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HER WEDDING-DAY.

—s *

CHAPTER L

Eoveg ES ?  said Aunt Ruth, with kindling interest,

This important monosyllable was, in the mouth of
this excellent lady, susceptible of an infinite variety
and numberless gradations of meaning. Wooing
encouragement ; hearty and unequivocal assent; loving sympathy ;
lively curiosity and civil indifference; sometimes, upon sufficient
provocation, 8 mild species of sarcasm or contemptuous incredu-
lity—all these were habitually expressed by the gentle spinster
through the medium of the little word, defined by mistaken mascu-
line lexicographers as “an affirmative particle opposed to %o.”
Opposed to “mno,” indeed! As if Aunt Ruth could not, and did
not, make it mean ¢ no”—and no uncertain negative, either—every
day of her life |

She sat now in a well-cushioned Boston rocking-chair, dressed in
a grey merino, and a cap trimmed with dove-coloured ribbons
swinging slowly to and fro, knitting a lamb’s woolsock. Upon the
other side of the round candle-stand was her eldest nephew, Mr,
Alexander Lay, yclept by his intimates and the community in
general, ¢ Aleck,” lounging in lazy content against the stuffed back
of a great easy-chair, covered with black leather, polished to shining
sleekness by constant gervice during many years, His nether limba




2 HER WEDDING DAY.

were supported by the brass fender, and a mecrschaum was between
his teeth. He was a fine-looking young fellow of four-and-twenty,
with a well-developed, sinewy figure, black hair, and a beard whose
length, while it would have given an outré air to the visage of most
men, was highly becoming to his bronzed complexion and marked
physiognomy. He had arrived unexpectedly, but thrce hours
before, at his patrimonial mansion, after an absence of two years
from his native land, most of which time he had spent in a German
University.

“ The neatest people upon the globe!” he had said, pursuing
a description of a tour through Holland.

And Miss Ruth Massie, his maternal aunt, whose forte was
housewifery, and who was famed, far and necar, for the scrupulous
cleanliness of her establishment, forgot the yawn lodged in her
throat, provoked by his incidents of travel through Switzerland and
Italy, and rejoined by the  particle ”’ quoted above.

“T wished most for you when I visited Bro&k,” continued the
tourist. ¢ The streets are scoured as frequently and carcfully as you
wash your plates and dishes ; the iron railings enclosing the little
patches of brick pavement they denominate door-yards, are orna-
mented by brass knobs, brought, by dint of diligent friction, to the
brightness of mirrors; and the fronts of the houses are deluged
every morning by jets of water from a hose or syringe. Not an
atom of dust or a cobweb is anywhere visible. They even tie up the
tails of the cows when they have combed and brushed them, lest
they should trail upon the ground, and be afterwards accidentally
used to whisk their smooth sides.”

“Yes 1” Miss Ruth’s cyes opened more widely.

¢ The chickens’ nails are cleaned and pared each day, and I have
heard, although I caunot vouch for the truth of ¢/is statement, that
the hens' teeth are scrubbed at the same time, with a brush invented
solcly for this purpose,”

“Yes!”

The “ particle,” this time, was equivalent to—* You don’t tell me
so! I never heard the like!”

4 I felt sorry for the children,” Aleck went on with the veracions
narrative—* rosy, roly-poly, prdding-faced Dutch babies that they
were | Fancy a childbood—above all, & boyhood—passed in igno-
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rance of the glories of paddling in mud-puddles, with ane’s trousers
rolled above his knees, and the delight of manufacturing mud pies ?
I never longed, before or since, to be an instructor of youth, but I did
covet the privilege of initiating the unfortunate little wrctches into
such practices as msed to enrapture Robin's soul and mine "’

“I don't believe their mothers would bhave thanked you! 1
recollect the trouble you boys used to give me by such tricks.”

Aleck laughed. “ Don’t bear malice, aunty, since we have put
away childish things—more’s the pity | But I was going to tell you
about the Dutch girls. Such complexions ! such roses and lilies!
such plump dumplings of - forms—suet dmmplings, you could not
doubt! It made a fellow’s mouth water to look at the angels1”

“Ah, yes!” Miss Ruth’s slight nod heightened the significance
of her arch, knowing tone. ‘ Now you are coming to the point "
she meant to imply.

“Then, you should sec them skate in winter. Ten or a dozen miles
they fly down the canals to market, to sell their eggs and butter, and
back again the same day. They have regular balls upon th: ice.
Shall I ever farget a day’s sport upon skates, which I enjoyed with a
blue-eyed beauty—fleet of foot as a greyhound ; lips like cherries;
cheeks like the sunny side of an apricot, and waist like a firm rall of
butter! Ab, me! ‘Joys that we’ve tasted]’ That is one of the
never-returning kind, I am afraid!”

‘ The one—was she 2"’ interrogated Miss Ruth.

“One of them |’ said the male coquette, heartlesaly.

“Yes!| yes!”

Which was, being interpreted—* Aleck ! Aleck! yon are & sad
fellow ! ”

“ Can’t help it, aunty ! If the girls will be fascinating, they must
take the natural consequence of their behaviour, and endure my
devotion with the best grace they can.”

“1 thought you were going to bring her home to America with
you?”

« I wounld have dane 80, assuredly, had I known that you desired
it, and if I could bave decided which ‘her’ you expected me to
elect to that supreme felicity.”

“Yes!" said Miss Ruth, in affectionate ridicule of this conceited
speech. ¢ The ‘her’ I meant was that Gret—Gretna—or some saoh
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name you went erazy about, six months ago, It’s queer I can’t
remember what you called her,” :

“Qretna Green, perhaps? suggested Aleck, with praiseworthy -
gravity.

“You didn’t mention her surname, but I think it more than likely
that’s the one—the beautiful German girl, whose singing and dancing,
you said, had carried you into the seventh heaven—and all that sort
of nonsense.”

« Gretna Green is of Scotch extraction, Perhaps Gretchen was the
word you could not recollect.”

“Yes. Where is she?”

# 1 really can’t say. Probably married to some lager-loving Herr
Von Something, making his sauer-kraut and brewing hisbier. I have
not thought of her for months, that I know of. I do remember, how-
ever, since you have alluded to the subject, that she was quite a
pretty girl, and sang tolerably.”

Aunt Ruth shook her head again—now, in sorrowful deprecation
of the criminal trifling he avowed so carelessly.

“J was in hopes you meant to settle down for good and all! Not
that I fancied over-much your marrying a foreigner; and of the
two girls you've spoken of, I'd rather you had brought home the
Bcotch than the Dutch.”

“German ! ” corrected Aleck,

¢It’s all the same—isn’t it? Aleck! what possesses you to smoke
that dirty-looking pipe? May be you haven't moticed how the
amber is staining it through and through ?”

“Aunt Ruth! I am ashamed of you! This is a genuine meer-"
schaum, and cost more money than Robin could get for the best horse
in his stable |

“Yes? Letmeseeit!”

She inspected the shining black bowl, with its curious cloudy
veins, and the curved stem. .

“ A mere sham—did you call it?"

¢ Yes, ma'am. There are so few of the real articles among the
many that pass with the verdant purchasers for valuable, that the
contemptuous title deserved by the counterfeit has gradually been
applied to all, There's a moral in the fact, if you will take the pains
to study it.”
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“ It wants burning out badly!” said his aunt, disregarding his
philosophizing, and handing back the vaunted “real article,” with
an unmistakable contortion of the nose and upper lip. “It would
be the sweeter, and so would your mouth, for that matter, if you
. would leave it under the back-log there, all night. I could caution
Marthy to be careful not to crack or break it when she takes up the
ashes to-morrow morning.”

Managing his facial muscles with considerable difficulty, the fun-
loving nephew explained that the discoloration she condemned was
the prime beauty of the pipe, adding divers reminiscences—authentic,
of course—of the high estimate set upon long-used and well-blackened
meerschaums by discriminating Teutons,

“ Reckon they are not such overly clean people, after all!” was
Miss Ruth’s conclusion, enunciated with disdainful emphasis. ¢ But
seriously, my boy, what has become of this girl ? not Miss Green—
the other one! What broke off the match? You as good as told me
you were going to marry her right off.”

“Idid! When and how?” ]

“In a letter, crammed from beginning to end with her praises,
which you wrote me half a year ago.”

“ Ah| that was the end of the matter,I fancy. The flame burned
itself to ashes in that epistle. I cannot remember certainly what
disenchanted me. I have an idea that it was Gretchen’s immoderate
fondness for cabbage in an advanced stage of decomposition—so
called sauer-kraut.”

¢ Yes!” Aunt Ruth sighed.

“You don’t think that a sufficient cause for a breach of promise,
I see,” said her nephew, in pretended anxiety.

“I am afraid you will never marry, Aleck!”

«If I ever do, my wife's favourite dish shall be neither cabbage
nor onions.”

“You are as bad as Colonel Floyd! When he has bacon and
cabbage for dinner, he won'tallow Mrs. Floyd and the girls to come
to the table. He says it is only fit for men tosmell. Once in a
while he has an old-fashioned neighbour there, to whom he wants to
be polite; and since his rich friend must have the dish, it is pre-
pared, and the ladies don’t make their appearance until the cabbage
is removed. I've heard, thoagh that Helen will not submit to this
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nonsense since she came of age—that she will take her place at table
and entertain the company in her aunt’'s absence.”

“They are all well at Belleview, are they?” questioned Aleck,
puffing away rather faster at his meerschaum.

“Yes.”

Mr. Lay turned at the hesitating tone, enwrapping so much of
mysterious meaning, and ominous of ill-tidings,

“ Why, what’s the matter there? Has any thing gone wrong ?”

¢ Nothing new—nothing but what has been wrong from the start,
and that was more years ago than most people dream of. Only—
from all I can gather from people’s sly whispers—nobody dare say
anything aloud—things are looking crookeder of late than they used
w"’

She stopped to count the rounds in her sock, preparatory to
turning off the heel. Aleck said nothing, and seemed to watch the
briskly-rising rings of smoke.

“This marriage is a serious business—one that is generally
entered upon too carelessly,” resumed Miss Massie, oracularly. “I
don’t know but you are right to be cantious about risking a chance
in the lottery ; but there are many worse faults in a wife or husband
than a breath scented with cabbage or garlic. Colonel Floyd always
reminds me of the men of old who used to tithe mint, anise, and cine
namon, while they neglected the weightier matters of the law, If
he had been as careful of his wife’s property and happiness, and his
children’s real good, as he is to spare them a few trifling annoy-
ances that nobody else would ever think of, they'd be better off in
mind and estate. They say he gambles awfully—worse than ever
—and that if half his debts were paid, he would not have a dollar or
an acre of land left that he could call his own.”

¢ Nobody is surprised at that, I imagine. People have prophesied
that for years past;—although, as you say, the real condition of his
affairs may be more generally known, and spoken of more openly
than it used to be,” said Aleck.

Miss Ruth’s needles rattled nervously against one another.

“Yes; but there's one thing that worries me more than all the
rest. While I am, of course, very sorry for poor Mrs, Floyd and the
children, still it’s natural to feel most uneasy about one’s own flesh
and blood, and—well—maybe I ought not to speak of it, even to
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you—but I'm very sure that Robert has lent him money, and
a good decal of it,and I am doubtful whether he will ever be
paid.”

“You need not be. There is & moral certainty that he will never

see a cent of it again. No man ever did yet, who was so foolish as
to lend anything to the colonel. You can set your mind at rest upon
that score.”
" «Yes, Isuppose so; but it is a pity and a shame, Aleck | I wish
you could put Robert upon his guard. He’s so soft-hearted and
open-handed that he can’t say ¢ No’ to anybody, much less to a friend.
And he always defends Colonel Floyd when he is attacked; says
he’s not so bad as the world is disposed to think, and has some fine
traits of character, and has always been very kind to him, and all
such talk. You know Robert, and how easily imposed upon he is;
and the colonel certainly puts himself out to be polite and attentive
to bim, and, Robert told me, gave his consent in the most hand-
some manner to his engagement with Helen Gardmer. Gracious,
Aleck | you might have broken it all to pieces 1”

Aleck stooped to pick up the pipe that had slipped from his
fingers, and remained in that position for a minute, busily brushing

the ashes from the gaily-flowered hearthrug—a manifestation of care -

and neatness which, if Aunt Ruth remarked, she attributed to the
effect of his residence among the cleanly Hollanders,

“Ugly and dirty as it is, it would have been a pity to break what
cost so much money, and is so hard to replace in this country!”
continued the thrifty housewife. ‘’Tisn't cracked, is it?”

“No! BuntIinterrupted you! What were you saying ?” Aleck
refilled and relighted his pipe, after seeming to examine it solici-
tously, and stretched out his feet as before, * You were talking
about the Floyds.”

%Yes! so far as I can judge, there is no love lost between Helen

and her gnardian. Idon’t think there ever hasbeen. He has always
found her an unruly charge, I reckon. Bo it isn’t to please her that
Robert let him have money, when he asked for it. It's just his ow\
good-nature, and he will suffer for it.”

“ They have been engaged for some time, have they ?

“Who? Robert and Helen? Four or five months. They seem
very happy together, as contented a couple a8 I ever saw. They
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expect to be married at Christmas; but I suppose Robert has told
you all about that.”

¢ At Christmas ! and this is the first of November 1”

There was & dreary echo in his tone that reached even Miss Ruth’s
apprehensions, and elicited a responsive sigh.

“Yes! it will be a change for us all—for you and me, as well
as them! But I hope it is for Robert’s good. He will make one
of the best husbands alive; and she has steadied surprisingly—
sobered down more than I once thought she ever could, since they
were first engaged. Do you recollect how wild she used to be {”

“Yes!” !

And after this musing articulation of his aunt'’s favourite mono-
syllable, there was an interval of silence. Miss Ruth [plied her

" knitting-needles assiduously, and looked over her spectacles into the
crackling fire. The nephew smoked slowly, and seemed to study
the same blazing pile of hickory logs. What were her motherly
and housewifely meditations, it concerns us not to inquire. The
central figure in his dream-pictures was a young girl, with flashing,
laughing eyes, and dark chestnut locks wound in heavy braids about
her nobly-shaped head : form erect, yet pliant; dancing feet whose
rapid beat was sweetest music to his ears.

¢ Did he recollect how wild she used to be ?”

% Mrs. Floyd, sober and shocked, had oftentimes expostulated
with him for aiding and abetting her harum-scarum niece in her
hare-brained pranke and lawless proceedings. He had taught her to
it firmly his most spirited hunter, in leaping fences and ditches ; to
fish, and, most barbarous of all pursuits for a young lady—to hunt!
2o carry her fowling-piece and bring down her game with the cool- -

" ness and address of a veteran sportsman. This last-named, accom-
plishment was rather practised in secret, than alluded to in public,
It was doubtful whether Mrs. Floyd was ever quite sure that Helen
had really acquired it. Many a day had she spent in the woods in
company with Aleck and Robert, when governess and guardians had
granted her permission to pay a proper, hum-drum visit to Miss
Ruth. An unfortunate accident finally cured her of her Nimrod
proclivities. ~ The three were out turkey-hunting, one day, and
Aleck, having stationed Robert with Helen behind the blind of
brushwood and hushes, to await the coming of the frightened and
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scattered flock, grew impatient of the tardiness of the dogs sent to
*“flush  the birds, and started off himself to seek and direct them,
He was not long in discovering a fine gang of turkeys, and after
assuring himself that many of them had taken the direction he

- desired, undertook to regain the covert by another route, Crouching
low, that his head might not appear above the undergrowth of the
wood, he made his way rapidly and stealthily towards the ambuscade,
He was within twenty yards of it, when the crack of a gun rang out
opon the forest stillness. Helen, excited and impetuous, had mis-
taken the slight motion created by his passage among the bushes,
for the advance of the expected game, and fired before Robert could
interfere to prevent her rash action. The charge from her weapon
lodged in Aleck’s shoulder, and the upper part of his chest, inflicting
a severe, and, as they, in their inexperience, feared, a fatal wound.

Bleeding and suffering—ignorant as his companions of the
extent of his danger, the elder brother still retained his habitual
power of resolve and command.

“Leave me here—both of you!” was his order. * Robert, you
will see her home ! then ride over to Greenfield and bring a couple
of men back with you, And, my dear fellow! mind! I did ¢
myself!”

Helen interposed with a passionate burst of self-accusation. It

was all her work—her unpardonable stupidity! her cruel, cruel
blunder ! and she alone should be blamed for it! She deserved the
most severe things that could be said of and to her!
" «Nelly |” The wounded youth looked up wjth his own saucy
smile, “Do you remember what that old Hebrew king—Abi-
melech, I believe it was—said to his armour-bearer, when a woman
cast a piece of millstone from the wall of the besieged city, and

_ cracked his crown? ‘Draw thy sword, and slay me, that men say
" not of me—% A woman slew him1”’- Robert, you will do as I

said ! ”

Robert hastened away in quest of help ; but Helen’s will was not
to be borne down in this matter. For two hours—long in their
anguished suspense to her ;—short and delicious as a dream of
Paradise to the injured boy,—she lingered beside him in the heart
of that lonely forest ; stanching the blood with such appliances as
were within her reach; making him a pillow of leaves; fanning




10 HER WEDDING DAY.

him ; gently wiping his brow, when the pain, that could not extort
a groan from the manly heart, or dim his grateful smile, forced
great beads of sweat through the pores. Nay, more ! when the sound
of voices was heard approaching the spot, and he besought her for
both their sakes to make good her retreat before she was perceived
by curious or unfriendly eyes, she gazed long and earnestly into his
face, a look that awoke a new thrill of life in the fainting heart, and,
the tears raining down her checks, bent over and kissed him.

‘When Robert and his attendants arrived at the scene of the acei-
dent, Aleck was alone, lying quietly upon his leafy couch, more than
serene, with a happy light upon his countenance that glorified and
elevated every feature. It was but the commencement of a splendid
hunting season—the finest that had been known for years—when he
was shot, and he lost the whole of it, Miss Ruth marvelled at and
lauded his patient endurance of his tedious confinement ; his com-
rades were affected with equal surprise at the cheerful equanimity
with which he received their raillery upon his awkwardness in
hitting himself,—he, the best shot in the country ! -

“ Merely a difference of game, boys !” he said, gaily. *.I went
to look for turkeys, and brought down a great goose instead ! »

Robert carried daily health bulletins to Colonel Floyd’s, and
never returned without some token of remembrance or sympathizing
message from Helen, Sometimes she wrote to the invalid. Every
one of these hastily penned notes—incoherent, girlish, extravagant
—was treasured up to this day—Ilocked away, as too sacred for other
eyes ;—perfumed with the roses she had sent by his brother’s hand.
The three guarded well their secret ; but Helen never hunted again.
If she had not lost her unfeminine hankering for a personal partici-
pation in the amusement, she shrank from its practice with
trembling. )

She was but fifteen then,—scarcely more than a child. Robert
was two years older, and Aleck his senior by eighteen months. He
was twenty-two when he went to Germany, and it was still ¢ Aleck,”
and “Nelly " between them. Still they laughed, danced, rode, and
sported together, the acknowledged ringleaders of every frolic—the
wilder the better—and Robert was the balance-wheel to their
impetuosity. He was mirthful, and loved fun as dearly as did either
of the others, but he exhibited a gentle steadiness of demeanour, &
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graceful propriety of action, that caused him to be extolled by all
the matrans of the region as a “pattern young man, and a safe
chanee for any girl.” Nobody called Aleek Lay an unsafe chance,
yet his popularity never equalled his brother’s. He was too unscru=
pulous in speech, often reekless and imprudent in manner. The
weak-minded and timid feared his lash of ridicule ; hypocrites and
pretenders, his fearless exposure of their true characters. Little
cared he for popular judgment, for public favour, or public repro-
bation. Aunt Ruth petted him ; Robert loved him ; and Helen was
his willing ally, his fast friend, his confidante upon all subjects save.
one,

Their farewell, prior to his departure for the Old World, was
spoken in the interval of the dance, at a large party given at Colonel
Floyd’s, in celebration of Lily Calvert’s—a niece and another ward of
the colonel’s—birthday.

¢ It would hardly be hanourable in me were I to say to you all
that is in my heart,” Aleck had said, hurriedly ; *“for this avowal
would force you to a corresponding frankness—and I shall be absent
a long time—and we are both very young. It would be basely
ungenerous, were I to attempt to bind you by & promise now.”

His colour came and went almost as rapidly as did hers, and his
whole behaviour was oddly at variance with his usual easy, self-
assured ‘bearing. .

“But if my presumption in daring to speak of this matter—to
think of you, to hope and dream, as I have for years, has not offended
you : if you will still keep your early play-fellow in remembrance—
still permit him to cherish your image where he has always worn
it—in his heart of hearts—may I ask you to'wear this while I am
away! Itisno signal of bondage, recollect! It leaves you free
as air, When I return, if I do not see it on your finger, I shall,
nevertheless, have no right to feel myself ill-treated-- shall never
molest you by demands for any explanation.”

They stood apart from the crowd, at a window partially concealed
by a curtain, Without' a word —only with one thrilling look into
his eyes, that revived the memory of the forest scene, she drew off her
glove—his hand touched hers—held it for a second! The next
minute a partner claimed her for the ensuing set, and led her away,
dreaming as little of the ring hidden by the snowy kid, as did the
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throng at large of the wild throbbings of the heart—the mingled
rapture, pain, and unrest masked by Aleck Lay’s laughing face,
Helen was never more gay than during the remainder of the revel;
and his spirits seemed to keep pace with the rise of hers. Their last
dance together was a dashing, sweeping waltz, whose almost frantic
swiftness, and-the length of time they kept it up, set all the prudes’
heads to wagging in holy horror, and drew from kind, loving, chari-
table Aunt Ruth, a deprecating remark to her nephew Robert.

« She's a good-hearted girl, I don’t doubt, Robert! And I have
great confidence in her principles; she wouldn’t knowingly do a
wrong thing ; but it's a pity the poor child has no mother!”

The rout over, the adieux were brief—a single glance was intere
changed, and a band-clasp, fervent, but not prolonged ;—a jesting
phrase intended for the benefit of the bystanders—

¥ Good-bye, Nelly! Take care of yourself !” and

“ Good-bye, Aleck | I suppose we shall not see you again until
you are a fat Mynheer, whose thick tongue will be unintelligible to
untravelled ears,”

This was all! As he had said, they were both very young then ;
it was his choice to leave her untrammelled by the shadow of a
pledge. The ring might have been a friend’s parting gift. She was
a woman now—more grave, more thoughtful, more judicious than in
the days when she seemed to prefer his society to that of other
admirers—even to Robert’s; & woman who had chosen for herself a
life partner, and who would, in seven weeks more, be his brother’s
wife !

He thought all this over, without the change of a muscle or an
audible sigh. His will was strong, and his pride stubborn ; himself
one of the men who can meet death, however horrible its form, with
a steady or smiling front, if it be proved to be inevitable, and there
are others looking on to mark how they sustain the trial.

His voice, cheery and unfaltering, ended the protracted pause.

¢ Ah, well, aunty, you and I need not stay here to embarrass the
movements of the rightful master and mistress of this establishment.
Greenfield is a dear and lovely spot to us both, but duty and inexp:-
diency unite in forbidding my longer residence here. Maple Hill is
sadly in want of a tenant, and I have always looked forward toa
settlement of myself and worldly goods there when I should be ready
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to begin life in carnest. But I cannot keep house by myself, you
know, It would be a doleful and disgraceful Bachelor’s Hall, that
would cause you to disown me for ever. I must have somebody to
scold the maids, to pour out my coffee and lecture me occasionally.
You will not mind the change of home so much as if I invited you
to be my companion in a strange neighbourhood and unfamiliar
house, will you ?

1 was born there, lived there until your mother and grandfather
died, and your father begged me to come here and take charge of you
boys 1™

A tear found its way from beneath the spectacles.

“ And you have no idea what an exemplary character I mean to
become,” pursued Aleck, ¢ Not quite so good as Robin, to-be sure,
but a very decorous and decent young man, notwithstanding beard
and meerschaum,”

Miss Ruth smiled up at him affectionately. Scapegrace though she
was often obliged to consider him, he had ever been her favourite of
her adopted children; and the vision of an independent home with
him was far more pleasant, more in consonance with her tastes, than
the thought of resigning the insignia of authority, <.e., the key-
basket, into the hands of Robert’s wife, and the meek acceptance of a
secondary position in the court where she had reigned supreme for
upwards of twenty years.

“You were always kind-hearted and generous, Aleck ! one of the
sort whose worst side is the outside, I hope you'll get a good wife
of your own some day.”

“ Don’t trouble your brain with such useless wishes and unprofit-
able imaginings, aunty ! Z do not! Why! it is ten o'clock! Is
Robert generally so late in returning from court ?”

“No! I'm afraid he went home with Colonel Floyd! He often
does. It is naturally hard work for him, now he is in love, to pass
the Belleview gate on his road, especially when he thinks that there
is nobody here but me, and knows that I am never lonesome. We
had not an idea of seeing you for a fortnight to come. How stupid
and selfish it was in me not to think sooner of sending a boy to the
colonel’s to inquire if he was there, But, you see, I kept expecting
him every minute.”

¢ Exactly! I understand] I am glad your after-thought came so
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late. I would not bave him disturbed from his prescnt agreeable
quarters on my account. You think that he will not be homse to-
night, then?”

“Hardly. He usually stays at the colonel's all night when he
goes there from court. I suppose that, like most other courting
couples, they have endless things to say to each, though what about,
I can’t think. I should think they would have talked it all out
before this time, but that is always the way. Engaged people never
seem at a loss what to say to one another.”

% Theirs is a theme which is exhaustless, until after marriage!”
said Aleck, yawning and rising. ¢ I feel tired after my journey, and
it is already long past your bed-time. Good-night !

His chamber was the same he had shared with Robert until their
separation, two years before; the same in which he had lain, help-
less and suffering during the weeks that followed the accident
already described. There was a bright fire on the hearth; his
mother’s picture, the object of his boyish idolatry, still smiled down
at him from its place above the mantel; every article of the old
familiar furniture was endeared to him by its associations of & happy
childhood and joyous, hopeful youth, yet the place was inexpressibly
cheerless and desolate ; awoke a scnsation of homesickness, more
acute than any he had felt in the way-side inns of foreign lands.

He looked through the window. The moon shone with fitful
lustre between flying clouds; the high autumn wind roared through
a pine-grove to the right of the house, and tore showers of leaves
from other trees—the dismantled boughs groaning in every fibre ae
they gave up their summer treasures. It was a weird, dreary night
to a solitary and sad watcher, whether his lonely vigil were kept
above & dead form or a dead hope; a night to make friends draw
closer the ring surrounding the social blaze, and talk more earnestly
and frankly ; a night to cause lovers to cling more nearly and fondly
to one another, to feel, as they had never done before, the warmth
and blessedness and glory of that heart sunshine which beamed the
fairer for the rush and crash of outward storms,

¢ This is my welcome home !

He left his look-out; went to a trunk which, with the rest ot
his baggage, stood against the wall, unstrapped and opened it, and
took from its depths a pretty casket. - The lid of this was raised, and
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a subtle perfume stole through the apartment—the odour of rose-
leaves, Then, the entire contents of the box were emptied upon the
table : notes, dried flowers, & knot of blue ribbon—lastly, a lady’s
cambric handkerchief, with dark-red stains upon it. With this, the
rude compress of moss and bruised herbs had been bound upon his
shoulder on that memorable day. One corner bore a name. He tore
this off and threw it into the fire, turning his back that he might not
see it burn ; the rest, cambric, papers, withered stalks and petals,
were rent into small bits, not impatiently, but carefully, deliberately,
as one performs a solemn duty, re-collected and re-turned to the
casket. The November blast screamed hoarsely past his ear as he
lifted the sash. In a second it caught the pile of fragments; whirled
them aloft ; dashed them downwards; scattered them far and wide
over plain, hill, and grove.
¢ 8o let it be 1” was all Aleck said, as he lowered the window.



CHAPTER IL

parlour that evening. The colonel himself read the papers
he had taken from the post-office in the afternoon—
seated by a round stand at the warmest corner of the
fire-place. So real was his absorbed interest in the sheet he held,
that his presence imposed less restraint than it was wont to exert
upon the innocent hilarity of the junior portion of the party. He had
enjoyed in his younger days the reputation of being the handsomest
man, the best rider, and most graceful dancer in the county ; and the
years which had frosted his hair, and made rigid the once flexible
lines of his face, had not bowed the stately form, robbed the eye of
its fire, or the limbs of their strength, He looked proud and resolute,
and he was both of these, and more—proud, with a haughtiness that
inspired dislike and fear, rather than respect; arrogant and over-
bearing to an extent which made him popular throughout the region
where he would have ruled with absolute sway. In his family, be
was an autocrat ; upon his plantation, a despot, whose laws were
Draconian in severity ; everywhere, in theory and in practice, he was
an aristocrat of the sternest type. It was a common saying among
the working classes, that it was almost as much as a poor man’s life
was worth, to press Colonel Floyd for the payment of a just debt;
yet no tradesman or mechanic durst refuse him unlimited credit.
It is a sight that may be seen every day in other communities,
North, East, and West, where the feudal system has never prevailed
as it did at the date of our tale, in this old Potomac county of Mary-
land—-I mean thc supremacy accorded to a single individual by
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those, his equals and betters in all respects—merely because he, out
of the pride and mightiness of his inflated heart, chooses to proclaim
himself a prince and a lord over them. Some of those whom he
counts his vassals are too indolent, others too cowardly, others still
too amiable, to dispute his reign, and, unchecked, he flaunts his
dictatorship in the eyes of his amused or disgusted fellow-citizens,
until & Tyrant, stronger and grimmer yet than he, forces him to dis-
charge the last humiliating debt of Nature; proves him to have
been, after all his pomp of place and circumstance, but common
clay.

The Floyds had, from their family seat of Belleview, governed the
adjacent county for three generations back; and distasteful as was
the bearing of the present proprietor to his well-born, well-bred, and
wealthy neighbours, they never thwarted, very rarely contradicted
him. Behind his back, he was stigmatized as violent, unscrupulous,
and dissipated—a rové and a gambler; a bully and a swindler ; yet,
not one of his uncomplimentary friends ever thought of testifying his
disapproval of a course so disreputable by declining the hospitalities
of Belleview, and obliging his wife and daughters to do the same;
none withheld from him the grasping hand and hearty salutation of
delighted civility ; few there were who did not feel and express them-
selves as pleased and honoured by his visits to their houses.

Upon the opposite side of the hearth was Mrs. Floyd, mild, inane,
and faded, as might have been predicted of the sweet-tempered,
spiritless beauty and heiress, who had, at eighteen, wedded this ime
perious partner. She feared her husband, loved her children, and
found her chief pleasures in housekeeping, gardening, and the parti.
cipation in an occasional weak and innocuous dish of gossip with
some congenial visitor. At the period of her marriage, she had repre-
sented several ciphers, prefaced by a more important figure, and
these, it was surmised, had formed her principal recommendation,
malgré her bright eyes and peachy bloom, in the sight of the bride-
groom. But beneath his hot, hasty fingers, the sum of which she was
the sign and seal had melted away, until the total and her conse.
quence to her spouse had dwindled, in a like proportion, to a forlorn
0. Yet they maintained the state they had borne when cash was
‘plenty, and houses nor lands were overshadowed by cumbering mort-
gages. In mansion and farm and stables, there was no symptom of
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the decay of wealth or gentility. People said that they were going
down-hill, while all agreed that, during the colonel’s lifetime, his
family would never be allowed to soil their dainty feet with the
mud ; that to those, reared as they had been, lies a dread and hope-
less quagmire—filthy and unfathomable, in the vale of Poverty. As
for Mrs. Floyd, it may be safely affirmed that the idea of such a
descent, the bare prospect or possibility of this terrific fall, had never
occurred to her mind.

She was half-dozing now over a knitted edging she was manufac-
turing of fine spool cotton—a vacant smile upon her features, a
meaningless smirk, that was sapposed to indicate excessive amiability,
which brightened mechanically, as, now and then, a merry outburst
from the group of young people reached her drowsy semses. This
was her usual style of entertaining her nieces’ visitors.

This group, consisting of six persons,—three ladies and a corres-
pounding number of gentlemen—were gathered about a table in the
middle of the large room, engaged, evidently to their own most
lively gratification, in the game of “ Consequences.” The table was
littered with the folded slips of paper, so well known to the lovers of
the play, and each one held a pencil. The member of the little band
who would soonest have attracted the notice of a stranger, was Lily
Calvert, the younger of Colonel Floyd’s wards, and his own niece,
Her chair was set in the full glare of the lamp that lighted the serib-
blers in their employment. She was necarly nineteen years of age,
but not taller than many girls are at tem, with pale gold curis
floating loosely upon her shoulders; exquisitely shaped and ex-
tremely small feet-and hands; large, melancholy blue eyes, with
drooping fringes, and a voice clear and sweet as that of a bird. But
her complexion, to which she owed her pet name, now the only one
by which she was ever called, formed the marked peculiarity of her
appearance. It was white as the purest wax; never warmed by a
tinge of colour, whatever were her feelings ; and her lips had, usually,
a bluish tinge, The most obstinate unbeliever in the reality of such
phenomena could not, in surveying her, help crediting the explana-
tion of this one, commonly reported among those who were conver-
sant with the family history.

Egbert Oalvert had married Colonel Floyd’s only sister, and settled
with her upon the estate bequeathed to her by her father. One night,
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less than a yesr from the wedding day, he was brought home a corpse,
stark, cold, and bloody, baving been picked up from the roadside by
some belated passers-by. He had not a known enemy in the world ;
no man was more popular and respected, and, in the absence of all
testimony tending to prove human agency in producing his death,
the ghastly cut upon the back of his head, which had crushed in the
skull, was somewhat lamely accounted for by the supposition that
his horse—a fiery and imperfectly broken colt—had thrown him with:
violence against the rocky road on which he was lying when found.
The poor wife never smiled again ; seldom spoke a voluntary word
after recovering from the swoon into which she fell at the fatal
spectacle ; but it was not until Lily’s birth that she manifested
unmistakable signs of derangement. Lunacy was nct reckoned a
disgrace in this patrician community. On the contrary, its frequent
appearance in the best, that is to say, the wealthiest and proudest
classcs, caused it to be recognized as an aristocratic complaint, pro-
duced, as it undoubtedly was, by the need of an admixture of fresh,
new.blood with the thin, blue current cousin had poured into cousin’s
veins, from one generation to another, for a hundred years and more. -
The Floyds had, like the rest of those who plumed themselves upon
being of “ good old stock,” been pertinacious in the practice of inter-
marriage. Grandfather, father, and son had espoused first cousins,
and the State Asylum was the more populous by reason of their
adherence to ancient customs.

8o Charlotte Calvert, bereaved of husband, and, more mercifully,
of reason, was consigned by her affectionate relatives to the safe and
comfortable retreat where others of her race were enjoying a peaceful
home ; her brother assumed the control of her property, as guardian
of her child and trustee for herself, and Mrs. Floyd opemed her
motherly arms to the worse than orphaned babe. She had no
daughters of her own,—had been, as the phrase is, * unfortunate” in
her children. Her eldest boy was born an idiot, and, at the time of
our story, was an inmate of the same asylum in which his aunt, Mrs,
Calvert, was confined. The second, a beautiful, intelligent child,
lived to be two years old, and was then snatched from her within a
day after the commencement of the disorder by an attack of croup ;
the third, a girl, died a few hours after its birth, This event occurred
almost simultaneously with the little Lily’s advent, and the lattet
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gained, by means of this association and her own sad helplessness of
condition, such a hold upon the heart of her foster-mother, that the
subsequent arrival of four sons, three of whom were still alive, could
not dispossess her of the first place in the good lady’s affections.
Her uncle did not pet her; he never petted anything, not even his
most valued racer ; but neither did he scold and rebuff and cuff her,
as it was his habit to treat his own offspring, and thus she grew to
regard herself, and to be regarded by others, as a favourite with him.
She was a spoiled child from the beginning of her existence; but
more self-indulgent than selfish; exacting of notice and love, and
disposed to be jealous of superior attentions bestowed upon others;
yet it was so natural to admire and humour her ; she was so pretty
and petite, and her naive, winning ways so like those of a gleeful,
graceful little girl, that it was not often she had reason to complain
of being overlooked.

Her supporters on either hand at the table were Tom Shore and
Junius Dickson, beaux from the vicinity, who had made this their
halting-place on the way homewards from the county court-house—
quite a fashionable practice with the young men for twenty miles
arcund. Facing her sat Virginia Shore, Tom’s sister, an intimate
friend of the cousins and a gay-spirited rattle ; next her, Robert Lay,
and beside him, his betrothed, Helen Gardner, looking very much
as Aleck’s yearning. heart was then picturing her in his fireside
visions, only with a richer maturity, a ripeness of womanhood upon
her, that Miss Ruth may have had in her mind, when she essayed
to describe the change that had taken place in the girl since her
engagement, Robert was a trifle shorter than his brother, but still
a well-made, tall figure, with pleasant hazel eyes, light hair, clear
complexion, a mouth that betokened sweetness of disposition and
delicate sensibilities, a voice at once manly and gentle, and & full,
curling auburn beard. He was a handsome fellow ; companionable
to a charm; easy-tempered to a fault; and universally beloved by
high and low. By unanimous acclamation, he was chosen reader of
the party ; and in his manner of collecting the folded slips, as each
writer pronounced his or hers ready, there was a frank, smiling
courtesy, so natural and customary with him, that he was unaware
of its manifestation, but which wrought its effect upon those he
addressed,
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¢ Are you ready, Miss Helen?” he said to his right-hand neighe
bour, when all the others had given in their contributions,

¢ Not quite! I am stupid to-night !”

“I believe you are | ” retorted Lily, with a slight spice of pettish-
ness inhermanner. ¢ Youhave been behindhand in every round. It
you will write what you are dreaming about it will interest us, I have
n9 doubt.”

“Never ‘mind! There is time enough, and to spare,” observed
Robert, kindly, as Helen bent down, her face crimsoning with shame
or impatience, and scribbled away desperately at the limited space
remaining for her to fill, ’

He pretended, further to relieve her, to be busied in sorting the
narrow strips of paper deposited in his care,

“There 1” Helen pushed hers towards him, and threw herself
back in her chair. % My invention is exhausted | I shall retire at the
next round.”

“Do as 1 do, and write whatever nonsense first occurs to you,”
replied young Lay. ¢ Ishould never progress beyond a single line if
I attempted to be brilliant 1"

The game of “ Consequences,” I may as well state, for the infor-
mation of those who, from the misfortune of ignorance, or the
wilfulness of superior wisdom to such frivolous amusements, need
enlightenment upon the subject, is conducted after this wise, A half
sheet of note-paper is furnished to each person who desires to take
part in the entertainment, and he or she writes at the top of this a
character or personal description applicable to a lady—as “ the fair
and witty,” or the “homely and shrewish "—folds this down so care-
fully that no part of the writing is visible, and passes it to the one
gitting next the said him or her, on one side, receiving at the same
moment a similarly prepared page from the neighbour on the other
hand. Next comes the lady’s name, usually that of some friend or
acquaintance of the writer; then, a description masculine, and a
name ; the place of meeting ; what he said, and her reply; the con-
sequence of the interview, and, as a finale, the world’s opinion upon
the matter. The best fun of the performance is the marvellous and
oftentimes ludicrous coherence of the narrative, written piece-meal by
80 many hands, each scribe being perfectly ignorant of a single word
that precedes his own addition to the story. There were a few blushca
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and a grest deal of laughter upon the present oocasion, as various
good hits and strikingly appropriste allusions were given to the
auditors in the reader’s best style.

Atlength came a tale that awoke different sensations in the breasts
of all, that was felt acutely by at least ane member of the company :—

“ The gracefnl and winning Miss Lily Calvert and the refined snd
chivalrous Mr. Robert Lay met in Colonel Floyd’s parlour. He said,—

¢ ¢ How happy could I be with either,
Were t'other dear charmer away 1’
¢ She answered, weepingly,
4 ¢The moon looks on many brooks;
The brook sees but one moon.’

“The consequence was, that the loss of her wits followed npon
that of her heart, and his comfort and happiness were not at all
damaged thereby. The world said—¢ Poor thing ! what else could
have been anticipated from her antecedents !’ *

One or two tried wmsapamdmhngh,mdmbodylooked at
Lily, whose forced mirth jarred upom every ear, while her taper
fingers interlaced each other tightly on the table.

“Bah!” said Helen. “That is the fiattest thing we bave heard
yet ! Give us another, if you please, Mr. Lay.”

No one, unless it were himself, in their private interviews, ever
heard her call him “ Robert ® now-a-days.

¢ This looks racy!{” remarked he, catching a glimpse of the
names heading the one he was unfolding.

¢ The witty and accomplished Miss Heien Gardner, and the learned
‘but cynical Mr. Alexander Lay, met behind a turkey-biind. He snid
. —*False as fair! did yoa mot plight your troth to me? Was not

this ring the seal ?° She said—* Alas ! it is too late! They told me
you loved anocther!’ The consequence was that she married his
brother, and he lived and died a crusty, rusty, fusty ald bacheler.
The world said—* It is dangerous, this plsying with edge-tools!’” -

Robert's amile was free of all unpleagsnt meaning, as he fiashed
8 merry gisnce at his betrothed.

“ Reefs shead | ” he szid, in & playful < aside” inandible to othess,
amidst the chxtiering that eucoeeded the reading of this, the lsst
paper. “1must be on the Jook-out ! You know that we expeot this
dangerous rival of mime in the course of a week or two, do yen mat "

w
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¢ No—I had not heard ! Let me look at that nonsense 1"

She took the slip he was twisting between his fingers, perused it
scrutinizingly, probably to assure herself that no two sentences were
penned by the same individual, cast it down contemptuously upon
the pile with the rest, arose, and left the room.

The entrance of a servant with a tray of refreshments diverted
the attention of the others, and Robert was not long in finding and
improving a favourable opportunity forfollowing Helen. They often
met, when there was company in the parlour, in the dining-room just
across the hall, where the fire was never suffered to go out in cold
weather ; and since he had signified to her, earlier in the evening, his
wish to see her alone by-and-by, it argued no unreasonable vanity on
his part that he fully expected to find her there awaiting him. But
the room was deserted. The fire had been recently replenished,
doubtless by some sagacious servant, in anticipation of the conference
he hoped for, and the ruddy shine showed him distinctly every object
in the spacious apartment. An unlighted candle was on the table ;
two comfortable chairs were set in affectionate and suggestive
proximity to one another, in front of the hearth.

“She will be in presently ! ” was his mental comment upon the
disappointment, and he sat down to bide her pleasure or con-
venience, ’

Five—ten—fifteen minutes went by, and while he chafed less at
the delay than a more irritable man would have done, he yet
experienced a growing and disagreeable sentiment of impatience,

“ At last1”

Footsteps approached along the corridor, He stood up to wel-
come the late-comer, with no intention of offering her a reproach, or
even a remonstrance. True gallant that he was, he never thought of
assailing her with such. If he were her knight, he was her vassal
likewise ; bowed to her will in glad humility, as in courtly grace,
His countenance changed as he listened. Helen’s light foot never
trod the floor with that lazy shuffle; nor was it her habit, even in
the days when she “used to be so wild,” to proclaim her coming by
whistling—
. “ Possum up a 2

Raccoon 1};1 agl;-ﬁot:s’
Bat it was a melodious whistle, and deftly executed ; the original
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melody being artistically varied by fantastic trills and cadenzas;
and it was a good-humoured face which was illumined by the candle
borne in the intruder’s hand.

% Beg pardon, Mars’ Robert! Come for Marster heavy boots! He
want ’em, byme by 1 ”

He was a negro lad of fourteen or thereabouts—boot-black
errand-boy, and assistant waiter ; a knowing, saucy imp, who stood
in awe of but two living creatures, his master and his father.

“Dey ain’t in here, arter all!” he ejaculated, in well-feigned
surprise, having made an exploration of all unlikely and impossible
hiding-places for the required articles, such as the sideboard, knife.
box, and plate-warmer. ¢ Dat’s too bad !”

“T saw a pair in the hall, when I came through just now,” said
Robert, whose instinct it was to help every one, no matter how lowly
his station, out of trouble, whatever;might be its nature,

¢ Thank you, sur! I'm obleeged to you!”

He halted, in backing towards the door, as if just struck by an
idea.

¢ If you please, Mars’ Robert, would you mind asking Miss Helen
if she will have a fire made up in de office? It's cold for her to be
a-settin’ thar to-night—and damp besides. To be sure, the chimbly
has what you may call a *different deliverer, and does smoke pretty
bad for a while arter the fire is kindled—but, ef she likes to set
thar, she ought to have one, and I'm 'tirely at hur service—ef you'd
be so kind as to say so to hur, surl”

“Iwill! Here, Gabriel |

He tossed the boy a coin, which was caught dexterously, and
without advancing to hear the profusion of thanks that ensued upon
the receipt of the gift, Robert entered the long, dark hall by which
. Gabriel had come to the dining-room. This led to a wing of the
building which was mostly taken up by store-rooms and closets, and
at the farther end by what was termed “ the office.” Not that any
of the Floyds had ever professed to practise law or medicine, unless it
had been some obscure younger son, whose very name had passed
away from family traditions, No one now upon the earth knew from
what usage or circumstsmce the apartment had derived its name—
only, it had always been ealled “the office” within the memory of
this generation, and iunovations upon former customs were not
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popular in the connection. There were scores of ancient volumes,
with yellow pages and worm-eaten bindings, packed into two booke
cases on different sides of the room ; in one corner was an antiquated
spinnet, its keys dumb or discordant, its gaily ornamented top
cracked and defaced ; in another a dusty spinning-wheel, minus a
leg, leaned against the wall, There were chairs in various stages
of dilapidation—legless, backless, and bottomless; and a spindle-
shanked, rickety table or two; a general flavour of mustiness and
cobwebs, the chilliness of a vault and the choking dryness of a
disused garret pervading all.

Anything more ill-suited to be the bower selected by beauty for
Jovers’ tryst could hardly be imagined, yet Robert Lay saw and
thought of nothing except the figure that started back from the
moon-lighted window, as he unclosed the creaking door. He spoke
promptly, to reassure her.

“Nelly! Darling! why are you here all alone ? "

No answer ; but there was light enough for him to perceive her
further recoil into the darkness behind her; to note the drooping
head and arms crossed upon her breast,

¢ Are you unhappy ? Is there anything which I can do for you?
Or, had you rather I should not interrupt you at present?” he
pursued, not offering to advance from his position at the entrance.

“No! no! ” she laughed, and came forward to meet him. “This
is my old Cave of Melancholy—the grotto of Trophonius ; my chosen
resort in my earlier and more haughty days. Oh! the tears that
have watered these dusty boards ! the bursts of angry and pathetic
declamation to which these stained walls have lent patient ears!
But you see I can laugh now in reviewing those—my callow days!”

Robert was not deceived by this show of high spirits. He had
taken her hand and drawn her to the window, while she was
speaking. Her cheeks were flushed, her hand hot in his.

“ And the naughty world has dared to use you ill again, has it,
although you are now a full-fledged bird ?

¢ Did I say so?” she asked, in quick evasion,

“T infer as much, from finding you in the depths of yoursorrowful
grotto.”

¢ Oh ! my visit to-night was a whim, Not that I have not had
& touch of the blues all day—'
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“ ] have observed this evening, that you were hardly in your
usual spirits—a trifle below concert pitch, I should say, Will you
not let me share your trouble or annoyance ? relieve it, if I can? ”

He ventured to steal his arm around her! the love and sympathy
depicted in his countenance were plainly to be read by the brightness
of the moonbeams, pouring over them at that instant. She did not
repel him, albeit she was generally shy of caresses from her be. -
trothed. She even looked up, as his soothing, lovefull accents
saluted her ears; then meeting that eloquent gaze, burst into a
stormy flood of tears, and buried her face in her hands,

¢ Robert | Robert | if I could only tell you all?”

¢ Perhaps that ‘all’ is not so profound a secret to me as you
1magine, dearest ?”

He clasped her more firmly, as she would have started from his
side.

“ Love’s eyes are very keen, and mine have discerned much that
you, from an overstrained, unreasonable sense of honour, would have
concealed.

Her sobbing had ceased, but her head was bowed more lowly still,
and she trembled violently.

“In this respect, and in this alone, I have been disposed to accuse
you of injustice to me, Nelly. When I gave you my love, or, to
speak more accurately, when you accepted it—for I cannot remember
the time when my heart was not yours |—when you accepted my love
Igave you my whole confidence, and entreated that you should be
equally unreserved with me, While I cannot fail to admire and appre-
ciate the delicacy that has restrained you upon this point, for it is
both a difficult and a delicate matter to bring a charge of unworthi.
ness against one who is so nearly related—'

She threw off hisarm ; raised a pale, haughty face, whose flashing
eyes fairly appalled him.

“You are labouring under a strange misapprehension, Mr. Lay !
I have no accusation of any kind, certainly none of unworthiness,
to oring against the person of whom you speak. Your information
is utterly ‘incorrect, or your imagination has wandered wildly, if you
believe the contrary.”

“Nelly ! ” articulated the astonished lover, “ listen to me! It is
not my imagination ihat wanders now. Burely, the bond which
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unites you to him who hopes, in less than two months, to call you
his wife, is as strong as that binding you to Colone! Floyd —your
guardian, indeed, but merely your uncle-in-law! I ask your for-
giveness, if I bave erred in supposing that this house was an uncon-
genial home, from which you have often longed to escape ; if I have
fancied that Colonel Floyd was, st times, a harsh, and, to one of
your disposition, an unweicome protector. But, while sympathizing
with you in the many trials you bear so beautifully, I do not pretend
to deny that, out of this bitterness, has sprung some sweetness to
me, Ihave loved to picture to myself how different shall be your
daily life when you are 21l mine, the queen of my home, partner of
my fortunes, as you are now in my affections, Agsin let me entreat
your pardon, if I have offended or grieved you by this my first allu-
sion to a subject concerning which you have heretofore avoided
speaking. But, my pet, does it not seem prepostercus in us, situated
as we are, to cherish these foolish, petty reserves?

“It is I who should sue for your forgiveness. I was petulsut,
unjust! I did not understand yon ! Will you pardon me?”

His answer was a fervent kiss upon the hand she extended.

“ Tt is as you have said ! ” she continued, in the same altered tone
—gentle—pleading—almost humble. ¢ This has never been a happy
bome tome, Iwill be as frank as you can desire upon this theme ;
will discard the reserve yoy deem foalish and childish, My sunt is
kind and means well. She could not treat anything unkindly, you
know; but although my father was her brother, she loves Lily far
better than she does her niece by blood. I try to please and to be
dutiful to her ; I am sincerely grateful for all she has done for me ;
but she and Lily assimilate mare nearly to one another than she
and I ever can.”

“ I understand ! ” Robert smiled, a little gueerly —e gleam that
was not complimentary to Mrs. Floyd's favourite,

“I do not murmur at this,”’ added Helen. “I have never
experienced & moment’s jealousy of Lily. She is lovely and engaging,
and was born to win affection. She used {o call me her sister, and
seemed to esteem me as such; yet she has changed greatly within
the past six months, She does not mean to be unjust; still, she
treats me coldly, and will assign no resson for the revolution in her
feelings or manner, Colonel Floyd, my uncle, never professed any
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regard for me; in fact, I have seen, from the time I came to live
here, that he disliked me. He is more irritable now than ever
before—sometimes says things that are very hard to bear. Oh,
Robert ! but for you I should be driven to the belief that I have
not the power of retaining the love of anyone! The scanty share of
this, Life’s best gift, which Providence ever bestowed upon me, seems
all to have slipped away. Nobody cares for me now—nobody ! ”

She wrung her hands and moaned much,

It was a moment of the most exquisite pain the listener ever
endured. Blest—rich beyond all possibility of spirit-need—in the
consciousness of possessing her affection, he could not comprehend this
agony of poverty of which she complained. He would fain have
hoped to fill her heart, if not so full as she had his, yet, so well as to
leave her no cause for such repinings. Repressing the expostnlation
he felt would be selfish and cruel, he told her anew, in words whose
fervour was not diminished by the sadness in which they were
uttered, of his devotion, single and entire; his trust that.coming
years had in reserve for her, sunshine that should beguile her into
forgetfulness of the gloomy Past.

She heard him with calming pulses and more’ composed mien,
Presently, the bowed face was uplifted, and her eyes sought his
again—a look that was reverence, admiration—was it love? 8o it
seemed to his sanguine apprehension, as he laid the unresisting head
upon his breast, and bent to the still quivering lips.

% My own Nelly ! my precious Love ! my Wife!”

A cloud, crossing the moon's disc, wrapped everything in obscurity
for some moments. The room was upon the ground floor, the window-
sill low, and, as the moonlight broke forth again and suddenly, there
fell upon, or between the lovers, the shadow of a man—a long, dark
figure, with a gun in his hand.

Helen started, with a terrified ejaculation,

“Hush !” whispered Robert, smiling. - “ You know who it is?”

% Yes—but it was so unexpected ! so like an evil thing! Come
back here, where he cannot see you! He may look in.”

“ What if he does? ” returned the young gentleman, bravely, “I
hope he will be edified by the spectacle !

But he retired into the shade of the mtenor of the apartment at
her reiterated entreaty.
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The master of the mansion, for he was the startling apparition,
remained motionless and sentry-like, his back towards the window,
" for perhaps three minutes, when his shadow was joined by another,
shorter, stouter, and less erect. This belonged to his only confidential
servant, the head man in the field, and sub-manager of the estate,—a
negro named Booker, who was sire to the redoubtable Gabriel, and
to the rest of the slaves not only a taskmaster, exacting and pitiless,
but a veritable tyrant, a meet tool in the hands of his unscrupulous °
owner, He, too, had his weapon, a thick cowhide, and, after a brief
conference, the pair moved on.

“ Do you patrol your plantation in person?” questioned Helen,
abruptly.

¢ Neither in person nor by proxy! On the contrary, I have never
permitted any patrolling gang to enter or search my servants'quarters,
except upon very rare occasions, when they had a warrant to examine
my premises, together with those of others in the neighbourhood, for
stolen property.”’

“Iam very glad! I cannot describe to you the sensations of dis-
gust and dread which I experience, whenever I happen to espy those
two upon their nightly round. They go at irregular hours, sometimes
as early as nine o’clock, at others not until midnight, that they may
take trespassers by surprise. Every person is expected to be in his
cabin by ten, and if a visitor be discovered, he is peremptorily ordered
off if he has a pass—punished if he has not. You must have heard
that Colonel Floyd shot a poor fellow, one of the Reverdy servants,
last year?”

“Idid! But he caught him thieving, did he ‘not? That is the
popular version of the transaction.”

“ That was the story set in circulation to palliate the act, for Mr,
Reverdy is not a man to submit to wanton injury, as Colonel Floyd
well knows. But the facts of the case are just these :—The negro
who was shot, a very decent, well-behaved young fellow, was in love
with Sally, my maid. For some reason, best known to himself,
Colonel Floyd conceived a dislike for him, and forbade his coming
upon the plantation, ¢with his master’s permission or without.” I
was aware that they still met clandestinely, in spite of this prohi-
bition, and several times warned Sally of the danger they incurred
by so doing. One night they were straying along the ed;;e of the
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melon-patch, when Colonel Floyd hailed them by name, and demanded
what they were doing there. The girl ran one way, the man another,
Unfortunately, he went directly across the field of melons. When
midway, he was fired at and severely wounded. Appearances sup-
ported the statement of his pursuers—Booker was in attendance upon
his master— that he was in the act of purloining the melons, and ¢ on
the side of his oppressor there was power.’” Poor Sally! it nearly
killed her I She is a good girl, and sincerely attached to Thomas, her
" admirer.”

“We will make up the match again, and give them a grand
wedding at Greenfield, when Christmas is over,” was the reply.
“Would yow be very seriously afflicted if some evil-minded or
carless hunter were to shoot me in like manner, wing me, as a certain
fair damsel of my acquaintance onee served poor Aleck ?”

“ Don’t, please ! ” she begged, in a tone whose distress touched,
while it flattered him.

“I am a selfish dog ! inconsiderate and unkind, to permit you to
stay in this cold vault of a place so long!” he said, anxiously.
“Your hands are Iike two icicles, and you are positively shivering ?
There is a fire in the dining-room, and I want to read you Aleck’s
last letter. 'Won't he be overwhelmed by the pleasant surprise we
have in stere for him ? »

‘Do you mean that you have never told him—"

“ That we were engaged? Nevee!l It was hard work to keep the
delightful secret, but I could not do thé subject justice upon paper,
and then again I owed him a Roland for the Oliver he gave me, in
writing the pretty tale of his German betrothal to Aunt Ruth, and
~ never whispering it to me! He ought to be shot for the trick, the
" dear old fellow 1”

It was at this moment the shower of papes fragments was given to
the bitter wind. The brothers each took his last look at the stormy
moonlight at-the same time.




CHAPTER III,

ELEN GARDNER sat sewing with her maid, in her
chamber upon the following day, when Virginia Shore
and Lily burst in upon her quiet. They had just returned
from a shopping expedition to the neighbouring hamlet,

dignfied by the name of a village.

* Guess who has come at last 1”

“ Whom o you think we met at the Post Office |” they cned in
concert.

“The Queen of England, or a peer of the realm at the very least,
if one may judge from the state into which the encounter has thrown
you both ! responded Helen, with provoking cooluess.

“ Pghaw ! nonsense | make a real guess!” insisted Virginia.

# The Great Mogul, or the Emperor of Timbuctoo—possibly, the
Lord High Chamberlain of her Majesty, the Empress of Borrio-boola-
Ghal” was Helen's next attempt. “ Sally | take these young ladies’
bonnets and shawls, and set chairs for them | ”

She went on with her needlework, which was a portion of her
trousseau.

“A more interesting personage than any you have yct named!”
Lily walked up to ker cousin, and slipped her little hand nnder her
chin, that she might better study her expression as the news was com-
wunicated : ‘¢ Alexander the Great ! ”

¢ Certainly the most distinguished lay-man of this region!”
Virginia supplied an additional hint,

If there were suspicious scrutiny in the gaze which Lily would
have had convey only the impression of arch mirthfulness, its end
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was foiled for that time. Helen calmly released her face from the
hold of the pretty hand. )

“Indeed! he has arrived unexpectedly! His friends did not
look for him until next week, at the earliest. Ihope he is in good
plight.”

% Superb | magnificent! irresistible!” rejoined Virginia, clasping
her fingers and rolling up her eyes in tragxc-comlc earnestness,
% Oh, my poor stricken heart | ”

“Let Sally unhook your dress, so that the afflicted organ can
thump more freely | ” rccommended Helen. ¢ Or, if the palpitation
is very alarming, try a little hartshorn and lavender ! ”

“Is that what you take when you are thus affected ? ” questioned
the young lady, plaintively,

% Always | ” Helen answered, gravely,

% Then, Sally | if hartshorn be the cure of love, bring it on 1"

She actually made the amused handmaiden pour out a few drops
of the sedative mixture into a glass, and dilute the potion with water ;
then drank it off, and executed a grimace,

“ Faugh | what stuff ! the remedy is worse than the disease !

Lily looked supremely disdainful of all this nonsense.

“ How can you act so ridiculously, Virginia ? And you have not
once thought to deliver your Irresistible’s message to Helen ! "

The needlewoman’s complexion did vary slightly at this, and the
swift motion of her hand was less even.

“Message! he sent none by me! It was Mr. Robert Lay, who
said that they intended riding over this afternoon.”

“I beg your pardon |” said Lily, positively, “but my ears are.
unfortunately quick, and assuredly heard him begin a sentence to
you, sotto voce, with, ‘And my quondam playfellow, Helen’'—I was
too honourable to listen any longer.”

¢ Indeed, my dear child, your ears deceived you for once. I have
no recollection of any such language, or, if it was used, I said that
mysclf 1’ denied the rattle. I was talking about Helen, part of
the time, but there was only a single sentence spoken on the subject,
I am sure.”

“ That was what you two were whispering about, at the carriage-
door, was it 7”

“1 shall not tell youl ”

~
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Virginia's colour arose suspiciously, although she still laughed.
Helen set her teeth and held her peace, while Lily sneered signi-
ficantly. A

% Oh, well | it is none of my business! I introduced the matter
because I supposed that Helen would be glad to get the affectionate
greeting which I supposed was committed to your trust by her
brother-in-law, that is to be. Nelly, dear | we, Virginia and I, have
been talking heresy on our way home. We have decided that you
did not display your best taste in your selection. The elder and
dark-haired brother is unquestionably the handsomer man of
the two.”

% Tastes differ!” replied Helen, “Yours and mine often do,
Lily 1"

There was nothing on the surface of this speech to call forth the
gasp and wince of surprise or pain with which Lily drew in her
breath, yet Helen remarked these, and also the sudden quietness of
manner with which she next spoke.

“I am very negligent! I must go and sce if I can give mamma”
(so she always called Mrs. Floyd) ¢ any assistance in her preparations
for dinner. I am growing heartily tired of dining-days.”

Helen sewed on in silence when she had gone, and her sedate,
almost stern composure was an uncomfortable damper upon Virginia's
merry mood.

“ Do give me some sewing, Nelly ! something that will keep these
idle hands out of the mischief which somebody, who must not be
mentioned, always finds for such to do.”

“I have nothing ready besides what we are doing, thank you1”

“ Your dresses are to be made in Baltimore, are they not?”

% Yes.”

“That is the only decent and comfortable way of getting up a
trousseau—to commit it to the profession,”

1t is the least troublesome.”

A protracted silence, ended by a desperate effort at renewed liveli-
ness on the part of the chatter-box,

“Dear me ! I don’t wonder you grow seber and thoughtful and
matronly before your time, sitting here, stitching eternally upon your
wedding-clothes! The very sight of mine would frighten me out of
courage and wits together | If lam ever married, it must be upon half

LA
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an hour’s engagement. I should change my mind, if I had leisnre to
reflect seriously upon what was before me. Honour bright, now,
Nelly. (Sally! Mrs. Floyd is calling you!) There is nobody but
- our two sclves here now, dear, and I can be the soul of secrecy when
I chose—don't you sometimes get a little, just a ¢iny bit off the notion
of marrying even so charming and loveable afcllow as Robert Lay, if
he docs adore you? It must be nice to be adored, thongh! I wish
somebody would help me to a personal experience upon the subject 1”
«If it were only a ‘notion,’ I have no doubt that I should, now
-and then, waver in my intention,”” said Helen ; “ probably reverse it
. completely.”
“You mean, then, that it was something more substantial than
. a fancy for his swecet smile, his beautiful eyes and matchless whiskers,
that induced you to say ¢ yes’ when he popped the question ?”

“Idol”

Hclen sustained the saucy cxamination unflinchingly.

¢ And you really—excuse my impertinence ! but I am an humble,

.sincere, and earnest inquirer after truth, particularly since I have
seen the resplendent Alexander—and you really and truly love this
man, whom you are to take by the hand, with all your heart, soul,
.and strength, and are resolved, henceforward, forsaking all others,
10 cleave to him and him alone ; to love, honour, and obey, so long
as you both shall live 7 ”

“ When the proper time for putting that question arrives, I shall be
prepared with an answer.”

Another freezing silence.

«Have I offended you? It is only poor, foolish, rattle-pated
Ginnie, remember,” pleaded the visitor at length, ¢ I am going off to
dress for dinner now. I have a new dress which is perfectly heavenly!
The effect upon Aleck’s heart must be great, but I shall not enjoy it
one whit unless you assure me that you are not angry with me.”

« Have I ever been out ‘of temper with you?” Helen’s iciness
thawed as she saw the half-roguish, half-penitent face. I know
what valuation to put on your words, Ginnie. You would never
give your worst ememy a sly thrust in the dark, or stab one to the
heart under pretence of a friendly jest 1*

“ Of course I weuldn't be guilty of @ny such shocking things?
And we are quite friends now, aren't we? I'll never try to put you
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througk Cupid’s eatechism: again so long a8 my name is Virginia
Shore, and yours Helen Gardner. I will wait until you exchange it
for Helem Lay. Myt isn't that beautiful? Kiss me, snd I am
gone !”

Helen locked the door after her:

“F could not have borne it two minutes longer ¢! Poor, weak,
pitiful fool that I am ! whom straws like these can pierce to the
quick ! ©Oh ! howI hate myself!” She struck hard upon her breast
with her clinched hand. “ And he dared to send a light message te
me ! could speak jestingly of eur former intercourse to that heedless,
giddy creature? It was like him? His behaviour has the merit of
consistency, to say no more !’

She took a note from her work-box. Robert had sent it to her
that morning, and thereby prepared her to expeet the tidings broughs
by the girls.

“ MY DEAREST HELEN,—Picture, as your affectionate heart will
teach you to do, my surprise and happiness at finding Aleck here
when I returned home ! I think I have never been happier (excepting
once) in all my life than I am at this moment, as I scribble this,
and the blessed old fellow sits, smilingly, watching my nervous, way-
ward fingers—unmanageable through very joy. He is well, and
better-looking than ever; true as steel ; good as gold ! the same
noble, generous soul whom we parted with so sadly when our trio was
broien two years ago. What do you think of his having divined
our secret so far as to provide himself with a wedding present
for 'you before leaving Paris? 8o, the surprise bonbon I have trea-
sured up against his arrival, is all thrown away. I always kmew
that his instincts were unusually fine. X suppose you will slyly
insinuate that may be I am deficient in the art of keeping & secret.
¥ do not deny it, when the person to be kept in the dark is ome I
Iove.

«T write to notify you that you mayexpect a visit from us to-day,
if agreeable to yoursel. We shall probably be with you at dinmer-
time. Aleck is naturally impatient to see you again ; and when did
I fail to avail myself of any and every opportunity of seeking your
presence?

“ In haste, but none the Iess fondly, your own, “ ,
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She went over it.twice ; she had read it many times before, the
pi‘oud lines of her features hardening at each word ; refolded it, and
deliberately thrust it into the fire, Then she unlocked the door, rang
up her maid, and began a studied toilette for dinner.

There was other company expected to partake of that repast. The
Floyds kept an open house from one year's end to the other, and
these impromptu dinner-parties were, at the lowest computation,
of semi-weekly occurrence. One or two families from the neighbour-
hood were bidden on this occasion, as the nominal nucleus of the
gocial gathering ; and to this Lily and Virginia had, in the course
of their morning’s drive, added several other cavaliers besides the
brothers Lay. When Aleck and Robert presented themselves in the
parlour, their ears were saluted by the hum of many voices, and they
beheld divers knots of talkers scattered about the room. Mrs, Floyd
entertained four or five matrons, seated upon a sofa and in rocking-
chairs in one corner; the colonel had his cluster of politicians and
fox-hunters upon the hearth, at the far end of the apartment ; Vir-
ginia Shore was “carrying on” in her most extravagant style,
standing in the middle of the floor, surrounded by a bevy of beaux ;
and Lily Calvert—more ethereal than was common, even with
her, in her blue silk robe, her sloping shoulders veiled thinly by a
tulle cape—had her coterie, at a little distance from her vivacious
friend.

Upon none of these personages, individually or collectively, did
the eyes of the fresh arrivals rest for more than a second. Robert
was quick to observe that Helen stood by the western: window, chat-
ting with Tom Shore, and that she was very beautiful, as seen in the
rich glow of the sunshine, streaming through the crimson curtain ;
and having made his bow to hostess and host, waited impatiently
for the subsidence of the buzz of welcome and congratulation that
swelled towards and around Aleck., The traveller received his old
friends with great apparent heartiness and a subdued show of joviality;
had a cheery word and a hand-grip for the gentlemen, and a pretty
speech for each lady, young andold. Virginia Shore began to think,
a8 she marked his progress from one to another of the fair ones, who
vied with their fathers and brothers in the warmth of their greetings,
that she had acted very foolishly—verdantly, she expressed it to
herself—in hoarding up, as something too beautiful and precious to
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be told to Lily and Helen, the sugared nothings he had breathed
into her willing ear at the carriage-door, that forenoon.

All this time Robert did not approach his betrothed ; made his
smile and bow from afar off, the testimonials that he acknowledged
and rejoiced in her presence, He wished to present his brother with
himself before her. Nor did she stir from her position, or manifest
the slightest agitation at their entrance. She looked at Aleck, as
politeness advised and curiosity seemed to dictate, when Tom Shore
remarked aside upon his tanned cheek and hirsute ornaments;
asscnted naturally, yet nonchalantly, to that youth’s refined asseve-
ration, that “ Lay was a blamed handsome fellow, in spite of his
dark skin and Turkish beard.” This was generous, for Tom thought
himsclf an Adonis, and %és skin was like milk and roses, his hair
{fair and curly, his “love of a mouth ” tinct as with carmine ; his cleft
chin innocent.of whiskers, or, sooth to say, any promise of the same,
At last, patient waiting had its reward in Robert’s bearing off the
prize, and the two neared Miss Gardner. She advanced a step—a
queen could not have done less—and held out a hand that was -
neither chill nor tremulous, to salute the wanderer.

“We are glad to seec you at home again, Mr. Lay! You have
taken all your friends by surprise. Had you a pleasant voyage ?”

And yet she was standing, her hand in his, upon the spot where
she had heard his hasty, passionate farewell ; where he had pressed
the pledge-ring upon her finger! Involuntarily he glanced down.
It was not there? In place of the plain gold circlet there sparkled a
diamond hoop—his brother’s gift. What else could he have expected ?
If she noticed the look—quick as a flash of light—no one else did,
nor did other ears detect the faintest shade of sarcasm in his
rejoinder.

“Very pleasant, thank you, swift and smooth—as time seems to
have flowed for the old acquaintances I meet here to-day. I cannot
realize that twice twelve months have passed since I left the home-
stead and my boyhood’s companions—since the evening of our parting,
Miss Helen! By the way, it took place in this identical room, did it
not?”

“] believe it did ! as calmly courteous as himself,

#¢ Here yon shed the parting tear,
To cross the ocean foam,’ ”
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gaid Tom Shore, who, like his sister, was addicted to quotation from
latter-day poets, or, more correctly speaking, rhymesters and song-
writers.

¢ Exactly—with the trifling difference that ours was dry-eyed
mourning,” answered Aleck.

“You cannot take exception to the concluding lines of the verse,”
said Helen.

4¢¢ Now, I'm once again with those
Who gladly greet me home.’

Your ‘Home again” is too obviously an occasion of unfeigned and
general rejoicing for you to question its heartinesa.”

“Thank you!” He bowed profoundly. “Ido you the justice to
‘believe you sincere at all times, and in all that you do | ”

At this juncture, Tom Shore—albeit his constitutional infirmity
was not an overplus of modesty—was seized by the impression that
the part allotted to him by existing circumstances, in this particular
Tocality, was that of sccond fiddle, and walked off in quest of less dis-
tinguished company. Simultaneously with his withdrawal, Robert
obeyed the imperious beck of Lily Calvert’s fairy forciinger, and, to
Helen’s consternation and Aleck’s chagrin, they found themselves the
only occupants of the window recess.

Consternation nor chagrin outlived the shock of the discovery of
their situation. Both would have done all in their power, consistent
with outward propriety, to avoid the tétc-a-téte ; but, now that it
was forced upon them, cach experienced an intercst im its progress and
results, painful, yet not devoid of a certain strange sweetness,. They
talked of commonplace topics ; of acighbourhood changes and forcign
travel. The most jealous lover might have heard every word, noted

. and weighed the import of every intonation and glance, and felt no

misgivings as to the standing of the colloquists with regard to one
another., The past—as theirs—was not referred to in the most remote
manncr, yet it was not practicable for Aleck to continune the cruclly
significant badinage which was, to Robert and yommg Shore, but
pleasant trifling between old friends. It seemed unmanly and irreve-
rent—a thing of which he was ashamed, as he looked at and listened
to her; as if, while they talked, the bier, holding the shrouded corpse
of his boyish hope and manhood’s aim, lay between them,
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Whether or not the pride and bitterness passed away, likewise,
from Helen's spirit, all trace of either disappeared from her
demeanour. She ceased to question and reply with the elaberste
show of strained eivility that had hailed his appreach, and charac-
terized her conversation while others were by. It was no longer easy
to meet his eyes with steady, haughty gaze; to fling back retort
for inmuendo; to repay counterfeit courtesy with lofty indifference:
The truth was that neither had, in his or her anticipations of the
interview, taken into account the subtile and sure effect of the per-
gonmal presence; the wondrous magnetism of veice and look amd
action ; the indescribable fascimation lingering im each and all of
these ; every one bringing up its swift train of memories, and eack
Iink in the chain reuniting, as by magie, with the rest, to draw their
hearts once more together. The awakening, and anguish, and shamme,
and renewed resolves for future conduwct with it, would come by-
and-by ; for the present, they saw nothing beyond the tmmultuous joy
of being again with one another, after the dreary blank of absemee
‘When dinner was announced, Aleck offered his arm, whick was
silently accepted. Robert walked before them in attendance upon
Lily. DPevoted in appearance to his fair companion, ke yet found &
favourable oppertunity for throwing back a smile to his brother and
Helen. s gleam of affectionate meaning, its guileless trust and
hopefulness, were not lost upon them. When they took their seats
in the dining-room, Helen’s cheek had lost its blush, and her eyeits
softness, and beyond offering her the ordinary civilities of the ocea~
sion, Aleck paid her no attention while they remained at the board.

It was after sunset when the gentlerien rejoined the ladies in the
drawing-room. Robert having seem that Helem was not there,
bethought himself, as was his wont, of the least admired or least
courted person of the companmy; and finding her in the shape of
a shy school-gir], emsconced in the ncok between the piano and
wall, sat down in front of her, and tried to draw her into comver
sation. The barrier of Pashfulness and nervous timidity was being
rapidly undermined by his sedulous tact, when Gabriel wormed
his way through the talkative groups, dispersed irregularly about the
room, up to the two in the corner.

“Was you de lady wirat asked for a glass of water, ma’am?”
presenting & salver, with & goblet upon it.
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“No1” said the girl, in surprise.

“Beg a thousand pardons, ma’am! sorry for de mistake, I'm
sure, ma'am!”

He bowed himself backwards—a bit of court ctiquette, upon
whose acquisition and practice he plumed himself mightily—and
stecred off in another direction; but not before he had adroitly
dropped into Robert Lay’s hand a folded paper. Although ihe
latter divined intuitively and through his recollection of precedents
the authorship of ibe wce note, hidden so soon as it fell in the
hollow of his palm, and burned with desire to learn its purport, he
retained his position some minutes longer, uniil he could signal
Tom Shore to come and occupy it. Tom was dandified and conceited,
but he was kind-hearted withal, and, to gratify Robert, would have
undergone ordeals yet more trying, if that were possible than
expending his time and fascinations upon a girl who was neither
pretty, witty, nor rich, nor yet “knowing” enough to appreciate
him ; “smacking,” as he decided, ¢ rather too much of school bread
and butter.”

Robert read his precious billet by the hall window. It was, as
he had supposed, from Helen, and a simple rcquest that he would
mcet her at “the spring,” where she would wait half an hour for
his coming. Hastily taking down his overcoat and hat from the
row of pegs in the wainscot, he was in the act of putting them on,
when he heard through the dining-room door, which was ajar, Llly ]
voice, sharp with pettishness, yet silvery still.

“Where did you get the note 1 saw you give Mr. Lay, just
now?”

“Twouldn’t be honourable in me fur to tell what I'm ordered not
to, Miss Lily 1” said Gabriel, respectfully but stoutly.

“ Don’t answer me in that way, sir!”

It conflicted sorely with Robert’s feelings and sense of justice to
leave his Eboe ally exposed to the assaults of womanly pique and
curiosity ; and, not waiting to hear more of the dialogue, he
stepped across the hall, making as much bustle as he conveniently
could, and tapped at the door.

¢ Miss Lily ! ” he called.

% Comein ! saidthe clear tones, with a perceptible change of key,

Gabriel took advantage of the diversion, and vanished, likc a
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shadow, through another portal. Lily started at sight of her guest’s
great-coat, and the hat in his hand.

¢ You arc not going yet, surcly!”

“Only for a walk with Helen.,” He smiled, and hesitated in
pronouncing the name. “Iwanted to ask you—our dear little sister
—to contrive that our absence should not provoke the criticism of
gossiping tongucs, if there are any such instruments of mischief
among the good pcople in the other room. I will do the same for
you some day, when you are situated as we now arel”

She made no reply, except a nod of acquicscence—stood looking
down into the fire with her great sorrowful eyes, so large and
mournful ; and there was such an air of desolation expressed in her
fragile figure and pale face, that Robert felt impelled to say some
comforting or friendly word before leaving her there alone.

“I am afraid that we, your cousin and myself, may appear sclfish
to your apprchension sometimes, Lily ; but it is only your imagina-
tion that lcads you to believe that there is any real diminution of
our regard for you. You must not bear me a grudge because I am
happy in the thought of taking her away from you. Our home will
always be yours, for she loves you as fondly as ever; and, for my-
sclf, I can truly say that you were never dearer to me than you
are now, while I have in view the blesscd prospect of the closer tie
spon to be formed between us.”

He spoke caressingly, for he had known Lily from her baby-
hood, and petted her to this day and hour, as did ncarly everybody
else.

One of her hands, scarcely larger and quite as soft to the touch
as a petal of her nafle-flower, lay passively within his fraternal
grasp; his head was bent towards her in protecting tcnderness,
that looked lover-like, when the door at the side of the fire-place
was pushed back, and in walked Colonel Floyd !

In confusion or alarm, his niece snatched her hand away from
Robert, with a faint ¢ Oh1”

I thought that you were both in the parlour,” said the guardian,
his dark features gathering additional grimness from his corrugated
brow.

Robert’s pleasant tones answered the reproof he knew was aimed
at Lily,
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% So we were three minutes ago, sir! I was on my way out to
take an after-dinner stroll, the ¢constitutional’ one is apt to 1eed
after Mrs. Floyd's dinners, Colonel | and hearing Miss Lily’s voice,
as I passed that door, I stepped in to engage her kind offices in
covering or excusing my temporary absence.”

“The precaution was necdless, Mr. Lay. It is my wish and
request that my friends should be free to come and go at pleasure, in
my house,”

“No onec knows that better than I do, sir. Still, my withdrawal
from society, such as is collected in the parlour, might subject me to
the charge of morosencss, or a want of gallantry. 1 shall not be

gonc long. The bracing air will soon clear my brain from the

fumes of that last glass of champagne.”

He bowed, with his frank, boyish laugh, and went out.

Lily also moved, as if to go to the parlour, but her uncle pre-
vented her,

3 Lily ! ”

3 Sil. ! ”»

“Is this fine story true, or has that smooth tongued beau-general
been making love to you? One girl at a time is enough for most
men.”

“TLove to me, sir!” Her eyes glittered, as polished stecl does in
the sunlight. “Do you, then, think that I would submit to that
insult? for insult it would be from an engaged man!”

“You might do worse, girl] Why did you let him slip through
your net in the first instance? You angled badly.”

“I never had any hold upon him, sir. If I had—="

Colonel Tloyd’s smile was one of sinister gratificatiom, as he
studicd her face and translated the language of the gesture that
finished the sentence,

“If you had, you are ro true Floyd if you allowed him to stray
with impunity, If you possessed your mother’s spirit you would
not give him up alive, I have watched him and her, too, and ¥ tell
you, on the authority of ene who is seldom mistaken in his judgment
of character and feclings, that he may still be yours, if you care to
make the effort to lurc him back.”

“Uncle! You forget that he is to marry Helen next month!”

“Tuat, child! Matches have been broken off at the altar before
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now!l You have a stout will of your own, and a quick wit—and
he is worth having !” -

She was left alone—the girl so early and so terribly orphaned
—Ileft with the fiery Floyd blood, of which her tempter had re-
minded her, swelling and boiling in her veins, and his strange,
artful insinuations working in her mind, revolving in the brain he
had truly described as quick and shrewd. She had little respect
for her guardian, and few loved him except the wife he daily
trampled in the dust; but Lily had confidence in his boasted
acquaintance with men and the world’s ways—his penetrative
discrimination of action and motive, He had evidently divined a
secret she had imagined was buried from all mortal ken, in the
depths of her own mourning heart: Might it not be that he was
‘equally sagacious in reading those of the betrothed pair?

She roamed up and down through the firelit room, her hands
chafing one another, and the colourless cheeks whiter still than
before, if that could be, under the strivings and insidious promptings
of the passions he had so cunningly aroused. She spoke once, with
energy and fire that secemed to threaten the rending of the slight,
shaking frame. It was an appeal to Divinity—not the cry of a soul
that felt the danger of the impending shipwreck among the billows
of lawless affections, “Save! or I perish ! ” or the lowlicr praycr of
the tried, yct faithful heart, “ Leave me not to temptation!” buta
sudden, insane-sounding ejaculation,—

“¢Worth having!’ Oh, Heaven! do I not know that too well
already | ”




CHAPTER IV.

BHE spring” was between three and four hundred yards
| distant from the mansion-house, at the foot of the hill
on which the building was situated ; and beyond the
arch of rude masonry covering the fountain arose
another eminence, thickly wooded and cleft with ravines, the out-
skirts of the extensive forests attached to the plantation.

The night was cold, but there was no wind stirring, and far up
towards the zenith the moon rode in unclouded majesty. The
frosted ecarth and brittle grass crackled under Robert's tread as he
sought the trysting place. The walk was a familiar one, and a
favouritc with him; doubly dear since the scene of four months
agone that had hallowed the rustic fount forever. With the gurgling
flow of its waters had been blent the first vows of love he had
breathed in the car of her who now sat awaiting him upon the grey
stone that had becn their resting-placc then. She was not alone
Withdrawn to a respectful distance behind her mistress stood a
woman, whom Robert recognized with a kindly, “How do you do,
Sally?” :

Helen rose immediately and took his proffered arm, Until he
spoke she had remained quictly scated, her head resting upon her
hand, apparently buricd in absorbing thought.

“Have I kept you waiting?” he asked. “I was afraid that I
should Gabricl may have met with unavoidable delays in delivering
your note, ferti'e in ruses though he is, nor could I get away directly
it reached me without attracting attention.” ’

You came sooner than I expected. You may have thought my
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message a singular one, but I wished to talk with you, and I knew
that we could not procure the opportunity for uninterrupted conver-
sation anywhere within doors this evening.”

“Not in the ‘grotto?’” asked Robert, smiling * Do not apologize,
I entreat you! Your suggestion—it was too modest to be called a
request, much less an appointment—was highly proper, and eminently
acceptable, The most starched prude in America could not con-
demn it, espccially as Sally is in attendance,” casting a backward
glance at the girl, who, with her shawl wrapped about her head, in
true Dinah fashion, had seated herself in the shadow of the stone
arch.

Helen tried to imitate his mirthful tone.

“You surely know why I brought her along!1”

“To keep away the bugaboos until Ishould make my appcarance, I
presume.”’

“To prevent molestation from bugaboos, indeed,—but not of the
species which children dread. Time was when I was careless cf
forms and customs, for I had only mysclf to consider. Now, as my
good aunt will certify, I am growing prudent, very like other people.

-You and I nced no one to play propricty, but since others would
advise the attendance of a duenna—a somniferous one is better than
none—I bow to the decree. But not to postpone the discussion of
the subject which I wished to broach to you, I have heard two
picces of ncws since dinner that have disquieted me. One was, that
your aunt intends leaving your house and taking up her abode at
Maple Hill. Is this true?”

Robert fairly whistled with astonishment.

‘“She doecs contemplate such a change, but the matter is yet in
abeyance; and inasmuch as the proposition originated with Aleck,
the thought never cntered her mind until last night. It baffles me
to guess how the story could have reached you so soon. Why, the
busiest tattler of whom we have any rccord—the renowned little bird
of the air—could hardly have borne the tidings in this time!”

“Mrs. Catlin mentioned it as & scttled thing to another lady, and
in my hearing. She bad it dircctly from Miss Ruth, she stated,
having stopped at Greenfield on her way to Belleview. But,
Robert! please dissuade her from thestep! It has been a serious and
constant fear with me, that I may not contribute so much to your
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happiness as you anticipate, for I know my grievous short-comings.
Do not add to your disappointment the loss of your aunt—your second
mother. Beg her from me to stay with yon! Youm will miss hex
more than you dream of; you will need her gentle offices, her un-
failing consideration for your feclings and comfart, her steady affee-
tion! You cannot exist without these, 8ay to her that I am
miserable in the thought of causing any change in her household ;
that I will never intcrfere with her plans; that matters shall be con-
ducted according to her wishes, not mine ; that I will endeavour to
accommodate myself to her just ideas in everything; study to be
dutiful—I cannot but be affcctionate to her—if she will continue to
live with you.”

“ My precious girl, "'what an impulsive creature you are! You
plead like a frightencd chiid, who fears to be left alone with me 1
Am Isuch an ogre that Aunt Ruth must not abandon yom to my
tender mercies? Dcefore we go any further, dear Helen,” he con-
tizued, dropping his jesting tone, “I must say one thing. Whether
Aunt Ruth remains an inmate of my house or not, you, and not she,
must be its mistress, its irresponsible controller. She understands
this. It is no novel idca to her, and she has the good sense to admit
the wisdom of the arrangement. If she goes to Maple Hill, it will
not be to avoid the necessity of taking what wonld be her proper place
in my family, in the cvent of my marriage, but at Aleck’s instance
and earnest solicitation. He will be very lonely there without her,
he represents, and no man of my acquaintance is less fitted than he
to be happy in a veritable bachelor establishment.”

Helen brought out her next sentence with an effort.

“But, in time, he will have no need of her in the capacity of
housckeeper or companion, if what we have heard be true.”

“ An important ‘4!’ Taking it for granted that he means to
install his Fraulein as Mrs. Lay, in the course of & year or less, I
question her ability to undertake the charge of an American ménage.
He has not showed any disposition to speak upon this point since his
return, and I would not force his confidence, Aleck is & queer fellow
in some respeets.  The very depth and might of his feelings secm to
deprive bhim of the power to express them fluently, I can divine
them | yet, loving one another as we do, there arc many reserves
on both sides. If he marrics a true, loving woman, who can enter
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into the peculiarities of his disposition, she may unseal the tide. I
hope that his Gretchen, if she be indeed his, may bring him onc-hali
the heart satisfaction, the fulness of joy, that my love has brougit
me.”

There was no “Amen ” from the figure at his side. They weie
rambling along a narrow footpath which wound about the slope of
the wcoded hill, and her regards were begt upon the ground.

’ “You will speak to your aunt—tell her what my earnest desire
and petition is, however—will you not ? ” she said, abruptly recurring
to the original topiec.

¢ Assuredly, if you still wish it!”

“Idot”

They stopped under a large oak tree, whoss far-reaching branches
cast fantastic shadows upon the whitened turf of the hill-side. Helen

" withdrew her hand from Robert’s hold, and, folding her arms, leaned

against the giant trunk of the forest monarch, and appeared to be lost

in the contemplation of the landscape.

¢ Colonel Floyd has the finest site for a house that can be found
on this side of the Potomac,”’ observed Robert. “¥t crowns that
knoll grandly.”

“That reminds me that I have another matter on my mind,”
replied Helen, arousing herself. “I was so fortunate or unfortunate,
as the cvent will decide, as to overhear, awhile ago, 8 part of a
conversation between twa ladics, that was not intended for the ears
of any member of Colonel Floyd’s family.”

“It was delicate and kind in them to introduce such matters
while partaking of his hospitality 1 ” was Robert’s ironical intere
ruption. .

“His extravagance and gaming propensities,” said Helen,  were
animadverted upon in one sentence, for I heard but two. The other
imparted the, to me, unpleasing intelligence that he was heavily in
your debt, you having, it was said, lent him money at several
different times. I trust this is a mistake or a fabrication.”

Robert laughed.

“The meddling gossip was partly correct, but I am sorry that you
troubled yourself about her story. We should have no secrets from
each other, and I do not see why those pertaining to moncy matters
ghould be an exception to this rule. I Zave let Colonel Floyd have
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a small sum now and then, but not enough to beggar me, should he
ncver return any part of the amount.”

“It was very unwise in you,” replied Helen, reprovingly. *You
shouid have remembered what reputation he bears among his creditors.
They say that he never pays debts that honest men consider sacred
and confidential, unless forced to it by the strong arm of the law.
He is thoroughly conscious that yon will never resort to this means of
recovering what you have advanced. Now, answer me frankly ; were
his applications to you for assistance out of his difficulties made prior
to our—our—to the formation of our present relations ?”

“What terrible ¢ relations’ they must be, to require that tremen-
dous amount of stammering and circumlocution ! I have a wretched
memory for dates!”

“J am answered ! It is as I have suspected ! He hastaken a base
and unwarrantable, a most indelicate advantage of your attachment
to his ward to extort money from you! He is no stranger to your
generous and pliant temper! He reckoned shrewdly upon his
customer, It is infamous !*

“ Gently, gently, Nelly, dear! Do not tilt too ferociously with
your windmill before daylight is let in upon it! There was no
extortion in the affair. He was ¢ hard up '—excuse the slang! Iwas
easy in purse, and felt it to be a privilege, not a hardship, to help a
neighbour in his embarrassment.”

%I comprehend fully! My opinion is unchanged, Robert. I have
a favour to ask of you in my turn. It is not fair that Colonel Floyd
should enjoy a monopoly of this kind of business.”

¢ Make it a4 hundred, and consider them all granted | ”

Helen was not, to be beguiled out of her earnestness.

“ Never lend Colonel Floyd another dollar! Learn to say ‘Nol’”

1 will—to everybody excepting a little lady of my acquaintance,
who cannot ask an unreasonable thing?” rejoined he, in playful,
yet tender gallantry. '

She went on, gravely, as before,

“ Furthermore—and upon this I have a right to insist, since it
more nearly concerns me—if he should propose a marriage-contract
to you, refuse positively to accede to its provisions—reject them
utterly ! ”

¢ Why, my beanty ! who has been vexing your brain with lega]
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lore? Don’t you know that every marriage is a contract—civil and
religious?” :

¢I know from your tone, and evasive replies, that there have
been intimations, if nothing more definite, made to you already, °
touching the expediency, the moral righteousness, of securing my
property to myself. I know it as well as that upon my twenty-first
birthday, months ago, I was entitled to the entire control of all tha’
I am worth ; that Colonel Floyd had no further authority over it
or my actions ; yet I have been repeatedly put off with surly promises
of settlement at some future date, and am treated more like an
imbecile minor than ever before—know it as perfectly as that I have
rightly interpreted the drift of my aunt's frequent and prosy
harangues to me, within a couple of months—ill-contrived exposi-
tions of her husband’s tenets, respecting the manifold benefits arising
from contracts of marriage. How I despise the name and the idea!’

“ Windmills again | ” interposed Robert’s gentle raillery.

“Not so! Ican tell you the cxact terms which Colonel Floyd
bas sketched to you—commended to your consideration, by appealin»
to your sense of honour and justice, All that I have inherited from
my father is to be settled upon myself; and my late guardian, an
incorruptible Spartan, who could not be betrayed into the least
violation of my rights! is to be appointed my trustee.”

“You are a witch 1 exclaimed the amazed listener.

“I am a woman whose training has taught her vigilance and
distrust | hard lessons—and hardly learned by one of my age and
sex. If all men with whom I have had to deal were like you, I
should not have mastered the alphabet as yet! You may think me
unfeminine, sordid, calculating, in thus obtruding pecuniary matters
upon your consideration. I suppose that most women leave these
arrangements to parents, guardians, and fricnds. I am an orphan,
I have no near relations; no friends, who can aid me, excepting
yourself ; I had better never have had a guardian. You have invited
and urged my confidence, and you see how eagerly I take you at your
word1” She broke off her rapid, passionate speech to say, with an
attempt at gaiety, “ Do you feel as poor Tarpeia did, when shc
asked for bracelets and got a shower of shields instead ?”

Robert was embarrassed. * Your confidence can never be burden-
some!” he answered, sincerely. ¢ But, Nell, darling! there was
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nothing preposterous in Colonel Floyd's plan of settlement. The
most affectionate fathers propose the like, continually. I rather
glory in the chance thus afforded me of showing that my love for
you is purely disinterested. You will not discredit my declaration,
that, until your guardian made reference to your fortune, the thought
of it had never crossed my brain in comnection with my attach~
ment to yourself. Whatever is yours, now, shall remain your
own. I cheerfully relinquish all claim that the law would give
me upon it, with one proviso—all that I possess must be added
to it.”

“ I believe in your sincerity, but not in the word of any other
man alive. I am gratefully alive to the generosity, which the world
would decm unsafe and romantic. But, Robert! in this one thing
you must let me have my own way. I have reasons, weighty and
sufficient, for pressing my request. I will have no deeds, no settle-
monts! They will not be valid without my consent, and that shall
never be given ! :

This was a strange conversation for a moonlight tryst between
lovers, and she was an uncommon type of a betrothed maiden : her
every resolute lineamrent discernible by the white moonbeams ; arms
sternly crossed, and feet planted hard against the gnarled roots of
the oak, apparently as impassive and immovable to expostulation as
the tree itself.

Some minutes of troubled reflection passed before either spoke
again, Then Robert resumed the discourse.

« I cannot disregard your wishes in this matter, Helen, however
they may war with my inclination and judgment; for, as you say,
you are the persom who will be most nearly affected by the disposition
of your property. I did tell your guardian that I acquiesced heartily
in bis views, and would shape my course accordingly, and he may
misinterpret my altered purpose; but let that pass! So long as you
and I are agreed, and understand one another, what matter the
opinions of others!” -

« I thank you for the sacrifice you make to please me ; for, para-
doxical as it would be to many—to most vulgar minds—the accept~
ance of wealth with your bride, in these circumstances, is a sacrifice,
and no light one toyon. I take it upon myself to guarantee that
Colonel Floyd shall learn to whose influence your change of intention
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- isattributable—upon whom he is to charge the frustration of his holy
design. What is it, Sally ?

Engrossed in their talk, the young couple had not thought of the -
girl—had not seen that for some time past her motions had been
indicative of extreme restlessness. Her crouching figure had become
erect ; the shawl dropped from her ears to her shoulders ; her head
moved uneasily from side to side, as if she were watching or listening
intently. When Helen addressed her, she had arisen from her seat
by the spring, and approached within a few feet of her mistress and
her lover.

“I'm thinking you’ll be missed at the house, Miss Helen! I'm
sure I've heard Gabriel calling me two or three times—and—and—
it’s getting colder, seems to me.”

Helen eyed her more attentively.

“Jtis too bad to have kept you sitting there all this while, my
poor girl! We have been walking, and havgnot felt uncomfortable;

" but your teeth are absolutely chattering !”’

I reckon I must ha’ been asleep | rejoined Sally, with a foolish,
ashamed laugh. “Ididn’t know we’'d been out long.”

“T think it very likely!” said Helen, smiling, as did Robert, in
recollection. of the ¢somniferous duenna.” ¢ Run on, now, and get
youtself in a glow. We will follow.”

¢ As they were ascending the hill upon the other side of the spring-
stream, she subjoined an explanatlon of the request she had urged
with regard to her fortune.

“I was put upon my guard against Colonel Floyd’s probable
machinations, by a story told me by my cousin, Miss Rogers, when
she paid us a visit in October. She was an intimate friend of Lily’s
mother, and having taken quite a fancy to my society, confided to
me certain incidents of the family history, which I had never heard
until then. Among others, she mentioned that Colonel Floyd, as his
father’s executor and sister’s guardian, had her share of the estate
secured to hersclf prior to her marriage with Mr. Calvert, and, as
seemed natural and proper to most people, assumed the trustecship of
the same. Either Mr. Calvert resented this as an imputation upon
his honour, or an implication of his inability to manage his wife’s
property, for, shortly after the wedding-day, & coolness grew wp
between the brothers-in-law, which greatly distressed Mrs. Calvert.
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There were serious threats made by her husband of a law-suit to re-
cover that which, he alleged in Miss Rogers’s hearing, had been
dishonestly abstracted by Colonel Floyd from his sister’s portion ;
proceedings which were suspended by his own tragic death, It is
always best to avoid litigation by baving these questions settled
beforehand,”

“What e business head you have 1" replied Robert, much amused.
“I had not supposed that you knew how many ccnts make a dollar.
" Very few of the Floyds are endowed with arithmetical talents. Your
uncle, for example, is utterly ignorant of the value of the prime idol
of the Yankee nation.”

“He understands the rule of subtraction, as your pockets can
attest. You are mistaken as to his regard for money. He is an odd
compound of extravagance and covetousness.”

At the yard-gate she stopped.

“ Do not judge me harshly for to-night’s talk |** she said, almost
sadly. “I suppose that I must appear to you woefully common-place
and practical ; censorious in judgment and rigorous in action, for
you are charitable and lenient to a proverb. But I have only your
good at heart; desire to do that which will be best for us both. I do
cndcavour conscientiously to study your interests, Robert !”

Hc made some comforting response, and there the subject
rested.

He was not, however, so blindly in love, that the substance, no
less than the tone of this last sentence, did not fall gratingly upon his
sensitive ear. It was, of course, pleasant, or ought to have been, to
know that she looked upon their interests as identical; to see that
her manner of spesking of these was characterized by the clear-
sighted zeal and prudence of the wife, rather than the bewitching
hesitancy of the blushing bride. Yet, in his heart, he felt a lack of
something, a deficiency that was at once indefinable and painful,
Her bearing was not too free—that could never happen; still, a
trifling diffidence, & dash of coyness, would have imparted to it an
additional charm. The fruit, ripe, rich, and round, was his, and he
was proud and thankful in its possession ; but he could have wished
that the downy velvet, shading and softening its bioom, had not been
so carefully and thoroughly rubbed off before the treasure was given.
He could not resist a ridiculous preference for the “Loves of the
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Angels,” as a lover’s text-book, above ledger or bank-account, let
them be never so accurately balanced, and largely in his favour.

Above all, that word, “conscientiously,” offended his spiritual
nervous organization. Regard unmeasured, because immeasurable,—
Solicitude,—loving and anxious-eyed Aphrodite, born out of the
waves of this boundless love ;—these would have been to him as the
waters of the river of Life and the fruit that grows thereby, But he
did not want to be loved ¢‘conscientiously.” He did not care to be
informed that there was, on her side, a ‘conscientious endeavour ”
to think of and to do whatever would conduce to his happiness.

Moreover, but this was a secondary and very inferior considera-
‘tion, he could not divest himself of a disagreeable expectation of an
unpleasant, if not a violent scene with Colonel Floyd, when they
came to the question of the final settlement ; feared lest the retrac-
" tation of his partial pledge that all should be done in consonance
with the guardian’s desire, would place him, the bridegroom, in a
false and humiliating position.

Keeping these misgivings and his dissatisfaction to himself, he
parted from Helen in the hall, with the fond, gentle smile she alone
of all women ever had from him, and repaired to the drawing-room,
whence had proceeded the sounds of music and laughter the outdoor
promenaders had heard ere they reached the house.

A lady, elderly, and who had never been pretty, a governess in
one of the aristocratic families there represented, was at the piano,
playing a lively waltz; and six or eight couples were whirling around
the room, in the exultant swing of that entrancing dance. Making a -
wide circuit to avoid collisions, Robert succeeded in stationing him-
self by the side of the musician. The piece she was playing was an
unfamiliar one to her, and, dexterous and true as were her fingers,
she dared not remove her eyes from the sheet. There was no need
for her to see his features to assure herself who turned the leaves
with a volte subito movement, bespeaking an intelligent eye and a
hand trained to the like gallant offices. She knew who had won for
himself the appellation of “the wall-flowers’ friend,” and shunned
not to maintain his right to the title by rendering attentions as
graceful and assiduous to the neglected children of beauty and
fortune, as to the most pampered darlings of both. Poor Miss
Carter’s lank, starched figure and dyed silk dress covered a heart

-

—
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slightly indurated and withered by twenty years' thankless drudgery
in her present professiom:; but there were hidden away there, in
shady, jealously-screened recesses, kept green by the dews and
eccasional freshets of sentiment and memory, stray blossoms and
modest mosses of romance and feeling, whose existence would have
been scoffed at by the patrons and acquaintances of the “ old maid
teacher.” And never did these bits of verdure and bloom quiver with
more vitality than beneath the sunshine of Robert Lay’s smile. She
was not in love with him; she mever deluded herself with the chimera
that a single thought of her visited him when she was eut of his
sight; but in her mental, or rather heart portrait-gallery—how
scantily furnished, it would have given yow a heart-ache to see t—he
was enshrined, a stainless hero.

He offered her a glass of water when the tiresome round of varia-
tions was at an end, and advised that she should rest her strained
fingers for a time. Butno! the dancers were ready to begin again,
and so must she be also, or give offence. Automata and ill-paid
governesses are not expected to complam of fatigne in the service of
their masters.

“ At least, play something that you know,” said Robert. “ That
will be less exhausting to the head, only finger-work ! You can talk
then!”

With himself, he meant, for every other available masculine speci-
men of humanity had a partner. He hardly merited all the credit
for self-denial she inwardly heaped upon him, as his pleasant sayings
enlivened the monotony of her occupation, for it cost him little
trouble to keep aloof from the dancers, so long as Helen did not
appear. He did not witness her entrance. The first intimation he
bad of her presence was the sight of her at Miss Carter’s back, when
this set of waltzes was likewise concluded.

“You should not have beer appointed to this work to-night, Mies
Carter I ” she said. “You are not well emough. Does your head ache
very badly now?”

“Thank you! it is about the same.”™

With a gesture and three words, Helen swept ker from the piano-
stool and established herself upon it ; shook her head in smiling
wilfulness in respomse to the grateful lady’s remonstrances, and
drowned their continuation in & pealing march. Robert eondneted
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Miss Carter to an easy-chair : found a fan and a bottle of sal-volatile
for her, and went back to the instrument.

The pale, weary governess watched the pair with deep and
affectionate interest. They were so young and noble ; so admirably
adapted each to the other, in virtues, manner, and disposition, and
their mutual attachment so beautiful to behold, it was not marvellous
that the romance into which she wove their united lives had not, in
its bright texture, one ssable thread. If the sigh which heaved her
‘bosom was an inaudible and hopeless lament over her barren life and
departed youth, it was untainted by envy of their different and more
blessed lot. Presently Helen glanced up at her betrothed, and said
something, briefly and positively. He made reply, seemingly, by an
interrogation, and upon receipt of her answer turned away, and
joined himself to the band of revellers. He went directly up to Lily
Calvert, offered his hand, which was smilingly accepted, and they
took their position in a cotillion that was just forming.

The music flowed out in a bolder, quicker measure, and light feet
beat time over the floor. 8till the silent, unnoticed governess kept
watch upon the now lonely performer—free now, moreover, to indulge
at will in the enchanting maiden visions that attend—brilliant-
winged and willing sprites~—upon the meditations of the “young,
loving, and beloved.” Yet Miss Carter saw the fine, mobile features
subside into pensiveness; then, fixed sadness; the eye settle into
melancholy steadiness—a sort of introverted look which told plainly
enough that the source of her grief was not far away, nor beyond
herself, While the spectator was taxing the meagre stores of her
experimental knowledge of Love’s mysteries for & solution of this

| enigma, Aleck Lay drew near, deputed by his partner to convey some
message to the dreaming pianist. A red tide rushed over Helen'’s
{ face a8 he spoke to her; she started ; lost time, skill, and tune, her
hands crashing heavily down upon the keys; and a harsh, loud
discord from the thrilling wires brought the dance to an untimely

“ What is the matter?” ¢ Go on!” cried a chorus of voices.

“ It was my faunlt | Aleck’s sonorous tones quelled the Babel of
inquiry, “I imterrupted her and did all the mischief, I ask a
million pardons!” he pursued laughingly, to the drooping and
abashed musician, “ It was thoughtless and awkward in me $o0 accost
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you 80 abruptly, when I might have seen that you were intent upon
your music. It shall be a wholesome lesson to me for the future. . I
was about to ask you to play a little faster—a very little, if you
please.”

An irrepressible impulse of gratitude made her lift her eyes to
his, and he saw that they were full of tears. This might be the
effect of nervous agitation merely, but the sight sent him back to
his place with a madly throbbing heart. Helen struggled valiantly
with the rising softness, superinduced by a passing vision of the olden
days, when he interposed to ward off every annoyance from her;
met, with scathing retort, each sarcastic or unfriendly retort that had
her for its object. For the rest of the evening they kept far apart—
did not exchange another look or word. ¢ A wholesome lesson for
the future!’’ They would do well to remember and profit by the
warning |
" Helen refused to dance at all that night 1—she ¢ preferred to play
for the entertainment of the rest;” and when she would not let him
hover near her, Robert Lay’s most frequent companion was Lily
Calvert. She was very pretty and charming; so winning in her
childlike, confiding ways; so kind and amiable with him, and
apparently so gratified by his attentions, that he could not resist the
temptation presented by all these, and quite forgot his duty to the
wallflowers in waiting upon a belle. She was really a sweet girl, he
reflected, despite some unimportant foibles; and a warm-hearted
friend of his, who would make the dearest little sister imaginable,
one of these days, when she and Helen understood one another again.

Aleck danced, flirted, and flattered, with a reckless grace no one
else could emulate ; was the life, as he was the lion of the company.
Half the girls in the room went home in love with him ; two-thirds of
the beaux wished devoutly that he had never quitted the * Fader-
land ” until he was ready to bring a wife to the western continent
with him. '

At twelve o’clock, the last carriage, with its cortége of gallant
outriders, left the door of the hospitable abode, and Helen, wearied
and dispirited, sought her chamber. The faithful Sally was in
wakeful attendance, and, disobedient to her mistress's recommenda-
tion, that she should betake herself to bed without further delay,
began, with alert hands, the task of disrobing her, . It may *ve been
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that fatigue and dissipation had rendered Helen indolent, or that, in
her depressed state of feeling, the society of this attached dependent
‘was more tolerable than solitude and her own musings; for she did
not repeat the order ; submitted languidly to her maid’s pleasure,

¢ Miss Helen | ” she said, as she kueeled to untie her slipper-string,
“T hope you did not think it wnproper in me to hurry you home
from the spring to-night. I deceived you about the reason, then, I
didn’t like to tell you there, for fear you might be frightened, and
Mars’ Robert get angry, and go to search into the matter, and so get
you both into trouble ; so I made the excuse I did, to start you up to
the house.”

“ What are you talking about, Sally?” asked Helen, somewhat
sharply; * you have been dreaming, and are not quite awake yet, I
believe.”

“I’m broad awake, ma’'am, and so I was then, for all I had to
pretend to be sleepy and cold, to hinder you from mistrusting the
truth. Aund I saw him, Miss Helen, as plain as I do you, this minute!
I wouldn’t move till I was sure.”

¢ Saw him! Saw whom? Why do you tell your story in such a
queer, blundering way ? Go on ! ”” urged her mistress, as the girl bent
lower over the foot resting upon her knee, and tugged and picked at
the hard knot she had made in the string.

“The man behind the tree, ma’am | the big oak you was leaning
agal

“ Nonsense ! you mistook the shadow of the limbs for a man!
How could any one be there, and I not hear him move or breathe?
How could he get there without making any noise? ”’

“Tree shadows don’t move of a still night, as this one did,”
persisted the girl, ¢ As to how he got there, I can’t say, nor how
long he’d been standing close up against the trunk of the tree when
I first noticed him. I didn’t see him until he poked out his head,
this way, as if to hear better what you two were saying.”

¢« Pshaw ! why should he care to hear ! why stay there, if he could
get away 1"

“That isn’t for me to say, ma’am. I only know that I saw him,
and that he behaved just as I've told you.”

Helen pondered for a moment upon this strange tale. The maid
was unusually sensible and discreet for one in her station, and not
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superstitious or cowardly. Her mistress did not question that she
really believed all that she had said; but the more she thought of it
the more unlikely it appeared that Robert and herself kad beem
dogaed by so bold an eavesdropper, or that any chanoe vagiant of the
forcst could have remained for any length of time ia the position
8aliy had described, without being discovered.

“Could you see who he was? or whether he was white or
coloured ? ™ she inquired.

¢ He kept well in the shade, ma’am, and I wasn't very near, you
know., Maybe he was & runaway. There’s a good many ‘out,” I
hear, more that common for this season of the year,” returned the
girl, still averting her face, and putting away the slippers in a drawer.

« Perhaps it was Lem ! ” exclaimed Helen ¢ Poor fellow | he need
not have been afraid of us! We would never have betrayed him.”

This was a field-hand of Colonel Floyd's, who had run away six
wecks before, goaded to desperation by the brutal oppression of the
driver, Booker, whose anthority was invariably supported by the master.
Lem had married Sally’s sister, as Helen now considered, and the pro-
babilities were manifestly in favour of the supposition that he was
lurking about the plantation, in the hope of seeing his wife, Sally
was not certain that she recognized him, yet that she had some mis-
givings on the subject was clear. She might feel it to be her duty to
put her mistress upon her guard against a repetition of the nocturnal
stroll, while she was cautious not to commit her brother-in-law.
Acting upon this hypothesis, which she imagined was fully sustained
by Sally’s silence after Lem was named, Helen forbore to prosecute
her inquiries, and her thoughts strayed of themselves back to the more
pressing cares and disquietudes that weighed heavily upon her young
spirit.

g In ten minutes after the servant's story was concluded, her auditor

had forgotten the ramaway and his woes,

a5 O RN
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CHAPTER V.

e WHOLESOME lesson for the future!” Aleck Lay had
#l  said, and he conned it to such profit, that during the
month immediately succeeding his arrival at home, he
paid but two- visits at Colonel Floyd’s, and they were
madein decorous compliance with special invitations. He spent most
of each day, and often stayed over night, at his plantation of Maple
Hill, a fine old place, which had come into the family through the
female line ; having been bequeathed, at his grandfather’s death, to
his mother. Active and judicious preparations were being made there
now, for the reception of his aunt and himself, “ He went to as much
pains and expemse in fitting it up, as if he were expecting to take
thither a beautiful wife, and not an old maid sobersides like herself,”
Miss Ruth affected to complain, while, inwardly, she was happy and
proud that he did so. The paternal mansion, Greenfield, was mean-
while in a state of disorder unparalleled in the previous annals of
1Miss Massie’s reign, Cleaning, repairing, painting, and refurnishing
were all going forward at once, under the superintendence of that
painstaking housewife. Mrs. Robert Lay should find every apart-
ment in every story, every closet and stair, even the ¢ cuddy-holes”
in the garret, irreproachable, if she, the indefatigable present incum-
bent, perished im the landable attempt to attain this end. She
naturally believed that Robert’s love-making was prosecuted as dili-
gently, and that its results were likely to prove as satisfactory to all
concerned as she hoped those of her Iabours would be ; justly con-
sidering the sentfmental, in metaphysical jargon, the “subjective™
branch of the nuptial arrangements as quite out of her province,
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Mrs. Floyd pursued a similar line of thought and action, as she
overlooked seamstresses, laundresses, and chamber-maids ; set aside a
goodly reserve of her finest sweetmeats, and oldest pickles and
liquors ; bespoke eggs, far and near, to be delivered a week before
Christmas at Belleview ; tested the golden rolls of butter packed
away for the “ occasion ;” inspected her poultry-yards, and, like the
celebrated William O'Trimmerty of the nursery rhyme,

¢ Gathered her hens,
And put them in pens,”
to be fattened against the great day. Shehad private personal trials,
in addition to household cares, and the two classes of perplexities
thoroughly engrossed every faculty of a mind which was none too
capacious at its best estate.

Never, in the whole course of her wedded life, had she bebeld her
lord in a worse humour than now held complete possession of him.
His household words were one perpetual growl, not loud but deep ;
and their connubial confabulations, which always partook more of the
nature of monologues from him, than a reciprocation of ideas and
feelings, were uniformly so stormy now, that she trembled in heart
and body at the anticipation of them. When, with simple and wifely
guile, she tried to divert him from his sombre brooding over his
grievances, unknown as yet to her, by small domestic details, and
deferentially begged his opinion upon the momentous topic of invita-
tions, and the numberless etcetera pertaining to the grand wedding
—for no Floyd was ever married without a large and magnificent
party—he swore at her, at the guests, and the supper; as Gabriel
reported in the kitchen, “cussed upstairs and down, and all round
the lot;” reserving his choicest imprecations for the unconscious
bridal pair, whom he anathematized as “a brace of the most
ungrateful and unmannerly villains, the .most barefaced cheats, that
ever conspired to effect a man’s ruin 1”

¢ But how, dear?” mildly questioned hisspouse, after one of these
philippics. “ Helen has her fits of temper, I know, but she is much
quieter than I ever saw her before. Yet it must be confessed that,
even now, she does get awfully stubborn about some things, Now, for
instance, I've been scolding her to-day about a senseless notion she
has taken. You know that Alexander Lay brought over for her a
superb set of pearls, for a wedding present, and sent them to her by
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Robert, soon after he got home. She has a pearl-coloured satin,
trimmed with lace, among her new things, her ¢second-day’s dress,’
and anybody, with half an eye, can sec that it was made to go with
these—"

¢ Confound your satin and pearls! Thetwaddle of you women is
cnough to drive one to distraction | ” roared the colonel, kicking over
a stand that opposed him in his heavy tramp about the floor.

“Yes, dear? Iam sorry!” Meek Mrs, Floyd let fall a shivering
tear upon her stitching.

Her husband muttered a dozen or so of hotter oaths before he
dropped again into his arm-chair. When he did sit down, it was witk
a force that made the windows rattle, Then, picking up the tongs,
he poked the fire furiously.

Mrs. Floyd mustered a faint heart of grace to endeavour to repair
her mistake.

¢“What I wanted to say was this, my love; Robert Lay always
seemed to me to be a most amiable, obliging young man. This is his
reputation all through the neighbourhood, and has been ever since he
was a boy. I supposed that he would do pretty much whatever you

_asked him to—he is so ready, generally, to grant favours to his
friends. Hasn’t he behaved handsomely about the settlement, or
whatever you call it? You told me you thought he would.”

¢ 8o handsomely that he has backed out of everything that he pro-
mised to do, Mrs. Floyd! He has lied like a dog, madam! He is
obliging enoygh to give me to understand that he will grab cvery
dollar of your brother's estate upon the wedding-day you are pre-
paring for—if he can! That's your amiable, popular saint, madam!"”

Another volley of oaths, accompanied by a shovrer of coals upon
the hearth, and sparks up the chimney.

“You don’t say so! After all the advice I've tried to impress
upon Helen, about letting you manage her property | I should think
she might have had some little confidence in my judgment, and tried
to persuade him to act differently! I declare I am quite hurt by
such disrespect and ingratitude ! ”

“It's her work ! IIll take my oath of that—the brazen minx |
She can twist bim around her finger, if she likes.”

¢ Well ! well! well |* ruminated the matron, and returned to her
former plaint ; “I can't tell when I've been so much hurt l"3
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“Hurt, madam! You'll begin to know what has hurt you. when
you are turned out of house and home ; your last stick of furniture-
gone ; your very clothes sold from off your back, in order that your
affectionate niece may flaunt in her husband's mansion in her satin
and pearls 1 ”

“Good gracious, colonel!”™ The lady twitched back her skirts
briskly, to avoid the stream of flery embers that bounced from uader
the poker in her direction, at the conclusion ef this comforting pro-
phecy. ¢ It can’t be so bad as that, I'm sure ! ”

“You are sure, are you? Much you know about it! Itis an easy
thing for a man with an extravagant family like mine, hnng like &
mill-stone about his neck, to hand over some fifty thousand dollars
worth of property, and, maybe, & matter of five thousand in ready
money, upon a month’s notice, isit? I would be obliged to yon if
you will inform me where it is to come from !

“ Why, I don’t know anything about business, dear.”

% You nexd not trouble yourself to tell me what is self-evident
madam,”

“But I supposed that Helen’s fortune was put away safe some-
where, against she came of age—in the bank, or—"

“Or ticd up in a stocking-foot, or carried loose in my breeches
pocket ! " interrupted her husband, with an ugly sneer. * That is ag
much sense as you have about anything outside of your dirty kitchen.”

He got up, still snarling, put on a shaggy great-coat, took his gun
from a closet, and made ready for his nightly patrol.

“ And see here, my lady, keep your tongue inside of your teeth
when you think of what I have been fool enough to say to-night, or
it may be the worse for you!”

Mrs. Floyd gave a weak sniff of wounded sensibility when the
door banged to after her lawful protector and loving liege, then
fell to work upon a mental calculation of the number and variety of
the loaves of cake, whose manufacture she was to begin the following
week.

One uscd to chbullitions of temper akin to that she had just
witnessed, scasoned by years of endurance to the peltings and rever-
berant peals of such thunder-storms as were any hour liable to break
upon her head—was not apt to remark or inquire into the cause of
lesser variations in the family barometer, If Helen grew graver each
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day, and was often moodily tacitarn for hours together ; if Lily were
fretful, restless, and capriciously gay by turns, without any visible
reason for these humours, the good aunt winked at these fluctuations
of temper and spirits, and, when winking did not suffice to shut out
the unseemly exhibitions, closed fast eyes and ears, and minded her
own business, She wae not, therefore, the person who could have
been expected to discern other signs of the times—such as affected
her ease and. comfort less than the behaviour of her husband and
adopted daughter towards her personally. She never bethought
herself that Robert Lay’s handsome, sunshiny face was at times worn
and haggard, and his menner oddly disirait ; that, while he never
failed to follow Helen's every movement with his eyes, and sought
out occasions of divining her wishes and forestalling their expres-
sion by immediately gratifying them, he as frequently had long,
confidential talks with Lily a8 with her, and treated the younger
cousin with & warmth of familiarity he had not manifested for-
merly. -

Nor did Helen’s quicker vision appear to discover this change in
her lover’s bearing, or imagine that there was peril in his increasing
intimacy with Lily. Whether she had other food for thought, so
much more important in her estimation, or was incapacitated from
feeling jealousy through perfection of confidence, or, what was surely
very unlikely, a calm indifference, was not to be learned from her
demeanour. Certain it was that she pursued the avocations so replete
with stirring interest to most women with & mechanical fidelity, a
diligent drudgery, that looked more like a conscientious performance
of allotted duty than desire; more like an abstraction of ideas and
absence of feeling than loving gzeal. Occasionally she aroused her
torpid conscience to the examination of the contrariety of emotions
that alternately depressed and agitated her, questioned herself
sharply, and censured unsparingly. It might be an indication of a
noble trust in Robert’s truth and affection that she did not object to
see him sit, for an hour at a time, beside Lily’s piano, or promenade
with her on the lawn for the same period, both talking earnestly and
continuously, as friends whose interest in one absorbing theme isa
bond of union between their hearts, But did she sin when she
wondered what was the source of the relief she experienced in the
discovery that, while his kindness to herself remained unabated, ho .
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was yct lcss demonstrative ; made fewer demands upon her time and
love than of yore; let her alone when she was inclined to indulge in
pensive reverie, instead of trying by cheerful arts and tender wiles
to dispel the cloud? She had outlived her age of romance, she was
in the habit of saying, and perhaps it was better that he should also
learn to look at life’s prosaic eide—to view feelings, as well as facts,
as they were, without the dangerous and deceptive glamour cast abount
them by a loving idolatry. They would be happier for the disillusion
when their lots were united.

She did not palliate the folly and crime of the unutterable sadness
that would, combat it as she might, steal over her in the contemplation
of this prospect. Was she not going, of her free will, to marry a man
who had loved her from her childhood in spite of her faults, her many
frailties and foibles of disposition and errors of conduct? who loved
her purely and wholly, as few other women were ever esteemed? Was
he not the non-such of his sex, in his spotless life, his engaging de-
portment, perfect temper, and singleness of purpose? She was a
fortunate, a happy woman, and, if ungrateful as fortunate, unreason-
able as happy, she might blame herself and no one else. What if she
had, in childish folly, once hearkened and thrilled to another’s vows,
as she had never done to Robert’s manly fervour of protestation?
‘What if, for many months, she had nursed a beautiful shadow of
bliss, in the belief that this other was hers—hers only and for ever—
as she was keeping herself for him? That was a weary, weary time
ago! It seemed as if years of wretchedness had gone over her head
gince the summer evening—but one month prior to her betrothal—
when she had heaved, torn with desperate strength, the great stone by
the spring away from its bed, and buried in the moist black mould
the ring she had worn, in credulous faith, for a year and a half—
worn hopefully, joyously, proudly ! then rolled back the rock to its
place—a tomb that hid a grave !

These trifles belonged to the girl's history; as a girl she had
judged falsely of their nature, and comsequently overrated their
value, She had grown into a woman now, rational, strong, resolute }
‘Was she resentful and despairing as well? It might be, for she had
no memory of a mother’s gentle rectitude of conscience and action 3
a father's wise counsels. A wild, undisciplined childhood had not
laid the kisd of foundation from which would spring, in spontancous
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growth, moderation of judgment and dispassionate conduct at the age
of maturity. She knew her temperament, and what were her besciting
sins ; and she firmly believed that Robert Lay, of all others, was best
acquainted with these, and that his influence would cxert the most
salutary effect in restraining whatever was objectionable and fostering
the few germs of good. He had said that she only had the power of
making him happy; that Life would be bare and joyless if he were
deprived of the hope of winning her ; and with tender sympathy, born
more of her own intense suffering, her aching, bleeding heart, than
out of the sisterly regard she had ever felt for him, she listened, and
promised to be his wife.

“There's many a heart caught in the rebound!” says a time-
honoured maxim we see daily exemplified in the drama of Life,
With regard to the quality and volume of this reflex tide of affec-
ticn the oracle is mute.

I heard once of a simple, true-hearted girl, a novice in the world
and its ways, who was cruelly deserted by the man she had loved and
trusted for years. She “bore it wonderfully,” said curious lookers-
on. Some went so far as to express a doubt whether her attachment
had ever been so strong as was generally supposed. Cheerfully and
quietly—none guessed how heroically—she went through her round
of duties; neither in her home, nor in society, ever yielding, for an
instant, to visible depression of spirits. Two or three years had
elapsed since the event that had changed the whole tenor of her inner
life ; the recreant lover had wedded another, and it was considered
that she had, in common phrase, “ quite gotten over her trouble,”
when she was addressed by another suitor, a noble fellow, who could
appreciate aright her rare excellence, and was, in himself, entirely
worthy of her love and respect. She was greatly moved as the tale
proceeded, and, when he paused for her answer, hid her face and
wept abundantly. Encouraged by this evidence of softness, the
wooer pressed his suit yet more warmly.

“Please do not,” she sobbed, putting both her hands into his,
and looking up at him with an expression of grieving pity. “ Do not
go on, or I shall promise that which will render us both miserable
for life, I know how hard it is to endure the pain of wounded affec-
tion. Do not make me too sorry for you !”

Had the naturc of Helen’s former relations to Aleck Lay been
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such a8 could be avowed, and Bobert not his brother, she would have
wade a like answer to bis confession of love.

It wanted just three weeks to the wedding-day, and the brothers
bad accompanied the Floyds home from morning service in the
church, to partake of their Sunday dinner. Aleck had joined the
party sadly against his will ; but Lily had seconded her aunt’s invita-
tion so pressingly, declaring that sbe believed he had some secret and
cogent reason for his dislike of Belleview or its inmates ; that the
whole county had observed his neglect of his old friends, and that
divers queer rumours were in eirculation explanatory of his behaviour
—that he complied, to avoid discussion and check scandal. Lily had
a meaning accent and look, moreover, while she delivered this lively
tirade, that piqued and puzzled him, Had such a thing been possible,
he would have felt assured that she was no stranger to the truc cause
of his consistent avoidance of Helen.

He was not an admirer or friend of Miss Calvert. When & boy,
he bhad mortally offended her by pronouncing her “a whey-faced
witch,” which observation, by means of some kind tongue, reached
her ears, The feud was further increased by his invariable champion-
ship of Helen, in the petty quarrels between the girls. Lily professed
to like him gt this date. It had even been slyly and gratuitously
suggested to him, by disinterested young ladies and prudent mammas,
that he, the elder and richer brother, was regarded by the Floyd
connection as & bon parti, and probable suitor of the colonel's
younger ward, now that the other was “out of the market.” This
benevolent warning he received with profound carelessness, and did
uot trouble himself to controvert the theory. It was not fear of thesa
tattlers that kept him sway from the home of the elfin beauty. Yet
it might be expedient to throw them yet farther off the right scent,
besides ahowing his contempt for their impertinent gossip, by riding
fearlessly by Robert’s side, behind the Floyd carriage, when it ralled
away from the church door on thijs bright day, and his officions friends
were looking on, in rows and groups, awaiting the arrival of their
respective vehicles,

For a wonder, the Lays were the only persons present besides the
family at dinner, and all found the repast & dull and cheerless eere=-
mony, although the cookery did ample credit to Mrs, Floyd's kitchen,
The poor lady's eyes -vere red and watery. Ste tad a headache and
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catarrh, she said, but the initiated members of the company, and this
included the entire number, recollecting that she had returned frem
ehurch in her usual spirits and bodily eondition, were not slow in
assigning & more plausible reason for these signe of discomfort, in
viewing the kit brows and hearing the gruff tomes of her sovereign
master. He carved savagely, and wasted as few deeent words upon
kis guests' as he could, taking no share whatever in the eonversation
that Lily, Robert, and Aleck tried to keep up, to cover his surliness
and Mrs. Floyd’s tremour. He broke a goblet, in pushing it roughly
against the dish before him ; swore audibly at the qusking gervants;
and finally ordered his second son from the table in a voice of
thunder, for spilling water on the cloth.

The colonel seldom went to church except in summer-iime, when
he could pass the hours of service out of doers, under the trees
shading the sacred edifice, talking politics with neighbours as grace-
less as himself. He had spent the forenoon of this S8abbath in ex-
amining his account-books—¢ business papers,” his wife styled them,
in a lame apology she offered in the drawing>room for his “being out
of sorts ;"' he having finished the meal he had succeeded in spoiling
for every one else, and stalked off up.to his chamber for his Sunday
afternoon nap.

¢¢ It always gives him the blues to look over these tiresome papers!”
she sighell, while she tried to smile at the absurdity of allowing such
trifles to mar one’s happiness. * I often wish there were no money

" matters in the world, I don’'t pretend to understand them myself!”
¢ Few ladies'do [ sxid Aleck. “They are smong the ills of life
which are confined almost exclusively to us-unhappy men.”

Helen met Robert’s eye with a forced smile, which was returned
by one yet. more mirthless,

« Can he be so unjust, after all my frankuness, as to imagine me
mercenary ! she thought, indignantly.

His uncomfortable cogitations were, in reality, dwelling upon the
strong likelihood that the  business papers’” whieh had stirred up
the colonel’sbile appertained to: the records of his stewardship over
his niece’s estate, and the certainty, if this were so, that there were
vexatious trials of patience in store for himself, when he and the
guardian'me to the dreaded final settlement,.

The diversion was not unwelcome when Lily called him into her
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grecnhouse, to inspect a plant he had sent her some time before. It

was drooping and yellow, from some cause, whose discovery was

beyond the reach of her horticultural acumen. Robert was a zealous

and accomplished amateur florist, and his decision, after a minute

examination of the flower, and inquiry into the course she had
- pursued towards it, was, that she was killing it with kindness.

“You pet it too much; water it too abundantly; and dress the
earth about the roots tco often. Plants require rest, like animals,
This necds a little wholesome neglect ; a judicious letting alone, with
plenty of sunshine. That will bring it around, if it is not too far
gone.”

Lily bent over the fading favourite in silence, uwntil the large
drops gathered in her eyes, and one fell upon the plant.

“ My dear child |” ejaculated Robert, in surprise, “I will procure
a dozen more of the same kind for you, if you want them, sooner
than you should shed a single tear ; and this may revive yet 1"

“I am not a child 1 said she, passionately, “although everybody
sees fit to treat me like one! And it is not the flower, for the
flower’s sake, that I'grieve over! I was just thinking how everything
that I love best is taken from me. I did care for that geranium,
because you gave it to me, and I have always believed that you were
one of the very, very few who really liked me ! ”

She plucked a rose and rent it apart, petal by petal, her lip
pouting and trembling ; the tears yet hanging, like pearly dew, upon
the gold fringe of her eyelids. She looked perilously pretty, Robert
acknowledged, in his conscious innocence of everything except
brotherly kindness, and his great, tender heart yearned at the sight
and confession of her artless distress. What a guileless babe she was |
How sinless and free her attachment for her early playmate !

¢ And you thought right, Lily ! There are not many people whom
I like better than I do you—as I have often told you.”

¢ Only a couple of dozen or so !’ returned the beauty, petulantly, -

Robert was obliged to laugh.

¢ Hardly a single couple, I can assure you! You know who comes
first upon the list, and would not dispute her right. Then there is
Aleck ! He is the only brother I have in the world.”

“ And Miss Ruth is your only aunt; and mamma is Hclen’s
father's only siscer, so she ought to come next ; and Mam’ Becky is



HER WEDDING DAY. 6)

your only mammy, and Hero is your best horse, and Dash your best
dog—and they all take precedence of a nobody like me, who has no
claim upon you ! ” cried Lily, snatching at another rose, and bringing
it away, stem and all. “I don't thank you, or anybody else for a
seventh, or even & third rate place in his regard. Thank goodness |
if T am insignificant, I have too much pride for ¢hat ! ”

“Don’t try to pick a quarrel with me, little sister! I have
enough sources of disquiet without this one—disquiet which your
sweet sympathy has done much to alleviate. You wrong me by
affecting to misunderstand my meaning. You know the sincerity of
my attachment for you, Lily ! ”

% Forgive me!”

Her head fell upon his arm. Whether he would have released
himself from this position, or awmted the recovery of her composure,
was not to be seen.

¢ A letter for you, Miss Lily!” said Aleck’s voice behind them.
His face was stern—his eye and accent penetrating.  Your aunt
was going to bring it in to you, and I took charge of it to spare her
the trouble.”

He bowed and withdrew, before either of the twain, whom his
abrupt address had started, could find breath or words for a reply.

He was not surprised, on returning to the parlour, to perceive that
it was deserted. The stiff and laboured dialogue carried on by
himself and Helen, after they were left together by the floral con-
noisseurs, was so difficult and painful to both the participants, that
he had scized upon the circumstance of Mrs, Floyd’s entrance with a
note for Lily as an opportune pretext for ending the miserable
pretence. Helen understood his eager politeness to her aunt, and
contributed her share towards their mutual relief by leaving the coast
clear before he reappeared. There was a dark flush of passion upon
Aleck’s brow as he strode over to the window, and his mouth worked
convulsively under his heavy moustache while he remained there,
looking out upon the wintry landscape, blasted and sere, like his own
hopes. He was displeased with Robert—more than displeased with
the miniature siren, whose enticements were operating upon the senses
of her cousin’s affianced husband.

“He can love twenty women—I but one! If she werc mine, I
would have shrunk with loathing from the touch of that little
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serpent! Instead of .enduring her subtlety and fond twiniugs about
e, would have cast her from me as a hateful thing! How different
was the scene trauspiring in here! Have I, then, more regard for
his rights and honour than he has himself ?"

It was a hasty and unjust aspersion of his brother’s fidelity and
delicacy of affcction for his betrothed ; but his wrath glowed yet
- mare hotly as he reviewed, in detail, the illustration of rigid self-
control, amounting to coldness, his manner to Helen had afforded ;
his absolute reticence of even friendly warmth towards the woman he
nevertheless adored ; the extreme circumspection he exercised over
each glance and word, lest Robert's bride should chance to read in
any of these that which it would be dishonourable in him, who was
soon to be her brother, to show ; and contrasted this line of conduct
and principle with Robert's passive, if not fond reception of blandish-
ments, such as he had interrupted.

He was too angry to look around when Lily’s clear voice was
heard at the door connecting conservatory and parlour.

“Helen] Helen! Why, Mr. Lay, I thought she was entertaining
you all this time!”

4 You were mistakcn, you see? ” he answered, curtly.

% Don't you know where she has gone 1" ’

“Idomnot!”

¢ Then I must hunt her up! It was very uncivil in her to leave
you here all alone. I shall scold her well for it 1"

Away she ran, singing in her bird-like tones as if she had never
shed a tear in her life. Robert, who had come in with her, silently
took a seat by the fire.

Without baving the remotest conoeption of the hidden reasons
that exasperated into deep displeasure Aleck’s righteous disapproval
of the supposed flirtation, the younger brother yet felt that he had
placed himself, or been placed by another, in a false light in his
meator's eyes. Unwilling to make a serious affair of an oecurrence
8o trivial, or to impute forwardness and levity of deportment to Lily,
he was nearly as reluctant to sustain in his own proper person the
weight of the blame Aleck ascribed to one or both of them. That
he did blame somebody for what he had seen, Robert did not need
his present behaviour to convince him. He knew his ideas of a
lover's honour—his delicate fastidiousness upon some points relative
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to this—scruples for which none save those who were most inti-
mately acquainted with him ever gave him credit. Gay rattle and
reckless flirt as he was generally esteemed, his chivalrows respect for
true womanhood amounted to reverence ; his recognition of innate
purity was instinctive. Had he been betrothed, he would have ex-
pected—not cxacted—a whole-hearted devotion, not of the affections
merely, but of the mind. If he scorned to excrcise the slightest
cspionage upon the movement of his fiancée or wife, left her, as free
as air, to obey the bent of her inclinations, it would be because he
believed, with a faith more powerful than the convictions produced
by sight, that she was as pure as the freshest air ever breathed from
Heaven ; that she was his—heart, body, and imagination, incapable
of cherishing a thought she would not impart to him; and he would,
have given as much ashe asked. His tcasing talk with his aunt about
the fabulous Gretchen, and his fine compliments to heedless butter-
flies like Virginia Shore, were the veriest lip-play, and every one who
knew him understood the badinage and flattery. No girl could
accuse him of more culpable trifling, of the most distant approach
to unwarrantable familiarity in language or touch.

Robert was conscious that he was sinless in respect to that
whereof he fcared his brother held him to be guilty ; yet, he said to
himself, that he wished, since Lily’s unguarded because artless action
was destined to have another spectator besides himself, that it had
been Helen, and not Aleck. She would have judged of the case
more charitably, approximated the truth more nearly. But somc-
thing must be said to undeceive the real judge, and there was no
time to be lost.

“ Aleck—old boy!” He passed his arm over his brother’s
shoulder, who stood like a statue of ice under the embrace, ¢ Are
you thinking hardly of me ?—blaming me for the little scene you
happened to behold just now ?”

“You are master of your own conscience and actions,” rejoined
the other, freezingly. “I do not presume to sit in condemnation
upon either.”

“1 require no stronger evidence that you bave arraigned me
already—condcmned me unheard,” Robert said, in & hurt tone.
¢ You should know me better, Aleck! If you had heard the rest of
the conversation you would be more lenient. I wish you had !”
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He waited for a response, but none came.
«“It was the simplest, most innocent of gallant farces, All™
Robert resumed, in a lighter tone.

%¢When a pretty woman shows her rings,
What can a fellow do?’

That is an analogous quandary to the one in which you saw me
—for which you are inclined to have me hanged, drawn, and
quartered.”

“ The question is,” said Aleck, turning to face his brother, and
speaking slowly, with no softening of his severity, “ the question is,
whether a man, situated as you are, has a right, or ought to have the
disposition, to think of the beauty of any other woman ? *

“ Pshaw |” replied the other, still determined to turn the affair
into a jest, ¢ that dogma belongs to a former generation ; the Grandi-
sonian race of swains and shepherdesses; the age that painted
Cupid blind.”

“That is very possible, My ideas upon this subject are decidedly
antiquated, 1 admit; somewhat deficient, moreover, in tolerance of
this ¢ dear passion for many ’ that modern lovers find so delightful!
answered Aleck, crossing to the fireplace, and throwing himself upon
the sofa.

Nothing further passed between them for that time. Even
Robert's sweet temper was ruffled by the unmerited sneer. Their
disputes were of such rare occurrence that reconciliation was an
awkward undertaking, if either were disposed to attempt it,

« Excuse me for leaving you,” cried Lily, floating into the room—
her airy motion could hardly be called walking—* but Nelly and I
have becn arranging a frolic for this evening. Won't you, gentle-
men, aid and abet us?”

“ The better the day the better the deed ? ” said Robert, playfully
interrogative. )

He would not allow Aleck’s unjust imaginings to influence his
demeanour to this unsophisticated, warm-hearted child.

“ Yes—but this is really and truly a Sunday frolic. Mr. Sheppard,
the new circuit-rider, is to preach to the servants at Mr. Shore’s to-
night, and Ginnie has written to say that we must all come. She
knows you came home with us to dinner, so she will expcet both o3
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you, certainly. I dearly enjoy those coloured meetings~don't you,
Mr. Robert ?”

“That depends upon their hue. I have found them very blue,
and a dingy indigo at that, sometimes—taking blueness and dulness
as synonyms.”

“Oh! you know what I meant! Why will you be provoking?
Mr. Lay, I wish you would take him in hand, and teach him how to
behave as you do.”

Aleck did not raise his eyes from his book, He would not be a
party to this deceitful trifling. Lily gave him a stare of inquiry, and
returned to the more complaisant Robert.

‘ They say this Mr. Sheppard is a stirring speaker, a thorough
going revivalist; and the ride home by moonlight will be splendid!*



CHAPTER VL

EVEN o'dock found the quartetie from Belleview im the
revivalist’s andience, at one end of Mr. Shore’s long
dining-hall.

The white population of the neighbourhood was
principally made up of Episcopalians, with a slight sprinkling of
Roman Catholics ; but Mr. Shore wedded for his second wife a
devout Methodist, whose example and precept had wrought great,
and, it was hoped by the reformer, radical changes in the religious
habits of the slaves upon her own and certain of the surrounding
plantations. The clergymen of her denomination, whose itinerant
habits brought them within range of communication with her, were
urgently invited to visit at, and most hospitably entertained in, her
house ; encouraged to establish meetings for public and social
worship among the negroes, inmovations which were not opposed,
but rather forwarded, by her indulgent, irreligious husband. The
gathering on this occasion was made up, for the most part, of
coloured people, a goodly assembly in number, seated in close rows
upon benches manufactured for such purposes by Mrs. Shore’s orders.
The room was narrow in proportion to its leng(h, and bad a fire-
place at cach end. Around the upper one of thesc were ranged
chairs, for the accommodation of the family and neighbours. There
were about thirty in all; and while the younger portion of the
company bad undoubtedly been attracted thither by the consideration
that had moved Lily’s inclination to attend—namely, the love of a
frolic, let the day be what it might—they behaved with due
decorum, preserved the semblance of respectful attention. It would
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not have been safe to not otherwise wmder Mrs. Shore's watchfnl
eyes.

Mr. Sheppard was saffering from hoarseness, having already
delivered two sermons and conducted "a clase~meeting that day,
besides riding twenty miles on horseback. He therefore the more
gladly committed the preliminary and closing exercises of singing
and prayer to those of {he congregation who were able and willing
to lighten his labours by taking their part in the same. Mrs. Shore
joined in the familiar choruses, endeared to her by so many early and
sacred associations, and her husband, to gratify her, added his
assistance, which was, to say the least, of doubtful value, since
his voice was cracked, and he knew neither tune nor words, But the
best feature of this portion of the service was the grand, rich tones
of the negroes, surging in thunder-peals of cxultation, or swcetly
plaintive in the pathetic strains of penitential lamentation.

“Did yom hcar anything finer than that in Germany, in the
fatherland of 'sacred music !” whispered Helen to Aleck, who sat a
little to herTight, behind her,

% Nothing that sounded so delightful to my ears !” washis response.
¢ It is like the music of Carryl and the memory of departed joys,
pleasant and mowrnful to the soul,”

He had leaned over, his hand resting upon the back of her chair,
to hearand to answer her, and in the self-forgetfulness of the moment,
both bad looked and spoken nuturally, with the cordial ease that had
once signalized them in their bearing, the onc to the other.

As Aleck resmmed his former position, he caught sight of Lily’s
face ; saw that she was on the alert to hear what was passing; met a
covert side glance, which +ras quickly withdrawn ; and his blood
boiled smew. His distrust of the girl was becoming intense and irra-
tional, and in- exact ratio with its increase was angmented his
Joving compassion for Helen, whom, he honestly belicved, her cousin
was cndeavouring to sapplant in her lover’s regard.

¢ Can it be that she socs nothing to excite her jenlousy?” he
speculated, and while the scrmon engrossed the attention of the

crowd at large, his watch upon her was keen but furtive.

She sat quietly ; a casual observer would have supposed that her
thoughts were, with her external organs of vision, fastened upon the
speaker; but Aleck divined, or imagined that he did, that this
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immobility of feature betokened anything but interest in the orators
impassioned appeals and vivid descriptions; that she found other
and more prolific material for reflection in her own thoughts, There
was nothing to awaken surprise in this abstraction in one who was
to become a bride in less than one short month from that night;
but it was remarkable that he did not succced, in the course of that
hour of close scrutiny, in detecting one stolen look at Robert. who was
in full view, and whose eyes repeatedly wandered to her statuesquc
face.

¢ Perhaps love has taught her to practise concealment, a prudent
vigilance over look, no less than word and action ! ” mused the spy.
“Yet I should not have expected it 1”

While revolving thesc trifles lighter than alr in his mind, and
more ill at case on account of his restless meditations than he was
himself aware of, he omitted to pay the requisite degree of attention
to the passage of other events; was so lost to the consciousness of
where he was, and what was the nature of the services, that he
sprang to his fect, in uncontrollable bewilderment, when the sable
congregation fell simultancously, and not very noiselessly, upon
their knees, at the invitation to prayer. Lily laughed, audibly to his
sensitive car, although she tried to smother the demonstration with
her pocket-handkerchief ; and Mr. Alexander Lay, seclf-contained
man of the world as he was, sinking again to his seat with a tingling
sensation about his bronzed cheeks, mentally and fervently devoted
her to the infernal gods.

His confusion had time to abatc during the prayer. The instru-
ment, in his own phrase, ¢ the humble tool,” selected to convey the
petitions of the assembly, was a servant belonging to Aleck himself,
one of the field-bands upon the Maple Hill farm, a pompous, prag-
matical Boanerges, distinguished above his fellows by his ¢ wonderful
gift of speech.” He gave this talent full play now, beginning with
constrained moderation and deliberate utterance, and gradually
waxing louder and warmer, incited to greater vehemence by the
groans of assent from his brethren, until the gusts of sound escaping
from his surcharged lungs, presumed to represent equal vigour of
heart, threatened to bring the ceiling dewn upon his head and thosc
of the audicnce; as if, Samson-like, he meant to involve them with
himsclf in one common ruin. He was “ a mighty man in the Scrip-
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tures,” said his admirers ; and the majority of thosc of his own caste
heard, with a glow of pride in their representative but inadequately
expressed by long-drawn “ Amens,” and sepulchral “Ahs!” his
mention of the preacher to whose exhortations they had been called
to listen on that occasion.

“ Be pleased to pour out Thy plenteousest blessin's 'pon de great
and notable man of de Lord who has spoken to us dis blessed arter-
noon, from de rivers to de ends of de earth. Strengthen him in his
weakly body and diminished mind ; bless him abroad and in his
home, from de rivers to de ends of de earth. Grant him in Thy mus-
siful and undesarved kindness a superabundance of souls as de
purchase of his hire.”

‘When service was over, as the negroes were filing out of the doors
upon the right and left of the room, and Boanerges swaggered past
the patrician group, bowing graciously, his master sternly bade him
¢ Stop?”

¢ Sar 1” said the amazed orator.

¢] want to know what you meant by insulting & minister of the
gospel to his face ! said Aleck, authoritatively.

¢ Me, marster?”

“Yes, you! Do you not know, you rascal, that you have actually
declared here, in the hearing of us all, that Mr, Sheppard’s mind was
failing? "

The negro gaped in dumb and sheepish astonishment,

Aleck, like many other and better men, now that he had found an
object upon which he might justly vent some of his pent-up wrath
was disposed to deal more unmercifully with the offender against
sense and decorum than he would have felt in a moment of less
irritation.

% All that I have to say to you is this, my fine fellow,” he pursued.
«If I ever hear of your making a prayer in public again, before youn
have learned to perceive that most of what you say is outrageous
profanity, I will have you transported to the South, as sure as your
nameis Petronius, While you belong to me you shall not be guilty of
such scandalous impertinence in the name of Heaven, that is, if I can
hinder it. You can go!”

“ Really, Mr. Lay,” Mrs. Shore recovered herself sufficiently to
gay, when the man had sought a refuge for his  diminished ” head
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outside the door; “you were unnecessarily severe upon the poor
fellow. We all understood what it was that he intended o say, and
he is a person of great influence among our coloured people, a leader
of a class-meeting, and high authority in all religions matters,”

“So much the more reason for putting a stop to uch balderdash,
madam] I must apologize to you, sir,” addressing himself cour-
teously to Mr. Sheppard, “ for the seeming disrespect of his langnage
with regard to you. I will sce that the like does mot oocur
again.” . ' :

¢ The poor ignorant slave needs no apology to be made for him,”
answered the minister’s solemn tones, doubly hoarse and deep by
reason of his cold. *I would rather hope that his master will make
amends to him, for the mortification he has sustained on account
of his desire to perform his duty in a becoming manner.”

“Qur ideas of becomingness differ,” said Aleck, with admirable
temper. “1I call such vile and ridiculous garbling of Scripture sacri-
lege ; consider its effect pernicious in the extreme upon the minds
of his simple and superstitious followers.”

“ It may be made, nevertheless, the sword of the Lord and of
Gideon, cven in unpractised and weak hands, my young friend.
There is One, who is not limited by circumstances ; whe deigns to

make use of feeble instruments in the accomplishment of His work,
In this land the use of the Scriptures and the quotation of the same
are allowable 1o all.”

Aleck smiled. ¢ It is damgerous to meddle with edged tools1™ he
rejoined, turning away to end a profitless discussion,

¢ So the world said ! ” cried Lily.

Tom and Virginia Share, like & couple of giddy pates, burst into
a fit of laughter.

“We must tell Mr. Lay that pretty story some day,” said the
latter, merrily. “It was too funny 1 )

“I have the original document at home. He shall see it this
very night if he wishes to consult the Fates,” replied Lily. %It was
the strangest coincidence I ever heard of, and its happening upon the
day of your return was not the least wonderful part of it.”

“Don't look so disconcerted, Nelly,” said Virginia, teasingly.
“1f one portion of the narrative is likely to be fulfilled, it does not
follow that the rest is not a false prophecy.”



HER WEDDING DAY. 7

Aleck looked from ome to amother, in real curiosity and well-
assumed indifference.

¢ You deal in mysteries 1> he said.

¢ In nonsense, I should say, and very witless fum it is, according
to my perception of humour,” returned Helen. “Lily! it is time
we were gone. The carriage is ready, and we ought not to keep the
horses standing in the cold.”

“ Wait |” Lily was fumbling in her pocket. * This is the dress I
wore that evening, and I recollect puttimg that paper into an
cnvelope, that I might preserve it s a ewriosity. Here it is, I
declare ! Jsn't that splendid ? *

% Read it ! read it !” was the popular acclaim.

¢ It is Sunday, remember !” eautioned Mrs, Shore.

“Lily 1” sai@ Helen, in distressed expostulation. “ This is not
kind.”

“Why, what a serious matter you would make of it!” replied her
cousin, “Of course, we all under:tand that it is a pack of foolish
fiction, from beginning to end. Yon see, my friends, we were playing
¢ Consequences,’ and this is what was written upon one of the papers.
I shall give it verbatim et literatim. You didn’t suppose that I
knew that much Latin, did you? Ahem! ¢The witty and accom-
plished Miss Helen Gardner,'—watch her, Mr. Shore! don't let her
snateh it I—fand the learned and cynical Mr. Alexander Lay, met
behind a turkey-blind—>"

¢ Fire!” rang out Aleek’strumpet tones in herear. ¢ Look behind
you, Miss Lily.”

She gave a jump and & seream, eatehing hold of her skirts at the
same moment.

“ Mercy upon us! Where is it?”

“In the fireplace I” retarned Aleck, provokingly. “Where else
should it be ?” ) )

There was a roar of laughter, and Lily’s pout was ome of real
chagrin when she discovered that the paper was gone. Whether it
had escaped from her fingers in her fright, an@ been drawr by the
current of heated air into the mouth of the chimney, or been
abstracted by some clever trick of legerdemain, she eonld not deter-
mine, and no one could or would tell her.

fhe shook her curls in pretty viciousness st Helem and Aleck,
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“I will be cven with you two conspirators yct! scc if I am
not!”

“I do not question your skill in plotting and counterplotting,”
responded Aleck., ¢ If practice makes perfect, you should be an
adept in cunning manceuvre,"”

Belleview was about five miles distant from Mr. Shore’s, and when
half the distance was traversed, our party of four had the highway
all to themselves ; the little cavalcade of horsemen and vehicles that
had started from the house with them having dropped off, a few at a
{ime, at branch and cross-roads leading to their respective homes.
The waning moon arose while they were still on their way, casting
long shadows from. hill and tree upon the light covering of snow
that enwrapped the untrodden fields, showing the muddy road like
a black serpentine river, winding between high banks and extended
lines of fences, and giving to the landscapc an aspect of melancholy
ghostliness. The sickly rays broke fitfully across Lily’s face, white
as a phantom’s, with unsteady, gleaming eyes, and Helen’s, nearly as
unearthly in its sad fixedness of thought. It was not a social cortége.
The girls leaned, fatigued or out of spirits, against the cushions of
the back seat in the carriage, and their cavaliers rode silently in the
rear or beside the vehicle,

¢ What a doleful hour and scene ! ” complained Lily, atlast. “If
one of you gentlemen does not summon up gallantry enough to say
something pretty, witty, or interesting, I shall expire with the blues.
One would think that ¢ Brother Sheppard’ had frightened all the fun
out of us, Mr. Robert! are you asleep ?”

Thus challenged, the individual accosted rode up to the wmdow.

¢ Not drowsy, only accommodating myself to the prevalent taste
for moonlight meditation; ha I”

They were upon a bridge or causeway of primitive construction,
consisting of a few rails laid upon trestles, spanning a rill that
crossed the road. One of these slipped, or broke under the foot of
Robert’s horse, and his leg went through the aperture, up to the knee,
8o violently and suddenly as to throw the rider quite over his head
upon the half-frozen ground. A shriek of anguish broke from Lily, so
wild and piercing that it chilled Aleck’s blood, as a maniac’s scream
would have done, Quickly as he alighted, she reached the earth as

soon, and when he lifted the head of the insensible man to his knee,
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she was up on the other side, one hand passed under Robert’s neck,
while the other put back the hair from his brow,

“ Robert! Robert! if you love me, speak to me, my darling.
Don’t you know me, your own Lily !” she called, in her frenzy.

“Js he seriously hurt?” demanded Helen, in accents that,
full of feeling, were yet calm in comparison with her cousin’s
ravings.

She assisted Aleck to loasen his cravat and collar, and chafed his
temples and hands.

“He lives!” screamed Lily, rapturously, as a sigh flutlered
through the pale lips, followed by a groan.

“ Where am I?” asked Robert, struggling -to sit upright, holding
his head between his palms, as to steady the giddy brain.

Aleck checked Lily’s incoherent ejaculations of joy and ex-
planation, )

“Be still, Miss Calvert—if you please! You have had an
awkward fall from your horse, Robert, and been slightly stunned.
That isall! Can you stand ?*

“Simon! Simon!” called Lily to the coachman, who bhad
addressed himself to the work of extricating the unlucky horse and
was now examining into the nature of his injuries, “ come, help lift
Mr. Lay into the carriage!”

¢ Do not make him more ridiculous than you have already done,
Miss Calvert I” retorted Aleck, sharply. *He is not a sick baby, or a
fine lady, but a man, in size and age at least! Well, Robert ! is your
head strong enough for the saddle? You have had many a harder
fall before now, and hunted all day after it, I trust you have not
degenerated.”

Robert’s rallying senses were acute enough to enable him to
comprehend intonations as well as words, and a fecling of shame
came over him at what sounded like unfeeling sarcasm,

“I am quite well, entirely recovered ! ” straightening himself and
speaking cheerfully, “I never did a more awkward thing in my life!
You used the right word in speaking of it, Aleck. How is hc,
Simon ? not lamed, I hope.”

“It’s a blessed wonder he ain’t, sir, for his hoof was rammed
tight in de hole, but he is all safe and right *parently.”

It is not right for you to exert yourself beyond your strength,”
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remarked Helen, with the gentle kindness of & sister, as the hosse
was led up, and Robert laid his hand on the pommel,

Aleck softened on the instant.

“I can easily lead your horse home, # yoo think that you will
suffer any inconvenience from the too violent exercise of riding.
You will certainly be more comfortable in the earriage, A little
prudence may save you trouble hereafter.”

% Thank you!™ replied his brother, proudly, somewhat stiffly.
“As you say, I am a man, who has had many. werse falls in the
course of my lifetime. ¥t is cold for you ladies to be standing here,
Allow me to see you to the carriage. I sm more wmnessy om yomr
account than my own.”

When they were shut in, ke mounuted, rejecting Aleek’s offer of
assistance silently, as it was tendered, and gathering up Lis reins,
gave the signal for starting.

One would hardly have anticipated that the sequel of an adven-
tare, replete with danger to ene of the actors, and which had drawn
largely upon the sympathy of the others wonld be general distrust and
acrimony of feeling, or that the silence that resmmed its »eiga over
the party would be the expression of grief in some, sbame and dis-
appointment in others. Robert’s emotions were a mixture of all
these. An expert in manly accomplishments, famed for his agility
and daring, he was mortified at his downfall, aad grieved, mo less
than ashamed, at the ridiculous light in which Aleck had set his msis-
fortune. Having been partially insensible for the first few mimutes
after the accident, he had understood Lily’s lamentstions wery
imperfectly ; wes doubtful whether he bad not dreamed of her dis-
tressed accents and tender adjuration. He was consequently grently
at a loss what reason to assign for Aleck’s cold contempt. Helen’s
composure had struck him as unnmataral, and piqued him unme-
couatably. There were limits even to his loving charity.

“H I judged from the manner of the two, I should decide that Lily
loved me best,” he meditated, im his vexation. * Presence of mind in
such exigencies may be a very useful virtue—highly commendable
and heroic—but, to my taste, there are others more lovely.”

Lily was in tears all the rest of the way. She kad betrayed her
secret to the last persons in ereation whom she would kwve had pene-
trate it, Helen and Aleck; her imprudence ard lack of self-control
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had frustrated her cherished plans by premature development. Aleck
would assuredly consider it incumbent upon him to impart the dis-
covery he had made to his brother—unless—unless—she said, with
trembling hope—Aleck himself reciprocated the sentiment she fancied
Helen entertained for him. This was but a transient ray of comfort ;
for, upon examination, the supposition appeared chimerical and
preposterous. Why, if she nureed a preference for the absentee, had
Helen engaged herself to Robert? That she might, and would have
accepted him, or any eligible suitor, in a moment of pique or despair,
the little schemer could readily have imagined : but what provo-
cation had there been for either feeling ?

Tt was a tangled skein—an invisible web, whose mazes each of
the four felt knotted about him or her, and still was powerless to
break. The young men saw their fair companions to their guardian’s
door, and bade them ¢ good-night” upon the poreh, Lily said
nothing; Aleck only the briefest and most coldly polite formula of
parting ; Helen’s voice was sweet and steady in speaking to Robert.

¢ Must you go home? Do you feel no uneasiness from your fall ?”

“Nonc whatever; and I cannot stay—thank you!”

4 Then, at least, come in for & momwent, and let me get you a glass
of wine, to prevent a return of faintness.”

“You are very kind, but t.cre is no danger. Good night l »

He pressed her hand, and perhaps Lily’s likewise, but held neither
longer than was demanded by politeness, and the brothers returned
together to their horses.

They rode on for more than a mile, side by side, before either spoke.

“ I8 your head atall affected by the shock you sustained? Were
you bruised, do you think ? ? then queried Aleck, kindly.

“ I am unhurt in body—I am obliged to you!”

The last rejoinder was indicative, Aleck knew, of wounded
feeling—not temper.

“I am sorry that you have sustained injury of any kind,"” he said.
¢ Who inflicted it, may I ask?”

“ Yourself more than any one else. I cannot be sullen with you,
Aleck. Your conduct towards me, this day, is inexplicable to my
mind. If you kave any just grounds of complaint against me, speak
it out, and give me & ehance to clear myself. At any rate, I request
you, as one gentleman has a right to ask of another, to refrain, in
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future, from insulting me in the presence of others—particularly
when those others are ladies.”

Here was an opportunity for full confession, yet Aleck discovered
that he was unable to avail himself of it. 8o much of his over-
wrought disapprobation of what he had seen that day had its origin
in feclings he could not disclose, that it was a difficult undertaking
to make out an indictment against the offenders. Hampered by this
conviction, his tone was an unfortunate contrast to Robert’s, and
jarred sorely upon the listener’s heart.

“We can hardly hope to agree upon this topic, Robert. Our
views respecting the expediency, not to say the morality, of certain
practices, are radically different, I fear. Not that I believe that you
would wantonly indulge a dishonourable thought, much less commit
a dishonourable deed; yet there is a looseness of principle and
conduct in these matters whose harshest name in the vocabulary
of society is ‘levity,’ or ‘flirtation,” that often works consequences
as disastroas as deliberate villany.”

“¢Dishonour’ and ¢villany’ are words hard to be borne, even
when the speakeris a brother. Please remember that ! said Robert,
moving restlessly in the saddle. “In Heaven’s name, man, say
plainly what I have done, and lct there be an end of innuendoes!
My patience is worn threadbare,”

“I have no objection to plainness of speech. Unless I am greatly
mistaken, you have won the love of two women, while you are bound
by every law of honour and feeling to hold faith to one alone,” said
Aleck, bluntly.

“Iam not responsible for your visionary conclusions,” returned
the other, struggling with his rising choler. * What proof have you
to substantiate this extraordinary charge ?”’

“The evidence of my eyes and ears in the scene of this morning,
and in the remarkable one of to-night, Lily Calvert would have
thrown herself upon your bosom if I had not pushed her back by
main force. She called you by name in a tone of passionate devotion,
such as a beloved wifc only has the right to employ, and entreated
you to speak to her—¢toyour own Lily—if youloved her !’ One of
two inferences is inevitable. She is either a criminally fond anq
foolish woman—false alike to her cousin and every instinct of
feminine modesty—or you have trifled with her affections,”
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“] reject the alternatives you lay down so arbitrarily. TLilyis
innocent and pure minded. She is not to be judged as you would
other girls.”

¢ It seems not, indeed ! ” interrupted Aleck.

“Sheis not! She is a simple-hearted, affectionate child, whose
very ignorance of evil makes her confiding and fearless. She has
been accustomed to petiing and indulgence from her infancy, and her
sad history, her early orphanage, should commend her to the love of
every feeling heart—the protection of every true man.”

“I do not know that she is entitled to a more bountiful share of
these than is her cousin. She has no recollection of her bereavement,
and Mrs. Floyd isshamelessly partial to her, She has never felt the
need of any other mother,”

“We will not introduce Miss Gardner's name in thls connection,
if you please,” said Robert, haughtily, If that lady has any cause
of dissatisfaction to allege against me, I hold myself in readiness to
hear and answer it when she shall bring it forward in person. Iwill
have no go-between in this matter |

“You wrong her by the insinuation that she would stoop to
employ a ‘go-between,” were her wrongs ever so great!” Aleck
schooled himself to reply quietly, but forcibly. * Wrong her more
foully than you do me by applying the base title to me! I am
neither her confidant nor champion. I deemed it my duty, when
you inquired the reason of my altered bearing, to utter a fraternal
warning. I have done so in sincerity, with a single desire for your
happiness and reputation. From this time hencecforth, since you
desire it, let the subject be untouched by either of us in our daily
intercourse. It is devoid of charms to me, and, it would seem,
obnoxious to you.” .

¢ Agreed | ” returned Robert, spumnn' on his horse. “T am
willing to abide by the results of my actions in this, as in everything
else!”

For the first time in their lives the brothers separated that night
with a cold nod and lips locked in stern displeasure; lay down to
rest heart-sore at thought of their alienation ; yet each smarting under
a sense of injustice and indignity received from the other; cach
stubborn in his own opinion, and unrepentant of his own hasty
words and irrational anger.
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CHAPTER VIL

M ELEN had her explanation scene with Robert also, as he
had foreseen; but it was conducted in a spirit totally
diverse from the unsatisfactory and intemperate con-
versation he had held with Aleck.

She had had many misgivings since that memorable Sabbath
night, she frankly avowed—misgivings excited by Lily's agitation and
singular language.

“I have doubted whether, after all, we had not acted unwisely in
entering into this engagement, Robert; whether you may not have
mistaken your feelings for me;” she said, raising a clear searching
eye to his, “If this is so—if this marriage will bring sorrow to
Lily and yourself, I entreat you to tell me the truth now, while there
is still room for retreat. You shall never be blamed, your character
suffer no tarnish from the annulment of our contract. If you love her,
if you would address her, were you not bound by your promise to me,
trust me with yoursecret, and all shall be as you wish. I have feared,
among other things, that you and I were not so well adapted to one
another as you suppose.”

“I am not worthy of you, Helen, yet I love you, you alone! The
day in which you forbid me to hope for a return of that love, and the
gift of your hand, will be to me the darkest of my life. I regard Lily
a8 I would your younger sister, if you had one, and I honestly believe
that her affection for me is of a like nature. 8he is addicted to the
use of extravagant expressions, as you know, and has as little com-
mand of her feelings as the merest child. I am her elder brother, her
counsellor and friend, She would shrink at the mention of any
nearer relation. So much to exculpate herf As to yourself—"
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He stopped, and a sad, wistful gaze attested the change that had
come over his fervent spirit.-

Helen sustained the scrutiny withont faltering or blushing.

“ What of me? * she asked.

“Will you imitate my candour? Is your love for me the same,
in quality and degree, that it was when yon first pledged yourself to
‘become my wife? I, too, have had my fears ; fancies of your growing
coldness; imaginationsthat my society was becoming irksome to you.
Helen | my only love | my almost bride! if you knew the angnish
such thoughts bring to a heart that is bound up in you, that cannot
live, except in the sunshine of your smile and presence, you would
not chide me for being jealous sometimes.”

4 Jealous!” Helen’s head was uplifted in regal pride. «Of
whom have you the shadow of a right to be jealous? What room
has my conduct afforded for the birth of such a passion on your part ? ”

“None! Iown with shame that my uneasiness had no founda-
tion of that kind. Yet I find myself eyeing with jealous apprehension
every man that approaches you—my own brother not excepted. Do
not despise me, Helen!”

Bhe withdrew from the arm he would have cast about her; her
face wasaverted, her breath came thick and fast. Supposing that he
had offended her, Robert implored her forgiveness; declared the
complete restoration of his confidence ; engaged that it should never
again be interrupted.

4 Only do not take your love from me!” v

“ My love 1” she repeated, in a strange, far-off tone, as i com-
muning with some phantom of the past; “ you do not know for how
" poor a gift you suel”

He eagerly asseverated that it was to him the highest of earthly
prizes; that it alome could content a heart that had never for a
moment turned to any other than herself.

“T have tried you sadly of late, dearest; have not seemed like
myself to you, or to anyone else,” he continued, penitently. “But I
have been on the rack many, many times, Iblush to confess it | I
do not deserve your esteem or affection.”

“There!” With a bright smile she put her hand before his lips.
“We will have no more self-criminations ; no more cross-examinations

of one another! To more unavailing £'cks over the mevir-to-be-re.
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called past! When I plighted my faith to you, we said, solemnly,
‘until Death shall part us!’ I have meant from that hour to this to
keep the vow, and 1 must believe you when you assert that you have
never desired to violate it. A vow is a fearful thing !” She turned
paler and shuddered slightly. “ An awful thing! and ours was not
a light one, or lightly spoken. Mine shall stand until you say to me,
of your own accord, ‘I wish to be free!’ or, as we said that day, the
" day of our betrothal, ‘until Death itself part us!’”

Ere the last word quite left her tongue, the shaded lamp upon the
table behind them burst with a report that sounded terrifically loud in
the quiet room, and the inflammable fluid that fed the wick flew in
lurid jets over the floor, the furniture, their clothing, over everything
within a radius of cight or ten feet. The explosion, and the scream
Helen could not repress, alarmed the whole household—were dis-
tinctly heard at the negroes’ dwellings in the yard. In half a minute
the apartment was filled with a frightened, questioning throng. The
fire had caught Helen’s dress in several places, which were extin-
guished by Robert before the flame could spread ; the surface of the
mahogany stand was blistered by the blazing stream, and there were
scattered here and there, scorched and smoking patches upon the
carpet and wall-paper.

When Helen recalled her senses with sufficient clearness to take
note of surrounding objects, several servants were upon their knees,
picking up bits of broken glass ; Mrs. Floyd was sobbing hysterically
upon the sofa ; Lily standing by, laughing violently ; and the colonel
was cuffing Gabriel to and fro like a rubber ball, for his carelessness
in having left the top of the lamp unscrewed when he filled it; “else
how could the fire have touched the camphene ?”

“’Deed, marster, and I screwed it on tight as tight could be, sur,
*fore ever I lighted it, and sot it on de table thar’, keerful !” blub-
bered the boy.

« No amount of care can prevent accidents of this nature, colonel I”
ventured Robert, in respectful corroboration of Gabriel's self-vindi-
cation. “ Camphene is & dangerous invention, neither a decent
servant nor a merciful master.”

¢ Not another drop shall ever be burned in this house while I am
alive! I'm determined on that !” sobbed Mrs, Floyd. ¢ It is hateful
stuff, and I've always said sc, for all it gives a good light I”
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“You will burn it until doomsday, madam, if you live so long 1”
was the civil response of her husband ; and giving Gabriel a parting
kick, responded to by a dismal howl, he recommended all present to
go about their business, and himself set the example,

Helen acceded to her aunt’s proposition that they should adjourn
to the parlour—the accident had occurred in the dining-room—but
stepped back after she had reached the hall, to look for a handker-
chief she had lost. Two negro women were still searching for frag-
ments of glass under the table,

¢ De wust sign dat could ’a happened I"’ Helen heard one mutter
to the other. ¢ Death and partin’, sure |”

¢ Dat’s sol” assented her crony. “And it couldn’t mean nobody
but one o dem—for wasn’t dey a-settin’ close by it? Ah, well! poor
young things! if so be—"

The other touched her to be silent, perceiving the young lady’s
presence, and Helen pretended not to have listened to their prog-
nostications. Nevertheless, her nerves were sadly discomposed, and
although devoid of superstitious dreads, she could not help thinking
of the odd coincidence between the servant’s prophecy and her own
words, interrupted in their utterance by the startling incident. So
hard was it to shake the impression from her mind, that she related
the circumstance to Robert, when he was about leaving her that
night. .

His spirits had risen rapidly since the conversation in the former
part of the evening ; he had never been more tender in manner, more
hopeful in picturing their future, and his answer to her story was a
hearty langh.

“You regard this shabby trick of that detestable camphene as an
omen, doyou? °Deathand parting, sure,’ as Nancy says? Breaking
glass signifies fractured vows ; and what is the significance of the
fiery baptism, of which you had the largest share ?” )

“A blazing temper, perhaps!” said Helen, saucily. ¢ Take
carel”

“ Then your uncle is predestined to enact a volcano, and not you! -
‘What has gone wrong with him lately ? He has not spoken a pleasant
word in my hearing for a month and more.”

Helen shook her head. “He is angry with you—more incensed
at me, because we will not be puppets in his hands. We shall soon
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be independent of his humours, so we will not be miserable about
them now.” .

“ Why do yon sigh? Is the anticipation of liberty so dreadful?
For myself, I have not been so buoyaunt and light-hearted for weeks
and weeks, it I ever was before. I had hoped that you felt the
same.” ’

«I am happier. There is always & sure peace in the conscionswers
of having done right.”

‘Whence, then, the large slow drops that followed one another down
her cheeks, when she went back to the parlour, after bidding him
“good-bye?” The rest of the family had retired long before, and she
gat down on the rug and looked at the two chairs standing so close
together in front of the fire, Whence came the sense of desolation
that crept over her, in the recollection that her fate was now doubly
sealed ? that no mortal power could prevent the consummation of the
engagement she had that evening ratified? Had she secretly ex-
pected—guiltily hoped for—a different sequel to the momentous
interview ?

“] have done my duty —kept my word to myself and to him. I
only told the truth when Ireiterated the assurance of my attachment.
I love him as much, and in the same way, that 1 did when we were
first betrothed. I have counted the cost, and I will abide by my
decision. After a while I shall conquer this foolish weakness. Then
we shall be happy together—quite happy !

And at this comforting assurance she lapsed imto an agony of
weeping. A

Aleck was reading in his chamber when he heard his brother gallop
into the yard on his return fromColonel Floyd’s, and a minute after-
wards his running step upon the stair, and a knock at the door.

“Come in | ” he said, surprised at the unseasonable visit.

Robert entered, blithe and glowing, after his swift ride in the
cold.

“Ah! old boy!” he began, without preliminary, walking straight
up to his brother, his hand outstretched, “I have made all right with
her, have told her that I have acted like a brute and a villain, and
she, like an angel (by the way, she doesn’t £all far short of onel);
and now I've come to beg your pardon for my shameful treatment
of your fricndly advice ; to ask that we may stand orce aga’a upon
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our old footing. Quarrelling is a new and unpleasant business to us,
my dear fellow | ”

“TIt ig1” Aleck wrung the proferred hand. I thought you
would understand me better when you came to think over the matter,
You can never know how dear your happiness is to me, Robin, or the
pain this estrangement has cost me.”

They sat down, side by side, and talked freely and affectionately
—one of them happily—until the clock struck three.

¢ Never mind thec march of Father Time !” said Robert, as the
other exclaimed at the lateness of the hour. “ The faster he gallops,
the better pleased am I! We shall not have many more such seasons
of dissipation either. The babits of a staid Benedict and householder,
such as I hope soon to be, must be, perforce, diametrically opposed to
irregular hours, and I fancy that your Gretchen will knit her pretty

brows at these propensities in her husband. Ah! Aleck! you have
not acted quite fairly with me in that affair. Here I have turned
out the lining of my heart to you, and you have been keeping yonr
most precious secret locked away from my brotherly eyes.”

%1 do not understand ! ” answered Aleck | inquiringly.

“You hypocritical rascal!” Robert collared him, and searched
his face with his mirthful eyes. Do you persistin your deceit? Is
Aunt Buth the only worthy depositary for your confidences? Do
you dare to deny that you are every whit as deeply in love as I am?
still to keep up the flimsy pretence that the improvements going
forward, with such un-German velocity, at Maple Hill, are designed
for your personal delectation and our good aunt’s comfort, you
dutiful dog?”

“Soho!” Light beamed over Aleck’s puzzled visage. I begin
to comprehend! And you were blessed with a perusal of the private
and confidential missive directed to Aunt Ruth, and crammed with
eulogies upon the little German beauty? You were so verdant as to
swallow the hoax I intended as a reward for her monthly epistle
upon the dangers to which a marriageable young man is exposed
when he has no aunt near to guard him from temptation, and the
passing importance of making a judicious choice of a ¢ pardner,” as
she pronounces it? Gretchen, forsooth! The jade never cared three
straws for me, nor I one for her!”

“I am glad and sorry too!” replied Robert. ¢ Pleased that I
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am not to have a forcign aister-in-law; very sorry that the high
place in your heart is yet vacant. My happiness makes me sym-
pathize the more keenly in your poverty in this regard. You could
love warmly and truly, Alcck: and if you had that summum bonum of
earthly blessings, Aunt Ruth’s well-chosen ‘pardner,’ would prove
yourself a capital husband.” .

“Thank you! If I ever summon courage to try the experiment,
I will apply to you for a certificate to that effect,” Aleck promised,
with a laugh, as they scparated with another warm clasp of the
band.

He was off to Maple Hill the next morning ; spent every day and
nearly every night there, until Christmas.

Thorough as was fhe revolution in the appointments of the long-
disused mansion, it scarcely exceeded that going on at Greenfield, or
the tumult which prevailed at Belleview. Seamstresses plied hot
needles; hot ovens disgorged loads of cake and every imaginable
species of delicious home-made confectionary ; the din of scrubbing,
polishing, and hammering, was lively and inccssant; fires burned in
every chimney all day, and piled the hearth-stones over night with
huge beds of live embers; and two tcams of stout oxen found
abundant occupation in hauling wood to fced the throats of the
" voracious smoking monsters. Mrs. Floyd was too busy to heed her
husband’s “tempers,” and nothing can be cited that would prove
more strongly her absorption in the great work she had in hand.

Christmas eve came. The sun set gloriously behind the dark, in-
terminable linc of forest bounding the view in all directions, and the
stars glittered dazzlingly as they were kindled in the clear, frosty
sky. Everything gave promise of a fair day for the approaching
festival, In Helen’s chamber was collected a bevy of chattering
girls, the bridemaids, busy in the discussion of the important duties
before them. Of course, all talked at once, and each strove to drown
her neighbour’s voice, yet Virginia Shore contrived to make herself
heard above the clamour.

“Isn’t it a shame?” she called in her highest key. ¢ Helen
declares that she is in sober earncst in refusing to be married in that
lovely set of pearls Mr, Aleck Lay brought her from Europe! I tell
her she had better try at the outset to gain the blind side of her hus-
band’s relatives, and that his brother will have a right to feel '
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offended at the manifest slight put upon his gift, which, every one
can see, was meant for a bridal teilet.”

The cabal agreed that the neglect would be an insult and unpar-
donable, even were the jewels as tasteless and unbecoming as they
were handsome and suited to the owner and the occasion.

" %But what ornaments will you wear, Helen " questioned one.

Virginia interposed her ready tongue, “That is the most non-
gensical part of the story! Nothing but a pitiful little tea-rose in her
hair, and another in her bosom, and just because Mr. Robert Lay gave
her the bush, and this is the first time it has blossomed! Isn’t that too
love-sick 1"’

Helen remained unmoved by the ridicule and arguments of her
finery-loving train. '

“ My mind is made up,” she said, pleasantly, but decidedly, to
their varied and repeated attacks.

¢ She might have had orange-blossoms from Lily’s greenhouse, if
she wished,”” pursued Virginia. “I see that youm have a tree loaded
with them, Lily. It was very generous and considerate in it to come
out in full dress just now, and in you to keep every flower and bud
for the benefit of your friends.”

‘ Not one of them shall be gathered by you, or any one else, for
to-morrow’s frolic |” returned the proprietress of the flowers, curtly.

Virginia stared in blank astonishment.

¢ Why, Lily ! that is downright stinginess, and not what we should
have expected from you! We girls expected a sprig apiece for our
bouquets, and the bride’s should be composed almost entirely of them,
What is a wedding without orange-blossoms? ”

““You will shortly have an opportunity of sceing, unless you
farnish yourselves from some other quarter. Not one of mine shall
you have.”

Apparently, the diminutive beauty was what wounld have been
termed, in a larger and homelier woman, *desperately out of
humour.”

‘ One would think that this tree was a present from your true love
—you value its productions so highly ! observed another * fricnd.”

Lily bit her lip, and her blue eyesemitted sparkles of angry light.
Only Helen, of all the girls, knew that Robert was the donor of
- mearly every rare plant in her collection; that the orange-tree was

i 4
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one of his contributions, she having raised it from a graft set ex-
pressly for her by his hand, three years before, in a fine bush that
graced the Greenficld eonservatory ; and Helen did not knew how
sedulously she bad tended it to its presemt flourishing estate; the
kisses shc had showered upon its glossy leaves; the tears that had
lately gemmed its snow-white petals—but the random kit was
stinging. -

“Lily is quite right, allow me to say, young ladies }” said the
bride, coming to the help of her discomfited rival. ¢ The tree is too
beautiful as it now is, to be spoiled by your destructive fingers. The
greenhouse will be lighted to-morrow evening, and the orange be the
queen of the floral belles.”

“X comprehendl ‘Touch not a single bough!’” said Virginia,
dramatically. “But I want to ask, my dear Mrs Lay— Mercy,
Helen ! don’t murder me with your eyes, and apon my wordof honour
as a lady, I won’t give you the title again until the minister grants
me leave!” cried the giddy creature, crouching behind the chair of
her nearest neighbour, in affected terror.

“What were you about to inquire?!” said Helen, recovering
herself.

“ Only whether you expected Mr. Lay over to-night ; whether he
is 80 selfish and lover-like as to deprive us of your society on this,
the last evening of your freedom? ¥

“ He will not be here, I think. Do you want me, Sally?”

% No, ma’am—but your uncle told me to say as how he would like
to speak to you & minute in the office.”

Bally never said “ master” to or of Colonel Floyd, when she could
avoid it, since the shooting adventure in the melon-patch. She did
not belong to him, she used to boast, and would not compliment hinx
by the respectful title,

To the office Helen bent her way, leaving her fair attendants to
talk over and wonder at her marvellous serenity; as Virginia Shore
had it, “her cool style of taking what threw most girls into fita.
Surely no other woman ever looked and acted as she does, upon the
eve of her marriage-day ! ” .

Helen crossed the dining-room, with its long table set for supper ;
went along the passage beyond, to the scene of the moonlight talk
with Robert, on the evening of Aleck’s return. Upon the threshold
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of this apartment, #he wave of renovation that had swept through
the rest of the mansion had been stayed. There was more lumber
stored there, and it was overspread by a thicker coat of dust, and
fringed more heavily with cobwebs, than at Helen’s former visit, and
the dark, airless smell of the place seemed heightened instead of dis-
gipated by the fire feebly burning upon the hearth. To this unin-
viting retreat had Colonel Floyd retired with his tormentors—the
accounts of his ward’s estate, or papers purporting to be such. They
were scattered upon a dingy table, from which hung tattered strips
of baize that had been green, and whereupon stood also a couple of
candles and an inkstand. He was bowed over a great book, yellow
and ink-spotted, at his ward’s entrance, pen in hand, his countenance
grave to dolefulness.

Helen stopped in front of him, keeping the desk between them,

“You sent for me, I believe, sir ? ”

“Idid! B8itdown!”

*Thank you! I prefer to stand, urless our conference is to be a
lengthy one.”

“It need not be. I assuredly have no wish to prolong it. I
have prepared and collected a few papers which it is necessary for
you to sign, in order that I may proceed in the work of legal sur-
render of the charge placed in my hands by your father—the care
and management of your estate. There is one!”

He pushed towards her a sheet of large dimensions, covered with
figures.

“I will take a seat, since this is to be inspected,” said Heclen,
coolly, drawing up a chair with a broken back—the most secure one
that offered itself among the unfortunate collection—and dusting it
with her handkerchief.

The colonel’s brows met ominously.
~ %You are not required to undertake that task. Mr, Lay has
examined it, and is satisfied that it is correct.”

«“I do not see how that can be. This, as I learn from its heading,
‘ professes to be a report of my expenditures since I attained the age
of fifteen—bills for clothing, board, pocket-money furnished, etc.,—

_matters of which Mr. Lay is profoundly ignorant. Iam the fittest
person to judge of the accuracy of your statements,”

Unheeding the muttered curse at her  perversity ” and ¥ unbearable
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insolence,” she reviewed the long columns of numerals; dwelt
thoughtfully upon particular items, and raised her eyebrows mean-
ingly at the sum total,

« 1 shall not affix my signature to this, sir ! ” she said, letting the
sheet fall as she finished its study. ¢ I too have a statement to make,
which it is proper you should hear. My uncle, William Gardner,
was joint guardian with you until his death, which occurred at the
date when this account beging, Until then your reports were subject
to his cxamination. When you assumed the entire charge of my
property, I opened a private expense-book. He advised me to the
measure, upon his death. I have kept it with scrupulous exactness,
in anticipation—let me say—of the final settlement upon which we
are now cngaged. I can prove by it that the sums disbursed by you
for my expenses do not exceed one-Zalf of the amount you have here
sct down. Ihave taken pains to omit nothing in my account. Every
school-bill was copied with punctilious care before I passcd it to you ;
every sixpennyworth of ribbon was registered so soon as it was prce
cured. I cannot truthfully certify, as you wish me to do, that I have
received, either in ready money or its equivalent, all you declare has
been spent by and for me. There is a mistake somewhere, and a
great one ! ”

“Girl ! do you know that you are accusing me of swindling ?

“I have used no such word. I have said that there is an error
in your computation. We will therefore lay this paper aside for
further consideration. Did I understand you to say that there are
others to be inspected ? "

“ Will you have the goodness to ‘ inspect,’ since you are so fond
of using the word, that—and let me have your ladyship’s judgment
of it?”

He flung an envelope over to her, so rudely that it whizzed past
her cheek and fell to the floor. Nowise disconcerted by his violent
tone and action, she stooped to pick it up.

¢« This is directed to Lily—not to me!” she said, readmg the
address upon the back,

“¥ am aware of that, You will find, notwithstanding, that it
concerns Miss Helen Garduner very nearly. You recognize the hand.
writing, I presume ? "

“I think that I do.”
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¢ Tt bears a very tclerable resemblance to Mr. Robert Lay’s, does
itnot?”

“ Tt does.” Helen laid the letter down with an air of unconcern.

It was written by him, and intercepted by myself—"

“In that case I shall take the liberty of restoring it to the rightful
owner,” interrupted she, stretching her hand towards the letter. He
secured it before she could touch it.

“You had best not be over-hasty, young lady! You may reverse
your decision when you learn the contents of this epistle,” tapping
the cover meaningly. ¢This, which came into my possession this
very afternoon, confirms what I have long suspected, the fact of
Robert Lay’s infidelity to my wealthy ward, and real love for her
poorer but more beautiful cousin. He tells Lily, here, that his heart
has failed him at the eleventh hour; that he cannot and will not,
unless driven to it by her cruelty, carry out the projected union with
yourself, and proposes an elopement upon his wedding-day. What
say you to this pretty arrangement? It offers quite a refreshing
variety to the ordinary hackneyed style of entering the hymeneal
state, does it not 7 *

If demon ever a wore more fiendish smile than the sneer that
curled his lip and looked evilly from his eye at that moment, it must
have been the prince of devils himself.

Helen's features hardened into stone beneath it.

“ I have nothing to say to such a tale, sir, except to insist, still,
that the letter shall be delivered to the person for whom it was
intended.”

“You do not care to read it yourself 7

¢ Certainly I do not! The act would be dishonourable.”

“You may, perhaps, not object tv glance at the signature, It is
boldly and well written |”

Before she could draw back, or divine his intention, he thrust the
open page abruptly under her eyes. _

¢ For ever your own, Robert,” she could not help reading, in the
round comely characters that were traced upon many a note to
herself.

“You refuse to take it still] Your principles of honour are in-
vulnerable, your curiosity stagnant ? ”* mocked her companion, as she
arose in offended dignity.,
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“J have scen no reason why I should chenge my mind,” she
replied.

“Be it as you will! I shall not transmit this letter to the lady-
love No. 2 of this fickle swain—shall uphold Mammon’s causc
against Cupid’s,” continued Colonel Floyd, replacing the epistle
within the envelope, then putting it, with ostentatious care, between
the leaves of his pocket-book. It is my duty to protect your repu-
tation and your cousin’s so long a8 you are inmates of my house,
reckoned by the public as members of my family, Disgrace isa word
wnknown in the Floyd annals. Mr. Lay’s disappointment at not
$nding his bonny Lily at the place of rendezvous (not a euphonicus
name for a romance—Rock’s Tavern !), his chagrin at her non-com-
pliance with his petition, may produce & reaction in your favour;
#0, do not despair of seeing him in his appointed position to-morrow
evening.”

# If he comes I shall marry him, without demanding a word of
explanation |” said the low, determined tones he had been msed to
hear from her, in ber obstinate moods, since the days of her wilful
childhood.

“ Very well? What woman ever let ‘a good chance’ slip through
her fingers? I will oppose no obstacle to your manifest destiny,
which is to show yourself to be as grand a fool as he is aknave | ” re-
joined her guardian contemptuously. ¢ The remsainder of my business
may with propriety be delayed until the knot istied. *There’s many
aslip "twixt the cup and the lip!’ Iam to meet the amoroms bride-
groom at the clerk’s office at eleven o’clock to-morrow, when he applies
for his marriage-license. Yt will then be seen which of my wards he
has finally decided to promote tothe dignity of favourite in hisharem,
Fascinating creature | what & pity he was not born in Turkey 17

Nothing but Helen's indomitable pride enabled her to carry an
‘smblenching front up to the last word spoken in this mnlooked-for
trial, this unprecedented emergency. Pride was her master-spirit. It
bad impelled her to the destruction of her earthiy happiness as a
blind for m slighted, broken heart; had bound her fast to the fnlfil-
ment of a rash and sinful vow; it came to her aid now—strengthensd
ber to cast back disdainfully this crowning insult,

%I, a8 I -ppou,ﬂmuthed:mnfyanr choice observatioms,
8ir, I will, with your permission, retire,” .
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She swept him alofty curtsey in retwrn for his mocking obeisanee,
and walked erect and haughtily from the room. Once out of his
abhorred presence, she quickened her stately gait to a rapid flight,
traversed hall and poreh, avoiding lighted apartments, gained the little
conservatory in the rear of the parlour,shub the door behind her, and
sank npon a bench against the wall panting and exhausted.

“ Am Igoing mad? What am I to think? Whatcan Ido? God
help me in this fearful strait 3"

The glimmer of the stars through the glass roof met her agonized -
upward glance, as the unwonted petition broke from her ;—the holy
watchers, beyond whose shining bands HE dwelt whom she blindly.
invoked.

% Of purer eyes than to behold evil | ”

The text came unsought to her mind, and the swift inference
followed: “Then HE has neither netice nor compassion for
m l ”

They still beamed mildly, benignantly, upon her—the eternal
sentinels of heaven! and she could not withdraw her answering
regards. Beneath their pure rays, as under the distilment of re-
freshing dews, feelings trampled, soiled, and crushed by the fierce
rush of earth-born passions, began to revive and lift themselves anew.
She had sowed the wind : the whirlwind of humiliation and despaiz
was the legitimate harvest; but her proud spirit prayed in its
writhings that she might be spared the direful punishment. Slowly
sinking to her knees, she cried out of the depths to the All-merciful,
with tears and sighs besought Divine succour and support amid the
snares that encompassed her.

“Lead me into a plain path l—however hard and thorny it may
be, I will tread it without 8 murmur! Strengthen me to tell iim the
truth, and then do with me as Thou wilt. Keep far from me all
bitter or revengeful thoughts of him—for, eh! am I not the more
guilty of the twa? Did not my sin of unfaithfulness and deceit pre-
cede his?”

She still knelt—still looked upward, in inaudible supplication,
accompanied by fast-flowing tears, when the lock of the door, which
she thought she had made fast at her entrance, was drawn back, and
a figure glided in. The faint starlight revealed enough of the small
figure and waxen face to show who was the intruder, if her cousin
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had not recognized her by the noiseless grace of her movements.
Supposing that she had come on some errand that would not detain
her more than a minute, Helen crouched lower to avoid being seen,
and waited, with hushed breath, for her departure. Every fibre of
her frame thrilled to the low cry of agony that stirred the silence of
the place. Lily was standing by the orange-tree, which loomed up a
pyramid of dusky white in the darkness ; bent over and caressed it as
if it were a sentient thing, while sobs, mingled with incoherent
lamentations, attested the depths and reality of her sorrow.

Helen never afterwards inhaled the scent of orange-blossoms
without a return of the heart-sickness, the deathly faintness of spirit,
that came over her in that season of painful irresolution. Lily’s
heart was breaking,—and she stood between her and happiness,—she,
with her empty vows and failing resolution | and did not Robert
approach the altar with a divided, if not a recreant heart?

“Oh, Helen! if you could only know!” said Lily, with a fresh
paroxysm of tears,

In the woman’s grief there was still a touch of the child’s fret-
fulness and impatience at being thwarted, Helen seldom denied her
any gratification which it was in her power to afford, and this moan
appealed to the sympathies of the listener with peculiar and pathetic
force. She was the elder of the two—the stronger and wiser ;—her
own folly and perverseness had brought her trouble upon her; but
what had this poor girl done that her life should be blighted ?

¢ She docs know, my darling1”

Helen put her arm around her neck ; wounld have drawn her to her
bosom ; spoken words of pity and promise; but at her voice and
touch Lily sprang back with a stifled shriek ; in her mad alarm,
struck at the speaker with all her strength, and sped away like a
frightened hare at the sound of the hunter’s horn.

The assault took Helen so entirely by surprise that she staggered
against the orange-tree and fell to the floor with it. When she re-
gained her feet, she was alone in the darkness. She would not, she
could not follow Lily then! Hers wasa generous and not implacable
disposition, but it was notin it to recover immediately from the indig-
nation awakened by this unfeminine and uncousinly treatment. She
had bruised her shoulder against the flower-stand, and her bosom
ached intensely from the effects of Lily’s blow. She had not meant
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to hurt her, Helen knew—perhaps had not recognized the person who
accosted her so unexpectedly—but her hand had fallen sharply.

% To-morrow | ” Helen promised herself. ¢ By that time she may
be ready to listen and I to speak calmly. A night of sober thought
will be beneficial to both of us,”

Merriment and gamesome entertainment ran high in the parlour
that evening, for the bridesmaids were not without their attendant
train of admirers, Yule-log and Christmas jokes and wassail-cup
were not wanting to enliven the youthful band, who watched for the
first hour of the Advent.day ; and no smile was brighter, no voice
morer eady in laughter and song, no step more elastic in the dance
than were Lily Calvert’s. Etiquette and inclination for once united
in advising that Helen should not appear below, and she had no fear
of loneliness, She would be better satisfied if they would leave her
to herself.

Lily would have been as extravagantly gay, had her cousin been
present in the hilarious gathering, for the blood that never tinged the
alabaster skin yet seethed hotly in her veins; rushed, a tumultuous, tide
to and from the heart. Says Charlotte Bronté of a certain crisis in
her heroine’s life—

It found her despairing—it left her desperate—two evidently
different stages of feeling.”

The second and more trying of these, Lily was now learning,

And thus passed the eve of the wedding-day,




CHAPTER VIIL

~

188 RUTH had slept but indifferently well the night befare
Christmas, Her maidenly dreams were vexed by images
of bridal veils; jellies that poured from the moulds in
splashing, insipid liquids, when shc wouid have had them

pellucid, flavorous, and firm; torn kid gloves, that could not be
mended ; burnt and curdled custards; cakes with sticky icing and
streaky interiors ; pie-crust heavy with rancid butter, or tough as
leather for want of the forgotten *shortening;” nuptial benedic-
tions ; showers of tears; hailstorms of kisses, eongratulatory and
confectionery ; jumbled into a confusing, distracting medley, that
allowed her tortured brain not one hour of natural sleep out of the
six she spent in bed.

#Upon my word,” said the good soul, when a ray of red light from
the coming sun flecked the grey east, and apprised her that the world
would soon be awake—* upon my word, I don’t believe I could have
rested worse if I were expecting to be married myself to-day—and
that is saying a good deall™

By sunrise she was dressed and had mustered her troop of menials.
The happy pair were to come home for the second day’s feast, the
splendour of which was to suffer no diminution by contrast with Mrs,
Floyd’s wedding-supper. The same company would be present and
comparisons were inevitable. The dear woman was brave and con-
fident in view of all this. She had not kept the cleanest house in three
counties, and the best table in six, for twenty years, to be appalled
by the array of any odds of this kind that could be brought against
her—mnol no! not by the Floyds themselves, whose profuse hospi-
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tality was proverbial. 8o, buckling on ker armour, inr the shape of
an immense check apron, two breadths wide in the skirt, reaching to
the bottom of her dress, and with a broad bib attached, which was
pinned up to her double chin, she walked, with her prim but brisk
Fittle pace, to her cake-room.

Cake, cake everywhere, and not a faulty erumb in the collection t
Snowballs whose hearts were yellow sponge, and their surfacces white
satin; loaves of “ pound,” smooth, fluted, and beflowered, conical and
hexagon, all rich enough to guarantee, on their own responsibility, a
fit of dyspepsia to each rash taster among the expected guiests ; silver
eake that, when cut and heaped in alternate slices with the gold,
should present a pleasing sight to the eye and agreeable associations
to the mind of the beholder ; piles of slender “ ladies’ fingers ® and
macaroons, cocoa-nut and almond, light as & feather and sweet as
sugar; two immense structures, precisely similar in size and shape,
inwardly a toothsome but perilously indigestible conglomeratiom of
currants, raisins, citron, and spices, held together in a not very strong
union by a cement of eggs, sugar, and flour, made brittle with butter
—externally, twin mountains of snow, wreathed with garlands of the
same material as the icing'; and wpon the summit of each & pink
Cupid—the festoon of roses, his insufficient tunmic, offering a self-
evident apology for the exaggerated flesh-colour of his cuticle, when
the thermometer stood, as it did this morming, at the freezing-
point. He trode with ome foot upon a pair of hearts, also in sugar,
spitted together by a red dart, and his bow was drawn al a

Before these her chefs-d'euvre, being the bride and bridegroom’s
cakes, and destined to adorn the head and foot of her dessert-table,
Miss Rath paused in full satisfaction, folded her bands wpoa the
check apron, and set her head on one side. A minute elapsed before
she spoke or moved ; then she inclined her head towards the other
shoulder, gently rubbed ber fat palms together, and sighed, in sub-
Hme content— ‘

“YES!”

A shout of laughter from the open door behind her amswered,
Her nephews, both earfy abroad on this morning, bad encountered
each other in the passage leading past the apartment devoted, for the
time, to the genius who presides over “good things,” and stopped
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simultaneously to inspect the array and the chief-priestess of the
temple,

¢ Yes!” repeated Aunt Ruth, in an altered tone, & blush creeping
up to her cap-border.

The “ particle,” as first enunciated, denoted the height of mortal
complacency : now it signified—“I know you wicked boys are
making fun of me, but I don’t care! I am strong in the conscious.
ness of merit.”

They came in—Robert foremost—still laughing.

“ Aunty, do you mean that Mrs, Lay, who-is-tobe, is to live by
cake alone throughout the honeymoon? That would be rather too
impressive an illustration of the saying, ‘Sweets to the sweet}’
Hey, Aleck?” :

Aleck smiled but somewhat constrainedly.

« I believe that caged humming-birds are usually fed upon honey-
paste, as the diet best suited to their constitutions and tastes, while in
a state of bondage. Aunt Ruth, you have excelled yourself! I can
say nothing more complimentary ! ”

¢ Wait until you see the jellies, blanc-manges, charlottes, and ice-
crcams ! ” replied the housewife, in pardonable vanity. ¢ Or, rather,
until you taste them ! My good things are not show-pieces, fancy
articles, to please the eye only, as you'll find out, Robert, when you
eat your second day’s dinner and supper.”

« T do not feel, just now, as if I should ever care to eat another
mouthful,” said the groom expectant, with a slight grimace. I was
scared with visions last night ; tormented by all sorts of hobgoblins,
and am appetiteless this morniug.”

“Yes!” retorted Aunt Rutb, slyly.

« I guppose that it is a common symptom in the circumstances!”
answered Robert, colouring a little, ¢ but I had not expected to feel
exactly as I do on this, my wedding-day.”

“The smell of the cake is sickening to an empty stomach [** said
Aleck, retreating towards the door. “I don’t see how you can endure
it, Aunt Ruth.” .

Robert overtook him upon the piazza.

“You look pale, All!” he remarked, linking his arm in his
brother’s, and falling into step with him, in his hurried walk up and
down the long porch, I wish that I could attribute my uncomfore

Vi
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table scnsations to bodily ailment! It may sound ungallant, un-
loverlike, and pusillanimous, but I must confess that I could, without
great rcpugnance, cast my vote for a postponement of the ‘happy
occasion,’ ardently as I have desired its coming, from the earliest
hour of my engagement. I wish it were all over! I grow positively
nervous and tremulous in the anticipatiqn.”

His laugh did indeed shake, and his complexion, usually clear and
sanguine, took a cadaverous tinge.

Aleck gnawed: his moustache—a ficrce, restless movement he
strove to conceal by passing his hand over his mouth.

« T suppose,” he said, presently, “that, as Aunt Ruth intimated,
this species of stage-fright frequently seizes upon men in your posi~
tion, and that persons of your temperament are peculiarly liable to
fall victims to it.”

The latter clause was added involuntarily, as it were, and Robert
flushed up at the latent touch of meaning in the accent.

It is sheer nervousness—nothing else ! ” he returned, eagerly—
“induced, I verily believe, by the ugly dreams that beset my pillow
all night. One vision haunts me wherever I look. I thought that I
sat by Helen, holding her hand, and talking carnestly and happily
of the life upon which we were about entering, when, all at once, she -
startcd up and confronted me, and I saw, instead of her features—
ugh! I will not tell you of the horrid sight! Yet I dreamed this
three times, and awoke half dead with fright.”

% You had the night-mare. The sights and smells of hot sweets
that have hung about the premises latcly have been cnough to give
any one dyspeptic visions. Do not dwell upon such fancies! You are
but decpening impressions unsuited to your real feelings and tke
actual event before you. What a splendid day 1”

“Is it not?” With his accustomed clasticity of mood Robert
welcomed the change of theme.,  Happy the bride that the sun shines
on! May this bright Christmas morning be an augury of good to
her! I shall try to make her happy! If zealous endeavour and
ardent desire of mine can do this, she will never have cause for
sorrow. Yct I have not been without my doubts on this head.”

Aleck made no reply, and they took scveral turns in their pro-
mcnade before the other resumed :

“8he is a singular girl—a woman of marked character, and I
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have often feared, recently, that we did not quite understand one
another ; asked myself if we ever would attain to that perfection of
mutual confidence that constitutes so large a proportion of the happi-
ness of the true marriage. There secms to be a background of motive
and feeling to which I am denied admittance. Yet I do love her! I
have loved her from the time when we were happy children together,
we three, and—Lily Calvert !

There was a slight hesitancy in his pronunciation of the last
name, and Aleck’s eyes fell quickly—burningly—on the speaker’s
countenance.

~ I3 she the cause of the misanderstanding you dcplore?” he
asked, sternly,

¢ Partly—and yct, no! You wrong poor Lily, Aleck, and I fear
that Helen does also. I know the child better than either of you can
do. There arc many allowances to be made for her.”

“You make many, Isee! But we will not revive that subject on
this day, of all others. A year hence these trivial differences of
opinion and feeling between us will be forgotten, will have died a
natural death and be buried without parade. And sooner still will
fade into empty air the imaginary want of confidence and con-
genialitybetween your wife and yourself.”

“You are the prince of prophets—the king of seers! Away with
bugbears and dreams !  Vive l'amowr * ™ called out Robert, swinging
his hat around his head, while the early sunshine wove of his fair
hair a glittering crown.

Aleck looked at him with a loving, aching heart.

“You are & handsome fellow, Robert I do not wonder all the
girls fall in love with you ! 2

“Nonsense! You are the right sort of man to play the deuce
with the softer sex ! tall, dark-haired, dark-eyed, and “bearded like
the pard’—‘grand, gloomy, and peculiar, as that rattle, Virginia
Shore, called you in my hearing one day. Ihave saidto Helen several
times that it was strange she had not taken you instead of me. You
would have made a splendid couple t '

“Don’t, Robert! it is both wrong and foolish to run on in that
strain,” said Aleck, in grave, sad rebuke. %I cannot understand how
you bring yourself to jest upon such a theme—how you enduxe the
imagination of resigning her you love to another,”
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“Because it is an imagination, and nothing else ! What a glorious
day! Did you ever breathe such invigorating air before—ever see
such sunlight? Every beam is clarified to dimmond purity and lustre,
‘ Happy the bride that the sun shines on ! I say again. What isthe
corresponding adage? There is one, isn’t there 2 *

“¢Blessed the corpse that the rain falls upon,’ I believe,” ree
sponded his brother. It runs somewhat after that fashion.”

% For pity’s sake, man, keep your death’s heads out of sight, when

youcan!” Robertexclaimed, half angrily. “I had a surfeit,of them
last night, What have they to do with daylight and bridals, I should
like to know? Butisn’tihat Gabriel trotting down the road f I hope
nothing has gone wrong at Belleview.”

They walkedouttothegatetomeettbeCmmexm Mercury,
His grin and bow in nearing them, his saucily-deferential ¢ Christmas
gift, my marsters | ” dispelled whatever anxiety either might have ex-
_perienced as to any outward calamity in his master's household.

“All well, Mars’ Robert,” he replied to the inquiry siter the
health of the family. “I’ve brung a note for you, sur.” '

. Aleck turned to go back to the house as this was presented, but,
against his will, his falcon eyc saw the address before he wheeled—so
carelessly was the transfer from onc hand to the other performed.
The billet was directed to. “ Mr. Robert C. Lay, Greenfield—Zn
haste,” and the chirography rescmbled Lily’s, he thought. It was
assuredly not Helen’s. He bad paced the porch for perhaps fifteen
minutes when Bobert joined him. Aleck had seen him scribble some-
thing with a pencil upon a scrap of paper, using the gate-post for a
desk, fold it, and give it to the messcnger—Gabriel, meanwhile, sit-
ting still upon his horse and eyeing the operation, from under the
brim of his old felt hat, with intense interest. When he had deposited
‘the reply in the crown of the said head-covering, he set off on &
gallop in the direction of home. Then the bridegroom came slowly
up the walk, wearing a very unbridegroomlike aspect, re-reading the
gilt-cdged sheet. He thrust it into his vest-pocket as he reached the
steps, mountcd them, and continuéd the exercise the boy had inter-
Tupted. He volunteered no cxplanation of what Aleck had seen and
_overheard, although he looked warried and perplexed, and sighed
repeatedly, in deep thought er sadncss.
Finally, when the breakfast-bell ended their matutinal stroll, and
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disturbed his reverie, he said, with an appearance of frankness, laying
his hand upon his brother’s shoulder,—

«Jam ready to acknowledge that you know my weak points
better than I do myself, All I wish Iwere more like you in certain
Tespects.”

“You have chosen a sorry exemplar I’ replied the other. ¢ Act out
what conscience and honour dictate, Robin, and you cannot go
wrong.”

“JIs the voice of fecling then to be wholly disregarded ?’’ asked
Robert, looking down.

“If it militates against the other and surer monitors—yes—
a thousand times, yes!” said Aleck, emphatically.

And, ¢ Ah ! brother mine! we are made of different stuff! where
you would be adamant, I am very soft wax—a fickle, cowardly dog I”
ended the dialogue, for Aunt Ruth, to whom every minute of daylight
was now precious, appeared in the house door to expedite their proe
gress to the dining-room,

Robert had, as he had said, little or no appetite for food, but he
either was, or feigned to be, in finer spirits than he had been able to
summon, an hour previous. He rallied Miss Ruth upon her household
arrangements ; prophesying all manner of failares in the delicate and
critical manufacures that yet remained to be perfected; teased her
about an antiquated bachelor planter, a former beau of hers, who had,
he affirmed, been fitted by a Baltimore tailor with a bran-new suit of
clothes, to be sported that night, in the hope of tempting her to a re<
consideration of the discard she had given him twenty-five yenrs
ago ; condoled with his brother, because of the probable state of utter
isolation that menaced him in hissojourn at Maple Hill, in view of
Lis housekeeper’s defection and desertion; inquired gravely from
whose establishment the marriage would take plece, and warmly
advocated the claims of Greenfield to that honour; in fine, con-
ducted himself in such & wild, inconvenient manner, that his aunt
was heartily rejoiced when he obeyed her commands and quitted the
table.

Aleck met him soon afterwards oun the stairs, equipped for a ride,

% You allow yourself ample time for your jaunt!” observed the
clder brother, taking out his watch. “I meant to ride with you so far
asour way remained the same, but I have not ordered my horse yet.”

J——
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“You are very kind, and I should like to have your company, but
I amin a hurry,” said Robert, pulling on a tight new buckskin glove,
and studiously avoiding Aleck’s eye,

¢ It is but half-past nine, and I understood you to say that you
were to meet Colonel Floyd at the clerk’s office by eleven.”

¢ Oh | for that matter, twelve would do as well as eleven if the

colonel is faithful to his practice of unpunctuality,” replied Robert,
with an indifferenteffort to speak gaily. “But the truth is, that I
have another engagement at ten—one that I ought not to putoff. I
dare say you might not deem it obligatory upon yourself tokeep it,
youare such astone pillarin firmness and fixity, when you will it to be
60. Iought not to say more to you about this, much as I would like to
make aclean breast to my father-confessor. I believe you never un.
warily get yourself into a scrape. Idol and I am afraid I have done
it now. Don’t look as if you thought me the worst fellow living,
please! Be as charitable to me as you can, old boy! If the right
time ever comes while you and I are in the flesh, I may explain
matters more to your satisfaction than now seems credible to you,
Good-by!”

Could the loving kinsman ever judge harshly of him, while the
image of that face, with its sweet smile and ingenuous eyes, re-
mained stamped upon the mind's retina ?—so long as the pleading
tones, gentle and fond, yet not free from mournfulness, continued
to soundin his ears? Adamantine pillar though his brother regarded
him, Aleck would, if questioned thus at that moment, have replied
jndignantly in the negative.

¢ Robert !” called Miss Ruth, hearing the ring of his iron heel
upon the frozen walk outside of the window of the pantry, where she
was up to her ears—figuratively speaking—in calves’-foot jelly,

She threw up the sash, and he leaned upon the sill.

“ Where are you going?” inquired the aunt, without suspending
her occupation of whipping into aggravated pallor and foam the
whites of a dozen eggs she had just broken into a dish upon the
table.

“ To the Court House.”

4 To get your licence ?”

“ Even so. You are a very Yankee at guessing,”

““You have put it off long enough.”
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“Maybe I feared that we might change our minds at the last
moment. ‘There’s many a slip’ —you recollect1”

“Yes!” intensely ironical. .

“You need mot speak as if that were impossible in this case.
There is nrothing certain in this world.”

“ Except death,” said Aamnt BRath, solemuly oracular—Seeling
herself in duty bound not {o omit an opportunity for dropping in a
seed of exhortation.

“ And taxes,” added Robert. ¢ Bt I shall not believe that I am
really going 0 commit matrimony until I find myself face to face
with the parson. Aunty, yon are looking divinely to-day! Have
you no bowels af mercy, that yoa can ooolly coniemplate the
certainty of driving old Gales fo desperation by the spectacie of your
unapproachable charms ¢ ”

“Yes!” sneercd Miss Massie, in lofty incredality ; but the wintry
bloom deepened in her plump cheeks, and the egg-whisk flew like
lightning through the thickening froth.

“I never was more in earnest in my life!” pursued the nephew,
¢ Look at me, as at an imperfect illustration of what his deplorable
condition will be. Don’t you sec that I cannot tear myself from the
survey of so much Joveliness?”

Miss Buth sct down the dieh, and picked up & switch from a
bundle that lay ncar, to furnish rods for beating trifles and creams,
Robert dodged the blow—not & heavy one, it must be owned.

% Cruel creature | is this the treatment which all your admirers
are to receive?” he complained, at a safe distance. ¢ Alas, far
Gales’s ncw breadcloth ¥

“ When are you coming home?” inquired his aunt, dignifiedly,
She would have no more of this foolery. ¢Mind—we must have an
early dinner—at two o’clock, anyhow ! There’s a world of wark to
be done yet, and I can’t be bothered with waiting for yoa boys.
Aleck is always up to time, and if youare in love, I want you to
remember old habits for this once.”

" «JIcannot promise! My present expectation is to get back im
decent season for the ceremony to-night. If any thing should happen
to detain me beyond the hour, you and old Gales must be spliced in
our stead—pro beno publice—which means for the satisfaction of
your neighbours, It would never do to cheat the company out of the
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show they have assembled to behold. They might search far and
near, without finding a more seraphic bride than you will make,
Only—you ought to wear that bib-apron and enchanting cap, and go
bare-armed, as you are now.”

A pelting rain of empty egg-shells upon his head and shoulders
admonished him to retreat, which he did, reeling with laughter, and
glancing over his shoulder at Aleck, who had remained upon the
end of the piazza—a spectator of the spirited scene. How handsome
and light-hearted he looked! Cravens and traitors never wore such
innocent and joyous mien | ’

“He may be misguided by judgment, unduly swayed by his
pliable temper and tenderness of heart, but he can never be guilty
of actual and deliberate wrong [ ” was Aleck’s conclusion.

“That boy will plague the life out of me yet!” said Miss Ruth,
in a tone intended to counterfeit peevishness. X don’t know what
has got into him this morning. It’s a bad sign for a bird to sing
before breakfast ; the cat will cateh him before might—and Robert
has begun the day in too great glee. I just hope he mayn’t change
his tune before sundown—that’s alt 1

It is not likely that he will | ” returped Aleck, soberly. “ Gaiety
is natural to him, and if ever man had an excuse for exuberance of
spirit, he has. Yam going over to Maple Hil} presently,aunt. Can I
do anything for you there, or on the way ™

% No, dear!” She petted her favourite “ boy” more than ever
now-a-days, from some indefinable maternal instinct that told her
he stood in need of love and sympathy. “But I would like to

have you come home by two o’clock, if you can conveniently.”

Her manner of suggesting the wish was very unlike the i meenons

style in which she had laid down the law o Robert.

“Do not wait for me! I dine here I shall return by that bour.”

“You ought not to go at all, I think. Youm are looking badly.
Come back early, and take a nap this afternoon. This evening’s
work will be no trifle to you, seeing you are first groomsman and
Robert’s brother.*

“You are very thoughtful, but I hope that I have strength to

doand bear all that lies before me,” responded Aleck, walking sway, -
" He nor she dreamed what unforeseen engenmel the evening
would bring,



CHAPTER IX.

BT was not often that Aleck Lay's eyes played him false;
yet, notwithstanding their evidence in this case, Gabriel
s w‘{ was Helen’s messenger. She had arisen early on her

—  wedding-morn—before the herald ray that ended Aunt
Ruth’s uneasy slumbers pierced the darkness of the night-and com-
mitted to paper the substance of a confession composed during the
many sleepless hours she bad consumed in prayer and thought. She
no longer withheld from her intended husband the secret of her prior
attachment, while she sedulously concealed the name of the one she
had loved, and all circumstances that might assist in leading Robert
to a correct surmise as to his identity with his brother. She bad
suffered an early disappointment, she said ; one that had, she was
sometimes led to fear, deprived her of the power of ever loving
again with equal fervour, While smarting under this blow, she had
precipitately and wickedly received his attentions, and entered into
the engagement of marriage now existing between them,

%1 beg thet you wiil acquit me of baving, in this transaction—
culpable as it was—been guilty of wilful wrong to you,” she wrote,in
continuation. “I was persuaded, when I promised you my hand, as
Iam now, that I could give you all the heart I have left to bestow
upon any man. I love you sincerely, appreciatively, as a friend
who is nearer to me even than a brother could be, I can pledge you
my faith without a sigh for a happier lot; can take honestly upon
me the vows of wedded fidelity, It will cost me no struggle to love,
honour, and obey one whom I know to be in all respects, worthy of
my affection and duty.
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¢Yet before we set the indissoluble seal to a contract that death
only can render void, it is best, for both our sakes, that the work of
self-examination should be severe and thorough, and its result un-
disguised from each other. I have unveiled my past history—the
saddest chapter of my life—to you, and I have surely a right to
expect, if not to demand, a corresponding degree of candour in you,
Robert | I charge you by every principle of truth, honour, and man -
liness, to answer me plainly one question—2Do you love Lily Calvert?
Ido not inquire if your conduct to her has been, in every respect,
consistent with your engagements to myself; if you have ever given
her cause to believe that your attachment for her transcended that-
which her old playfellow and friend might innocently indulge and
manifest. Ilook deeper; appeal solemnly to the innermost depths
of your own consciousness—depths unknown save to yourself and
your God. Marriage is a momentous step. I have felt this within
the past twelve hours as I never thought to do. I beseech you to
give the subject your most earnest consideration. If, as I appre-
hend, from my knowledge of facts connected with your intercourse
with Lily, and my acquaintance with both your characters, you
decide that your sentiments for her are more like those a husband
should have for his wife than the love you bear me,—your way. and
mine are plain. Do not act unfairly to yourself and to me,—cruelly
to her, from the consideration that you have gone too far to retrace
your course with honour. I have excellent reasons for believing that
Colonel Floyd is already cognizant of your affection for his niece,
and that your union with her would be far more acceptable to him
than the one you at present contemplate.

% This is my proposition, if the result of your deliberation should
be what I expect. Write me a line by the bearer of this, advising
me of your purpose : then ride over to see Lily, this morning. Ask
boldly for her, and if you gain her consent to the course we have
concluded to adopt, afterwards keep your appointment with Colonel
Floyd, and have the license filled up with your name and hers. I
know what 1 say when I assert that there is no likelihood of your
meeting impediments in your path. Even if you should, it is the
right one—the only plan you can with rectitude pursue. This done,
commit the rest to me. You have often praised my daring and self-
possession, and I engage to afford you, in this instance, a notable
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display of both qualities. Instead of frowns you skall meet nothing
but smiles from the witnesses of your marriage ceremeony; congra-
tulations upon the cleverness of the ruse that bas delnded the com-
munity into the belief that you were betrothed to ome eousin, while
you were really, with her knowledge and approbation, plighted to the
other. Iam aware that this looks like a bold scheme, and that my
programme of arrangements is unprecedented in the chronicles of
courtship ; but, Robert, dear friend! we kave had emough of halt-
confidences and harrowing misunderstandings. Let us, at the very
base of the altar, throw off the mask of mnworthy deception, that
must work out a weary weight of misery to us in the end, and appesr
in our real characters—dare to tell the truth, and the whole truth?
I plead for Lily’s sake no less thar for ours. .

¢ But if, after all, my misgivings have been groundless, my pene-
tration at fault with respect to your feelings in this affair; # you
are still prepared to attest your love for me by marrying me, I stand
ready und willing to fulfil my part of our agreement. A line or word
sent by Gabriel to the effect that ‘all is right * will suffice to convey
your intention to me. Since I have confided to ro one the step I
have resolved to take in the writing of this mote, there need be no
inconvenient explanations. Matters can go on in their present train,
and I shall expect yon at the appointed hour. ¥ leave the decision
with you. F will be fraught with important consequences to us, and X
pray—if indeed@ my unworthy petitions ever reach Heaven—that you
may be guided aright. Whatever youwr determimation msy be,
believe that ¥ must ever remain

“ Yours affectionately and truly,
“ HELEW,”

¥ this novel epistle strike somewhat too beldly at the root of
established prejudices and precedent in love and match-making, the
shocked reader will please bear in mind that the writer was, as her
betrothed had affirmed, “a singular girl—a woman of marked
character.” This was further demonstrated by the exelamation with
which she arose from her writing table, when the departing bohtcp
of her post-boy had died away in the corridor.

“Now, whatever comes, I can respect myse} once more!”

Bhe had borrowed Gahbrie? privately from her sunt—am aceom-
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modation arranged between them the preceding evening—and to
secure secresy on the subject of his errand, rather than to enjoin him
to the needful exercise of faithfulness and despatch, she had him
summoned to her chamber and herself gave him his orders, The
imp was agog with anticipations of “Christmas times,” including
the wedding, and Helen contributed further to his exhilaration by a
bountiful doncenr in honour of the day he was prepared to celebrate,
But he hearkened with a tolerable semblance of decorous serious-
ness to her instructions, received the packet, and buttoned it
with exceeding care inside his roundabout, and pledged himself to
inviolable discretion. He was wery fond of Helen, whose steady favour
and kindness were in grateful contrast to Mrs. Floyd’sfidgetiness, her
lord’s harshness, and Lily’s caprices. His young mistress did mot
doubt that she could rely upon him in & matter requiring so much
zeal and intelligence,

She enacted her part well at breakfast-time ; was not only collected
and cheerful in deportment, but vivacious in talk, with sprightliness
more real in appearance than was Lily’s factitions animation. The
latter came down late, as she generally did, and, Helen fancied, avoided
her cousin markedly and eoldly.

“By-and-by,” was the elder’s consolation, *1may be permitted to
tell her all, and she will do my affection justice. Until then, the less
we say to one another the better. I will not rush into temptation, and
1 must await Aés warrant for epéech.”

Altogether, it was a merry party, with the exceptivn of Colonel
Floyd, whose settled moroseness did not affect them long, since he ate
fittle, and withdrew from the table before any one else was half
through the meal. The bride’s room was the popular resort of the
young ladies during the day, and Helen could not, without positive
rudeness, seclude herself for thought or preparation. The gentlemen
wisely dispersed to parts unknown directly after breakfast, most of
them not showing themselves again until evening

Helen was affecting to attend to and bear a part in the frivolous
chit-chat rung into her nervous ears by the knot of idle pleasure-
Jovers about her, when Sally opened the door just wide enough to
allow her mistress a glimpse of her face, and made her signal, un
observed by the others. Helen felt the blood curdle suddenly about
her heart, and numbness seize upon her limbs, at the apparition for
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which she had watched so long. The sign notified her of Gabriel’s
return, With an unintelligible murmur, intended as an apology to her
associates for leaving them, she walked totteringly into the entry,
where she found her messenger. It did not occur to her then that he
looked or acted unlike himself, although his cowed, sulky behaviour
produced an unfavourable impression upon Sally, who was interro-
gating him with considerable asperity as to the causes of his dilatori-
ness.

“You stopped to play 'long the road, I'll be bound | * she wassay-
ing when Helen emerged from her chamber, ¢ or, you went out of
your way to go by the Court House, That’s always the way with you
good-for-nothing chaps, 8o sure as you get a cent to spend, you're
crazy till it’s gone,”

“ That will do, Sally!” interposed, Helen faintly, % Did you deliver
that letter safely, Gabriel 7’

“Yes, ma’am |” dropping his head, with a hangdog expression,
altogether unlike his accustomed pertness,

‘¢ And you have an answer for me?”

“No, ma'am. He say dere was none, and tole me jes’ fur to tell
you dat all was right,” answered the page, mustering his briskness,
but forlornly enough,

“You are sure! Have you made no mistake? Had you that
message from Mr, Lay himself?” pressed Helen, in the earnestness
of the dying hope whose existence she had not confessed to herself
until this instant.

Annoyed or nerved to boldness by the implied doubt of the accu-
racy of his report, Gabriel looked up straight at her—an exhibition
of courage or forwardness bordering upon effrontery.

“I done tell you de 'xact truth, Miss Helen! He say as how you'd
onderstand it, and I must be pertickler to ’peat it jes’ as he said it,
and I s'posed you would be satisfied ef he was|”

“You disrespectful little vilyan!” exclaimed Sally, lending him
a cuff upon the ear. “Do you know who you're talkin’ to ?

“You lemme ‘lone, now ! you'd better!” growled the unlucky
urchin, doubling up his fists. “I won't be blaggarded by women,
and black ones, at dat, nohow | ”*

“Shame!” Helen’s native dignity was aroused at the disgraceful
altercation. “You both forget where you are! Iam ashamed of
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you! Gabriel!go downstairs directly. 8ally, I forbid you to speak
to him again this day | "

Gabriel was too glad to slink away, wiping his eyes and nose upon

"his jacket-sleeve; but Sally stopped her mistress, who would have
passed her by in offended silence.

«If you please, Miss Helen, I'm very sorry I've displeased you
*pon your weddin’-day, but I mistrusted that boy had been up to
some mischief, and maybe lost your letter or the answer—he looked
8o kind o’ guilty, and I spoke sharp to him before I remembered
myself—" '

% Never mind, my good girt!” Helen interrupted the excuse, that
was fast becoming a tearful one. ¢ I know you meant it for the best,
We are all apt to act hastily and foolishly sometimes, and as you
have said, it is my wedding-day, and I ought to overlook trifles.”

Her smile was positively ghastly as she repeated, musingly,

“Yes! it is my wedding-day ! There is no doubt of it now—
none | none!”

She walked slowly away to the other extremity of the hall;
halted by a window, and seemed to look out.

1t is a beautiful day!"” she said at length, less dreamily, “I
think, Sally, that I should enjoy one more good, long lonely walk in
the woods. Will you bring me my hood and cloak? and take care
that nobody sees you! I do not feel like having company.”

She succeeded in escaping from the house and yard without being
challenged, and took the beaten path to the spring. At the rocky
geat beside it she paused a long while, remembering what was buried
beneath the rugged tomb, and the binding words—more binding now
than ever—so soon to be irrevocable—that had been spoken above it
—%Until Death partsus!” Then, stooping and pressing her hand,
a8 in caressing farewell, upon the rough, grey surface, she said firmly
—«“Yet the dead Past bury its dead !|” and ascended the wooded
eminence beyond. '

She stopped again when she reached the great oak where she and
Robert had held their ¢ business talk” on that moonlight November
night. The first shadow of estrangement had fallen upon them then
and there, It was all her fault that the cloud arose—since, while she
was striving to act up to the strict requirements of the duty she
owed him, her heart was in wild, almost unconquerable revolt.
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“ No womder that he was chilled and repelled | no wonder that I
have absolutely driven him from me scores of timses since then ;
forced him to seek cemsolation in amother's sympathy,if not happi.
ness in another’s love! But we undessiand each other now—quite
well! With our eyes open to the truth,eack kmowing the other's
peculiar temptation, we are ready to wnite kands and lives, *for
better, for worse” Heaven helping me, I shall try to please him iw
all things; to make him eontent, thet he may not repent his
¢hoice t

How vividly every incident of that evening stroll was stamped
upon her memory | even Sally’s sleepy approach, and the resson she
bad given her misiress, swbsequently, for her interruption of the
lover’s conversation, were mot forgetten. The fugitive Lem had
never been recovered, but the dread of runawsays, se common among
women and childven of the Slavebolding States—the bugaboos of
nursery and fireside tales—had never had a hold vpon Helen’s mind
‘What she most feared just now was the society of her fellows; whai
she sought, in hez feverish restlessness of body and spirit, was soli-
tude for reflection—and to gain it she plunged more deeply into the
trackless forest. The ravines, whose moss-grown depths and sides
thickly fringed with brushwood, afforded cool and temptiag retreats
in the summer’s heat, offered, at this season, warmer nooks tham
were to be found upon higher ground. At the distanee of nearly half
a mile from the spring, Helen espied & resting-place that suited her
fancy and purpose. Letting herself down a steep bank, overhung by
dwarf cedars, she gained a white stone deeply embedded in moss and
fallen leaves—and, although but a few feet above the frozem rivulet
that had worn the chasm to its great depth, forming a dry and come
fortable seat. It had been one of her girlhood’s tricks to seek out
such nooks and take possession of them while she read, studied, er
dreamed, as her mood disposed her to do.

She was not studying or dreaming now, she would have said, yet
she had matter for thought that kept her there a long while—ow
long, she never exactly knew. She sat motionless as the stone itself,
leaning listlessly against the stout cedar clump that kept off the wind,
if there were any stirring. There were not many, and they were ex-
ceedingly trivial occurrences, to diversify the monotonous passage of
the hours or minutes, whichever they were. A tarpor of misery had
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complete mastery over her ; and, with a dull consciousness that after
this woesome day it would be a crime to yield to its desolate entrance-
ment, she was passive, and let the gloomy spell work unchecked. The
penitence and higher resolve of the preceding night were recalled in
stupid marvel how she happened to feel thus—what power sapported
her then, and bore her thoughts and aspirations into a purer, nobler
sphere. She oould not pray or determine now. She had expended
her energy in penning that useless, may-be worse than useless letter,
which Bobert had not deemed worthy of a line of reply. The die was
cast by snother’s hand, and she mast abide by the throw. Ah, well {
what was easier, in the abstract, than to do nothing? How arduous
she found the practice of quiescence, concerned nobody except
herself.

A few winter birds hopped from bough to bough of the cedars, in
quest of the blueberries that grew thereupon. She smiled vacantly in
perceiving that they were not scared at seeing her. Perhaps their
bright eyes were too intent upon their search for food to observe the
presence of the imtruder, for her green cloak and hood offered no
striking contrast to the dark verdure of the evergreens, Once she heard
a gun—not very far away it seemed in the still, clear day—but the
report did not startle her—only as it served to awaken more poignant
reminiscences than those upon which she was meditating when the
sharp echo rolled through the leafless woods, was canght and re-
peated by the ravines, and died away sullenly among the distant
hills. Did Aleck ever think of her last hunt ! of the watch she had
kept beside him in the Greenfield woodlands? Was the scar yet upon
his shoulder?! What a cruel wound it was! how fast the blood
trickled through her fingers as she renewed the compress Robert had
applied, when it became deranged by the incautious movement of the
injured 1ad! Had he forgotten all these things? Did he hate and
despise her when he looked at the mark left by the shot ?

She wished at times that he did hate her, and that she knew, for
certain, that he felt this aversion. Any active sentiment would be
preferable to his nnvarying coldness, his studied civility, his con-
strained address.

« How little I imagined in the dear old times—” &he did not
finish the sentence, but a gingle tear forced its way from sunder the lid,
end dropped upon her hand, §he shed but that one,
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Again, a crow sailed slowly between her and the sun, and the
shadow crossing the gully, made her look up. He uttered a
hoarse croak, just as the shade of his black pinions fell upon her
brow.

¢ A bird of ill-omen ! * she thought, langnidly. “ Portents cannot
terrify me now! Iam like the man upon the wheel, to whom has
been mercifully dealt the coup de grace as the first blow ! ”

Awhile later, she did not trouble herself to think or care how long
afterwards, there arrived another interruption to the sluggish cure
rents of idea. This was the tramp of a horse’s hoofs, breaking the
dry sticks, and rustling the dead leaves that strewed the ground under
the trees.

“ It will be time enough to move, or take flight, when I am seen,”
was her reflection ; and her indolence or listlessness prompted her
to the wisest plan for avoiding discovery.

The rider was forcing his way through the undergrowth, there
being not even a bridle-path in that part of the forest. It could not
be the hunter, whose gun she had heard, for the Belleview lands were
posted, and no sportsman in the neighbourhood was so reckless or
intrepid as to trespass upon a domain guarded by the law and a master
like the proprietor of this plantation. It must be Colonel Floyd
himself or his coloured overseer, or, possibly, some other negro be-
longing to the estate, taking a near cut to the house from the main
road. Yet this would be an unusual procedure. In spiritless curiosity,
she leaned slightly to one side, where a gap in the bushes promised
a sight of the equestrian. It wasbut aglimpse, and an imperfect one,
which she obtained, the head and neck of the horse and the upper part
of the rider's body only being visible above the high bank. The
animal stepped proudly, and manifested some symptoms of restive-
ness, curveting in such a style as to elicit a sharp reprimand from the
man who bestrode him. ’

“Go on, you fool I he said, angrily,

It seemed that a prick of the spur or a cut from a whip followed,
for the mettled creature gave a forward spring and & neigh of pain
or viciousness. The human brute was Booker, Colonel Floyd's con.
fidential agent. He was looking right ahead, and was, moreover, too
busy with his ill-mannered steed to notice her. She wasglad of this,
for his intolerable surveillance, and reports based upon it, were not
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confined to the cases of his fellow-servauts. as Mrs. Floyd, his nominal
mistress, had occasionally learned toher sorrow, after having covertly
transgressed some of the bye-laws her lord had scen fit, in his
sovereign pleasure, to enact for the government of the household.
Helen disliked the man with a heartiness she took no pains to dis-
semble, and, crafty as he was, he had contrived to express to her, at
seasonable opportunities, his reciprocation of the antipathy. It was
very fortunate that he had not descried her, hiding like a lost or
fugitive thing in that out-of-the-way spot, where no other lady of the
family or region would ever think of coming, Her gurardian would
otherwise have been supplied with a subject for sneering ridicule
which he would have improved to the utmost advantage, and when-
ever she least desired its introduction. She waited, therefore, where
she was, until there was no longer any danger of encountering the
spy in his forest-beat, or of falling in with onc she cared still less to
face, Colonel Floyd. Like hunter and hound, they were seldom far
apart in their business rounds, by day or by night.

Stiff and chill, from having sat for such a length of time upon the
ground, she arose with difficulty, climbed the precipitous side of the
ravine ; listened for a moment, to make sure that the way was clear,
and set out for home. When free of the woods, she was surprised
to see that the sun had passed the meridian. Mrs. Floyd, like Miss
Ruth, had ordered an early dinner, and Helen was not so careless of
what gossiping tongues might say, as wilfully to provoke the hubbub
of inquiries and teasing observations to which she would be subjected,
should she be missing from the table and the house, when the rcst
were summoned to that repast.

She found Gabriel at the spring, leisurely filling a pail with &
gourd.

« Tg dinner nearly ready ? *’ she agked.

He jumped up, letting go the gourd, and it splashed back
into the spring.

¢ Oh, is dat you, Miss Helen? How you skeered me 1”

She repeated her question.

« No, ma’am, not as I knows on ; leastways, marster aint como
home, nobow 1”

He raised the pail to his head in a mighty hurry, and began his
journey up the acclivity towards the house.
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“Has anybody called to see me since I went out!™ Helen
quickened her pace to overtake him,

“ No, ma'am,” walking yet faster.

“ And no letter or message sent that yon have heard of 1

“None as I've heerd on, ma’am !" puffing onwards, the water
dashing in great streams from the brimming vessel, down upon his
shoulders and sooty physiognomy.

¢¢ There is no need of such haste, Gabriel 1" said Helen, smiling,
in spite of her heavy heart, at this ostentatious celerity in one who
had the reputation of being the laziest fellow on the place. “I may
not have another opportunity of speaking with you alone.”

Gabriel was almost running now, but she kept up with him.,

“ 1 want to tell you how sorry poor Sallyis for her unkindness to
you this moming, and how much I blame her for it. She is disposed
to be hasty, but she is & good-hearted girl, and likes you. Idonot
want you to bear a grudge against her or me when we are gone.
You have done me many friendly turns, for which I shall always
be thankful, and if at any time I can be of service to you, you must

‘not be afraid to apply to me. Oh ! Gabriel! stop! I am out of
‘breath {* -

Thus adjured, the hurrying Aquarius stood still in his tracks ; but,
instead of facing her in respectful attention, he made a feint at
digging out his eyes with his wet knuckles, and burst out crying.

“Why, my boy ! what ails you?" inquired the young lady, in
amazement, “ Are you sorry that I am going away ? ”

% No-0-0, ma’'am 1"

“Indeed! I had hoped that you were!” returned Helen, laugh-

“ingly. “What, then, is the matter?”

“I don’t mean I ain’t sorry! Boo-hoo!”

Rivulets of salt water mixed themselves with the fresh upon his
shining cheeks.

“You scoundrel! what are you fooling there about?” roared a
voice from the houseyard, now snly some twenty feet distant.

“My gracious! if thar ain’t marster |” exclaimed the frightened

: boy, and he resumed his laboured flight along the path, breathless
under his burden, and palpitating with fear. .
" He was not disappointed in the reception he met. Colonel Floyd
waited for him at the gate; bestowed a curse and several blows of
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his riding whip upon him as he passed through; then glowered at
his wife’s niece, as if anathematizing the accident of sex that pre-
vented him from saluting her in like manner.

¢ So, my young lady, this is the company you select upon your
wedding-day I ” he snarled. “Ihope hi® conversation bas edified
you [

‘Without deigning a reply, she trod past him with her queen-like,
elastic step; mot hurriedly, but as if she had not seen or heard
him.

““You still expect your gallant to-might,de you?“ he followed
her to say.

% Are you speaking to me, or to Gabriel, Colonel Floyd ?” she
interrogated, easting a side ray of supreme disdain at him.

His complexion had a purplish flush ; his eyes a wild, unsettled
glare ; his articulation was thick and tremulous.

% He has been drinking !” thought his ward, in disgust, “I may
steel myself for any amount of insult.” )

“ 1 am talking to you! You are hoping to weleome your devoted
in season for the ceremony, are you ?””

¢¢ If you mean Mr. Lay, I expect him certainly ! * walking om,

“He was in no haste to procure his license,” her tormentor
continued, stilt at her heels, “I waited for him & good hour and
a half.”

“You will oblige me, Colonel Floyd, by never opening your lips
to me again with respect to the matter officiously brought forward
by you last night!* returned Helen, confronting him eourageously,
and speaking with authority., “I wish you to understand dis-
tinctly, now and for ever, that there is a complete understanding
between Mr. Lay and myself, upon this and every other subject
Your intcrferenee is impertinent and unwelcome. I trust that ¥ have
made my meaning sufficiently intelligible. Mr. Lay is competent to
the management of his own affairs and mire also.”

She went into the house, without staying to witness the effect
of her declaration of independence.

Virginia Shore assailed her in the lower hall,

# Helen Gardner | you strange, mysterious, provoking girl | where
in the name of common sense, and everything else that is reasonable,
have you been traipsing to? Here is the day two-thirds gone, and
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not an individual thing done. And don’t you think ? something or
somebody upset Lily’s elegant orange-tree last night, and snapped
ever 80 many of the finest branches; eo we girls have been busy
gathering the flowers from them, and putting them in water ; and
isn’t it a mercy they were so little withered, and are reviving
beautifully ; and we find there are enough to distribute among all
seven bouquets, unless you are bent upon having yours composed
altogether of orange-blossoms, which isn’t in the least necessary, it
seems to me, for there are white rosebuds, and candytuft, and
featherfew, and a lovely camellis, if you must have all white flowers,
as I suppose you will, and geraniums and arbor-vitz for greens; then,
too, I am certair that Mr. Lay will send your bouquet from Green-
field ; he hinted something of the kind to me—and, would you believe
it? there’s Lily gone to bed with a bad sick headache—she always
picks the most inconvenient season to have them ! and won't let a
soul of us come near her room, and Mrs. Floyd is afraid she won'tbe
able to be down to-night ; says she has fever and all that; and, in
that case, what will you do for a first bridesmaid? Dsar me! what
unlucky things do happen at weddings some times!”

This breathless string of talk was rattled out while pursuing
Helen upstairs to the chamber of the latter, where Miss Shore threw
herself into a chair and declared that she was “ fagged out—half dead,
in fact!”

“I am sorry to hear that Lily is sick|” was Helen's reply,
while Sally divested her of her cloak and walking-shoes, ¢ She
appeared quite well at breakfast time, I thought. I am afraid that
she has over-exerted herself.”

“Between you and me, she has fretted herself sick—if she s
sick—about the accident in the green-house—if it #as an accident 1 ”
said Virginia, knowingly. ¢ You never saw such a look as went
over her face when she heard of it. I found it out just after you took
such very cool French leave of us. I was hunting high and low for
you, and peeped into the green-house, among other places, and there
lay the stand, pot and all, upon the floor! So I tore off upstairs to
tell the news. I really thought that Lily was going to strike me, at
first | She grew paler than a corpse, and her eyes blazed like
lightning, I can tell you! She caught her breath, like one strangling,
when I tried to pacify her by saying that no doubt the mischief
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was done unintentionally, in the dark, by a dog, or one of the
servants. .

“¢Nol’she s1iid, in a sort of choked whisper; ¢I know all
aboutit ! It was not an accident! I will be revenged for that
piece of spite, if I die forit!’

“«Why, Lily,' I said, ‘how unkind and unreasonable!’ But
she would not listen— only took herself off to her room and bed, and
there she has been eversince! Who would believe that she could be
so peppery a little vixen when she is once aroused ?”

Helen thought sadly and deeply for several moments upun what
she bad heard. In the pressure of anxieties personally so much more
momentous, the damage done her cousin’s pet shrub had entirely
escaped her mind, until it was recalled by Virginia’s narrative,
If Lily were indeed o distressed at the disaster as her volatile friend
represented, she might be conciliated by a truthful statement of the
manner in which the misadventure occurred, and Helen’s regret
at having been innocently the cause of it. Asa prcliminary step
she despatched Sally to Lily’s room to inquire how her headache was,
and request the privilege of an audience for her mistress,

The tiring-woman returned in high dudgeon,

¢ The door is locked on the inside, Miss Helen, and when I
knocked, that impudent Sylvy opened it a little ways, and peeped
through the crack, and had the assurance to tell me that Miss Lily
had just fallen asleep, and must not be waked on no account. Then
she shut-to the door again, and I heard her with my own blessed
ears speak to Miss Lily kinder easy-like, and Miss Lily answer her,
Asleep—ha? Humph!”

¢ There | that will do!” Helen arrested her indignant volubility,
and congratulated herself that Virginia bad flitted off to some other
part of the house before this item could be added to her budget
of scandal.

She did not censure Lily for averting an éclaircissement that
would be productive of embarrassment to them both ; and, moreover,
it would be of no avail now. Her destiny, and, so far as a strange
fatality had intertwined Lily’s with it, hers, also, were no longer
in her hands. Robert’s latonic, but significant message, and his non-
appearance, had settled that matter.

The afternoon wore away all too rapidly to the idle, taciturn

5
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bride, as to the fussy, excited bridesmaids, and another starlight
evening, as cloudless and colder than yesterday's, came on. The
marriage service was to be recited at eight o'clock, which, in the
accommodating phraseology and according to the pliant customs of
that region, meant any time from half-past eight to ten. The more
unpunctual a bridal procession contrived to be, the more aristo-
cratic were the performances esteemed. Nevertheless, at six o’clock
Helen cleared her apartment of the chattering, officious sisterhood
who clamoured for the honour of assisting at her toilette, rejecting
their overtures kindly, yet peremptorily ; fastened the door upon the
last of the reluctant exiles, who was, of course, Virginia Shore, and
sat herself down before the mirror to have her hair dressed by Sally*s
skilful fingers. The maid’s manipulations upon the luxuriant locks
were conducted silently. If her heart had not becen too full for useless
speech, a glance at the grave, settled features, so young in outline.
and colour,so old in expression, which were reflected in the glnse
would have sealed her mouth. 8She comprehended, in some dim
and imperfect fashion, that her mistress did not go to her bridal
as most other women she had seen arrayed for their nuptials had
done ; that there was no tremulcus joy, no excess of happiness,
in the suppressed sighs that, ever and anon, heaved her breast; no
delicious dreaming in the thoughtful eyes, that seemed to study
the untried Future.

The glossy hair was wound smoothly around the classic head,
braided and looped at the back, and Sally was obliged to speak.

“You will not have the flowers put in just yet, will you, Miss

Helen? They will droop and wither before you are ready to go
down.”
" Helen aroused herself and glanced at the white buds with their
graceful group of leaves, simply beautiful, in spite of Virginia's
abuse, They awaited her pleasure in a small vase upon the
dressing table.

“They will | you are right. Perhaps I may notwear them, az!ta'
‘a.'ﬂ. We will attend to that by-and-by.”

“The young ladies all seemed to admire the pearls most,"
suggested Bally, timidly, “And don’t you think, Miss Helen, ﬁlnt
‘Mars’ Aleck—"

Helen raised her hand with a frown. “Not & word more, Bdlyl
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When I am at a loss what to do, I shall ask other people’s advice,
not before.”

Further debate was prevented by a knock at the door,

¢“What do you want?” said Sally, snappishly, unlocking it,
and in unthinking imitation of her favourite detestation, Sylvia,
opening it far enough to allow the tip of her nose to be seen by the
person without,

The reply was in the voice of an under-housemaid, whom the
brisk Sally was wont to denominate a “stupid, no account body, who
went through the world with her eyes and ears shut.”

« Mr. Lay downsta’rs, Want to see Miss Helen, d’rectly if she can
come down. He won't keep her more’n a minute, he say. He in de
office.”

“The office! Whatdid you show him in there for you goose?
It’s dark as pitch, and cold as Christmas, besides being dirty as
a pig-sty!1”

“ Marster made me light a fire dar, to-day, and he’s been a-settin’
by it, constant, from dinner to supper-time,” drawled the woman,
“and Mr. Lay, he asked Gabriel to take him somewhar’” whar’ he
could see Miss Helen by sheself. Gabriel, he took him in de office,
and sont me for to let Miss Helen know—"

%Isn’t your master in there now?”

“No—he went away somewhar’, ’pon horseback—he an’ Uncle
Booker, nigh ’pon half an hour ago. Dey ain’t got home yet.”

‘While this colloquy was going on, Helen had thrown off her
white wrapper, and, with the utmost haste her shaking fingers
permitted her to use, put on, in its stead, & crimson dressing-gown
—part of her bridal outfit—which had been hung over a chair
near by,

“Let me pass?” she said, trying to knot the massive cord
around her waist as she spoke.

“There’sno hurry, dear Miss Helen (you be gone, Judy!)—there’s
not the least hurry in the world, my dear young mistress!”
reiterated Sally, soothingly, taking hold of the silken cable, and
tying it herself. Mars’ Robert knows you've got to dress, and he’s
one of the thoughtfullest men that ever was born., It's likely he
wants to ask some question about the ring, or the glove, or some sech
little thing, and he shows his sense by not trusting his message to
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any of them harum-scarum young ladies—for, if I may make so free
as to speak my mind for once, I never see a wilder set. Here’s
your handkerchief ; and now you are all ready, and pretty as a
pictur, and I'll be bound Mars’ Robert will tell you so. 1
shouldn’t wonder if he begged you to be married in that dress.
I'll go with you to light you through the dark entry.”

Encouraged by this homely and cheering strain of reassnrance,
Helen went quickly down the stairway, and through the dining-room,
encountering only servants on the way to the * dark entry,” which
was the narrow passage connecting the last-mentioned apartment
with the office. The attached maid stood midway between the two
rooms, holding her candle above her head, until her mistress, having
hesitated for an instant upon the threshold of the farther, to gather
breath or resolution, turned the bolt of the door, and disappeared
from the loving eyes watching her.

There was a handful of smouldering coals and a smoking log or
two in the fireplace, A solitary candle was upon the mantel,
but its yellow flame gave light enough to enable Helen to recognise
the person who advanced to meet her. '

It was not Robert, but Aleck Lay !




CHAPTER X,

S LECK ?

o “Helen!”

In the agitation of the moment they forget the more
formal style of address they had employed towards
each other of late. Their bands were joined, too, in & clasp
altogether different from the cold, passive touch they were used
to exchange at their infrequent meetings. 'When Helen would have
withdrawn hers, she found it held fast; nor was it released after
Aleck had led her to a chair, and placed himself beside her. Her
gaze of wondering confusion was answered by one so intense, so
eloquent of love and compassion, that her heart thrilled, while
she trembled with apprehension and suspense,

“ My poor girl, I am the bearer of sad news to you.”

“Does it concern your brother? There was not a particle
of colour in her cheek, and her eyes dilated, but she could still
articulate the inquiry, “Is he ill? Is he dead ?”’

“ Heaven forgive me for saying it! but I could wish that he
bhad died before dishonouring himself so vilely,” exclaimed Aleck,
passionately. ¢ Helen, he has perjured himself, brought indelible
disgrace upon his own head, upon his family—worst of all, dragged
down shame and misery upon you ! "

“No! no!"” The girl’s haughty spirit sprang to its arms. *Not
shame ; no mortal can do that while I retain my self-respect. As
misery, better 8o, 8 million times better, than if he had suspended
his action for a few days or months, Now let me hear all” .
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% Can you bear it?” he asked, doubtfully, looking in unspoken
admiration at the noble face, tintless yet, but pure and serene as a
marble image of peace.

“Yes, unless the reality far exceeds my imagination; and I
do not think that it can.”

“Robert left home this morning early, shortly after the receipt
of a letter which was brought to him by one of Colonel Floyd’s
servants—" :

“Qabriel, Yes, I know,” she assented. “ It was from me.”

“Indeed! T thought I recognized your cousin Lily’s hand.
writing in the superscription.”

“You were mistaken ; I sent it.”

Aleck went on. :

“He ordered his horse at half-past nine, that he might keep an
appointment at ten. I suspected that it was in obedience to a sum-
mons from the writer of the letter, both from his behaviour, and the
circumstance that he had not alluded to the engagement until after
Gabriel's arrival. I was confirmed in my surmise by a brief con-
versation we held just at parting. He confessed that his expedition
was not one that I would sanction, said he could not retreat from it
with honour, entreated me to be charitable in my judgment of him,
and hinted at a satisfactory solution of the mystery at some future
day. From that hour to this he has not showed himself at home;
but when I reached Greenfield, at five o'clock, having spent the day
at Maple Hill, this letter was.handed to me by one of my own
servants, who had met Robert in the road about the middle of the
afternoon.” )

She took it, and attempted to read; but the characters were
irregular, and the lines blotted. The sheet had apparently been
written upon in the utmost haste or agitation, and folded while the
ink was yet wet.  Aleck brought the candle, and held it behind her
shoulder while she deciphered it,

“ Aleck, old boy, you will never let me call you brother again
afte:; you have read this; but it can’t be helped. You have done
your duty towards me, and the hardest struggle I have had in
making yp my mind was to conquer my fear of your displeasure.
My resolution is taken, It was nailed fast to' the mast by the
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pérusal of the - enclesed, which 'you  ssw ‘delivered to ‘me ‘this
morning. © The last feather breaks the camel’s back, and my feather
was not a light ome, as you will see. You will agree with me, or
ought to, when you have studied this specimen of feminine com-
position, in the. opimion that she who could write thus on the
morning of her marriage-day was never designed by the Maker of
matches to be my wife—never désired to’ be.” She says, in effect,
“Be free, if you long for freedom | Be bhappy with another, if you:
love ‘her’ better than you do me! And I am xemgned—-—rather,»
zelieved—if the trauth must be told.’

“1 take her at her word. The dnectwnof my flight I cmt
reveal at present, for obvious reasons. There are hot-brained
fellows—Harvey Floyd, for example—who would not scruple to’
chase me down, and pistol me for the slight offered the bride—that’
isnottobe. I am not certain  that you would not undeértake the’
job yourself, you have such Roman notions of honour. Imay say:
to you confidentially, however, that I am not without strong hopes
that my journey will not be performed alone—that, at no remote-
stage of it, I shall be joined by a companion fairer and dearer te-
me than all the universe beside. I commiit to you the awkward:
task of breaking to Miss Gardner and her family the intelligence of
this trifling alteration in the programme of the play for this evem=
ing. Perbaps the easiest and safest way for you to accomplish thig
disagreeable but necessary business will be to forward her letter
with this to Colonel Floyd. He is the most proper -person té
manage the affair. Shun an interview with him i you can ; he'has
a high sense of what is due to himself, and all of his blood. Ishould
be sorry to have you embroiled in a qnan:el with him on my
account.

% The ‘daring and self-possession’ umpon wlnch Miss Gardnes
plumes herself will. have abundant scopé for display when the
guests’ are convened to-night. I am not racked by fears lest her
heart should sustain any serious fracture, Her pride may bjeed 4
little, but depletion there will do her moral system good. - My
respects to-her, and best wishes for her welfare-and happiness. May
I trouble you to send to Rock’s Tavern for my horse? ' I shall have
him left there until called for. If all goes well, you shall hear
grom me again before long. Good-bye! Love to Aunt Ruth.
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hepe her cake will not spoil for the want of mouths to eat it,
although I suppose the second day’s feast must be postponed,
« Bclieve me, ever (whether you will allow it or nol)
¢ Your loving brother,
¢ ROBERT O, LAY.”

“Can it be possible ! Helen let fall the letter as though it had
defiled her fingers, and sat transfixed; the decp dye of offended
delicacy, just anger and astonishment at its contents, and the un-
generous animus of the writer, suffusing neck and temples, * Cruel !
unjust ! This insult, at least, he might have spared me 1"

“You are only too lenient to him,” said Aleck, in stern wrath.
“Like yourself, I could not have credited the possibility of this
baseness without the evidence furnished by that infamous communi-
cation, Yet I have seen very much that I considered reprehensible
in his intercourse with Lily Calvert; have warned him, once and
again, of the evil which might result from the intimacy. He had
always a ready excuse or evasion wherewith to ward off my attack
—and I believed him! He was wickedly weak—she, subtle—I,
blind! This is the end !”

“It is!” Helen arose, erect and calm. “I thank you for the
gentleness—the true brotherly kindness with which you have dis-
charged a trust that could not but be abhorrent to you. I am
especially grateful that you did not accept the alternative of trans-
ferring the unpleasant duty to Colonel Floyd.”

“ I did not entertain the suggestion for an instant. Here is your
letter. You notice that he—Robert, I mean—says that it was sent for
my perusal.- I need not assure you that I have not read a line of it.”

“1 wish you had 1”* she said, impulsively—then, checking herself,
8 new flood of crimsoh bathed her face. She had recollected the
confession embodied in the earlier portion of it.

“That is”—she resumed, more composedly—*1I would like to
have you read certain parts. You would then see how faithfully I
have striven to be guiltless in this matter ; whatever may be my
faiilts, and they are many, I am not habitually insincere, Will you
oblige me?” .

Bhe proffered the open sheet, designating the top of the second
‘page as the place where he should begin,
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“1 require no testimony beyond what I already have to convince
me that your conduct in this lamentable affair has been irreproachs~
able,” replied Aleck, repelling the offer by a gesture,

‘¢ But I would have you acquit me intelligently, When the tale is

trumpeted abroad—as it must be "—her lips were whiter in saying
" this—“as it must be, very soon, it will be a great satisfaction, the
best comfort I can have, to know that there is one who, with a full
knowledge of the case, from beginning to end, yet pronounces that I
have tried, and tried hard, to do my duty; that I would have shielded
Robert from reproach at the same time that I secured his happiness
by a union with’ the woman he loved—(for I was sure that he did
love Lily !)—have spared him the trouble of this flight, and myself
the ignominy of being publicly rejectedl” She turned her head
aside, too proud to let him see how keen was the smart of the last
thought,. and still extended the letter in mute appeal. Aleck
unclosed his lips to speak, then, changing his mind, took the paper
with a bow of submission to her requirement,

“Robert1 I charge you by every principle of truth, honour, and
manliness, to answer me one question !

This was the heading of the paragraph to which she pointed, and.
he read the letter through, from that adjuration to the close ; with
what sensation of pain, love, pity, and marvel, his couxtenance,
varied and marked as were the expressions that succeeded one
another upon it, but feebly indicated.

¢ And this generosity he spurned ! this angelic candour, this noble
self-renunciation he could despise! could speak slightingly of con-
duct that should have moved him to worship !** broke forth Aleck,
impetuously. “Helen! I'cannot ask you to pardon him., The man
who could sin thus grossly against the love and forbearance you
have exhibited towards him, merits your scorn and the reprobation
of the world!”

“Hush! hush! It is not the act, but his manner of freeing
himself from the distasteful bonds that I deplore. As he says, I
offered him his freedom, and he took me at my word. Only "—
childlike, troubled look that he had seen before, when she alluded to
the public scandal menacing her, came back—* will it be asking too
great a favour of yourself and your aunt, if I tell you that it will be
an incstimable help to me to have you remain here this evening, and
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ghow that his friends are still mine? that they, having known me
from my childhood, do not cast me off as an unworthy creature,
whose heartlessness has forfeited their confidence? - For you must
recollect that the people who were invited to the—the wedding, will
oome ; that there is not time to send word to a single one of them.
The invitations cannot be conntermanded, and I must see them | the
#story must be told! He quotes correctly, you observe, when he
alludes to my boast of ¢daring and self-possession.” Had the event
been what I proposed, and for a time expected, I think that he would
have found these sufficient for his purpose and mine. As it is, the
trial will be far greater1”

She faltered.

¢ Helen!”

She did not repulse him when he took her hand again. In this
dark hour of mortification and perplexity, she had no other adviser ;
mo other friend or comforter ; and his tenderness of sympathy was
inexpressibly sweet. .

« Before I answer your question, let me entreat your indulgence
while I unfold my plan of action; that which I conceived and

-gaatured while coming to you to-night, It is a kindred idea to that

which I find sketched in your letter, recommended by you for
smother’s adoption. The coincidence is an encouragement to me to
proceed. Will you bear with me if it offends you? Yom will not
shrink from me in horror and loathing ? *

& Certainly not 1 ”

She gazed at him in unsuspecting wonderment. The earnestness
of his imploring tone; the anxiety with which he hung upon her
look and reply, were more of a mystery than his words. Seeing that
he hesitated to go on, she added gently, almost affectionately,
% Whatever may be my opinion as to the propriety of adopting and
acting upon this unknown ¢plan,’ I should be unjust and unkind
were I to resent your goodness in presenting it. I have known you
-teo well and too long to impute to yon unworthy motives. You
‘gould not propose anything that would involve the sacrifice of sruth

" “or honour, however distasteful its terms might be to me.”

“ Ah ! there is the fear!” He groaned in bowing his head upon
his hands.

+  Bhe laid one of hers on his arm,



HER WEDDING DAY, b

“Aleck ! will you not be frank with me? Is this a time for
mistaken delicacy—false scruples? This should be an honest hour
with us both, Will you not tell me what it is that you desire to
say? It is your old friend and playfellow, Helen, who asks this
of you?”

“ I will be a8 man ! will brave everything!” He started from his
dejected attitude. “ At the risk of debasing myself in your eyes to
the level of s selfish, unfeeling monster, who would take advantage
of your distress to win his own ends, I will speak | Helen | I have
loved you all my life l—loved you more than I ever have done any-
thing else on earth! I thought I had made you understand the
nature and aim of this affection before I went abroad. Fervent
as was my devotion, I had yet the manliness and justice not to bind
you by a formal pledge. While absent, I dared to think and dream
of you a8 my own—mine only;—to anticipate a future spent with
you as a fair and probable prospect. I returned to find you betrothed
to my brother, What I suffered; what I have resigned; what
concealed under what must have seemed to yeu a heartless and re»
pulsive exterior I have not strength or time to tell you now. I
do not offer my love—unabated and uncongquerable, after all my
battlings with it—as a solace for the pain inflicted by the desertion
of your betrothed. Bat I do tender you my name and my hand as a
shield against calumny and insult; ask the privilege of protecting
you in this hour of isolation and perplexity., I exact nothing in
return save that which you have but this moment informed me is
already mine, your friendship and confidence. If you will marry me
to-night as my brother’s substitute, I pledge you my solemn weord
that no unreasonable or ungenerous demands on my part shall ever
cause you to regret the act,”

He delivered this extraordinary proposal in a hard, almost ﬁemely
abrupt fashion ; the result of overpowering emotion he tried ineffec-
tually to suppress into the collected, moderate show of earnestness he
had resolved on. He did not look at her as he brought the speech to
a close. Would she flee his presence as from a moral leper? Wounld
she strike him dead with imperial scorn?

For a whole minute there was a profound stillpess tbroug'laout
the room, except for the quick fluttering pants from the figure a his
side. Had his audacity taken from her the power of utterance?
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Then she spoke—very softly, very musically to his excited senses,
that had shrunk in dread of accents so different.

I thought that were you betrothed to a lady in Germany, They
—your aunt and brother—told me so—last summer! *

Aleck made an impatient movement.

“ That absurd fiction again! I never loved her—never thought
of betrothal to any woman besides yourself ; have never breathed a
word of affection to any other, at home or abroad. The letter from
“which my aunt deduced her preposterous conclusion was, as anybody
but herself could have seen, a foolish, barefaced hoax, from beginning
to end. I have told her this since my return, and undeceived Robert
also. Could I be so base as to offer you a hand upon which another
had a lien ?”

Still he did not look towards her. If he had he must have been
at a loss how to interpret the warmer blush that slowly mantled
her cheek ; the fervid, yet tender, sparkle of the cye.

She reopened the letter to Robert. He heard the rustle, in
wondering impatience. What had they to do with that part of the
question now ?

“I cannot give you a reply until you have read the first page of
this.”

She could hardly have enjoined & more irksome task; but he
obeyed her behest instantly and without a remonstrance, His mind
was not in a condition to be easily receptive of hope, or he might
have drawn all the encouragement the most ardent suitor could have
desired from the cautiously-worded confession; would not have
looked or spoken with such mournful firmness, as he ceased reading.

%I do not love you more hopelessly now than I have done from
the moment I heard of your engagement to my brother. You say
in this letter that a union with him whom you first loved is for ever
impossible ; that you have only half a heart to bestow upon any man
who shall hereafter seek your favour. 1f I am personally disagree-
able to you; if my presence will annoy or displease you, instead of
being a comfort, I withdraw my suit. Otherwise—unless, indeed, I
can bring about a reunion between yourself and your early love—"

“You do not ask who it was!”

‘ And never shall | It is your secret—yours alone ! *

“But what if I insist upon telling you ?"

4
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He gazed upon her now, but in unspeakable amaze. What was
the meaning of the playful yet shy intonation that impressed even
his infidel perceptions; incredulous to whatever seemed to bode
happiness and success to himself? Stranger still, she smiled in his
bewildered face, a smile radiant as heaven’s own light.

“We have both ‘played too long with edge tools,’ dear Aleckl
Suppose we abandon the dangerous trifling, and take to truth-telling
for the remainder of our lives! I will set the example by revealing
to you the ¢ dear, fatal name’ of him who long ago gained my whole,
undivided heart; whose supposed desertion drove me to the mad,
wicked step of engaging myself to another. Shall I7”.

“If you will”

He articulated the wmonosyllables with difficulty in the tumult
that possessed his soul.

« Bow your tall head, then, I cannot say it aloud.”

Still mystified, doubting, fearing—anything but hoping—he bent
his head to her lips. They breathed one word in his ear.

Had Colonel Floyd or his devoted servitor and imitator, Booker,
chanced to pass through this retired portion of the grounds just
then, upon his nightly patrol, and glanced into the low window, he
would have beheld an unexpected and highly-interesting scene :
one which might possibly have awakened sensations the reverse of
delightful in the bosom of the unseen spy.

But it happened instead, that this select and exemplary body of
police was, at that important instant, engaged about other business,
the nature of which shall be briefly explained in the next chapter,

.



CHAPTER XL

;‘ ALLY ¢had the fidgets "—a description of fit that became
. | more violent with every added minute of her mistress’s
absence. In the adjacent chamber, dedicated to the
toilette services of three of the six bridesmaids, she could
hear the confused clamour of busy tongues, the patter of slippered
feet, and frequent outbursts of such mutual admiration as girls are
prone to indulge to their own and one another’s delectation—all
denoting the forward march of preparations for the great event of
the evening. Bells were rung from divers other apartments, upon
first, second, and third stories ; there was continual rushing up and
down stairs, and through entries, of valets, butlers, and ladies’ maids;
each on the run, and all equally regardless of the danger of collisions;
already several earriages had rolled around the drive in front of the
mansion, and discharged their freight of unnecessarily punctual
revellers, mostly relatives and intimate friends of the family, who
liked to preface the public proceedings by a little social talk., Yet
she, in whose honour all this commotion was raised, the star actress of
the promised performance, without whom the play would, in fact, be
arcmediless wreck,and a disgrace to all concerned in its announce-
ment and management, was still dallying away the fleeting, priceless
moments in love-talk, that could be as well if not better attended to
afler the ceremony.

“There is & season for everything | muttered the tiring-woman,
distractedly, shaking out the satin robe and lace veil for the
twentieth time. “ And this isn’t the time for no such boy-and-girl
play as they’re carrying on!”
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8ally wasin love herself, and, as & comsequence, extremely lenient
to the delinquencies of others similarly situated, if said derelictions
hed Cupid’s warrant for their apology ; but there was a point beyond
which delay became inexcusable negligence, and this she considered,
and, it must be owned, with just provoeation, that the bride was fast
nearing. She went into the hall repeatedly, and listened over the
balustrades for the returning feet of her charge—the increasing
tumult of arrival and reception below, meanwhile, aggravating her
inquietude to the verge of frenzy; once she stole down-stairs, and
 into the dark passage conducting to the office door—went near
enough to that uninviting room, now conmsecrated as the chosen
retreat of Love, to hear the low murmur of earnest voices; finally
she resolved tosit down in desperate resignation by the fire of the
bridal chamber, and “not budge ome single inch again wmtil Miss
‘Helen saw fit to show herself—mno! not if she had to wait there
wuntil midnight |

Her waiting, albeit it was the reverse of “patient,” had its
reward shortly after she had taken this sensible resolution. A light
footstep her ears were quick to recognize skimmed the floor of the

‘hall, stopped at the door, and the long-looked-for personage appeared, - -

“ Bally, my good child | I have kept youn waiting & tedious time, I
suppose, but there is no haste, none whatever 1 )

¢ It's a quarter past seven 1 * responded Sally, not too amiably.

Generally the most docile .and respectful of handmaidens, she
yet availed berself occasionally of the privilege, earned by years of
faithful service, to lectare her young mistress.

¢TI know that, but the—ceremony will not take place for an hour
er more.”

She had sunk into the chair before the mirror, and spoke breath-
lessly. This might have been the effect of her haste in climbing
the stairs, and ker rapid flight through the passages, to avoid being
seen abroad at this unseasonable hour; but the sparkling eyes and
glowing complexion could hardly have been induced by these
influences. Resting her chin in her palm, and her elbow upon the
dressing-table, she remained for some minutes, apparently lost in
reverie, fond, yet agitating. Her lip trembled while it smiled ; the
fire in the eye shone through a soft haze—even to Sally’s untutored
sight, her aspect was refined and elevated by the emotions that wrapt
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her in silent bappiness, Then, & change which was even more lovely
grew upon her—a chastened gravity, that mellowed every feature ; an
upward glance told that thought was rising to yet more exalted
themes of contemplation.

She turned kindly t6 her attendant.

“Bally | I should like to be alone for a little while, Do not
be uneasy. I will be ready in season.”

¢ Just as you say, ma'am.”

Unwilling to submit to further procrastination of the momen.
tous business yet to be performed, but awed into implicit obedience
of action by her mistress's look and manner, the maid withdrew.

Helen’s chamber was upon the second floor of the main building,
which formed the central pile of the large and irregularly constructed
old homestead ; and access was had to this, not only by the wide
front staircase, but also by a steeper winding flight, leading down to
the back door. Sally was near the head of these, on the alert for the
summons to her post of duty, when her attention was distracted by
the rumble of wheels, This was now a frequent, almost an inces~
sant sound, but the vehicle to which these belonged drove around the
right wing of the house, where there was no carriageway over the
lawn, and stopped at the rear porch. The listener stretched her
head over the railing, with the curiosity characteristic of her class,
to obtain a view of the back entrance. What or who was to be
introduced into the mansion at such a time, and in this unusual way ?

Colonel Floyd pushed the door open from without. He was
arrayed in overcoat and hat, and carried in one hand his inevitable
riding-whip, The other grasped, and, it would seem, not very
tenderly, the arm of a lady, muffled in a large cloak and drooping hood.

“Good Fathers, Miss Lily!” ejaculated the astonished Sally,
under ber breath, I thought she was sick in bed !”

Behind the supposed invalid cowered the confidential abigail,
Sylvia. She bore a bandbox in her arms, and her mulatto com-
plexion was the hue of ashes with fear. The group was completed
by her husband, the family coachman, who brought in a mall
travelling-trunk, apparently from the conveyance standing without,

“Up! that way!” The colonel thrust Lily upon the lower stair.
“And you had better rig yourself in your finery in double-quick
time, or I will be along to hurry your smart waiting-maid, here !
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He lent Sylvia a cut across the shoulders with his whip, by way of
further admonition, I flatter myself that I have spoilt your fun
for this night; and the next time you undertake an clopement,
look out that I am not at your heels. Leave that trunk there, you
scoundrel | ” pointing to a corner of the entry. “Itakeit for granted
that there is no bridesmaid’s gear in that,and she has changed her
mind about playing bride, for the present.”

Lily had now gaincd the top of the stcps, leamng heavily upon
her maid, and Sally had retreated to a dark corner, not too distant to
prevent her from seeing and hearing all that transpired. Finding
that her uncle had not ascended behind her, the poor fugitive stopped,
and fell back, rather than rested, against the wall, as one half-dead
with fatigue or fright.

Sylvia urged her, in a frightened whisper, to go on to her chambcr,

¢I cannot yet ! I am so faint!™ sobbed the trembling girl, press-
ing her hand to her heart, “ What will become of me? Oh! what
shall we do?”

Low as were her accents, the sound reached the savage warder
below.

““ Are you there still?”” He came part of the way up to catch
sight of the laggards., “If you want more of my help, you have
only to say so, and it is at your service,”

The terrified women hurried down a side passage in the direction
of Lily’s room, and at that instant Sally hcard her mistress’s bell,
and made good her escape.

Helen's preoccupation of mind prevented her from remarking
the queer looks and bebaviour of her assistant. Apart from the
revolution in her position and feelings, there was much that required
her most serious meditation; an imperative necessity for self-
command, and ingenuity of speech and conduct. The Court House
—the universal name applied to the shire-town of each county
in the Southern States—was but three miles from Belleview, and
the county clerk, to whom application must be made for a marriage
license, resided near his office in that village. There would be no
difficulty in obtaining this, both the partics to the contract being of
age; yet Aleck had deemed it best to take into his confidence, and
secure as his companion in his nocturnal gallop, Harvey Floyd,
u sccond cousin of the colonel’s and distantly rclated to Helen her-
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self.- He was a merry rattle of a fellow, kind-hearted as quick-witted,
and was to have officiated as second groomsman, according to the
orginal arrangement of the bridal train.

This gentleman, on being summoned from his dressing-room tq
receive the astounding news of & change of bridegrooms, “ supposed,”
when the shock of the communication had passed off, ¢ that it was
all right—indeed, it was a capital joke—the boldest and cleverest
thing he had ever heard of—this having hoaxed a whole community,
the wedding party included—up to the very last moment ! He would

" relish amazingly carrying out the matter in good style. A splendid
Christmas trick |” and he laughed until the mouldy walls of the
office threatened to.come down about his ears.

This was after Helen had left the two young men together;
but she conjectured that his cooperation was obtained without
much difficulty, from the fact that she heard the clatter of their
horses’ hoofs down the road in less than ten minutes from her time
of parting from them. Harvey was to ride directly back to Belle-
view so soon as the license was granted ; Aleck would Yeturn by
way of Greenfield, and bring Miss Ruth with him. Let them use
what speed and diligence they might, there would still be a delay of
considerable length in the solemnization of the marriage, and this it
was Helen’s object to make as little noticeable as possible. By way
of beginning, she must confide that to Sally which no one else—
not the bridesmaids themselves—was tolearn until the final moment,
She was explicit, but bricf, in her narrative to the petrified tire.
woman. She—Helen Gardner—was to marry Mr. Alexander Lay,
and not his brother, as was commonly sapposed, but the secret was
not to be divalged as yet to any other person. Lesst of all must
Colonel Floyd, or any member of his family, receive the slightest
intimation that could led to the discovery of the plot. Certain
preparations would deéain Mr. Lay for an hour, perhaps more,
beyond the time set for the marriage, and, to escape unpleasant
comments upon his tardiness, the bride’s toilette must not be com.
plete until nearly nine o’clock.

It appeared doubtfnl, for awhile, whether Sally would ever be
equal to the functions of her office, so staggered was she by the
intelligence, coming, as it did, before she had entirely rallied from
the effect produced by the discovery of Lily's escapade and capture,.
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Helen laughed merrily at her bewilderment—so heartily, that Sally
smiled in real pleasure.

“T have not heard you give a laugh like that in ever so many
months, Miss Helen. It does my heart good to hear it ; it sounds so
like old times! *

“I have not been so happy for a long time, Sally. There have
been painful misunderstandings that are now cleared away,” was the
response, sincere and simple.

She never imparted to any one else & more circumstantial account
of the dark days of her life, and the sudden burst of sunshine follow-
ing them.

) Below, the apartments appropriated to the use of the company
were filling fast; and until some officious individual had the bad
taste to discover, and was guilty of the ill behaviour of promulgating
the intelligence, that it wanted a quarter of nine o'clock, and no
bridegroom had yet arrived, everything went blithely encugh.
Colonel Floyd was a conspicuous figure in the sight of every one
that entered. He was dressed with extreme neatness and elegance,
and his commanding stature and stately grace of bearing recalled to
many of the elder guests the memory of his most palmy days, when
no other resident of the region could vie with him in manly beauty
and deportment. He had deteriorated since, and, by his evil courses
had latterly lost much of the prestige given him by this earlier repu-
tation and his family rank ; but to-night he upheld the dignity of the
Floyd escutcheon in & style that constrained his worst enemies to
admiration. Mrs. Floyd was a cipher, according to custom; but she
did her best to receive her friends cordially and entertain them
hospitably, and there were few who were so destitute of right feelmg
as to be wanting in appreciation of her motives.
At a quarter to nine, then, an unmannerly buzz went hissing, like
a serpent, through the crowd, leaving in.its track dismayed silence,
glances of alarmed inquiry, nods and winke of malicious meaning.
‘The knowing and observant ones began to notice the flactuations of
the host's florid complexion from purple to pallor; that his face was
lowering, and his eye gleamed ominously as he conferred apart with
his wife ; and that she, poor soul, looked amazed and disquieted, and
could not prevent her regards from straying every instant to the door,
At nine o'clock, without-ary pretence of apelogy-or show of conceal:
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ment, Colonel Floyd left the apartment—it was conjectured, to
institute official inquiry into the cause of the mysterious and most
ungallant nonappearance of the person who should have been one of
the earliest upon the ground. No soomer was this plaunsible sup-
position reached by a majority of the assembly than there was a
general and palpable effort to seem lively and unconcerned—a com-
mendable and ostentatious display of ignorance that anything was
wrong which deluded no one, failed to impose upon the most single-
minded creature there, and that was unquestionably the lady of the
house.

Colonel Floyd crossed the hall and entered a small cloak-room,
occupied, for the nonce, by four very stiff and uneasy gentlemen—
the groomsmen—who awaited the signal to join their fair mates and
take up the line of wedding march.

“This is a very strange affair, gentlemen !” said the colonel,
gravely, “ and it is my painful daty to inquire into it, without further
delay. It may have been a mistaken delicacy which has kept me
silent so long. Has any one of you seen or heard from Mr, Lay
to-day ?”

Every man looked at his fellow, and there was a unanimous
shaking of heads.

“He called on me at noon yesterday, and engaged to meet me at
the clerk’s office this morning at eleven o’clock,” pursued the colonel,
visibly moved by some powerful emotion. ¢ This engagement he
saw fit to neglect. I waited for him until past twelve, and since my
presence there was not a legal necessity, obeyed the call of other
duties, and returned home, Since then—" i

He was interrupted by the entrance of his relative, Harvey Fioyd.

“Well, boys !’ said the new arrival gaily, “ how goes it with you
by this time? Tired of waiting—hey ? ”

“They may well be! ” returned the colonel, indignantly,
“What have you to say, Harvey, respecting this very dilatory
groom? The business begins to look very black to us. He is
a particular friend of yours, I believe, Are you the bearer of
his excuses?”

“ Well, not that exactly, sir, but I can answer for him that he
will be here pretty soon, sure as a gun!” thrusting his hands intc
his pockets and strolling to the window, where he commenced s
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careless whistle, that suddenly, and without apparent cause, exploded
into a laugh.

All were startled, several shocked by the sound.

“ Beg pardon, colonel! Excuse me, gentlemen, but the truth is
you four look so like pall-bearers at a funeral, and my respected
cousin there so like chief undertaker, sexton, and parson combined,
that I cannot keep my countenance. Haw, haw!”

He dug his hands down deeper into his pockets, and stamped
about the room, rolling and choking with merriment.|

¢ There are some subjects, young man, that are not to be jested
upon | ” rejoined the colonel, his brow blackening with suppressed
wrath, while the veins in his temples stood out like cords,

“No offence intended, sir1” Harvey tried manfully to swallow
his amusement, ¢ Only, when a man goes to a wedding, it does seem
ludicrous to see every one else behave -as if it were a funeral.
Actually, a stranger would feel disposed to look for crape upon the
left arm of each of this lugubrious quartette, and to listen for your
official pronunciation of ¢ dust to dust, ashes to ashes,’”

“When you can express yourself in a manner becoming your
position as a member of the respectable family so grossly insulted by
the conduct of your associate, the expected bridegroom—expected,
rather than expectant, it appears—I should like to talk with you upon
this very unpleasant matter,” said the colonel, with increasing choler.

He walked out with immense stiffness, The door opening upon
the back porch, the same through which he had conducted Lily upon
her return from her evening jaunt, stood ajar, and the aperture was
filled by a dusky figure,

1 would like to spesk to you, sir!” it said in a guarded voice, as
Colonel Floyd crossed the hall,

The master started as if the word were a bullet.

“What is it ?” he asked, hastily.

Booker retired into the portico, whether the colonel followed him,
shutting the door after them.

% The moon will be up before we get there,” said the man, in the
same cautious key, “It’s time we were off.” )

“ Had we not better wait until the moon doesrise? It will be a
dark, rough walk,” suggested Colonel Floyd, staring up at the starry
heavens,
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His manner was less that of the arbitrary owner than the equal
of the one he addressed. = But for the absurdity of the idea, ans
might have imagined that there lurked in his accent a certain degree
of respect—of bumility. The negro’s reply was assuredly positive
and familiar, such as few white men would have dared to employ in
conversation with the lord of Belleview.

“ 8o much the better! We don’t want light until we get to the
woods. If you are seen quitting the house when it’s full of invited
company, folks will wonder at it, and there’s a chance of our being
followed. Then, the ground’s froze hard as a rock, and the path is a
rough one, as you say, besides being a good mile and & half long,
We will want every minute of our time, If I'd had my way, we
would have been off an hour ago,”

“That eould not be, you know.” Colonel Floyd manifested ne
anger at the imperative language of his inferior. “Ji was riecessary
that I should show myself first to those people in the parlours, and
contrive some excuse for leaving them,”

“ That may be so, but we ought to be off now | * repeated Booker,
doggedly. “There's nothing else to be gained, and much may be
lost by waiting.”

“ Are you sure that you have everything ready ?” whispered the
master, peering over his shoulder at the lighted windows, blasing all
along the rear of the building.

¢ AlP’s right, so far as I am concerned !

“Then I will be with you in three minntes | ”

He went back into the house, and stopped in the hall to collect
thoughts or courage for the next move. His face was curiously
changed. A leaden hue had come over it, and he bad to clinch his
teeth to hinder them from chattering—probably with cold or nervous-
ness, for no living man had ever seen him show fear or presumed to
accuse him of cowardice, He felt the alteration in his looks, for he
stroked his features to compose them ; while his hand shook from the
same cause that had induced the discomposure he would conceal.
First, he proceeded to the dining-room, unlocked the sideboard, and
helped himself to a glass of strong brandy and water; waited a
minnte to ascertain the potency of the draught, and swallowed a
second. Then he again sought the presence of the uneasy groomsmen,

There was & glare in his eye that looked like fierceness; and if
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hia voice ‘were slightly husky, and not 80 steady as usual, it was attri-
buted to the same, or kindred emotions, and these were regarded as
altogether natural and commendable by the spectators, or by four out
of the five. Harvey may have bhad his own ideas upon the subject.
He, of the number, seemed least concerned by the announcement
that should, in consideration of his relation to the bride, have affected
him most.

‘‘Gentlemen! you will oblige me by masaking yourselves at
home in my house, and, so far as lies in your power, allaying the
apprebension that may bave been excited in the minds of others by
Mr. Lay’s extraordinary and utterly inexcusable behaviour. For
myself,” drawing himself up, and speaking hoarsely, yet dignifiedly,
“] shall go in person to seek that young man—to call him to
account for the dastardly slight put upon my niece. I think that I
have a clue which, if rightly used, will enable me to ferret out
the truth,”

“ Better stay where you are, colonel |1” interposed Harvey, in
some alarm; ““or, if it is necessary to make inquiries, let me go in
your place. Don’t be precipitate ! Things may come right without
your troubling yourself. Lay is an honourable fellow, and, if he is
above ground, I am willing to wager my head that he will furnish in
good season a solution, and a satisfactory one, of this puzzle.”

“Mr. Floyd!” The colonel wheeled suddenly upon him, “This
is my affair, and I warn you, once for all, that I will not be interfered
with, The only true kindness you can at present do your cousin,
Miss Gardaer, is to undertake the painful office of breaking to her, as
gently as you can, the anexpected news of Mr. Lay’s disappearance.”

¢ 8hall I find her upstairs, sir?”

Harvey was near rupturing a blood-vessel in his frantic attempt
to repress another uproarious fit of mirth.

¢ I presume that she has not yet left her room.”

“ Then I'll run right up ! said the willing bearer of the afflicting
intelligence. :

He went up the steps, three at a leap, as the colonel solemnly
bowed around to the bewildered quartette, and left the house by
the back door,

It was Bally’s luck this evening to play the undesigning
eaves-dropper, While Colonel Floyd and Booker held their caatious



148 HER WEDDING DAY.

colloquy upon the porch, she was within ear-shot of most that
was said. She had been to the kitchen upon some trifling errand, and
was on her way back to Helen's room, when she espied Booker
peeping in at the hall door, either watching or waiting for some one
within. 8ally instantly crouched, like a hare upon her form, and,
inch by inch, crept under the portico steps—not with the intention
of overhearing what might follow, but to keep out of the man’s
sight, and avoid the chance of meeting him, She hated and feared
him, not without sufficient cause, as the reader will allow, and was
panic-stricken by the thought that if she encountered him at this
juncture of the plot confided to her keeping, he might drag the
whole truth out of her. She believed him to be possessed of the
craft, as he was of the depravity, of the great adversary of mankind.
She quaked in her shoes when the pair—master and man—in
drawing away from the door and windows, walked directly above
her head, and there arranged the preliminaries of their expedition
Some words were lost; others but partially comprehended; still,
she made out the drift of their purpose, and, while she was greatly
mystified by certain expressions which occurred in the dialogue, she
blessed the business, whatever it was, which took them out of the
way at the moment when her mistress was expecting-the real groom.

« Before you get back the knot will be tied fast and hard, and
then let’s see you break it,” she chuckled.

Not audibly, for Booker was standing upon the top step, awaiting
his accomplice’s return. The flight was not a tall one, nor was her
position comfortable or desirable, bowed together as she was, and
not daring to move a finger, hardly venturing to draw a breath, while
she could hear the creak of Booker's boots as he shifted his weight
from one foot to the other, on the very plank against which her
head rested. Her imprisonment was of a brief duration in reality,
tedious though it seemed to her. She did not quit her covert until
the clang of the iron heels upon the flinty spring-path quite died
away ; but she had one glimpse of the patrolling party, as they
passed through the broad stream of light pouring through the
dining-room window. Colonel Floyd carried his gun, his inseparable
companion in his nightly rambles, and Booker also bore something
she could not determine what, upon his shoulder.

*“There you go?" soliloquized the girl, stretching her benumbed
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limbs, “Two as great vilyans as ever breathed! Hunting run.
aways, are you?! You've tracked some poor fellow to his den,
and mean to have him out, live or dead ! 'Taint the first job you've
joined hand-in-hand in—but you won’t go unpunished in the end,
or the Scripter is mistaken, which ain’t likely. Bless the Lord,
Lem’s hundreds of miles away, anyhow? 8o you won't catch him !
Now, to tell Miss Helen that the cats are away—both of ’cm1” |



CHAPTER XII,

. ALLY bad no opportunity for the proposed communication.

(4 Outside the door of the bride’s chamber stood Helen, in
close conversation with her cousin, Harvey Floyd. Both
were laughing ; for if Harvey attached any importance to
the Colonel's threat of retribution upon the sinning Robert, he kindly
and discreetly refrained from whispering to her a syllable relating
to this part of the scene, which he pretended to describe to her with
great exactness and evident enjoyment. The consultation was broken
off by the outburst, from ke adjoining room, of a figure in white
robes.

“Helen Gardner! why aren’t you in hysterics, or swooning, or
something like that—as is suitable and graceful in the circum-
stances? I should be terrified into convulsions, if 1 were in your
place. An hour after the time set for the ceremony, and not a word
from the bridegroom! Tt's a perfect scandal—or, else, some terrible
accident has happened—and, in either case, you ought to go crazy |

1 have just brought her a message that obviates the necessity of
parting with her wits,” replied Harvey. ¢The fortunate man is now
ou his way to happiness. I left him only half an hour ago. Aunt
Ruth’s newest cap was not ready in scason, and he could not, asa
dutiful nephew, leave her—while she was conscientiously opposed to
wearing her second-best, It was trimmed with green, which she said
was an unlucky colour at weddings, There were twelve yards of
white satin ribbon to be furbelowed upon the new one, and the last
bow but one was being sewed on when I came away ; so they cannot
be far behind me, You are divine to-night, Miss Virginia,”
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% Humbug!” with a smile of conscious vanity. “You ought to
sce Lily now. 8he is heavenly; so pure-looking, so ethereal, so
exactly like a snowflake, that you are positively afraid that she will
melt away before your eyes—be exhaled like & dewdrop.”

“I hope she won’t melt or cxhale while 7 am looking at her,”
answered the saucy groomsman. “Where is this same snowdrift,
or snow-drop, or whatever you call her? I would like to take a
parting look at her before she leaves this world for good and all.”

¢ In there, with the rest of them,” nodding backwards into Helen's
room ; and Harvey, taking the hinted invitation, walked himself
into the midst of the fair and fluttering group.

There was a little scream of affected horror and surprise at his
unceremonious entry ; then the girls closed in upon him on every side.

“ Mr. Floyd, what is the matter downstairs ?*’

“What makes you gentlemen so tardy? We're tired to death
waiting.”

“Hasn’t Mr. Lay come yet? It's shocking!” And similar
inquiries pelted his ears—a confusing volley, even to one of his
consummate impudence,

“All right, all right! He will be here shortly,” he repeated, over
and over, with slight variations, until the Babel subsided into a
satisfied hum.

Lily had remained aloof, looking on with sad contempt, that was
heightened into disdain when her cousin accoated her.

“Come, Lil ; stand out into the light, and let me see you. Miss
Virginia likens you to snowflakes, and dew-drops, and all manner of
other beautiful things.”

He pulled her towards him, that he might take & better view.

“ Don't, Harvey | you hurt me! Let me alone, I say | ” she cried,
sharply, trying t6 wrest her hands from his,

He held her tight.

“ The half was not told me,” said he, in mock reverence. “You
are a gem—a star of the first lustre and sixth magnitude—but not
snow | There’s too much heat for that 1

If Virginia’s simile had any aptness, this external fairness was the
snowy crust veiling a voloanic heart. Lily’s great eyes glittered
feverishly ; her skin was hot ; her lips had & soarlet tinge,

You are to walk with me, you -know, Queen Mab,” oontinued
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Harvey. “Ishall watch you very closely, lest you unfold a pair of
starry wings and fly away.”

1 know no such thing!” she retortcd, peevishly; and Harvey
perceived his blunder when he recollected that Aleck Lay, as first
groomsman, was the attendant assigned to her.

The sound of an arrival below relieved him from the necessity of
fibbing to hide his lapsus linguce.

¢ There he is at last 1”

He dropped the struggling hand and was off like the wind. Miss
Ruth passed him on the stairs, mounting to the dressing-room
under the pilotage of a maid. The poor lady looked scared and
flurried, and Harvcy laughed to himself, in the imagination of
her amazement at the recent disclosure made to her. Aleck was
in the hall, handsome and sclf-possessed—a smile of heartfelt satis-
faction dispelling every vestige of cynicism from his features.

¢ All goes well | ” was Harvey’s salutation, “and I have served a
notice upon Chandler, to take the vacant place in thetrain. You will
find him with the rest of the fellows, in the room over there.”

¢ Thank you!”

Aleck preceded him to the apartment designated and presented
himself to the anxious fellows,

“Iam sorry that I have been unavoidably detained, gentlemen
—less on your account, however, I confess, than because I fear my
delay has occasioned discontent to the ladies who are awaiting you.
Everything is ready, I believe, Shall we go up and make our peace,
as best we may ?”

¢ I8 your brother here ?” questioned one.

¢ My brother was called suddenly from home this forenoon, and
has not returned yet. Fortunately, his presence is not indispen-
sable, bowcver much we may desire it.” )

“Not indispensable!” ejaculated Tom Shore. “What do you
mean? Wbho ever heard of a wedding without a bridegroom ?
unless, indeed, you act as his proxy 1’’ he subjoined, with a half laugh.

“I ghall be msrried on my own account—not in the stead of
another,” replied Aleck, coolly. “This was a matter which wes
determined upon betweeun Miss Gardner and myself, more than two
yecars ago. Perhaps you would like to test the truth of my assertion
by an appeal to the lady herself,”
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He led the way to the floor above, and the others, including the
‘‘dumfoundered ” Tom, followed in his wake,

Helen did not lift het eyes at their approach, but the brilliant
carmine of her cheek answered the fervent pressure with which Aleck
laid ber band within his arm. Never were voluble girls rendered so
mute by astonishment as was the knot of pretty attendants. Lily
clung to Harvey for support ; searched his face in such agony of
inquiry, that he could not help whispering an explanatory sentcnce
or two, : : '

“It'sallright! They have loved onc another for years and years.
She was always queer, and so is be. The engagement with Robert
was a blind. It's thée best joke of the scason!”

Honestly he believed but half of this tale; but he was pledged
to carry the matter through, and he would do it with a brazen face if
not with a stout heart. Lily utterly discredited this account of the
sudden reversal of preconcerted arrangements, bub it mattered little
to ber how it had come about, whilc the cvidence of her own eye-
sight showed her Helen Gardner as the bride of Aleck, and not Robert
Lay. Divers cditions of the surprising story were hreathed by the
other gallants to their respective charges during the downward march
of the procession; and it spoke volumes for the self-command or
aptitude in deception of the feminine part of the band, that when
they were drawn up in bridal array, confronting the crowd of gaping
and aghast spectators, nonc of them betrayed the slightest symptom
of curiosity or embarrassment; each was competent to the occasion.

Mrs. Floyd uttered an cxclamation of dismay or wonder as the
clergyman, in obedience to a word from Aleck, and afler a giance at
the license presented by Harvey, began the marriage service. He
paused longer than was needful or customary after the solemn
bidding of the charge; bent a gaze, scrutinizing, and not altogetber
frec from severity, upon tke youtkful couple, while the silence
throughout the room became oppressive.

I require and charge you both (as ye will answer at the dreadful
day of judgment, when the secrets of all hearts will be disclosed),
that if either of you know any impediment, wby ye may not be
lawfully joined together in matrimony, ye do now confess it : for be
ye well assured, that if any persons are joined together otherwise
than as God’s word doth allow, their marriage is not lawful,”
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Aleck met the penetrating eyes confidently—proudly, while Helen
‘stood firm and calm beside him. The ceremony proceeded ; the re.
sponses were made promptly and audibly, and Aleck’s voice had never
been more clear and steady than in articulating the vow :

¢ 1, Alexander, take thee, Helen, to be my wedded wife, to have
and to hold from this day forward, for better for worse ; for richer for -
poorer ; in sickness and in health ; to love and to cherish till death do
us part, accordmg to God’s holy ordinance ; and thereto I plight thee
my troth. “

It was done! and, regaining breath and specch with one simul-
taneous effort, the assembly surged impetuously towards the newly
wedded pair. Inquiries more pointed than polite; banterings of all
descriptions, gay, gentle and ill-natured ; reproaches that were meant
to be playful, and yct had an angry tone mingled with the laugh;
every variety of congratulation was heaped upon the perpetrator of
the daring deed, in a fashion that few would have been able to bear.
But they were blest with dauntless spirits and strong nerves, and
while Helen was suffered to remain by Aleck’s side, she did not
shrink, and be was doubly courageous.

Poor, poor Miss Ruth? She slipped fast and quietly out of the
press after kissing her “children,” and heaving one little sob upon
Helen’s shoulder, and betook herself to the darkest corner of the con-
servatory, where ske had her cry out in a comfortable style. She
alone, beside her nephew and his wife, knew the secret of Robert’s dis-
honourable defection, and the consequent dénoucment betwecn the
real lovers; and she acquiesced cordially in Aleck’s application of
the good old-fashioned doctrines, that “those who truly love one
another ought to marry,” and that “the soouner a false step is cor-
rected the better;” yet she had been taken so by surprise; her
limited range of ideas and conjectures had been so abruptly enlarged;
ber grief at Robert’s inexplicable behaviour so sincere; her dread
of compromising him and annoying Aleck and his bride =o great,
that it was no wonder she was, to use her own langunge, “tau-ly
upset,”

Her privacy was soon invaded. She mopped up the streaming
tears at sight of a white dress and the sound of light, burried foot.
steps.

« I cante to look for ‘you, Aunt Ruth,” said Lily Calvert, winding
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her arms about the old lady’s neck, and sinking to her knees beside

-her. “1 have nobody else to whom I can speak—and speak I must,

‘or my brain will go wild. You will never repeat what I say, will
oul”

7 “Yes — yes—dear 1” mwrmured Auat Bunth, ¢ That is, I would

gy, ¢ No,” my love | *

“You know cverything, do you mot? Robert has often told me
that he kept mothing hiddem from yow. You must kwow why and
where he is gone ? ”

“Yes1” assented Miss Ruth, distressfully.

““Don’t spenk so sadly, please! You wound me to the quick.
‘T had looked for charitable judgment from yow. Indeed—indeed he
could mot help it, Aunt Ruth! You would not have blamed him if
" you bad known all he had to bear—for he saw that Helen did not
love him, and—that I did !

She whispered the last three words, and buried her face in the
listener's lap.

“Yest™

Despite the objurgations Aleck bhad, in his aunt’s bearing, and the
early transports of his indignatien, launched against Lily’s coquetry
and treachery, the charitable spinster could not discard all tender
thoughts of the child she had loved from the sad hour of her birth.
Mrs. Calvert had been the friend of Mise Massie's girlhood, and fer
‘her sake she had first learned to love the daughter. To her Lily was
always winsome and loving, and she believed in her still ; sympa-
thized im the emotions whose intensity she perceived without fully
understanding. Her motherly hand softly patted the curly head as
she thought how young the weeper was—bhow. tender and delicate
—how. unfit to bear the sorrow that pressed out those great choking
gobs,

¢ A1l may come right, dear, if you love one anotber—"

“1f1» Lily reared ber head eagerly. “I have seen that be did
love me this long while, and others saw it too! But this morning
there came this letter "—taking one from her bosom—%in which he
tells me how dear 1 am, and begs me to meet him this cvening—to
go with im—to become his wife ! - And 1 would have done it—by
this time we would have been together, never. again to be parted, but
for my cruel. eruel uncle! Heow he guessed my intention I eannot
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imagine, for only Simon and Sylvia knew of it, and they would never
betray me—but he overtook me on the road and forced me back.
I can never forgive him—never!” Her eyes glowed, and her fingers
clutched the letter tightly. “I am not his slave! I want you to
write to Robert, Aunt Ruth, I shall be watched too closely for me
to attempt that. Tell him why I failed to join him. I cannot have
him think that I was prevented by cowardice or indifference—and
say, moreover, that if my life is spared I will yet escape and do as

he wishes, in defiance of my uncle’s threats,”

“Yes,” said Aunt Ruth, doubtfully; “but, Lily, dear, there is
nothing now to keep him away, since Aleck and Helen are married.
Doesn’t it seem to youm tbat it will be more proper to wait until he
comes home, and let things go on naturally and smoothly? Then
again 1 don't know where to direct my letter.” '

“To Washinglon! He writes tkat be will wait there for tidings
of me should 11ail to meet him. As to propricty, I detest {ke word ! ™
cried the girl, passionately. “If you are hindered by such scruples,
1 will steal time to-night to write to him myself. Will ycu see that
my letter is mailed ?

“Yes!” responded Aunt Ruth, yet more slcwly and debiously.

The equilibrium of her ideas was too effectually destreyed by the
strange events of the past few hours for Ler to cffer any decided
protest against becoming Cupid’s postwoman. When sbe journeyed
bomeward at midnight, still dazed and wondering, no one part of
the performances she had witnessed was more nnreal to ber than
the fact that in her pocket, nestled among the folds of her imma-
culate handkerchief, reposed & billet whose superscription, hastily
scrawled in a fine feminine hand, was, “ Mr, Robert C. Lay, Wash-
ington, D. C.”

Harvey Floyd proved himself to be the nonpareil of kmsmen and
groomsmen on that trying evening. Having, as an indispensable
preliminary, exorcised his conscience by a potent adjuration in the
names of expediency and good-nature, he gaily assumed the réle of
master of ceremonies; circulated freely among the curious and
suspicious guests, joking, laughing, and lying as be moved ; “ poohe
poohing ” at insinuations of unfair play towards the absent brother ;
declaring that he had been the confidant of all three of the parties
concerned in this “capital hoax " ever since its inception; had



HER WEDDING DAY. . 157

known that Robert was looking after Aleck’s interests, while people
believed that he was pleading his own cause; had often laughed
with him at the adroit manner in which the wool was pulled over
people’s eyes, etc., etc.

“ But how did it happen that neither Colonel nor Mrs. Floyd was'
cognizant of the truestate of the affair ? ” questioned the shrewd ones.

" «In for a penny, in for a pound !” whispered Harvey to his
drugged conscience, as it stirred in its sleep, and he replied sotto voce,
with a meaning wink—¢ Colonel never liked Aleck—opposed his
marrying his ward. My worthy relative is a trifle ¢ kinky,’ as we all
know. Had no objection to Robert. Since he conld make no legal
opposition to the match, both parties being of age, he vamosed so
soon as he was informed who the veritable Benedict was to be. The
{bing had gone too far for him to stop it, but he wouldn’t look on.
D’ye understand 7 ”

And-even the shrewd ones were so verdant as to believe that they
did understand. Helen was voted “undutiful,” “unfeminine,” and
“fast,” by the sober adherents to custom and form; ¢‘spunky,”
¢ resolute,” and * devoted,” by thc more youthful and romantic
portion of the company.

“You are the biggest story-teller I cver heard of |” declared
Virginia Shore to the laughing bride. ‘“And to think of your
carrying it so far as to pretend that you werc going o wear those
contemptible rose-buds as your only ornaments, when you intended
to behave like a Christian woman, and sport the pearls! It must be
owned that you look like a queen in them. Doesn’t she, Mr, Lay#
But for all that, if I were your confessor, I would make you walk ten
miles with peas in your shoes for such abominable fibbing. And, now,
1 am just expiring {o know oue thing. If your tongue can speak
the truth, after its long and diligent practice in the other line, 1
wish you would tell me where Mr. Robert is. 1t is the one un«
accountable circumstance in tbe unravelled plot—and excuse me,
my dear—I must say that it has a queer look 7 ”

Aleck came to Helen’s relief so promptly that her hesitation at
this very direct question was not noticed.

“Until this morning, Miss Virginia, my brother had never inti.
mated an intention of absenting himself on this interesting occasion.
Before breakfast he received a letter calling him from hogle upon
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urgent business, The summons was unperatxve, and admitted of
not even an hour’s delsy.”

Lily was pessing when WVirginia's mention of Robert’s name
struck her ear, and she involuntarily stopped to listen. Aleck gained
her eye at the beginning of his reply, and did not release it until
he concluded—held it by a gaze of such significant contempt that, ag
he said to himself, if the girl retained one grain of self-respect
or shame, she must quail beneath its questioning. 8he did indeed
 change countenance, but it was a look of incredulity or surprise, not
" conscious and detected guilt. He let her alone after that. She had

no ground to lose in his estimation, and, whatever might be his
opinion of her course and motives, he, of all the world, had least
cause to murmur at the result of these.

Mrs, Floyd—as she was accustomed to aver in after days—would
never have lived through that evening but for the support of Harvey's
unblushing mendacity and Aleck Lay's ready tact. Nor was Helen
backward in sustaining her aunt in her difficult position. ILaying
aside the stiff stateliness, enjoined by etiquette upon the bride, she
deported herself as the daughter of the house, who was mindful of her
guests’ comfort and pleasure, and in considering these lost sight of
the novelty of her own position. She did not dance, but she was
careful that no lady who wished to do so should lack a partner;
she chatted easily and freely with matrons ; replied merrily to the
badinage of the elderly gentlemen, who were not sparing in their
comments upon the extraordinary character of her nuptial cere-
monies; privily directed waiters, and as privately suggested for-
gotten duties to the mistress of the establishment. She was
incalculably more valnable to her perplexed and worried aunt
than was Lily, who spoke and acted all the while like one in a
trance.

Never did hostess, especially one by nature and practice so hos-
pitable as was the lady of Belleview hail the departure of visitors-so
joyfully as did she the first stir of leave-taking among those whase
coming she had greeted with unfeigned cordiality. The Colonel had
not yet returned, when, at three o’clock in the meorning, she threw
her wearied limbs and aching head upon her couch, too tired and
full of pain to speculate on her lonely pillow as to the causes of his
prolonged absence, She slept soon and soundly, so profoundly that
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she did not know when the absentee came in, and was awakened at
last by the broad light of morning.

¢ Bless my life, it is eight o’clock !*’ she exclaimed, springing up,
“and I never even heard Amy make the fire! When did you come
in, and why didn’t you wake me, Colonel ?”

Her husband was at the toilette-table, shaving himself. Appa-
rently his hand was not very steady, for the lather he had scraped
from his chin was streaked with blood, and the razor inflicted a
deep gash as his wife spoke. She had scarcely expected any answer,
other than the one which came—a bitter oath! and, to tell the
truth, she was much more concerned about the wedding breakfast,
and the probable condition of the rooms used by the’company the
previous evening, than affected by his humour.

He surprised her by a query before her hurried dressing was
completed.

“How did your dear five hundred friends take the news that
there could be no wedding for want of a bridegroom ? ” he growled
between his teeth.

“Sure enough! How forgetful I am! You were not here
when it all came out!” Mrs. Floyd checked herself in the
act of lowering her dress over her head. ¢“I don’t know how
to tell you, or where to begin. It was all so unexpected, cven
to me! How she contrived to kecp it a secret up to the last
minute, I cannot divine; but she did, and fooled us all com-
pletely. And to think that Aleck Lay could play the hypocrite
as well as she did, and Robert too! I wouldn’t have believed it of
him! I always thought that he had such an open heart and honest
tongue. I declare it beats everything I ever heard or dreamed of !”

She was interrupted by a profane ejaculation, and an order ‘to
say what she had to say, and to stop that infernal gabble !

¢¢ Why, my love, I was just going to tell you ! Did you ever suspect
that she was not in love with him ? that she was throwing dust in our
eyes all this time, even when she was making up her wedding clothes,
and accepting her wedding presents? When Mr. Bradley commenced
the ceremony, I really thought that I should faint outright. And
nobody knew it except Harvey, and I must say that he bchaved
very unhandsomely in not giving me a hint, Mercy on us, Colonel !
what’s the matter? ”
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He had turned about, his back to the table, leaning heavily against
it ; the razor in his hand; his complexion nearly as colourless as
the foam yet left upon his checks.

% Ceremony | what ceremony ? ” he said, in a guttural whisper.

“ Why, the marriage service, to be sure, over Aleck Lay and Helen
Gardner. They were married about nine o’clock, and—oh 1"

She rushed forward with a scream, in season to prevent his falling
to the floor, seating him instead in an easy-chair that was luckily
close at hand, and supported the heavy head, swaying heplessly to
and fro. Her frightened cry speedily brought help. A gang of bust-
ling, terrified servants collected around him; stripped off his outer
clothing, loosened his collar and cravat, and bore him to the bed.
By the time they reached this stage of proceedings, he had revived so
far as to speak, but so inarticulate was his primary attempt, that his
wife begged him to repeat it. He did, with an angry effort.

¢ Booker 1"

% Run for Booker, some of you ! ” ordered Mrs.Floyd. ¢ Do yon
want him to go for the doctor, dear ?*’ she inquired, tenderly.

He breathed hard and loudly ; his forehead was dark still with the
dangerous flood that had rushed up to the brain, yet he scowled at
her ; lifted his hand menacingly towards the flock of negroes.

“Qut | every one of them | ” he managed to say, more distinctly
now.

The violence of the attack was passing. Booker did not obey the
summons with especial alacrity. He was asleep when it was brought
to his house, and awoke unwillingly ; arose sullen. Mrs. Floyd was
banished, as her menials had been, at the entrance of this high and
sulky functionary. For half an hour she was kept waiting without
the chamber, while a low conference went on inside. Her lord was
manifestly better when the janitor permitted her return to the
bedside ; better in body, but in temper as ill-conditioned as mortal
could well be, After an infinite amount of argument and persuasion,
she prevailed upon him to adwit the physician, for whom a mes-
senger had been despatched two hours before ; and since she was
not forbidden the privilege, she remained in the room during his
stay.

Colouel Floyd had ridden twenty miles the night before, he stated
to the medical man, “ upon a false scent"—he interpolated, savagely
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~—had eaten nothing, and slept none. The consequence was a rush
of blood to the head—a trifle not worth naming, but women were
such fools | :

Convinced, upon examination, that the seizure was really not
severe, and his patient in no peril of his life, the doctor recom-
mended a little cooling medicine and a day’s quiet ; buttoned up his
coat, picked up his saddle-bags, and prepared to go,

“The weather has moderated,” he remarked to Mrs. Floyd, in
quitting the apartment. “ We shall have snow by night.”

She accompanied him downstairs; received an additional direc-
tion or two, and resought her husband’s presence. He had shifted

- his position, and dragged another pillow under his head ; raised him-
self high enough to enable him to look out of the window nearest
the bed.

“ Didn’t the doctor say there would be snow to-day?” he asked,
in ill-dissembled eagerness.

“Yes, it is clouding up fast. We shall have falling weather
by noon, Ithink. Aleck and Helen are about going, my dear. Do
"you feel able to say ¢ good-bye’ to them ?*

«If I did, they should not cross that threshold!” he said, vehe-
mently. “Tell them I say ‘begone!’ and send my curse after
them.”

Mrs, Floyd wisely and politely concluded to modify this amiable-
message in the delivery ; so the bridal pair were only told how sorry
she was that the Colonel was too seriously indisposed to see them, and
that the doctor had enjoined absolute quiet.

The dinner party at Greenfield was to proceed, as had been con-
templated before the late momentous changes. This was decided upon,
partly to gratify Miss Ruth, partly to appease the suspicions of those
who obstinately cherished the idea that there was something wrong
behind the scenes; the incorrigible sceptics, whom even Harvey
Floyd could not lie into belief of the story he promulgated so in-
dustriously.

The fields were like unwritten white paper; the roads were
growing heavy with drifts, and it was still snowing hard, when, at
dusk, a carriage drove up to the ancient mansion of Maple Hill, and
Aleck assisted his wife to alight. Neither of them would remain
under Robert’s roof longer than was necessary for appearance’ sake,

,
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Both longed for quiet and home. Busy hands had been at work
within doors all day. The windows were ruddy with firelight, and
the young husband led his bride from the raw, chill outer air into a
large, old-fashioned hall, well lighted and warm, where were ranged a
score of family servants, dressed in holiday attire, and profuse of
smiles and courtesies to their new mistress.

“The blessin’ of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob be upon ’em!”
groaned a pompous voice from the head of the line.

Helen tried to say * Thank you!” but the effort expired in stifled
mirth,

“The egregious blockhead 1" said Aleck, fretted and yet amused,
a8 having spoken a kind word of acknowledgment to his dependants,
he conducted Helen into the parlour, seated her in a great chair, and
undid her bonnet and cloak. ‘¢ The preposterous humbug! A pad-
lock for his mouth, to be worn constantly, except at meal-times,
would be an admirable regimen for him.” -

“ Petronius, was it not? ” agked Helen, still laughing,

% Of course it was! By the way, I must have a talk with him to-
morrow. It was he who brought that letter to Greenfield yesterday
afternoon. I omitted in my excitement then to ask him at what
point of the road he met Robert. I wonld like to inquire into the
particulars of their interview., Why are you shivering, love, are you
cold?”

“No! onlya passing chill. I have a strange aversion to speaking
of yesterday, or of anything connected with—with—what might
have happened.”

8he was very pale, and trembled visibly., Aleck leaned over to
kiss her—put his arm about her.

“Why, you dear little goose | the danger is all over now; your
fate is sealed! You are a captive, and your jailer is a perpetual
institution.” .

She smiled mutely ; then her head drooped upon his shoulder, and
there was silence for a while.

“BSpeaking of Petronius reminds me of the evening service we
attended at Mr. Shore’s, some weeks ago,” resumed Aleck, cheerfully,
to dispel any remnant of unpleasant feeling that might be lingering
in her mind. “ Do you recollect the bit of paper, the loss of which
chagrined Lily so much?”
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* ¢Yes. Iknew that you had it then, although I dared not thank
you for the theft.”

He took out his pocket-book. “See here,” opening an inner
compartment,

“Why did you keep it ? " asked Helen, catching at the soiled and
creased leaf,

“Because I read there, in your handwriting, that it was ¢ danger-
ous to play with edged tools,’ ' responded Aleck, “and my own
disappointed heart responded to the truth-of the maxim, I preserved
it as a monitor for future direction. The consequence was, that I had
made up my mind to live and die a ¢ crusty, fusty old bachelor!’?”

With a gesture of playful petulance, that brought back to him the
memory of her girl days, Helen put her hand over his mouth, and
tossed the paper into the fire,’

“ 1 am glad it storms ! ” she said presently, looking at the snow-
encrusted panes, ‘It makes our home so much the more cosey and
dear.”

While they mused; with locked hands, tenderly smiling lips, and
eyes full of happy light, upon the sweetness wrapped up in that little
phrase, “our home,” Colonel Floyd’s chamber was dark, save for
a feeble glimmer from the fire he would not allow to be replenished,
and the waning grey light from the windows. Upon these his haggard
eyes were fixed, as they' had been from the commencement of the
storm, gloating with a sort of greedy satisfaction, which was enigma-
tical to his attendants, over its continuance and increasing fury.
Not until the last ray of daylight had vanished, and he could no
longer discern the falling flakes between him and the leaden sky,
would he listen to his wife’s solicitations that she might have the
curtains lowered, and wood and candles brought in,

At nine o'clock Booker appeared to inquire after his master’s con-
dition, and receive his orders for the night. Lily happened to be
present at the moment., Her uncle had insisted upon seeing her,
on her return from the dinner at Greenfield, as if to assure himself
that she was actually in the house. She was a heart-sore and
peevish creature throughout that lonely evening, but ungraciously
promised obedience to his further command that she should sec him
again before retiring to rest. It was upon this second visit that
Booker encountered her.



164 HER WEDDING DAY.

“What of the weather?” questioned Colonel Floyd of his
retainer.

“Snowing faster than ever, sir. The drifts will be four foot deep
by morning,”

“Good!” The sick man settled himself in his bed, with a grunt
of satisfaction.

Booker continued.

“ And upon ground so hard froze as it is now, the snow will lie
three weeks and better,”

“I don't see why that should be so desirable as you seem to
think 1" said Lily, crossly, shrugging her shoulders. “ We will
have bad roads all spring.”

“Hold your tongue, you jade, and go to bed!” said her uncle,
furiously. ’

“That’s because you don’t understand, you see, Miss Lily,™
answered Booker, demurely. ¢ Deep snows are prime for the winter
wheat, and for every thing else that’s in the ground, for that matter,
Good night, sir; I hope you’ll sleep sound.”




CHAPTER XIIL

AR WO months had passed since the wedding, which had set
(7 Q\;ﬁ the tongues of the neighbourhood wagging, a8 only an
e Bk | out-of-the-way marriage or shocking murder can do. It .
was a mild, soft afternosn, in the latter part of February,
and Helen Lay stood at the front window of her pretty parlour,
watching the winding road that led up to the house. Aleck had
been absent four days, on a business trip to Baltimore, and this
evening was to end their first separation. How keenly she had felt
it, might be gathered from her restless movements about the room,
when her eyes became weary of straining into the unsatisfactory dis-
tance ; her changeful colour and quickened attention at sight of any
far-off moving object, or any sound that fancy could construe into
the rumble of wheels or beat of hoofs.
“He won’t come while you are looking for him, my dear,”
observed Aunt Ruth, with a quiet smile, from her seat at the fire.
But, placid as she looked, and steadily as grew the stocking under
her fingers, she was not free from impatience herself, and inwardly
rejoiced in the signs of anxiety which the young wife could not
conceal. They were tributes to her “boy’s” worth, proofs of the
affection borne him by his best beloved, Helen blushed, and tried to
laugh ; then came and sat down beside the diligent spinster.
“1believe that I am *fidgety’ to-night, as Virginia Shore calls
it ; but it is not altogether the desire to see Aleck again, although
I do not deny that that feeling is strong. I am oppressed by the
idea of some impending sorrow—a presentiment that something

|
[
|
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sad or disagreeable is to befall me. You have felt such, Aunt Ruth,
have you not?” :

“ Yes.”

¢ Then you know how hard it is to shake these off.”

“Yes!”

Miss Ruth sighed—a respiration telling of a volume of like
experiences.

“ Not that I believe in omens or presentiments,” continued Helen
bravely ; “only when one is a little excited from other causes, a
notion of this kind fastens more easily upon the mind. I have not
been very happy to-day ; not nearly so buoyant of spirits as I should
be. Lily’s countenance, as I saw it yesterday at church, has haunted
me ever sinoe. You must have observed how sadly she has changed.”

“Yes, dear!” Aunt Ruth said, in intonation and look; *who

_ could help noticing the poor child! I never saw a sadder wreck in
my whole life.”

“1 wish, for her sake, that Robert would come home,” Helen
resumed, pensively. * His movements are a complete riddle to me,
They vex Aleck grievously, too. He has written to Robert five or six
times, but the two letters we have received from the runaway, make
no mention of his having heard from us. The suspense is hard for
the brother to endure; what must it be to Lily, poorgirl! Hist!”

The faint echo that had entered her ear grew louder.

“Yes!” nodded Aunt Ruth, smilingly, in answer to the brighten~
ing eyes and uplifted fingers.

They hearkened a minute longer., A carriage was certainly
approaching.

%1 will not stir until it stops ! ” said Helen, poutmgly, her cheeks
one flush of crimson. “You shall see how well I can behave | ”

She fulfilled her promise to the letter; but there was scanty
evidence of the spirit of patient awaiting in her gladsome exclamation
and rapid flight to the hall door when the wheels ceased to move.
The vehicle, a buggy driven by a negro, was similar in appearance to
that which had been sent to the depot for the absent master of Maple
Hill. It had balted before the porch steps, and a gentleman was
alighting when she appeared at the entrance, But his was not the
joyous bound of a wedded lover ; nor was it Aleck’s figure and features
that met her dismayed vision, The driver was Booker; his passenger,
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Colonel Floyd. Chagrined and disconcerted though Helen was at the
unexpected and unwelcome visit, she could not but remark the
change in his person and movements effected by his recent sickness.
His step was slow and languid ; his bair whiter, and his ‘eye had the
furtive, uneasy glance of one disturbed by perpetual forebodings of
evil, or harassed by constant physical suffering,

“ Aunt was right when she told me, the other day, that he was
woefully broken,” thought Helen, as with instinctive and lady-
like hospitality she offered her hand and invited him to enter the
house.

Not until he had paid his respects to Miss Ruth, seated himself by
the hearth and removed his gloves, did he revert to the errand that
had brought him hither, That he had an errand, and one which
could not be intrusted to another, Helen was assured the instant she
saw him, for he had never darkened the doors of her new abode until
now.

“ I have called to see Mr. Lay upon business,” he said to her,
“ Business which should bave been settled before this late day, bat
for my infirm state of health.”

“He left home last Friday for Baltimore,” replied Helen, “gnd
has not yet returned. I am expecting him this evening.”

She could not force herself to propose that he should await Aleck’s
arrival. Polite insincerity could not carry her to the length of
deliberately concerting such a defeat of her anticipated joyous
meeting with her husband, It seemed that Colonel Floyd was not
inclined, in this respect, to stand upon ceremony. He leaned back in
his chair, and crossed his legs, with the aspect of one who had lain in
a sufficient stock of patience, and had no intention of removing im-
mediately from his chosen position. Aunt Ruth sat up stiffly, lips
compressed, and eyes riveted upon her work. Helen made another
effort to do the honours decently. She would not essay cordiality.

“I hope that Aunt and Lily are well.”

“I believe they are. I hear no complaints,”

¢Lily is looking badly, I think, T met her yesterday at church.”

“Humph! Three-fourths of her disorder is imagination. Her
Iunt tells me thatshe is troubled with dyspepsia and blues this winter.
at is fashionable for young ladies to fall into ill-health,”

She is certainly very thin, and conghs a great deal,” respanded
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Helen, smothering her displeasure at his contemptuous reply ; and
there was a tedious pause.

Her face kindled presently, and, glancing significantly at Miss
Ruth, sheleft the room. There was no mistake this time. Another
buggy had driven to the door—Colonel Floyd's moving on to make
room for it, and Aleck Lay leaped to the ground almost before the
horse was checked. He came directly up the steps to salute his wife,
held her to him in a hasty embrace, and kissed her; but his first
words were abrupt, his tone harsh.

¢ Is Colonel Floyd here?”

“ Yes, in the parlour. Iam verysorry—"

% I am not."”

He strode into the hall, tore off his overcoat, and tossed it with
his hat and gloves upon a table; then moved in the direction of the
parlour without another word. Shocked and chilled by his stern face
and negligent treatment of herself, Helen yet ventured to follow him.

“Dear Aleck!” she entreated, hanging on his arm. ¢ There is
no haste about seeing him. Come to our room, and rest awhile ; let
me brush the dust off. You look very weary, and a bath will refresh

-you. I am afraid you are not well.”

“Oh yes, Iam! I must see this man—get this meeting over at
once.”

Helen still hindered him,

“You know, dear, that I could not help his being here just novr.
I did not dream of his coming until he drove up. I am sure I wish
that he had stayed away. You are not angry with me, are you?*

The question or the timid tone served to recall Aleck to hissenses.
"He looked down into the loving, pleading eyes, where the tears were
already welling. )

“My precious wife! could I be angry with you even if I had
cause !—and that can never happen. Forgive me if I act strangely ;
my mind is full of other and important things—matters concerning
which we will talk together by-and-by. You know that I am happy
in being once more at home, and with you.”

He gave her another kiss more fond than the former, released

" her, and entered the apartment where his visitor awaited him.

Helen did not go in directly after him. She ran off into her

room, to hide the emotion she would not have others perceive. It
r
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was very foolish and wrong to weep over a trifling disappointment
like this, but she had pictured to hersclf such different things—the
murmaured words of tenderness; the long, close embrace; the
thousand inquiries after her welfare and occupations during his
absence, especially how she had borne that separation ; the ejacula-
tions of delight at their reunion, that were to bhave filled the earlier
moments of their renewed intercourse. How could he leave her so
soon and hastily—how speak so coldly—how plead pre-occupation
with more important things? Up to this hour their married life
had glided on like a blissful dream—the lover-husband been all that
the most exacting bride could require. Was this the beginning of
that settling down into the graver actualities of everyday home-life
which every one except themselves predicted as their future lot,
which they had promised one another should never come to them ?
It had been easy to tell Robert that she had outlived youthful
romance ; that she was not a sentimental, unreasonable girl, but a
common-sense, matter-of-fact woman. If she had married him, he
would doubtless have found her to be all that she had described,
As it was—

She walked restlessly up and down the floor ; now letting the
tears flow freely, now drying them in haste, as fancy deluded her
with the thought that she caught the sound of Aleck’s distant foot-
steps. Surely he would come—he could not stay away when he
observed that she had not followed him! Colonel Floyd’s business
was a matter of no consequence after all. She was certain that it
pertained to the scttlement of his guardianship accounts, for he
could have none other with Mr. Lay. Into these it may be remem-
bered that she had advised—nay, urged, Robert to look. The idea
of being defrauded was then painful to her. She wanted to bring, as
her marriage portion, to the younger brother, property that would
justify her in a feeling of thorough independence for the remainder
of her days ;—that should, in plain phrase, pay her personal expenses,
and never oblige her husband to lay out a dollar of his own fortune
to insure her comfort or pleasure. She believed, then, that she was
actuated, as she had said to ber betrothed, by a sincere desire for the
advancement of his interests no less than hers. She cared little
whether she were dependent upon Aleck or no. All that she had was
his, and for the rest—bencfits—a livelihcod itself from his hand
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would be all the sweeter because she owed them to his love. Total
dependence upon the one truly and only beloved never yet wounded
& woman’s pride.

She had time to indulge these, and many other meditations in the
wearisome half-hour consumed in fruitless waiting and childish fears.
Then, with a smack of the old haughtiness she condemned as
unworthy, even while she yielded to it, she resolved to cast aside
the part of the love-lorn lady, pining in her bower; to show him
that she, likewise, could be oblivious of tender weaknesses and alive
to rational considerations, such as should govern a sober, right-
minded couple, from whose cup of happiness eight wecks of wedded
experience had puffed away the sparkling foam. She bathed her
eyes, smoothed her hair, added an ornament or two to her tasteful
home attire, that he might not construe apparent neglect in dress
into proof of an absent or suffering mind, and bztook herself, work-
basket in hand, to the drawing-room.

Aunt Ruth was no longer there—a circumstance Helen did not
discover until she had advanced balfway down the apartment. But
she had seen her husband start and look hurriedly over his shoulder
as the door unclosed, and imagined that he frowned at seeing her.
If her presence were undesired by him, he quickly subdued any
token of displeasure or regret, arising to set a chair near the fire for
her, and bowing as he did so, as courteously as to an honoured guest.

“Perhaps I had better not stay,” said Helen, in an under tone,
stopping short when she perceived Miss Ruth’s empty seat. “Iam
afraid that you are engaged !”

“You will be no hindrance,” was the reply, spoken in grave
politeness ; and still doubting which course dignity and expediency
would advise, she obeyed his gesture and sat down.

There were candles upon the table, so disposed that they shed a
strong light on Colonel Floyd’s features, while Aleck, by accident or
design, had drawn back into comparative shadow. Helen was
nearest him, but could only see his profile. Colonel Floyd almost
faced her, and she noticed, mechanically, as it were, that he seemed
to be annoyed, or otherwise excited. His hand rested upon several
letters and other written papers lying on the table, and shuffled them
nervously as he spoke or listened. '

“ You have had no direct personal communication by mail or in
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any other manner with my brother, since he left home, I understood
you to say, Colonel Floyd ?” said Aleck, interrogatively, going on
with the conversation his wife’s entrance had interrupted.

“None whatever, sir. The last interview we had was purely one
of business, and took place in the forenoon of the twenty-fourth of
December. At that time he delivered to me the cancelled bonds I
have just shown you. My principal reason in requesting his presence
on that occasion was, that I might discharge the debt long due him.
He was at my house from ten o’clock until one ; our conference was
held in the office, for want of a more comfortable place, and con-
tinued for nearly two hours, as Mrs. Lay may recollect,” bowing and
smiling sardonically to Helen.

Aleck waived the reference and Helen’s silent bend of assent;
did not turn to see whether she had heard or replied.

“You had an appointment with him for the next day, however,”
he continued, in a tone that sounded dry and guarded to Helen’s ears.

“Which he entirely failed to keep!” interposed the Colonel,
quickly.

¢ Without sending you any apology?’’

“1 received none, I left homeat ten, or thereabouts, rode leisurely
to the clerk’s oftice, where Mr. Robert Lay was to meet me at eleven ;
waited for him more than an hour and a half, as Mr. Willis can
testify ; then, supposing that he had been unavoidably detained, and
not knowing how long I might be kept there if I undertook to stay
until he came, I placed a certificate in Mr, Willis’s hands to the effect
that my ward, Miss Gardner, was of age, and thercfore free to marry
whenever and whomsoever she pleased, and returned to Belleview.
Mrs. Lay perhaps remembers that I was at the housc when she came
home after a morning walk—moreover, that I informed her of your
brother’s failure to keep his engagment with me.”

Again, Helen gave a grudged and unspoken response to his
appeal, which was heeded as little by her husband as the former had
been, He sat with an elbow resting upon the table; his hand span-
ning his forehead, and from its shadow his eyes gazed keenly,
intensely upon his visitor, never quitting him for a second. Colonel
Floyd felt their scrutiny, for he winced at each question, and
carefully refrained from looking at his interlocutor during his
rejoinder.

’
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“It is growing very late!” he observed, rustling his documents
into a bundle, and tying them together with a bit of red tape.

The knot was insecure, as was proven upon trial, and when it -
gave way at the strain intended to tighten it, the loose sheets were
scattered over the table. Aleck assisted in collecting them.

“These are the bonds!” he remarked, pausing in the task to
examine two small pieces of paper selected from the heap. ¢ Excuse
me for saying it, but it strikes me that this was an unbusiness-like
mode of annulment—merely drawing & pen across the face of the
instrument. I am surprised that Robert adopted it. I wonder more
that you did not demand a receipt, also.”

«“If Irecollect rightly, I did, and received one,” rcturned Colonel
Floyd, very busy with the refractory package, his fingers becoming
more awkwardly unsteady every instant. “ Have it at home. Ican
show it to you, if you doubt my word, Mr. Lay,” summoning his
proudest manner and accent.

“I have not intimated such a doubt,” repliedAleck, calmly,
“ My brother’s movements of late are enveloped in so much obscurity,
and about many of them hangs such an air of mystery, that I am
excusable for examining somewhat narrowly into all that can be
ascertained concerning the last day or two which he passed at home.”

¢ Certainly! certainly! You are quite right, sir!” Colonel
Floyd crowded the packet into his pocket. “And I assure you that
any information that I can afford you, any light that I can cast
upon this unhappy affair is quite at your command, Mr. Lay. But,
to be frank with you, I must say that his conduct is not wholly
unaccountable to me. Young blood is hot, and young judgment
hasty—and Mr. Robert Lay was young, ardent, injudicious. I have
heard rumours of his serious losses at play and other unfortunate in-
discretions, to which I would not allude in your presence, but for my
desire to elucidate what appears to be a puzzle to you.”

There was & stain of fresh blood on the lip Aleck’s teeth lct
go, at the conclusion of this speech, but he betrayed no other sign of
passion.

“If I understand you, sir, you counsel me to discretion in
prosecuting further inquiries : as a friend to my brother, you would
perhaps recommend that I drop them entirely?” he said, with the
same steadfast look into the Colonel’s eyes.
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“I! Icounsel nothing! As I have remarked, I stand prepared
to render you what assistance I can. My deeds are ever open to
the day. The arrangement is, then, Mr. Lay, that I meet you to-
morrow at the clerk’s office, and settle withyou so far asis practicable,
upon so short a notice, It is fortunate that I chance to have several
thousands lying in bank at this juncture, or your fair wife’s precipi-
tate action might have taken me at a disadvantage”—bowing to
Helen.

“I do not see how that could be, sir,” she was provoked toreply.

“You had several months’ notice—"

He interrupted her. “ Of your contemplated marriage with Mr.
Robert Lay, I grant, my dear lady! But there were certain circum.
stances I will not now stop to explain that made a prospective
settlement with your bona fide betrothed and present husband a very
different affair from what my reckoning with his brother would
have been.” :

Helen wasliterally too angry to speak—too much incensed to make
any return to the pompous adieus that wound up this imperti-
nence,

Aleck attended her whilom guardian to the door—neither his wife
nor himselfextending to him an invitation to tea—and remained there
after the buggy had driven away, pacing hard and hurriedly to and
fro upon the piazza, until the bell rang for supper. Then he made
no haste to answer the call,

“I wish Aleck would come in,” mildly complained his aunt;
“the muffins will get solid, and the chickens cold. I should think
he would be hungry after travelling so many hours.”

Helen said nothing, but seating herself at the head of the board,
began setting out the cups and saucers upon the tea-tray.

¢ Ring that bell again | ” Miss Ruth ordered, presently, as the last
hopé of saving her hot fowls and puffy muffins from woeful depre-
ciation; and at this second call the master came.

“ He might as well have stayed away, for all he ate 1" thought
Aunt Ruth, despairingly noting the untouched food upon his
plate.

He drank a cup of coffee, declined his wife’s coolly civil offer
to send him another, and sat stirring and inspecting the grounds or
sugar left in the bottom of the cup, with assiduity as serious as that



74 -HER WEDDING DAY.

displayed by the most accomplished fortune-teller. His brows were
bent into settled severity ; his mouth compressed into sternness as
immovable ; and when he answered the two or three querics with
which his aunt found courage to ply him, his {one was abscnt and
dreamy. Whatever might be the theme of his cogitations, he studied
it with every energy of heart and mind, to the exclusion of every
other. Finally he pushed back his chair, hardly vouchsafing a
brief “ excuse me |”” to the ladies, and left the table, .

¢ 13 Petronius at home ? ” be demanded of the servant in‘waiting.

1 believe he is, sir.”

“ Go and see, and when you find him send Lim to me, in the
library ! I bhave letters to write, Helen,” he added, “ several that
must go by -to-morrow’s mail. I am sorry to seem unsocial on the
evening of my return, but it cannot be helped.” - He went out.

Helen, too, arose. *Take more wood into the library!” she
said to another domestic. * Your master will probably sit up late.”

Not a tone faltered. Her lids were level and dry; but Aunt
Ruth divined something of the storm of feeling waxing to its height,
and not unreasonably associated these signs of the timea with Aleck’s
reserved, morose mood.

Left to herself to survey the slighted feast, to whose demolition
she had looked forward with such lively and innocent delight, the
cld lady shook her head at the closing door as Helen vanished through
it, and sighed a regrctful, but not hopeless,  yes.”

Not hopeless—for the dcar soul had heard of lovers’ quarrels,
and the certainty and sweetness of reconciliation, and believed that
she read correctly the symptoms of this famous but not dangerous
distemper, in conduct that would upon any other hypothesis have
been inexplicable and unpardonable, Acting upon this persuasion,
she lingered not long in dining-hall or parlour, In the last-named
room Helen kept her company, sewing steadily, and talking, not
freely or continually, but pleasantly, when she did speak ; the scarlet
spot in either cheek and her curling lip evincing that the inward
strife was still far from being quelled.

“Proud! proud!” soliloquized Aunt Ruth, mentally, * Lucifers
in pride—bhoth of them! The best thing I can do is to leave her to
solitary reflection for awhile ; at any rate, to take my old useless body
out.of the way, in case he should give in first—as 1've heard that men
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are apt to do—and come to look for her. They will never make
up while there are others by. Helen, dear!” she said aloud, “Iam
pretty tired to-night, or else it is this warmish weather. that makes me
drowsy. I believe I will go to bed if you won’t mind my leaving
you. Aleck will be in pretty soon now, to hinder you from getting
lonesome. His letters can’t keep him much longer.”

« If they do, I shall not be lonely, aunt. Do not let me keep you
up & minute longer than is convenient or pleasant for you. I shall
retire early myself.”

Yet she sat there for two long, long hours, hoping, listening,
longing, and resentful, sullen, desperate, by turns ; now balf resolved
to seek him, to cast herself upon his bosom and supplicate for some
demonstration of the affection so freely and richly lavished upon
her heretofore by eye, word, and caress; now avowing that she
would die of heart-break sooner than she would adopt a course
so humbling to woman’s pride. At eleven o'clock she folded her
work, closed the shutters, fastened down the windows, and cxtin-
guished the lamp, exercising no remarkable degree of caution in
performing the work. The library adjoined the sitting-room, and
although there was no door of direct communication between the two,
yet the occupant of the former could not well avoid hearing and
understanding the meaning of the bustle prefacing her retiring for the
night. If he did hear it, he would, if he had any consideration for
her wishes and feelings, leave his employment —* important” as it
was—and come to their chamber to exchange a few words with her
before bidding her “good-night”” Therefore, she dismissed her
maid, professing that she was too wakeful to sleep, and wished
to read awhile ; then drew her chair near the fire—again to hearken
for feet that did not come, to pine for loving tones and language that
were not now to feed her hungry heart. )

The hands of her watch pointed to twelve, when, exhausted and
disheartened, she lay down upon her pillow, and she tossed therea
dreary while before falling into a troubled sleep. Dreams con-
nected and vivid, came with more profound slumbers. She was sitting
upon the great rock at the spring, in the soft, summer moonlight with
Robert. The story of his long-cherished attachment was still sound-
ing in her ears, awakening the strange, sad heart-ache, the mingled
pity and sisterly tenderness she remembered so well; his hand
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enfolded hers; his arm was about her waist; when—sudden, stern
and sad, up started the form and lineaments of his brother, and the
whole might of her heart’s love leaped out towards him. She stretched
her arms to him ; cried in the unutterable agony of her soul for him to
come and release her—to take her with him—that she loved him—
him only—him always! But he turned scornfully away, and Robert’s
grasp was inflexible as chains of wrought steel, binding her with a
pressure that nearly deprived her of breath.

¢ Mine! mine!” he said, in fierce earnestness—* until death us

do part!”




CHAPTER XIV,

- E"F%5] [TH a smothered shrick—a last frenzied cry of “ Aleck
BOTPYAl  dearest Aleck 1” Helen awoke from the nightmare.
:&?‘g‘ She was sitting upright ; the cold sweat dripping from
D her forehead ; her hands clasped, and her lungs heaving

convulsively, as if the imaginary pressure had been real, and but
just removed. The room was dimly illumined by the dull, red glow
of the embers. She had replenished the fire just before going to
bed. Had it burned out so soon? Groping her way to the mantel
she struck a light and looked at her watch.,

Ten minutes past two ! and she was still alone! Where was he?
Was there then truth in the horrible dream that bad scared her
native bravery from her breast, and had he deserted ber? Or, was
heill? Had sudden sickness, or fatal accident befallen him in that
far off, lonely room ?

Seeking hastily for a wrapper, she took down from the wardrobe
the crimson cashmere robe she bad worn when summoned to meet
Aleck in the office, on her wedding night. She thought of that
interview while preparing for this, and the memory strengthened her
resolve. Taking the candle with her, she stepped out into the cheer-
less ball. A ray of light stole from under the library door, but all
was still within. Her soft step had not disturbed the student. With
& beating heart she turned the bolt and entered.

% Who is there 7" cried Aleck, angrily springing to his feet.

Then, as bis wife's pale, shocked countenance met his sight, he
passed his hand over his eyes, as if to dispel the mists of some
horrible illusion, and said more gently,
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“Ah! Helen! is it you? You startled me a little ; is anything
the matter?”

“ Not with me, darling 1"

She had seen his face, and pride and resentment fled apace. The
terrible anguish that bad ploughed those furrows in the brow, and
left its imprint upon every feature, should not be borne by him
alone, while she lived to share the load. She crept up to him like a
child to whom perfect love has taught boldness, and wound her
arms about his neck ; drew down his cheek to hers.

“Aleck? dear husband! you cannot reject my sympathy in your
trouble, even while you may not think it best to confide to me its
nature, I wish I could bear it with and for you!”

He strained her to his heart, as if he would never let her go.

“ Darling ! darling!” was all he could say, in accents strangled
by the welling of the pent-up flood of feeling.

Then he placed her in the chair from which he had arisen ; knelt
before her, and still holding her in his arms, buried his face in her
lap, while a storm of sobs shook his whole frame. The bewildered
and terrified wife strove by every loving art to win him back to
composure, Not once did she inquire into the cause of the agitation
that could so master his healthy nerves and powerful will. She
only implored him to be comforted, for ker sake ; reminded him that
whatever other calamity bad befallen him, they were still spared to
one another ; that their mutual affection remained unchanged.

“ You are mine ! mine only—are you not?” he asked, suddenly
lifting himself to look at her. ‘ You gave yourself to me neot
because you believed another unfaithful, but because you loved me.”

“ You know that 1 bave always loved you, dearest.”

She pressed her lips to the hot eyes, laid his head upon her
bosom.

“ Do not think me weak, unmanly,” he said, gratefully ; “ but 1
bad sat here all the night, surrounded by images of such horror,
beset by reflections so agonizing, that the reaction producea by
your blessed companionship was too great. I shall not be over~
powered again. You have done me good, my comforting angel.
Poor child 1” he continued, stroking the pallid face bowed over his.
¢“You arc worn out with watching and anxiety, I am a careless
brute, who does not deserve such a wife.”
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Her hand was upon his mouth, and stopped the words,

-1 am not worn out; I have had a long nap, and, awaking, was

"alarmed to find how late it was; became uneasy lest you might be

sick, or some accident had happened, and came to look for you.
This is the history of my intrusion.”

¢ Intrusion! a welcome diversion! I was under a spell, and
might bave remained here until dawn, without moving, had you not
broken it.”

He was sitting upon the sofa now, and pulled her, with gentle
force, to his knee. As she complied with his wish, she saw his eye
rest upon a pile of papers heaped in the middle of the table, and
that a shuddering anguish, a fearful look of sorrow and rage, went
over his visage ; felt him tremble violently under her weight,

] cannot have you stay in this haunted chamber,” she said, in
forced playfulness. “The influence of the unholy spell is upon you
still, I see.”

“If I could tell you—but no; it would be cruel!”

“To me,do you mean? If that withholds you from speaking
freely, I can answer the objection, How often have you declared
that I was the bravest girl in Christendom? And I am your nife
now, Aleck.”

“ Thank God for that ! ” was the fervent response., “There have
been moments to-night when I have been ready to call myself a
villain, an unscrupulous, criminally-selfish villain, for having married
you at the time and in the manner I did. But you are my witness,
dear one, that, passionately as I loved you, I never uttered a syllable
that conflicted with Robert’s rights until I believed that you were
freed, and by him,”

¢ Aleck, what are you saying? Did he not free me ?°’ exclaimed
Heclen, growing deathly pale, more at his look and manner than his
language. )

“Hush, love! As I have said, you are mine, lawfully and for
ever, There was no wrong in what we did, although a morbid
sensibility may discern causc for regret that our action was so hasty
—that we relicd too readily upon the evidence furnished us. But
the result would have been the same had we waited for fuither
devclopments ; be assured of that, I would have made you my wife
at the carliest date to which I could gain your consent, in spite of
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our sorrow and the opposition of others. What should I do without
the consolation of your society, the cordial of your sympathy, now ? **

“You are talking in enigmas,” said Helen, colourless as marble,
yet speaking firmly. ¢ And since you have said thus much, I
must know all. You wrong me in keeping it back. Every moment
of- suspense causes me additional and needless suffering. 1 cannot
only be strong, but prudent and secret.”

She stood in front of him with composed and resolute mien,

“Not so. You must come back to your old place, to your home,
dearest. Only while I hold you fast, and feel the touch of your hand
upon mine, can I have courage to go through with the sad tale. I
will tell you! my heart aches to pour out its grief before you, and
the knowledge must come to you sooner or later. Have yom the
sirength to listen now ?

“ I have the strength for anything—for every thing but this rack-
ing suspense.”

Carefully and gradually as he could, in his own excited state, he
unfolded to her all that he had Jearned and suspected within the
past four days.

While in Baltimore he had gone into a jeweller’s in quest of some
gift for her, and looking idly into a show-case of watches, espied one
resembling so precisely a time-piece he had sent Robert from Euroge,
a year before, that he had asked leave to examine it, His gift to his
brother was inscribed on the inside of the case with a peculiar cipher
composed of their joint initials, and to his astonishment, he found this
identical hieroglyph within that he now held.

“This is a second-band watch, I perceive,” he remarked to the
proprietor of the establishment.

“1t is, sir, but a first-class article. One seldom sces a finer speci-
men of the kind in this country.” -

“I think that I recognize it as an old acquaintance,” rejoined Mr.
Lay, nonchalantly as he could speak. “If I were sure of the fact I
should certainly buy it. Will it be any breach of confidence if you
tell me the name of the person from whom you had it?”

“None, whatever, sir, provided we know it ourselves. Every-
thing in our business is conducted fairly and aboveboard,” replied the
merchant, willing to secure a purchaser.

He referred to his books for the desired information, The watch
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- was brought to the store on the twentieth of January by a gentleman
who professed to dispose of it on behalf of another—but, beyond
this, Aleck could learn nothing. The clerk who had concluded
the bargain was out, and none of the other employés retained any re-
collection of the customer’s appearance or name, Stipulating that
he should have the refusal of the watch until a certain hour in the
afternoon, Aleck left the shop and went to transact some business at
the bank where his account had been kept ever since he reached his
majority.

He was personally well known to the officials there, and the
cashier, while paying over thc amount he wished to draw, observed :
—¢ By the way, Mr. Lay, I hope your brother has no cause -of
dissatisfaction with us. His deposits bave usually been heavy, and
his drafts so infrequent as to leave a large amount always to his
credit. But, one day, about the middle of January, he surprised us
by drawing upon us for every cent he had in our hands —for more, in
fact, as he haslearncd from the statement of account we forwarded to

. bim by mail. He overchequed, inadvertently, to the amount of five
bundred dollars,”

“Impossible 1 ” ejaculated Aleck. * Who presented the drafts?”

¢ A neighbonur of yours, I think—Colonel Floyd.”

“What!”

“Unless I was mistaken that was the name by which your
brother’s letter introduced him,” answered the bank officer in some
surprise. ¢ I kept it as a voucher, although the bearer came to ns in
company with a well-known and highly 1espectable citizen.”

¢1should like to see hoth letter and draft, if you please!” re-
quested Aleck, rcecovering himself.

They were quickly produced. The note was brief, and dated
December 24th ; and it, as well as the drafts, bore Robert’s signature.

“The genuineness of which I deny!” said Aleck to the alarmed
cashier. “In the first place, I do not belicve that my brother would
have taken a step sosingular and important without consulting me ; in
the second, I happen to know that Colonel Floyd would not be the in-
dividual likely to be intrusted with this business. Mr. Robert Lay is
not at home just now, and 1 ask you as a favour, to let the matter rest
until I can privately investigate it.”

The promise was willingly given, and the perturbed Aleck
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directed his steps again to the jeweller’s, more anxious than ever to
obtain possession of the watch, and unriddle the mystery of its present
ownership. :

The head clerk was in the store this time, a sharp, quick Yankee,
whose wits were always on the alert, and was in this case, disposed to
be very communicative. He recollected perfectly the incident of the
watch being offered for sale, and the physiognomy, form, ete., of the
man who brought it to the establishment. His attention was par-
ticularly drawn to these by the oddity of the proposed negotiation on
the part of a gentleman so imposing in demeanour, and stylish in
apparel. He could tell more; for chancing, on the day after the
purchase, to enter the office of a certain fashionable hotel, he had seen
the same person sitting there, smoking in company with a party of
acquaintances—had inquired his name, and learned that it was Floyd.

With the watch safe in his pocket, Aleck thanked the obliging
salesman, and hurried off to follow up another clue to the trnth of
the dark surmise he yet entertained vaguely—almost blindly, This
was an inspection of the hotel register of January 20th. He found upon
the record of the 18th Colonel Floyd's name, written in his dashing
hand. He had been in the city at that date then, although Aleck
had never heard of the visituntilnow, He it was, beyond a question, .
who had presented the false cheques, if false they were, and sold the
watch. Could he be acting as Robert's agent? Accredited, yet
secret ! If this were so, there was deep villany somewhere ; if not,
imagination recoiled at the black abyss of crime unveiled by the
doubt, Still undergoing the torments of indecision and never-still
suspicions, he set ont upon his return journey.

The nearest dep6t to Maple Hill was Rock’s Tavern, to which place
Robert’s farewell letter to his brother had directed him to send for his
horse. Hero had been found there, securely stabled, and had now
occupied his old stall at Greenfield for many weeks; but motives
of delicacy, the principal of which was to shield Robert from public
remark, had deterred Aleck from making any inquiries as to who had
left the animal in the ostler’s care. Dismissing these now as absurd,
where issues 8o momentous were involved, he, upon his arrival at the
tavern, made it his business to search out the negro who had charge
of the stables, and recalling to his mind the circumstance and the
time of its occurrence, asked whether he had himself seen Mr
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Robert Lay while he waited at the house for the afternoon train.
The fellow professed to recollect everything connected with the
matter, and was positive in declaring that the horse had not been
brought to the stable until two hours after the cars had passed, and
when it was already dark ; that his rider was a negro of gruff speech
and few words, who represented that he had been ordered to leave
the horse in his, the ostler’s, keeping, until Mr. Alexander Lay, of
. Maple Hill, should send for him, and forthwith departed upon foot,
He would be loath, he subjoined, hesitatingly, to get an innocent
person into mischief, but one of the stable-boys had recognized the
horseman by flashing a lantern into his face as he was leaving the
yard. He was, the groom was certain, a free coloured man of
questionable character, who lived about five miles away. :

Aleck diverged from his road on the way home, to call at this
fellow's abode—a mean cabin, situated in & pine grove about midway
between Colonel Floyd’s plantation and the depbt, a dequestered, ill-
looking spot, fit to be the scene of evil deeds that shunned the light.
The owner of this choice habitation was absent, but his wife appeared
at the door when thecarriage stopped, and manifested signs of
extreme trepidation at beholding the visitor. Alighting with a severe,
determined countenance, Mr. Lay called her aside, and boldly pro-
claimed his knowledge of her husband’s errand to the tavern on
Christmas night—a job that would get him into trouble unless he
could show that he came honestly by the horse, or confessed who had
commissioned him to peform the act. The woman hung back for
a time. She knew nothing of the matter ; she had not seen the animal ;
she was away from home all Christmas week, and a dozen lies more,
which Aleck upset as fast as she brought them forward. At last,
as he was turning off with the warning that she and her accomplices
might shortly find themselves before a tribunal where means would
be devised to extort the truth, she burst into tears, and offered to
reveal all she knew, provided he would not betray her to her hus-
baud. A horse had been brought to their house about three o’clock on
Christmas Day, by Booker, Colonel Floyd's head man, She had
peeped at him through the window as he talked in the yard with Jeff
her husband, hal seen him hand Jeff a bank-note, and that the latter
led the horse to the rude hut they called a barn, and shut him in, locks
ing the door and pooketing the key. She did not dare toask question,
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or indeed to mention what she had witnessed, unless Jeff should
volunteer an allusion to the affair. He made but one remark that
could have any bearing upon the subject, and that was at night-fall
just after he had despatched his supper.

“ I shan’t be home until near midnight,” he had said, “snd I've
got one word to say before I start. Whatever you’ve secn to-day, or
may hear to-night, hold your tongue, or you’ll' suffer for it.”

With that he went out, and she distinctly heard the tramping of
hoofs soon afterwards,

 While anxicty and suspense were wrought to the highest pitch
by my endeavours to shape a reasonable theory out of all this,” con-
tinued Aleck, “I reached home, and the first object I beheld was
Colonel Floyd’s carriage, with Booker standing by it ; heard from yoa
that he himself was waiting to see me. His ostensible business was
to ask me to fix a day for the settlement of his guardianship accounts,
He offered the intelligence that he could hand over immediately that
portion of your estate which was in ready money, and also render
satisfactory statements of sales of property; the yearly crops and
servants’ hire ; sums disbursed for your expenses ; and a great deal
more plausible talk, to which I lent only half an ear. As adroitly
a8 I could in my unsettled state, I forced him to speak of his liabili-
ties to Robert, the proofs of which I told him my brother had showed
me in & couple of bonds, executed and signed by Colonel Floyd, cover-
ing an amount of nine hundred dollars. Accomplished villain as I
knew him to be, I was yet thunderstrack when he produced from his
pocket-book the identical bonds, and displayed a long cross-mark
on the face of each, made, he averred, by Robert himself, on the day
before Christmas, at which date he had paid over the full amount of
his indebtedness, and received these in testimony thereof. Now, my
darling, do not be too much shocked by what I am going to say. At
twelve o'clock, that very Christmas Eve, Robert and I sat in my
chamber, talking over his prospects, pecuniary and matrimonial, and
he exhibited these very papers uncancelled—told me of the debt still
due to him, expressing his doubt as to its final liquidation, and his
regret for the weakness that had beguiled him into lending money to
an unprincipled spendthrift,”

“Can it be !” exclaimed Helen, “Yet I heard Colonel Floyd tell
you—"
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“You heard him tell me,” interrupted Aleck, with increasing
excitement, “ like the liar that he is, that he had never held any com.
munication with Robert since the noon of the 24th of December;
that the annulled bonds were delivered to him at that time—the
papers which I stand prepared to swear I saw twelve hours later
in my brother’s hands. I purposely made him repeat the statement
in your presence, that I might have a credible witness of the
astounding falsehood. Now come several grave questions, By what
means did he obtain possession of those bonds and Robert’s watch, a
prized keepsake, which I have often heard him declare he would never
part with on any consideration? If that woman’s tale be true, and
it is corroborated by the ostlers, Colonel Floyd’s man Booker must
have seen Robert, and had some transaction with him on Christmas
morning ; else how came he by the horse he left at the free negro’s?
‘What is it ? ” for Helen clasped her hands with a low ejaculation.

“Ido not know that it is worth mentioning,” she said, “ but on
that day I took a long walk in the woods back of Belleview, and while
sitting under a clump of evergreens, a mile or more from the house, I
saw Booker passon horseback. I had only a partial view of the horse,
but I remember he was dark bay in colour, and carried his head
high, like a gentleman’s hunter, Could it have becen Robert’s
Hero?”

“ I believe it,” said her husband, emphatically, * In whatdirection
was he going—along what road ? ”

“ That was the strangest part of it ! He rode through the thickest
heart of the forest, where there was not even a bridle-path. I supposed
that he was taking a short cut from the Bryantown to the Maysville
road.”

4 The very route he would have chosen if he wished to go by stealth
to Jeff Harris's house. ' Goon! You heard and saw nothing more
while you were there ?*

% Nothing ; the day was verystill. Oh, yes, I did hear a gun ! but

t sounded some distance off—I should say half & mile,”

% Was this before or after Booker passed you? ”

« Before—some time before. My idea was, when I saw him, that he
had fired it, for there are not many sportsmen daring enough to hunt
on Colonel Floyd’s grounds.”

% Does he allow Booker to carry firearms ? ”* asked Aleck, assuming
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the composure that was contradicted by the white strain of the muscles
on the lower part of his face.

“ Not that I know of. I do not recollect ever seeing him with
a gun, Colonel Floyd rarely stirs from the house without his. I
have told you that it was by this sign that Sally identified him in
the eavesdropper behind ‘the oak at the spring, one night, when
Robert and myself were talking together.”

Abandoning the effort to look and speak as if no great horror were
upon her spirit, she eaid, gazing tremblingly into her husband’s eyes
—the more fearfully as she saw them try to avoid hers—

¢ Aleck, you have not said all yet? Tell me plainly, what is your
fear? My brain is in such a whirl that I cannot connect all the cir-
cumstances you have enumerated. I only feel that there is some
frightful mystery in this.”

¢ Would it be wise or merciful in me to burden you with what may
be a mistaken conjecture?” he answered, .evasively. ¢Here are
Robert’s letters—or those purporting to have come from him since his
strange flight. Will you look them over with me?”

The first was dated Washington, D.C,, and contained but eight or
ten lines. It was, as the writer termed it, * a miserable scrawl,” and
gigned ¢ In great haste, R. C. L.” The second was longer, and date
and postmark were Vicksburg, Miss. In it, he spoke of himself as a
man wrecked in heart and well-nigh ruined in fortune, and intimated
his intention of seeking a residence in some distant land. Dis-
honoured and disappointed, he could not yet face his former
associates,

“I have not had one word from you, or from L., since I forsook
home, and resigned reputation for her sake, Women are the most
_faithless of created beings, as even you may find some day to your
cost. Love to your wife, I read a motice of your marriage in & Bal-
timore paper. Are you not obliged to me for stepping out of the
way in the nick of time? She was easily consoled, and I am not the
person to regret this; yet I should have respected her moreif she had
paid a decent regard to the proprieties of the case. I wish you joy
of your bargain, and often amuse myself by fancying how entirely you
agree in heaping contempt upon my devoted hcad. Ah, well | so wags
§ Le world | and I must not complain. It is not likely that you will
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hear from me again shortly. I leave this place this afternoon, for
New Orleans, where, unless I change my mind, I shall take passage
for Europe. You don’t care for me now, old scamp, and I am fast
learning resignation to this conviction. Let Greenfield stand as it is,
for a year—within which time I will forward instructious as to the
disposition I wish you to make of the wvroperty.—Yours more
carelessly than of yore,
’ “ROBERT C. Lav.”

Aleck’s earliest perusal of this epistle had been so basty and in-
dignant that he had failed to note its irregular characters—been in-
capable of comparing its coarse, careless language with Robert's
gentle and habitually courteous style. That his scrutiny and con-
clusions on this night had been more searching and correct, was
evidenced by his next movement.

“ Compare them | he said, laying down before his wife a letter
which his brother had written him while he was abroad.

The clean, clear sheet offered at the first glance such a contrast to
the Vicksburg document that Helen changed colour with surprise and
consternation before her husband proceeded, word by word, letter by
letter, to point out the dissimilarity between the two. A general
resemblance existed—sufficient to deceive a cursory or unsuspecting
reader, but the longer one looked the more bungling appeared the
forgery.

“ What does it mean?” questioned Helen, in a suppressed voice
of awe or fright.

“Just this—" Aleck pressed down his wrath and grief to reply-
¢just this! our poor brother never wrote either of these communications,
They are part of a villanous plot contrived to dupe us into a belief of
his unworthiness, and to hide, Heaven alone knows what degree
of, treachery and crime., The introductory step in the system of
deception that has imposed upon no one more than myself—blind,
besotted fool that I was! was that libellous letter delivered to me on
Christmas night—which—mark me ! that wretch Petronius confessed
to me in this room, not four hours ago, he did not get from Robert ?
‘The cowardly knave, terrified by my manner into the belief that I had

discovered his false dealing, owned that he had cherished a grudge
" ngainst me, from the evening of that meeting at Mr, Shore’s, on
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account of my public rebuke to himself ; that Booker had taunted him
with the story several times, and, meeting him in the road on the after-
noon of Christmas day, offered him a chance of paying off the score
by annoying and mortifying me. The job was an easy one, and if
carried through well he was to receive ten dollars. He had only to
give me this letter and declare that he had bad it from Mr. Robert
Lay ; that he had met him at such and such a place on the road, and
been commissioned to deliver the envelope into my hands, The rascally
hypocrite did his work well. ¢ Oh!” he groaned, arising and striding
through the room, “how dull—how madly stupid I have been ! *?

Helen sat like a statue.

“Dearest | ” she ventured to say, after a while, ¢ where, then, is
Robert? What has become of him?”

He stopped—letting his clinched fist fall heavily upon the table.
% Before Heaven I speak what I believe to be the truth, when I declare
that Colonel Floyd murdered him—either with his own hands, or by
means of his servant Booker? "

In his overwhelming excitement he had not made due allowance
for his wife’s weaker nerves; had not appreciated the fact that she had
had but one little hour in which to receive and comprehend the dread
conviction that had been growing in his mind for three days.

As the word “murdered ’ left his tongue, she sprang to her feet
with a wild, horrified stare, and when the sentence was finished, gave
a cry, and fell back fainting.

)
|

|
l



CHAPTER XV.

T T was not long after sunrise the next morning when
Aleck Lay dismounted at the Greenfield gate. Returning
slightly, and with an absent air, the surprised salutations
- of the few servants who were about the stables and yard,

he went qulckly up the walk to the house door, unlocked it, entered,
and shut it behind him. The confined air in the halls struck coldly
to his heart; the shadows lurking in corners, the feeble light
glimmering through the barred shutters, had something ghostly
about them. Unconsciously, he trod softly in ascending the stairs ;—
more lightly and slowly as he reached his brother’s vacant chamber.
It was very dark, and, to his imagination, colder than the rest of the
house, It required an effort of courage to pass the threshold, and
he had to grope his way across the room when he wished to draw a
curtain and throw wide a blind. Every thing was in perfect ovder.
Aunt Ruth had spent half a day there, during the first week of
Robert’s absence ; had arranged clothing and furniture ; swept and
dusted, before, in obedience to Aleck’s directions, she had shut up
the chamber and turned the key on the outside. She had performed
her self-imposed duty with many tears, but the housewifery eyes were
not therefore dimmed, nor had the neat, swift fingers lost their
cunning. Aleck’s present expedition was undertaken at his wife's
suggestion, and Aunt Ruth’s motherly care for her absent boy, joined
to her spinsterly particularity, was the main cause.

‘When Helen was fully acquainted with the nature and extent of
her husband’s dreads, and had regained some measure of her usual
firmness and penetration, he found her acute intelligence amd7 correct
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memory invaluable assistants in forwarding his researches. She had
recapitulated Sally’s account of the dishonourable conduct of Colonel
Floyd on the night of the rendezvous at the spring ;—his attempts to
induce Robert, and then herself, to consent to a marriage contract ;
his chagrin and rage at his failnre, which, after overhearing the
conversation under the oak, he must have known was irremediable,
The maid had never dared to confide the truth of her discovery to
her mistress until they were safely installed at Maple Hill, and, when
she did impart it, had joined to the tale such confused details of
Lily’s attempted elopement, and the scene between master and man
on the back porch, while she cowered under the steps, as awakened
Helen’s amazed curiosity, but not her fears. Now these were recalled,
and Sally subjected to a thorough examination. Upon siftimg der
evidenoe, little that was new could be elicited, and she was stost in
her conviction that Colonel Floyd and Booker were out “ hunbimg
.runaways "’ when his ward was married.

Aleck, reverting to his impression that the note brought by
Gabriel to Robert, on the morning of their parting, was not directed
by Helen, but Lily, and coupling it with Robert’s declaration that he
had an appointment at ten o'clock, was sure that this assignation
was, in some manner, the plan by which he was lured into danger
and destruction.

“If I only had that note, I feel assured that I should hold the
key to the whole mystery,” he said, wistfully. * How I wish that I
had not obeyed the mistaken delicacy that forbade my questioning
him as to its contente ! ”

“ Do you remember what he did with it ! " asked Helen.

“J cannot say with certainty—but my idea is that he thrust it
into his vest pocket 80 soom as he finished readimg it.”

“Aunt Ruth told me not long sinee,” said Helen, thoughtfnlly,
# that the hardest trial she had had, in all the sorrow connected with
Robert’s departure, was sitting down in his deserted room and mend-
ing a vest he bad thrown aside |just before going out, Christmas
morning. She met him en the stairs divectly after breakfast, and
observing that the vest had lost a buttan, and was frsyed about the
collar and pockets, advised him to change it before ke went to the
Court House. It was not until she visited his chamber, several days
alberwands. to put away his things, prepamatary to loeking it up, that
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she knew how well he bad obeyed her injunction. The vest'lay on
the burean, where he had tossed it upon taking it off. She was
exceedingly touched by this proof of his regard for her wishes. It
may be that the Providence who has so strangely guided your
investigations thus far, msy lead you to further discoveries by means of
this seemingly insignificant incident. Say nothing to Aunt Ruth about
itt The trouble will fall upemn:her soon emongh. Wait for certainty.”

To find this cast-off garment, then, was Aleck’s object in revisit-
ing' anw apartment where every thing he beheld aroused poignant
grief and vain, bitter remorse. The drawers at which he began his'
explorations were carefully packed by Aunt Ruth’s tidy hands, and
Iris, although less skilful, handled each article with reverent tender-
ness. A great change had come over his thoughts of Robert. In
plaes of the flush of shame and anger he had been used to feel warm
his brow; at thought of his disgraceful flight, and the unmanly
conduct that preceded it; his sappesed infidelity and duplicity ;
the old tide of fostering fondness for his young, handsome. brother
joined with anguish at his loss, and deep repentance for the rank
injustice he had done that gentle, noble spirit, in thought and
speech, swelled his heart' almnost to bursting. There was no time
to be wasted in unavailing lamentations, or he must have bowed
before the torrent of feeling' and memory that flowed at sight of
many familiar, and now sacred relics. The homeliest article of
apparel—Robert’s hunting suit, the heavy, muddy boots he had worn
upon their last tramp through the low grounds—a stained and
shapeless sttaw hat, discarded as past' worthy when the fishing season
was over, and left, forgotten and useless, hanging upon a peg in the
closet ; these had become most precious in his sight.

One master emotion drove him onward in the work to whlch
he believed destiny had appointed him ; forced him forward 'over the
graves of early and dear association and later loves; forbade the
burning, bloodshot eyes the indulgence of a tear—the aching heart
the relief of a sigh. Justice—justice, swift and awful, upon the
Bead of his brother’s destroyer! He was not maligmant or vin-
dictive by nature, but he experienced a savage thrill of exultation in
the thought that the blood-hound Detection was ready to spring at
the murderer’s throat, ready, and straiming at the leash, which he
—the rightful avenger of blood—held. .
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“Atlast!”

He had feared lest he might not recognize the garment he sought ;
yet he knew it at a glance, as it was revealed by an opening drawer
of the wardrobe. It lay uppermost, smoothly folded, the wrong side
out, but he recollected the glossy black silk, and its tiny embroi-
dered rose-bud, in the portion of the fabric composing the collar. He
snatched it up, then stood for a moment, powerless to end his
anxiety by further examination He had to summon physical nerve
with moral resolution before he thrust his fingers in trembling
desperation into the pocket, They touched a paper, dragged it forth
—an envelope directed to * Mr. Robert Lay, Greenfield,” and bear-
ing in one corner the words—‘by Gabriel.” He was obliged to sit
down to read it, he was 8o utterly weak. The ink was very pale, the
pen-strokes delicate. An exclamation of extreme impatience escaped
him at the trifling delay caused by the necessity of approaching a
window before he could decipher the few lines upon which depended
g0 much.

“ Robert”’—he read—¢‘I am very, very sad to.day, and there is
no one excepting yourself to whom I can speak of my great trouble,
It would do me good, be an unspeakable comfort, if I could have
one, just one more talk with you before there is put between us a
barrier that must last for a lifetime. Believe me, I am not jealous
of Helen's superior claims, I pray hourly for your happiness and
hers; yet I cannot help feeling lonely now that I am about to lose
my brother—my best—I had almost said, my only friend ! If you
have a half hour to spare this morning, will you not meet me at
ten o’clock under the spruce pine ? the picnic ground, you remember |
It is not so far from the road to the Court House that you will lose
much time in complying with this, as it may seem to you, bold
request. I will explain my reasons for making it when we meet.
Until then, trust me so far as to believe them good and sufficient.
‘What I have to say concerns you no less than myself. Do not dis-
appoint me! I shall wait for you until twelve o’clock.—Your fond
sister, “ LILY.”

Five minutes later, Aleck stood upon the piazza and shouted to a
negro in the stable yard—
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“Ben | saddle Hero, and bring him around directly! do you
hear?”

‘¢ Hero, did you say, Mars’ Aleck ? ** said the man, coming nearer.

“Hero | and hurry : are you deaf ?”’

The groom shook his head as he disappeared in the stable, imply-
ing that he could say much more on the subject if he cared to risk
further parley with his impatient superior.

While he waited, Aleck walked the porch-floor fast and furiously;
gnawed his lip, as was his trick in moments of intense excitement;
drew his breath in hot pants, like a wild animal thirsting for prey.
Hero was led around to the door, a splendid creature, full-blooded
and thoroughly trained, stepping high and daintily.

How poor Robert loved that horse | The brother’s 1ook was not less
fierce in the recollection, but the pat upon the arched neck, the word
of salutation—* Hero—old fellow!” that accompanied the hand
caress, were signals of the inward thought. )

“He's dreadful skittish now-a-days, Mars’ Aleck!” cautioned
the ostler, respectfully, ¢ Not a man on this place dars to back him.
Pears like he’s been bewitched sence he was fetched home from
Rock’s tarvern! He flung Art'ur three times on de way from dar—as
you heerd, may-be, Sumthin or somebody’s sp'ilt him for good an’
all—I'm afeared !”

“He won't throwme! Whoa!”

A spring seated Aleck in the saddle,—the horse bounded forward,
and steed and rider swept down the lane with the rush of a whirl~
wind.

“Thar's a par of ’em!” commented Ben, recovering his breath.
“How Mars’ Alecks’ eyes did snap! Wonder what's crossed him
now? I'd rather meet de debbil on de darkest night dat ever shone
dan to stan in his way when his blood is up ?”

It so happened that the illustrious Gabriel was at that very
moment sauntering along the middle of the high road, in the direc-
tion of Belleview, snuffing in copious draughts of the pleasant air,
and enjoying mightily the increasing warmth of the sun’'s rays upon
his back. His mother, the baker of Belleview, had had “ poor luck "
with her last jug of yeast, and designing, on this day, to repair the
misfortune, had, as he discontentedly phrased it, *rousted” her
hopeful son from his bed at an uncenscionably early hour, and
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despatched him to sneighbouring plantation, to borrow from a sister
in the profeasion a small quantity to “ raise” the fresh supply. This
was the meaning of the swall tin-pail —in southern parlance,
“bucket "—that dangled from Gabriel's hand, and was occasionally
whirled dexterously- about his head without a drop of its contents
being spilled ; for the errand-boy was an adept i all arts of prestidi-
gitation that came within the range of his observation and practice.
As he walked' he sang, kicking up the loose dirt'in the road with
his toes ; stopping, now and then, in his march, never in his song, to
sty a stone at a bird, or a bushy evergreen where bird or bare might
be hiding.
“In old Kentuck, in de middle of a brake,
Dar lives a nigger, an’ dey call him Jake:
Aroun’ de wood his axe s ringin',
An’ dis de song dat he am singin’:—
Oh, whar did you come from?
Knock a nigger down !

Oh, whar-did you come from ?
Knock a. anigger down

“Hi! what dat?”

Ballad and feet were arrested that he might hearkem. From
afar off came to his ears the long, rapid gallop of a strained or
fiery horse, beating loudly upon the softened ground ! rmgmg sharply
against the stones,

“ Somebody in a-hurry. soon in. de mornin’! ” and evidently consi~
dering this a ridiculous instance of non-improvement of the rights
purchased. by early rising, he laughed, and went-om in the roundelay :

“ Oh, come, my Iab an’ go wid me!
degwmefwhlmedxsbwkm
Hoss an’ a cart.for to.tote you roun’,
‘Walk.up hill an'—

“Lor! cf 'tain"t Mars’ Aleck I”" -

There was a level and: straight stretch of road before him, and
just entering this vista he descried a horseman bearing rapidly down
towards lim, Aleck Lay had never spoken unkindly to the boy ; on
the contrary, the graceless imp had received from both brothers
pleasantjests, fiiendly notice, and donations witichk were innumerable
by His arithmetical. powers: Tiere was o conceivable reasom why-
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be should dear to emcounter either of them, if his censcience were
void of offence as was their conduct; yet he stood stock still for an
instamt, eyes starting from their sockets, staring at the advamcing
terror; then, seized, as braver men—ay, and brave anmies have been
since—by an unreasoning panic, he darted to the roadside fence,
scrambled over it, and scampered across the field beyond, fast as his
legs could carry and fear counld drive him.

¢ Hallo, there? Gabriel, I want to speak to yonu?” called Aleck,
who by this time was near enough to identify the flying figure.

Gabriel ran on the faster, looking over his shoulder to see whether
he were followed ; smd, irritated &t his contumacy, Aleck put Hero
at the fence, cleared it, and galloped over the fallow ground upon the
fugitive's track. A race so unequal could not last fong.

¢ 8top, you scoundrel, or I will ride you down?” came so dis-
tinctly to the boy's ear that he again glanced back, to calculate his
chances for gaining the next and a higher fenoe.

Not a dozen yards in his rear was his pursuer; his orbs of fire
seemed to scorch his sight, even in that brief glimpse; before he
could run ten steps farther, the horse, whose streaming mane, glaring
eyeballs, and open mouth gave him the aspect of a demon, would be
upon kim. He yelled with affright, and dropped prone upon the
earth.
“You young villain ! ” Aleck leaned from his saddle,and grasping
the boy by the collar, dragged him to his feet. “ Yom audacious
rascal | what do yom mecan by running away from me when I order
you to stap ?”

“Lor' a massy, Mars’ Aleck] 38 it you? I ’clar ‘fore gracious I
thought ’twas an evil | I 'most skeered out of my senses | ” stuttered
the victim, affecting the ntterrnest astonishment,

His captor was in no humour to be amused.

“If Iserved you right, I would flog you soundly !” he pursued,
giving him an admonitory shake, under which Gabriel staggered
more than was at all necessary. ‘‘You knew me perfectly well
before you started to run. If you want to save your bones, tell me
the exact truth in answer to the questions I am about to ask
you.”

“Yes, sar ! ” QGabriel surveyed the heavy hunting whip in the
rider's band with an air of serious reflection,



18 HER WEDDING DAY.

“You brought a letter to Mr. Robert Lay on Christmas morning,
Who sent it 7 ”

“How was I to know, Mars’ Aleck ?"’ whimpered the hypocrite,
the picture of aggrieved innocence, “1I didn't see it wrote.”

“ Who gave it to you?” Aleck tightened his hold on the collar
and raised his whip. “I'm not to be trifled with, boy 1"

Gabriel studied the lowering visage above him.

¢ If you won't tell on me, sir. Dey said dey would kill me ef I
let on a_ word, an’ what dey says, dey will do, Mars’ Aleck !”

¢ 8o will I! you may be sure of that! What did you do with the
letter Miss Helen sent by you, which you promised so faithfully to
carry safely ?”

“Wasn't dat de same I gave to Mars’ Robert ?* letting his under
jaw drop, and looking as like a fool as he could.

¢¢T ghall have to do it, I see!”

Aleck jumped from his horse and clutched the liar’s arm, his
mien so full of wrathful determination that the last spark of Gabriel’s
audacity expired.

“Ef you jes won’t, sir, I will tell you all—every single thing!”
he begged, quaking with fear, ¢ Marster, he nabbed me in de stable,
while I was gettin’ de horse ready, an says he, ¢ Gi’ me de letter !’ and
fore I knowed whar I was, Mars’ Aleck, he had it in his hand, an
says he to daddy, who had come in arter him—¢ Keep him here till
Icome back!’ and he went to de house. Byme-by, here he come,
wid anudder letter, or maybe’de same—I can’t read, you member,
Mars’ Aleck—an tells me to ride like fury over to Greenfield an 'liver
it, an ef I ever breathed a word of what he said or done he’d make
mince-meat of me; and daddy says, ‘Ef you open yer ugly mouth
bout dis I'lll mash it in for you ; >—an what was a poor feller to do,
Mars’ Aleck? Miss Helen, she can tell you how bad I felt when she
talked to me so kind dat day, an I didn’t dar,’ for my life, to let her
know how I had ’ceived her. 1'm sure I allers set a deal of store by
Miss Helen.”

¢ And that is all you have to say?” interrupted Aleck. ¢ To
whom did you give the note Mr. Robert Lay sent back by your
hand?”

“To daddy,” the boy confessed, shamefacedly. “He was waitin
for me at de fur gate, an I dar'sn’t say ‘no’ to him when he speaka®



HER WEDDING DAY, 197
his mind, He gi’ me orders as how I was to tell Miss Helen dat
'Mars Robert hadn’t wrote nothin’, but jes said ¢All's right,’ an I
stuck to de story, as Miss Helen knows,”

“ That is all now, is it ? ” interposed Aleck, as before,

“ Everything, sir! I clar *fore gracions I don’t know nothin’
besides, and I never told a lie in my born days, only ’cept that
once—"

His auditor had other work before him than staying to remind the
pattern of juvenile veracity of the array of fibs he had endeavoured
to palm off upon him five minutes previous to this solemn assevera-
tion. It was not certain that he heard any part of it beyond the first
section, for, before it was finished, he was scouring the field, at full
speed, towards the highway. Gabriel stood motionless and agape
until he saw Hero leap the fence and the centaur-like figure vanish,
with meteor swiftness, at a curve in the road.

Then be remarked, with philosophical coolness—

“Dat ar’ horse is done some fox-huntin’in his day, I reckon!®
and bethought himself of his pail of yeast.

Not a drop remained in the fallen vessel ;—worse than that! Hero
had put his iron foob upon it and crushed it—to borrow Gabriel’s
simile—¢flat as & pancake,” cover and all! Here was a predicament |
Explanation of some kind was unavoidable, and a flogging equally
inevitable, The only question that remained for his fertile genius to
work upon during the melancholy stroll homewards, was whether the
aforesaid flagellation would be lighter if he made a partial confession
of the facts in the case, or if he plied his maternal parent with an
entirely original version of the accident.’

To these perplexing lucubrations we are compelled to leave him,
that we may follow the proceedings of a more interesting personage,

LA



CHAPTER XVL

5% BOUT noon of the same day, a party of four horsemen

4 halted in the public route to the Court House, at the
entrance—if entrance it corll be called—to a disused
cart-road which led into the Belleview woods There
were still “draw barg,” that is, rails, that could be slipped back
through their openings in their supporting posts, marking the spot
where vehicles—wood-carts and farm-waggons—were once wont to
paes in, but they were now mese-grown and decayed, and sumach assd:
buckleberry bushes grew thickly on the other side. None of theband
hesitated, however, to follow their leader when he tore the rofttem
rails from their rests, and, remounting, rode boldly past the sign-
hoard, & new and staring one, that forbade trespassing “ under the
severest penalty of the law.” Qne pointed this out silently to
another as ‘they entered the gap, snd the exchange of loeks was
pregnant with meaning.

“That was put up the first week in Janmary,” said a third. “A
queer time to warn off poachers. Especially when there is no game
worth shooting in these woods at any season ! ” said his companion.

The fourth man said nothing—only pushed on deeper into the
forest. He knew well the position of the ¢ spruce-pine” and the
“old picnic ground.” The tree, the solitary specimen of the kind in
the vicinity,stood on the verge of a little glade, a natural break in the
wood, turfy, and not too densely shaded, where, years ago, the young
people for miles around had held a sylvan fete—a bounteous dinner,
and a dance on the grass that lasted until dark. Robert had danced
with Lily Calvert more frequently than with any other girl there,
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and Helen was oftenest his brother’s partner. How strangely the
vision of the holiday scene arose before the latter now, bent as ke
was, upon & mission 8o fearfully at variance with the events of that
midsummer day !

He was diverted from his saddened musings by the extraordinary
conduct of his horse. He bad ridden Hero that morning at Helen’s
desire. She fancied that she would be able to decide, upon seeing
him now, whether he were lhe animal Booker rode upon that
momentous Christmas day; and although, after hearing Gabriel’s
story, Aleck had not deemed it necessary to afford her an opportunity
to apply this test to her memory, he had not cared, or indeed thought,
to exchange the steed for his own riding-horse., He had gone Ly
the most direct read to the Court House, lail his story before
magistrate, obtained & search-warrant, and authority to arrest the
suspected man ; eollected a few friends in whose zeal and discretion
he could eenfide—the magistrate agking permission to be one of the
number—and having despatched a line to Maple Hill, to allay the
solicitude his wife might feel &t his prolonged absence, had set out
for the spot designated in Lily’s note. They had guitted the faint
wheel-rute that marked the windings of the old road several minutes
‘before, and were making their way, still piloted by Aleck,in the
direction of the spruce-tree, when Hero stopped short, threw up his
head, and uttered & shrill neigh—a sound 8o expressive of terror, a0
like a human utterance of fear or anguish, that it thrilled evexy
heart.

“Is this the place ? " asked one of the party, in an awed whisper,
riding np close to Aleck'sside.

“No! it is fully a hundred yards off! On, sir | ” he urged the
animal, and mad with impatience, forgetting that it was Robert's
horse, and entitled to all gentleness of treatment at his hands, he
struck him sharply with the whip. Hero reared once, then stood
like a rock, his fore-feet planted deep in the damp woody soil, ears
pointed forward, gyes dilate, and nostrils quivering widely, the
pictare of mortal fear.

¢ There is something in this, Lay | ” said the magistrate—a grave,
judiciows man, whom no one had ever accused of excitability of
imagination or a too ready credulity. “ Gentlemen, if you please,
we will examine this ground before going further ! *
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Every man was upon his feet in a moment. The undergrowth was
thick thereabouts, and they literally crawled upon their hands and
knees in their anxiety to make the search thorough. Stones were
upturned ; leaves swept away, that the bare earth might testify of
any recent disturbance; broken twigs and boughs inspected ; but
the keenest eyes discerned nothing unusual, nothing that varied from
the ordinary aspect of a winter forest.

Leaving their horses, they went on foot to the natural clearing
marked By the evergreen spruce, and therc the examination was,
if poscible, more narrowly vigilant, and with a like result. There
was absolutely naught to indicate that any deed of violence had ever
marred the peaceful guict of the pretty glade. TLe sun shone
brightly upon the young turf, already sprouting under the genial
skies; and warm breezes of the past week; there were birds twitter-
ing in the naked branches above their heads; and as they drew
together in the centre of the grass-plot, for conference upon the next
best step to be taken, a hare, the most timid of forest-bred creaturcs,
scudded by on her way to her not distant form.

“We must make the arrest without additional evidence, gentle-
men!” decided Mr. Reverdy, the magistrate. “Colonel Floyd's
possession of the watch and bonds must be accounted for, and
the matter of the supposed forgery cleared up, before we can
lawfully or conscientiously abandon the task we have under-
taken.”

‘It will be a bad business for us all if he gets clear, after we
have brought so serious a charge,” demurred one of the quartette—
& nervous, cautious man, and a near neighbour of the Floyds. * The
colonel is a troublesome customer to manage, when his blood is up.
I shouldn’t relish being at enmity with him, if he is to go at large.
He never forgives an affront.”

¢ Then, Mr. Dickson, you had better not accompany us!”’ rejoined
Hr, Beverdy, in calm contempt. ¢ For my own part, I shall probe
this affair to the bottom, at any and every cost to myself. If no one
else will go with us, Mr. Lay and myself will serve the warrant.,
Shall we return to our horses?”

Murmuring something to the effect that he had been “misander-
stood,” and that he was as “little afraid as any other man,” Mr,
Dickson walked back with the rest,

~
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“Lay! this is certainly very singular!' said the foremost of
them, going up to Hero, and laying his hand upon his neck.,

The poor beast was covered with sweat, and shook in every joint.
He responded to the friendly touch by another frightened neigh,—
wild and piercing as the former; and when Aleck took him by the
head to lead him on again, struck his hoofs deep into the earth, and
pulled back with all his might, They all gathered about him, in
wonderment and inquiry. Aleck was the first to remark that the
creature paid no attention to their movements; that his eyes were
fixed upon a cluster of saplings not four feet off. This they had
examined more than once in their fruitless quest, but the change in
his features now directed the attention of the others to the place.

“There are no pine-trees near! Those are hickory saplings |
Why should the ground under them be covered with pine-needles!”

The exclamation acted like an electric shock, All sprang forward
to the work of clearing away the thick brown covering. It was
several inches in depth, and looked as if swine had been bedded
there during the cold weather—an illusion that had completely.
imposed upon the search-party, until they observed that the leaves
could not have fallen from the trees above; and the improbability
that they had been brought from a distance for such a purpose, when
the herd could as well have been littered under the pines themselves,
presented itself to every mind. A hoe, spade, and pickaxe were'
hastily produced from a bag which was lashed to the front of Hero’s
saddle, and while three used these to rake off the matted needles,
the fourth scraped it aside with his bare hands.

It was removed in less time than it has taken to describe the
process, and there remained exposed a considerable area of lighter
colour than the black, rich soil around it, as if the earth had been
carefully spread over a wide space, to avoid the appearance of eleva-
tion in any one spot? Near the middle of this was plainly visible
a sunken spot, long and narrow, and perfectly regular in outline,
Not a word was uttered, of command or remark, as each of the three
men bent to his work, and dug as if his own life or death depended
upon his diligence.

Of the three! The spade had fallen from the nerveless hand of
the fourth, and his next neighbour, he who had laboured with his
fingers only, caught it ere it touched the ground, and struck it
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boldly intothe soil. Sick with ‘horror, Aleck leaned against a tree,
and watched the rapidly deepening chasm at his feet;—noted the
signs of & former excavation, in the leaves.and aticks mingled with
the earth they cagt up. Would thcoy bave to dig far down !—and if
30, would his strength and reason endure this racking suspense until
they reached it?

The pit was already two feet deep, and the dirt lay eompact as
ever, settled by the snows and rains ¢f two long winter months,
Three feet | they worked well! Four.l—they must he mearing it !

Ha ! how carelessly that man plunged the pickaxe np to the
helve! Had he mo thought of what he might strike—into what
substance the keen, cruel point.might sink at any moment! Again
he swung the implement in the air—and Aleck seized his arm gon-
vulsively when he would have brought it down.

“ For heaven’ssake, Dickson.! :be carefnl ! you canuot be far from
it now | he cried, harshly.

None of the excited labourers had realized their exact position
before ; but they eyed the dimensions of the pit now with careful
wondering attention, and the man who wielded the pick stepped ane
side and laid down the dangerous instrument. The others kept am
with their task, but delved warily, more slowly—scraping instead of
digzing. The tedious process, necessary as he felt it to be—shsir
enpression of watchfulness as each spadefnl was remowed—were mare
horrible than all that had gone before.

“This is dying by inches,” he whispered to Dickson, who stoed at
his side ; and he put up his bands:to wipe away the .cald beads that,
dripping from his forehead, were literally blinding him.

“Uy God!”

The low ary broke from one of the workmen, and at the same
instant Dickson clutched Aleck’s shoulder, dragged him some paces
before he could xecover from his surprise atthe movement.

“You must not see this, Lay! indeed, you must nat |" remon-
strated the meighbour, withstanding, with friendly violence, Aleck’s
struggles to escape from his hold. “8it here!”—he pushed him
down upon the trunk of a fallen tree—*sit here, until I go and see
‘whether it is best for you to be thare 1"

Misled by the apparent obedience «f his charge, he ran back to
the grave, :
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A grave, in truth, it was, and within it a figure, from whose
features gentle hands were that mement withdrawing the only shield
between it and the earth—a coarse, grey blanket spread over the
body, after the manner of a pall. Unchanged, save by the pallor of
death, he slept there peacefully, as if loving, and not bloody, hands
had 1aid him down to his long rest ; as if a costly coffin had sheltered
his mortal frame from the contaminating touch of his mother earth,
and costly marble sought to immortalize his name and memory.

A hollow groan caused the beholders to look up, and Aleck Lay's
white face was seen leaning forward beside Mr. Dickson’s, turned
for one second to the blue, smiling heavens, and his arms were tossed
aloft, none doubted, in agonized invocation of Divine vengeanee upen
the murderer; then he spoke in accents more stern than sad—

¢¢Lift him out. Mr, Dickson, your house is nearest, will you ride
over and send some conveyance in which the body can be carrfed to
Maple Hill? Frank, you will stay here until he returns, then gallop
ahead, and prepare my wife for what she must see—that is, if I am
not at home myself by that time. I will exchange horses with you;
~ Tthink that mine will follow %im. Mr. Reverdy, if you are ready,
we will go direct to Belleview.”

They left the corpse upon a bed, hurriedly made of dry leaves, a
cloak wrapped about it and concealing it, save where one curl of
fair hair, escaping from the folds, canght the reflection of the after-
noon sun—Frank Travis, a cousin of the Lays, and Robert's bosom
friend, and the faithful Hero, its only guards. ’

NoTE.—It may interest the reader to know that nearly every
incident relative to Robert Lay’s murder had its counterpart in a case
which came within range of the author’s personal observation. The
most important variations in the history, as here narrated, are the
needful changes of dates, names, and locality. No portion of the
story is more authentic than the phenomenon of Hero’s behaviour
when in the vicinage of the hidden grave, and the discovery of the.
body as a direct sequence of the horse’s remarkable conduct,

s
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SRR OL,ONEL FLOYD’S horse and buggy were at the door that
\'G,QA morning at an unusually early hour. He had business to
t)\\)i," transact with a man who lived ten or twelve miles off,
= > gand he grumbled loudly at his wife’s ncgligence, and
cursed the cook’s laziness in not having breakfast precisely at half-
past seven, according to the mandate he had issued over-night.

“Lily, my love, you are eating nothing!” said Mrs. Floyd,
solicitously, as she witnessed her niece’s want of application to the
tempting repast.

«J am doing very well, thank you, aunt!” and the girl made
a feint of using her knife and fork.

% Colonel, I wish you would call at Dr. Bryan’s as you are passing
through the village, and ask him to drop in to see her,” pursued the
aunt.

¢ What’s the matter with you?” snarled the master of the house-
hold, addressing Lily.

“ Nothing, sir. I feel quite well ; the warm weather makes me a
little languid, that is all,” she answered.

But the slight agitation occasioned by his harsh, abrupt query
brought a tremor to her lips and tears into the large eyes, now sadly
sunken and unnaturally bright.

Her uncle scrutinized her snceringly.

“ Which means that you are love-sick, and have the vapours!
Vastly pretty and interesting these look to younger men, but I don’t
believe that Dr. Bryan will admire them any more than I do. I
shan’t be home to dinner, Mrs. Floyd,” and having made these affec-
tionate adieyx, he stalked out,
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“Nine o’clock! What is that confoundedly slow fellow lagging
about now, I wonder?” he uttered, stamping upon the front steps.
“Dick | ” he hailed a boy in the kitchen door. ¢ Tell Booker I am
waiting for him, Make haste, you rascal! do you hear?”

“Yes, sar 1"

The Colonel waited, nevertheless, for a quarter of an hour more,
when the dilatory factotum emerged from his dwelling at one side of
the yard, and came towards his irate master.

¢ Come, Booker!” called the latter, in a milder tone than he
would have employed towards any other person guilty of the heinous
offence of delaying a departure he designed should bave been imme-
diate upon the termination of his morning meal.

Booker drove him everywhere now-a-days. Since his apoplectic
attack in December, Colonel Floyd seemed distrustful of his con-
tinued physical vigour or mental unsoundness. Booker had accom-
panied him during a week’s absence in January—a journey whose
direction and intent were not revealed to his own wife—which, Aleck
had accidentally discovered, extended as far as Baltimare. The negro
was not remiss in the improvement of the privileges accrning to him
from his superior’s partiality or conscious weakness. He lorded it
with a high, hard hand over his subjects, nominal and real, upon the
estate, beginning, some were bold enough to whisper, at the haughty
proprietor of the manor.

" ¢TIt is half-past nine, Booker, and we have along jaunt before us.”

«Yes, sir; but I should like to have a word with you first,”
replied the man, coolly, motioning his master further away from
the porch to a position upon the lawn, where nothing they said
could be overheard by the inmates of the house.

Colonel Floyd followed, submissive as a child.

“If you take my advice, sir, you will get ready for a very long
jaunt,” said the confidant meaningly. ¢ If I ain't mightily mistaken,
there's mischief in the wind—and a deal of it 1”

« Mischief | of what kind ?”

“The worst that could come ’pon you, sir; 1'd better not mention
it, even though there's nobody ncar enough to hear. Jeff Martin
was here betimes this mornin’, to say as how Mr. Aleck Lay stopped
at his house yesterday, on his way back from Baltimore, and scared
Jeff’s wife—he was from home himself—into confessin’ that I had
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Teft s strange horse thar, Christmas day. The woman wenldn’t allow
to Jeff that she had told anything, but one of the children was
listenin’, and let on to his father what a fime: gentleman she had
had for a visitor. Jeff gave her a proper lesson how to hold her
tongue hereafter, you may be sure, but that didn’t umdo what was
done.”

“Well? ™

Colonel Floyd, his complexion purple-grey; was: bitimg- his nmils,
and grinding his heel into the turf, T a fremsy of amrxiety.

Booker’s tome and Iook were dull to stolidity:

« That’s one item, sir. Ancther that I've just picked up is, that
Mr. Aleck Lay overtook that bey of mrime, Gabriel, on the road,
about an hour, or may-be an hour and x hulf ago, rid him down,
and flogged him within ‘an inchof his life, till the young fool was
obliged to tell him that the letter he carried to Greenfield before
breakfast, Christmas morning, wasn’t the same Mr, Lay’s wife that
is now, Miss Helen that was, had given him. The boy swears this
wasg all that he got out of him, and considerin’ that I've been thrash-
ing him for half an hour, off and on, to find out the truth, it may be
as be eays. Now, sir, I think you'll 'gree with me when: I sy that,
in my ’pinion, Mr. Lay has struck a dangerous scent, one that’ll most
likely bring him this way before night, and you'd better not be
found too easy. Eight miles’ ride will take you to the ferry, and by
going six miles on the other side of the river, you will strike the
railroad. I've got no more advice to give, ’cept that you'd better
have a few clothes and a plenty of money along. It’s lucky you're
not short of cash just now ; andoh | before I forget it, colonel, you’d
a8 well leave me a hundred or so, for family expenses, while you're
gone.n

The unsurpassed effrontery of this address in the mouth of a
menial, the fellow’s bold, insolent visage and disregard of alt the
forms of respect he had hitherto affected to observe in his master's
presence, passed unobserved by his horror-stricken anditor. Filled
with one overwhelming conviction—to wit, that his sin had found
him out, and that his one chance of safety lay in precipitate flight
—a disordered recollection of his conversation with Aleck Lay uponm
the preceding day, combining with Booker’s revelations, to heighten
his dismay, he ran up to his room, his so-called servitor at his heels;
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with his assistanee, packed a valise with clothing ; took from his
secretary bank-notes and gold to a large amount—how obtained,
the caghier of the —— bank, Baltimore, conld bawe .told—secreted
these about his person; in blind, obedient haste plased in Boecker’s
hands the sum he required, and they ‘were wack again upan the
" piazza,.in the bnggy, and driving off ere any member of the.family
discavered that they bad not set ont at the hour originally appointed.

¢ Colonel | ” screamed Mrs. Floyd, hastening out from the dining-
room.

Booker reined up, and the meek spouse bustled down the steps to
the gide of the vehicle.

“ My love, Lily would like to go to the Court Honse this fore-
noon, just for the ride, you know, and I think the air and exercise
will do her good. Can she have the carriage and Simon?”

“ She and you can go to perdition, if you like ! ” foamed her hus-
band. ¢ Stand back ! Drive on Booker ?”

The whip was not spared during the earlier stages of the journey,
nor was there much conversation between the travellers so lang a8
they were in their own proper neighbourheod, regarded by them
a8 peculiarly perilous. They were within sight of the river, when
Colonel Floyd inquired :

“What do you intend doing, Booker ?”

%1 shall go back home, sir,” with .a flourish of the lash about the
horse’s ears.

“ Won't that be unsafe ?

% For me, do you mean, sir?”

Qertainly, You may be taken np as an accomplice. Had yan
not better stay with me? ”

“No, sir!” returned the man, impudently. That would be.the
unsafest course for ns both! Why, it would double the chanses .of
being canght! "Twould be the easiest thing in creation to track.a
gentleman travellin’ with a body-servant. I shall go home, as I said,
may-be hide for a day or two, until I find out what is really in the
wind, and if I must clear out, I shan’t run in the same directian
you've done. If I'm took, that’s the worst thing that can happem,
you know, sir. There’s no praof, sech as inconvenient papers .and .
the like, against me.”

Calenel Floyd writhed in his seat,
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¢ You will not turn informer, Booker? That would be a bad day
for you, my man !”

The negro half laughed at the impotent menace ; the Indicrous
pretence of the power of revenge from one so completely in his
power, The sneer made that moment the most humiliating—save
one—of Colonel Floyd’s existence, yet he could not resent the insult,

“ As to the matter of that, Colonel Floyd, we won't argue who
would be worst hurt by what I could tell. But make yourself easy,
sir. My evidence could not hang you—"

¢Hnsh 1"

The other started at the word, and looked around to be sure no one
was within hearing distance,

¢ Could not injure you very badly, I mean, sir. Iam a coloured
slave—you a free white man "—with a scornful emphasis. “ They
wouldn’t swear me in a court of justice, sir.”

It was pitch dark when Booker re-entered the outer gate of the
Belleview plantation. He had contrived his journey so as to arrive
at home under the shadow of night. The sky was cloudy; the air
misty. Better opportunity of concealing his approach could not
have been desired ; and congratulating himself upon these, he drove
carefully down the middle of the road, eyes and ears on the gwi
vive for any suspicious appearance or noise. There were lights in
the windows of the dining-room, and Mrs, Floyd’s chamber, and from
the open kitchen-door issued a stream of reddish light, darkened
occasionally by a moving figure within. A slave in name alone, he
bad long cherished ambitious dreams unknown by others, divined
least of all by him whom he styled “master.” By dint of pecu-
lation and undisguised extortion, he had amassed a larger sum than
was possessed by any other bondman in the country; treasured it
secretly against such time as he should see the way clear for the
prosecution of his darling scheme—viz., the acquisition of his freee
dom, without expending one cent of his money in its purchase.
Now, he said exultingly to himself, was the propitious season !
His master a fugitive under the ban of the law, the hue and cry
of the neighbourhood directed after him—himself the owner, or
what, in his ethics, amounted to the same thing—the possessor of an
additional sum, sufficient to carry him to Canada, if be wished to go
80 far—what remained to be done but to secure his hoard, and such
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valuables as he could lay his hands upon, and flee under the cover
of the favouring darkness ?

¢ Whoa—there | ” said a deep voice at his very ear, and betwixt
him and the kitchen door he saw the dark outline of a horseman ;
—before he could realize the fact of the apparition, he felt the reins
snatched from him on the other side; heard the trampling of hoofs
and men’s feet in every direction, while murmurs of inquiry and
_ consultation were defined into a simultaneous e.xclamatmn as a
lantern was unceremoniously flashed into his face,

“ We've caught one of them, at all events.”

He had not expected the indulgence of sleep that night, but
neither had he anticipated lodgings in the county jail.

It was not often that Lily was allowed the privilege of a ride
without the attendance of her aunt or one of her cousins, but this
morning she had avowed frankly to Mrs, Floyd her desire to visit
Helen Lay, and asked for the carriage and driver, that she might
carry her plan into execution in her uncle’s absence.

“He would not consent to it, aunt, and you disapprove of it,
I know, but I must see Helen! I feel sometimes as if I must die
unless I learn something which she only can tell me. I am not so
strong as I used to be, and things worry—oppress me more than
they did when I was well.”

Mrs, Floyd’s heart melted.

“My dear child ! I would do any thing in my power to make
you happy—but I really thought that you and Helen had had some
quarrel about the time she was married, and not been on good terms
since.” '

“I behaved foolishly, and, I believe, was altogether in the
wrong,” answered Lily, sadly., ¢ Helen used to be very kind teo
me, I think she cared for me then. Nobody loves me very long!”

This pathetic petition it was that emboldened Mrs. Floyd to
stay her husband’s departure for the space of a whole minute and
a quarter, and Lily decided to avail herself of the uncivil per-
mission that responded to the request.

Pitying affection was Helen's predominant feeling for the erring,
cruelly deceived child, yet she had rather, on this particular day,
have seen a basilisk creep into her sunny parlour than Lily’s wasted
figure glide up to the window where she and Aunt Ruth sat at work :
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—the younger lady pensive and ahstracted, yet irying to appear.as
usual ; the elder mild and sedate, quite content with the world since
she had witnessed the affectionate parting of her adopted children
after their early breakfast, and learned that it was Helen’s headache
that made her so pale and her eyes heavy—not inward disquiet—or
disappointed lowve.

“Yes!” ejaculated the dear old creature, dropping her spectacles
upon the floor, Lily’s entrance baving occurred at the moment when
she was resetting them for some superlatively fine stitching upon.a
collar for her nephew.

Lily understood the “ particle” a8 well a8 Aleck or Robert eould
have done. “Itds I, Aunt Ruth—not my;ghost |

“Lily 1” said Helen, vising to embrase her, “dear child ! how
long it issince we have agen you ! ”

“ T kmow it, Nelly, but it has nat been eaay.for to get here until
now. I have longed for ysu lately.”

Helen seated her in s lounging-chair, ramoved her mufflings,
and smoothed the pale gold hair, gezing on the sltered lineaments
of the lately bappy, theughtless :girl, with an nnspolien heart-
ache.

Aunt Ruth picked up the keysbaslet and tnotted ount.

“Helen,” said Lily, catching both her hands, and speaking with
feverish energy—“now that we are by-ommelves, tell sae—have you
heard any news of him—eaf Robert ?

Helen shook her hsad mournénlly,

*“Hgave you noides where e is{ What deesyour hnshand think
has become of him?”

“He has a wariety of surmises, Lily dear. It wounld do me good
to repeat them—they are all so uncertain, as yet. We are-both maach
distressed at his contimmed absenge. It seems ainacconntable, and heg
was not apt to dounvemsanahle things,”” rejoined Helem, command-
ing her looks and language to the best of her power.

“Why do yousay ‘was?’ e ds s good now nsever he was. I
have faith in him, although all the warld may blame him—faith 0
believe that he wonld do mothing didheneurable or nnkind., Yot
-his silence is breaking my heart—hreaking my hoart.i”

Bhe bowed her face in her hmnds with 2 sobhing, plaintive ory
thatseunded indeed dike very hesridwenk,
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Helen toolk her in her arms as.shae wosld have dome a child.

#“Dear Lily | my sweet little sister| there is same cause forthe
silence that we. eannot mow understand—bmt it will be explained
mxtime. I bave all confidence in Robert's excellence and honour—
amck 50 has Aleck.” '

“Them yow don't blamge hima?™ Lily smiled faintly through her
bonam;

“We do not consider that he was in fanlé.in asy particular. * The
toomble was, accoxding te aur belief, that be trusied unwisely and was
betrayed—"’

“Not by mue 1” cried Lily, in alarm, ¢ My great sin was. loving
him tos weil and eawying yombeeause of that.love. I did wrong you
often im thowpht, Helen! There were reasoms when I was tempted
to do it; imdeed, of memy little acts of spite I was guilty; but I
pever comuzitted anmy owert deed against your peace until the day you
were married. Then I received his letter—and, dizzy with the hopes
it opened up to me, k forgot kenour, truih, everything except him
and the blessed assurance that he loved me. I would have gone to
him, but: my uncle oveztook me on the way.”

“I know!” seid Helen, geatly, for the girl's bright eyes and
rapid incoherence of speech mmde her umeasy. ¢ You need not enter
aponr & vindiestiom of yourself, dear. Let bygomes be bygones. If
I have anything to forgive, it is: forgiven, provided you forget the
beartburnings and misumderstandings of that umhappy time. Let us
keep up hopeful hearts for the future, awd if sorrow should come,
Ielp one another to bear it,”

“Only a glass of milk punch, dear!” cooed Aunt Ruth at Lily’s
right ear, “ with an egg beaten up in it to make it nonrishing ! You
ought to drink one every morning of your life at this season. These
warm days are debilitating.”

She set down s salver, containing, besides the glase of punch, a
plate of light cakes, and a saucer of calves'-foot jelly with cream
poured over it. “To malke it more strengthening,” she represented.

“Ah! Aunt Ruth! you were always a sad child-spoiler!” said
Lily, with a flash of her old archuesss Ske sipped the creamy foam
mantling the cordial. ‘It is the genuine old receipt, isn’t it? Do
yow remember how oftenr youw come over to Belleview to make it for
me, when I was recovering from the measles? amd how; after I had
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that tedious spell of fever, you carried me off by main force to Green-
ficld, and kept me there for a week, cosseting me with all manner of
good things? I couldn’t have been more than eight years old then,
and was such a wee thing that Robert used to draw me about in his
go-cart, a8 if I were a baby. Aunty, it would have been a happy
thing for me if I had died of that fever—don’t you think so ? ™

Aunt Ruth looked thunderstruck at this, according to her prin-
ciples, impious observation. '

“ Why, my love,” she commenced, when Helen spoke up cheerily,

¢ Nonsense, little one ! you will change your mind when you have
finished your luncheon. You need something to make your blood
rich and warm, and then you will feel no proneness to misanthropy.”

“1t is very nice to be here ! ” murmured Lily, gratefully, obeying
the injunction to refresh herself with the delicacies provided.

“ And here you shall stay for onme while |” said Aunt Ruth,
energetically. “ After you have drunk the punch, you must come
with me to my room, and lie down until dinner-time.”

“Oh! I dare not keep the horses so long!” objected Lily.
“Uncle is to be away until night, it is true, but he would be angry
if he heard that Simon had lost a whole day’s work.”

«If that is the trouble, we will send him home, and Helen or I
will ride over with you this afternoon in our carriage,” persisted
Miss Ruth, never doubting Helen's cordial acquiescencé in the
arrangement, and bent upon affording *the poor baby,” as she
pityingly termed Lily,—a holiday—and trying the effect of an
abundance of “ nourishing ” food upon the wan face and attenuated
frame.

Lily was evidently strongly tempted. “ Would it do, Helen?”
she asked,

“You are the proper judge of that, dear,” said Helen, very kindly.

She dreaded lest any display of her opposition to the plan should
be attributed by Aunt Ruth or Lily to an indisposition to entertain
her cousin in her own house—jyet trembled at the thought of the
tidings which the next hour might bring.

Lily took in the manner, more than the matter of the reply, and
deliberated a moment.,

¢ Iwill stay,” she said., “It may be an age before I have another
such chance of happiness.”
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“Yes!” said Aunt Ruth, triumphantly, without in the remotest
degree assenting to the sentiment of the last clause of her pet child’s
remark, ‘‘Now when you have given Simon his orders, you shall
go and see what a beautiful room Aleck and Helen have given me.
There is a nice, soft lounge, where you shall lie, and I will tuck you
up snugly for a fine nap. The punch will make you drowsy, pretty
soon. That’s the good of it.”

¢ A clear case of involuntary intoxication | laughed Lily, “Then
I suppose I had better use my limbs while I have any control over
them—badn’t I? ® and she went to confer with Simon.

The lounge justified Aunt Ruth’s recommendation, and so did the
punch. For awhile Lily lay enveloped in the soft shawls Miss Ruth
had tucked about her shoulders, and watching the placid, motherly
countenance, whose eyes, cver and anon, strayed from her work to
herself, in tender solicitude. There was a clear little fire upon the
hearth, and by Aunt Ruth’s footstool a grey cat, sleek and sleepy ;
the clock ticked as if it too were drowsy. Lily wondered whether
this were owing to some peculiar knack which Aunt Ruth had in
_-winding it, and, amused at the conceit, sank into a slumber.

She seemed to have slept but a few minutes when she awoke,
and saw that she was alone in the chamber, The clock said that her
¢fine nap ” had lasted two hours.

¢ Aunt Ruth has gone to see about dinner, I suppose!” she
thought. “I am glad she didn’t stay here on my account. Her
lounge must be stuffed with poppies. I only wish I had one like it
at home 1"’

She sighed at the recollection of the many sleepless nights that
had been her portion for weeks past, drew back a curtain that she
might have more light for her toilette, brushed her hair, replaced her
collar, and was ready to rejoin her friends. There was an empty -
chair just outside the door, and, lying upon the seat, an unfinished
picce of knitting work, a coarse blue worsted stocking.

¢ Isn’t that like Aunt Ruth ? .She stationed one of her maids as a
sentinel to prevent my slumbers from being disturbed, and the poor
girl grew weary with waiting for me to release her. No wonder!”

She went down a flight of stairs and through a side-passage,
without encountering & single person. In her ignorance of the
topography of the house, she had taken a private way, one seldom
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used except by the servamts in carrying wood, water, etc., to the
geveralrooms. Then she reached a porch, enclosed on three sides by
the wings and cemtral building, and om the fonrth by Venetian
blinds ; and amused at her mistake, resolved to go en until she found
some inhabited regiom, mmclosed the door at the other end of this
recess, and found herself in a small, dark entry, another door just
ahead of her.

This series of contretemps Aunt Ruth and Helen had dome every-
thing that seemed meccssary to prevemt. The maid pested at the
chamber door had strict orders to remain there until Miss Calvert
awake, and then t6 conduot her to Mrs. Lay's own room, there to
awsit that lady’s eoming. But the girl, who had her share, and
pesaibly more, of Eve’s foible, had been seduced into a short absence.
To do her justice, it was very brief, for while Lily was wandering in
the by-ways of the rambling old house, her janitor, ignorant of the
prisoner’s flight, was sitting in the chair without Miss Ruth’s apart-
ment, knitting and listening dutifully for any sound from withim,
The parlour and main hall were peopled with geatlemen who would
inevitably have arrested Lily’s progress, but by ber blunder, perhaps
‘we should say through the design of an imscrutable and higher Will
than that of short-sighted mortals, .she had avoided all these
hindrances, and now stood at the onter entrance of the library,
Mr. Lay’s especial study.

Still smiling at her adwenture, Lily laid her hand upon the lock,
and went in. Her motion was very fairy-like and noiseless, and her
approach was unheard by the occupants of the room. A solema group
was collected there. Aleck Lay, his features settled into stern anguish,
stood with one arm upholding the drooping form of his wife, who
wept upon his shoulder, at the back of a sofa which was wheeled
. into the middle of the apartment. In fromt of it knelt Aunt Ruth,
hands clasped a8 if in prayer, her furrowed cheeks bathed in tears,
and eyes steadfastly bent upon the visage of him who was stretched
upon thecouch. A black cloak—the same that had been thrown over
him when first disinterred, hid the carth-stained garments—only the
face and bright hair were exposed, and these Lily’s second step
forwand revealed to ber horrified vision.




OEAPTER XVIII.

FNOTHER Ghristmas Eve, frosty and starry, was upon the
earth—and through the fading light shed from the lately
orimsoned West, Aleok Lay rode slowly up the winding
avenue leading to his home, Greenfield was his now,
also, but lie preferred: a- continued residence in the house to which he'
hHad brought his- bride, ome year before. There were associations
connected with the paternal mansion, that both he and Helen felt
would rest, a perpetual moveless shadow, upen the brightness of
their hearthstone. WVery rosy amd cheerful looked the radiance from
this now, through the windows-of the old: plase, and as the smile of
cheer and welcome caught his musing- eye, he quickemed hix horse’s
gait.

“ All well, Cmesar?” le asked of the man who lield the reim, as
he dismounted.

¢ All well, sir!”

Aleck glanced into the dining-room in passing, and spoke & kind -
word of greeting: to the: plump figure attired inm black, which,
knitting-work in hand, was overtooking the movemrents of the-butler,
while he'laid the snowy damask table-eloth for sapper:

¢ Helen is in hez room, I suppese ? ” he added.

¢ Yes ; ”” and to her chamber he proceeded accordingly.

She had heard his step in the hall, and met him at the doorwith
a smile amd: kiss of right wifely afftetton: But the smile was
chastened: by sadness or thought—a slight cloud that did not: dis-
appear even when she stood with hinx by-a: cradle: at the corner o
the hearth, and saw him stoop to leave a kiss upon the sleepingfue
of his first-borm;
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“ How are you feeling to-night?” he asked, fondly, after they
were seated, her hand in his.

¢1 am very well. Aunt Ruth says I may eat my Christmas dinner
with the rest of you to-morrow. I am quite strong again now, and
shall be more cheerful when I can go about the hour-~ as usnal,—
especially when I can breathe the outer air?”

“1am glad you are to take your old place to-morrow. It will
brighten greatly the gloom that must always recur upon the sad
anniversary—sad—inexpressibly mournful in the recollection of one
event—while it commemorates to me another—that has proved the
best blessing, the richest happiness of my life. Joy and woe have
flowed closely together, yet in divided streams, in our married life,
darling 1"

“I have been thinking of it as I sat here alone in the twilight,.

and reviewed the scenes of last Christmas,” said Helen, a tear
starting in her eye. ¢ Then, my anxiety to hear the report of your
visit of this afternoon has been painful. Was the interview a trying
one to you?”

‘“ Are you well enough to speak of these things, love? Had we
not better postpone the discussion to another day ?

“Not on my account! As I have said, the anxiety and un-
certainty do me more harm than a full knowledge of the truth
could. How did the wretched man appear?”

“ Like what you have called him—wretched—miscrable beyond
comparison?

“ And penitent? ” interrogated Helen.

#Not in the least!| Not that he does not express remorse for the
deed, but it is palpably sorrow for the awful consequences to himself,
not hatred of the crime, or compassion for the grief it has brought
" upon others, I went to the jail at his summons, prepared %o grant the
forgiveness which I supposed he, as & dying man, wished to entreat
from the dearest eirthly relatives of his victim. Instead of humble
confession, I was forced to listen to a laboured extenuation of his
act, and an appeal to my sympathy in behalf of himself,—‘a man in
the prime of his years—the scion of a long line of honoured ancestors,
condemned to perish ignominiously,” as he said, ‘like a common
convict !’

¢ Incredible! Iwonder you had patience to hear him to theend 1

N



HER WEDDING DAY. a7

“It was only by bearing in mind that in three days more he
would be beyond the reach of human approbation or censure, that 1
compelled myself to remain in his loathed presence. He was very
free ir his communications. The disappointment of his preposterons
hope that a petition for his pardon would be presented to the
governor, has apparently taken from him all desire for concealment,
o far ag the actions of his Past are concerned. I imagined that he
‘experienced some relief in the horrible recital; I am positive that
the attempt to excuse his motives for the committal of these atrocities
brought consolation, so deplorably depraved is his conscience. That
his forgery of Robert's name was not his first essay in that species of
crime, he avowed with infinite coolness. From his youth the facility
with which he could imitate any manuscript presented to him had
been a mighty temptation to him, ¢the impulse to employ the unfor.
tunate talent for some practical purpose’—I quote his exact words—
*had been well-nigh irresistible.’ His pecuniary difficulties had
proved the incentive to this ‘error,’ in every instance; and he
rambled off into an insupportable lamentation over the mortifications
and hardships to which these had subjected him, until their accumu-
lation and pressure drove him almost to insanity. = Your fortune was
imprudently risked in speculations that, ¢ promising in their com-
mencement, eventuated unsuccessfully.’ That meant, I knew, that
the sacred trust had been squandered at the card-table, and I told
him this, with no show of passion or indignation—only to recall
him to the facts of the matter. Without pretending to deny this
statement, he went on to speak of his embarrassment in view of

your marriage ; his hope that he could prevail upon Robert to execute
a contract that, by appointing your former guardian the trustee of
your property, would allow him an opportunity to retrieve your
losses before the deficiency was detected ; at any rate, prevent the
institution of a legal process for the recovery of the missing amount.
Foiled in this—and as he ‘ accidentally discovered —unquestionably
referring to the conversation he basely manceuvred to overhear, that
night, at the spring—baffled then, as he learned through the instru-
mentality of your influence over Robert, he devised sundry other
expedients for averting disgrace and ruin, Among these was his
endeavour to surprise you into signing the papers he presented to
you on Christmas Eve, and the manufacture and exhibition to you
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of the letter which was, after the murder, transmitted to Lily, in
order to delude her into the idea that her supposed lover had left
his home for her sake, and through her attempt to fulfil the appoint-
ment stie'believed he had made for her, to mislead others from the
real' track; Finding that you were bent upon keeping your promise
to Eobert. and disdained even to examine the proafs of yom
betrothied’s perfidy which he proféssed to have obtained, he resolved,
as He would have had' me credit, upon a final application to Robert
himself—a statement of the real condition of his affairs, and an
appeal to his generosity.

“To this end he suppressed your letter to Greenfield, substituting
a note purporting to be from Lily, asking for an interview at ten
o'clock, couched in language he was assured Robert could not read
unmoved, Leaving his horse in Booker’s care, at some distance from
the spot designated as the place of meeting, Colonel Floyd was
proceeding on foot towards the spruce pine, when he descried Robert
mounted upon Hero, slowly making his way through the underbrush,
a little way ahead of him. ¢Like a flash of lightning,’ he said, ‘the
thought seized me how easily I could rid myself of the difficulties
that hampered, me—avoid the humbling. revelation, and abject peti-
tion, whose anticipation galled my proud soul into madness. My
gun was in my hand’—I stopped him there—I could not hear how
my only brother was killed like a dog—ay, and buried like one!
God forgive me! but I could have murdered him as he told the
tale!”

He covered his face with his hands.

“God forgive Aim ! said Helen, by-and-by, in a voice broken by
weeping. “If ever man stood in need of the mercy which is infinite,
he does!"”

“I may be able to say ‘amen |’ some day,” replied Aleck, resuming
his former tone and demeanour. “I cannot yet! still less could I
entertain a forgiving thought while I saw his unmoved countenance ;
henrd his garbled representations, I felt as certain then, that he
deliberately laid in ambush and firéd upon his prey, as I did after I
proved this to his face, thrust the lying plea of manslaughter down
the villain’s throat "

“Dearest husband, remember he is, as you said just now, a dying
man. * He will soon stand before his J; udge and ours!” interposed
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the wife, softly and sweetly, “In a very short time, human justice
will have its full course.”

“My angel monitor{” Aleck raised her hand to his lips—“I
have rever needed you more, my precious one, than during the hour
I spent in that cell. Think how hard it was for me to learn that
the vile, odious letter to myself, that, for a season, scduced me into
the comviction that one of the noblest beings Heaven ever created,
was & weak, perjured hypocrite, unworthy of my love as of yours;
that this diabolical composition was framed and committed to paper
within an hoar after the murder was done! He actually permned it,
sitting at Mr. Willis’s private desk, Mr. Willis being in the omter
office, while he, Floyd, was pretending to await the coming of him
whose life he had taken ! ”

“Oh! horrible!” cried Helen, shuddering. ‘Was his conscience
then_altogether dead ?”

“ His ruling consideration then was to avert suspicion, to aoconut
to the community for the disappearance of one whaose sbsence must,
before many hours elapsed, excite universal surprise. To effect this
purpose, he could émitate, with a true and cunning hand, the style
and writing of our poor brother, append his name to the letier,
and devise a plan by which it should reach me, without implicating
the author in the remotest degree.*

“ His account of the concealment of the body in the bushes, and
Booker’s being sent off with Hero to the free negro’s house, as well
as the large bribe paid to the latter to undertake the secret service
required of him, without asking any questions, tallied with that
given by Booker himself, and by Jeff Martin, at Booker’s trial. He
slluded, likewise, to the circumstance of the seemingly miraculous
preservation of the corpse for so long a time, which was owing, he
supposed, to its having been nearly or quite frozen when it was
interred. But to these details I could not listen, nor shall yom.”

“Yonu said that you convicted him of premeditation in what he
did ? ” said Helen, inquiringly.

“Yes! I happened to mention Rooker'’s confession. His face
darkened instantly.

‘¢ The cowardly knave !’ be said. ‘But for kis treachery, Ishould

¢ Fact.
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or indeed to mention what she had witnessed, unless Jeff should
volunteer an allusion to the affair. He made but one remark that
could have any bearing upon the subject, and that was at night-fall
just after he had despatched his supper.

¢ I shan’t be home until near midnight,” he had said, “snd I’ve
got one word to say before I start. Whatever you’ve secn to-day, or
may hear to-night, hold your tongue, or you’ll' suffer for it.”

With that he went out, and she distinctly heard the tramping of
hoofs soon afterwards.

¢ While anxiety and suspense were wrought to the highest pitch
by my endeavours to shape a reasonable theory out of all this,” con-
tinued Aleck, %I reached home, and the first object I beheld was
Colonel Floyd’s carriage, with Booker standing by it ; heard from you
that he himself was waiting to see me. His ostensible business was
to ask me to fix a day for the settlement of his guardianship accounts,
He offered the intelligence that he could hand over immediately that
portion of your estate which was in ready money, and also render
satisfactory statements of sales of property; the yearly crops and
servants’ hire ; sums disbursed for your expenses ; and a great deal
more plausible talk, to which I lent only half an ear. As adroitly
as I could in my unsettled state, I forced him to speak of his liabili-
ties to Robert, the proofs of which I told him my brother had showed
me in a couple of bonds, executed and signed by Colonel Floyd, cover-
ing an amount of nine hundred dollars. Accomplished villain as I
knew him to be, I was yet thunderstruck when he produced from his
pocket-book the identical bonds, and displayed a long cross-mark
on the face of each, made, he averred, by Robert himself, on the day
before Christmas, at which date he had paid over the full amount of
his indebtedness, and received these in testimony thereof. Now, my
darling, do not be too much shocked by what I am going to say. At
twelve o'clock, that very Christmas Eve, Robert and I sat in my
chamber, talking over his prospects, pecuniary and matrimonial, and
he exhibited these very papers uncancelled—told me of the debt still
due to him, expressing his doubt as to its final liquidation, and his
regret for the weakness that had beguiled him into lending money to
an unprincipled spendthrift,”

“Can it be 1” exclaimed Helen, “ Yet I heard Colonel Floyd tell
you—"
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purpose, and instructions to your accomplice? I believed, when
my agents sought you in every town and city in the Union; when
I urged them incessantly to greater diligence by promises of greater
rewards ; when I gave in my testimony at your trial ; when I heard
the verdict of the jurors; when I came here to listen to your dying
confession, I have believed always, without a second’s wavering,
that you murdered foully, in cold blood, with malice and purpose
aforethought, a man guiltless of wrong against you or any other
mortal, and I go away more firmly persuaded than ever that my
conclusion was just, I can stay here no longer. It would be worse
than useless, for each falsehood makes heavier the load of your sin.’

% ¢ One question more—but one instant!’ he begged, catching hold
of me, as I would have left the cell.

%I could not help tearing myself from his hold.

¢ ¢ I will hear what you have to say,’ I said, ‘if it does not relate
to the subject of which we have been speaking.’

“¢Jt does not !’ he assured me, ‘I wish to enquire after my
niece, who has been, since last spring, domesticated in your family—
Miss Calvert, How isshe?’ )

« ¢Her bodily health is good,’ I answered. ¢In mind she will
probably never be better than she is now—a mere child 1”

% ¢ The physicians regard her case as hopeless then, do they 1’

I replied in the affirmative.

% ¢ It might have been expected?’ he said, with no more show of
feeling than he had ‘manifested heretofore. ‘The circumstances
of her birth were peculiar, and without doubt predisposed her to
this malady. She is harmless, is she not?’

¢ ¢ She is, perfectly,’ I answered.

¢ But idietic—hey ?’

¢ Indignant at this cool questioning, I said that it was rather a
partial failure of certain powers of mind, a loss of memory upon
many points, and a weakening of the higher intellectual faculties;
repeating, in effect, my former declaration that she was now a child,
with occasional lapses into a gentle melancholy, more painful to us
than it appeared to be to her.

#“¢I cannot but consider her state a blessing instead of an
affliction,’ I concluded, ¢when we remember the events that robbed
her of reason,’ 8
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“¢Ah| ghe was predisposed to it!' hereiterated. +I always
dreaded some such calamity to her. Is it your intention, may I ask,
Mr. Lay, to continue to take care of her—or will you send her
to an asylum?’

¢ ¢ Neither my wife nor mysel will ever consent to part with her,
unless her health should require a change,’ I said. ¢ As to an asylum
—we are assured by the best medical authorities upon these points,
that no beneficial effects to her could arise from her residence in one.’

¢ Desperately hardened as I knew him to be, I was not prepared
for his next observation—

¢¢¢Youn may not be aware, Mr. Lay, that my niece has no property
of her own—that she will be & great expense to you?’

¢ That does not alter my resolution, sir !’ I replied haughtily.

“¢You are very generous ! I thought it but just to yourself that
you should be notified of the fact of her poverty. My sister, Mrs,
Calvert, left some little money and a few slaves in my care, but I
regret to say, that my own failure has swallowed up the modest
provision for her daughter's livelihood. I was the trustee of my
sister’s small fortune—an appointment that gave her husband much
discontent—and, I may say to you, Mr. Lay, was productive of more
than one quarrel between us. Our last was a serious one, and to him
very disastrous !’

“He checked himself with the same expression he had worn
upon perceiving that he had contradicted himself, a while before—
put his hand to his head and tried to smile. Such a ghastly grimace
as it was |

“¢] think that my mind wanders slightly sometimes, Mr. Lay.
You will excuse any incoherence or strangeness in my language or
behaviour. It has been long since I had occasion to refer to these
family affairs, and the mention naturally agitates me, After all,
what was done 8o mauy years since, in the heat of passion, and under
extreme provocation—we were both fiery tempered—what was done
then cannot be mended now, and had better rest in oblivion,’”

¢ He must be deranged 1 ? said Helen, wonderingly.

“You would thought so, had you seen him at that instant,”
replied her husband. “In another, he was himself again; desired
me to give his love to Lily and his respects to you. ‘B8ay to
Lily,’ he called me back to say—¢that I always intended to provide
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for her myself—if only as some atonement—but no! perhaps you
had better not repeat the message, She might not understand it,’
And thus we parted.”

“May I come in?” A silvery voice at the door ended the pause
that sncceeded Aleck’s strange, sad story.

“ Come in, dear |” said Helen, brightening up, and L dlmmutlve
figure in white crept forward on tiptoe.

Her beantiful hair had been shorn during the dangerous spell
of brain-fever that had attacked her tcn months befure, and now
clustered in short, golden curls about her colourless face. Her
eyes were timid and soft, like those of a shy child, and her smile
infantile in. simplicity and sweetness of expression. She had taken
an unconquerable fancy to wear white constantly ever since her
illness, and her kindly guardians indulged her whim, To-night she
had dressed herself in muslin, and binding her curls was a wreath of
holly leaves and berries, A knot of the same was in her bosom.

“ Good-evening, Aleck ?” she said, putting her hand confidingly
in his, outstretched with an air of brotherly fondness he could not
have shown her a year ago. “I am glad that you are home agam.
Did yon remember that it was Christmas Eve?”

“ Remember |” thought he, with an inward groan. He smiled
pleasantly at the querist. *Is that the reason you have made your-
self 8o fine to-night, Lily ?”

“Yes. Bally got the holly for me, for I thought I had heard that
people wore it on Christmas Eve. It looks pretty, doesn’t it ?”

“Very ! ” replied Helen, cheerfully.

Lily surveyed herself in the mirror with unaffected and guileless
complacency.

“ And to-morrow night Sally is to get me some orange-buds. I
made her promise, if you had no objection, Aleck. There are plenty
in the greenhouse.”

“Why should I object!” asked Aleck. “The flowers belong
to you and Nelly here, not to me.”

“Yes, but I had a notion that you did not like orange-blossoms ;
or was it you, Nelly?”

“ Neither of us, I think,” she responded. ¢ It was all a ‘ notion,’
little one.”

“It makes me very happy to hear you say so, for, do you know,

- -
P
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I wouldn't miss wearing them on Christmas night on any account,”
sinking her voice to a mysterious whisper. “ Who was it, Nelly,
that told me that it would be a terrible thing not to wear orange-
blossoms on Christmas ?

¢ Another notion !” Aleck hastened to dispel the cloud of per-
plexity he saw gathering upon her brow, “ What have you in your
hand, Lily ?”

#Oh!"” she laughed out, gleefully, “it is a pair of new socks
for baby. I knit them myself, on purpose to hang in the chimney-
corner to-night. Seel”

They were united by a bow of blue ribbon, and she suspended
them upon a hook at the left of the fireplace, directly above the
cradle, '

Helen laughed. “I will venture to say that no younger gentleman
in the length and breadth of the land will hang up his stocking
this Christmas Eve. Why, Lily, he is but a month and two days
old!”

% He understands all I say to him? ” retorted Lily, triumphantly,
“Look ! he isawake! Don’t you sec that he laughs at me!”

The little arms tossed down the covering that bound them, and
the babe actually smiled in the face bowed over his.

“He knows me best!” BShe patted the tiny face. « Lily’s
baby? Lily’s pet!” And while father and mother looked on with
smiling lips and moistened eyes, there came another name breathed
in accents of such magical sweetness that one might have thought
the child-woman had learned it from angel teachers,

“LILYy’s RoBERT!”

THE END,

8.8.600.1.83.V.15 .
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ture Narratives from the Old Testament. With Coloured Pictures and 8s
Engravings. Imperial 16mo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6. .

THE GOOD SHEPHERD; or, The Story of Jesus: and His
Apostles, for the Young. With Coloured Pictures and other Illustrations.
Imperi:f 16mo, cloth gilt, 2s. 6d.

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, E.C.




STANDARD THEOLOGICAL WORKS.

WARD AND LOCK’S

CHRISTIAN KNOWLEDGE SERIES.

Price ONE SHILLING each ; or neatly bound, cloth gilt, ss. 6a&

Under the comprehensive title, “ THrR CHRISTIAN KNOWLEDGE SERIES,” is
- dssued, in a series of well-printed volumes, published at a price which renders them
. @ccessible to all, the works of those great and good wmem who Aave devoted theiv

Flves and energies to promoting, in their writings, the highest interests of their
Jellow-creatures, by explaining and elucidating the various swbjects conmected
with Religion and Christianity, and who have earmed a title to the undying grati-

tude of posterity by engaging heart and sowl in the grent wewk, the object of whick
| 88 ¢ 2o jistify the ways of God to man.”

Confident in the belicf that to very large numbers these works will be thovoughly
welcome and acceptable, the Editors and Publishers have undertaken the enterprise
' of indofinitely extending the range of the influence of these works, feeling assured
3 g recerving 1he earnest co-operation and assistance of all good men in diffusing,
J 5 dmcw of these good and cheap editions of excellent books, trme Chwistian Kuow-

edge. —

1. Paley’s Evidences of Christianity, With Life, Introduction,
Analysis, and Notes.

2. Butler's Analogy of Religion to the Constitution and
Course of Nature. With Life, Introduction, Notes, &c.

3. Taylor’s Holy Living. With Life, Introduction, and Notes.
4& Taylor's Holy Dying. With Introduction, Notes, &c.

Doddridge’s Rise and Progress of Religion in the Soul.
‘With Life, Introduction, and Notes.

5.
6. Paley’s Natural Theology. With Introduction, Epitome, and
7.
8.

Notes.

Keith on Prophecy. (By special arrangement with the Author.)

Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress. With Memoir of the Author by
H. W. Dorcken, Ph.D,, and 100 Illustrations.

9. Paley’s Horee Paulinz. With Introduction, Epitome, and Notes.

e

Hand awd Fleart says :—* The publishers well deserve the thanks of the com-
munity for this noble effort. They are most effectively doing the work of a ¢ Chris-
tian Knowledge Society,’ without any appeal for charitable funds. As a self-sustain-
ing agency for the circulation of first-class theological works we gladl> commend
this ‘Christian Knowledge Series’ to the notice of all our readers.”

Lloyd’s Newspaper says :—*“ We can assure our readers that the of the
two volumes on our table is excellent, and, at the price, wonderful. The notes are
lhgrt, and what is still more noﬁseable,.ggcnﬂy to the point. The epitome of both

Nentl 2

is y and is ulated to impress the book deeply
the reader’s mind.” i on

The Weekly Timses :—* Every mam or womaR, cvery owe who
boospu'kes’ to independent thought, szould be mdmy z and po’:sesson of, these
s.”?

K=" The Publishers have been favoured with letters from some of the kighest

dignitaries of the Church of England, and the primcigal C. on every

é)mmdion,dl speaking in ,t‘fa Righest terms of the CRRiSTIAN KNoWLEDGE
ERIES. .

Lowdon: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.




ILLUSTRATED POETICAL WORKS.

® The power of Englisk Literature is in éts Poets.®

MOXON’S POPULAR POETS.

New anp ENrarGep Epitions, with Red Border Lines, Critical Memoirs by
WiLLiaM MICHARL RossETTI, and Eight Illustrations Each.

The press and the public, alike in Great Britain and her Colonies, and in the
United States, unite in their testi to the i superiority of Messrs.
Moxon's Populay Poets over any other similar collections publisked by any other
kouse. Their possession of the Copyright works of Coleridge, Hood, Keats, Shellcy,

Wordsworth, and other great National Poets, places this series above rivalry.

1. Byron’s Poetical Works.

s. Longfellow's Poetical Works.
3. Wordsworth’s Poetical Works,
4- Scott's Poetical Works.

s. 8helley's Poetical Worka,

6. Moore’s Poetical Works.

7. Hood’s Poetical Works.

8, Keats’ Poetioal Works.

9. Ooleridge’s Poetical Works.
20. Burns’ Poetical Works.

11. Tupper’s Proverbial Philosophy.
‘I'he Four Series Complete for the
first time in One Vol., with Por-

) trait.

x2. Milton's Poetical Works.

13. Campbell’s Poetical Works.

14. Pope's Peetical Works.

15. Cowper’s Poetical Works,

16. Humorouns Poems.

17. American Poems.

18. Mrs. Hemans’ Poetical Works.

19. Thomson's Poetical Works.

20. Miscellaneous Poems. [Skortly.

21. Hood’s Poetical Works. Second:
Series.

22. J. @. Whittier's Poetioal Works.

23. J. R. Lowell's Poetical Works.

24. Young's Poetical Works,

25. Shakespeare’s Complete Works,

‘With Red Border Lines, Critical Memoir, and Eight Illustvations each, hand-

somely bound, cloth gilt, gik edges,

PRICE 8s. 6d. PER VOLUME.
Also to be had in the following varieties of binding—Morocco, 75 6. ; morocco
extra, 8s. ; tree calf, 1as. 6d.; relief leather, zas. . :

MOXON'S FIVE SHILLING POETS.
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, bevelled boards, gilt edges, ss.; half-morocco, 6s.

Hood's Serieus Poems. - With Prefac;
) AR

Longfellow's Poetical Works. With
Memoir by WiLLiam MicuagL Ros-

by THomas Hoob the Young
numerous Illustrations.

Hood's Comic Poems. With Preface
by Tromas Hoop the Younger, and
numerous Illustrations,

Shelloy’s Poetical Works. With Por-
trait.

Eeats’ Poetical Works. With a Me-
moir by Lord HOUuGHTON.

sETTL Illustrated.

Scott’s Poetieal Works. With Me-
moirby Wirtiam MICHAEL TI,
Illustrated.

Hood’s Poetical Works,
With Memoir by WitLiaM
RosseTTt. Illustrated,

18t series,

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, E.C.,




GARDENING BOOKS.

THE STANDARD GARDENING BOOKS.

Gardening, properly managed, is a source of income to thousands, and of
kealthful vecreation to other thousands. Besides the gratification it affords, the
inexhaustible field it opens up for observation and experiment commends its £ «
teresting Bracuice to everyone possessed of & real English home,

BEETQN’S BOOK OF GARDEN MANAGEMENT. Em-
bracing all kinds of information connected with Fruit, Flower, and Kitchen
Garden Cultivation, Orchid Houses, Bees, &c., &c. _Illustrated with Coloured
Plates of surpassing beauty, and numerous Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth gilt,
price 75. 64.; or in half-calf, 105, 6d.

The directions in BEETON'S GARDEN MANAGEMENT are conceived in a prace
tical menner, and arve, throughout the work, so simply given that none can fail to
undevstand them. The Coloured Plates show more than a hundred different kinds
of Plants and Flowers, and assist in the identification of any dowubiful specimen.

BEETON’S DICTIONARY OF EVERY-DAY GARDEN-
ING. Constituting a Popular Cyclopzdia of the Theory and Practice of
Horticulture. Illustrated with Coloured Plates, made after Original Water
Colour Drawings copied from Nature, and Woodcuts in the Text. Crown 8vo,
cloth gilt, price 3s. 6d.

ALL ABOUT GARDENING. Being a Popular Dictionary of
Gardening, ining full and practical Instructions in the different Branches
of Horticultural Science. S?ecially adapted to the capabilities_and require-
ments of the Kitchen and Flower Garden at the Present Day. With Illustza-
tions, Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, price 2s. 64.

BEETON'’S GARDENING BOOK. Containing full and prac-
tical Instructions concerning G 1 Gardening Operati e Flower Garden,
the Fruit Garden, the Kitchen Garden, Pests of the Garden, with a Monthly
Calendar of Work to be done in the Garden throughout the Year. With lllus-
trations. Post 8vo, cloth, price 1s.; or with Coloured Plates, price 1s. 6.

KITCHEN AND FLOWER GARDENING FOR PLEA.
SURE AND PROFIT. An Entirely New and Practical Guide to the Culti-
vation of Vegetables, Fruits, and Flowers, With upwards of 200 Engravings.
Crown 8vo, boards, 1s.

BEETON’S PENNY GARDENING BOOK., Being a Calendar
of Work to be done in the Flower, Fruit, and Kitchen Garden, together with
Plain Directions for Growing all Useful Vegetables and most Flowers suited to
adorn the Gardens and Homes of Cottagers. Price 1d. ; post free, 134d.

GLENNY'S ILLUSTRATED GARDEN ALMANAC
AND FLORIST’S DIRECTORY. Being an Every-day Handbook for Gar-
deners, both A and Professional. Containing Notices of the Floral
Novelties of the Current Year, Articles by Eminent Horticultural Authorities,
Directions for Amateurs, Lists of London, Provincial, and Continental Nursery-
men, Seedsmen, and Florists, &c. With pumerous Illustrations, Published
Yearly, in coloured wrapper, price 1s.

LZondon: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.




NEEDLEWORK BOOKS.

THE STANDARD NEEDLEWORK BOOKS.

The Art of Needlework has from time immemorial Seen the support, comfort,
or employment of women of every rank and age, 6o that any addition and assist-
ance in teaching or learning Needlework will be welcomed by the Dauzhters of
England. In_this delicf, the Publishers offer to the public the ** STANDARD
NesoLework Books.”

New and Revised Edition
BEETON’S BOOK OF NEEDLEWORK. Consisting of 670
Needlework Patterns, with full Descriptions and Instructions as to workin,
them. Every Stitch Described and Engraved with the utmost accuracy, an
the Quantity of Material requisite for each Pattern stated.

Contents :—
TATTING PATTERNS, EMBROIDERY INSTRUCTIONS.
EMBROIDERY PATTERNS, CROCHET INSTRUCTIONS.
CROCHET PATTERNS. KNITTING AND NETTINGINSTRUCTIONS
KNITTING AND NETTING PATTERNS. LACE STITCHES.
MONOGRAM AND INITIAL PATTERNS, PoinT LAace PATTERNS,
BerLiN WooL INSTRUCTIONS. GuiPURE PATTERNS,

CreweL WORK.

New and Revised Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, gilt edges, price 7. 64.

*.* Yust as Tue Boox or HouseHOLD MANAGEMENT fakes due precedence of
€very other Cookery Book, so this extraordinary collection of Needlework Designs
Kas become the book, par excellence, for Ladies bo consult, both for Instruction in
S::;:Iz.; and all kinds of Work, and Patterns of elegant style and ivreproackable
£ e,

MADAME GOUBAUD'S

SHILLING NEEDLEWORK BOOKS,.
Imperial 16mo, tal pper, price 15. each.

1. Tatting Patterns. With 66 Illustrations, .

2. Embroidery Patterns. With 85 Illustrations,
Crochet Patterns. With 48 Illustrations.
Knitting and Netting Patterns. With 64 Illustrations.
. Patterns of Monograms, Initials, &c. 151 Illustrations.
6. Guipure Patterns. With 71 Illustrations.
7. Point Lace Book, With 78 Illustrations.

Y

MADAME GOUBAUD'S

NEEDLEWORK INSTRUCTION BOOKS.
Imperial 16mo, ornamental wrapper, price 6d. each.
1. Berlin Wool Instructions. ‘With 18 Illustrations.
3. Embroidery Instructions. With 65 Illustrations,
3. Crochet Instructions. With 24 Illustrations.

Home Needlework. With 80 Diagrams. Price 1s.

Art Needlework. Illustrated. Price Is.

The Fancy Needlework Instruction Book, Price 19,
(See also * The Ladies’ Bazaar and Fancy-Fair Books.””)

| ZLondon: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.




FOR HOME READING.

THE HOME TREASURE LIBRARY.
Handsomely bound, cloth gilt, gilt edges, price 35, 64, each,

Tt is the intention of She Publithers that a tone of pure moralii; awd lofty aim
et e L T
Tlustrations, nvllmdcrﬁ":ru books, beth as te interior and extevior, s
that could be desired, and worthy q/’aﬂaumﬂw Library of ewevy Hewee.

. Shiloh, By Mrs. W. M, L. JAY. With Coloured Illustrations.

The Prince of the House of David. Coloured Hlustrations.

Miss Edgeworth’s Moral Tales. With Coloured Illustrations.

Miss Edgeworth’s Popular Tales, Coloured Iliustrations.

The Throne of David. By Rev. J. H. INGRAHAM, Illustrated,

The Pillar of Fire. By Rev. J. H. INGRAHAM. Hlustrated.

Anna Lee, By T. S. ARTHUR. Illustrated.

The Wide, Wide World. By E. WETHERELL. Coloured Illusin.
9. Queechy. - By the same. With Coloured Illustrations.

10. Melbourne House, By the same. Coloured Illustrations.

11. Sceptres and Crowns, and The Flag of Truce. By the same.

With Coleured Illustrations.

r2. The Pairchild Family. By Mrs. SHERwooD. Coloured Dlusts,

13. Stepping Heavenward, and Aunt Jane's Hero. By Mrs. K.
PrENTISS. With Coloured ITlustrations,

14. Mabel Vaughan. By Miss CUMMING, Coloured Illustrations.
15.. Dunallan. By GRACE KENNEDY Coloured IMustrations.

16. Father Clement. By the same. With Coloured lustrations.
17. Holden with the Cords. By Mrs, JAY. Colonred Illustrations.

18. Uncle Tom®s Cabin, gy Mrs. H B. Stowe. With a Sketch
of the Life of Rev. J d and other TRustrations.

19. Barriers Burned Away. ByE. P. RoE. Caloured Illustrations,

20. Little Women and Good Wives. By Miss ALcoTT. With
Coloured Illustrations,

21. From Jest to Earnest. By E. P. Roe. Coloured TMustrations.
22. Near to Nature's Heart. By E. P. RoE. Coloured Illustrations.
23. Opening of a Chestnut Burr. By E, P. RoE. Col. Illust.
24. What Can She Do? ByE. P. Ror. Coloured IHustrations.
25. The O1d Helmet. By E. WETHERELL. Coloured Illustrations.
26. Daisy. By thesame. With Coloured Illustrations,

27. A Knight of the Nineteenth Century. Coloured Illustrations,
28. Woman our Angel, By A. S. Rog. Coloured Illustrations.
29. The Lamplighter. By Miss CuMMING. Coloured Illustrations,
30. A Face Illumined. By E. P. RoE. Coloured Illuuratians,
- 31. The Story of Stories. By Mrs. LEATHLEY. Illustrated.

Kondon: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, K.Ceo
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ILLUSTRATED GIFT BOOKS.

THE GO00D WORTH LIBRARY.

In the GooD WoRTE LIRARY we wworke Aave Seen admitted in whick the three
vequisites for good worth in a book,—mnamely, the $romotion of knowledge, the
Jwrtherance of wisdowms, and the charm of amusement—are uot combined, and whose |
Serusal will not satisfy the mind, as with good, wholesome and strengthening food. ‘

Fully Illustrated snd bandsomely bound, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. each.

1. Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, from this World to that which
is to Come. With Memoir of the Authorby H.W.DuLckeN, Pu.D., and
100 Illustrations by Taomas DALzigL, Engraved by Darziee Beothers,

' 2, The Swiss Family Roblnson or, The Adventm'csof a Swiss

Pastor and his Family an Uni d by Henzy
FriTRH., With Coloured Platcs and upwards of 200 Emavmgs,

3. Andersen’s Stories for the Young. By HANS CHRISTIAN
ANDERSEN, With many full-page and other Engravings.

4. Andersen’s Popular Tales for Children. By HANS CHRISTIAN
ANDERSEN. With many full-page and other Engravings.

5. Anne and {ane Taylor’s Poetry for Children. Containing
the Ongmal oems, Hymns for Infant Minds, and Rhymes for the Nursery,
With many Engravings.

#. Pifty Celebrated Women: Their Virtues and Failings, and the
Lessons of their Lives, With many Engravings.

8. Fifty Celebrated Men: Their Lives and Trials, and the Deeds
that made them Famous. With mmany Engravings.

9. Robinson Crusoe. By DANIEL DEFOE. With Memoir of the

Author and many Eng

UNcLE JonNn, With 123 Engravmgs.

Mrs. BARBAULD and Dr. Amau ‘With many Engravings.

13. The Gentlemen Adventurers; or, Antony Waymouth. By
W. H. G. KinGsToN. With full-page Engravmgs.

13. Sandford and Merton (The History of). By THOMAS Du'.
With 1ce Engravings by Darzisr Brothers.

full-page Engravings.
6. Great Inventors: The Sources of their Usefulness, and the Re-
sults of their Efforts, With 109 Engravings.

Sailor in the Navy, the Merchant Service, and on 2 Whaling Cruise. Teld
by Himself. With

Engravings by Daczrev B;
18. The Boy’s Own Book of Manufactures and Industries of
the World, With 365 Engravings by Daraiss Brothers.

10. The Wonders of the World, in Earth, Sea, and Sky. By |

' 21, Evenings at Home; or, The Juvenile Budget Opened. By |

’ 14. The Boy’s Own Sea Stories. Being the Adventures of a |

17. The Marvels of Nature; or, Outlines of Creation. With 400 |

Zondon: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C,




JLLUSTRATED GIFT' BOOKS.

THE Goop WORTH LIBRARY—continued.

19. Famous Boys, and How they Became Famous Men. With
many Engravings,

20, Triumphs of Perseverance and Enterprise, By THoMAS
Coorer. With many Engravings.

31, The Crusades and Crusaders. The Story of the Struggle for
the Holy Sepulchre. By J. G. EnGax. With full-page Engravings.

22. The Merchant’s Clerk; or, Mark Wilton. By Rev. C. B.
TavLER, M.A. With full+ page and other Engravings.

23. The Young Marooners; or, The Adventures of Robert and
{ 'arold on the Florida Coast. ’With many Engravings.

24. I-l.hday House, By CATHERINE SINCLAIR., With full-page

Engravings.

25. The Boys Book of Modern Travel and Adventure. With
many Engravings.

26. Mary Bunyan, the Blind Daughter of John Bun By SALLIE
Rorzulsra: Forp. With full- pa‘gleg Eagrawggs yan. 5y

27. The Scottish Chicfs, By JANE PorTER. With full-page En.
gravings.

30. Life Thoughts, Gathered from the Extemporaneous Discourses
of HeNRYy WARD BeecuEr. With Red Border Lines.

31. The Christian Life. Bible Helps and Counsels for Every Day
throughout the Year. With Red Border Lines.

32. The Perfect Life. By WiLLIAM E. CHANNING.

33. Sacred Heroes and Martyrs, ng T. HEADLEY. Revised

and deted by J. W. Kirron, LL.D., Author of “Buy your Own
Cherries.” -

34. Religion and Science; or, The Truth Revealed in Nature and
Scripture. By Josepu LE CoNTE.

35. Getting On in the World or, Hints on Success in Life, By
WiLLIAM MATHEWS, LL.

36, Household Stories. By the Brothers GriMM, W, HAUFF, &c,
With numerous Engravings.

CHILDREN AT JERUSALEM: A Sketch of Modern Life in

6%Mrs. HoLmAN HunT. Elegantly bound, cloth gilt, coloured edges,
Pﬂ“ 3‘

LITERARY CURIOSITIES AND ECCENTRICITIES,

"Collected and Edited by W. A. Crouston. A Book of Anecdotes, Laconic
Sayggs, and Gems of ht in Prose and Poctry. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt,
3. 6d.

THE TRUE HISTORY OF A LITTLE RAGAMUFFIN,

By JAmEs GrEEnwoop, Author of “ Journeys through London,” *“ A Night

_ in a” Workhouse,” *‘Silas the Conjuror,” &c. With full-page Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, othgllt. price 34, 6d.

Zondon: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, £.C,




ILLUSTRATED BOOKS,

THE FAMILY CIRCLE LIBRARY.

A Series of Populay Books, sparially designed for Gifts and Rewards, and for

Family Reading and Reference.

Fully I d and hand 1y bound, cloth gilt, 3¢. 64. each.
Mm:ﬁaret Catchpole (The History of). By Rev. R. CoBBOLD.
With Coloured Platas and other Tllustrations.

Beatrice; or, The Unknown Relatives, By CATHERINE SIN-
cLAIr.  With Coloured Plates.

Amy and Hester; or, The Long Holidaya By H. A. FORrD.
3 % ¢

With Coloured Frontispiece and many Engravings.

Wonders and Beauties of the Year, Popular and Poetical
Descriptions of the Wild Flowers, Birds, and Insects of the Months, By
H. G. Apams. With Coloured Frontispiece and many Engravings.

Wonders and Curiosities of Animal Life. By GEORGE
KragrLEY., With Coloured Frontispiece and many Engravings.

Nature’s Gifts, and How we Use them. A Familiar Account
of our Everyday Wants, Comforts, and Luxuries. By Grorce Dobbp.
With Coloured Frontispiece and other Illustrations.

Modern Society; or, The March of Intellect. By CATHERINE
SincLaIR.  With Coloured and other Illustrations. .

Herbert Lovell ; or, Handsome He who Handsome Does. By
Rev. F. W, B. Bouverie. With Coloured and other Illustrations,

9. The Sailor Hero; or, The Frigate and the Lugger. By Captain

10.
1.
12
13.
14
15

16.

17.

ARMSTRONG, Author of * The Cruise of the Darimg.” With full-page
Illustrations.

The Cruise of the ¢ Daring.” A Tale of the Sea. By Capt,
ARMSTRONG, Author of ““The Sailor Hero,” With full-page Illustrations.
Life’s Contrasts; or, The Four Homes. By Mrs. GOTHER

Mann. With Coloured Frontispiece and other Illustrations.

Popular Preachers of the Ancient Church: Their Lives and
their Works, By Rev. W. WiLson. With Illustrations,

Edwin and Mary; or, The Mother’s Cabinet. With Coloured
Frontispiece and other Illustrations.

The Book of Children’s Hymns and Rhymes. With Co-
loured Frontispiece and many Engravings.

Looking Heavenward : A Series of Tales and Sketches for the
Young. By Jane C. Simpson. With Coloured Frontispiece and many
Engravings.

Character and Culture. By the BisHor of DUrRHAM, Canon
DaLg, &c. With Passages selected from the Works of Eminent Divines.
Pilgrims Heavenward. Essays of Counsel and Encourage-

ment for the Christian Life. With Coloured Frontispiece.

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.




FOR EVERY HOME.

THE FAMILY CIRCLE LIBRARY—continned.

18. Preachers and Preaching, in Ancient and Modern Times. By
the Rev. Hengy CurisTMAS. With Portraits,

19. Julamerk; or, The Converted Jewess. By Mrs. WEss, With
Coloured and other Illustrations.

20, Fern Leaves from Fanny’s Portfolio, First and Secomd
Series Complete. With Tllustrati
21. Orange Blossoms: A Book for All who have Worn, are Wear-

ing, or are likely to Wear Them. Edited by T. S. ArTHuR. With
numerous Illustrations. -

22. The Martyrs of Carthage; or, The Christian Converts. A
Tale of the Times of Old. With numerous Illustrations.

23. Modern Accomplishments; or, The March of Intellect. By
CATHERINE SINCLAIR, Author of *‘Beatrice,” *‘ Modern Society,” &c.
With Coloured Plates.

26. Poe’s Tales of Mystery, Imagination, and Humour. By
EDpGAR ALLAN Por. With numerous Illustrations.

27. Ballads and Poetical Tales. Sclected from PERCY, RITSON,

Evans, JaMieson, ScoTT, &c.

28, Beeton’s Book of Birds ; Showing how to Rear and Manage |
them in Sickness and in Health. With C d Plates by Ha Wrir,
and over 100 Engravings.

| 29. Beeton’s Book of Poultry and Domestic Animals : How

’ to Rear and Manage them in Sickness and in Health, With Coloured
Plates by HARRISON WEIR, and over 100 Eagravings. .

31. Journeys through London; or, Bye-ways of the Modern
Babylon. By JamEes GREENwWoOD, Author of ““ A Night in a Workhouse,”
&c. = With 12 double-page Engravings.

32. Fanny Fern’s New Stories for Children. By the Author of
¢ Fern Leaves.” Illustrated.

33. Adventures of Captain Hatteras, Containing ‘‘ The English |
at the North Pole,” and *‘ The Ice Desest.” By Jurks Vernm. With |
Coloured Plates.

34. Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. First
Second Series Complete. By JurLges Verna, With Coloured Plates

35. The Wonderful Travels. Containing “ !ourne into the In-.
terior of the Earth,” and ** Five Weeksina n. ﬁ‘;Juuu VERNER,
With Coloured Plates. '
36. The Moon Voyage. Containing *From the Earth to the
%{l:on," and ““Round the Moon.”” By JuLes Verne. With Coloured
tes.

37. The _Bo!':f rgandy Book of Games and Sports. With

The Boy’s Handy Book of Natural History. With aboy ‘
# xoofnll-gge Engraviixsbyw. Harvgy, ¥ about

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Spuare, B.C.
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POPULAR BOOKS BY GOOD AUTHCRS.

THE FAMILY GIFT SERIES.
A chkeap issna of Popular Boeks, suitable for Prisss and R cwards,

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, price 2s. 64. each.
. A ‘l‘he Swls' Family Robinson. Translated by HENRY FRITH.
: Coloured Frontispiece and over 200 Engravings.
2. Bunyan s Pilgrim’s Progress. With a Memoir of the Author
by H. W. Durcken, Ph.D., and 200 Engravings.
3. Robinson Crusoe. By DanIer. DeroE. With Biographical
5 Sketch of the Author, and many Engravings.
4 The Hxstory of Sandford and Merton, By TnHomas Davy.
i ith 100 Engravings by DarLzizL Brothers.
5 Famous Boys, and How they became Great Men. By the
- Aughor of “ Clever Boys.,” With many Illustrations.
6. Fifty Celebrated Women: Their Virtues and Fallmgs, and
the Lessons of their Lives. With Portraits and other Illustrations,
7. The Gentlemen Adventurers; or, Antony Waymouth. By
the late W, H. G. KinGsToN. th full-page Engravings.
~ 8. Evenings at Home. By Dr. AIKIN and Mrs. BARBAULD.
3 With many INustrations.
. 9. The Adventures of Captain Hatteras. By JULEs VERNE.

: Containing * The English at the North Pole,” and “The Ice Desert.”
i With Caloured Plates.

10. Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. First and
Second Series Complete. By JuLes Verne. With Coloured Plates,
R The Wondetful Travels. Containing *Journey into the In-

** and “ Five Weeks in a Balloon.”” By Jures VERNER.
Wnth Coloured Plates, vJ

32. The Moon Voyage. Containing “From the Earth to the
Moon,"and“ Round the Moon.” By jurxs Verne. Coloured Plates.

13. Gettmg On in the World; or, Hints on Success in Life. By
W. MaTnews, LL.D. First and Second Series Complete.

- 14. The Boy’s Own Book of Manufactures and Industries of
the Waorld. With 365

. Engravings.
15. Great Inventors : The Sources of their Usefuiness, and the Re-
sults of their Efforts. With 109 Engravings.
16. Marvels of Nature ; or, Outlines of Creation. 400 Engravings,
17. The Boy’s Own Sea Stories. With full-page Engravings.
18. Household Stories. By the Brothers GRiMM, W. HavuFF, &c.
With many Illustrations.
19. Fifty Celebrated Men : Their Lives and Trials, and the Deeds
X that made them Famous. With Portraits and other Illustrations.
20. The Wonders of the World, in Earth, Sea, and Sky. With
123 Engravings.
21. The Triumphs of Perseverance and Enterprise. By THOMAS
q Coorgr. With many Engravings.

Zondon: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.




POPI’ZAR BOOKS BY GOOD AUTHORS,

THE FAMILY GIST SERIES—continued.
82, Keble’s Christian Year : Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and
Holy Days throughout the Year, With full-page Engravings.
23. A Face Illumined. By E. P. RoE, Author of * From Jest to

Earnest,” &c.

24. The Scottish Chiefs, By Miss JANE PORTER.

25. What Can She Do? By E. P. Rog, Author of “A Face
Illumined,” &c.

26. Barriers Burned Away. By the Same.

27. Opening of a Chestnut Burr. By the Same,

28. Orange Blossoms. . By T. S. ARTHUR. Illustrated.

29. Mary Bunyan, the Blind Daughter of John Bunyan, By
SaLLie RocHBSTER Forp, With full-page Engravings.

30. The History of Margaret Catchpole, By Rev. RICHARD
CospoLp. With numerous Illustrations.

31, Julamerk; or, The Converted Jewess, By the Author of
““ Naomi.” With numerous Illustrations.

32. Herbert Lovell; or, Handsome He who Handsome Does. With
numerous Illustrations.

33. Amy and Hester ; or, The Long Holidays. Illustrated.

34. Edwin and Mary; or, The Mother’s Cabinet. Illustrated.

35. Wonders and Curiosities of Animal Life. By GEORGE
KearLey, With many Engravings.

36. Wonders and Beauties of the Year. By H. G. ApAMs.
’ With many Engravings.

37. Modern Society ; or, The March of Intellect. By CATHERINE
SINCLAIR. With numerous Illustrations.

38. Beatrice ; or,The Unknown Relatives. By CATHERINE SINCLAIR,
With numerous Illustrations.

39. Looking Heavenward: A Series of Tales and Sketches for

the Young. With numerous Illustrations.

40. Life’s Contrasts; or, The Four Homes. Illustrated.

41. Nature’s Gifts, and How we Use Them. With numerous
Illustrations.

42. Pilgrims Heavenward : Essays of Counsel and Encouragement
for the Christian Life.

43. The Book of Children’s Hymns and Rhymes. Illustrated.

44. Preachers and Preaching, 1n Ancient and Modern Times.
By Rev, HENRY CHRISTMAS, With Portraits.

45. Character and Culture, Bythe Hon. and Rt. Rev. the BisHoP
or DurHAM, Canon DaLE, &c.

46. Popular Preachers: Their Lives and their Works. By Reve
W. WiLsoN, With Illustrations.

47. The Boy’s Handy Book of Games and Sports. With
Hundreds of Illustrations.

43. The Boy's Handy Book of Natural History, With about
100 full-page Engravings by W. HarvEy.

———
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BOOKS OF HIGH TONE,

THE LILY 8ERIES.

Price ONE SHILLING each. Nicely bound for Presents, in Improved Binding,
. cloth gilt, 1s. 6d.; ditto, gilt edges, 2s.

Forming admirable Volumes for School Prizes and Presents to Young Tadies.

e

The design of this Series is to include no books except such as ave peculiarly
adapted, by their high tone, pure taste, and thorough principle, to be read by those
persons, y and old, who look upon books as upon their friends—only worthy
20 be received into the Family Circle for their good gualities and excellent chi-
racters. So many volumes now issue from the press low in tone and lax in morality
that it is especially incumbent on all who would avoid the taint of suck hurtful
matter to select carefully the books they would themselves read or introduce to
their housekolds. In view of this design, mo axthor whose name is ot a guarantee
of the real worth and purity of his or her work, or whose book has mot beers sub-
Jected to a rigid ination, will be admitted into “ THR LiLy SERIRS.”

1. A Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite’s Life. By Mrs. WHITNEY.
Suck books as kers should be in every household,

2. The Gayworthys: A Story of Threads and Thrums, By Ditto.
A work to be read, loaned, re-read, and re-loaned. :

3. Faith Gartney’s Girlhood. By Mrs. WHITNEY,
Mrs. Whitney's writings have a mission, whick is to make the world better

than they find it,

4. The Gates Ajar. By ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS.

A book that has brought happiness to many a sorrowing spirit,

5. Little Women. By Miss ALcoTT, Author of “ Good Wives,”
A book whick all girls would be better for reading,
6, Good Wives. Sequel to ‘‘Little Women.” By the same.
No Better books could be put into young girls’ hands than ** Little Women”
dnd * Good Wives.”
7. Alone. By MARrRION HARLAND, Author of * The Hidden Path.”
Its merits consist in its truthfulness to mature, and the fervent spirit
whick animaltes its narration,
8. I've been Thinking. By A. S. Roe.
Fe 77 xcel this excellent author in pure simplici le, natural
::!:;tf::d tmtlx/":dnc:: of xarm!x'v:c. simplicity of style, matu
9. Ida May. By MaAry LANGDON.
The narrative of *“ Ida May” is one of intensest intevess,
10. The Lamplighter. By Miss CUMMING.
The story of an orphan girl’s struggles and tyriumphe.
11. Stepping Heavenward. By E. PrENTISS.

Sﬁ;uld be in every family. Abounds in passages of deep pathos and ten-
ferness.

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.
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BOOKS OF PURE TASTE.

THE LILY SERIES—continued.
12. Gypsy Breynton. By the Author of ¢ The Gates Ajar.”
The “Gypay ® boske ave chavwiing reading.
13. Aunt Jane’s Hero. By the Author of * Stepping Heavenward.”
The object of * Aunt Yanes Flero” is to depict a Christian Home whose
happiness flows from the living rock, Christ Fesus.
14. The Wide, Wide World. By Miss WETHERELL.
Dear to every girl who has read t.
15. Queechy. By the Autkor of * The Wide, Wide Woddd.”
A fascinating story, fresk and true to life.
16. Looking Round. Bythe Author of  I've been Thinking.®
His books ave just the sovt 1o put inte the hands of youth.
17. Fabrics: A Story of To-Day.
Full of intevest, and cannet fail to secwve a wide popularity,
18. Our Village: Tales. By Miss MITFORD.
Awn engaging little volume, full of feeling, spivit, and variety.
19. The Winter Fire. By RoSE PORTER.
Cannot fnil to make its way in domestic civcles, especially where religion is
held to be of the first moment.
20. The Flower of the Family. By Mrs. E. PRENTISS.
The * Flower of the Family ” abounds with admirable moval lessons.
21. Mercy Gliddon’s Work. By the Author of * The Gates Ajar.”
Earnest in tone and interesting in siyle. .
22. Patience Strong’s Outings. By Mrs, WHITNEY.
A more wholesome or readable book it wonld be aifficuit to fina.
23. Something to Do. By the Authorof * Little Women,” &c.
Miss Alcott’s writings are as charming in style as they are pure in tome,
24. Gertrude’s Trial. By MARY JEFFERIS.
Tkis book has given comfort to many a serrowing kesvt and counse: to
many an erring soul.
25. The Hidden Path. By the Author of  Alone.”
An extremely interesting story.
26, Uncle Tom’s Cabin. By Mrs. H. B. Stows. IMustrated.
N% w;:fb "af fiction has ever approacked the popularity of “ Uncle Tom's
abin.

27. Fireside and Camp Stories. By the Author of ¢ Little Women.”

These ave tales, some of a stirring and some of a domestic character,
suited to all tastes. ’

28. The Shady Side. By a Pastor’s Wife,
A true and interesting record of a young parsow's life and troubies.

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, E.C. J




BOOKS OF REAL WORTH.

THE LILY SERIES—continued.

29, The Sunny Side. By H. TRUSTA.
Ag;‘zt,k’y spanion in all respects to the popul lume, * The Shady
iae.

What Katy Did. By SusAN COOLIDGE..
A pleasant and naturally written tale.
31. Fern Leaves from Fanny’s Portfolio. By FANNY FxeN,
Fanny Fern's inspiration comes frome nature.
32. Shadows and Sunbeams. By FANNY FErN.
" She dips her pen in her heart and wyites owt kev own feelings and fancies.
33. What Katy Did at School. By SusAN COOLIDGE.
A fascinating work for girls. '
34. Shiloh ; or, Without and Within. By Mrs. W, M, L, Jay.
The ﬂat is interesting, whilst the lessons it inculcates showld make it &
welcome addition to every family libvary.
The Percys. Bythe Author of ¢ Stepping Heavenward,” &c.
A picture of a genial, kappy Christian home, saintly withont being sance
timonious.

30.

35

36. Gypsy’s Sowing and Reaping. By E. STUART PHELPs.

A domestic story, healthy in tone, and told in a lively and readable style.
Gypsy’s Cousin Joy. By the same.

A Sequel to ** Gypsy Breynion.”

38. Gypsy’s Year at the Golden Crescent. By the same,
. A Sequel to *“ Gypsy's Cousin Foy.”

39. Miss Edgeworth’s Moral Tales.
Remarkable for their kumane symputhies and moral tendencies”

40. Miss Edgeworth’s Popalar Tales.

Miss Edgeworth is the author of works mewer t» kfagnteu. of works
awhich f':m never lose their standard value as English Class

37

41. The Prince of the House of David. By Rev. J. H. INGRAHAM.
Raelates with deep reverence the scenes in the life of Fesus of Nasarelk.

42. Anna Lee. By T.S. ARTHUR.
An amusing and instyuctive story, conveying some valuable lessons.

43. The Throne of David. Bythe Rev. J. H. INGRAHAM,

The aim of the writer is Lo invest with popular interest one of the most !
nteresting periods of Hebrew History.

44. The Pillar of Fire. By the Rev. J. H. INGRAHAM,

The anthor's aim has been to unfold the beanties, rickes, P ’ , and
grandeur of the Holy Scriptures.

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, E.C.




BOOKS FOR YOUNG AND OLD.

THE LILY SERIES—continued.

45. Prudence Palfrey. By T. B. ALDRICH.

Instructive from beginning to end. The author skelches his characters
admirably.

46. A Peep at Number Five. By H. TRUSTA.
The sentiments of this book are pure and the language good.
47. Marjorie’s Quest. By JEANNIE T. GOULD.
A capital tale, full of intevest,
48. Our Village : Country Pictures, By Miss MITFORD,
The descriptions of rural life and vural scenery in this work are very
vivid and glowing.
49 Woman Our Angel. Sequel to * Looking Round.”

In thousands of families A. S. Roe's books are read and re-vead with |
profit and ever-increasing delight.

50. How Marjory Helped. By M. CARROLL.
A story well told, and writtem in a religious spirit.
51, Mabel Vaughan, By the Author of * The Lamplighter.”

It is a charming story, to whick the character of Rose gives the same
interest and beauty whick little Gerérude and the old Lamplighter give
2o the author’s first producti

52, Melbourne House. By Author of * The Wide, Wide World.”
Another of Miss Warner's bright and beautiful creations.
53. Father Clement. By GRACE KENNEDY.

He;' writings ave of a religious tendency, but are most mhrta.ixiu:
stories.

§4. Dunallan. By GRACE KENNEDY.
Her writings fossess irvesistible charms to multitudes of readers.
§5. From Jest to Earnest. By Rev. E. P. Rox.

Whkile My. Roe tells a :loz;;dndrab{y well, and paints with the skill of @
master, ke carefully eschews sensationalism.

56. Jessamine. By MARION HARLAND. !
A sweet and interesting story. I

57. Miss Gilbert’s Career. By J. G. HOLLAND. [
i

Dy. Holland's writings are remarkable for their moral purpose and
sympathetic touches of character. .

58. The Old Helmet. By the Author of * The Wide, Wide World.”
The story is admirably told, and its lessons ave many and valuable.

!
i
59. Forging their Own Chains. By C. M. CORNWALL. l
1

The characters are admirably drawn, acting and speaking naturally ;
book conveys some valuablcyle::m. racting g malurnlly ; tha .
60, Daisy. Sequel to “ Melbourne House.” By E. WETHERELL.

L;azgc ;:tb'n: to be desired save a re-perusal. Cheerful and of igh |

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.




PURE LITERATURE FOR ALL.

THE LILY SERIES—continued,
61. Our Helen. By SOPHIE MAY.

As free from the sensational and impossible as could be desired, and at the
same time full of interest.

62, That Lass o’ Lowrie’s. By F. H., BURNETT.
’ One of the sweetest tales ever written.
63. The Yearsthatare Told. By the Author of “The Winter Fire,”
Unexceptionable as vegards moral principle and refinement of tone.
64. Near to Nature’s Heart. By Rev. E. P. RoE.
The high and wholesome lesson of eack of this author's works is not for a
moment left in doubt or obscurity.
65. Esther Douglas, and other Stories. By MARY BASKIN.
A story by a new author, worthy of acceptance by all readers.
66. A Knight of the Nineteenth Century. By Rev. E. P. RoE,

Contains the elements of perfect work, clearness and brilliancy of style,
Beauty of expression, a good plot, and a most excellent momz

67. Released. By the Author of ¢ Esther Douglas,”
A most intevesting story, with a high moral tone,
68. Quinnebasset Girls. By Rost PORTER.
A most delightful story for givikood.
Helen. By MARIA EDGEWORTH
The most popular of Miss Edgewortk's brilliant novels,
7o. The Fairchild Family, By Mrs. SHERWOOD,
Intended to show the importance and effects of a religions edusation,
71. Freston Tower. By the Author of ‘‘Margaret Catchpole,”
An interesting story of the times q/ Cardinal Wolsey.
72. Godwyn’s Ordeal. By Mrs. J. KENT SPENDER.
A tender and graceful stary, thovoughly high and pure in tone and purpose,

73. Madeleine : A Story of French Love.
A singularly pure and intevesting story.

by
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About Two Million Volumes of the LILY SERIES have been sold {n Great
Britain and the Colonies. No Series of Books has ever attained such
& large sale, and publio appreciation is the best test of sucoess.

LILY SERIES DOUBLE VOLUMES.
Fancy boards, price 2¢. each.
1. Barriers Burned Away. By E. P. RoE, Author of * From
Jest to Earnest.”

2. The Opening of a Chestnut Burr. By E. P. Rog, Author of

¢¢Barriers Burned Away.”

London; WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E,C.




- SCRIPTURE TEXT BOOKS.

TEXT BOOKS.

These attractive Volumes have more than a passing interest as elegant and
appropriate Presents. - Eackh contains a Quotation for every day from Scripture,
or [rom the works of the greatest thinkers and pocts.

THE CHRISTIAN TEXT BOOK AND BIRTHDAY
REMEMBRANCER. A Book of Sacred Counsel and Reflections for Every
Day in the Year. With Interleaved Pages for recording Birthdays and Regis-
tering Thoughts and Events of Every Day. In handsome binding, cloth gilt
extra, red burnished edges, price ss.

BIRTHDAY TREASURE SERIES.

Demy 3ame, cloth, each 1s.; cloth, gilt edges, 1s. 6. ; full calf, ivory enamel,
morocco, or russia, 2s. 6. ; full-calf circuit, or morocco circuit, 45.

The Christian Daily Text Book and Birthday Record.

The Christian Daily Treasure Book of Sacred Verse and
Holy Counsel, with Birthday Souvenir.

Golden Truths and Birthday Note Book.

Shakespeare Daily Gem Book and Journal for Birthdays.

The Child’s Own Daily Text Book and Birthday Register.

The Loving Record ; or, Poetic Remembrancer of Anniversaries
of Wedding Days, Birthdays, &c., for Every Day in the Year.

The Christian Year Birthday Book. Selections for Every Day
from Keble’s * Christian Year,” with Birthday Register.

The Bunyan Text Book and Birthday Remembrancer,
Quotations for Every Day from the Works of John Bunyan.

MINIATURE TEXT BOOKS,
Demy 32mo, cloth gilt, price 64. each.
1. The Miniature Text Book.
2. The Miniature Treasure Book.
3. The Miniature Book of Golden Truths,
4. The Miniature Shakespeare Gem Book.
5. The Miniature Child’s Own Daily Text Boak.

[

N ownaw

®

THE LANGUAGE AND POETRY OF FLOWERS. With
Coloured Plates and many other Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, cloth gilt, red
edges, 2s. 6d.

THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS. With Coloured Frontis-
piece and other Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, cloth gilt, zs. ; Packet Edition, demy
32mo, cloth, gilt edges,

THE POETRY OF FLOWERS. With Coloured Frontispiece

and other Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, cloth gilt, 1s. ; Pocket Edition, demy 32m
cloth, gilt edges, 6d. ’ gL 18 ’ v 3amo,

'\_ Londow: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.
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STANDARD WORKS BY GREAT WRITERS.

THE WORLD LIBRARY OF STANDARD BOOKS.

A Series of Standard Works, including many of the ackmowledged Mastere
Pleces of . Hktaqr/ﬁal and Critical Literat; made m{uaa:nulk Mbclf hitherto to
Bhe general yeader by publication in a ck:;?fom and at & moderate price.

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt.

1. Hallam’s Constitutional History of England. From the
Accession of Hen? VIL to the Death of George II. By HEenry
Harrax, LL.D., F.R.S. With Lord Macaulay’s Em? on the same.
970 pp., 58. Library Edition, demy 8vo, 7s. 64.; half-calf, x2s.

2, Hallam’s Europe during the Middle Ages. 720 pp., 3¢. 6&
Library Edition, demy 8vo, 894 pp., 6s.; half-calf, z0s. 64.

3. Hallam's Church and State. By the Author of *The Con-
stitutional History of England.” 400 pp., 25. 64. - -

5. The Wealth of Nations (An Inquiry into the Nature and
Causes of). By ADAM SMITH. 782 pp., 35. 64.; half-calf, 7s.64. Library
Edition, demy 8vo, 800 pp., 6s.; half-calf, 10s. 64,

6. Adam Smith’s Essays : Moral Sentiments, Astronomy, Physics,
&c. By the Author of *“ The Wealth of Nations.” 476 pp., 35. 6d.

2. Hume’s History of England. From the Invasion of Julius
Caesar to the Revolution in 1688. By Davip Hums. In 3 Vols. 2,240

. \\P., 108, 64. Library Edition, demy 8vo, x8s.

8, Hun,¢’s Essays: Literary, Moral, and Political. 558 pp., 3s. 6d.

9. Mont:igne’s Essays. All the Essays of Michael the Seigneur
de Montaigne. Translated by CHARLES COTTON. 684 '}'p., 35, 6d.3
half-c,\, 75. 64, Library Edition, demy 8vo, 920 pp., 6s.; half-calf, z0s. 64':

g0, Warton’s History of English Poetry. From the Eleventh to
the Seven tenth Century. By THomas WarTON, B.D. 1,032 pp., 6.

11, The Court \nd Times of Queen Elizabeth. By Lucy

- AIKIN. 530D\, 3. 6d. -

12, Edmund Burke's Choice Pieces, Containing the Speech on
the Law of Libel, Neflections on Revolution in France, on the Sublime and
Beautiful, Abridgment of English History. 3s. 64.

13. Herbert’s Autobiography and History of England under
Henry VIIL. By EpwarD, Lord HERBERT, of Cherbury. 770 pp., 35. 642

14. Walpole’s Anecdotes of Painting in England. By HoraAck

ALPOLE, 538 pp., 3¢. 6d.

15. M‘Culloch’s Principles of Political Economy. With Sketch

of ‘Gl:ie. Rise and Progress of the Science. By J. R, M‘CuLLocH. 360 pp.,

38, . ;
16. Locke;: Letters on Toleration, By JoHN LOCKE. 400 pp.,
39, 6d.

20, Essays on Beauty and Taste : On Beauty, by FrANCIS, Lord
JBFPREY; On Taste, by ARCHIBALD ALIsoN, LL.D. 324 pp., 3s. 64.

21, Milton’s Early Britain, under Trojan, Roman, and Saxon
Rule, by JoHN MILTON. With More’s England under Richard III., and
Bacon’s England under Henry VIIL. 430 pp., 35. 6.

23. Macaulay: Reviews, Essays, and Poems. 650 pp., 3¢. 6d.
3 half-cagf, o s ys, 50 PP:s 3¢

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, E.C.




STANDARD WORKS BY GREAT WRITERS. .

THE WORLD LIBRARY—continued. o
24. Sydney Smith’s Essays, Social and Political. §50 pp., 3s. 6.
25. Lord Bacon. Containing the Proficience and Advancement of
Lurmni, the New Atlantu, Historical Sketches and Essays. 530 pp.s
If, 7s. 6d.
26. Essays by Thomas de Quincey. Containing Confessions of
an Opium Eater, Bentley, Parr, Goethe, Letters to a Young Man, &c,

500 pp., 34.
27. Josephus (The Complete Works of ). Translated by WILLIAM
WaisToN, A.M, With Life of the Author, and Marginal Notes giving the

Essence of the Narrative. 810 pp., 35. 6d. Library Edition, demy 8vo, 6s.

28. Paley’s Works. Containing ¢ The Evidences of Christianity,”
* Hora Paulinz,” and *‘ Natural Theology.” By WiLtiam PaLey, D.D.
‘With Life, Introduction, and Notes. 3s. %

29. Taylor’'s Holy Living and Dying. The Rules and Exercises
of Holy Lw“::lg and Dying. By Jeremv TAvior, D.D. With Life, In-
troduction, ant 25. 6d.

30. Milman’s Hnstory oi the Jews By H. H. MiLMAN, D.D.,
Dean of St. Paul’s. soo pp., 35. 64

31. Macaulay. Second Series. Reviews and Essays. 3s. 6d.

32. Locke on the Human Understanding. 3s. 64. .

33. Plutarch’s Lives. By LANGHORNE. 5s.

Uniform with the Lisrary EpiTion of “ Hume's England,”
“Hallam’s England,” &c.
Shakespeare’s Complete Works. With Life and Glossary. Demy
8vo, cloth, 6s.

WARD AND LOCK'S

S8TANDARD POETS.

The nominal price at whick this Series is offered to the pudlic places the works
&f our greatest Poets well within the veach of all.

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, price 2. each.

1. Longfellow, 15. Shelley.

2. Scott. 16. Hood. 2nd Series

3. Wordsworth, 17. Thomson.

4. Milton. 18. Tupper's Proverbial Philo-
5. Cowper, sophy.

6. Keats. 19 Humorous Poems,

7. Hood. 1st Series, 20. American Poems.

8. Byron, 21. Whittier.

9. Burns, 22, Lowell.

10. Mrs. Hemans. 23. Shakespeare.

11. Pope. 24. Poetic Treasures,

12. Campbell, .| 25. Keble’s Christian Year.
13. Coleridge. 26, Young.

14. Moore. 27. Poe,

Zondonw: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, E.C.,




BOOKS FOR YOUNG MEN.

THE FRIENDLY COUNSEL SERIES.

In the Volumes of the FRIENDLY COUNSEL SERIES, the object has been keft in
view to spread abroad for the reading public the good words of the present _and
Preserve for them the wisdom of the past. From ﬁr:t to last the effort has been,
and will be, to make the FRIENDLY COUNSEL JERIES a mdu-al illustration of the
hmbma that “‘ A Fyiend in Need is a Friend Indeed.”

Crown 8vo, fancy wrapper, price 15. each ; cloth gilt, 2s. 64.; cloth gilt, gilt edges,
price 25

(Those marked thus (*) can also be had in cloth, extra gilt, side, back, and edges,
price 2s. 6d. each.)

1.*Timothy Titcomb’s Letters addressed to Young People.

2.*Beecher’s Lectures to Young Men on various Important Sub-
jects. By HENRY WARD BEECHER, Author of *Life Thoug

3.*Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life, By
WiLLiAM MATHEWS, LL.D. First Series.

4.*Cobbett’s Advice to Young Men, and incidentally to
Young Women. With Notes and Memoir of the Author.

5. Christians in Councll or, The Pastor and his Friends. By the

Author of “ Steppi

ping H

6. How to Make a Living : Suggestions upon the Art of Making,
Saving, and Using Money. By GeorGE CARY EGGLESTON.

7. The Art of Prolonging Life. Translated, completel{lRevised,
and Adapted for all Readers, from the celebrated work by Dr. HuFELAND.

8.*Foster's Decision of Character, and other Essays. With Life
of the Author and Notes.

9.‘Gettmg On in the World; or, Hints on Success in Life, Second
Series. By W. MaTHeEwS, LL.D,
lo.’How to Excel m Busmess' or, The Clerk’s Instructor. A
plete Guide to S in the World of Commerce. By JaMrs MasoN.
u.‘Todd’s Student’s Manual. By Rev. Joun Toop, D.D. New
and Revised Edition, with Notes by the Author.
12. How to Excel in Study; or, The Student’s Instructor. By
James Mason, Author of * How to Excel in Business,” &c.
13. Money : How to Get, How to Use, and How to Keep It. New
and Revised Edition.
14. Oratory and Orators. X ‘WiLLiaM MATHEWS, LL.D., Author

of * Getting On in the Worl Edited by J. W. KirTon, LL.D., Author
of *“Buy Your Own Cherries.”

Crown 8vo, bevelled boards, cloth gilt, gilt edges, ses.

The Friendly Counsellor, Containing ““Timothy Titcomb’s Letters
to Young People,” Cobbeu’s Advice (# Young Men,” and * Beecher's Lec-
tures to Young Men.”

London : WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Sguare, E.C.




EVERY-DAY HANDBOOKS.

BEETON'S EVERY-DAY HANDBOOKS.

These Books supply the information whick is kaely 10 be needed at times eohesn
;z‘on elaborate treatises are not available ; the right things to do are here ready to

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, priee 3s. 64. each.

1. Beeton’s Every-Day Cookery and Housekeepmg Book.
Comprising Instructions for Mistresses and u“‘ 2 Collection of
over 1,650 Practical Recipes. Wilh Hundreds of ngravmgs and 142
Coloured Figures, showing the mode of g Dishes to Table,

2. Beeton’s Dictionary of Every-Day Gardenmg A Popular
Encyclopadia of the Theory and Practice of Horticulture. With many
Engravings and Coloured Plates, made after original Water-Colour Drawings.

3. The Manners of Polite Society; or, Etiquette for. Lsdxes,

Gentlemen, and Families. Illustrated.

BEETON’S **ALL ABOUT IT” BOOKS.

These books arve really what the title of the Series indicates—compendims of
all that is necessary to be known about the subjects treated of.

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. each.
. All About Cookery. A Collection of Practical Recipes, arranged
in Alphabetical Order, and fully Hlustrated.
2. All About Everything. A Domestic Encyclo,psedm, const.stmg
of Practical Recipes and Every-Day Inf
. All About Gardening. A Popular Dxctlonary of Practical
emn,g,f '(_:ronmmng full and pracuell Instrucuons in the different

w

h

§. The Dictionary of Every-day Difficulties ; or, All about
Hard Words.

6. All About Book-keeping. A Comprehensive Treatise, ex-
emplified in Complete Sets of Account Books, arranged to form a course of
practice in Single and Double Entry.

. All About Etiquette, A Manual of Politeness and Good

Manners, for Ladies, Gentlemen, and Families. lustrated.

The Mother’'s Home Book. Containing Practical Instructions

for the Preservation of her Own and her Infant’s Health. Fully Illustrated.

BEETON’S 8HILLING LEGAL HANDBOOKS.

Now Ready, in strong linen covers, price 1s. each.

® 3

1. Property. 8. Masters,Apprentices,Servants,
3. Women, Children,and Registra- and Working Contracts.

tion. 9. Auctions, Valuations, Agency,
3. Divorce & Matrimonial Causes. Games, and Wagers.
4. Wills, Executors, and Trustees, | 10 0933%3;‘;&‘:;{” Liquidations,

1 n ni 0
s T'ﬂﬂifﬁ;ﬁ"éi,i?.ez'“d°’ Securi 1z, Conv‘e(yance, Travellers, and
. nnkeepers

& P"é?;;i’,’.i.f, and  Joint-Stock 13, Pow;e;sr Agreements, Deeds,
. Landlord and Tenant, Lodgers an itrations.
7 Rates and Taxes. gersy 13. The County Court.

London: WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C.




INDISPENSABLE HANDBOOKS.

8YLYIAS HOME HELP SERIES
of Useful Handbooks for Ladies.

“Price 1s. each.
1. HOW TO DRESS WELL ON A SHILLING A-DAY.
A Guide to Home Dressmaking and Millinery. Witha large Sheet of Dia-
ms for Cutting-out Dress Bodices in Three Snzes, and Fifty Diagrams of
“hildren's Clothing.
3. ART NEEDLEWORK : A Guide to Embroidery in Crewels,
Silks Apphc\”é, &c., with Instructions as to Stitches, and explanatory
Diagrams, ith a large and valuable Sheet of Deslgns n CrewcFWork.
3. HOSTESS AND GUEST A Guide to the Eu?uette of
. the Preced of Guests, &c. Illustrated.
4 BABIES AND HOW TO TAKE CARE OF THEM

" Baby.” th.g large Pattern Sheet of lnfan!saaol.hmg 4 with
s. DRESS, HEALTH, AND BEAUTY. Containing Practi-

cal Suggestions for the Improvement of Modern Costume, regarded from an
Artistic and Sanitary point of view, Illustrated.

6. THE HOUSE AND ITS FURNITURE. A Common-
Sense Guide to House Bulldmg and House Furnishing. _ Containing plain
Dlrecuuns as to Choosmg a_Site, Buymaerldmg, Heating, Lighting,
Vi and C ith 170 1

7. INDIAN HOUSEHOLD MANAGEMENT. Contamll:ﬁ
Hints on Bungalows, Packing, Domestic Servants, &c. Invaluable for
visiting India.

8. HOW TO MANAGE HOUSE AND SERVANTS, and
Make the Most of your Means.

9. THE MANAGEMENT OF CHILDREN, mHealth Sicke

| siess and Disease.

1 10. ARTISTIC HOMES; or, How to Furnish with Taste. A

! Handbook for all Housewives. Profusely Illustrated.

1 11. HOW TO MAKE HOME HAPPY. A Book of Household

| Hints and Information, with s00 Odds and Ends worth Remembering.

1 r2. HINTS AND HELPS FOR EVERY-DAY EMER-

GENCIES. Includm§ Social, Rm'al and Domestic Economy, Household

Medicine, Casualties, F Legal Diffi

1 13. THE ECONOMICAL HOUSEWIFE or, How to Ma.ke
the Most of Everything. With about so Illustrauons

14. SYLVIA’'S BOOK OF THE TOILLET. A Lady’s Guide

to Dress and Beauty. With 30 Illustrations.

15. HOME NEEDLEWORK, A Trustworthy Guide to the Art
of Plain Sewing. With about 80 Diagrams.

| 16. CHILDREN, AND WHAT TO DO WITH THEM. A

. Guide for Mothers pecting the M of their Boys and Girls.

17. OUR LEISURE HOURS A Book of Recreation for the
Use of Old and Young. Illustrated.
18. THE FANCY NEEDLEWORK INSTRUCTION
BOOK. Profusely Illustrated.
| 19. THE ETIQUETTE OF MODERN SOCIETY, Illust
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REFERENCE BOOKS FOR THE PEOPLE.

BEETON'S NATIONAL REFERENCE BOOKS,
FOR THE PEOPLE OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

** In an age of great competition and little leisure the value of Time is
tolevably well understood. Men wanting facts like to ‘ctat them with as little
expenditure as possible of money or minutes., BEETON'S NATIONAL REFERENCE
BOOKS Aave been conceived and carried out in the belisf that a set of Cheap and
Handy Volumes in Biography, Geogm;k&y, History (Sacred and Profane), Science,
and Business, would be thovoughly welcome, because they wowld guickly answey
many a guestion, Im every case the type will be  found clear and plain.

STRONGLY BOUND IN CLOTH, PRICE ONE Sl-lu.r.nfc EACH,
(Those marked thus * can be had cloth gilt, price s, 64.)

1.*Beeton’s British Gazetteer: A Topographical and Historical
Guide to the United Kingdom.

2. Beeton’s British Biography: From the Earliest Times to the
Accession of George III.

3. Beeton’s Modern Men and Women: A British Biography,
from the Accession of George III. to the Present Time.

4.*Beeton’s Bible Dictionary. A Cyclopzdia of the Geography, o
Biography, Narratives, and Truths of Scripture. :

§.*Beeton’s Classical Dictionary: A Cyclopzdia . of Greek and |
Roman Biography, Geography, Mythology, and Antiquities.

6.*Beeton’s Medical Dictionary. A Guide for every Family,
defini i fe lai the Symp and Treatment of all Ail-

with p ,
ments, Illnesses, and Diseases.

7. Beeton’s Date Book. A British Chronology from the Earliest

Records to the Present Day. !
8. Beeton’s Dictionary of Commerce. Containing Explanations

of :iheA rion;cdipal Terms used in, and modes of transacting Business at Home {. ]

an T o

9. Beeton’s Modern European Celebrities, A Biog'ra‘Ehy of

Continental Men and Women of Note who have lived during the last
Hundred Years, or are now living.

Beeton’s Guide Book to the Stock Exchange and Money

Market. With Hints to Investors and the Chances of Speculators. Entirely
New Edition, post 8vo, linen boards, 1s.

Beeton’s Investing Money with Safety and Profit. New and
Revised Edition. Post 8vo, linen covers, 1s.

Beeton’s Ready Reckoner. With New Tables, and much Informng..
tion never before collected. Post 8vo, strong cloth, 1s,

Webster's Sixpenny Ready Reckoner. 256 pp., cloth, 64.

Beeton’s Complets Letter Writer, for Ladies and Gentlemexn
Post 8vo, strong cloth, price 1s. M

Beeton’s Complete Letter Writer for Ladies, Inlinen covers, 67,
Beeton’s Complete Letter Writer for Gentlemen, Price 62,
The New Letter Writer for Lovers, In linen covers, price G2,

Webster’s Shilling Book-keeping, A Comprehensive G
comprising a Course ;‘t Practice in Sil?gle EndDouble Entry. Post 8vo, clo:kl.d &

London; WARD, LOCK & CO., Salisbury Square, E.C
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