiness depended upon you, until you

left the city. I have always relied so entirely nj)on myself,

feeling the need of no other human being ; but now se])Hrat(Hl

from you I am restless, am conscious of a vague discontent. If

you spend the next year as you have spent the last, you will

not survive it. I have conferred with your physician. Ho re-

luctantly told me your alarming condition, and I have come to

plead with you for the last time not to continue your suicidal

course, not to destroy the life which, if worth less to youj is in-

expressibly precious to a man who prays to be allowed to take

care of it. A man who realizes that it is necessary to the use-

fulness and peace of his own lonely life ; who wishes no otlier

reward on earth but the jDrivilege of looking into your aiiprov-

ing eyes, when his daily work is ended, and he sits down at liis

fireside. Edna, I do not ask for your love, but I beg for your
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kissed liim ulni hiiii Inind, your contidouco, your society -fo,- the . ight to savo you
tioiii toil. Will you oo to the Old World with lue /"

Looking middeuly up ut him, .she was ji.stoni.shed to tiiidtearsm liKs .seai-duug and usually cold eyes.
Scandinavian tradition reports that seven parishes were once

Dvorwhehned, and still lie huried muhn- snow and ice and vet
.jmusionally those church-hells are heard ringing cleai'lv under
the glaciers of the I'olge Fond.

So, in the frozen, crystal depths of this man s nature, his
long sdent, smothered ailections began to chime.
A proud smile trembled over Kdna's face, as slie saw how

outn-ely slie possessed the heart of one whom, above all other
iiion, she most admired.

" Mr. Manning, the assertion that you regartl your lile as
ini|)erlect, incomplete, without the feeble complement of mine
-that you find your greatest happiness in my societv, is the
most flattering, the most gratifying tribute which ever has beei/
or ever can be paid to my intellect. It is a triumph, indeed

'

aiu
,
because unsought, surely it is a pardonable in-ide that

makes my heart throb. This assurance of your high regard is
the brightest earthly crown I shall ever wear. Jjut sn- you
err egregiously in supposing that you would be haj)py wedded
to a woman who did not love you. You think now that if we
were only married, my constant presence in your home, my im-
plicit confadence in your character, would fully content you •

mt here you fail to understand your own heart, and I know'
that the consciousness that my affection was not yours wouldmake you wretched. No, no ! my dear, noble friend ! God
never intended us for each other. I can not go to the OldWorld with you. I know how peculiarly precarious is my tenure
ot lite, and how apparently limited is my time for work in thisjovkl but 1 am content. I try to labour faithfully, listenin.^
or the summons of Hiin who noti s even the death of spait
•ows. Uod will not call me hence, so long as He has any v^^rk
or me to do oil earth

; and when 1 become useless, and can noonger serve Hun here, I do not wish to live. Through Christ,

I

UK. Mr. Manning, I am not ignorant of, nor indifierent to,m ].liysi,-Hl condition
; but thank (iod ! 1 can say truly 1 n.

not troubled, neither am I afraid, and my faith i^_ '

'

• All^ as Cod wills, who wiaely heeds.
To give or to withliohl,

Auil kuoweth move of all luv needa
Than all my prayers liave 'tukl. '

"

il

Hii
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Tlu' editor took od' his <,'1ush('h iiiid wipi'd tlioin, Imt tin- diin-

iifss was in liis eyes; uiid iitlt;r a miiiiitu, during' wliidi hf
rt'coveml luHcold <-uliimo.s.s, and hushed the holy cliime, nuiliUif
the Folj,'o Fond bells, he said gravely and (juietly :

"

" Kdna, one favour, at l(>ast you will gnuit nie. Tlio deatli of

a relative in Louisiana has placed nu' in possession of an auii.lc
l"ortun(!, and 1 wish you to take my little l.ihi and travel fur

several years. You are the only wonuin I ever knew to whom
I would intrust her and her education, and it would giatifv nu;

beyond exj)ression to feel that I had atl'orded you the plea.siiro

wliich cannot fail to result from such a tour. Do not b(! too

prou(j to accept a little hai)pine.ss from my hands."
" Thank you, my generous, noble friemfl I gratefully accept

a great deal of liappiness at this instant, but your kind oUcr 1

must decline. I cannot leave Felix."

He sighed, took his hat, and his eyes ran over the face ami
figure of the governess.

"Edna Earl, your stubborn will m.divH you nearly akin tu

those gigantic fuci which are said to grow and flourish as sub-

marine forests in the stormy channel of Terra del Fuego, wliuie
they shake tluur heads defiantly, always trembling, alwiiys
triumphing, in the fierce lashing of waves that wear away rocks.

You belong to a very rare order of human alga-, rocked and
reared in the midst of tempests that would either bow down,
or snap asunder, or beat cot most natur(^s. As you will nut

grant my petition, try to fo)-get it ; we will bury the subject,
Good-bye

!
I shall call to-morrow afternoon to take you to i j.k."

With renewed zest Edna devoted every moment stohiu t'loiii

Felix, to the completion of her new book. Her first had liceii

a "bounteous promise"- -at least so said criticdom—and she

felt that the second would determine her liteiiuy position, would
either place her rei)utation as an author beyond all ci'i\ il, or

utterly crush her ambition.

Sometimes as she bent over her ms., and paused to reread
some passage just penned, which she had laboriously composed,
and thought particularly good as an illustration of the id.'.i she

was striving to endjody persi)icuously, a smile would flit across

her countenance while she asked herself

:

" Will my readers see it as I see it ? Will they thank uie for

my high opinioii of their culture, in assuming that it will be

quite as i»lain to them as to me ? If there should acci<lentn!lv

be an allusion to classical or scientiflc literature, which they do
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Mrs. Andrews iind Rdiui took liiin to Slmron, to Saratoga,

and to various otlu'f favoiiiitt! vosoi-ts for iiivali.ls, hut with no

viHil.l." ivsults tliat wtTo at all .•noounij,'ii»!i, 'i^'l 'it l't.st t t.-v

caniu home ahm)st dishearttmcl. Dr. Howell tiimlly pn^Honl..-,!

a soa-vova^o, and a Hojouin of soiii.^ works at Kaux r.onu.^s ii,

the Pynuujcs, as thost! waters had olloctod souuj roniaikal.K;

As tlu^ <loctor quitted the i)arlour, whore he had hold a cmi-

forenc«» with Mr. and Mrs. Andrews, the latter turned to li.r

husband, saying'

:

.,.,,. , at- i.^ i

" It is useh^s to start anywhere! with Kehx unlc^ss Miss IVul

can Ko with us ; for \^v wouhl fret hinistdf to death m a week.

lieally l.ouis, it is astonishini< to s.-e how devoted they aiv

to each other. Kei^ble as that woman is, she will always sit ii).

whenever there is any mcHlieine to be ^nven durni>,' the ni^'lit

;

and while ho was so ill at Sharon, she did not close her eyes tor

a week. I can't help feelin- jealous of his affection tor her,

and [ spoke to her about it. Ke was asleep at the time, willi

liis hand -raspin- one of liers ; and when I told her how trym-

it was for a mother to see her chihl's whole heart yiveu

to a stranjrer, to lunir mornin«(, noon, ami night, ' Kdiia, alwuys

' Edna,' never (mc«5 ' mamma,' I wi.-,h you could have seen tJic

strange, sutiering expression that came into her pale tace. I lor

lips trembled so that she could scarcely speak
;
but she siuU

meekly, ' Oh 1 forgive me if I have won your child's heart
;

uii

1 love him. You have your hnsband and (hiughter, your l)rotliui'

ami sister; but 1-oh ! I have only Felix: 1 have nothing

else to cling to in all this world 1' Then she kissed his poor,

little fingers, ami wept as if her heart would break, and nvi'iiu-

her hands, an<l begged me again and again to torgive her it li.^

loved her best. She is the strangest woman 1 ever knew,

sometimes when she is sitting by me in church, I watch lier

calm, cold, white face, an.l she makes me think of a snow stiituc,

but if Felix says anything to arouse her feelings and call out

her affection, slle is a volcano. It is very rarely that one hiuls

a beautiful woman, .listinguished by her genius, admired ami

courted by the reading i>ublic, devoting herself as^ she does to

our (Uiar, little, cripple.l darling. While I confess I am jea ou,

of h(u-, her kindness to my child makes me love her more Uiaii

r cm exi)ro«s L(»uis, she must go with us. Poor thing
.

she

seems to \w. failing almost as fast as Felix ;
and 1 verily beiiou-

if h.- should die, it would kill her. Did you notice how sin'

.^^^T'^^^i
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paooil tho .loor wliilo f .loctors woi'o conHiiltini^ in Fcliv'n
room ? She lovt's noMiiiiyr hut my preciouM, limin hov."

"(Certainly, Kato, hIk^ must ;L(<)\v'iMi you. I (luitcai^rcc with
you, my doar, that Folix is (h^pondiMit upon Iwr, and would not
<lonv(| half thn hciicfit from the trip, if slm rnmniniid at homo.
[ oMifi^sH ,h() has ourod mo to a. .ijicat oxtcut of mv horror of
literary charactors. Sho is tin* only ono i ('vor saw who was
really lovahlo, and not a walkint,' parody on hor own wl•itin^^s.
Yon wotijd ),(> surprised at the <iu('stions constantly askcsd nw,
iilmiit hor hal)its and tomju'r, I'ooplo soom so curious to loarn
all tho routino of hor daily lifo. Last wook a momhor of our
duh quoted somothinj,' from hor writings, and said that slu! was
«>n« ot tho fow authors of the .lay whoso hooks, without having
hrsi examined, ho wouhl put into the hands of his daughters.
\U' remarked

: ' I can trust my girls' charaet.si-s to Iku- training,'
tor slie IS a true woman

; and if she «n-rs at all in any direction,
It IS tho right ono, only a little too rigidly follow(>d.' f am fre-
•luciitly asked how she is rehited to m<', for pcophi cannot
believe that sJie is merely tho governess of our children. Kate,
will yoti tell her that it is my desire that she should accompany
you

? Hpeak to her at once, that I may know how many stato-
looins [ shall <!ngago on the steamer."

" (.'ome with mo, Louis, and speak to her voursolf."
They went up-stairs together, and paused on the thi-eahold of

I'elixs room, to observe what was i)assing within.
The boy was pi-oppod up by |)illows inlm upright position on

tho so a, and was looking curiously into a small basket which
Mua held on her lap.

«ho was reading to him a touching little letter just received
troiu an invalid cliild, who had never walked, who was confined
always to the houst;, and wrot(3 to thank her, in sweet, childish
style, for a story she had read in the Magazine, and which made
lior very happy.
The invalid stated that her chief amusement consisted in

temlmga few flowers that grew in pots in her windows; and

^
in token of her gratitude, she had made a nosegay of mignon-

I
nette, pansies, and geranium and wax-plant leaves, which sho

I
^ont with her scrawling letter.

% In conclusion, the gliiM asked that tho woman whom, without
iiaviniif seen, she vet lov^d w^mI/1 '-^ - l--'- it • i^ ,. .• -'• --^^

J*-'- <•»>•!!, »-.,.iia r^c .-iu kind a.s to give her a
1st ot such books as a little girl ought to study, and to writo
'>"'• J'lst a fow Hues" that s!,., c^.M k.^v, nnhv h.u- pill:.,v, t)

^

riff
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look at now and then. As Eflna finished reading tlie note,

Felix took it to examine the small, indistinct characters, and

said

:

" Dear, little thing ! Don't j'ou wish wo knew hei-'? * Louie

Lawrence.' Of course von will answer it, P]dnaf'
" Yes, immediately, and tell her how grateful I am for hoi-

generosity in sparing me a ]>ortion of her pet flowers. Eiicli

word in her sweet, little letter is as })recious as a pearl, for it

came from the very depths of her pui-e heart."

" Oh ! what a blessed thing it is to feel that you are doing

some good in the world ! That little Louie says she })rays for

you every night before she goes to sleep ! What a comf(jrt

such letters must be to you ! Edna, how happy you look ! l>iit

there are tears shining in your eyes—they always come when
you are glad. What books will you tell her to study?"

" I will think about the siil)ject, and let you read my answer.

Give me the ' notelet ;' I want to put it away secui'ely aniouLf

my treasures. How del iciously fragrant the flowers are ! Only

smell them, Felix I Here, my darling, I will give them to you,

and write to the little Louie bow happy she made two people."

She lifted the delicate bouipiet, so daintily fashioned by fairy

child-fingers, inhaled the rich ]>erfume, and, as she put it in

the thin fingers of the cripple, she bent forward and kissed liis

fever-parched li})s. At this instant Felix saw his ])iireiits

standing at the door, and held up the flowers triumphantly.
" O mamma ! come, smell this mignonnette. Why can't we

grow some in boxes, in our windows V
Mr. Andrews leaned over his son's pillows, softly put his

hand on the boy's forehead, and said :

" My son, Miss Eaid professes to love you very much, but 1

doubt whether she really means all she says ; and I am deter-

mined to satisfy myself fully. Just now I cannot leave my
business, b\it mamma intends to take you to Europe next wei'k.

and I want to know whether IMiss Earl will leave all her ;ul-

rairers here, and go with yon, and help mamma to nurse you.

Do you think she will?"

Mi's. Andrews stood with her hand resting on the shoulder

of the governess, watching the A^arying expression of her child's

countenance.
" I think, papa—I hope she will ; I believe slie

"

He paused, and, struggling up from his pillows, he stretched

out his poor, little arms and exclaimed ;
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5WS, softly put liis

illows, he strctclit'd

" Edna ! yon will ^o with mo 1 You promisod you would

never forsake me ! Tell pai)a you will ,2;o."

His head was on lier shoulder, his arms were clasped tightly

around her neck. She hid her foce on his, and was silent.

Mr. Andrews placed his hand on the orphan's howed head.

"Miss Earl, you mnst let me tell you that I look npon you

as a member of my family ; that my wife and I love you almost

as well as if you were one of our children ; and I ho\Mi you will

not refuse to accompany Kate on the tour she contemi)]ates.

Let me take your own father's place, an<l I sliall regard it as a

great favour to me and mine if you will consent to go, and

allow me to treat you always as I do ray Hattie. I have no

doubt you will derive as much benefit from travelling, as 1 cer-

tainly hope for Felix."

"Thank you, Mr, Andrews, I appr(!ciat(; your generosity,

and I prize the affection and confidence Avhich you and your

wife have shown to me. I came, an utter stranger, into your

house, and you kindly made me one of the family circle. I am
alone in the world, and have become strongly attached to your

children. Felix is not jnerely my dvav ])upil, he is my brother,

my companion, my little darling ! I cannot be separated from

him. Next to his mother he belongs to me. Oh ! I will

travel with him anywhere that you and Mrs. Andrews think

it best he should go. I will never, never leave him."

She disengaged the boy's arms, laid him back on his pillows,

and went to her own room.

In the midst of promi)t preparations for departure, Edna's

new novel appeared. She had christened it "Shining Thrones

OF THE Hearth," and dedicated it " To n\y Countrywomen, the

Queens that reign thereon."

The aim of the book was to discover the only true and allow-

able and womanly sphere of feminine work, and, though the

theme was threadbare, she fearlessly picked up the frayed woof

and rewove it.

The tendency of the age was tootpiality and communism, and

this, she contended, was undermining the golden thrones shining

in tlie blessed and hallowed light of the hearth, whence every

true woman ruled the realm of her own family. Regarding

every pseudo " reform " which struck down the social and

political distinction of tlie sexes, as a blow that crushed one of

the pillars of woman's thrones, she earnestly warned the Crowned

Heads of the danger to be apprehended from the unfortunate
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and (leludetl female malcontents, wlio, dethroned in their own
realm, and despised by their quondam subjects, roamed as
pitiable, royal exiles, threatening to usurp man's kingdom ; and
to jM-oud, happy uiothers, guarded by Praetorian bands of chil-

dren, she reiterated the assurance that

" Those who rock the cradle nile the world."

Most assiduously she sifted the records of history, tracing in
every epoch the sovereigns of the hearth-throne whJ had reigned
wisely and contentedly, ennobling and refining luimanity { and
she proved by illustrious examples that the borders of the
feminine realm could not be enlarged, without rendering the
throne unsteady, and subverting God's law of order. Woman
reigned by divine i-ight only at home. If mari-ied, in the hearts
of liusband and children, and not in the gilded, bedizened palace
of fashion, where thinly veiled vice and frivolity hold carnival,
and social upas and social asps wave and trail. If single, in the
affections of brothers and sisters and friends, as the golden
sceptre in the hands of parents. If orphaned, she should find
sym|)athy and gratitude and usefulness among the poor and the
afflicted. •

,

Edna attached vast importance to individual influence, and
fearing that enthusiastic young minds would be captivated by
the charms of communism in laboiir, she analyzed the systems
of "sisterhoods" which had waxed and waned from the
Beguiuages of the eleventh century, to Kaiserswerth, and Miss
Sellon's establishment at Devonport. While s! e paid all honour
to the noble self-abnegation and exalted charity which

i
- ompted

their organization, she pointed out some lurking dangers in all

systems which permanently rouioved woman from the heaven-
decreed ark of the family hearthstone,

(Consulting the statistics of single women, and familiarizing
herself with the arguments advanced by the advocates of that
" progress," Avliich would indiscriminately throw open all pro-
fessions to women, she entreated the poor of her own sex, if

ambitious, to become sculptors, painters, writers, teachers in
schools or families

; or else to remain mantua-makers, milliners,
spinners, dairy-maids ; but on the peril of all womanhood not
to meddle with scalpel or red tape, and to shun rostra of all

descriptions, remembering St. Paul's injunction, that "It w not
permittpfl unto loomeri to spp.nk ," and even that " Jt is a Hham.o.

for women to sppak in the church.''^

To luarricd women who thirsted for a. draught of the turbid

ki'
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of the tiii'luil

waters of politics, she said: " If you roally <lcsif(! to serve the

"overnment under which you live, recollect that it w as neither

the si)eeches thundered from the forum nor tlu; prayers of priests

and augurs, nor the iron tramp of glittering kigions, l)ut the

ever triumphant, uiaternal iuHuence, tlie potent pleading, the

' My son !' of Vohuunia, the mother of (Joriolanus, that saved

Rome."
To discontented spinsters, who travelled like Pandora over

the land, haranguing audiences that secretly laughed at and des-

pised them, to these unfortunate women, clamouring for i)0\ver

and influence in the national councils, she pointed out that quiet

happy home at "Barley Wood," whence inuuortid Hannah More

sent forth those writings which did more to tranquillize l']ng-

land, and bar the hearts of its yeomanry against the tempta-

tions of red reiniblicanism than all the ehxpience of Burke, and

the cautious measures of Parliauu^nt.

Some errors of style, which had been pointed out by critics as

marring her earlier writings, Edna had laideavourtMl to avoid

in this book, which she humbly oft'ered to Inn- countrywoukju as

the best of which she was capable.

Fioni the day of its ai)pearance it was a noble success ; and

she had the gratification of hearing tliat some of the seed she

had sown broadcast in the land, fell upon good ground, and pro-

mised an abundant harvest.

Many who called to l)id her good-bye on the day before tlus

steamer sailed, found it im[)ossible to disguise their apprehension

that she would never return ; and some who looked tearfully

into her face and whis})ere(l "
( k)d speed !" thought they saw

the dread signet of death set on her white brow.

To Edna it was inex[)ressibly painful to cross the Atlantic

while Mr. Hammond's health was so feeble ; and over the long

farewell letter which she sinit him, with ;i copy of her new book,

the old man wept. Mrs. Murray had seemed entirely estranged

since that last day spent at Le Bocage, and had not written a

line since the dri)han's return to New York. But when she

received the new novel, and the affectionate, mournful, meek
note that accompanied it, Mrs. Murray laid her head on hei-

son's bosom and sobbed aloud.

Dr. Howell and Mr. Manning went with Edna aboard the

steamer, and both laughed heartily at her eflEbrts to disengage

iiacious vounj' book-vendor, who, with hispc

'%
I'

.'

uvms full of copies of her own book, stopped her on deuk, and

!fSSSW»'"-=<:™'»« ' » »
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volubly extolled its merits, insisting that she should buy one to

while away the tedium of the voyage.

Dr. Howell gave final directions concerning the treatment of

Felix, and then came to speak to the governess.
" Even now, sadly as you have abused your constitution, I

shall have some hope of seeing gray hairs about your temples,

if you will give yourself unreservedly to relaxation of mind.

You have already accomplished so much, that you can certainly

afford to rest for some months at least. Read nothing, write

nothing (except long letters to me), study nothing but the

aspects of nature in Eur()])ean scenery, and you will come back

improved, to the country that is so justly proud of you. Dis-

obey my injunctions, and I shall soon be called to mourn over

the announcement that you have found an early grave, far from

your native land, and among total strangers. God bless you,

dear child ! and bring you safely back to us."

As he turned away, Mr. Manning took her hand and said :

" I hope to meet yoii in Rome early in February ; but some-

thing might occur to veto my ])rogramme. If I shoidd never

see you again in this world, is there anything that you wish to

say to me now ]"

" Yes, Mr. Manning. If I should die in Europe, have my
body brought back to America and carried to the South—my
own dear South, that I love so well—and bury me close to

Grand[)a, where I can sleep quietly in the cool shadow of old

Lookout ; and bo sure, please be sure to have my name carved

just below Grandpa's, on his monument. I want that one

marble to stand for us both."
" I will. Is there nothing else V
" Thank you, my dear, good, kind friend ! Nothing else !"

'' Edna, promise me that you will take care of your precious

life."

" I will try, Mr. Manning."
He looked down in her worn, wear}- face and sighed, then for

the tir.st time he took both her hands, kissed them and left hei-.

Swiftly the steamer took its way seawafd ; through the

Narrows, past the lighthouse ; and the wind sang through the

rigging, and the purple hilis of Jersey faded*from view, proving

Neversink a misnomer.

One by one the passengers went below, and Edna and Felix

were left on deck, with stars burning above, and blue waves

bounding beneath tliem.
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As the cripple sat looking over the solemn, moaning ocean,

awed by its brooding gloom, did lie catch in tlu; silvei-y star-

light a second glimpse of the rose-coloured veils, and snowy vitta^

and pure-edged robes of the Parcu', spinning and singing as they

followed the ship across the sobbing seal He shivered, and

clasping tightly the hand of his governess, said :

" Edna, we shall never see the Neversink again."

" God only knows, dear Felix. His will be done."

Over the rolling waves rang the ominous, ghostly chant,

"Currite ducentes, subtemina currite fusi !"

And faith, clasping tlie cross for support, listened, and

answered, smiling meekly :

" How silverly the eclioes run

—

Thy will be'doiie—'J'liy will bo douo."

and and said :

Nothing else !"

)f your precious

GHAPTER XXXV.

" Worthy 1 No, no ! Unworthy ! most unworthy ! But was

Thomas worthy to tend the wandering sheep of Him, whom
face to face he doubted? Was Peter worthy to preach the

Gospel of Him, whom he had thrice indignantly denied I Was
Paul worthy to become the Apostle of the Gentiles, teaching

the doctrine of Him, whose disciples he had persecuted and

slaughtered? If the repentance of Peter and Paid availed to

purity their hands and hearts, and sanctify them to the service

of Christ, ah ! God knows my contrition has been bitter and

lasting enough to tit me for future usefulness. Eight months

ago, when the desire to become a minister seized me so tenaci-

ously, I wrestled with it, tried to crush it ; arguing that the

knowledge of my past life of sinfulness would prevent the world

from trusting my professions. But those who even slightly

understand my character, must know that I have always been

too utterly inditierent to, too unfortunately contemptuous of

public opinion, to stoop to any deception in order to conciliate

it. Moreover, the world will realize tliat in a merely worldly

point of view, i can possibly hope to gai'i nothi]ig, by this step.

If I were poor, I might be accused of wanting the loaves

and fishes of the profession ; if unknown and ambitious, of

k

f
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seelcin*,' (Miiiiience and popularity. But when a man of my
wealth and social position, after spending half of his litem hixiirious ease and sinful indulgence, voluntarily subjects
himselt to the rigid abstemiousness and self-sacriticing require-
ments of ji ministerial caree)', he cannot be suspected of hyj.o-
crisy. After all. sir, I care not for the discussion, the nine days'
gossip and wonder, the gibes and comments my course may
occasion. I am liearkening to the counsel of my conscience ; 1

am obeying the dictates of my heai-t. Feeling that mv God
accejits me, it matters little that men nuiy reject me. My re-
moi\se, my repentance, has been inexpressibly bitter ; but the
darkness has passed away, and to-day, thank God ! I can pi-ay
with all tJie fervour and faith of my boyhood, when I knew
that I was at jjeace with my Maker. Oblivion of the past 1 do
not expect, and i)erhaps should not desire. I shall always wear
my melancholy memories of sin, as Mussulmen wear their tur-
))an or pall— as a continual memento of death. Because I have
proved so fully the inadequacy of earthly enjoyments to satisfy
the demands of a soul ; because I tried the alluring ])leasuresof
sin and was satiated, ah ! utterly sickened, I turn with panting
ea<,'erness to the cool, (|uiet j)eace wliich reigns over the Wt'o of
a true Christian pastor. I want neitner fame nor popularity,
but peace !~peace I must have ! I have hunted the world over
and over

;
I have sought it everywhere else, and now, thank

God
! I feel that it is descending slowly, slowly, but surely,

upon my lonely, long-tortured heart. Thank God! I have
iound peace after much strife and great weariness "

*

Mr. Murray could no longer control his voice; and as he
stood leaning against the mantel-piece at the parsonage, he
dropi)ed his head on his hand.

"St. Elmo, the })urity of your motives will never be questioned,
for none who know you could believe you capable of dissembling
in this matter ; and my heart can scarcely contain its joy when
I look forward to your future, so bright with promise, so full of
usefulness. The marked change in your manner during the
past two years, has prepared the community for the imi)oitaiit
f^tt'p you are to take to-day, and your influence with young nien
will be incalculable. Once your stern bitterness rendered }'«"

ani object of dread
; now I find that you are respected, iiJ"'

people here watch your conduct with interest, and even wit''
''nxiety. Ah St. Elmo ! I never imagined that earth held Ro
much pure happiness as is my portion to-day. To see you one
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ol (Jod's anointed! To seo you ministci-ing in the tonii)le I Oh 1

to know that when I am j^oin; to rest yon will take my ])hu'e,

guard my flock, do your own work and poor Murray's, and finish

mine ! This, this is indeed the crowning blessing of my old

age."

For some minutes IVIr. Ifamniond sobbed; and, lifting his

face, Mr. ^luriay answered •

''As I think of the coming years consecrated to Christ,

passed peacefully in endeavouring to atone for the injury and
HUiiering I have inflicted on my fellow-creatu)'es ; oh ! as the
picture of a calm, iiseful, holy future rises before nit;, 1 feel in-

deed that T am unworthy, most unworthy of my peace ; but
thank God !

*C)li ! J see the crescent ])roini8e of my si)irit liatli not set ;

Aucient founts of inspiratifni well througli all my fancy yet.'
"

It was a beautiful .Sabbath morning, just one year after Edna's
departure from th(; parsonage, and the church was crowded to
its utmost capacity, for i)eople had come for many miles around,
to witness a ceremony the announcement of which had given
rise to universal comment. As the hour ai)i)roached for the
ordination of St. Elmo jNIurray to the ministry of Jesus ('hrist,

even the doors were filled with curious si)ectators ; and when
Mr. Hammond and St. Elmo walked down tlie aisle, and the
old man seated himself in a chair within the altar, there was a

In

general stir in the congregation.

The officiating minister had come from a distant city to jier-

form a ceremony of more than usual interest; and when he
stood up in the pulpit, and the organ thundered through the
arches, St. Elmo bowed his head on his hand, and sat thus
during the hour that ensued.

The ordination sermon was solemn and eloquent, and
preached from the text in liomans :

" Foi- when ye were the servants of sin, ye were free from
righteousness. But now being made free from sin, and become
servants to Uod, ye have your fruit unto holiness, and the end
everlasting life."

Then the minister, having finished ]>is discourse, came down
into the altar and commenced the services ; but Mi\ INIurrav
Kat motionless, with his countenance concealed by his hand.
Mr. Hammond approached and touched him, and, as he rose,

led him to the altar, and presented him as a candidate for
ordination.

M n

Hi'
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Tluiiv, l)oforo tlu^ shiiiiiig inarble pulpit, which he hiul phuiut'd

iiiid built in the early years of his life, for the idol of his youtli,

stooil 8t. Khno ; luul the congregation, especially those ot jus

native village, looked with involuntary admiration and i)ri(lc

at the er(!ct, powerful foi-ni, clad in its suit of black—at tli'o

nobly-proportioned head, Where gray locks were visible.

" JJut if th(>re b(! any of you who knoweth any inipeduiifiit

or crinu!, for which he ought not to be received into this holy

ministry', h;t him come forth, in the name of God, and slujw

what the crime or impediment is."

'J1u5 preacher paused, the echo of his words died away, and

i)erfect silence reigned. Suddenly St. Klino raised his tycs

from tlu! railing of the altar, and, turning his face slightly,

looked through the eastern window at the ivy-draped vault

where slept Murray and Annie. The world was silent, hut

conscience and the dead accused him. An expression ot ni-

tolerabh anguish crossed his handsome features, then his hands

folded thenrselves tightly together on the top of the mail.lo

balustiade, »nd he looked appealingly up to the pale Jesus

staggering under his cross.
, , i^ .. ,

At that instant a spotless, white pigeon from the belfry touiid

its way into the church through tlie open doors, circled once

around the building, fluttered against the window, hiding nid-

mentarily the crown of thorns, and, frightened and coniuK.'d,

fell upon the fluted pillar of the pulpit.

An electric thrill ran through the congregation ;
and as the

minister resumed the services, he saw on St. Elmo's face a light,

ii great joy, such as human countenances rarely wear this side

the grave.
.

,

When Mr. Murray knelt and the ordaining hands were hud

upon his head, a sob was heard from the pew where his mother

sat, and the voice of the preacher faltered as he delivered the

Bible to the kneeling man, saying :

, ^ ., , , ,

" Take thou authority to preach the word of God, and to ml-

ndnister the holy sacraments in the congregation."

There were no dry eyes in the entire assembly, save two

that looked out, coldly blue, from the pew where Mrs. Powell

sat like a statue, between her daughter and Gordon Leigh.

Mr. Hammond tottered across the altar, and knelt down

close to Mr, Murray ; and many who knew the history of the

pastor's family, wept as the gray head fell on the broad shouUler

of St. Elmo, whose arm was thrown around the old man's form,
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and the onlaiiiliiij iiiiuistcr, witli tears i-olHiiir over his face
extended his hands in henedietion abovt' thcsnif

'

"The peace of (lod, which passeth all understanding', keep
your hearts aii'^ minds in th*; kno\vled*re and love of (lod, and
of his Son Jesus Christ our Lord; and th(^ hlessin-,' of God Al-
mighty, the Father, the Son and the Jloly (lliosi, he ainon.'
you, and remain with yon alway."

' "

And all hearts and lips present whispered " Amen :" and the
organ and the choir broke forth in a ,^rand "(/Zona In Kro-his:'

Standing there at tlie chanc(;l, purified, consecrated limce-
forth unreservedly to Christ, Mr. ^[urray looked so happv so
noble, so worthy of his high calling, that his proud, fon.l niot'luu-
thought his face was fit for an arcliangel's wings.
Many persons who had known him in his boyhood, came ui)

with tears in their eyes, and wrun;' his hand silently. At last
Huldah i)ointed to the white pigeon, that was now beatin-' its
wmgs against the gilded pipes of the organ, and said, inlhat
smgularly sweet, solemn, hesitating tone, with which children
approach sacred things :

" O Mr. Murray ! when it fell on the ]ndpit, it nearly took
my breath away, for I almost thought it was the Holy Ghost."

Tears, which till then he had bi-avely kept back, di-ipped over
his face, as he stooped and whispered to the little orphan :

" Huldah, the Holy Spirit, the Comforter, came indeed ; but
it was not visible, it is here iji my heart."
The congregation dispers(;d. Mrs. Murray and the preacher

and Huldah went to the carriage
; and, leaning on Mr. Murray's

arm, Mr. Hammond tui-ned to follow, but observing that the
church was empty, the former said :

"After a little, I will come."
The old man walked on, and Mr. Murray went back and

knelt, resting his head against the beautiful, glittering balustrade,
within which he hoped to officiate through the remaining years
of his earthly career.

*

Once the sexton, who was waiting to lock up the church
looked in, saw the man praying alone there at the altar, and
softly stole away.
When Mr. Murray came out, the churchyard seemed deserted

;

but as he crossed it, going homeward, a woman rose from one
of the tombstones and stood before him—the yellow-hairc^d
Jezebel, with sapphire eyes and soft, treacherous, Ved lips, who
lial goaded him to madness and blasted the best years of his life.

H

n
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At sight of hor he recoiled, as if u cohra capello ha<l stai-ti'.l

"*'«' St' Elmo.'roy beloved ! in the name of other days stop and

hPir me Bv the memory of our early love, I entreat you .

She came close to him, and the alabaster face was marvellous-

ly beautiful in its expression of penitential svvtjetnoss.

" St. Elmo, can you never forgive me tor the suffering I

..niwpd vou in my giddv girlhood f

She took his himl and "attempt. .1 to raise it to her lips
;
but

shaking oft' her touch, he steppe.l back, and steadily they looke.l

into each other's eyes. • u
" Agnes, I forgive you. May God pardon your sins, as He

has pardoned mine !"

He turned awav, but she seized his coat-sleeve and thr.nv

herself before him,
"^

standing with l)oth hands clasping his arm.

- If vou mean what you say, there is happiness yet in store

for us O St Elmo ! how often have I longed to come and lay

ny head down on your bosom, and tell you all. Hut you were

so stern and harsh I. was afraid. To-day when I saw you melte.l,

when the look of vour boyhood came dancing back to your dear

eves I was (mcouraged to hope that your heart had softened also

toward one, who so long possessed it. Is there hope for your

,,oor A-nes] Hope that the blind, silly girl, who, ignorant o

the value of the treasure, slighted and spurned it, may indeed

be Dardoned, when, as a woman realizimr h.n- tol y, and sensible

at last of the nobiiitv of a nature she once failed to appreciate,

she comes and says-what it is so hard for a woman to say-^

' Take me back to your heart, gather me up m your arms, as m

the olden days, because-because I love you now
;
because only

your love cJi make me happy.' St. Elmo, we are no lonuei-

voun^^ • but believe me when I tell you that at last—at last

your own Agnes loves you as she never loved any one, even in

her .nrlhood (Jnce I preferred my cousin Murray to you
;
but

think how giddy I must have been, when I could marry before

a yarS settled the sod on his grave ! I did not love my

husband but I married him for the same reason that I would

have m;rried you then. And yet for that there is some

nalliation It was to save my father from disgrace that 1

sacrificed myself; for money intrusted to his keeping-money

V}on"in- to his orphan ward-had been used by him m a

ruinous speculation, and only prompt repayment could preyeuL

exposure Remember, I was so young, so vain, so thoughtless

J:!'^
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llo had stai-ttMl

seve and thrcnv

aHDiuir his arm.

• '• M. RImo, ,„t.v ,no: lovn .... ! talc,, mh- l.m-k to v.H.r
u-ait (.od.smy witiM-ss th.t [ .1,, lovo you nithvlv liow '

\>onvcHt, .say, ' A^Mie.s, I will to.-iv„ all. and trust you and l.nv'you Hs in the (hiys Ion- past.'

"

. •
m

Hhe tried to p.it her arm.s up around hi.s neek an<l to rr.st herhead on h.s sho.dder
; hut he resi.sted an.l put her at a.n.'.s

lengtli ironi luui.
'

H<,hlin^. her tliere, i ., h,oked at her with eohl .seorn in hi.s
eyes, and a heavy Hha,h,vv darkened the broNv that live uiinutes
before Jiad been .so cahu, .so brii^dit.

" Af,^n.,s how ,hire you atteiupt to .h'ceive uw. after all thathas pas.sed between us < () wouut.i 1 In the nauu- of all truewomauhood I could blush for you :"

She sti-u-,.^ded to free her.sdf, to «et elo.ser to hi.n, but his
s ern grasp was relentle.ss ; and, as tears poured dowi, he,-
cheeks, .she clasped her hands and .sobbcul out'

" You do not believe that I really love you ! Oh : do not
look at me so harshly

! 1 am not deceiving you ; as 1 hope forpardon and rest tor my soul---as I hope to se(, u.v fath.'r'.; face
in heaven -I am not deceiving yoi» : 1 do -r<lo love you '

When I spoke to you about (lertrude, it cost me a dr..;<lfulpang
;
but I thought you loved her becau.se she resembled iue •

and for my chdd's sake I crushed my own hopes-1 wanted ifpossiFe, to save her from suffering. J.ut you only upbraid'ed
and Jieaped savage sarcasms upon me. St. Elmo '

if youcould indeed see my poor heart, you would not look so crudiv
cold. You ought to know that I am terribly in earnest when
1 can stoop to beg for the ruins of a heart, which in its freshness
1 once threw away, and trampled on."
He had .seen her weep before, when it suited her purpose, andhe onjy smiled and aiLswered

:

i i
.

•

" \^^' -A»"^^' y°" i"»"»^^l i<^' '"^^1 trampled it in the mire otsm; but I have rebuilt it, and, by the mercy of God, I hone Ihave purified it. Look you, woman ! when you overturned the
temide you crumbled your own image that was set u.) theiv

•'

and I long, long ago, swept out and gave to the hungry winds
the despised dust of the brown idol, ai.d over my heart vou can
reign no more

! The only queen it has known since tha^t awlul
night, twenty-three years ago, when my taith, hope, cha.-ity
were all strangled in an instant by the velvet hand I iiu,} kLsscd
in my doting foodne.ss—the only queen my heart has acknow-
ledged since then, is one who in her purity soars like an an-^.l
above you and me, and her dear name is—Edna Earl " ^

^:--l-i
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Iff !

'• Kdiui Kail !—a imiitaiiical fanatic ! Nay, a IMiaiisoe ! A

coKl prudo, a hmrtlesH hhwl A woman with son..- Uiam and

no frcling, who Invos riotliinj,' Imt Imt own faiiio, and has no

Hvinpathv witli vuMi- natnic. St. Khno, are yoi. msan.;
!

I)i<

you not SCO that h'ttor from i^:st(!lle to your mother, statnis? that

she, Kdna, wouhl certainly be married in February, to tiie cele-

brated Mr. Manning,', who was then on his way to Rome to met^

her ? l)i<l you see that letter V

«' \nd discredit it '. I'.lindness, madness, equal to my own in

the days gone by ! Edna Earl exists no long.n-; she was mar-

ried a mouth ago. Here, read for yourself, or you will believe

that 1 fabricate the whole."

She held a newspaper Ix^fore his eyes, and he saw a i.aragrapli,

marked with a circle of ink, " Marriage in Literary Circles

:

<'The viiiy reliable correspondent of the New York •

writes from Rome that the AiiKU-icans now in that city are on

the nni vim concerning a marriage announced to take place on

Thursday nex , at the residence of the American Minister, llie

verv distinguished parties 'are Miss Edna Earl, the gitted an.l

exceedingly popular young authoress, whose works have given

her an enviable reputation, even on this side of the Atlantic,

iind Mr. Douglas G. Manning, the well-known and able editor

of the Magazine. The liai)py pair will start, immediate y

after the ceremony, on a tour through Greece and the Holy

'

Mr Murray opened the paper, glanced at the date, and his

swarthy face paled aK he put his hands over his eyes

Mrs Powell came nearer, and once more touched his luind
;

Init, with a gesture of disgust, he pushed her aside.
^

"Awav, woman! Not a .word-not one word more .
You

are not worthy to take mv darling's name upmi ypur lips !
She

niav bo Manning's wife- Uod forbid it 1-or she may be m her

grave I have lost her, I know ; but if I never see her dear

an-el'face again in this world, it will be in consequence of my

sin\ and of yours ; and with (io.l's iu-lp, I mean to live out the

remain<ler of uiy days, so that at last I shall meet her m

eternity '• Leave me, Agnes ! Do not make me forget the

vows I have to-dav taken upon myself, in the presence ot th.'

world .Hud of u'.v" Maker. In future, keep out ot my patli.

which will ne^'er cross yours, do not rouse the old iinte towar.l

you which I am faithfully striving to overcome. Ihe tirst

'\m
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time I wont to the ronimnnio,, f,.,l,I,., riftcM- il.o Inpsr of all thosr
clreary ymrn ot s,n an.l .l,..s,KM-ation, I ask..) n.yseU; ' llav. I a
Sht to tl.o sa..ran,ont of thn l.or.l'.s Supper I-chu I fao. (lo.lami say r f.jr^nvo A-m.-s I'onvoII T Finally, after a, hard

"nf" '

!•'";• *''"" ^''"
''"l'*^''-^

'^^""'^ '•"'^••t. '>^«-n us I neo.land hope, (or forjr.vonrs.s .nysolf, I ,1„ fully forgive her.' Mark

•Z;./vV'T? '"•'n'"'
'''"^*

^ Panloned, your treachery that [torgaye. Jint reeolh^-t there is a nmurnful truth in those words,

mv vonH.
"j ^Tr/"''

'/-'-'--^v/ ;,/../. /' ( )„oe, in the flush ofmy youth, I selected you as the hea,. l.Vral of beautiful, perfect
V manhood

;
l,ut yon fHI fron. that loftv pedestal wliere myanient, boyish love set you for worship, and you drai,.i,.e<l me

<
Own, down, ahnost heyond the pale of (Jod's nuLv ! inn-aye
all my wrongs, hut 'take yon hack, love yo.i T' Ah ' ["canneyer love anyone, I neyer, eyen in my boyl.ood, i.yed you, as

mye to cheer and str..ngthen me in my lonely work.
'

I do notW eye tha she is married
; no, no, i.ut she is in her^ZZZ ;iT r1- ^ ''"'' ^'''' m^v^-^^^<\ by a horr.ok. pre-

eaJer wiM
'"'^ f^^'" ^""•" '""^ "^ < 'la'ist-that the next

ilvT ] Y"-'"^
'"' ""' ^'•"^'' "^ ^^J"'t vonhu.eto-dav

hi. 1 1

'^ Tr T; -^
^''^"^"^' '^'^•'"^t believe it, fo.- if yondicnled and dishke.l me in my noble yonth, how ^an you love

^ aXir\"; '';? ^^^^^y --^ of l,.-. hopes ]),^f thel-ebe a shadow ..f truth in your words, you an, indeed to be pif ied

,,. f
:-'''''

^]^^% learned at a terrible price the deceitful

'

Wh 1

"'^^"!1' *^^ hollowness of this world's pleasures; and

L nW h"'"" ..^'"'t '""r''*
>''^"' ^^^«^' ^^•'"•^^ T was so long inT f".i "^*''; h°P^^^^««"«''^« of peace for heart and ?sonl

whob], r''
'^*^"^' ''=^''"'"' that I can say to yon-yonwho blasted all my earthly happiness~I forgive you my suffer

mt e\h
"""/ '°"^;>'*' ^'^^^'^ ^"""'^ '-^^ ''^"^t. Several times

any worn- nl "1 -r""''' •

"^'" "^^^ I^^'*^"'^^"^*"
=

'^'^* ^^ tl^^'"^' ^"^^-inB

S™:n //!p""^.V^ .^H" "f"1' ^^" "^" '^^"^^^^ '"« '—
womanl ni. .ir'y

'"''' ^ ^''^^^'^ *^'^ ^^^^^^ ^^^ one whose un-

lortW T . PM
''^

r\*''"'^
"^ womanhood, and sunk me solow that I lost Edna Earl. Agnes, go yonder-where I have
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spent so maiiv hours of agony—yonder to the graves of your

victims as wefl as mine. Go tlown on your knees yonder, and

nray for yourself, and may God help you !

"

He pointed to the gray vault and the slab that covered Annie

and Murray Hammond ; and disengaging her fingers, which

still clutched his sleeve, ho turned quickly and walked away.

Her mournful eyes, strained 'wide and full of tears, toUowed

him till his form was no longer visible ; and sinking down on

the monument—whence she had risen at his approach—she

shrouded her fair, delicate features, and rocked herself to and

fro with a despairing wail.

'' J.ost, lost ! O St. Elmo 1 your loathing is more than i can

bear. Once he hung over me adoringly, wearying me with his

caresses ; now he shudders at my touch, as if I were a viper

And I—what is there that I would not give for one—just one

—of the kisses, which twenty-three years ago I put up my

hand to ward off. O fool that I was ! 1 cast away the light ot

his noble, earnest love, and now he despises me ;
and I must

walk in darkness that grows blacker as I grope. God grant

that Edna Earl may indeed be in her grave ! Or that I may go

down into mine before he sees her again ! To give hiin up to

her would %e more than I could endure. Oh ! curses on that

calm face that stole the heart of my daughter's husband, ami

won St. Elmo's love from me ! How I hate her
!

Oh
!
hold

her fast in your icy grasp, grim death ! For to see her in St.

Elmo's arms, would drive me wild ! Sleep in peace, Murray

Hammond, you are indeed avenged."

When she went slowly homeward an hour later, with her veil

drawn closely over her tear-stained face, the unvoiced wish of

her aching heart was like hopeless (Enone's :

" (J death, death, death, thou ever-floating cloud !

There are enough unhappy on this earth ;

Pass by the happy souls that love to live .

1 pray thee pass before my light of life,

And shadow all my soul, that I may die.

Thou weighest heavy on the heart within,

Weigh heavy uu my eyelids—let me die."
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

" How lovely
! Oh ! I did not tliink tliere was any place half

so beautiful, this side of heaven !"

With his head on his mother's bosom, Felix lay near the
window of an upj.er room, looking out over the Uulf of Genoa.
The crescent curve of the olive-mantled Apennines girdled the

city in a rocky clusp, and mellowed by distance and the magic
enamelling of evening light, each particular peak rose against
the chrysoi)rase sky like a })yramid of lapis lazuli, around whose
mighty base rolled soft waves of golden haze.
Over the glassy bosom of the Gulf, where glided boats filled

with gay, pleasure-seeking Italians, floated the merry strains
of a barcarole; with the silvery echo of " Mdulin" keei)ing
time with the silvery gleam of the dipping oars :

*' And the sun went into the west, and down
Upon the water stooiied an orange cloud,
And the ])ale, milky reaches tkished, as glad
To wear its colours ; and the sultry air

.
Went out to sea, and puffed the sails of ships
With thymy wafts, the breath of trodden grass."

" Lift me up, mamma ! higher, higher yet. I want to see
the sun. There ! it has gone—gone down into the sea. I can't
bear to see it set to-day. It seemed to say good-bye to me, just
then. O mamma, mamma ! I don't want "to die. The world is
so beautiful, and life is so sweet up here in the sunshine and
the starlight, and it is so cold and dark down there in the
grave. Oh

! where is Edna I Tell her to come quick and sin«r
something to me."
The cripi)le shuddered and shut his eyes. He had wasted

away, until he looked a mere shadow of humanity, and his
governess stooped and took him from his mothers' arms as if
he were a baby.

^J^dna, talk to me ! Oh ! don't let me get afraid to die.

Hhe laid her lips on his, and the touch calmed their shiver-
ing; and after a moment, she began to repeat the ai)ocalvr)tic
vision of heaven :

i
.

i

i^ifl"^'^ r*^r'^' "^''i^^*

''*' '"' '"'^'''^ ^'^"''^'

'

''""^ ^^^""y ^^^^'^ ^'"^ oandle,
iiei...!Hr liirht oi the mn ; fur the Lord God iriveth them h'<rlii, •

ill reiirn for ei and ever.
and they shs

" But, Edna, the light does not shine down ther
grave. If you could go with me "

e in the

i;

M 4
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" A better and kinder Friend will go with yon, dear Felix."

She sang, with strange i)athos, " Motet," that beautifnl ar-

rangement of " The Lord is my Shepherd."

As she reached that part where the words, " Yea, though 1

walk through the valley of the shadow of death," are repeated,

the weak, quavering voice of the sick boy joined hers
;
and,

when she ceased, the emaciated face was placid, and the great

dread had passed away forever.

Anxious to divert his thoughts, she put into his hand a bunch

of orange-flowers and violets, which had been sent to her that

day by Mr. Manning ; and taking a book from the bed, she re-

sumed the reading of " l^he Shepherd of Salisbury Plain," to

which the invalid had never wearied of listening.

But she soon saw that, for once, he was indifferent ;
and, un-

derstanding the exitression of the eyes that gazed out on the

puri)le shadows shrouding the Ai)ennines, she closed the volume,

and laid the sufferer back on his pillow.

While she was standing before a table, preparing some

nourisiiment to be given to him during the night, Mrs. Andrews

came close to her and whispered :

" Do you see much change ] Is lie really worse, or do my

fears nuignify every bad symptom 1"

" He is much exhausted, but I trust the stimulants will re-

vive him. You must go to bed early and get a good, sound sleep,

for you look worn out. I will wake you if 1 see any decided

change in him."

Mrs. Andrews hung for some time over her child s pillow,

caressing him, saying tender, soothing, motherly things
;
and,

after a while, she and Hattie kissed him, and went into the

adjoining room, leaving him to the care of one whom he loved

better than all the world beside.

It was late at night before the sound of laughter, song, and

chatter died away in the streets of Genoa, the magnificent.

While the human tide ebbed and flowed under the windows,

Felix was restless, and his companion tried to interest him, l)y

telling him the history of the Dorias, and of the siege during

Avhicli Massena won such glory. Her conversation dritted

away, even to Ancona, and that sad but touching incident,

which Sismondi records, of the noble, patriotic, young^mother,

who gave to a starving soldier the miik that her half famished

babe ''required, and sent him, thus refreshed and strengthened,

to defend the walls of her beleaguered city.

.'"*'^.



•j&i

ST. ELMO.

orse, 01' do my la!

42n

The boy's fondness for history showed itself, even then, and
Jie listened attentively to liei- words.
At length silence reigned through the marble palaces, and

hdna rose to place the small lamp in an alabastar vase
As she did so, something flew into her face, and fluttered to

the edge of the vase, and as she attempted to brush it off, she
started back, smothering a cry of horror. It was the Sp/mix
Afropos, the Death's Head Moth; and there, upon its breast,
appallingly distinct, grinned the ghastly grav, human scull.
Iwice It circled rapidly round the vase, uttering strange, stri-
dulous sounds, then floated up to the canopy overarchinffFelix's
bed, and poised itself on the carved frame, waiting and flapping
Its wings vulture-like. Shuddering from head to foot not-
withstanding the protest which reason offered against sunersti-
tion, the governess sat down to watch the boy's slumber

'

His eyes were closed, and she hoped that he slept, but pre-
sently he feebly put out his skeleton hand and took hers.

'' Mna, mamma cannot hear me, can she V
" She is asleep, but I will wake her if you wish it

"

"No she would only begin to cry, and that would worrv me.
ILclna, J want you to promise me one thing " He paused a
i'aw seconds and sighed wearily.
-When you go back home, don't leave me here; take me

T:ir\^^l ^'''^, '""^ 1'°°^'' ^^"^^' ^^fo^-med body in the ground
at Ihe Willows, where the sea will sing over me We* were
so happy there

!
I always thought I should like mv grave to

he under the tallest willoM^ where our canarv's cage used to
liang Ldna I don't think you will live long_I almost hoi.e vouwont-and I want you to promi.se me, too, that you willtell
them to bury us close together

; so that the very moment I rise
out of my grave, on the day of judgment, I will see your face !

Sometimes, when 1 think of the millions and millions that will
be pressing up for their trial before God's throne, on that great,
:iw ul day, I am afraid I might lose or miss you in the crowd
and never hnd you again

; but you know, if our coffins touch,
you can stretch out your hand to me as you rise, and we can go
together. Oh ! I want your face to be the last I see here, ami
the farst—yonder."
He raised his fingers slowly, and thev fell back weari

thf f-nvorlet.
iiy on

Don't talk so, Felix. O mv darling ! C od will not take
you away from me. Try to sleei), slnit your eyes : you need
rest to compose you

f
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8he knelt down, kissed him repeatedly, and laid her face

close to his on the pillow ; and he tried to turn and put his

emaciated arm around her neck.

" Edna, 1 have been a trouble to you for a long time
;
but

you will miss me when I am gone, and you will have nothing

to love. If you live long, marry Mr. Manning, and let him

take care of you. Don't work so hard, dear Edna ;
only rest,

and let him make you happy. Before I knew you I was always

wishing to die ; but now I hate to leave you all alone, my own,

dear, pale Edna."

"O Felix, darling! hush! Go to sleep. You wring my

heart !" *

, , i v

Her sobs distressed him, and, feebly patting her clieek, he

said :

" Perhaps, if you will sing me something low, I may go to

sleep, and I want to hear your voice once more. Sing me that

song about the child and the rose-bush, that Hattie likes so

much."
" Not that ! anything but that ! It is too sad, my precious

little darling."
'< But I want to hear it

;
please, Edna."

It was an exquisitely painful task that he imposed, but his

wishes ruled her ; and she tried to steady her voice as she

sang, in a very low, faltering tone, the beautiful but melancholy

ballad.

Tears rolled over her face as she chanted the verses
;
and,

when she concluded, he repeated very faintly

:

" Sweetlv it rests, and on dream-wings flies.

To play with the angels in paradise !"

He nestled his lips to hers, and after a little while, mur-

mured :

" Good-night, Edna I"

" Good-night, my darling !"

She gave him a stimulating potion, and arranged his hciul

comfortably. Ere long his heavy breathing told her that ho

sbpt, and stealing from his side, she sat down in a large cluur

near the head of his bed, and watched him.

For many months he had been failing, and they had travelled

from place to place, hoping against hope that each change

would certainly be beneficial.

Day and night Edna had nursed him, had devoted every

thought, almost every prayer to him ; and now her heart seemed
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centred in him. Hcenery, music, painting, rai-e Mss., all were
Ignored

;
she hved only for that poor, dependent boy, and knew

not a moment of [.eace when separated fi-om him. She had
ceased to study aught but Ids comfort and liappiness, had written
nothing save letters to friends

; and notwitiistanding her anxiety
concerning the cripple, the fvecpient change of air^had surr.ris-
ingly improved her own heultii. For six months she had escaped
he attacks so much dreaded, and began to believe her restora-
tion complete, though the long-banished colour obstinatelv re-
fused to return to iier face, which seemed unable to recover its
rounded outline. Still she was very grateful for the immunity
trom suftering, especially as it permitted more unremitting
attendance upon Felix,

She knew that his life was flickering out gently but surely;
and now, as she watched the pale, pinched features, her own
writhed, and she clasped her hands and wept, and stifled a
groan

^

bhe had prayed so passionately and continually that he mi«ht
oe spared to her

; but it seemed that whenever her heart-strings
wrapped themselves around an idol,a jealous God tore them loose,
and snatched away the dear object, and left the heart to bleed.
It that boy died, how utterly desolate and lonely she would be :

nothing eft to care for and to cling to, nothing to claim as herown and anoint with the tender love of her warm heart.
fehe had been so intensely interested in the expansion of his

iniiKi, had striven so tirelessly to stimulate his brain, and soften
and purify his heart

; she had been so proud of his rapid i)rogress,
and so ambitious for his future, and now the mildew of death
was falling on her fond hopes. Ah ! she had borne patientlvmany trials, but this appeared unendurable. She had set all her
earthly happiness on a little thing-the life of a helpless cripple •

and as she gazed through her tears at that shrunken, sallow face,
so dear to her, it seemed hard ! hard ! that God denied her this
one blessing. What was the praise and admiration of all the
world in comparison with the loving light in that child's eyes,
:iud the tender pressure of his lips ]

The woman's ambition had long been fully satisfled, and even
exacting conscience, jealously guarding its shrine, saw daily
sacrifaces laid thereon, and smiled approvingly upon her ; but

ZJ^rtlt
^. ''","^7 ^^^'^^t ^i-i^^i out, and fought flercely, famine-

mon
pathy. Verily, these bread-riots of the he
and crucified consciences too oftt

uman love and sym-
art are fearful thinirs

n mark their track.
o^>
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The little figure on the bed wan so motionless, that Edna cre])t

nearer and leaned down to listen to the breathing ; and her tears

fell on his thick, curling hair, and upon the orange-blossoms and

violets.

Standing there, she threw up her clenched hands and prayed

sobbingly :

" My Father ! spare the boy to me ! I will dedicate anew my
life and his to thy woi-k ! I will make him a minister of thy

word, and he shall save precious souls. Oh ! do not take him

away ! If not for a lifetime, at least spare him a few years 1

Even one more year, O my God !"

She walked to the window, rested her forehead against tlio

stone facing, and looked out ; and the wonderful witchery of tlu^

solemn night wove its spell around her. Great, golden stiir.s

clustered in the clear heavens, and were reflected in the calm,

blue pavement of the Mediterranean, where not a ripple shiver-

ed their shining images. A waning crescent moon swung higli

over the eastern crest of the Apennines, and threw a weird light

along the Dorias' marble palace, and down on the silver-gray

olives, on the glistening orange-groves, snow-powdered witli

fragrant bloom ; and in that wan, mysterious, and most melun-

cholv light

—

" The old, miraculous mountains heaved in sight,

One straining past another along the shore
The way of grand, dull Odyssean ghosts,

Athirst to drink the cool, blue wines of seas.

And stare on voyagers.

"

Froii ome lofty campanile, in a distant section of the silent

city, sounded the angelus bell ; and from the deep shadow of

olive, vine, and myrtle that clothed the amphitheatre of hills,

the convent-bells caught and reiichoed it.

" Nature comes sometimes,
And says, ' I am ambassador for God ;'

"

and the splendour of the Italian night spoke to Edna's soul, as

the glory of the sunset had done some years before, when she

sat in the dust, in the pine glades at Le Bocage ; and she grew

calm once more, while out of the blue depths the starlit sea

came a sacred voice, that said to her aching heart

:

'* Peace I leave with ^ou mv i^eace I five unto you t not as

the world giveth, give I unto you. Let not your heart be

troubled, neither let it be afraid."
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The cup was not passing away; hut cou.-ago to drain it wasgiven by Him, wlio never calls his faithful "clnldren into dogloom ot aethsemane, without having first stationed c o e athand some strengthennig angel. The governess went back tothe bed and there, on t^ie pillow, rested the n.oth, wMeh a her

After another hour she saw that a change was ste t inc. overthe boy s countenance, an.l his pulse fluttered more fee . yagamst her cold fingers. She sprang into the next room shook
his mother, and liastened back, trying to rouse the dying chidand give hmi some stimulants. But though the lar.^e wlckeyes opened when she raised his head, thereVas no re^ognit^nm their hxed gaze

;
for the soul was preparin.. for its fin

flight, and was too busy to look out of its windows
In vain they resorted to the most powerful restoratives • heemamed in the h^^vy stupor, with no sign of anin.ttion save

tlu. lojv,^irregular breath, and the weak^flutter of the tlirerd!

Mrs. Andrews wept aloud and wrung her hands, and Hatiieried passionately, as she stood in her fong, white i ight^own a^he siae of her brother's bed
; but there wel-e no tears on hM atold, gray face. She had spent them all at the foot of God'sthrone

;
and now that He had seen fit to deny her petit on shosden% looked with dry eyes at the heavy iJ UiltC e lei

inJ ^ '"^^ .
^-^^'Jh^-Mt with it

;
now and then tlie breath-

hft Z'h ""I'l^"'/''""
'" '^" seconds a faint gasp to I

^^tU^' "^^ '-' ^^^ ''' '-'' - *^e -"1 that

'^HeTotd toT^
^"" ^""^' ""' ^^^"P{^^^ ^'''- ''^'^ «- hi-Jle would not hear me ; no, no ! He is listoin-n^ f,^ +i

"^i^^r T^r^^t" ''-'' ^'^"^^^^^^^^
<'ai ment \tZ^l"'^ f"'' '''' '^'' "^^^ '^^^^ ^'^^•'-"t in bridal«ai raents, wearing a star on its pearlv brow and the skv

he Ir' '''r '"'^'''^ ^^^"^^ ^^^-^•> --ts'roii d ip f-;^

of the A^i
"''''""

r'-'''
'-"'''^ ^'^^ted awhile on the sumnXoUhe Apennines, and sunshine streamed over the world c^^e

The first rays flashed into the room, kissing the withered

' '%

t i/

f' h

)' urn

sS^SSpUB??'^ '
"
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flowers on the bosom of the cripple, and tailing warm and bright

on the cold eyelids and the pulseless temi)les. Edna's hand was

pressed to his heart, and she knew that it had given its last,

weary throb ; knew that Felix Andi-ews had crossed the sea of

glass, and in the dawn of the eternal day wore the promised

morning-star, and stood in peace before the Sun of liighteous-

ness.,,.•••••••
During the two days that succeeded the death of Felix, Ednu

did not leave her room ; and without her knowledge Mrs.

Andrews administered opiates that stupefied her. Late on the

morning of the third she awoke, and lay for some time trying

to collect her thoughts.

Her mind w s clouded, but gradually it cleared, and slio

strained her ears to distinguish the low words spoken in tlio

apartment next to her own. She remembered, as in a feverish

dream, all that passed on the night that Felix died ; and [)ress-

inff her hand over her aching foreliead, she rose and sat on the

edge of her bed.

The monotonous sounds in the neighbouring room swelled

louder for a few seconds, and now she heard very distinctly tlic

words :

" And I heard a voice from heaven, saying unto me, Write.

Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord from henceforth."

She shivei'ed, and wrapped around her shoulders a bright

blue shawl that had been thrown over the foot of the bed.

Walking across the floor, she opened the door, and looked in.

The boy'i? body had been embalmed, and placed in a cottiu

which rested in the centre of the room ; and an English clergy

man, a friend of Mr. Manning's, stood at the head of the corp.se,

and read the burial service.

Mrs. Andrews and Hattie were weeping in one corner aiid

Mr. Manning leaned against the window, Avith his hand on

Lila's cui-ls. As the door swung open and p]dna entered he

looked up.

Her dressing gown of gray merino trailed on the marble floor,

and her bare fleet gleamed like ivory, as one hand caught up

the soft merino folds sufficiently to enable her to walk. Over

the blue shawl streamed her beautiful hair, making the Avaii

face look even more ghastly by contrast with its glossy jet masses.

She stood irresolute, with her calm, mournful eyes riveted on

the coflin, and Mr. Manning saw her pale lips move as she
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head of the cor})ise,

s aggered toward it He sprang to meet and intercept her andshe s retched her hands in the direction of the c ,msesmiled strangely, nmrmuring like one in a troul.lod driam •

there/^"
""" "''* ^^"'''^' ^'^^^^ '^"'^'''^^ ' *^''*''-^ ^« "" n'ife'l't

fallen' bullrt'"'''^''
'"",^ *° ^^ ^''''^ ^"^^^ ^^^'^^^ '^^^e

room
' Manning caught and carried her back to her

For two weeks she hovered on the borders of eternity • andoften the anxious friends wlio watched her, felt that thev ;o^

::!^::ii:d t^;!::;'^"
^-^-^^ ''- -«^'-^"« ^^--^^^ -^'^^^^ ^e

She bore it silently, meekly, and when the danger seemedover, and she was able to sleep without the aid of narSo cs

sXe^etrX'' "" ''- '' ^"^^ '' ''^ i-^-^' ^^^^^^^ ^--e;

No allusion was made to Felix, even after she was able to situp and ride
;
but once, when Mr. Manning brought her someflowers, she looked sorrowfully at the snowy oraSge-blossonswhose .s^ro-ig perftune made her turn paler, ami said faiX '

thP^'tZ'
*^'''* '^''^ '^''^ "''"'^"^

'' '^^«°'°"'' ^^"^'-^^ *° ^'ouse herself, andbe boy s name never passed her lips
; though she spent n anv

1
ours over a small manuscript which she found amoni his booksdirected o her for revision. '' Tales for Little Cr pp es " wa^he t, e he had given it, and she was surprised at^'he beautyand pathos of many of the sentences. She carefully revised and

h.teTlir?'}' ^^Y ^-'Y'
'^'^'^' ^^'^ -°^«"^««« «««n^ed to

nounoTl
^'-^^^'^'^'^^ '*''^^8*^^' ^^^1 M''«- Andrews an-need lier intention of going to Germany. Mr. Manning

J ad engagements that called him to France and, on the 1 ^t

ing with Ednt^
"' ''""" '' ^'"^ ^^ "^"^^ '' «pe'nd the evf

rica -^S" Y^^i ""^
^^**f'

^"'^ P^J^^''« ^'^'"^ ^"'i^^fl from Ame-

he ;rniT T^^-
^'''.^^'' ^'-"'^^^^ containing her share,

Zj^f^ilT *^^^^^-^^!^«"^. ^^^-^ them uno;ened into aneap on the table, and continued the conversation in which shew«. «.„...ed, concerning the architecture of the churches

t***ti
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Mrs. Andrews had gone to the vault where the body of hor

son had been temporarily placed, and Kdna was alone with the

editor.
" You ought to look into your papers ; they contain very

gratifying intelligence for you. Your last book has gone

through twenty editions, and your praises are chanted all oyer

your native lauil. Surely if ever a woman had adulation

(HKJUgh to render her perfectly happy and ])iii-donably proud.

you are the fortunate individ.ial. Already your numerous

readers are inquiring when you will give them another book."

She leaned her head back again.^t her chair, and the little

hantls caressed each other as th(!y rested on her knee, while her

countenance was eloquent with humble gratitude for the success

that God had permitted to crown her etibrts ; but she was

silent.

" Do you intend to write a book ot travels, embracing the ni-

cidents that have marked your tour ] I see the public expect it."

" No sir. It seems now a mere matter of course that all

scribblers who come to Europe, should aHlict the reading world

with an account of what they saw or failed to see. So many

noble books have been already published, thoroughly describing

this continent, that I have not the temerity, the presumption

to attempt to retouch the grand, old word-pictures. At present,

I expect to write nothing. I want to study some subjects that

greatly interest me, and shall try to inform and imi)rove my-

self, and keep silent until I see some phase of truth neglected,

or some new aspect of error threatening mischief in societ)

.

Indeed, I have great cause for gratitude in my literary career.

At the beginning I felt apprehensive that I was destined to sit

always under the left hand of fortune, whom Michael Angelo

designed as a lovely woman seated on a revolving wheel, throw-

ing crowns and laurel wreaths from her right hand, while only

thorns di'opped in a sharp, stinging shower from the other ;
but,

after a time, the wheel turned, and now I feel only the soft pat-

tering of the laurel leaves. God knows, I do most earnestly

appreciate his abundant blessing upon what I have thus far

striven to effect ; but, until I see my way clearly to some sub-

ject of importance which a woman's hand may touch, I shall

not take up my pen. Books seem such holy things to me, des-

tined to plead either for or against their creators, in the um\

tribunal, that i dare not liglitly or hastily attempt to wriu'

them ; and I cannot help thinking that the author who is less

; w



^

tiT. ELMO. 433

earnestly and .solemnly in»i»msH«'(l with tln^ gnivity, and, I may
iilmoHt say, tlu; sanctity of his or Inn- work, is unworthy of it,

and of public contidence. 1 dart' not, oven if I o(.iild, (lasli otf
articles and books as the rower shakes water-drops from his oar ;

and 1 humbly acknowledg*; that what success i nuiy have
achieve* 1 is owing to hard, faithful work, I have received so
many kind letters from childr(!n that sonn; time, if I live to be
wise enough, 1 want to write a book especially for them. I am
afraid to attempt it just now ; for it retpiires more mature
judgment and experience, and greater versatility of talent to
write successfully for children than for grown persons. In the
latter, one is privilegetl to assume native intelligence and culti-
vation

; but the tentler, untutored minds of the former permit
no such margin

; and this fact necessitates clearness and sim-
plicity of style, and power of illustration that seem to me very
rare. As yet I am conscious of my incapacity for the mission
of prepujing juvenile books

; but perhaps, if I study closely the
characteristics of young people, I shall learn to understand them
more thoroughly. So much depends on the proper training of
our American youth, especially in view of the great political
questions that now agitate the country, that 1 confess I feel
some anx: ity on the subject."

" But, Edna, you will not adhere to your resolution of kee])-
ing sileut. The i)ublic is a merciless task-master; your own
ambition will scourge you on ; and having once put your liand
to the literary plough, you will not be allowed to look back.
Rigorously the world exacts to the last iota, the full quota of
the author's arara"

" Yes, sir ; but ' he that plougheth should plough in hope
;

and when I can see clearly across the wide tield, and drive the
gleaming share of ti-uth straight and steady to the end, then,
and not till then, shall L render my summer day's arura.
Meantime, I am resolved to plough no crooked, shallow fur-
rows on the hearts of our people."
At length, when Mr. Manning rose to say good-night, he

looked gravely at th(^ governess, and asked :

" Edna, cannot Lila tak- the vacant place in your sad heart V
" It is not vacant, sir. iJear memories walk to and fro there-

in, weaving garlands oi' immortelles—singing sweet tunes of days
and years—that can never die. Hereafter I shall ende.". vnnr to
entertain the precious guests I have already, and admit no more

1

I
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The piist is the rorilin of my lioart ; tlio prnsonf Mini future lln

kiii^'dom wln'ro my mind must dwell, and my luiud.s labour."

VVith a sigh he went awiiy, and slio took up the letters mikI

hegiin to read them. Many were from sti-angors, and tli(«v

greatly cheered and encouraged her ; hut (inally .she opened one,

whose supei'Hcription had until this instant escaped her cursoiv

glance. Ft was from Mr. Hammond, and contained an account

of Mr. Murray's ordination. She road and re-read it, with a

hnlf-bewildeied oxjjression in her countenance, for the joy

seenicd tar too great for cri'dence. She looked again at the d.'ttc

and signature, and passing her hand over her ^>row, wondered
if there could be any mistake. Tlu; pai)er fell into her lap, and

a cry of delight rang through the room,
" Saved—purified consecrated henc(!forth to God's holy

work 1 A minister of C'hrist i most merciful God ! I thank

thee ! My piayers are answered with a blessing I never dared

to hope for, or even to dream "il Can I ever, ever be gratefid

enough ] A pastor, holding up p\ire hands ! Thank God ! my
sorrows are sdl ended now ; there is no more grief for me. Ah I

what a glory breaks ujjon the future ! What though I never

see his face in this world '. I can be patient indeed ; for now I

know, oh ! I know that I shall surely .see it yonder !"

She sank on her knees at the oiien window, and wept for the

first time since Felix died. Happy, ha[)py tears mingled with

broken words of rejoicing, that seemed a foretaste of heaven.

Her heart was so full of gratitude and exultation, that she

could not sleep, and slu; sat down and looked over the sea, while

her face was radiant and tremulous. The transition from

patient hopelessness and silent struggling- -this most unexpected

and glorious fruition of the prayers of many years—was so

sudden and intoxicating, that it completely unnerved her.

She could not bear this great happiness as she had borne liei

Roi'i'ows, and now and then she smiled to find the tears gushing

afr(!sh from her beaming eyes.

Once, in an hour of sinful madness, Mr. Murray had taken

a human life, a"nd ultimately caused the loss of another ; but

the waves that were running high beyond the mole told her in

thiindei'-tones that he had saved, had snatched two lives fron)

their devouring rage. And the shining stars overhead grouped

themselves into characters that said to her, ** Judge not, that ye

be not judged ;" and the ancient mountains whispered, " Stand

still, and see the salvation of God !" and the grateful soul of the

lonely woman answered

:
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Slow ronmlijig into •.•aim.

"
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nffiiin at the datt

CHAlTKli XXXVII.

Trnmodiately aftor hm- return t<. N,nv Vurk, K.lnu resumed
her studies with reiicwi-.l <MK.-y, au.l foMud her physical streu-ih
reeruited uiid her mind invigorated l.y ivpoHe, lie- foiu'-rr.
foi- Hattio iiuluced hor to remain with M.h. Andrews iii tile
rapacity of go- •eria ,s, tho.;gh Jier position in the fUmily luul lonir
teased to re: en>ble in any respect tliat of a l.ireiii.^.. Five hours
ot each day were dev.-ted to the education of the litth, .rirl who
though vastly laferio. in mental eiuhnvments t.. h..i"l,rothe.-'
was an engagi ^ukI exceedingly afiectiomite child, fully worthy
ot the h)ve winch her -ifted g- -v erness lavished upon her The
remainder of her time Iklna divided between study, music andan extensive correspoiulence, which daily increased'
8he visited little, having no leisure and less inclination to

tntter away her mornings in gossij. and chit-chat
; hut she an-propnated one evening in each week to tlu" receiition of hernumerous kind friends, and of all strangers who d(jsired to callupon her. Ihese reunions were brilliunt ?>ud deli<rhtful and itwas considered a privilege to be present at gatherings' where

eminent men and graceful, refined, cultivated (Jhristian women
assembled to discuss ethical and aesthetic toi)ies, which all e<lu-
catec Americans are deemed capable of comprehending^

fc^dnas abhoi-rence of iJouble mtendre and of the fashionable
sans soua style of conversation, which was tolerated by manvwho really disliked but had not nerve enough to frown it downwas not a secret lo any who r(^ad her writings or attended her
receptions. Without obtruding her rigid views of true woman'
ly delicacy and decorum upon any one, her deportment under
all circum umces silently published her opinion of certain lati-
luuinariaii expressions prevalent in society.

anf'C,,-.^"*,:*;;
^'"."''"S '*.".'?''»7 '° fr^ »'• easy .nannc,

-la ....sMquidi iiv;enst; wus rapidiy destroying all reverence forwomanhood
;
was levelling the distinction between ladies' oar

lours and gentlemen's club-rooms ; was placing the sexes on a

fj
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plattbrm of equality which was dangerous to feminine delicacy,

that Uod-built bulwark of feminine purity and of national

morality.

That time-honoured maxim, " Haul soil qui mat y pense,'' she

found had been distorted from its original and noble signilicance,

and was now a mere convenient India-rubber cloak, stretched

at will to cover and excuse allusions which no really modest

woman could tolerate. Consequently when she heard it flip-

pantly pronounced in palliation of some gross offense against

delicacy, she looked more searchingly into the characters of the

indiscreet talkers, and quietly intimated to them that their

presence was not desired at her receptions. Believing that

modesty and purity were twin sistei-s, and that vulgarity antl

vice were rarely it ever divorced, Edna sternly refused to asso-

ciate with those whose laxity of manners indexed, in her esti-

mation, a corresponding laxity of morals. Married belles and

married beaux slie shunned and detested, regarding them as a

disgrace to their tamilies, as a blot upon all noble womanhood

and manhood, and as the most dangerous foes to the morality of

the community, in which they unblushingly violated hearth-

stone statutes and the venerable maxims of social decorum.

The ostracized banded in wrath, and ridiculed her antiquated

prudery ; but knowing that the pure and noble mothers, wives,

and daughters honoured and trusted her, Edna gave no heed to

raillery and envious malice, but resolutely obeyed the dictates

of conscience and the promptings of her womanly intuitiop.s.

Painful experience had taught her the imprudence, the short-

sighted policy of working until very late at night ;
and in order

to take due care of her health, she wisely resorted to a difiereut

system of study, which gave her more sleep, and allowed her

some hours of daylight for her literary labours.

In the industrial pursuits of her own sex she was intensely

interested, and spared no trouble in acquainting herself with the

statistics >f those branches of employment already oi»en to them;

consequently she was never so happy as when the recipient ot

letters from the poor women of the land, who thanked her for

the words of hope, advice, and encouragement which she con-

stantly addressed to them.

While the world honoured her, she had the precious assur-

ance that her Christian countrywomen loved and trusted her.

She felt the painful need of Mr. Manning's society, and even

his frequent letters did not fully satisfy her ; but as he had re-
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solved to reside in Europe, at least for some years, she bore the
ii-reparable loss of his counsel and sympathy, as she bore all

other privations, bravely and quietly.

Now and then alarminfj sym])toms of the old sufferiutj warned
her of the uncertainty of her life ; and after much deliberation,
feeling that her time was limited, she commenced another book.

Mr. Hammond wrote begcfing her to come to him, as he was
now hopelessly infirm, and confined to his room ; but she shrank
from a return to the village so intimately associated Avith events
which she wished if possible to forget, and, while she declined
the invitation, she jiroved her afiection for her venerable teacher
by sending him every day a long, cheerful lettei-.

Since her departure from the :)arsonage Mrs. Murray liad

never written to her ; but througu Mr. Hammond's and Hid-
dah's letters Edna learned that Mr. Murray was the officiating

minister in the church which he had built in his boyhood ; and
now and then the old pastor painted pictures of life at Le Bo-
cage, that brought happy tears *o the orphan's eyes. She heard
from time to time of the good the new minister was accom-
plishing among the poor ; of the beneficial influence he exerted,
especially over the young men of the community ; of the
charitable institutions to which he was devoting a large portion
of his fortune

;
of the love and respect, the golden opinions he

was winning from those whom he had formerly estranged by his
sarcastic bitterness.

While Edna fervently thanked God for this most wonderful
change, she sometimes repeated exultingly :.

" Mcin-Iike is it to fall into sin,

Piend-Iike is it to dwell therein,

Chri&t-like is it for sin to grieve,
God-like is it all sin to leave !"

Only one cause of disquiet now remained. The political
storm of 1861 alarmed her, and she determined that if the
threatened secession of the South took place, she would im-
mediately remove to Charleston or Xew Orleans, link her des-
tiny with the cause which she felt was so just, so holy, and
render faithful allegiance to the section she loved so well. She
knew that she could easily obtain a school, or suppoi-t herself
by her pen

; and moreover, a very respectable amount- the
careful savings of sums paid by her publisheivs—was now in
Mr. Andrew's keeping.

One darling, rose-hued dream of her life was to establish a

P-ni
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free-school and circulating library in the village of Chattanooga
;

and keeping this hope ever in view, she had denied herself all

superfluous luxuries, and jealously hoarded her savings.

She felt now th.it, should she b(!Come an invalid, and incap-

able of writing or teaching, the money which Mr. Andrews had

invested very judiciously, would at least supply her with the

necessities of life,*

One evening she held her weekly reception as usual, though

she had complained of not feeling quite well that day.

A number of carriages stood before Mrs. Andrews' door and

many fj-iends who laughed and talked to the governess little

dreamed that it was the last time they would spend an evening

together in her society. The pleasant hours passed swiftly
;

Edna had never conversed more ' gracefully or brilliantly, and

the auditors thought her voice was richer and sweeter than

ever, as she sang the last song and rose from the piano.

The guests took their departure—the carriages rolled away.

Mrs. Andrews ran up to her room, and Edna paused in the

brilliantly lighted parlours to read a note, which had been

handed to her during the evening.

Standing under the blazing chandelier, the face and figure of

this woman could not fail to excite interest in all who gazed

upon her.

She was dressed in plain, black silk, which exactly fitted her

form, and in her hair glowed rich clusters of scarlet sage and

geranium flowers. A s})ray of red fuchsia was fastened by the

beautiful stone cameo that confined her lace collar ;
and, save

the handsome gold bands on her wrists, she wore no other

ornaments.

Felix had given her these bracelets as a Christmas present,

and after his death she never took them off; for inside he had

his name and hers engraved, and between them the word

" Mizpah."

To-night the governess was very weary, and the fair, sweet

face wore its old childish expression of mingh-d hopelessness,

and perfect j)atience, and indescribable repose. As she read,

the tir. 1 look passed away, and over her pallid features, so

daintily sculptured, stole a^ faint glow, such as an ivory Niobe

might borrow from the fluttering crimson folds of silken

shroudings. The peaceful lips stirred also and the low tone was |
full of pathos as slie said :

*' How very grateful I ought to lie. How much I have to
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make me happy, to encourage me to work diligently and faith-

fully. How comforting it is to feel that parents have sufficient

confidence in me to be willing to commit their children to my
care. What more can I wish I My cup is J)rimmed with

blessings. Ah ! why am I not entirely happy V
The note contained the signatures of six wealthy gentlemen,

who requested her acceptance of a tasteful and handsome house,

on condition that she would consent to undertake the education

of their daughters, and permit them to pay her a liberal salary.

,

It was a flattering tribute to the clearness of her intellect,

the soundness of her judgment, the extent of her acquirements,

and the purity of her heart.

While she could not accede to the proposition, she api)reciated

most gratefully the generosity and good opinion of those who

made it.

Twisting the note between her fingers, her eyes fell on the

carpet, and she thought of all her past ; of the sorrows, striiggles,

and heart-aches, the sleepless nights and weary, joyless days

—

first of adverse, then of favourable criticism ; of toiling, hoping,

dreading, praying; and now, in the peaceful zenith of her

triumph, popularity, and usefulness, she realized

"That care and trial seem at last,

Through Memory's sunset air,

Like mountain ranges overpast,

In purple distance fair."

The note fluttered to the floor, the hands folded themselves

together, and she raised her eyes to utter an humble fervent

" Thank God !" But the words froze on her lips ; for as she

looked up, she saw Mr. Murray standing a few feet from her.

" God has pardoned all my sins, and accepted me as a labourer

worthy to enter las vineyard. Is Kdna Earl move righteous

than the Lord she worships V
His face was almost as pale as hers, and his voice trembled

as he extended his arms toward her.

She stood motionless, looking up at him with eyes that

brightened and brightened until their joyful radiance seemed

indeed unearthly ; and the faint, delicate blush on her cheeks

deepened and burned, and with a quivering cry of gladness that

told volumes, she hid her face in her hands.

He came nearer, and the sound of his low, mellow voice

thrilled her heart Jis no other music had ever done.

" Fidiui, iuive.you a right to refuse me forgiveness, when the

blood of Christ has purified me from the guilt of othei" years V

* .1
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She trembled and said brokenly :

'' ^^'' Murray—you never wronged me—and I have nothing
to forgive." °

" Do you still believe me an unprincipled hypocrite V
" Oh ! no, no, no !"

" Do you believe that my repentance has been sincere, and
acceptable to my insulted God I Do you believe that I am' now
as faithfully endeavouring to serve Him, as a i-emorseful man
possibly can 1"

" I hope so, Mr. Murray."
" Edna, can you trust me now?"
Some seconds elapsed before she answered, and then the words

were scarcely audible.
" I trust you."
" Thank God :"

There was a brief pause, and she heard a heavily-drawn si^^h
escape him. ®

" Edna, it is useless to tell you how devotedly I love you, for
you have known that for years ; and yet you have shown mv
love no mercy. But perha])S if you could realize how much I
need your help in my iioly work, how much more good T could
accomplish in tJie world if you were with me, you might listen,
without steeling yourself against me, as you have so long done.'
Can you, will you trust me fully ? (Jan you be a ministei-'s
wife, and aid him as only you can I O my darling, my darling !

I never expect to b(^ worthy of you ! But you can make me lels
unworthy

! My own darling, come to me."
He stood within two feet of her, but he was—too humbh; ?

Nay, nay, too prouvl to touch her without permission.
Her hands fell from her crimson cheeks, and she looked up

at the countenance of her king.
In her fond eyes he seemed noble and sanctified, and worthy

of all confidence; and as he opened his arms once n<ove, she
glided into them and laid her head on his slioulder, whisper-
ing

" Oh ! I trust you ! I trust you fully !"

' A.sk me no more : tliy fate and mine are .sealed :

1 afcrove against the stream, and all in vain

:

bet the great liver take me to the main :

No more, dear love, foi' at a touch I yield :

Ask me no more."

Standing in the clo.se, Umdev clasp of his st
listened to

rony arms, sJie

a narration of his grief and loneliness, his hopes and
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fears, his desolation and struggles and prayers during theirlong separation. Then for the first time^ho learned tlat hehad come more than once to New York, solely to see her, hav!ing exacted a promise from Mr. Manning that he would notbetray his presence in the city. He had followed her a adis ance, as she wandered with the children through the pa -kand once in the ramble, stood so close to her, that he put out

ium with all that had ever passed between them on the subjectof his unsuccessful suit
; and during her sojourn in Europeiiad kept him regiilarly advised of the state of her health

^

At last, when Mr. Murray bent his head to press his li,)sagain to hers, he exclaimed, in the old, pleading tone that hidhaunted her memory for years :

» ^*^
^"'^•^ "•*«

" Edna, with all your ineekness you are wilfully proud You
honM"

^'''' r^ "''; '"'^^"'^ nestle your dear head here on myshoulder--why won't you say what you know so well I am

iZeW-'"""'''"^"'
Why won't you say, « St. Elm"

The glowing face was only pressed closer.
" My little darling !"

" O Mr. Murray ! could I be here "

fullvTo'Ir^
"''''"^^ ^''' ^'''^ ^ '"'^ ^^^i*"^g ^^'^ respect-fully to allow you an opportunity of expressing yourself »

JNo answer. o j

He laughed as she had heard him once before, when he tookher in his arms and dared her to look into his eies
• When T heard your books extolled

; when I heard vourpraises from men, women, and children
; when I could scaix^elypick up a paper without finding some mention of your narnlwhen I came here to-night, and paced the pavement, wai W

for your admirers to leave the house; whenever and ;hereve?

moud' F > T '^'*"" ?^»^^"^*--ed, I have been exultinglypioud
!

tor I knew that the heart of the people's pet wasmine, all mine
!

I gloried in the consciousness, which alinesti.xigthened and comforted me, that, despite all thrthe l'ibHccould offer you, despite the adulation of other men, and despi emy utter unworthiness, my own darling was true to me ! t^mtyou never loved any ono but St. Elmo Murray ! And .s Godreigns ahovo us hi« h'lnrv '-n-i i < ^

, •-' - ""' "•• ".ipp> ^yOlhl x;.,.us no mail .SO m-Prpfnl gohappy, so proud as I am ! No man so resolved to prove him
self worthy of his treasure ! Edna, looking back Lross tk

bg^gwjiinTiiiMjwiiii
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dark year;; that liave gone so heavily over my head, and com-
paring you my pure, precious darling, with that woman, whom
in my boyhood I selected for my lifo companion, I know not
whether I am most humble, or grateful, or proud !

' Ah ! who am I, that God hafch sav-d
Me from the doom I did do?\ •«.

And crossed the lot mys.if haa craved,
To set me higlier ?

What have I dont that h.' vhmihl bow
From heaven tr. choose a wife for me ?

And what ileserved, he shcild endow
My hoaie with thee !'

"

m

As Mr. Hammond was lot nMe to take the fatiguing jour-
ney north, and Et^na wouicl not permit tinv om' else to perform
her m.u'riage ceremony, she s<nt Mr. Murray home without
aer, promisuig to come to the p.irsoiiagc a^ early as possible.

\r. juid Mrs. Andrews were deeply pained" by the intdli-
,^eneo of her approaching departure, and finally they consented
lU Afrcompany her on her journey,

J'.ie last day of the orphan's sojourn in New York was s]>cnt
at the quiet spot where Felix slept Ins last sleep ; and it caused
her poignant grief to bid good-bye io his resting place, which
was alniost as dear to her as the grave of her grandfather.
Iheir affexition had been so warm, m sacred, that she clung
tondly to his memory

; and it was not until she reached the
old depot, where carriages were waiting for the party, that the
shadow of that day entirely left her countenance.

In accordance with her own request, Edna did not see Mr
Murray again until the hour appointed for their marriage.

It was a bright, beautiful afternoon, warm with sunshine
when she jjermitted Mrs. Murray to lead her into the study
where the party had assembled. Mr. and Mrs. Andi-ews,
Hattie, Huldah, and the white-haired pastor, were all there

;

and when Edna entered, Mr. Murray advanced to meet her,
and received her hand from his mother.

,.J^^^
orphan's eyes were bent to the Hoor, and never once

lifted, even when the trembling voice of her beloved pastor pro-
nounced her St. Elmo Murray's wife. The intense pallor of her
face frightened Mrs. Andrews, who watched her with suspended
)roat,!, ;>,iif. f»nce moved cr.gorly toward her. Mr. Murray felt
her lean more heavily against him , rrig the ceremony /:u.id.

lit:'''.

Mm
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now turning to take her in his arms, he hhw thut \un- oyela-shes

was pSng"
^"' ^J-ek«-she had lost all eonseiousness'of what

.nJrhon flf '/l
^'1'^ ^^°'^ .she recovered fully fVo,n the attack;and when the blood showed itself a-ain in lips that were kisse(so epeatedly, Mr. Murray lifted he^ from the sofa in the tudyand passing his arm around iier, said :

^'

shall be no more books written ! No more study, nJmore toil

you love so well, ^ ,^^^^ j^^j^, .^^^^^^ ^^^^^ ^^^^.^^^^ ^^^ 1^ ^^^^

i'e vou h. V
"^'

'f'^^i
'^ "'" ""^' '^"'^ ^ •'^^''^" ^^k^ ^'"-^^ of the

Come h. ri"'^^^^-,;^''"'.^^'^
"^ ^""'' inordinate ambition.».vome, the fresh air will revive you "

na^onL'^^i
"^ "?'""''

1

under "the" honeysuckle arch over thepaisoiidge gate where the carriage was waiting to take them toLe Bocage, and Mr. Murray asked

:

•' Are you strong enough to go to the Church ]

"

well again!"'
^""'' ^''''^ ^" ^''''''''^ ^''^''^-

^ ^'" perfectly

cairfefherTn^tl'^'.'''"''' T^ ^^' ^'^"'^ ^^^^- ^^^ ^^^ -•»- -"^

«IreaL nv? '-M f'
^'^^^^^.'^gl^t ^^-o^i the richly-tinted glas

Sh f!,
-^^^«^i>»'gf,^-pipes and sculptured columns.

^

•md onfv r 1f^"f^f «^1«^«^' both knelt before the shining altar,and only God heard their prayers of gratitude.

Edna's'anT'l ^r'""'/- ^/'- ^^"^"^'^^^ ^^"^ °"^ ^'^' ^'^''^^' took

maved' ?o^ d ^^°i^^"^'
' '^,

^^^ on the top of the balustrade, hepiayed aloud, asking God's blessing on their marria-e and fer-vently dedicating all their future to his work

TanUeof f T^'! ^?n^t"''
^'"^^' ^^'"'""^g- ^1^''«"«1^ the red

Edna felt as if her heart could not hold all its measureless

to the ser .•; IT ''l^-''
'^^'^"'*^>^ consecrating their livesto itxe service of Jesus ( lirist

eyf'urrM^'r*'';-'''"""""^-'^^
'"'"> ^^"^^ *^'« tears in his

pinion ;. f^^;,^^^«n was complete; and now to be his con-
I'anion through all the i-emanung years of their earthly pilgrim.

I-.
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age, to be allowed to help liim and love him, to walk heaven-
ward with her hand in his

; this—this was the crowninj? "lory
and richest blessing of liei- life,

' '^

When his prayer ended, she hiid her head down on the altar-
railing, and sobbed like a child.

In the orange glow of a wintry sunset, they came out and sat
down on the steps, while a pair of spotless, white pigeons perched
on tJie blood-stain

; and Mr. Murray put his arm around Edna,
and drew her face to his bosom,

" Darling, do you remoTnl>er that once, in the dark days of
my reckless sinfulness, I asked you one night, in the library at
Le Bocage, if you had no faith in me? And you repeated so
vehemently, 'None, Mr. Murray?'"

" O sir
! do not think of it. Why recur to what is so painful

and so long past ? Forgive those words and forget them !

JNever was more implicit faith, more devoted aftection, given to
any human being than I give now to you, Mr. Murray

;
you,

who are my first and my last and my only love."
8he felt his arm tighten around her waist, and his tears fell

on her forehead, as he bowed his face to hers.
'' Forgive

! Ah my darling ! do you recollect also that I told
you then that the time would come when your dear lips would
ask pardon for what they uttered that night, and that when
that hour arrived I would take my revenge ! My wife ! my
pure, noble, beautiful wife ! give me my revenge, for I cry with
the long-banished Roman :

* Oh ! a kiss—long as my exile,
Sweet as my revenge !'

"

He put his hand under her chin, drew the lips to his, and
kissed them repeatedly,

Down among the graves, in the broA^n grass and withered
leaves, behind a tall shaft, around which coiled a carved marble
serpent with hooded head-there, amid the dead, crouched a
woman s figure, with a stony, gray, Gorgonian face, and writh-
ing lips, and blue chatoyant eyes, that glared with murderous
hate at the sweet, holy countenance of the happy bride. When
St. Elmo tenderly kissed the pure lips of his wife, Agnes Powell
smothered a savage cry, and Nemesis was satisfied as the
wretched woman fell forward on the grass, sweeping her yellow
hair over her eyes, to shut-out the vision that maddeiunl her.

1 hen and there, for the first time, as she sat enfolded by hei-
husband's arm, Edna felt that she could thank him for the
monument erected over her grandfather's grave.
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)u the altjir-

is tears foil

The light fivled slowly in the West, the pigeons ceased their
fluttering about the belfry, and as Ik; turned to ciuit the church,
so dear to both, Mr. Murray stretched his liand toward the ivy-
clad vault, and said solemnly :

"I throw all mournful years behind me; and, by the grace
of God, our new lives, commencing this hallowed day, shall
make noble amends foi- the wasted past. Loving each other
aiding each other, serving Christ, through whose atonement
alone I have been saved from eternal ruin. To Thy merciful
guidance, O Father ! we commit our future."

Edna looked reverently tip at his beaming countenance,
whence the shadows of hate and scorn had long since passed

;

and, as his splendid eyes came back to hers, reading in her
beautiful, pure face all her love and confidence and hapj)y hope,
he drew her closer to his bosom, and laid his dark cheek oil
hers, saying fondly and proudly :

" My wife, my life. Oli ! we will walk this world,
Yoked in all exercise of noble end.
And so through those dark gates across the wild
That no man knows. My hopes and thine are one.
Accomplish thou my manhood, and thyself,
Lay thy sweet liands in mine and trust to me."
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PEOSPECTUS.

Belford's Monthly Magazine.

FIRST ISSUE, NOVEMBER 22nd, 1876.

FrtMiucnt attempts have been made to establish on a stable basis a Cana-

dian Monthly Magazine. The undersij^mcd, in lookiny back upon the failure

of these several attempts, are not (lisc(juraj;cd in their determination to place a

new majjazine vipon the Canadian market. They believe that the causes of

past failures are not such as they are generally stated to be, and that there is

ample room in the Dominion for a Monthly which shall l)e of a jiopular char-

acter without being inferior in a literary point of view.

Of necessity, there is not that breadth and depth of culture in a young

country, just h(.\\n from the bush, that there is in a country whose civilization

dates back to the dawn of hi^tory, and whose splendid seats of learning have

been for centuries the nurseries of its best talent. It may be that this fact has

not been sufficiently recognised by the publishers of Canadian magazines, and

that some of them, at all events, have failed in aiming too high. The encour-

agement of a Canadian literature is a praisworthy object ; but it is almos

certain to fail of its purpose unless the efforts at encouragement are, for as long

as need l)c, strengthened by a depenflence upon the literature of older countries,

particularly of England. A writer nnist live ; to live he must be properly

paid for his labour; and to be projierly paid for his labour, it is of paramount

importance that the whole available commercial held should be cultivated to

the fullest extent. The general popularity of the Magazine is the prime

requisite to a virile Canadian literature.

The publishers of Bki.fokh's Moniih.v .Maca/.inf. propose to draw out

Canadian talent by backing it up with the literary jiroducts of other countries,

which it is no derogation to Canada to say have more strength and flavour than

those of a yt>ung dei)cndency can possibly have, however promising its literary

talent may be. Nothing worthy will be rejectc 1 from its colui.uis because it i

Canadian; but nothing of natisc ]>ro(iiniitin will be forced upon its reader,

out of a sentimental consideration for what i- sometimea flippantly called tin

" cncouragenuMil of Canadian literature."

As tlic M.iga/iiu: v,ill hnve fall m it riiu '.
I'

)firotuse

mises of what it will contain are as unnecessary as they would be foreign to the

taste of the publishers. Their wish is to make it a Peojile's Magazine in every

sense ; and no reasonable expense will be sj)ared to accomplish this end. l\
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various departments will be in the hands of competent persons, and its contents

will be varied to suit all classes of readers.

The publishers have great pleasure in being able to announce that they

have made anongtments with two well-known novelists, one English and one
/\mtrican, for the publication of serials from their pens. The first number wi'l

contain the earlier chapters of

WHAT HE COST HER,
by Mr. JAMES I'ayn, authcr of "Lost .Sir Massingberd," and oilier popular

novels; and, also the initial chapters of Dr. J. G. IIom.and'.s ("Timothy
Titcomb's ") new story

NICHOLAS MINTURN.
These engagements have been made at considerable cost ; but the publishers

are confident that their enterprize and outlay in this respect will be amply
rewarded. Hoth stories will a])pear in Canada, England and the L'nited Slates

simultaneously
; and the publishers kv] no little pride in being able to an-

nounce that this will be the fir.st time in the histoiy of Canada in which sudi a

thing will have taken place.

Some of the ablest writers in the Dominion have premised papers on sub-

jects of interest.

Besides the two serials spoken of, the first number will contain a short

.story by a Canadian writer
; papers on subjects interesting to every Canadian

reader; poetic contributions; comments on leading Topics of the Times f

Scientific, Musical, and Educational Notes ; and reviews of the principal pub-
lications of the day.

There will also be a de]\irtment devoted Ui matters of a lighter character.

The Magazine will, each month, contain an alphabetical list of all the

Books in the English language, jinblished throughout the world, giving the
name of the publisher, tlie p'ace and dale of publication, the price, .size, &c.
This list will be found exceedingly useful to librarians, booksellers and the
geneial public.

Each number will be illustrated.

Confident that the field oflered by the Dominion is large enough for thi>

enterprize, and that the Magazine will be a welcome visitor in many thousands
of Canadian households, the publishers have much pleasure in vubmitting it to

a public which their experience justifies them in characterizing as appreciative.

SUBSfRIl-riON I'KICE $3.00 Pl.R ANNIM. SiNGI.I.. Coi'II-.S 30 Ci;.\Ts.

y '\. -M

UliU litiUniEIiS
II, Rankin Block,

CoLiiOkivK Strkei', Toronto.
Publishers.
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