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LOVES DIVINE ALCHEMY.

CHAPTER 1L

s Old friends to talk 1—
Ay, bring those chosen few, 3

The wise, the courtly, and the true,
So rarely found.” .
v —Robert Messenger,
- THE long September day is gradually drawing to a close,
as two travelers on horseback slowly wend their way alongan
unfrequented path, one of the many leading across lots from
the main road, about seven miles from the city of Beaufort,
in the State of North Carolina, in the year eighteen hundred
and fifty-two, before the pestilential breath of war has
passed over this fair land. As they draw rein upon the
brow of a hill along which runs a tall hedge comgletely bar-
ring their farther progress, we will take a good look at them,
for truly they are goodly to look upon. The one, a gentle-
man in the prime oflife, tall, and of rather slight build, with
.large dark eyes, deep set and earnest-looking, a gleam of
white teeth beneath his heavy-black maustache, with a world
of pentup energy in his every;movement. He raises his
hat to cool his brow which is white as snow, while his hair

18 already slightly sprinkled with gray. He looks as he is, -
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6 LOVE'S DIVINE ALCHEMY.

—a kingamongimen. He turns to his companion with a
quizzical, half puzzled look upon his face and laughter in his
eyes. The face upturned to meet his gaze is that of a girl of
perhaps thirteen summers. She answers his’ glance with .
one of roguish enthusiasm, and exclaims :

“ Papa, I do believe we are lost. But could there be found
a more delightful place in which to lose one’s way ? ”

Waving her hand in the direction of the outspread land-
scape and raising herself on one foot in the stirrup, she sways
as light and graceful as a fairy, opening a pair of large blue
eyes rather far apart beneath a broad, low brow. A wealth
of flaxen hair is floating over her shoulders, her color coming
and going, showiixg the beauty of her complexion. A small,.
well-shaped head, ears as tiny as ears can be, pink as sea-
shells and nearly as transparent, one tiny gaiter showing
beneath the neat blue serge dress, she looks- very womanly,
and is often called by this loving papa his ¢ child-woman,”
she is such'a companion and such a good traveler. Reach-
ing out her hand, she gathers a handful of rose-leaves, and
crushing them inhales their fragrance. The tall hedge bar-
ring their progress claims our attention. An intermingling
of magnolia trees (rising}tall and stately, with wide-spread-
ing branches loaded with its large broad leaves of that
pale green tint so restful to ttke;'e, glistening® amid the
leaves half hidden and half rev are its huge snow-ball
blossoms. Seeming to vie with these giant-trees, as well
in height as in beauty, are innumerable wistarias thh their
rope-like stems and pale heliotrope blossoms, makmg a very
bower of beauty as they rear their tall heads e/erywhere

amid their branches. Climbing roses of various hues com-
" .




LOVE'S DIVINE ALCHEMY. 7

~

pletely cover the trunks and lower limbs, loaded with buds
and blossoms flinging their fragrance far and wide. As far
as eye can reach may be seen great fields of sugar-cane with
long ribbon-like leaves gently swayed b} the evening breeze
like pennons gaily fluttering.  Farther to the right are broad
fields of cotton, its white wealth showing everywhere amid
the green of its leaves, as though impatient for the harvest,
As the breeze sighs among its swaying stalks and the little
click of its bursting covering is heard, a feeling of weirdness
steals overone ; they seem to beckon slyly, and with many
ittle nods and winks say : ¢ I will replenish your jewel case;
itis I that will paint the old buildings, and care for the
poor and helpless ;” and thus one might easily imagine them
a people whispering together, and exulting in their wealth ;
‘and when the stalks bend beneath their weight, they are
like an army, bubbling with laughter which they are barely
able to suppress. All along the hedges and among the
trees are strewn flowers of the most gorgeous hues, those
which denizens of colder climes find it hard to cultivate,
except in hot-houses ; scattered eyerywhere over )m the
landscape are clumps of lemon and orange trees, the gold
of their fruit gleaming.amid their small,’glossy Jleaves Jof
darkest green. As our travelers are lost in admiration of
this wohderful scene, they make a movement as if to return
the way they have come. ‘I am perfectly mystified. I re-
member the last time I was here I came by this very path,
and drew rein just here, to admire the Scene. The house
was plainly visible around thathill, showing white amid
the surrounding trees.”

“ ¢ And yet, papa, we were told in Beaufort that Mr. Mont--

gomery still lived here.”

o
TR,



Lo e e

FEEI AN
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“ Yes, else I should not have set Qut:" PP N

At this juncture they are startled by a voice seemingly
from beneath the horse’s feet. Turning, they behold a youth
of perhaps fifteen years of age, a tall, graceful boy, with little
rings of bair as _black as ebony curling tightly around a
high, white forehead on which is stamped the impress of in-
tellect ; eyes large and dark, deep as wells, with a tinge of
sadness in their depths, as though the seriousness of man-
hood were already encroaching upon the domain which
childhood alone should occupy ; with cheeks like roses ;
dressed in white, which, in the morning, had been spotless,
but now’ showing many a mark of this long, happy day,
élimbing fruit trees, or lying idly beneath hedges, from
which last position he has seen the strangers, and been a
listener to all that has transpired, not feeling any interest
until he hears the name of Montgomery, when, springing
from his covert, holding a Pghama hat, rather the worse for
wear, in his hand, he | what he is, a little gentleman
from the top of his curly head to the tip of his worn patent-
leather gaiter. Coming swiftly forward, he extends his hand
with such an air of good-fellowship that he immediately
wins both their hearts, as with a grave inclination of the
head he says :

“Tamsure you are papa’s friend from up North.”

“You have hit the truth, my little man ; and, if I mistake
not, you are none other than the son of Edward Mont-

-gomery ? ” .

“ The same, sir ; and I see you'are about to make us a
visit.”

A< A short one. Allow me : this is my daughter, Angelica
Colcord. I hope you will be good friends.”
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« It will be_no fault of mine if we are not.” Stepping
nimbly around, and grasping the extended hand, adding
with a naive, unembarrassed air: “ I am very happyjto
make your acquaintance, You are right,” turning to the
gentleman ; “ this was the right way long ago, but there
isa shor;er one ; and this was closed some years ago. I.
think we can use it for onge/ though, to save time, if I can
open the gate. Some of the people made it surreptitiously;;
they grieve so to give up old ways. I suppose you know
next to nothing about them ? ” turning to the travelers, all
the fime hard at work wrenching away the vines, sending
sholyers of rose leaves in all directions, and bringing to
view a rude gate which swings easily upon its thinges of
wood.

“You had better dismount, else the vines may entangle
you,” and suiting the action*o the word, he assists An'gelica
to the ground, and throwing the bridle rein over his arm
he walks by her side ; and so they pass on, all unconscious
of the scowling, vindictive looks that follow their every
movement from beneath the hedge, where lies the twin
brother of Harry. So much alike are they in form and
feature, that no one, excepting the mother, is able to dis-
tinguish the one from the other, and even she has a few

-times been at fault; but here ends the resemblance. In

disposition they are the exact opposite : Harry, as we have
seen, all truth and gentleness, beaming with glad boyish-;
ness and affection ; Harold, cold, calcul:;ting, stubborn,
morose, unthankful, but well he understands the art of
masking his face in the smiles which are at part of
Harry’s speaking countenance ; he has sometimes thereby
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10 LOVE'S DIVINE ALCRENY.

secured a double share of pocket money, or Harry’s
part of some tid-bit saved specially for the boys, and when
Qiscovered, instead of being punished, as he deserved, for
his duplicity, he was laughed at : it was considered a good
joke by these loving, indulgent parents. This one inci-
dent of Harry’s hastening to the rescue of the strangers
entirely forgetful of self, while his brother remains an

idle spectator, well illustrates the disposition of both.

After a while, he crawls from his place of concealment ;
shaking himself free from grass and leaves, he proceeds,
muttering, across lots to the cabin of an old nurse, who
delights in spoiling him. As they make their way around
the brow of the hill, they pause for another view of the
surrounding country, Judge Colcord, turning to meet the:
young people, smiling one "of those rate smiles which
light up his whole face, says : *Iunderstand how it is now ;
the trees have grown so that they hide the house from
view ; but otherwise it is little changed. It must be—yes it
is—very near sixteen years since I was last here.”



. taking their ease in the cool of the evening; as they.

'LOVE’S DIVINE ALCHEMY. 1

CHAPTER II. -

*¢ An exquisite incompleteness, blossom foreshadowing fruit ;
A sketch faint in its beauty, with promise of fature worth ; .
A plant with some leaves unfolded, and the rest asleep at its
root ‘
To deck with fature sweetness the fairest thing on the earth.”
—Anon,

THis home of the Montgomerys deserves more than a

passing glance. A long, low,* rambling building, with

many added wings _reaching out like arms to—grasp and
retain the numerous choice vines and climbing roses
which adorn its walls. It is surrounded on every side by
a broad verandah, furnished with soft, low easy-chairs,
small light bles, with hgre and there a hassock of

softest velv Asthey near the place, every door, window

and post seem instinct with life, for here the servants are

fiy in every direction, with their gay colors _and flying
ribbens, they may be likened to a flock of birds hastily

disturbed by a sportsman. Finding seats for the new .

comers, Harry dispatches one servant in search of his
Papa, another for refres| ts, with injunctions_to bring a
pitcher of milk and anything else they can lay hands on.
Three or four of the servants are jostling each other to be
the first to execute his commands, as well as to get -a
nearer view of the,strangers. Becoming impatient, Harry
starts out, after excusing himself, and quickly returns,
leading his papa by the hand, anxious to see if the old
friends will -recognise each other. He is not long left in

A4
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-doubt ; in spite_ pf'j;ga,; of separation, they clasp hands
as though parted but yesterday, and Mr. Montgomery
with a beaming smile exclaims : -

-

“ Now, I consider this kind, Colcord, that you should
come to hunt us up. Thrice welcome, dear friend.”

And two servants appearing with each a tray of cake,
strawberries and cream, oranges and plums of darkest
hue, they are soon in pleasant converse and happy
laughter as they recall bygone hours. Angelica draws the
attention of Harry to the many houses to be seen in the
distance, in long rows, small, rough, white-washed, not
unlike farm out-buildings in the North.

1, Those ! oh those are the quarters for the field hands.
Is this your first experience of plantation life ? ”

“ My very first. I read Uncle Tom’s cabin ; do you
think he reaily was whipped to death? Do you ever whip
yours ? » -

She stops suddenly, feeling herself on dangerous ground,
but is quickly reassured-by hearing from her companion
a gay, ringing laugh.

“ I plainly see, I shall have to take you around, that
you may see for yourself this suffering, kill-:used people.
So sorry mamma is away, else we would keep }ou for a long
" visit.” .

‘“We could not remain; we are on the way to Florida,
where I shall remain all winter with mamma, or until she
is strong. We left her resting at the hotel in Beau-
fort, as we resums our journey in the moraing. We
learned before we left that your mamma was away in
Washington, is she not?”

s
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¢ Yes, making a long promised ‘visit to Aunt Helene,

mamma’s only sister. And now for the quarters. You are
-~ sure you-willlike togo?”

¢ Oh, above all things.”

He hurries her along, talking at random, as happy
people do.

1 hope you are teachable. What may I call you?”

“Iam called Ange! at home ; but that is so absurd,
fancy béfing called Angel fifty times a day.”

¢ Let me be absurd. I think I rather like it.”

At the first cabin visited, 4 negress is standing in the door
in her surprise, completely barring the entrance, so huge
is she. Angel thinks she must have been fed upon all the
dainties the land can produce, and in abundance too.
Rolling her eyes until only the whites are visible, she ex-
claims, in a high-pitched, shrill voice: *‘ Laws, Mars Hal,
where you done got this booful gal?” at the same time
reaching out, and letting the long, fair hair fall through her
fingers ; raising her voice until it wakes the echoes, she
screams : “ Here you niggers, Luce' Dick! Josh! Ben !
where is ye? Come hyar quicks you can. Mars Hal gone
and brought angel, hair like corn-silk.”

Pushing past, and entering. the cabin, Harry with a digni-
fied air exclaims : ‘

“ Auntie! I am ashamed for you ; where are your man-
ners ?” At the same time, turning eyes brimming with
laughter upon his companion: ¢ No more doubt, now,
about your name;” adding aloud with mock gravity : “ This

. is Miss Colcord, the.daughter of papa’s old friend from
up North.” i

FTAT X 2y o3 o




14 LOVE’S DIVINE ALCHEMY.,

They pass on fromcabin to cabin, each spotlessly clean,
although rough and nearly destitute of furniture, with the
exception of here and there a broken easy-chair propped
up, and their comfortable beds. In all directions, negroes
of all sizes are lying about, sometimes on rude benches,
but more often stretched at full length upon the grass ; all
friendly, pressing them to partake of sweets. Angel is all
curiosity, thinking it a scene to remember_a lifetime. At
each cabin something has been presented to her: a nut
from some curious tree, a shell from the bed of the ocean,
a pressed flower from some far distant clime, a lily that
only blooms oncein a century, in full bloom now ; and, in
some cases, a fan of fragrant wood, or a: choice piece of
jewelry, for Angel has bestowed her smiles right and left;
her gentle heart is touched by so much kindness to a stran-
ger. She is both surprised and delighted at seeing such
friendly relations existing between master and man. As
they retrace their steps, they are positively laden with all
they can carry. As they step upon the verandah, Angel
with a rueful look exclaims: ¢ How shall we ever manage
all this on horéeback ? ”

The gentlemen coming forward start back with the
words : “ What have we here ? ” They are assured they are
all very nice things which have been given Angel at the
quarters. Just then Harry feels himself drawn to one
side, and in a whisper which resembles-the rumbling of
distant thunder, an old negro,bowed with age, asks:
“Mars Hal, you’s sure they isn’t'spying? ” Being greeted
by a look of scorn from Harry and a shout of laughter

from the rest“of the party, he hobbles away, muttering
as he goes.
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Angel, drawing close to the side of her papa, looking up
eagerly in his face, says: “I am so glad we came, papa.
Such kind hearts! ¢And kind hearts are more than cor-
onets, and simple faith than Norman blood.’ Only see, some
of these have been treasured for years.” As she speaks,
she holds up a coral pin : “ This is real ; fthere is no imita-
tion about this,”

They hasten their preparations for departure. The gentle-
men standing together, Mr. Montgomery remarks : ¢ There
is no veneer about the coloured race ; remember that, Col-
cord. They are a wonderful people.”

“ T am not likely to forget it, neither shall T ever forget
this visit.”

“ No more will they ; it will be something for them to
talk about for months. Have you nevernoticed that the
narrower a person’s sphere is, the more they manage to
crowd into it and keep it in memory ? ”

“Yes, and I have also noticed that those who cannot read
or write are more observing ; they have only the sense of
outward things,—what they see.”

“Yes, that isvery true ;but a great many of them can
read, a few canwrite.”

“ You surprise me. How are they taught? ”

“ My wife taught a few, and they teach each _other.
Some of them are really intelligent, and a rore industrious
people it would be hard to find.”

“1 think they are also affectionate, are they not? ”

“ Most affectionate, constant, cheerful, but very impro-
vident.” *

—_—

Y . .
* That’s easily accounted for, for the system subjects
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them to such dependence, Do you rea:lly think it ever was,
or ever will be, a blessing to anyone, this system of owning
humanity ? ” :

“You are right; it is a ball of fire that one dare not
touch, this question of slavery. Older heads than ours and
wiser, too, have puzzled over it ; but there- it remains, and
there it will remain.” T

“ Not necessarily ; you owners are the ones to co-operate
if you are assured it is a curse,” -

<% A curse? Of course, I am assured of it, so are hundreds
of others in my position ; but how many would go with me
heart and hand against it? Not one.”

“Well, it is- a vexed question. Yours seem happy,
though ; I never saw people more merry.”

“Yes, ours and a few others ; but sometimes they are sold,
and parted ; it breaks their hearts, and they often die.”

Harry now tells the gentlemen that he has ordered Letty
and the phaeton for their benefit, and he will ride the judge’s
cob, with Angel. The presents are safely packed (with an
elegant little workbox, that is his own special gift)'~ ina
good strong box, and placed in the phaeton, all declaring
Harry a perfect general for planning. As the phaeton disap-
pears around a bend in the road, they mount leisurely,
and for one moment thre horses’ heads are turned in the
direction of the quarters. Hearing a deep sigh from his
~companion, Harry turns quickly and exclaims, ¢ Why so
sad?” :

“ 1t is a sad thing to think of. ”

“1 do not understand in the least what you refer to.”

“ Why, that I have met and spoken to all those people,
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and never, for one moment, remembered to point them to.
Heaven or mention the Master’s name. Can we not
return?”

« 1 am afraid not, we shall be late asit is. Do not feel so-
sad about it; some of them already know the way to that
land of pure delight, as they call it. They are praying
loudly-for you by this.”

“ But, only think, I a.ccepted their presents and utterly
forgot the message.”

“ Well, I am sure you can send a message by me, anﬂ
they will like it all the better that you remembered them.”

“Can I? so Ican; but that I should forget! Are we
not wonderful ?” ‘

“You may be, but there is nothing very wonderful
about me.”

“You know very well that I do not mean ourselves ; I
mean the human race.” ’

As their laughter is borne upon the“evening air, mingled
with the thud of the horses’ feet upon the hard road, we
are inclined to think that they puzzle their heads little
about the abstruse questions which are uppermost in the
minds of their elders. After a little gallop the horses.
come down to a walk. Angel is the first to speak. “I
wonder what. (fxe message will be? And shall I write it or
will you telI it to them?”

“1 q;inot tell as yet ; we will leave it for further consi- -
deration. I am sure, though, that it will be far more effec-
tive than anything that could have been saxd in the hurry
and'excitement of the moment.”

“ Do you think they would understand the one in the-
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fourteenth chapter of John, second versté: ‘In my
Father’s house are many mansions ; if it ¥ere not so I
would have told you. 1 go to prepare a placg for you.’
I would love to send that, as it is the first one I ever
learned with my heart.” - o

“ Had you learned others before with your head, or
your brain ?”

¢“ There, you are just right ; I had, but I never put it like
that. before.” . .

“ They know it, nearly all of them, and a great many
more. You should hear them on Sunday. They have their

"~ 7 preacher, and pray and sing, and, really, their services are

very interesting—so hearty. I.often went out with mamma
to listen to them.” ,

“You surprise me. It really is wonderful.”

“Then sometimes, when work is nearly done for the
day, they will commence and sing one of their stirring
hymns from beginning to end, and some of them have
really good voices. How does it happen you are so
anxious? Why do you not talk to me ?”

“ T hope there is no need of that; I think you already
know and love our Heavenly Father.”

‘“We are but children ; why, you are not more than
fourteen, are you?”

“I am nearly fourteen. I am capable of loving my
earthly papa, surely I can as easily love my Heavenly
Father ; and, when we love one, is it not easy to do that
one’s bidding—but I am so forgetful.”

‘¢ Has he bid you tell these people ?

“Why, yes; what could be more explicit than the

7Y
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second verse of the tenth chapter of Luke: ¢ Therefo;"e,
said He unto them, the harvest truly is great, but the
labourers are few. Pray ye therefore the Lord of the har-
vest that He would send forth labourers into His harvest,’
and a great many more.”

¢ Tell me one, and I will find it for myself.” .

“In one place he says that ¢ For the earth shall be filled
with the glory of the Lord, as the waters cover the sea,’
and how can that be unless we all work. The first Sun-
day I ever went to school I had no book, and mamma gave
me a tiny testament of papa’s—his amma had given it to
him when he went to college, all black and gold—it ‘was
years ago, as much as six, I think ; I had often seen it on
his book-shelf, but I had it for my very own, and the
teacher seemed to be just interwoven with the lesson, so
earnest and reverent, and with that irresistible fascination
which holds one’s attention in spite of one ; and all at
once it came to my heart with such force, you know how
dreadfully one feels when one has been very disobedient,
done very wrong, that it seems—well, I can hardly explain,”
with a little gesture of despair. Her companion bowing
gravely she proceeds, “ And I thought bad I not loved papa
any better or thought of him any more often than I had of
this gracious, kind, Heavenly Father, how badly he .would
feel ; then, after I got home I read all about. ity ang here
was a mansion prepared for me. It might be T should
want it in a month, or a week, or a year, and al} at once
a great flood of love rushed into my heart, as you some-
times see the sunlight fill a room when the blinds are
paclosed. Well, I made up my mind to hunt the book all

°
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-through and find out everything He wishes me to do, and
then run to obey. Love does make such willing feet.”

“ You were very fortunate to settle the question that
easily.”

“But it was not easy at all. I was tormented and
plagued by the thought that I was but a child. Then,I
went to mamma, she was so comforting to me, and found all
the nice verses that I did not know about, where He
says : ‘Suffer little children to come unto me and forbid them
not’ And again in the ninth chapter of Mark, ¢And
He took a child and set him in the midst of them, and
when He had taken him in His arms, He said unto them :
Whosoever shall recexve one of such children in my name
receiveth me ; a.nd whosoever shall receive me receiveth
not me but, Him that sent me It means anyone. And
Samuel, when he heard God’s voice calling 'him, was not as
old as I am.”

*“ Pardon me, but have you learned the whole book?
because, if you have, it will be very discouraging as an
example for me.” .

“Who said you were to take me for an example? I am
sure I never thought of such a thing, I will tell you no
more. The whole book, indeed ! ”

“ Why, I consider that a regular compliment, What did
you find next ? ” But she is away like the wind, with tightly
closed lips, and as he overtakes her, trying to make his
peace with her, he sees that she actually has tears in her
eyes, But heis not easily putoff ; and she is brimming with
her subject, and so after a little gay banter they come
around on:theo“a ground, andshe, leaning slightly forward

- - (
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so that he cannot see her face, goes on almost as though
she were alone:

“ Wherefore take unto you the whole armour of God,
that ye may be able to withstand in the evil day, and

-having done all, to stand.”

« Where are the words ; can you remember ? ”

¢ In the sixth chapter of Ephesians. Have you not seen
oxen working, what heavy loads they draw, and how easily
and patiently they do their work?” .

*¢ Are you going to liken us to oxen?”

“ Far from it ; we are not as patient, as unwearying. Only
think for a moment how they would work with a light
harness on; it would draw this way and that, and fret
them. They are made for the yoke, and the yoke is made
for them. Just so is the armour made for us ; if we do not
put it on we are useless. But here we are at our destina-
tion. Who would imagine we have ridden seven miles ? ”

« I should say you have put the time in very well. Here
we are at the hotel, and papa awaiting us,”

They are already well acquainted ; and when told that
they are to remain for the night, as Mr. Montgomery has
decided to see the last of the travelers in the morning, they
are much pleased.

-~
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CHAPTER IIL

«Up! time will tell the morning bell
Its service song has chimed well ;
‘The aged crone keeps house alone,
The reapers to the field have gone. L/
Lose not these hours, so cool, so gay,
Lo while thou sleep’st they haste away.”
— Foanna Baillie.

THE morning finds our herome early astir, and as she
waits for a moment at the foot of the stairs, Harry
comes flying down to meet her. After a hearty exchangé
of good mornings, Angel does not wait long before she
asks: i

“ Do you know of what I was thinking last night?”

« Unfortunately, I have not the gift of reading the
thoughts of the absent.”

« Well, after our talk, and I had bidden mamma good
night, I could not sleep until I had settled the question
about the message ; and I thought I would buy The Book,
and then we could mark the texts; but I suppose the
stores will not open for hours yet, and we leave at nine-
thirty. How do you think it will do? Why do you not
sy eak ? I see, you do not like it.” .

« On the contrary, I like it very much. I was thinking
I will gofto Jenkins’ house and bring him out to open the
store.” V

« That is a capital idea. I will ask mamma if I may
accompany you, and bring my hat, then we can select it
together.”
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They are soon on their way-back with a fairly well
bound copy of the Bible, the book of books. Redching
the house tl{ey receive a summons to breakfast, to which
they are quite ready to respond, after their early walk.
Breakfast over, they all adjourn to the verandah for a
final chat, where the marking of the texts is gone on with,
after frequent consultations and references to the small
Book before alluded to. After patiently waiting until all
are finished, Harry extends his hand for the Book, saying:

“You are to make me your ambassador. I am to keep
the Book 2nd readit to them.” ’

Reaching out her hand, she places it upon his arm :

- Not my ambassador, surely. I will mark one for your
own self.” Quickly turning the leaves, she places a mark
on the sixteenth verse of the third chapter- of Malachi;
Daniel, chapter twelve, verse third. “ How mamma would

win,ser, she told me of a httle girl who “interested her
greatly. She took mamma to her room and showed her a
box of choice things which had been given her ; she said the
box was just full, bringing to her mind that there was no
room for any worthless thing, and she said that was the
way a person’s mmd should be stored with treasures.”

“ Do you know what the girl’s name was? ¥

«“It was Flora McNeil for agiven name after some
grandmother by marriage.”
- %I wonder when, or where. we shall meet again.”

“ The world is wide ; perhaps never.”

¢ You have told me nothing about your Northern home.
Are you not lonely on those short winter days and long

* “like you. When she was in Raléigh, on a visit last ©
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dark evenings? Isuppose you are never or very seldom
really warm |”

“ What an idea | We are never cold. You will be asking
me if I like the taste of oil, mistaking us for Esquimaux,
Our winters are just delightful. Every season is hailed
with delight, but fnore especially winter. It-comes so gra-
dually. Each day gets a little colder ; you have no idea of
the comfort of lt_—the huge fires, the curtains closely
drawn, floods of light everywhere, long evenings with music,
books and conversation, the storm raging outside, great
gusts of wind and snow coming against the windows,
making all within se cosy and pleasant by contrast. Then
the delight of returning spring, doors and windows thrown
wide jopen, to admit the sunshine and the balmy breeze
laden with the scent of apple blossoms and hawthorn
from the hedges. The crocus, violet and primrose lift

" their modest heads before the snow is fairly gone. There

is something beautiful about our climate. Later on the scent
of the wild roses growing everywhere fills the air, and
honeysuckle not as fine as you have here but very
sweet.” - s

“7 believe it. You made me feel the- blast against the
window. I positively shivered ; but you thawed me when
spring came. - Do yoy~remain long in Florida ?”

“ Have'yoyjmany birds singing in the trees? How I

‘would love to see your land !” :

“T am sure we would be most happy to see you at any
time. Yes, the birds are very numerous in the spring

/
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and summer, but when it becomes cold in autumn they
‘migrate South.” ] L. T A

“ Only think, some of them may fly over your head this
winter, right from home.”

« 1 shall always think of it. They really might.”

Word is brought that it is time ta start’; they are soon
in readiness, and reaching the depot they are just.in time
to board the long train. After many hand shakes and ladt
good-byes the train moves slowly out, and 1s seen in the
distance, following its serpentine course, and with cne
last look they turn the horse’s head towards home, and
father and son are once more alone on their homeward
way.
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e CHAPTER IV.
" ““ We live in deeds, not years ;\ﬂN.hpughts, not breaths ;
o In feelings, not 1n figures on a dial.

We should count time by heart throbs. He most lives
Who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best

' —Prilip F. Bailey.

| THE travelers are fairly launched upon therr journey.
| - All night the train rumbles along over hill and dale with
i its precious freight. Ev_erything possible 1s done for the
comfort of the invalid. Each one is vieing with the other
; to do "something for her happiness, to make the tedious
hours as lttle wearisome as possible. Morning dawns
bright and clear, like a large part of the mornings 1n this
i Southern clime; the lightest kind of a breeze 1s blowing,
i put latgrin the day man and beast will be glad of shade
1? and rest.

Just as the heat 1s becoming a little oppressive, and the
; & &  journey s getting to be very wearisome indeed, the long line
’ Y(\’ of cars rolls beneach the grateful shade of the awning of the
‘ general depot at Tallahassee ; the long line of carriages
drawn up awaiting the arrival of the tram, all looking
equally comfortable, make it very easy to choose, and very
soon they are all seated to their satisfaction, bowling along
the broad, smooth road toward what isto be their home
111333‘: for the next few months. A drive of an hour brings them
ki so near that they catch ‘glimpses of theJhouse, showing
i purely white through the trees, with its many windows

![} gleaming in the sunshine, 1t sparkles like a diamond

e . 4
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surrounded by emeralds. On getting a nearer view, Mrs.
Colcord remarks ‘that “the verandah covers as much
ground as does the house,” surrounding 1t on every side ,
her husband laughingly observes that she will most likely
find it quite as useful as the house. And so it seems to
be, furnished, as they see at a glance, with numberless
screens, easy-chairs, invalids’ chairs, and tables round,
tables square, tables oblong, and tables, with dragon’s
claws for legs, having the appearance of some huge
animal with a board across 1ts back, and on each, little
baskets of work, over-flowing with bright colored wools and
silks, looking very picturesque ; but what most pleases
Angel are three kittens, looking like tiny balls of white fur
with precious stones for eyes, the mother standing guard
“with a “this 1s my famly ”” air about her. As they are
shown their rooms, everything 1s spotlessly clean, pamnt of
purest white, without spot or stain ; the walls shghtly pink-
tinted, like sunlight upon snow ; the carpet of that soft
creamy white, upon which the delicate green leaves show
so daintily. The judge, seating his wife n a large easy-
chair upholstered in white velvet, places a hassock
beneath her feet. and throwing™ himself nto another, the
exact counterpart, exclaums :

“This is the most lovely view we have seen yet. How
fortunatefyou are! Such beautiful surroundings!”

Angel is busying herself removing her mamma’s bonnet
and giving her hair sundry little pats here and there, as much
as to say: ¢ There, you will do finely.”.

He continues speaking with that cheerful tone that is too
cheerful'to be anything but forced : ‘
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“I know that you will be very happy here ; you cannot
help it.” o

“ Happy without you, and you will be all alone? ”

“I; oh! Ishalldo finely, and here you have Puss with
you.”

“Yes; I am very grateful that I have Angel. I expect
we shall get on finely ; but being happy is out of the ques-
tion.” .

Turningto Angel, she smiles a glad motherly smile, and
adds: “Thatis ifyou do not tire of an nvalid,and_wish
yourself away home.”

“ Not I'! why, I just love the place already. We are going
to enjoy it. If only papa were to remnain,” with a little sad
droop of the mouth.

“You will find a basket containing some of that new
embroidery you so much admired, and all the material for
working it in that long black valise.”

She hastens away, and is soon deep in the mystery of
stitch and shades, until they are told lunch is on the table.
They find it spread upon one of those wonderful tables
beneath the trees. The table is a picture in itself amid its
lovely surroundings : the daintiest of napery, a low centre-

“piece of flowers of rarest perfume. As Angel inhales their

fragrance, she asks the little dark maid in attendance if they

are grown in the open air ; she is answered by a look of sur- -

prise, and “They grow all over thehill, Mees ; they are
wild.” A large dish of solid silver gracesoneend of the
table, heaped high with luscious ripe peaches, while at the
other end is a handsome hand-painted platter filledewith
cold fowl, a silver pitcher filled with thick cream-—a golden

oy
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yellow, small china dishes 6f quaint shapes filled with straw-
berries ; here and there scattered up and down on each
side the table cakes as light as thistle-down, china as trans-
parent as egg-shells. With a little delighted laugh, Angel
declares to papa he may expect them home in two months,
mamma completely cured, and for herself, in that length
of time, she shall be a confirmed tea drinker. The happiest
and the saddest day alike must close, and this is no excep-
tion. The last sad good-nights are repeated, for with to-
morrow’s sun Judge Colcord starts on his homeward way

-

alone.
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CHAPTER V. ~

¢¢ Nor could the bright green world around
A joy to her impart,
For still she missed the eyes that made
The summer of her heart.”

— A. C. Botta.
TsE morning dawns bright and cloudless, ushering .in
another day of sunshine and gentle breezes. All nature
is singing}in umson,—birds, bees, and even the flowers have
that 1dle, drowsy sound of wind whispering among their
leaves, as though of some great secret, which would startle
the world out of all placidity were it but understood.
Angel commng downstairs declares she has never before
seen such a placegfor sleeping, that she has not heard a
sound since she yent to sleep last night until awakened by
the hittle maid, saying breakfast waits. After the early
breakfast, which is hardly more than a form, although ‘the
coffee is like amber, the rusks done to a turn, and every-
thing-of the most tempting description, yet sad hearts do not
conduce to good appetite, for this is nearly the hour of part-
ing. When those who sit so quietly around the hoard shall
meet again, no one can tell ; it is a matter for conjecture.
They step out beneath the trees for a moment. At a bend
in the road the cab is seen nearing the house. We will pass
over the last farewell—each is apt to bear up on account
of the other ; and, as Judge Colcord turns for one last, long
look at _}2&}}2};&, he sees a white handkerchief flutter for
a moment from the verandah, then the house is lost to
view. Being little given to repining, he is soon in deep
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.thought ; for here we see a worker, one who is leaving the
impress of his life (as we all must, for good or evil) upon
his day and generation. Pursuing his homeward way he
has the satisfaction of thinking he has left everything as
comfortable as could be possible for the benefit of his dearly
loved ones, even raaking arrangements for a gentle pony
and carriage for their use should they wish to drive. The
journey would be very lonely and monotonous but for
the pleasant, genial spirit that soon makes him such a favor-
ite among his fellow-passengers ; and thus we will leave
him to return and see how those who are left are, faring
this first day among strangers. The first day is always a
busy one: unpacking, shaking out and putting away ar-
ticles of wearing apparel in bureaus, wardrobes, and upon
shelves very dantily trimmed for special articles ; books are
disposed in racks, work to be arranged in baskets ; and this
wonderful box from North Carolina to be unpacked, and all
the details of that visit to begone over. Each article, as it is
taken from the box,1s duly examined and admired. Al]
the little accessories of the toilet are disposed to the best
advantage for the pleasure and comfort of the invalid. At
last, Angel succeeds in beguiling her out for a “walk ; they
gather fresh flowers for the vases, and amid a tangle of ferns
they find a rosebush, literally loaded with largé, yellow flow-
ers fragrant and creamy. Aprons are called into requisi-
tion. On reaching the house a large china bowl is unearthed
from ‘among the treasures, and occupies the place of honour
upon’the centre-table.

And so there is little room for sadmess hetween the
novelty of their surroundings, preparations for a length-
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ened stay and their earnest wish to sustain ‘each other.
After an early dinner, of which each has partaken with
more relish than either believed possible, Angel has the
satisfaction of seeing her dear one installed in her favourite
easy chair by the western window, surrounded by the
prettiest cushions, with the faintest tinge of colour in her
pale cheeks ; she folds her hands with a little sigh of
satisfaction, declaring-that it seems quite home-like, now
that everything is settled to her entire satisfaction. The
invalid smiles with her eyes half closed in a restful manner
and answers : “ That shows, my child, how wonderfully
we are constituted ; we set up our lares and penates iu
any place, perhaps in the wilderness, and make home o.
it.”

¢« There, mamma, that was just what I asked Harry : ¢if
we were not'wonderful?’ I could not express it as you do,
but I meant the very same.”

« Well, you will be able to express it far better than I
do when you grow older, or I am much mistaken.” And
thus they while away the hours.

There is barely breeze enough to rustle the vines shad-
ing the window. The sun is setting gorgeously until
it is gradually lost to their view—gone to illumine some
other part of our globe. After a chapter read, with that
deep solemnity sometimes met with even in children,
whose love and veneration for everything holy is beautiful
1o see,a short prayer is offered. With hands reverently
folded she commends to) God’s care these dearly loved
parents ; and, after a few minutes of quiet thought, she
bows her head a little lowerland asks God’s blessing on the

N oA
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coloured race, and may God hasten the day when your
prayer may be answered is the reverent answer of her
listener ; and with a2 good night kis$ they separate each

to their peaceful health-giving repose, and jhere ;we will
leave them.
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CHAPTER VL

¢ O for boyhood’s paitless 'ﬁla/y,
Sleep that wakes in laughing day,
Health that mocks the doctor’s rules,
Knowledge never learned in schools.”
— Whattier.

As father and son pursue their homeward way, the
phaeton rolls along the smooth ;oad, the horse needs no
urging, they give themselves up to delicious reverie.
There 1s something so restful as well as inspiring in these
morning hours. They soon cover the distance of seven
miles. A very delightful drive it has been ; the hedges all
along the way are a mass of vivid bloom, redolent with
perfume and teeming with the songs of birds. As they
near the house, Harry bethinks himself of his brother,
although he is not one whit to blame for all that has
happened,gs one thing has led on to another, and, giving
utterance to his thoughts, says :

« I hope, papa, that Harold will not be angry, and make
things disagreeable.”

The elder gentleman thus addressed rouses himself from
his abstraction, and turning a keen look upon the speaker
says : “ Angry ! Why should he be angry? Ihad for-
gotten him ; why did he not come with us ?”

“ I do not know. I have not seen him since we were
beneath the hedge together.”

‘¢ But where did he go??

« I think he stayed there, at least I did not see him go
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away ; we were on the north side,” and he goes on to
detail the meeting with the travelers with which we are
already acquainted.

“ Ah ! there he is now; and evidently not in the best
of humours either.”

“ Well, Harold, my son, had you a lonely time? What
a pity you were not with us.”

‘ Father, I stayed all by myself, and did not give you
up until nearly midiight.”

“ And you remained all alone ; I am more than sorry.”

« It does not signify, papa, I slept like a trooper.”

« It was rather late, and we concluded to stay and see
the last of the party.”

. They while away the long summer day in “the shade
of the trees, voting it slow, almost longing to return to
school merely for the sake of change. The longed-for
change is very near at hand ; papa is coming up the path
holding a letter in his hand, smiling and bowing to the
boys. Soon all is excitement. The news seems too good
to be true. Mamma, taking pity on their loneliness, is
returning, bringing with her no other- than Aunt Helene.
Now, if there is one thing on earth that the boys delight
in more than another itis a visit from this same aunt.
When her trunk is packed, ready to return home, there will
be numberless little bunches of beautiful grasses, a lttle
shell or a beautiful china dish. The boys retire for the
night, and, although they are generally asleep in ten
minutes at the most, to-night they think it is one thing to
put one’s head upon the pillow and another to sleeps

But at last allis quiet ; one lonely figure still nestles in
o
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the depths of a large easy chair in the library, when upon
the graveled drive is heard the sound of wheels. A
moment later he is outside in dressing-gown and slippers,
being smothered with kisses. For a moment he is dazed ;
he laughingly observes :

« If you are burglars you had better come inside.”

And as laughingly he is answered :

“ We could not wait. Westarted a day sooner than we
expected. Charles came a day’s journey with us,as he
said he would have to go soon, and so took this time.”

“ I amnot at all particular what brougbt you, as long as
you are here. It is just grand.”

«« How are the boys? Are they lonely ? ”

« 1 heard them talking for an hour, I thought they were
not going to sleep at all. I was almost sorry I gave them
your letter, but I could not keep it.”

A significant look is passed between the ladies, then
taking a small lamp they proceed to the room, where lay
the two dark heads side by side upon the snowy pillow,
Do you think they could sleep without that sight ; not
they. They press a kiss upon each warm, moisj cheek ;
and the mother’s tears fall silently. ‘Perhaps she is thinking
of the time when these feet will wander away from the old

home roof, and there will be no heads upon the pillow.
A pair of sleepy eyes are raised for a moment, but tired
nature yields and they Soon close. But in the morning
they laugh and chatter as they dress ; and Harry exclaims :
“ Oh what a nice dream I did have. I dreamt that
mamma and auntie came in here and kissed me and you,
and I opened my eyes and saw them standing right here.”
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I should not wonder but that they have come, for I felt
someone kiss me and then a drop fell on my face. I got
my eyes open atlast and all was dark, but I tasted it and
I am sure it was a tear. I meant to go out and see, but I
could not awaken I was so sleepy.”

They rush down the stairs two at a time, and are clasped
in fondest embrace by these loving women. Mamma
bestows little pats upon them, and presses each in turn to
her heart and looks in their faces and smiles that delight-
ful love-light in her eyes, for well are these sons beloved,
almost idolized. She tries not to have any preference, but
her eyes turn oftenest to Harold, and she loves him best
for the very reason of his being the more wayward. Of
all the long summer days this is the happiest. Some-
times a little shade creeps over the mother’s sunny brow
as she remembers how many long days must pass before
her eyes will be gladdened by a sight of them, for they are
soon to leave for school. She decides on making the rest
of their holidays as pleasant as possible by taking them
for a trip, which the rest of the day is spent in planning. -
Early is the start made on the following day in order to
take advantage of the cool hours of the morning. The
large family carriage is brought out. They are to visit some
old friends in the vicinity of Wilmingtor, a drive of abous
seventy miles, taking the journey by easy stages, mamma
and auntie occupying the back seat, while papa and one
of the boys sit opposite, sometimes one, and sometimes
the other, as they take a turn about at assisting the driver-
With a well-filled hamper stowed away in the capacious
depths of the vehicle it is with light hearts and happy
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laughter they proceed on their way. Finding themselves
tired and hungry, with no prospect of an inm for some
time, the animals are tied in the shade and a fire hghted.
They are soon enjoying a'xlc.up of fragrant tea and the
other good things with which they have come pro*'vided.
Sitting beneath the wide-spreading branches of the large
pines which line the roadside, enjoying their resinous
odors, they all pronounce it the most enjoyable trip they

have ever made. As they pursue their way, 1t is perfectly

wonderful how often they manage to get hungry ; and
just the last thing at night they beg to light the fire and
have one more cup of tea and one more quiet chat;
“and being told to do asthey like, as they are masters
E)f ceremony for to-day, the fire 1s soon lighted, the.
horses quietly grazing by the roadside, where grows here .
and there little bunches of sweet grass. So that, when
the hotel is reached in the early part of the evening, they
have only to spend the hours as they will until they all
retire for the night. !Dawn finds the boys astir busy dress-
ing, indeed they can hardly manage to dress without a light,
but at last all is complete. They steal out on tiptoe, and
are just in season for a cup of coffee, and in half an
hour they are on the road, walking at a swinging pace,
stopping now and again to admire the view. I venture
to say that, as the sun rises in all its splendour, far
away in the distance, they catch a glimpse of the
mighty Atlantic with its everlasting boom upon the rocks
and cliffs, that no travelers by land or sea ever more
thoroughly enjoyed a morning than do these two. Just as
the road begins to seem a little rough, to their delight
they hear the sound of wheels upon the road and are

\
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soon overtaken by their own carriage. Instead of getting
in as they expect, the others get out upon the road. Al}
are to have breakfast together in the same primitive
manner as yesterday, the mother adding :

“ You must need it, you dear boys ; you have walked
fully five miles, and dnly a sandwich and a cup of coffee.
Had you called us we would all have started toéether."

*“ We enjoyed the walk and saw the sun rise , we heard
the boom of the ocean quite plamly.”

Harry looking in his mamma’s face adds: ¢ Thisisa
mere nothing to what I shall do while I am in college.”

At which they all laugh. Every one is in such good
humour, the boys’ delight 1s boundless ; they declare such a
meal is fit for a king; they even stray away while Ham,
the old coloured driver, is preparing it, and gather a bunch
of flowers to put beside each plate. As they proceed on
their way. high noon finds 1t very warm. Although it is the
very last days of September, the boys beg for an hour
“inY the shade. The  horses are agan tethered, and,
after a hasty lunch, the elders sit or lie upon the carriage
rugs, while the boys range around over the hills in search
of stones, mosses and flowers.

At last they are finishing their journey. It is wearing
on towards the close of the day. As they turn in on the
broad, smooth way leading to the main entrance they are
received with many assurances of welcome and kindly
inquiries of their trip. As they sit beneath the hospitable
roof, Harry declares ‘the evening a fitting frame for the
picture' they have been making in the last two days, to ,

hang in memory’s gallery when they shall be far away
amid strange faces and scenes.
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CHAPTER VIL. -~

« 1 hae seen great ones and sat in great ha’s,
Mang lords and fine ladies a” covered wi’ braws,
At feasts made for princes w1’ princes I’ve been,
When the grand shine o' splendour ha’e dazzled my’ een ;
But a sight sae delightful I trow I ne’er spied
As the bonny bhthe blink o’ my an fireside.”

s —Eluabdlx Hamilton.
ITis early morning ia Flonda., and, although nearly two
months }gave elapsed since that first quiet day, each day
the invalfd has slowly and surely gained strength, and with
it her usual bounding health, until she can no longer w1th
justice be called an invalid. They have won all hearts by
their uniform kindness to high and low. Very peacetul
and even happy days have succeeded each other. The
embroidery has been a success. Music has enlivened
many an hour ; long health-giving walks through shady
dells ; frequent drives, sometimes through the streets of

the city, noting the many fine bullings for which it is so’

justly noted, or by. unfrequented roads where the ponyis
given his head to go where he will, or sitting in the shade
as on this November day, Angel lets her work slide to
the ground, and tossing back her hair exclaims: “ How I
would love to go home, mamma. Are you not quite well
now ? "

“ Why, I thought you felt so much at home here, I
expected to have to use all manner of artifices to woo you
away home.”
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‘ Artifices ! you, mamma? Why, you are as transparent
as crystal. I do like this sunny land ; but sometimes
I do so long to hear the wind roar through theftrees and
down the chimney, the sleet and rain beating against
the windows, Delia purring on the mat by the fire as
it sends forth its steady glow, and you, with rosy cheeks,
in the low chair.”

“ Well, here comes a letter. I can perhaps answer your
question better after reading it.”

“ Do read it quick, I positively cannot wait. ”'s

“ Yes, it is from papa, saying he will meet us at New
York on the second. We must start to-morow, that is, he
adds, if I feel strong enough. He has heard such good
accounts of my health, and is himself so lonely, Oh, you are
artful, and never told me what you were so anxious about.”

¢ You do feel equal to it, do you not, mamma ? Iwill
make you so comfortable,” and forthwith she commences
preparations for to-morrow’s journey, never stopping until
all is complete—the disused traveling rugs shaken and
folded, the large trunks strapped. Early morning finds her
making a few final preparations for the long journey
before them. Some people are born travelers, some are
made so by long journeys. Angel must be of the former, for
this is herfirst experience, exceptin only the very shortest
ones occupying a few hours at the most. She makes the
rounds of the place, bidding every one good-bye, from the
tiniest kitten of the lot to the gentle, noble-hearted
mistress of the house, whom, through loss of friends
and home, necessity compels to take a few boarders in
order to eke out the living for the little family. Seldom
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has she parted with any with so much regret as with
these two, for in all probability they will never meet
again in this world. They part with many kind wishes for
the future, hoping to meet in a better land where parting
is unknown. The homeward journey is without incident
excepting those natural to any long journey. Happy is
the meeting between these three who are so closely bound
together by every tie of love and home.

As the long train moves into the general depot at New
York, he is the first to come on board, a glad lightin his
_eyes, a pleasant smile upon his lips; heis never tired
waiting and looking for this partner of his joys and
sorrows. As they near home he observes a tear steal
down her cheek ; she smilés back to him:

¢ There is no place like home ; my heart is so full of
gratitude that T am so well and able to return.”

It is a God-given instinct, this love of home, shared
alike by the prince and the peasant. It matters not how
far we may roam, or how poor or barren is the place,
our footsteps always turn with joy toward ¢ Home, sweet
home.” /

¢« It is most wonderful, is it not, papa, that a person can
turn with joy to a poor place because it happens to be
home?”

‘ Yet it is so beyond all dispute ; I have seen it myself.
It is the one spot to which the heart turns with strongest
yearning. Though seas may roll between, we may roam
beneath the sunny skies ]of other lands, ‘mid all the
splendor which foreign courts ¢tan bestow, or the highest
honours be conferred, the heart is always ready to vibrate
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at the thought of native land. We are not able to explain
it, and it is very hard to understand; perhaps it is an
earnest of that joy which shall be ours in a future state,
which the Apostle John has so beautifully described in
Revelations. ¢ And God shall wipe afay all tears from
their eyes; and there shall be no more death, neither
sorrow nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain ;
for the former things have passed away.’”

“ Papa, when you do quote Scripture (which is not
often) I feel like taking off my hat.”

They all laugh, although there is a suspicion of tears in
the eyes of all three.

The steamer is nearing the wharf, and they are fairly
home. The evening bells are borne upon the breeze—they
all with one voice declare them to be more sweet than the
Bells of Shandon.

As they are seated in the carriage, the Judge ruiises his
hat, and putting back his hair from his forehead, with a
gesture altogether his own, he draws a deep breath, and
leaning back, exclaims: “ I think I know 'how Scottfelt
when he said :— ’ i

¢ Land of brown heath and shaggy wood,
Land of the mountain and the flood.”
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CHAPTER VIIL
Ah! happy hills, ah ! pleasing shade ! ;’
Ah! fields beloved in vain !
‘Where once my careless childhood strayed I
A stranger yet to pain! n
I feel thie gales that from ye biow
A momentzry bliss bestow. E
—Grey. r
IT is autumn at South Carolina College, in the city of te
Columbia. Itisvery quiet early morning, but few are astir. n
“The river sweeps past at its right; grand old buildings :
are_ these ; the grounds one blaze of light and coloi. One '
sits alone in one of the studios, commanding a fine view b
of the city, river and grounds, but he heeds itnot. Deeply lf
engaged in thought, and although time has added a lt)
deeper shade of thoughtfulness to his brow and many ;
inches to his size, we recognize in a moment Harry Mont- /\ ©
gomery. When last we saw him, taking his tea around the m,
camp-fire and enjoying the hospitality of his friends, it te
was not decided where he should be educated ; later on, be
. th:
arrangements were made that both brothers should receive
th
the same advantages; and here we find them together at }
. wi
the end of two years. They have the best of teachers, and .
. . . r
find ample scope for all their faculties. Harry has risen t;
€

earlier than usual that he may write a letter, and, looking
over, we may, perhaps, get a better insight into the affairs
and character of both than we otherwise could.
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Columbia, S.C., Nov. 4, 1854.
South Carolina College.

My DEAR MOTHER,

I received yours in due season, and very glad to hear of
your enjoying your visit so much at the seaside. How much
I should have enjoyed being with you goes without saying.
1 want you very much to come and see us. We have had
no end of bother, and it seems there can be no end to it.
Harold has twice drawn my allowance, and it leaves me
rather ina box. It is terrible when a fellow has not a cent
to bless himself with, I have never mentioned it, it would
not do. I have no boots, and, if Harold had not given
me some collars and ties, I sheuld be shabby. I asked
him how he could do so, and he denies it point blank. I
will not tell the Faculty, neither can I borrow from the
boys. I am sosorry to trouble you. I would like to have
the shoes and things I left at home ; they looked too old to
bring, but they would look good to me now. I owe noend
of bills for washing, but the woman i- good, she mends for
me and never asks for a cent. Love to papa, znddo not
tell him, he would blame me.. Something must be done ;
perhaps you will know what, I remember what you said
that last day : that what hurts one of a family touches all
the nest. Mamma, I almost thinm had a premonition of
what might occur. I am going to post this myself. I shall
return just in season for breakfast. Remember me to all
the people.

I remain,

Your loving son,
HARRY MONTGOMERY.
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THE ANSWER.

Sunnivale Plantation,

Beauport, N.C., Nov. 11, 1854.
My DEar Son, ’ >

Yours of Nov. 4 received. I am very sorry to hear of
your no end of trouble. How very sad, but I am very glad
you wrote. Although I lost a night’s sleep, yet it is better
to have it settled. I was obliged to show the letter to your
father, as he received one from Harold almost identical
with yours. He is of the opinion that one of you has con-
tracted some expensive habit, which calls for more money
than you really need. He is in doubt as to which it is.
I am not, my son. I send you a box together of all you
will require. Yours are all marked with ‘your full name.

You will do well to use it hereafter on all occasions.
You will find at the new firm of Stubs & Turner your
allowance ; nothing will ever be paid to either of you
excepting you go together and both sign a receipt.
Signing H. is a lazy careless way’ﬁé domng business. We
are all well. Bless you, dear boy, for your thoughtfulness.
Write soon again. All the people wish to be remembered.
Papa sends love. I hope you will make him proud of you.,

Your loving mother,
L.AurA MONTGOMERY.
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CHAPTER IX.

¢ Small service is true while it lasts ;
Of humblest friends, bright creature ! scorn not one.
The daisy, by the shadow that it casts,
Protects the lingering dew-drop from the sun.”

— Wordswortk.
‘WE WILL return to that Northern home, where last we

left the travelers after their long journey. Althoﬁgﬁn far
less pretentious than the home described in a former
chapter, it is replete with every comfort ; joy, hospitality,
happiness are all felt and extended to a large circle of
friends. It is the home of fathers’ fathers, embowered in
green vines shaded by wide-spreading oaks and chestnuts,
nestling amid the green hills of New England, a mile from
the town of Richmond in the State of Maine. Itsfront,as
it faces towards the East, commands a fine view of the
surrounding country, long lines of shrubs, bushes of lilac,
roses and syringa, vines with large clusters of grapes
showing amid their green leaves, the smoke curling grace-
fully skyward, the grounds gradually sloping until its
borders are kissed by the waters of the blue swiftly flow-
ing Kennebec River as it glides onward to its mouth,
-where it is lost in the bosom of the broad Atlantic Ocean.
Nature is looking her loveliest, the forests are decked in
their gayest colours, the fields and hedges are literally
blazing with crimson and®gold when seen in the light of
the setting sun ; harvests are being gathered, everywhere is
-seen the golden grain in huge loads drawn either by
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prancing horses or patient oxen ; the fruit is heaped in
great golden piles or 1n large baskets among the trees in
the many orchards ; all combined, make it a very beautiful
scene. As we are somewhat interested in the inmates of
this peaceful abode, we will take a peep inside. ,The
mother sits in a low rocker by the ﬁre, with a basket of
work on the small table by her side, an open book upon
her lap, paying little attention to either book or work, but
intent upon watching for someone’s coming. The door
opens to admit one whom we have seen before, a tall
slight figure in a long gray cloak, a hat of the same shade,
with a scarlet wing ; the abundans flaxen hair is coiled low
at the back with many a little fluffy curl, but the same light
is in the wide-open blue eyes, the head is held high with
the same graceful poise,—in fact, this young lady once
seen is sure to be remembered. As she comes forward
with a swift, gliding motion, she dropsinto a low chair near
the elder lady, who immediately commences to serve a cup
of tea for the late comer.

I see you are tired, my dear. Why do you attempt so
much in one day? One would imagine there are to be a
scarcity of days, and here you are just at the beginning "of
vacation.”

“ Have I missed papa?” (consulting her watch). “I
had no idea it was past four o’clock. Vacation days will
fly all toosoon.”

“Yes, papa has already gone back to the office after a
hasty cup of tea.”

“ The time just flew to-day, what with the calls we
to make, and the long walk we wished to take, and the
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Misses McMaster are such walkers, and I made a long call
there on my return home—such a delightful family—that the
day was waning before I thought of returning. We have
excursions planned for every day; the days will be few
enough.”

Leaning her head back and sipping her tea with that
delightful sense of rest that comes to one at the close of a
long, fatiguing day, she goes on:

¢ Mamma, when I come in sight of the house and see
the smoke curling upward, and know what awaits me,—such
love, such comfort,—I feel my heart glow with tha.n/l;fulnéss.
It reminds me of that other home and of that other door,
and how sad would be the sound of those words, * Too
late, ye cannot enter now.’” » )

“T'hen we must work while it is yet day, because in the
grave there is no more work.” -

As night settles down the curtains are drawn, billows of
scarlet and lace flowing over the carpet, lights are brought,
dinner is upon the table. Papais soon in his place, and
as the business of eating is gone on with, each thinks of
some happy incident to relate, One€ day is very like
another in this quiet home. Morning dawns with unusual
bustle, preparations are going forward, for Thanksgiving

Lday is near at hand. Rows of turkeys and chickens '

awaiting their turn to be cooked, tables filled with pies,
pumpkin as brown as a berry, mince white and flaky, with
that delicious aroma, just being taken f} e huge oven

" of brick that has all day been receiving them in a crude
state, and turning them out, done to a turn. Angel, stand-
ing by to watch the process, declares “it isjlike going to
)
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the bank with a check that seems but a piece of paper,
and bringing away the gold because the bank has honored
it.” Plates heaped with cakes, some already frosted until
they show white amid all the surrounding ones, because
will there not be uncles, aunts and cousins innumerable,
and last but not least, grandpapa and grandmamma,
to gather around this festive board ? .

50
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CHAPTER X.

«Ah! on Thanksgiving Day, when from East and from West,
From North and from South come the pilgrim and guest ;
When the grey-haired New-Englander sees round his board
The old broken links of affection restored ;

When the care-wearied man seeks his mother once more,

And the worn matron smiles where the girl smiled before ;

* What moistens the lip and what brightens the eye,
What calls back the past like the rich pumpkin- pie ? » .
— Whittier,

THE long-looked for day has come at last; itis bright
and clear. Many are the happy greetings, warm hand-
shakes and loving embraces. The guests have been arriv-
ing for the last week, excepting those who lLive in the
immediate vicinity, so that] all are assembled, awaiting the
summons to church. At the first sound of the joyful
bells, there is a hurrying of feet, some walking, among
whom is Angel, others driving, but all taking their way
toward the sacred edifice, there to render thanks to
God for all His loving care over them and for peace and
plenty. It is the scene of many such gatherings, for
within its time-honoured walls many of those assembled
have been christened and wedded. As they listen to the
words that fall from the lips of their beloved pastor, they
join heart and tongue in the fervent prayers that are
ascending to the throne of grace. As the anthem rises,

“ We thank Thee, O Lord, for thy bountiful supply of our
4
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wants,” many a tear is seen Ip eyes unaccustomed to
weep. Slowly and reverently they file out to the strains
of that burst of thanksgiving praise; very quiet, almost
hushed, are the greetings. They wend their way home-
ward, to sit once more together around the hospitable
board, a happy, united family. As all are seated to their
satisfaction, for I think eacﬁ’iupt and uncle has a favourite
that must be seated by his or her side, although the com-
pany is so numerous, from the hoary-headed grandsire to
the toddling child, yet the table has been laid with a view
to plenty of room for all.”*After grace has been said,
the elderly gentleman by the side of Angel helps her to
the choicest bits, and, looking at her with loving eyes,
thinks of the long journey those feet must tread, for this
1s his favourite grand-child. The table 1s a picture ; many
2. d artful have been the processes to keep the flowers in
bloom, for Angel thinks since her visit to the land of
flowers that a table is not complete without them : the
low dishes with long vines trailing upon the snowy
damask, the shaking jelly in curiously shaped glasses
clear as crystal, and all the old odd pieces of silver con-
taining those wonderful cakes and doughnuts which have
been in process of construction for the last week ; the
transparent china with many an old quaint piece, one
cup and saucer which is given to grandma with a
smile, for it is one of a set belonging to her wedding out-
fit. She looks across, the table to where grandpa is
sitting with lovelight in her eyes. for it seems to h.r but
last year, or at the ymost a decade, that saw her a bonny
bride. She thinks of many who are gone before, for, in
the language of the poet:
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¢ There is no_flock, however watched and tended,
But one dead lamb 1s there !!
There is no fireside, howsoe’er defended,
But has one vacant chair !’

>

A picture!is she to look upon, carrying her threescor
years with such an infinite grace, her dark eyes seemmglf'
undimmed by age, her snow-white hair banded back
beneath a cap of dainty lace with strings of soft shiny
rnibbon tied loosely beneath ‘her chin, a collar of costly,
filmy lace falling over the neck of her black silk «dress,
her small white hands that have smoothed so many aching
brows. After dinner is over they gather about her, beg-
ging for a story,not only the youthful portion of the
company, but the elders, all anxious for a share of the
reminiscences"with which they are usually regaled. After
much quiet happiness and some that is not so quiet, a
little music and laughing banter, they separate for the nigh;
with many a backward look, for may not some one _of the
number be missing before the return of another Thanks-
giving day? Rarely are ever two such meetings in succession,
so many families are represented, some even coming from
neighbouring States as well as cities. We will hope that

the light of prosperity and happiness may shine upon them,
wheresoever they roam.
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* CHAPTER XI

« Heap on more wood |—the wind is chill ;
But let it whistle as it will,
We'll keep our Christmas merry still.”
. —Sir Walter Scott.

Two" more years have passed away,—uneventful years,
and when we say that, we mean happy yearss School life
is uneventful , college life is pretty much the same thing,
from day to day. But now books -are put away, vacation
days have come ; the very gound of the word has a pleasant
ring to it after the drudgery and plodding, the sound of the
bel] calling, whether one feels like responding or not. In
the home where last Thanksgiving day was kept, even
greater preparations are going forward, for in a few days
Christmas will be here with its merry chimes and happy
greetings. A young lady stands by the drawing-room win-
dow. We have no difficulty in recognizing Angel: the
same light in the roguish blue eyes ; the fair braids coiled
around the shapely head ; taller than when last we saw her.
She nods and smiles, and turning in haste opens the door
to admit someone. Her ‘papa comes towards the fire,
extending his hands to feel its warmth. -Taking the eésy-
chair that 15 1n waiting for him, he looks steadily at Angel,
and all the time he is being served with a cup of tea he
“hardlv removes his eyes from her face until she returns his
look with onefof surprise. At last he slowly takes a letter
from his pocket and reaches it toward her. Sipping his
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tea, he,still watches her as she reads. ‘‘ Why, of course,
papa, we shall be only too glad! How delightful! Ihope
he will be as nice as when we last saw him. He was nice,
papa.” ¢ Undoubtedly,” drily , * too glad or not, he 1s on
his way. Let me see—the seventeenth, yes, he will be here
to morrow.” Who 1s coming to-morrow is very easy to tell,
for the letter 1s written from South Carolina College. Harry
has never forgotten his friends, and takesthis opportunity
of renewing therr acquaintance, after gaining the permis-
sion of his parents. The next day, as the steamer ploughs
her way up the niver, a young gentleman stands on deck
in the forward part. Although much changed he is easily
recognised. As the steamer nears the town, a number of
people are waiting to receive their friends. He only sees
two ladies standing side by side. The sunlight falls upon
the piquant face, giving it, as it were, an added splen(i(;uf
in his eyes. The same kindly look; excepting for the
height, for she is gloriously tall, he thinks her little changed.
As the gang-plank is thrown out, he is one of the first to
go ashore, and warm 1s the welcome he receives from both
mother and daughter. “So kind of you to come so far
to see us, and just in season for Christmas, t0o.”

I thought of that myself. I am anxious to see a real
northern Christmas.” [

By the time he 1s seated in the phaeton he feels very
much at home; a feeling of rest and happiness comes to
him. The short autumn day 1s in its zenith ; no cloud is to
be seen; s.unsh_ine and that gloriously exhilarating air
that towards evening will become sharp with frost. The
trees and hedges are bare and leafless, but a few black-
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birds and katydids are stiil piping in the meadows,—it is
a farewell song to summer, but a very joyous one. As they
bowl along the road he sees everything, and remarks :

“I do not wonder you spoke in glowing terms of your
home, if this 1s a specimen of your autumns. I think I
must have been mistaken, but I fully expected to see the
ground covered with snow.”

“ As a usual thing it 1s, but this is an exceptional year.”

“ And the river is not frozen. I came very near coming
by train, thinking navigation would be suspended. I should
have been very sorry, the trip was delightful.”

“If you think it delightful now, you should come up the
river in June or July when all Nature is at her loveliest. It
takes very cold weather to cause ice to form in this swiftly
flowing river , but most likely before many weeks, instead
of seeing the steamers coming. 1t will be a highway for teams
and skaters.”

“ How I should love to see the skaters '”

¢ 1 dare say you will, and also be one of therr number.”

« Me' I never had a pair of skates on.”

“ That 1s no sign you never should. You would easily
learn. I will teach you. We can ge to the lake; itis
already frozen.”

»If he is pleased with the day and the drive, he 1s more
than pleased as the horse stops before a rustic gate, which
swings upon lits hinges as if by magic, but really by the
hand of a small tow-headed bo§', who is general chore-boy.
As they stop in front of the low verandah, and the door

~ opens, and he is made welcome, it is like the realisation of )

some long forgotter dream. Many inquiries are made, and
b . .
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especially about the people. He laughingly declares: ¢« The
book ought to be worn out, 1t has been so much read, and
every tim2 [ have been home Mamie Sula asks what I
dun gone @ with that northern gal, hair like cornsilk? ”
at which they all laugh heartily. “She is very much sur-
prised on being told I have not seen her since.”
\’f he days pass merrily. Chrjgtmas is here at last, clear
and cold. After an exchange of kindly greetings, Angel
tanes something from beneath her plate; wondering what
it can be, she turns 1t from side to side 1n a puzzled way,
until she is asked : “ Why do you not open it, and see the
mside ?”  “ Why. I really forgot I could.” Unloosening
the wrapper, a large ivory card 1s brought to view, and
beneath the brilhantly illuminated letters, « Merry Christ-
mas, eighteen fifty-six,” 1s a lovely landscape with a tall
hedge in the fore-ground and one figure representing herself
sitting the pony, as she rode from Beaufort so long ago.
For a moment she 1s spell!bound ; she sits silently gazing
on 1t, taking in every detail, Looking quickly towards.where
Harry has seated hunself at the opposite corner of the
table, she asks so very quietly, ¢ Whose work is this ? It1s
very beautifully done.”
“Thank you, 1t 15 my own. I began it over a year ago.
I worked at it at odd times.”
« And do you pretend to say you carried the picture in
memory all that long time—three years ? ”
He blushes crimson, and can hardly speak, as he says:
“ I made a sketch at the time that long day after you left.”
Its4s passed around that everyone may have a peep at
it, for the house is full to overflowing; every nook and
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corner has been utilised for a bedroom, one cousin declar-
ing he slept mm the meal chest. They recall many an
incident of that far-away time, which causes much merri-
ment among their listeners. It is not long before the bells
are péaling forth their chimes,  Peace on earth, good-will
to men.” They go out by twos and threes, taking their
way towards the church to send up their prayers and
hymns of praise to the great Maker and Ruler of the
universe, for all His loving kindness to-them in the year
that is past. They look a happy party as they pursue
their homeward way, for nearly all are here which we met
at that long ago Thanksgiving dinner ; none are absent
excepting two, who are abroad. They are all ready/to
respond to the summons to dinner, which hardly needs a
description. I think it is about the same wherever it is
observed, the regulation plum-pudding and turkey, with all
the other good things that go to make up a ménu; it is
more in the good cheer, the happy laughter, the whiling
away the hour with jest and song, the holly showing the
red of its berries amid the brightness of its leaves, garland-
ing statues and pictures, little nooks and corners shaded
by evergreens, making fairy bowers. Each uncle, aunt
and cousin claims some share of Harry’s attention ; he is
already a favourite with all ; he’answers question after ques-
tion about the coloured race and his home. So courteous
to all, and more particularly to grandpapa and grand-
mamma—it is she who leans upon his arm as they walk
around the garden, saying to him:

* Let the elders keep close to the fire, we will go out for
a breath of fresh air.® At which they all laugh heartily.
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They never think of making a stranger of him. After his
walk he enters into the games with the children, delighting
them with some new ones. Then he contributes his quota
to the music, playing and singing some rattling Southern
songs, and also singing some duetts for he has a fine tenor
voice well cultivated. As they separate for the night,
taking his candle in his hand he stands for a moment, and
walking to where stands his hostess he extends his hand,
saying : “Ihave to thank you for the happiest day I ever
spent.” And with a cordial “good-night” to all, they
separate, and day is done, evening has drawn the curtains
of the night.
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CHAPTER XII

¢ 1 grew assured before I asked
That, she’d b2 mine without reserve,
And in her unclaimed graces basked
At leisure, till the time should serve ”” ~
—Patmore

THE happiest, gladdest days pass all too soon, No lagging
of those rosy hours by field and stream ; the days are one
joyous revel. Everyone is sorry to part with him . all the
surrounding country has made his acquaintance. He
has been féted and feasted to his heart’s content. Nothing
surprises him , he is one of them, heart and soul. All the
young people whose acquaintance he has made are at the
depot to bid him good-bye, for the river 1s long since
given over to skaters, of which he has been one of the
swiftest. Angel feels very sad. and makes no secret of it;
she has not the remotest idea that he came purposely to see
her,—it is for the trip and the novelty. With many regrets
she parts with him, bemoaning so genial a companion, but
her vacation will be'ended in a few days, for which she is
not sorry. It is with a sad heart Harry turns his back
upon Richmond, with many promises to return next year.

He did think when he first came North that he would

change to some other College, knowing very well that he

has nota fair chance at Columbia, for Harold has taken

many a mean advantage of him in things almost too small

te mention, and yet, taken as a whole, make him very un-
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comfortable. Receiving a letter from his mother, who had
divined his motive, urging him to return, telling him that all
would be well and he would be sorry that he had not been
more steadfast, he is on his way back. But of one thing
he is very certain, and that 1s that by no word of his
shall the friends he has left ever know of the existence
of his ‘“double.” as he is dubbed among the students.
Speeding on towards Alma Mater, he gives himself up to
pleasant recollections of the past four weeks. One cousin
after another has stayed to be his companion, all genial,
social, never in the way. It had been a most enjoyable time,
days long to be remembered with many a heart thrill.  As
he nears his destination he makes up his mind,to go steadily
onward, and soon he enters upon a new term, taking up
his studies with avidity, feeling an added responsibility,—for
is he not a senior. It is evening, his sanctum has been
invaded by half a dozen comrades, all anxious to interview
him as to where his holidays were passed, but not one
word does he drop in order to give them a clew, until,
tired out at Wast, Harold takes up the ball.

“ 1 tell you, old fellow, we are all dying of curiosity , six
weeks, and never one of us ran across you or heard from
you. It is simply outrageous. What wonderful scenes
have you viewed? You should contribute your quota to
the evening’s entertainment.” —

‘“Haven’t a thing to contribute. I simply spent my
vacation as pleased me best; enjoyed every’ moment.”

** Well, since you are so reticent, we shall put our own
construction upon it.”

“ Put anything you like upon it by all means ; I shall not
mind in the least,”
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Harry, turning quickly toward{two,young men who are
talking in undertones, surprised a look on one of the faces
he never forgot. Seemng his look of surprise and ques-
tioning, Fred. Carfield leans ever, nearly whispering in
Harry's ear :

¢ It gives me a turn when I see you two so much alike ;
your voices are identical. Do you ever expect anyone to
be able to tell you apart, and never mistake? ”

‘““Mamma can tell us,” Harry answers with a grave
1 stealing across his face,

“ Not always, Hal,” observes his brother; ‘ she has been
mist:iken, although I grant not often.”

‘“ Were you not brothers, and your interests, therefore,
more or less identical, I should wonder what would be
the outcome of this wonderful resemblance.” .

“Since we have no more interesting subject than our
two selves, I propose we adjourn this meeting,” observes

Harold.

“ I second the proposition, and expect the outcome will
be that we shall go out in the world, hang a shingle out
in some quiet place, work like beavers, meeting once a
year.”

‘“ And we each and all hope you will both succeed
beyond your most sanguine expectations.”

With good-nights said and good-nights sung, they sepa-
rate ; and may that balmy sleep which “knits up the
raveled threads of care” be a guest at every pillow.
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CHAPTER XIIIL

¢ "Twas that friends, the beldved of my bosom, were near,
‘Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear,
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve,
‘When we see them reflected from looks that we love.”

—Thomas Moore.
ANOTHER year is numbered with those already passed ;
on every falling leaf is written that sad word,—decay. In
this quiet Northern home there is little change, only such
as time always brings, emancipation fiom school, an
added womanliness to the one in whom we are most
interested. Although the idol of many hearts, none more
humble than she; as lenient and charitable to others as
she is stern to self; a welcome guest in every circle,
beloved by the young for her mirth and high spirits, the
aged for her sympathy ; the sick and poor are her special
care. She has been a long distance to see an aged
woman who is decrepit and nearly blind. Very tired is
she as she nears home, seeing the river run so dark and
sluggish at the foot of the grounds ; the long branches of
the trees waving in the wind without leaf or flower, with
that dismal, sighing sound which the wind sometimes

‘makes when the ground 1s soggy and soaked by a long

rain, and the air is heavy with mist, but as she nears the
house her step, grows light, she springs up the steps and
opens the door., Her heart is gladdened as she sees the
brightness of everything within,—the\ fire giving out a
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genial warmth, which 1s so grateful after a cold, fatiguing
walk, as she leans her head back upon the chair, and
laughingly observes:

*“This hardly leaves one anything to desire.”

Springing up, she gives a lhttle shake to her head, and
crossing the floor kisses her mamma on the forehead.

“ Why are you looking so sadly at me, mamma *”

** You should not take such long walks with the air so
heavy and the ground so wet.”

‘ You should not have taught me the sweetness of charity,
then, you dear, fault-finding mother.. Iam all nght. Why,
I would not have missed this visit to auntie Grahame for
anything , she was so dehighted to see me, sitting there all
day in that poor little place. She took my face between
her hands, trying to see me and see how much I have
grown ; the tears actually came in her eyes. I am sure I
amused her greatly telling her about school life and the
acquaintances I had made. I was consoling her about not
being able to read; you should have seen her face,it
literally shone. She says sometimes God blesses people by
opening the eyes of their understanding when they cannot
see the things of this world. Is not that beautiful? And
she looked so sweet and peaceful, I believe He has hers.
Surely no one could be so happy as she without very
strong faith. I opened the Bible to read her a chapter,
and what do you think? it opened at thit beautiful verse,
right at the top of the page: ¢Inasmuch asye have done
1t unto the least of one of these, ye have done it unto me.’
She asked with hgr sweet voice and manner: ‘Did you
select that one, my dear?’ ‘No ; the book just opened
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there. Is it a favounite of yours?’ ¢I have not seen
it 1 years nor heard it. That 1s for you. All I can
do for them 1s to be patient, and cheerful,’ And, mamma;
I believe 1t was for me, 1 wasmean and selfish this
morning , I wanted to stay here with you all day, 1
thought of so many nice things I could do. Satan is so
alluring, 1s he not? And just when I had my things on,
and had put the selfishness away down under my feet, the
Comforter came, and I remembered He had left His mother
when He was but twelve years of age, and when she chided
Him, that His answer had been *Wist ye'not that I must

be about my Father’s business ?’ All the languor falis away |

from her , she is her own bhithe self as she goes on to tell
how ¢ Sall‘y, the stupid little grand-daughter who lives
with her, had gone to the town to get supplies , *“and I
gathered sticks, and made the fire blaze out brightly, and
from the httle parcel of tea which I had taken in my
basket made a beautiful strong cup, and even turned up
my sleeves and made some of those delicious beaten bis-
cuits that tasted so nice ; and with the ¢old chicken and the
jelly which you sent. we feasted right royally.”

Many are the visits made in the short winter afternoons.
Youth and health are grand possessions; they make thedark-
est day bright with sunshine and time fly on golden wings.
One visit deserves mention. The whole family Epegt the
month of February in New York. The Dewards have al'ways
been their closest friends, dating back from the school-days
ofthe mothers. At a large party one evening, they make
the acquaintance of Mrs. Montague from Washington. She

hovers near them, and looks so closely at Angel until, see- !
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ing herself observed, she answers, with charmingnai'veté;'

*1 hope you will pardon my rudeness; but I have an . .

idea I have met you before.”

“ I do not know that I am aware of ever having mét you
before, although I am very happy to have done so n(fﬁ; ”
and in the course of conversation, it falls out that she (Mrs,
Montague) is Aunt Helena. They leave for_home in the
morning, so they do not meet again. It seems she
recognised her from having seen the little picture which
Harry had sketched so long ago.
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CHAPTER XIV.

“¢Yet ah ! why should they know their fate,
- Since sorrow never comes too late,
And happiness too swiftly flies ?
Thought would destroy their paradise.”

—Gray.
A LITTLE over a year has passed since they sang their
last good nights and gulped down their disappointment at
not being able to fathom Harry’s secret. Everything has
goneon steadily and merrily within the classic shades of
Alma Mater. Each day 1s full to overflowing of good
wholesome duties ; only three more months remain to
them, when they will leave this quiet retreat, to mingle
with the busy throng and act their part in the great drama
of life. Suddenly, Harry is called to a private confer-
ence, He enters the library, to which none are ever called
except for reprimand, as approval is always given m pub-
lic. He looks as he enters not unlike a culprit, with his
head held high, the color mounting to his very brow. Some-
times perhaps in your life, reader, you have felt as though
you were walking straight against a brick wall; all the
bricks look exactly alike; you know that by removing one
an entrance may be effected. But which one? Just so
does Harry feel as he stands with his hands behind hirr;
waiting for Professor Long to speak. It seems to him an
hour, in reality it is two minutes; but the words are omi-

nous.
5
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11 “May I ask where you were last night at twelve h-
f o’clock ? ” of
%1 cannot tell.” fo
"-; | “Very well. L suppose you know the penalty attached to
5 i to gambling? ” . . R en
et “Yes, sir. I believe it 1s suspension.”, his
;;::3:' ‘¢ Suspension ! it ought to be expulsion. You richly de- of
R serve it ; but as Harold has interceded in your behalf, and- - He
i the term is so near its close, we have concluded to allow H:
1% you to graduate,” : for
£ He 1s completely stunned ; he makes one single remon- T toc
g A%‘ strance. his
%V ‘“But, sir. I did not go there to play at cards ; I do not twe
i g; ‘ gamble.” @
:*iw “ We have heard all that before. I will advise you that that
:’ig{i the less you say the better 1t will be for you ; saying does you
Qf not go for much within these walls,—it is doing. We be- “
dg& lieve in deeds: not words. One more question: I be- “

E,‘ﬁ' lieve you gave out, some two months ago, that you never “«
i touched a card. Will you tell me your object? It was en- I jus
7j£ tirely uncalled for.” “(
’.wﬂ “I did not mean making it public; I was asked, and not ?
:Lﬁtﬁ | said I 4id not, just simply because I 4o not.” “
e ¢ That will do ; you can go.” “r
He goes out with white set hips and head as erect as “C

when he came in. - outsic

Two months more have passed away without incident, “Ii

,only routine and hard work in prospect of the coming «y

examination. Harry islonging for thé®days to‘pass, a As

down

heavy weight seems to rest upon his spirits ; he finds it

°

—
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hard work to buckle to his studies. He watches the passage
of the birds as they fly North, and longs earnestly to
follow their example. Sitting dallying with his pen, he 1s
told by a servant that ¢ Professor Léthis pres-
ence in the library.” Agam that ominous sound ; he steels
his heart for the interview. He dreads the biting sarcasm
of this strict, old disciplinarian more than he 15 aware of.
He hastens to obeyi As he goes along the corridor, he sees
Harold hat in hand, asif waiting for him ; they clasp hands
for one moment, and Harold acts as though he were about
to detain him. With a look of strangely subdued sorrow upon
his face he passe